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"Don't get up," Kerry said, coming through the front door with her keys still in the lock. "I mean it, Andy, stay exactly where you are. If you've done what I think you've done, then I want to see it before you start apologising for it."

"It's chicken," I said, moving the pan off the heat. "And before you start, there's rice with it."

"Oh, you have been busy." She got one shoe off in the hall and came down to the kitchen door with the other one still in her hand. "Four days you've had. Four whole days off, and that's what I'm getting."

"You said Thursdays were fine, though."

"They are fine," she said, dropping the shoe and hooking her bag over a chair. "I'm only saying you've had since Sunday."

I'd been off since Sunday night. Two days, two nights, four off, and it has run that way at Wheatbridge the whole time I've been on Blue Watch. I knew in August what I'd be doing the second week of April. Kerry knew it before I did. She keeps my shifts alongside eight years of appointments and she has never had to look at a rota in her life.

She came round and had a look at what I'd done with a hand flat on my back, leaning on me while she did it, the whole warm weight of her against the back of my arm, and she was in no hurry at all. She'd been on her feet since half eight. She rents a chair at a place on Chatsworth Road, Tuesday to Friday, and Mondays she's out in the car doing four old dears in their own front rooms who have had her since the old shop. When she comes in at the end of a Thursday she brings the whole day in with her. You can smell it before she's properly in the room. Bleach, and that sweet stuff they put on the ends, and about nine other women's perfume.

There was a streak of somebody's colour dried down the side of her thumb. Dark red, nearly brown.

"Whose is that, then?" I said, nodding at her hand.

"Denise," she said, turning her hand over to look at it herself. "Third time this year and she honestly still swears blind it looks natural. She's leaving him, by the way."

"Her with the caravan?"

"That's her. Sat there and told me the lot with her head in the sink." She got two plates down and started working her thumb into the palm of her other hand, digging in under the base of the thumb. Her hands hurt by six o'clock. "Twenty-two years. She's got a flat over the chemist's from the first of October and he doesn't know yet."

"Bloody hell."

"That's what I said."

"She's never given me more than a good morning, that one."

"They all tell me, love," she went on, getting the drawer open with her hip. "You've got your hands in their hair for an hour, haven't you. They'd tell you as well if you did it."

I've done twenty-one years in the fire service, and I'm still a firefighter and not an officer, and in all that time I could count on one hand the strangers who have told me anything true. She'll get four like that before lunch. She reached past me for the salt and went right by my hip, so I put a hand on her and left it there, because she was there.

"Give over," she said, and didn't move away an inch. "You'll have that rice over. And nobody's getting anything before I've had my tea, so you can pack that in."

She pushed back into my hand before she went off with the salt.

We ate at the table because the quote was on it and neither of us shifted it. Nine thousand four hundred pounds, from a firm in Brimington, for the flat roof over the kitchen. That roof's had it. There's a stain on the ceiling above the cooker about the size of a dinner plate, brown round the edge and yellow in the middle, and it was definitely smaller in June. My overtime's capped this quarter. We've got about eleven hundred quid.

"It's grown," Kerry said, with her fork up.

"It hasn't."

"I look at that thing every morning, Andy, while the kettle's going, and you don't."

"It's the same as it was in June and you know it."

"Right." She ate some rice quite happily and pointed her fork back up at the ceiling. "Well, when it comes through and lands in the pan you can tell me that again."

She had her foot out of her sock and up on my shin under the table while she was telling me the roof was coming in on us. Every so often it went slowly up the inside of my leg, nearly to the knee, and then came back down. The last go it didn't come back down. It stopped where my thigh met the chair with her toes moving, and she carried on eating with her chin on her other hand, looking at the ceiling. She knew what she was doing and she got another forkful.

"There's more rice if you want it," she said.

"I'm all right."

She left her foot exactly where it was and finished her tea one-handed.

We've been in this house since 2011. Married seventeen years, together twenty. It's a three-bed semi on Ashgate Rise and two of the bedrooms have got a hoover and a dead exercise bike in them, because neither of us ever wanted kids. We washed the plates up, and she stayed at the sink drying the same plate for a minute and a half while she finished telling me about Denise. On her way past for the tea towel she put a wet hand down the front of my joggers and got hold of my cock properly, cold fingers, and pulled the skin back off the head twice, slowly, exactly as she'd do it if she meant to finish me off. She never broke off what she was saying about the flat over the chemist's. Then she took it out and dried it on the towel and hung the towel back on the oven door.

"You can put that away for half an hour," she said, on her way out. "I'm having a bath, and when I'm out of it you can put that cock wherever you want it."

She went up for a bath. I sat down for the last twenty minutes of the football with the sound turned right down so I could hear the water going. Her getting in, and the long breath she lets out when she does. The slop of the water when she shifted. Nothing at all for a bit. Then a flannel being wrung out, slowly, twice, and the drip off it after, and then nothing again for long enough that I knew she'd got the flannel between her legs and was taking her time over that as well. A woman washing herself in a room I've been in ten thousand times, and I sat there on my own sofa listening to it like it was on somewhere else.

"Andy." Down the stairs, over the water, in the voice she uses for the milk. "Turn that off and come up. And you can stop whatever you're doing on that sofa, because I want it upstairs."

She came into the bedroom about half nine with her hair wet at the ends and her face pink from it. She'd got the towel round her. She left the door open, put the little lamp on instead of the big light, dropped the towel on the chair and stood in front of the open wardrobe going through a shelf of tops she had no intention of putting on.

Kerry's five foot four. Her hair's dark blonde, a shade lighter than it was in May, and she does it herself over the kitchen sink with a towel round her shoulders. Down, it sits just past her collarbones. She's thirty-nine. She's got a wide mouth and a chipped front tooth she's never had done, and a round face that goes red in the cheeks when she's warm, and she was red now, all down her throat and across the top of her chest, from the bath.

She's big in the tits and always has been. Heavy ones, low and wide apart, and they sit down on her ribs and go out to the sides when she's on her back. The nipples are big and dark and a bit rough round the edge, and the skin round them draws up tight and puckered when she's cold. They were stood right up before anything had happened. They always are, the second she's out of hot water. Her belly is soft. It rounds out under her navel and creases across when she bends. There's a pale line over the tops of her thighs where the elastic sits all day. Her arse is round and heavy and wide across the back, with two dents in it at the top, and it moves on its own when she walks about with nothing on.

The hair on her cunt is dark blonde and cropped short, because she's never taken the lot off and never will. Stood there with her legs together you can't see anything of her at all, just the crease and the hair over it. Her thighs are thick and meet the whole way up and go pink where they rub. Her legs are brown to four inches above the knee and then they stop dead, because she wears the same black three-quarter things at work all summer. Her hands are red over the knuckles and dry across the backs, years of water and colour, and she rubs cream into them every night and it hardly makes any difference.

I've been looking at her since she was nineteen and my mouth still went dry. She took her time at that wardrobe and she never turned round. She put a hand up on the shelf and stood with her weight on one leg, and it put her arse right out sideways. I lay there watching her over a book I'd read the same page of four times.

"You've got that face on," she said.

"I'm reading."

"You have," she said, kneeling up on the bed and taking the book out of my hand. All of her moved when she came up onto her knees. She dropped the book on the floor without looking where it went. "Four days off and you've spent three of them on that sofa, so come here and sort it out. You've had your hand on my arse since I got through the door."

I got hold of her hips and pulled her up the bed. She came easily, laughing, heavier than she thinks she is, and I told her so, and it cost me a slap on the shoulder. She swung a leg neatly over me. Her tits hung down onto my chest and I had a hand full of one straight away and my mouth on the other. Her nipple went hard on my tongue in about two seconds, and the skin round it tightened up visibly. I got as much of her in my mouth as would go and sucked hard, and something went off low in her throat and then she let it out properly.

"Mmm. Suck it. Harder than that, I've been in a bath, I can't feel anything yet."

She had her hand round the back of my head, pushing my face up into it. Each time I got her right between my teeth her breath went out of her in the same place, short, high up in her chest.

"Nnn. That's it, love, just there."

She was moving her hips on my stomach while I did it and leaving wet on me, and she wasn't doing it for my benefit.

"Down there," she said, taking a fistful of my hair and moving me where she wanted me. "Go on. Get your mouth on my cunt."

So I went down. She takes her time about that and she always has. Her knees came apart before I'd got there, and one of them went out flat against the mattress.

I got a proper look at her first. Kerry's pussy is a neat one. The lips are tucked away inside and there's nothing hanging. When I pulled her open with my thumbs they came out a dark brown-pink against how white the rest of her is down there, and they go darker and fatter the longer I'm at her. Inside is wet pink and shining. Her clit sits up under the hood and comes out on its own after a few minutes. She was slick already, the whole length of her, and there was a wet patch on the sheet under her before I'd laid a finger on her.

I got my face right in it, in the hair and under it, and stayed there deliberately long enough that she said something about it.

"Here, are you stopping down there or what?"

"Give me a minute."

"You've had one. Get on with it."

I got my tongue flat and went the whole way up her, slowly, from as low as I could get to the top. I did it three or four times before I went anywhere near her clit. By the last one she'd got her heels up on the mattress. Her lips came away from each other and stayed open. I sucked one of them in and held it between my lips and let it back out, and she said a thing into the pillow that wasn't a word. Then I did the other one, deliberately slower, and she said it again, louder.

"Ohh. Do that again."

I pushed two fingers up into her, gently at first and then all the way. She was hot and slippery from the first knuckle in, and it ran back over my hand. Every time I took them out to the knuckle and put them back in there was a noise off her, wet and soft and regular, a suck and then a click, and inside a minute it was the loudest thing in the room. I worked at her flat and steady, how she likes it and not how I like it. She tasted of the bath first and then of herself, thicker than that, a bit salt at the back, and the taste got stronger the longer I stopped there.

"That. Don't change it," she said, with one heel dug into the mattress and her hips going. "Don't you dare make me cum yet. Keep your fingers in me."

Then she held me off. The flat of her hand came down on my forehead and pushed my head back off her, and I stopped where she put me with my fingers still up her and her wet going cold on my chin, waiting it out. Four seconds. Five. My jaw was locked open and the ache had come up under both ears and into my neck, and her breathing was sorting itself out above me. Then the hand went off my head and I was let back on, and she was louder every go.

"Ohhh. Ohhh, my clit, right on it, right on it."

Her hand went back on my head and her hips came up after my mouth anyway.

"Aah. Ah. You bastard. Get them right up in me."

I got them right up in her, as far as they'd go, and stopped moving them, and she went quiet with her jaw slack and nothing coming out of her at all. Her heart was going against my fingertips from the inside.

"Mmm. Yeah, that. And keep sucking me, don't you stop sucking me."

I got my lips right round her clit and sucked, steadily, and kept on sucking. She had a fistful of the sheet in one hand and a fistful of my hair in the other, and she pulled the hair.

"Oh, fuck. Suck it. Suck my clit, suck it properly."

Then she stopped pushing me off. She said my name into the dark and came on my mouth and my hand. She had my hair gripped tight enough to hurt and her thighs shut hard on my ears, so there was nothing to hear except her, coming through the bone of my head, and she was properly loud by then, low and open and going on. She clenched on my fingers four or five times, hard and then weaker, and every one of them squeezed a bit more out of her over my knuckles and down my wrist.

My chin and all round my mouth were soaked with her. I didn't wipe any of it off.

She pulled me up by the arm, pushed me flat and took hold of my cock in her fist to line it up. The skin had gone right back off the end on its own by then. It's thicker down at the base than it is at the end and it stands up a bit off straight, and there's a vein comes over from the left that's up in a ridge when I'm like that, and she finds it with her fingers without having to look. The head was dark red and there was a bead of me sat on the slit. She wiped that off with her thumb and put the thumb in her mouth and held my eye while she did it.

Then she rubbed me slowly along herself, front to back, and I felt the hair, and then the wet, and then her clit going over the head of me, and she was so open down there that I nearly went in on my own. Then she sat straight down on me in one go. All of me. It went in with a sound, thick and wet, and she stopped dead and blew a breath out through her teeth before she moved.

"Nnnngh. Fuck. All of it. Right in."

"Ohhhhh. That's better," she groaned, and put both hands on my chest. "I've wanted your cock since about half four."

The landing light was on her from the side. My wife, sat on me, with her tits swinging and her belly creased and her mouth open. She had one hand back on my thigh. She was riding me slowly and heavily and doing every bit of the work herself, and when she put her weight back on that hand I had a clear view of myself going up into her, with the hair over it dark with her.

Each time she came down there was a slap of her arse on my legs, and a wetter, sloppier one under it out of her pussy, and the two of them went on and on over the top of each other.

"Uhh. Yeah. Right down on it."

"Come here," I said.

"No," she said, holding me down flat with a hand on my breastbone. "Lie still. This bit's mine, and your cock's not going anywhere."

I got hold of her arse with both hands, plenty of it, still warm from the bath, and got my thumbs into the dents. She let me push her faster for a minute, then took it back off me and slowed it right down to what she wanted. My legs had started going on their own by then and I couldn't do a thing about them. There was nothing in my head at all except getting her to go faster and she was not going to, and knowing that made it worse, and she watched me find it out.

"Fuck," I said.

"I know," she said, lifting herself nearly off me and sitting slowly back down. "Shush, you'll get there. You can cum when my pussy's finished with you and not before."

A slick string came up between us and broke on the lift, and my belly was wet from my navel down and the sheet was going under both of us.

Her tits were going up and down and out of time with each other, and I got both hands onto them and she let me. They came down heavy into my palms on every stroke and dragged away out of them again, and her nipples came over my hands hard, and she was slippery everywhere I held her. She'd sweated the bath clean off her.

"Look at them," she said, and put her shoulders back so I would. "You've not had your eyes anywhere else since I dropped that towel, so get your mouth on them and suck them while I'm doing this."

I took a mouthful of one and she held my head into it and kept riding. Her nipple was between my teeth and she was going up and down on my cock and I could have gone off right then. Inside her was hotter than anything else in that room, hotter than her mouth, and each go, when she got right down to the bottom, I was up in that heat and she made the same sound, low and pushed out of her.

"Hnn. Mmm. That's where I want you."

My balls were aching and it had started going in my stomach, and I had to lie there and hold on to it, because she'd told me to.

She came down over me on her forearms, close, with her hair hanging round my face and her breath on my mouth.

"Do you remember Sharon's wedding?"

"What?"

"That boy I was at school with. Blue suit," she said, still moving on me. "The one who danced with me for about an hour."

"That was years back."

"Nine." She put her mouth right by my ear. "In the taxi home you said you'd have let me."

She sat up on me, still going, and looked down at me while she said the rest.

"You said it like you were being funny," she said, pushing my hands off her hips and putting them on her tits and holding them there. "You weren't, though. I've thought about it in this bed more times than you have."

I laughed. It came out of me before I knew it was coming.

Kerry didn't laugh.

She looked at me through her hair with her face completely straight. Then she shut her eyes, put her head back and got on with fucking me, and she never said another word about it.

Fucking hell.

He'd have had his hands on her all night in that blue suit. That slow bit at the finish, on the floor in front of the whole room, and her husband sat forty feet off with a pint going warm. She's thinking about him now, sat right down on me, thinking about some bloke in a blue suit.

It happened the second she stopped talking. She felt it go. She looked down at me and shifted her hips once, right down at the bottom of the stroke, and carried on. For some reason I couldn't have told you which bit of what she'd said did it. I should have asked her. I should have said, hang on, what do you mean by that, exactly.

"Get off a minute," I said.

"Why?" she said, sitting up off me and pushing her hair back with both hands. "What's up with you?"

"Nothing. Turn over, I want you on your front."

She went easily, up onto her knees, face down in the pillow with her arse up, and she reached back and calmly pulled one cheek out of the way for me without being asked to. She was open and dark red and running, and the hair was flattened and wet round her. I put my cock back in her and fucked her properly then, holding her hips with my thumbs dug in. My cock came out wet to the base every single time and I couldn't look anywhere else. Where I was going into her she was stretched pale and thin and shining, and everything round it was dark. Some bloke wanted her at a wedding nine years ago and she's had it in the bank ever since. It's in her head this minute, while she's pushing back onto me like this, and I'm going harder for it. I'm the one in her, watching her take it.

It was loud by then. My hips going off her, and the headboard knocking the wall, and over the lot of them, her.

"Aah. Yes. Like that, and don't you slow down on me. Right up in my cunt."

She was running down the insides of her own thighs. The sheet was soaked through under her knees.

"Hand on your clit," I said.

"It's been there since you turned me over." She had one hand back between her legs and two fingers going quickly on herself, her wrist knocking my balls on every stroke and them aching up tight against me. I put my other hand under her and took a tit in it, and she went heavier onto her face to let me.

"Uh. Uh. Uh. Fuck."

Then her voice broke up and went sideways out of her, half into the bed. "Ohhh, yes. Yes. Fuck, that's deep."

"Don't stop," she gasped. "Oh, I'm going to go again, I can feel it coming."

"Say it, then."

"Fuck me, and don't be gentle with me," she moaned, most of the words going straight into the mattress. "Harder, Andy, come on. Right in me. I want your cum in me, I want…"

She'd sat on that the whole time we'd been married. All those years of her lying under me with somebody else in her head and never letting on, and she'd picked tonight for it, on her knees, with the tea pots still on the side.

I got a hand in her hair and pulled her head up off the pillow to get the sound of her out of the mattress, and she said fuck once, quietly, and then it came up out of her throat properly.

"Yeaaahh. That, that, that."

Then she went off again, her back arching, everything gripping down on me in that hard flutter she does.

"Cumming. I'm cumming, don't you stop."

I came inside her four seconds after and it went on a long while, my balls pulling right up and the whole lot going out of me in pushes I couldn't count and couldn't stop. I kept fucking her steadily through it, all the way up in her, until there was nothing left in me at all and my legs had gone.

When I came out of her it came with me and ran down over her thigh onto the sheet. There was cum on the inside of both her legs by the time she'd flattened out, and a smear of it up her arse where I'd been holding her open. She put her hand back and wiped it into her skin with two fingers and left it at that.

Afterwards she lay on her front with one arm hanging over the side and her legs still open. I put my hand on the back of her thigh and it was sticky, and I left it there.

"Right," she said, into the pillow.

"Mm."

"You can do the light."

I did the light. She was asleep inside five minutes, her mouth open and her hand still off the edge of the bed. The room had gone thick with the pair of us, and there was dried sweat on me from the chest down. I lay there till gone two, wide awake, going back over it.
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There was a sheet of paper under the fridge clip that hadn't been there on Thursday.

I'd come down at ten past seven for the kettle. Second day back, work trousers on, boots stood by the front door where I'd left them. I saw it from the doorway. It was white against the yellow of the boiler-service card and somebody had put it there deliberately square. A5, off the pad by the phone. Her writing, which starts small and gets steadily bigger down the page.

I put the kettle on first. I went straight back and read it properly.

She'd dated it the first of September, top right. Under that she'd put that for the month, in this house, she wasn't going to say no — not to me and not to anybody I brought into it. A line saying guests came in on my invitation and nobody else's. Under that, either of us could take the paper down whenever we liked and that was the end of it. Then our two names, hers over mine, with a space at the side of each, and Kerry Naylor already sat in hers.

I read it twice, slowly, the second time. The kettle got to the loud bit behind me and clicked off and I never moved.

Anybody I bring in. Some bloke stood on my tiles with a can in his hand, and my wife going up my stairs ahead of him.

I was hard before I'd read as far as our names. At my own fridge on a Saturday morning, dressed for work, over a piece of A5. For some reason it was the date that did it and not the rest. The first of September, in blue biro, in her hand, sat over all that like a dentist's appointment.

The pad was still out on the little table in the hall. I went and looked at it, and the top sheet had the whole thing pressed into it backwards and going down to the right, so she'd done it stood up out there, leaning on the wall. There was another page in the kitchen bin as well, screwed up under the tea bags. I fished it out and flattened it on the worktop. Same thing, more or less, in the same order. She'd stopped four words into the second line and simply given up.

Fuck me.

I screwed it up again and buried it exactly where she'd had it.

She came down about ten minutes after, in the grey T-shirt of mine she sleeps in, her legs bare and her hair pushed all one way and flattened badly on that side. She came down the last two stairs heavily, the way she does before eight. She went past me close, her skin still warm off the pillow, and went to the sink and filled the little watering can for the thing on the windowsill that has been dead since May. The can was in one hand and the other thumb going into her palm while it filled, working in under the base, hard, before she's properly woken up.

"Morning. You're up," I said.

"I heard you crashing about," she said, getting the tap running and standing there on her toes waiting on the water, and then down again. "There's a bit of that ham left if you want it in a sandwich, only I'm not making it. It's not even half seven and I've been up all of four minutes."

"I've had toast."

"You've not," she said, turning round with the can held in both hands. "I'd have known. And sort that cock out before you go to work, will you."

She looked at the paper in my hand, and then at the fridge, and then went and did the plant. She had to reach across the sill for the far side of the pot and the shirt came up over her hips doing it, and she was bare under it. She stayed reaching a good bit longer than that pot ever needed.

"Right. Well."

"Kerry."

"Mm," she said, tipping the last out into the pot.

"What's this, then?"

"It's a present," she said, putting the can down on the sill and moving the pot about an inch. "That's all it is."

"It's not my birthday."

"No, well…" she said, taking two mugs down and standing them by the kettle, one behind the other, and then leaving them alone. "I wasn't going to sit about waiting for one of them, was I. You can stick it in a drawer if you want and I'll not say another word about it."

Colour was coming up her throat, and she definitely knew it, because she put her chin down and got on with the mugs.

"When did you do it?"

"Last night."

"After I'd gone up?"

"Mm," she said. She got the milk out and checked the date. "You were snoring by half ten, Andy, so don't come the hard-done-by with me."

"Had you had a drink?"

"No." She put the milk away and shut the fridge door with her hip. She said it flatly.

I read it a third time with her stood a yard off. It read different with her in the room. She dropped two slices in the toaster and pushed the lever down calmly with one finger. She leaned on the worktop with her arms folded and her hip against the drawer, and she never looked over at that fridge.

The shirt had gone see-through in a patch over her chest where the toast plate had wet it. She never noticed and I never said. I stood there quietly with my tea in my hand.

She got her toast out and ate it looking through the window at next door's guttering.

"Where's that pen?" I said.

"Which one?"

"The one that lives out there by the phone."

"Then that's where it'll be, won't it."

It wasn't. It was in the pot with the scissors, and it wouldn't write, because that pen has not written properly since the day it arrived here and I have said so probably nine times. I scribbled at an old envelope until it took. I signed my name under hers at the kitchen table, with the envelope underneath so it didn't press through onto the wood. I was still hard doing it.

Andy Naylor. It came out twice the size of hers and the r on the end went off the edge.

I put it back under the clip. It hung crooked, so I squared it up neatly with the boiler card, and when I turned round she was watching me do it with the toast still in her hand and absolutely nothing on her face.

"Do you want a cup of tea?" she said.

"I'm on at nine."

"That's not what I asked you."

"Go on, then."

She made two teas and put mine on the table and sat down opposite me with her feet up on the bar of my chair. I could not tell you now what we did talk about. The bloody bins, I think. It was twenty to eight and my heart was going like I'd run up the stairs, and I was sat there with my tea going cold and her bare knees a foot off my hands.

She got up to put her plate in the sink. She came past close enough that I got my hand round her leg, high up at the back, and she stopped where she was, by my chair, with my hand on her.

"You're on at nine," she said.

"I've got twenty minutes."

"And then you've got to find yourself a clean shirt, love."

I ran my hand slowly up the back of her thigh and under the T-shirt, and she had nothing on under it at all. She was warm the whole way up and hot where her legs met, and my fingers went through wet on the inside of one of them before I'd got anywhere near her. I took a good handful of her, as much as my hand would hold, and squeezed until the flesh came up soft between my fingers, and pulled her round in front of me. She came willingly.

"Well, twenty minutes is loads."

"Is it," she said, looking down at me with a straight face and her eyes creased up. "You weren't saying that at Christmas."

I got both hands under the shirt and pushed it up over her hips and held it there, and she let me, and put her hands on my shoulders. Her belly had the crease across it from sitting. The hair on her was short and dark blonde and gone darker and flat at the bottom where she was wet. Her thighs are thick and they touch at the top, so she had to move her feet apart before there was anything to see.

I opened her up with my thumb.

Her lips are small and tucked away, and they come apart pink and shining and go a darker red the further up you look. She was open already. The wet was stood in her and gone white round the edges where it had been sat a while. Her clit was up out from under the hood, small and hard and slippy, and when I went over it her belly clenched in and she took a breath sharply through her teeth.

She'd been at that table with her feet up on my chair and all that going on under my T-shirt.

I put two fingers in her, slowly, and she came up onto the balls of her feet.

"Mmmm," she said, and her hands went tight on my shoulders. "Ohhh. That's what a bit of paper does to my cunt, that is."

I worked them in her and it came out loud in a quiet kitchen. A wet little suck coming out, a softer one going back in, quicker as my hand went quicker, until it was one running noise off the wall behind her. She moved her feet apart on the lino and let me right up into her.

"Uhh. Nnh. Like that, love, don't stop. Ohhh. Get them right up inside me, you've got the rough hands for it."

I turned my fingers over inside her. She was hot in there, hotter than my hand, and slick all up the front where it goes ridged, and she clenched down on my knuckles every time I went past it. When I took them out they came out wet past the second knuckle and pulled a thread of her after them that hung a second and broke on my hand. I put them in my mouth. She tastes of salt and a bit of metal underneath, and mostly she tastes of her own cunt, warm and thick on the tongue. She stood and watched me suck it off my own fingers with her mouth open and her chest going.

"You can look at it," she said, quietly. "That's your lot for now, but you can get your tongue in my cunt tonight when you're in, seeing as you're at work in a minute."

I put my mouth on her belly, low down, and then lower, and she got a hand in my hair straight away.

"No," she said, and moved herself back out of reach of me. "You'd be an hour at that, and I've got the whole of Saturday to get through."

"Where you going?"

"Sit back."

I sat back. She got hold of the waistband of my trousers and pulled, and I lifted off the chair so she could get them and my shorts down my legs. My cock came up off my belly and slapped back down, and she had a look at it before she touched it. Then she knelt on the kitchen floor between my knees with the shirt still rucked up round her middle.

She took hold of it firmly at the base and skinned it back with her thumb. It has a bend in it to the left that we have both taken the piss out of for twenty years. The head came out purple and tight and shining with the skin off it, wet already. A bead of pre-cum stood in the eye and another had gone slowly down the back of it on its own. The vein up the underside stood where her fist had the blood held in. She breathed out over it first, warm, and then took the head in.

The heat inside her mouth went straight up the backs of my legs. I had my heels up off the lino without deciding to.

She took her time. Wet and slow and all the way down, then off it altogether to say a word, then back on. She twisted her hand round the bottom of the shaft while she sucked. Every time she came up off it her mouth came off the head with a click. When she went back down her nose came right into me and stopped there.

Spit built up until it ran off her hand and down her wrist and dropped onto her tits, and she left every drop exactly where it landed. Her chin was shining. Her mouth was loud on me from where I sat, a thick wet drag on the way down and a smack of her lips on the way up, and underneath that she was pulling air in hard through her nose.

"Mmff," she went, deep in her throat, and it came up the whole length of me and out the top.

Every so often she'd stop with just the head in her mouth and work it with her tongue in circles, glancing up quickly to see what my face was doing. It made a small quick sound in there, over and over, and the wet off it ran down my shaft and off my balls onto the chair.

"You're dripping, you," she said, off it for a second. "Look at me while I suck your cock, then. I want you looking."

I took her hair off her forehead in a fist so I could watch it going in and out of her mouth. Her lips pulled white where they were stretched round me and went pink again the moment she lifted off. There was an ache coming up under my balls and spreading back into me, and I had to shift my weight on the chair to get away from it.

"Yeah," I said. "You know I am."

"Hhmm," she said round it, and took another inch.

She came off it and held it against her cheek, wet all down one side of her face from her own mouth. "Quarter to," she said.

"Do you want shooting."

"I'm being helpful, me," she said, kissing it up the side, right at the top, and then finishing with her mouth nearly touching. "You've got a shirt to find and about eleven minutes, love, so if I was you I'd shut up and let me suck your cock."

She went back down and took the whole thing, slowly, until her chin was against my balls. She stayed there with her eyes shut and her nose pressed into me, and her throat shut round the head and opened and shut again. Then she came off gagging, coughing once into her own wrist, with a string of spit hanging off her bottom lip and going down onto her thigh in one long drop. Her eyes had watered. My cock stood up between us, wet from the base to the tip and going cold where the air got at it. She got back on it without wiping the spit away. A smack as her mouth went over the head, then a wet rolling noise down the shaft as she buried it.

"Mm. I'd have your cum in my mouth an' all," she said, off it with her fist still going in the wet. "Only you've not got the time, have you."

Before the month's out somebody else is having this. Stood where I'm sat, in this kitchen, with my wife on her knees on my floor and her mouth full and her own spit all down her tits.

I had to put my head back and look at the ceiling.

I got her up under the arms and turned her round and bent her over the corner of the table. She went easily. Forearms flat, head down, the T-shirt up over her back and her arse pushed out at me. From behind, all of her was there in the kitchen light. The short hair going down between her legs. Her pussy hanging open dark red in the middle, the inside of her showing wet and pink and moving slightly with her breathing, and a run of wet coming down out of her onto her leg.

I put two fingers back in and they went in with nothing to stop them. It clicked wet each time I worked them. She groaned into the crook of her arm and pushed herself back onto my hand greedily, working herself on it.

"Ohhh," she said into the wood. "Come on. Come on, Andy, don't muck about. Put your cock in me. I'm there, I'm right there."

So I did. All the way, straight in, and she took the lot.

"Uh… fuck…" she said into the wood, and then nothing for a bit.

She was hotter than my hand had told me she'd be, hot right the way up, and so wet there was nothing to stop me at all until I was past the middle of her. Then she shut down on me, all round, and I had to stand perfectly still for a second with my eyes shut. Her lips went in with my cock and dragged back out shining round the shaft when I pulled away, and stayed open after it. I got hold of her hip with one hand and her neck with the other and started properly. The table went along the tiles a fair way, so I got a foot on the table leg to hold it still.

The paper was up on the fridge under the clip, level, right by her head.

"Was it hard to write?" I said.

"What?"

"That," I said. I had her hip in my hand and I never stopped. "Last night. Was it hard?"

"You want to talk about it now, do you."

"Yeah, I do."

She got her hair out of her face with one hand and put her head down again. "Half an hour it took me, and I did it twice."

"I know, I found the other one."

"You never."

"It's in the bin under your tea bags."

"You're a shocking man," she said, pushing back onto me every time now, and her voice going up sharply with it. "You want to keep out of my bin. Ohh. Ohhh, that's… yes. All of your cock, right in. I want feeling that in my cunt at dinnertime."

She got a hand back under herself and started working her clit. Quick and small, two fingers going flat and fast. Every time I came right into her the back of my hand knocked against the back of hers.

"What were you thinking about while you did it?"

She didn't answer. I slowed right down and held her still with both hands on her hips and gave her nothing at all, and she went up onto her toes.

"Don't do that."

"Tell me."

"I was stood in the hall," she said, and stopped. Then she said the rest into her arm, quickly, like she wanted shot of it. "I had my hand down the front of my knickers, if you must know. Leant on that little table with two fingers in my cunt. And I couldn't get the second line out because I kept thinking about you stood there letting somebody else have me. Now will you please move."

I got my hand back round the side of her neck and fucked her hard, right from the hip, and she came apart inside a dozen strokes.

"Ah, ah, aahh," she went, one on every stroke, and then the words went as well. "Fuck. Ffuck. Ohhh… right there, right… nnh…"

She was wet enough that every stroke made a sound, and under that the table leg travelling on the tiles and the flat smack of my hips landing on her.

Her tits were flattened out under her and dragging on the wood every time I went into her. I got a hand under her chest and took one, and her nipple came up hard into my palm.

"Uhhn. Harder," she said, flatly, into her sleeve. "You're going to be late anyway, so you might as well be fucking me right. Deeper than that. I can feel you up in my belly, me. Ohh, fuck…"

My hand kept sliding off her hip where the sweat had got up under it, and I had to take hold again lower down, on the bone. There was a burn coming up the fronts of my thighs and I stood in it and kept fucking her.

Her spit was still all down my cock, and her pussy had wet the corner of my own kitchen table. I got both hands on her arse and pulled her open with my thumbs to watch. Her cunt was dragged wide where I had hold of her, gone pale at the edges, and every push shifted a bit more wet out of her onto the wood. My cock came out shining the whole length and went back in, and there was white gathered thick where we met, and when I drew right back she stayed stood open a second before she shut.

"Fuck. Fuck, you've got my cunt going, Andy, it's… ohhh… ohh, that's my whole pussy, that is, right up…"

Some bloke is going to hear this. Some time in them four weeks he'll be stood in this room listening to her make that noise.

Her tea went over on its side by her head.

She'd gone tight round me by then, tight and slippy at once, gripping down the length and letting go at the top. Her arse was wet through where my hips kept landing.

"Go on," she gasped. "Keep going, fuck my cunt, I'm going to⁠—"

She got her face round sideways on the table. Her cheek was red, her hair stuck across her forehead in the wet, and her mouth was wide open with nothing coming out.

"Nnh… fuh…"

Her thighs went hard against the table leg and her whole cunt pulled on my cock in long slow drags, gripping right down it and letting go. She was still going when I put my weight on her between the shoulder blades and held her down and fucked her through it.

My balls had drawn up tight and there was no holding it.

My eyes were on the fridge by then, and my own name sat under hers with the last letter off the edge.

I pulled out at the last second with my hand round my cock. The first one went right up between her shoulder blades. The rest went across the small of her back and over the top of her arse, thick and white and sat up on her skin a second before it started to move, and there was a lot of it. It ran sideways off her hip and dripped steadily onto the floor. There was still some coming out of the end of my cock and I wiped it off on the cheek of her arse. My cum, on my wife's back, on a Saturday morning in my own kitchen.

She stayed put with her cheek down on the table, her back going up and down, getting her breath back. Her pussy was still open where I'd come out of her, dark up the middle and not shutting, with her own wet coming down her thigh in two places and a bit more stood on the wood underneath her.

"Look at the state of my arse," she said. "You've cum all over my clean tiles an' all."

"I have."

"Get me the roll off the side, then, and don't just stand there admiring it." She turned her head to look up at me. "And you can do that again tonight when you've not got one eye on that clock, and you can finish it in me. I want it up my cunt, not all over my floor."

I got her the kitchen roll. My cock was still up and wet and going nowhere, and it ached from the root down the insides of my legs when I finally put it away. She straightened up and reached round awkwardly behind herself, blindly, to wipe her own back off, one arm bent right up, and then wiped the table down with the same handful, and I pulled my trousers up and found I had cum down my work shirt as well. And four minutes.

Going up the stairs two at a time for a clean one, I realised neither of us had said a single word about what was under that clip.

I came back down doing my buttons and she was at the sink with the radio on, still in that T-shirt, washing the mugs up with her arse going. The calendar hangs on a nail on the wall next to the fridge. It had August on it, with the bin days marked in her writing, and the boiler service, and the Tuesday she'd had the car in. I lifted the page carefully with one finger to see September underneath.

Thirty squares and nothing on them.

It started tomorrow.
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There was a pan of oil still going on the ring when we got in, and the lad who'd put it there was asleep on the settee about eight feet off it. Ten past nine on the Sunday night, first job of the two, a flat over the shops in Newbold. We had him out on the landing in under a minute and the pan out through the window after him. Gaz set the fan up in the doorway. I took the hose reel in.

After that there was nothing to do but stand about in the smoke waiting for it to clear, while a woman from the next flat along stood in a dressing gown telling us at length that she'd said this would happen.

"Aye," I said. "Well."

"She has, though, to be fair to her," Gaz said, coiling the reel back on slowly. "She's told him about that pan three times, and she told me all about it while you were in there."

We were back on the station by twenty to eleven. I did the paperwork and had a brew and sat in the mess with the telly on and my phone in my hand. Gaz was asleep in the chair by the door with his mouth open.

It was the first of September.

That's what was going round. It wasn't the pan or the lad or the eleven hours I still had left. Over the other side of town Kerry was in our bed on her own with the landing light off, and today was day one of thirty, and she had done nothing whatsoever about it. She'd done her Sunday. The ironing done in front of the telly, a shepherd's pie, a wash on.

Before the thirtieth another man is going to have her bent over that kitchen table with her tits out, and tonight she's sorting the whites. She's asleep. Some bloke I've probably shaken hands with is going to get her knickers off in my house and put his mouth on her pussy. She'll open her legs wider for him and go off hard on his face, because she's the one who set it running. He'll cum in her. He'll pick his van keys up off my worktop and drive home to his tea and leave that bed smelling of him, the sweat off a bloke who's just done half an hour's work in it, and her. That's what it comes to. I'm sat in a mess room at eleven at night with a hard-on in my leggings, working out which of them gets to fuck my wife.

We got a shout at four to an alarm going off at a care home on the Sheffield road. It was nothing. We stood down and were back before five, and I sat in the appliance bay with my kit half off and my helmet on the floor between my boots. It had come up on me between the appliance and the door and it wasn't going. I sat forward with my elbows on my knees and waited it out. Four o'clock, in a garage, in a building full of men. For some reason it wasn't the thought of anybody fucking her that had got me going. It was the washing. Her stood at that machine on the night it started, sorting the whites out, with a month in front of her and the pen already back in the pot.

The Monday night we got a cat off a flat garage roof in Holme Hall, which we don't do. The woman came out with a tin of biscuits for us, and Gaz had the tin off the top of the locker before I'd got my boots off. Two days of the thirty gone by then. Two nights she'd slept in that bed on her own, nobody's hands up her nightie and nobody near her, and I'd got harder over the pair of them than I had over anything that actually happened. I sat in the mess with a tea going cold and worked out that at the rate she was going somebody would be in her by a week Sunday, and had to put the mug down on my knee.

I got in at half nine on the Tuesday to an empty house. Kerry's Corsa wasn't on the drive. The kettle was warm. The calendar was hanging on its nail beside the fridge with September showing.

There were two crosses on it. Two neat ballpoint crosses in the first two squares, corner to corner, same as the bin days. She'd stood at that fridge at some point on the Sunday night with the pen out of the pot and put one in. She'd got up on the Monday and put another one in, and gone off to Mrs Chadburn's in Wingerworth and done her hair.

I had a good long look at it. Two days gone out of thirty and she's marked them off like the bin days. Twenty-eight left for somebody to have her in this house, and she's stood at that fridge with a biro doing the admin.

I went up and got out of my kit and lay on top of the bed on her side, where she'd been, and I had hold of my cock inside a minute. Two nights of her sleeping in it on her own and the shape of her still in the mattress. I got my face down into that and did it slowly with my eyes shut and that calendar up behind them, and while I was at it I put a pair of hands on her at the fridge. Another man's. Coming round her from behind and up under her top while she leaned in with the biro to get the cross in the right square. One hand full of her tit and the other one gone down the front of her, finding her already wet on his fingers, and her still writing. Two minutes of that and I was leaking over my own knuckles. I came into a handful of tissue off her side table with my heels dug into her side of the mattress. I was still counting ten minutes later.

I slept till gone three.

She'd texted while I was under.

Car's packed in outside Mrs C's. RAC been out. It's at Marsden's till Thurs [image: weary face] Can you get me at half 5 if you're up x

yeah no bother

ta. Don't come in, I'll be out for 5.35 x

I was out of the door at ten past five for a half-five pick-up.

The salon's on Chatsworth Road with a hand painted on the window and vinyl lettering that's lifting badly at one corner. I got the last space on the side street and sat there with the wipers going every twelve seconds. It was going dark a bit earlier than it had been the week before. The lights were on inside, warm and yellow through the wet, and my wife was in there moving about at the middle chair.

There was a man sat in it.

Twenty past five on a Tuesday and my cock actually stirred, in a parked car, at the sight of the back of a bloke's head.

At twenty-five to six she was still going. So I got out and went in.

The heat off that place hits you at the door. Dryers going, and the till, and the radio on low underneath it, and a black bin bag of towels stood by the basins that had been shut up all day, and hair all over the floor in three colours.

"Look at this," Shelley said, from the far chair, hands buried in a woman's roots. "He's only come in, and she said you'd be stopping in the car."

"It's raining, though."

"See him?" she said, to the woman in the chair, who had no idea who I was. "That's her husband, that is. Seven year I've worked with her and I've seen him twice."

Shelley's twenty-six and does the nails as well, and she's been saving up for Lanzarote since about February. I get all of them off Kerry at teatime. She does most of the talking in that place and Kerry lets her.

"Stop there, Andy, and don't touch owt," Kerry said, without turning round. "Two minutes."

It was not two minutes, obviously. It was nearly twenty past six when we finally got out of there, and I stood on that mat the whole time with the rain coming off my coat onto the tiles.

The man in her chair was called Ray. Ray Hallam. Kerry's had him since the old shop and he fits gas boilers. Black gown on over a polo shirt with his firm's name on the chest. Forty-odd, heavy through the chest and heavier round the gut, with a neck that came down off the back of his head straight into his collar without stopping anywhere. Grey at the sides and going thin over the crown, which is why he was in the chair, same as most of them. Big red hands, split across two knuckles, the nails black at the corners. Forearms with the hair worn off them in a band where his cuffs sit all day. A wedding ring worn down thin. He'd had his arms up inside an airing cupboard since seven and he'd come straight from it in the same fleece.

She had him cut already. What was left was the finishing, and she was in no rush over it, obviously, because that's what he pays her for.

She combed it all forward over his face, which he sat perfectly still for. Then she got both hands up into it at the crown and worked her fingers about in there, right down on his scalp, hard, and he shut his eyes and opened them again slowly. She put a hand on his head, flat, and tipped it firmly down towards his chest and held it there while she did his neck with the clippers. He let her. She was telling him about a woman who'd come in on the Friday wanting a colour done in forty minutes.

That's another man's head my wife's got both hands in. She does that forty times a week and she's never mentioned it, because there's nothing to mention, and I'm stood four feet off it, going steadily harder in my jeans over a set of clippers.

She lifted her hand away and he came back up, and she lifted the mirror off the side and showed him round the back of his own head with it.

"That do you?"

"Oh, that's grand," Ray said, having a look, and then having another one. "You've took a bit more off than…"

"Than last time, I know," she said, going round his ear with the comb. "Because last time you were back in three weeks griping at me. You want it off the collar, Ray, or it sits on there and drives you barmy."

"It did that."

"I know it did, and that's why I've had it off you."

She came round to the front of him and got in close to do the sideburns. She works in her blacks, a plain top and the trousers, and she'd had the sleeves pushed up past her elbows since about nine that morning. The top had gone damp and see-through in a patch at the small of her back off being on her feet in that heat all day, and there was other people's hair stuck up both her forearms to the wrist. She leaned right across him with the scissors, and I stood where I was and watched my wife's tits press up against a gas fitter's shoulder through a nylon gown. They went flat against him and stayed there the whole of that side, heavy enough that you could see them take his shoulder, and she never adjusted herself, and neither did he.

He knew they were there. He'd have had to be dead not to. He's had that on his arm every few weeks for years and he's sat there talking about a boiler on Saltergate.

And he'll not do a thing about it. He'll drive home with his neck itching and his tea in the oven. But he'll have it later, in his own house, that weight going flat against his shoulder again and his hand round his cock over it, and this month I could hand him the real thing and he'd not have to make it up.

She wasn't doing anything to him. It was a haircut, start to finish. She got both sides level and stood back with her head on one side, then came in again and carefully took about a millimetre more off the left one. She talked constantly the whole time. His van, his lad's car insurance. She went round that chair on the balls of her feet, and every time she came back behind him her arse in those black work trousers went past his shoulder about four inches off it, and it's a big arse and it fills them. Her hip was against the arm of that chair for a good couple of minutes and I honestly don't think she knew it was there.

And he watched her. In the mirror, mind, not straight on. She was behind him with her fingers up in his hair at the crown, and his eyes were up in that glass practically the entire while. He looked away quickly every time she moved round in front of him. Then the second she got behind him again they went straight back up.

I noticed that about four minutes in, and then it kept happening for the rest of the cut. Whatever he's looking at in that glass, it isn't his fringe. He'll have watched her a hundred times in that mirror and gone home and had his cock out over it and come back in three weeks for another one. He's had my wife's tits in his head in his own bed with his wife asleep next to him. So had the men in that chair before him. She's been handing it out over that chair for eight years and taking their money off them for it.

Holy fuck.

So that's who it'll be, then. It isn't a stranger in a bar and it isn't somebody off a website. It's a bloke who's been sat in that chair for years with a towel round his collar, having my wife's hands in his hair, them talking about his van. One of these men will be stood in my kitchen inside a fortnight with his cock out and his hands full of her tits. She'll be out of her clothes for him because I said he could. I'm the one who has to say which.

I was hard. Stood on a mat in a hairdresser's at six o'clock on a Tuesday in a wet coat, watching her tidy up round a bloke's ears, and harder than I'd been at four that morning in the appliance bay. It was the pushing his head down that had done it, and don't ask me why. Her hand on a bloke's head, shifting him where she wanted him, and him letting her. She'd put a hand on the back of my head like that and I'd go where I was put and so would he.

Shelley came past me to the basins with the bin bag, pushed a broom into my hand on the way, said, "Well, you're not busy," and carried on. So I swept the middle chair up, slowly. Grey clippings and a woman's blonde off the far chair, and a grip, and half a Wispa wrapper. I realised I'd been working the same square yard of floor since he sat back down, honestly hard, in a shop full of women, sweeping up another man's hair from under my wife.

Ray paid cash, sixteen quid, and put a pound on top, and she never made anything of it. She pulled the book out from under the till. It's a proper appointment book, A4, ring-bound, the days ruled up in her writing and half the names written over each other where one of them's moved.

"When are we, then? The twenty-fourth?"

"That'll do."

"Half five on the twenty-fourth." She wrote it in carefully. "And don't ring me the day before wanting it earlier, because I've got a colour in at four and she'll be an hour and a half whatever she tells me."

"I'll not ring you."

"You will."

He got his coat on and said all right then to me on his way past, the same as he'd say it to anybody stood in a shop, and he went past me close enough to touch. Out he went into the rain. Nothing happened at all. He got in a sign-written van and drove off home to his tea, and I stood there like a lad of nineteen, watching her wipe that chair down.

In the car she put her feet up on the glovebox and got her shoes off and grumbled about it.

"A hundred and eighty-six quid," I said, pulling out. "For a bloody alternator."

"I know, I've had it all off him twice on the phone already."

"He reckons the battery's on its way out as well."

"He would say that, love, wouldn't he?" she said, getting the visor down to have a look at herself in it. "Did you get the shop done?"

"I got most of it."

"Right, so what didn't you get?"

We went the top way because of the lights. She had her head back on the rest and her eyes shut and never opened them. I was a mile and a half up the road before I said it.

"He's a big lad, him."

"Who, Ray?" She kept her eyes shut. "He's fitting a boiler at that place on Saltergate, the one with the scaffolding up. He's had that job about nine month, he keeps going back to it."

"How long's he been coming to you?"

"Since the old shop. Why?"

"No reason. I've just never met any of them."

"Well, you don't come in, do you?" she said, and then she was quiet for four seconds. "Did you sweep that floor, or was that Shelley being funny?"

"She gave me the brush."

"She would." She laughed at that with her eyes still shut. She reached over without looking and put her hand on my cock through my jeans and left it there for three miles. She had the heel of her hand down on the base and her fingers closed round the length of the rest, and every so often, when she got to the end of a sentence, she'd squeeze. Her thumb found the wet patch I'd put through the denim and stopped there, and worked round it a bit, and then carried on like she'd found a coin down the seat. The tip of me was that tight against the seam it hurt when she pressed, and I let her keep pressing. That hand had been in Ray Hallam's hair forty minutes earlier, and it was still slightly greasy off him, and I jumped under her at that. She felt that clearly enough. She didn't say anything for a bit.

"Look at that," she said eventually. "Half an hour stood in a shop watching me work and you've come out with a cock on you like that. I can feel it going in my hand, Andy. You can see to it when we get in."

"Can I."

"You can do what you like with it, love." She pressed the end of it with one finger, right where the wet was. "Or you can stand about with it like you did on that mat. It's no odds to me."

She put her hand back down on me the other side of the lights, and every time I braked her fingers shut and let go again, and she never looked over.

She got in and put the oven on, and I put the shopping away and had to stop and stand there a minute halfway through it with a tin of tomatoes in my hand.
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Wednesday she was in at ten past six. I'd been down to Marsden's with the card and done the rest of the shop. Stood in a queue at a counter over a gas fitter who'd sat perfectly still in a chair while my wife took the hair off his neck.

She went straight up to change out of her work stuff. I gave her five minutes and then went up after her.

She'd got the trousers off and chucked them over the chair, and she was at the wash basket in a black bra and knickers, digging through it one-handed for a top that wasn't in there. The window was open and the room was cold with it. She'd come up in gooseflesh over the tops of her shoulders and her nipples were stood up hard through the cups. There was a red mark round her waist where the band had sat all day, and another one over each shoulder, and the backs of her thighs had the print of the shop chair across them. They were the plain black ones, cut low, and they'd worked up into her off bending over the basket, so half her arse was out of them and what was left in was full and pushed tight against the cotton. She scratched at the mark on her hip and carried on digging and never looked round.

"Don't start," she said, into the basket. "There's nothing in here. I've no work trousers for tomorrow and it's your fault, because you were sat at home all day and that machine's sat there doing nowt."

"I did one on Sunday."

"Sunday's four days ago, love."

I got up behind her, put a hand flat on her belly and pulled her back into me, and she let me, still going on about the trousers. My other hand went up under the bra and had a tit out over the top of the cup with the wire pushed down underneath. It came out heavy and warm and sat right over my fingers, the weight running out either side of my hand. The skin under it was cold off that window, and the nipple was up hard against my palm before I'd even got hold of her. I rolled it between two fingers and pulled on it, deliberately, and she stopped halfway through a word and said "give over" and started again. I took the first hand off her belly and slid it straight down the front of her knickers.

She stopped going on about the trousers.

Short cropped hair under my fingers, then her, hot and already open under it. She was wet. Not much, but there was enough on my fingers straight off to tell me she'd been sat in that car on the way home with her mind on it. The cotton stretched over the back of my hand and dragged the front of them down into her while I worked, and I could feel where she'd gone damp through them already. I pushed two fingers up into her pussy slowly and got the heel of my hand down onto her clit, and she reached a hand back and got a handful of my thigh and left me to it.

"Mmm," she said, into the wall. "Mmmmm. There, get them right up me. Ohhh, you can feel how wet that is, can't you? I've been like this since the car, I have."

"Did you think about it today?" I said, right at her ear.

"About what."

"Oh, you know full well."

"You want to have a word with yourself, you do." She pushed herself down harder onto my hand while she said it. "I've had a full head of foils in and a woman crying in the basin. When've I had time?"

"You've not said no, though."

She went quiet. She was going up onto her toes and coming back down on my fingers. A soft click in and out of her every time I came back to the knuckle, then a wet slap off the flat of my hand under her each time she dropped, the two of them going one after the other, quicker than she was breathing. I could get her off the back of my own hand from where I was stood, over the cold coming in that window. She heard the noise plainly enough as well. She put her forehead down on the door of the wardrobe.

"Twice," she said. "Once about half ten and once while I was cashing up. Ohhh. Ohh, do that again, that thing you just did. Half ten I had both hands in a man's head and I was stood there thinking about getting bent over that basin with my trousers round my knees and some bloke just fucking me. And then you turn up last night, Andy, and stand in my doorway with a hard-on and never say a word to anybody."

"You could have said."

"Said what, in front of Shelley?" She reached back and got hold of my wrist. "Don't come off my clit, love. There. There. Ohhh, you dirty sod, that's my knickers ruined and all."

Twice. She'd stood in that shop with her hands in a man's hair and thought about getting fucked, and I'd not known a thing about either of them.

I brought my hand up slowly out of her and my fingers were slick with her past the second knuckle and stuck together when I opened them, wet with her pussy right down to the webbing. I put them in my mouth. She was sharp and salt and warm off my own knuckles, and there was that much of her it was still sat on my tongue after I'd swallowed. She turned her head and watched me do it and never said a word about that either.

"Take them off."

"Get that shirt off you, then," she said, and turned round. She had my belt open before I'd got my shirt over my head. She got her hand round my cock and pulled it, slowly, all the way up so the skin came back off the end, then all the way down again with her thumb going firmly over the top every time. Her other hand was up under my balls, taking their weight and rolling them about. It stood up out of her fist dark red at the end and shining wet where she'd worked the skin back off it. The vein up the underside stands right out on me when I'm like that. The end goes a colour I never see otherwise, dark and tight and gone smooth all over, and my balls had drawn right up under her hand. My pre-cum was running out of me slowly in a string down over her knuckles, and she kept catching it and working it round the top of me, and more kept coming. She stood over me with her tits out of the cups and watched my face closely while she did it. Then she brought her thumb up, looked at what was on it, and wiped it deliberately across my belly.

"You're leaking on my hand already, and I've only just got hold of your cock." She let go and stepped back and looked at it stood up wet on its own, throbbing away in the cold off that window. "That's been like that since teatime, hasn't it? Get on that bed."

I got on the bed. She pulled her knickers right off, dragged them down her legs and stepped out of them and dropped them on the floor, and the gusset had gone dark on them and stuck to itself where she'd been in them since nine that morning. Then she climbed up after me with her legs either side of my head. She reached up and got a hand braced on the wall over the bed, and told me what to do.

"Two fingers," she said, shifting her knees wider apart. "And get your tongue on my cunt properly, not your chin. Suck it."

So I did. She came down onto my face and I had all of her four inches off me on the way, lit up off the landing. Dark blonde and cropped short at the front and bare from there back. Her lips hung long and darker than the rest of her, open already on their own with a string of her strung across them, and inside that she was wet pink and shining right down to where she was running onto me. She was that wet the hole of her had opened up before I'd got near it, and her clit stood right out of its hood, hard and shiny. She tasted strong, with the salt higher up, eleven hours of being stood up in that shop still on her. My nose was pushed up into the cropped hair above her cunt and I had the smell of her all over the bottom half of my face.

"Slow," she said, with her hand still braced up on that wall. "Don't go mad at it, just keep it there and let me do it. Ohh. Ohhh, that's it."

I stopped where I was and let her take it off me. I had two fingers up her cunt and my tongue flat on her clit, and she rode my mouth slowly and steadily and swore at the ceiling. My hand going in her pussy was all you could hear in there, and her arse riding about on my chest with the whole weight of her down on me. I got the other hand up onto it and held on, and she came down harder on my tongue every time I sucked, and by then I was breathing through her pussy.

"Suck my clit. There, like that. Aah. Aaah, yeah, like that, that's fucking lovely. Mmmm. Get your fingers right up my cunt while you're doing it, go on."

She got a fistful of my hair with her spare hand and moved my head about where she wanted it, and I let her have it off me. Her clit was that hard under my tongue I could feel the shape of it, and each time I got my mouth round it properly she quit talking for a second and then started up again immediately, worse. My two fingers were up her to the knuckle, and her arse worked about on my chest, and her pussy was the only thing there was left to breathe.

"Ohh, there, right on my clit, and stay on it. Nnh. Suck it, love. Suck it while you're fucking me with them fingers. Ohhhh. Fuuuck."

I'd happily have stopped down there all night. She was running onto my chin and down my neck by then, and my chest was wet where she'd had her cunt sat. Every time she came right down her thighs shut both my ears off, and the only things left in the world were her and my own hand working. I had a stiff cock on me leaking onto my own belly that nobody had touched in twenty minutes.

In a week or two one of them gets this. Some bloke's going to have my wife's pussy sat on his mouth in this room with her hand up on that wall, and she'll say that to him in that voice, wet enough that he'll have it running down his neck an' all.

"No, wait. Wait." She got off me and went down onto her back beside me and pulled me over on top of her by the arms. My chin and my mouth were wet through with her cunt and she got some on her own face pulling me up. "I don't want to cum like that, I want your cock in me. Come here, get it in me, go on, all the way in."

Face to face, then. Her legs came up, her heels went on me, and I pushed it into her. It went in easily, in one go, and I felt her open right up round the base. Hot the whole length of me, and gripping on me up at the top. She came off the pillow at it.

"Oh, fuck. Fuck, yes. That's what I've been after all day, that."

I fucked her then. Slowly to start with, because that bed's got a squeak on the near side, and then not caring about the squeak at all. Her arms were up round my neck and her mouth was up against my ear. She's a loud woman and she got loud straight off.

"Uh. Uhh. Nnnh, yeah. Yeah, fuck me. Mmm, right there, right there."

I got a hand under her arse and held her up off the mattress and pulled her onto me. It was running back out of her over my wrist and down onto the sheet, and my balls had gone slippy with it. A slap every time we met and a wet drag out of her when I came back, one behind the other, over and over, louder than the bed. Her tits shook every time I went in, the nipples still up hard and dark from my mouth. I had my mouth on the nearest one and two fingers working the other nipple, and I stopped there a good while, and she got a hand into my hair and held my head on it.

"That, keep on that," she said. "Suck my nipple, bite it a bit. Mmmm, yeah, ohhh, that's the one. Fuck. And keep going right up me while you do it, go on, you'll make me cum like this."

So I bit it, and she went up off the pillow and pulled my head down harder onto her, and I stopped there with a mouthful of her and kept going up her while she swore.

Somebody else will be doing this to her in this bed on a weeknight and it'll be his head she pulls down onto her.

I got up on my hands after a bit and had a good look at what I was doing to her. Her knees had gone right out and she was open and stretched shiny round the base of my cock. Her lips dragged in every time I went up her and came back out slowly with me, dark now and swollen up bigger than they'd been twenty minutes before. There was froth on me, white, worked up off her, and a ring of it sat where we met, and the whole length of me came out wet through and went straight back in. I put my thumb on her clit and she jumped.

"Fuck off. Ohh. No, do that, go on, keep your thumb right there."

Another man's cock in her, right here, and this squeak.

"Harder. Come on."

"Tell me how you want it."

"Fuck me. Go on, properly," she moaned, and got her nails into my shoulder. "As far up me as it'll go. And I want to feel it tomorrow, I want to be stood at that basin doing a woman's roots and still sore with it. Ohh. Ohhh, fuuuck, yeah, like that."

So I gave it her. She got steadily louder, her hair stuck across her cheek and my chest sliding about on hers and both of us slippy where we met, and each time I went right up her the bed knocked the wall and she went "hnn" and got another nail in.

"Ohhh. Ohh, don't you stop now, I'm going to, Andy. Fuck. I'm going."

Then she went, about a minute later, really hard, with her heels locked and her face turned into my neck and her mouth open on it, gasping in sharply and giving nothing back for four seconds together. I had to stop dead and hold still while she did it, because she'd clenched down that tight on my cock. It went in her three or four times, hard, gripping right up the length of me and letting go and gripping again. The wet off her ran out over my balls, and I could hear it under us when I moved again.

That's what he'll get. That, round him, and no warning.

She got her eyes open and looked at me from close up. She got both feet flat against my thighs and pushed, and I couldn't move.

"Hang on."

"What?"

"Just stop a minute." She had me pinned with my cock still all the way up her, and her breath hadn't come back yet. "Have you had a think about who, though? Because I've done four days of you lying there like a plank and you've not said a word to me."

"Well, so have you."

"I'm not the one who gets to bring anybody, though, am I?" she said, quite reasonably, and she never shifted her feet an inch. She had me right up in her and she wouldn't let me move an inch either way, and she kept clenching on me every few seconds and doing it on purpose. "If it was up to you, then. Who's fucking me?"

"I've not got a list, Kerry."

"I've not asked you for that, have I. One name, that's all I want out of you." She clenched down on my cock and held it. "You can lie there and think about it while I've got you."

My cock jumped up her when she said that, and she felt it happen and didn't let on.

I told her it wasn't that simple.

It was, though. I'd had one in my head since about ten past six the night before, and it wasn't a name, it was a man sat in a chair with a gown on and his neck bare, and I could hardly say that out loud with my cock up my wife.

She looked at me a second longer. Then she let her legs drop and put her arms back round my neck and said, "Never mind, then," and rolled her hips up at me.

"Come on," she said quietly, straight into my ear. "Finish in me. I want to go to sleep full of your cum."

She had her legs right round me and held me down and in and wouldn't shift, and she talked me the whole rest of the way there with her mouth on my ear.

"Give it me. All of it, right up me. Ohhh, that's a good boy. Cum in my cunt. Go on. Fuck it right into me."

She was still saying it when I went. My balls came up tight and it went out of me in her four or five times, really hard, hard enough that I had to stop breathing for it, and she took every bit of it and hardly moved. She felt my cock going in her and she clenched down on it deliberately, twice, milking it, and crossed her ankles over the backs of my legs to keep me where I was.

Afterwards she lay with her knees still up and it came back out of her thick and slow. She put a hand down and had a feel of what had come out of her, and rubbed it about between two fingers to see how much there was. Then she wiped them on the bed and said that sheet could go in with the trousers. Her pussy was still open with it. I could see her from where I was, swollen out and red and not shut yet, with a run coming down out of her onto the sheet and another lot sat in the crease at the top of her leg. The window was still open, and my cum and her cunt and the sweat off the two of us were all through that bed, and she was still on my top lip when I turned over.

She went down before I did, and I lay there listening to the fridge door and the news and the bin, with my cock still wet and going soft on my leg, thinking about another man's cum coming out of her onto that same mattress before the month's out.

When I got down there she was stood eating cold shepherd's pie out of the dish with a fork, in a T-shirt of mine, with nothing on under it and her legs bare and still marked up red at the backs of the thighs. She'd not even washed. My cum was still in her while she ate her tea, and before them squares are all crossed off there'll be a man stood in this kitchen who's left his in her the same way, and she'll cross his day off after him with the same biro.

The calendar was up by her elbow with four crosses in it now, because she'd done today's while I was upstairs.

"Have a name for me by Saturday," she said, with her head still in the fridge. "I'm not doing that bit for you."
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Igave her Danny Prewitt's name at the sink on the Wednesday night, with my hands in the water and my back to her.

She was at the table behind me with the float tin open and the day's takings out in piles. She always does that when she comes in, before she'll sit down properly. Cash counted, cards ticked off against the machine slip, the lot squared away. A Wednesday is never much. She still had her work blacks on and her shoes off under the chair, one foot up on the bar. Every time she leaned over the coins her top hung away at the front, and I kept finding another pan that wanted doing.

"Danny Prewitt," I said again.

"I heard you the first time."

"He's a bloke off a refresher I did in the spring," I said, standing a pan up on the drainer. "Two days at the training centre, breathing apparatus and that. He's thirty-one and he lives out Ilkeston way with a mate, so he's nothing to do with anybody at Wheatbridge, and he's never set foot in this house."

"And you've talked to him since, have you?"

"Three texts."

"So he's a stranger, then, and that's what you've come back to me with." She snapped a bag of pound coins shut and stood it up carefully with the others. "Go on. What's he like?"

"Big lad," I said, wiping round the inside of a mug. "He's in the gym every day of his life and he'll honestly make sure you know about it. He was quickest on the crawl on the second day and we heard about that for the rest of the course."

He carried the set up four flights of the tower without changing his breathing. Thick right through the neck and the shoulders, and arms that stood off him slightly when he walked. A flat brown stomach on him when he stripped his tunic off at the top, with a line of dark hair running down off it into his waistband. He'd have her up against that chest of drawers with one hand. He'd have her tits out on the landing before she'd got the bedroom door open, and she'd let him, and she'd be wet through before he had her knickers past her knees.

"Is he married?"

"No, and he never has been."

"Nice-looking?"

I had a proper think about that with my hands still in the bowl, because it wasn't a thing I'd ever had cause to work out about him. "He's all right, I suppose. He's got more hair than me, anyway."

"Has he." She had the bags lined up now, smallest first, and she squared the ends of them off evenly with the side of her hand. "And how's that meant to work, then, if he's on shifts as well? Is he not on the same as you?"

"No, he's at a different station, and he's on a different rota and all."

"So he'd drive the best part of an hour up here, would he," she said. She wasn't arguing with me. She was working it out loud. "On one of his nights off. To fuck me in my house, and then drive home again after."

My mouth had gone dry over a bowl of washing-up water. She'd said it flat. She'd have told me a delivery was coming Tuesday in exactly that voice.

"That's about the size of it."

"Right."

She didn't say no. She stopped doing the bags and sat back, looking at the window and not at me.

She's costing it. An hour up, an hour back, and a stranger in between, and she's sat at my table doing the sums with her shoes off.

I finished the last pan and stood there with the tea towel.

She reached down into her bag and brought the book up onto the table, over the coins, and opened it flat with her finger on tomorrow.

"Craig Doyle's in tomorrow, by the way. Half six." She ran her finger down the page and then slowly back up it. "That's his four weeks up."

Her other hand had gone down into her lap. Her thumb was working into her palm, pressing in hard under the base and round, and round again, and she kept her eyes on the page the whole time.

There it was.

I've known Craig Doyle eight years. He's in my kitchen once a month and that's that. He's a joiner. Kitchens and stairs mostly, his own van with DOYLE down the side in green, and a waiting list he's fairly pleased about. Forty-six. Divorced about six year back, and if you ask him he'll tell you it was nobody's fault and then turn it round and ask about you instead. Two lads, grown, over in Sheffield with their mam. He has them at Christmas and a week in the summer.

He's grey coming in at the sides and that's what he comes for. Big through the hands and the forearms, the hair worn off the inside of them where the tools sit, hands that go right round a mug and then some, and going nowhere at the belly, which is more than I can say. He takes his boots off at the front door without being asked and stands them neatly together on the mat. He has exactly one cup of tea, no sugar. He sits in the chair at the end of our kitchen table with a towel round his neck, talking about whatever he's on at the minute, and my wife cuts his hair with the radio going. It takes about forty minutes, usually. He pays her fourteen quid and goes home.

"What's he on at the minute?" I said.

"A staircase, at a house over Walton," she said, writing small at the top of the page. "He's been on it three week and he's got another two, because they keep changing their minds at him. He's had that spindles thing twice now."

"Is he seeing anybody?"

"How would I know that."

I dried my hands slowly, hung the towel over the radiator, and didn't sit down.

"No," she said, after a bit. "He's not."

He's been sat in that chair with a towel on him since before we had the car. Tomorrow night he's stood in that same room with his boots off and his hands on her, and I'm the one who has to open my mouth and start it. Those hands. Round the back of her, up under that top, on her in the light off the cooker hood, and me stood by the fridge with a can I've bought for him.

"I'll get some cans in tomorrow, then," I said.

She didn't look up from the book.

"Tell him to stop for one after."

She finished what she was writing. Then she laid the pen down the middle of the book and shut it on the pen, and she looked at me for a second and a half with absolutely nothing on her face.

"He'll want feeding, then," she said. "If he's stopping."

"There's that gammon in the fridge."

"He'll not eat that, love, he can't be doing with it. I'll get summat out in the morning." She stood the tin on top of the book and picked them both up together. "You want to ring him yourself, mind. Not have me do it in the chair like I'm booking him in."

"Aye, I've got his number in my phone."

"Right, well."

She took the tin through to the front room and shut it away quietly in the sideboard where it lives. I heard the door go, and then her going up the stairs.

Fuck it.

I rang him at twenty to ten, stood by the back door. It rang a while before he finally picked up.

"Now then."

"You all right? Kerry says you're in tomorrow."

"Half six, aye. If that's still — hang on." There was a scrape at his end, and then him half away from the phone, telling himself he'd get it in the van tonight or it'd be stood in the road all weekend. Then he was back on the line. "Sorry, mate. Go on."

"Stop for a can after, if you've nowt on."

"Oh, aye," he laughed. "I'll not say no to that."

He told me about the house at Walton and the spindles and how they'd had him back twice. He's talking to me about newel posts and he doesn't know that tomorrow night he'll have his hands on my wife in a room I eat my breakfast in. I said the right things in the right places, and then he had to get off.

I stood there a minute after he'd gone, at the sink at ten at night with a wet tea towel over the radiator. Nothing had happened. Kerry had read me what was in her book for tomorrow and I'd said I'd get four cans in. It made no sense at all.
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She was up at half seven. I'd been awake since about six, hard on and off, going soft and then coming straight back up the second my head went anywhere near half six tonight, and I'd got nowhere.

Thursday is her long one. She had the lamp on her side of the bed on and the big light off, and she came back through from the bathroom with the towel round her and her hair wet and combed straight back off her face. She got on with getting ready with the door open.

Her work stuff was over the chair where she'd put it the night before. She dropped the towel where she stood and went at the top drawer, digging quickly through it for a bra. The wet ends of her hair had left two dark patches on her shoulders. Her back's brown to about halfway down from the summer and then it goes white. There's a mole under the left shoulder blade that I've had my thumb on more times than I could count. There was still water sat on the backs of her thighs. Her arse moved on its own each time she shifted her weight, going through that drawer, the cheeks heavy and going a bit soft underneath now and I like it better for that. She leaned in and her legs came apart an inch and I had the shine already on the inside of one thigh where the towel hadn't been. The whole room had gone warm and wet off her out of that bathroom.

She got the black one out and put it on with her back to me. Arms through first, then reaching round behind her for the hooks, then a shrug and a lift, and she settled her tits down into it with the flat of her hand, one and then the other, without thinking about it. She took a pair of black knickers off the pile and stepped into them and pulled them up with both thumbs.

She sat on the edge of the bed with the little mirror propped up on her knee and did her face.

That takes her a good ten minutes. She does her eyes with her mouth open and she has never known she does it. When she leaned over towards the mirror her belly rolled soft over the waistband. She had the toes of one foot up on the bed frame with the heel off it, and the cotton pulled up tight into her that way, split up the middle of her. The shape of her lips showed through either side, and it had gone a shade darker along that split while I lay there watching it, and she never looked down at herself. I lay there under the covers with my hand round my cock, watching a woman put mascara on. Her feet have gone hard at the sides from standing on them all day. She'd put the cream on her hands last thing the night before and it honestly never makes any difference. Her knuckles were red and the backs of her hands were dry and cracked at one thumb.

She did her lips last, out of the little gold one. Pressed them together, had a look, put it in her bag. My cock had leaked cold onto my own belly under the covers by then and I hadn't so much as moved my hand.

In ten hours he'll be sat at that table looking up at her while she does his neck, and she'll be stood over him with all of this on her, eight inches off his face, and this mouth doing the talking. She's putting her face on for a Thursday. She put the same face on for a Thursday last month and the month before that. Another man has been sat under it once a month for eight years.

"You're staring at me," she said, without turning round.

"Yeah."

"You'll wear it out," she said, and got the lid back on the mascara. "It's twenty to eight and I've a colour in at nine, so whatever it is you're after, you'll not get it by looking."

I got up and came round behind her with my cock stood straight out in front of me, the foreskin already back and the head wet and shining. I put my hands on her arms, high up. She let a breath out and her head went back slightly. Then she caught herself doing it and sat up straight again.

"Not my hair," she said. "I mean it now, I've done it once and I'm not doing it twice. And don't put your mouth anywhere near my face either, because I've just done that as well."

I had it pushed up against the small of her back, and the wet had already gone onto her skin there.

"What's left, then?"

"You'll manage. There's the rest of me from the neck down, Andy, so crack on."

She stood up. I put both hands round the front of her and had her tits up out of the cups, one in each. Heavy and warm off the bath and too much for my hands, the weight of them sat down on the edge of my fingers. Her nipples came up hard and instantly against my palms, and I took one between two fingers and rolled it and pulled it gently out from her and let it go back.

"Mmm," she said. "Both of them, go on. Get hold of them properly."

My mouth went on her neck under her ear, where I'm allowed. She reached behind her, got a fistful of my shorts and hung on to them, and pushed her arse back and rolled it slowly on me.

"And get your hand down there, because I've been wet since that alarm went off."

I worked my other hand down inside her knickers.

My middle finger went straight down through the hair on her pussy and into her with nothing at all in the way. I had two in her before I'd even meant to, and she was that wet it ran back over my knuckles and onto the heel of my hand and the front of her knickers went heavy against the back of my wrist. She clenched on them immediately, twice, before I'd moved at all. She was hot inside in a way she isn't at night, properly hot, and soft right through. She opened round them without me having to work at it at all. I'd hardly started on her.

"You're wet through, you are."

"Course I am. I've had your cock stuck in my back since I sat down," she said, and leaned herself slowly down onto the chest on her forearms, bent over it with her arse out at me. "Keep them in me. And go steady, because if you make me late I'll have that woman in my chair while dinner."

I went steady. Two fingers up in her and my thumb going round her clit slow. I watched my own hand moving about under the cotton, stretched tight over my knuckles and gone dark where she'd soaked through. Every time I went into her it made a wet click, and then a softer sucking sound as I drew back, and after a minute that was going on its own over her breathing.

"That's it. Ohhh. Right there, love, and don't come off it. Fuck."

My fingers came out shining past the second knuckle and I turned my wrist and had a look at them in the lamp. The smell of her came up off my hand thick and warm and sharper than it is at night, straight into my nose, and I took it in slowly to get more of her. I fed them back into her, wetter than they came out.

"Ohhh. That." She got her forehead down on her own arm. "More of that, come on, fuck me with your hand, I want it, and harder than that. Get them right up in my cunt, as far as they'll go."

I took them out a moment and put them in my own mouth instead, both of them, right down to where the ring on my hand starts, and sucked them. Salt first, then sour under it, warm. It stayed on my tongue long after I'd taken them out. Then I put them straight back up her.

"Ohhhh, you filthy bugger, you. Aah, like that, keep at that, my pussy's soaked."

She's going to stand in that kitchen tonight with her hands in another man's hair, and I'm going to be stood four feet off watching her do it, still wet off me under her work trousers. He'll be stood close enough to get it off her. And I've bought the cans myself.

"Get these off me," she said. "Come on. I've to go and stand up all day and I want your cock in me first."

I pulled them down her thighs and she stepped out of them and left them on the carpet. The gusset of them had a stripe through it end to end and it was warm when I picked them up off my own foot. She stayed bent over the chest a second longer than she needed to and I got a proper look at her from behind in the lamp light. The hair she keeps on her is short and dark blonde and it was wet through and stuck flat. Her lips were pushed out and hanging open from my fingers, the outer ones dark and full and the inner ones longer, wet red where they'd come apart. The hole of her pussy sat open in the middle, shining. She was wet right down the insides of both thighs, and there was a clear string of her hanging off and swinging, and her arsehole tight and darker above it.

"Are you going to stand there gawping at my pussy all morning," she muttered into her arm, "or are you going to put summat in it?"

I worked a third one in alongside them instead, my free hand holding her open, and went at her roughly enough that the chest knocked the wall. My own knuckles were going in past her lips now. And the sound changed. No click left at all, just a low flat squelch, over and over, quick, and her breathing coming apart on top of it. It ran down her thigh in a line I could watch move. She came up off her forearms.

"Ohhh, that's… hhh. Don't you fucking stop now, Andy, you've got my pussy going."

Then she pushed my hand out of her before she got there. It came away with a drag and a wet plop, and her lips shut back over slowly behind it, and she was breathing through her mouth. She got onto the bed, on her side, facing away from me, on top of the covers she'd already straightened, and pulled her top leg up towards her chest.

"Like this, look. Give it me properly, all of it, and not on my trousers."

I came in behind her and pushed into her like that. It went all the way in easily, her arse up flat against me. I heard it go in. She was hot enough inside that I had it on the head of my cock before I felt anything else, and slick the whole way, and she gave under it and shut round it at the same time. I looked down at it going into her again, thick with the vein standing up along it and a wet ring of her already sat round the base. Her lips dragged in and pushed back out when I pulled. The second stroke brought it back out of her, loud, with her voice right up under it, and my cock throbbed hard inside her at the noise and I had to stop where I was for a second.

"Ohhhh. That went in in one go, that did," she said, pushing herself back onto me. "Mmmm. And I can feel just where the end of you gets to."

I got one arm under her head and the other right over her, holding her thigh back and up, and from there I could get in deep without moving much at all.

"Oh, that's better," she said. "Ohh. Stay just as you are, love, because you've got it spot on. Mmm. I've had my cunt after your cock since about six o'clock this morning, if you want to know."

The angle made her tight round me and I felt every bit of her. I had to slow right down twice to keep hold of myself, jaw shut, breathing out through my nose, the ache sat low and heavy at the base of my cock. I took my hand off her thigh and put it down onto her clit. She'd swollen right up down there and it kept slipping out from under my fingers, and every time I got it back she made a sound with her mouth shut and went tighter round me.

"Have you ever thought about him?"

"Give over."

"Have you, though?"

"You," she said. She got hold of my hip and pulled me into her harder while she said it. "You can pack that in, Andy. Not while you've got it up me, you can't."

I stopped. I held still, my cock right up inside her and her clenching on it for anything at all, and took my hand off her clit and put it on her belly instead, and gave her nothing.

"You rotten sod." She reached down and got hold of my wrist and put my hand back where she wanted it and held it there till I started again. "Years back. Right? Years. He come straight off a job one Thursday with sawdust all down his front and in his arms, and he stood in my kitchen drinking his tea. And I hoovered it up after him when he'd gone, and I had a think about it while I was doing it. That's your lot."

"About what, though?"

"That's your lot, I said. Now shift yourself and fuck me, because I'm up in ten minutes."

So I moved.

I fucked her properly then, holding her leg firmly back, and she got loud straight off.

"Ah. Ah. Yeaaah. Oh… nnh… hah, that is fuuucking lovely, that is."

The bed was going, the frame knocking a bit at the wall on the far side each time. Under it there was the other sound, wet and flat, a slap of my hips onto her arse and then a suck coming back off her as I drew out, over and over. The wet of her worked up thicker on both of us until it was going smack, smack, smack and you'd have heard it plainly from the landing. My balls were swinging up under her and going back wet. Her arse was slapping wet against me now instead of clean, and every third or fourth stroke it caught air and let it back out again with a short blunt sound off the seal of the two of us, and it never put her off. It was running out of her freely onto the covers now, and where it had gone under me it was cold against my knee.

"Yeah. Yeah, you're right on it, ohh, hhh…"

I took hold of her thigh higher up and gave it to her harder than she'd asked for, till my hips were coming down onto her arse with a crack in them and my cock was going into her to the root every single time.

"Ohhh, fuck me stupid," she said, getting a fist round the sheet by her head. "Get it up me. Nnh. That angle's got you right up in my cunt, love."

"Say it," I said.

"Fuck me. Fuck me, love, right in… hhh… right in there, and be rough with it, because I want to feel it while I'm stood up at that basin." She had her mouth half in the pillow and half not. "That's my husband's cock, that is. Do my clit while you're at it, both at once and I'll be there in a minute."

She got a hand between us for a bit, down under her own leg, feeling where my cock was. She held two fingers there in the way, so it dragged tightly past them going in and coming back out. Then she brought them up, looked at what was on them, and put them in her mouth and sucked them clean.

"Mmm," she said. "That's what I taste of. Ohhh, my pussy's dripping, love. Feel it."

Her hand went back down onto her own clit and stayed there, and she got up on her elbow for a better angle at it. The back of her hand knocked against the underside of me where it was going in. The covers were soaked through under her hip and neither of us did anything about it.

"Come on, harder, fuck me," she gasped into the mattress. "I'm nearly there, I'm nearly… ah… ah… ohhh, fuuuck."

He's in this house tonight and I'll be watching her go round that chair talking about a staircase. She'll have had my cock up her before she left this room. She'll have pulled them back on over the wet and said nowt to a soul about it.

And another man gets this before the month's out. Some bloke who has sat drinking tea at that table for years, having her like this, on this bed, wet through and shouting into the pillow with his cock in her, while I watch from a chair with my own throbbing in my hand.

Her breathing went short and stopped going in properly at all, three or four little ones off her chest, high up, and nothing under them, and her hand went quick on herself.

"I'm going, I'm… hah… oh fuck. Ohhhhh… nnnghh…" and she went, hard, with her face pushed into the pillow and her leg locked back over my arm, clamped down on my cock hard enough to stop me dead, and I stayed where I was and let her have it. Her cunt was gripping down the whole length of my cock in hard fast grips, one straight after another. She was still going in there a good while after she'd gone quiet, squeezing down on me in slow, deep, unhurried pulls that put me nearer to finishing without me moving an inch.

"Go on then," she said, when she could. "In me. Right up in my cunt where it goes, and give me all of your cum, and then let me get to work."

I gave it about ten seconds and then finished in her, holding her right back onto me. It went all the way up me in hard jerks and out into her, and she pushed herself back onto every one of them. Her hand was flat on my arse the whole time, keeping me in. When I did come out of her a good deal came with me, down onto the covers.

She lay there perfectly still with her eyes shut and got her breath.

"Pass me a tissue," she said. "Top drawer on the left, and make it two, because you've made a right mess in my pussy."

I passed her two. She rolled onto her back to sit up and her legs came apart doing it. She was open and red and wet all through the hair, still gaping a bit at the middle where my cock had been. My cum was already coming back out of her, thick and white, running slowly down towards her arse. There was a wet patch spread out warm under my hand in the covers between us. She sat and held the tissues tightly between her legs a minute.

"There's a lot of it, Andy," she said, not sounding bothered one way or the other about it, and took them away and looked, and folded them over. "You've been saving that cum up all week, you have. It'll be running out of me while I'm doing that colour, this will."

Then she went and dropped them in the bin in the bathroom. She came back, got her knickers off the carpet and put them straight back on, and the wet came through the cotton almost immediately and went dark, before she had them up over her arse.

"You're never going in to work like that."

"There's nowt wrong with me, and I've no time to be stood in a shower," she said, getting her work trousers up and doing the button. She pulled the waistband round straight and took her top off the chair. "It's your cum, Andy, and I've had worse days at that sink than walking round with it in me, so I don't want to hear about it."

She did her lips again in the little mirror.
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I ran her down for half eight. She had my cum in her the whole way down Chatsworth Road and never said one word about it, sat there with her bag on her knee doing a text, shifting once in the seat and settling again. She was out of the car practically before I'd got the handbrake on. She'll be on her feet in it all day with my cum leaking out of her, and Craig's booked in her own handwriting for half six, and I'll still be in her when he sits down in that chair.

Marsden's rang at ten to say the Corsa was done, so I walked down for it later with the whole of the morning still going round my head and my cock stirring again at the lights. They'd had the seat shoved right back and obviously never thought about putting it straight, so I drove it back up with my knees round the wheel. I left it on the double yellows round the corner from her, badly. Then I took the keys in and stood in the doorway and handed them over and came straight back out, because she had a woman in the basin and I'd only have been in the road. She never looked up. Her trousers were pulled tight over her arse where she was bent to the taps, and there was a mark gone through dark at the seam of them no bigger than a thumbprint, and she'd been stood up in front of women all morning with it on her.

I got four cans of Carling at the shop coming back up. I came in the back way at about half one and stuck them in the fridge, and then went up for a piss. The covers were still thrown back where she'd left them and the wet patch on them had dried to a stiff pale mark the size of my hand.

The good scissors were out on the side. Out of the case, with the comb, and a clean towel folded next to them. She'd got them out before we left for the car.
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It was twenty-five past six when the van came on the drive, and Kerry still wasn't back.

I had the front door open before he'd got up the path. He came up it with his jacket over one arm, then stopped and toed his boots off on the mat, and stood them tidily against the skirting, toe to toe.

"Now then," he said. "Am I early?"

"You're all right," I said, shutting the door after him. "She's not in yet."

"I'll sit down, then." He went through to the kitchen and put the jacket on that chair at the end of the table, the one he always has, and then took it straight off again. "I'll not leave it there. It'll be covered in hairs."

"Tea?"

"Go on," he said, hanging the jacket on the hook by the door and pulling the chair out squarely. "No sugar."

I filled the kettle and put it on. He settled forward with his forearms on the table, and there was sawdust worked right into the hair on them and pale in the creases of his knuckles. His hands were big and dry and split at the sides of the nails. He'd a line across his neck where the sun had stopped at his collar. He'd been on that job since seven and come straight here off it, with the shirt gone dark at the back and stuck to him.

She'll have her hands in all that in twenty minutes, and he's sat there with his knees apart under my table waiting for her.

"I'll get the lead out for you in a bit," I said. "That socket behind the microwave's still dead."

"Is it."

"Not since we had the kitchen done, no."

"You want that off the wall and a look behind it." He put his head back and looked at the ceiling instead, up over the cooker. "That's had it, that."

"I know."

"Is it wet, or has it been through?"

"It's just wet."

"It'll not stop at that," he said, turning his mug round slowly by the handle. "I know a lad who does flat roofs. He did our Lisa's and he were reasonable, and he didn't leave her with a garden full of felt like the last one did."

"I'll have his number off you."

He's sat in my kitchen with his boots off and in twenty minutes my wife will be leant over him, and he's calmly giving me a number for a roofer.

I got another mug down and turned round, and he was reading the fridge.

His head was slightly on one side and his eyes were going down it line by line. People read whatever's stuck up in somebody else's kitchen when they've nothing else to do. It's under the clip with the boiler-service card and it's been there since Saturday. A piece of A5 with two names at the bottom, and it isn't folded, and it's an arm's length from that chair.

He got right down to the names, then went back to the top and read the whole thing again.

He'd read it.

The kettle boiled behind me and clicked itself off. He asked me whether we'd had that fence done at the back yet.

"Not yet."

"You want it doing before the wind gets up," he said. "It'll be through your kitchen window else."

I made the tea and put his in front of him. I took a can off the fridge shelf, one of the four I'd bought at dinner time, and opened it stood at the side with the paper eighteen inches from my hand.

He talked about the fence. He talked about a woman at Walton who'd changed her mind twice about a handrail.

There's a bloke sat at my kitchen table who has just read that my wife isn't going to say no to him, and he's telling me about a handrail. He gets to have her in this house before them spindles are painted. Her knickers can come down on that chair tonight. His fingers can go in her stood at that sink and she'll let him. He knows it, and he's asking me about felt.

It was twenty to seven on a Thursday and he looked at nothing in that room but the table.
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Kerry came in the back way with her keys in her teeth and her bag on her shoulder.

"Sorry, sorry." She dropped the bag off her shoulder, took the keys out of her teeth, and put them both down by the bread bin. "That woman's colour took an hour and forty, and she'd quite happily have sat there till nine if I'd let her. Have you had a drink, Craig, or has he had you sat there with nothing?"

"I've got one."

"He's had that ten minutes," I said.

"Right, well." She was still in her work blacks with a grey top on that wasn't the one she'd gone out in. There was somebody's hair on both her sleeves, short silver bits that go through the wash three times and never come off. Her sleeves were pushed up past her elbows and her hands were red to the wrist. She brought the whole day in with her, peroxide and that sweet stuff she sprays at the end of a cut, and it went round the kitchen and got in among him. She was in a mood about that woman and the colour, or she was letting on she was. "Give me one minute and I'm with you."

She had her back to the pair of us at that sink and she took her time over it, and I watched him look at her arse in them work trousers for as long as he dared and then go back to his mug.

She washed her hands at the sink for a good deal longer than she needed to, then dried them properly on the hand towel. The good scissors and the comb were laid out on that side already with a clean towel folded next to them, where they'd been since half eight in the morning. She got the clippers out of the case.

I ran the lead out from the socket by the door and coiled the slack up carefully by the chair leg so nobody put a foot through it.

"Ta, love." She shook the towel out, got it round his neck, tucked it down at the front, and pushed his head forward an inch with two fingers under his chin to see how it was sat on him. "Right. What are we doing with you?"

"Same as usual."

"You always say same," she said, running the comb back through him. "And then you tell me at the end I've took too much off."

"That last one, I were cold in me own van," he said, when she'd already been through him with the comb. "Of a morning."

"That was August, that, and you were cold because you had that window down." She knocked the radio on with a knuckle, low. "Head down for me."

She got on with it.

Round him and round him with the comb up and the scissors going quickly over her own fingers, little bites, hardly anything coming off at a time. His hair came down onto the tiles in a grey ring round the chair legs. She never stopped talking and neither did he, and about half of what he said she finished for him.

"So that's the newel posts on and the strings in," he said, into the middle of the room, while she had his head over. "And now they've had me back on them spindles, because she's gone and decided she wants them…"

"Painting."

"Painting. After I've done them in oak." He shifted his knees under the towel. "It's a fortnight's work in oak and a day and a half in white, and she'll pay me the same either road, so I'll not fall out with her over it."

I leant on the cupboards with the can and watched my wife walk round another man in our kitchen.

She had her hip against the arm of that chair. When she came round the front of him to check the sides she leant right across him and rested a forearm on his shoulder to steady herself, and her top went tight over her tits and stopped an inch off his face and stayed there while she got the two sides level. Her work trousers had gone thin from washing and they took her arse and the tops of her legs exactly as they are, and every time she went round the back of that chair I got the whole back of her going away from me. She's done that in this house a hundred times. There's a photo on my phone from a couple of Christmases back, her leant over him just like it with a paper hat on and him sat there looking like he wants his tea.

He read it twice at twenty-five past six and then asked me about a fence. He's sat in that chair now with her tits at his ear and her belly against his shoulder every time she leans in. One of these nights it'll be his hands on her instead of that towel, in this room, with me stood in this same spot. She's going to get her cunt out for that man and he knows it and he's talking about oak.

He could put his hand up the back of her top right now, in front of me, and I'd stand here and watch it happen. That's what's on that fridge. That's the whole of what's on that fridge.

He's had his tea and he's had his hair cut and the next thing in this kitchen is my wife's tits out for him. I've known that since dinner time. I went and bought the cans for it deliberately.

My cock was aching in my joggers and I hadn't moved for ten minutes.

The calendar hung on its nail by my elbow. Four crosses in the top row, one for every day gone, and Thursday's square still empty, because she does them at the end.

She did his neck last, with the clippers, working steadily up from the collar with her free hand spread on his shoulder blade to hold him still. He shut his eyes for that bit. She switched them off and blew the loose hair off him, quickly, and stood back.

"Right," she said, shaking the loose hair off the towel. "Get up and I'll rinse you off, or you'll have that in your dinner."
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She had him bent over the sink with the mixer tap running warm and both hands in his hair.

I noticed she'd taken her rings off and stood them on the windowsill first. She does that for a rinse. So I stood on the other side of that kitchen while she washed a man's head, and I went hot right through my chest.

His hands were on the edge of the sink. Then one of them wasn't.

He put it on the back of her leg above the knee, flat, and simply left it there.

She didn't stop rinsing. She got her thumbs in behind his ears, worked the water through steadily, and told him to keep his head down. The hand went slowly up her thigh under the black work trousers and took hold of her, high up, and got a proper handful. His fingers went into her from behind through the cloth and stopped there, and her arse moved once on his hand and settled.

The radio was still going.

She turned the tap off slowly. She had to lean into him to reach past his head for the towel on the radiator, and he kept a grip on her the whole time. She rubbed him over hard and quick, and dropped it on the drainer carelessly. He straightened up off that sink with his hair stuck wet down the sides of his face and the water running off his jaw onto his collar.

He turned her round by the arm so her back was against the sink, and put his mouth on her neck.

Her rings were on the windowsill.

She put her head over to let him at it. She got a hand up and held on to the front of his shirt, and I stood where I was with a can in my fist at ten past seven and watched him do it. He wasn't in a rush. He worked up under her jaw and stopped there, and I heard her breathe out through her nose, once, hard.

"Mmm."

He pulled her top up and off over her head and dropped it on the table. He pushed her bra up under her arms without unhooking it, and her tits came out and dropped, and her nipples were up hard before he'd had a hand on either of them. They go a dark pink on her and they were stood right out. He got his mouth on one and a handful of the other, and the flush came up her chest and over her collarbones while he was doing it, and her skin went hot and blotched the way it does. She moaned at that, exactly like she does for me, and braced both hands on the worktop behind her.

"Ohh. Oh, that's nice, that."

Another man is sucking my wife's tits in my kitchen and she's telling him it's nice. He's got a nipple in his mouth that I had in mine last night.

He went at them a good while. He had the far one in his fist and worked it steadily while he had his mouth on the other, rolling it between two fingers and pulling it out from her and letting it go back. You could hear his mouth working. Every time he let one go it came out wet and shining and stood up harder than before, and he went straight back over to it. She looked down at the top of his head and never looked over at me.

"Mmmmm. Harder than that, Craig, you'll not hurt me."

He did it harder. She made a sound with her mouth shut and her chin went up.

"Ohh. Suck them properly, will you. It's all you've been wanting since you walked in, isn't it?"

He didn't answer her. He got a hand under one and took the weight of her tit up off her chest and had his mouth back on her before she'd finished talking.

Then he sat back down.

He was in that chair with the towel on him and his hair dripping into his collar. He pulled her in by the waistband and had her trousers and her knickers down her thighs with both hands, straight down. She stepped one foot out of them and left the rest round her other ankle. She put that foot up on the crossbar of the chair between his knees, and opened herself right up for him.

"Go on, then." She said it quietly, with her fingers going into his wet hair. "I want your mouth on my cunt."

He got on her and she came up onto her toes immediately. He went straight in at her with his mouth open and his whole face into it, no working up to it, and she took a hold of the back of his head and kept him there.

I could hear it all from where I stood. He had two fingers up in her and his tongue going at the same time, and he wasn't gentle with either, and the fingers made a soft wet clicking every time they went back into her, quick and regular, under the noise his mouth was making on her. That was a flatter sound, a suck and a drag and a suck, and it got wetter the longer he was at her until it was going like something being eaten. She had a fistful of that hair, and inside a minute she was running down the insides of both thighs, two shining lines going down towards her knees. She has never been quiet in her life.

"Ahh. Aah, fuck…"

"Suck it. Suck my clit, and don't you stop…"

That's my wife stood there with her trousers round one ankle and another man's tongue up her pussy, and I mopped these tiles on Tuesday. He's got her by both arse cheeks and he's dragging her onto his face. Every time he pulls her on her arse comes together in his hands.

She started to work herself on him. Not stood there taking it any more. She was going at his mouth with her hips, small and hard and getting quicker, and telling him plainly what she wanted.

"There. No, there, keep it there…" Her voice had gone right down. "Mmm. Mmmmm. That's it, don't you move off it. Get your fingers in me while you do it. Both of them…"

He didn't move off it. He got his arm up over the front of her thigh to hold her still and kept his mouth exactly where she'd put it. She went up onto the very ends of her toes and stayed there. The wet of him went on underneath her without a break, and she started giving it back over the top of him, open-mouthed, one long sound after another with nothing in between them.

"Ohhhh. Ohhhh, yeah. Yeaaah, like that, just like that…"

My wife is telling another man how to eat her pussy and he's doing as he's told. In my kitchen. I have not put my drink down.

He's got his tongue where mine was not twenty-four hours since, and she's wetter for him than she was for me. That's happening eight feet away and I bought the cans for it.

"Fucking hell, you're really good at that. You've had some practice, haven't you?"

She was properly loud by then. It came out of her in pieces, high and then low, and she didn't once try to keep it in.

"Mmmph. Ohh, fuck…"

She'd left the tap dribbling. I went round the two of them to turn it off, and going round is how I saw her front on.

She was open. The cropped dark blonde on her was flattened wet against her and darker for it. Below that she was shining all the way from her clit down, and the lips of her had come out and gone thick and a deep dark pink, deeper than her mouth is. His two fingers were working up in her cunt between them and coming out wet to the knuckle every stroke, and she was pulled open round them and stayed open a second after they came out. The inside of her was a wetter, brighter colour than the rest, and it was all shifting and closing and going again with what he was doing to her. He'd got his chin right up under and his nose in the hair on her.

The whole of that end of the kitchen smelled of her cunt. I have known it for years. It was in the middle of my own kitchen with his face in it, and it was stronger than him, stronger than the wood off his shirt and the hair on the floor.

I turned the tap off quietly and went back to where I'd been stood, and neither of them noticed I'd moved.

I was that hard it hurt, and for some reason it was the towel doing it. That towel of hers, still round his neck with her clippings all down the front, tucked in precisely where she'd put it, while he ate her out.

She reached down between them and got his belt open and his jeans undone. She had her hand inside them and his cock out in about four seconds, and then she just held it. Held it and looked at it properly.

He was cut, and the end of him was a darker colour than the rest and shone where it was already wet, and there was one thick vein up the near side that stood proud when she pulled the skin down. The hair at the bottom of him had the day's dust still in it. His balls had come up tight in his jeans and I could see them going every time she worked her hand. She started on him properly, slowly, the whole length of his cock, and the ball of her thumb went over the end on the way up. It went quiet at first and then it didn't. She got the wet off the end of him and worked it down and after that you could hear her hand on him from where I was, a soft slick sound in time with the wet noise his mouth was making in her.

"You've been sat there with your cock like this on you the whole while, haven't you," she said. "Sat there talking to him about a fence with it up in your jeans."

He never once looked at me. His eyes were shut for most of it. The rest of the time he was looking up the length of her belly at her tits.

He's got a mouthful of her and a fistful of my wife's arse and he still hasn't said a word to me since the fence. That's her hand. That's the hand that puts my tea down. It's wrapped round another man's cock and she's looking down at what it's doing.

More kept coming out of the end of him and she used it all. By the time she'd got a rhythm on him her fist was going all the way down to the root of him and back up over the top, and it had got loud, wet and regular and no different to what his mouth was doing in her. He got louder into her when she did that. He groaned right into her cunt with his mouth still on her, and she felt it, because she said something I didn't catch and did it to him again harder.

"Don't tell me you're not enjoying this. Your cock's gone hard as a rock in my fist and you've not had to touch it once yourself."

She's got a fist round it and she's talking to him about it. She's not asked me a thing since she walked in and she's stood over my kitchen floor with his mouth on her cunt and his cock in her hand, telling him what it's doing.

"Ohh. Right there. Mmmm, get your tongue flat on my clit…"

"Ohhh. Oh, God, my legs are going," she gasped, up at the ceiling. "Don't stop. Not now, I'm going to cum, I'm going to cum all over your face…"

"Fuck. Fuck, I'm there, don't take your mouth off my cunt…"

Her hand had gone quick on him by then. She was working his cock roughly and not watching what she was doing any more, and he was taking it, and the pair of noises went together, her fist and his mouth, wet and wet.

She came with her hand still round his cock. She gripped it hard enough that he groaned into her, one knee going, her fingers twisted tight in that hair. Her belly locked. Her thighs shut hard on his head and stopped dead.

"Fuck."

And then a sound in the back of her throat that I've had out of her maybe nine times.

It went on and on. He stayed under her and kept his tongue moving softly the whole time, and she rode it out on his mouth with her hand working his cock slowly, out of time now, not thinking about it. Every time it came back through her she went up again and made the sound again, quieter each time, and the last one came out of her as nothing at all, just breath with a bit of voice left in it. She was properly gone. My wife came on a joiner's face in her own kitchen with her tea things on the side behind her, and I watched every second of it from eight feet away.

Her pussy was open and running, and it had stayed swollen and stood out from her, and his chin was wet through with her, and it was down his jaw and in the stubble under it and shining on his top lip. He wiped none of her off. He sat back in my kitchen chair with my wife's cunt all over his face and got his breath, with his cock still out and wet in his own lap where she'd left it.

Then she came down off her toes and let go of him, and it stopped.

Nobody said it was stopping. She pulled her knickers and her trousers up and did the button, and picked her top up off the table and pulled it back on over the bra that was still shoved under her arms, and sorted that out afterwards through the cotton. He put his cock away himself, still hard, and did his belt. He reached round and took the towel off his neck, folded it neatly once, and laid it down.

He drank his tea off stood up.

I realised I hadn't touched that can since she came in.

"Right," he said. "I'll shift, I've that lot to unload before it goes dark."

"You've not paid me," she said, opening the cupboard under the sink for the dustpan.

"I've not, have I." He got his wallet out and counted it onto the side by the kettle, a ten and two twos, and put the wallet away. "There."
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I went to the door with him. He sat on the bottom stair and did his boots up. He's still wet round the mouth off my wife and he's on my stairs telling me about a lad at the merchants who'd sold him the wrong architrave two orders running and then had the cheek to be short with him about it. He did his laces up unhurriedly. He never wiped his face once, and he'll get in that van and have her on him all the way down the bypass.

"I'll ring you about that flat roof bloke," he said.

"Yeah, do that."

He's stood in my hall with his boots back on and neither of us is going to say a word about it.

He got up, took his jacket off the hook and had the door open. And I stood in my own hall and said it.

"Come Sunday."

He put the jacket on. He got one arm in and then the other, and had a look out at the sky over the houses, and it was a good four seconds before he answered me.

"What time?"

"About seven."

"Go on then," he said, and went off down the path.

The van started first time. He backed it slowly off the drive and away, and I shut the front door and left the hall light off. I was still hard walking back down my own hall.
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She was on her knees in the kitchen, sweeping his hair up off the tiles in short flicks of the brush, working round the chair legs.

The chair was still out where he'd had it, and the towel was still on the drainer where she'd dropped it.

"Kerry."

"What's up."

"When did you know he'd read it?"

"Read what," she said, getting the brush in under the chair legs. "Move your feet."

"Don't muck about."

She didn't answer that. She got the last of the hair up, stood the brush in the pan and left them on the drainer. She ran her hands under the tap and stood with her back to me, drying them on a tea towel.

"About four minutes after he sat down," she said. "I were still in the car, wasn't I. You'd have had the kettle on and he'd have been sat looking at that fridge, because he reads whatever's on it. He read our boiler card out to me once."

"You could have moved it this morning, though."

"I could have, yeah."

"So why didn't you?"

"Because it's my kitchen, Andy, and I'm not shifting a bit of paper about for anybody who walks in." She turned round and hung it over the rail. Her face had gone red from the throat up. "And because I wanted him to have read it before he got here. There. Are you happy now?"

I got hold of her by the hips and lifted her straight up onto the worktop. She went up with a bark of a laugh and locked her legs round me, and I had her trousers and her knickers off her easily and onto the floor before she'd stopped laughing.

"You want to have seen your face," she said, working my joggers down over my arse with her heel. "You never blinked once, you."

"Shut up."

"Make me, then."

She was still soaked and swollen from him, and hot the whole way through, and my fingers went straight up into her and came out shining to the second knuckle. She was slacker than she is. Her pussy was still open from his mouth and everything down there had stayed thick and dark, and when I put my fingers back in she made a noise and went further back on her hands. She was that wet my fingers made the same sound in her that his had, and the pair of us could hear it, and neither of us said anything about it.

"Mmm. Get them right up me."

I held them up between us, and she took the two of them into her mouth and sucked them clean without being asked and gave them back to me wet. Then I put them in my own mouth after her. She watched me do it. She tasted of herself and of nothing else, thick and warm and a bit sharp at the back, and she'd been on his tongue for a quarter of an hour and this was what he'd had.

I got my mouth on her tits then, first one and then the next, and she put a hand round the back of my head and held me on. Her nipples were sore from him. She told me so quite calmly and never moved my head an inch. They were still wet off his mouth. I could taste where he'd been.

I'd come out of my joggers hard and stood up against my own belly, wet at the end already from stood there watching a joiner eat her, and she took hold of me low down and pulled me in by it, and I put the head of my cock against her and pushed, and she held on and stopped me dead.

"Hang on."

"Come on."

"No, hang on. Ask me the rest of it, then. Ask me."

She kept hold of me and kept me right there, out of her, my cock touching her and going absolutely nowhere. She had me by the middle of it with her thumb over the top and every time I pushed she just took the push into her wrist. I could feel exactly how wet she was on the end of me, and how warm. She moved me about on her while she had me, up over her clit and back down to the hole and left me sat there against it, not in, and did it again. She got the wet off herself and worked it up and down me with her fist while she held me out, unhurried, watching my face. Both my hands were on her arse on the edge of that worktop and I couldn't get an inch further, and she wasn't letting go.

"Did you know he'd do that?"

"I hoped," she said.

"And if he hadn't?"

"Then I'd have cut his hair and he'd have gone home, and I'd have had you upstairs after and never mentioned it." She let a bit of me into her and held it there again, and her voice went thin on her. "But he did, though. He had his hand up my leg before I'd got the water off, and he asked me nowt. He just got hold of my arse like it were his."

"Say it."

"He ate my cunt in my own kitchen with you stood watching," she said, "and I came on his face in about a minute and a half. I had his cock in my hand while I did it and I'd have had it in me if he'd have asked. Now put yours in me properly, and I want you to cum in me while I've still got him all over my pussy."

She let go and I put every inch into her in one. She went in easily, wet all the way through from another man's mouth, and she got a fistful of my shirt and swore loudly into my shoulder.

I fucked her sat up on that worktop with her legs locked round my back and her heels dug in. The cupboard door banged underneath her every time, and under that there was her, going with every stroke, a wet clap where I went into her that got louder the harder I did it and didn't stop between times. She was that slippery it was running out of her and down onto the wood she was sat on and my thighs were wet where they met hers. His hair was still in that pan on the draining board. Her tits were going, heavy and slapping back down against her every time I went in, and she had one arm round my neck and her other hand flat behind her on the tiles to stop herself going into the cupboards.

"Ohh. Ohhh, yes. That's the one."

Sunday he comes back and he doesn't have to cut anybody's hair first. Sunday he gets all of this. He gets her on this worktop with her legs up and I'll be stood in this room while he takes it, and she'll make that noise for him and I'll hear it.

Her mouth was going right by my ear, half words and half nothing, and we went at it hard enough that the mugs shifted on the side.

"You can go a lot harder, you know."

"Get your legs up, then."

"Nnn. There." She got them up round my ribs and her heels crossed. "Ohh, that's better. Fuck me like you mean it. Give me the lot, right up in me…"

"Mmmm. Mmmm. Aaah, yeah, yeah, yeaaah…"

"Do it. Cum in me, Andy, I want your cum sat in me all night…"

"Oh, fuck."

"Ohhh, yeah. Deeper…"

She's got another man's spit dried on her tits and my cock in her and she wants both of us in the same twenty minutes.

She got there before I did. She clenched down that hard I had to hold completely still, with her face pushed into my neck and her heels locked at the bottom of my back, and she went off into my shoulder with her teeth in it and made that sound again, and the second one had my name somewhere in it. I gave it about five seconds, then came in her.

She sat there afterwards with her legs still round me and her forehead on my shoulder, getting her breath.

"Get me down, then," she said, pushing herself up off my shoulder. "I've your tea to do and I've not sat down since half eight this morning."

I got her down. She stood in her socks and my cum ran down the inside of one leg. She wiped it away roughly with the heel of her hand and wiped that on the tea towel that was going in the wash anyway, and stepped back into her knickers. She took her rings off the windowsill on the way past and put them back on, one and then the other.

She took the pen out and put Thursday's cross in, one stroke each way, and stood a second with the lid in her other hand, looking at what was left of the week.

"Sunday," she said, clicking the lid back on the pen. "Do you want him down here, or do you want him upstairs?"
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Ifinished that shift carrying a washing machine down two flights of stairs for somebody's mother, and it wasn't a job, it was Gaz doing a favour and volunteering me for it on the way past. I had a hard-on in the appliance bay at half nine in the morning and another one at dinner time, sat in a room full of men with a plate on my knee, thinking about what was booked into my house for seven o'clock. I was home by twenty past six.

The oven was on and the back door was open, and the kitchen was freezing with both of them going at once.

"Shut that, love, will you," Kerry said, from the front room. "I only had it open for the fat."

I shut it. There was a chop and half a pan of potatoes left out for me under a plate. Her own plate was washed already and stood up on the rack. She came through with the phone in her hand, put it face down on the side, and got the grill going again without asking me whether I wanted it warming.

She was in her jeans and a jumper I've seen a thousand times. Her hair was up off her neck with the clip in it. She'd done nothing to herself at all. No lipstick, nothing on her nails, no scent on her but the shower gel out of our own bathroom, and inside the hour she was going to be getting fucked in my bed.

The cold off that back door had got her nipples up, and you could see the pair of them stood out through the wool plain as anything, and she'd not noticed and wouldn't have cared if she had.

She bent into the fridge for the milk and her arse went tight and round in the denim. In an hour Craig Doyle's got his hands on her. She'll have his cock out of his jeans before I've finished this chop. He's in the bath right this minute with his knees up thinking about exactly what I'm looking at.

"Good day?"

"Ladder drills," I said. "Four hours of it, in the yard, and then that."

"Poor you." She got a fork out of the drawer and put it down by my plate, and stood there a second digging her thumb up into the base of the other palm, hard, twice, the way she does when she's been on her feet. "It's like an operating theatre up that landing now, by the way. I went up for a towel and nearly put my hand over my eyes."

"Box said sixty."

"Well, it isn't."

It is not sixty. I'd done that bulb at two o'clock with the steps out of the shed, because it had been going on and off since the middle of August and she'd finally stopped asking me. The bloody thing throws that whole landing white. It puts a stripe of white through the door and straight across our bed.

I ate my chop stood up, quickly, because I was honestly not sat down at that table.

She came past me twice. Once for the tea towel and once for nothing I could see, and the second time she went by close enough that her hand landed flat between my shoulders on the way past. Neither of us said anything about that. Then she stopped at the end of the worktop and stood there a minute, looking at the door frame.

"I've said upstairs," I said.

"Right."

"Is that all right?"

"It's your house and all, love." She turned the grill off at the wall. "Go and have your shower, then. You've been in that yard all day."

The bed was made up when I went in. Clean sheets, the white ones, still with the powder off the wash in them, and the two good pillowcases that live in the airing cupboard and come out about four times a year. She'd hoovered in there as well. You could see exactly where the wheels had been.

I stood in the doorway with a towel round me and stood and looked at it, and then I looked at it again.

She'd stripped that bed and made it up again before I'd told her which room. She'd gone down and done her tea, and when I asked her she'd said right.

The top drawer on the left was open about two inches. There was a box in there on top of the tissues, out of its cellophane, stood on its end. I don't know when she bought them and I never asked her.

She's had them in that drawer since Thursday and she's laid down next to me three nights running with them there.

Twenty to seven on a Sunday and I was stood dripping on my own carpet with my cock up under a wet towel.
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The van came on at five to. Kerry's Corsa was on the drive where I'd left it, so I got my boots back on, took the keys off the hook and moved it out onto the road, and I had to go up past two houses to find a gap. I walked back down slowly. He was already stood on the step with his hands in his pockets, waiting for me to let him into my house.

"You're all right there," he said, when I started apologising about the car. "I'd have got round it."

He'd had a shave. He had a shirt on with a collar, tucked in, and there wasn't a bit of sawdust on him anywhere, which there always is. He went down my hall ahead of me in his socks. He'd got himself scrubbed up for this and put a clean collar on to do it.

Kerry was in the kitchen with her back to the sink and her arms folded.

"You've changed," she said.

"I've been in the bath since four." He came in and stood the other side of the table, not sitting down, and put a hand flat on the back of that chair of his. "I'd got that place in my ears. Sawdust, you know. It gets in behind you."

"Do you want a drink?"

"Aye, go on."

I got him a can and I got myself one and the three of us stood there, and he told us about the woman at Walton ringing him on a Sunday afternoon over a handle. He talked to Kerry, mostly. He looked at the table, and at her, and at the window over the sink. I noticed he hadn't looked at me all night, and I couldn't remember him ever doing it.

He's stood in my kitchen in a clean shirt with his cock a foot off my wife and he's telling her about a handle. She's going to have his cock out of them jeans inside ten minutes. She's stood with her arms folded under her tits nodding at him like he's come about the gutters, and her nipples are still up through that jumper, and he'd have to be blind.

I got through my can quicker than I meant to and stood the empty on the side.

"I'll take another one off you, then."

"You'll want to slow down, you," Kerry said, and then she pushed herself off the sink and went past both of us to the doorway, and she took the clip out of her hair on the way and shook it out with one hand.

"Right," she said. "Are you coming up, or what?"

Craig looked at the floor for a second and drank the last inch of his off quickly.

"I'll not say no," he said.
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He went up first because she sent him up first, and I came up behind them with a full can in my hand, and that light was on out there and it was as white as she'd said.

She'd got him in the bedroom before I was up the last two stairs.

There's a chair in the corner of our room with her work stuff on it. I moved the lot quietly onto the chest of drawers. I didn't sit down. I stood where I'd stood the night she dropped her towel on that chair, only now there was another man's back in the way of her.

He had her against the wardrobe with both hands up under the jumper. She got it off over her head herself and her bra as well, dragging the whole lot up and off together, and dropped it on the floor. Her tits came out heavy and low and she never put a hand up to them. His mouth went straight on her neck and she tipped her head over for it exactly like she does for me.

Then he went for her mouth and she turned her face.

She did it easily and she never stopped anything doing it. Her hand stayed on his belt. His hand stayed on her tit. She simply took her mouth out of the road and put her cheek up against his jaw instead, and he had a go at her ear and her throat and carried on, and neither of them made a thing of it.

She's going to let that man have her pussy and she isn't going to let him have her mouth.

He got a proper handful of her tit and worked it, and all of her moved with it. He got a nipple between two fingers and rolled it slowly, and she gave him the first noise of the night into his shoulder.

"Mmm," she said. "Harder with my tits, you'll not break them."

So he put his mouth down on it and had it, and she got a hand into the back of his hair and held him down on her while he did. Her other hand went straight down the front of his jeans. Her nipple came away from another man's mouth wet, and he went over and had the other one.

She got his belt open and his jeans undone easily and had a hand straight down them.

"Sit down a minute," she said, pushing him back onto the edge of our bed with two fingers on his chest. "Sit down and let me get your cock out properly."

He sat down in his shirt and worked his own jeans down off his hips, and she knelt up on the floor between his knees and pulled them down out of the way.

It was thicker than mine. Not much longer, if it was longer at all, but thick the whole way down and blunt at the end, and it stood up off him near enough flat to his belly with the veins stood out on top. The head sat out bare and wider than the rest and darker, a dull sort of purple under that light. His balls were high and tight underneath and he was trimmed right down, which meant he'd taken a razor to himself before he came out as well. She took hold of him round the base with one hand and she could not get her fingers round to her thumb, and she looked at it for a good three seconds before she said anything.

"Well, you've kept that quiet."

"Aye, well."

"You have, though," she said, working his cock slowly in her fist, and then she leaned in and spat on it properly and worked that down it with her thumb until the whole thing shone. You could hear her hand going on him after that. "You've had that on you every four weeks in my kitchen and I've stood there talking to you about your lads."

She took it in her mouth.

I stood four feet off and watched my wife suck another man's cock. Nobody put her down there. She got herself down there, on the carpet, on her own knees, and she never looked over at me.

She could not get it all in and she kept trying anyway. Every time she got down on him there was a thick soft sound down her throat, and every time she came up her lips came off the head with a click. Her hand worked the bottom of him. Her other hand lay on his thigh. Spit came off her chin in a long string and landed on her own tit and she carried on.

She took her other hand off his thigh and got his balls in it, and he opened his knees to let her, and she held them and worked them while she went at him. Her jaw was open as wide as it goes and it still wasn't enough for the width of that cock. She'd get about half of him in her and stop, and come off him, and lick the head flat and slowly with the whole of her tongue, and then take it back in and have another go at getting further. Every so often she'd take him out of her mouth altogether and hold him up out of her road and go at his balls with her tongue instead, and he'd put his head back and say nothing at all.

"Mmm," she said round it, and then she came off just far enough to get her air in and went back down on him. "Mmm-hmm."

He put a hand on her head at the back, not pushing, just holding it there.

"Steady," he muttered, half to himself, watching what she was doing to him. "Steady, now. You'll have me off."

"Good." She had him out of her mouth for a second, her fist still going on him, wet to the wrist. "You can hang on a bit yet, though. I've not had that cock in me and I'm not having it go off in my mouth."

She's on her knees on my bedroom carpet with that in her mouth and she can't shut her jaw round it. He's had a bath for this. He got in it at four o'clock knowing exactly where he was going, and I moved my wife's car off my drive so he could park.

I'd had half that can down me without noticing I'd done it. My mouth had gone that dry I had to swallow twice. I could hear every bit of what she was doing to him from where I stood. The wet of her mouth, her breath going in hard through her nose, and that little grunt she gives when she's taken a thing further than it wants to go.

She came off it and wiped her mouth on her wrist. Her chin was shining.

"That'll do," she said. "I'll be choking myself on it in a minute."

She stood up and got her jeans off quickly and her knickers came away inside them, and she kicked the lot off her ankle and got backwards onto the bed. She went right to the edge. On her back, arse at the very edge, heels up on the frame. She was that wet already that it shone on her from nine feet off with the landing light going straight across the bed. She reached over and got the box out of that drawer herself, and put one in his hand, and lay back down with her knees apart.

Nobody said a word about it. He tore it open with his teeth and rolled it on carefully, stood up in front of her, looking down at her steadily the whole time he did it. Then he took hold of his cock at the base and put the head on her. He ran it up her and over her clit and back down again, slowly, twice, before he did anything else. Both times she pushed her pussy up off the bed after it.

"Come on," she said. "I've been sat downstairs for an hour with a wet cunt on me, so get it in me."

He took hold of her ankles and put her legs up on his shoulders and went in.

He did it in one, slowly, all the way, and she made a noise I have heard four thousand times and it was not for me.

"Ohhh," she said, up at the ceiling, and she held onto it longer than she needed to. "Ohhh. Ohh, fuck."

Her back came up off the bed. Her hands went flat above her head onto the pillows. My wife, on her back on our own bed with her belly creased across and her tits gone flat and wide towards her armpits, and another man's cock in her up to his hips.

He didn't even take his watch off.

That bulb gave me the lot. He was up at the end of the bed with his shirt on and his jeans round his knees. Her lips came out dragged round the width of him, dark pink and pulled out of any shape they've got, and the whole join of them shining. There was nothing in that room between me and it. No screen. No door. Nine feet of carpet and my own bed.

"Ohh. Ohhh, you're right in me," she said, up at nothing. "Right in. Fuck. All of it."

That's a joiner from Chesterfield with his cock in my wife and I opened the door to him. She's took it all and she's took it easily.

He wasn't doing this for my benefit. He'd forgot I was there and he'd forgot inside a minute.

"Oh," she gasped. "Oh, that's… hang on. Hang on a minute, you."

He stopped dead where he was, right up in her, and waited patiently.

"I'm all right," she said, breathing out slowly. "I'm all right, my cunt's just got to get used to you. I've not asked you up here for that."

So he didn't. He got a proper hold of her hips and started on her, and the bed went straight away and the headboard started up on the wall, and she got loud inside about ten seconds. Her tits went up her chest and back down it on every stroke of him and there was nothing holding them at all. Her hands came off the pillows and grabbed blindly at the bed either side of her.

"Haah. Haah. That's better," she said, and every one of them got knocked out of her on his way in. "That's what I've wanted all week. Fuck me properly. Fuck me like you've been thinking about it, because I know full well you have."

"Aye," he said, quietly, mostly to himself. "I have and all."

"I know. Harder, then. Get that cock right up me…"

He put his thumb down on her clit and worked it, and she came apart about it.

"Ohh. Ohh, fuck. Right there, don't you move that…"

She got her heels crossed behind his neck and started pulling him down into her with them, and after that he wasn't doing any of the work on his own. He got his free hand up onto her tit and took it all in his fist, and he had her nipple under his fingers every time he came forward into her.

"Is it good?" she said. "Tell me. Tell me what it's like being in me, because you've thought about it."

"It's good," he said.

"That's not telling me owt, that isn't."

"It's fucking good, Kerry."

"There you are." She got a laugh out and it went into a groan halfway through. "Aah. Get on with it, then. My legs have gone already, so fuck me till I can't stand up, and I want to feel that cock up me at work tomorrow."

You could hear it and it wasn't the bed. It was a flat wet slap going in and a suck coming back off her, over and over, and every third or fourth one caught the air and cracked. She was running out onto the sheet. There was a dark patch coming under her arse the size of a hand and it got bigger while I watched. My cock was throbbing and it hurt where it was. I shifted it with my wrist and went on watching another man do that to my wife.

His cock was going into my wife nine feet in front of me and I could see every bit of him doing it. Out to the head, wet through, and back up into her until his balls were against her. Her pussy came out with him and went back in after him every time. Her clit stood up over the top of him where he'd been working it. Her tits were going all over the place and neither of them had a hand free to do a thing about them.

She's making that noise in my house for a man who comes here to get his hair cut.

I opened the window, because she asked me to. "Get that window, will you, Andy, it's roasting in here," she said, with her legs up on his shoulders and her voice going in and out with what he was doing to her. I put the can down on the drawers, reached right over them both, and opened it six inches. The cold came in off the road. I went back to where I'd been stood.

He pulled out of her and turned her over.

It came out of her with a wet sound to it and left her open, and for a second before she was even over her pussy was stood open on its own in the shape he'd put in it, and what was on the sheet underneath it.

He had her over in about two seconds, one hand under her hip, and she went face down with her arms up under the pillow. Then he got up onto the bed after her and laid himself down flat on her back, the whole weight of him, and put it in her from behind with her legs shut, slowly, and she groaned down into the bedding and pushed her arse up into him.

"Mmff. You're heavy, you," she said, laughing into it. "Don't you get off me, though. I want it like that, right in, so make a right mess of me while you're at it."

"I'll not."

"I mean it. Fuck me into this mattress, I don't care what it sounds like, and get that cock as far up me as it'll go."

I couldn't see it any more. He'd covered her right up. There was his back, and his arse going, and one of her feet turned out sideways, and every so often her face came round to the side with her hair stuck across it and her mouth open. I could hear it better than I could see it. Him going into her wet, and the slap of him getting right up her, and her breath going out into that pillowcase every time he did, and the frame under the pair of them. In between all that she was saying it into the bed, flat and fast and hardly out loud at all, "yes, yes, yes, yes," one for every time he came down on her.

His balls were swinging into her and you could hear them land.

I wanted to see him and I couldn't, and for some reason that had me worse than any of the rest. I'd have seen more from out on the stairs.

Then I went downstairs.

I picked the empty up off the drawers on my way past, got another can out of the fridge and stood in my kitchen exactly as long as it takes to open one. They were straight over my head. The bed knocking, and the slap of him coming through in a rhythm, and her going, and one long "ohhhhh" that got through the floor and the plaster and everything else in the way. I stood with a cold can in my fist and listened to another man fucking my wife through my own ceiling.

Then I came back up. They hadn't stopped and they hadn't noticed. He had a fistful of her hair by then and her head pulled back off the bed, and he was going into her hard enough that the bed had gradually walked out from the wall.

"Go on," she was saying, and she'd given up on being quiet a long while back. "Harder. Don't stop now, I'm right there, I'm going to cum, I'm going to cum all over that cock…"

"Aye, you are," he said, and it was the first thing he'd said in ten minutes.

"Ohhh. I can feel that going right up me, yes, fuck, I'm cumming, I'm cumming, I'm…"

"Ah. Ah. Aah."

She went off under him with her hands still up under that pillow. Her mouth went wide open and there was nothing for about two seconds, and then it came all at once, one long "aaahhh" with no air left behind it. She locked up completely. Her whole back went stiff and her toes turned in, and he held dead still on top of her and let her have it.

He finished about a minute after her, up on his elbows with his face down in her neck. He never made a sound doing it, which I had honestly not expected at all. His arse went four or five times and then it stopped.

She lay there underneath him with her eyes shut, breathing hard.

"Give me a minute," she said, into the bed.
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He was gone by twenty past nine.

He sorted himself out in our bathroom and came out doing his belt, and he got his shirt tucked back in stood under that white light. He'd washed my wife off his cock in there. There was a knot in the bin liner where he'd wrapped it up and put it out of the way, decent of him. I looked at that knot for longer than I want to say. Kerry had pulled the covers up over herself and she stopped where she was. She called through the door to ask him whether he'd got his lads at Christmas, and he answered her cheerfully from out on the stairs.

I went down with him, obviously. He did his boots up leant against the wall by the front door and told me all about a bloke who'd delivered him twelve doors and left them at the wrong house on the wrong street, and I said yeah in the gaps.

"Right," he said, and got his jacket off the hook. "I'll shift."

"Yeah, all right."

"Sort your car out."

I stood on the step and watched him back the van carefully off in the dark, and then I walked up past two houses and brought the Corsa back down and put it on the drive where it lives. He'd had my wife upstairs and now he was off home to his tea.
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She was sat up against the headboard when I got back in, with the covers under her arms and her hair all one way. The window was still open. It was cold in there and it hadn't shifted a thing.

I got in beside her, and his side of that bed was still warm and it stank of him — the soap he'd walked in with, the sweat that came off him after, the rubber, and her all the way through the middle.

She stuck her feet on me straight away, and they were like ice.

"Don't," I said.

"Warm them, then."

I put my hand round one and held it. The boiler was clicking off downstairs. There was still colour up her chest and her throat, and her chin had gone pink in a patch off his stubble, and she'd find that in the morning.

"Kerry."

"Mm."

"Is he bigger than me?"

She didn't say anything. She took her feet off me and put them away under the covers.

"Don't be like that."

"I'm not being like anything," I said. "I'm just asking you."

"You saw it."

"I want to hear you say it."

She let a long breath out slowly through her nose. She got hold of a bit of her own hair and pushed it back off her face and had a look at me, and then she looked at the wardrobe again. I gave her nothing and I never moved my hand.

"He's thicker," she said. "That's all it is. He's not longer. He's thicker, and I felt it going in the whole way, right up to the top of me, and it aches now, Andy, if you want the truth. I can feel it sat there."

Thicker.

"And?"

"And nothing." She said it quickly. She laid a hand flat on my chest, left it there, and said the rest a good deal slower. "And I have never come off anybody in this bed the way I came off him just now, and I'm not going to lie here and tell you I have. There. Now you've got it."

She looked at me then, straight on. She didn't look sorry and she didn't look pleased with herself either.

"You want to know the worst of it?" she said. "It's not even that. It's that he'd hardly started and I could have gone there and then, and he'd not done a thing except put it in me. Nowt. He just put it in and I nearly went off on the spot like a lass."

"Say that again."

"I'll not, and you can stop looking at me like that." She was still looking at me herself. "And I could hear you moving about the whole while, and I knew exactly where you were in this room. I wanted you stood there watching every second, and if you'd have gone out that door I'd have stopped him."

She got hold of my wrist and put my hand between her legs, on her, and she was open and swollen and still running. She was that hot on my fingers it didn't feel like her, and two of them went into her without me pushing at all, and she moved herself on them the once and let her breath out. When I took them back they were wet past the knuckle, and I put them in my mouth in front of her. She tasted of herself, and under that of the rubber.

"Now get on me," she said, "before I go cold. And I want it right up me tonight, so no messing about."

I got the covers off her and got on her, and she lay flat with her legs shut and made me get into her like that.

Mine's a different thing to his. It's as long as his, or near enough that it makes no odds, and it goes off to the left the way it always has, and it is nowhere near the width of him. The skin comes back off the head when I'm hard and it had been back the best part of two hours by then and it was sore.

It was tight and awkward and it genuinely took me a good few goes. She kept her knees together and her hands on my arse holding me down onto her, and she let me work at it, and when she'd had enough of that she opened them and put her heels down flat either side of me and let me right in.

She was slack and hot and sore off him, and every bit of that was on my cock. Her pussy had nothing left in it to grip with for the first minute and I could feel exactly where he'd been in her and how far.

I put my mouth on hers and she gave it me straight away, both hands up round the back of my head, and she kissed me right through it and never turned her face.

"That's it," she said, into it. "Have me while I'm like that. Have me while my cunt's still sore off him, and don't you be quiet about it either."

He had this an hour since. He's on the road home with his boots on and I'm in it after him.

"Harder," she said. "You'll not hurt me tonight, love, there's nowt left down there to hurt. I want it while I'm still open."

She had a hand down between us on her own clit before I'd got going properly. She was slack enough that you could hear it on every stroke. It was the same wet sound he'd been getting off her, coming up out of the bed underneath us. I could feel her fingers going on her clit against my belly. She got loud again.

"Ohh. Ohhh. Cum in me. Cum right up where he was, and don't you stop…"

She got there before I did, gripping down on me, and I went in her with both hands under her shoulders.

Afterwards she got up and put my T-shirt on and went and shut the window herself, and got back in, and she was asleep before the boiler had finished clicking.

I went down at half eleven and did the doors and the lights, quietly. Four empty cans on the side. Her plate stood up on the rack where she'd put it before he got here.

I locked the back door with a cock on me as hard as anything I'd had all night, and I'd not had that once while he was in this house.
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Itapped the salon window with the phone and stood back off the glass, because I wasn't going in there a second time.

She'd left it on the side by the bread bin at eight that morning and I'd been asleep when she went. I found it at half twelve, eventually, with eleven missed calls sat on the screen. So I got my boots on and drove straight down.

It was Shelley who came out. She had her gloves on and colour up to the wrist of one of them, and she held the door open with her hip.

"She's in that basin," she said, taking the phone off me carefully between two fingers. "Been like a wet weekend all day, her. Two people in and she's done nowt but look at that clock."

"Tell her I've fetched it, then."

"Course I will." She had a good look up the road and then back at me, and she stayed in the doorway. "She told me about your Sunday, by the way."

I stood on that step.

"Any road," Shelley said, hooking the door further open with her foot. "That woman's roots are going orange in there, so I want shooting. Tell her I'm doing Friday's list and she can do the till."

She went back in and the door shut firmly on the heat and the radio.

Somebody else knew.

I got in the car and sat with the keys in my hand. There's a chip shop three doors up and a woman came out with two lads and got them both into the back of a Fiesta, slowly, and I watched her do the whole thing.

Kerry sat in a back room with that lass on Monday dinner time, with the door shut, and told her what had gone on in our bed. She'd have had to use words for it, and whichever ones she picked, that girl has them now. She came home after and did a shepherd's pie and never said a thing to me.

There's a girl of twenty-six in that shop who got the whole story for nowt, and she'll be stood behind a chair this minute with all that going round in her head. I sat in a parked car outside a hairdresser's at one o'clock on a Wednesday and couldn't make myself turn the key.

I drove home the top way and honestly couldn't tell you one thing I passed.
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The fence panel was down at the bottom of the garden, flat on the grass, with the gravel board still standing.

It had gone over Monday night and I'd obviously been at work for it. There's a wind comes up that side off the fields and it takes the same panel every time. I got it back up on my own, which is a two-man job, and stood a pallet against it and shoved two blocks up against the foot of the pallet, and it looked exactly like what it was. I'd said in July we'd have that lot done properly and we never had.

I stood in the garden with mud on both knees at half two in the afternoon and got my phone out and read it again.

You about Wednesday night

aye. Im at that walton till late tho, 8 ish

yeah come when you can

right o

I'd sent that at four in the morning off the back of a shout. I was sat on the bench in the appliance bay with my leggings still on and two of the lads asleep up the other end. He'd answered at twenty past five, promptly, like a man who was already up. Nobody had asked me to do it.

Four in the morning on a bench in my own station, arranging for a joiner to come round to my wife, and doing it with my two thumbs on a phone screen. She'd not mentioned Wednesday and she'd not mentioned him.

The calendar had ten squares crossed off when I came through, and the pen was back in the pot.
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She was in at four.

She doesn't finish at four. She finishes when the last head's out from under the dryer, and on a Wednesday that's half five at the earliest. She came through that door with a carrier bag in each hand.

"Don't start," she said, swinging them both up onto the side. "I've a bottle of red in there and I've had a day."

We don't do that. There's been one in the cupboard under the stairs since somebody gave it us at Christmas. She stood it on the worktop and deliberately didn't open it. She put a chicken on and went up for a bath.

I took a brew up for her and left it on the side of the bath. She'd obviously done her legs, because the razor was sat on the edge with a grey ring of water round its foot. She had her hair up in the clip with the wet ends stuck down her neck, and her knees out, and her arms along the sides. Her tits were sat heavy and spread wide under the surface. Every time she moved her arm the water came over them and went back off again.

I'd not got the mug down before it landed on me that she was in that bath for somebody else.

"Shelley give you that phone?"

"She did, yeah."

"I'd been all over the shop for it," she said, sitting forward to get at the tea, and the whole of her top half came up out of the water dripping. "I thought I'd left it at Mrs Chadburn's, and I've not been to Mrs Chadburn's since Monday, so that tells you where my head's at."

She lay back down and her knees came apart, and I got a look at her under the water, the hair on her gone flat and dark and the pink of her open underneath it. She left her legs exactly where they'd got to and drank her tea, and I stood in that doorway looking at my wife's pussy under the water with my mouth gone dry.

"She said you'd told her, then?"

The tea stopped about four inches off her mouth. Then it carried on, and she had a drink, and stood the mug down on the tiles.

"Monday," she said. "Dinner time, that was. We were sat in that back room with the door shut and she asked me what I'd done at the weekend, so I told her."

"Right, then."

"She's not going to say owt, Andy, and I know she's got a mouth on her about other folk, but she's never said a thing about me in seven year." She shut her eyes and put one foot up against the taps. "And no, I'll not tell you I'm sorry either, because that'd only start you off."

"I never said you had to be."

"Well, then."

And that was that. She got out and dried herself stood up on the mat, fast, and the rest left to go off on its own. I sat down on our bed while she did her face properly for the second time that day, which she does not do for a Wednesday. She stood in front of that wardrobe with nothing on and put clean knickers on first and got them up over her arse and had a look at herself sideways in the door and left them. She put a dress on. Not a going-out one, the green one she wears for somebody's tea, and she did the little gold lipstick, slowly, and then pushed her hair up at the back with her fingers.

She's putting a dress on for a bloke who's coming here off a staircase. She got that lipstick out of her bag for him and she'd not have bothered for me. She's done her legs in the bath and she's been at that mouth again, and in about four hours he'll have that dress up round her waist and his hand on her cunt, and she knows it, stood there flattening one bit of hair down.

She caught me at it on her way past and stopped in the doorway.

"You've gone quiet, you."

"I'm all right."

"You're not, you've that face on." She came back two steps and put her hand flat down the front of my joggers and didn't move it about at all. "That's been up a while, that has, hasn't it?"

"A bit, yeah."

"Well, you can keep it, love, because I've a chicken on." She took the hand off and wiped it down her hip on her way out. "And you can put that fire on. It's gone cold in there and I'm not sat freezing."
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He came at twenty past eight and she went to the door herself.

I heard the van, and then the hall, and then his boots coming off on the mat, and she'd got him through the door before I was up out of my chair.

He'd come straight off it. Work trousers, the fleece with the DOYLE on the breast, dust in both forearms and grey to the knee where he'd been kneeling on boards since morning. Nowhere near a bath. He brought the job in with him and it was all round that front room in ten seconds. Sawdust, and the glue they use, and under it the sweat off a man who's been going up and down a staircase with timber on his shoulder since seven in the morning. None of that is pleasant. Kerry stood in it and never moved her face.

He put his hands out flat to show her and pulled a face at them.

"I've come as I am," he said, and had a look at his own knuckles. "They've had them lads back on that landing and I've stripped the lot off and started it again. I'll not touch a thing of yours."

"You'll have a wash in that kitchen, then," Kerry said.

"I will."

"Off you go. There's a towel out."

He did it properly, up past the elbows, and came back slowly drying his arms and stood in front of the fire with his back to it like it was his own house. I opened him a can and stuck it straight in his hand. The hot water had turned his forearms red to a line above the elbow and there was still sawdust in the hair on them. He talked about the landing, and about a woman who'd rung him at ten to eight over a door that had swollen, and Kerry perched on the arm of the settee with her feet crossed at the ankle and let him talk.

She'd put a condom out before he got here. It was sat under the edge of the lamp base where you'd not clock it from the door, and I'd been looking at it since seven. She'd been past it four times since and never once looked down at it. She'd put it there at teatime, before the chicken went in, knowing exactly what would be going on it.

He's stood on my hearth in his work clothes with the day still on him. She's done her face twice for tonight and put clean knickers on for it. He's not so much as changed his shirt, and it makes not a bit of difference to her.

I was stood with a can I hadn't opened and no earthly reason to be holding it.

She stood up, took the can off him and stood it on the hearth.

"Right," she said. "Sit down."

He sat down.

She didn't get on him. She stood over him with her knees against the front of the settee and let him take his time, and he took it. Both hands went on the backs of her legs first, under the dress, and stopped there, flat and high up under her arse. Then they went up, slowly, all the way, and he had the dress bunched round her waist on his thumbs. He left it there.

He looked a good long while. The cotton was pulled tight across her and you could see the shape of her cunt in it. There was a dark wet patch through the front about the width of two fingers. He had a proper look at all of that and didn't hurry it and never said one word about it.

That's my wife stood over another man with her dress held up on his thumbs, getting looked at, and he'll take as long over it as he likes.

"Have you had that on all day?"

"I have not. It's a clean pair, that."

"Right."

"Get them off me, then," she said, putting a hand round his neck. "If you're that bothered about them. I've been sat in them since five thinking about your cock."

He got his mouth on her, high up on the belly, open, and worked down until his nose was against her pussy through the cotton, and took a long breath of her there, and she moaned at that and dug her fingers into the top of his hair. He put his tongue flat on the wet of the cotton and left it there and did absolutely nothing else with it. Then he stopped doing that as well and sat back to look at her again.

He was in no rush whatsoever. He worked them down and off one foot and deliberately left them hanging on the other ankle, and sat there with one hand between her legs, working her steadily and not fast.

I could see exactly what he was doing with that hand from where I was. Two fingers laid flat up her pussy, in to the second knuckle, going in and coming back with his wrist hardly shifting, and his thumb sat still up on her clit and doing next to nothing with it. Her lips had come out fat and dark either side of his fingers. Her hair down there is cropped short and it had gone wet flat against her, and below that she was shining right down to the crease of her arse. She was that soaked it was all over his wrist and running back into the cuff he'd turned up. It made a noise every time he turned his hand over in her, a thick soft one. The fire was going full and you could still hear it plain across the room.

Her hands were down on his shoulders. Her head hung. Her legs kept going out from under her and he kept the other arm round the backs of her thighs and never let her sit down. She was groaning on every breath by then and not doing a thing to keep it in.

He's had his fingers up my wife for ten minutes and he's still got the job on his trousers. She's the one shaking, and she's the one who did her face for it.

"Mmm," she said, straight down at the top of his head. "Mmmm. Come on, though, Craig. Get another finger up me, I can take that easy, you know I can."

He carried on exactly as he had been.

She's asked him for it and he's not given it her. There's a joiner sat on my settee in his work gear with two fingers up my wife's cunt and he's doing it at the speed he wants, and she's stood over him waiting on him like she's got nowhere else to be.

"Craig. Come on."

He never answered her at all. He shifted his hand slightly, got the other arm further round her, and held her still.

"Ohh. Ohh, that's not fair, that isn't…"

"You're a rotten sod, you are." She was breathing badly through it and pushing herself down onto his hand, working her cunt on it, trying to get it deeper than he was giving her. "Unh. Go on. Please. Stop messing about and get your mouth on my pussy, I'm dripping down my own legs here…"

She was, and all. It was running down the inside of one thigh in a line past her knee, catching the fire, and there was more of her on the back of his hand and along his forearm.

He went at the inside of her thigh instead, right up at the top, mouth open, and stopped there, two inches off where she wanted him and no nearer. She swore at him, and moaned, and finally gave up asking, and got right up on her toes.

"Ohhh. Ohhhh. You sod."

She'd asked him twice.

I put a hand in my pocket and moved myself and left it at that. She's stood four feet off me with her mouth open, begging a bloke who fits kitchens, and he isn't going to.

I'd come round the side of the room by then to see it better, and I got as far as the standard lamp.

"You want to stop that side," he said, without looking up from what he was doing. "I'm coming round there in a minute."

So I stopped where I was.

He said nothing else about it and he never looked at me. He took them off the foot they were still hanging on, put them down beside him, and swung her round so her back was to him. He pulled her down onto his lap.

He'd had his belt open and the trousers down off his hips one-handed while she was turning, and he had the rubber on his cock before she was down on him. The wrapper went on the carpet. His cock stood up out of the front of his work trousers with the latex shining the whole way down it in the firelight, thick to the root and darker underneath where it went in. He never bothered getting himself out of the trousers any further than that.

She sat down onto him facing out into the room. She braced one hand on the arm and reached down between her legs with the other and held his cock up and put it in herself. She took the first few inches carefully, in stages, breathing out slowly through her teeth, and then her legs went and she came the whole way down on his cock at once and gasped the breath out.

"Ohhhh," she said, up at the ceiling. "Oh, you. There. There it is. That's the whole of that cock right up in me."

She was three feet off me and facing me.

Her dress was up round her middle. He worked a hand up under the dress from behind and had one of her tits out over the top, and took the whole weight of it in his fist and let it go and took it again, and it dropped back heavy every time and started up on its own. He went at her from underneath, slowly, with both feet planted flat on my carpet, lifting her steadily and letting her come back down under her own weight. Her knees were wide and her heels off the floor and she was doing none of the work at all.

From where he'd put me I could see all of her.

Her pussy was open and wet through from her clit down to under her arse. The lips were dragged open and back either side of his cock. They'd gone dark, a deep wine colour against how white she is up her thighs, and thick and full and stood right out from her. Her clit was up out of the top of them on its own, small and hard and glossy with her, and it jumped every time he lifted her. Where he went into her she was stretched white and tight round the base of him. His cock came out of her wet to the root on every lift and went straight back up. You could hear it doing it, a wet dragging sound and then a softer knock at the bottom, over and over, under her moaning. It was running out of her down onto his balls and the front of his work trousers had gone dark with her.

My wife's sat down on him with her legs wide open, three foot off me, looking straight at me while he does it. Her knickers are on the settee next to his leg and he's still got his work trousers on.

I'd leaked enough by then to feel it wet through the front of my joggers.

"Oh, that's the stuff," she said, and reached back and got hold of his head. "Nnh. Don't you speed up. Keep it exactly like that…"

He didn't. He got his face down into her neck and his other hand flat and low on her belly and held her down onto himself, pressing in with the heel of his hand so she had him from the outside as well. He went on doing precisely the same thing. She was moaning without a break by then, in a voice I've had out of her about three times in my life. It came up out of her on every lift, unh, unh, unh, with her head back on his shoulder and her mouth open.

"Mmmm. That's it. That's right up me, that is," she said. "Andy. Look at what my cunt's doing on that cock."

She said that flat, out loud, and he never altered a thing about what he was doing to her.

"I've had that in me all week, that cock," she said. "In my head, I mean. Stood in that shop, in the car, every time I sat down."

"Aye, well," Craig said, into her neck.

"Aye, well," she said back at him, and laughed at that, and then he shifted his hips up under her and she stopped laughing.

"Ohh. Oh, do that again. Do that again, and get your hand back on my tits while you're doing it. Both of them."

He put it back immediately.

She tells another man what she thinks about at work while he's got his cock in her, in my own front room, and he answers her the same as he'd answer me about a fence.

"Andy."

"What."

"Nothing." She laughed again, and then it went out of her properly. "Nothing. Stop there. I want you stood right where you are while he fucks me."

He's on his second in here tonight and I've not opened mine.

She twisted round, put a flat hand on his chest and got her mouth up by his ear and said a few words I never caught.

"Aye," he said, mostly to himself, and got both hands round her middle. "Come on, then. Up."

He stood them both up and put her over the arm. Face down over it with her hands flat in the seat and her arse out. He knocked her feet wider apart with the inside of his own, stood behind her, and put his cock back up her hard enough to shift the whole thing on the carpet.

"There you go," she got out. "There. Now fuck me properly. I want it rough, and I've been stood here waiting on you all night for it, so don't you go quiet on me now. Get it right up my cunt."

So he did. He took hold of her hip in one hand and got a fistful of her hair in the other and pulled her head back, and she took the lot and moaned all the way through it. He was in her cunt to the hilt every stroke and coming off her arse with a flat smack and a wetter one under it, on and on, and it was the loudest thing in that room by a distance.

That's another man's fist in her hair in my house and she's the one who asked him for it. An hour since I watched her ask him if he wanted a wash.

The dress came off one shoulder and both tits were out of it and hanging down and swinging heavy, and her nipples went back and forth across the seat under her. He spat down onto her from up there, onto where he was going in. He worked it round himself with his thumb and put his cock straight back up her, right to the base, and she went off her head at that, moaning it out with her mouth open against the arm. The sound thickened after he'd done it and you could hear every single stroke of him going in.

"Ah… ah… ah. Yes. Like that. Ohhh, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me…"

His cock came away off her slick the whole way down every time. Where he was in her she was gaping open round him, red and swollen and wet down to her arse, and white where his fingers were dug into it.

He's fucking my wife over the arm of my own settee with his trousers round his thighs. He's got twenty minutes of a fence to talk to me about after. And she'll have his cock in her the whole while I'm stood here thinking it.

"There, I'm going, I'm going off on that cock, keep going, keep fucking me…"

She went about forty seconds after that, and she went loud, louder than she does with me. It came out of her broken up with his strokes going through it, unh, ohhh, ohhhhh. Then she locked right up on him. Her mouth went wide open with nothing coming out of it at all and both hands twisted into the cushion, and my own cock throbbed in my joggers watching her go off on him.

He kept going. He held on to her hair and finished up her cunt a good while after she had, right up against her, quietly, the same as the last time, and let go of her hair.

She lay there where she was, one cheek in the cushion, getting her breath. When he pulled out of her she was open and dark red and running down the insides of both thighs, and she was in no hurry at all to move, and her pussy took its time going shut.
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He was gone by half nine.

He put himself right in our downstairs toilet and came back doing his belt. He drank the rest of his can standing up, quite happily and quite slowly, and gave me the swollen door again, and what he'd said to the woman about it. Kerry had her dress down and was back up on that arm with her feet on the hearth.

"You've had a fence over, then?" he said at the front door, getting his boots on.

"Monday night."

"I saw that pallet on it." He straightened up and got his keys out. "That'll do you while the next lot of weather and it'll not do you past that. I'll drop you a couple of proper posts off if there's any spare on this job, and you can concrete them in yourself."

"Will do. Ta."

"Get it done before it turns, any road."

He's on my step in his boots talking to me about fence posts and he had her bent over that arm twenty minutes since. That's twice he's had her in this house and he's stopping to be helpful about my garden.

The van went off the drive and up the road with its lights on, because it's dark down there by nine now. He'd been in this house an hour and ten minutes, and about half of it had been a door.
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He'd gone and the room hadn't caught up. There was dust off his trousers ground into the carpet in front of the settee, and the cushion she'd had her face in was still dented in where she'd been.

She was up on the arm with one shoe off.

"Don't put that big light on."

I didn't. I sat down and she got in beside me and put her legs over mine, and she was warm right through and damp at the back of her neck, and she had all of him on her.

"Kerry."

"Mm."

"You asked him twice."

"I did, yeah."

"And he never budged?"

"He wasn't going to, was he?" she said, pulling her dress out from under herself. "So?"

"So I want to know what that was."

"It's nowt. He does what he's doing and he'll not be rushed at, that's all it is. He's the same about a job." She looked at me sideways and then went back to the fire. "Don't."

"Tell me."

"No, because you'll have it out of me and then you'll be up half the night with it." She pushed her hair back off her face and left the hand up there a second. "It does that to me, though. There. He'll not give me it when I ask him for it, and I have to stop there and wait with them hung off one foot, and by the time he's ready for me I'd have got down on that carpet and asked him for it properly. I've never had that off anybody."

That's my wife telling me she'd have gone on her knees on her own front-room floor and asked another man for his cock.

"Say the rest of it."

"You've had the lot, you daft sod." She took my hand and put it flat on her belly, low down, and shut her own over the top of mine. "Except I knew where you were the whole while, same as Sunday. And when he had me stood up in front of him with his fingers up me I could see you in that door out the corner of my eye, and that's what took me off. Not him. You, stood there watching me have to wait for a cock."

I'd been like that all night and she knew it.

"You're not getting in me tonight, mind," she said, comfortably. "I'm finished. My cunt's sore off him and I've that woman's colour in at nine in the morning."

"Kerry, come on."

"Give over. You'd not last two minutes in me anyway, the state you're in." She got her feet up under her and turned round properly to face me. "Get them down."

She had my joggers down herself, off my hips and down my legs, and got hold of my cock with the hand she'd had up in her hair. She was not going to be hurried either. She pulled the skin back with her thumb. I'd been leaking on and off since eight. The head came out dark and wet, with a string of it hung off the end onto her knuckle. The veins stood up all down the top of me. She looked at it a good while before she did one single thing. Then she shut her fist round it and worked it slowly, sat sideways on with her legs still over mine, watching my face the whole time.

"You're wet through at the end of that. Look at you. That's not gone down once all night, has it?"

"I know," I said.

"You do, and all." She spat on it and carried on, slower, and the sound went from a dry one to a wet one and she kept it there. "He had me sat on him with my legs open in front of you for a quarter of an hour, Andy, and you never shifted off that spot. He told you to stop that side and you stopped there, didn't you?"

"He's not telling me owt."

"He is, love. And you like it, and you were stood there loving it." She got a proper grip on my cock then and put her mouth right at my ear. "Stood in that door with this on you while another man had my cunt. You could smell me from over there, couldn't you? Go on, say you could."

"I could."

"I know you could." She kissed the side of my face and worked her fist right down to the root of me and held it there. "I was that wet on his cock you could hear it in the hall."

She got down off the settee onto the floor between my knees and took me in her mouth. I had a fistful of the hair she'd done at four o'clock that afternoon. She went right down on my cock and stopped there with her nose in against me and her throat working round the head, and came off it wet and went straight back down. Her mouth was still warm off the tea. She was noisy sucking it and she never bothered doing a thing about that, and the sound of her filled that room. She had her other hand underneath, rolling my balls about in her palm, and she kept coming up off me to look at what she was doing.

"Mmm," she said round it, and did it again because she'd felt what it did to me. "Mmmm."

She had me off in about two minutes and she knew before I did. She got her fist tight round the base of my cock and kept her mouth on me right the way through. I could feel her swallowing every time it went. She stayed down on it while it went soft in her.

She sat back on her heels and wiped her bottom lip with her thumb, and she looked thoroughly pleased with herself in the firelight.

"I'll have a brew now," she said. "And that fire off, and then I'm going to bed."

She fell asleep against me an hour later, quietly, with the telly still on and her feet gone cold again. I got her up the stairs at about half eleven and she was awake enough to get the dress off and no more than that.

"He'll want telling when," she said, without opening her eyes.

"I'll sort it."
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"You want some gravel down that side, mate," Danny said, before he was properly through the door. "I've had two wheels on your grass there and it's like a bog."

"It's rained all week, that has."

"It'll be worse when I go, then." He got his boots off in the middle of my hall, both at once, standing on the heels, and left them lying exactly where they came off with one on its side. He had a good long look up the stairs and along at the kitchen door. "It's Danny, by the way. I don't think we ever got past surnames on that course, did we?"

He'd driven up from Ilkeston in a black Golf with something wrong with the exhaust, and I'd heard him come round the corner before I saw him.

I'd rung him on the Monday night off the settee with the football on and the sound down. Before that I'd sat in the car park at the big Tesco with Craig Doyle's name up on my phone for a good ten minutes and the shopping going warm in the boot, and then I put the phone in the door and drove home. Danny came back inside four minutes, and he'd obviously not thought about it for one of them. He'd have come Tuesday if I'd have had him.

I told Kerry the next dinner time, while she was cutting cheese up for her sandwich. She said right, and asked me which night, and then she put the knife down on the board and stood looking at the tap a good while, and then she picked the knife back up and carried on.

She never bought anything in for it. She never did her face twice and she never got a thing out of that wardrobe, and on the Friday she came in from work at half five in what she'd stood up in all day and put a wash on. I stood behind her with a mug in each hand while she was down on her heels at that machine in her work blacks, pushing towels in with the flat of her hand. Her top had ridden up off the waistband at the back and left a strip of her bare, and I looked at it until she'd finally got the door shut. She came up off her heels working her thumb round in her palm, in under the base and out again.

I moved his boots against the skirting with my foot on the way past, and I was half hard doing it, over a pair of boots, for some reason.
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He's a big lad and he's a lot bigger than he was in the spring. Thirty-one. Chest and shoulders through a black T-shirt with the sleeves cut off it, arms with the veins standing out down them, and a waist about half the size of mine. Fresh skin fade, tight in at the sides. He'd a tattoo up the inside of his left forearm in some language I couldn't have told you, and another one on his ribs that I only ever got the bottom of. He'd trained that morning and then sat in a warm car for the best part of an hour afterwards, and you got both of those off him when he came past you, something out of a can sprayed on at dinner time and underneath it him. He came in with a big plastic bottle of water and nothing else at all, and he stood it on the table where a man normally puts his cans.

"I'm not drinking," he said, when I got the fridge open. "Cheers, though. I'm on a cut till the first week of October."

"Fair enough. There's tea, if you want one."

"Eight weeks it is, and I've done six of them already," he said, pulling a chair out and sitting down the wrong way round with his arms over the back. "It's the beer I miss, and it's not even the beer really, if you know what I mean. It's having one. Sat down on a Friday with one."

Ten minutes later he opened my fridge himself to fill that bottle off the door, and stood a while with the light on him, going slowly along the shelves, seeing what we had in.

Kerry came down at half six with her hair still up in the clip.

She'd changed her top and that was all she'd done. An old grey one, the one she puts on to sit down in, gone thin at the front from being washed to death. She had her work bra on under it still and you could see the line of that through the cotton, and the shape of her in it, and she'd not given either of them a thought. She said hello to him, got the oven going for chips she'd already got out, and Danny told her about the M1 at half five, and then about the roadworks at Alfreton, and then about a bloke in a Transit who'd sat up his back end for four miles.

"How long's it taken you, then?" she said.

"Fifty minutes, near enough. It'd have been forty if it wasn't for…"

"You'll want feeding if you've come that far." She had the oven door open and her back to him. "There's chips and there's some of that chicken and that's your lot, because I've been stood up since eight."

"I'm all right for food, me."

"You'll have some chips."

"Go on then."

He ate six of them and hardly touched the rest. He got on to the job instead. A shop fire at three in the morning in a row of units where the compartmentation was a joke, four sets in, and he was second in behind his boss and found the seat of the fire, and he told me that bit twice. He's good at it, as well. He knew exactly what he was talking about, and he was right, and he could not stop telling you.

Kerry sat on the end of the table with a foot up on the bar of a chair and her arms folded under her tits, and let him have it. She'd not touched her face since dinner time and she'd not been near the bath, so the shop was still on her, the sharp stuff off her hands and somebody else's perfume gone stale in her hair.

He's turned my kitchen chair round the wrong way and he's telling me about compartmentation, and he'll be upstairs with my wife before that oven's gone cold. She hasn't even brushed her hair for him. He keeps having a look down the front of her and she keeps letting him.

My mouth had gone dry over a plate of chips at quarter past seven.

Once, he stopped dead in the middle of a sentence hunting for the word for a thing, going the, you know, the, and clicking his fingers at the light. She waited. She looked straight at him and let him go all the way round it on his own, and he got there eventually, and it was the wrong word.

She reached over and turned the oven off at the wall.

"Come on, you," she said, getting down off the table. "You can finish that upstairs."

He was still talking on the stairs. I came up behind them both with my heart going and my cock aching, and nobody looked back at me once. Her arse went up in front of me in her work trousers, and he had a hand flat on the small of her back for the last four steps of it.
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He went for the door at the top of the landing, the wrong one, and had his hand on the handle before she got to him.

"Not that one, love." She went past him and pushed ours open with two fingers. "In here."

She'd left the little lamp on and the big light off. That white bulb was burning away out on the landing behind us and putting a stripe of light across the bed, and she'd made that bed at eight in the morning the same as she does every morning of her life. It was still made.

He had the T-shirt off over his head before she'd got the door out of the way. He dropped it and put both hands straight on her, up under the grey top and round the back for the hooks, and talked at the side of her neck. He's quick. She laughed at whatever he said and I never caught a word of it.

She got her own top off. She quickly did the rest herself as well. Trousers off and stepped out of and kicked to the side, bra dropped on the drawers. She was down to nothing in about the time it took him to get his belt undone, and she stood in front of him with her tits out and let him look her over properly. The bra had left two red lines under her and one round her back, and they were still sat there on her skin. There was colour coming up her chest and her throat in patches.

"Look at you," he said. "I've thought about nowt but this all week."

He got his jeans down off his hips and his cock came out hard and stood up flat against his belly. He's dark all over and shaved right down, balls and all, and that tattoo came round his ribs further than I'd thought. He's long, and it bends up on him, so the end stood off his own stomach with the skin all the way back and the head out, dark and shining already, with a thick ridge round the back of it I could see from the door. His balls were drawn up tight underneath and shaved smooth as the rest of him.

He reached into the jeans round his ankles without straightening up.

"I've come prepared, me," he said, holding it up. "Don't say I don't think ahead."

"Give it here."

She took it off him, had it out of the wrapper and rolled it down onto his cock one-handed while he carried on about the lad at his station. She was watching what she was doing and not his face. She got the whole thing in her fist, pulled it twice, and let go of him.

He got her back against the wardrobe.

He picked one of her legs up under the thigh, put it over his arm and pushed his cock into her stood up, straight off. She was wet enough to take the lot in one and it was loud going in. She went up onto the toes of the other foot and got a hand quickly over the top of that wardrobe door behind her.

"Ohh." Her chin came up off her chest. "Ohhh. Deeper than that, come on. I want that cock as far up my cunt as it'll go."

He went. It was fast from the first stroke and it never let up after it, and the wardrobe door started going in its frame and kept going. Her tits swung with every one of them, up off her chest and back down and out of time with each other. Her head was back on the wood and her mouth was open.

"Uh. Uh. Uh." She let one go every time he got up into her, and none of them a word.

I had it side on from the door and a bit below. His cock went up into her wet the whole length and came back out wetter, and her pussy came with him. The lips of her pulled in on the push and dragged back out after him, red and swollen and stretched pale where she was having to take him. She was soaked all through the hair and it had gone dark. The wet was gathering white where they met and he was carrying it up onto her thigh and onto the front of his own. She was flattened back against my own wardrobe and the wardrobe moved on the wood every time he put it in her.

The noise started as a click. Then it flattened out and stayed loud, a wet slap forward and a suck coming off her cunt on the way back, over the top of the wardrobe door going in its frame. You'd have heard the pair of them from the bottom of the stairs.

"Ohh. Ohhh. Yeah. Like that." She was going like that, one after another, straight up at the ceiling.

"You feel that, babe?" Danny said. "I've not had a drink in six weeks for this, me."

"Just fuck me," she said. "Don't talk. Get that cock going and don't talk."

She got her hand off his shoulder and put it flat over his mouth.

He laughed into her palm and talked into it anyway.

He's got my wife's leg up over his arm and her cunt full of him, and he hasn't shut up since the M1, and she's had to put a hand on his face for a bit of peace. I'm stood in my own doorway watching her take another man's cock at twenty to eight on a Friday.

I'd picked him.

She took her hand off his mouth eventually and put it back on his shoulder, and he started up again immediately.

"Honestly, I've not had it like this since⁠—"

"Down there," she said. "On the floor with me, and put that cock straight back in."

She came off him and went down at the foot of the bed on her hands and knees, and she never looked round to see whether he was following. He got down behind her. He put both hands on her arse and took a proper hold of it, pushed her down firmly at the shoulders, and put his cock back into her. The whole of her went forward with it.

"Ohhhh," she said down at the floor. "Ohh, that's it. All of it. Every bit of that cock, right up in me."

They shifted the low drawers about a minute in and the whole top went over. The clock, her hand cream, a glass with an inch of water in it. Neither of them stopped. I went round the bed and picked them up off the floor and stood them carefully back where they live, and I might as well have been in to read the meter.

I stopped down on my knees a bit longer after that, because from over there I had the lot.

He was fucking her hard and fast. Skin on skin, never a beat missed, and her wet going along underneath. A suck off her pussy every time he came back to the end, then the slap of him in again. She'd got her forearms flat on the carpet and her face down on the backs of her hands, her arse up, and she pushed back into every bit of what he gave her. It was down the insides of both her thighs and shining on the fronts of his. Her tits hung and swung underneath her. Her hands went into fists in the carpet, opened out flat, then went back into fists.

"Nnh. Nnnh." She moaned it into her own arm each time he came right up into her. And then, clear as anything, "Harder. Harder than that, I want to feel that fucking tomorrow."

She never once said his name.

He gave it her harder. He put the heel of his hand in the small of her back and leaned his weight on it and rode her down into the floor. From down there I had the whole of his cock. The ring of her had gone pale and thin round the base of where he was in her. He was wet to the balls and they came up and slapped her clit on every stroke.

My legs had gone under me by then and the wet patch on the front of my joggers had gone cold.

She got louder and she stopped bothering to keep the noise down.

"Aah. Ah. Ah. Fuck."

"Go on, you're loving that," Danny said, above her. And then, out of nowhere, he said, "I'll be honest with you, I've done legs this morning and I'm properly feeling it in the quads."

She said nothing at all.

She's face down on the floor of my bedroom with a man's cock in her and he's telling her about his gym session, and she's about thirty seconds off going. Another man's hands are on my wife's arse and she's pushing herself back for more of it. I realised, about then, that she didn't like him. Not a bit of it. She'd been polite at that table for an hour and a quarter and she had not finished one sentence of his all night, and here she was on her hands and knees taking every inch of him and loving it.

I'd rung him myself.

I was near enough there myself, knelt on my own bedroom floor without a hand anywhere near me.

"Stop," she said. "Stop a minute, get that cock out of me."

He came out of her. It came out with a noise and she stayed open behind him a second, gaping and red and shining right up inside, before it shut itself back up.

She got herself up, put a flat hand on his chest and pushed him down onto his back on the floor, and he went easily, laughing.

"Whatever you⁠—"

"Pack it in. Lie still and let me have it."

She swung a leg over him, reached down and put his cock in herself and sat all the way down on it.

"Ohhhhhh," she went, the whole way down, till she'd got the lot of him in her.

She came forward onto him, propped on his chest, got her other hand over his mouth, and left it there.

Then she did the rest herself.

She rode him slowly at first and then a good deal faster. She got her free hand down between her own legs and worked her clit with two fingers, quick and flat and never stopping. He had his hands up on her hips, and that was all he had to do. She was getting herself off on another man's cock in front of me. Every so often he got a word out into her palm, and she pressed down harder and shut it instantly.

"Mmm. Mmmm. There. Right there, don't you move," she said up at the ceiling. "I'm going to cum on this cock."

She was moaning up in her throat, over and over, one running into the next. Her tits were swinging over his face the whole while and he never got his mouth near them.

I could see his cock going up into her out of the bottom of her arse, wet to the base each time she lifted off him, and it was running down onto his belly and into the hair on him. The wet had gone white and thick where she'd worked it up and there was a rim of it sat round the base of him. Every time she came down it slapped wet against him, and every time she lifted it sucked, and the two of those went on and on and got faster and never dried up. Her tits were going. Her mouth was open and her eyes were shut and she was not in that room with either of us.

That's my wife's cunt taking a man she doesn't like, on my bedroom floor, and she's the one doing the fucking. Her fingers were flat on her clit and going and her pussy was clenching on him with all of it.

She came about two minutes in. She locked right up, pushed her hand down hard onto his mouth and stopped dead with everything clenched tight. "Nnnnh. Nnnnnh." She held there a good few seconds, clenching and easing on him, before she started moving again.

She went straight on and did it a second time almost immediately.

She's coming again on a bloke she'd not have picked out of a room, on the floor at the end of my own bed, and I'm sat three feet off it with my hand on my cock.

I'd sat down on the edge of my bed by then, three feet away from them, and I'd have been better off asking her to shift so I could get past. Neither of them looked up. She had her back to me for all of the second one. I sat there and watched my wife working herself over a man she'd known an hour and a bit, with my hand pressed flat on myself through my joggers and not moving it an inch.

"Oh, that's another one," she said. "Ohh. Don't stop. Don't stop now, I'm cumming, I'm⁠—"

And after that it was just sound for a while, high up and coming out through her teeth.

She got off him almost straight away after it and knelt there getting her breath, propped on an arm, her cunt open and dripping and her thighs wet to the knee on both legs. There was a patch on my carpet the size of a dinner plate where she'd been sat.

"That'll do me," she said. "Your turn, then. Get behind me and finish that cock off."

He got up. He put her over the end of the bed, stood behind her and had it done in about forty seconds. He groaned it out loudly and announced it twice on his way there, and she took it with her cheek flat on the covers and her eyes shut and never said a word to him. He stood with both hands on her hips getting his breath and blowing his cheeks out at the wall, and when he came out of her he took hold of himself at the base with the end hanging full and heavy off him.

She was up off that bed before he'd got it.
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He was out of my house by twenty past nine.

He did the whole thing in about six minutes. The bathroom, his jeans, the T-shirt off the floor, and his bottle off my kitchen table on the way through. He talked steadily all the way down the stairs about a lad at his station who'd got a transfer he didn't deserve, and he was still doing it in the hall with one boot on.

Kerry came down in my dressing gown, said cheerio to him from the kitchen doorway and went and put the kettle on.

He got the other boot on. He straightened up slowly and put his hand out to me.

"Cheers for that, mate," he said.

I shook it. I honestly couldn't tell you what else I'd have done with my hand at that point in the evening.

"Any time you fancy, yeah? Say the word and I'll come up. It's nowt, that drive, once you're on the motorway." He got the door open himself, had a look at the sky and then a longer one at his own car. "Get some gravel down there, though, seriously. You'll have that verge in bits by Christmas."

He went off down the path, turned round on my drive in three goes, and gave me a hand out of the window on his way up the road.

I shut the door and put the chain on, which I never do.
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She was sat on the worktop with her tea, still in my dressing gown, feet swinging against the cupboard door. It had come open down one side and she'd not pulled it to.

There was a red patch on the front of each knee where the carpet had been at her, and another one on one elbow.

"He's took the skin off me there," she said, having a look at it herself, and pulled the gown over her knee. "That'll still be red Monday, that will."

"Kerry."

"What's up?" she said, into the mug.

"You didn't like him, did you?"

"He's all right, he knows his job, and he's not a wrong 'un, is he?"

"I'm not asking you that and you know it."

She sat with the mug in both hands and her feet went still on the cupboard door, and she looked at the window over the sink for a fair while before she finally said anything.

"No, then. Not really." She turned the mug slowly round in her hands. "He talked at me for an hour and a half and never asked me one single thing, and then he got up them stairs and did exactly the same up there. He's never stopped once, Andy, and I've had plenty in that chair who can't stop, so it isn't that. It's that I'd not have picked him out of a room."

"Right."

"Don't get funny with me about it either, because it was you who fetched him."

"I know it was."

"There you are, then." She put the mug down on the side and had a proper think about it. "And I'll tell you what else, while I'm at it. I've not cum like that in this house in years. I did it three times on that floor off a bloke whose name I could hardly be bothered saying, and I honestly don't know what to do with that, so I'm not going to sit here pretending I do."

I stood with my back on the cooker and let her get to it.

"Would you have him back?"

"Yeah," she said, straight off, without so much as looking up. "Course I would."
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She went up, and I did the back door and the lights, and the room still had him in it when I got up there.

The drawers were stood back where I'd put them and the clock was facing the wrong way on them. There was the dent at the foot of the bed in the carpet pile, a long one, still there in the light off the landing. I turned the lamp down.

She'd got herself into the bed that nobody had been in.

It was still made underneath her. She'd pulled the covers down and got in.

"Come here, then," she said, holding it open for me. "You've had that cock on you since he walked in and I've watched you carrying it about all night."

I got in, and she took hold of it and put it in herself easily, and then laid herself flat down on top of me, all her weight, chest on my chest and her face in the side of my neck. She barely moved at all.

She was hot and slack and still running, and I could feel every bit of what she'd had off him.

"Slow," she said, right at my ear. "Like that. Don't you go fast with me, because I've had fast."

"Kerry…"

"Sh. You got yourself sat down on that bed and watched me use a bloke on my own bedroom floor," she said, and got her knees up either side of me and pushed herself down onto me. "And don't tell me you didn't like it, because I could feel you looking at my arse the whole while. So now you can have me while my cunt's wrecked off him. Right up in me, and take as long as you want, because I want to feel you cum in me."

I took as long as I wanted.

We did it slowly with the lamp on and her mouth on mine most of the way through it. I got a hand down between us on the way and brought it back up wet past the knuckles.

"Go on," she said, six inches off my face, watching me hold it there. "Have a taste of the cunt he's been in all night."

I put my fingers in my mouth. She tasted of herself, and of rubber over the top. Then she got a hand down onto herself and came quietly, clenching on me, with hardly anything moving. I finished in her after that. She stopped exactly where she was, flat out on top of me, and let it happen, and never got off.

She got up and went to the bathroom and came back and put the lamp out.

She'd been quiet long enough that I thought she'd gone off.

Then she laughed. Out loud, on her own, in a dark room, and I saw the chipped tooth in the bit of light off the landing.

"What?"

"Nowt. His legs," she said, and she was off again with her face in the pillow.
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There were four left in the box in the top drawer on the left.

I'd gone in there for a plaster at about half nine on the Sunday morning. I'd had the skin off a knuckle on the tailgate the day before and it had opened up again in the night. The box was exactly where she put it, stood on its end on the tissues, and I counted what was in it and shut the drawer with my hip.

Two have come out of that box since she bought it and I watched a joiner roll both of them onto his cock in this room. My wife went out and paid for them in a shop, in a queue, with her purse in her hand. I was half hard in my shorts at half nine on a Sunday morning stood over an open drawer, and I hadn't even had a wash yet.

That tailgate was the tip. I'd had the boot and half the back seats full of old timber out of the shed and driven the lot down there on the Saturday dinner time, and a lad in a hi-vis came out of the hut and told me quite happily that I'd want to have booked a slot. You book it now. On a computer. For a hole in the ground that's been down that road since before I could legally drive. So I brought it all home again and it was still sat in my car on the Sunday.

It rained on and off all day. Not properly, just enough to keep you in. The stain over the cooker has gone a different shape since the summer. There's a run coming off the bottom of it towards the light fitting now, thin, and definitely darker than the rest, and I stood under there with my tea and had a good look at that as well.

Kerry did a Sunday. She had a wash on before nine, which she never does before ten. She did the bathroom out thoroughly. She sat down about twelve with her feet up on the settee and the Sunday paper, and got up again after about four minutes, and went and stripped our bed.

"Here, you've only just done that."

"It's the first break we've had in it since Wednesday," she said, going past me with the whole lot bundled up against her chest. "And if I don't get them out this afternoon they'll be stood on that airer till Thursday, looking at me."

"They'll not dry, though, will they?"

"It's been stopped twenty minutes." She had the machine door open with her knee and was pushing them in one-handed, bent right over with her arse out behind her in them jeans and the denim gone tight across it. "Get your head out of that window and put the hot water on for me, will you, because I want a bath about five and I'm not sat waiting on it."

So I put the hot water on.

That was everything I had. A wash on early and a bath, and she wants a bath most days of her life. I sat in that front room from about two with the football on, and about half three I realised I honestly could not have told you the score. It was her out at that line in the drizzle, for some reason. She'd not put a coat on. Her top had gone see-through in a patch across her back and it rode up off her every time she reached, so there was a stripe of her showing all the way round, white above the denim, and she never pulled it down. She had the spare pegs held in her mouth. Her tits went up and came down heavy under that top on every corner she got over the line. My mouth had gone properly dry over a woman in a wet garden doing the washing.

Somebody's going to have her on them sheets before they're a day old. That's why she's out there. She's pegging them up so they're on that bed and dry for a bloke's knees. I got up off that settee and put the kettle on to give my hands a job.

She came down about ten past six with her hair damp at the back and her jeans on, and did nothing. She stood in the middle of that kitchen for a good half a minute, and then she got the bottle of red she'd brought in with the shopping and never opened, still stood where she'd put it on the worktop, and stood it by the kettle. She never opened it.

At ten to seven the van came on the drive.

I heard it before I saw it. That engine's got a knock at idle you'd know anywhere, and I was at my sink with a wet tea towel in my hand when it came up off Ashgate Rise and turned in.

I'd had nothing to do with it.

Kerry didn't move. She was at the cooker with the grill on and she never looked up at that window.

He's parking on my drive to come and fuck my wife and I found out about it off the noise his engine makes.

My cock was hard before he'd got the handbrake on.
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He had two fence posts up on his shoulder coming up the path.

"Now then," he said, and laid them down carefully on the grass by the door so they didn't go in the wet. "There you are. They've had four spare off that landing job and nobody wanted them."

"You never had to do that, honest."

"They'd have gone in a skip Tuesday. They're eight foot, so you want them a good two foot in and a bag of postcrete on each, and don't go doing it in this because it'll not go off on you."

"I'll get them round the side."

"They're a weight, them."

They were. I got one up on my shoulder and took the corner of the house paint off with the post going round, and it weighed a bloody ton. I came back down the path for the other one on my own, with him already through my front door and into my kitchen.

He's in there with her and I'm out here in the wet with eight foot of timber on me.

I stood them both neatly against the wall by the drain and went back in wiping my hands down my jeans.

She'd got him a can. He was in his chair with it, in a clean shirt, and there wasn't any dust on him anywhere, and he was telling her about a woman at the top of Walton who'd had him out on a Sunday over a door.

"…and she's stood at that door telling me it's swelled. It's not. It's never been swelled in its life. It's the hinge…"

"Dropped."

"Dropped, aye." He turned the can slowly round on the table. "I could've had a screwdriver on it in four minutes and I said so, and she's had me back this morning to look at it again."

"Did she pay you?"

"Oh, she will. There's money in that house."

I got myself one out of the fridge and went back to the sink and opened it. He asked me if I'd got that fence dug out yet and I said not yet, and he said right, and that was that.

She's stood a yard off him with her arms folded under her tits, nodding at a man about a door hinge, and she has known he was coming for days and I found out off an engine. He'll have his cock in her within the half hour. She's had knickers on all day that she picked out specially this morning knowing that. There was a cold can in one hand and I hadn't sat down properly since half six.

Kerry turned the grill off at the wall, which she'd had going for nothing the whole time.

"Right," she said. "Are we going up, then?"
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She sent him up first and I came up behind them both with a can I'd had two mouthfuls out of.

It was already going dark out on that landing by seven. The bulb was on, the door was open, and the bed had the plain sheets on it off the line, and they were still cold off the line.

Her jumper was off and dropped on the floor before he'd got round the end of the bed. Then the jeans, straight down and stepped out of, and she had to sit on the edge to get her heel out of the second leg. Up onto that bed, kneeling, and she stayed there in her bra and her knickers with her hands down at her sides and let him have a proper look at her. White bra, the plain one, and the knickers didn't match it. The bulb was right over her and her thighs still had the marks off the jeans across the front of them, and the elastic had left a line round her middle that hadn't gone down yet.

She's done nothing to herself all day. Hair still up how it was for the bath, nothing on her face, and it makes no odds, because another man is having her tonight whatever she turns up in. My cock was leaking already and I'd not been in that room two minutes.

"Well, come and undo this for me, then," she said, and put her shoulders back. "It's fastened on the second one and I've had it on since eight. And you can get my tits out yourself while you're there."

He put a knee up on the mattress and got at the back of her bra one-handed, and it honestly took him three goes. She laughed at him and let him keep at it. Then it went and her tits came down out of the cups and swung apart with the weight, and her nipples were dark and stood right out on the end of them with the skin drawn up tight round the base. She pushed the straps off her own arms and threw the lot over the side. He got a hand straight on one of them, the whole of it, and lifted it and let it go and took it again, and got the nipple between two fingers and rolled it gently, and she moaned at it with her mouth shut.

"Mmm. Mmm, oh, you have them. They're yours."

Another man's got hold of them tits in my own bedroom, and it's me stood by the drawers with a can in my hand.

He worked her knickers down her thighs while she was still up on her knees. They'd gone dark in the middle and stuck to themselves coming away. She had to drop back and sit down to get them off her feet, and then she kicked them off the bed and knelt straight up again with her legs apart. Everything of her was open and shining under that bulb. She never put a hand near herself to cover it.

She never put her mouth on him. Not once, and not down on that carpet either, and I'd been fully expecting it.

His belt came open instead, and his jeans went down off his hips, and she had his cock out in her fist and pulled it twice, quickly, and that was his lot. It came up stiff in her hand doing it and stood there off him on its own. The skin was already back off the head. The end was wet and shining under that bulb, and there was a bead of precum sat in the slit that came away while I was looking at it and went down onto the clean cotton. His balls had come up tight underneath. She looked at his cock in her fist for a couple of seconds, breathing heavily through her nose already.

"You can put that cock in me now," she said, and turned round on her knees and put her forearms up on the headboard and pushed her arse out at him. "Go on. I've had a wet cunt on me since four o'clock and I'm honestly sick of carrying it about. Just put it in."

He came up behind her on his knees. He put one hand flat between her shoulder blades and the other on her hip, and I watched him take hold of his cock and put the head of it against her.

There was nothing on it.

Nobody went in that drawer. Nobody reached over, nobody looked, nobody said one word about it, and that box was eighteen inches off his knee the whole while. He put his bare cock into my wife's pussy and the pair of them never so much as stopped talking.

My own throbbed against the front of my joggers when it went in.

He fed it in slowly. It went in wet from the first inch and it made a sound doing it, low and thick, and it kept making it the whole way down. All of him, the whole length. Her pussy went open round him before he was halfway and then she took the rest of him and shut on the base of his cock, and her lips had come out dark and fat and shining round the edge of him. She got up on her toes and groaned into her own arm.

"Ohhhh. Oh, hang on a bit."

"You're all right."

"Give me a second, you." She got her forehead down on her forearms and breathed out through her nose. "I can feel every inch of that, me. Every bit of it. There. Now get on and fuck me."

So he did.

He was up on his knees behind her and she was up on hers in front of him, both of them upright, and all of her went with every stroke. Her tits swung heavily underneath her, out and back and never quite together, and the tops of them had gone red. Her hair came down out of the clip. Her hands gripped the top of that headboard till the knuckles went white. He had one hand on her hip and the other come round the front of her, low on her belly, holding her back onto him.

That bed's had a squeak on the near side for years and it started up under them inside about ten seconds, and neither of them did a thing about it.

There's a joiner an arm's length off me going in and out of her with nothing on his cock, and I opened the door to him, and I carried his fence posts round the side of the house first.

And the noise of her went over the bed and over the top of him. Her pussy had got that wet it came off him on every pull back. It was a thick sucking noise with the air catching in the middle, then a softer deeper one going in again, and the two ran into each other till it was one long wet sound going round and round. Under that was his thighs coming flat into the backs of hers. His balls swung up and landed on her clit every time he went home, and they landed loud enough to hear.

From where I was stood I had every bit of them. His cock dragged back out of her wet to the base every time and went straight back in. It came out darker than it went in, shining down to where his hair started. She was soaked. It was on the tops of his thighs and running down the insides of hers, and her lips got dragged out of shape round his cock and pushed back in on the way down. There was nothing between them at all and I could not look anywhere else.

"Ohhh, you're right up in me," she was saying, up at the wall. "Bare cock straight in my cunt, that. Aaah. Don't stop, that's… mmm… fuck me, harder than that. Fuck me right, I've been thinking about this cock all week…"

"Aye," he said, quietly, half to himself. "You're going nowhere, you."

My own cock was aching by then and I'd not put a hand on myself once, and my jaw had gone tight. He's not looked at me and neither has she, and she's taking a bare cock off him like it's the most ordinary thing in this house.

He sat back on his heels and pulled her down with him. She came onto his lap with her back on his chest and her knees wide, took the whole lot of him sitting, and let a long one out.

"Ohhhhh. Oh, that's… there. That's right where I want it, that."

One hand went back round his neck. The other went straight down between her own legs, two fingers flat on her clit, working. He had both her tits in his hands from behind, lifting and dropping them and taking them up again, with her nipples coming up through his fingers, and he lifted her on his cock with his hips, slowly.

I could see the whole of her sat open. Her fingers went quickly on her clit. Underneath them his cock came up into her cunt about half its length and went back down out of her wet through, and her pussy held on to it every time it came out. She'd run right down onto him. It was on his balls and down under him, and the cotton had gone dark and stuck to itself where the two of them were sat.

She'd gone loud by then, moaning up in her throat, one running into the next.

"Uh. Uh. Ooooh, keep going, keep going… oh, you can sit me on that cock all night," she gasped. "Don't you let me up off it. Hold me down on it, fucking hold me right down. Oh, oh, my clit's going, that's my clit gone…"

Her legs are open on another man's lap in my bedroom and she's getting herself off on his cock while I watch her do it. She is having the time of her life.

"Andy."

"What."

"Open that window."

I got the window up a few inches. Next door's telly was going through the wall, and behind me she never let up, and I went back to my spot by the drawers with a cock on me that had been up since ten to seven.

He tipped her forward off his lap after that. She rolled onto her side and then onto her back and put her knees up on her own, and he came straight down on top of her. Flat on her, all his weight, in between her legs. He got his cock back in her without using his hand and it went the whole way on the first push, and she took a breath in through her teeth and let it out as a word that wasn't one.

"Aaah. Ah. That's it…"

That is exactly what I do.

She took his arse in both hands and pulled him down into her. She got her legs right round the back of him and crossed her feet at the bottom of his spine, and he was in her to the hilt and going nowhere.

She wouldn't let him lift up either. He came up on one elbow to change his angle and she pulled him straight back down onto her chest.

"No. Stop there. Stop just there and do it like that."

She had her mouth up by his ear and her eyes shut. He had his face down in the pillow beside her head. There wasn't much left to see from where I was. His back, and her heels crossed over on it, and her fingers spread out flat on his arse. I couldn't see a thing they were doing and I could hear all of it. It had gone quieter and wetter with the two of them shut together like that. A short thick sound on every push with no air left in it, and the bed going under them. And her voice on top of that sound every time his cock went up into her, the same note over and over, into the side of his neck.

"Uh. Uh. Uh. Ohhhhh…"

He's got the whole weight of him on her and she's holding him on with her heels. My wife's underneath another man on my own sheets with her legs locked round him and nothing on his cock.

"Go on," she said. "You're not coming out of me tonight, I'm not having it. Don't you go soft on me either, I want that cock up me till it's done and I want you cumming in me."

"I will."

"Say it properly, then, because I want to hear it."

"I'm going to fill you," he said, into the pillow. "Now give over talking."

"Do it, then. Fill my cunt up and leave it in there after."

She's just told a joiner to cum in her and he's said he will, in my bed, in front of me, and neither of them has looked at me since we came up them stairs.

She went about a minute later. She locked right up underneath him, heels dug into his back, one hand grabbing at the sheet beside her and finding nothing to hold, and it came up out of her chest and went into his neck and there was nothing in it that was a word. I have seen her do that on this bed maybe six times in the whole of my life, and three of them have been this month.

He was four strokes behind her. He got both hands under her shoulders, pulled her down onto himself, went right up into her and stopped dead. And he made a noise this time, low, down in his chest, right into the side of her neck, and it carried on while he did it. I watched it go through him from where I stood — his arse going tight and letting go and going tight again, four or five times, and every one of them putting more cum in my wife. I stood in that bedroom with a cock on me hard enough to ache and watched another man finish inside her.

Then she kept him there.

He went to come off her and she wouldn't have it. She kept her ankles crossed on him and held him down on her with both arms and lay there under the weight of him getting her breath, and he stopped exactly where he was and let her. It was a full minute before she finally let her legs drop.

When he did come out of her it came out with him. His cock came back off her wet the whole way and already going soft, with a long string of cum hung off the end. She was too slow getting a hand there. Her pussy was stood open where he'd been and hadn't shut yet, red round the edge, swelled right up, her lips gone fat and dark. A good lot ran straight out of her cunt onto that clean sheet, thick and white against the cotton, and more after that going slowly down the crease of her arse. She looked at what she'd got on her fingers. It came apart between two of them when she opened them, and then she wiped them on the sheet as well.
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He was gone by twenty to nine.

He did himself up sat on the edge of our bed, went quietly down the stairs in his socks, and never went near that bathroom at all. He finished the can he'd left on the table stood up, slowly, and had a look out at the weather through the back window while he did it. Kerry came down about five minutes after him in my dressing gown with her hair up in a towel and stood in the doorway while he did his boots.

"Two bags of that postcrete," he said to me at the door, straightening up slowly. "Not one. And do them separately, or you'll have the pair of them out of true."

"Right."

"Mind you get a level on the second one off the first."

He got his jacket off the hook and went. The van backed off my drive in the dark and I stood on the step with the door open till I couldn't hear it any more.
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She was at the counter with the wine open and about an inch in a glass.

The paper was up on the fridge behind her head, level with the boiler card where I'd straightened it, and she was leaning back on the worktop with the glass held down at her hip. The gown had come open to her navel and she'd not pulled it round, and the insides of her thighs were still shining under it where she'd not bothered wiping herself.

"So when did you ring him?"

"Thursday," she said. "Dinner time. I'd a gap between two and half two, so I sat in the back with a sandwich and rang him."

Thursday dinner time.

"You never said."

"No." She had a drink, pulled a face, and had another one anyway. "And I've been in and out of this kitchen twice a day since, so you can stop doing that with your face."

"I'm not doing anything."

"You are, love."

"He'd nothing on him," I said.

"He hadn't, no."

"Did you tell him not to?"

"What is it you think went off here? That I sat that man down at that table and had a talk with him about it?" She put the glass down on the side behind her. "He got up on that bed behind me and I felt his cock go in me bare, and I never said a word to him, and that's you told."

I stood there.

She looked at the floor for a second and then back up at me. The colour was coming up her throat and she obviously knew it was, because she put her chin down and got the glass again.

"And I wanted it," she said. "I've had it in my head all week, that. Since Wednesday. His bare cock going in me and his cum inside me after." She turned the glass round slowly on the side. "And you can have the rest of it and all, seeing as we're here. I didn't ring him to ask him, Andy, I rang him and told him what time."

She took my hand off the worktop and put it low on her own belly, under the gown, and kept her own hand over the top of it.

"It's still in me," she said.
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I had her upstairs on that same sheet, on the cold bit where he'd been.

Them sheets had been out on a line all afternoon and they smelled of him now, all down the near side where his face had been. I got a mouthful of him going down onto her and I stopped where I was for a second and had it again on purpose.

She got on her back and put her arms up, and I got straight on her and went into her, and she was slack and hot and full of him and it went in wet the whole way with a sound to it. My cock had gone that hard the skin was tight the whole length, and the end was sore and slick with what had been leaking out of it all night. It went in her without me laying a hand on it to aim. I had her face in both hands. She gave me her mouth immediately and kissed me the whole way through it.

"Feel that," she said into it. "That's what he's left in me. Now get your cock in there with it. I want the two of you mixed up in me. Fuck it into me properly, love."

He was in this bed forty minutes since and I'm the one in it now.

She got a hand down between us onto her own clit and stayed at it. Every stroke came out of her with a wet sound and it wasn't all her making it. It was on my thighs and hers and down the whole of that sheet, gone slippery and thin and not like her at all. Her tits went with each stroke. Her nipples came up under my chest every time I put my weight down.

"Mmm… harder… oh, my cunt's had a night of it, that…"

"Come on, then," she said, straight into my ear. "Cum in me. I've had one lot in there tonight and I want to feel yours going in on top of his."

She was moaning steadily by then and making no attempt at anything else, and she got there before I did, clenching down on me hard with both feet flat either side of me and her nails in my back.

I finished in her holding her right down onto the bed. She said fuck once, quietly, and kept hold of my head.
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She went down for the wine after and I went down after her.

The calendar was on its nail by the fridge and Saturday's square was still empty. She'd missed it. She got the pen out of the pot and put both of them in, Saturday and then Sunday, one stroke each way, four crosses in about three seconds, and clicked the pen and dropped it back.

She went through with her glass and left me stood there.

Eight squares left on that page, and the last one of them was the thirtieth.
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Icame in off the fourth night on the trot at quarter past seven on the Sunday morning, and her shoes were still in the hall.

One was on its side by the radiator. The other had got halfway to the front room door. Her coat was slung over the bannister post instead of on the hook, and going past it I got the whole of Saturday night out of the wool. Wine. Smoke off the front doorway where they all stand. And in under that, low down and still hanging about in it, somebody's aftershave that isn't mine and isn't hers.

I stood in my own hall and deliberately had a second go at the shoulder of her coat. Whoever he was, he'd been close enough to her that it came off him and onto her, and it was still on the wool nine hours later.

There was a glass of water stood on the third stair up with an inch left in it. I moved that onto the windowsill, because I'd have had it over with my foot otherwise.

She'd got in and got them shoes off where she stood, and left them where they landed, and gone up. I'd been in the house about forty seconds and I'd already had all that off a coat.

The pen was back in the pot by the fridge. Saturday's cross had gone outside the square at the side, right over the line and halfway into the twenty-ninth, and she'd done it in two goes instead of one. She'd stood at that calendar in the dark with her coat half off her and made herself put it in.

I stood in the kitchen in my station T-shirt with the kettle going and looked at a wonky biro cross for a good while.

Two of them four nights were mine and two weren't. I'd taken Mick Redfern's Friday and Saturday off him, because his lad got wed at Matlock. I'll have them back off him at some point. Two shouts in the whole four. An alarm going off in an empty college block on the Thursday, and we stood about in a car park for the best part of two hours and eventually got stood down without going in. A car on its roof at Wingerworth with nobody in it. The rest was that room.

I was sat up in there at midnight on the Saturday with a brew going cold. Our house was empty behind me for the first time since the first of September. She'd gone out at eight with them from the shop and she'd not be back while gone one.

She could be getting fucked right now and I'd hear about it in the morning, if I heard about it at all. Some bloke could have her in the back of a car this minute on the way through Brampton, her knickers pulled over to one side and his hand doing exactly what it liked with her. Two fingers up my wife and his teeth at her neck and her head gone back on the seat. All I'd get off her would be the pub and nothing else.

Gaz was asleep in the chair opposite me with his mouth hanging open and the telly on with no sound. I got up quietly and went and stood in the appliance bay till my head was straight.
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She was face down on top of the covers in one of my T-shirts when I got up there. Yesterday's eyeliner was still on her and a bit of it had come down under one eye. Her legs were bare. She'd got one knee pulled up, and the shirt had ridden clean up off her arse, and there was obviously nothing on under it.

Her arse was out in the grey off the curtains, wide and heavy and gone a bit flat on the side she'd slept on. White as the sheet where the sun's never been near it. There was one long pink mark across the top where a waistband had sat on her all night. With that knee up she was open enough at the bottom for me to see the short hair between her legs, flattened and gone darker with sleep. Her pussy under it was shut and puffy and pale as the rest of her. There was a shine along the inside of that thigh that had had all night to dry and hadn't.

Nobody's had that off her, then. She's come home on her own with her knickers still on and gone to sleep with her face on. And I'm stood here honestly disappointed about it, over my own wife, before I've even had a wash.

I put my boots down and got a knee on the end of the bed and had a long look at her from about a foot away. I climbed in behind her with my cock flat up against the back of her and went out like a light.
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It was two o'clock when I finally woke up, and the light had already gone flat and yellow. It goes dark at seven now. In the second week of this I'd propped a fence panel up in my shirtsleeves at half two, and you could easily see right down the garden at eight.

The two posts Craig dropped off were stood against the wall by the drain where I'd left them. A man stood them there for me on his way in, and then he went up my stairs and had my wife, and I've not shifted them since. There were two bags of postcrete chucked in the back of my car on top of the shed timber. The tip slot I'd finally sat down and booked on their website was half nine on the Tuesday, which is a day I'm at work. So that was another fortnight of driving about with a boot full of somebody's old shed. I moved one bag off the seat into the footwell, and honestly that was all I did about it.

Kerry came down at half three in her joggers with her hair up and her face washed, and there was nothing under the top, so the whole lot of her came down them last three stairs a good half-second after the rest of her did. She had four pieces of toast and a pint of water, and said absolutely nothing until the second slice.

"How was Redfern's lad, then?"

"He'll not know yet."

"Oh, he will," she said, fetching the marge out and doing the rest of the toast stood up at the side. "Our Sharon's had two of them and she's never actually been in the room for either, you know. She'd tell you she has, mind, but she was stood outside with a whisky in her hand both times."

She fetched a carrier bag out of the cupboard under the stairs and the ring binder off the hall shelf, and dumped the lot on the kitchen table.
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She does the books on the last Sunday of the month, and she has done since she went self-employed.

It's all over that table for about three hours. The chair rent in one pile and the stock in another. A bread bag of till receipts that goes back further than it should, and the little calculator with the roll of paper in it that her dad had. The appointment book sits by her left hand. She writes the whole thing out in a ruled ledger with a biro. She has never had a computer near the books.

She fetched a pair of glasses out of her bag and put them carefully on.

"When did them turn up?"

"Chemist," she said, thumbing through the lot of them and sorting them into two heaps on the wood. "Three pound, and I don't need them. I can see perfect, me. It's just the wholesaler printing everything on a thing the size of a stamp."

"Ten minutes you've had them on."

"I'm not having this with you tonight." She turned one over, squinted at it, and dropped it on the bigger pile. "Put that grill on for me about six, will you, and there's them chops."

So I put the grill on about six.

She sat there for an hour and a half with a biro going and the glasses down her nose. Every so often she did a column again, slowly, and pulled a face at it. That top she does her books in is an old grey one with the neck gone soft. She'd got a foot up on the bar of the chair and her knee dropped out to the side. She'd nothing on under it, and it sat soft on her and moved when she did. When she leaned over for the till roll the whole lot of her went down and came back a second late when she sat up.

I dried up steadily behind her and got about a third of a plate done at a time.

That's a woman in a pair of three-pound glasses who had a joiner's cum in her last Sunday, and she's got the receipts for August in her hand. She totted the column up twice and wrote the answer in the same careful way both times.

Halfway through she worked her thumb hard into the other palm, in under the base and up into the middle of it, and then reached back and dug her knuckles roughly into the base of her spine, and the grey top came up off her belly for a second and went back down.

Her phone went at about half six.

She had it face up on the table by her elbow. She looked at who it was before she picked it up, which she always does, and then she got it up under her jaw and carried on writing.

"Hiya," she said, without putting the pen down. "No, you're all right. I'm sat doing my books, that's all, and I've a bag here going back to April."

I had a pan in my hands.

"What's up, then?"

She stopped writing.

"You're due, aren't you? Hang on and let me have a look at you." She had the book open with one hand down the middle and her finger going down the page. "Right. You're Thursday, you. Third of October, half six, same as always."

She wrote it in neatly. Pen down on the ruled line, his name, and a little tick in front.

"No, don't be daft. That's what it's for." She laughed at that and laid the pen down properly. "And you can stop fetching me things off jobs, because he's not even put the last lot in yet. They've been stood against that wall a week. He has not. Ta-ra, then. Ta-ra."

She laid the phone screen-down on the wood and stood a second with the book still open. Then she shut it and squared it up at her left hand.

The third of October.

That's another man ringing my wife at teatime about his hair, and she's written him in four days past where all this stops. In her own handwriting, in biro, with a little tick beside it, the same as every other name on that page.

I dried that pan until she'd shut the book, and then I carried on drying it after.

"Is that grill on?"

"It's been on since six."

"Because I've done nothing about tea and it's gone half seven." She got the glasses off and rubbed the bridge of her nose with two fingers, and started stacking the lot back into the bag. "And bring my glass through, will you, I've left it by the kettle."

Neither of us said anything about it. There's a date in a book on my kitchen table that sits four days past the thirtieth, and after she'd written it in she asked me about a grill pan.

[image: ]


Danny texted her at about nine.

She was on the settee with her feet up on me and the ledger shut on the arm. The phone went twice on her belly, and she read it, and laughed loudly at the ceiling.

"Look at this."

She turned it round and held it up, and I had to lean in for it, because she plainly wasn't giving it me.

hows them knees. im off this cut sat so tell your andy im having a can when i come up

There was another one above it from the Thursday. Above that there was a grey one going out from her, and it obviously carried on up off the top of the screen.

He was in her phone.

"Where's he got your number from?"

"Off me," she said, taking it back and putting it face down on her stomach. "He asked me for it upstairs, Andy, while you were stood in that door. And he was still in me when he asked, if you want the whole of it."

"I never heard him."

"No, well. He'd not shut up for two hours by then, had he, so you'd stopped listening." She dug a foot into my thigh and shoved a bit. "You want to be careful doing that, you."

"What did you say back?"

"I gave him it. I'd have given him owt at that point, honestly, with him going at me like that." She had a drink of her water and stood the glass back on the arm. "I said it out to him a number at a time down on that bedroom floor, and he kept stopping to get it right, and I could have killed him. What was I meant to do? He'd got his cock right up me and I was trying to finish."

She gave a man her number with his cock still in her, in my bedroom, while I stood watching her take it. And now he's texting her about a can.

I sat there with her feet on my legs and her toes going, and an ache on me I'd been carrying since she put that phone down.

"He's coming up tomorrow night," she said, to the telly. "I've told him seven."

"Just him?"

"Ask him when he gets here," she said.

She stayed where she was with her eyes on the telly. She reached the remote off the arm and turned the sound up two. Whatever comes through that door tomorrow night, she's sorted it out between her and them, and all I've been told is what time.

She went up at about half ten. I locked up and stood in that kitchen on my own for a minute with the fridge going.

Then I got the pen and crossed off the twenty-ninth myself.

I'd never done one. It's her job and it's her pen. I did it corner to corner exactly how she does them, and once it was on there it genuinely looked the same as all the rest.

One square left.
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She'd left the little lamp on and she was sat up in the bed in the same grey top, with her knees up under the covers.

"Come here, you," she said, putting the covers back off her legs. "And shut that door, because I can hear that fridge from up here and it'll have me awake."

I did the door. I got my joggers off on the way over and my cock came out hard and stood straight up off me, thick right the way through and heavy. The skin had gone back on its own off a head darker than the shaft, and it was already shining wet at the eye. There's a vein stands up the underside of mine when it's like that, from my balls to about halfway along, and you can see it clearly in a lamp. My balls had drawn right up tight under it. I never got the chance to be embarrassed, because she had a hand out for my cock before I was properly on the bed.

"Well, you've been carrying that about all night, you." She got hold of me round the shaft and pulled it twice, slowly, so the skin went back and came forward again and the wet off the end went onto her thumb. She had a proper look at what she'd got hold of, and rubbed her fingers together to feel how much there was. "At that sink drying a pan you'd already dried."

"Since about six."

"Aye, and you've had that cock stuck up your waistband since you put that grill on, thinking I'd not clocked it." She let go and left it stood up in the air and moving on its own. "Get on your back. I want your mouth on me first, and I'm not stopping till I've cum on it."

I got on my back. She shoved the covers off, got her joggers and her knickers down and off in one, and slung them out over the side of the bed. The knickers landed on my chest on the way past. The gusset had gone stiff and cold hours since and they were still warm at the sides where she'd had them on all evening, and I'd had a noseful of her pussy off them before I'd worked out what I was doing.

"Give over, you." She took them off me and threw them properly this time.

She came up the bed on her knees and put one leg over my head.

I got about a second of looking straight up at her before she landed. Her pussy was open already. The outer lips had gone dark and soft and pulled back off themselves, and the inner ones were stood out past them, longer on the one side than the other, wet through and a deep red under that lamp. There was a shine on her the whole way from the top of her cunt down to her arse. The short hair either side was stuck flat in wet points. Her clit was out of its skin at the top of her, hard, stood up on its own and shining. Then the whole warm weight of her came down on my mouth and the light went.

She didn't ask and she didn't wait. She planted a hand flat on the wall above the headboard, put her cunt down onto my mouth, and took a grip of my hair with the other one. She was hot right through, hotter on my mouth than she ever is on my hand.

I got both hands full of her and held her firmly down on me, spread out in my fingers, with her thighs shut tight either side of my head. She went nowhere. I put my tongue flat on her clit and worked it steadily, how she has it and not how I'd do it, and she started shifting about on my face, backwards and forwards, slowly to start with and then not.

She was running down my chin inside a minute. Down my chin and into my ear on the near side, and I could taste her the whole way down my throat, thin and warm and salt at the back of it.

And you could hear it. Every time she came forward there was a wet drag of her pussy against my mouth, and then a soft click as she came unstuck off my chin. The further into it she got the louder that went. It was as loud to her as it was to me, and she started working harder to make it happen.

"Mmm," she said, low down in her chest, more of a hum than a word. "Mmm. There, that's it, right there on my clit, and don't you lose it."

Her breathing was going up above me and the wall creaked under her hand every time she put her weight down.

She'd kept that top on.

I brought one hand off her backside and round the front to take the bottom of that top up. She had me by the wrist immediately and put my hand back where it had been.

"Leave it."

Danny had them tits out in about four seconds flat and he'd known her an hour and a bit. He had her stripped stood up against that wardrobe with both hands full of them. And I'm laid under my own wife with her cunt sat on my mouth, getting my hand lifted off a T-shirt.

"Keep doing that bit," she said, right above me, with her hand working in my hair. "Flat on it, just like that, and no going clever on me. Flat, and I'll cum all over your face."

So I kept it flat.

"Mmm. Yeah, you've got it now. Mmmmm."

"Suck it a bit, and then straight back flat."

I did that as well, and got a fistful of hair for it, and her arse came up off my hands about an inch and settled back down heavier than it had been.

"Mmmm... yeah... Stop there."

She got heavier on me as she went. Her thighs came in on my ears and shut most of the room out. The hand in my hair stopped holding and started pulling. She quit going backwards and forwards and started grinding her clit in small circles on the one spot. She was riding round on her own juice by then and hardly touching me at all. I pushed my chin up into her and got my tongue properly back on her clit.

"Ohh. Oh, that's... don't you move," she said, and half of it went into the wall. "That's... aah... I'm going to cum on your face, love, I'm right there..."

She'll be sat up exactly like this tomorrow night. Same wall, same hand up against it, and somebody else's mouth under her, and she'll say that to him and all.

She came about two minutes later. She went right down onto me and stopped dead, locked up with her thighs shut on my ears, and I had a mouthful of cunt and a handful of her arse and I couldn't hear a thing except her going off above me. There was one long note out of her with no air behind it, ohhhhhh, and it broke up higher at the end, and then nothing at all for about four seconds, and then a big breath in through her nose. She went off wet on me. My chin and my top lip and both sides of my jaw were running with her and it had got up into the hair at my temple.

She lifted off me and got onto her back at the side of me and laid there with an arm over her eyes, getting her breath, still in that top. I dragged my face over my wrist and it did nothing whatsoever. Her cunt would still be on me in the morning and I knew it while I was doing it.

"Now," she said, into her own arm. "Get that cock up me. And don't go wiping your face, I want my cunt left on you."

I got over her, and I had her under that lamp with her knees fallen open and nothing left to work out. She was swollen right up and stood open at the bottom. The hole itself was a wet dark pink, brighter inside than anything on the outside of her, and it was pulsing on nothing, opening and shutting slowly on its own. The sheet under her had gone through in a patch bigger than my hand, and there was wet run right down under her arse into it.

I put the head of my cock against her and she was that slick it went straight up over her clit first go, and she laughed at me and called me a daft sod for it.

"Give us it here."

She reached down between the two of us, took hold of my cock and put it where she wanted it herself, and then I pushed, and it went in the whole way in one. No stopping anywhere. Nothing to work at.

"Ohhh," she said, and let the whole of her breath out. "Yeah. That's the thing, that. Fuck, that's better."

She swung her legs up over my shoulders, both of them, and folded right up under me, and my cock went a good deal deeper into her than it had been and she got loud about it.

"Oh, there. That'll do." She got her chin up off her chest and had a look down at herself. "Look at that going in me. Right down, till I can feel your balls on me."

So I looked at it as well. Folded up like that her pussy was pulled tight open and there was nothing you couldn't see. My cock going up into her. Her inner lips dragged in after it every time and pulled back out on the way, dark and stretched thin and shining round the base of me. It made a noise doing that. A thick wet sound out of her cunt on the way in, and under that the flatter smack of my balls and the tops of my thighs coming up against the backs of hers when I got right down. After a bit the two of them ran together completely and it was one sound.

I got a thumb down onto her clit while I was doing it and she jumped under me and swore at the ceiling.

"Mmmm. Fuck me. Right the way in every time, like that, and keep that thumb where it is."

Tomorrow night there'll be another man's cock in this bed and his cum in my wife, and when he's gone I'll get in after her.

Her tits were still in that top under me and they went with every stroke, side to side, then up and back. I got a hand up under her top and had one of them. The whole weight sat in my palm, heavy and warm and gone slippery on the underside with sweat. The nipple stood up hard in the middle of my hand. I couldn't see either of them. I went to get the top up over her head. She had that wrist as well, took it out from under, and laid it down flat on the bed at the side of her shoulder.

"No, you can leave that where it is. Squeeze it if you want it, but you're not getting a look at my tits tonight."

I've had my hands on them tits since before we were married. Tonight I'm getting them through a top I watched her do her sums in, and another man had them bare in this room the Sunday before this one, with her nipple in his mouth on that pillow. My cock was that hard in her it ached. She had her heels crossed by my ear, and she was looking straight up at me with her chin down.

"Kerry."

"Mm?"

"What did you do Saturday night?"

"I had four Bacardis and I stood outside the Angel for half an hour waiting on a car." She laughed up at me and put her head back into the pillow. "Behave."

"That's not what I asked you."

"You're not letting that go, are you?" She got hold of the backs of my legs and pulled me right up into her and held me there. "Come on, then. Slow. Right in, and stop there, and I'll tell you."

So I did that.

"I got in at half one and you weren't here, and I got in that bed," she said, in no rush about it at all. "And I did it myself with my own hand, twice, with my knees up. In your bed. I had that many fingers in my cunt I could hear it going, same as you can hear me now, and I made a proper noise on top of that, because there was nobody in the house to hear me. Second one took me twenty minutes and I was sore after it. And I don't want you asking me what about, either."

"I am, though."

"You are." She took a breath in and let it back out. "Both of them. In here. Craig sat in that chair with his cock out and Danny stood up behind me with his in his hand, and one of them fucking me and then the other one. And then it stopped being one and then the other. That's what I went off on, both times. Both of them fucking me at once, in my own bed, and me on my own in it. So fuck me hard, because I've laid here thinking about that all week."

My wife laid in the dark in her own house and did herself off over the pair of them having her at once. Craig's cock out in that chair. Danny stood up behind her. She's got her legs up on my shoulders and my cock in her and she's telling me that with her eyes open.

I gave it her properly then. She took the lot and her whole body went up the bed. The headboard started up on the wall and neither of us did a thing about that. A wet slap was coming up out of her cunt on every stroke, and it got louder the harder I went at her. It was on the tops of my thighs and on hers and had run down under her arse into the bed. The cotton was cold where it had gone through and warm where it hadn't.

"Uh. Uh. Uh," she was going, one on every stroke, up out of her chest with nothing shaped about it. "Yeah. Yeah, like that. Keep going."

"Harder. Get it right up me, Andy, go on."

Her top was stuck to her down the back where I'd got my arm under her.

"Ahh. Ah. Don't stop that."

Craig's booked in for the third and she wrote his name down four feet off me. Danny's in her phone. And she's under me getting fucked, eyes shut, mouth open.

"Oh, you're right in it," she said. "Faster than that. All of that cock, as far up my cunt as it'll go, come on..."

She knocked my hand off it and did it herself with two fingers, quickly, and the backs of them dragged on me every time I came down. Her legs came off my shoulders and locked tightly round my waist and pulled me in.

"I'm cumming. Keep it right there and change nowt."

She got both hands round the backs of my arms and hung on.

"I want your cum up there with everything else that's been in me this month."

She got there half a minute later, hard. It came up out of her as one flat aah that stopped partway like somebody had shut a door on it, and then she was quiet and clenching down on my cock in long slow pulls with her eyes shut and her mouth wide open. I came in her four or five strokes after that, right down flat on her, with my face in the side of her neck and both her arms round me. I could feel every bit of the cum going out of me and up into her. She had hold of the back of my head the whole time it did.

I laid on her a while. She kept hold of me and let me. My cock eventually softened off and came out of her on its own, and a good bit of the cum came out after it and went straight into the bed.

She still had that top on and it hadn't so much as come up off her belly.
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I got the lamp off. She turned in and laid a hand on my chest and started going up and down, slowly, how she does when she's nearly off.

"Kerry."

"Mm."

"What happens on the first, then?"

Her hand carried on going up and down at exactly the same speed all the way through that, and she never said a word.

Then she turned over, pulled my arm round her, put it where she wanted it, and went to sleep on it.
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Half nine on the thirtieth, and I was down the bottom of the garden with a spade and two bags of postcrete.

It's clay down that side. Two foot in, Craig had said. It was bloody hard going after about fourteen inches and I was through my T-shirt before I'd the first hole out. I stood the post up in it, held it there one-handed and poured the bag round it steadily with the other, and the stuff went off quicker than I expected.

I did the second one on its own. Separately, exactly how he'd told me. I had the level on the post off the first, shifted it half an inch, and then stood holding them both till my arms ached.

They're in. They're plumb, they're in line, and there'll be a fence going on them at some point. It took a bloke on my own doorstep about eleven seconds to explain that job to me and it's taken me nine days to do it.

I was stood in a hole in my own garden at ten in the morning with a hard-on in my work trousers. Danny's here at seven and she's told me nothing else about it. He'll get her upstairs, he'll have his cock in her inside twenty minutes of coming through that door, and I'll be stood in the bedroom doorway watching her take it, with my hands doing nothing, same as the last time. I read the back of the second bag twice, slowly, and didn't take a word in.

I came back through and got my boots off at the door. There was a cross on the twenty-ninth up by the fridge in my own hand, and it looked the same as all the rest of them. After it there was one square left with nothing in it.

The shed timber was still in my car. It's been in there since the Saturday before last. I've driven that boot full of somebody's rotten decking round Chesterfield for over a week now and it'll be in there next week and all.
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Kerry does Mondays out in the car. Four of them, all in their own front rooms. She was back about half two with her bag over her shoulder and her hair up in the clip, and hair off other women's heads on the front of her top.

I was at the sink getting the clay off my hands.

"Are they in?"

"Yeah, both," I said. "Second one's off the first with a level on it."

"Well, don't be telling me," she said, dropping the bag on a chair. "Tell him. He'll be down that garden the minute he's through the door, because he's like a big kid with them."

"Who is, then?"

"Craig. He's coming at half seven." She got right up on her toes at the window and said that straight into the glass, quietly, watching them while she did it. She came away and started emptying the bag out onto the table, hairbrush, gown, a tin of clips, the lot. "So you'll want that path swilling off, because you've walked all that mud up it."

I stopped dead where I was with my hands still under the tap.

"Since when?"

"Saturday night," she said, fetching a glass down off the shelf. "When I got in. I sat on the end of that bed with my coat still on and sent him a message, and he'd answered it before I'd got my face off."

"You never said owt yesterday."

"No, well. I was doing my books all day, wasn't I." She'd the tap running for the water, with her back to me, and the colour was up her neck in a band right across it. She obviously knew it was there as well, because she got a hand up on her neck immediately. "And I'd have got round to it, Andy, and here I am now, getting round to it."

"What did you put?"

"I asked him if he fancied coming up Monday and he said aye." She turned round with the glass and leaned on the worktop, holding it down at her hip. "And that's every word that was in it."

So that was that arranged, then.

There'd be two of them in this house before eight, and she'd sorted the lot out sat on that bed in her coat with her hand still wet from what she'd just done in it. Two men, in my bed, in one night, before the news has been on, and I'd clay under every fingernail I had.

She drank about half the glass off quickly and stood it on the side.

"I'll want that bathroom to myself at five," she said. "I've been stood over four basins today thinking about two cocks and getting fucked by them both, and it doesn't go anywhere on its own, that, you know."

"I'll swill the path," I said.

"You do that."
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She had a bath at five and was out by twenty past, which is honestly not like her.

I heard her go across that landing twice. When I went up for a clean shirt there were two towels out over the rail instead of the one. Folded, and the good ones. The bed was done with the plain sheets and pulled tight at the corners.

Two towels.

I went hard on my own landing over two folded towels. I stood with a hand on the airing cupboard door and waited for it to go off me.

She came downstairs at six in her dressing gown with her hair still damp, made herself a proper dinner and sat at that table and ate the lot. Chops, potatoes, the brown sauce. She'd the radio going, and she read the back page of Saturday's paper while she did it, and not once did she mention the time to me.

The gown had come open at the top and she never pulled it to. Her chest and her throat were pink out of the water, and I'd the whole inside curve of one tit from where I was sat, and she leaned over that plate on her elbows and took a chop off the bone with her fingers. In an hour a bloke off the M1 has got both of those in his hands. She got up for the sauce and the gown went with her and the backs of her legs were still red in patches where she'd had it too hot.

"You're not eating that, you."

"No."

"Give it here, then." She reached over and took the chop off my plate, and got the meat off it quickly, stood up at the end of the table. "I'm not going up there hungry."

At twenty past she went up again and came back in jeans and a black top, hair down and dried out, face done the once, and no shoes on. She put the big light off and left the one over the cooker going, and stood the bin bag by the back door ready for the morning.

I noticed she'd put no earrings in. She's got a pair she wears and they were definitely not in.

Two men are coming to fuck her in an hour and she's got the bin out ready. There was still three quarters of an hour to go.
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Danny came at seven and I heard that exhaust clearly from the top of the road.

"There he is," he said, coming through with the water bottle. "That's a job and a half, that verge. I've put two wheels on your flags this time, look, so I've kept right off it."

"It'll dry out."

"No, but I said, didn't I." He'd his boots off in the middle of my hall again, standing on the heels, and this time I left them exactly where they landed. "Freezing out there tonight. I've had that heater on all that way up and I've still got cold hands, me."

He went for the fridge. Kerry got in front of him with a glass already in her hand and gave him it, and he took it and never noticed she'd done it.

He'd had his hair done since. Tighter in at the sides, and he'd been in the sun or had it out of a bottle, because he was two shades browner than he'd been ten days since. Same T-shirt with no sleeves in it and the writing up the inside of his left forearm going right down to the back of his hand. He stood at my table and told us about a lad at his station who'd gone off with his back. He did the cut, which he's off at the weekend. Then a bloke at his gym who'd told him a thing about protein that he did not agree with.

Kerry sat on the end of the table with a foot up on the bar of a chair. That black top was pulled across her and she'd her arms back on the wood behind her, which put the whole of her chest out at him, and he talked at her over the top of her tits for four solid minutes.

"How long have you had on that road, then?"

"Fifty-two minutes. It's that island at Heath that does it, because if you get that wrong…"

"You'll want that topping up," she said, getting down off the table to do it, and he carried on about Heath with the tap running loudly over the top of him.

She's had him upstairs, and there she was filling a glass for a man she has never called anything at all.

The van came on the drive at twenty-five to eight.

Danny stopped mid-word, looked at the window and then looked at me, with the glass halfway up.

"That's a joiner's van, that."

Kerry went down the hall and got the door herself. I heard the boots come off on the mat before I heard him say anything. They both came through, and Craig had ironed a shirt for it, and his hair was still wet at the front where he'd put a comb through it.

"Now then," Craig said, to the room.

"There's cans in that fridge," I said.

"Aye, go on."

I got him one. He took it off me quietly and stood behind that chair of his with both hands on the back of it, and he never looked at me doing it.

Those two stood in my kitchen for twenty minutes and were perfectly polite to one another.

Danny asked what he was on at the minute and Craig told him, a landing over Walton, oak spindles. Danny said his mate's dad was a joiner and had done all right out of it, and Craig said aye and had a drink. Danny asked him what a set of stairs went for these days. Craig looked at the table for a second, obviously finishing off whatever was in his head before he started listening, and then told him exactly what a set of stairs went for these days. Danny whistled loudly at it and said he was in the wrong game.

"Well, you'd want your hands doing," Craig said. "It's all in the⁠—"

"Setting out."

"Setting out. Aye."

She'd not finished one of Danny's all night and she'd had that off Craig inside two minutes.

Two blokes stood in my kitchen being decent to each other over the price of a staircase, and both of them are here to have my wife. She's between them, keeping them both going like clients waiting on a basin. Two men in my kitchen and they're both going to cum in my wife tonight. One of them's had his cock in her on a Sunday and the other one's had her on that bedroom floor, and they're stood a yard apart talking about setting out. In about ten minutes she's going to be getting fucked in front of me by one of them while the other one waits for a go. My cock was hard in my jeans a couple of feet off the two of them and I'd a can in my hand I hadn't opened.

I realised that neither of them had said one word about the other being in the room.

She came off that table and put the light out over the cooker.

"Right," she said, and went past both of them into the hall.

Nobody moved for about a second and a half. Then Danny went. Craig put his can down and went after him, and I came up last with the kitchen dark behind me.
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She'd left the little lamp on. That landing bulb was blazing away out there, same as it has since I put it in.

"Do that landing light, Andy, it's in my eyes."

I did the landing light. When I turned round she'd already got her top off over her head and dropped it, and she reached back and undid her bra herself quickly and threw it at the chair and missed.

Her tits came down and settled heavily and she never put a hand near them. The lamp was low and off to one side and it lit her up the whole front, and she was flushed in a band across the top of her chest, and her nipples had come up hard on their own before anybody had touched her.

Danny had his own T-shirt off before the door had shut. He got both hands on her from behind and took the whole weight of them, lifting, working his thumbs slowly over her nipples. That writing on his forearm went across her ribs and she looked down at it while he did it. She let him. She had her own jeans open before he'd finished.

"Mmm." Her head went back onto his shoulder. "Get proper hold of them. And get your cock out while you're at it, because I've had enough of waiting on it."

Craig didn't. He came round the bed, undid one cuff and then the other, unhurried, and sat down in the chair in the corner.

That's my chair. That's the chair her work things live on, and they were off it and folded on the drawers, and I've stood next to it in this room for four weeks and never sat in it. A joiner sat down in it, put his can on the floor beside him and crossed one foot over his knee.

Kerry got her jeans and her knickers off and kicked them at the wardrobe. The gusset came away off her with a pull to it. Up she went onto that bed on her hands and knees, facing the corner. Facing him.

She went up there with everything she's got on show to that room and made absolutely no attempt at covering herself. Her hair down there is cropped short and she'd been at it in the bath, and it was already flat and dark and wet through, and so was she, all the way back and out onto the inside of both thighs.

"Come on, then," she said, looking straight over at that chair. "I want a cock in me, and I'm not laid here all night while the pair of you make your minds up."

Danny was on the bed before she'd finished. He shoved his jeans down round his thighs and his cock came out of them stood up flat to his belly, shaved bare the whole way and the balls and all, the skin right back and the head dark and shining already. He got a hand round it and pulled it down level with her, and it came straight back up when he let go.

He took a proper hold of both cheeks of her arse and spread her open with his thumbs and had a good long look at what he'd got, and I had all of it from where I was. Her pussy had come out fat and dark and hung open on its own, the lips of her stood apart with the wet gathered in between them, and a string came away and stopped halfway down her thigh. Her arsehole pulled up small and tight and brown with his thumbs either side. She let him hold her open and look at all of her for a good three or four seconds.

Then he put the whole of his cock into her in one go.

Nothing on it. Nobody mentioned it, in either direction.

She went right down onto her forearms and her voice went down with her.

"Ohhh. Fuck, yes." Into the covers. "Get that cock right up me. Ohhhh…"

He went at her hard from the first stroke, same as last time, and the whole bed started up. It was properly loud in that room straight off, and there were two sounds in it. His hips coming into the backs of her thighs, flat and quick and never missing. And under that, her. A thick wet drag on the way out of her and a fatter one going back in, over and over, every bit as loud as the other. His cock came out shining to the balls and went straight back up her, and her pussy came out after him a little way and got shoved back in.

"Uh. Uh. Uh." One out of the front of her mouth every time he came right up into her, a noise she has never once made for me.

My wife is getting fucked on her hands and knees in front of me and she's pushing back into every stroke.

"Fuck. Fuck, that's the spot, that, don't you change a thing—" She got her face up out of the covers for that. "Andy. Andy, come and have a look at what he's doing to my cunt."

Her tits swung under her and dragged and swung back. He'd one hand spread out in the small of her back, leaning on her. With the other one he pulled a cheek of her arse out sideways so he could watch his own cock going up her, and he left it held there like that.

I came up the side of that bed to get it properly. Her clit was stood up hard at the top of her cunt where his balls caught it each time he went in. Both of them were shining with what was coming out of her.

"Ohhhh, fuck me. Harder than that, go on."

Craig sat in that chair with a can by his foot and watched it happen quietly. He never touched himself and he never got up. He'd his sleeves rolled to the elbow and his forearms laid along the arms of the chair, and he was watching her face and not the rest of her. He'd a hard-on stood up plainly in his jeans and he never put a hand near it. Once he leaned forward, picked the can up, had a drink and put it carefully back down.

I was stood at the foot of the bed with the door open behind me. I'd been hard since that van turned in and my cock was laid up the inside of my jeans with the end caught under the seam and aching there, and I'd leaked enough through the denim to have a patch on me the size of a ten pence.

She's got one of them balls-deep in her and the other sat six feet off in his socks with his cock stiff in his jeans, waiting his turn like a bloke in a queue. Both of them are getting my wife tonight and she's the one who set the times. She lined them up herself. She sat on a bed on Saturday night in her coat and typed it.

"Andy."

"What."

"Come round this side."

I went round the bed. She got her head up off her arms, reached out and got hold of my arm, and she didn't take my hand, she took me by the wrist, up above the bone, and got it in her fist properly.

"Down," she said, pulling. "Get down here. On the bed."

I was on that bed.

I got up onto it by her head and sat back on my heels with my jeans still on and another man's knees eight inches off mine. She laid my hand flat on her tit, shut her own down over mine and held it there. It was hanging and it was hot and the nipple was up hard against my palm, and the whole tit went with him every time he came into her. She was that hot and that slippy with sweat that my fingers kept losing her and getting put straight back. She wouldn't let go of me. Every time I moved that hand an inch she had it back where it had been.

"There," she said, up into my face. "Just there, on my tit. Don't you take that off me. And get your mouth on my neck, because I want you on me while he's fucking me."

I got my mouth on her neck. She was wet through with sweat already, and her hair was stuck across her cheek and half in my teeth.

"You all right there, babe?" Danny said, behind her. "You want it any…"

"Don't stop that."

She turned her face up to me while she said it. Her free hand came round my head, and she pulled my mouth down onto hers and kissed me.

She kissed me properly. Open, with her tongue right in, with another man's cock going in and out of her the whole time and her tits swinging under us. She couldn't hold still while he was going at her, so half the kiss landed on my chin and she came back for the rest. Every one he gave her came up through her and out of her mouth into mine. Mm. Mm. Mm. I had the lot, and it never let up.

She never lets a soul at her mouth but me. She turns her face out of the road without stopping a thing and nobody has ever made anything of it. Now she's on her hands and knees with a lad from Ilkeston bare up her, and she's giving it me anyway while his cock's still going.

I was throbbing hard enough to hurt and nobody had put a finger on me all night. There's another man's cock in my wife and my mouth is the one she keeps coming back for.

"Get your hand under me," she said, into it. "On my cunt."

I worked my other hand under her, onto her belly first. She took that one by the wrist as well, shoved it down and put my fingers exactly where she wanted them, right on her clit, and shut her thighs a bit to keep them there. Her pussy was open under my hand and my whole palm was slick before I'd done a thing. There was that much on her that my fingers slid off it twice before I got them settled. It was down the insides of her legs and on the tops of his and running onto the sheet under her knees. I could feel him working away steadily in her against my own knuckles, and his balls coming up and knocking my fingers each time, and all of what was coming out of her going down my hand and off my wrist.

"Keep them there, keep them right there," she gasped. "And let him fuck me. Ohh. Ohhh, that's my clit and my cunt going at the same time, that is⁠—"

So I left it exactly where she'd put it. Her pussy was clenching on my fingers every so often and I got every one of them.

"Mmmm," she moaned, straight up at the ceiling. "Ohh, God, my clit. Two hands on my cunt and a cock up me, and only one of that lot's yours, Andy."

He's up her and I'm the one with my fingers on her pussy, and she's told us both what to do. I've stood in three doorways this month with my hands doing nothing at all. I'm in it now, on this bed, in my jeans, with two fingers on my own wife while another man fucks her.

"Ohhhh. That's the pair of you on me at once." Her arse pushed back onto him and her thighs shut harder on my hand. "Harder with them fingers, go on. And you, right up in me with that cock, every last bit, and keep going…"

"Ah. Ah. There, I'm going, I'm…"

And then nothing you could make out at all. She went after that, hard, right down onto her face. Everything in her shut at once. I felt her grip on my fingers, and I felt him through them, over and over and letting go and doing it again, and her thighs came together on my hand. Most of the noise went into the covers and what was left came out into the back of my hand.

Danny let a long breath out through his teeth and stopped where he was, right up against her.

"Give me a second, mate," he said, at the ceiling, and I honestly think he meant it for the room. "That's had me nearly there, that."

"Well, get off me while you're having it, then."

He came out of her slowly and knelt up off her, nowhere near finished, his cock stood up and running off the end. She stayed as she was for a couple of seconds with her arse still up, and she was open where he'd been, a red ring of her stood off on its own that took its time about shutting. Then she rolled over onto her back and got herself up the bed on her elbows, breathing badly, and pushed her hair off her face with her hand. Then she looked over at that corner.

"Well?"

Craig got up out of my chair.

He came over undoing his belt and he did not hurry doing it. He got his jeans off altogether, dropped them on the floor and knelt up between her legs. He took hold of her by the ankle and pulled her down to him like a man shifting a bag of sand, and she laughed out loud at it.

"You," she said. "Are you going to put that cock in me, or what? I've sat downstairs listening to you two on about stairs for half an hour and I'm running down my own leg here."

He took a thigh in each hand and pushed them wide, kneeling up over her. She was all of her on show with the lamp straight across it, swollen and dark and dragged out of shape off the last one, still open at the middle, and shining from the crease of her arse right up to the top of that cropped hair.

He fed his cock into her, all the way, slowly, and she came up off the mattress at the finish and got a fistful of the sheet.

"Ohhh. Ohh. That's all of it. Don't you come out of me."

My own kicked properly in my jeans when it went in her and I hadn't so much as touched it.

Nothing on his either. That box has sat in that drawer eighteen inches off his knee all month and nobody in this room has looked at it tonight.

Danny shuffled up the bed at her head on the other side from me. "Give us it here," she said, and reached up and got him without looking and put his cock in her mouth. She couldn't get all of him in and she went at it anyway. Her fist worked the rest constantly. There was a thick sound off the back of her throat when he got too far up, and she gagged twice and went straight back down immediately both times. The spit came off her chin in strings and ran down onto her own tits and she never wiped it off.

I'd every bit of that from where she'd put me.

Craig was still up over her with her thighs held wide in his hands, going into her steadily, not fast, watching what he was doing to her. Her lips came out dragged pale round the width of him and went dark again the second he was off them. It came off her fat and wet every time he sat all the way down into her, slow and heavy, and the bed had gone quiet enough under him that you got every single one. Her tits went with him, and her belly, and the whole of her from the shoulders down. Danny had a hand in her hair by then, not pulling, up on his knees over her with his eyes shut and his mouth open, and he'd gone completely quiet for the first time since he came through my front door.

She still had hold of me, and she was working herself against my fingers at the same time.

"Rub my clit for me," she got out, off him for a second. "Properly, like you do. I'm not far off already." She got a hand up onto Danny's hip and pulled him back down at her. "And you can get your cock back in my mouth, because I'm not finished with it."

She took him back in her mouth.

Two men on my own bed and both of them in my wife at the same time, and I'm knelt in the middle of them in my jeans with two fingers on her pussy and not a hand on myself.

My wife, flat out on our own bed with a joiner's cock in her and a firefighter's in her mouth, and my hand between her legs, and the wet of her coming off onto my own fingers.

Danny went first. He got a word out and half of another one, and she came off his cock quickly and had her fist round it and finished him off by hand, right there. His cum came up out of him in four or five goes and she worked him through the lot of them steadily. The first one went up her chest and caught her under the chin. The rest landed across both tits and sat up thick and white on the skin, and a good lot went into her hair where it was stuck to her neck. Her eyes were shut and her chin was up and she never stopped moving on my fingers while it happened.

"Oh, that's me done," Danny said, and sat straight down beside her.

She wiped her mouth on her own forearm. She scooped up a handful of what was on her chest and rubbed it into herself slowly, over both tits and up her throat, until it was on her rather than sat in a pool on her.

"You've made a right mess of my tits," she said, shoving at his knee with her foot. "Go and get yourself a wash, there's two towels out."

He went. He got his jeans back up round himself on the way out onto that dark landing and shut the bathroom door, and the pull cord went, and the fan started up in the wall.

Craig hadn't stopped once.

He let go of her thighs, got both hands in under her arse and picked her hips clean up off the bed. He held her there, off the mattress altogether, with only her shoulders and the back of her head still down, and carried on into her from up there. Her feet went out sideways with nothing under them. Her tits went flat out sideways with them and rolled on her chest every time he dropped her back down, and his fingers were sunk right into her arse holding her up. Side on from where I knelt I had the whole join of them, his cock going up into her out of the air with nothing under her at all, wet to the root and her cunt stretched round it and coming out red on every pull. He's got her clean off my bed and she's letting him, and the only thing she's holding on to in this room is me. I was still up on my knees by her shoulder with my fingers under her and her fist locked round my arm.

"Ohh, fuck, keep me up there and fuck me…"

"Come here, you," she said, getting hold of my head, and she gave me her mouth again.

She was groaning into it steadily, loud, with her mouth open on mine and no shape to it at all. Mmm. Mmm-hh. It came up out of her chest every time he sat her back down onto himself again and it went straight into me.

Craig had the whole weight of her arse in his hands and he was working her down onto his cock off them, taking his own time, and he'd not said a word since the landing.

I've got my tongue in my wife's mouth and my fingers on her clit while he does it. There's a lad in my towel and his cum's drying on her tits. The fan's going in the bathroom wall.

My cock had gone past aching and was hurting down my leg now. I was wet through the front of my own jeans and I never got a hand on my own cock, and I couldn't have told you what either of my hands were doing if she hadn't been holding one of them.

"Faster on my clit," she gasped, straight into my mouth. "There, like that. Both of you now, fuck me, and neither of you let up, I'm cumming, I'm cumming on your fingers⁠—"

"Aaaah. Aaah. Nnnh⁠—"

She went off underneath the two of us, and it took her a long way. Her whole body came up off that bed and stopped there, and her feet locked tighter on him. She made no attempt at being quiet, and it came out of her open and flat and easily loud enough to go through the wall. Her pussy gripped on my fingers and let go and gripped again, over and over, and I could feel it doing the same to him through them. She'd my wrist gripped hard enough that I found her nails in me the next morning.

Craig went about four strokes after her. He pulled her hips hard onto himself and stopped dead, and he made that noise low in his throat again, the same as last time, and I watched it go through the whole of him. I sat six inches off with my hand still on her and watched another man empty himself into my wife for the second time this month, and he held himself in her till he'd given her the lot.

Then it was quiet in there apart from the fan.

He laid her back down carefully, got off the bed and picked his jeans up off the floor. She lay where she was with her knees still apart and her chest going, open and red the whole way through. It took a few seconds and then his cum came slowly back out of her, thick and white and plenty of it, down over her arse and onto that sheet, and she made no move to do anything about it.

She let my wrist go.
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Danny was gone by half nine and Craig ten minutes after him.

Danny sorted himself out in the hall and gave me the island at Heath again, in reverse this time, and told me twice that he was on at six. He put his glass in my sink on the way past, which I'll give him. He stood on my step doing that jacket up, looking at his own car.

"Right, mate," he said, getting his keys out of that jacket. "I'm off, me. Take care of yourself, yeah."

And that was him gone. He got in, turned round on my drive in two goes this time, and went off up Ashgate Rise with the exhaust going.

Craig came down after him with his shirt tucked back in. Kerry came halfway down the stairs in my dressing gown and said a couple of words to him from there, and he answered her from the mat, and then he laced his boots on and reached his jacket down.

He stopped on the path.

"You've got them in, then."

"Both. Two bags, like you said."

"Aye. They'll do." He looked them over slowly down the side of the house in the dark. He went over and rocked the near one with the flat of his hand, and it never gave him a thing. "You've done that right. Leave them a week before you hang owt off them."

"I'll not touch them, then. Ta."

"And get that timber out your boot before it stinks your car out."

He walked off up the path and backed the van off my drive, and I stayed on that step in the cold with the door open until the road went quiet. I was stood there hard in my own jeans with both hands still wet off my own wife's pussy.
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She was face down on our bed with the lamp on and the sheet off, and she'd been in the bathroom and hadn't done much about herself in there. It had dried tight and shiny in two lines across the top of her chest where she'd rubbed it in and left it.

I got in on her side, because the middle of that bed was soaked through and gone cold. The sheet had two men on it.

I put my palm flat on her thigh.

"Kerry."

"Mm."

"Did either of them know?"

"Know what."

"About the other one."

She didn't say anything for a bit. She turned her face slowly on the pillow so she was looking at me instead of the wardrobe, and pulled her own hair out from under her cheek with one finger.

"No."

"Neither of them?"

"Not a word, Andy. I told him seven and I told the other one half seven, and that's the whole of what got said to anybody." She got herself up onto one elbow at that, and the colour was climbing her chest again in that band. "And you can have the rest, because you'll only be up all night with it otherwise. I wanted to see what they'd do, and I've thought about nowt else since Saturday."

Neither of them knew.

"And?"

"And they were lovely about it, weren't they, and I could've told you that for nothing." She lay back down slowly and put her face in the pillow, and I got the rest out of the side of her mouth. "Anyway, I got them up them stairs and had the both of them, and I had you and all. I've had more cock in me tonight than I've had in years, and I've never had anything like it in my life. I'm not stopping here telling you I'm sorry either, because I'm not."

"I never asked you to be."

"You'd not know how, you."

She took my hand off her thigh, pulled it up under her and put it on her tit, and turned in to me and stayed there.

I came in to her on my side. She lifted her top leg for me and I went into her like that, face to face, with her nose on my chin. Slowly. She was hot and slack and open and there was nothing left in her to hold me with, and I went the whole way in on what he'd left in her, without a hand on my cock. His cum came up warm round me and there was enough of him in her that it came straight back out onto the tops of both our thighs before I'd got a stroke in.

Two of them have been up her tonight and I'm the one still in it, on what they left.

"Go on," she said, right into my face. "Take your time with me. You've the pair of them still in me, so don't you rush it. Mmm. That's my husband's cock in a cunt two men have already had. Get it right in."

I did take my time. She kissed me most of the way through it, and got her own hand down between us and worked her clit with me still in her. There was no getting away from the sound of it. It came back with a flat wet noise out of her and went in with a softer, thicker one, on every push, and the room was quiet enough by then that there was nothing else in it to hear.

I got my fingers down beside her hand and had them up her pussy for a second and then put them in my own mouth. She was on them and so were the both of them, thick and salt and still warm off her, and I kept them in there a good while.

"Oh, fuck," she said, into my mouth. "Just like that, and keep going. I want you cumming in me on top of them." Her tits were up against my chest and going with me. She got there again quietly, barely moving at all, with her forehead pushed into my jaw, and I finished in her a minute later and hardly moved myself.

She reached over and did the lamp herself, put her leg over my hip, and went out like that.
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I went down about eleven and did the back door and put the two cans in the sink.

Every square on that page had a cross in it, corner to corner, all of them hers bar the twenty-ninth. The thirtieth sat on its own at the start of the last row, and it was empty.

I picked the pen up.

I stood in the dark in my own kitchen with it in my fingers and my thumb on the button for a good while. Then I put it back and went up.

She was on her front with her face turned away from me and I took her for asleep.

"You've left it," she said.

"I have."
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Gaz put me down for the tower first thing and then stood at the bottom with a brew, watching.

I got eighteen lengths of hose up there and back down again and my legs had properly gone by the last two. It was actually cold in that yard for the first time this year and there was frost still sat on the far side of the drill ground at ten o'clock. A couple of the lads were on about Christmas overtime already.

I caught Mick Redfern in the corridor on his way out off the handover.

"Them two days."

"Aye, I know, I know. I'll sort you out," he said, shifting his bag up his shoulder and going steadily through his keys the whole time. "It's awkward this month, obviously, with the wedding stuff still going on, because her mother's not been well since. I'll have a look at November for you."

November.

I covered his Friday and his Saturday nights while she was out in Chesterfield in a dress with them off the shop, and he'll get back to me.

I'd been up at five to get out for the shift and that bedroom still had the night before in it. She stripped that bed and made it back up after I'd gone, and it made not a bit of difference, because it wasn't in the sheet. It was down in the mattress, on the far side. It had gone cold and thin overnight and it was still there. One of them finished up her in that bed and the other one all over her tits. I stood in the dark on my side doing my belt up, and then went down for my flask.

I ate my dinner in that mess room at half twelve with the telly going and thought about my bedroom. Craig in my kitchen with a can and the other one on his water, being polite to one another about staircases. Craig sat well back in that chair with his sleeves rolled, obviously taking his time, waiting his turn. Her up on her hands and knees on our own bed telling the two of them exactly what she wanted doing to her, and one of them bare up her while she was saying it.

Craig's cum is still in my wife this afternoon. She's been stood at a basin on Chatsworth Road since half eight doing somebody's colour with it up her. Saying yes love and no love all day and never once having it out of her. She'll have felt it shift every time she bent over that backwash.

I'd had about four hours' sleep.

I'd sat in that room every shift the whole of September with my own house in my head, and Gaz talked to me about his caravan.
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I got in at twenty to seven and her bag was on the chair with her scissors case sticking out the top.

She was at the fridge with the calendar off its nail and September in her hand.

"You're late," she said, without turning round off the fridge. "There's a pie in that went in at half six, so don't stand about talking to me."

"Well, I got kept behind, and it's Redfern, he's doing me out of them two days."

"Course he is." She had the page over as she said it, and folded it neatly back on itself over the nail instead of tearing it off. "He did the same to Kev Buckley over a fortnight in Tenerife and he never saw an hour of it. You want it off him in writing, you."

"He reckons he'll look at November."

"He'll look."

She got up on her toes to hang the calendar back on the nail and her top came away off her middle at the back. Bare skin from the waistband up, white and warm-looking under that kitchen light. Her arse was pushed right out behind her while she felt about for the nail with the card. I stood in the doorway with my coat still on. I went hard in there watching my wife hang a calendar up, and it was the stretch of her that did it.

October's page had the bins on it already in her writing and nothing else at all. Behind it, folded over, September had a cross in every square but one.

The paper was still under the clip on the fridge door. The bottom corner has curled where the door catches it every time you swing it, and the biro of her name has gone furry into the paper.

It was still up.

Neither of us said a word about that, and we haven't since the day she wrote it. I got my coat off and hung it on the end of the bannister where she tells me not to.

You could smell she'd had two perms in. It comes off her hair and off the front of her top and it gets right in the back of your throat. She had her sleeves pushed up past her elbows and a raw patch across one knuckle where the gloves rub her, and she was going at the base of her own thumb with the other one while the kettle came up.

The stain's past the light fitting now. It's gone right over it and down the other side. A bit of the artex has come away in the middle where it's wettest. There's a grey dust sat on the extractor that definitely wasn't there in August. The quote was still folded under the fruit bowl. Nine thousand four hundred pound off a firm in Brimington, and twelve hundred in the account.

She got the pie out and stood it on the side and started straight in on the potatoes with a fork, quickly, before I had a chance to sit down. I came up behind her and put a hand on her arse, as much of it as would come through them work trousers. She never broke her stroke with the fork. She just pushed back into my palm about an inch and left herself there. The other hand went round the front and up under the polo. I got a tit out of the cup of her bra and held it in my palm while she carried on.

"Has he said owt?"

"Who, the joiner?"

"Danny," I said.

"Half seven this morning," she said, working away at that pan and not once looking up from it. "Message off him saying his knees are in bits and it's my fault, and then another one about somebody at his gym. I've not answered either of them, mind, because I'd Mrs Whyatt in for a perm and she's deaf as a post, so I've had her shouting down my ear all morning."

"He'll keep on at you, that one."

"Let him." She laid the fork down for a second and then picked it straight back up. "Andy, you've had a hand on me from the second you got home. Get them plates warmed and you can have my cunt when the pots are done."

There's a lad from Ilkeston sat at his own station this minute texting my wife about his knees, and he got them knees on my bedroom carpet doing that to her. She's stood there mashing potatoes with her sleeves up and last night still in her. I got the plates down out of the cupboard with my back to her.
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She came up at about half ten and got in with the lamp still going.

I was up out of my shorts before she'd got her leg across mine. She reached down under the covers and took hold of my cock, and pulled slowly at it a few times with her face right up against my shoulder. Her hand was cold off downstairs and I twitched in it. She had me low down with her fingers round the back and her thumb up the front. She pulled the skin down off the head and let it come slowly back up, over and over, in no hurry whatsoever. There was already wet at the end of me. She got her thumb into it and worked it carefully round the head till the whole thing was slippy. After that you could hear her hand going on me under the covers.

"Mmm," she said, still pulling at me. "Well, you've had this cock on you since you walked in that door, haven't you."

"Since about half twelve, actually."

"At work." She laughed low into my neck, and never let go of it. "Sat in that room with your dinner and a hard-on. You're as bad as the rest of them, you know."

She got her knickers off and swung herself up over me, and then turned round the other way, so she was facing the wardrobe with her back to me. The covers came off us both when she moved.

She reached under, put me against herself, and sat all the way down on it.

"Oh fuck."

She was soaking and my cock went straight up her without either of us having to do a thing about it. Hot the whole way, and it made a noise going in, thick and low, and she took every bit of me and stopped there with her weight right down on me.

"Mmmmm. I've wanted that in me since dinner time," she said. "Right up me, and it can stop there."

I got both hands on her arse and left them there. The lamp was behind her on the drawers and I had all of her from underneath in it. Her back, and her arse spread out heavy on my thighs and going flat and wide every time she came down on me. Above where I went into her there was her arsehole, tight and a good deal darker than the rest of her, and it pulled itself tightly in when she got to the bottom of my cock. Below that her pussy was stretched round me and shining, and the short hair on her had gone wet flat and dark. My cock came out of her on the lift with the veins stood up along the top, wet through and gone dark with her. Her lips came out after it a little way and got folded neatly back in when she sat. She was soaked enough that it had run down over my balls, and I was sat in a warm patch of her before she'd done twenty.

And it was loud, and it wasn't the bed. Her arse came down flat on the tops of my legs with a smack. Out from under her there was a thick drag coming up and a wetter, softer one going back down. They ran over each other and never stopped. When she got quick the air started going in her as well and the whole sound changed and began catching on itself.

"Uhh. Uhh. Ohhhh…"

"Are you watching it go in?" she said, and reached back and pulled herself open a bit wider on me with two fingers so I could plainly see more. "Have a proper look at what you're getting, love, because there's been a lot through that this week."

Two men had her in this bed twenty-four hours ago and there's nobody in it now but me. I'm laid in what's left of them both, watching her ride my cock.

"Kerry."

"What," she said.

"Say his name."

She didn't. She put a hand back on my shin and got the pace up, and I looked at my own cock going up into my wife.

So I sat up under her.

She went back onto my chest and I held her up. I put my hands up onto her tits and had the whole weight of them, one in each, hot right through and slippery with what had come up on her. Her nipples had gone hard enough to stand off in the middle of my hands.

"Mmmm. Now you've got the lot of me."

She worked me in short goes, right at the root. I got a hand off her tits and down her belly, two fingers either side of where I went in, and her pussy was that swollen and that soaked the shape of my own cock came through onto them.

"Ahh, leave them there, right there."

"Go on," I said, at her ear. "Say it while I'm up you."

"Craig," she said.

"Craig had my legs open on that side of the bed and I'd a fistful of your sheet, and then he picked my arse clean off the mattress and fucked me in the air." She got a hand round the back of my head and pulled my face down into her neck. "And I'd the other one's cock in my mouth while he did it. My eyes were running and my chin was wet through and I never took it out. And Craig came right up my cunt at the end of it, and I let him, and never said stop once."

I put my teeth in her shoulder and pushed up hard enough to lift her off my legs. My balls had pulled up tight and my cock was throbbing that hard I had to stop and wait.

"Fuck."

"I know," she said, easing down onto me again. "And you sat and watched him do it, love."

I've got my wife sat up on my cock telling me what they did to her.

"What else, then?"

"And he was still going while the other one was getting washed, and I'd your fingers on my clit near the whole way through." She was quicker on me now. "So I want him back in that bedroom, Andy, and I want your cock in me after they've gone, and I'll not lie here and pretend any different…"

She stopped dead with my cock right up her, both hands flat down on my legs, and that was it.

"Now you."

"How do you mean?" I said.

"Well, you've had me saying it all month," she said, going nowhere. "So go on, then. Your turn."

I couldn't get a word out. She waited. I was throbbing away inside her with every bit of her sat down on me and not one thing moving. Every so often she'd clench round me, a slow squeeze low down and then nothing at all, and then another one. That was the sum of what I was getting. I was that far up her I could feel her going on me. There was wet coming out round me and running down the tops of my thighs and going cold on them. My legs started up on their own under the both of us.

"I'm not moving," she said.

"I want him back in this house."

"Say his name properly."

"Craig. I want Craig back in this house and I want his cock bare up you again."

She started the second it was out of my mouth. She went at it properly then, driving down hard on me with her head back on my shoulder. The wet noise came straight back up with her, flat and loud and quicker than it had been, and she reached behind her for the headboard to put more into it.

"There. That's all you had to do," she gasped. "Fuck. And don't you go quiet on me now, because I'll stop again."

I said it.

Every time I went quiet she went still and waited me out, and moved again when I got another one out of me, and I have never talked like that in my life. Her face when it's not me doing it. Him bare in her on that bed and me stopping exactly where I'd been put, all night, and glad of it. The two of them downstairs with twenty minutes to go. I went stiff in that kitchen tonight over her hanging a calendar up, and I said that as well.

"I like that off you," she said, and took my wrist and put my hand down there herself. "Now get your fingers on my cunt. Both of them, and press hard."

She was slippery the whole way down and swollen right up under my fingers. Her clit had come right out and stood up on its own, hard and slick. It rolled about on me till I finally got it pinned. I worked it steadily, exactly how she has it, with her going up and down on me and her nails digging in. My other hand went flat on her belly and held her back into me. I could feel her clenching round me down there a good while before it got out of her mouth.

"Nnnh, keep it there, don't shift it, don't shift it…"

She was making a noise on every stroke by then. It's the same noise she made for him on the Monday and I'm the one getting it tonight.

"Ohhh. Ohh, I can feel it going. Keep it right on it, right on it, I'm cumming on your cock, Andy, I'm cumming⁠—"

She came sat up on me with her shoulders hard against my chest. It took her hard. Her pussy clamped down the whole length of my cock at once, tight and then loose and then tight again, and squeezed a bit more of her out onto my hand. She stopped moving and ground herself down onto me instead, working her clit on my fingers. She got properly loud, up out of her chest and going on. I felt it come through her ribs into my arms.

I came in her about four strokes after that, up from underneath, holding her down on me by the hips so I got right up into her. I felt every one of them go out of me. She stopped where she was and squeezed my cock deliberately while it was happening, twice, three times, and got a sound out of me she'll not have had in a while.

She stayed where she was for a bit, sat on me, getting her breath. The sheet was wet through under the both of us and we stopped sat in it.

Then she lifted herself off, carefully. My cum came out of her with me and went down over my balls onto what was already there. She put the lamp out and got in under my arm.

"Well," she said, into my chest. "That's that."

"Yeah," I said.

"Go to sleep, you."

[image: ]


I went down about midnight and did the back door and the lights, quietly, because that floor creaks.

Her bag was still on the kitchen chair where she'd dropped it. I got the appointment book out from under the scissors case, put it on the table and opened it flat with one hand. My fingers still had her cunt on them and I got it off the page every time I turned one. She was asleep straight up above me.

October. Eight names on the Thursday in her own writing and Craig's is the last one on the page. Half six. Her tick in front of it.

I'm on nights Thursday.


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

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

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


A NOTE TO THE READER


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

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

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

Thanks again. It really is appreciated.

Jack
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