

Pam's Jealousy Test
Husbands' Hotwife Fantasy Made Real
Chris P. Rider


[image: ]
Chris P Rider Publishing



Copyright © 2025 by Chris P. Rider

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.K. copyright law. For permission requests, contact@authorchrisrider.co.uk

The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

Book Cover by BookCoverZone  & Chris P. Rider – NO AI!


Contents


Foreword
Introduction
1. Fantasies in the Shadows
2. Cracks in the Armour
3. The Plan Takes Shape
4. Escalating Tease
5. Crossing Lines
6. Doubts and Desires
7. The Breaking Point
8. Weekend Awakening
9. Reclamation and Future Promises
About the author - Chris P. Rider
Also by Chris Rider



Foreword
Trigger Warning


Content Advisory: This book contains mature themes that some readers may find intense, including:

Explicit sexual content involving married couples and additional partners

Consensual non-monogamy and hotwife/stag dynamics

Voyeurism and surveillance themes

Strong language throughout

Graphic descriptions of sexual acts

Themes of jealousy, testing boundaries, and marital transformation

Content intended for adult readers 18+ only


Introduction


You are reading book 16 in my "Hotwife Tales" series of full-length novels and novellas.

Corrections - A Request

I am an independent author and while I have my (hot) wife Rachel to help proof-read my books, I do not have the backing of a huge editorial team, so therefore some mistakes may slip through the editing process.

I am British, and use British English spellings and phrases, so please forgive those if you are American. Arse = Ass and so on.

If you do find mistakes in this text, please do contact me directly so I can correct them. You can email me at contact@authorchrisrider.co.uk or use the form on my website authorchrisrider.co.uk to stay anonymous!

Oh and if you'd like to read my wife's own erotica – you can find her on Amazon too. She'll also appreciate feedback – her email is on our website and in her books!

Thank you, Chris.


one
Fantasies in the Shadows
Not Every Bloke’s Fantasy!


Pam struck a match and lit the tealights lined up on the narrow oak table by the window, cheap little things in cloudy tumblers she had no memory of buying. Still, they did their job, threw a warm glow across the kitchen, softened the battle scars on the laminate counters, made the pile of unopened post in the fruit bowl look almost decorative rather than depressing. She bent to lay the cutlery, tugging her blouse down over her hips, only making the bloody thing worse. Cotton clung to her tits, nipples poking stiff as buttons, pressing against the fabric like they wanted to wave hello to whoever happened to glance. God almighty, sensible “casual supper look,” was it? Who was she kidding? One more breath and the buttons would give way, fire across the kitchen, maybe land in the bloody casserole.

The Northern Line rumbled beneath the terrace floorboards, vibrations rising through her calves. Comforting in a way. Seven years of that soundtrack stitched into her marriage, rattles below while rows crackled overhead, while laughter shot down the staircase, while Doug complained once more about being shafted over the gas bill. Normal. Married life.

Except normal hardly fit lately. Not with Doug whispering his filthy hotwife bollocks every Friday, wine-soaked and wide-eyed. Same clockwork pattern: two glasses of red and he was off, like a dog humping the sofa leg, building fantasies as if she didn’t already know the script.

The garlic hissed in the pan like it had caught the mood. She stirred in anger, wrist tight. Didn’t need Doug here to see him: that giddy face, eyes glinting, grin like a lad hiding mucky magazines. Wouldn’t it be sexy if some bloke bent you over for me, love? Daft words ringing in her head. Didn’t matter if they’d just gutted a takeaway curry till she was stuffed to sick, he’d start painting over her food coma with pictures of her bent double, cunt filled again.

Upstairs, under her knickers, the vibrator sulked in the drawer, smug as anything. Seen too much use lately, that toy. Not exactly voluntary either. Doug’s sex-crank chants burrowed so deep that even when she spat “enough, you daft sod,” she’d find herself clamping thighs round the hum of pink silicone. Rubbing her clit, mind hammering with pictures of men whose faces she wouldn’t name aloud, not even here in the kitchen. She bit back a groan, let it hiss through her teeth instead.

A creak of the frame, and there he was: Doug, dangling a bottle by the neck, daft grin stretching his face too warm for winter. Shirt sleeves untidy, cheeks blotched from the cold night. “Got us that Malbec from the shop at the junction,” he declared, swinging it proudly as though he’d been on safari.

Pam planted a hand on her hip. “About bloody time. Garlic’s nearly torched to dust while you were gallivantin’, you muppet.”

He leaned in, mouth hot against her throat, lips trailing wet kisses that smelled of cold air and corner-shop dust.

She cracked him across the shoulder with the wooden spoon. “Oi! You’re dripping rain on my blouse.”

Doug chuckled, one hand held in mock surrender. “Couldn’t help it. Walked in, clocked you bent over laying forks. Christ, Pam, you look… proper tasty tonight.”

Her eyes rolled skyward, though heat spread across her chest, burning right down her neckline. Of course he’d been staring again. Always caught his eyes flick down; tits, arse, back up like he thought he was sly. Bloody obvious. She clattered plates on the counter too loud, covering the flush.

“How was work?” Keeping it breezy.

“Numbers. Spreadsheets. You know me. Could’ve headbutted the desk. Thank fuck it’s Friday.”

She nodded, sliding chicken onto plates. Either Doug wanted to eat, or he wanted to eye-fuck. He leaned on the frame, gaze right back on her tits pressing at the blouse buttons, not the roast. Subtle he was not.

“Stop burning holes in me, you pervert.” She snatched plates up.

He grinned wolfish. “Not my fault you’ve dressed like every bloke’s wet dream.”

“Fantasy, is it? Apron-wearing housewife?”

“Not just mine.” His voice dipped low. “Bet it’s any bloke who’s had the luck to glimpse you.”

Pam stiffened, plate midway. Christ, here was the slope. She knew the turn before he even opened his gob.

And right on cue: “Remember Sophie’s party last month? Tall one, broad shoulders; he undressed you with his eyes. Could’ve had you on the stairs there and then.”

Candlelight jittered; a train growled beneath the floorboards. She thunked plates on the table. “You’re starting again.”

“I’m just saying… that one had you naked in his head. Don’t tell me you didn’t clock it.”

Pam’s laugh cut quick and sharp. “Oh, piss off. Jealousy would chew you limb from limb. Next morning, you’d be sobbing into your Excel sheets.”

Doug’s pupils flared, pink gone crimson. “No. Loved it. Watching another bloke want you. Christ, gets me half hard thinking about it.”

She planted her fists on hips, blouse pulling over her tits, candle-gilt shadows hugging her curves. “Jesus, Doug. You sound like a bloody sixth-former wanking in the garden shed.”

He rubbed his neck, sheepish grin refusing to let go. “Maybe. Just can’t stop thinking how fit you’d be between somebody else’s hands.”

Pam folded her arms under her chest for cover, feeling the tug of fabric, her nipples stiffening traitors under cotton. His words stuck, burrowed. Couldn’t silence them.

“Pour the wine, Romeo,” she ordered, voice cool as she could manage.

“Yes, boss.” Cork popped, glasses sloshing too full, as always.

She perched at the table, fork stabbing the chicken hard enough to squeal. Across from her, Doug twitched on his chair, thigh bouncing, mind clearly building its internal dirt movies again. Head cocked, eyes softening, trousers tightening underneath, an obvious bloody erection just from talking.

Seven years, this. Domestic noise, clatter of forks, same familiar rhythm. And yet under the table, she’d have bet anything, anything that he was sat there throbbing, imagining her on her knees for some stranger.

Imagination. Always that, wasn’t it? Blokes like Doug excelled at running their mouths dry. Real jealousy? Real bite of bile? He’d crumble faster than his spreadsheets.
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Shepherd’s Pie & Stiff Cocks

Doug settled opposite his wife, steam rising off the shepherd’s pie, candlelight wobbling across her skin. Christ almighty. His wife. Sitting there looking like a pornstar done up for a cheap magazine shoot, only it was bloody Friday tea. Blouse straining across her tits, neckline dipping just enough to tease. How the hell did she do it? Turn shepherd’s pie into foreplay.

He shoved at the mince, didn’t taste a thing. Spuds, peas, gravy - a waste of time when her tits were practically winking at him through candlelight, the fabric clinging and outlining everything. Cock stirred in his jeans, proper twitch of life just from watching her fork another bite into her mouth.

She leaned across for the serving spoon, body shifting, blouse gaping. His eyes went straight down that valley. Jesus. Nipples poking like they were begging, pushing against the thin fabric. For a second, he swore he caught lace, black against pale. Bra? Christ, it looked edible.

“Oi! Eyes up here, Davies.” Pam’s grin was wicked, like she knew. That grin always did him in, stomach flipping, even as shame prickled his neck.

He scratched awkwardly, couldn’t quite drag his gaze away. “Can’t help it, love. You’re sat there looking like…”

“Like what?”

He smirked. “Like trouble.”

And she bloody was. Miracle she’d picked him of all blokes. Pam bloody Davies, tits poured into that blouse like bait for all comers. Lucky sod him, lucky sod. No wonder he fantasised. No wonder he got hard imagining other men clocking her and knowing what he got to take home.

Pam sipped wine, casual as anything. “Sophie’s lad’s buggered off again,” she said. “She reckons she’s done for good this time.”

“Mm, shame for her…” Not listening. Couldn’t look away from Pam’s lips around the glass. Fuck. His cock gave a pulse. Imagine those lips stretched wet round another bloke’s cock, lipstick smudged, wine-stained. Drool at the corners while some lucky bastard shoved down her throat.

He knocked back his own wine to distract himself, burned his throat and coughed.

Pam arched a brow, smirking. “Something stuck, love?”

“Hot gravy went down funny,” he muttered, pretending innocence though his cock was saying otherwise.

He stabbed peas, nerves bubbling, and blurted what he’d been choking back. “You remember that tosser at the party, five years ago? The one eyeing you up all night?”

Fork stalled half-way to her lips. “What you bringin’ him up for again? We’ve done that one to death.”

They hadn’t. Not even close. Still lodged in his skull, that hungry stare. Bloke undressing her with his eyes, tits the main course. Doug’s pulse jumped. “Still sticks with me. He couldn’t keep his eyes off you.”

Jealous? Sod that. Turned him on like mad, seeing her drive a bloke halfway feral just standing there sipping gin. Her in that party dress, tits nearly spilling out, arse round and perfect. Doug had been hard the whole Uber ride home, praying for green lights.

“Daft sod.” Pam’s voice softened, touched with amusement. “Jealousy’d eat you alive, if you let it.” She gave him that affectionate but exasperated glance.

He laughed too loud. “Jealous? C’mon, love.”

Jealous? Maybe a scrap. But ninety-five percent? Rock-hard. Brain lighting up with her tarted up, stringing some poor sod along while Doug sat back drinking it in.

She shoved another forkful into her mouth. Doug locked on: grease glisten, lips parting, tongue sliding. The shine caught the candle. Christ, that mouth. That shiny, wet mouth round a fat cock. Thick shaft pushing her lips wide. He could spunk already just imagining it.

Without thinking he blurted, “Bet he had you bent over in the bogs by half ten—”

“Enough.” Pam’s tone was playful but steel-lined. “Eat your dinner, porn star.”

Doug chuckled, rubbed his temple, and buried the thought. But deep down, he meant every fucking word. Christ, if she only knew. The image of her bent over some pub loo, tits bouncing, her arse taking another man’s cock while Doug had his dick in his hand? Filth that drove him insane.

She switched into work chat - meetings, deadlines, what-have-you. Doug nodded, tossed in the odd sound, had no bloody clue what she was saying. All he could track was her tits rising and falling as she spoke, blouse tugging with every breath.

“You’re not even listening, are you?” she accused.

Doug grinned. “Distracted. Your fault, sat there looking all sexy.”

“Proper child, you are.” Her laugh shook her tits, making it worse.

Child? Nah. Randy sod more like. Cock throbbing under the table, watching his own wife chew. Lucky or pathetic - probably both.

Wine warm in his cheeks, he leaned forward. “Truth though,” he tried again, voice lower. “Don’t you get off on it? Bloke’s eyes glued to you, jealous wives glaring while you sit there, all tits and smile.”

If she said yes, he’d probably burst in his jeans.

Pam’s lips curved secretive, that little tease-smile. “If I wanted attention, I’d dress up for strangers. This—” she gestured at the pie, the plates, them - “shepherd’s pie tea. Don’t romanticise it.”

She had no bloody idea. This wasn’t dinner, it was slow porn with cutlery. Every stretch of that blouse made him think about yanking it open, watching another bloke’s hands do it instead.

“Fine, you win.” Doug sulked, stabbing his pie. “Mister Jealous defeated by shepherd’s pie.”

Her laughter came full, warm. Even that was a sex show. Teeth flashing, tits bouncing with it. Misery for horny blokes everywhere.

Silence after, but not comfortable. Plates clinking, wax dribbling, and under it all, the grumble of the Northern Line tunnel beneath them.

Pam rose, scooping plates. “C’mon then, big man. Washing up. You’re useless at sense tonight.”

He followed, half-bent from the stiff bulge in his jeans, tailing her like a lad with a crush. In the kitchen, steam rose off the sink. She ran water, perfume mixing with heat, floral sweetness flooding his nose.

Splash across her blouse as she rinsed. Fabric clinging, patch darkened, wet across her belly. Transparent now. Jesus Christ. It looked like she’d been sprayed down already, a slick mess marking her up as someone’s. His cock strained harder.

He crowded in, brushing her hip. Pam smirked without turning, kept scrubbing; him hard against her arse. She bent further to reach, body arching. Doug’s head burst. Christ.

Her pressed to the counter, arse out, stranger’s hands on her hips, cock driving into her while Doug stood behind, tugging himself raw. Her tits pushed flat to the cold counter, nipples rock-hard jutting through soaked fabric. Porn. Fucking live porn.

“Suppose better men than me’ve dreamt of these tits,” he muttered, voice thick.

Pam glanced back, cheeky grin. “Better men, eh? Keep dreaming, love.”

That stung - better, bigger - but it also fed his filth. Imagination twisting. Bigger cocks, thicker hands holding her open. Fuel. Always fuel.

Domestic noise filled the silence then: dishes, water, trains underground. Both of them standing there knowing there was more in the air than washing-up. Charged. Overloaded.

Jealous? No. Starving. Starving to see her stripped, blouse ripped, tits bouncing for someone else. Starving to reclaim her after, tongue deep to lick her soaked clean.

Pam dried her hands, tossed the towel aside. “Right then. Bed?”

Doug nodded fast, cock throbbing, trailing her upstairs like he’d never grown past fifteen. Seven bloody years married, and his wife could still undo him with shepherd’s pie.
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Half in Her, Half Away

Pam kicked off her heels by the wardrobe, toes curling against the cool floorboards. Bloody relief, that - her arches were screaming after being squeezed into stilettos all day. She rolled her ankles with a groan, catching Doug closing the bedroom door, leaning against it with that look on his face. Half-starved, half-smug, eyes already on her tits like dinner was about to be served.

Here we bloody go.

The room glowed soft amber from the lamps, warm enough to blur the edges of the rumpled duvet. Doug’s shirts were strewn careless over the chair, one sleeve dangling. Blinds tilted half-open, stripes of streetlight cutting the plaster walls like blades. A faint rumble rose deep in the bones of the terrace as another Northern Line train hurtled past.

Pam reached back and tugged at her zip, the skirt shimmying over her hips inch by inch. Doug’s eyes tracked every pull like some starving dog begging scraps. Jesus, seven years of marriage and he still gawped like a teenager seeing tits for the first time.

“You planning to just gawp, or actually earn your keep?” Pam quirked, half-smirk curling her lips.

Doug pushed off the door in three strides, hands on her hips before she could blink, his mouth hot against the side of her neck. “Can’t help it, love. You’re fucking gorgeous.”

Needy Doug mode: activated. Sod it, he was best like this. Eager, clumsy, cock already leading the way. Let him maul.

She turned into the kiss, lips brushing soft before deepening, tongues sliding. His hands fumbled with her blouse buttons, desperate, clumsy fingers catching thread. Typical. She smacked his hand away, undid them herself, slipping the blouse off her shoulders to puddle on the floorboards.

His breath hitched as his eyes dropped. Black lace bra, tits straining, nipples bold against the sheer cups. Always got him, that sight. “Christ, Pam…”

He made her feel… fuck, he made her feel delicious. Wet already, bloody hell. Heat prickled across her chest, right down to her belly, cunt tingling awake.

She unclasped the bra herself, let it drop. Doug’s hands were there instantly, groping heavy, thumbs circling hard over her nipples till she arched against him, breath shuddering out.

“Perfect. Just bloody perfect,” he growled into her cleavage, rough, greedy voice making her ache sharper.

Pam shoved at his chest playfully, watching his glazed face. “Your turn, big man. Strip off before I die of boredom.”

He peeled his shirt off, muscles flexing; not as toned as they used to be, but his cock already showing through his jeans, proud and leaking a round wet spot. Daft sod had been hard since start of dinner.

Jeans gone, boxers yanked down, his cock sprang up, thick, flushed, head gleaming with pre. Familiar cock. Hers. Not massive, not porn-star long, but hefty enough, girth that sat snug inside her cunt every time.

Pam slid onto the bed, propping herself on her elbows, letting him crawl up over her like some eager mutt. His mouth covered hers, hands too busy to pick a spot; side of her ribs, belly, fat handful of arse. She gasped into him, threading fingers through his hair, tugging his head down.

He licked and sucked at her nipples, teasing slow circles with that soft tongue then grazing teeth over stiff tips. Made her arch, thighs pinching together, heat pooling thick between her legs.

Then his voice, lips brushing around her tit: “Imagine some other lad’s hands over these gorgeous tits, Pam. Groaning while he squeezes ’em, makes you gasp…”

Her eyes snapped open, body stiffening. Christ alive, does he ever bloody stop? Just shag me straight for once, Doug!

Pam pressed at his shoulders. “Enough, love. Just us tonight, yeah?”

He looked up, disappointment flickering. Tried to swallow it with a quick nod. “Yeah, sorry. Just us.”

Bollocks. That little flicker in his eyes gave it away. He was already lost; picturing some tattooed bull mauling her tits, watching from the sidelines with his cock in hand.

Irritation burned, but underneath, damn it, the tiniest flicker of heat. Stranger’s calloused fingers harder than Doug’s ever dared, nipples pinched till she whimpered. Fuck’s sake, Pam. Don’t let him crawl into your head like that.

Doug was kissing again, deeper, fingers slipping under the waistband of her knickers. Tugged them down, tossed them somewhere. Pam opened her thighs for him, wet and throbbing and annoyed all at once. His cock nudged her folds, head dragging through slick.

Too bloody wet. She hated how much his fantasy-babble got her slick without permission.

He pushed in slow, groaning, thick cock stretching familiar walls. “Jesus, love. Tight as fuck.”

They rocked into steady rhythm, comfy and known. Pam locked her ankles round his back, lifting hips to meet him. Nice. It was nice, wasn’t it? Normal sex. Could we just have bloody normal—?

Doug’s eyes glazed, unfocused. Breathing ragged, too quick. Off in porn-land again.

There it is. Imagination shagging her harder than he ever did.

Pam squeezed him tight, snapping him back sharp. “Doug. Stay here with me.”

He blinked back, groaned, “I’m here, Pam, fuck, you feel amazing.”

Two strokes later he was gone again, face slack with fantasy, rhythm speeding. Bloody selfish sod. Wanking away in her cunt with borrowed images.

His thrusts went erratic, harder, hips slamming till his cock swelled, hands bruising her hips.

“Fuck… Pam… gonna—”

He erupted with a deep grunt, spilling inside, twitching with every pulse. Hot sticky flood into her cunt. Collapsed against her neck, panting like a man who’d fought a war. “Christ. That was good…”

Good for you maybe, Doug. My pussy’s still throbbing empty. Typical bleeding Friday.

He rolled off, satisfied grin plastered as if he’d conquered Rome. Pam lay staring at shadows cutting across the ceiling. Cars swished past, light ripples on plaster. The faint train rumble vibrated up through the mattress springs.

Doug squeezed her hand. “Love you, Pam.”

She managed it back: “Love you too.” Daft fantasist with cock still wet from inside her and no clue.

Minutes later, his snores rose steady. Knocked out, dreams probably running loops of her bent over the kitchen counter, stranger balls-deep while he sat tugging himself raw.

She turned toward him, studying his slack face. Not a bloody care. Meanwhile, her cunt throbbed, clit aching unsatisfied, slick smearing damp between her thighs.

She pressed legs together, restless. Didn’t help. Made the itch worse, clit pulsing hard. Thirty-five years old, married with mortgage, lying here like some horny sixth-former sneaking a midnight wank.

But the itch wouldn’t let go. His whispers stuck - other men’s hands groping, other cocks driving into her. Stranger’s fat prick stretching her cunt wide.

She waited till his snores deepened. Then hand down belly, under duvet. Warm, wet folds already sopping. Fingers dipping through slick, circling clit slow. Bite the lip, stay quiet. Just rub it out quick, sleep.

Except images crashed in. Stranger’s rough hands squeezing tits, yanking nipples until pain blurred into pleasure. Thicker, longer cock than Doug’s shoving deep, flesh stretching, slick squelching.

No, Pam. Don’t go there. His daft bollocks, not yours.

She chased distraction - Doug’s mouth earlier on her nipples. But even that twisted in her head, melted into fantasy: different man’s tongue, rougher, teeth grazing harder till her back arched.

Her hand sped up, fingers grinding clit harder. Doug snored on, oblivious, while her chest heaved.

“Fuck…” whispered into the crook of her elbow as she bit down hard. Why so hot? Why so bloody hot? Liam from work - his face slammed into her head. Cheeky grin. Tattooed arms. Swaggering about like God’s gift to the bloody office. Arms pinning her wrists above her head while that cock buried thick and hard, stretching her, making her whimper.

Christ, no. Not Liam. Christ, yes. Yes yes yes.

Too close; thighs trembling, slick dripping down to her arsehole. She rubbed fast, desperate, breath ragged, cunt clenching at nothing.

Orgasm ripped sharp, sudden. She arched, knuckle clenched in teeth to smother the cry. Pussy squeezed wet around empty air, clit hammering out hard pulses until she slumped, breath shaking.

She lay still, hand sticky, cunt leaking onto her thighs. Doug’s snores still steady, oblivious.

Jesus. What’s wrong with me?

But defiance sparked hot in the wreck of her chest. Daft bugger thinks he wants me fucked by someone else? He wouldn’t last two bleeding minutes.

She smeared her messy hand on duvet, rolled away, pulse tearing through her veins. Mind racing.

Fine then. Time to test him proper. Let’s see how much he loves his fantasy once he bloody thinks it’s real. He’d crack and beg me to stop, fast enough.

She shut her eyes, pussy still pulsing faintly like it hadn’t had near enough. Hungrier, not sated. Bloody liar of a climax.

Just a test, she told herself. Just… proving my point. Nothing real.


two
Cracks in the Armour
The Vixen's First Brew


The Copper Kettle , tucked down its side street off Kentish Town Road like a secret between the vintage record shop and that laundrette with the faded eighties signage. Pam loved it because you couldn't stumble in by accident. You had to know. And she knew. Hers, this place. Well, hers and the handful of regulars who'd learned not to nick her spot by the window.

The door banged open, bell jangling overhead, and oh yes, warmth slammed into her like a hug she hadn't realised she needed. Baltic outside, proper teeth to the December wind, biting straight through her wool coat and making her nipples stand to attention the whole walk over. Now heat wrapped round her thick as a blanket, condensation already fogging the big front window, turning the street outside into a smeared watercolour of rushing bodies and grey sky.

Espresso machine hissing away, that gorgeous burnt-coffee smell thick enough to taste, layered over toasted banana bread and the yeasty sweetness of warm pastries. Pam's stomach rumbled despite her guts doing bloody somersaults.

"Afternoon, bella." Luca's voice, smooth as butter melting. He leaned against the counter, all dark curls poking out from under his beanie, forearms crossed over his apron in a way that pulled the fabric tight across his chest. Tattoos crept up from his wrists; black-and-grey florals she'd caught herself staring at more than once, wondering where else they went. He grinned, cocky little bastard, eyes dropping straight to her tits before flicking back up like he thought she hadn't noticed. Please. She clocked it every single time, that half-second where his gaze stuck on her buttons straining over her bra. Smooth? Not even close.

"Alright, Luca." Pam stepped up to the counter, unwinding her scarf with fingers gone clumsy-cold. "Americano, please. Large."

"Rough day?" Already reaching for a cup, his movements easy, practised, showing off really.

"Long week." She paused, shifted her bag higher on her shoulder. "Actually, make it two. Waiting for a mate."

"Two Americanos, coming up." His fingers brushed hers taking her card, contact held a second longer than necessary. She felt the heat crawl up her neck and turned away sharp before he could clock the flush spreading.

Christ alive, Pam, get a grip. Man's nearly half your age and you're going red like a bloody schoolgirl.

She claimed her usual spot in the back corner, the alcove with the mismatched armchairs and low table, tucked away from the main drag but close enough to people-watch if she wanted. The leather chair creaked as she sank into it, peeling off her coat and draping it over the arm. Her phone buzzed in her bag, but she ignored it. Doug, probably. Again. More daft messages about his hotwife bollocks, no doubt. Her jaw tightened just thinking about it.

Outside, the street blurred with movement: students hurrying towards the Tube, some mum wrestling a buggy, a bloke in a suit shouting into his mobile like the whole street gave a toss. Inside, warmth, safety, the weight of the week pressing down on her shoulders like a hand she couldn't shake.

Luca appeared with two steaming cups, setting them down with a wink. "Anything else, bella?"

"That's perfect, ta." She wrapped her hands round the cup, letting heat seep into her palms.

He lingered a beat, eyes dancing with mischief, then sauntered back to the counter. Pam watched him go despite herself—arse tight in those black jeans, shoulders rolling under his shirt, tattoos disappearing under his sleeves and leaving her wondering again about the rest. She blinked hard, annoyed at her own brain. Bloody hormones. You're here to talk sense with Sophie, not ogle the help.

Pam lifted her Americano, blowing across the rim. Bitter steam curled up, fogging the edge of her glasses. She huffed, setting them on the table and rubbing the smudge away with her thumb. The alcove sat snug round her: low murmur of students hunched over laptops nearby, clink of spoons against cups, indie guitars thrumming in the background, something moody she half-recognised. Her eyes flicked to the café door just as a familiar choppy platinum bob cleared through the lunchtime crush.

Sophie. Freckled face lit up the moment she clocked her, grin wide, nose ring catching the light. She dodged some lad's dangling rucksack, muttered a quick "sorry, love" in that bouncing Scouse lilt, then zigzagged determinedly towards the back alcove.

Pam stood, already out of her chair, and they wrapped each other in a proper hug. Sophie squeezed tight, her patchouli perfume clinging to her leather jacket, sharp and spicy under the thick roast of coffee. For all her wiry frame, Sophie hugged like she meant it, all bones but strong. Pam pressed her cheek against platinum hair, something loosening in her chest; Christ, how long since she'd properly exhaled?

Sophie dropped into the opposite chair with a theatrical groan, crossing one denim leg over the other. Her graphic tee peeked out under the worn biker jacket, something pink and rude printed across the chest, naturally. "Ey, babe, sorry I'm late. Bloody traffic was a nightmare." She caught her breath, eyes scanning Pam's face. "You alright? You look proper knackered." Hand already finding her coffee.

Pam snorted, tugging her blouse lower over her stomach as if that'd make her feel less on show. Typical that Luca's sharp gaze was on her again, that deliberate flick down at her cleavage. Was there a manual passed around all men with "stare at her tits, she won't notice" printed in bold? Daft sods.

"Yeah, just the usual bollocks at work. Long week of slog; spreadsheets, arse-kissing clients who haven't got a clue." Pam leaned forward, green eyes glittering. "How about you? Heard you're back on the market since that tosser Mark."

Sophie rolled her eyes, shrugging off her jacket. "Oh god, Mark. Absolute wanker. Gone for good this time. Good riddance." She grinned. "Single and ready to mingle now, love. Been on a few dates already, nothing sticking. Still… feels nice getting looked at again, you know what I mean? Fancy me a toyboy next, I reckon. Keep things spicy."

Pam's spoon clattered against porcelain; too hard, hand gone clumsy. Desired. Sophie was chucking it out casual as weather chat, but the word landed in Pam's gut like a stone dropping into water. Ripples spreading where she didn't want them. Doug's voice barged in instant; his bloody obsession with her being wanted by other men. Wanted, object of desire, the whole twisted theme of his fantasies. If only Sophie knew how plague-like that idea was in Pam's marriage right now. Her thighs pressed together under the table, heat blooming traitor-fast.

She forced a laugh. "Toyboy? Christ, Soph, your energy'd eat one alive."

Sophie's smirk sharpened as Luca set down a couple of waters with his usual little wink. She winked back - cheeky cow - then sucked foam off the rim of her coffee in a way that drew the barista's eyes far too obviously. Pam caught herself clocking his forearms stretched over the tray, ink disappearing under his sleeves. Bloody hell, Davies. Focus.

Sophie set her coffee down with a loud clink, eyebrows rising. "Right, that's surface chat done with. Now give. You've got that look on your face, the one where you're dying to vent. What's Doug been up to this time? Don't tell me it's another one of his season ticket stories."

Pam pressed a hand to her coffee cup, warmth spilling into her skin. Should she? Here, in her bolthole, with Luca bobbing about the counter within earshot? She shifted forward, leaning closer across the table, voice dropping tight. "Not footie. Worse. He's obsessed with this… fantasy. Won't shut up about it. Wants me flirting with other blokes, maybe more. Like, properly sharing me out." Her cheeks burned as she spat it into the coffee steam between them.

Sophie's face split into a grin - proper wicked, the kind that meant trouble. She leaned back, arms crossing under her tits like she'd just won a bet Pam didn't know they'd made. "Oh? We're on that turf, are we? The hotwife thing." She said it loud enough that Pam's eyes darted sideways, checking if the students had heard. Soph just laughed. "Ey, babe, that's no scandal these days. Loads of couples dip their toes. Compersion, that's the word; getting off on your partner's good time. Trust, thrill, a bit filthy but sound."

Pam blinked, stunned. Compersion? Sounded like a wellness podcast, not fantasies of her bent over with another man's cock inside her while Doug watched. Trust Sophie to trot it out casual as menu options on Deliveroo.

"Compersion?" She tasted the word carefully, tongue awkward around it. "Sounds like a posh way of saying watch your wife shag someone else. He's been harping on for months, but come on. I reckon if it ever happened, he'd bloody crumble. All talk."

Sophie's laugh cut crisp. "Not necessarily. Depends on how he frames it, doesn't it? Cuckold's much stronger: belittlement, humiliation, all that shite. Stag and vixen's different. That's pride. Bloke gets off seeing his missus fancied rotten, giving her permission to go wild but knowing he's still the base she comes back to." She leaned in, voice dropping conspiratorially. "Witnessing. Enjoying the fact you're too hot to be owned by one cock alone."

Pam shifted in the armchair, pencil skirt riding up her thighs, fabric catching on skin gone sticky-warm. Heat was crawling between her legs. Christ, really? Sat here in her café with Sophie watching, and her cunt was waking up to the bloody conversation? Traitor. Images rose fast; Doug's eyes glinting when he teased her with the fantasies, how his face lit like a bloody lantern when she even pretended to entertain the thought. Want was contagious, wasn't it? Christ alive, being wanted like that made the corners of her knickers damp just humming at the idea. She swallowed hard, put bite in her voice.

"Nah. Not us. Cuckold's twisted. My marriage isn't raw meat for random wolves."

"He didn't say cuckold though, babe." Sophie's tone softened, friendly but firm. "Doug's probably dreaming himself the stag. He wants to watch because he loves seeing you lit up. His fantasies are about sharing joy, not losing you. What's wrong with that?"

Pam crossed her legs in stubborn punctuation, hem sliding higher over her thighs. Her own voice snagged on words. "Because it's dangerous, maybe? It would ruin him with jealousy, I know it. He'd look broken."

Sophie tilted her head, nose ring glinting. "Or he'd look proud. Some blokes thrive on it, love. You, being wanted, that's his prize. His kink isn't that you leave him bawling, it's that you come back dripping, glowing, alive. And that makes him harder than anything else possibly could."

Pam sipped her coffee, burnt bitterness hitting her tongue, cutting the silence. Inside, though, something squirmed fiercely. Because under all the teasing, the humiliation she always layered on when Doug went on about it, there had been those moments. Her clit pulsing in the heat of his hungry words, thighs clenching, knickers soaked. Now Sophie sat here saying it was normal, healthy even. Sod it.

She broke first, low: "Still. Not our script. I'm no tart rolling into bed with strangers. Doug thinks he wants it, but actual reality would kill him stone-dead."

"Slut-shaming yourself, babe?" Sophie raised her brows, unimpressed. "Come off it. Being desired doesn't make you a slag. You know me; I've opened up relationships before. It's about owning your sexual hunger, not hiding it. Sharing doesn't have to be damaging; it can glorify."

Pam smoothed her skirt down over her thigh, the movement drawing her eyes to her own hips, how the fabric clung. In her mind, she saw herself from across the café, some man's eye catching the curve, lingering, wanting. Bloody male gaze got inside your skull whether you wanted it or not. "Owning desire" sounded dangerously like Sophie was egging the idea on, pushing her towards the edge.

Pam's jaw set, chin lifting the way it always did when she'd made her mind up about something daft. "I'm telling you he'd choke if I tested it. Proper combust with jealousy. I only want to clip his wings, yeah? Knock the fantasy out of him before he nags himself dry."

Sophie leaned forward, elbows on the table, grin going predatory. "Test him?" Her voice dropped, eager. "Now we're talking. How?"

Pam's stomach flipped - half thrill, half oh-Christ-what-am-I-saying. She glanced sideways. Luca foaming milk, arm flexing, tattoos popping from skin like an advert for trouble. Her eyes snapped back quick. Sod it, imagine using someone like him. Doug would unravel on sight. She shivered, throat dry, and pressed her lips tight. "I’ll just need your moral support Soph. Promise me silence. I'll handle the rest."

Sophie narrowed her eyes playfully, leaning back. "Fine. Had me hoping for juicy receipts, but if you need me as your backup, I'm game." She paused, grin sharpening. "This path, though, you sure? Tests have a habit of… backfiring deliciously."

Pam laughed, waving it away like the phrase didn't make her cunt twitch in answer. The thought of backfire felt less like a warning, more like flirtation. Fuck. She forced herself steady, grabbed her cup, and drained the dregs.

The conversation drifted after that, Sophie filling the air with stories of dating apps gone wrong: some lad who thought pizza was a first-date sexual innuendo, another who'd worn an actual cape to meet at the pub. Pam smiled with her eyes, but inside her brain buzzed. Compersion spooled through her skull like flashing neon: stag, vixen, empowered. Something Doug's daft bollocks had seeded, and Sophie had just fertilised.

The Copper Kettle's hum softened as the lunch rush cleared, clatter dropping to background noise. Pam traced a finger around her empty cup, heart still tight, not with the confession she'd spilt, but with what it'd opened. "Thanks, Soph. Seriously. Feels daft talking it aloud, but I don't feel quite such a weirdo now."

Sophie smirked, tapping her nose. "We're all filthy weirdos deep down, babe. Just remember: your call, your body. Not his fetish - yours too if you lean into it. But if you run a test on him?" Her grin widened. "For the love of god, tell me the juicy bits. Purely research, obviously."

Pam rolled her eyes, tried to brush the heat off her cheeks. Still, when Sophie smirked like that, Pam pictured it; glinting texts, photos, something sharp and undeniable sent across the ether to make Doug's cock throb. The image flushed her whole torso alive, nipples tightening under her bra.

They paid Luca, who let his eyes wander boldly as Pam turned. The weight of his gaze on her arse was practically physical, like fingers tracing the curve. Pam clutched her bag strap, pulse racing, knickers sticking to her.

Cold December air hit like a slap as they stepped outside. Sophie kissed her cheek, breath warm against her skin, then strutted off down Kentish Town Road, boots clipping fast on pavement. "Call me if your plan starts to heat up or go wrong!" she shouted back, grin wide and wicked.

Pam stood there a moment, watching her go, street noise rushing back in: cars, voices, the rattle of the Tube below. Inside her chest, something hummed. Not quite fear. Not quite a thrill. Something dangerous in between.

Christ, what've I just started?

[image: ]

One Plan, One Wank

The brass knocker clattered off the wood, navy door catching shut with a click that rang down her tired spine. Key out the latch, dump in the bowl, done. She blew a sigh all the way down to her bones. Christ alive, that cold gnawed right through her wool coat, like Manchester bloody winters in disguise. Even in the snug little terrace, chill clung to her shoulders.

Shoes first thing. Her toes screamed mutiny. She flicked the black heels off, leaving them sprawled clumsy by the umbrella stand like drunkards. Ahh fuck, bliss. Arches pulsing from a whole day strutting round the office, and then that long bloody trudge from The Copper Kettle.

The house breathed its silence back at her. Evening gloom had swallowed the hall; curtains already drawn, lamps still dead. Doug would still be chained to Holborn, tapping misery into his calculator over some poor sod’s tax. Good. Privacy. Finally.

Hand catching slick on the oak bannister, she pushed upstairs, pencil skirt strangling every step round her hips and thighs. Bloody thing clung mercilessly and didn’t it just advertise every bounce of her arse. A right trap-of-a-skirt. All the way home Sophie’s grin and her bloody words had clung tighter: vixen, stag, compersion. Dangerous little hooks. Her cunt had given a twitch each time the words swung back. Ridiculous. It’s all pretend, love. All fake. Just the bloody plan.

Bathroom. Tap jammed full, pipes coughing then roaring until water gushed hot and shrieking into the bath. Teal tiles clouded with fog. She yanked the green oil bottle open; eucalyptus tang slicing through the city muck. Her skin already prickled with gooseflesh, little knots of anticipation unfurling.

Blouse next. Buttons undone with slow treachery, ticking down her chest until satin cups bulged free; black mesh straining over ripe tits, fat and proud, nipples rude and stiffening against lace. Steam kissed them tighter still. “Look at the bloody state,” she muttered at her reflection swimming in fogged glass. Those tits, always stealing the show like loud guests at a party. Doug practically bloody prayed to them each night. And had Sophie noticed earlier? Soph’s eyes? Ever so keen. And Luca, that daft barista, frother stuttering while his gaze parked bold as brass on her tits. Cheeky bugger.

Blouse puddled down tiles. Bra hook flicked loose. Straps slid, and her tits tumbled free, bouncing—a rush of release. Heavy weight alive in her palms as she cupped them, thumbs circling impatient nipples until heat ran south. No. None of that. But her cunt clenched tight anyway under damp knickers, lips crushed snug. Shite.

She dragged the skirt down, fabric sluicing off thighs to free their thick swell. Knickers wedged high, gusset already sodden, flossed into her landing strip. Jesus Christ. Wet from a café chat? Pathetic cow. She peeled them away, sticky gusset stringing, tossed to the tile heap.

Steam clung to auburn strands as she stepped in, water lapping her calves, creeping surging thighs, belly. Hot hands dragging her down inch by inch till the tub hugged her whole, her wide hips jammed between porcelain sides, nipples bobbing stubbornly above froth. She moaned out, sinking back against the little pillow, steam enfolding her. Finally release.

Except her thoughts wouldn’t bloody behave. Time to pick someone to help with her plan.

Male faces crowding in. Tim? No, piss off. Doug would howl laughing if she dangled Tim. Another pub mate? Dumb idea, he’d question every detail. Needed a careful balance. Fit enough to threaten, close enough for suspicion to simmer. Her lungs stalled; a name blinked up. Liam.

Eyes startled open. Suds shivered around her ribs.

Christ, of course. Terrible - perfect.

That grin, tattoo sleeve, eyes winking across office desks. Doug had met him, hadn’t he? Safe on nod-only terms. Pretty category. Too bloody pretty. Doug had clocked his broad chest and muscular physique against his own accountant pudge, don’t pretend he hadn’t. Liam was the bogeyman, exactly the one Doug pictured when he whispered, “Imagine your mate at work bending you…”

Pam’s thighs shifted, parting, water sluicing against spread lips, foam collapsing into the pink fold. Fingers idled under - they “idled” right - tracing slack circles over clit. Pretending. Just fake. Just texting, harmless as Easter eggs. Maybe Liam’d even laugh. Platonic bloody roleplay. Marriage-saving project.

Her middle finger schooled her cunt different. Little graze across clit, and her stomach leapt like a schoolgirl’s. Liam’s shoulders swung into her head like a goddamn film reel. Those big hands, holding her tits, oh Jesus, squeezing like Doug never could.

“No. Stop it. Not real. Fake,” she muttered through a bitten lip. Bubbles popped sharply at her lips like mocking punctuation. Hips twitched just the same, traitor body, sending little ripples.

“Focus, Pam.” Sharp hiss at herself.

Focus on the plan. Yes. Step one: rope Liam in. Keep it light. Light flirt by Monday. Leave the bloody phone lying open when Doug came home, WhatsApp log shining. Any husband worth snooping would have a gander - Doug already had the habit she knew. All she’d need was a quick loo break or a trip to the shops. Easy.

Step two: escalation. Harmless quips first, cheeky one-liners. Then dirtier, dripping innuendo – and God, by Wednesday she’d have him chewing his hands. Picture here, a word there. Watch Doug combust just from emojis. She’d monitor that he was reading too: the Ring camera’s Doug was so keen on would betray every glance at her phone. The fool would dob himself in without her lifting a bloody finger.

Pressure pulsed stronger down her knickers-less middle now, her fingers drifting in wicked circles. This wasn’t wanking, Christ, don’t call it that. It was strategy. Strategy executed with wet soaking slipperier every second. Nipples too, peaked ice-tight, begging to be pinched. She gasped on it. Logic through filth.

Step three: stage it. “Night out with Liam.” Except really, her feet would be parked up at Sophie’s, maybe trip down to The Pineapple. Leaving Doug pacing at home, thinking the worst, his heart rattling, cock jerking in shadows. She’d bait him with texts: “Just grabbing another drink 😉”. His own dick leaking while he cracked apart with jealousy. Pam’s hand pressed harder on clit, the other paw hauling a nipple taut. Steam heavy, mind lightning.

Step four: Late Friday, Doug near broken to pieces with his fantasy, Sophie’s voice planted through the speaker to confirm. Alibi. Concrete. Doug’s fiction toppled. Pam telling him straight: See, love? You can’t hack the reality. Too much jealousy. End of the stupid fantasy.

Except her cunt roared hard at that thought, bucking clean off porcelain sides. Hot water slapped the tiles, eucalyptus slicing sharp with muskier stink lifting from the tub - her slick heavy and ripe even through suds. Her groan snapped raw from her throat. Fingers curled, clawed. Hips buckled and her orgasm detonated through her belly and thighs, fire sparking all nerves like she’d been bitch-fucked silly. Suds cascaded off tits as she came, gasping, shaking, steam blanking her vision white-blur.

She slumped hard after, breath staggering. Spent hand dripping against her quivering thigh. Nipples still stiff as if angry, cunt clotted thick in a post-orgasm tingle.

“Bloody hell…” It was barely a whisper. All that just for a plan? A fucking tease scheme?

The water cooled quickly, so she yanked the plug, drain gurgling as she stepped up and out. Foam peeled slowly down her skin: tits round and bouncing soft, thighs streaked with glossy wet. The thick towel in her hands, she rubbed down briskly, then swiped her fogged reflection clear in the mirror. Panting woman scowled back at her; all flushed cheeks, damp auburn mess glittering, tits swollen, lips kiss-thick though no one had touched them. She huffed a laugh. Fuck, she looked like she’d been fucked raw by two blokes at once.

Snorting, she bundled herself tight into a cotton robe, sash snug against her belly. Fabric rasped across oversensitive tits, nerves hissing alive. Whole bloody terrace throbbed with her cunning now. One week. One neat little con on Doug. Too clever by half. Absolutely bombproof – he’d thank her in the end when he realised he’d been playing with a fire he couldn’t handle.

She padded landingwards, hair dripping like ropes, wordplay already forming. First text to Liam: not filth, not yet; tee it up, cheeky little emoji, maybe a jibe from work. Doug’s doom stamped.

She barked a laugh, throat low with smug filth. “Perfect,” she told the hall, lips grinning, daring curves. “Fucking perfect.”


three
The Plan Takes Shape
The Kentish Town Conspiracy


Fucking freezing tonight. Pam shoved through the heavy door of The Southampton Arms and Christ, the blast of warmth nearly knocked her sideways; bodies packed tight around the pub, lamps glowing gold off battered wood, that yeasty stink of beer and damp wool. Her nipples tightened under her blouse, cold then hot, and she tugged her coat tighter before anyone clocked it.

There. Corner table, old oak bench.

Christ, Liam looked good. Broad shoulders under that henley, blond hair a proper mess, grin already cocked like he knew a secret. Two pints were sweating on the table between them. Stop it, Pam. It’s all business. Doug's daft bloody business; not ogling-your-fit-workmate's-forearms business. Except she was. Already.

Liam caught her eye immediately, raised his glass in a lazy salute.

"Thought you'd bottled it."

"Me? Never." She yanked off her coat, damp hem slapping her legs, and slid onto the bench opposite. Her hands went straight to her pint, fingers skating through condensation. Slipping, circling. Nervous, bloody kid again.

Right. Get on with it. Just ask. Except how in God's name do you tell your workmate you need him to fake-seduce you, so your husband learns a lesson?

They filled space first – usual work bollocks, Christmas party dread, the usual. "Bet Dave from accounts is shagging the new temp." She half-heard herself, words spilling while she waited for an opening, watching Liam's mouth curl at the gossip. A nice mouth. Shut up, Pam!

He leaned back eventually, studying her. "Right. Why did you invite me here, really? You've got that look."

"What look?"

"The 'I've got something mental to ask you' look." His grin softened, just a touch. "Not redundancies, is it? Please tell me we're not about to get the chop."

She shook her head quickly. "No. Not that. It's... personal."

Personal. Bleeding understatement of the year. Personal as in: 'my husband wants to see me fucked by other blokes and I think he's talking out of his arse.'

Liam tilted forward, elbows on the sticky table. "You alright? If you need to talk, I'm here."

Liquid courage. She tipped her pint back, let the dark malty thickness coat her tongue, and swallowed hard.

"It's about Doug. My marriage."

That straightened him; no, bollocks, he went still. Watchful. "Oh. Right. Heavy then."

Could back out. Laugh it off. Except Sophie knew about this, and no chickening out now. Come on, love.

"I love him," she started, slowly. Fingers tracing the damp rim of her glass. "Mad about him. But he's... wound himself up with this idea. Won't drop it. Keeps bloody on. It’s starting to ruin things."

"Go on."

Right. Here goes.

"It's this... fantasy. Hotwife. You know what—" She stopped, swallowed. "Wife with other blokes. Husband knows. Maybe even... watches."

Liam's brows shot up. Didn't speak. Waited.

Bugger. Say it then. "That's what Doug wants. He reckons he'd love it, me with… someone else. Sexy, apparently. Goes on and bloody on."

Her face burned. Not just cheeks, her whole skull cooking. The word someone hung between them, and she couldn't look at him, couldn't see if he was disgusted or curious or already imagining it. That last bit made her thighs press together under the table. Stupid, stupid.

Liam drank deep, buying seconds. When he spoke, his voice was careful. "And you're not into it?"

A laugh huffed out of her chest, sharp and bitter. "I think it's nonsense. Internet-porn nonsense. He's convinced he'd handle it fine. But I know Doug. He'd go spare with jealousy."

"So you want me to... talk him out of it?"

"More than that." She leaned in, voice dropping. "I want to show him. Prove the jealousy would eat him alive."

“So? What am I here for?”

Here it comes, the bonkers bit.

"That's where I need your help."

Liam blinked. Didn't pull back. Just… blinked. "My help? How exactly?"

"I want Doug to think we’re a thing, go on a date. Not real, God no." The words rushed out before he could bolt. "Pretend. Just fake texts between us. Start normal, then turn flirty. Let him find them. Build it up."

She forced the next bit out before cowardice strangled her. "Fake Sexting. Make him think something might happen next Friday."

Liam rocked back, a slow whistle leaving his lips. "Christ, Pam."

But his mouth curled, amusement, not horror. Intrigue lighting his eyes, and her stomach did a stupid little flip.

"It's only pretend," she said quickly. Too quickly. "You don't have to do anything, just follow my lead and text back. I’ll make sure he reads em. Doug'll see enough, it'll click. He'll realise he can't deal, and he'll shut up going on about it. That's all I want. Back to normal."

Please don't think I'm raving mad. Please say yes. Please.

He raked a hand through that blond mess, thinking it through. Silence stretched. A door opened somewhere behind her, cold draft biting her ankles, and she shivered.

"And Doug has no clue?" he asked finally.

"Course not. Spoil the point, wouldn't it? He has to think it's all real to know how he'd actually react."

More silence. Then that grin spread wide, wicked and slow. "You're devious, you know that?"

Relief crashed through her chest, hot and sudden. Breath she didn't know she'd been holding whooshed out. "So you'll help?"

"Yeah, alright. Could be a laugh." He shrugged those broad shoulders, easy as anything. "Long as you're absolutely sure."

Relief. Sweet bloody relief. And a flutter low in her belly that had no business being there. None.

"Sure. Thank you, Liam. I know it's weird."

"Beats another dull week at the office." He grinned wider. "So what… you'll tell me exactly what to send?"

"So we build it. Gradual, like. Start Monday, just... normal work chat, nothing mad. Slip in about going out Friday, something for work. Then Tuesday, maybe flirt a bit? Wednesday - I dunno, push it further, depending. He'll find my phone. Probably stop it there, right? Before it goes too—"

She trailed off. Too far. What the fuck was too far? She'd already asked Liam to sext her. Mental.

"Believable," Liam said, nodding. "Slow burn."

"Exactly."

Already crafting texts in her skull. Already picturing Doug hunched on the sofa, scrolling - fuming, or wanking, or both. Her stomach twisted, guilt tangling with something hotter, slicker. Don't name it. Don't.

"Tell you what'll help." Liam dropped his voice, leaned in. Close enough, she caught aftershave, something woody and too bloody appealing.

"What's that?"

"Treat yourself this weekend. Buy some sexy new underwear." His eyes flicked down - just a second - then back up, grin turning wicked. "Let Doug see it. But don't wear it for him. Make him wonder. Drives men spare, that. Texts'll feel realer too."

Her cunt clenched. Ridiculous. He'd said underwear, and her body went liquid. Pictured herself in something daringly lacy, black, tits pushed high, arse barely covered - Doug finding it, Liam imagining it.

Bloody hell. Devious bastard. Almost like he'd thought about women in knickers before. Shocking.

"That's—" She had to clear her throat. "Very good. Clever."

He looked pleased as punch. Smug sod. And her nipples were hard again, pressing visibly through her bra, her blouse. Could he see? Christ, don't look down, Pam. Don't give it away.

"So tomorrow morning I'll go shopping," she said, voice scratchier than intended. "Send the first text, something casual while I'm out. By Wednesday... filth, if needs be."

"If it feels alright," he said carefully.

If too much. As if she had a clue what too much even looked like anymore.

"And Friday?"

"I'll be with Sophie. All dolled up in the new gear, so Doug thinks I'm really 'out.'" She waved a hand. "You don't need to do anything."

Something flickered across his face - there then gone. Disappointment? No. Pub light is playing tricks.

He recovered, nodded. "Fair. Though another pint night never hurts if you want backup."

"Sophie's already gearing up as cover. She thinks it's hilarious."

Liam chuckled, low and warm. "Bet she does. She looks the sort who'd stir shit for a laugh."

Stir shit, aye. Sophie had warned her hot with giggles: Don't actually shag him, Pam. And Pam had snorted - as if.

"You sure you're comfy with this?" she asked. Had to check. "It's odd, being workmates and all. Texts might have to get a bit filthy by the end."

"It's just messages." Easy, breezy shrug. "Bit of a laugh. Nothing meant by it. A performance."

Just texts. Just a laugh. Except her pulse ran louder at the thought of typing filth, sending it straight to those blue eyes. Except her knickers were already damp, and they hadn't even started yet.

"Right." Her voice came out rough. "All kicks off tomorrow, then."

He raised his pint, eyes locked on hers. "To Operation Wind Up Doug."

Her glass clinked sharply against his, the sound loud even through the pub din. "To Operation Prove He Can't Hack It."

Completely mental. And yet her stomach flipped, low and hot. The secret sat between them on the sticky table, buzzing, alive. His grin widened, and hers matched it, and for a second she wondered if he was thinking what she was thinking: that this fake thing might not stay fake. That pretending to want him might be the easiest lie she'd ever told.

She drank fast to drown the thought.

They drained their pints, drifted through lighter chatter after; Christmas presents to buy, the rain, that bloody cursed new coffee machine at the office. But the secret pulsed under every word now. She kept catching herself staring at his hands, his mouth, imagining - stop it, Pam!

When they left, he walked her to the Tube, hands buried deep in pockets against the biting air.

"Cheers again, Liam. I owe you."

"Just don't make me sound like a prick in the texts." That grin again. "My rep's fragile as it is."

She laughed, a proper laugh that fogged the air between them. "Don't worry. I'll write you irresistible."

Irresistible. Why did her voice come out all breathy on that word?

His grin widened. "Perfect. See you back at work Monday."

"See you Monday."

She descended into the Underground, damp air clogging her lungs, the rush of warm tunnel wind lifting her skirt briefly before she clamped it down. Too late; flash of thigh, cold air on her knickers, slick and tacky damp already. Brilliant.

On the train, she stared at her phone, thumb hovering. Drafted: Can't wait for next Friday 😏

Deleted it. Immediately. Finger shaking.

Not yet. Don't jump the bloody gun. Don't think about Liam's tattoo sleeve, the way his forearms flexed when he lifted his pint. His body under that shirt - she'd thought about it. Of course she had. And his grin, that wicked cocky grin when he'd said new underwear.

Fuck. Stop.

She shoved the phone deep in her bag and pressed back against the grubby seat. Advert across from her: some half-naked model in lingerie, tits spilling, and she looked away quick, but too late. Pictured herself in it. Liam's eyes dragging down her body. Doug's hands on her hips, pushing her toward—

No.

This was about Doug. Saving their sex life. Proving a point. Full stop.

Home. Get home. Get upstairs, get the vibrator, get this madness out of her system before Doug saw her like this - already gone, already halfway to wherever this bonkers plan was dragging her.
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The Door Cracks Open

Pam’s bags announced her back from her shopping trip as they dropped to the floorboards in the hall.

“Alright, love?” Doug shouted, voice carrying from the kitchen, bouncing back off glazed tiles.

“Yeah, just dumping my stuff,” her voice drifted down through the ceiling, muffled, casual. “Going for a long bath!”

Her usual Saturday ritual. Oils, bubbles, steam. Whole hour gone. Untouchable.

Doug shoved the last plate into the dishwasher, snapped the tablet in, and slammed it shut. Low rumble starting. Christ, domestic sainthood achieved. Bins out, shirts folded, floors hoovered. Proper little husband tidy‑up pat on the back. Job done. Maybe football game on TV before tea, feet up.

He jogged upstairs for his phone lead. Habit more than anything. Hand on the bedroom door, pushed it open—

Stopped.

A glossy white bag sat on Pam’s chest of drawers. Smart black handles. Some poncy West End boutique he couldn’t even name.

What’s that then? Something for her mum? Christmas? Or was it him being a nosy bastard? Ignore it. Leave it.

Except his feet said otherwise. Carried him over like a magnet. One peek. Just a look, nothing more—

He glanced in.

Black lace. Red satin. Thin, wicked little flashes of fabric. His lungs stalled.

Bloody hell. Not pyjamas. Not Primark multipacks. Proper sexy underwear. Porn star stuff.

His hand shook as he reached inside. Out came a bra - lace, delicate, thin straps, cups stiffened and ready to hoist tits sky‑high. He saw it without even trying: Pam’s tits jammed into it, flesh spilling out like cream over the top.

Knickers with it too - no, not knickers. Not really. A flimsy triangle of lace and string that’d vanish between her cheeks in a heartbeat. Nothing left to the imagination. Honestly, might as well label it access pass.

Another set underneath. Satin red, sinful as lipstick. Panelled, glossy, with near-invisible mesh. The thong? Barely more than a thread. That was it: triangle of silk, elastic sides. His cock twitched savagely, thickening in his jeans at the sight.

Pam wearing this. Imagine her arse cheeks - plump, pale, soft - spilling around that tiny red string. Tits squeezed bloody obscene, nipples punching against lace. Jesus. His fingers fumbled clumsily as hell, trying to pack it back down in the tissue paper, arrange it like he hadn’t touched a thing.

And then - wait. Next to the bag. Something else. A skirt.

Doug held it up. The fabric was heavy, good stuff, quality cut. Short. Fuck, short. Not her normal safe‑for‑work knee‑length. Dark grey pencil line, hugging fit, tight enough he pictured her arse wobbling in it already. It wasn’t forgiving. His cock hardened further at the thought of it clinging to her curve, riding up when she bent—Christ almighty.

Work clothes? Nah. This was sex clothes pretending to be work clothes.

He racked his brain: anniversaries? No, months away. Birthdays sorted. So what the hell—?

Water running, loud from the ensuite. Pam humming, carefree. Oblivious to his pervy nosing.

His eyes slid to her nightstand. The phone. Just sitting there, screen black.

Don’t. Don’t be a prick. That’s private.

Except lingerie. New skirt. Not even mentioned a shopping trip.

His fantasy. That whisper. What if—?

His hand moved before sense caught up. Cold glass. Slid open. Shared passcode. Trusting him. Jesus - his heart hammered guiltily as he tapped straight into WhatsApp.

Just a glance. Just to check. Just to - be honest - get off.

The list loaded and bang, there it was. Liam Hartley. Top of the pile.

His stomach dropped. Not just dread. Heat too. Dread and filth doing a dance together. Liam. Her workmate. That big grinning fucker. Arms covered in tattoos, chest gym‑built, probably had a cock to match the shoulders. Doug had met him once, office do, shook the bastard’s hand. Hated him already then - too confident, easy smile, one of those blokes women blushed around without knowing why.

Why the fuck was he top of Pam’s messages?

He opened the chat.

Pam: Thanks again for offering to help me next Friday night. It’s an important work project, and I need someone else's view on it. Really appreciate you helping out with this. You’re a lifesaver xx




Liam: No worries babe, happy to help. Should be a laugh 😉




Pam: I owe you big time. Seriously. 




Liam: I’ll hold you to that 😏




Doug’s cock jerked, thick as iron in his jeans. Hold you to that. Hold her how, exactly? Face down over his arm? Cock stuffed in her mouth until she choked? Breath rasped hot in Doug’s throat as the imaginings charged through him before he could stop.

Helping her with what? What fuckery was lined up for next Friday?

He scrolled up. Thumb shaking, screen jumpy as he found earlier texts.

Pam: Fancy a pint after work tonight? Need to ask you something. 




Liam: Sounds mysterious. Southampton Arms at 6? 




Pam: Perfect. See you there x




Jesus Christ. She’d had a pint with him last night. She’d let him think it was with Sophie. Not Liam. Sophie, he could stomach. But Pam in Liam’s company…

Jealousy bit sharply. Proper blade‑twist to the gut. Wife and some tattooed prat behind his back. Talking in bloody winks and smirks. He wanted to smash something, put his fist through the wall. But Christ, underneath even that burn? The arousal. White‑hot, choking. Cock dripping already, wet patch spreading under his jeans.

His head filled with the flash‑porn reel: Southampton Arms, that filthy wooden table sticking to glasses. Pam is leaning forward, blouse undone just that extra button. Liam staring down, hand brushing hers with that grin, casual as fuck but meaning everything.

His breath quickened. His hand cupped down his crotch instinctively, palm wrapping the rigid bulge, cock hard enough it hurt.

This was it. Not bloody fantasy. The actual doorway. His Pam. The same woman he’d married, same woman hoovering on Sundays. Now secret panties and pint dates. Flirting in his inbox.

Doug gripped himself tighter, groaned low in the back of his throat.

Next Friday. A week away. She was planning something with him.

That lingerie wasn’t for Doug’s eyes. That skirt wasn’t going to hug her arse for his benefit.

She was planning to wear it for Liam. Pub date, taxi, his hand up her thigh, thong slipped aside under streetlight, cock out—

Doug’s cock leaked thick precum, boxers sodden at the tip. His chest heaved. He slapped the phone face down before he dropped the fucker.

Water splashing in the ensuite. Pam treating herself to some me time. No clue her husband stood inches from cracking apart with it.

He should storm in. Barge that door, wave her phone, demand why the fuck she’s messaging Liam like that. Confront her. Tell her the thong on the drawers wasn’t fooling him.

But he didn’t. He stayed frozen, cock throbbing, head filled with Liam bending her over a pool table, skirt bunched, tits bursting from lace while she moaned into another man’s neck.

Jesus Christ, he was hard. Harder than he ever remembered.

What kind of husband wanked to his wife’s betrayal? What sorry excuse of a bloke wanted his misses bent over by someone else?

This one. Always had. Whispered it into her ear in bed, time after time, till she’d laugh and roll her eyes. Except now she wasn’t laughing - she was shopping for red satin fuck‑strings. She was actually lining it up.

The jealousy melted down into pure filth, a furnace roaring in his stomach. This wasn’t betrayal. This was… porn come true. The bloody gift‑wrapped fantasy. Her secrecy made it hotter. Realer. Like the door he’d been without for years, finally unlocked and swinging.

He just had to let it. Play it cool. If he burst now, he’d ruin it. No accusations, no panic. Just nod along when she wore that skirt, tell her she looked incredible, get her out the door Friday night.

He shook, precum soaking through denim completely. Adjusted himself to breathe. Nearly blacked out with the spike.

Be normal. Smile. Stag not sulk.

Doug backed out, took himself downstairs, chest pounding, cock unrelenting. He leaned on the counter in the kitchen, stone digging cool against his forearms. Did nothing for his heat. He was blazing.

Lucky bastard. Filthy, blessed bastard. If this were all real, if Pam - his sweet, filthy, beautiful wife - was really about to spread for another man, he’d won the fucking lottery.

Doug groaned, hand hard at his cock through his jeans. He needed to wank. Badly. Get the ache out before she comes downstairs. But Christ, another part of him loved it too much. The ache, the knife‑edge anticipation. To hold it, keep it loaded all week.

Floorboards creaked above. Pam padding across the bedroom, fresh from hot water, towel round her tits.

Don’t say a word. Don’t fuck it. Let it come.

Doug shut his eyes. Hands gripping the counter white‑knuckled. His cock ached, boxers drenched. This was the doorway. He was going to stand back, watch his wife step through, while he wanked like the dirtiest cunt alive.

And Jesus Christ, he had never felt so fucking lucky.
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Takeaway, Alibis, and Lies

The kitchen‑diner stank sweet of cardboard steam and soy; plastic tubs stacked like little greasy altars across the oak table. Sweet and sour leaked thick glaze into its box, sticky and shining. Chow mein looked like it had sweated under its elastic band, puff of hot mist curling up when Pam flipped the lid. Doug cracked his lager. It hissed, escaping foam wetting his thumb. Already warm in his hand.

Pam poured wine like it was a ritual, wrist bent all easy, glass ballooning frosty with sauvignon. She licked the rim after, the tip of her tongue just checking it.

Christ. That tongue. Chopsticks already dirty in her hand, pinching noodles, feeding those lips. Watching her tease a pink mouthful like that – long noodles slurped down, gloss on her lower lip, teeth flashing. Imagine those same fingers curling round a cock, lacquered nails scraping a veined shaft, spit glistening while she pumped. Fucking hell. His jaw tightened as he dragged noodles into his own gob, barely chewing.

She leaned forward for spring rolls, her top rising up an inch to show pale ribs, blouse still carrying a faint damp patch from the sink. That belly flashed soft and inviting in the low kitchen light – would make an easy grip for Liam’s hands, pulling her in tight against some counter, cock nudging her arse till she moaned. Doug drowned a gulp of beer, throat working like he’d swallowed hot oil.

Pam chuckled, pink from wine heat, voice light. “Work was a madhouse this week. Board went on and on, like they’ve nothing better.”

Doug nodded too quickly, chopsticks hovering over pale rice. Don’t look starving. Stay here, stay normal kitchen. Not head running away to Liam unbuttoning her pencil skirt, lace thong folded neat upstairs, calling his name. He crunched a spring roll harsh, oil slicking his lips.

Pam scooped fried rice careless into a carton bowl. “Sophie’s having a right rough time, bless her. Break‑up with that tosser again.”

“Oh not again?” Doug tried for mild. Chewed crispy beef rubber.

“Yeah. He turned up half‑cut at her door on Wednesday, shouting he ‘loved her really’. Pathetic.” Pam tipped her glass, lipstick mark catching on the curve as she swallowed.

Pathetic, sure. Not half as pathetic as him, sat stiff under the table with a hard-on just listening to her gossip. Shifting the chair, shifting his cock, out of her sight.

“She spent Thursday crying on the phone. Nearly didn’t make work. I said I’d go with her on Friday. Cheer her up. If you don’t mind.”

His chopsticks stopped mid‑air. Sauce dripped back long and slow.

There. Friday. The bloody lie. The alibi. He made his hand steady, dropped the sticks on the plate like casual. His heart kicked loud as if they’d just called his name best man at a stranger’s wedding.

“This Friday, yeah?" He swigged his lager loudly, fizz popping. Make it sound cheery. “Sure. Can’t let a mate down.” Keep it smooth. Keep it like a bloke proud his wife’s the caring one. Not the bloke who’s catalogued every text in her phone, word for filthy word.

Pam lifted brows, twirling noodles. “Yeah. She needs a night out, shoulder to cry on, the usual.”

Jesus. Eye to eye, lying straight. Which meant it was on. Which meant she was setting up Liam’s cock with a cover‑story fit for MI‑fucking‑6. He wiped froth from his lip, bit back a grin.

She leaned across for prawn crackers, tits pushing tight against her blouse, grazing the table edge. Christ, those tits. Imagine Liam yanking down the lace bra hidden upstairs, stiff nipples poking through his palms. Imagine them bouncing with every thrust. Doug swallowed hard, pulse a hammer in his neck.

“Sounds fun, love. You two tearing Camden again?” Beef stabbed lazy, pretending to be calm.

Pam smirked, crunching into a cracker, crumbs dotting her cleavage. “Might do. Depends if she holds it together. She’s all over the place.”

Doug nodded, fingers tapping the carton edge. Inside, his skull ran porn reels. Sophie’s crying swapped for Pam crying Liam’s name, legs hooked over his shoulders, cock planted deep.

Pam pointed chopsticks at him, rice clinging cold. “And she rang me during dinner earlier in the week, before you got home, middle of my stir fry. Tears everywhere. Said her ex sent her a dick pic. Like, who does that?!” She broke out laughing.

Her lips peeled, gap tooth showing. Perfect. Fuck, those lips. Not rabbiting about Sophie’s loser but round Liam’s cock, lipstick smudged in hot pink stains, saliva glistening down thick shaft, gagging, eyes streaming. Doug’s cock pulsed in jeans, precum damp and dark against denim.

The takeaway was almost forgotten, taste gone. Pam swirled wine, sighing. “Honestly, Doug. She’s a liability, but she’s my mate.”

He dabbed fingers in a cheap napkin, priest‑calm. “Too right. She’s got you though. She’ll be alright.”

Her smile flicked soft, testing. Watching. Of course she was. Lingerie set ready upstairs, alibi all sewn up. Did she think he’d spoil her plans? Not a bastard chance.

She twirled dumpling skin like nothing. “We’ll do cocktails, maybe a dance. Blow the cobwebs.”

Doug laughed easily, shook his lager tin, raised his brow. “Cocktails cure everything, eh?”

Except the vision rampaging behind his eyes. Pints clinking, cocktails sugared. Liam ramming cock between her lips, cocktail stains glistening at her neck as she gulped him down. Sophie clinging to straws; Pam clinging to a bigger shaft.

Silence stuck. Radiator hissed fitful heat. Doug watched her brush soy from her lip with thumb, pop it between lips to suck clean. Fuck. That thumb - Liam would see it in the pub glow, imagine those nails raked down his back when he made her scream.

“You and Soph… you’ll behave yourselves, yeah?” Doug chuckled lightly, voice lower than he meant.

Pam burst into loud laughter, tossed back. “What do you take us for? Course.”

Behave. What a prat. Like that word held weight next Friday. Behave? She’d be behaving as Liam’s cock‑hungry slut, legs spread wide while he loaded her cunt. Doug wanted it down to bone. Every filthy second.

Pam kept nattering on about Sophie’s latest date, bringing his mum to dinner, then getting booted out of a cab. Doug nodded dumbly, knee hammering the table leg.

But in his head? Overlay. Sophie texting her troubles, and over it, Pam texting filth. He knew the lines. Already had the image: tits half-spilt, snap photo to Liam, reply frantic. Jesus.

Pam topped her glass, lifted it happily. “To girls’ nights that keep us sane.”

Doug tapped the lager back. Kept grin pressed tight. “To that, love.”

To Friday. To a lie too neat. To Pam slipping lace down her thighs while he nodded dumb, dog‑loyal. To her body dripping with another man’s cum, and him kneeling to lap it all. To the filthiest bloody Christmas countdown of his life.

She swirled her glass, laughed more at her stories. He sat back, cock thudding hard, fingers shaky on the cold can. Heart ramming ribs. And not an ounce of him wanted to call it off.

Not stop. Not spoil. Stay dutiful husband nodding while his skull looped porn reel after porn reel.

Doug shoved the chowmein lid closed. Couldn’t taste food anyway. Only the picture show: Liam sliding his thick cock into Pam’s cunt, her cries muffled against his shoulder, his grip on her skirt.


four
Escalating Tease
Edge Work and Wet Fingers


Campaign deck open on her screen; pastel charts, numbers that should've meant something. Pam stared at them till they blurred. Her brain wouldn't settle. Friday's deadline looming, yeah, but that wasn't what had her fidgeting.

It was the weekend just gone. The texts she'd planted for Doug to find. The knickers and bra set she left upstairs. Black lace, red satin. Texts waiting for him to snoop through her phone like she knew he bloody would.

And he had. She could tell from his words and body language at dinner. He'd found the texts. Found the knickers. Hadn't blown up about it - no shouting, no sulking, no accusations. Hadn't even mentioned it!

Passed level one without realising he'd been tested.

Of course, those texts were nothing really. Work chat with a wink emoji. Harmless banter Liam could've sent anyone. Now came the tricky bit; push harder but keep it natural. Build the fantasy gradually like. Make Doug sweat proper before Friday rocked up, and she proved he couldn't hack reality. He'd probably piss himself and put a stop to it once he sees the next wave of texts, and Friday wouldn’t even need to happen, maybe a nice romantic night for them both at some fancy restaurant?

She stood, skirt smoothing over her hips - no, riding up, clinging at the backs of her thighs where it had no business being. Office hummed on around her: keyboards clacking, phones murmuring, espresso machine hissing from the kitchenette.

Half the office probably clocked her arse when she stood. She knew it without looking. That pencil skirt left nothing to the imagination, and blokes had eyes. Always did. Couldn't help themselves.

Down the corridor, heels clicking on laminate. Glass-walled meeting rooms on either side; colleagues hunched over laptops, scribbling on whiteboards. A few heads turned. She ignored them but felt it, that familiar prickle crawling up the back of her neck. Pulse ticking up for no reason she wanted to admit.

Liam's office door sat ajar like always. She clocked him through the glass before she meant to, casually leaned back in his chair, phone pressed to his ear, grinning at something the caller said. Tattoo sleeve peeking out from his rolled shirt sleeve. That bloody grin.

His eyes flicked up mid-laugh. Caught hers through the glass. Raised a hand in a lazy wave, still talking, eyebrow quirking playfully.

Pam waved back, stomach flipping stupid. Christ, he's in on this now. Part of the conspiracy. And he looks far too pleased about it. He better not have told anyone.

She shoved through the door to the women's toilets, hydraulics hissing as it swung shut behind her.

A moment finally alone.

Stood at the mirror, hands braced on the cool sink. Her reflection stared back: flushed cheeks, pupils wide, blouse buttons straining over her tits like always. Nothing new there.

Except the heat crawling up her neck. Pooling low in her belly. Time to take a seat in the cubicle and get to work.

She pulled her phone out. WhatsApp opened before she'd even thought it through properly. Liam's thread sat near the top - his last message from this morning still visible. Something harmless about the budget meeting dragging, laughing emoji tacked on. Safe. Boring. Exactly what a workmate would send.

But now she wanted to nudge it. Push the boundary just enough. Make Doug's cock twitch tonight when he snooped, but not so far that she lost believability.

Come on then, Pam. Write something that'll make his imagination run. Not too much, but just enough.

Started typing before her brain caught up.

PAM: Can't wait for Friday. New skirt, new underwear… might need your opinion on both 😏




Thumb hovered over Send. Stared at the words, pulse hammering in her throat. Too much? Fuck, is that too much this soon? Doug'll think I'm gagging for it.

Which was the point, wasn't it? Doug reading this later, cock in hand, picturing her dolled up for Liam in that lingerie. Black lace barely covering her tits. Red satin riding up her arse.

Her other hand, when had that moved on its own? Slid down to her thigh. Under her skirt hem without thinking. Fingertips brushed her knickers and—

Christ.

Soaked through. Drenched. Gusset clinging wet to her folds, fabric so slick it slid against her cunt when she shifted weight.

A gasp punched out of her, barely swallowed back. She pressed harder, couldn't help it, felt the seam catch her clit through the sodden lace. Throbbing. Swollen.

Jesus Christ, I'm wet. Just from typing that? From imagining Doug reading it? Or imagining Liam reading it?

Leaned back against cold porcelain, phone in one hand, her other hand pressing harder against the slick fabric. Re-read the draft text. Her clit pulsed under her fingertips, swollen and aching. Bit her lip, stifling the whimper building in her chest.

This was insane - sat here in the office toilets, knickers soaked through, fingers working herself through wet material while she drafted sexts to a colleague. While her husband waited at home to snoop on them like porn.

Someone's heels clicked past outside - sharp, quick rhythm fading down the corridor. The espresso machine was still hissing from the kitchenette, muffled voices through the walls. Normal office sounds.

Meanwhile, she was sat here dripping, phone in one hand, other hand halfway to wanking herself off.

RATTLE RATTLE RATTLE.

The toilet door handle jerked; Someone trying to get into her space.

'Occupied?' Woman's voice through the wood, impatient.

Pam's hand flew out of her knickers like she'd been scalded. Heart slamming her ribcage, sweat prickling cold down her spine. Shit. Shit shit shit. Phone - fuck, the message - jabbed at the screen with shaking fingers, deleted the draft, nearly dropped the whole bloody thing into the bog in her panic.

Skirt yanked down, fingers still wet - wiped them on tissue, hands trembling so hard the paper tore. Flushed the empty toilet for cover, sound roaring loudly in her ears.

She couldn't breathe right. Pulse hammering everywhere - throat, wrists, cunt still throbbing like she'd been interrupted mid-orgasm.

Unlocked the stall, face burning. Nearly caught mid-wank. Bloody nearly.

Hurried to the sink. The woman from accounts, couldn't even remember her name, gave her a polite nod and slipped into the stall. Pam washed her hands, fingers shaking, avoiding eye contact in the mirror.

Bloody idiot. Nearly got caught wanking over a text you didn't even send. Christ alive, Pam. Write the filth when you're not dripping down your own thighs.

Dried her hands, composure sliding back into place like a mask pulled tight and walked out. The corridor felt cooler. Sobering.

Legs still unsteady while walking back. Knickers riding up, wet seam catching with every step. Sticky. Obvious. Christ, could anyone tell?

Dropped into her desk chair, thighs clenched tight and stared at her laptop screen like she'd been working this whole time. Glanced around - no one paid attention. Marketing carried on oblivious. Someone laughing at a meme. Another cursing a printer jam.

Laptop open, but her phone sat face-up on the desk, mocking her.

Should I try again? Write something less mental? Or just leave it for today?

Phone buzzed. DM notification from Sophie lit up the screen.

Christ, yes. Sophie. Exactly who she needed.

Swiped it open.

Sophie: Ey babe, how's Operation Wind Up Doug going? You started the texting yet? 😏




Pam typed back fast, thumbs still shaky, and had to delete and retype twice.

Pam: Yeah, but fuck, hard to know what to write. Keep nearly going too far




Pam: Almost sent something properly filthy just now, had to delete it




Pam: Nearly got caught in the bogs with my hand down my knickers over it too 😅




Sent before she could second-guess herself. Sophie's reply came back instantly.

Sophie: HA! Classic. Listen babe, edge him with innuendo, don't blow the load yet. Slow-burn it




Sophie: You want Doug simmering, not boiling over by Tuesday. Save the filth for later in the week 😈




Pam grinned at her screen, tension easing from her shoulders. She's right. Course she is. Build it gradually. Make Doug wait for the really dirty stuff. Let him stew in the tease.

Pam: You're a genius. Slow burn. Got it xx




Sophie sent back a winking emoji and a devil face.

Pam breathed deep. She felt steadier now. She knew what to do.

Opened WhatsApp again, this time with a purpose. No more drafting in toilets with her hand down her knickers.

Deliberate now. Calculated. Curating Doug's porn reel, and she was going to do it right.

Typed to Liam, keeping it light to start.

Pam: You made meetings survivable today. Thought I'd fall asleep in that budget review




Sent. Harmless. Friendly. The kind of thing co-workers said every bloody day.

Liam replied within a minute.

Liam: Ha, you nearly did. Saw you nodding off. Coffee over lunch sorted you though 😉




Smiled despite herself. He was playing along perfectly. Sweet, really. Except that winking emoji made her stomach flip stupid again.

Escalated, just a notch. Typed carefully, editing twice before she got it just right.

Pam: Better than coffee… knowing I've got Friday night to look forward to. Can’t wait to wear that underwear you suggested, by the way. Naughty of you to put ideas in my head 😏




As she sent it her stomach dropped like she'd stepped off a ledge. There. Doug would read that tonight. Picture the black lace and red satin sitting in the drawer upstairs. Imagine her wearing it for Liam. Dolled up, tits pushed high, arse barely covered.

Her clit gave a little pulse just thinking about Doug's reaction. About him stroking his cock to this, groaning her name.

That'll get him going. Underwear equals proof. Proof I'm serious. Or pretending to be serious. Christ, which is it anymore?

Liam's reply took longer this time. When it came, tone shifted, and it made her chest tighten.

Liam: This is still pretend, yeah? Just want to make sure we're on the same page, Pam




Breath caught. He was checking. Boundaries. Sweet, really - responsible even.

Fuck. Can't have Doug reading that.

Long-pressed Liam's message, heart racing. Selected "Delete for Me." Watched it vanish from her screen.

Then her half-typed reassurance back (Course it's pretend, don't worry), deleted that too before it ever got sent.

Curating. Controlling what Doug would see when he snooped tonight. Building the fantasy frame by frame.

Sent a single emoji instead:

PAM: 😏




Teasing. Ambiguous. Plausible deniability for Doug, but also a little thrill for Liam, like she was saying maybe it's not entirely pretend anymore.

Which was bollocks, obviously.

Except her cunt clenched tight at the thought. Knickers still damp and clinging from earlier.

Liam replied with a laughing emoji.

Liam: You're trouble, Davies




Grinned at her screen, pulse racing, thighs pressed together under the desk. Skirt had ridden up slightly. Still wet knickers clinging uncomfortably and delicious, seam catching her clit every time she shifted weight.

Moved deliberately in her chair, just enough pressure to make her bite back a whimper. Ground down subtle against the seat.

Jesus, look at the state of you. Sat here in the office, cunt soaked, texting a bloke you're not supposed to fancy while your husband waits at home to wank over the evidence. What kind of wife does this?

The kind who was losing the fucking plot, that's what kind.

Except… Christ, she wasn't losing anything. She was winning.

Doug had passed level one without even knowing he'd been tested. Now let's see how he handled level two.

Locked her phone, slid it into her bag, forced herself back to the campaign deck. Stared at pastel charts until her eyes watered but couldn't focus worth a damn.

By the time five o'clock rolled around, Pam's nerves were strung tight as piano wire. Packed her bag, said goodnight to the stragglers still at their desks. Avoided Liam's office on her way out - couldn't trust herself to look at him without blushing like a teenager.

On the Tube home, squashed between a bloke reading the Evening Standard and a woman with shopping bags digging into her ribs, she let her mind wander.

Friday was four days away. Four days to build this, text by text. Four days to prove Doug couldn't hack it when fantasy brushed reality.

Except the knot in her belly - tight, hot, pulsing - said she wasn't proving anything. Just winding herself tighter. Winding them both tighter.

And part of her fucking loved it.

The train rattled through the tunnel, lights flickering. Her reflection ghosted in the dark window opposite: flushed face, messy hair, eyes too bright. Knickers still sticky underneath her skirt, a reminder of what she'd nearly done in that toilet stall.

Four days.

Christ.
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Thong, Phone, and Fantasy Fuel

Doug stood in the bedroom doorway, listening.

Nothing. Just the tick of the radiator cooling, the hum of the fridge downstairs. Silence pressed thick against his eardrums, expectant as held breath.

The front door had banged shut ten minutes back - Pam's voice bright from the hallway, sing-song cheerful: "Just nipping to Mum's, love, back in an hour!" He'd called down the stairs, easy as anything: "No worries, babe."

But his heart had already kicked into a gallop, pulse hammering against his ribs like fists on a locked door.

Alone. Whole bloody house to himself.

His feet moved before his brain caught up, crossing the threshold, eyes locking straight onto the nightstand.

There. Her forgotten iPhone. The screen black, white charging cable snaking down to the plug socket like a tail. Just sitting there. Waiting for him.

He picked it up. Thumb slid across the glass as if by its own will.

Christ, what a bastard he was.

But he couldn't help it. Had to know. Had to see if she'd texted Liam again since yesterday. Had to have proof this was going somewhere, that Friday wasn't just drinks and polite small talk.

His thumb tapped WhatsApp. The app bloomed open, conversation threads loading in a neat vertical list.

Liam Hartley.

Second from the top, right below Mum.

Second.

Doug's cock twitched hard in his jeans, a kick of heat flooding his groin.

She'd been messaging him. A lot.

He tapped the thread. Pulse roaring in his ears, blood rushing south. The chat loaded, most recent messages timestamped this afternoon around three.

First one from Pam: "You made meetings survivable today. Thought I'd fall asleep in that budget review."

Innocent. Friendly. Office banter.

Then the next message – shit… She IS wearing it for him on Friday!

Doug's knees buckled.

He sat hard on the edge of the bed, phone gripped tight in both hands. Stared at the words like they might rearrange themselves into something less explosive.

Underwear.

He's seen the bag; she'd not even mentioned it to him. But she'd bought them because Liam suggested it?

My wife's buying fuck-me knickers because another bloke told her to.

His brain reeled, thoughts scattering like dropped coins on pavement.

Christ. She's doing it. She's really bloody doing it.

His cock went from half-mast to rock-hard in the space of a breath, jeans suddenly painfully tight across his lap, seam biting into his shaft. He shifted, palm pressing down over the bulge, groaning low in his throat.

The phone nearly slipped from his other hand.

He scrolled up slightly, thumbing through earlier in the week. Work chat, mostly harmless. Jokes about spreadsheets. Complaints about their boss being a micromanaging tosser. Nothing suspicious.

Doug stood abruptly, phone still clutched in one fist. He crossed to the chest of drawers, yanked open the top one. Socks, tights, everyday bras in beige and black, the boring shit she wore to the office under sensible cardigans.

Second drawer.

There, the white boutique bag, tissue paper crumpled and half-spilling out. He reached in, fingers closing on delicate fabric. Pulled out the black lace bra first, all scalloped edges and sheer panels. Then the matching thong.

Tiny. Delicate. Expensive looking even to his untrained eye.

The price tag dangled from the elastic, swinging gently on a thin plastic thread. He squinted at it in the lamplight.

£39.

Thirty-nine quid for a scrap of lace and string. For something smaller than a bloody handkerchief.

She'd spent that much. For this. For him?

Or for me? So I can picture him peeling it off her, finger by finger, dragging it down those perfect thighs?

Doug brought the thong to his face. Pressed the silk and lace against his nose and mouth, inhaling hard, eyes fluttering shut. Clean. Just a faint trace of her perfume lingering from the drawer - something floral, expensive. Unworn.

But his brain filled in the rest - imagined it soaked through, clinging wet to her cunt, drenched in slick after a night with Liam. The scent of her arousal, sharp and musky. Another man's sweat. Cum leaking into the fabric, sticky and warm.

His cock jerked violently in his jeans, a bead of precum already dampening his boxers, spreading cold against his skin.

He stumbled back to the bed, sitting heavily, springs creaking beneath him. Thong clutched in one fist, phone in the other.

Read the text again.

"Bought that underwear you suggested."

Scrolled down to another text, just an emoji. A winking face. Then from him: "You're trouble, Davies."

No smoking gun. No explicit "Can't wait to fuck you in it." But the implication sat there, thick and filthy, dripping between the lines. No other explanation.

Doug's free hand fumbled with his jeans. Popped the button, dragged the zip down with shaking fingers. His cock sprang free; hard, flushed dark along the shaft, the head slick and glistening, veins standing out in sharp relief.

He wrapped the thong around it.

Silk and lace slid over heated skin, cool and smooth, the texture electric against his sensitive flesh. The price tag tickled his knuckles, dangling absurdly.

Filthy. Fucking perfect.

He stroked slowly, phone propped on his thigh, eyes glued to the screen. Thumb scrolled absently, re-reading, feeding the beast growling in his gut.

His internal voice slipped gear, narration bleeding into present-tense porn fantasy, vivid as a film reel projected against the inside of his skull:

Friday night. Alley behind some Kentish Town boozer. The Southampton Arms, maybe. Cobblestones slick with rain, streetlight casting orange shadows. Pam's in that grey pencil skirt, the one that hugs her arse like a second skin, seam running right between her cheeks. Blouse half-unbuttoned, tits threatening to spill, lace bra peeking through. She's giggling, wine-drunk, cheeks flushed pink, lipstick smudged.

Liam's got her pressed against the brick wall. Tattooed hands sliding under her skirt, rough palms on smooth thighs, fingers hooking into the waistband of this thong—this exact thong—dragging it down slowly, peeling it off like unwrapping a gift.

She's not stopping him.

She's letting him.

Begging him.

"Please, Liam. Touch me."

And he does. Fingers pushing into her cunt, two at once, knuckle-deep, thumb circling her clit in lazy strokes. Her tits spill free as he mauls them, yanking the bra down, mouth latching onto her nipple, sucking hard. She's soaking wet, dripping down his wrist, coating his hand, moaning his name into the night air.

Not mine.

His.

Doug's hand sped up, thong sliding slick with precum now, the fabric darkening, sticking to his shaft. His breath came ragged, hips jerking up into his fist, mattress squeaking beneath him.

The fantasy rolled on, unstoppable, pornographic:

Liam bends her over right there in the alley. Shoves her skirt up around her waist, tears the thong aside, doesn't even bother pulling it off, just yanks it to one side. His cock - Christ, it's got to be bigger than mine - thick and veiny, pushing into her, stretching her wide, filling her completely.

She gasps, back arching, arse jiggling as he starts fucking her hard. Slap of skin on skin, her moaning, begging, voice high and desperate—

"Oh fuck, Liam, yes, harder… don't stop…"

And I'm there. Watching from the mouth of the alley, hidden in shadow. Cock in my hand just like now. Watching another bloke split my wife open, balls slapping against her clit with every thrust. Watching her love every second, head thrown back, mouth open, drool on her chin.

Doug's eyes flicked up from the phone, landing on the Echo Show sitting idle on the nightstand.

The screen was black, but he knew what lived on it. Home controls. Calendar. Ring camera tiles.

Front door. Back door. Rooms inside.

His breath hitched, a quieter realisation threading through the porn haze, pulse spiking.

Could watch on this.

If she ever brought him here. If she ever… if they stumbled through the front door, too drunk and horny to make it upstairs. If they fucked on the sofa, her bent over the armrest, dress hiked up, him pounding into her from behind.

Christ. Could watch live. Her in the lounge, him on top of her, inside her, and me upstairs watching on this little screen, hand wrapped round my cock, listening to her moan through the floorboards.

Fuck.

The thought lodged deep, a seed planted for later, roots digging in. But he didn't linger, couldn't afford to, not with his balls already tightening, orgasm building at the base of his spine like a fist clenching. Back to the wank, back to the fantasy spiralling out of control.

His hips bucked up into his fist, thong wrapped tight, phone screen swimming in his vision. He scrolled the text thread again with his thumb, re-reading, feeding the fire roaring through his veins.

The size comparison dropped in, raw and explicit, cruel in its honesty.

His cock's got to be bigger. Got to be. Maybe eight inches. Thick as a beer can, heavy and veined, the kind that makes a woman's eyes go wide when she first sees it. Makes mine look like a joke; five and a half, decent girth, but nothing like his.

Pam'll feel the difference. She'll feel him deeper, stretching her wider than I ever could, reaching spots I can't touch. And she'll fucking love it.

Moan about it. Scream about it.

Tell me after, voice all breathy and wrecked, lipstick smeared, cum leaking out of her: "He filled me up, Doug. You've no idea. I felt him in my stomach."

And I'll be so hard hearing it I'll probably cum just from her saying the words, just from the image of her cunt stretched wide around his thick shaft, lips swollen and red, clit throbbing.

Doug was close now, thighs tensing, balls pulling tight against his body, cock throbbing in his grip. He dropped the phone on the duvet, used both hands - one fisting his shaft with the thong wrapped tight, the other cupping his balls, squeezing hard, tugging.

His breath came in ragged gasps, hips jerking erratically, rhythm lost. Sweat prickled his forehead, his lower back.

The fantasy crescendoed, full-throttle porn narration pouring through his head, unstoppable:

Liam's slamming into her now, hands gripping her arse, spreading her wide, fingers digging into soft flesh hard enough to bruise. She's screaming, cumming on his cock, cunt clenching, soaking him, juices running down her thighs. He doesn't pull out, stays buried deep, groaning low, hips stuttering, filling her with cum. Thick ropes pumping into her, flooding her, leaking out round his shaft.

My wife.

Full of another man's spunk.

And she's going to come home to me smelling like him, reeking of sex and sweat, leaking him into her knickers, and I'm going to lick her clean. Taste him on her tongue, in her cunt, salt and musk and filth.

Fuck, yes!

Doug exploded.

Cum spurted hot over his fist, over the thong, thick ropes painting the delicate lace, soaking through to his knuckles, dripping down his wrist. He groaned loudly, head thrown back, hips jerking through the spasms, cock pulsing in his grip, shooting again and again until he was empty, drained, balls aching.

The phone screen glowed beside him, Pam's message still visible:

"Bought that underwear you suggested."

He collapsed back against the pillows, chest heaving, lungs burning, cock still twitching weakly in his cum-slick hand.

The thong was ruined. Wet. Sticky. Reeking of him.

Guilt flickered briefly, faint and useless.

Jesus Christ, Doug. You just wanked into your wife's brand-new knickers. Nearly forty quid's worth. You absolute filthy bastard.

She's going to know. Going to see it's been moved, been used, been—

But the guilt dissolved fast, replaced by something darker, hotter. Satisfaction. Hunger. Pride, even.

Friday's four days away.

Four more days of this. Four more nights of you getting wet for it, me wanking to it, me pretending I don't know what you're going to be doing.

Fuck, I'm the luckiest bastard alive.

Doug sat up slowly, surveying the damage. Cum on his hand, on the thong, streak of it on his jeans where his cock had brushed the fabric mid-stroke. Mess everywhere.

The phone screen had dimmed. He picked it up carefully, set it back on the nightstand exactly where Pam had left it. Charging cable still plugged in, screen facing up.

Then he looked at the thong.

Wrecked. Evidence of his depravity clinging to every thread, soaked into the weave.

He stood on shaky legs, padded through to the ensuite bathroom, and flicked on the light. Ran the tap cold, let it flow over his fingers. Rinsed the thong hastily under the stream, watching his cum swirl down the drain in milky ribbons, the black lace darkening under the water, fabric clinging to his hands.

Wrung it out. Twisted it hard, water dripping into the sink. Hung it over the shower rail to dry, smoothing it out so it wouldn't wrinkle. Get her hair dryer on it if it’s not dry soon.

She'll think it got caught in the wash. Or won't notice at all.

Doug cleaned himself up. Tucked his softening cock back into his boxers, zipped his jeans carefully over the wet patch. Washed his hands with soap, scrubbing under his nails. Splashed cold water on his flushed face, droplets running down his neck.

In the mirror, he looked wrecked. Pupils blown wide, grin plastered across his face like a teenager who'd just nicked sweets from the corner shop and got away with it.

He headed back downstairs, heart still thumping, ears straining for the sound of Pam's key in the lock.

The house felt different now. Charged. Complicit. Like the walls had witnessed something they shouldn't have.

He grabbed a beer from the fridge, cracked it open with a hiss, and took a long pull. Cold and bitter, perfect.

Four more days of your texts, four days of me snooping, and you thinking you're in control.

Come Friday… Fuck.

Friday's going to change everything.
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Wanking on Camera

The desk chair gave a long, pathetic squeak as Pam shifted her weight. Bloody relic had been here at Mum's since her GCSE cramming days. Same as the computer, by the sound of it - fan wheezing like some asthmatic pensioner trying to climb the stairs. The whole tower jittered against her thigh, dust puffing up like it resented still being asked to work. Pam drummed her nails on the sticky surface of the old IKEA desk; eyes locked on the monitor.

Christ, this dinosaur. Crawl on, hurry up - just want a bloody peek. Quick check. Make sure Doug’s clocked the phone, seen the bait. See if he’s pacing about, face twisted, convincing himself she’d finally gone and cheated. Bag half-packed, rehearsing his big righteous moment for when she came back through the door.

The Ring website finally bumbled into life, sluggish thumbnails flickering one by one: front door, back door - then, draggy as an old VHS tape, the bedroom feed. Blurry beige and white at first, little freeze-frame glitching, then it sharpened. She clicked.

Buffering. Always bloody buffering. The spinning circle twirling away like it knew she was desperate. Pam leaned in, lips pressed into a hard line, until finally it cleared: the familiar shot from up in the corner, steady view of their bedroom. Bedside table, half the duvet in frame, chest of drawers looming at the back like a guard. And there, perched on the edge of the bed, grey hoodie, jeans. Doug.

Her heart banged once, loud against her ribcage. There he was. Sat on the bed, hunched down… what’s he - oh fuck.

She shoved her face closer, glass fogging with her breath as she squinted. Doug had her phone clasped in his left hand, blue-white light glowing up at him. His right hand was out of sight, buried in his lap. Shoulders moving in that unmistakable, steady jerk.

No. Oh, Jesus Christ. He bloody is. He’s wanking. Wanking to the messages on my bloody phone.

Pam’s breath hitched sharply, caught at the back of her throat. Stomach dropped, then rolled, then flipped in a sick-hot swoop. She’d pictured this, hadn’t she? Wanted it, in a twisted way. Him snooping, working himself up, maybe getting rattled. To find the texts and think ha, fantasy busted. But seeing it? Her ordinary husband was there on their bed, her phone glowing in one hand, his cock in the other - Christ, it hit different. It rammed straight down into her cunt like lightning. Her thighs pressed together hard, jeans seam grinding against her heat as a slick pulse surged between her legs.

You daft sod, Doug. You filthy fucking sod. Leave you alone for ten minutes and you’re cock in hand at my phone, fapping away at daft pretend texts.

She didn’t blink. Didn’t breathe. Frozen at her mum’s desk, eyes glued as Doug jolted up on the grainy screen. Striding over to her dresser - her bloody dresser - dragging open the drawer. She could almost hear the squeal of wood, the crinkle of paper. Then his hand darted into the white boutique bag. Out came the black lace bra. Followed by the thong. The brand-new, tiny, expensive thong she’d picked up last Saturday. She hadn’t even taken the tags off in case she decided to return em.

Doug pressed it to his face.

Pam’s jaw unhinged. Fuck me. He’s actually sniffing them. Bloody brand-new knickers and he’s got them rammed to his nose like some pervert hoovering me up.

Her hand went rogue. She hadn’t told it to move, hadn’t given it permission, but there it was sliding from the desk, creeping into her lap. Pressing down against tight denim, fingers digging at the hard seam. God, she was hot. Wet already, wet just watching him sniff at her thong - pathetic.

Christ, Pam. Slick as a bloody teenager over your husband sniffing unworn lace. What a mess.

On screen, Doug slumped back onto the bed, thong in one hand, scrolling her phone in the other. His grip slackened, then the thong dropped from view, his shoulder moving again. She leaned in until the squeak of the chair split the silence, heart booting madly in her chest. Grainy quality or not, she could see it plain as day. Knew it. Knew he was stroking himself with her knickers wrapped around his cock.

He’s fucking the thong. Jesus Christ, Doug. My brand-new thong, and you’re using it like your personal wank rag.

Her pussy clenched, desperate. Her knuckles pressed hard into the seam until her clit sparked. She bit down on her lip, teeth carving a line, because the gasp was clawing free whether she wanted it or not. Empty bloody house, mum half a county away, and still it felt criminal to make a sound. Any sound. Like a rustle would shatter the spell.

This was meant to prove him weak, jealous - gutted by the idea of her entertaining another man. But look. The stupid sod wasn’t broken by it; he was drooling for it. Gagging himself raw at her fake inbox. He wanted it. And Jesus Christ… did she?

Doug’s pace picked up, shoulder ramming faster, head tipped back a fraction. Even pixelated, she caught the flush crawling from jaw to ear, his neck straining. She knew that look. He was on the brink.

Her fingers fumbled at the top of her jeans, clawing at the stiff metal button. Popped it. Ripped the zip down with a rasp. Hand burrowed down, past the waistband to damp cotton - sodden, the gusset plastered to her folds. Fingers slipped straight through the slick heat, skating over her clit. The little bud stabbed sharply under her touch, and her gasp filled the room, swallowed half by the PC’s broken hum.

Dripping. Absolutely drenched and aching just from this - from watching him wank himself stupid over her made-up filth. Christ, what was happening to them?

Tight circles, relentless, her eyes locked to the glowing screen. Doug arching, thighs tensing, the thong squashed in his fist, rubbing himself raw with her new lace. Then his whole frame buckled tight - locked.

Cumming. She knew him, knew the twitch and shiver of it. Head back, mouth half open like he’d torn a groan, but the mic didn’t grab it. Whole body jerking as he spurted into fabric.

Cumming into my thong. Filthy bastard. And I’m…oh Christ, I’m…

It smashed her. Orgasm tore through her like a train. Brutal, buckling, wrenched out of her with no warning. Thighs clamped around her wrist, hips pumping up against her own hand, desperate, wild, while she crammed her free fist into her mouth to smother the howl trying to rip its way out. Climax rolled through her body in white-hot waves - cunt clenching madly around nothing, juices spilling thick and slick down her hand, the chair squealing under every violent jolt.

She sagged back, spent, one hand glued to her pussy inside her jeans, the other braced to stop herself toppling. Computer screen smeared in watery vision. And Doug, Jesus, there he was, collapsed forward on their bed, his chest heaving, head in hands. Thong crumpled beside him in dark-soaked ruin.

Pam dragged her fingers out, glossed in wet. Squinted at them, then stared at the glowing screen, then back.

What the fuck was that? You just frigged yourself to your husband frigging himself to your dodgy little fake affair. Came hard as fuck from watching him spunk into your knickers. This was a test, Pam. Just a bloody test to prove he couldn’t hack it. But he can. Worse, so can you. Christ, you’re as rotten as he is.

Fleeting guilt flared. Then gone, drowned in hotter, darker fire. A dirty throb still pounding between her legs. The thrill had her buzzing. Doug stood on the grainy feed, scooped up the ruined thong, and carried it off-screen. The ensuite. Rinsing it. Hiding the evidence like some clever little fox.

Think you’re fooling me, do you Doug? Think I’ve no idea? I always know you. And now I know more: this isn’t tolerance. You’re bloody desperate for it.

Pam grabbed a tissue, wiped slick fingers, zipped up with shaky hands. Cunt still throbbing, cotton plastered damp and sticky against her, but who cared. She was humming head to toe, wired like she’d necked a line of coke, every nerve alight.

Doug reappeared onscreen, straightening his shirt, bending to the mirror, patting at himself neat. Set her phone precisely back where it had been. Then out of frame. The bed now empty, silent, like the whole filthy little scene had never happened.

She snapped the browser shut quick, feed gone. The dark monitor threw back her reflection: flushed cheeks, hair in chaos, eyes too bright. She looked fucked. Proper fucked.

Level two, Doug. You’ve smashed level two. I wasn’t expecting that. Weren’t expecting me either. Four bloody days till Friday. And now… who’s testing who, eh?


five
Crossing Lines
The Sext Test


Pam sprawled against the pillows, legs stretched out, bare toes wiggling at the foot of the bed. Phone glowed in one hand, heart already hammering before she'd even thumbed the bloody thing unlocked. Doug had buggered off an hour ago; pint and football with his mates, wouldn't be staggering back till well gone ten. House silent except for the faint growl of the Northern Line beneath the floorboards, the occasional hiss of tyres outside on damp tarmac.

Perfect.

She'd changed out of work clothes soon as she got in, now in grey joggers soft against her legs, old Manchester uni hoodie baggy round her torso. Comfortable. Except underneath, pressed snug against her skin, was the red satin and black lace set from that boutique bag. The one Doug had pawed through, wanked over, and ruined her thong with his spunk just days before.

Just for the photos.

Who was she kidding?

Right then, Pam. Time for round three. Doug passed level two without cracking. Let's push him further. Give the daft sod something filthy to discover when he drunkenly snoops tonight. Something that'll make his cock leak before he's even got his jeans undone, and probably bring this test to an angry, jealous end.

She thumbed open WhatsApp, scrolled to Liam's thread. Their last exchange yesterday had been light enough. But the subtext, thick enough to spread on toast. She'd closed with a winking emoji. He'd replied fire. The rest was understood, simmering, waiting for ignition.

He's waiting. Probably wondering if I'll actually go there. If this is still pretend, or if it's sliding past that now.

Belly did a stupid flip. Heat sank fast, low, between her thighs, slick and sudden. Her knickers were already damp under the joggers. Christ, just from thinking about typing filth at him?

Get a grip, woman.

She forced herself to type before doubt crept in.

Pam: "Can't stop thinking about Friday. About you. About what I want you to do to me."




Thumb hovered. Heart thudding in her ears. Then she jabbed Send.

Message hung there – lonely and waiting - then bam, double blue ticks. Seen. Three dots. Typing…

Bloody hell, he's quick.

Liam's reply came fast:

Liam: "Fuck, Pam. You're killing me. What do you want me to do?"




Her thighs pressed together. New fancy knickers already damp - no, soaking. Christ, get a grip girl. Keep to the plan. Just… we need to be dirtier now. Give him something visual. Something Doug'll lose his mind over when he checks your phone later.

Pam: "I want your hands on me. Your mouth. I want to feel how big you are."




Liam: "Christ. I'm rock hard right now. Want to see?"




Pam hesitated. Barely a second. Typed yes, then deleted it. Typed maybe, deleted that too. Sod it –

Pam: "Yeah. Show me."




Sent before she could chicken out. Her cunt clenched - sharp, involuntary pulse stabbing through her.

The photo arrived.

Liam's cock. Thick, veiny, flushed dark at the head, straining hard against grey boxer briefs. No face. Didn't need one. A thick vein running up the underside, almost as if tracing a line for her eyes to follow.

Fuck me. That's…Christ, that's huge. Thicker than Doug's. Longer too. He's not lying. And he's leaking already. For me. Or for the idea of me. Does it matter?

Her hand slid down pressing over her joggers, against the seam where it bit between her legs. The pressure made her gasp, soft and involuntary. She typed one-handed, barely coherent: "Jesus, Liam. That's not fitting without lube and patience."

Liam: "We'll go slow. Promise. But fuck, I want to stretch you open. Want to hear you moan my name."




Pam bit her lip, a whimper caught behind her teeth. This is mental. Absolute madness. You're sexting your workmate while your husband's at the pub. And you're about to send him a photo of your tits. For Doug. For Liam. For both. Christ, who even are you anymore?

She sat up slowly, shaky. Hoodie yanked over her head, tossed somewhere. Didn't matter. Red satin gleamed under the lamplight, her tits pushed high in the new bra, cleavage shadowed deep. She grabbed her phone, angled it down, and captured the swell of her breasts, lace edge of the cups biting into soft pale skin. No face. Just tits, framed perfectly. Filthy. She reviewed it once - Jesus, look at those - then sent it before she could overthink.

Caption: "Think these'll keep your attention?"

Liam's reply came almost instantly:

Liam: "Fuck. FUCK, Pam. I want my mouth on those. Want to suck your nipples till you're begging."




Her nipples hardened tight, aching points visible through the sheer satin cups now. She pinched one through the fabric, squeezed till it hurt just enough to make her moan quietly, teeth sinking into her bottom lip. Her other hand was already sliding beneath the waistband of her joggers, fingers brushing damp lace, slick heat radiating through, soaking the gusset.

Begging. You'd be begging, alright. Already halfway there, and he hasn't even touched you.

Pam's fingers slipped inside her knickers, through slick folds, found her clit swollen and throbbing. She circled it—light, teasing—hips jerking up involuntary. Typed one-handed, shaky: "God, Liam. I'm so wet right now. Can't wait to feel you. To Feel that monster of a cock."

She took another photo, lying back now, phone angled down her body. Black lace knickers, thighs spread slightly, joggers shoved down to mid-thigh. The gusset clung visibly to her folds, dark with wetness, fabric moulded obscene to her shape. No face, but the red bra sat in frame, tits heaving with each breath, nipples poking through. She reviewed it; Christ, look at you, dripping like a slag, and it was gone.

Caption: "Proof."

Liam: "Fuck, Pam. I'm going to make you cum so hard on Friday. Over and over. You're going to be dripping."




Rubbed harder. Circles tight, frantic. Hips jerked up off the bed. Close, fuck, so close already. Wound tighter than a spring from the exchange, from the risk, from picturing Doug later tonight, finding this thread, seeing Liam's cock, hearing her moan, and stroking himself stupid to it.

He will. Doug'll see this thread. See your tits, your wet knickers, Liam's massive cock. And he'll wank himself raw. Just like Liam's doing now. Just like you're doing. Christ, this is so fucked. So perfect.

Liam: "Want to hear you. Send me something. Your voice. I need to hear you moan."




Pam's breath caught.

Audio. That's…Jesus, that's more intimate than photos somehow. More real. Sophie said audio's mental. Said it gets inside your head. Fuck, she wasn't wrong. And Doug… Doug'll listen to this on loop. Hear me getting off "for another man." Christ.

Set a boundary first; typed with shaking hands:

PAM: "No office talk about this. Deal?"




Liam: "Deal. Now send me that moan, you tease."




Switched to voice note. Hit record. Closed her eyes. Fingers worked her clit, two slipping inside, curling up, her hips rolling into the rhythm. No faking. Just her breath catching, gasping, hips grinding into her hand. Let yourself go, Pam. Let him hear it.

A soft "Oh fuck" slipped out as pleasure spiked sharp, white-hot behind her eyelids. Then a moan - breathy, desperate - trailing off into a whimper that sounded wrecked. Stopped recording. Fourteen seconds. Filthy. Perfect.

Sent it before she lost her nerve.

Audio file uploaded. Blue checkmarks. Then typing… for what felt like forever.

Liam: "Jesus CHRIST, Pam. That's the hottest thing I've ever heard. I'm stroking my cock to that right now. Fuck."




Liam: My turn. But video. Want you to see what you do to me. We good?"




Video. That's crossing another line. Bigger. But fuck, she wanted it. Wanted to see him lose control. Wanted proof.

Pam: "Yeah. We're good. Show me."




The video arrived. Eighteen seconds.

Hit play.

Liam's hand wrapped around his cock, stroking slow at first, then faster. The wet sounds, slick, obscene, the schlick-schlick of precum greasing his shaft, his fist pumping brutal. His breath audible; harsh, ragged, catching on each stroke. The head flushed darker, purple red, precum beading thick at the slit, dripping over his knuckles. His grip tightened, pace vicious. No cum shot, but close. Edging, showing her how desperate he was.

The sound. That sound. Wet slap of skin, his muted groan filling the quiet bedroom, bouncing off the mirrored wardrobe.

Liam: Oh fuck. Oh Jesus fuck. That sound. Those sounds. His hand, his cock, his breathing. It's, Christ, it's pornographic. And you're dripping just listening.




Played it again, volume up slightly. Her fingers slid inside herself, two knuckles deep, thumb circling her clit. The wet sounds from the video matched the wet sounds between her own legs; squelch-squelch, obscene and animal. She was panting, thighs trembling, phone clutched in one hand while the other worked her cunt.

Typed one-handed, barely coherent:

Pam: "Fuck, Liam. I need to cum. Can't… can't wait. Need to see you finish."




Liam: "You first. Send me a video. Let me watch you. Please, Pam."




Didn't think. Propped the phone on the pillow beside her, angled down her body. Hit record.

Shoved her joggers down past her knees, spread her thighs wide. Red satin bra still cupped her tits, heaving with every breath, but the black lace knickers were soaked, stretched tight over swollen folds. She hooked fingers and pull them down too, joining the joggers, and slid two wet fingers back into her cunt.

The wet sound was obscene. Her breath hitched into a moan, hips bucking up off the bed. She fucked herself with her fingers; in, out, curling up to hit that spot, her thumb grinding her clit, thighs shaking. No face in frame; just tits, belly, spread thighs, fingers disappearing into slick pink folds glistening wet under lamplight.

Close. So fucking close…

Stopped recording at twenty-two seconds, right before she tipped over. Sent it. Her hand shaking so hard she nearly dropped the phone. Then collapsed back, fingers still working, waiting for his reply, needing permission, needing—

Liam's reply was a photo first.

His cock, mid-orgasm; thick ropes of cum spurting over his fist, his belly, the head still pulsing, veins standing out stark. White streaks everywhere, dripping.

Liam: "Couldn't hold it. Fuck, Pam. You're perfect. Finish yourself. Cum for me. I want to know you came thinking about me."




That did it.

Fingers plunged deep - three now, stretching so good - her clit hammered by her thumb, and she tipped over. Orgasm slammed through her like a freight train derailing at speed, tearing her apart. She cried out, loud, raw, some animal sound ripped from her throat. Didn't care. Doug wasn't home. No one to hear her sobbing "Fuck, Liam, fuck" into the pillow as her cunt clamped down, slick gushing hot over her knuckles, thighs shaking violent, toes curling hard against the duvet.

Rode it out, hips jerking, breath ragged and torn, until the aftershocks faded and she was left trembling, boneless, soaked in sweat and cum.

Lay there, phone fallen to the side, chest heaving. Room spun slightly, walls tilting.

Jesus. Fuck. That was… that wasn't fake. That was real. You came harder than you have in months. And it was him. Liam. Not Doug. Not your husband. Another man's cock in your head, another man's voice in your ear, and you fucking exploded.

Picked up her phone, hand still shaking, slick on her fingers.

Pam: "That was incredible. Friday can't come soon enough. Literally."




Liam: "You alright? That was intense."




Pam: "Yeah. Fuck. Yeah I’m good." 




Pam: "That was… Jesus, Liam."




What else could she say? Her brain had melted out through her cunt.

Paused. Then typed:

Pam: "This… this was fun. Friday yeah."




Fun. Christ, what an understatement.

Liam: "More than fun. But yeah. Christ, Pam. Tomorrow cannot come soon enough. Better have a cold shower!"




Sent a string of kiss emojis. Closed the chat. Dropped the phone on the duvet, stared at the ceiling.

The mirrored wardrobe caught her reflection, her legs splayed, knickers pulled to her knees, red bra half off one tit, face flushed pink all the way down her chest. Hair a wreck. She looked wrecked. Properly railed. And no one had even touched her.

You look like you've just been fucked six ways from Sunday. And you haven't even left the bedroom. Doug's going to see this thread tonight. See the photos, hear the audio, watch the video. And he's going to lose his absolute mind.

Should feel guilty. Should delete the whole thread, scrub her phone, pretend this never happened. Except, fuck, her cunt was still throbbing, thighs still slick, and the satisfaction sat warm and heavy in her belly. Guilt could wait.

It went further than you planned, didn't it? Way further. You were supposed to send a cheeky cleavage shot and call it a night. Now there's videos of you frigging yourself, audio of you moaning, Liam's cum all over his hand thinking about you. This isn't a test anymore, Pam. This is foreplay. And you fucking loved every second.

She sat up slowly, bones liquid, muscles trembling. Peeled off the damp knickers, tossed them in the laundry basket. Grabbed a tissue, wiped herself clean, sticky, slick, still sensitive. Pulled her joggers back up, hoodie back on. Checked the time; 9:47. Doug'd be home within an hour. Several pints down, stumbling up the hill, whistling some shite tune. And here she was, still dripping, phone full of Liam's cock.

Jesus, Pam. Move.

But first. One last look at the thread.

Scrolled through the photos, the videos, the messages. It was a pornographic masterpiece. Doug was going to devour this. And so, she realised with a sharp twist of heat low in her belly, was she.

Friday. One day left to prove he can't handle it. Except maybe he can? Christ, Pam. What have you done?

Locked the phone, set it on the nightstand, screen down. Then padded to the ensuite, turned the shower on hot, stripped off the rest of her clothes.

Steam filled the small room, fogging the mirror. She stepped under the spray, let the water pound her shoulders, her back, her thighs still trembling faintly. Closed her eyes. Scalding heat sluicing over her skin, washing away sweat and slick and guilt.

Tomorrow, her night out with Sophie to cover the fake affair with Liam. Except now, standing under scalding water, she wasn't entirely sure what was fake anymore.
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Proof Positive

Doorway. Swaying. Four pints deep, no, five? Lost count after Spurs started stuffing Arsenal and the lads got loud as fuck. Dark room. Quiet. Pam a soft lump under the duvet, breathing slow and even. Asleep, then.

Good.

Her phone would be charging. Right there on the nightstand. Had to be.

Christ, I'm pissed. Should just get in bed, sleep it off. But… fuck. Her phone. Right there. Charging. I bet she texted Liam today. Has to be something new on there.

He toed off his shoes, nudged them aside. Bare feet silent on the carpet as he padded to his side of the bed. Sat down carefully, the mattress dipping, springs groaning softly. Pam didn't stir. He watched her for a moment. The curve of her shoulder under the duvet. Tangle of auburn hair spilt across the pillow, catching the orange glow from the streetlight bleeding through the curtains.

My wife. Beautiful, filthy, secretive wife. What've you been sending him tonight, love? What've you been planning?

Nightstand. Phone right there, screen dark, white cable snaking down to the socket. His hand reached out - didn't think, just moved - fingers closing round it. Thumb slid across the glass. Screen lit up, no passcode, straight through. Lock screen: 12:14 AM. Notification preview sitting there, half-visible, taunting him: WhatsApp: Liam Hartley – "More than fun. But yeah. Christ, Pam. Tomorrow…"

His cock kicked hard against his fly.

Fuck. There it is. Friday. Still talking about it. About tomorrow night. About… What've they been saying? What've they been planning whilst I was watching the match down the pub?

He tapped WhatsApp. The app bloomed open, Liam's thread right at the top. Last message timestamp: 10:03 PM. Two hours back. Whilst Doug was neck-deep in pints and banter. He opened it—

—and Jesus fucking Christ.

Texts. Photos. Audio files. The thread was a bloody pornographic timeline. His heart hammered. Cock already thickening, swelling against his boxers, wet spot already forming. Breath coming shallow, quick. He scrolled up.

Oh fuck. Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck. This is… she actually - she's been…

First image loaded, and Christ. Pam's tits. Red satin bra barely holding them, cleavage deep enough to drown in. No face, but fuck, he knew those tits. Had worshipped them for seven years, buried his face between them, come on them more times than he could count. Unmistakably hers. Caption underneath: "Think these'll keep your attention?"

His cock kicked hard against his fly, already leaking. Attention? Fuck me, love. You've got it.

Scrolled down. Next image loaded and made him gasp: Liam's cock. Thick. Heavy. Standing proud from grey boxers. Liam’s fist wrapped around it, the head glistening with precum.

Doug's mouth went dry, tongue thick with beer and want.

Fuck me, that's huge. Eight inches easy. Thick as my wrist. Makes mine look like a kid's toy. And Pam - Christ, Pam's seen this. Stared at this cock. She's wanted it, didn’t she?

He scrolled again, thumb shaking slightly. Another photo bloomed on screen: Pam's thighs spread wide, black lace knickers damp, gusset clinging to the folds of her cunt. Red bra still on, tits heaving.

Fully hard now. Cock screaming against his fly, throbbing, leaking steadily into his boxers.

She sent him a photo of her wet cunt. Her wet cunt. Whilst I was at the pub. My wife, proving she's soaked for another man. Jesus Christ, I'm going to cum in my jeans just looking at this. Just looking at evidence, she's gagging for him.

Scrolled further. Thumb moving on instinct now, desperate, hungry. Audio file. Fourteen seconds. Voice note from Pam. Timestamp: 9:38 PM. His thumb hovered over it.

Audio. She sent him her voice. Her moaning. Fuck, this is - I need to hear this. Need to know what she sounds like when she's getting off for him.

Glanced at Pam. Still asleep. Breathing soft, steady. He didn't have headphones; fuck it. Held the phone close to his ear, volume low as it would go, and tapped Play.

Pam's voice poured into his ear, breathy, intimate, so close she could've been whispering against his neck. A soft gasp. Then "Oh fuck," stretched out, trailing into a moan that climbed high and desperate before breaking into a whimper.

Christ on a bike!

The sound was filthy. Raw, unfiltered. No performance, no fakery. Just pure need. His wife, getting herself off. For another man. Fourteen seconds. The file ended. Silence slammed back in, his own ragged breathing filling the void.

His cock leaked, a thick bead of precum soaking through his boxers, wet patch spreading.

Played it again. Immediately. Thumb jabbing Play before the silence could settle. Her gasp, her "Oh fuck," her moan, her whimper. Again. And again. Couldn't stop. Couldn't fucking stop.

Her voice. She sounds… fuck, she sounds like she's being fucked. Like someone's got his hands on her, fingers inside her, making her moan like that. Making her desperate. And it's not me. It's him. Liam. She's moaning for Liam.

Free hand fumbled with his belt. Yanked it open, button popped, zip dragged down. Shoved his jeans and boxers down just enough, his cock sprang free, already dripping, angry-hard, flushed nearly purple with want. Wrapped his fist around it. Stroked once. Slow. Precum slicking his palm, making the glide obscene.

You can't wank with her right next to you. Except… fuck, yes you can. You are. She's asleep. She'll never know. And Christ, you need this. Need to hear her again. Need to feel this.

Played the moan clip on loop. Each time it repeated, his grip tightened. Strokes sped up. The wet sound of his fist working his shaft synced perfectly with the wet desperation in her voice. He pressed the phone speaker close, breath fogging the screen, panting soft in time with her gasps.

She's on her back in this bed. Not now, Friday night. Liam's between her thighs, fingers inside her, two, no, three - stretching her, thumb grinding her clit. She's moaning just like this. Louder, maybe. Begging him. "Please, Liam, don't stop, don't you dare fucking stop, oh fuck—" And I'm in the corner. Watching. Cock in my hand. Just like now. Just like this.

Stroked faster. Precum dripping now, the head of his cock slick and shining in the dim orange glow from the window. Close already. The audio is wrecking him. The images burnt into his brain, seared there permanent.

This is what she sounds like when she's desperate. When she needs it, needs to be fucked properly. And tomorrow - fuck, she might actually get it. Might actually spread for him, take his cock, moan louder than this whilst I'm sitting here at home waiting, wondering, wanking over the idea of it.

He forced himself to stop. Let go of his cock; hand shaking, slick with his own precum. His desperate cock throbbed, angry, pulsing in the air. But he wasn't ready yet. Not yet. Wanted to see the rest first. Wanted the full bloody story.

Don't blow too early, you greedy bastard. There's more. Videos. There's got to be videos. Don't waste it yet. Not yet.

Scrolled down, phone clutched tight. And there—

Video file. Eighteen seconds. From Liam. Doug's thumb trembled as he tapped it. Video loaded. Started.

Liam's cock - thick, monstrous - in his fist, stroking slow at first, then faster. Wet slap of precum slicking his shaft, audible even at low volume. His breathing is harsh, ragged. A muted groan. The head flushed darker, precum beading at the slit, his grip tightening. Showing Pam how desperate he was. How hard she'd made him.

Doug watched it. Once. Twice. Couldn't look away.

That's going inside my wife. That cock. Stretching her. Filling her. Making her scream. And she'll love it. She'll cum on it. She'll beg for more. She'll beg him to fuck her harder, deeper. Beg him for things she's never begged me for.

Then the final video. From Pam. Twenty-two seconds. Doug's breath stopped. Heart stopped. Everything stopped. He tapped Play.

Angle: down her body. Red bra, tits heaving with her breathing. Her fingers sliding into her cunt. The wet sound is obscene, squelching, filthy. Hips bucking. Breathy moan spilling from her lips. Thumb grinding hard against her clit. Camera shook slightly, her hand trembling, breath hitching into gasps. No face. Didn't need it. That was her. His wife. Fingering herself. For Liam. The video ended right before she came.

Doug's cock leaked constantly now. Puddle of precum on his belly, slick trail down his shaft. He wrapped his fist around it again. Stroked hard. Fast. No restraint. No patience. The videos, the photos, the audio - fuel, all of it, burning through him, wrecking him.

She's going to fuck him tomorrow. She's actually going to do it. She's going to let him inside her. And I'm going to - fuck I want to watch. Want to see every second. Want to see his cock stretch her open. Want to hear her beg for it. Want to watch her cum on him. Want it so fucking bad it hurts.

His fantasy spiralled, present tense, porn-narration, unstoppable:

Liam arrives. Pam answers the door in that grey dress, tits nearly spilling out, red lipstick perfect. They don't even make it to the bedroom. Kitchen first - he bends her over the counter, shoves her dress up around her waist. No knickers underneath. She's planned this. Soaked already, cunt glistening. His cock - thick, veiny, bigger than mine - pushes into her from behind. Slow. Stretching her. She gasps, grips the edge of the counter, knuckles white. Then he starts fucking her. Hard. Her arse bouncing with every thrust, the wet slap of his hips against her echoing. "Fuck, Liam. Yes - harder, fuck me harder, split me open-" And Liam grins, grabs her hips, gives her exactly what she's begging for.

His hand sped up. Breath ragged, shallow. Pam is still asleep beside him, oblivious.

Maybe I'm in the doorway, cock out, stroking just like now. She sees me. Doesn't stop. Grins. Keeps riding. Takes him deeper. "Watch this, Doug. Watch him fill me. Watch me cum on his cock. Watch me be a fucking slut for him."

Cock throbbed. Balls pulling tight, drawn up.

Suddenly, the fantasy takes him to this very room, them on the bed. The wet slap of skin on skin. The bedframe creaking, headboard bangs against the wall. Size comparison slamming home with every thrust: "He's so deep, Doug. Stretching me like you never could. Filling me. God, I can feel him in my throat. But I love you. I love you and I love this. I love being fucked like this."

Hips jerked up into his fist. Stroking brutal now. Chasing the edge. Right there.

She'll cum on his cock. Multiple times. He'll make her squirt, make her scream, make her sob with it. And then - fuck, then he'll fill her. Breed her. Cum so deep inside her, she'll be leaking him for hours. Dripping his spunk. And I'll lick her clean. Taste him on her, in her. Reclaim her. Mine. Always mine.

Right there. Teetering on the edge, cock pulsing in his fist, balls drawn up tight, ready to fucking explode—

—and he stopped.

Let go.

Cold turkey.

His cock jerked, angry and desperate, leaking a thick rope of precum across his belly. He bit down on his lip, tasted copper, gritted his teeth and rode out the denial. Agony. Fucking agony. His shaft throbbed, furious, begging. But no.

Not yet. Not yet, you greedy bastard. Save it. Save it for tomorrow. For after she's out. For after she's maybe – Christ - after she's maybe actually with him. Then you can wank yourself stupid. Then you can imagine it all over again, knowing it's happening. Hold it together.

His hand shook as he set the phone down on his thigh. Tucked his cock, still leaking, still throbbing, back into his boxers. Pam shifted in her sleep, rolled onto her side, duvet slipped off her shoulder.

Doug froze. Heart stopped.

Did she hear? Fuck, did she—

But no. She settled. Breathing slow again, soft and even.

He stared at the ceiling. Pulse hammering in his ears. Cock still throbbing painfully. The restraint was agony. Ecstasy. Both at once.

You could've just finished. Could've spunked all over your hand right here, right now. But no. You want to wait. Want to sit in this all day tomorrow. Knowing what's in that phone. Knowing what might happen. Knowing she's planning it. You're a sick fuck, Doug. And Christ, you love it.

His thumb hovered over the phone again. Mad impulse. Opened the text message app. Started typing a message draft, cursor blinking:

"I know. I know about Liam. I know what you're planning. And I want you to do it. I want you to fuck him. Please, Pam. Do it for me. For us."

Stared at it. Just sitting there. Cursor blinking. Mocking him.

Just leave it. Let her see it next time she opens the app. Let her know you know. Let her know you want this. Easy. So easy.

But—

No. Don't. Don't do it. Don't ruin this. She needs to think you're clueless. She may do this, but only if you stay quiet. Only if you let her drive. Only if you let her think she's in control.

His thumb moved. Deleted the message. Letter by letter. Slow. Until the text field was empty again. Blank. He closed the app.

There. That's what a stag does. Doesn't sabotage. Doesn't interfere. Doesn't beg or whine or ruin the game. Just… let it happen. Watches. Encourages, even, without her knowing if that’s what it takes the first time. God, I want this. Want her to have this. Want her to feel what I can't give her. What I'll never be able to give her. And if she comes home tomorrow smelling like him, tasting like him, dripping him… fuck, I'll worship her for it. I'll thank her. Might even thank him.

He locked the phone and set it back on the nightstand, exactly where Pam had left it. Cable still plugged in. Screen dark again. Like he'd never touched it.

Silently stripped off the rest of his clothes. So careful not to wake her. Pulled the duvet up over both of them. His cock was still hard, still aching. He lay there in the dark, staring at the ceiling, listening to her breathe. Listening to the distant hum of traffic outside. Listening to his own heartbeat slowly – fucking slowly - coming back down.

Tomorrow, Pam. Friday night's the night. And I'm ready. I'm so fucking ready. My wife. My vixen. Go get him, love. Go get exactly what you need. And I'll be right here, waiting to take you back. Waiting to reclaim you. Waiting to love you through it all.


six
Doubts and Desires
Dressed to Kill (Him)


Doug hovered in the bedroom doorway, couldn't help himself. Through the half-open bathroom door, Pam sat perched on the edge of the bath, her wearing plain cotton bra and knickers, nothing special - one leg cocked up on the rim, razor scraping up her calf. Slow. Careful. Making herself smooth.

Christ, look at her. Shaving her legs for her big night out. No, don't. Don't think about it yet.

Steam still clung to the mirror from her soak, air thick with eucalyptus and heat. Her skin flushed pink from the hot water, damp hair sticking to her neck, shoulders. Gorgeous. Absolutely fucking gorgeous.

He cleared his throat; held up the wine glass he'd brought. Condensation beading on the outside, cold in his hand. "Thought you might want this."

Pam glanced up, grinned. "You're a legend, love. Cheers."

Reached for it, took a sip, set it on the edge of the sink. Went back to her calf, razor gliding.

And she's doing this for Sophie, is she? Does she know I think that’s bollocks? What does she imagine I’m thinking? I know she's doing this for him. For Liam. Shaving everywhere, making herself perfect. And I'm stood here bringing her wine like some daft butler, helping her get ready to—

Fuck.

Doug leant against the doorframe, crossed his arms. Tried to look casual. "Big night then? You and Sophie still hitting Camden?"

Pam nodded, swished the razor in the sink. "Yeah, she needs cheering up after that bellend Mark. Figured a wine or two at hers, then out for a laugh, you know."

Doug nodded. Throat tight.

Except Liam's name is all over your phone, love, and those texts aren't about cocktails with your mate. But I'll play along. I'll be the supportive husband. Because that's what you need me to be right now.

He stepped into the bathroom, grabbed her towel from the rail, and held it out when she stood. "Here. Don't want you catching a cold."

Pam took it, wrapped it around herself, and kissed his cheek. Warm lips. "You're too good to me, you know that?"

Doug's hand found her waist, thumb brushing the damp skin above the towel. Soft. Warm. His.

Too good? Or too stupid? Helping you get ready to meet another man. Christ, what kind of husband does this? The lucky kind who's harder than a bloody rock just thinking about it, that's what kind.

He forced a smile. "Just want you to have a good time. You deserve it."

Pam studied his face. Something flickered in her eyes - guilt, maybe, or curiosity, or Christ knows what. Then she grinned. "Right then, better get cracking. Don't want to keep Sophie waiting."

Doug watched her pad back into the bedroom, towel slipping off one shoulder. Followed. Heart thudding in his chest, cock already filling out in his jeans.

This is it. The final act. Dressing her. Sending her out. And then…Then what, Doug? Sit here alone, wondering if she's with him? Wanking myself stupid, imagining it?

Yes. All of that. Fuck.

Pam dropped the towel.

Stood naked in front of the open wardrobe, lamplight catching every curve. Tits soft and full, nipples tight from the cooling air. Hips flaring, arse round and perfect. And between her thighs—

Jesus Christ. Not a landing strip. Bare. Completely bare. She'd shaved everything in the bath.

Pussy smooth as silk. For him.

Doug's breath caught, stuck in his throat. Couldn't look away.

She pulled out the red satin bra and black lace thong from the drawer, Doug thanking random deities that he got those knickers dry. The special set Liam had told her to buy.

There it is. She's wearing it for him tonight. Fucking hell.

She hooked the bra behind her back, then adjusted the cups, tugging till her tits spilt just right over the lace edge top. Fucking hell. Then the thong stepped in, one foot, the other foot, shimmying up her thighs, the string disappearing between her arse cheeks like it wasn’t even there.

Doug swallowed. He couldn't move. Cock pressing hard against his zip now, aching. Those curves. That arse. Red satin and black lace, and his wife's body underneath, and she wasn't wearing this for him.

Pam caught his eye in the wardrobe mirror, smirked. "Enjoying the show?"

Doug grinned, shrugged. Tried to sound normal. "Can't help it. You're bloody stunning."

She crossed to the bed, picked up the black dress. Sleek. Figure-hugging. Knee-length with a slit up one thigh, the kind of thing that turned heads in a pub. She stepped into it, wriggled it up over her hips, and left the back zip undone. "Give us a hand, love?"

Doug stepped forward. Fingers closed on the zip tab, pulled it up nice and slow, watching the fabric close over her back, cinching her waist, hugging every curve.

Zipping her into this. And later – tonight - Liam's going to unzip it. Peel it off her. See what's underneath. Touch what I'm touching now. Fuck her in this underwear maybe. Or out of it. Christ, my hands are shaking.

The zip reached the top. Doug's fingers lingered on her neck, brushed a strand of damp hair aside. She shivered.

"Thanks, love."

He stepped back, forced his voice steady. "Looks perfect. Really does."

Pam turned, did a little spin. The dress clung to everything - tits, waist, hips - the slit flashing her thigh when she moved.

Perfect's right. Perfect for him. Perfect for any bloke who claps eyes on her tonight.

Pam sat at the dresser, pulled out her makeup bag. Foundation first, dabbing it on, blending with her fingers. Then mascara, eyeliner. She worked methodically, focused, and Doug hovered nearby, pretending to check his phone but really just watching her in the mirror.

Watching her make herself beautiful for another man.

She reached for her lipstick drawer, hesitated. Fingers hovering. "Which colour, you reckon? Red or nude?"

Doug's pulse kicked up, throat dry.

Small choice. Not small at all.

He moved closer, eyes flicking between the tubes. Nude? No. Red. He picked up the deep red, handed it over. "This one. Classic. Sexy."

Because when Liam kisses her tonight, it'll smudge. Proof. He'd see it later, on her mouth, on her neck, Christ, maybe on Liam's cock if she goes down on him, red ring around his shaft where her lips stretched wide—

Fuck. Stop. Breathe.

Pam took it, uncapped it, and leaned towards the mirror. Applied it slow, lips parting, the red going on glossy and bold. She pressed them together, made that little pop sound, checked her reflection. "Good call. Cheers."

Doug's throat was dry. Watched her finish: blush on her cheeks, touch of gloss over the lipstick. She was transforming. Not his Pam in her work clothes and messy bun. This was the Pam from the photos. The Pam who'd sent those videos to Liam, lips parted, eyes half-lidded, body on display.

She's not dressing for Sophie. She's dressing to be seen. To be wanted. To be fucked. And I'm complicit. I'm fucking helping.

She stood, smoothed the dress down over her hips, and slipped into her heels. Black, sleek, three inches easy. Now she was taller, legs endless, arse lifted high. She grabbed her clutch bag from the bed, checked inside: phone, keys, lipstick, a bit of cash.

Doug's eyes flicked to the floor. Her discarded knickers, the plain cotton ones she'd worn under the towel before switching to the thong, crumpled by the wardrobe.

Impulse hit him. Mad. Filthy.

He bent, scooped them up whilst Pam was fussing with her phone, and shoved them in his jeans pocket.

For luck. Or just because I'm a sick bastard who wants a piece of her whilst she's out there with him. Her knickers in my pocket. Christ, I'm losing it.

Pam turned, caught him standing there. Eyes a bit glassy, probably. "You alright, love? You look a bit, I dunno, peaky."

Doug forced a grin. "Yeah, just… fuck, Pam, you look incredible. Really. Sophie's going to be jealous of the attention you’ll get when you both hit the pubs."

Pam crossed back to the dresser, picked up her perfume bottle. Chloé. The floral one Doug loved, the one that made him hard when she wore it to bed. She spritzed her neck, her wrists, a cloud of scent filling the room.

Doug inhaled deeply. That sweetness hit him like a drug, flooded his senses.

That perfume. On her skin. Later tonight, it'll mix with sweat. With Liam's aftershave. With sex. And I'll smell it when she comes home. Fuck, I want to bury my face in her neck right now, memorise this before it's tainted - or enhanced?

Christ, which is it?

She checked her reflection one last time, adjusted a curl. Smiled at herself. "Right. I'm off then. Don't wait up, I might be late."

Doug's stomach dropped.

Late. Course. Because she's not having drinks with Sophie, is she? She's going to - fuck, say something. Stop her. Stop this all now. Or don't. Don't stop her. Let her go.

He stepped forward, pulled her into a hug. Her body was warm, soft, the dress smooth under his hands. He breathed her in - perfume, shampoo, the faint musk of her skin beneath it all.

"Have a brilliant time, love. You deserve this."

Pam hugged back, tight. Arms round his neck. Then pulled away, studied his face. "You sure you're alright? You seem, I dunno, tense."

Doug laughed. Too loud. "Nah, just knackered from work. I'll probably crash on the sofa with a beer, watch some shite telly. You go. Have fun."

Pam hesitated. Hand flat on his chest, right over his heart. For a second, Doug thought she was going to cancel. Stay home. His heart hammered, half relief, half disappointment, all confusion.

But then she grinned. "Alright. Love you, Doug."

"Love you too."

He kissed her forehead. Leaving her lipstick perfect… for him.

Pam grabbed her winter coat from the bannister, headed for the door. Doug followed, stopped at the threshold. Watched her walk down the path to the street, heels clicking on the pavement, coat open so the dress flashed underneath. She turned at the gate, waved. He waved back.

The door closed.

Silence slammed down like a weight. Doug stood in the hallway, heart pounding in his chest, her knickers a warm lump in his pocket.

She's gone. She's actually fucking gone. Dressed like that. Perfumed. Lipsticked. For him. For Liam. And I let her. Christ, I helped her.

He pulled out his phone. Checked the time: 6:45 PM. She'd said late. It could be midnight before she was back. Hours. Hours of not knowing. Hours of imagining her in that dress, in that underwear, with him.

An impulse hit - grabbed his coat, shoved his feet into trainers.

Can't sit here. Not yet. Need to walk. Clear my head. Give her space. Give myself space. Or I'll fucking lose it.

He left the house, locked up, and just walked. No plan. Hands shoved deep in his coat pockets; her knickers bunched against his knuckles.

Past The Southampton Arms - fucking ironic, that, where Pam had met Liam weeks ago for that first "work drink" - then the Tube station, Christmas lights strung half-arsed across the shopfronts, down towards the park. December cold bit his face, stung his eyes. Didn't clear his head. Made it worse. Every step, he imagined her: in a cab, in a bar, Liam's hand on her thigh already, dress riding up.

Is she with him now? Is he touching her? Kissing her? Fuck, I need to get home. Need to… Christ, I need to wank. But not yet. Hold it. Make yourself sit in this.

Twenty minutes, he walked. Then turned back. Couldn't stand it anymore.

Home at 7:15 PM. House dark. Empty. He flicked on the hall light, shed his coat. Made a decision: stayed downstairs. Kitchen. Lounge. Anywhere but the bedroom.

Don't start imagining her in that bed with him. Not yet. Just—sit. Wait. Let it build. You're the stag, not the victim. Stags don't panic. Stags enable. And Christ, you've enabled this perfectly.
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The Spare Room Confession

The key slid into Sophie's lock like it always did - how many wine-soaked nights had she stumbled through this door, bitching about work, about Doug, about everything? Familiar weight in her palm, twist, click. Pam pushed inside.

"Soph? You here?"

The hallway smelt like incense and something citrus, Sophie's signature fucking blend, nothing like the perfume still clinging to Pam's throat. Her dress felt tighter suddenly, or maybe that was just knowing what she looked like, tits barely contained, arse hugging red fabric, lips still that shade Doug had picked. Christ. Going out like this, even just to Sophie's, felt like a statement she hadn't meant to make.

Footsteps padded from the kitchen. Then Sophie appeared, wine glass in hand, platinum bob catching the fairy lights strung everywhere like she was decorating for Christmas in March. Her eyes tracked Pam head to toe, heels to hair, lingering on curves, and her grin went wide.

"Ey, babe! Fucking hell, that dress!" She whistled low. "Liam doesn't stand a chance."

Pam shrugged her coat off onto the hook. "It's just a dress. And I'm not seeing Liam tonight, remember? Girls' night."

"Yeah, yeah." Sophie disappeared back into the kitchen, came back with a second glass; Sauvignon Blanc, filled too high, liquid sloshing as she shoved it at Pam. "Girls' night. But that's not what Doug's thinking right now, is it? So." She dropped onto the worn leather sofa, patted the cushion beside her. "How's he handling it? Still surprising you?"

Pam took the glass, drank too fast. The wine hit sharp and cold, spreading warmth through her empty stomach. She sank onto the sofa, dress riding up slightly, lace thong cutting into her thigh. Tugged the hem down. Pulse quickening.

"I don't understand it. He helped me get ready." The words came out quieter than she'd meant. "Chose my lipstick. Zipped my dress. And he seemed - almost too calm? Like he wanted me to go out looking like this. With another man."

Sophie's eyebrows shot up. "Too calm?" She leant forward, elbows on knees. "Babe, that's not calm. That's compersion. He's not jealous - he's fucking gagging for you to do this. Classic stag behaviour."

Compersion. That word again. Doug getting off on her dressed for another man. Except she wasn't actually seeing Liam tonight, was she? This was the test. Prove he'd crack. Show him he couldn't handle reality. But he hadn't cracked, had he? What if Sophie was right? What if he wanted this more than anything?

Pam's stomach flipped. Wine sloshed in the glass as her hand shook. She set it down on the cluttered coffee table before she spilt it.

"I need to check something." Her voice sounded strange, tight. "The Ring camera. Just to see if he's alright."

Sophie's grin turned wicked. "Oh, you mean to see if he's wanking already?" She waved at the phone. "Go on then. Don't let me stop you."

Phone out. Hands shaking; bollocks, why were her hands shaking? The bedroom camera. She didn't want to look. Had to look. Sophie's shite Wi-Fi took forever, feed buffering in grainy squares that made her want to hurl the phone across the room. Come on. Come on.

Then it cleared.

Their bedroom. Dark except for the lamp on Doug's side, he'd left it on. Why had he left it on? And there, on the edge of the bed. Doug.

Pam's breath stopped.

Sophie leant over her shoulder, wine-sweet breath tickling Pam's ear. "What's he doing?"

She zoomed. Squinted. Doug had his phone, scrolling through something, thumb moving. Then his other hand. Lower. Rhythmic.

Down in his lap.

Fucking hell.

Her cunt clenched before her brain caught up. He was, Christ, he was wanking. Already. She'd been gone what, an hour? An hour and he was sat there, cock out, fist working himself, staring at his phone like—

She bet he’d forwarded himself the photos, the videos. Her tits, her arse, Liam's massive dick. Doug was wanking to it. To her fake affair. To the thought of Liam's hands on her, Liam's cock stretching her, Liam making her scream.

Pam's thighs clamped together. Heat flooded through her, slick and sudden. No. No, this was supposed to break him. Make him jealous. Make him rage. Not… not this.

"Fucking hell, Pam." Sophie's voice dropped to something like awe. "That's not a jealous bloke. That's a bloke living his best wank fantasy. Look at him go!"

The screen. Look at the screen. Doug's hand was a blur now, wrist working, hips jerking up off the mattress. His whole body went tense, thighs spread, shoulders rigid, neck arched. She watched his shoulder jerk, his head tilt back, mouth falling open.

He was lost in it. Completely gone.

He's not broken. He's not furious. He's not crying into his beer. He's loving this. Sophie's right. He's gagging for it. And I… fuck, I don't know what I feel. Vindicated? Terrified? Turned on?

The phone buzzed in her palm. Text notification sliding down over Doug's image, over Doug's fist pumping his cock.

Liam: "This is getting too real for me, Pam. I want you. Not pretend. For real."




The room tilted. Or maybe that was just the wine. No. Not the wine. The words. For real. Liam wanted her for real; Doug was sat at home wanking to the fantasy, and she was dripping onto Sophie's fucking sofa watching both men want her and Christ, when had her life become this?

For real.

Sophie snatched the phone out of her hand. "Soph, don't—"

Too late. Sophie's eyes went wide, thumb already scrolling up through the thread, faster, faster. Photos blurring past. Videos. Christ, the videos.

"Holy shit." Sophie's voice dropped to something like awe. "Pam. This is what you've been sending him?"

Pam's face burned. She tried to grab the phone back, but Sophie twisted away, still scrolling. More photos. Her tits in the red bra. Her arse bent over the bed. Her fingers disappearing into her cunt, thighs spread, everything on display. And Liam's replies—his cock, thick and dark and massive, precum glistening at the tip.

"His cock is fucking massive!" Sophie's voice went higher. "And you… bloody hell, babe, you sent him a video of you fingering yourself?" She looked up, a grin splitting her face. "Christ, no wonder he's losing his mind. And Doug's seen all this? Copied it to his own phone?"

Pam nodded. Throat tight. Words stuck somewhere behind her ribs.

Sophie handed the phone back. Shook her head slowly. Expression shifting from amusement to something softer, warmer. "So your test failed, he can handle it. Look."

She gestured at the Ring feed, still live on screen. Doug was still going, hand moving faster now, his body tense, thighs spread, head thrown back. He was going to cum. Pam knew that tension, knew the way his jaw clenched, knew the exact moment before-

There. He went rigid. Mouth falling open, silent behind the camera, but she could see the groan, see his body shudder, see his fist slow and squeeze, milking himself through it. Cum would be spurting over his knuckles, over his belly, his cock pulsing with it.

Pam's cunt throbbed so hard she gasped.

"That's a man who's not just handling it; he's fucking thriving on it." Sophie's voice went soft, almost reverent. "You've not broken him, Pam. You've unlocked him."

Unlocked. Christ, that's it, isn't it? I thought I'd prove he was all talk. But he's proved the opposite. He can do this. He wants this. I'm dripping just watching Doug wank to my fake affair. What does that make me?

Her thighs pressed together, slick heat soaking through the thong, fabric cutting into her cunt. She shifted on the sofa, trying to ease the ache building low in her belly. Didn't help. Made it worse.

Sophie sat back, took a slow sip of wine. Studied Pam with eyes that saw too much. "So what're you going to do? Tell Doug it's all been fake? Or make it real?"

Make it real. The words shouldn't turn me on this much. But they do. Christ, they do.

"I don't know." Barely a whisper. "I thought I knew. But now-"

"Babe." Sophie's voice lost the teasing edge. Went warm. Serious. "If he's helping you get dressed to go 'see someone,' that's not jealousy. That's compersion. He's permitting you without even knowing the game. Own it. If you want Liam, take him. Doug'll love you harder for it."

The phone buzzed again. Another text from Liam.

"I'm serious, Pam. I know tonight's not the night. But soon. Please. I can't stop thinking about you."

Soon. He wants it soon. And Doug wants it too, even if he doesn't know it's been fake. So what's stopping me? Fear? Guilt? Or just the last thread of control I'm clinging to?

She had to move. Stand. Something. Pam shoved herself up off the sofa, legs shaking, wine nearly spilling. Set the glass down hard on Sophie's cluttered coffee table. Her knickers were soaked through. Her clit was throbbing. She couldn't sit here anymore; couldn't pretend she wasn't about to lose her mind.

"Soph." Her voice came out rough. "Can I… your spare room. Just need a minute or two."

Sophie's grin went filthy. "Go on, babe." She waved towards the hallway. "Door locks. Take your time."

She knew. Of course she fucking knew. Pam didn't care. She needed to cum now or she was going to explode right here on Sophie's sofa.

Hallway. Narrow, dark, heels clicking too loudly on hardwood. Spare room door. Open. Inside. Lock.

Door shut. Lock twisted. Her back hit the wood, pulse slamming in her throat, thighs shaking so hard she could barely stand. The room was tiny, a single bed, clothes rail, a mirror above a cluttered dresser. But she didn't give a fuck about any of that. She needed to cum. Now.

Doug's face on the screen. His cock in his fist. Liam's text burning in her mind. For real.

Dress. Get the dress up. She yanked the fabric up over her hips, no hesitation, no pretence left. Hooked her thumbs into her thong, the black lace soaked through, sticking to her cunt, and dragged it down her thighs. Kicked it off. It caught on her heel, tangled there, fuck it. Leave it.

She stood there, dress bunched at her waist, red bra straining over her tits, heels still on, bare arse against Sophie's spare room door. Cunt dripping onto her inner thighs. Panting.

Christ. Look at yourself.

Phone in one hand, with Doug's orgasm on loop, his body jerking, mouth open, cumming for her. Other hand between her legs. No teasing. No slow build. Straight to her clit, fingers rubbing hard, desperate circles that had her hips bucking forward, heels scraping carpet.

Fuck. So wet. She was soaked, slick coating her fingers the second she touched herself, sliding through her folds, over her clit, down to her entrance. The sound was obscene in the tiny room; wet, filthy, the squelch of her fingers working through her arousal.

Look at him. Doug. Your husband. Wanking over texts from Liam. Over photos of your tits, your arse, your cunt. Over the fantasy of you getting fucked by another man's massive cock.

And here you are. Getting off on it. Both of you. Both filthy for this.

Her fingers slid lower, two pushing inside, and Christ, she was so ready, so open, they went in to the knuckle easy. Her cunt clenched around them, slick and gushing, and she bit her lip to keep from moaning loud enough for Sophie to hear. Thumb on her clit, fingers curling inside, hitting that spot that made her knees weak.

The phone screen blurred. Doug's face. His hand. His cum. She could smell herself now; sharp, musky, the scent of arousal thick in the air. Could hear herself; ragged breathing, the wet sounds of her fingers fucking her own cunt, the faint creak of the floorboards as her hips rocked.

Not enough. She needed more. Dropped her phone onto the bed, and grabbed her breast through the bra, satin slippery under her palm - and squeezed. Hard. Pinched her nipple through the fabric, twisted it, pain sparking sharp and bright. Yes. Like that.

She bent her head, teeth finding her own nipple through the satin, and bit down. Hard enough to hurt. Hard enough to muffle the moan building in her throat. The fabric went damp against her tongue, satin and spit and the salt taste of her own skin underneath.

Hurt yourself. Make it hurt. Make it real.

Her fingers worked faster, three now, stretching herself, thumb grinding her clit in harsh circles. She was close. So fucking close. Heat coiling low in her belly, thighs shaking, cunt clenching around her fingers.

The mirror. She caught her reflection - dress hiked up, tits spilling out of the bra, one hand between her legs, fingers disappearing into her cunt, face flushed, lipstick smeared, eyes glassy. She looked wrecked. Fucked. Like Liam had already bent her over and pounded her senseless.

That image. That thought.

Liam's text. For real.

Doug's cock in his hand, cumming to the fantasy.

Both of them. Both want her. Both were hard for her.

Her cunt clamped down on her fingers, violent and sudden, muscles seizing so hard she gasped. Pleasure ripped through her. Not gentle, not sweet, just pure fucking relief; wave after wave crashing through her body. Her thighs slammed together, nearly knocking her off balance, heels slipping on carpet. She bit her nipple harder, pain and pleasure twisting together, and a sound tore from her throat; half-moan, half-sob, muffled against satin.

Don't stop. Can't stop. Her hips jerked forward, grinding against her own hand, fingers still buried inside, thumb working her clit through the spasms. Another wave. Another. Slick ran down her thighs, soaking her fingers, dripping onto the carpet, probably; she didn't care, didn't fucking care.

Her vision whited out at the edges. Ears ringing. Body shaking so hard she had to brace herself against the door with her free hand just to stay upright.

Then it crested. Peaked. Started to fade.

She slumped back against the door, legs trembling, breath coming in ragged gasps. Her fingers slipped out, slick and wet, and she brought them to her mouth without thinking. Tasted herself; sharp, musky, mixed with the salt of sweat on her lips.

The phone on the bed, with Doug's image frozen mid-wank on the screen. She stared at it, chest heaving, cunt still pulsing, aftershocks rippling through her.

Jesus. Fuck.

The test is over. I know what I want now. And it's not proving Doug wrong. It's proving him right.

Send him this. Show him what he's done to you.

She grabbed the phone off the bed, angled it to catch her reflection, neck to navel, face half in shadow, enough to suggest but not show everything. Click. There. Post-orgasm wreckage in one image.

WhatsApp. Liam's thread. Her fingers moved before her brain could catch up.

PAM: "Soon. I promise. Soon."




Attached the photo. Sent.

No taking it back now.

LIAM: "Fuck, Pam. You're killing me. I'll wait."




She stood there for a minute, maybe more, just breathing. Legs shaking. Thighs slick. Knickers on the floor somewhere, fuck them, she wasn't putting them back on. She smoothed her dress down, checked herself in the mirror. Flushed. Mussed. Thoroughly fucked-looking even though no one had touched her but herself.

Right. Back out there. Face Sophie. Pretend she hadn't just masturbated in her spare room like a randy teenager.

Deep breath. Unlock the door. Hallway. Living room.

Sophie sat on the sofa, fresh wine poured, a grin splitting her face. Knowing. Completely fucking knowing.

"Feel better?"

Pam laughed, breathless, a bit hysterical, a bit fuck-it-all. "Yeah. Christ. Yeah, I do."

Sophie handed her the wine. Pam took it, drank half in one go. Her hands were still shaking.

"So." Sophie's eyes sparkled. "You texted him?"

"Yeah." Another drink. The wine tasted different now; sharper, or maybe that was just her mouth still tasting of herself. "Told him soon. Sent him a photo. And I-" She looked at Sophie, at her oldest friend, the only person who'd understand this madness. "Christ, Soph, I think I'm actually going to do this. Make it real. Not tonight, but soon. Doug can handle it. Liam wants it. And I-"

I want it too.

The words stuck in her throat, too big to say aloud yet. But Sophie heard them anyway. Her grin softened into something warmer, more real.

"Then do it, babe." She raised her glass. "You've already jumped. Just enjoy the fall."

There. Said it aloud. Can't take it back now. The real game's just starting.
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The Vixen's Rulebook

The Pineapple pub hadn't changed since the Nineties. Same dark wood panelling carved with decades of initials - J + M 4eva, Gunners '98 - same leather stools patched with duct tape, same tables sticky enough to claim your elbows if you weren't careful. The jukebox churned out Oasis Wonderwall, bleeding into the Friday night roar.

Warm. Loud. Anonymous. Exactly the sort of place where you could plot to fuck another man whilst your husband wanked at home, and nobody would bat an eye.

Pam followed Sophie through the crush, aware - sharply aware - of male eyes tracking her. The dress was clinging to her arse. The lipstick she hadn't bothered fixing after her fun in Sophie’s spare room. She looked like she'd been fucked, or was about to be, and half the pub had clocked it.

Good. Let them look. Let them bloody wonder.

Sophie claimed a corner booth, sliding into cracked leather with a satisfied grunt, and flagged down a passing server. "Two G&Ts, love. Doubles. Proper measures, yeah? None of that stingy single-shot nonsense."

Pam slipped in opposite, shrugging off her coat. The booth was tucked behind a pillar, slightly secluded, but she could still see the bar, the door, the whole room. Risky. Public. Exactly the sort of place where someone might recognise her.

Christ, when did that become a thrill instead of a fear?

Their G&Ts landed with a thunk, ice clinking, lime wedges bobbing in the fizz. Sophie raised her glass, grin wide and wicked. "To Pam Davies, future vixen extraordinaire. May Doug's cock never soften, and Liam's never disappoint."

Pam snorted, clinked glasses. "Christ, Soph, you're incorrigible."

"I prefer 'supportive.'" Sophie took a long drink, eyes sparkling with mischief over the rim. "So. You've admitted it. You're actually going to do this. How're you feeling?"

How was she feeling?

Like her skin was too tight. Like her knickers were still damp from the spare room. Like her pulse hammered in her throat every time she pictured Liam's reply – Soon - and imagined what soon meant. His hands. His mouth. His cock.

"Like I've jumped off a cliff," Pam said slowly, "and I'm still waiting to hit the ground."

Sophie leaned back, swirling her drink, lime spinning lazy circles. "Or maybe you've grown wings, and you just haven't noticed yet."

Pam took a long drink. The gin hit sharp and cold, cutting through the fog in her head. Everything had shifted, tilted, and now she sat here in a Kentish Town pub dressed like she was on a date, planning to fuck another man whilst her husband wanked himself raw at home.

This is real now. Not just texts and cameras and wanking in spare rooms. I'm actually going to fuck Liam. And Doug's going to - what? Watch? Know? Both?

Fuck, I need a plan. Need rules. Need to know I'm not about to blow up my marriage.

She set her glass down, leant forward, elbows on sticky wood. "Soph, you said you've done this before. Open stuff. How did it work? Like, practically - how did you not fuck it all up?"

Sophie's expression softened, the teasing edge fading into something more serious. "You want the gory details or the Cliff Notes?"

"Details. All of them."

"Right then." Sophie settled in, glass cradled between her hands like she was about to deliver a lecture. "So, this was a few years back, when I was with Jake - remember him? Tall, tattooed, bit of a prick but gorgeous in that tortured artist way?"

Pam nodded. She'd met Jake twice. Wrote poetry. Punched walls. Brilliant in bed, apparently, but volatile.

"Anyway, we were solid, but he had this mate, Chris. Fit as fuck, always flirting with me at parties. Jake clocked it, got jealous at first, then - plot twist - got turned on by it."

Pam's pulse kicked. "Go on."

"So Jake suggested a threesome. Chris was game. I was nervous but - fuck it, in for a penny and all that. But here's the thing, babe, and this is crucial: we set rules first. Proper rules. Not vague 'we'll figure it out' bollocks. Rules saved us from blowing the whole thing up."

Pam realised this made sense. Wasn’t sexy but would probably keep her marriage sane. "Tell me."

Sophie counted them off, fingers ticking. "One: condoms, unless you and hubby explicitly decide otherwise. Two: check-ins. Text before, text after. Your partner knows you're alive, you're safe, you're coming home. Three: debrief within twenty-four hours. Proper talk - what worked, what didn't, how you're both feeling. No bottling shit up till it explodes three months later."

This isn't just wild sex. It's logistics. Planning. Like running a bloody project at work.

"Four," Sophie continued, warming to her theme now, "safe word or gesture if things get uncomfortable mid-scene. We used 'red' for stop, 'amber' for slow down. Traffic lights, yeah? Easy to remember even when you're three orgasms deep and your brain's mush. Five: no overnights without explicit permission. You fuck; you come home. Keep the primary relationship sacred."

Pam nodded, her mental list was growing - solid, grounding, something to hold onto.

"What about—" She hesitated, glanced up. "What if feelings get involved? With the other person?"

Sophie shrugged, took another sip. "That's the risk, innit? But honestly, if you're clear from the start - this is physical, not romantic - it usually stays that way. Liam knows this is about you and Doug, yeah? He's not expecting you to leave Doug for him?"

Pam shook her head. "No. I mean, he said it's getting real for him, but I think he knows the score. It's sex. Fun. Not a relationship."

Is it though? Or am I kidding myself?

“Liam's fit, he's keen, and I'm - Christ, I'm already half-obsessed with his cock. But I love Doug. This is for Doug. For us.”

"Then you're golden," Sophie said firmly. "Just keep those rules tight. Oh, and six: Veto power. Either of you can call it off, anytime, no questions. If Doug suddenly can't handle it, or you can't, you stop. No guilt, no drama."

Six rules. Simple, clear.

Pam felt steadier, like she'd been handed a map through territory that had looked terrifying and shapeless five minutes ago.

"Thanks, Soph. Seriously. This helps."

"'Course it does." Sophie grinned. "And rule number seven goes without saying: fucking enjoy yourself. Now, an important question—" She leant in, voice dropping conspiratorially, eyes gleaming. "Bareback or wrapped? You on the pill?"

"IUD,"

"Then go for it if Doug wants that. Most husbands do - dunno why, but they're gagging for it. Some prefer you getting filled with another bloke's cum than filling you themselves. Mental, and fucking hot. Plus, some couples love the breeding talk, the creampie kink. Others prefer condoms for the mental safety net. Your call."

Pam's cunt clenched - sharp, involuntary - at the word creampie.

Bet Liam's got that kink. Wants to cum inside, watch it drip out. And Doug - fuck, Doug would lose his absolute mind. But is that too far? Too risky? Or just too fucking hot to resist?

"We'll figure it out," Pam managed, voice slightly strangled. "Not rushing that decision."

Sophie raised her glass. "Smart woman. Right, enough logistics. Tell me, after all those rules, how're you feeling about all this? Still excited? Terrified?"

Pam laughed, half-hysterical. "Both. Fuck, Soph, both. Like, I'm dripping just thinking about it, but also - what if I'm shit? What if Liam's disappointed? What if Doug watches and hates it?"

"Babe." Sophie's voice went firm, affectionate, the way it did when she was about to talk sense into someone. "Doug's not going to hate it. He's wanking himself raw over the idea of it. The reality'll blow his bloody mind. And Liam? He's already obsessed with you. You could starfish the entire time, and he'd still think you're a goddess. Relax. Enjoy it. That's the whole bloody point."

Pam dragged in air, let it out slowly.

Sophie was right. Doug wanted this, fuck, he was half-mad for it. Liam wanted it. And she, Christ, her cunt was throbbing just sitting here talking about it.

Stop overthinking. Let it happen.

She looked at Sophie, grinned. "You're a bad influence, you know that?"

Sophie shrugged, mock innocent. "I prefer 'life coach.' Now, you good to head out? Think we've covered the essentials. You've got your rules, and you've admitted you're gagging for Liam's massive cock. I'd say that's a successful girls' night."

Pam snorted, drained her gin. "Yeah. Let's go before I bump into anyone I know."

They wrestled into coats, Sophie already halfway to the door, weaving through the Friday crush. Outside, the cold slapped Pam's face, sharp enough to sting. Breath fogging. Streets slick with December damp. Pam's heels clicked on wet pavement as they headed towards the Tube, arms linked, Sophie's warmth solid against her side.

Sophie squeezed her arm. "Proud of you, babe. Seriously. You're about to do something fucking brave. And hot. Mostly hot."

Pam laughed, squeezed back. "Thanks, Soph. For everything. For normalising this. For the rules. For- Christ, for not thinking I'm mental."

"You're not mental. You're just finally admitting what you want. That's healthy, babe. Now go home, come clean to Doug, and start planning your real date with Liam."

They hugged at the Tube entrance - tight, warm, Sophie's patchouli perfume mixing with Pam's Chloé, a cloud of scent and affection and conspiracy. Then Sophie headed down the stairs, waving over her shoulder. "Call me after! I want details!"

Pam watched her go, then pulled out her phone.

A text from Doug, timestamped earlier: "Hope you're having fun, love. Don't rush back. Enjoy yourself. xx"

Her chest tightened - not with panic, but with something softer, warmer.

Enjoy yourself.

Christ, Doug. If only you knew. If only - fuck, you do know, don't you? You've known all along. And you're still here. Still loving me. Still wanting this.

How did I get so fucking lucky?

She typed back: "On my way home now. Love you. xx"

Hit send.

Then, on impulse, thumbs moving before her brain could catch up: "Thank you. For everything. For being you. xx"

She pocketed her phone, pulled her coat tighter around her, and headed back to Doug, back to the house where everything was about to change.

A few days ago, she'd thought this was a test. Proof Doug couldn't handle the reality of his fantasy.

But he could. He bloody well could.

And now? Now she was the one tested. Tested and found wanting, or found willing, depending on how you looked at it.

Either way, the line was crossed. No going back. Not with her cunt still wet thinking about Liam's cock, not with Doug at home desperate for every filthy detail, not with the vixen fully awake now and demanding to be fed.


seven
The Breaking Point
The Test He Passed


The front door clicked.

Doug's head jerked up, lager can halfway to his mouth, forgotten. Stopped mid-sip. Heart slammed into his ribs like it wanted out. Blood roared in his ears, louder than the telly muttering some shite in the corner.

She's home.

The hallway light flickered on. Footsteps. Soft thud of heels kicked off, hitting the skirting board. Then her voice drifted through, low, careful.

"Doug? You still up, love?"

Christ. Sounds knackered. Fucked out? Or just pissed from the pub?

He set the can down on the coffee table. Hands shaking. Tried to arrange his face into something that didn't scream I've been losing my fucking mind for four hours imagining you getting railed by Liam Hartley.

"Yeah," he called back. Voice came out rough, throat tight. "In here."

Pam stepped into view. Coat unbuttoned, hanging loose over that red dress, still clinging to every curve, the one he'd zipped her into hours ago, knowing full bloody well it wasn't for him. Hair mussed, lipstick faded to a soft pink blur, cheeks flushed. The cold? Gin flush? Something else?

Fuck, look at her. Gorgeous. Wrecked. Is that his cum in her knickers right now? Did she clean up first, or did she come straight home dripping?

Doug's cock stirred. Even with the knot of dread twisting his guts, it stirred. He shifted on the sofa, trying to be casual. Failed.

Pam paused. One hand on the doorframe, those sharp green eyes on him. Reading him. Always could.

"You alright?" she asked. Softer now. "You look knackered."

Knackered? Try fucking terrified, love.

"Yeah," Doug lied. Rubbed the back of his neck, bought himself a second. "Just… waited up. How was Sophie? She alright?"

Pam moved in, draped her coat over the armchair. Her perfume hit him, mixed with cigarette smoke clinging to the dress. Pub smell.

"She's fine," Pam said, arms crossing loose over her chest. "Needed the vent, you know. Men are bastards, apparently."

Doug forced a laugh. "Yeah. We are."

Was Liam a bastard tonight? Rough with you? Did you like it?

Pam's gaze stayed on him. She moved closer - perched on the edge of the coffee table, right in front of him. Knees nearly brushing his. Close enough he could see the faint sheen of sweat at her collarbone, the way her chest rose and fell.

Jesus. So close. If I leaned forward, I could smell him on her. Taste him on her lips.

"Doug," Pam said quietly. Something in her tone made his stomach drop. "I need to tell you something."

Here it comes. She's going to confess. She fucked him. Christ, she actually did it.

"…Okay," Doug managed. Mouth dry as dust.

Pam took a breath. Held it. Let it out slow, hands twisting together in her lap. Nervous, didn't fit the confident vixen he'd been picturing all night.

"I wasn't with Liam tonight," she said. Met his eyes. "I was with Sophie. All night. At the pub, at her flat. Just us."

Doug blinked.

What?

"Wait," he said slowly, brain scrambling, tripping over itself. "What? But the texts… the photos… you and him-"

Pam cut in gently, hand landing on his knee. "They were all fake. Well, not fake - we sent them. But it was a test, Doug. I set it up with Liam to… to prove you wrong."

Words landed like fists. Each one punching the air out of his lungs.

A test. She… she played me?

"Prove me wrong?" Doug's voice came out sharp, hurt bleeding through. Couldn't stop it. "About what?"

Pam's fingers tightened on his knee. "About whether you could actually handle this. Your bloody hotwife fantasy. I didn't think you could, love. I thought the second you saw proof, you'd lose your mind with jealousy. I wanted to show you it was just talk, so you'd drop it."

Doug stared.

He felt giddy, his world sliding sideways.

She tested me. Played me like some fucking… Christ, Pam.

"You…" He dragged both hands through his hair, gripped hard enough it hurt. "You tested me? Played me like some fucking mug? Shit, Pam."

Guilt flickered across her face - fast, sharp. She slid off the coffee table, dropped to her knees on the carpet between his legs. Hands gripping his thighs now, urgent.

"I know," she said, voice cracking. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have done it that way. But Doug…" She paused, swallowed. "You passed. You didn't lose it. Even when you thought I was going to him tonight, you didn't storm out or confront me or-"

Doug let out a bitter laugh, head tipping back against the sofa cushion. "Passed? I've been wanking myself stupid over the idea of you getting fucked by him. You call that passing?"

Wanked into your thong. Imagined him stretching you open. Listened to you moaning on that voice note till I thought I'd blow just from the sound.

Pam's eyes were bright. Feverish. She leaned closer, hands sliding up his thighs. "Yes. Because that's compersion, love. That's what Sophie kept telling me. You weren't eaten alive by jealousy. You were… turned on. Weren't you?"

Doug looked away. Jaw clenched so tight it ached. Silence hung between them, heavy. Damning.

Course I was. Course I fucking was. Every text, every photo, every filthy word. I soaked it all up like porn written just for me.

"Doug," Pam pressed. Softer. "Talk to me."

He exhaled hard through his nose. Forced himself to meet her gaze. "I've been going mental. Watching you dress for him, reading those texts, thinking you were… fuck, Pam. I thought tonight you were with him. That you'd actually-" His voice cracked. Broke.

Pam's face crumpled. She surged up, arms wrapping round his neck, face pressed into his shoulder. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry, love. But I needed to know if you could handle it. And you did. You bloody well did."

Doug's hands came up, gripped her waist, held her against him even as anger and hurt and something hotter all churned together in his chest, a mess he couldn't untangle.

"I should be furious with you," he muttered into her hair.

"I know."

"I should kick you out. Or make you sleep on the sofa."

"I know."

"But I can't," Doug admitted. Voice raw, scraped clean. "Because the worst part is… the absolute worst fucking part, Pam… is that even knowing it was fake, I still want it. I still want you to do it for real."

Pam pulled back just enough to look at him. Eyes searching his face, cataloguing every flicker. Then she bit her lip, cheeks flushing deeper.

"Doug, I need to tell you the other bit," she said quietly. "The bit I wasn't expecting."

Christ, there's more?

"What?" Doug asked, bracing.

Pam took a shaky breath. "I should've trusted you. But I also… I didn't know how much it would turn me on. The texting, the photos, the idea of you watching… Christ, Doug, I've been soaking through my knickers for days thinking about it."

Doug's breath caught. Stopped. His cock, which had softened during the confession, surged back; full, aching hardness in an instant.

Fuck. She… she wants it too?

"Pam-"

She rushed on, words tumbling out breathless. "I watched you on the Ring camera. Wednesday night. You were… You were wanking with my thong, reading the messages. And I was fingering myself, watching you."

Jesus Christ.

"It was supposed to prove you'd hate it," Pam continued, voice dropping to a whisper. Eyes locked on his. "But instead I realised…" She exhaled shakily. "I want it. I want Liam. I want his cock. I want to be your hotwife."

The words detonated in Doug's brain. Fireworks. White-hot, unstoppable heat flooding through him.

She wants it. She actually fucking wants it.

"You…" Doug stared, struggling. Mind reeling. "You want him? For real?"

Pam nodded, hands sliding up to cup his face. "Not instead of you. With you. For you. I want to fuck him and come home to you. I want you to watch, or hear about it, or taste him on me after. I want to be the wife you've been dreaming about."

Taste him on her. Christ. My wife, marked by another man, dripping with his cum, then coming home to me.

Doug's hands tightened on her waist, dragged her closer. Rough. Urgent. "Fuck, Pam. You're serious."

"Dead serious." Pam leaned in, lips brushing his jaw, feather-light. "But only if you still want it. After what I did, I'd understand if-"

Doug didn't let her finish. Hauled her onto his lap in one rough motion. Her thighs spread to straddle him, red dress riding up round her hips. Doug's hands found bare skin, no knickers, just smooth, warm arse in his palms.

No knickers. She's been walking around all night with no knickers on? Fuck.

"Want it?" Doug growled, pulling her tight against his erection. Hard ridge of him pressing into her through his jeans. "Christ, I've never wanted anything more. You think finding out it was a test kills the fantasy? It fucking confirms it. You're so hot, you had me believing you'd already gone and done it. And now you're telling me you will?"

Pam moaned - soft, breathy - grinding down against him. "Yes. If you want it. If we do this right."

"Right," Doug echoed. Mind spinning, racing. "Fuck. Okay. How do we… what do we need to-"

"Rules," Pam said breathlessly, hands gripping his shoulders as she rocked against him. Slow, deliberate. "We need rules, love. Sophie drilled that into me."

Rules. Christ. We're actually negotiating this. My wife's about to fuck another man, and we're laying down ground rules like it's a bloody business contract.

Doug's hands slid up her back, found the zip of her dress. Dragged it down slowly, tooth by tooth. "Rules. Okay. Like what?"

Pam's breath hitched as the dress loosened, fell away from her shoulders, and pooled around her waist. Tits spilling over the cups, nipples hard, visible through the fabric.

Fuck, look at her. Dressed like this for me now, but soon she'll be dressed like this for him.

"Safe words," Pam managed, grinding harder. "Check-ins. I'll tell you everything after. No overnights - well, unless you want me to. And…" She hesitated, teeth catching her lip. "Protection. We need to decide."

Doug's hands froze on her hips. His cock throbbed, almost painful against his jeans.

Protection. Condoms. Keeping it safe, sensible.

"No," Doug said. Voice rough, urgent, no room for argument. "No condoms."

Pam's eyes went wide. "Doug, that's-"

"I want you to feel him bare, Pam." Doug pulled her down harder, ground up into her, let her feel how hard he was. "I want you to take his cum. Inside you. All over you. I want you to bring it home to me, dripping, marked. I want to taste it, smell it, know he filled you properly."

Christ, listen to yourself. You're telling your wife to let another man cum inside her. Fuck him bareback. And you're rock-hard just saying it.

Pam moaned, hips stuttering against him. "Fuck, that's so dirty. You really want that?"

"I want you to be a slut for him," Doug said. Hands slid under her dress, gripped her bare arse, spread her open, fingers digging into soft flesh. "For me. I want to reclaim you after, fuck you full of my cum too, mix it all together. You're mine, Pam. But I want to share you. Does that make me mental?"

Pam grinned - wild, filthy - and kissed him hard. Teeth clashing, tongue pushing into his mouth. "Makes you my perfect fucking stag."

Doug groaned into her mouth. Yanked the dress up over her head completely, fingers finding her cunt between her thighs. Soaked. Fucking dripping. She'd been wet all night, no knickers, just this. Slick heat coating his fingers, the smell of her rising sharp and filthy between them. When he pushed two fingers inside she clenched round him immediately, tight, hot.

"Tell me what you'll do with him," Doug demanded, pumping his fingers harder, deeper, curling them. "Details."

Pam gasped, riding his hand, hips rolling. "I'll suck his cock first. Get it nice and wet. Then… fuck, Doug, then I'll ride him. Feel that thick girth stretch me open. He's bigger than you, love - you know that, right?"

Bigger. Course he is. Saw the pictures. Twice as thick, maybe more.

"Say it properly," Doug growled. Thumb found her clit, rubbed hard, tight circles. "How much bigger?"

Pam moaned, head tipping back, throat exposed. "Twice as thick. Maybe more. He'll fill me like you never could, Doug. Stretch me so wide I'll feel it for days. But I'll love you for it. I'll think of you watching while he pounds me."

Doug's free hand fumbled with his jeans, shoved them down, and freed his aching cock. Pulled his fingers out of her; slick, glistening, and positioned himself at her entrance and dragged her down onto him in one brutal thrust. Buried himself to the hilt.

Pam cried out, nails digging into his shoulders, cunt clenching tight around him, squeezing.

"Fuck, Pam," Doug groaned, gripping her hips, starting to move. Hard, urgent. "You're going to be so good at this."

"I want it, Doug," Pam panted, bouncing on him now, tits bouncing in the bra, red satin stretched tight. "Soon. Promise me we'll find the right time."

"Promise," Doug gasped, thrusting up into her, meeting her rhythm. "Fuck, I promise. As soon as we can. I'll fucking thank him after for making you cum."

Thank him. Christ. I'll thank another man for fucking my wife better than I can. And I mean it.

Pam rode him harder, sweat slicking her skin, beading between her tits. Smell of sex thick in the air; her cunt, his precum, the musk of them together. "Tell me you want me to be a slut, Doug. Say it."

Doug's hands pulled her bra down and found her tits, squeezed roughly, felt her nipples hard against his palms. "I want you to be my slut. My hotwife. I want other men to see what I've got and know I'm generous enough to let them have a taste."

"What if I love it too much?" Pam gasped, grinding her clit against him, chasing her orgasm. "What if Liam's cock makes me cum harder than you ever have?"

Doug didn't hesitate. Didn't flinch. "Then you fucking tell me. Every detail. I'll wank to it for weeks. You'll always come home to me, Pam. Always. But in between, you're going to be the dirtiest fucking vixen in London."

Pam screamed, her cunt clamping down on him, pulsing, squeezing him so tight he saw stars. Body shaking violently, thighs trembling around his hips. Doug thrust twice more, buried deep, and emptied himself inside her with a roar. Hot spurts of cum filling her, marking her, claiming her.

They collapsed together on the sofa. Pam still straddling him, both panting like they'd run a marathon. Hearts hammering. Sweat cooling on their skin.

Pam's forehead dropped against his. She let out a breathless laugh. "Christ, we're really doing this."

Doug grinned, hands stroking up and down her back, tracing her spine. "We really are. You scared?"

"Terrified," Pam admitted, nuzzling into his neck. Pressed a kiss there, soft, tender. "Excited. Mostly… fuck, mostly just glad I told you. No more lying."

Doug kissed her softly, tasting gin and something sweeter underneath. "No more lying. Just us, figuring this out together. When do you want to…?"

Pam shrugged, settled more comfortably against him, his cock still softening inside her, cum leaking out, warm, messy. "Not yet. Let's plan it properly. Make it perfect. Maybe a few weeks? We'll know when it feels right."

Doug nodded, ran his fingers through her hair, smoothing it back from her face. "Perfect. I love you, Pam."

Pam smiled against his skin, pressed a kiss to his collarbone. "I love you too, you daft, filthy bastard."

They stayed like that. Tangled together on the sofa, Doug's cum leaking slowly out of her onto his lap. Telly still muttering in the corner, some comedian telling jokes neither of them heard. Outside, the street was silent except for the distant rumble of a night bus and the ever-present hum of the Northern Line beneath their feet.

Streetlight slanted through the window, caught them in amber glow. Messy, sated, grinning like teenagers who'd just discovered sex for the first time.

Pam murmured sleepily against his chest, "Liam's going to lose his mind when I tell him it's actually happening."

Doug chuckled, hand lazily palming her arse, possessive, warm. "Let's make him wait a bit. Build the anticipation."

Pam nodded, already half-asleep, boneless against him. "Good plan. But not too long. I'm fucking gagging for it now."

Doug grinned into her hair, holding her close.

Me too, love. Me too.


eight
Weekend Awakening
Watched and Wrecked


The towel clung damp to Pam's skin, hair dripping onto her shoulders. Too bloody quiet, this house. Empty downstairs, Doug two hundred miles north in some soulless hotel, his stupid work sending him away last minute to a conference he’ll probably hate - and Liam about to walk through that front door. Christ. Her pulse hammered loud enough she half-expected the Ring camera to pick it up.

She sent the text she’d promised Doug earlier in the day, hoping he was back in his hotel room by now.

Pam: He's on his way. Arriving in 30 mins. Xx




Breath snagged in her throat. This is real. Not texts anymore. Not fantasies whispered in the dark with Doug's cock buried inside her. Liam was coming here – to their house, this bedroom, to this bed - and Doug was miles away with his laptop open, Ring cameras streaming, waiting to watch it all unfold.

Doug: Enjoy it. Love you. Xx




Fingers trembling, she typed back.

Pam: I love you too. This is for us. Xxx




For us. She set the phone down on the dresser, stared at her own reflection. Keep telling yourself that, Pam.

Phone set down, she tugged the towel free. It pooled at her feet, and she stood naked before the mirror, tits heavy, nipples already peaked despite the room's warmth. Smooth-shaved pussy, thighs still pink from the razor's scrape. Look at you, getting dolled up for another man. She turned, checked her arse. Round, soft. The kind men's eyes stuck to when she wore pencil skirts. And Liam's about to get a proper eyeful.

The Ring camera perched on top of the wardrobe, blue light steady. Doug was watching. Right bloody now. Seeing her like this, naked, wet, waiting.

She waved at it, feeling daft. "You watching, babe?" Her voice came out quieter than she meant. Cleared her throat, tried again. "I'm getting ready for him. For you."

No reply. Just that silent blue light. But somewhere up north, Doug had his cock out already, didn't he? Wanking to the sight of his wife preparing to fuck another man.

Christ alive.

Pam turned to the bed. Lingerie laid out like an offering, her red satin bra, black lace knickers. High-cut, sheer enough you could see straight through to her cunt if you looked closely. The set Liam had suggested weeks ago, back when this was all pretend.

Not pretend anymore.

She stepped into the knickers, slid them up her thighs. Lace settled against her hips, fabric already clinging damp. Bloody hell, already wet and he's not even here yet. The bra next; fumbling the clasp, then smoothing satin over her tits. Barely contained them. Nipples visible through the thin fabric, two hard points pressing against it.

Another check in the mirror. Turned, angled, imagined Liam's big hands spanning her hips. Doug's eyes glued to the screen.

Makeup next. She sat at the dresser, hands steadier now she had something to do. Dark red lipstick, Doug's favourite, the one that left marks all over his skin when she kissed down his body. Smoky eyeshadow, just enough to make her eyes look bigger, darker. Mascara, two coats. Hair she left loose, wavy and wild the way it dried naturally.

Look like a woman on the prowl. She leaned closer to the mirror, spoke to her own reflection, but really to the camera behind her. "He's going to ruin me tonight, Doug." Voice low, husky. Slut voice. "And you're going to watch every filthy second."

Her phone buzzed.

Liam: Outside. You ready for this? x




Stomach flipped. Pulse hammered between her legs, at her throat. No. Yes. Fuck. Fingers shook as she typed.

Pam: Come in. Door's unlocked. Bedroom upstairs. x




She stood, smoothed her hands over the lingerie. This is it, then.

Footsteps outside on the pavement. Front door opening—she'd left it on the latch deliberately. His footsteps in the hallway. Slow. Deliberate. Then, climbing the stairs.

Her breathing quickened. Heart thudding so hard she could hear it, feel it, taste it.

The bedroom door swung open.

Liam stood in the doorway; tall, broad-shouldered, tattooed sleeve visible where his tight black tee clung to his bicep. Jeans slung low on his hips. That cocky grin she'd seen a hundred times at the office, but sharper now. Hungrier.

His eyes raked over her - head to toe, lingering on her tits, the lace barely covering her cunt - and he let out a low whistle.

"Fuck me, Pam." His voice came out rough, raw. "You look… amazing."

She tried to smile, suddenly shy despite everything. "Hi."

Hi? That's what you've got?

Liam crossed the room in three strides. Didn't kiss her yet, just stood close enough she could smell him. Aftershave and something warmer underneath. Male. His gaze flicked to the camera on the wardrobe, and he raised a hand in mock salute.

"Doug watching?" He grinned. "Cheers, mate. I'll take good care of her."

Pam laughed, the tension snapping just slightly. "He knows. He wants this."

Liam's hands found her hips, pulled her close. She felt the heat of him through his jeans, the hard ridge of his cock pressing against her belly. "And you?" His voice dropped lower. "You want this?"

She nodded. Couldn't speak for a second. Then managed, "So fucking much."

He kissed her then; deep, possessive, tongue sliding into her mouth like he owned it. Pam moaned, fisted her hands in his shirt, and dragged him closer. His hands slid down, cupped her arse cheeks, and squeezed hard enough to bruise.

When he broke the kiss, she was breathless. Lips swollen.

Liam stepped back, eyes dark. "Show me those big tits properly."

Her hands went to the bra clasp - no hesitation, no thought - unhooked it, let it fall. Tits bounced free, nipples peaked and aching. Liam groaned, hands immediately on them. Thumbs flicking her nipples, squeezing.

"Fuck," Pam gasped, arching into his touch. God, his hands are huge.

His mouth found her neck. Biting gently, then sucking hard enough to leave a mark. She'd have a bruise there tomorrow. Good.

"You like them?" she managed, breathless.

"Fucking perfect." His voice muffled against her skin. "Bet Doug's already wanking watching this."

Pam glanced at the camera, flushed and panting. "He better be."

Liam pulled back just enough to speak louder, aimed at the lens. "Your wife's tits are incredible, mate. Can't wait to fuck them later."

Heat flooded through her, shame and arousal knotted so tight she couldn't separate them. Her hands dropped to Liam's jeans, fumbling with the buckle. Need to see it. Need to see that big cock he's been teasing me with.

"Let me see it." Her voice came out needy, desperate. "I want to see it."

Liam smirked. Stepped back. Unbuckled his belt with deliberate slowness - every clink of metal a tease. Then shoved his jeans and boxers down in one motion.

His cock sprang free.

Oh my god!

Thick. Veiny. Already half-hard and growing as she stared. Seemed bigger than the photos and video. So much bigger than Doug.

Pam dropped to her knees without thinking, eyes locked on it. Mouth watering.

"Jesus Christ, Liam."

He stroked himself slowly, watching her watch him. Cock thickening in his hand, flushed dark at the head. "Bigger than Doug's, yeah?"

She nodded, transfixed. Wrapped her hand around the base - fingers didn't quite meet. Twice as thick. Maybe more. "Fuck, how is this going to fit?"

Liam grinned down at her, stroking faster now. Cock fully hard, jutting towards her face. "We'll make it fit. But first…" He gripped her hair gently, guided her forward. "Suck it. Show your husband how good you look with my cock in your mouth."

Pam leaned forward. Licked the head. Salty precum beaded at the tip, and she lapped it up, moaning at the taste. Different from Doug - sharper, heavier. This is another man's cock. You're on your knees for another man.

She wrapped her lips around the head, sucked gently. Then took him deeper. Inch by inch. Jaw stretched wide, spit gathering at the corners of her mouth as she hollowed her cheeks. So thick. Her mouth already ached, and she'd barely started.

Liam's hand tightened in her hair, guiding her rhythm. "That's it. Get it nice and wet."

She bobbed her head, taking him as deep as she could. Gagged when he hit the back of her throat. Pulled off, gasping, her spit trailing from her lips to his cock in thick strings.

"Look at the camera, Pam." His voice rough, commanding. "Let Doug see you choking on my dick."

She turned her head, met the camera's unblinking light. Lips swollen, spit-slick. "You seeing this, love?" Her voice came out wrecked. "He's so fucking big."

Then back down. Sucking harder, faster. Liam's hips started to thrust; fast, shallow strokes, fucking her mouth. Wet, obscene sounds filled the room. Slurping, gagging, his groans.

"Fuck, your mouth feels amazing." He pulled her off suddenly. Cock glistening with her spit. "Enough. I want your cunt. Where do you want it first? Here, or downstairs?"

Pam stood on shaky legs, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "Kitchen." The words tumbled out. Fuck me on the counter where we eat breakfast. "I want you to eat me on the counter first."

Liam's grin widened. "Dirty girl."

She led him downstairs, still in just the lace thong. Tits bouncing with every step. Hyper-aware of the hallway camera catching them, Liam's eyes glued to her arse.

The kitchen lights were harsh. Clinical. Made everything too bright, too real. Pam hopped onto the counter - cold marble against her arse - and spread her legs like a cheap slut.

Liam knelt between her thighs. Peeled the knickers down slowly, tossed them aside. Stared at her pussy, smooth, pink, glistening.

"Fucking hell, look at this pretty cunt." His breath hot against her inner thigh. "Already dripping."

Pam leaned back on her elbows, angled her hips up. Spread yourself for him. Let Doug see. "Camera in the corner, Liam. Make sure he sees."

Liam adjusted his angle slightly. Then buried his face between her legs.

Pam cried out, her head thrown back, thighs trembling. His tongue was flat, broad, licking from her arsehole to her clit in one long, filthy stroke.

"Fuck! Oh my god, yes!"

He didn't tease. Didn't build. Just devoured her. Tongue fucking into her hole, then sucking her clit, then back down. Hands gripping her thighs, holding her open, keeping her pinned.

Doug's watching this. Watching another man eat his wife's cunt.

"Right there!" Pam's hand fisted in his hair, grinding against his mouth. "Don't stop, don't fucking stop!"

He sucked her clit hard. Two fingers plunged into her cunt, curling up to find that spot inside that made her see stars.

Her thighs shook. Back arched. Tits heaving.

"Doug," she gasped, looking towards the camera even though she could barely focus. "He's… oh Christ, his tongue… I'm going to cum already!"

Liam pulled back just enough to speak – his breath hot and wet against her cunt. "Cum for him, Pam. Show your husband how I make you scream."

Fingers thrust faster, harder. Tongue flicking rapid and relentless against her clit.

Pam's orgasm slammed into her, back arching off the counter, thighs clamping around Liam's head, pussy clenching hard on his fingers. She screamed. Loud and raw. Didn't care if the neighbours heard. Let them hear. Let the whole bloody street hear.

Liam licked her through it, gentler now. Kissing her inner thigh as she came down, shaking and gasping.

He stood. Cock rock-hard, glistening with precum. "Turn around. Bend over the counter."

Pam obeyed. Legs still trembling. Bent forward, bracing her hands on the far edge. Looked over her shoulder at him. This is it.

Liam lined his cock up. Rubbed the head through her soaked folds, teasing. "You ready for this?"

"Please." Her voice broke. "Fuck me. I need it."

The head pressed in; just that, and Pam's breath punched out of her. Oh Christ, oh fuck. Stretched wider than Doug had ever managed, thighs shaking as Liam's hands clamped her hips. Held her steady while her cunt tried to adjust. Too big. He's too bloody big. But her body was slick, desperate, opening for him anyway. She could feel every vein, every ridge.

"Breathe, babe." His voice strained. "You're so fucking tight."

Inch by inch, he sank deeper. Pam whimpered, nails scraping the worktop. Relax. Take it. Take his big cock.

"Oh god, you're huge…" She could barely speak. "Doug, he's splitting me open…"

Liam bottomed out finally, groaning deep in his chest. Hips flush against her arse. Buried to the hilt inside another man's wife. "Fuck, you feel incredible. So tight and wet."

He started to thrust. Slow at first, letting her adjust. Then faster. Hips slapping against her arse, the sound echoing in the bright kitchen. Wet, filthy sounds. Skin on skin. Her cunt squelching around his cock.

Pam moaned with every thrust, pushing back to meet him. "Yes! Harder! Fuck me harder!"

Liam obliged. Pounding into her now, dirty talk spilling out between grunts. "This is what you needed? A proper big cock stretching this slutty cunt?"

"Yes!" Pam screamed, past caring how she sounded. Slut. You're a slut for his cock. "Fuck yes! You're so much bigger than Doug!"

Liam's laugh was breathless, almost feral. He looked towards the camera, still fucking her relentlessly. "Your wife's pussy is perfect, mate. Gripping me so tight."

Pam's second orgasm built fast, coiling low in her belly, tightening with every brutal thrust. "Don't stop, don't stop, I'm going to-"

It crashed over her. She came screaming again, her cunt clenching rhythmically around Liam's cock, milking him. He didn't slow. Fucked her straight through it, dragging it out until she was sobbing with pleasure.

Then he pulled out suddenly. "Living room. I want you over the sofa."

Pam stumbled, legs weak. Led him through. Bent over the back of the sofa without being told -arse high, presenting herself. Good little slut.

Liam entered her from behind in one hard thrust. No preamble. No warning.

Pam shrieked.

He fucked her brutally. Hands on her hips, pulling her back onto his cock with every thrust. The sofa creaked. Scraped forward on the floor. The whole bloody thing might collapse.

Pam's face was buried in the cushions, muffling her screams. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh FUCK!"

Liam spanked her arse; hard enough to sting, red handprint blooming on her pale skin. "Louder, Pam. Let the neighbours hear what a slut you are."

She lifted her head. Screamed properly now. Raw and desperate. "Fuck me! Breed me! Fill me up!"

Liam grunted, pace turning frantic. Brutal. "You want my cum? You want me to pump you full?"

"Yes!" Pam sobbed, tears streaming down her face from the intensity. "Please! Cum in me!"

Liam roared. Slammed deep one last time, huge cock swelling and pulsing in her as he emptied inside her. Thick ropes of cum flooding her cunt, filling her womb. He's cumming in me. Another man's cumming inside me.

Pam collapsed forward onto the sofa. Shaking through the aftershocks. Felt him still throbbing inside her, marking her, claiming her.

Liam pulled out slowly. His cum spilt out immediately, thick, obscene, running hot down her inner thighs. Pam could feel it, the slow drip of it, marking her. Doug's watching this. Watching another man's spunk leak out of his wife. Her cunt clenched, pushed out more. The wet slide of it made her thighs slippery.

He stood back, breathing hard. Admiring the sight. "Fuck, that's hot. Stay like that a sec."

Pam glanced back weakly. Saw him staring, committing it to memory. "Doug's going to love seeing this."

Liam grinned. "He fucking better. I'm getting a drink. You want anything?"

Pam shook her head. Still draped over the sofa, too wrecked to move. "Just… need a minute."

She heard him pad to the kitchen. Tap running. Him gulping water.

Doug… better check he’s OK. Our rules.

She called to let Liam know she had to get her phone, and stood on shaking legs, throwing a stupid thumbs up and grin to the watching camera. She somehow made trip to the bedroom and back without falling down the stairs, and as she entered the front room again, her phone buzzed in her hand.

Doug: Holy fuck, Pam. You're incredible. I just came watching him fill you. Call me? Please? Xx




Pam smiled; she owed him this. Hit call. Phone to her ear. Bending back over the sofa with Liam's cum leaking out of her.

Doug answered immediately. Voice ragged, breathless. "Pam. Christ, love. Are you okay?"

She laughed—the sound shaky. "More than okay. That was… Doug, he's amazing."

"I saw." His voice thick with emotion. "Fuck, I saw everything. You looked so beautiful taking him."

"You're not upset?" The question slipped out before she could stop it.

"Upset?" Doug's answer came fast, fierce. "I'm fucking euphoric. I want more. Is he staying?"

Pam glanced towards the kitchen. Lowered her voice. "I was going to ask if-"

"Yes." Doug interrupted, almost frantic. "Fuck yes. Keep him there all weekend if you want. Let him fuck you all night. I want you completely used by the time I get home."

Pam moaned softly, cunt clenching at his words, more cum leaking out. "Doug…"

"I mean it, Pam." His voice dropped lower, intimate. "Be my perfect little slut. Beg him to stay. Let him breed you over and over. I'll be home Sunday to reclaim you properly."

"I love you so much." Her voice broke.

"I love you too. Now go get fucked again."

The call ended. Pam set the phone down carefully. Heart racing. He wants more. He wants me ruined.

Liam walked back in. Still naked, cock already half-hard again. "You good?"

Pam stood slowly. Turned to face him. Cum still dripping down her legs. "Doug wants you to stay. All weekend."

Liam's eyebrows rose. "Seriously?"

She nodded. Stepped closer. Wrapped her hand around his cock. Felt it swell in her grip. "I want it too. I want you to fuck me until I can't walk. Every hole. All night."

Liam's cock was fully hard now. Thick and ready again. "Fuck, Pam. You're insatiable."

She sank to her knees. "Then give me more."
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Back in the bedroom. Pam on her back this time, legs over Liam's shoulders, him pounding deep and relentless. It felt more intimate now. Eye contact. Kissing between thrusts, his hands framing her face. Look at me while you fuck me.

She came twice like that. Sobbing his name, nails raking down his back. Leaving marks.

Then she rode him. Tits bouncing, grinding her clit against his pelvis, chasing her pleasure, no longer performing for the camera, taking what she wanted from her lover. Liam's hands on her arse, spreading her cheeks. Fingers teasing her arsehole, places Doug had only touched once or twice.

He came inside her again. She felt it flood her, mixing with the first load. So full. So fucking full of him.

Later, they lazily fucked, spooning. Slow and deep. Liam's hand around her throat - not squeezing, just holding - the other rubbing her clit in tight circles as he whispered how good she felt, how he’d always wanted her. Pam came sobbing, tears streaming, overwhelmed.

Then later - "I want your arse."

Pam froze. Looked over her shoulder at him. Pulse spiking. "I've only… Doug and I tried once. It hurt."

Liam kissed her shoulder. "I'll go slow. Lots of lube. If it's too much, we stop."

She nodded. Heart pounding. You can do this. You want to do this. Doug will want you to.

He prepped her carefully. Fingers first - one, then two - slick with lube, working her open gently. Pam whimpered. The burn faded into something else. Something filthy and overwhelming. This is so dirty. So wrong.

"Please," she finally begged. "I want it. I want your big cock in my arse."

Liam lined up. Pressed the swollen head against her tight hole. Pushed in slowly. So slowly.

Pam cried out. Bit the pillow. Didn't tell him to stop.

Inch by inch. Burn turning to pressure turning to fullness. So full. He's in my arse. His cock's in my arse.

When he was finally buried completely, Pam was shaking. Sobbing. "Fuck, fuck, fuck…"

"You okay?" Liam's voice strained.

"Move," she gasped. "Please move."

He did. Slow, careful thrusts that made her see stars. His hand found her clit, rubbed in time with his thrusts.

“So good, so good.”

“You like that, my cock in your dirty, tight hole?”

“Fuck yes… never stop. Doug, he’s fucking my arse!”

I’ll never deny a man this again… oh fuck, so deep, so full.

Pam came harder than she had all night. Screaming into the pillow, arse clenching around his cock.

Liam groaned. Thrust twice more. Came deep in her, putting out the fire.

They collapsed together. Slick with sweat and cum. Pam could barely move. Fucked in every hole. Used completely.

"Shower," Liam murmured eventually.

They stumbled to the ensuite. Stood under the hot spray together. Liam kissed her hard, her back against the tiles, Pam grinding back against his hard body, water streaming over them. Can't get enough. He can't get enough of me.

Back to bed. He fucked her tits, calling out to Doug that he’s using every part of her. Came on her face and chest. Pam licked him clean, hungry to taste him again. Salt and musk and sex.

Around three in the morning, they finally stopped. Tangled together in the wrecked sheets. Pam's body was marked with bites, bruises. Cum still leaking from her. Ruined. Absolutely ruined.

The camera's blue light still watched over them.

She smiled. Too exhausted to care. Drifted to sleep with Liam's arm around her waist.
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Saturday blurred into a haze of fucking. Pam woke to Liam's cock hard against her arse. Morning sex; lazy, deep, unhurried. Sunlight streaming through the curtains, warming their skin. His hands everywhere, reverent and greedy at once, like he still couldn't believe she was real.

Breakfast in the kitchen. Both still naked. Pam sat on the counter, eating toast - Liam knelt between her legs, eating her out until she came on his tongue again. Marmalade forgotten, cooling on the plate, butter congealing whilst her thighs trembled round his ears.

Afterwards, she dragged him back upstairs. Needed a kip; properly knackered, muscles singing with sweet exhaustion. Collapsed onto the duvet, let sleep pull her under.

Woke an hour later to Liam sat on the edge of the bed, that wicked grin plastered across his face. Cocky bastard knew exactly how fit he looked.

"Fancy something different?" Voice low, teasing.

Pam blinked, suspicious. Propped herself up on one elbow. "Like what?"

He reached over to her nightstand. Pulled open the drawer - her drawer, the one Doug knew intimately. Where the vibrator lived, tucked beneath hand cream and paracetamol. Liam's fingers closed round the pink silicone, lifted it out slowly like he was unwrapping a gift.

Waggled it at her, grin widening. "Let me worship you properly."

Heat flooded through her - sharp, immediate. That toy. Doug's watched her use that toy. Watched her spread her legs on this exact bed, work it inside herself whilst he knelt beside her, stroking his cock. Their private ritual. Their shared intimacy.

And now Liam held it like it was his.

Christ.

"You're going to use my vibrator on me?" Voice came out breathless already.

"Not just that." Liam set it aside, hands sliding up her thighs, spreading them wide. "Gonna eat your arse first. Then we'll see how loud you scream."

Pam's cunt clenched. Fuck. Doug had tried once - tentative, awkward, pulled away when she'd tensed up. But Liam's voice held no hesitation. Just filthy certainty.

"I've never… Doug doesn't really…"

"I know." Liam kissed her inner thigh, teeth grazing. "That's why I want to."

She nodded. Couldn't speak. Heart hammering so hard her ribs ached.

He flipped her over, gentle but firm, and arranged her on hands and knees. Arse in the air, thighs spread, face pressed into the pillow that still smelt like sex and sweat. Vulnerable. Exposed. Perfect.

Liam's hands cupped her arse cheeks, spread them wide. Cool air hit her arsehole, made her shiver. Then his breath - hot, wet - ghosting over the tight ring of muscle.

"Relax, babe. Just feel it."

His tongue pressed flat against her arsehole.

Pam gasped into the pillow. Oh fuck oh fuck oh-

He licked her slowly. Long, deliberate strokes, circling the rim, pressing gently inward. No hesitation. No awkwardness. Just his mouth worshipping her arse like it was the filthiest, most delicious thing he'd ever tasted.

Her thighs trembled. Fingers fisted the duvet, knuckles white. This is… Christ, this is-

"Liam-" Voice muffled, wrecked already.

He didn't stop. Tongue pushing deeper now, breaching that tight ring, fucking into her arse in slow, maddening thrusts. His hand snaked round her hip, fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight circles.

Pleasure spiked overwhelming. Her hips bucked, grinding back against his face, chasing the filthy heat building low in her belly.

Then - click. The vibrator hummed to life.

Pam's head jerked up. "Liam, what-"

He pressed the toy against her cunt. Slid it inside in one smooth thrust.

She screamed. Couldn't help it. The fullness, the buzz, his tongue still working her arsehole; too much, too fucking much, she was going to-

"That's it," Liam growled against her skin. "Let the camera see you fall apart."

The camera. Doug. Doug was watching this. Watching Liam use their toy on her whilst eating her arse. Watching her become something filthy and shameless and utterly his - and fuck, she couldn't-

The vibrator thrust deeper. Liam's tongue circled her arsehole, pressed inward, his fingers grinding her clit brutal and relentless.

Orgasm detonated through her like a bomb. Back arching, thighs shaking violently, cunt clamping down on the vibrator so hard it nearly pushed out. She sobbed into the pillow, tears streaming, pleasure ripping through her in wave after brutal wave until her vision whited out and her whole body went limp.

Liam gentled immediately. Pulled the toy out slow, switched it off. Kissed her arse cheek, her lower back, her shoulder. "Fucking beautiful. You're so fucking beautiful when you come."

Pam couldn't speak. Could barely breathe. Just lay there shaking, aftershocks rippling through her cunt, arsehole still tingling from his tongue.

Then he was flipping her over again. Spreading her thighs. His cock – once more hard and dripping - nudged her entrance.

"One more," he murmured, sliding inside. "Need to feel you."

She was so wet he glided in easily despite the stretch. Filled her completely, balls-deep in two thrusts. Started fucking her slow and deep, grinding against her oversensitive clit with every roll of his hips.

Pam wrapped her legs round his waist, pulled him closer. "Harder."

He obliged. Pounding into her now, chasing his own release, sweat dripping onto her chest. She felt the familiar tension building again - impossible, she'd only just come, but his cock hitting that spot inside, his pelvis grinding her clit, the memory of his tongue in her arse-

They came together. Her cunt clenching rhythmic and desperate, his cock pulsing hot inside her, flooding her with another thick load. Mixed with all the others, overflowing, leaking out around his shaft to soak the sheets beneath her arse.

He collapsed beside her, breathing hard. Grinned at the ceiling. "Your husband's going to love re-watching that."

Pam laughed - breathless, wrecked, utterly spent. He bloody will.

They lay tangled together for a while, catching their breath. Sunlight warm through the window. Perfect. Filthy and perfect.

Eventually, Liam stirred. "Fancy some telly? Pretend we're normal for a bit?"

Pam snorted. "Normal. Right."

But she followed him downstairs anyway.

Pretending to watch TV. Some mindless comedy neither of them paid attention to. Escalated to Liam fingering her as she sucked his balls. Then fucking her on the living room floor. Carpet burns on her knees, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave fresh bruises.

Evening brought another marathon in bed. Pam lost track of how many times she came, how much cum was inside her. Doesn't matter. None of it matters except this.

They finally collapsed again. Utterly spent. Bodies slick with sweat and cum and saliva. The sheets beyond saving - stained, soaked, reeking of sex. Neither of them cared.
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Conference Call

The hotel room reeked of stale coffee and that chemical-lemon stink of industrial cleaner, but Doug couldn't have cared less. Pam's text earlier had blindsided him - work conference my arse - and now the whole bloody weekend had turned into something else entirely. His laptop sat open on the cheap desk, four Ring camera feeds glowing in the dim light. Bedroom, hallway, kitchen, living room. Every angle. Every corner of their Kentish Town terrace, two hundred miles away.

Hands shaking, he jabbed at the app until it refreshed. 7:02 PM. Christ, she was in there right now. Getting ready. For him. For Liam. Doug's cock gave a hard pulse against his thigh.

His phone buzzed, screen lighting up.

Pam: He's on his way. Arriving in 30 mins. Xx




The words punched straight through him. Cock going from interested to demanding in the space of a heartbeat. It's really happening. Two hundred miles away, in their home, in their bed, his wife was about to fuck another man. And he'd begged her to do it. Literally nagged her into it.

Fingers clumsy, he stabbed out a reply.

Doug: Enjoy it. Love you. Xx




He perched on the edge of the bed, the duvet rough under his palms. Boxers already tenting. The bedroom feed showed Pam naked, skin still damp and glistening from her shower, absolutely perfect. Those tits. That arse. Curves he knew by heart, had traced with his tongue a thousand times. My wife. About to belong to someone else tonight.

Doug shoved his hand into his boxers, gripping himself through the thin fabric. Not yet. Not bloody yet.

But fuck, the way she moved. All confidence and grace, bending at the waist to pull up those lace knickers – those black ones, the ones that made her arse look incredible, and his cock throbbed, already leaking. He stroked slowly, just enough pressure to take the edge off. Save it. Need to last. Can't blow in the first five minutes like some teenager.

Pam straightened, turned towards the camera. Waved at him. Spoke directly to the lens, lips quirking in that knowing smile. "You watching, babe? I'm getting ready for him. For you."

Doug groaned low in his throat, shoving his boxers down his thighs. His cock sprang free, already slick at the tip. "Fuck, Pam…" Voice cracking like a teenager's anyway.

She turned away, clipping the bra into place. Red satin, barely containing her tits, nipples visible through the fabric. Some other bloke's about to see those. Touch them. Suck them. Fuck them.

He stroked faster, precum slicking his palm. Made the glide easier, smoother. Lucky bastard. Liam's the luckiest bastard alive tonight.

The bedroom feed showed Pam settling at her dressing table, applying makeup with careful precision. Red lipstick - that specific shade, the one she wore at his insistence when she sucked him off, the colour that left perfect kiss-marks all the way down his cock. Doug's hand sped up. He could picture it so clearly: those same lips stretched wide around Liam instead. Thicker cock. Bigger. Stretching her mouth wider, making her gag.

"Christ-" He forced himself to stop, gripping the base of his cock hard enough to hurt. Breathing ragged, balls already tight. Not yet. Hold it. You'll miss everything if you blow now.

He could see her check her phone – that must be him, outside their house.

Doug's heart kicked hard against his ribs, pulse thudding in his ears. Throat closing up. This was it. Right bloody now. He could still stop it—one text to Pam, call the whole thing off, stuff the fantasy back in the box where it belonged.

His cock pulsed in his fist, leaking steadily onto his knuckles.

No. Want this. Need to see it. Need to watch my wife get fucked.

He switched to the hallway feed with fumbling fingers. Watched the front door swing open, Liam stepping inside - tall, confident, that cocky grin Doug recognised from the pub. Climbing the stairs two at a time, shoulders broad under his leather jacket. Doug's breath caught, chest tight. He's going to her. Going to take what's mine. What I'm giving him.

Bedroom feed. The door opening. Liam and Pam facing each other across the room, the air between them practically crackling.

Doug stroked himself slowly, eyes glued to the screen. Look at him. Look at the way he's staring at her tits. Fuck, he wants her.

They came together like magnets. Kissing deep and hungry, Liam's hands immediately on her arse, squeezing, dragging her against him. Pam melted into it, fisting his shirt, arching into his touch.

"Fuck." Doug's voice cracked again, hand moving faster now, matching the rhythm of their kiss. "Yes. Kiss my wife. Touch her."

Liam pulled back, looked directly at the camera. Saluted. Cheeky bastard.

Doug laughed, breathless, half-mad with arousal, his whole body thrumming. "Take care of her, mate. Make her scream."

[image: ]

Sunday morning. 9 AM. Doug's alarm buzzed, dragging him out of fitful sleep.

He texted Pam immediately, fingers clumsy on the screen.

Doug: Heading back soon. Be home around 1 PM. Liam still there? xx




Pam: Yes. We'll finish up soon. Can't wait to see you. Xxx




Doug grinned at the screen, cock already thickening. He showered quickly, checked out of the hotel, and threw his bag in the boot. Started the long drive home, the M1 stretching ahead.

His cock stayed half-hard the entire journey. Thinking about reclaiming her. Tasting Liam's cum in her cunt, on her skin. Licking her clean, making her his again. Mine. She's still mine. Always mine.

Traffic was mercifully light. The motorway unspooling beneath his wheels, London creeping closer with every mile. Doug's mind raced with images, real now, of Pam bent over, cunt dripping and used. Her arse still tender. Marks on her skin from Liam's hands, his mouth.

Perfect. Absolutely fucking perfect.

He couldn't wait to get home.
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The Morning After the Weekend Before

Pam lay sprawled across the sheets, body humming, muscles slack and trembling. The duvet gave up hours ago, twisted round her ankles in a damp heap, sweat-soaked and streaked with God knows what else. Her thighs ached. Proper ached, the muscle-deep kind. Her cunt throbbed, tender and used and perfect. And her arse - Christ, her arse - still felt stretched. Claimed. Like Liam's thick cock and tongue had left a ghost imprint, pressing from the inside.

Liam had gone downstairs. Water and snacks, he'd muttered. Thoughtful bastard.

Pam grinned at the ceiling, one hand resting on her belly. Her heartbeat fluttered beneath her ribs, fast and light. Two days. Two full bloody days of non-stop fucking. Every room in the house - bedroom, kitchen counter, the bloody sofa Doug loved so much. Every position she could name, and a few she'd had to improvise on the spot. How many times had she cum? Ten? Fifteen?

More?

Her body stopped counting somewhere around Saturday afternoon, too blissed-out and wrung-dry to care.

And Doug. Doug watched it all. Every thrust, every moan, every filthy second piped through the Ring cameras. He'd rung her between rounds, breathless and wrecked, begging her to keep going. Let him stay. Please, love. Let him stay all weekend.

Bloody hell. Her husband was perfect.

Phone. Where was the bloody thing? Nightstand. Pam grabbed it, thumb swiping through a wall of notifications. Ring app alerts stacked like dominoes. WhatsApp messages from Doug; dozens, each dirtier than the last. A missed call from Sophie-

Sophie. Right. She'd promised to ring her back.

Pam hit the contact, propped herself up on one elbow. Mistake. Her arse twinged, sharp and immediate. She hissed through her teeth, shifting her weight.

Call connected. Second ring.

"Well?" Sophie's voice burst through, sharp and gleeful. No preamble. "Did it happen, or did you bottle it?"

Pam laughed, breathless, hoarse. Her throat was raw. Probably from all the screaming. "It happened. Oh my God, Sophie, it happened."

A squeal blasted down the line. So loud Pam yanked the phone away from her ear, wincing.

"I fucking knew it!" Sophie crowed. "Details, babe. Now. Every filthy second."

"Jesus, where do I even start?" Pam flopped back onto the pillows, stared at the ceiling. The bedroom stank - sweat, cum, pussy. Thick enough to taste. "He's… Christ, Sophie. He's incredible. We've been fucking since Friday night. Non-stop. Every room, every position. I've lost count of how many times I've cum."

"And Doug? He watched through the cameras?"

"Every second." Pam's throat tightened. Warmth bloomed low in her chest, spreading like honey. "He rang me between rounds, told me to keep going, let Liam stay all weekend. He's so into it, Soph. I was worried for nothing."

"Told you." Sophie sounded smug. Deservedly so. "Compersion, babe. Your husband's a proper stag. So what was it like? The actual sex, I mean. Scale of one to ten?"

"Fifteen." Pam grinned, heat flooding her cheeks despite being alone in the room. "Maybe twenty. Liam's… fuck, he's good. Big, strong, knows exactly what he's doing. Doesn't rush. Just takes his time, builds you up, makes you beg for it."

"And you begged?"

"Like a slag," Pam admitted. Laughed. Couldn't help herself. "Couldn't stop. The way he stretches me. God, Sophie, I've never felt anything like it. Doug's lovely, obviously. But Liam's cock is just… different. Thicker. Longer. Fills me so much it aches. The good kind of ache, you know?"

"Best kind," Sophie agreed, humming appreciatively.

"Mm." Pam shifted. Her arse twinged again, sharper this time. The memory flashed - Liam behind her, hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise, pushing into her slowly, carefully, stretching her open inch by inch until she sobbed into the pillow. "He fucked my arse yesterday."

Silence. Actual silence.

Then: "What?!"

"First time properly," Pam said quietly. Bit her lip. "Doug and I could never quite get it to work. But Liam asked, and I just… said yes. He was so careful, took his time, made sure I was ready. Lube, fingers, the works. And then he just… God, Sophie, it was intense. Hurt at first, proper stung. But then it felt amazing. Like, I don't even know how to describe it. Full. Claimed. Came so hard I thought I'd pass out."

"Jesus Christ, Pam." Sophie sounded genuinely impressed. "You're a bloody legend."

Pam laughed. Warmth spread through her chest, made her ribs feel tight. "I feel like one, honestly. Like I've unlocked some part of myself I didn't even know was there. I'm powerful. I'm desired. And Doug loves it."

Sophie's voice softened. "How do you feel, though? Not just the sex… emotionally. You alright?"

Pam went quiet. What did she feel?

Body aching. Cunt throbbing, tender from two days of rough use. Arse sore, thighs mottled purple where Liam gripped. Exhausted. Wrung-out. But underneath all that - underneath the soreness and the sweat and the cum still drying on her skin - was something deeper. Something glowing.

Rightness. She felt right.

"I feel free," Pam said quietly. "Like I've been holding something back for years, and now I've finally let it out. And it's not just about Liam. It's about Doug, too. Knowing he trusts me this much. Knowing this makes him happy. It's… It's beautiful, Soph. I know that sounds mad, but it is."

"Doesn't sound mad at all," Sophie said warmly. "I'm so happy for you, babe. You deserve this. Both of you do."

Christ, she was getting weepy now. Stupid bloody hormones. Pam blinked hard, swallowed the lump in her throat. "Thanks, Soph. For everything. You were right about all of it."

"Always am, babe."

Footsteps on the stairs. Liam's voice drifted up from the kitchen. "Pam? You want tea or coffee?"

Pam covered the phone with one hand, called back. "Tea, love! Cheers!"

Sophie's cackle burst down the line. "He's still there? You dirty mare."

"He's leaving soon," Pam said, grinning despite herself. "Doug's on his way home."

"Right, I'll let you go then. But we're doing drinks next week, yeah? Proper debrief over gin."

"Absolutely." Pam sat up - slowly, carefully. Her muscles screamed in protest. "Thanks again, Soph. Love you."

"Love you too, babe. Now go get cleaned up before your husband gets home and reclaims you properly."

Pam laughed, ended the call, and tossed the phone back onto the nightstand. Lay there for a moment, grinning at the ceiling like a daft cow.

Marked. Used. Claimed.

And somehow – impossibly - still Doug's.

The bedroom door creaked. Liam appeared, carrying two mugs of tea and a plate of biscuits. He grinned when he saw her sprawled naked across the bed, utterly shameless.

"Alright, trouble?" he said. Set the mugs on the nightstand.

"Knackered," Pam admitted. Reached for the tea, wrapped both hands round the warm mug. "But happy."

Liam sat on the edge of the bed. His hand rested on her thigh - warm, familiar. Two days of fucking him in every corner of the house. No awkwardness left now. "Doug's back soon, yeah?"

"About an hour." Pam sipped her tea, met his gaze over the rim. "You alright with that?"

"Course." Liam squeezed her thigh gently. "This was always his show, Pam. I'm just the guest star."

Pam smiled. Warmth flooded her chest, made her ribs feel tight. "A very talented guest star."

He grinned, leaned down, and kissed her forehead. Soft. Sweet. "Glad you enjoyed yourself, babe."

"Enjoyed?" Pam laughed. "Liam, I'm bloody ruined. In the best way."

"Good." He straightened, drained his tea in one long gulp. "Right. I'll get dressed, head off before Doug gets back. Give you two some space."

Pam nodded. Watched as he stood, started gathering his clothes from the floor. Jeans, t-shirt, trainers. Same outfit he'd arrived in Friday night, now crumpled and creased and smelling of sex.

He paused at the door. Glanced back at her. "This was fun, Pam. If you ever want to do it again…"

"I'll let you know," Pam said softly.

He winked. Disappeared into the hallway.

Downstairs - rustling. Footsteps. The front door opening. Closing. Latch clicking home.

Gone.

Silence pressed in, thick and heavy. Pam lay back, alone in the bed, her body still humming with aftershocks. The house felt different now. Changed. Like something shifted in the air, something fundamental, irreversible.

She was a hotwife now. Properly. Officially.

And Doug was a stag.

And maybe they were stronger for it.

Pam grinned at the ceiling. Her cunt throbbed. Her arse ached. Her heart felt full enough to burst.

Bloody hell. What a weekend.


nine
Reclamation and Future Promises
Sloppy Seconds & Sacred Bonds


Doug stood in the hallway - his hallway – pulse slamming in his throat. Overnight bag somewhere behind him. Forgotten. Didn't matter.

The house reeked of sex.

Not just a hint. Not some faint trace you'd second-guess. Thick in the air, clinging to the walls, the furniture, every bloody surface. Sweat and cum and Pam's perfume all twisted together, coating his tongue the second he'd stepped through the door.

Christ.

Two hundred miles. Motorway blurring past, white lines hypnotic, his cock half-hard the entire drive. Mind looping through every filthy second he'd watched on those cameras. Pam bent over the kitchen counter, tits swaying. Pam riding Liam on their sofa, arse bouncing. Pam screaming as that massive cock split her open, stretched her, claimed her.

His beautiful, filthy, perfect wife.

"Pam?" Voice came out rough. Throat dry as sand. "I'm home, love."

Silence.

Then, a faint movement upstairs. Floorboards creaking under her weight.

His cock throbbed. Doug started up the stairs, each step slow, letting the anticipation wind tighter in his gut. The smell grew stronger. Bedroom door half-open, afternoon light slanting through the gap.

He pushed it wide.

Stopped.

Jesus fucking Christ.

Pam sprawled across the bed. Naked except for his old Man United shirt, the one she'd nicked years back, hem barely covering her arse. Sheets tangled beneath her, rumpled and stained. Dark wet patches. Crusted white streaks. Nightstand cluttered: empty water glasses, tissues crumpled into balls, an open bottle of lube tipped on its side.

And Pam.

God, look at her.

Hair matted, wild tangles falling across her face. Skin flushed pink, shining with dried sweat. Love bites bloomed purple across her neck, her collarbone, dark as wine stains. Her thighs - fuck, her thighs - mottled with bruises. Finger-shaped, clear as day. Inner thighs streaked with something white and crusted, flaking where it had dried.

Air left him in a rush. Cock surging - fuck, painful behind his fly - denim cutting in as it thickened, leaked.

Fucking hell. Look at her. My wife. My beautiful, wrecked, perfect wife.

Pam lifted her head. Smiled. Weak, exhausted. "Hi."

That voice.

Hoarse. Absolutely wrecked. Like she'd spent the whole weekend screaming herself raw.

Which she probably had.

Three strides and he was there, settling carefully on the mattress edge. Hand cupped her cheek, thumb stroking. Skin warm and soft under his palm, tacky with dried sweat.

"You alright, love?" Voice thick, choked round the edges. "You look… Wow, Pam."

She laughed - breathless, wincing as it jarred something sore. "Knackered. So bloody sore. But… Doug, it was incredible."

He leaned down. Kissed her forehead, slow and gentle. Then her lips; soft, lingering. Salt on her mouth, something sweeter underneath. "I saw. Every second. You were fucking stunning."

Her eyes brimmed. Green irises swimming, tears pooling at the corners, threatening to spill. "You're not angry? You don't… regret it?"

Doug shook his head. Immediate. Certain. "Angry? Pam, I've never been more turned on in my life. Or more in love with you."

Her tears spilt over. Relief washed across her face, making her look younger. Vulnerable in a way that squeezed something tight behind his sternum.

"I was so scared," she whispered. "Scared you'd hate me after. That this would ruin us."

Thumb wiping at her tears, grin spreading even as his chest ached. "Ruin us? Pam, love, it's made us. You're my hotwife now. My vixen. And I'm your stag."

Pam's laugh came out choked. Half-sob, half-relief. She sat up, grimacing, one hand pressed to her lower back, and grabbed the hem of his old footy shirt. Pulled it over her head in one smooth motion. Let it drop to the floor.

Naked.

Completely bare before him.

Doug's gaze tracked across her body. Drinking in every mark, every bruise, every filthy sign of what she'd done. What they'd done. Together.

Dark purple hickeys circling her nipples. Teeth marks visible in a few, little crescents pressed into her skin. Finger-shaped bruises on her hips, her arse cheeks, backs of her thighs. Her cunt - Jesus, her cunt - swollen and red, lips puffy, glistening faintly in the afternoon light. Dried cum crusted on her inner thighs, smeared across her lower belly in streaks.

Groan tore out of him. Cock pulsing, leaking wet into his boxers already. "Fuck, Pam. He marked you properly, didn't he?"

She blushed.

Actually blushed, cheeks going pink despite everything. Despite being naked and covered in another man's marks. "Is it too much?"

"No." Head shaking, hands reaching out to trace the bruises. Fingertips ghosting over each one like they were sacred. "It's perfect. You're perfect."

His hand drifted lower. Cupped her mound, gentle as he could manage. Middle finger slid through her folds, parting them.

So wet.

Still slick and warm, cum leaking out of her in slow pulses. Trickling onto his finger.

"He came inside you." Voice dropped, darker now. Hunger bleeding into every word. "All three holes."

Pam nodded, breath quickening. "Pussy, arse, mouth. And… all over me. Tits, face. Everywhere, Doug."

Doug groaned. Shifted down the bed, knees sinking into the duvet, settling between her legs. "Spread them for me, love. Let me see."

She obeyed. No hesitation. Legs falling open, knees bending, thighs parting wide. Offering herself completely.

Her cunt glistened. Pink and swollen, lips parted slightly, cum oozing out - thick, white, obscene - dripping slow onto the sheets beneath her arse.

Doug leaned in. Inhaled.

Salt and musk and sex. The scent of another man all over his wife. In her. On her. Everywhere.

Fuck.

"Smells like sex," he murmured, lips brushing her inner thigh.

Pam whimpered. "Doug, I'm so sore—"

"I'll be careful." Kissed her thigh, a gentle press of lips. Then again, closer to her cunt. "I just need to taste you. Taste him on you."

Tongue dragged through her folds. Long, slow lick, base to tip. Gathering Liam's cum, her wetness, every filthy trace of her weekend. Salt and musk flooding his mouth, coating his tongue.

Pam gasped. Hips jerked, couldn't help it.

Doug pulled back. Licked his lips, tasting it. "Salt. Sweat. His cum. And you underneath it all. Fucking delicious."

He went back in.

Tongue circling her clit - swollen, sensitive - then dipping into her hole. Lapping up the remnants of Liam's cum, groaning against her pussy as he worked. Salty. Thick. Still warm from being inside her.

"Oh god, Doug…" Pam's hands fisted in his hair. Torn between pleasure and soreness, pulling him closer and pushing him away at the same time.

He licked her slowly. Reverent. Not chasing her orgasm, not demanding she come. Just worshipping her. Reclaiming every inch of her used cunt with his mouth, his tongue, his spit mixing with Liam's cum.

Pam whimpering, thighs trembling round his ears. Wet sounds of his tongue working through her folds, slurping up cum and slick. His cock throbbed behind denim - fuck it, me later. This first.

Finally - lungs burning, jaw aching - he pulled away. Crawled up beside her, chin slick with her wetness and Liam's cum, sticky and wet. "Tell me. Everything. I want to hear it from you."

Pam lay back, breathless. Stared at the ceiling, chest heaving. "What do you want to know?"

Doug stroked her belly. Gentle circles on her soft skin. Locked his gaze on hers. "How did it feel? His cock. Was it better than mine?"

She hesitated. Just for a second.

Then, honesty. Raw and unflinching. "Doug… it was different. Yes… much bigger. Thicker too. He stretched me so much it hurt at first."

His cock was leaking – soaking through his boxers, through the denim, wet patch spreading. it hurt to hear her admit it, but it was also what he’d always wanted to hear from her lips. The pleasure he’d always wanted her to have.

"But you loved it."

Pam nodded. Flushed deeper. "I did. Once I got used to it… fuck, Doug, I came so hard. Over and over. He just kept going. Wouldn't stop."

"Tell me something," he murmured against her hair. "What was the dirtiest thing he did to you? The thing that made you feel filthiest?"

Hands flew to her face. Burning cheeks, breath coming faster. "Doug-"

He pulled her hands away. Gentle but firm. "Please, love. I need to know. No secrets remember."

Pam went still. Then - slow, deliberate - rolled onto her back to meet his gaze. Cheeks flushed pink despite everything they'd already done tonight.

"You really want to know?"

"Every detail. Please, love."

She bit her lip. Hesitated. Then: "Saturday afternoon. After breakfast."

His hand stilled on her hip. "Go on."

"When… when he ate my arse." Voice dropped to almost a whisper. "Properly. Not just a quick lick - he spread me wide and worshipped it. Tongue fucking into me whilst I was face-down in the pillow."

Doug's breath caught. Fuck. He was in a session at the conference then. Fuck he’ll have to watch it all back later.

"And then," Pam continued, flush spreading down her neck now, "he grabbed my vibrator from the nightstand. Used it on me. Fucked me with our toy whilst his tongue was still in my arse."

"Christ, Pam."

"I came so hard I nearly blacked out." Her voice trembled, eyes bright with the memory. "It was… Doug, it was the filthiest I've ever felt. Your toy. The one you bought me. The one you've watched me use on myself hundreds of times. And Liam just - claimed it. Used it to make me scream, feasting on my arse, whilst you were two hundred miles away."

Doug groaned, hand sliding down to cup her mound. Still slick, still sticky with their combined releases. "We’ll watch it all back later, make each other cum while we see how dirty you were with him."

Pam's breath hitched. "You're not… You don't mind? That he used something so personal, that I let him do something so dirty?"

"Mind?" Doug laughed - breathless, half-mad. "Pam, that might be the hottest thing I've ever heard. Knowing he made you feel things I couldn't. That he wasn't afraid to push boundaries I've been too careful about."

She studied his face. Searching for cracks, for hidden jealousy. She’d only find hunger and honesty and love so fierce it made her chest tight.

"I want to try that with you," Doug said quietly. "Properly. No awkwardness. I want to worship your arse the way he did. Want to use that toy on you whilst I do it. Want to make you scream my name the way you screamed his."

Pam's cunt clenched. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." He kissed her - deep, possessive. "But not tonight. Tonight you're too sore. But soon. Promise."

She grinned against his mouth. "I'll hold you to that, you filthy bastard."

"I need to fuck you, Pam." Started stripping. Fingers fumbling buttons, yanking his shirt over his head, shoving jeans and boxers down his thighs. "Right now. Need to be inside you."

Pam bit her lip. "I'm so sore, love. Can we go slow?"

"I'll be gentle." Jeans hit the floor. Boxers followed. Cock springing free - rock hard, flushed dark at the head, leaking precum in a steady drip. "I doubt you’ll barely feel me after him. Promise."

Mattress dipped as he climbed up, knees sinking into the duvet, settling between her spread thighs. Pam let them fall wider, wincing slightly as her hips opened.

Doug rubbed his cockhead through her folds. Mixing his precum with Liam's leftover cum, sliding through the mess. "This is mine, Pam. Your cunt. Your arse. Your mouth. All mine. But I share you because I love you."

Her gaze locked on his. Steady. Certain. "Always yours, Doug. Always."

He pushed in. Slow. So fucking slow.

She was swollen. Sensitive. But so wet. Slick with cum and arousal, her cunt opened for him despite the tightness. He slid in easily in one thrust, hardly any resistance until he bottomed out. Her cunt a furnace.

Pam gasped. Nails digging into his shoulders, little crescents of pain. "Oh fuck, Doug…"

He stayed still. Buried deep, feeling her pulse around him. "How's that feel? Too much?"

Head shaking against the pillow. "No. Perfect. You feel perfect."

Doug started to move.

Slow, deep strokes. Savouring the feel of her, the way she hardly gripped him – loose from Liam's stretching but still tight enough to make his balls ache. "You're so fucking loose from him. Can barely feel the sides."

Pam moaned. "I'm sorry-"

He cut her off. A kiss, deep and possessive, tongue sliding into her mouth. "Don't apologise. I love it. Knowing he stretched you out, filled you up. And now I'm fucking his cum deeper into you. Mixing mine with his."

His pace increased. Still careful. Still gentle. But faster now, hips snapping forward, cock driving deep with wet slaps of skin on skin.

"Did you think about me whilst he fucked you?" Breath hot against her ear, panting into her hair.

"All the time." Pam's voice broke. Cracked around the edges. "Every thrust, I thought, 'Doug's watching. Doug wants this. Doug loves me.'"

He groaned. Thrust harder, deeper, chasing something primal. "That's right. I wanted every second of it. Wanted you to feel that big cock, take his cum, be a dirty little hotwife for me."

Pam arched up into him. "Are you going to watch me fuck other men, too? Or just Liam?"

Doug stilled. Looked down at her.

"You want more?"

She nodded. Eyes bright, pupils blown wide. "I do. Not all the time, Doug. But… I loved it. I want to explore this with you. More men. Strangers even. Big cocks splitting me open whilst you watch."

Grin widened. Feral.

He resumed fucking her. Harder now, driven by her words, her confession. "Fuck yes. We'll find you the biggest cocks in London. I'll watch you take them all. Every single one. And then I'll reclaim you every single time."

Pam laughed through her pain, breathless, turning into a moan as he hit something deep inside. "You're insane."

Doug leaned down. Lips at her ear, teeth grazing the lobe. "I'm your stag. And you're my perfect fucking vixen."

Pace steadied.

Hips grinding against her clit with each thrust, circling, rubbing. Drawing gasps and whimpers from her throat.

"I'm close, love." Voice strained, tight with need. "Can I cum inside you? Add to the mess?"

Pam nodded. Frantic, desperate. "Yes. Fill me up. Mark me. Make me yours again."

Doug thrust deep. One. Last. Time.

Cock pulsing, throbbing, emptying into her with a groan that tore from his chest. Adding his cum to Liam's, mixing them together, claiming her again in the most primal way he knew.

Pam clung to him. Shaking, trembling. Didn't cum – far too sore, too wrung-out from the weekend - but holding him close like he was her anchor.

Doug collapsed onto her. Gentle as he could manage. Kissing her neck, her shoulder, her jaw. "I love you. So fucking much."

She stroked his back. Lazy circles between his shoulder blades. "I love you too. My perfect, filthy stag."

They lay tangled together.

Quiet. Peaceful. Perfect.

Finally, he had to ask. "No regrets?” Soft, almost scared of the answer.

Pam shook her head against his chest. "None. You?"

"Not a single one." Kissed her hair, breathing in her scent. "This is just the beginning, Pam."

She smiled. He felt it against his skin. "Good. Because I'm already thinking about the next time."

Doug laughed.

Pam yawned. Jaw cracking with it. "Can we nap now? I'm absolutely knackered."

He pulled the duvet over them both. Tucked it round her shoulders. "Course, love. Sleep. I'll be right here."

She curled into him.

Head on his chest, one leg hooked over his, arm draped across his belly. Within minutes, her breathing slowed. Deepened. Sleep pulling her under.

Doug lay awake.

Staring at the ceiling.

Grinning like a lunatic.

My wife. My hotwife. My vixen.

Perfect.
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The Pineapple Debrief

The fairy lights strung above the booth at The Pineapple threw amber shadows across the scarred wooden table, tacky with decades of spilt pints. Friday night hum pressed in from all sides - regulars bellowing orders at the bar, someone's mobile blaring tinny ringtone, crash of glasses being stacked. She slid into the corner seat, gin sweating cold against her palm. Sophie, already halfway through her drink, grinned like she knew every filthy secret Pam was about to spill.

Bloody lovely, this. Proper girls' night. No pretence, no cameras, no performance. Just her and Soph, and a basket of chips between them, and the gorgeous Friday buzz of Kentish Town wrapping round them like a warm blanket.

Sophie raised her glass, grin widening. "To Pam Davies, officially the filthiest hotwife in Kentish Town."

Heat crept up her throat. "Oh, fuck off."

"I'm serious." Sophie clinked hard enough that gin sloshed over the rim, splashing the table. "You did it, babe. How do you feel?"

She paused. Sipped. Let the juniper sting slide down her throat whilst she turned the question over. How did she bloody feel?

Fucking amazing. Like she'd cracked herself open and found something gorgeous and filthy underneath. The version of Pam who could strip for Liam in their bedroom, who could take his thick cock on camera whilst Doug watched from two hundred miles away, who could scream another man's name and still love her husband fiercer than before.

"Honestly?" She set her glass down. "Fucking amazing. Like I've unlocked this whole side of myself I didn't know existed."

Sophie's eyes sparked. "I knew it. Bloody knew you'd thrive once you stopped overthinking."

Pam grabbed a chip, dunked it in ketchup. Salt burst on her tongue. "You were right. About all of it. The compersion, the power thing, Doug getting off on it rather than crumbling. Bang on."

"Course I was." Sophie leaned in, elbows on the sticky table, voice dropping. Conspiratorial. "Right. I need proper details. Not just the 'it was great' stuff. The filthy bits."

She covered her face with both hands, laughing into her palms. "Soph, you're terrible."

"Come on. I've been waiting a week for this."

Pam dropped her hands, met Sophie's gaze. Pure mischief written all over her - eyes wide, grin unrepentant, leaning forward like she was about to hear state secrets. No escaping this.

Sod it.

"Fine. What do you want to know?"

"His cock." Sophie didn't even blink. Dead serious. "Liam's. How big are we talking?"

Christ alive. Pam glanced around; no one nearby listening, just a boring couple at the next table absorbed in their own world. Still. She lowered her voice, leaned in.

"Thick." Her cheeks burned. "Like, stupid thick. Twice Doug's girth, maybe… maybe more."

Sophie fanned herself, dramatic as hell. "Fuck me."

"Length-wise, about eight inches? And veiny. God, so veiny."

Sophie groaned, mock-fainted against the booth. "Stop. I'm getting wet just imagining it."

Pam laughed, but the memory slammed into her sharp and sudden - Liam's cock in her hand that first time, the weight of it, heat radiating through her palm. The way her fingers didn't quite meet round the shaft. The stretch when he finally pushed inside, slow and relentless, splitting her open inch by inch until she thought she'd break.

Her thighs clamped together beneath the table. Fuck. Knickers already damp from the memory alone.

"And Doug watched the whole thing?" Sophie's voice yanked her back.

Pam nodded. Swallowed. "Most of it. He was in a hotel room up north, wanking to the Ring cameras. He came, like, six times over the weekend, watching us. And well, let's just say we’ve had it on repeat a few times since."

Sophie's jaw dropped. "Six times?"

"At least. Maybe more." Pam sipped her gin, ice clicking against her teeth. "He told me after - he edged himself for hours, just watching me get fucked."

"Bloody hell, Pam." Sophie shook her head, grinning wide. "That's… that's devotion."

Christ, her throat tightened. It was, wasn't it? Doug loving her stupid amounts, wanting her joy even when it meant sitting alone in that hotel room, cock in hand, watching another man wreck his wife. Because it brought them closer. Because he wanted her to have this.

"And the reclamation?" Sophie's tone softened, went gentle. "When he got home?"

Pam's breath hitched. That was the bit she hadn't found words for yet. The way Doug had looked at her when he walked into their bedroom Sunday afternoon - awed, hungry, fucking reverent. The way he'd kissed every bruise Liam left on her hips, her thighs, her throat. Tasted Liam's cum still leaking from her cunt. Fucked her slow and gently whilst whispering I love you, I love you, I love you against her mouth.

"That was…" She swallowed hard, eyes stinging. Don't you dare cry in the bloody pub, Pam. "Honestly, Soph, that was the most connected I've ever felt to him. He tasted Liam's cum on me, inside me, cleaned me proper, then made love to me, told me how much he loved me. It was… intense."

Sophie reached across the table, squeezed her hand tight. Warm. Grounding. "That's beautiful, babe. Properly beautiful."

Pam squeezed back, blinking hard against the sudden sting. Bloody hell, soppy cow. But yeah. Beautiful. That's exactly what it was.

"And you're both solid on the rules?" Sophie's voice turned serious, worried-friend serious. "No weirdness?"

"Yeah." Pam nodded. "We've talked it through a few times this week. Safe words, check-ins, no overnights without his explicit okay. And…" She paused, grinned. "We decided I'm going to explore with other men, too. Not just Liam."

Sophie's eyebrows shot up. "Ooh, casting the net wider already?"

"Doug's idea, actually." Pam sipped her gin, let the cold slide down. "He doesn't want me getting attached to one guy. Wants variety. Strangers, even."

"Fuck, that's hot." Sophie leaned back, grinning like a devil. "You two are going to have so much fun with this."

Fun. Yeah. Terrifying, exhilarating, addictive. She'd spent the last week replaying every moment of that weekend on a loop. In her head and the video evidence. Her body ached just thinking about it, cunt clenching round nothing, slick warmth pooling in her knickers.

She wanted more. Wanted different. Wanted to see how it felt with a stranger - some bloke who didn't know her name, who just wanted to fuck her and leave. The thrill of it made her dizzy.

"You know what's mad?" She set her glass down, met Sophie's gaze. "A month ago, I thought Doug's fantasy was the dumbest thing ever. And now… I can't imagine not doing this."

Sophie smiled, warm and knowing. "Because it's not just his fantasy anymore. It's yours too."

"Exactly." Pam nodded hard. "I feel powerful, Soph. Like I'm in control of my sexuality in a way I never have been. And Doug's right there with me, cheering me on. Getting off on it. It's…" She trailed off, searched for the word. "It's fucking liberating."

Sophie raised her glass high. "That's what it's all about, babe. Owning your desires. I'm so fucking proud of you."

Pam clinked, warmth flooding her chest. God, she loved Sophie. "Thanks for pushing me. I'd never have done it without you."

"Bollocks." Sophie grinned. "You'd have figured it out eventually. I just sped up the process."

They drank in comfortable silence for a beat, pub buzz washing over them; someone's laugh too loud, scrape of chairs, smell of old carpet and beer-soaked wood. Pam grabbed another chip, let the salt melt on her tongue whilst her mind wandered. She could still feel Doug's cum leaking from her knickers earlier tonight, sticky and warm between her thighs. He'd fucked her before she left, bent her over the bathroom sink and filled her up, told her to keep it in whilst she was out with Sophie.

Dirty bastard. She loved him so much it hurt.

"How's it been with Liam at work?" Sophie's voice cut through her thoughts. "Awkward?"

Pam laughed, sharp and bright. "A bit, yeah. First day back, we couldn't look at each other without blushing like teenagers. But we had a quick chat in the kitchen - both agreed it was incredible, no regrets, and we'll see if Doug and I want a repeat sometime."

"Very mature," Sophie smirked. "And do you? Want a repeat?"

Pam shrugged. "Maybe. But not for a while. I want to try someone new first. See how it feels with a stranger."

Sophie's grin widened, wicked and delighted. "Now you're talking."

Pam's pulse quickened, heat flooding low in her belly. The thought of it, picking up some bloke in a bar, bringing him home, Doug watching from the shadows whilst she rode a cock she'd never seen before. Christ. Her knickers were soaked already, slick warmth spreading.

She shifted in her seat, thighs rubbing together, trying to ease the ache building between them.

"You alright?" Sophie's eyes narrowed, knowing. "You've gone flushed."

"Fine." Pam grabbed her gin, drained half of it in one long swallow. Cold burned down her throat. "Just thinking."

"About strange cock?"

"Soph-"

Sophie laughed, loud and unabashed, head thrown back. "You're fucking transparent, babe. Look at you, all hot and bothered."

Pam kicked her under the table. "Shut up."

"Own it, Pam." Sophie leaned forward, grin wicked. "You're a hotwife now. You're allowed to get wet thinking about who's next."

She's right. Pam bit her lip, grinning despite herself. She was allowed. Encouraged, even. Doug wanted this for her, wanted her to explore, to be desired, to come home dripping and sated and full of stories that would make him hard.

Bloody hell, what a life.

They finished their drinks, Sophie ordering another round whilst Pam checked her phone. Text from Doug waiting:

Doug: Having fun, love? Miss you. X




Pam: Best night. Love you so much. Home soon. x




Doug: Take your time. Enjoy yourself. Flirt a little. I'll be waiting. X




She pocketed her phone, smiling so wide her cheeks ached.

Sophie returned with fresh gin and tonics, set them down with a flourish. Ice clinked against glass. "Right. Tell me about the anal."

Pam nearly choked on her drink, gin burning up her nose. "What?"

"You mentioned it to me on the phone." Sophie's grin was pure evil. "Said Liam took your arse for the first time. I want details."

Her face flamed hot. "Christ, Soph."

"Come on. Was it good?"

Pam paused. Thought back to that moment; Liam behind her on the bed, fingers slick with lube, working her open slow and careful whilst Doug watched through the camera. The stretch, the burn, the way her body resisted and then yielded, Liam's cock pushing inside inch by impossible inch until she was full, stuffed beyond reason, crying out against the pillow.

"Yeah." Her voice came out breathless, shaky. "It was… intense. Hurt at first, but then…"

"Then?"

"Then it was fucking incredible." The memory made her cunt clench, slick heat pooling. "I came harder than I ever have. Like -properly screaming, couldn't breathe, thought I'd pass out."

Sophie whistled low, impressed. "Fuck me. Doug must've loved that."

"He did." Pam grinned, heat still burning in her cheeks. "He wanked himself raw watching it. Came all over his hotel room bed."

They both cackled, loud enough that the boring couple at the next table shot them a look. Let them stare. Let them wonder what sort of filth two women could find so fucking funny.

She felt invincible.

Another round. Then another. Pub filling up around them – standard Friday night roar, someone's Spotify list battling the jukebox, sticky table under her elbows. They drifted through normal stuff; Soph's latest Tinder wanker (ghosted her after one shag, typical), Christmas plans (Pam's mum coming down from Manchester, Christ help her), work bollocks, but underneath, the thrill hummed constantly. She'd crossed a line. Embraced something dark and gorgeous. Come out the other side fucking powerful.

Finally, they gathered their coats, and stepped out into the cold December night. Breath misted white in the air. Sophie pulled Pam into a tight hug outside the pub, arms wrapped fierce and warm.

"Seriously, babe." Sophie's voice muffled against her shoulder. "You're a fucking inspiration. Any time you need advice, or just to vent, I'm here."

Pam hugged back hard, grateful and fierce. "I know. Love you, Soph."

"Love you too." Sophie pulled back, grinning. "Now go home and shag your husband. He's earned it."

Pam laughed, breath clouding white. "Oh, I plan to."

They parted ways; Sophie heading toward the Tube, Pam walking home through the quiet streets of Kentish Town. Streetlights cast long shadows across the pavement, her breath misting cold. She pulled her coat tighter, pulse thrumming steady with anticipation.

Doug's waiting.

Her cunt clenched at the thought, slick warmth spreading. She quickened her pace, heels clicking sharp against the pavement.

Home.
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The Heath Hunters

Hampstead Heath rolled out ahead, all frost-stiff grass and bare trees, pale December sun washing everything out to watercolour grey-green. Pam's hand fit warm in Doug's, fingers laced tight, her skin the only heat he cared about. Trainers crunching loudly over frozen ground. Cold nipping his face, breath coming out in white clouds, but inside? Warm. Bloody warm. Couldn't stop grinning like a right idiot.

Two weeks since Liam. Two weeks since everything fucking changed.

Best thing we ever did.

He glanced sideways. Pam in that ridiculous puffer coat he got her for Christmas, a puffy red thing made her look like a tomato, but Christ, she was gorgeous anyway. Hair loose round her shoulders, catching the light, cheeks pink from cold, lips curved in a little smile. His wife. His hotwife. His stunning, filthy, perfect vixen.

Lucky bastard.

She caught him staring, squeezed his hand. "You're quiet. What're you thinking?"

"Just how happy I am." Grinned wider. "How hot you look. Even in that coat."

Her laugh burst out, loud enough to send some pigeon flapping off the path. "It's a puffer jacket, Doug. Hardly sexy."

"Everything's sexy on you now." Tugged her closer, voice dropping. "Especially knowing what you've been up to."

Flush creeping higher on her cheeks, eyes sparking with that look; mischief and heat and knowledge. There. That was the look. The one that said she knew exactly what filthy images were running through his head right now. Liam's cock buried deep in her cunt. Her arse stretched wide round thick fingers. Tits bouncing in some stranger's rough hands whilst she moaned and begged.

Christ. Half-hard already, cock stirring against his jeans.

Movement up ahead – a jogger coming toward them. Big Black bloke, proper built, running gear stretched tight over thick thighs and broad chest. Muscles moving under all that dark skin, breathing hard, sweat gleaming despite the cold.

Pam's gaze followed him as he passed. Lingered. Just a beat too long before she glanced back at Doug.

"Him?"

Doug looked over his shoulder, assessing as the bloke jogged away. Good build. Strong jaw. Looked fit, confident. Probably hung like a-

"Maybe," he managed, mouth dry. "Reckon he'd be up for it?"

Pam shrugged, grinning wide now. "Only one way to find out."

"We're not actually approaching anyone today, love." Squeezed her hand, pulse already kicking up. "Just window shopping."

"For now."

Fuck me.

Cock twitching properly now, pressing insistently against denim. She meant it. Really meant it. Wanted more. Wanted strangers - big-cocked blokes who'd fuck her senseless and leave, no strings, no names, just pure filthy pleasure. Head spinning with it already. Imagining her bent over in some alley, skirt hiked up, thighs spread whilst Doug watched from the shadows. Some stranger's thick cock stretching her open, filling her deep whilst she moaned his name - Doug's name - and came hard round a cock twice the size of his own.

She's turned into everything I dreamed of.

Bench up ahead, tucked near the trees. Doug steered them toward it, thighs burning a bit - Christ, he was unfit - and dropped down beside Pam. She leaned back, face tilted toward the weak sun, eyes half-closed. Peaceful. Beautiful.

Doug watched, couldn't help it. Curve of her neck, pulse beating beneath pale skin. Lips parted slightly, breath coming soft and even. His wife. His gorgeous, adventurous, insatiable wife.

And theirs, when she chooses.

Movement across the path jerked his attention sideways. Bloke, early forties maybe, greying at the temples, smart casual coat, wedding ring catching the light, leaning against a tree pretending to check his phone. But his eyes flicked up. Found Pam.

Held.

Doug felt it like electricity crackling between them; Saw Pam's spine straighten, shoulders shifting back just slightly. Her lips curved. Nothing obvious. Just enough. The bloke smiled back. Faint. Knowing.

Then looked down at his phone again like nothing happened.

Fuck.

Doug leaned close, mouth against Pam's ear. "He was checking you out."

She turned her head, breath warm against his cheek. "Was he?"

"Don't play innocent." Hand sliding to her thigh, squeezing through thick denim. "You were staring right back."

Flush spreading now, creeping down her neck beneath her scarf. "Maybe."

Pulse hammering in his ears. Cock going thick and heavy, aching already. He glanced at the stranger again - still there, pretending interest in his phone but eyes flicking up every few seconds. Lingering on Pam's body. On her tits, hidden under that ridiculous coat. Her thighs pressed together on the bench.

He's imagining it right now. Picturing her naked

"Bet he's imagining bending you over that tree." Voice coming out rough, thick with hunger he couldn't hide anymore. "Fucking you whilst his wife's at home making Sunday roast."

Pam's breath caught, a sharp little inhale that went straight to Doug's cock. "Doug-"

"What?" Grinned, filthy and shameless. "You telling me the thought doesn't turn you on?"

She glanced at the stranger again. The bloke shifted against the tree, phone forgotten now, gaze locked properly on her. Bold. Hungry. Wedding ring and all, still eye-fucking Doug's wife in broad daylight on Hampstead bloody Heath.

"Maybe a bit," Pam admitted, voice gone breathless.

Doug groaned quietly, hand tightening on her thigh. "That's my girl. Always on the hunt, aren't you?"

Christ, she's perfect.

They stood, Pam tugging him up, and started walking again. Right past the stranger. Pam didn't look at him. Didn't need to. Doug saw it anyway; the way her shoulders rolled back, hips swaying just that bit more pronounced. Deliberate. Teasing. She knew the bloke was watching. Knew his eyes were glued to her arse as she walked past, imagining peeling those jeans down, spreading her cheeks, burying his face-

Exhibitionist little vixen.

Once they'd rounded the bend, out of sight, Pam laughed, breathless and flushed and electric. "Christ, Doug. My knickers are soaked."

Cock throbbing now, precum already slicking the head inside his boxers. "Good. That's how I want you. Always ready. Always hungry."

"You're going to turn me into an absolute slag, aren't you?"

"Already have, love." Squeezed her hand, grinning so wide his cheeks hurt. "And I fucking love it."

Pam stopped dead. Turned to face him, eyes blazing, mischief and hunger and something raw underneath, something honest and fierce. She pulled him close, kissed him hard right there on the path. Deep. Public. Possessive. Her tongue sliding against his, claiming him whilst families walked dogs fifty yards away and joggers huffed past.

Doug kissed back just as fiercely, hand sliding round to grab her arse, gripping tight through denim. Mine. Ours. Mine to share.

When she pulled back, lips red and swollen, her voice came out low and urgent. "Take me home. Now."

"Yes, ma'am."

They walked faster - cut straight across the heath toward the exit. Doug's heart hammering, cock aching, his mind already running wild with what waited at home. Pam wet and eager, stripping out of her clothes piece by piece whilst he watched. Spreading herself wide on their bed, thighs open, cunt glistening. Or maybe bent over the sofa, arse in the air, begging for his cock whilst she told him everything - about the stranger on the heath, about how badly she wanted to be fucked by someone new, someone bigger, someone who'd make her scream.

Fuck. Luckiest bastard alive.

Doug's mind spun with it all, apps they could join, clubs they could visit, strangers they could approach in cafes or parks or bloody Tesco if the mood struck. Pam dressed to kill, tits on display, body wrapped tight in something that screamed fuck me, choosing her next lover whilst Doug watched and encouraged and facilitated every step. His vixen. His wife.

This is just the beginning.

The thought made his cock pulse hard, made his chest swell with pride and compersion and filthy, unshakeable love.

They reached the edge of the heath, stepped onto the pavement where buses rumbled past and the city roared back to life around them. Noise and exhaust fumes and a hundred people going about their ordinary Sunday, whilst Doug and Pam walked hand-in-hand toward something extraordinary.

Pam leaned into him, hand warm and tight in his, breath still coming fast. "I love you," she murmured.

"Love you too." Kissed her temple, still grinning like an idiot. "Now let's get home before I drag you into the nearest alley and fuck you against a wall."

She laughed, bright and wild and absolutely his. "Promises, promises."

And together they headed home through the cold December afternoon, two people transformed, bound tighter than ever, ready for whatever filthy adventures lay ahead.
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A true adventurer at heart, Chris can be found indulging in his passion for classic cars, often spotted racing through the countryside in his prized vintage Jaguar. A connoisseur of life's finer pleasures, he enjoys sipping rare Scotch whisky and exploring the hidden gems of the world with his trusted camera in hand.

As he embarks on this thrilling journey into the alluring world of forbidden desires and unbridled passion, Chris P. Rider's debut series has left readers breathless. His vivid imagination and bold writing style will have you questioning your own boundaries as you become entangled in the dance of seduction that unfolds within the pages of his stories.

For those who dare to step into his world, Chris P. Rider offers an escape from the ordinary and a thrilling ride into the extraordinary. Be among the first to experience the magic of this new and exciting author's work, as he skilfully weaves tales that will leave you longing for more.
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Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives

Amazon Link

Six couples, six filthy fantasies made real – dive into the ultimate hotwife anthology of temptation, risk, and lust!


Welcome to Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives, a brand‑new XXX anthology from British erotica author Chris P. Rider – unapologetically filthy, shameless, and dripping with hardcore hotwife action. This isn’t romance. This is brazen erotica designed for readers who want stuck‑to‑the‑page filth.

Inside, you’ll find six standalone stories, each one pushing wives out of their comfort zones and into beds, beaches, bars, hotel rooms, and alleyways where strangers use them, hard and messy, while their husbands watch – and can’t stop touching themselves.

In Nude Beach Awakening, a shy English wife on holiday dares to strip in public, only to be pulled into the dunes by two hung Spanish strangers who flood every hole while her husband watches from the scrub.

The Wrong Bar takes a nervous London wife into the infamous Obsidian nightclub, where her husband deliberately places her in the orbit of towering black bulls – her first taste of a gangbang, crowned airtight in front of a cheering circle.

In The University Revisit, a posh Lady and her husband walk back into their old Oxford college… ending in her being gangbanged by a room full of sweaty rugby lads, climaxing in the sheer taboo of finally being creampied by the shy scholarship boy who worshipped her all his life.

Late Night Office Temptation drags another marriage straight under fluorescent light. A London wife is bent raw over her desk by her boss while her husband masturbates at the window – overwhelmed as she screams she’s been “reshaped” by his cock while London watches through fourteen floors of glass.

Hotel Key Swap Seduction pushes a young married couple into the arms of swinging veterans, where the wife is sucked into bisexual play, her first new cock, and even pegging demonstrations that change their marriage forever.

And finally, the anthology closes with the filthiest of them all: Dirty Taxi Home – where a drunk wife in a pink mini‑dress is stripped and fucked over a cab bonnet by a greasy cabbie while her husband films. Then a tramp stumbles in, jerking off, licking her arse, and spraying his cum across her back before the cabbie rams her arse bare. It’s sticky, it’s brutal, and it’s unforgettable.

Every one of these tales contains cum‑dripping creampies, throat‑wrecking blowjobs, brutal size comparisons with husbands’ smaller cocks, exhibition risks, and the kind of shameless acts that mean you’re definitely better off reading this on your Kindle, not in public.

A Marriage Evolved

Amazon: https://amzn.eu/d/fqJYypZ

When Emily Harrington discovers her husband James's hidden desires through his browser history, their seemingly perfect marriage faces a crossroads. Rather than confront him with anger, Emily's curiosity leads her down a path of self-discovery, exploring concepts of love, trust, and personal freedom that she never imagined possible.

As Emily delves deeper into understanding her husband's fantasies, she begins questioning her own desires and limitations. Through careful research and open communication, the couple finds themselves growing closer as they discuss possibilities that both excite and frighten them. Their journey of mutual discovery transforms their relationship, pushing boundaries they never thought they'd cross.

At work, Emily catches the attention of the charismatic Dr. Alexander Thornton, whose confidence and commanding presence awakens something within her. With James's encouragement, Emily begins to explore her newfound freedom, discovering sides of herself she never knew existed. As she embraces her evolving sexuality, Emily finds herself torn between her deep love for James and her growing attraction to Alex.

Their marriage takes an unconventional turn as James discovers joy in Emily's happiness and personal growth. Through their shared experiences, they develop a deeper understanding of trust, communication, and the multiple facets of love. However, their journey isn't without its challenges, as they navigate societal expectations and their own insecurities.

Meanwhile, a darker element lurks in the shadows. Ethan, a skilled student hacker, watches Emily's transformation with twisted fascination, gathering information and plotting to use it for his own devious purposes. His presence threatens to disrupt the delicate balance Emily and James have created.

As Emily continues to push her boundaries and explore her desires, she discovers a community of like-minded individuals who support and understand their lifestyle choices. Through online forums and real-world encounters, both Emily and James find validation and encouragement for their unconventional choices.

This steamy romance novel explores themes of marriage, trust, and personal growth as Emily and James redefine their relationship on their own terms. Their journey showcases how open communication and mutual support can strengthen a marriage, even as it evolves beyond traditional boundaries.

"A Marriage Evolved" is the first book in The Harringtons series, setting the stage for Emily and James's continuing journey of discovery, passion, and love. This novel contains mature themes and is intended for adult readers who enjoy spicy romance with elements of psychological exploration and relationship dynamics.

Private Viewing: A Hotwife Tale

Amazon: https://amzn.eu/d/ftcH3q8

A SPICY HOTWIFE ESTATE AGENCY ADVENTURE

Takes readers into the transformed marriage of Sue and David Maxwell as they discover an unconventional path to professional success and marital ecstasy.

Sue’s faltering career as an estate agent coincides with her husband David’s crippling writer’s block. When David suggests a provocative solution—that Sue should embrace her sexuality to attract clients—neither anticipates how completely this experiment will reshape their lives.

From the moment Sue trades her conservative trouser suits for revealing dresses and stockings, the transformation is electric. Male clients can’t keep their eyes off her, and neither can her formerly disinterested colleagues. As Sue’s confidence grows with each successful viewing, so does her willingness to push boundaries.

David finds himself consumed with lust as Sue returns home with increasingly explicit stories – the client who couldn’t resist kissing her after signing papers, the sophisticated businessman who backed her against the shower door, her boss Jimmy whose wandering hands demanded more than just professional excellence.

The narrative sizzles as Sue details her adventures in their bedroom, turning David’s jealousy into a potent aphrodisiac that reignites their sex life. Each confession becomes more explicit – Sue bent over a kitchen island, taken against floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking London, servicing multiple men while thinking of her husband waiting at home.

When the Harrington brothers, wealthy, dominant property developers, request Sue’s “personal service” for a penthouse viewing, the stakes rise dramatically. Their clinical domination pushes Sue to sexual extremes she never imagined, including being shared by both brothers simultaneously while their cameras record every breathless moment.

Throughout her transformation, Sue maintains her loving connection to David through detailed confessions that fuel both his resurgent writing career and their passionate lovemaking. His novel about a hotwife estate agent flows freely now, blurring the lines between fiction and their new reality.

By the story’s conclusion, Sue has evolved from an overlooked professional to a confident sexual being who leverages her powerful allure to save an entire estate agency. Jimmy’s business thrives, David’s writing career resurges, and their marriage reaches new heights of intimacy through their unconventional arrangement.

Caribbean Confessions:
An Interracial Hotwife Tale

Amazon: https://a.co/d/drUZX6c

Cate and Brandon's marriage may look perfect from the outside – successful careers, luxurious London penthouse, enviable lifestyle – but behind closed doors, their bedroom has grown predictable. Routine. Safe.

When Brandon books a surprise getaway to an exclusive adults-only Caribbean resort, neither spouse reveals their secret: they both harbor forbidden fantasies about Cate exploring pleasure with well-endowed men while Brandon watches.

Paradise Cove promises discretion, luxury, and "bespoke experiences" for discerning couples. The attentive staff – particularly their personal butler Mateo – seem eager to fulfill every desire, spoken or unspoken.

As the tropical heat intensifies, Cate and Brandon discover colored wristbands that reveal guests' preferences and boundaries. White for newcomers. Blue for the curious. Purple for the adventurous. Red for those ready to surrender completely to fantasy.

Their couples massage becomes an unexpected initiation when their therapists offer "enhanced services" that leave them both breathless. Later, at the resort's exclusive nightclub, they witness couples openly exploring fantasies they've only whispered about in the dark.

A private yacht excursion with other experienced couples pushes their boundaries further, while a beachfront masquerade party – where identities remain hidden but desires are fully exposed – transforms their relationship forever.

What starts as a holiday escape becomes a journey of sexual awakening as Brandon embraces his desire to direct and observe, while Cate rediscovers the wild, uninhibited woman she once was during her university days.

Their final night at Paradise Cove culminates in an arranged encounter that fulfills their deepest fantasies – professionally recorded to ensure they never forget how completely they've embraced their true desires.

Will their newfound sexual freedom survive the return to London's conservative society, or will Paradise Cove remain a beautiful yet temporary escape from reality?
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HOTWIFE FANTASY MADE REAL

She wanted to prove he couldn't handle her with another man...
But his fantasy turned into her reality
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