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“She opened her legs — and started a new life.”


Introduction

They wrote to me.

Some shy.
Some bold.
Some still dripping when they hit “send.”

I get confessions like these all the time — wild, filthy, dangerously honest.

And the stories in this book?
These are the ones I couldn’t forget.

They were married.
They were loved.
And they still opened their legs for another man.

Some didn’t mean to cheat.
Some did it on purpose.
But all of them let him stay in…
and finish deep.

“They said ‘I do’ — then let another man breed them.”
“They carried his child… but called another man Daddy.”
“One night of passion. A lifetime of lies.”



This book contains:

	10 wives 
	10 secrets 
	10 babies that don’t belong to their husbands 




Women who said “I do” … then whispered “don’t pull out.”

If you’re into hotwives, cuckold pregnancy, and the raw thrill of letting the wrong man take everything — even her womb —

You're in the right place.

No judgment. No shame. Just heat, tension, truth.
If you’ve ever wanted to hear what it really feels like to be claimed, creampied, and forever changed by the wrong man…

Welcome in.  


?? Confession 1: "He Thinks She Has His Eyes"

Confession from M., 34, Midwest



I still remember the moment she was born. The nurse held her up, all wrinkled and red, crying loud and strong. My husband — Mark — was crying too. I was exhausted, sore, still riding the storm of labor pains, but all I could think about was him.

Not Mark.

Jordan.

Because when I saw her eyes — deep, dark brown — I knew.

They weren’t Mark’s soft hazel.
They weren’t mine either.
They were his. My lover’s. My ex.

Mark cupped her face gently, kissed her forehead like it was the holiest thing in the world, and whispered, “She has my eyes.”

I smiled. I lied.



It started six months before that.

Mark was out of town on business. He traveled a lot that year — meetings, conferences, client pitches. He always FaceTimed before bed, always told me he loved me, always said he couldn't wait to come home and start our family.

But I was lonely. I’d been lonely for a while.

And one night, Jordan messaged me. We hadn’t talked in years — he was the ex who always knew how to pull my strings. Tall, cocky, the kind of man who never apologized for wanting things rougher than he should.

"You still look good," he texted.
"Married life must be treating you."

I should have ignored it.

Instead, I invited him over.



I wore just a t-shirt and panties when he arrived. I told myself I just wanted to talk, just wanted to feel something familiar. But from the moment he stepped in — smelling like musk, cigarettes, and the city — I was wet. Aching.

He stood in the hallway, his eyes trailing over my body like he owned it.

"Your husband home?"

I shook my head. "Three days."

"Perfect."

And then he kissed me. Rough, impatient, like he’d been starving. He grabbed my hips, pushed me against the wall, and I melted — fast and filthy. I clung to him like I'd been waiting for this all year.

We stumbled to the kitchen counter. He bent me over it, pulled my panties to the side.

"No protection," I said, breath hitching.

He leaned in close, hot breath against my ear.
"You’re not gonna stop me."

I didn’t.

He slid inside me raw. No warning. Just that thick, familiar stretch that made my legs tremble. I moaned, low and deep, one hand braced on the counter, the other flat on my belly.

He fucked me slow at first — long, dragging strokes that made my nipples harden through the shirt. The slap of his hips echoed through the kitchen. I was dripping down my thighs.

He pulled my hair, whispered filth, told me I was tighter than he remembered. I told him he was bigger than I remembered — and that turned him wild.

His pace picked up. My toes curled. I was already close, and I knew it wouldn’t take long.

"You gonna cum for your ex?" he growled.

"Yes… god, yes..." I moaned.

And I did — hard. My whole body shook, legs quivering as he held me firm and pumped into me faster.

Then he said it.

"I'm gonna fucking breed you."

I gasped, opened my mouth to protest — and never did. Because a second later, I felt it.

Hot spurts deep inside. His cock twitching. His cum filling me, raw and real.

He stayed inside me, panting.
"You let me. You fucking let me."

I didn't deny it.



I didn’t take the morning-after pill. I told myself I was safe. That it wouldn’t matter. But two weeks later, my period didn’t come.

When I saw the pink lines, I sat on the bathroom floor for an hour, staring. Then I made dinner like nothing had happened.

Mark was over the moon when I told him I was pregnant. He kissed my stomach every night, talked to the bump like it was magic. We painted the nursery together.

I never told him.



She’s two now. Her eyes are still dark, still intense. Strangers say she’s adorable, but sometimes, when I look at her, I get this tight knot in my chest.

Because she’s perfect.
But she’s not his.

And every time Mark looks at her and says, "She has my eyes,"
I just smile and kiss him back…

…because I’ll never tell him whose they really are.


?? Confession 2: "Creampied at the Office, Pregnant at Home"

Confession from L., 31, Chicago



Everyone thinks HR is about policies, handbooks, and boring memos.

They don’t know what happens behind the locked door of the executive office after 7 p.m., when the last intern goes home and the lights dim down to just desk lamps and flickering monitors.

They don’t know what I did bent over a desk in stilettos while my wedding ring glinted under fluorescent lights.

And they definitely don’t know that my husband kissed my belly every night for months — completely unaware I’d been filled with another man’s cum that day.



His name was Ryan. V.P. of Sales. Arrogant. Tall. The kind of man who didn’t say much, just gave you a look that made your thighs press together under the conference table.

He wasn't my boss, but he acted like it. Called me into his office for “policy clarification.” That first time, it was real — mostly. He’d misplaced a report. I bent over his desk to point something out on his laptop, and I felt it. His hand — resting lightly on the small of my back. Not grabbing. Just… claiming.

I looked over my shoulder and gave him a half-smile.
"Problem?" I asked.

He smirked. "Not anymore."

That was the start.



We’d meet after hours. Sometimes just for a “quick chat,” sometimes for hours of slow, stretched-out tension that made me soak through my lace panties before we even touched.

The third time we met, I wore a black pencil skirt — no panties. He liked that. I walked into his office after everyone left and locked the door behind me.

"You look like trouble," he said, sipping from a glass of bourbon.

I leaned back against the door, slid one heel out of my shoe slowly. "I’m bored at home," I whispered.
"Make me forget I’m married."

He stood and crossed the room without saying a word. His hands went straight to my hips, tugging me close, and then lower — gripping my ass like he’d been dreaming about it. His mouth was hot against my neck, rough, almost angry.

"You wore nothing under this?"

"Only for you."

He spun me around, pressed my chest to the cold glass wall that overlooked the city, and yanked my skirt up.

My bare ass greeted him.

He let out a low growl.
"Fucking filthy little wife."

His fingers traced over my folds, already slick and needy. He didn’t tease long — he never did. The zipper came down, the rustle of his belt, and then he was inside me. Hard. Deep. No warning.

I gasped, palms against the window.
The view of the skyline blurred with my moans.

He fucked me slow at first. Possessive. Like he was savoring it.

The glass fogged under my breath.
His hands clamped my hips.
Every thrust drove me forward — every grunt, every sharp breath reminded me just how wrong this was… and how much I loved it.



Then he whispered, voice low and feral:

"I’m not pulling out."

My eyes widened. I should have said no. My period had just ended. It was risky. Stupid.

But I didn’t say anything.

He felt it — the way I clenched harder. He slammed deeper, faster.

"You’re gonna let me?"

I nodded, helpless. "Yes… god, yes..."

And then I felt it.

Hot pulses inside me. His cock twitching, thick spurts coating me deep. He stayed there, buried to the hilt, hips pressed against mine, breathing into my ear as if claiming me cell by cell.



I didn’t tell anyone. Just went home and showered, cooked dinner like it was any other Tuesday night. My husband came home, kissed my cheek, told me he missed me.

I smiled.

He took my hand and placed it over my stomach. "You know I want a baby soon."

I almost laughed.

Three weeks later, the test was positive.

He cried when I told him. Held me close and swore it was the best day of his life. Called his parents. Told them he was finally going to be a dad.

And every time he kissed my belly, I remembered that office window.
The taste of bourbon. The slap of skin on skin.
The hot, deep surge that put his baby in me…

…except it wasn’t his.


?? Confession 3: "The Baby Wasn't Early — It Was His"

Confession from R., 29, Atlanta



They all said he came early. “A little premature,” the doctor noted, scribbling on the chart. My husband nodded and squeezed my hand. Nurses smiled politely, offering congratulations.

I just smiled back.

But deep down, I knew the truth.

He wasn’t early. He was exactly on time — for when I let Caleb finish inside me, two months before I ever told my husband I was late.

The timing, the lie, the seed inside me... it all lined up perfectly.



My husband, Matt, is a good man. Stable. Safe. He works in IT, has a quiet voice and soft hands. He always remembers to ask how my day went and never raises his voice. He’s the kind of man other women would kill for.

But sometimes I craved the opposite of soft.

And that’s where Caleb came in.

We met at my friend’s bachelorette party — not as a hookup, just a friend of the groom’s. Tall, dark, rough around the edges. Tattoo just visible under his sleeve. He had this way of looking at me like I was already halfway undressed, like he knew I wasn’t as loyal as I looked.

He flirted, but kept his distance. Which made it worse. More tempting.

Two weeks later, he messaged me.
"You looked like you needed a break from married life."

He wasn’t wrong.



It happened one rainy Friday afternoon. Matt was at work. I told him I had errands. Instead, I was in a hotel room downtown, wrapped in cheap white sheets and the scent of Caleb’s skin — cedar, sweat, and something dangerous.

I didn’t know how far I’d let it go. I’d worn lace under my jeans. I’d shaved that morning. I’d sprayed perfume on the inside of my thighs.

Maybe I did know.



When I walked into the room, he was already there. Sleeves rolled up, shirt unbuttoned halfway, drink in hand.

"You came."
"You asked."

He didn’t waste time. He pulled me in close, fingers laced in my hair, lips rough and demanding.

"Tell me you’re not wearing anything under those jeans."
"Find out."

He unzipped them slowly, grazing my skin with his knuckles, and smiled when he saw I’d worn nothing but red lace. I watched his eyes darken as he dropped to his knees and kissed my hipbone, then lower.

"Fuck, I missed this already."

"You’ve never had it."

"Exactly."



He undressed me piece by piece, like a man unwrapping a prize. I did the same — slid his shirt off his shoulders, felt the lean muscles under his skin. His cock was already hard, thick and curved just enough to make my mouth water.

I didn’t rush. I took him into my mouth slowly, tasting the salt and warmth of him. He hissed through his teeth and gripped my hair gently.

"You suck cock like a woman who shouldn’t be doing this."

I looked up. "Maybe I shouldn’t."

He pulled me up and kissed me hard, and then guided me onto the bed. My legs opened instinctively. He ran his fingers through my folds, humming with approval.

"Already wet. You knew what this was gonna be."

"I didn’t come here for a massage."

He smiled, then pushed inside me in one long, slow thrust. I gasped, arms clutching his back as he filled me. He moved deep, unhurried, letting every inch stretch me, settle inside me.

It felt like sin. And heaven.



The sound of skin on skin echoed in the room. My nails left marks on his shoulders. He kissed my neck, bit down when I came the first time, and kept fucking me through it.

Then he asked it.

"You on anything?"

I hesitated.

"No," I whispered. "Are you gonna pull out?"

He stared at me. For a second, I thought he might.

Then he shook his head slowly.
"Not a fucking chance."

His thrusts grew wild, messy, desperate. I moaned louder, legs wrapping tighter around him, and in just a few more strokes, he came — hard, deep, hips grinding down as he emptied inside me.

I could feel every twitch, every pulse.

It stayed there — warm, heavy, his.



He pulled out slowly, watched it drip from me. Bent down and kissed me gently.

"Now you’re really mine."

I didn’t disagree.



I saw the test two weeks later. Two pink lines. Matt cried with joy when I told him.

He took me to dinner. Held my hand. Said it was fate.

And when our son was born six months later, he believed what the doctors said — “just a little early.”

He smiled when the baby wrapped his tiny fingers around his.
"He’s perfect. He’s got my nose."

I just kissed his cheek and said,
"Yeah, he really does."

But I knew better.
The baby wasn’t early.
He was right on time — Caleb’s time.


?? Confession 4: "Our Family Photo is a Lie"

Confession from S., 36, New Jersey



It hangs in our hallway — the perfect family photo. Matching outfits, fake leaves on the ground, golden autumn sunlight, smiles big and bright.

My husband’s hand rests on my waist. Our daughter sits between us, grinning with her tiny baby teeth. I’m smiling too — wide, soft, glowing.

But that day, when the photographer said, "Say cheese!", all I could think was:

"You’re not her real father."

And you’ll never know.



It wasn’t supposed to go that far.

Bryan was just a friend of my brother’s. A mechanic. Grease under his nails, tattoos on both forearms, voice like gravel and heat. He helped us fix the SUV after the transmission went — and for some reason, I offered him lemonade and small talk while my husband was still on the phone with roadside assistance.

He looked at me like no one had in years. Not politely. Not shy. Just… hungry. Like he already knew how I’d taste. Like he didn’t give a shit about rings or promises.

That scared me.
And it turned me on.



A week later, I dropped off homemade cookies as a “thank you.” My husband was at work. Bryan opened the door shirtless, covered in sweat, muscles taut and shining from the garage heat.

"Cookies, huh?" he smirked. "You trying to make me fat?"

"Trying to be nice," I said, knowing damn well I wasn’t.

He stepped aside to let me in, and my chest brushed his arm. His skin was hot. My breath caught. I turned to say something — I don’t even remember what — and before I could get the words out, he kissed me.

Rough. Immediate. Like he’d waited just long enough.



I should’ve pulled back.
Instead, I kissed him harder.

He grabbed my ass through my jeans, lifted me onto the counter like I weighed nothing. His hands roamed — under my shirt, up my back, tugging at my bra. I whimpered when his mouth closed around my nipple, tongue flicking, sucking gently, and then biting just enough to make my hips jerk.

"Tell me to stop," he growled.

I looked him dead in the eye.
"Don’t you fucking dare."

He undid my jeans in seconds, pulled them down with my panties in one fluid motion, and spread my legs like he was starving. His mouth was on me before I could even breathe.

He licked like he wanted to own me. Slow at first — soft flicks over my clit — then deep, dragging strokes that made me grab his hair and grind against his face.

"Fuck, Bryan—"

He didn’t stop until I came. Hard. Shaking.

Then he stood up, unzipped, and let his cock fall heavy against my thigh. I gasped — thick, veiny, flushed dark with arousal. Bigger than I was ready for, but I was too wet to care.

He lined himself up, kissed me once on the neck, and said:
"I’m not wearing anything."

"I know," I whispered.
"Don’t stop."



He slid into me slowly, filling me stretch by stretch until I was moaning against his shoulder. He started moving — deep, steady thrusts that made the kitchen echo with wet, filthy sounds.

His hands on my hips. My legs locked around his waist.
The counter shaking. My cries getting louder.

"Your husband ever fuck you like this?" he grunted.

"No," I panted. "Never."

He grabbed a fistful of my hair, pulled me back just enough to look into my eyes.

"I’m gonna fill you. You want that?"

"Yes."

"Say it."

"I want your cum in me, Bryan. Don’t pull out."

That was all he needed.

He slammed harder, rougher. My nails dug into his back. He groaned loud, shuddered, and then I felt it — thick, hot spurts deep inside me. His cock twitching, his body pressed into mine.

He didn’t move for a full minute. Just stayed inside, pulsing, holding me like he didn’t want to leave.



I cleaned up, kissed him again, and left like nothing happened.

But something did. Something big.

Two weeks later, I was pregnant.

My husband cried when I told him. We’d been trying for months. He thought it was finally his turn.

He kissed my belly every night.

He held my hand during the ultrasound.

He told me he’d never been happier.



Our daughter was born eight months later.

She has Bryan’s jawline. His curls. His exact dimples when she laughs.

But no one sees it but me.

And every time we take a new family photo, I smile a little harder. Because I know what no one else does.

That smile? That baby? That perfect little girl?
She’s not my husband’s.
She’s the lie we both agreed to never question.


?? Confession 5: "Seeded by the Trainer, Praised by the Husband"

Confession from J., 33, California



My husband still brags about my body.

He tells friends I “snapped back” fast after the baby. That I “look better than ever.” That I owe it all to my personal trainer, Danny — the guy he hired as a birthday surprise when I mentioned wanting to “feel sexy again” after our honeymoon phase faded.

He doesn’t know the truth.

He doesn’t know Danny didn’t just help tone my legs or shape my ass.

He bred me.

And now my husband kisses a baby goodnight that isn’t his.



It started innocent — just sweaty workouts, stretch sessions, light flirting.

Danny was ex-military. Built like a statue. Always wore black tank tops and tight joggers, tattoos creeping out from under his sleeves. His voice was low, his jaw sharp, and when he said “one more rep,” I always did it — not because I was disciplined, but because he made me want to submit.

I caught him watching me once during a squat — not just casually. His eyes were fixed. Focused. Possessive.

He smirked when I looked up and caught him.

"You like having me watch you?" he said, no shame.

"You’re supposed to," I shot back.

He stepped closer, so close I could smell his sweat and cologne — musky, woodsy, addictive.

"Not like that," he said.

That was the first time I soaked through my yoga leggings without a single touch.



One afternoon, after my husband left for work, I stayed after the session for “extra core work.” I wore a crop top and tiny shorts. No bra. No panties.

I was already half wet from the way Danny looked at me — the kind of look that makes your knees weak, like he’s already imagining your moans.

He adjusted my posture on the mat — fingers sliding along my inner thigh, then slightly higher, as if by accident. I gasped. He didn’t pull away.

Instead, he moved closer.

"You come here dressed like that for a reason?"
"Maybe."

He leaned down until our faces were inches apart.

"Tell me to stop."

I didn't. I leaned up and kissed him instead.



He flipped me onto my back, mouth crashing onto mine with a hunger I hadn’t felt in years. His hands roamed over my stomach, my ribs, cupping my breasts through the thin shirt. He pulled it up, sucking my nipples until I cried out, arching up into him.

"Your husband touch you like this?"

"No. Not in years."

He tore my shorts off, dropped to his knees, and buried his face between my thighs like a starving man.

His tongue was hot, thick, insistent. He moaned into my pussy, lapping and sucking until I was thrashing on the mat, whimpering his name. I came once, then again — back arched, thighs shaking, hands buried in his hair.

Then he stood up, pulled his cock free — long, thick, throbbing — and stroked it while looking down at me.

"You want this?"

"Yes. Fuck, yes."

He knelt between my legs, lined up, and thrust into me in one smooth, hard stroke.

I screamed.

Not from pain — from relief. From finally being taken the way I needed.



He fucked me like a man with a mission — slow and deep at first, his cock dragging against every spot that made my toes curl. Then faster, rougher, until the mat beneath us was damp with sweat and my cries echoed through the studio.

"You ever let him cum in you?"

"Not since we started trying."

"Good."
His thrusts grew harder.
"You want me to fill you up instead?"

My whole body tensed.
I knew what that meant.

And I still whispered:
"Do it. Make it yours."

He growled and slammed into me, harder, deeper, until I felt him pulse inside. Hot spurts. A flood of cum spilling into my womb.

He stayed there, buried to the hilt, breathing raggedly in my ear.

"You’re mine now," he said.

And I didn’t argue.



I didn’t tell my husband.

He cheered when the test turned positive. Rubbed my back through morning sickness. Rubbed my feet. Rubbed my belly.

Told Danny thanks for “keeping his wife in shape.”

Danny just nodded, smirked, and handed me a water bottle — the same hand that had pressed down on my ass while he emptied himself into me days earlier.



The baby was born nine months later.

Strong. Big. Black hair. Deep brown eyes. None of which my husband had.

No one says anything. They call her beautiful, and she is.

But when I lie in bed at night, and he strokes my back, whispering,
"She looks just like you,"

I don’t answer.

Because the truth is…
She looks just like Danny.


?? Confession 6: "My Husband Paid for the Lover’s Child"

Confession from T., 35, Texas



We sat in the car outside the maternity clinic, and he was crying. Happy tears. His hands were shaking, gripping mine tightly, repeating over and over:

"We did it. We’re finally having a baby."

I nodded. I kissed him.

And I swallowed the guilt like I’d been doing for the past ten weeks.

Because we weren’t having a baby.

I was.
He was paying for it.
He was driving me to every appointment.
He was picking out names, building a nursery, bragging to his friends…

But the baby wasn’t his.

It was Marcus’s.
The man who used to fuck me in our living room while my husband was still on Zoom calls in the upstairs office.



Jake and I had been trying for almost a year. The stress was killing the sex. Every time felt like a chore. Timed. Mechanical. I could see it wearing him down — the pressure, the guilt, the endless test kits and ovulation strips.

He started pulling away emotionally.

I started looking elsewhere physically.



Marcus was the contractor we hired to redo our deck.
Big guy. Beard. Broad chest and a permanent sun tan from working outside.
The kind of man who didn’t apologize when his eyes lingered too long.

I brought him lemonade one day. He said thank you, then looked me dead in the eyes and said:

"You ever think about cheating?"

I almost dropped the glass.

I didn’t answer — but I didn’t walk away either.



The next week, my husband was working from home upstairs. I told him I was going to lie out in the sun while Marcus finished measuring the frame.

Marcus didn’t say a word — just waited until I closed the back door behind me, then followed me inside.

We didn’t kiss at first.
He grabbed my wrist, pulled me to him, and held me there — his breath on my neck, his fingers trailing under my sundress, until I couldn’t take it anymore.

"This is wrong," I whispered.

"But it feels good," he replied, lifting my dress higher.

And then he was inside me — no panties, no time to even pretend I wanted to stop. He bent me over the couch, one hand on the back of my neck, the other gripping my hip.

The windows were open.

I could hear my husband upstairs on a call.

I was moaning into the cushions while Marcus fucked me slow and hard — deep strokes that made my thighs tremble and my core ache. Every time he pulled back, I felt empty. Every time he slammed back in, I saw stars.

"You want me to stop?"

"No," I gasped.

"You want it raw?"

"Yes."

"Say it."

"Fuck me raw, Marcus. Don’t pull out."



He groaned and pounded me harder. I felt him twitch, felt his cock throb, and then came the warmth — a thick rush of cum filling me deep. He stayed inside me, panting, grinding his hips down while my whole body trembled.

"You’re mine now," he said.

I should’ve argued.
Instead, I came again.



A month later, I was pregnant.

Jake was ecstatic. He had no idea I hadn’t let him touch me in over a month. He planned everything — the appointments, the vitamins, the budgeting.

He bought a new car “for the baby.”

He refinanced the house.

He covered every medical bill, every new crib, every late-night craving.

And I let him.



Marcus fucked me twice more during the pregnancy. He never kissed my stomach. Never touched it. He knew the baby was his — and he didn’t want to share.

Jake rubbed my belly every night.
He whispered lullabies.
He made me tea when my feet swelled.

He was already the perfect father — to someone else’s child.



Our son was born in spring.

Big. Dark-haired. Built like a linebacker.

My mother said he looked “so much like Jake’s dad.”
Jake laughed, kissed me, and said,
"I can’t believe he’s ours."

I nodded.

Because what else was I supposed to say?

The man holding my hand paid for the entire pregnancy.
The man who bred me never asked for anything.

And the baby — this perfect, healthy boy — will never know who really put him there.


?? Confession 7: "I Got Knocked Up at the Reunion"

Confession from V., 34, Florida



Ten years since high school, and the second I saw him — everything rushed back.

Troy Matthews.

The boy I used to flirt with during chemistry class. The one who kissed me behind the bleachers and slid his hand under my skirt at prom but never got further. Life took us in different directions. He joined the Navy. I got married.

And yet, when I saw him standing near the bar at our ten-year reunion — tall, broad-shouldered, tattoos curling out of his collar, grin just as cocky — I forgot everything else.

Including the gold band on my finger.



My husband didn’t come to the reunion. He hates that kind of thing. Said he’d stay home and relax. Told me to have fun, and not to “get too drunk with old crushes.”

He thought he was joking.



Troy saw me before I saw him. The way his eyes flicked down my dress and back up, slow and deliberate, made my thighs clench under the table.

"Damn," he said as he approached, "you got even hotter."

"And you got smugger."

"I missed this mouth."

"Yeah?" I smiled. "Bet you still don’t know how to shut it."

He leaned in, close enough for me to smell his cologne — sharp, woodsy, masculine.

"Bet you still taste like trouble."



Two drinks later, we were outside. The parking lot was empty. The rain had just stopped, air thick with summer heat and tension.

I was against the side of his truck, his hand sliding up my thigh, mouth on my neck. My dress was hiked up. My breath came in fast, ragged bursts.

"Troy..." I whispered, half protest, half plea.

"Say no and I’ll stop," he murmured, fingers slipping past my panties.

I didn’t say no.

I moaned — long and soft — as his thumb circled my clit, and he growled against my skin.

"Still wet for me after all these years?"

"You have no idea."



He opened the door and helped me in, back first, legs parted. My panties were soaked, sticking to me as he pulled them off and tucked them into his pocket like a souvenir.

"I should’ve fucked you in high school," he said, unbuckling his jeans.
"Yeah? Then fuck me like it’s ten years too late."

He didn’t need more encouragement.

His cock was thick, already hard, and the second it touched my entrance, my body arched. I was soaked — needy — trembling.

He slid into me slowly, groaning low in his throat.

"God, you feel better than I ever dreamed."

I gasped, clenching around him, gripping his shoulders as he started thrusting. Deep. Heavy. Every movement shook the truck.

"You want this?"
"Yes."
"Even if I don't pull out?"

I hesitated.

He slowed.

"Tell me."

I looked him in the eye and said it.
"I don’t want you to."



That flipped a switch in him.

He slammed into me harder, hand fisting in my hair as my moans filled the truck. The windows fogged. The world disappeared. All I could feel was him — pounding, pulsing, pushing deeper with every stroke.

My legs wrapped around him as I came, body shaking, mouth open in a silent scream.

"Take it," he grunted. "Take every drop."

I felt him explode inside me — hot, thick, twitching pulses of cum flooding my pussy. He kept going through it, driving it deeper until it was leaking down my ass onto the truck seat.

He kissed me then — slow and sweet, like we had time.



We didn't speak much after. Just exchanged numbers, hugged a little too long, and I drove home barefoot with my panties still in his pocket.



Three weeks later, I saw the test.

Positive.

My husband thought it was a miracle. We’d only had sex once that month, and he thought that was enough. He was thrilled.

He kissed my stomach. Called his mom. Took me out to dinner.



Now the baby’s a year old. Dark hair, hazel eyes — just like Troy’s.

Sometimes I wonder if Troy suspects. We still text now and then. Nothing deep. Just enough.

He hasn’t asked.
And I’ve never told.

My husband thinks our daughter is his little angel.

And I let him believe it.


?? Confession 8: "Two Lines on the Test — and It Wasn’t His"

Confession from D., 30, Nevada



Two pink lines.

That was all it took to split my heart in half.

One part beat for my husband — loyal, loving, trusting. The other? It pulsed for the man who came inside me just two weeks before… while I moaned into his neck and begged him not to stop.

Two lines.
One lie.
One truth I can never take back.



It started at the gym.

Cliché, I know.

I’d been going there to escape — from the routine, from the numbness of a marriage that had become too quiet. My husband, Aaron, is good to me. Steady. Thoughtful. But not passionate. Not in the way I used to ache for.

Enter Jordan.
Tall. Sculpted. Confident.
Personal trainer and walking temptation.

He flirted at first. I resisted. Then I caught myself looking. Staring. Wondering what his sweat tasted like, what his hands felt like against bare skin. I imagined his grip on my hips while I rode him, thighs trembling. I imagined him whispering my name, not my husband's.

I didn’t mean for it to happen.

But once it did, I stopped pretending I wasn’t starving.



One night, I stayed late — told Aaron I was catching up on emails.

Instead, I was in Jordan’s apartment, pressed against the wall, his hands everywhere. I wore a sundress, no bra. No panties.

He knew.

"You’re bad," he whispered, fingers grazing my thighs.

"So stop me."

He didn’t.



He kissed like he was trying to ruin me — tongue deep, breath heavy, grabbing my ass, pulling me tight. I felt his cock hard and thick against my stomach, straining in his sweats.

"Been dreaming about this," he growled.

"Then take me."

He spun me around, bent me over his couch, and slid my dress up over my hips. His hands gripped my waist. I felt the blunt head of his cock rub between my soaked folds, teasing me — before he pushed in, slow and steady, stretching me wide.

I gasped, fingers digging into the cushions.

"Fuck…"

He started thrusting deep, unrelenting — hips smacking against mine with a rhythm that made my toes curl.

The room filled with wet, filthy sounds. My moans. His grunts. The slap of skin on skin.

"You like cheating on your man?"

I couldn’t answer — too breathless, too close.

"Say it," he growled.

"I love it," I whimpered. "I love your cock inside me."

"You want my cum?"

"Yes… please… fill me up, Jordan."

He slammed into me harder, faster. I came in a rush — body trembling, walls clenching tight around him.

Moments later, I felt it — a sudden flood of heat deep inside. His cock twitched. His cum filled me, thick and warm, dripping down my thighs.

He stayed inside me for a long moment, breathing against my shoulder.



I left feeling wrecked. Guilty. Sore. Satisfied.

I told myself it was one time.
One mistake.
And then the nausea started.



Two weeks later, I stood in the bathroom staring at the test.

One line.
Then two.

My heart stopped.

Aaron knocked gently on the door. "You okay in there, babe?"

I swallowed the panic.

"Yeah," I lied. "Just… a surprise."

He was overjoyed. Held me like I gave him the world.

He didn’t ask how. Didn’t do the math.

He still doesn’t know.



I see Jordan at the gym sometimes. He glances at my belly, then back at me. There’s something in his eyes — like he knows. Like he remembers how it felt to cum deep inside me and watch me tremble.

And every night, when Aaron kisses my stomach and whispers,
"Can’t wait to meet our baby,"
I smile softly…

Because I know the truth:

Two lines on the test.
One came from love.
The other came from lust.

And only I know which one won.


?? Confession 9: "He Was Sterile. I Wasn't Faithful."

Confession from N., 32, Colorado



He held the printout in shaking hands.

“Low motility. Less than 1%. I'm… I’m basically sterile.”

I hugged him. I cried with him. I kissed his forehead and said, “It doesn’t change anything.”

But what I didn’t say — what I couldn’t say — was this:

I was already pregnant.

And it wasn’t his.



We’d been trying for almost a year. Month after month of timing, tracking, fucking on schedule like it was a job instead of love. My husband, Dean, grew quieter each month. Less confident. Less present.

By the time the fertility test came back, he was a shell of himself. I think a part of him already knew.

But I had known something long before he did.

Because I had already let someone else finish inside me.



The first time it happened was in the garage. My car wouldn’t start. Dean was away on a work trip. I called Ryder — a friend of a friend, mechanic, single dad, worked from his own shop.

He came by in under thirty minutes.

I wasn’t wearing a bra. Just yoga pants, a loose tee, and frustration I hadn’t let out in months.

Ryder was tall, built, scruffy in the way that looks dangerous but smells like motor oil and cedarwood. His voice was gravelly, his hands rough. Every time he bent over the hood, I stared at the way his shirt rode up over his back.

He caught me watching.

"You're not exactly being subtle," he teased.

"I’m not trying to be."

He wiped his hands on a rag, stepped close — not touching, just enough to feel the heat between us.

"You married?"

"Yeah."

"That a yes or a problem?"

"Both."

He didn’t say anything else. He just kissed me — hard. Like he needed it. Like he knew I did too.



I don’t remember walking to the tool bench. I just remember him lifting me up onto it like I weighed nothing, spreading my legs with his hands still dirty, pressing against me until I moaned into his mouth.

His fingers dipped under my waistband, found me wet and pulsing.

"You’re soaked," he murmured.

"I haven’t been touched in weeks."

He pulled my pants off, bent down, and slid his tongue over me slowly — licking like he had all day. Deep. Focused. I came in minutes, hand tangled in his hair, thighs clenched around his face.

When he stood, his cock was already out — thick, hard, throbbing.

I looked at it, then at him.

"You clean?"

"Yeah. You?"

"No condom," I whispered. "I don’t care."

He didn’t wait. He pushed inside, one hard thrust that knocked the breath out of me. My legs wrapped around him. My nails clawed his back. He fucked me like he was making up for lost time — hard, rough, raw.

"You let him fuck you like this?"

"He doesn’t fuck me at all."

Ryder grunted, slammed into me deeper.

"You want me to pull out?"

I hesitated. I knew what I was doing.

"No."

"You want me to breed you?"

"Yes."

He growled, grabbed my hips tighter, and drove into me faster, rougher, until he came — pulsing, twitching, spilling hot cum deep inside me.



I didn't see Ryder again after that. He texted once. I didn’t answer.

A few weeks later, I missed my period.

Dean cried when I showed him the positive test. He thought it was a miracle — that maybe the lab was wrong. Maybe it had been a timing issue all along.

I cried too, but not for the same reasons.



Now I’m almost six months along. The baby kicks. Dean talks to my belly every night, his hand resting there, full of love.

And every time he says,
"I can't believe I'm going to be a dad,"

I nod, kiss his lips softly…

…and try not to picture Ryder’s cum dripping out of me on the garage floor.


?? Confession 10: "The Baby Knew Before He Did"

Confession from E., 31, North Carolina



It happened at the dinner table. My daughter was coloring with crayons while my husband scrolled his phone and sipped wine.

She looked up at him suddenly and said:
"Why don’t you have brown skin like Uncle Jason?"

The wine nearly slipped from his hand.

He laughed awkwardly, glanced at me, then at her.
"What do you mean, sweetheart?"

She shrugged.
"I dunno. Mommy says I look just like Uncle Jason."

He looked at me then. Really looked.

My smile didn’t reach my eyes.

I excused myself to the kitchen and gripped the counter, heart racing.

Because in that moment, I knew what I had always feared:
She’d noticed.
She remembered.
And soon, he would too.



Jason wasn’t really her uncle. Just my best friend’s older brother. He lived two streets down and helped us move into our new house. Charming. Tall. Smooth voice. Coffee-colored skin and a body that filled out every shirt he wore. He made my husband nervous — too flirty, too confident — but never crossed the line.

Until I let him.



It was a Saturday afternoon. My husband was out of town for a corporate retreat. Jason stopped by to help me put together a shelf for the nursery. We were laughing about how useless the directions were when he knelt in front of me, sweaty and shirtless, adjusting a bracket.

I was sitting on the couch, legs crossed. No bra. No underwear under my summer dress.

He looked up.
Paused.
"You’re not wearing anything under that."

I didn’t deny it.

I watched his eyes darken. His knuckles grazed my calf. My thighs parted slowly.

I should’ve stopped it there.

But I didn’t want to.



He stood, stepped between my legs, and kissed me like he’d been thinking about it for weeks — soft at first, then deep, tongue sliding against mine as his hand slid up the inside of my thigh.

I moaned when his fingers found me soaked.

"You’ve been like this all day?"

"Since you took off your shirt."

He growled and scooped me into his arms, carrying me to the kitchen table like I weighed nothing. He laid me back gently, lifted my dress, and kissed down my stomach, stopping just above my slit.

Then lower.
Then slower.

His tongue flicked softly, lazily. Then deeper. Hungrier.

He ate me out like it was his last meal — firm strokes, lips sucking my clit until I was writhing on the table, hand in his curls, legs locked around his head.

I came hard. Shaking. Whimpering his name like it was the only word I knew.



He stood, pulled his cock out — long, thick, the head already glistening.

I looked up at him from the table.
"Are you clean?"
"Yeah."
"Then fuck me. No condom. I don’t care."

He didn’t hesitate. He pushed into me in one stroke, filling me until I gasped.

"Shit," he muttered. "You feel so fucking good."

I held his face, looked him in the eyes.

"Breed me, Jason. Right here. I want to feel it."

That did it.

He grabbed my thighs, pounded into me hard — the sound of skin slapping skin echoing through the kitchen. I came again, clenching around him, moaning shamelessly.

His jaw clenched.

"Gonna fill you up. You want it?"

"Don’t pull out," I begged. "Please don’t."

He grunted once, twice more, and then I felt it — hot, thick spurts deep inside me. He stayed there, cock buried, both of us breathless, sweat-soaked.



He pulled out slow, kissed me gently.
"You’re fucking dangerous," he whispered.
"So are you," I said.

I cleaned up, made coffee. We never talked about it again.



Until the test.

Positive.

I never told my husband. He was overjoyed. He never questioned why our daughter didn’t look like either of us. Brown skin, dark curls, hazel eyes.

Jason never said anything either. He smiled when he saw her at block parties. Gave her extra ice cream. Called her “princess” in a way that made my chest tighten.

And now, she’s five. Sharp. Observant.

Too smart for her own good.

"I look like Uncle Jason," she says sometimes, eyes wide with innocence.

My husband laughs.
I fake it.

Because the truth is…
The baby knew before he did.
And one day soon, I think he’ll figure it out too.
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