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“Her homemaker and her babymaker are two different men.”


Introduction

It wasn’t logical.
It was just biological.

Some were careless. Some were reckless.
Some were desperate for something they couldn’t get at home.
But they all knew the moment it happened —
he stayed in… and finished deep.

They wore the ring. They kissed their husband goodbye.
Then they met up with the man who actually gave them a baby.



These stories came to me quietly.
Private messages. DMs.
Wives who whispered their truth — dripping with guilt, soaked in lust.

“I couldn’t tell my husband. He still thinks the baby looks like him.”
“It was one night. I missed my pill. I couldn’t help myself.”
“He said he was sterile… I said I was faithful. We were both lying.”

They said “I do” and then did something else entirely.
They took their lovers raw. They let them come inside.
And now?

They’re raising the result with a man who didn’t put it there.



He makes the money. Her lover made the baby.
She plays the perfect wife. With a belly full of someone else’s seed.
Her homemaker and her babymaker are two different men.



This book contains:

✔️ 10 wives
✔️ 10 lovers
✔️ 10 creampies that turned into babies
✔️ 10 husbands who have no clue what really happened



These are not fantasies. These are confessions.
From women who took a risk — and now live with it every day.

Some still feel guilty.
Most don’t.

Because once he filled them, once they felt that last twitch inside them as he stayed deep…
they knew.

He owned them now.
He owned what grew inside.
And their husbands would never know.



So if you’ve ever wondered what it’s like…

To be married.
To be loved.
And to still let another man breed you —

Turn the page.

She said “I do.”
And then she said, “Don’t pull out.”

He came. She conceived. Her husband believed.

She gave her vows to one man — and her womb to another.
Her homemaker and her babymaker are two different men.

Now read what she confessed.


?? Confession 1: "The DNA Test Wasn’t a Surprise — It Was Proof"

Confession from A., 34, Pennsylvania



I watched him read the paper in silence.
His hands were trembling. His mouth opened, then closed. Twice.
I could hear the sound of the fridge humming behind us, the faint buzz of the ceiling light. My heart pounded in my chest.

Then he finally whispered it.

“It’s not mine.”

And I didn’t say a word.
Because he was right.
The DNA test wasn’t a surprise to me.

It was proof.

Proof of what I’d always known but never admitted out loud.



Let me back up.

We had been married for six years. Comfortable. Quiet. Predictable. My husband, Evan, is kind and patient — always has been. But our sex life had faded into something more like maintenance than passion. We tried for a baby after our fourth anniversary, but it became mechanical. Scheduled. He treated sex like a checklist: vitamins, ovulation, timed penetration.

He didn’t touch me when it wasn’t “time.”
He didn’t kiss me unless I leaned in first.

And one day, I realized: I missed feeling wanted. I missed being taken.



The first time with Liam was… impulsive. Reckless.

He was our lawn guy. Younger. Tattoos creeping up his arm. Always shirtless when mowing, always smirking when I brought out water bottles. The tension between us had been brewing all summer.

It snapped one Friday afternoon. The air was thick with heat. My husband was at the office, and I walked outside in a thin white tank top — no bra. Just to feel something. Just to see if he’d look.

He did.

"You tryna kill me or what?" he asked, eyes dragging over my chest.

"Maybe."

He put the mower in neutral and walked right up to me.

"You keep looking at me like that, Mrs. N, and I’m gonna forget you’re married."

I stepped closer, until I could feel the heat radiating off his body.

"Then forget."



He kissed me like he meant it. No hesitation. No apologies. Just heat. Hunger. His hands grabbed my ass and pulled me in, hard, his tongue deep in my mouth as I moaned into him.

We stumbled inside. I don’t remember how we got to the kitchen. I just remember being bent over the island, my top ripped halfway down, his fingers between my thighs, finding me soaked.

"Fuck," he growled. "You’re already dripping."

"You want me to beg?"

He didn’t answer. Just pulled his shorts down and shoved inside me — thick, raw, no warning. I gasped, bracing against the counter, the stretch so sudden it almost made me dizzy.

"Liam—"

"You want this, don’t you?"

"Yes. Yes, don’t stop."



He fucked me hard. Deep. Fast.

His hips slapped against my ass with every thrust. I could hear the wetness, feel the slick drip down my thighs. My fingers clawed at the marble countertop as he pounded into me from behind, groaning into my neck.

"Your husband fuck you like this?"

"No," I moaned.

"You want my cum inside you?"

I paused. My heart skipped.

"I’m ovulating..."

He slammed into me harder.
"Say it."

"Fill me, Liam. I don’t care."

That was all he needed.

He came hard, cock twitching, spilling deep inside me as I cried out — my second orgasm crashing through me just as his cum flooded me.



I didn’t take the morning-after pill.
I didn’t feel guilty.
I just… waited.

And sure enough, three weeks later, I saw those two pink lines.



Evan cried with joy when I told him.

"It finally worked!" he said. "We're having a baby."

He kissed my stomach. He made spreadsheets. He painted the nursery. And every time I looked at him, I felt this sick twist of guilt.

Because deep down, I knew the truth.



When the baby was born, she had Liam’s skin tone. His lips. Even the same little birthmark on the back of her leg. But Evan didn’t question it — not at first.

It wasn’t until his sister made a comment.
Something like, “She doesn’t really look like either of you.”

That planted the seed.



He ordered a DNA test on his own.

I found out when I saw the envelope sitting on the counter.

I knew what it would say.
And I didn’t stop him.

When he read it — and realized the baby wasn’t his — I didn’t deny it.

I just stood there.

He looked up at me, eyes watery. “How could you?”

“Because I needed to feel alive again,” I said.

“Is it him? The lawn guy?”

I nodded.

He stared at the paper, breathing heavy.

And then, quietly, he whispered:

“I still love her.”

That was when I cried.

Because he still loved her.

Even if she wasn’t his.


?? Confession 2: "He Got Me Pregnant in Our Guest Bedroom"

Confession from R., 35, Virginia



We call it the "blue room."
It’s our guest bedroom — cozy, always clean, untouched for most of the year.

But it’s where I conceived my son.
And not with my husband.

It’s the room where I got filled, stretched, and seeded so deep I was still dripping when I snuck back into bed with the man who had no idea what had just happened down the hall.



It started with a visit from my husband’s childhood friend, Noah.

He’d just gone through a breakup. Needed a few days to regroup. My husband, Josh, being the good guy he is, offered the guest room and cooked dinner the first night. I watched the two of them laugh over whiskey and football like they were still sixteen.

Noah had changed though.
Bigger. Leaner. His beard was thicker, jaw sharper. He didn’t carry boyish charm anymore — he radiated this raw, masculine energy that filled the room like a pulse.

And I caught him looking at me.

More than once.

Not subtly.



That second night, Josh fell asleep early. A couple too many drinks, full stomach, out cold on the couch. I carried the extra blanket to the guest room and knocked before opening.

Noah was standing near the bed, shirtless, in low-slung sweatpants. His abs caught the low lamp light, and the scent of his body wash — something dark and spicy — hit me before I even said a word.

He looked up.
"Thought you were asleep."

"I couldn’t. Too warm."

His eyes flicked down to the thin cotton tank top I wore — no bra. My nipples were already pushing through the fabric. My body had made its decision before my brain did.

"You need anything?" I asked, voice quieter now.

He stepped closer.

"Yeah."

We didn’t speak after that.

He reached for me, hands warm and firm on my waist, and pulled me into him slowly. His lips brushed my jaw, then my neck, then finally met mine — not soft, not hesitant. Just real. Intense. Hungry.



He backed me into the bed without breaking the kiss, his hands sliding under my shirt, fingers teasing the underside of my breasts until I gasped.

He pulled the shirt off, then dropped to his knees and tugged down my panties. I sat on the edge of the mattress, legs spread, watching him watch me.

"You sure you want this?" he asked, voice hoarse.

I nodded, barely breathing.

He kissed the inside of my thigh, then the other, and finally slid his tongue over me — slow and confident, like he already knew what I liked. I moaned softly, fingers sliding into his hair.

"God… Noah…"

He took his time, licking and sucking until I was grinding into his face, thighs trembling, back arching as I came hard on his tongue.



When he stood up, his cock was already hard. Thick, curved, flushed. My mouth watered at the sight of it.

"Please fuck me," I whispered.

He grabbed my thighs, pulled me to the edge of the bed, and pushed inside with one deep stroke. I gasped — he was bigger than Josh. Fuller. The stretch hit something primal in me.

"You feel so fucking good," he groaned, thrusting slowly, deeply.

I wrapped my legs around him, heels digging into his back as he picked up the pace. Every stroke filled me, rocked me. The room smelled like sweat, sex, skin.

"You want me to pull out?"

I hesitated.

I knew I was ovulating. I’d felt it all day.

"No," I said, breathless. "I want to feel it."

"You sure?"

"I don’t care. Just cum in me."

That was it.

He slammed into me harder, deeper. I came again — hard, crying out, body shaking under him — and seconds later, he followed.

He stayed deep, cock twitching inside me as thick, hot spurts flooded my pussy. I could feel every pulse of it, every drop he left inside me.



Afterward, we didn’t speak. He handed me my shirt. I kissed his cheek. I walked back to the master bedroom, quietly climbed under the sheets, and curled up beside my sleeping husband.

I was still full of Noah’s cum.



Three weeks later, the test turned positive.

Josh was over the moon.

He painted the nursery — that same blue room — the same one where I let his best friend breed me.

Now our son is nearly two.

He has Noah’s eyes. His chin. His exact laugh.

Josh doesn’t see it.
Or maybe he refuses to.

But I do.

Every night, when I tuck him into bed, I brush his hair back, kiss his forehead, and remember the night he was made…

…in the guest room.


?? Confession 3: "Her Eyes Match My Ex’s"

Confession from M., 36, Illinois



She was barely two weeks old when I noticed it.
Her eyes.

That same deep, dark hazel — not brown, not green, but that golden mix that glows like honey in sunlight. They were unmistakable.

I’d seen them before.

I’d spent years getting lost in them.

They belonged to him.



I have three kids. Two boys and a girl. The boys look just like my husband — strong chin, dimples, light eyes. Our little girl though… she’s different.

And only I know why.

Because she wasn’t made in our marriage bed.

She was made in the backseat of my ex’s pickup truck, during a thunderstorm, while my husband was out of town for a conference in Denver.



Jason was the one that got away. You know the type.
We were together in college — wild, intense, hot in all the wrong ways. The kind of man who didn’t apologize for fucking you hard and fast against a bathroom wall, then making you cry from a slow kiss five minutes later.

We broke up when I met my husband. I needed stability. Sanity. A man with a plan.

But that raw part of me… the one that still dreamed in sweat and moans? It never really forgot Jason.



We reconnected on Facebook. Just casual at first. Comments. Likes. A few playful DMs. He still lived close by — a few towns over. He still looked the same. Maybe rougher. Better, even.

One night he messaged:
"You ever miss it?"

I didn’t reply. But I didn’t stop thinking about it either.

Two weeks later, he was parked at the edge of my street — waiting for me after I told my husband I was running to Walgreens.



It was raining. Light at first, then heavier, like the sky knew I needed to be soaked in more than guilt.

He didn’t say much. Just opened the passenger door and let me slide in. The heat inside the cab fogged the windows instantly. He smelled like damp cotton and engine grease. Familiar and filthy.

He looked at me.

"You’re still the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen."

I didn’t speak. I kissed him instead. Deep, urgent, needy.

We were already climbing into the back seat, tangled in limbs and breath. He shoved my jeans down, tugged my panties to the side, and slid his fingers through my folds like he knew I’d be ready for him.

Because I was.



"You’re soaked."

"You still know what I like."

He pulled his cock out — still thick and long, veins along the shaft, the head flushed and wet. I moaned at the sight of it. My body ached for it like it never forgot.

He pushed inside me in one smooth, perfect motion.

I gasped — loud.

He filled me deeper than I’d been in years.



We fucked like we were stealing time. The truck rocked, the rain pounding louder. His thrusts were rough at first — fast, unrelenting. I was clinging to the seatbelt handle, moaning into his shoulder, legs spread wide, taking all of him.

Then it slowed.

He held my jaw, kissed me tenderly, rolled his hips deeper.

"You want me to pull out?"

I knew I should’ve said yes.

My cycle was ripe. I was fertile. We hadn’t used anything.

But I wanted it. I wanted that part of him in me.

"No," I whispered. "Don’t you dare."

He groaned into my neck.
"You want my cum?"

"I want your baby."

And just like that, he came — hard, fast, full.

His cock pulsed, spilling hot jets of cum deep inside me while I clung to him, crying out, cumming on his cock at the same time. It was raw. Filthy. Real.

And I didn’t regret a single second.



I went home. Cleaned up. Laid in bed beside my husband like nothing had happened.

A month later, the test came back positive.

My third.

We hadn’t even been trying.

He was thrilled. “Our little surprise,” he said. I smiled. Nodded.

But when our daughter was born, and I saw her eyes…

Hazel. Honey-washed.

The same ones that used to stare up at me while he made me moan.

The same ones that flicked over me in the rearview mirror that night, just before he filled me.



My husband says she gets her eyes from my grandmother.
He’s wrong.

I just say nothing. I hold her close.

She’s the quietest of my three. The sweetest. The calmest.

And sometimes, when I rock her to sleep and she blinks up at me with those eyes…

I wonder if she knows the truth.


?? Confession 4: "I Let Him Finish Inside While My Husband Slept Upstairs"

Confession from K., 38, Michigan



Our bedroom light was still on when it happened.
I could see the soft glow spilling down the hallway, the faint shadows moving on the wall. My husband had gone upstairs early — said he was exhausted. I kissed his cheek, told him I’d be up soon.

But I stayed behind on the couch.

With Cameron.

And when I came — body trembling, pinned under his weight, full of heat and sweat and another man’s seed — my husband was sleeping just a floor above.



Cameron was a friend from college. Not mine — my husband’s. They played basketball together back in the day, and when Cam moved back into town after his divorce, my husband offered our guest room until he found his own place.

Three days, he said.
It turned into two weeks.
And in those two weeks, I lost control.



He was polite. Always cleaned up after himself. Called me ma’am half-jokingly when I cooked, which annoyed me more than I’d admit. But I noticed little things — the way his eyes lingered when I bent over. The way his fingers brushed mine just a little too long when passing a glass.

And one night, after too many glasses of red wine and my husband knocked out cold upstairs, Cam and I sat on the couch watching a movie neither of us could follow.

His thigh brushed mine.

I didn’t move away.

He looked at me during a quiet part — eyes low, mouth slightly open.

"You okay?" he asked.

"Yeah."

But I wasn’t.

I was tense. Wet. Aroused in a way I hadn’t felt in years.



When he leaned in, I could smell him — musk, cologne, the wine still on his breath. I could feel his body heat, the roughness of his stubble against my cheek. I didn’t pull away when he kissed me. I didn’t even flinch.

I kissed him back. Deep. Desperate. Like I had permission.



He pulled me onto his lap. My dress rode up, panties already damp. His hands were rough on my thighs, fingers slipping under the fabric, finding me slick and aching.

"Fuck, you're soaked," he growled against my ear.

"Shh," I hissed, glancing toward the stairs. "He's asleep."

"Then be quiet."

He laid me down on the couch, pushed my dress up around my waist, and knelt between my legs. His mouth was hot, tongue thick and slow. He licked me like he meant it, like it had been years — and maybe for both of us, it had.

My hips bucked. I bit my fist to stifle the moans.

"You’re gonna cum already?"

"I haven’t been touched like this in forever."

He didn’t stop until I came. Legs shaking. Breathing ragged. And then he kissed up my stomach, pulled down his sweats, and I saw his cock.

Big. Dark. Veiny. Already hard, the tip dripping with precum.

He didn’t ask.

He just lined it up, looked me in the eyes, and pushed in.



I gasped.

He was so thick, I felt every inch stretching me open. I dug my nails into his shoulders, biting my lip so I wouldn’t cry out. The couch creaked under us, every thrust deeper, slower, making me tremble.

"You like this?"

"God, yes."

"You want me to pull out?"

My heart pounded. My husband was upstairs. Sleeping. Trusting.

And I still said it.

"No. I want to feel it."



He fucked me harder, rougher. His breath turned ragged. My hands clawed down his back. I felt it building in him, and in me.

When I came again, I choked out a moan, and right as my body clamped around him, he groaned and came with me — deep, hot spurts spilling inside, cock twitching, hips grinding, staying buried to the hilt.

He held there for a moment. Both of us breathing heavy, his forehead resting on mine.

"You're so fucking bad," he whispered.

"So are you."



I cleaned up in the bathroom while he slipped back into the guest room. I climbed the stairs quietly, slid under the covers beside my husband, and curled into him like nothing had happened.

But I was still full of another man’s cum.



I never told Cam it was the first day of my cycle.
I never told him I didn’t use protection.
And I never told my husband that I conceived our second daughter…

…while he was sleeping upstairs.


?? Confession 5: "Three Men, One Baby… Only I Know the Truth"

Confession from T., 33, Louisiana



Sometimes I look at my daughter while she sleeps — so peaceful, curled in a soft pink blanket, a tiny fist pressed to her cheek — and I wonder if she’ll ever ask me where she really came from.

Because I have three possible answers.

Three men.
One baby.
And only I know the truth.



It was the kind of summer that makes you reckless. Too hot, too slow, too easy to lose track of time — or morals. My husband, Rob, had taken on a new job that kept him traveling. Weeks away. The kind of distance that creates silence between texts, and empty beds too many nights in a row.

That’s when it started.

Or maybe that’s when I let it start.



The first was Caleb.

A neighbor. Divorced. Handsome in that rough, blue-collar way. We talked on the porch at dusk. Casual at first — lawn talk, weather, politics. Then something more.

He kissed me after walking me home one night. I didn’t stop him.

We ended up fucking in the laundry room — fast, hot, dirty. I bent over the dryer, panties pushed to the side, his cock slamming into me while the spin cycle roared under us. He came inside me before I even realized he wasn’t wearing anything.

“Shit—” I gasped.

He just grunted.
“Too late now, sweetheart.”



The second was Marc.

My old college fling. He came through town for a wedding and stayed at a hotel nearby. We “caught up” over wine. He looked better than ever — lean, dark, suited, and smiling in that smug way that reminded me exactly why I used to fall for his bullshit.

He booked a room with a jacuzzi tub.
Said we deserved to relax.

I let him undress me in the steam, kiss my shoulders, my back, my thighs. He took his time — smooth, practiced. We had slow sex, the kind that burned.

And when he asked, "Do you want me to pull out?"

I whispered, "No. I missed this too much."

He came deep. I felt every hot pulse.



The third was my husband.

Rob came home the following week. He missed me. I missed him, too — or maybe I missed the way things used to be. We had wine. He kissed me like we were trying to be new again.

We made love.

It was soft. Safe. Familiar.

He came inside me, kissing my neck, whispering how happy he was to finally be home.



Two weeks later, I took a pregnancy test.

Two pink lines.

My knees went weak in the bathroom. Not from fear, but from how fast the realization hit.

I didn’t know whose it was.

All three men had finished inside me within nine days of each other. The timing was too tight to guess. The baby could’ve belonged to Caleb. Or Marc. Or my husband.

And I wasn’t going to ask.



When I told Rob, he cried. Hugged me. Said, "This makes it all worth it. Every mile, every night I spent away."

I cried, too.

Just not for the same reason.



Our daughter was born nine months later. Perfect. Round cheeks, a head of thick dark hair, long lashes.

She looks like all of them in pieces.

Rob sees himself in her smile.
My mother says she has Marc’s nose.
Sometimes, when I look at her, I swear I see Caleb’s eyes.

But I’ll never say it.

Because no one can prove anything.
And no one ever will.

Only I know the truth.

And I’m taking it with me.


?? Confession 6: "I Faked Ovulation to Get His Baby"

Confession from S., 34, Oregon



I knew exactly what I was doing.

Every little move. Every sigh. Every time I pulled my hair to the side when he walked into the room or let my hand linger just a moment too long when I passed him a glass.

But the biggest lie?

Telling my husband I was ovulating.
When I wasn’t.

And telling him — the other man — that I wasn’t.
So he wouldn’t pull out.

Because I wanted his baby.
And I didn’t care what it cost.



It started with a contractor. God, how cliché is that?

We were remodeling the upstairs bathroom. My husband had chosen a local guy named Eli — ex-military, arms like sculpted marble, and eyes that saw through clothes like x-ray vision. He was polite. Professional. But something lingered in the way he looked at me when I bent over to pick up a dropped pen or when I came down the stairs braless in a tank top.

We flirted. Lightly. Subtly.
Then it got heavier.

One day I brought him iced tea. He took it, smiled, and said:

"You like teasing me, huh?"

I didn’t answer. Just smiled and walked away.

That night, I dreamed about him. Woke up soaked. Touched myself in the dark while my husband snored beside me.

That’s when I decided.

If Eli wanted me, he could have me.

And I would make damn sure he didn’t leave anything behind.



A week later, my husband left for a weekend fishing trip. Eli was scheduled to come by to finish the tile work.

I wore the shortest cotton shorts I owned and a loose shirt with nothing underneath. I greeted him at the door with a fake yawn and a stretch that showed the curve of one breast.

He noticed.

"Your husband not home?"

"Not for two nights."

He stared for a beat too long, then stepped inside.
We didn’t make it to the bathroom.



I pressed him against the hallway wall and kissed him first — hard, tongue deep. His hands roamed fast, greedy, sliding down to squeeze my ass as he groaned into my mouth.

"Been thinking about this since the first day," he muttered.

"Then stop thinking."

I dropped to my knees and pulled his cock free — thick, long, already heavy with blood. I wrapped my lips around it slowly, teasing the tip with my tongue, letting him feel how badly I wanted him.

He hissed.
Fisted my hair.
"Fuck, your mouth..."

After a few minutes, he pulled me up, spun me around, and bent me over the kitchen table.

My panties were gone in one motion.

He ran his fingers through my folds and groaned.

"You’re soaked."

"For you. Only you."

He didn’t wait. He slid into me with one long, hard thrust. I gasped — the stretch, the fullness, the heat. He was bigger than my husband, and I loved how wrong it felt. How full he made me feel.

He gripped my hips, slamming into me with each stroke. I bit my lip to stifle my cries, my fingers clawing the edge of the table.

"You want me to pull out?" he asked, panting.

"I’m not fertile," I lied.
"Do whatever you want."

"Fuck…"

His thrusts turned frantic. I pushed back onto him, meeting every stroke.

When I came, it hit like lightning — sharp, overwhelming, legs shaking.

And then he came too — deep, hard, groaning into my neck as his cock pulsed, spilling his load inside me. Hot. Heavy. Exactly where I wanted it.



He stayed buried in me for a moment, still panting. Then he kissed my shoulder and pulled out slowly, his cum already leaking down my thigh.

"That was dangerous," he muttered.

I smiled.
"Only if you believe me."



Two weeks later, I missed my period.

I took the test alone. Two pink lines.

I told my husband it was a miracle — we hadn’t been able to conceive for over a year. He cried, held me, kissed my belly like it was already showing.

But deep down I knew.

I hadn’t just gotten pregnant.

I’d planned it.
I’d lied.
And I’d made sure Eli’s cum stayed exactly where it needed to be.


?? Confession 7: "My Husband Gave Me to His Friend — Then I Got Pregnant"

Confession from L., 37, Arizona



I never thought I’d let it happen.
And I certainly never thought he’d be the one to suggest it.

But that night, when my husband leaned in close and whispered,
"Let him have you. I want to watch,"

something in me cracked wide open.

I didn’t just let his friend fuck me.

I begged for it.
Took every inch.
Let him finish deep inside while my husband sat across the room, watching silently.

And now, when I rock the baby to sleep — her hair black like his, not blond like my husband’s — I wonder if he thinks about that night the same way I do.

Or if he regrets it.



It started with small things. Fantasy talk during sex. My husband, Nate, saying things like, "What if someone else had you first?" or "I’d love to see you take another man." It turned him on — made him harder, rougher, more present than I’d seen him in months.

I played along at first. But then he said a name.

"What about Rick?"

Rick was his best friend. Tall, broad, ex-firefighter, divorced. He’d been around for years — barbecues, game nights, birthdays. I always thought he was hot in that rugged, working-man way, but never considered crossing that line.

Until Nate kept bringing it up.

"You know he wants you," he said one night while I was on top, grinding against him.
"I see the way he looks at you."

I didn’t answer. But I moved my hips a little slower. A little deeper.



The night it happened, it was supposed to just be drinks. Rick came over with a bottle of bourbon, we ordered food, played a game of cards, laughed a little too loud.

Nate had already laid the foundation. I could feel it in the air.

At one point, Rick and I locked eyes across the table.

"You sure about this?" he asked, voice low.

"She’s ready," Nate answered for me.

And I was.



I stood first. Walked over. Took Rick’s hand and guided him to the couch.

Nate didn’t say a word. Just poured himself another drink and sat back in the recliner, eyes dark, watching.

Rick kissed me hard — no hesitation. His hands were rough, palms calloused, grabbing my waist, sliding under my shirt. My body responded instantly — nipples hard, thighs tight, heat pooling between my legs.

He pulled my shirt over my head, undid my jeans. I was already dripping when he pushed my panties aside and slid two fingers into me.

I moaned — loud, helpless.

"Fuck, she’s soaked already," Rick muttered, looking over at Nate.

My husband just smiled.



Rick laid me down on the couch, undressed in seconds, and knelt between my legs. His tongue found my clit fast, confident — licking, sucking, working in slow circles that made my hips buck. I could feel Nate’s eyes on us as I came the first time — legs shaking, moaning, grinding my pussy against Rick’s face.

Then he stood, pulled his cock free — long, thick, curved — and positioned himself at my entrance.

He looked at Nate.

"You sure?"

"Give her everything," Nate said, voice thick.

Rick pushed inside.



I cried out.

The stretch was insane. I hadn’t been filled like that in years. He started slow, deep strokes, his hands gripping my hips, guiding me into each thrust.

The couch creaked. My moans filled the room.

I looked over at Nate. He was watching with his hand on his cock, slowly stroking, eyes locked on where Rick’s cock was buried inside me.

"She’s so fucking tight," Rick grunted.

"Breed her," Nate growled. "I want to see you cum inside her."

My body clenched. Something primal took over.

"Please," I begged. "Don’t pull out."

Rick slammed into me harder, deeper. His breathing grew ragged. I wrapped my legs around him, heels digging into his back.

"Fill me… I want your baby."

And then he came.
Hard.
Deep.
Thick spurts of hot cum flooding me, coating my walls as I cried out, shaking under him.

He stayed inside me, twitching, gasping.

Nate came watching us. He didn’t even touch me.



I cleaned up in the bathroom while they shared a drink. No one said anything about what it meant.

Two weeks later, I knew.



When I told Nate I was pregnant, he held me close.

"Whose do you think it is?" he whispered.

I didn’t answer.

He kissed me gently.
"Doesn’t matter."



But sometimes I wonder if it does.
When she cries. When she sleeps. When she looks at me with eyes that don’t match either of ours.

Maybe he thinks about that night.

Or maybe, like me,
he wanted it to happen all along.


?? Confession 8: "He Knew I Was Fertile — That’s Why He Creampied Me"

Confession from H., 32, Georgia



He knew.

He didn’t ask. He didn’t need to.

My body was giving off every signal it could — the way my skin flushed, the subtle sway in my hips, the damp heat between my thighs before he even touched me.

I was fertile. Ripe. Ovulating. And he knew.

That’s why he came inside me.
That’s why he didn’t stop.
That’s why he smiled when I begged him to finish deeper.

Because he wanted it.
And, shamefully…
So did I.



The man wasn’t my husband.

Let’s get that out of the way.

It was my coworker — Ethan.
He was everything my husband used to be — confident, witty, just rough enough to make you nervous in the best way. We worked in different departments, but ended up on the same late-night proposal project more than once.

That’s when the flirting started.
The long glances over the top of laptops.
The “accidental” brushes of fingertips when we passed each other a pen.
The coffee runs that turned into long, quiet drives where the air thickened with tension.



That night, we worked late — again. The office was dark except for our desk lamps. The rest of the floor was empty. I could feel him looking at me. The air was warm, stale, electric.

He leaned closer than usual.

“You wearing perfume?”

“No,” I said softly.

“You smell… fucking amazing.”

My heart raced.

“You should go home,” I said.

“You don’t want me to.”

And he was right.



He stood up slowly, stepped behind me, placed both hands on my shoulders. I didn’t move. His thumbs began to circle gently, sliding under my shirt collar.

Then, his lips brushed my ear.

“Tell me to stop.”

I turned in my chair and looked up at him. My knees parted slightly. My voice shook when I said, “I won’t.”



He kissed me hard — full of heat and hunger. His hands slid down my sides, pulling me up from the chair as we stumbled back into the empty conference room. I was trembling, breathless, adrenaline buzzing.

He backed me into the wall, pushed my skirt up, and slipped his hand between my thighs.

“So fucking wet,” he whispered, fingers grazing my slit.

“I want it,” I gasped.

“I know.”



He knelt, pulled my panties down with one hand, and started to eat me like he’d been dreaming of it for months. His tongue was perfect — slow, deep, curling just right. I moaned, rolled my hips, clutched his hair as the heat built.

I came hard — once, then again — panting against the wall, my thighs wrapped around his head.

Then he stood. Unbuckled. Freed his cock — thick, swollen, glistening at the tip.

“I’m not using anything,” he said, voice low.

I locked eyes with him.

“I’m ovulating.”

He smirked. Stepped in close.
“Good.”



He entered me with a single deep thrust.

My body arched. I gasped — not just from the stretch, but from the rush of guilt and desire crashing over me at once.

He fucked me against the wall. Hard. Deep. His hands under my ass, lifting me, slamming me onto his cock again and again. My moans filled the room — unfiltered, breathy, desperate.

“You want my cum, don’t you?” he groaned.

“Yes,” I whispered.
“I want to feel you breed me.”

That was all he needed.

He growled, slammed into me harder, and then I felt it — hot, thick streams of cum filling me, his cock twitching inside, hips grinding deeper to spill every drop.

He held me there, still inside, forehead against mine, both of us shaking.

“You let me do that on purpose.”

I didn’t deny it.



Two weeks later, I took the test.

Positive.

I didn’t tell my husband anything but the good news. He cried. Said he was proud. Called it fate.

But every time I feel that little flutter in my belly, I remember the look in Ethan’s eyes…

…when he filled me knowing exactly what he was doing.


?? Confession 9: "My Husband Thinks It’s His — Even Though He Was Out of Town"

Confession from A., 31, Washington



He was on a business trip when it happened.
Three nights in Denver. Conference, hotel bar, PowerPoint presentations. He called me before bed like always, told me he missed me, said he couldn’t wait to be home.

“We should try again when I get back,” he said.
“It’s the perfect window this time.”

I looked at the calendar.
Smiled into the phone.
“Can’t wait.”

But what I didn’t tell him… was that it was already too late.

I had been bred the night before.

And not by him.



It wasn’t planned. I swear.
But maybe it wasn’t an accident either.

The man was Luca — a friend of my sister’s fiancé. He came by to help move a dresser into my guest room. One of those guys who does everything with his sleeves rolled up and a cocky grin. Tall. Tattooed. That faint scent of sweat and woodsmoke that clings to certain men like a warning sign.

He caught me watching him.
More than once.

And I caught him doing the same.



We talked a little after. A beer on the back patio. I was in yoga pants and a tank top with no bra — I hadn’t planned it that way, but I didn’t change either.

It was hot. The kind of summer heat that makes your skin feel heavy. Sticky. My thighs were already damp, and I hadn’t even touched him yet.

He leaned back in the chair, staring out at the trees.

“Your man’s not around?”

“Out of town.”

“For how long?”

“Long enough.”

He looked at me — really looked.

“That an invitation?”

I didn’t answer.

I just stood up and walked back inside.

He followed.



We didn’t even make it to the bedroom. He grabbed me in the hallway, spun me against the wall, and kissed me — hard, deep, his tongue sliding into my mouth like he’d wanted to for weeks.

His hands were on my hips, then under my shirt. My nipples were already stiff, aching, pressing into his palms.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “You feel so good already.”

“Then take me,” I whispered. “Right now.”



He didn’t waste time. He pulled my leggings down, dropped to his knees, and licked me without a single word.

His tongue was perfect — slow, firm strokes over my clit, then dipping into me, fingers sliding deep while he sucked and moaned like he couldn’t get enough.

I came fast. Loud. My hands in his hair, grinding against his mouth.

When he stood, his cock was already out. Thick. Glistening at the tip.

I didn’t ask if he had protection.
I didn’t say I was fertile.

I just turned around, braced myself against the wall, and pushed my ass back.

“Fuck me.”

He entered me in one hard thrust. I gasped — the stretch, the heat, the shame — it hit all at once.

He grabbed my waist and started pounding into me. Deep. Unrelenting. My wetness echoed through the hallway, every slap of skin a reminder of what I was doing.

“You want this more than your husband, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Don’t stop.”

His thrusts grew harder.

“You want me to cum in you?”

I hesitated.

“I’m fertile.”

He didn’t even flinch.

“I fucking know.”



He slammed into me once, twice, then groaned — deep, guttural — and I felt it. Hot, thick cum flooding my pussy. His cock twitching inside me as he held me tight, hips grinding, pumping every last drop into me.



He kissed the back of my neck before pulling out.

I felt the warmth of it dripping down my thighs as I stood there, legs shaking, stomach fluttering.



My husband came home the next night.

We had quiet, tender sex. He thought it was “the perfect timing.”

He didn’t know I was already pregnant.



When I told him two weeks later, he beamed. Lifted me off my feet. Called it a miracle.

I nodded.

But deep down, I knew the truth.

He was in Denver when it happened.

That baby is not his.

No matter how much he wants it to be.


?? Confession 10: "I Got Knocked Up During a Threesome — and Only One Man Knew"

Confession from L., 29, Illinois



It started like a dare.

Not a spoken one — not exactly. More like a look. A long, lingering glance passed across a kitchen counter at midnight, while wine glasses sweDated and our laughter had gotten quieter, deeper.

The man was Matt — my boyfriend of three years. Solid, gentle, a little vanilla but good-hearted. The other man? His best friend, Nate.

The one with the tattoos. The one who made me nervous when he hugged me a little too long, looked at me a little too closely. The one who once said, while tipsy on our couch, “If you ever get bored of him, let me know.”

He laughed after, like it was a joke.

But I never forgot it.



That night, Matt was unusually bold.

He leaned in, kissed my neck, right there in the kitchen while Nate watched. I giggled — half-embarrassed, half-excited. But then Matt said:

“You ever wonder what it’d be like?”

I blinked.

“What what’d be like?”

His eyes flicked toward Nate.

“Us. You. Him.”

My mouth went dry. My pulse picked up.

Nate just sipped his drink, watching me.

“You’re serious?”

Matt shrugged. “Just a thought.”



We didn’t talk more about it. Not with words. Not that night.

But twenty minutes later, all three of us were in the living room. The wine was gone. My shirt was off. And Nate was kissing my stomach while Matt kissed my mouth.



It felt surreal at first. Like I was floating outside my body, watching my boyfriend pull my panties down while another man — his best friend — kissed the inside of my thigh, slower than Matt ever had.

Nate had this way of moving — deliberate, like he already knew how my body would react.

He licked me so slowly I thought I’d scream. Teased me with just the tip of his tongue, then buried his face between my legs until I was arching, shaking, pulling Matt’s hand to my breast because I needed something, anything to ground me.

I came with both their hands on me.

One mouth between my thighs, one tongue in my ear whispering how beautiful I looked when I let go.



Then I wanted more.

Needed more.

Matt was already hard. He started to climb on top of me, and I thought that would be it — he’d fuck me while Nate watched. But I felt Nate’s hand on my calf, lifting, spreading, positioning me so I was on my hands and knees.

Matt in front. Nate behind.

I looked up at Matt.

“Are you sure?” I whispered.

He nodded. Brushed hair out of my face.

“Just tell me if it’s too much.”



It wasn’t.

It was everything.

Nate entered me slowly — thicker than Matt, stretching me open inch by inch, both his hands gripping my hips like he’d waited years for this.

Matt kissed me through the first moan, swallowed the gasp as Nate started thrusting. Deep. Unhurried. Like he was memorizing how I felt from the inside.

I was dripping. Helpless.

Then I heard Nate’s voice behind me.

“You on the pill?”

I froze.

Matt looked down, confused. “She is.”

I wasn’t.

I hadn’t been for weeks. We’d been trying. Matt and I. Quietly. Hopefully. But nothing had worked yet.

I didn’t answer.

I just arched my back and pushed back against Nate’s cock.



The pace got faster. Rougher.

Matt moved so I could suck him — and I did, moaning around his length as Nate pounded me from behind, both of them gasping, sweating, lost in the sound of skin and need and something more dangerous.

Nate reached around and rubbed my clit, fast and hard.

I came a second time. Loud. Shaking.

And he didn’t pull out.

Not even when he started groaning, his cock twitching deep inside me.

“Fuck,” he growled. “You feel too fucking good.”

He buried himself to the hilt.

And came.



Matt didn’t notice.

He was too busy kissing me, wiping sweat from my forehead like I was fragile, like I wasn’t dripping with another man’s cum.



Later, in the shower, I said nothing.

Just stood under the water while Matt kissed my shoulder and said he couldn’t believe how hot that had been. Said we should do it again.

I nodded.

But something had shifted.



Two weeks later, the test was positive.

Matt cried when I told him.

Nate didn’t.

He just looked me in the eye and said:

“So… are you gonna tell him?”

I shook my head.

“Not unless I have to.”



Matt still doesn’t know.

But Nate does.

And sometimes, when we’re alone — just us, just briefly — he’ll look at my growing belly and smirk.

“Looks like he shoots blanks after all.”

And I’ll look away.

Ashamed.

Turned on.

Trapped in the truth I’ll never be able to say out loud.

That baby is his.

And we all know it.


Don’t miss the full series ‘Hotwife Breeding Confessions’

If 10 Hotwife Breeding Confessions (part of Hotwife Breeding Confessions) lit a fire you didn’t expect...
Even a short review helps others discover their own hidden heat.
★★★★★ Your words make this world hotter.

Your words make this world hotter. 

💋 Want More?

You’ve tasted one confession — now dive deeper...

?? More Bold Books

Size Matters
She said it didn’t. Her body said otherwise.
Research meets raw desire — and the men she never forgot.
?? Size Matters – Why All Women Are Size Queens

Cuckold Confessions
52 real stories. Wives who crossed the line. Husbands who stayed and heard every moan.
?? Read Now

?? All books →  amzn.to/3FHaqlR

🎧 Not Just Words — You’ll Feel It

This isn’t just text.
It’s my voice — telling the stories that go deeper.
The secrets I’ve lived.
And the confessions women only whisper when no one’s listening.

What she wore.
What he did.
And what she begged for next.

• Apple Premium — Raw, unfiltered audio in my voice → deepinside (Apple)
• Fansly — Exclusive confessions + message me directly → deepinside (Fansly)
• Gumroad — Full bundles & extras too hot for anywhere else →  deepinside (Gumroad)

?? Want something more personal?
I’m just a DM away — on Fansly.

Ready to stop pretending… and start exploring?
Then go Deep Inside.

?? Indulge Even More..

?? Explore the Hub
Confessions, dares, lifestyle tips & more
?? HotwifeCuckoldBull.com

?? Watch the Podcast
Erotic storytelling. Raw fantasies. No filters.
?? Deep Inside on YouTube

?? Taboo Tunes
Music for open lovers & wild hearts
?? @TabooTunes on YouTube

?? Daily Kinks & Teases
?? Twitter/X: @deepinsidehub

?? Coming Soon: Dress to Tease
Lingerie & hotwife looks to match the mood
?? HerBestChoice.com

?? Got a secret or a confession?
Write me: deepinsidehub@gmail.com

?? The deeper you go… the hotter it gets.



Let the journey continue... indulge, explore, and enjoy 💋

Stop Pretending.               Start Exploring.            Go Deep Inside 

cover.jpeg
10 Hotwife Breeding Confessions
The baby i
i$ not his i






