
        
            
                
            
        

    
Cheating Wife Breeding Confessions:  3-Book Box Set

(32 Stories of Wives knocked up and Made Pregnant by lovers)

Deep Inside

Table of Contents (Box Set – Books 1-3)

includes -

Book 1: 10 Hotwife Breeding Confessions – The Baby’s Not His

Book 2: 12 Breeding Confessions – Cheating Wives Made Pregnant

Book 3: 10 Hotwife Breeding - 10 pregnancies their husbands never saw coming.

Copyright © 2025 by Deep Inside. 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission from the author, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews or scholarly works.

For feedback, ideas, or filthy thoughts:
?? deepinsidehub@gmail.com

The bills are his. The baby isn’t. DNA: Do Not Ask.


Introduction

Three books.
Thirty-two wives.
Thirty-two forbidden nights that changed everything.

They wore the ring. They smiled at the dinner table. They kissed their husbands goodbye.
And then they let another man stay in… and finish deep.

Some of them planned it.
Some of them swore it would only happen once.
But once he was inside them — raw, unprotected, relentless — they couldn’t go back.
Not to polite kisses. Not to safe little lives.
And certainly not to men who would never give them what they really craved.

These are their confessions.
Wives who let lust take over.
Wives who traded vows for biology.
Wives who walked back into the house with dripping thighs and secret smiles.

Now their husbands pay the bills.
But their lovers made the babies.
Her homemaker and her babymaker are two different men.

Inside this box set you’ll find:
✔️ 32 confessions of cheating wives and the lovers who bred them
✔️ Hotwives, cuckolds, affairs, and unprotected passion
✔️ Risky encounters that ended in swollen bellies and secret paternity

If life is a thriller, these are the sexy twists that put most thrillers to shame.
Because once she opens her legs for the wrong man — and feels him stay in until the very end — her story is never the same again.


10 Hotwife Breeding Confessions – The Baby’s Not His

10 wives. 10 lovers. 10 babies their husbands don’t know they’re raising

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.


12 Breeding Confessions – Cheating Wives Made Pregnant

12 wives. 12 lovers. 12 confessions of cheating, breeding, and forbidden pregnancy.

Confession 1 – The Summer I was bred

Name: Janelle
Age: 32
City: Charleston, South Carolina



I never planned to be that kind of wife.
You know, the kind who ends up on her knees for another man… while her husband watches from the shadows, hard and silent.

But something in me changed the summer we moved to Charleston. Maybe it was the heat—how it clung to my skin like silk and sin. Or maybe it was the loneliness of being the only couple under forty in a quiet, manicured cul-de-sac filled with retirees and dogs named after wine.

I was thirty-two, married for seven years, and my sex life with Carter had plateaued into polite foreplay and efficient missionary. He was a good man. Kind. Handsome. Predictable.

But I was starting to dream of being taken—not gently, not politely… but like a bitch in heat. I wanted to be bred. Claimed. Filled. I just didn’t know how badly… not until I met Mateo.

Mateo was thirty-nine, tall, Cuban-American, with hands like he could fix anything—broken cars, broken fences, broken marriages. He had a body built from years of labor, not the gym. Thick forearms, callused palms, skin the color of burnt cinnamon. His cologne smelled like sandalwood, leather, and something darker underneath—something primal.

He was our new neighbor, divorced, no kids. He came over to introduce himself wearing a sweat-darkened T-shirt and loose jeans that hugged his thighs just right. I was in a cotton sundress with no bra. It was 92 degrees, and I could feel every movement of fabric over my nipples.

Carter offered him a beer.

I offered him a smile I shouldn’t have.

What Carter didn’t know was that I had already given in once. 

The night before, while he fell asleep on the couch, I slipped out “to grab ice cream.” 

Instead, I knocked on Mateo’s door. 

We didn’t even make it past the entryway—his cock was buried inside me before I could close the door. 

He took me raw, rough, relentless…  and when he finally pulled out at the last second, I barely noticed—too wrecked, too trembling to care where his cum landed. 

It wasn’t about babies then. It was about being filled, stretched, used. 

But something stayed with me… a craving I didn’t know how to name yet. 

I came home an hour later, showered, and slid into bed beside my husband like nothing had happened. 

I told myself it was a one-time mistake. That I’d wash it off in the shower, slip back under the sheets, and bury it like it never happened. I kissed Carter goodnight with Mateo’s taste still faint on my lips and swore I’d never let it go that far again.

But lies have a way of breeding inside you. By the next morning, I was already replaying the feel of his hands on my hips, the way my body opened for him without hesitation. I caught myself pressing my thighs together at the breakfast table, wet all over again just remembering.

So when Carter made his suggestion two nights later, it didn’t shock me the way it should have. It thrilled me. It felt like permission. Like the universe was conspiring to feed the hunger I hadn’t admitted to myself until then.

That night, when Carter and I were alone, he surprised me.
“You were wet for him, weren’t you?”

His voice was quiet, rough like sandpaper against silk.
I froze.

He kissed my shoulder. “I saw it. Your thighs were clenched. Your eyes got that look…”
“What look?” I whispered.

“The one you used to give me when you wanted to be fucked like an animal.”

I swallowed.
We didn’t talk much more.
But two nights later, Carter made a suggestion.

“If you want him… I want to watch.”

Something cracked open inside me.

I texted Mateo.
Short, filthy, daring:

“If I come over, will you breed me? No pullout. No protection. No questions.”

His reply was a single location pin… and a heart.



I wore a silk robe. No panties. I left it barely tied, letting it slip open when I walked. The Charleston night was humid and sweet, and my thighs were already slick before I knocked.

Mateo opened the door in boxer briefs. Nothing else.

He took one look at me, then reached down, grabbed a fistful of my hair, and pulled me inside without a word.

I gasped—half from pain, half from shock.

His lips crushed mine with a hunger that made me whimper. His tongue pushed deep, aggressive, claiming. He smelled like sweat, bourbon, and masculine heat.

He slammed me against the wall, fingers gripping my throat just hard enough to make my breath catch.

“You want to be fucked raw?” he growled into my neck.

I nodded, unable to speak.

“I said say it.”

“I want you to fill me,” I whispered. “I want your cum inside me.”

I could feel him—hard, thick, already twitching against my belly.

He turned me roughly, yanked my robe down until it pooled at my ankles. Cool air brushed my nipples, stiff and aching. His hand slid down the curve of my back, between my cheeks, until he found my slick.

“You’re dripping for it, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

He didn’t waste time.

One brutal thrust and he was inside me, stretching me open, deeper than Carter ever dared. I screamed—loud and shameless—as my body clenched around him. His cock was perfect. Heavy. Veined. Made to breed.

He didn’t hold back.
Each thrust slapped my ass hard enough to echo. His hands held my hips in place like he owned me. I was nothing but a hole to fill, a bitch in heat being used.

“Who do you belong to?” he snarled in my ear.

“You,” I gasped. “God… you.”

His thrusts grew wilder, more brutal. My clit was throbbing, my knees shaking. My pussy clenched again, again—faster now—begging for the finish.

And then—

He pulled out.

“No,” I cried out, whimpering.

He grinned cruelly. “You want me to cum in that sweet little cunt?”

“Yes—fuck—yes.”

I dropped to my knees. “Please. Fill me. Breed me. I want to feel it leaking down my thighs.”

He shoved me back onto the couch and climbed over me, angling my legs wide open. For a split second my heart froze—he wasn’t supposed to know. 

I thought I’d gotten away with it, that Mateo was mine alone, my dirty secret. 

But there he was… not angry, not shocked—just watching, stroking himself slowly. 

I saw Carter then—standing in the dark hallway, hand on his cock, watching.

Mateo pushed back in and began to fuck me again—slower now, grinding deep.

“You’re gonna take every drop,” he said, sweat dripping from his brow. “Gonna make you pregnant.”

That pushed me over.

I came screaming, shuddering so violently I thought I might pass out.

And then—

With a low groan, he buried himself deep, balls slapping my ass, and unleashed inside me. Hot. Endless. Thick.

I could feel it spurting inside—rope after rope—until I was overflowing.

After, he left me there. Legs spread. Cunt leaking.

Carter walked over, knelt between my thighs, and kissed the mess Mateo left behind.

“I’ve never seen anything more beautiful,” he whispered.



That was three months ago. I haven’t had a period since. 

Carter thinks the baby is his—he still talks about that “wild night” we had after Mateo left, when I let him take me sloppy and dripping with another man’s cum. 

But deep down, I know the truth. 

It wasn’t Carter who bred me that summer night in Charleston. 

It was Mateo. 

And now, every time Carter kisses my belly, I wonder… 

Does he know? Or is he just pretending? 


Confession 2:  The Architect’s Claim

Name: Alexa
Age: 28
City: Phoenix, Arizona



I should never have said yes to the job.
But something about the way he looked at me during the initial walkthrough made my stomach clench and my nipples harden.

He was my newest client—Roman Valdez.
Late 40s, architect, six foot two. All broad shoulders and quiet confidence, the kind of man who didn’t raise his voice because he didn’t need to. He wore tailored shirts, never smiled with his teeth, and had a voice like aged whiskey poured slow over ice.

He wanted his new home in the foothills of Phoenix decorated in “modern desert noir.”

I didn’t know what that meant.
But I said yes anyway.

I could feel the tension from the first day. The way his eyes lingered when I bent over to measure the wall. The way he stood too close when we went over swatches. One day, I caught him watching me in the mirror while I tried to untangle a chain of pendant lights—and instead of looking away, he licked his bottom lip.

Every time I left that house, my panties were damp.

My husband thought I was just excited about a big paycheck.
I didn’t tell him the real reason I kept going back, even when the job was nearly done.

I wanted Roman to break me.
I wanted him to use me.
I wanted him to grab me by the throat and fill me with something I’d carry forever.

It happened the day we were finalizing the master suite.
He had me sit on the edge of the bed to “test the softness.”

It was a trap.

He stepped between my thighs and lifted my chin with two fingers.
“Tell me something,” he murmured. “Do you dress like this for all your clients?”

I was in a silk blouse with no bra and a pencil skirt tight enough to show the outline of my thong.

“No,” I whispered.

His hand slid slowly up my thigh.
“Are you trying to seduce me, Alexa?”

I shook my head. But I was already parting my legs.

“You don’t want me to stop.”

“No.”

“Say it.”

“I want you to fuck me,” I whispered, breath catching. “Raw.”

He smiled—a slow, wicked thing.
“You’re married.”

“I don’t care.”

He grabbed a fistful of my hair, pulled me back onto the bed, and crawled over me like a predator. His body was heavy, his breath hot against my collarbone.

“I’m going to fuck you like your husband never could. And when I’m done, you’ll walk out of here dripping with my cum.”

I moaned, legs spreading wide.

“Do it,” I begged.

His hands were ruthless. My blouse ripped. My skirt shoved to my waist. My thong pushed aside. He growled when he saw how wet I already was.

“Look at that,” he said, sliding two fingers through my slit. “You want to be bred, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

He undid his pants. Thick. Veined. Uncut. The kind of cock you don’t forget. He didn’t warm me up. He didn’t ease in.

He claimed me.
One savage thrust and I was crying out.

He was so deep it hurt. I clawed the sheets, thighs trembling.

He didn’t give me time to adjust. His hips snapped, fast and merciless, filling the room with wet, filthy sounds. His grip on my hips was bruising. He bit my shoulder as he fucked me.

“You’re mine now. You understand? I’m putting a baby in this greedy little pussy.”

I gasped. “Do it. Fucking do it.”

“Good girl.”

My orgasm hit fast. Shaking. Screaming. A mess.
And when I came, he didn’t pull out.

He held himself deep and unleashed—hot, thick, endless—painting my womb with seed.

We lay there after, breathless.
His cum leaking out of me, soaking the sheets.

I never went back to clean up.
But I did go back two weeks later—pregnancy test in hand.

He smiled when he saw the plus sign.

“Decorate the nursery,” he said. “I want it done by Christmas.”

Confession 3 – The Guest Room Betrayal

Name: Vanessa
Age: 30
City: Austin, Texas



I always knew something would happen between us.

Not at first, of course. At first, he was just Alex—my husband’s best friend since college. The charming, laid-back one with the reckless grin and deep voice, always just a little too confident in his body, always just a little too aware of the way women looked at him.

Including me.

Especially me.

He was the groomsman who’d kissed my cheek a little too close to my mouth the night before our wedding. He was the one who came over when my husband was sick and ended up staying too long, watching me stir soup in a thin robe, pretending not to stare at the line where it parted down the middle.

He never touched me. Never crossed that line.

But he waited.

And I—God help me—I let him.



It was Memorial Day weekend, and my husband had gone upstairs early with a headache and two whiskey sodas in his bloodstream. Alex and I stayed up late in the living room, watching an old Tarantino flick and drinking mezcal from those tiny etched glasses he brought back from Oaxaca.

I was in a tank top, no bra. Loose cotton shorts. I hadn’t planned anything.
But I also hadn’t worn panties.

When he leaned over to refill my glass, his fingers brushed my thigh. Bare skin on bare skin.

He froze.

So did I.

Neither of us spoke. The room was silent but charged—like lightning just before the strike. His eyes dropped to the gap between my thighs, then rose slowly, lingering on my nipples pressing through the fabric.

"You’re not wearing anything under that," he said, voice low, more observation than question.

“No.”

His lips curved into something dark and hungry.

“That a new thing, or just for me?”

I sipped the mezcal. Let the burn travel down my throat.
“I haven’t decided yet.”

He watched me for a long beat.

Then: “Vanessa, if I kiss you right now, I won’t stop.”

My thighs clenched instinctively.
I didn’t answer.

I didn’t need to.

He set his glass down. Leaned in.

His hand came to my jaw, slow and deliberate. His thumb brushed my lower lip before he tilted my head and kissed me—soft at first, almost reverent. Then deeper, hungrier. His tongue pushed into my mouth with a sound that made my stomach tighten.

I kissed him back like I’d been waiting years. Because I had.



We didn’t go upstairs.

He pushed me back onto the guest room bed—the same one he slept in every time he visited us. My breath hitched as he peeled off my tank top, fingers dragging against my ribs like he was memorizing every inch.

His mouth found my nipple, warm and wet, sucking just hard enough to make me moan. His hands were firm, assured, exploring me like I was already his.

He undressed me slowly—shorts, gone. Nothing underneath. My thighs spread for him instinctively, knees bent over the edge of the mattress, wide and wet and waiting.

Alex knelt between them.

He didn’t speak.

Just leaned forward and licked me—one slow stroke from clit to entrance. I cried out, hips bucking, but his hands pinned me down. His tongue worked me open, lips suckling, tongue circling, fucking me with wet, obscene strokes that left me breathless.

I was shaking when he rose, unzipping his jeans with one hand.

He was already hard.

Thick. Long. The kind of cock that didn’t ask—it took.

“You sure you want this?” he asked, voice gravel and thunder.

“Yes,” I breathed. “Fuck—yes.”

“I’m not using a condom.”

“I don’t care.”

“I’m going to come inside you.”

“That’s what I want.”

His eyes burned into mine.
“Then say it.”

“I want you to breed me,” I whispered. “I want you to fill me until I’m dripping.”

His control snapped.

He slammed into me in one brutal, deep thrust. I screamed—my body stretched wide around him, my back arched. He didn’t give me time to adjust. Just pulled back and drove in again, harder, faster.

Every thrust hit the back of my pussy, deep and raw and perfect. The bed shook. My legs wrapped around his waist, dragging him deeper. His hips pistoned like he was trying to fuck the memory of my husband out of me.

“You’re mine now,” he growled in my ear. “This pussy’s mine.”

“Yes—God—yes—”

“You’re gonna carry my baby.”

“Yes—fuck—yes, Alex—put it in me—make me yours.”

My orgasm hit like a tidal wave.

I convulsed beneath him, legs trembling, pussy clenching hard around his cock.

And then—

He groaned, teeth sinking into my shoulder as he buried himself deep and came.

Hot. Endless. Violent.

I could feel him pulsing inside me, pumping thick, potent cum straight into my womb. My body milked him, greedy, hungry, desperate.

When he finally collapsed on top of me, both of us soaked in sweat, I could still feel it.

His seed, thick and heavy inside me.

Dripping out with every twitch of my overstimulated cunt.



He never left the guest room that night.

And my husband?

He never asked why the sheets smelled like sweat and sex the next morning.


Confession 4 – The Storm That Made Me His

Name: Sushma
Age: 54
City: Pune, India

No one knows.
Not my sisters. Not my priest.
Not even my boy, who carries the secret in his bones every day he wakes.

He’s fifteen now. Tall. Smart. Skin like warm teak, lashes too thick for a boy. People say he looks like my husband. They say it kindly.

They’re wrong.

Because my husband died thinking he was the father of a boy he never truly conceived. And the man who did? I knew him for one weekend. A guest in our home. A momentary blaze in a marriage of long, cooling embers.

His name was Akash.

I hadn’t thought of him in years—until yesterday, when I found an old photograph tucked into a sari blouse I no longer wear. A snapshot from that week. Me, smiling too brightly. Him, shirtless in the background, holding a cup of tea like he owned the world.

That weekend still lives under my skin.

And so does what we did.



Fifteen years ago, I was thirty-nine. Still firm in the right places, still watched in the street by men who thought I didn’t notice. My marriage to Ramesh had grown... quiet. Not cold, exactly. But the heat had long gone.

We slept side by side but never touched.

Our home was in Koregaon Park. A quiet, dignified bungalow with marigold garlands on the gate and jasmine vines climbing the courtyard walls. I wore cotton sarees around the house—starched and pressed, waist cinched, pallu loose over my shoulder. I liked the way the fabric moved when I walked. Liked the feel of it brushing bare skin underneath.

Akash arrived on a Thursday afternoon.
He was Ramesh’s colleague’s child. Visiting Pune for a workshop. Ramesh offered our guest room without asking me. I was irritated—until I opened the door that first time and saw him standing there with a duffel bag and a smile that was just a little too knowing.

He was twenty-six. Clean-cut. Eyes that crinkled when he smiled. Broad in the shoulders but lean in the waist, like someone who played cricket on the weekends and drank black coffee with no sugar.

“Namaste, Aunty,” he said with a wink that made the word feel like mischief.
“Please,” I said. “Just call me Sushma.”

His eyes dipped once, quickly—just a flicker—at the loose neckline of my blouse. I felt it.
My nipples tightened under the thin cotton. I told myself it was the fan.



Over the next two days, something changed.

He was polite, respectful—but it was in the way he held my gaze just a moment longer than he should. The way he took his time brushing past me in the kitchen. Once, I bent down to lift a water can from the bottom cabinet and felt him behind me. Too close. The warmth of his body near mine made me tremble.

That night, I changed twice before dinner.
Settled on a chiffon saree, pale blue. No petticoat. No bra.

I told myself it was the heat.

He noticed.

His eyes darkened when I walked into the dining room.

“Blue suits you,” he said.

“So does mischief,” I replied.

We held each other’s gaze for just a breath too long.

Ramesh didn’t notice.



The third night, everything broke.

Ramesh had gone to Mumbai on a last-minute site inspection. He left in the morning. By evening, the house was empty except for me and Akash.

I was reading on the terrace. He brought me a cup of chai without asking.

“Hot enough for you?” he asked, smiling.
“You’ve no idea,” I said, before I could stop myself.

He sat beside me. Our arms touched.
We didn’t move away.

The silence was different. Not awkward. Thick.

He looked at me—really looked—and something in me cracked.

“It’s not fair,” he murmured. “For a woman like you to go untouched.”

I turned, heart hammering.
“You don’t know what you’re saying.”

“Yes, I do.”

And then he kissed me.

Soft. Slow. Searching.

I should’ve pulled away.
I didn’t.

His lips were full and warm, tasting faintly of tea and spice. His hand cupped my cheek, thumb stroking the curve beneath my eye as he deepened the kiss. My body—starved for touch—arched into him like it had been waiting for this exact moment.

He rose and held out his hand.

I followed him to the guest room like I was sleepwalking.



Inside, he didn’t ask permission.

He undid the pleats of my saree with reverence, letting the fabric fall to the floor. I stood in just my blouse, breasts pressing against the thin silk, nipples visible and aching. He kissed the hollow of my throat. Unhooked the blouse slowly. Let it slide down my arms.

He kissed each breast like it was sacred. Took my nipple in his mouth and sucked until I whimpered, thighs clenching.

His fingers trailed down my belly. I was trembling. His mouth followed. He knelt before me, spreading my legs gently, guiding me back onto the edge of the bed.

His tongue touched me. Warm. Wet. Patient.

I gasped.

He licked me slowly, teasing my clit in circles, then flat strokes. His tongue slipped lower—flicking, fucking—until I cried out, shaking, coming hard against his mouth.

He didn’t stop.

He licked me through it. Worshipped me.

And then—finally—he stood. Undressed. His cock was long, thick, beautiful. My breath caught.

He climbed over me, lined himself up, and looked into my eyes.

“I want to feel all of you.”

I nodded. “Don’t stop. Don’t hold back.”

And he didn’t.

He pushed into me with one slow, deep thrust. My walls stretched, welcomed him. He filled me in a way I hadn’t felt in years. Not just the body—but the connection. The intensity.

He moved slowly at first. Grinding deep, pressing every inch. Then faster—harder—his hips slapping against my thighs, his hands gripping my waist like he didn’t want to let go.

“Tell me if I hurt you,” he panted.

“You’re not. You’re saving me.”

I wrapped my legs around his waist. Pulled him deeper. Every thrust stoked something inside me—a heat that rose, spread, exploded.

I came again—louder this time. And when I did, I felt him groan, felt him swell.

“I—Sushma—”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Come inside me. I want to feel it.”

His hips jerked. His body tensed.

And then he released.

Warmth flooded me. I felt every twitch, every spurt, as he pulsed deep inside. My cunt fluttered, clenching around him, milking him dry.

We stayed like that. Sweating. Shaking.

Silent.



In the morning, he left a note.

Thank you. For trusting me. I will never forget how you made me feel.

He never came back.

Six weeks later, I knew.

And I never told Ramesh.



My boy is taller than me now. His voice deep. His laugh soft. Every time I look at him, I see Akash—not in his face, but in the mystery behind it.

And sometimes, late at night, I remember the way that chiffon saree slipped from my shoulders.

And how it felt to be filled with something I’d never known I needed.

Not love.
Not lust.
But truth.


Confession 5 - When the Lights Went Out

Name: Meher
Age: 41
City: Gurgaon, India

The first time I saw him, he was sitting at my dining table, his fingers wrapped around a steel tumbler of lemonade, his T-shirt soaked with sweat from football practice.

He smiled at me with that easy, self-assured grin that only boys in their twenties seem to carry—like they haven't yet learned the weight of the world. And for just a second, I forgot how to breathe.

His name was Rudra. He was twenty-one. Tall. Broad-shouldered. Hair long enough to curl at the back of his neck. He had a voice that was soft but low, like velvet dragged over gravel, and when he looked at me—really looked—I felt it in places I hadn’t felt alive in years.

I was forty-one. Married. My husband worked long hours in Mumbai during the week and came home only on weekends. Our marriage wasn’t unhappy—it was just numb. Familiar. Predictable.

Rudra, on the other hand, was anything but.



He started coming over often—sometimes with my boy, sometimes alone. He said it was for studying, but I noticed how he lingered in the kitchen, how he watched me as I cut vegetables or reached for something on a high shelf.

I started dressing differently. Softer fabrics. Tighter fits. I told myself it was the heat.

One afternoon, they were supposed to work on a project. My son left to grab something from a friend’s house. Rudra stayed behind, sipping cold coffee, shirtless from playing football, his abs glistening faintly with sweat.

I handed him a towel. He took it but didn’t wipe himself immediately. He just looked at me. Slowly. Deeply. His eyes dropped to my lips.

“You look like you could use some cooling off too, aunty,” he said, voice low.

Something inside me snapped.

I took the towel from his hand and stepped closer. “You shouldn’t call me that.”

He smirked. “Then what should I call you?”

I stared at him, heart pounding. “Try Meher.”

His gaze dropped to the neckline of my blouse. I wasn’t wearing a bra. The fabric was sheer, clinging.

“Meher,” he whispered. “That suits you.”

That was the first moment we understood each other.



The next time we were alone, it rained.

The house was dim, full of shadows and the sound of water hitting the windows. Rudra stood in the hallway, soaked from head to toe. His white T-shirt was translucent, molded to his chest. He was barefoot, dripping on the floor.

“Power’s out,” I said.

“I don’t mind the dark.”

He stepped closer. My breath caught.

I turned away, but he was behind me instantly. His hands slid around my waist. His breath was warm against my neck.

“You’ve been looking at me like you want something,” he murmured. “Let me give it to you.”

My knees almost buckled.

“Rudra…” I warned.

He turned me gently, his hands still at my waist. My back pressed to the wall. His mouth was inches from mine. I could feel his heart pounding against my breasts.

“I’ll only touch you if you ask me to,” he said.

I couldn’t speak. So I pulled his mouth down to mine.



The kiss was fire.

Hungry. Deep. His tongue slid into my mouth with purpose. His hands moved up, cupping my breasts through the wet fabric. I moaned when his thumbs brushed my nipples.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he growled. “Do you know how many times I’ve stroked myself thinking about you?”

I gasped as he pushed the blouse down, baring my breasts. He sucked one nipple into his mouth—hot, wet, insistent—while his fingers slid under my skirt.

I was already soaked.

“God, you’re dripping,” he whispered, tracing my slit. “You’ve needed this.”

“Yes,” I breathed. “Don’t stop.”

He pushed two fingers into me, slow and deep. I cried out, grabbing his shoulders for balance. His mouth was on my neck now, biting softly, teasing.

“I want to be inside you.”

“Do it,” I whispered.

“Raw?”

“Yes.”

He groaned and dropped to his knees. Pulled my panties down and lifted my leg over his shoulder. His tongue found me instantly—slick, warm, filthy. He licked me like he owned me, tongue plunging into me, licking every drop.

I came hard, shuddering against the wall.

Then he stood. Unzipped. His cock sprang free—thick, flushed, beautiful. I stared as he stroked it once, twice.

Then he grabbed my hips and lifted me effortlessly, pressing me against the wall. I wrapped my legs around him.

And he slammed into me.

I gasped—my body stretched, filled. He was bigger than I expected. He drove in deep, grinding his hips in slow, punishing strokes that made my eyes roll back.

He fucked me like he’d been waiting forever.

“Meher… you feel so good… so tight.”

“Harder,” I begged. “Please. Fuck me harder.”

He did.

He pounded into me, the sound of skin on skin echoing off the walls. My wetness coated his cock, dripping down his thighs.

“I’m close,” he growled. “Do you want it?”

“Yes. Inside.”

“You sure?”

“Rudra,” I gasped, digging my nails into his back, “I want you to come inside me. Don’t pull out.”

That pushed him over the edge.

He groaned—loud, broken—and buried himself deep, cock twitching as he came. I felt every pulse, every hot spurt inside me.

He stayed like that. Held me. Still inside me. His cum leaking out between us.

“I’ve never wanted anyone more,” he whispered.



That was the first time.
Not the last.

Sometimes, when my husband calls to say he’s delayed in Mumbai, I light a candle.
And wait for Rudra.

Confession 6 - Unraveled in His Hands

Name: Delaney
Age: 36
City: Atlanta, Georgia



My husband blissfully thinks that he was the one who made the suggestion.

That is his side of the story and I let it be.   But what he doesn’t know is that    Mason wasn’t the first.  

A few weeks before that night in bed, I’d already let another man use me. 

He wasn’t even supposed to happen. Just a guy I met at the gym one afternoon when Blake was on a work trip. 

His name was Andre. Late thirties, tattoo sleeve, smelled like sweat and cologne. He spotted me during squats, kept looking, and I didn’t stop him. 

One thing led to another, and before I knew it, I was bent over the backseat of his car, skirt up, no panties, moaning while strangers walked by two rows over. 

It wasn’t planned. It wasn’t smart. But it was real. 

And when Blake whispered that suggestion weeks later, he thought he was planting the seed— 

He didn’t know I was already hiding someone else’s inside me. 

We were in bed one night—both of us a little tipsy, legs tangled in sheets, skin flushed from lazy wine-soaked sex—and he said it with the kind of casual quiet that made it feel even more dangerous.

“What if I watched you with someone else?”

I stared at him. “You’re serious?”

He nodded, looking me straight in the eye. “As long as I’m in the room. As long as you’re mine before and after. I want to see you unravel.”

I didn’t answer at first.

But something inside me bloomed.

I had been married to Blake for almost ten years. We had the house, the dog, the glass tile kitchen backsplash we picked out together. He was gentle. Supportive. Still attractive in a clean-shaven, gym-at-lunch kind of way.

But in bed, I wanted more.

Rougher. Deeper. Less asking, more taking.

And the idea of him watching me—giving me to someone bigger, hungrier, riskier—stirred something I hadn’t let myself feel in years.

A week later, we set the boundaries.

One man. Condom always. No kissing on the mouth. And Blake had to be present, sitting in the room, fully in control.

Or so we thought.



The man’s name was Mason.
We met him at a bar downtown—neutral ground. Blake picked him. Or rather, he let me pick, and pretended it was his idea.

Mason was in his early forties. Ex-college football player turned personal trainer. Black. 6’4”, broad as a doorway, with forearms that looked like they’d been sculpted from stone. He carried himself with the kind of quiet dominance that didn’t need to be spoken.

When he shook Blake’s hand, his eyes were on me.
When he leaned in to say hello, I felt his breath on my neck.
And when he said, “You sure you’re ready for me?” I felt a twitch deep in my belly.

We set the night. Friday. After dinner.

The guest room was made up. Blake brought drinks. I wore a silk robe and nothing else. The lights were dim. I was nervous.

Until Mason stepped into the house.

Then I got wet.



He didn’t say much. Just looked at me like he already knew what I was going to taste like.

Blake poured drinks. Tried to talk sports. But Mason wasn’t listening.

Neither was I.

He walked over and untied my robe with one finger. It slipped open slowly. My nipples tightened in the air. His eyes moved over my body like a claim was already being made.

“You’re even better than your picture,” he said, his voice low and dark.

He kissed my neck, and Blake watched.

His hands were enormous. They gripped my hips like he was measuring how tightly I could take him.

“Safe word?” he asked.

I swallowed. “Don’t need one.”

He smirked.



He pushed me onto the bed—on all fours—and knelt behind me, running his hands over the curve of my ass. My robe fell completely off. I felt exposed, open, offered.

He slipped two fingers into me without warning.

I gasped.

“Soaked already,” he said. “Your husband hasn’t been giving it to you like this, has he?”

Blake didn’t speak.

Mason stood, unzipped.

The moment I saw his cock, my breath caught. Thick. Heavy. Longer than anything I’d taken before. I turned to Blake.

He nodded once.

Mason tore the wrapper open and slid the condom on. But he paused.

Then looked at me.

“You want this wrapped up?” he asked me directly.

I opened my mouth to speak.

And then the condom ripped. On purpose or not—I still don’t know.

But it tore. And he tossed it on the floor like trash.

Blake saw. We both did.

But he didn’t stop it. He didn’t even speak.

For a split second, I thought Blake would call it off. 

I almost wanted him to. 

Because deep down, I knew this wasn’t an accident— 

And it wasn’t the first time I’d let another man cum inside me without protection. 

Mason lined up behind me and shoved inside in one brutal thrust—raw. Bare. No barrier.

I screamed. My body stretched, clenched, soaked around him.

Blake sat in the chair.

Watching.



Mason fucked me like a beast.

Hard, deep, merciless. His hands gripped my hips so tight I knew I’d have bruises. Every thrust slammed into me with a wet sound that filled the room.

He grunted. “This pussy’s mine now.”

My head lolled back. “Yes—God—yes.”

“You want it raw, don’t you?”

“Yes—fuck—yes—”

Blake still said nothing.

“You want me to finish in you?”

My body pulsed around him.

“Say it.”

“Come in me. Please. I want it. I don’t care if he’s watching. I want your cum inside me.”

Mason roared. Grabbed me by the hair. Slammed deep, burying himself to the hilt—

And unleashed.

I felt it flood me—hot, thick, endless. Spurting inside me in deep, heavy pulses. I collapsed on the bed, legs shaking, pussy spasming as his cum leaked out around his cock.

Blake got up from the chair and walked to the bed.

He knelt down and looked between my legs.

His fingers slid into the mess and brought some of it to my lips.

“Open,” he said softly.

I did.

He fed me Mason’s cum.

And I swallowed it with a moan.



That was six weeks ago. My period is late. 

Blake thinks he’s in control—that this was just one wild night we agreed on, that he’ll be the one to raise whatever comes of it. 

But the truth is, he doesn’t know the half of it. 

He doesn’t know Mason wasn’t the first. 

And he’ll never really know whose baby he’s putting his name on. 


Confession 7 – Carrying More Than One Secret

Name: Adriana
Age: 33
City: Santa Fe, New Mexico



When I got pregnant, I thought the cravings would just be for chocolate.
Or maybe cold fruit in the middle of the night.

I never expected the most unbearable craving would be to be filled again.

And not by my husband.



I was thirty-three, five and a half months pregnant, and everything about my body felt like it was blooming. My breasts were heavier, fuller. My thighs were rounder. My scent had changed—I could smell it myself sometimes, thick and sweet and hot, like my body was warning the world: fertile. ready. open.

Darren—my husband—was supportive. Excited. But cautious.
Too cautious.

Every time I tried to initiate sex, he hesitated.

“I don’t want to hurt you,” he’d say, eyes flicking to my belly.

“You won’t.”

He’d smile, kiss my forehead, and pull me gently into a cuddle instead.

I would lie there after he fell asleep, grinding my thighs together, aching, dripping, pulsing. Hungry for touch. For pressure. For something more than tenderness.

So when I found myself alone in our Airbnb guest house with Ethan—the artist Darren had hired to design our nursery mural—it didn’t take much for my hunger to rise to the surface.



Ethan was in his forties. Divorced. Wore old jeans and paint-splattered boots. His hands were always covered in color—green, blue, gold—but his gaze was what got me. Sharp. Curious. Always lingering a little too long when I leaned down to pick something up or adjusted the waistband of my maternity leggings.

“You don’t look like most women at 24 weeks,” he said once, standing at the easel.
I was barefoot, sipping cold lemonade, belly swollen and visible under a white linen dress.

I raised an eyebrow. “Meaning?”

He turned, eyes raking over me slowly.

“I mean you’re radiant. You move like you know what your body is for.”

My thighs clenched.

I should’ve left the room. Instead, I stepped closer.

“I do,” I said.

His brush paused.

“You ever painted a nude?” I asked.

He smirked. “Plenty.”

“Ever painted a pregnant nude?”

He turned fully to face me. His eyes dropped to my chest. “Not yet.”

“I think you should.”



It started with the dress slipping off my shoulders.

I stood near the sunlight pouring through the west-facing window. The fabric slid down to my waist slowly, revealing the swell of my breasts—full, dark-nippled, heavy. My belly rose beneath them like a soft, sacred altar.

His eyes darkened.

He stepped closer, paint smudged on his fingers.

“I shouldn’t touch you,” he said.

“Then don’t use your hands.”

His lips crashed into mine.



The kiss was hard. Hungry. His tongue pushed past my lips like he was claiming space he’d already owned in his mind. I gasped, grabbed the collar of his shirt, pulled him tighter.

He pressed me against the easel, the smell of turpentine and sweat mixing with the slick heat blooming between my thighs. His hands—despite what he’d said—ran over my ass, up the curve of my hips, over the underside of my belly like he was worshipping it.

“You’re so fucking soft,” he breathed. “So full.”

I reached down and undid his belt.

His cock sprang free—thick, veined, already slick at the tip.

I stroked it once. Twice. Felt it throb in my hand.

He turned me around, bent me gently over the old velvet chaise.

The fabric kissed my nipples. My belly pressed into the cushion. My legs spread without thought.

“Ethan—”

“Say it.”

“Don’t hold back.”

He pushed into me in one long, deep stroke.



I cried out.

The stretch was intense. Different. With the baby inside me, everything was more sensitive—tighter, wetter, hotter.

But Ethan didn’t ease in. He filled me, hips grinding until I felt his cock press right up against my cervix. I moaned, clenching around him.

“You’re fucking perfect like this,” he growled. “Round. Wet. Mine.”

He fucked me with deep, rhythmic strokes—long, punishing, slow. Each thrust sent heat coiling low in my belly. The pressure. The weight. The fullness.

“You ever think about being taken like this?” he panted. “Already knocked up… and still not satisfied?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “God—yes—keep going—don’t stop—”

He slammed in harder. The sound of slick, desperate sex filled the room—wet, primal, obscene.

He reached down and rubbed my clit with his fingers. Fast. Tight circles.

I came hard. My whole body shook. My pussy fluttered around him, begging for more.

He didn’t stop.

“I’m gonna come,” he growled.

“Do it inside,” I begged.

“You’re already full.”

“I’m not full enough.”

He snarled and shoved deep, hips locking.
And then he came.

Hot. Heavy. Raw.

I felt it spurt inside me—pulse after pulse—thick, messy, forbidden.

It leaked out as he stayed buried inside me, breathing against my back, his hand resting over the curve of my belly.

The baby kicked once.

We both felt it.

He kissed my shoulder.



I still tell Darren it’s his.

And maybe it is.

But when she’s born… if her eyes are amber, like Ethan’s—

I’ll know. 


Confession 8 -  “The Seed I Chose”

Name: Meredith
Age: 37
City: Chicago, Illinois



I didn’t plan to get pregnant out of revenge.

But the moment I saw the message on his phone—“I wish I was the one carrying your baby”—something inside me shifted.

My husband, Carter, had been trying for over a year to get me pregnant. He was obsessed with legacy. A child with his last name. The next Weston.

I tried. Timed everything. Smiled through fertility tests and hollow orgasms. He acted like he was doing me a favor every time he finished inside me—like it was some noble gift.

But he was fucking someone else the whole time.

Her name was Riley. Twenty-six. Worked under him at the firm. She called him "Sir" in texts, and said things like, “I want your cum dripping out of me in your office again.”

My hands trembled when I read that.

Then I put the phone down.

And smiled.

If he wanted to come in someone else?

So would I.



His name was Elias.

He was a contractor. Did the flooring in our lake house six months earlier. Tall. Mixed race. Beautiful in a way that made women stare openly. He smelled like sawdust and smoke, had tattoos I’d spent too long thinking about, and a deep, easy confidence that made you want to open your legs the moment he looked at you.

He’d flirted. I’d politely brushed it off.

But that was before.

Before I realized Carter had been giving his seed away to a girl who couldn’t even spell “inheritance.”

So I called Elias one afternoon while Carter was still in the city.

Told him I needed help fixing a leaky skylight.

He showed up in an hour.

Tank top. Cargo pants. Toolbelt slung low on his hips.

I was wearing silk—bone-colored, thin, the kind that hugged every line of my hips when I walked. No bra. No panties.

He knew something was off the second he stepped inside.

“You didn’t call me here for a skylight, did you?”

I stepped closer. Let the silk brush against his knuckles.

“No,” I said. “I called you because I want your cum inside me.”



He stared at me. Blinking. Chest rising.

“What?”

“I want you to fuck me bare. No condom. I want to feel it leak down my thighs when we’re done.”

“Jesus, Meredith—”

“I’m ovulating. Do it now, and you’ll make me pregnant.”

His jaw tightened.

I could see the war in his eyes.

Then he threw his toolbelt to the ground.



He grabbed me.

Lifted me straight onto the kitchen counter. The silk dress rode up to my waist. His fingers dragged up my thighs, found me dripping, swollen, desperate.

“No panties?” he said, smirking. “You really meant it.”

I gasped as his tongue found me—hot, greedy, ruthless. He licked me like he was punishing me, like he knew exactly who I was doing this for.

I came once, fast. His tongue was perfect. Precise.

He stood, cock already out—long, thick, flushed.

“Last chance,” he growled. “You want it raw?”

I looked him dead in the eye.

“I want you to put a baby in me.”



He pushed inside.

And I screamed.

The stretch was deep. Brutal. My body clenched around him, wet and eager. He didn’t hold back.

He fucked me like he knew it was revenge. Hard. Deep. Fast. His hands gripped my hips, slammed into me over and over, the sound of slick, wet need filling the room.

“You want to make him raise my kid?” he panted.

“Yes—God—yes—fuck me deeper—give it to me—give me everything.”

He pulled me to the edge of the counter. Drove up into me, again and again. My second orgasm slammed into me like a truck. My vision blurred. I saw stars.

“Where do you want it?” he growled.

“Inside.”

“You sure?”

“Don’t pull out. Not even for a second.”

He groaned. Slammed into me one last time.
And then—

He came.

Hot. Endless. Flooding me.

I felt it shoot deep, spurt after spurt. His cock twitching as my cunt milked him, pulsing around him. Thick, primal, perfect.

He stayed inside until it started to leak out around the base.

Then he pulled out and watched it drip down the counter onto the tile.

“Think that was enough?” he asked, voice low.

“If it wasn’t, you’re fucking me again tomorrow,” I said.



Two weeks later, I took the test.

Positive.

I left the stick on the bathroom counter for Carter to find.

He cried when he saw it. Said he’d been dreaming of this moment.

I kissed him gently.

And smiled.


Confession#9— “I Took What She Didn’t Deserve”

Name: Raquel
Age: 36
City: Napa Valley, California



Some women are made to give life. Others are made to steal it.

My sister Julia had always been the golden one. The one with the soft curls, the radiant laugh, the luck that bent the world around her. She married well—Nathan, a man who looked like he'd stepped off the cover of GQ but spent Sundays fixing fences and grilling in a white T-shirt so tight it should’ve been illegal.

She got the house on the hill with the wraparound porch.

She got the family name.

She got pregnant.

Twice.

And me?

I got a diagnosis and a hollow womb.

I smiled through it all. Through the gender reveal balloons and the baby shower brunches and the endless conversations about strollers and breastfeeding apps.

But deep inside, something was rotting.

Until the day I watched Nathan carry their sleeping daughter inside after dinner, one strong arm cradling her little body, the other resting possessively on Julia’s lower back, and I realized:

If I couldn’t have what she had—

I’d take it.



It started slowly.

We were all staying at the family vineyard for the summer. Julia had gone to town for errands. Nathan stayed behind to fix a stuck window in the guest house I was staying in.

I wore silk that morning. Pale champagne, clinging to my skin in the heat. No bra. No panties. The fabric moved like breath over skin—thin enough to make him look twice. I felt his eyes pause on my nipples as the breeze caught the hem.

He cleared his throat.

“You decent?” he called as he stepped inside.

I turned slowly from the mirror.

“Barely,” I said.

His jaw tightened.

“I can come back.”

“Don’t,” I said.

I stepped closer. The scent of sweat and wood shavings clung to him. His T-shirt was damp, sleeves tight around his arms. There was a streak of dirt on his throat. I wanted to lick it clean.

“You’ve always been good with your hands,” I murmured. “She’s lucky.”

He said nothing.

But his eyes dropped. Once. Then again.

My heartbeat kicked.

I let my silk robe slip lower on my shoulder.

He didn’t move.

So I did.



I stepped into his space. Reached up. Brushed the dirt from his neck.

“Do you ever think about how different things might’ve been?” I whispered.

His breath hitched.

“You’re her sister.”

“And that stopped you?”

He didn’t answer.

So I kissed him.



His lips crushed mine in a hungry, growling surrender. His hands seized my hips, pulling me tight to his body. I could feel him—hard, thick, pressed to my stomach. I moaned into his mouth, my fingers clawing at his shirt, yanking it off.

“God, Raquel—what the fuck are we doing?” he gasped.

“Giving me what she wasted.”



He lifted me onto the antique desk, silk pooling around my thighs.

His fingers found me—wet, open, aching.

He groaned when he touched me.

“No panties,” he said.

“I wanted you to feel everything.”

He knelt. Spread my thighs.

And devoured me.



His tongue was pure sin. He licked me with slow, thorough strokes. Circled my clit, dipped inside me, sucked my swollen folds into his mouth like he was memorizing every inch.

I came fast. Gasping. Back arching.

But I wasn’t done.

“Fuck me.”

“Raquel—”

I grabbed his cock. Hot. Heavy. Already leaking.

“I want your baby,” I whispered.

He froze.

“What?”

“I’m ovulating. I want you to come inside me. No condom. No pull-out. Make me full.”

He stared at me—conflicted, desperate, furious with himself.

Then shoved into me.



I cried out. My body split around him, dripping, clutching.

He fucked me hard.

Like it was wrong. Like it would save him.

Every thrust slammed into me, my thighs shaking, the desk creaking beneath us.

“You want me to put a baby in my wife’s sister?” he growled.

“I want you to come so deep I feel it for days.”

He grunted. Slammed deeper.

“You want her husband’s baby?”

“Yes,” I moaned. “I want you to finish inside me. I want to carry your child. Not hers.”

His cock twitched. His pace faltered.

“Say it,” he demanded.

“Put it in me. Fill me. Knock me up.”

He came with a growl—thrusting deep, cock pulsing as he flooded my womb.

Hot. Endless. Claiming.

I lay there after, his seed leaking out of me onto the polished wood, my thighs soaked in sweat and sex.

He stared at me like he didn’t recognize the woman he’d just bred.

But I did.

I was the one who took what she didn’t deserve.



I missed my period three weeks later.

And when she asked me to be her baby’s godmother, I smiled.

Because mine was already growing.

Inside me.


Confession #10 — "My Husband’s Brother Left It in Me"

Name: Alina
Age: 34
City: Asheville, North Carolina



There’s a moment, just before you cross a line, when your whole body goes still. A kind of hush that takes over everything. Heartbeat, breath, guilt. Like your skin knows what you're about to do—and it wants it anyway.

Mine happened in a guest bedroom, while my husband was downstairs, laughing at a playoff game with his brother.



Ty and I had been married seven years.

He was loyal, predictable. The kind of man who folded his T-shirts the same way every time. He kissed my cheek before work, texted me updates on traffic, made love once a week on Fridays with the lights off. He was a good husband.

But he was never the one who saw me.

Not like Liam did.

Liam was his younger brother—thirty-one, ex-military, now working in custom fabrication. Hands always callused. Jaw always tight. His body built from sweat and steel, not gym vanity. He was the opposite of Ty—intense, private, always watching.

He never flirted. He didn’t have to.

His gaze did everything his mouth didn’t.



It started with glances.

I’d catch him watching me—too long, too dark, too quiet. Not just undressing me, but owning me in his mind. Imagining things I should’ve slapped him for.

But I didn’t.

Because I was thinking them, too.

The way his shirt clung to his chest when he walked in sweaty from the garage. The way he looked at me when I handed him a beer. The heat in the air when we brushed shoulders in the hallway.

It built slowly. Quietly. Until it became unbearable.



One night, Ty invited him over to watch the game.

I wore a soft tank dress, no bra. Something casual enough not to seem obvious—but light enough that Liam could see everything when I leaned forward.

He did.

I saw his jaw clench when I crossed my legs.

I saw his cock straining in his jeans when I bent over to get a bottle from the fridge.

After Ty went upstairs to take a call, I walked down the hallway—and Liam followed.

The guest room door was open.

I stepped inside.

And waited.



He came in behind me. Closed the door.

Neither of us spoke.

His breath was ragged.

“You want this?” he asked, voice low, rough.

I turned around. Lifted my dress. No panties.

“Don’t ask again.”



He pushed me against the wall, one hand gripping my throat, the other pulling my thigh around his hip.

His cock was out in seconds—thick, veined, swollen.

He rubbed the tip against my soaking slit.

“You let him come in you this week?”

“No.”

“Good.”

And then he pushed in.



I screamed.

Not from pain—but from the way it felt to finally be filled by the man I wasn’t supposed to touch.

He slammed into me—deep, raw, grinding his hips against mine.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he growled. “You needed this.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Don’t stop—fuck—don’t stop—”

He fucked me like a secret. Like a sin. Like he was claiming me from the inside.

His hands dug into my ass, lifting me as he pounded into me. The sound of wet, filthy thrusts echoed off the walls. I was soaked, clenching around him, moaning into his neck as the world narrowed to heat and cock and risk.

“I’m gonna come,” he warned. “Where do you want it?”

“Inside,” I panted. “Fill me. I want your cum dripping out while I lie next to your brother.”

He snarled. Slammed in deep.
And came.



Hot. Thick. Flooding me.

I felt it pulse deep inside—warmth spreading, dripping.

He stayed inside until it started leaking down my thighs.

Then he pulled out.

Watched the mess drip from my cunt onto the carpet.

“You’re gonna get pregnant from that,” he said.

“I know,” I whispered.

And smiled.     


Confession #11 – “What He Put Inside Me”

Name: Nina
Age: 21
City: Boston, Massachusetts



You never forget the first time you let someone finish inside you when you know they shouldn't.

And you especially don’t forget it when you had to take it out of you afterward.



He was my professor.

I was a senior. English Lit major. Good GPA. Never late. The kind of girl who smiled at the TA, turned in her papers early, wore oversized sweaters and red lipstick on Thursdays.

His name was Dr. Harlan Grant.

Forty-five. Married. Salt-and-pepper stubble. He wore waistcoats without irony and had a voice like warm bourbon—low, slow, with a little scrape at the edges. He didn’t try to be charming. He didn’t flirt. He just taught, with a kind of ferocity that made you want to impress him. Or maybe unzip something for him.

I sat in the third row. Always wore perfume to class.

And I caught him looking.

Not often.

Just long enough to know.



It started after I turned in my final essay—a piece on Desire and Guilt in Anna Karenina. His notes were longer than usual. Thoughtful. Specific.

The last line said,

"You write like you’ve already lived what you’re writing about. Let’s talk. My office. Tuesday."

I was already wet before I got there.



His office smelled like old books and cedar oil.

He shut the door behind me. Gently. Sat behind his desk, fingers steepled, watching me like he was cataloguing every breath.

“You know,” he said quietly, “the way you write about want is very mature. Almost... dangerous.”

I let my eyes drift down to the top button of his vest.

“Maybe I’ve wanted things I shouldn’t.”

His breath caught—just for a second.

Then he stood.

Walked around the desk.

Stood right in front of me.

“You’re playing with something you don’t understand,” he said.

“Then teach me.”



He kissed me like he was trying not to.

Teeth clenched. Hands in fists. But the second his lips touched mine, he broke.

His tongue pushed into my mouth, hot and hungry. He tasted like clove gum and something older, something patient. He grabbed my waist, pulled me in. My breasts pressed against his chest.

“Tell me to stop,” he whispered.

I slid my hand down. Found his cock—hard, thick, straining beneath his slacks.

“I want it.”



He bent me over his desk.

Shoved up my skirt.

Pulled my panties to the side.

And slid in.



Raw. Deep. No warning.

I gasped—his cock thick, stretching me, filling me in one hard thrust. He groaned against my neck, fingers digging into my hips as he fucked me. Books shook on the shelves. My elbows dug into old wood as his cock slammed into me again and again.

“You like getting fucked by your professor?” he panted.

“Yes.”

“You want me to come inside you?”

I whimpered.

“Answer me, Nina.”

“Yes. Fill me.”

He grabbed my hair. Pulled me back.

And came.



I felt it rush into me—hot, thick, endless. Pulse after pulse, his cock twitching inside me, coating my walls.

He stayed buried in me for a long moment.

Then pulled out.

I could feel his cum leaking down my thighs as I stood and fixed my skirt.

He didn’t say a word.

Just sat in his chair, watching me.

I licked my lips.

And left.



Three weeks later, the test turned pink.

I didn’t tell him.

Not at first.

Not until it was too late.



He met me in a bookstore café. Pale. Shaking.

His hands trembled when I said the word.

Pregnant.

He whispered something like “I’m sorry” and “we can’t” and “you have your whole life.”

I nodded.

Smiled.

Went to the clinic the next day.

It was done in twelve minutes.

But it didn’t feel over.



Sometimes I still lie awake at night, hand between my thighs, remembering the weight of him inside me. The way his cum filled me with heat and guilt and something that almost felt like power.

I let him leave something in me once.

And then I let someone else take it out.


Confession #12: “He Was Never Supposed to Touch Me”

Name: Sienna
Age: 39
City: Seattle, Washington



He was my husband's closest friend.

The kind of man you don’t notice at first. Quiet. Steady. Always in the background with a dark beer in hand and a worn leather jacket that smelled like pine and dust. He never smiled too wide, never talked too loud. He watched. Absorbed.

And I never thought about him that way.

Not until the night I did.



It was fall. The air in Seattle had that kind of weight to it—moist, electric, like it was always on the edge of a storm. We’d had a dinner party. Just four of us. My husband, Mason. His best friend, Caleb. And Caleb’s date—a girl who couldn’t stop looking at her phone and left before dessert.

I wore a backless black slip dress, cut low enough to feel dangerous. The kind of silk that kissed your thighs when you walked. No bra. Just perfume and lip gloss and a tension I couldn't quite name.

After they left, Mason went to bed early. Too much wine, too little interest. He kissed my forehead like he was clocking out of a shift, and then disappeared upstairs.

I was still on the back patio, barefoot, holding a half glass of wine when I heard Caleb's footsteps behind me.

“I left my keys,” he said.

I turned. The porch light cast golden shadows across his face. He looked tired. Rougher than usual. His shirt was wrinkled, sleeves rolled, forearms tanned and thick with veins.

I smiled. “Want another drink?”

He hesitated. Then nodded.

And that was the beginning.



We sat on the patio couch. Close, but not too close. The air was damp. My legs were bare, tucked to the side. I could feel the silk slipping across my skin every time I moved.

He didn’t look at my face when I spoke. His eyes flicked to my collarbone, to my thighs. To the curve of my hip under the dress.

And for the first time, I didn’t mind.

“Did you ever wonder,” he said slowly, “what it would’ve been like if we’d met before Mason?”

I turned to him.

“What are you saying?”

His jaw flexed. “I think you know.”

There was a silence.

Then I said the one thing I shouldn't have.

“Tell me.”



He leaned in. His breath brushed my cheek—warm, earthy, tinged with whisky.

“I would’ve touched you differently,” he said. “I would’ve kissed you like I meant it. I wouldn’t have treated you like you were made of glass.”

I was shaking.

My nipples pressed against the silk.

And I couldn’t stop myself.

I reached for his hand. Brought it to my thigh.

His palm was rough. Hot.

He didn’t pull away.



The kiss was slow. Devastating. The kind of kiss that makes you forget your name, your promises, your wedding band.

His lips tasted like smoke and rain. His tongue pushed into my mouth with hunger barely held in check. He cupped my face like he was claiming it, then slid one hand behind my neck, threading into my hair.

When he pulled back, we were both breathless.

“You want this?” he asked.

I nodded.

“No, Sienna. I need to hear it.”

“Yes,” I whispered. “I want you to fuck me.”



He stood.

Took my hand.

And led me inside.



We didn’t go to the guest room.

He took me to the living room. The fireplace was still warm. The city lights flickered through the window. He pushed me gently against the wall, and I let the silk slip off one shoulder… then the other… until it pooled around my ankles.

His eyes raked over me.

“Fuck,” he growled. “You’re even more beautiful than I imagined.”

He dropped to his knees.

And began to taste me.



His mouth found my pussy with purpose. Tongue firm, strokes deliberate. He licked up my slit, slow and smooth, then circled my clit with devastating precision.

I gasped. My legs shook. I grabbed his hair and pulled him tighter.

He sucked my clit into his mouth—hard—then flicked it with the tip of his tongue until I was trembling, wet, desperate.

I came fast. Hard. My orgasm ripped through me like a wave, soaking his face, my thighs trembling around his head.

He stood. Unbuckled.

His cock was beautiful. Thick. Veined. Already glistening at the tip.

I reached for it—stroked it once, twice.

“Do it,” I said. “No condom. I want it raw.”

He grabbed my ass and lifted me onto the couch, pushing my legs apart.

Then he slammed into me.



I screamed.

He stretched me wide, filled me to the core. My cunt clenched around him, soaked, eager.

He fucked me deep. Hard. His hips smacked against mine with each thrust. His hands gripped my thighs, spreading me open, forcing me to take every inch.

“You feel so good,” he groaned. “So fucking tight. This should’ve been mine.”

“Faster,” I panted. “Please—don’t stop—God—don’t—”

He reached down, thumbed my clit while he fucked me. I exploded—body jerking, cunt fluttering around him.

“Where do you want it?” he gasped.

“Inside.”

“You want me to fill you while your husband sleeps upstairs?”

“Yes—do it—come in me—give me all of it—”

He groaned. Buried himself deep.

And came.



Hot. Heavy. Endless.

I felt it flood me. Spurting inside, spilling out. His cock pulsed, pumping into me with each twitch.

When he pulled out, I could feel it leaking down the backs of my thighs.

He kissed me once. Gently.

Then left.



I lay there on the couch, aching and full, the scent of sex in the air.

And I didn’t regret a thing.


10 Hotwife Breeding Confessions

10 wives. 10 lovers. 10 pregnancies their husbands never saw coming.

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.



If ‘Cheating Wife Breeding Confessions:  3-Book Box Set’ got you hot and hungry for more... please take a moment to leave a review.  
Even a short review helps others discover their own hidden heat.
★★★★★ Your words make this world hotter.

Your words make this world hotter. 

?? More Bold Books

Cheating Wife Confessions – Complete 3-book Collection. You just cannot miss this one!

?? Read on.

30 Hotwife BBC Confessions — Wives crossed the line. Black men took them further.

?? Read on.

Cuckold Confessions - 52 true stories. Husbands heard every moan.
?? Read Now

?? All books →  amzn.to/3FHaqlR

?? Want the wet truth in my voice?

It’s not fiction.
It’s friction.
I don’t just write.
I ride — other men - while my husband listens. Watches. Waits.

Listen now:
• Apple Premium — Raw, unfiltered audio → apple.co/4hWsw18
• Fansly — Exclusive confessions + DM access → fansly.com/deepinsidehub
• Gumroad — Full bundles + extras → deepinsidehub.gumroad.com

?? Explore More

?? Listen to the Podcast – Deep Inside

?? Apple: apple.co/4hWsw18

?? Spotify: bit.ly/4bgpG4I

?? YouTube: @DeepInsidePodcast

?? Music → @TabooTunes on YouTube & Spotify

?? Hub → HotwifeCuckoldBull.com

?? Daily kinks → Twitter/X: @deepinsidehub

?? Confess → deepinsidehub@gmail.com

?? Stop Pretending. Start Exploring. Go Deep Inside
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