
        
            
                
            
        

    
Cheating Wife Confession: Sleeping with The Neighbor

A Suburban Wife’s Affair Next Door

Deep Inside

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.

He was the reason I kept my blinds closed.

Mid-forties. Tattooed. Loud. Brawny. Rugged type.

Drives a truck that sounds like it’s got something to prove — and maybe it does.
Always shirtless when he mows the lawn, like the neighborhood begged for a private show. Sweat glistening on thick abs, tattoos curling along his shoulders. He’d glance up at just the right moment, catching me walking past in leggings like he was waiting for it. Like he knew.

Jax Carter.
Divorced. No kids.
Just a revolving door of women who never stayed the night.
They left early, hair wild, heels dangling from fingers, panties probably stuffed in their purses like souvenirs of a man they’d pretend not to miss.

And I hated him.
I told myself that every single time he looked at me like he could see straight through my clothes.

I hated that I looked back.

That I noticed every new tattoo — especially the one along his ribs that disappeared under the band of his sweats.
That I paused at my window when he got home from the gym, just to compare myself to whatever mistake he was bringing inside that night.

And I especially hated how obsessed I was with that ass — two solid, edible-looking buns that filled out his sweatpants like they were made to frame him.

I still remember the day a girl slapped it playfully when she climbed out of his truck — all giggles and smug satisfaction.
I was disgusted.
Until I caught myself watching his reaction.

He never wore underwear. Ever.
Just those soft, worn-in grey pants that clung like a second skin — stretched tight over something thick and heavy enough to stop conversations.

Even fully dressed, he looked like he was packing something that could make you forget your last name — maybe even your morals.
No shame. No filter.
Just the bold outline of a cock that didn’t need an introduction.

It looked like a warning label.
And he wore it like a badge.

I used to curse the women he brought home.
Then I realized I knew exactly why they came.

And I hated him for it.
But I hated myself more… for wishing I was next.

Jax moved in a year ago — right across the street, in our perfectly curated little cul-de-sac. Scottsdale living at its most exhausting: manicured lawns, Pinterest mailboxes, wine moms with filtered lives and barely contained breakdowns.

I’m married.
I’m not some desperate housewife in pearls and denial. Just… aware. Self-aware.

I knew what I looked like.
I wasn’t the kind of woman who turned heads at the grocery store — not on purpose, anyway. But I knew how to fill out a pair of leggings.
Skin still clear, even without makeup. Hair that usually behaved, especially when I didn’t have time to care.

Medium tits — soft, but perky enough not to need help most days.
And my ass? That was the part that always got attention.
Round, full — the kind of curve that made husbands glance twice and wives pretend not to notice.
The kind that filled out leggings like a promise.

I had an average build. Nothing dramatic.
But my face… that was my secret weapon.
Pretty in a quiet way — eyes that held your gaze a little longer than necessary, lips that made promises without trying.

I didn’t scream sex.
I whispered it.

David works in finance.
He wears the same two suits on rotation, counts macros, and sets reminders for hydration.
He’s dependable. Predictable. And he works late.
Often.

That’s when I started to notice Jax.
Not just the truck.
Not just the noise.
Him.

We fought once.
He had the music cranked too loud during one of his backyard barbecues — bass thumping, women laughing, beer bottles clinking like no one within earshot had an early meeting. I snapped. Stormed over in a tank top and thin patience, ready to remind him that not all of us lived like we were still twenty-one.

He answered the door shirtless — of course.
Leaning against the frame like he’d been expecting me, a beer dangling from his fingers, tattoos stretched across bare, golden skin.

And then, with that lazy grin, he said it.
“If you wanna come moan louder than my speakers, sweetheart, I’ll turn them down.”

I didn’t have a response. Not a real one.
I just stood there — flushed, fuming, too aware of how wet I suddenly was under my yoga shorts.

I hated him.
At least that’s what I kept telling myself.

That evening, I vented about him to a couple of the other wives on our street — slipped the complaint into conversation like it was casual, like I wasn’t still hearing his voice in my head on repeat.
“He’s so... uncouth,” I said, shaking my head like I meant it.
“I don’t know how he even got approved to live here. The board must’ve been asleep.”

But one of them — Kelly, three houses down — just sipped her wine and gave me this unreadable little smile.
Defensive.

Almost protective.

Like she knew something I didn’t.
Or maybe something I was trying not to admit.

And for a second, I wondered if I was hallucinating.
Or if she’d been over there.

God.

I hated how fast my mind went there.

Sometime that week, I saw her.

Someone new.

Mid-twenties, maybe. Confident. Effortless.
Crop top. Tight denim shorts. Barefoot on his patio like she belonged there.

Jax was shirtless at the grill — naturally. Beer in one hand, spatula in the other, tattoos slick with heat.
She wrapped her arms around his waist from behind like it was nothing — like she’d done it before.

I watched from my upstairs window. Lights off. Blinds barely tilted.

She kissed his shoulder. He murmured something.
She laughed — sharp, loud, like it was just for me.

And for a split second… I swear they looked up.
Right at my window.
Like they knew.

They didn’t wave.
Didn’t say anything.

Just laughed again. Her head thrown back, her tits nearly falling out of that flimsy crop top, nipples hard and obvious — like she wanted me to see. Like they were laughing too.

And I stood there frozen — staring, seething, unsure.

Were they actually looking at me?

Or was I overthinking it?

Was she really laughing about me?

I could’ve gone down there.
Ripped her off him. Squeezed those smug tits just to see if she laughed then.
But I didn’t.

I just watched.

And that night, when the house was dark and quiet, I lay in bed staring at the ceiling — still hearing her laugh in my skull like a goddamn echo.

And I hated her for it.
Hated how much space she took up.
Hated that I wasn’t sure… if I hated her more than I wanted to be her.

Later that night, I brought Jax up over dinner.
Casual. Like I wasn’t still thinking about that girl in his backyard.

“He had another one over today,” I said, poking at my salad. “That’s, what — the third this week? It’s like a fucking brothel over there.”

David didn’t look up from his phone. “He’s single. Let him live.”

I blinked. “Let him—? Seriously? You don’t think it’s a little shameless? Bringing women over like it’s some kind of sex parade?”

David didn’t reply.

I muttered, “This used to be a quiet street… now it’s just a rotating door for whores with no shame.”

He shrugged. “Vanessa, they’re all consenting adults. What do you want me to say?”

“I want you to say it’s disgusting.”

My voice was sharper than I meant.
“He’s loud. He’s tacky. He’s turning the whole cul-de-sac into a reality show.”

David finally looked at me. Calm. Unbothered. A little amused.

“I think he’s harmless. And whatever he’s doing? It’s not your business.”

I stared at him.
“You wish you were in his place, don’t you?”

His brow lifted — not in guilt. Just amused.
“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means you’re a man. And men always defend other men when there’s a chance it’s about sex.”

David sighed. “Jesus, can we not do this tonight?”

I pushed my plate away. Appetite gone.

“You men,” I muttered, standing. “All the fucking same.”

David was out of town for three nights.

The house felt bigger when he was gone.
Quieter. Colder.
I kept the TV on in the background just to hear voices — not that I was really listening.
I poured one too many glasses of wine. Ate dinner standing at the counter.
Told myself I liked the quiet, that I needed the break.
But I still found myself glancing out the window more than I wanted to admit.

And then it happened. The garbage disposal gave up.

It made a sick grinding noise, then nothing. Just a sink full of lukewarm sludge and a smell I didn’t want to deal with.

I was outside, tossing a trash bag, when I spotted him.
Jax. Shirtless, sweaty, bent over the hood of his truck like he was auditioning for bad decisions.

I almost went back inside.
Almost.

Instead, I called out, “You know anything about disposals?”

He looked up, cocked his head, and gave me that grin.
“The kitchen kind or the ones that come with drama?”

I crossed my arms. “Mine’s jammed.”

He dropped the hood, wiped his hands, and sauntered over like I’d invited him for more than a plumbing issue.

Inside, he didn’t ask questions — just crouched down, shirtless, tool bag in hand, working under the sink like he owned the place.

I hovered — arms still crossed, eyes very much not looking at the flex in his back.

The clunk of metal, a quick twist, and suddenly the water was gone and the drain was clear.

He stood, wiped his hands, and gave me that grin again.
“Anytime you need me to put my hands in your dirty mess, I’m happy to help.”

I rolled my eyes. “Charming.”

He leaned in slightly, just enough to make the air shift.
“No need to thank me.”

“I wasn’t going to.”

He moved toward the door with me trailing behind, and just as I opened it for him, he paused — cocky, slow.
“Oh — and tell Kelly I said hi.”

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

He smirked. “You know she knows me inside and out…”
A beat.
“If you know what I mean.”

I hated the heat that bloomed under my skin.
I hated that I didn’t say anything — just shut the door and locked it behind him.



The next day was a blur.
I had work, emails, deadlines — a calendar full of things that were supposed to matter.
I went through the motions. Answered calls. Smiled on Zoom.
Typed polite responses. Clicked “Join Meeting.” Nodded at things I didn’t care about.

But every time I passed the window, I glanced out.

I didn’t see him around.
Not that I was watching.

I didn’t know why I kept putting off dinner.
When David’s home, I usually plan something he loves — grilled chicken, roasted vegetables, the sort of meal that feels like care without words.
With him away, I drifted.
Sat on the couch. Scrolled through my phone.
Told myself I’d cook later. Then later again.

By the time hunger finally won, it was too late to bother.
I ordered pizza — thin crust, extra cheese, jalapeños and pepperoni, the kind that comes in a box warm enough to steam your fingers when you open it.
It smelled like comfort.

I ate cross-legged on the couch, licking sauce from my thumb, the napkin slipping off my thigh every few minutes.
Netflix played in the background — a thriller I couldn’t name.
The sort that starts with tension, drifts, and ends exactly how you expect.

My attention wandered.
I picked up my phone, scrolled through TikTok and Instagram, half-seeing a blur of strangers dancing, cooking, laughing.
The noise was easier than the quiet.

At some point I realized the pizza box was empty, the TV still murmuring to itself.
I muted it, then switched it off.
The sudden silence felt thick, like the walls were waiting for me to do something.

I sat there for a moment, full but restless.

My eyes drifted toward the window.

Not looking for anything.
Not exactly.

And then my gaze slid to the fridge.

I hesitated.
Then stood.

I grabbed a six-pack from inside.
Not for him. Not really.
Just… manners. Gratitude. Closure

He answered the door shirtless — again. Sweats riding low, skin damp like he’d just stepped out of the shower.

I held out the beers. “For the sink.”

He took them with a shrug, stepped aside, let me in without a word.

“Look at that,” he said. “You do have manners.”

“I just didn’t want you bragging about it to half the street.”

He tossed the beers in the fridge and turned back to face me — close, casual, shirtless, unfair.

“You always get this flustered when I touch your pipes?”

I laughed. “Wow. You must think you’re irresistible.”

He stepped forward. “No. I just know you’re not as immune as you act.”

My eyes narrowed. “Keep dreaming.”

He stepped in. Close. Heat rolled off him.
I could’ve walked away. Should’ve.

Instead, I said, “You're in my space.”

He leaned down, lips nearly at my ear.
“Then tell me to leave.”

I didn’t.
I pushed him instinctively.
He didn’t move — just caught my wrist, pulled me closer.
His mouth hovered over mine.
Then, too softly to be safe, he kissed me.
Just once.
A brush of lips — hot, forbidden, nothing like it should’ve been.
But it snapped something loose inside me.
I didn’t stop him. Not until I had to breathe.
Didn’t meet his eyes when I whispered, “This changes nothing.”
He smiled.
Low. Sure.
“Sweetheart… it changes everything.”

Before I could snap back, his mouth was on mine again — harder this time, filthier, clumsier, sucking my lips hungrily, all heat and hunger and no patience left. His hands were everywhere: sliding under my dress, gripping my hips like he owned them, dragging me tight against the thick, unmistakable bulge pressing through his sweats.

I moaned before I could stop it.

He growled in response — low, dark, primal. It wasn’t a sound of approval. It was a claim.

“Upstairs,” he muttered against my mouth, breath hot and sinful.

I should’ve said no.
Should’ve turned, run, locked the door and pretended like this hadn’t already lived in my fantasies for months.

But my legs were already moving.

He followed close behind, one large hand resting at the small of my back — not forceful, not gentle — like he was steering me straight into something we both knew I wouldn’t walk away from clean.

As soon as we stepped into the bedroom, I barely had time to turn before he was on me again — pushing me back against the wall like I was his for the taking. His mouth found my neck, hot lips dragging over my skin, teeth grazing the sensitive spot just beneath my ear.

His hands tugged at the straps of my dress, rough with need.

“You wore this for me?” he murmured, voice thick with heat as he yanked the fabric down, baring my breasts to the cool air and his scorching gaze.

I gasped when his mouth latched onto one nipple — hard, rough, relentless.
No hesitation. No teasing.
Just lips and heat and hunger, like he’d been dreaming about this moment and wasn’t going to waste a second.
His tongue circled the stiff peak slowly, deliberately, before sucking deep — wet and possessive, like he wanted to drain me.
Then he bit — sharp enough to make my back arch, just enough to make me gasp and twitch against him.
I moaned, fingers clutching his shoulders, nipples tightening under the heat of his mouth.

He released it with a soft, wet pop… only to move to the other.
No mercy. No hesitation.
His lips wrapped around the second like he couldn’t bear to leave it out — tongue flicking, teasing, then pressing flat and dragging slow until I gasped.
Then he sucked.
Hard.
The kind of suck that made my spine arch and my thighs clench, like he was drawing something straight out of me.

He went back and forth between them — one nipple, then the other — mouth greedy and wet, tongue swirling, lips tugging, teeth grazing.
He moved like a man obsessed, like he couldn’t pick a favorite so he had to taste both over and over, switching as if he needed to feel them both swell against his tongue.
Each pass left me weaker, hotter, soaking.
My nipples were flushed and stiff, swollen from attention, slick with his spit — and still he wouldn’t stop.
He sucked deep until my breasts lifted with every pull, then bit just enough to make me gasp and dig my nails into his shoulders.

He groaned like he meant it — low, desperate, vibrating against my skin.
Like my tits were driving him mad.
Like he couldn’t get enough of how they filled his mouth, how I moaned for every suck, every bite.
He grabbed one breast in his hand, kneading it as his mouth worked the other, fingers spreading wide, thumbs brushing over the swollen peak he’d just left wet and tender.
And then he switched again — dragging his mouth across the soft valley of my chest, lips open, breathing heavy against my skin as he latched on again, hungrier than before.

His stubble scratched softly across my curves, the contrast of rough and wet making my skin prickle with sensation.
My whole chest tingled — flushed, slick, glowing.
I could feel my pulse in my nipples, could feel how hard and swollen they were, caught between lips and tongue and heat.
He sucked like he was addicted.
Like he’d starve without the feel of my tits in his mouth.
And I just stood there — trembling, gasping, watching him ruin me one nipple at a time.

And all the while, his hand was on my ass — big, hot, greedy.
He didn’t just hold it.
He took it.
Fingers spread wide, grabbing a full handful like it was his to own, kneading and squeezing until I felt branded by the pressure alone.
He cupped it hard, rough and claiming, the heat of his palm sinking into my skin through barely-there fabric.
Then his grip tightened — firm, unrelenting — like he was testing how much I could take, how much give there was beneath his hand.
I gasped, hips jerking against him, body instinctively reacting to the sheer dominance of it.
He didn’t ease up.
He just dug in deeper, fingertips pressing into the soft flesh like he wanted to memorize every curve, every contour.
He pulled me closer, forcing me to grind into the thick heat of his cock — now rock-hard and straining beneath his sweats.
God, the way he grabbed me...
It wasn’t teasing.
It was filthy.
Possessive.
Like he already knew I’d let him do whatever he wanted — and he couldn’t have enough of my ass. My breath hitched. My thighs trembled.
And still, he didn’t let go.

Then he pulled me against him, grinding my body into the thick, heavy shape of his cock pressing through those worn-in sweats.
God, he was hard. So hard.
And I could feel everything — every inch, every thick, heavy ridge.
His cock strained between us like it was aching to be inside me, hot and massive and ready.
And he was still sucking my tits like they were the only thing keeping him alive.

I was soaked. Practically throbbing.

Then he spun me around, walked me back step by step until the backs of my knees hit the bed — and shoved me down with a rough, possessive push.

I sprawled out, dress bunched at my waist, panties soaked through, chest heaving.

He stood at the foot of the bed, gaze fixed between my thighs like a man sizing up his next mistake.

“These coming off,” he muttered, voice low and commanding as he hooked his fingers under the waistband of my panties.

He dragged them down slow — not to tease, but to savor. Watching every inch of wet fabric peel away like a prize he’d earned. Then he tossed them aside like they didn’t matter — like they were just a wrapper around something already his.

He pushed my knees apart with both hands and just looked — drinking me in.

“Fuck, look at you,” he rasped, voice hoarse. “So wet for me already. You hate me that bad, sweetheart?”

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t think.

Especially not when he reached into his sweats, pulled himself out, and revealed exactly what I'd been fantasizing about for months.

Thick. Heavy. Goddamn intimidating.

It wasn’t just big. It was impossible — long and wide and perfectly veined, the kind of cock that made your mouth dry and your thighs clench in the same breath. The kind you only saw in porn, or maybe in your darkest, most desperate fantasies.

Gorgeous in the filthiest way — flushed and hard, so full it curved slightly toward his stomach, thick enough at the base that I instinctively knew I wouldn’t be able to wrap my hand around it completely.
Heavy, hanging like it had weight, a slow bob as he let it loose — like it was proud to be seen. Like it dared me to look away.

My breath hitched.
My pussy clenched — hard.
And wet heat just poured between my legs, like my body knew it was about to be ruined.

I didn’t just gasp.
I stared.

Eyes wide, lips parted, completely wrecked by the raw, overwhelming visual of what he was about to put inside me.

And he saw it.

That exact moment when my confidence cracked and my hunger spiked. When I stopped pretending I wasn’t already soaking through my dress at the thought of taking all of him.

He caught it.

That dark, wicked smirk curled the edge of his mouth — like he knew he’d already won.

“Yeah,” he said, voice like smoke. “You feel that deep in your stomach, don’t you?”

I nodded, mute, breathless — because he was already climbing over me, spreading my thighs wider, dragging the head of his cock through my slick folds with a series of slow, filthy rubs hat made me whimper.

Then — without warning, without mercy — he thrust.
One hard stroke. All the way in.
Thick. Deep. Sudden.

I gasped, a sharp, helpless sound tearing from my throat as my back arched off the mattress.
It felt impossible — the sheer size of him stretching me wide, forcing me open in one relentless push.
My legs flew apart instinctively, thighs trembling as I tried to take him, adjust to the fullness, the heat, the overwhelming pressure pulsing deep inside me.

But he didn’t stop.
Didn’t wait.

He just started moving.
Hard. Steady. Possessive.
Not slow.
Not careful.

He fucked me like he meant it — like I’d been his since the moment I first glared at him across the lawn.
Like every thick, punishing thrust was his way of branding me from the inside out.

“You wanted this. Now take it.”

His voice was low, gravel dragging through lust, hips driving forward with brutal purpose.
His hands gripped my thighs, forcing them wide apart, thumbs pressing into the soft skin near my hips, holding me open like I was his to use.

Each thrust hit deep and true, pelvis slapping into the tops of my thighs with unrelenting rhythm — heavy, hot, intimate.

I could feel every inch of him.
Every ridge. Every flex.
He filled me completely — the kind of fullness that left no space for anything but him.

My fingers clawed at the sheets. My eyes fluttered shut. My lips parted in helpless, aching sounds I couldn’t control.

And then his mouth found my throat.
Hot. Wet. Demanding.

He kissed and bit his way down the side of my neck, sucking hard enough to leave proof, his tongue dragging across sweat-slick skin.

“This what you’ve been needing, sweetheart?” he growled against my jaw.
“This what you think about when he’s gone?”

I tried to answer — I did.
But my mouth barely worked.
The stretch. The rhythm. The way he filled me again and again without letting up… it stole the words before they came.
All I could manage was a sound — needy, overwhelmed, ruined.

And he loved it.
I could hear it in his breath.
Feel it in the snap of his hips, the way he leaned in tighter, like he couldn’t get deep enough.

“Fucking knew it,” he snarled, lips brushing my ear.
“Knew you’d take it like this. Knew your cunt needed this.”

His hand slid under my ass, lifting my hips higher — angling me just where he wanted.
I gasped as he pushed deeper, thick and unrelenting, the stretch sending heat through my core.

Then he did it —
Hooked my legs over his shoulders.
The change was instant.
Deeper. Tighter. Obscene. Wicked.

My knees nearly touched my chest as he folded me open, body pressing down, cock sliding in slow — deliberate, possessive.
I clutched the sheets, back arched, completely exposed.
It wasn’t soft. It wasn’t familiar. It was filthy, and it was perfect.

Each thrust hit harder now, angled just right to make me gasp — my breasts bouncing with every grind of his hips.
The wet, hungry sound of him sliding into me filled the room.


I could feel everything.
Every grind, every stretch, every inch he gave me.
Deeper than David ever reached.
And still —
I wanted more.

My hands gripped his arms — solid, flexing under my touch — desperate for something to hold as he kept going, relentless.

No one had ever fucked me like this.
Not David. Not anyone.
And Jax knew it —
knew by how I moaned for him, how I clung like a needy little slut, how my pussy squeezed his cock like it was made to keep him in.
Like my body had already betrayed me — chosen him, craved him, begged for him.

There’s fucking. There’s sex. There’s making love.
And then there’s this.

The kind of raw, filthy fucking that leaves you soaked, shaking, and starving for more.
The kind where his cock takes over — your body, your thoughts, your need. 

Makes you forget everything before this.

The kind of fucking that ruins you for anyone else.

Where you’re not a wife, not a woman, just a wet hole made to take him.

Where you stop thinking and just feel.
Where your mind blanks, your body obeys, and you forget who the hell you were before he split you open.

My thoughts? Gone.
My pride? Fucked out of me.
I wanted this. Needed it — filthy, relentless degrading.
And he gave it to me like he knew I’d beg for more.

This is about being used. About being wrecked.
And loving every second.

Any woman who’s had it knows —
it doesn’t just make you come.
It brands you. It rewires you.

His hips slammed against mine in a sharp, punishing rhythm — deep, deliberate, unrelenting.

It was in the way he watched my face — eyes locked on mine, jaw clenched, sweat dripping from his neck as he drove into me, rough and focused.

Each thrust pulled a loud gasp from my lips, followed by long, incoherent moans I’d be mortified to hear out loud if someone would play it back to me — the kind that didn’t sound like me.
But I couldn’t stop.
I couldn’t even pretend.
He was fucking me too well to fake anything.
Like he was waiting to see the exact moment I shattered.
And I did.
Right then.

Because whatever this was — raw, filthy, consuming —
God, I couldn’t get enough.

I choked out a cry, stars bursting behind my eyes, my body overwhelmed by the sheer intensity of every thrust.

This angle had me pinned — exposed, helpless beneath him, legs trapped on his shoulders as he fucked me like it was the only thing keeping him alive.

“Say it,” he growled, his voice thick with heat and control.
“Tell me you wanted this.”

I shook my head — stubborn, breathless, drowning in pleasure.
But my body betrayed me, hips rising to meet his, clenching around him like I never wanted him to stop.

“Liar,” he snarled.

And then he slammed into me — hard.
The headboard cracked against the wall with the force.
His thrusts turned relentless — sharp, rhythmic, like a piledriver in overdrive, each one hitting deep and fast, drilling into me with punishing precision.

His eyes locked on mine — unblinking, almost eerie — like he could see my eyeballs shifting in their sockets, like he was watching the pleasure take hold of me in real time.
A strange shiver jolted through me — sharp and sudden — followed by that unmistakable ache, that pee-like pressure blooming low in my belly, turning electric in my cunt, spreading in hot, urgent waves.
Pre-orgasmic. Overstimulated. Right on the edge of losing it.

He slowed — just a little — hips rolling deeper, dragging out each thrust like he was carving the shape of himself inside me.

Long, thick strokes that scraped against every nerve ending, filling me to the brim, forcing me to feel every inch.
My legs trembled on his shoulders, body taut, breath hitching with every deliberate drive of his hips.
It was too much — too good — and I felt this exquisite feeling deep in my cunt.

That’s when it hit.
My orgasm detonated through me, blinding and hot.
I screamed — didn’t even try to muffle it — as my pussy clenched around him, spasming in hard, desperate waves.
It felt endless - — like my body forgot how to stop.

And still, he didn’t stop.

He fucked me through it — hips snapping into mine with punishing rhythm, refusing to let me go.
Every thrust overrode the pulsing aftershocks still rippling through me, driving deeper, harder, like he was determined to outpace my body’s recovery.

I was still trembling, still unraveling — but he didn’t slow.

He held me there, wide open and twitching, and just kept going — dragging me toward something sharper, wetter, building fast in the wake of the last.  It felt like momentum — gushing forward again before I could even catch my breath.

He was testing every ounce of perseverance in my pussy, drilling most of his lust inside me through powerful strokes.  I felt that sensation hit me like a bullet train.

I cried out again, equally intense this time — a broken whimper as another wave of pleasure rippled through me.

Not as loud. Not as sharp.
But just as raw.

I trembled beneath him — legs limp over his shoulders, body slack with aftershock.
And still he moved.
Still he took.
Like he wasn’t done.
Like he wouldn’t be until I gave him everything.

I was trembling, wrecked, barely able to breathe — but Jax wasn’t done.
He didn’t slow.
Didn’t ask.
Just grabbed my hips and flipped me — face down, ass up, my cheek mashed into the sheets as he yanked me back into position.

“Thought I was finished with you?” he growled, one hand wrapping around the back of my neck, pinning me down.
His cock slid through my soaked folds again, teasing, threatening, soaking in how ready I still was.
“Not even close.”

I whimpered — high, needy, wrecked — a sound I didn’t even recognize.
And then I felt him pause.
He gripped my ass with both hands, spreading me, staring like he owned it.
“Fuck,” he breathed. “You’ve got a whore’s ass.”
He gave one cheek a sharp slap — then leaned down, bit into the curve just enough to make me flinch and moan. A love bite, rough and claiming.

Behind me, I heard the slick sound of him stroking his cock — slow, steady, savoring the view.
“Gets me so fucking hard just looking at it,” he muttered, voice thick with lust.
“You don’t even know what that ass does to me.”

And then he grabbed my hips like handles and slammed into me — one brutal, claiming thrust that knocked the breath out of me, burying himself to the hilt.
I screamed into the mattress, body jerking from the sheer force of it.

He didn’t give me a second to adjust — just started fucking me hard from behind, using that grip on my hips to pull me back onto him, over and over, taking me like he was owed it.

He fucked me hard — deep and punishing, his hands gripping my waist like he owned it, like he was molding me into the shape of what he needed. I was gone. Boneless. Just a mess of sensation and need.

“Look at you,” he growled, thrusting into me with relentless force, one hand locked tight on my hip, the other sliding up to grab my swinging breast.


He squeezed hard — no grace, no care — just raw, filthy pressure, true to his truck driver skills , laying into a horn with the full weight of his palm.
Crude. Loud. Unmistakable.
And fuck, it turned me on.

The rhythm of his cock slamming into me was deep and unforgiving, his strokes punching pleasure through me, making my whole body jolt with every impact.

He was hitting that spot again and again, stretching me wide around him, filling me so perfectly it felt like I was made for this — for him.

“Fuck…” he groaned, hips still driving hard.
“This pussy… amazing. So tight, so fucking greedy — like it doesn’t want to let go.”

He gave my tit another squeeze, rougher this time, thumb flicking over my nipple, and grinned when I whimpered — high, breathless, wrecked.

“You love this, don’t you?” he muttered, voice thick with lust.
“Getting fucked this deep. Handled like this. Being made to take it.”

His hand slid from my breast to my belly, pressing down — just enough to make me feel how deep he was.

“Every time I fuck you like this,” he groaned, “I swear I’m ruining this pussy. Stretching it open. Making it mine.”

“Don’t you lie, bitch. Your cunt has never experienced something like this.”

“F-fuck, Jax…” I moaned, clenching and soaked, my voice raspy.

“Oh fucking love this... Jax—fuck—Jax!”

I pushed my hips back hard, at him chasing every brutal thrust, my ass smacking against his groin , needy and wild.

“God, stretch me open... make me loose for you—fuck me dumb.”

His hand slapped my ass, fingers digging in, and his voice dropped low — mean.

“Ah, love it” he taunted. “Your husband doesn’t talk dirty to you?”

“N-no,” I gasped, breath catching on a moan. “He doesn’t.”

He chuckled darkly.
“Yeah, love the slut that you are”


“Oh yes…” I cried, voice breaking, eyes rolling back. “That thick cock feels so good,””

“You are made for big cocks.”

“Oh yes, F-fuck, Jax…” I moaned, clenching around him.
“Keep saying that shit. Talk dirty to me — fuck, it makes me wetter.”
My voice broke around the words, sloppy and soaked in heat.
“God, I need you to wreck me.”

I pushed back onto him, greedy for more.
“Stretch my pussy, oh fuck oh yes yes .”
I choked on a gasp. “Use me. Fucking use me with that big cock.”

My fingers clawed the sheets. My thighs shook.
And when he reached around — found my clit with those rough, perfect fingers — I shattered.

Again.

Harder than before.

It raced out of me like a scream, surprising me with an achievement I didn’t know I was capable of, my body locking up as another orgasm ripped through me — a flood of heat and light and oh my fucking god.

Not from being used like this — pinned down, filled up, owned.

And Jax felt it.
Felt me pulsing around him, legs twitching, body broken open just for him.

“Goddamn,” he growled, slowing just enough to drag it out. “You fucking came again. Didn’t you, slut?” I would have slapped him if I would hear him using such dirty words at me but now these words were music to my cunt.

I couldn’t speak. I I simply nodded — face buried in the sheets, still trembling, still dripping.

Jax leaned down over me, his chest brushing my back, breath hot against my ear.

“You make the prettiest sounds when you're getting fucked,” he murmured, low and smug.
Then, in the filthiest, most casual voice—
“You are gorgeous anyway, but look mesmerizing when you have an orgasm. I should tell your husband this.”

I smiled and let him kiss me lovingly on my cheek.  He pinched and rolled my sensitive erect nipple in his fingers and said, “Nice to know you Mrs. Briggs.   Next time you argue with me, be braless”

Even wrecked, I let out a soft, satisfied purr — the only sound I could manage — and reached up to run my fingers through his hair, slow and lazy.
He leaned into the touch like he needed it, like everything in him had unraveled and only now was settling again.

We stayed like that for a while.
No words. No movement. Just the sound of our breathing and the thud of our hearts finding their rhythm again.
His weight on me felt grounding, not heavy. Like a shield. Like the last piece that made everything inside me go still.
My legs twitched occasionally from the aftershocks, and every now and then, I felt his cock still twitching inside me — still hard and reluctant.  This man had endurance that would coax the wetness of any woman.

He didn’t rush.
Neither did I.
We just lay there, tangled and slick and spent, processing ourselves in the quiet glow of what we’d just done — what we’d let each other do.

He sucked at my ears softly, then suddenly pulled out, hands gripping my waist as he flipped me onto my back in one rough, effortless motion.
“Need to see that face when I ruin you again.”

He pushed my thighs open, wide, wide, his eyes locked on my soaked pussy like he was starving for it.
Then he was on me — over me — the full weight of him pressing me into the bed as he lined up and slammed back in with one hard thrust.

I screamed, legs wrapping around his waist out of instinct, hips rising to meet his.
The stretch hit differently from this angle — deep, overwhelming, hitting every inch inside me like he’d mapped it.

His mouth was on my neck, biting, licking, groaning.
“You’re so fucking perfect like this,” he growled.
“Face flushed, tits bouncing, this cunt wrecked and dripping for me.”

He started fucking me again — man on top now, fully in control — hips snapping against mine with sharp, brutal rhythm.
The bed shook. The headboard slammed.
And Jax? He was losing it. His force bore a meditative trance-like look like he was chasing his own pleasure, using my pussy as an anchor.

Jaw clenched. Brow furrowed. Muscles pulled tight like he was hanging on by a thread.
Each thrust rougher than the last, uneven now, ragged and fast, like he was chasing the edge and dragging me with him. I reflexively scissored my legs around his lower back and grabbed his muscular ass, relishing the texture of his butt while soaking in his thrusts.

I felt it building again — pressure, heat, that dizzying sense of falling apart all over again.

Each thrust rougher than the last, uneven now, ragged and fast, like he was chasing the edge and dragging me with him. I could feel his irregular breath against my neck as he kept fucking me so deep and hard that he pushed me over with his strokes. 
.

“You gonna come for me again?” he rasped, voice cracked, teeth grazing my ear.
“Fuck, I wanna feel you lose it.”

My nails clawed at his back, hips lifting, meeting every thrust.
The pressure coiled deep, fast — tighter than before — that heat behind my clit sparking out in pulses.

“Jax—fuck—don’t stop,” I gasped.
“Right there, right fucking—oh god—”

It hit like a surge, white-hot and rushing, like my body snapped around him all over again.
And still, he kept going — fucking me through it, holding me down, looking at me and then at the wall beyond, as if trying to fight some primal urge building inside him.

I felt the shift in him.
The way his breath stuttered.
The way his grip on my hips tightened like he was holding on for dear life. I clenched his butt cheeks never letting him go.

“Fuuuck—” he groaned, deep and guttural, voice breaking as his cock throbbed inside me.

And then he froze, buried to the hilt, every muscle locked tight.

His head dropped to my shoulder, breath hot and ragged against my skin, and through gritted teeth he growled,
“Aaaghhh—fuck, take it—take all of it.”

His body shuddered.
Not just his hips — everything. Like he'd been overtaken. Claimed by something deeper than lust.

I felt him spill inside me — thick, hot, pulsing release flooding me with every twitch of his cock.
It was filthy. Raw. Real.

And the sound he made — half a snarl, half a helpless moan — didn’t match the cocky, smug bastard who'd been wrecking me minutes earlier.

It was… human. It was animalistic.

“Ah—fuck,” he growled, hips locked, cock throbbing as he came so deep it felt endless.
His jaw clenched, breath hitched — and when I looked back, I swear to God, his face had changed.

Possessed.
Half-lidded. Mouth slack. Gorgeous. Ruined.

He looked like a man in love with the way I wrapped around him.
Like he was plugged to my pussy, tethered by something he didn’t want to let go of.
Like he’d forgotten who he was — and all that mattered was staying inside me just a second longer.

I didn’t even realize it at first.
Not until I felt the wet heat between my thighs again.

He’d pulled out.

And dropped to his knees.

And he was already eating me out.

At first, I thought I was imagining it. The soft flick of his tongue… the way his hands gripped my thighs again, thumbs spreading me open like a gift he wasn’t done unwrapping.

But then I felt it — really felt it.

His mouth on me, hungry, licking up the mess he'd left inside me. Tongue dragging through slick, spent folds like he was starving — like he was trying to erase the line between his come and mine.

And he didn’t speak.

He just groaned into me. Low. Needy. Addicted.

I glanced back again — and what I saw wrecked me.

He wasn’t cocky anymore. 

He looked… Vulnerable. Open. Destroyed.

Like a man who’d found his favorite dish and couldn’t stop tasting it.

His eyes fluttered shut, jaw working as he sucked my clit into his mouth, his own release dripping from the corners of his lips like he didn’t even care — or maybe he liked it. Maybe this was how he owned me. Over and over again.

I came before I could even stop it — a deep, full-body orgasm that curled my toes and made my spine bow like a string pulled tight.

I cried out — wrecked, raw, breathless — and his grip tightened, tongue working faster, dragging out every last tremor like he couldn’t let me go.

And when I collapsed forward, shaking and soaked and boneless, he kissed my thigh like a thank you.

Then whispered — voice hoarse, shaky, and so soft I almost didn’t hear it:

“You ruined me.”

His breathing slowed first.
Still inside me. Still warm. Still twitching now and then — like his cock didn’t want to let me go either.

I stayed there, letting him rest, my body limp, wrecked in the most satisfying way I’d ever known.

One hand rested on his chest.
The other reached up to gently brush his hair off his forehead. It was damp with sweat. Soft.
His face, so smug and sharp just hours ago, looked peaceful now — lips parted, brow smooth.

His cock eventually slipped free with a soft, wet ploop, and I felt it — the slow leak of his come trailing down my thighs, sticky and warm.
My pussy ached, still fluttering, still swollen from how many times he’d pulled orgasms out of me like confessions.

I’d hated him. I knew I had.
But now… God, I couldn’t imagine hating how he made me feel.

I didn’t even know I was capable of coming like that.
That many times. That hard. That loud.
No man had ever made me feel like this — like my body wasn’t mine anymore. Like it had been waiting for him all along.

Now I understood why girls hung around him.
Why they didn’t care that he didn’t call.
Because his cock didn’t need to say a word. It spoke for him — loud, thick, and unforgettable.
And what woman would say no to the kind of man who could tear her apart and put her back together in the same night?

I kissed him — just once — slow, deep, and full of the kind of gratitude I didn’t have words for.
He stirred a little, wrapped his arm around me, and sighed into my neck like he knew I wasn’t going anywhere.

I thought about slipping out.
Going home.
But I was tired. And warm. And still dripping.

So, I stayed.

I woke to streaks of sunlight slicing through the blinds, catching on rumpled sheets still damp in places, stiff and crusty in others — the faint musk of sweat, sex, and dried cum clinging to the air.

My thighs ached. My pussy throbbed.
Everything felt used — in the best, most delicious way.

I got up quietly, padded into his bathroom like I lived there.
Sat down and took a good, slow shit — my body still open, loose, dripping just a little every time I shifted.
My thighs stuck when I moved.
My pussy felt swollen, sore in the best way, the air still thick with the smell of sex and spit and come.
No shame. Just relief. Just satisfaction.

I leaned forward, elbows on my knees, hair falling around my face as I sat there — letting it all settle.
The ache. The stretch. The slow, sticky slide of his come still making its way out of me.

My phone was still at home.
No buzzing. No excuses. No husband.

And for a minute, I didn’t care.
Didn’t want anything but this quiet, filthy stillness — like my body was still holding onto him, even after he pulled out.

I felt soft. Fucked full.
And for once… completely, shamelessly satisfied.

Then I showered — slow, indulgent.
Let the water run hot over my sore muscles, rinsing off sweat, dried come, and whatever guilt might’ve been trying to cling to me.

And for a moment, I just stood there — hands braced on the tile, head bowed, heart thudding against steam and silence.

What the fuck did I just do?

The thought wasn’t loud. It didn’t come with regret or panic. Just a strange, quiet awareness — like watching the wreckage after a perfect storm.

I thought about David. About the weight of his wedding ring. About how he hadn’t touched me in weeks.
Then I thought about Jax — the heat in his voice, the stretch of him inside me, the way he kissed me like he liked the taste of what he did to me.

And just like that… the flicker passed.

Not forgiven. Not forgotten.
Just washed away.

What remained was warmth. Ache. Satisfaction.
Only the echo of his hands on my hips and the taste of him still lingering in the back of my throat.

When I stepped out, towel wrapped loosely around me, he was there — leaning against the doorframe, eyes still heavy with sleep, hair messy, morning stubble shadowing his jaw.

And his cock…
Already half hard.

He didn’t say a word.
Just stepped closer, his hands finding my waist like magnets, the thick heat of him pressing against my ass like his body missed mine while he slept.

I dropped to my knees without thinking.
Pulled the towel open and let it fall.

Took him into my mouth — warm, heavy, still tasting faintly like me.
I sucked him slow, tongue lazy and slick, lips tight around him as I brought him fully to life, inch by inch.
He groaned — soft and guttural — one hand sliding into my damp hair, not guiding… just holding.
Letting me love his cock the way I wanted to.

When I pulled off, spit glistened from tip to base — thick and wet and messy, dripping onto my chest.

He reached for me without hesitation.

Bent me over the sink — towel bunched at my waist, mirror fogging slightly from the shower still warm in the air.

Still no words.
Just the sound of his breath. The soft drag of his cock between my folds. The gentle pressure of his hand on my lower back.

And then — he slid in.
Deep.
Slow.
Certain.

His hips rolled in a sleepy rhythm — no rush, no performance, just pure possession.
Like his cock knew exactly where it belonged and wasn’t in any hurry to leave.

My hands gripped the edge of the sink.
Head bowed. Eyes fluttered shut as I felt myself stretch around him again — already sore, already wet.

“Fucking hell,” he whispered against the back of my neck. “Is your cunt always this wet?”

I couldn’t reply, just moaned — soft, with a crackling voice — pushing back into him as he thrust deeper, filling me like it was routine now.

Like I was his first stop in the morning.

He came inside me again, slower this time.
No grunt. No growl.
Just a shaky exhale and the warmth of him spreading deep, like he was settling into home.

When he pulled out, it was quiet.

No goodbye.
No question.
Just a kiss between my shoulder blades and the whisper of a smile in the mirror as he left me dripping, bent over the sink, still panting.

When I walked back into my house, my hair still damp and my thighs still sore, I felt something I hadn’t in months:

Satisfied. 
Utterly, deliciously satisfied.
Not the kind that fades after a shower or a forced orgasm.
This was something deeper — something heavy and warm, settled between my legs and behind my ribs.

I dropped my keys on the counter, glanced at the time, and realized I still had the whole day ahead of me.
So I grabbed a hoodie, slipped into sandals, and drove to the nearest pharmacy.

Didn’t hesitate.
Didn’t feel anything, really.

Just stopped by the counter, asked for Plan B, and waited while the woman behind the register rang it up with practiced indifference.
She didn’t look at me funny.
Didn’t have to.

I looked like any other woman doing what needed to be done after letting herself get ruined by someone who wasn't her husband.

I took it in the car with a bottle of water from my cupholder, swallowed, then sat there for a minute.
Let the silence stretch.

I wasn’t panicking.
I wasn’t even thinking.

Just… feeling.
The slow throb between my legs. The faint sting when I shifted in my seat.
His come still leaking into my panties.



David came home that evening.
He smiled more than usual — kissed my cheek like he hadn’t in weeks and asked if I wanted to order in.
I said yes.
Didn’t complain about the garbage.
Or the late meetings.
Or the fact that he hadn’t touched me in what felt like forever.

He seemed… relieved.
Almost lighter.
Like the tension between us had finally broken without a word.

I even caught myself humming as I stood barefoot in the kitchen, sipping wine.
Just something soft, something meaningless — but it sat warm in my chest.
Like my body had finally exhaled.



We made love that night.

His words.
Not mine.

It started soft — the way it always did.
A few familiar kisses. Hands on autopilot. A slow slide under the sheets like muscle memory.

I climbed on top.
Straddled him. Took control.

Sank on him. Fuck, it felt so good to be home... comfortable, not chaotic.

David was quiet. Careful. The kind of thrust that asked, not took.
Not like Jax.
Jax didn’t ask for permission. He just filled me — hard, deep, loud — and made me forget where I started.

But now, as David moved inside me, slow and tentative, I couldn't help but wonder... could he tell?
Could he feel how easily I opened for him?
How loose I was?
How my pussy didn’t grip him the way it used to — how it gave too quickly, too easily?

I clenched without thinking.
Trying to fake the tightness.
Trying to pretend nothing had changed.
But I could feel it.
The difference.
The soft give. The quiet stretch still echoing inside me.

Did he feel it too?
Did he notice?

David looked up at me — a little surprised, maybe even a little lost — as I rolled my hips, slow and deep, keeping my eyes on his...

I didn’t let him guide me.
Didn’t wait for permission.

I touched myself — right in front of him — fingers circling my clit, wet and shameless.
His hands gripped my thighs, holding on as I fucked him exactly how I wanted.

I moaned.
Loud.
Raw.
Let it out like I’d been waiting for it all day — like I hadn’t already come twice in another man’s mouth just hours before.

I came first.
Tight and fast.
Let my head fall back and my body tremble around him.

He watched me like he couldn’t believe it — like I was the one surprising him.
And when I leaned forward, kissed his neck, and kept riding, he came too — soft groan, hands trembling, like he didn’t want to break the moment.



Afterward, he held me.
Whispered that I felt amazing.
That he’d missed this.
That I seemed… happier lately.

I let him say it.
Stroked his chest. Smiled.

But all I could think about was the way I still felt just a little open.
A little too wet.
How my body still ached from the way Jax had bent me over his sink that morning and filled me until I could barely walk.

I came home sore, stretched, satisfied.

And now here I was — smiling, warm, and quiet.
David thought it was because of him.

He didn’t know I was finally relaxed because someone else had fucked me properly.



The next morning, Jax was outside again.
Mowing the lawn. Shirtless. Smirking.
Same as always — cocky, loud, too much.

But I didn’t glare from behind the curtain like I used to.

I watched.

Let myself stare. Let myself remember the weight of him.
The way he pinned me down.
The way he kissed me after he filled me — like he liked the taste of what he did to me.

Because the woman who once refused to even say his name…

Had now been fucked open, filled raw, put to sleep with his cock still inside her, and woke up feeling more like herself than she had in years.

And for the first time in a long time…

I had nothing to complain about.
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