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“Where Women Break Vow for Wow”


Introduction: Vows, Wows, and Everything Wet in Between

You came back.

You devoured Volume 1—every moan, every confession, every raw detail dripping from the lips of wives who couldn’t help but stray. And now, you want more.

Welcome to Volume 2 of Cheating Wife Confessions.

This isn’t fiction. These aren’t fairy tales. These are filthy, real-feeling stories of women who got bored, ignored, denied, or just plain hungry. Some of them didn’t mean to cheat. Others planned every slippery second of it. But all of them—every single one—chose the thrill over the rule.

Because let’s be honest:
When the moment comes—when the right hand grazes the wrong thigh, when the breath is warm and just a little too close, when the look lingers a second too long—biology takes over.

It’s not always logical.

It is Biological.

It’s not always moral.
But it’s always wet.

These women broke their vows... for the wow.

Some got seduced by strangers. Others opened up to coworkers, neighbors, friends of friends. Some were aching for it. Some were nervous but dripping. And some were just... done waiting for their husband to notice the new lace, the new hunger, the new fire burning behind their eyes.

These stories are told the way they felt:
With legs trembling.
With breath caught in throats.
With skin flushed and beds still warm.

You’ll hear their voices—wives who knelt, climbed, begged, spread, and came. Women who whispered "just once"... and then begged for "just once more."

Some of them were watched.
Some did the watching.
Some told their husbands after.
Most didn’t.

But what they all have in common?

They said yes to the kind of touch that leaves bruises.
Yes to the kind of kiss that tastes like guilt and makes the panties disappear.
Yes to what their bodies wanted—rules, rings, and reputations be damned.

So go ahead.

Slide under the covers.
Lock the door.
Make sure no one’s watching...

And start reading what real wives do when they stop playing nice—and start playing wet.

Confession #1: “The Pool Guy”

San Francisco, CA

I was folding towels when I first saw him.
Late July, heat pressing against the glass of our backyard doors like a lustful stranger. The pool shimmered outside, turquoise and blinding under the midday sun. Inside, the air was cooler, still scented faintly with lavender fabric softener and the creamy sweetness of coconut oil I’d applied after my shower.

He was bent over the pool pump, wrench in hand, shirtless. I saw the way the sun caught the sheen of sweat at the base of his spine. Muscles moved under his skin like ropes pulled tight beneath silk. I stood frozen, one towel still clutched against my chest, watching him with the quiet, secret hunger of a woman who hadn’t been properly touched in years.

My husband, Mark, worked in finance. Long hours, late dinners, tired sex—if any at all. He was kind. Polite. Predictable. But my body had begun to hum lately, like something waking up after a long winter.

The pool guy—his name was Shane—stood up and glanced toward the house, catching me watching. I didn’t move. Neither did he. There was a pause, a heartbeat between us—hot, loaded. Then he smirked. Not a boyish grin. A man’s smirk. The kind that said: I saw you. I liked it.

I closed the blinds.



The next time he came, I was ready.
White linen dress, loose and thin—nothing underneath. The hem skimmed the top of my thighs when I moved. I brought him lemonade. Pretended it was just a gesture of hospitality.

His fingers brushed mine when he took the glass. Big hands. Warm. Callused. I imagined them gripping my waist. Holding me down.

"You always watch from the window," he said, no trace of apology.

"You’re hard not to watch," I replied, voice low, playful.

His eyes slid over me, pausing at the swell of my breasts under the linen, the bare outline of my nipples in the sunlight. He didn’t pretend not to look.

“You married?” he asked, his voice rough, intimate.

“Yes.”

There was no shame in my answer. Just breathlessness.

He took a long sip of lemonade, eyes never leaving mine.

“I won’t tell if you don’t.”



I didn’t plan for it to happen that day.
But I wore red silk underwear under a bathrobe, just in case.

He finished the pool early. Came to the patio door to say goodbye. I opened the door and let the robe fall open just enough for the red to show. He saw it. His jaw flexed.

"You're playing with fire, Mrs. Morgan."

I stepped closer. My breath hitched when I felt the heat of him, the tension in the air like a summer storm ready to break.

"I don’t want to play anymore," I whispered.

He pushed inside, kicked the door closed.

And then everything burned.



His hands were everywhere—gripping my thighs, sliding under the silk. He lifted me like I weighed nothing, setting me down hard on the kitchen island. The granite was cold against the backs of my thighs, but his mouth was hot, desperate. He kissed me like he was claiming something—tongue deep, rough, wet—and I moaned into him, my hips grinding against his jeans.

He yanked the robe open, hands sliding under the silk panties. I gasped as he tore them down and threw them aside. Then he was kneeling, pushing my knees wide apart, burying his face between my thighs.

His tongue was velvet and fire. He licked slow at first—long strokes up my slit, circling my clit with maddening precision. I writhed under him, clutching the edge of the island, breathless and whimpering.

“God, yes... Shane…”

I wasn’t thinking of my husband anymore. I wasn’t thinking of anything but the way this man was devouring me, licking me like he was starving.

When he stood up, his mouth glistened. His cock—thick, dark, heavy—was already out, the head slick with pre-cum. My mouth watered. But he didn’t let me touch it. Not yet.

He spun me around, bent me over the island. My nipples pressed against the cold stone as he slid the tip of his cock along my dripping slit.

“Beg,” he said.

I shuddered.

“Please… fuck me.”

He thrust in deep—one hard, brutal stroke—and I screamed. My body split open around him, stretched and filled and alive.

He fucked me like he wanted to ruin me. Like he knew I hadn’t been fucked right in years.

My cheek was pressed to the counter, hips held tight in his grip, his cock pounding into me with animal force. The slap of skin echoed in the kitchen, filthy and perfect. I came once, then again—shaking, panting, gasping for air as he kept going, relentless.

When he finally pulled out and came on my back, thick ropes of hot cum painting my skin, I felt something inside me break.

Or maybe awaken.

He leaned down, his breath warm against my ear.

“I’ll be back next week.”

I didn’t say anything.
I just smiled.


Confession #2: “The Contractor”

Melissa D., Raleigh, North Carolina

I never intended to cheat.
That’s what good wives always say, right?

But some things don’t happen with intent. They happen with need.

It started with a crack.
The foundation beneath our bedroom window had split, thanks to years of settling. Mark—my husband—put it off for months. Finally, he gave in and called a local contractor.

That’s how Travis Holt came into my life.

He wasn’t what I expected.
No beer belly. No paint-stained overalls.
He was tall, lean, with a thick beard and arms that looked carved from red clay. Faded jeans clung low on his hips. His shirt—gray, tight—stretched over a chest that looked like it could break a door down. His voice? Deep and slow, like molasses sliding off warm biscuits.

I shook his hand on the porch the first morning he arrived. His grip was firm, and when our palms touched, something hot crackled in my blood. He held my gaze just a second too long, and I felt it: that primal click.

The kind that didn’t belong to polite, married women.



For the next few days, Travis worked outside while I lingered indoors, watching him from the bedroom window he was fixing. I told myself it was harmless. That I was just bored. Mark had been away on another business trip, sending cold texts, not noticing how long it had been since he’d actually kissed me.

Travis would look up sometimes. Catch me watching.
One day, he smirked.
And then winked.

Something fluttered low in my belly.

The following morning, I wore the yellow sundress.
Thin cotton. No bra.

It clung to my skin in the humidity, and when I brought him a glass of sweet tea, he didn’t even try to hide the way his eyes moved over me. From collarbone to cleavage to the soft shape of my thighs.

“You always treat your contractors this good?” he asked.

I smiled. “Only the ones who show up on time.”

He stepped closer. Close enough to smell the cedar and sweat on his neck.

“Careful, darlin’. Keep looking at me like that, I’ll think you want more than a repair job.”

I didn’t answer.
I just held his gaze—and walked away, hips swaying.



By the third day, the tension between us was sharp as a knife’s edge.
I didn’t need to say a word.
He knew.

That afternoon, the sky cracked open with a storm. Rain came hard, pounding the windows. Travis came to the door, soaked, hair slicked back, shirt plastered to his body like a second skin.

“Mind if I dry off a bit?” he asked, his voice lower than usual.

I stepped aside. My breath hitched as he passed me, dripping, hot, electric.
The door closed behind him. The storm outside roared.

Inside, it was silent. Charged.

I reached for a towel.
He took it. Dried his arms. Then tossed it aside.

“You gonna keep pretending you don’t want this?”

Before I could answer, he stepped forward, and kissed me—rough, hungry, claiming. His mouth crashed against mine with heat that hadn’t touched my body in years. His hands slid around my waist, fingers digging in, pulling me against his soaked chest.

I moaned as he lifted me, carried me across the living room like I weighed nothing, and dropped me onto the couch.

The sundress rode up.
His hands slid underneath. Skin met skin. My thighs parted instinctively, and when his fingers brushed my soaked panties, he paused—just long enough to whisper:

“Fucking drenched.”

Then he ripped them down, dropped to his knees, and buried his face between my legs.



His tongue was pure sin.
He licked me with filthy confidence—broad, greedy strokes up my slit, sucking my clit hard between his lips. I writhed, gasping, my fingers tangled in his soaked hair as he devoured me.

He didn’t stop when I came.
Didn’t stop when I cried out his name.
Just kept licking, licking—until I was shaking, thighs trembling, mouth open and breathless.

Then he stood, unzipped his jeans, and pulled out the thickest cock I’d ever seen. Long, veined, heavy. My breath caught.

“You want it rough?” he growled.
I nodded.

“I’m gonna fuck you like you haven’t been touched in years.”

He bent me over the arm of the couch. My cheek pressed into the fabric as he slammed into me—hard, deep, brutal. I cried out as his cock filled me, splitting me wide open.

He grabbed my hips, pounding into me with a savage rhythm, the sound of skin slapping echoing through the room. I reached back to touch him, and he caught my wrist, pinning it behind my back with one hand, the other still gripping my waist.

His cock pistoned inside me—thick, hot, merciless.

“You love it,” he hissed in my ear.

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

My orgasm ripped through me like a lightning bolt. I screamed as I came, clenching hard around his cock, body arching, vision blurred. He fucked me through it, rough and fast, until he growled, pulled out, and exploded across my ass and lower back—hot, thick ropes of cum splattering my skin.

We were both panting. Sweating. Still.

His hand stroked my ass, slow now. Possessive.

“You ever need another job done,” he said, “you call me.”

He zipped up. Walked to the door.
I lay there, cum dripping down my thighs, legs trembling.

And I smiled.


Confession #3: “The Chauffeur”

Sabrina L., Scottsdale, Arizona

The leather of the backseat was warm when I slid into it.
Arizona heat had a way of turning everything slick—skin, breath, thoughts. I’d just left a charity brunch in Paradise Valley, one of those forced social events filled with high heels, light gossip, and lukewarm prosecco. My dress was fitted navy silk, cut low in the back, hugging every curve. I wore no bra beneath it. The fabric skimmed my skin like breath.

My husband, Richard, was supposed to pick me up. But he’d texted, last-minute, to say he was stuck at the firm.

“I sent someone,” he wrote. “You’ll like him.”

The man in the driver’s seat looked back at me through the rearview mirror. Sunglasses on, dark suit, shaved head. Quiet, composed. His voice was deep, velvet and gravel.

“Mrs. Lytton?”

“Yes,” I said, trying not to show the flicker of interest in my voice. “And you are?”

“Dante.”

The name tasted like heat.
I crossed my legs slowly, watching him watch me in the mirror.



He said nothing for most of the ride. Just the low purr of the engine, the hum of air conditioning, and the soft shuffle of silk against my thighs as I adjusted in my seat.

But I could feel him watching.
Every red light. Every turn. His eyes on me. Like he was memorizing the way my dress clung to the inside of my legs. The way one strap kept sliding down my shoulder.

When I leaned forward to grab my phone from my clutch, the fabric fell loose across my chest. His eyes dropped in the mirror, just for a second.

I let him look.



Three days later, I requested him again.
Then again.
I started inventing errands. Appointments. Lunches that didn’t exist.

He never touched me. Never spoke beyond pleasantries. But every time I slid into that car, I wore something just a little more daring. White blouses without buttons fastened. Skirts that barely skimmed the tops of my thighs. Lingerie beneath—always.

The tension between us thickened like honey left in the sun.

It wasn’t just attraction. It was control.
His silence. My teasing.
A game that neither of us admitted, but both of us played.



One Thursday afternoon, I was running late.
I didn’t have time to change—just threw on a silk robe, ivory, loose. Tied with a thin sash. Underneath, I wore a sheer lace bodysuit. It was supposed to be for my husband, but… he’d been gone three nights in a row. Some conference in San Diego. At this point, I wasn’t sure if I cared.

I stepped into the back of the car, robe slipping open at the thigh.

Dante looked at me in the mirror.

“New perfume?” he asked, voice low.

“Jasmine,” I murmured. “And frustration.”

He said nothing.
But his hands tightened on the wheel.

Halfway down Camelback Road, I unfastened the sash and let the robe fall open. The lace clung to me, nipples visible through the mesh, the scalloped edges tracing the curves of my hips.

His voice broke the silence.

“Get in the front seat.”



I obeyed. Heart pounding. Breath caught.

As I settled beside him, the car still rolling forward, he reached over and ran his palm along my bare thigh. Rough skin. Slow motion. My legs parted instinctively.

“Open your mouth,” he said.

When I did, he kissed me. Deep, hungry. One hand on my throat, thumb pressing gently, the other sliding beneath the lace. His fingers found me soaked.

“You’ve been thinking about this for days, haven’t you?”

I moaned.

He pulled into a shaded lot behind an empty office complex. Shut off the engine.
Then turned to face me fully.

“You want to be used?” he asked, breath hot against my ear.

I nodded, trembling.

“Then take your robe off.”



I peeled it from my shoulders, slow.
His eyes burned into my skin. He watched every inch as the silk fell away and the lace hugged tighter—nipples hard beneath the fabric, thighs trembling as I shifted in the seat.

He reached down, unbuckled his belt.
Freed his cock—thick, dark, long.

“Ride it.”

My breath hitched.
I climbed over, straddling him in the driver’s seat, my knees digging into the leather, the lace bodysuit pushed aside as I guided him to my slick entrance.

He groaned as I sank down on him—inch by inch—his hands gripping my hips so hard I gasped. His cock stretched me, filled me in a way I hadn’t felt in months.

I moved slow at first, grinding my hips, feeling every ridge and pulse of him inside me. His mouth found my neck, teeth scraping skin, breath hot.

“You like being my little rich bitch whore?” he growled.

“Yes,” I gasped, bouncing now, my breasts spilling from the lace as he drove upward into me. “God, yes—don’t stop.”

He gripped my ass, thrusting harder, the car rocking beneath us as I rode him shamelessly. My orgasm built like a firestorm—raw, blinding. When it hit, I cried out, legs shaking, cunt pulsing around his cock.

He grabbed my hair, yanked my head back, and slammed up into me once—twice—then came with a grunt, hot cum flooding me, thick and deep.

We sat like that, breathing hard. My body twitching. His hands still on me.

I didn’t move. Didn’t fix the lace.
I just rested my head on his shoulder and whispered:

“Pick me up tomorrow.”


Confession #4: “The Guide”

Natalie F., Chicago, IL (confession from Florence, Italy)

It started with the scarf.

A thin, blood-red silk scarf I bought from a street vendor in Florence—frayed at the edges, smelling faintly of spice and aged leather. I wore it loosely around my neck, knotted once, just enough to draw the eye. It matched the lipstick I only wore on vacation, and the wine I drank too much of after dinner.

I hadn’t planned to seduce anyone.

But I hadn’t planned on Luca.

He was our private guide—booked by my husband, David, who was too busy answering work emails to notice the way Luca’s eyes lingered on me each time we stopped to admire a fresco or cup of espresso. He was older than I expected. Mid-thirties. Olive skin. Dark, wolfish eyes that never apologized for looking. His English was tinged with an accent that made my thighs tighten when he said my name.

"Natalie." Like it was something meant to be bitten.



By the third day, David was skipping the tours altogether. "Go without me," he said from the hotel bed, laptop glowing. "You like the history more than I do."

I didn’t argue.

Luca met me outside the hotel courtyard at 10 a.m. sharp. Light linen shirt. Loafers with no socks. A jaw that could make statues jealous. When I stepped out—white sundress, bare shoulders, no bra—his eyes flicked over me like heat.

He said nothing. But I saw it.
And I felt it.

A storm building behind his calm.



We spent hours wandering alleys older than America. Cobblestone underfoot. Heat clinging to skin. I was sticky with sweat, the dress damp against my lower back, thighs brushing as I walked. Luca moved close beside me. His hand occasionally at my lower back, guiding. His breath close when he pointed at a carving or inscription.

At one point, we ducked into a narrow wine shop—stone-walled and cool. He poured for us both, rich red liquid that tasted of cherries and smoke.

He leaned against the counter. Watching me sip.

“You married long?” he asked.

I hesitated.
“Seven years.”

“You seem lonely,” he said softly.

I didn’t answer.

He stepped closer. Just a few inches. Close enough to touch. His fingers reached out, slid the silk scarf slowly from my neck.

“You shouldn’t wear red,” he murmured, his voice low. “Not unless you want attention.”

I swallowed. My pulse fluttered.
I let him take the scarf.

And I didn’t ask for it back.



That night, I told David I was taking a bath. I left the hotel in silence. The scarf around my wrist this time, tied like a promise.

Luca met me at the back of the basilica—after dark, when the tourists were gone and the stone walls glowed gold under moonlight. He said nothing. Just opened the side door and took my hand.

We moved through candlelit halls, frescoes watching like silent witnesses. He led me to a quiet corner, velvet benches lined in burgundy. The air smelled of wax, incense, and old secrets.

He pressed me against a column, marble cool on my back. His hand tangled in the scarf at my wrist, pulling it tight.

“You knew this would happen,” he whispered, lips at my ear.

I nodded. Breathless.

He kissed me. Rough, hungry. His hand slid down my thigh, under the hem of my dress, fingers finding me bare and wet. He growled against my mouth when he felt it.

“No panties?” he murmured. “You are a bad girl, Natalie.”

“Yes,” I whispered. “I’m bad.”

He spun me, pressing my chest to the column. My dress rose above my hips as he knelt behind me. I gasped as his tongue slid between my folds—slow, thick strokes, licking me with unholy reverence.

His beard scraped my thighs. His hands spread me wide as he devoured me, his tongue working circles over my clit until I moaned into the candlelit air, thighs shaking.

When I came, I bit my own hand to muffle the scream.

He stood, unzipped, and pulled his cock free—thick, hard, glistening at the tip. He rubbed it between my folds, letting me feel the heat, the weight, before he pushed in.

One long, brutal thrust.

“Oh—fuck—Luca,” I gasped, the word bouncing off the ancient stone.

He held the scarf in one hand, pulling it tight, controlling my movement. His other hand gripped my hip as he fucked me—deep, steady strokes that made my breath catch with every impact.

My nails scraped the marble. My body arched, desperate. I came again as he slammed into me harder, faster, his grunts low and feral in my ear.

“I’m going to fill you,” he growled. “You’ll go back to your husband dripping with me.”

“Yes—please—yes—”

He drove in deep, then came with a low, guttural moan, spilling inside me in hot, pulsing waves.

We stayed like that for a moment. His chest pressed to my back. Sweat slick between us. His cock still inside me.

Then he kissed the back of my neck.

And tied the red scarf gently back around it.


Confession #5: “The Neighbor”

Alyssa K., Westfield, New Jersey

It started with a grilled peach.

The kind that leaves smoke on your fingers and juice dripping down your wrist. I was standing near the edge of the patio, glass of chardonnay in hand, trying not to think about how bored I was. The annual neighborhood barbecue. Same couples. Same conversations. Same frozen smiles.

And then I saw him.

Dean Callahan.
New to the block. Just moved in three houses down with no wife, no ring, and no apologies. He was tall, built like he actually used his gym membership, and carried himself like he didn’t owe anyone anything.

He was flipping steaks at the grill with one hand, beer in the other, sleeves rolled up his thick forearms, forearms that made me ache in a way I hadn’t let myself feel in years.

I was standing beside my husband, Nathan, who was deep in conversation about hedge funds with two other men in salmon-colored polos. He didn’t notice the way Dean’s eyes moved over me. The way they paused at the deep scoop of my sundress. The way his gaze darkened, just for a second, when he saw the way the thin cotton clung to the curves of my breasts.

He didn’t look away when I caught him staring.
He smiled. Slow. Knowing.
And bit into a grilled peach.

My stomach fluttered.



I wandered into the kitchen later, looking for a refill. The door was half open. He was inside alone, leaning against the counter, glass of bourbon in hand. Close. Intimate.

He didn’t say anything at first. Just watched me move. Watched the sway of my hips. The soft slide of my sundress over bare thighs.

"You always look like that," he said finally. "Or is this just for me?"

I tilted my head. My heart beat faster.

"What makes you think it’s for you?"

He stepped closer. His body heat hit me before his fingers did. He brushed a strand of hair off my shoulder, his knuckles grazing skin.

"Because your husband hasn’t looked at you once tonight. But I haven’t stopped."

My breath hitched.

I didn’t say no.



Two days later, I baked a lemon tart and walked it to his door.
He opened it shirtless, in low-slung black joggers, sweat still gleaming at the base of his throat.

We didn’t eat the tart.

He pulled me inside by the waist and pressed me to the wall, his mouth crashing into mine. He tasted like salt and heat and something darker. His hands roamed immediately—fisting in the back of my hair, tugging, dominating. I whimpered as he kissed me harder, tongues tangling, hips pressing me back.

“I’ve been thinking about that dress,” he growled against my mouth.

“I didn’t wear anything under it,” I whispered.

He groaned. “Fucking knew it.”

His hands slid up my thighs, under the hem of my wrap skirt. When he discovered I was bare again, he went feral.

“You’re a filthy little housewife, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I breathed. “So fucking filthy.”

He dropped to his knees right there, lifting my leg over his shoulder as he buried his face between my thighs. His beard scraped my skin. His tongue licked slow at first, tasting me like something expensive. Then faster—more brutal—tongue fucking, sucking, moaning against my clit like he couldn’t get enough.

I came fast, loud, clutching the wall, hips jerking as he held me in place and licked me through it. My thighs trembled. My knees buckled.

He stood, lifted me, and carried me to the kitchen counter.

His cock was thick, already dripping as he freed it from his pants. I reached for it, but he slapped my hand away, teasing me with the tip—rubbing it through my folds, smearing wetness.

“Beg for it.”

“Please—fuck me,” I gasped.

He slammed into me in one deep thrust. I cried out, head falling back, legs wide on the counter as his cock filled me, stretched me. He pounded into me, relentless, each stroke hitting deep, fast, hard.

The sounds were obscene—wet, wild. His balls slapping my ass. My nails scratching down his back. His mouth on my neck, biting, claiming.

“Whose pussy is this, huh?” he growled.

“Yours,” I moaned. “Fuck—it’s yours, Dean—”

He didn’t slow down.

He grabbed my throat as he fucked me harder, pulling out only to flip me over the counter and take me from behind, his hands spreading me wide, his cock slamming in over and over again.

I came a second time. Then a third. Shaking, begging.

When he pulled out, he yanked me down to my knees. His cock in my mouth. My lips stretched wide as he fucked my face, rough, grunting, using me.

He came with a deep growl, thick ropes coating my tongue. I swallowed all of it.

He kissed me after. Slow. Gentle.

Like we hadn’t just broken all the rules.



That night, Nathan told me how much he enjoyed the barbecue.

I just smiled, licked the corner of my mouth, and told him I was already looking forward to the next one.


Confession #6: “Her Husband”

Vanessa P., Santa Monica, CA

I was the maid of honor at their wedding.

A beach ceremony in Laguna. Sunset vows. Barefoot in the sand. I stood beside my best friend, Kendra, beaming as she said I do to a man ten years younger—Jordan. He was tanned, athletic, effortlessly charming. The kind of man who could make a woman laugh and wet at the same time. I told myself I was just protective. That I was worried she'd chosen lust over longevity.

But the truth was… I wanted him.
Even then.

I was older. Smarter. Married.
But I wasn’t blind.
And he wasn’t subtle.



Three years later, Kendra was traveling for work—Asia, for two weeks. She asked me to check on Jordan while she was gone. “He’s helpless in the kitchen,” she said with a laugh. “Maybe take him some leftovers.”

I agreed, of course. It felt innocent.
Except I knew it wasn’t.

The first night I stopped by, he opened the door shirtless, gym shorts low on his hips, a faint sheen of sweat still clinging to his collarbones. His eyes dropped instantly to the neckline of my blouse—silk, white, sheer. No bra.

He stared just long enough for me to feel the pulse between my legs.

“Come in,” he said, voice low.

I did.



The second time, he kissed me.

We were on the couch. I’d brought wine. He sat too close, legs brushing mine, his knee pressing against my thigh when I laughed at something stupid he said. The air was warm, laced with tension so sharp it made my skin ache.

“I always had a crush on you, you know,” he murmured.

I turned my head. Our mouths were inches apart.

“You married my best friend,” I whispered.

His hand slid to my jaw, thumb brushing my cheek.
“She doesn’t fuck me like you would.”

Then his lips crashed into mine—hot, demanding, unapologetic.

I should’ve stopped him. I didn’t.



The third time, I wore red.
A wrap dress. Silk again. No panties.
I brought dessert, but we never made it to the kitchen.

He pulled me in the moment I stepped inside, lips crashing into mine, hands gripping my ass through the thin fabric. I moaned into his mouth as he lifted me against the wall, pressing his cock between my legs through the silk.

“You knew what you were doing when you wore this,” he growled.

“Yes,” I panted. “I wanted you to take it off.”

He didn’t. Not at first.

He ripped the dress open at the front—buttons scattering across the floor—exposing my breasts to the cool air. His mouth found one nipple, sucking hard, his hand already between my thighs.

“So fucking wet,” he whispered, fingers sliding through my folds. “Jesus, you’re soaked.”

He lifted me higher. I wrapped my legs around his waist, arms around his neck, dress hanging open like sin.

“I’ve wanted to ruin you since the day we met,” he breathed.

“Then fucking ruin me.”

He carried me to the bedroom—her bedroom—slammed the door, and threw me down on the bed. The room smelled like lavender and sex and betrayal. It made everything worse.

And hotter.



He knelt between my legs and devoured me like he needed it to live.

His tongue slid deep, slow, then fast—flicking and sucking, hands holding me wide open as he buried his face in my cunt. I writhed against his mouth, hips lifting, moaning shamelessly. He fucked me with his tongue until I shattered, thighs trembling, screaming his name.

He didn’t stop.

He stood, stripped out of his shirt and shorts, and I saw him fully for the first time. Thick, hard, cock glistening at the tip. My mouth watered.

He slid into me slow—inch by inch—his eyes on mine the entire time.

“So tight,” he murmured. “So fucking perfect.”

Then he fucked me. Hard. Deep. Unrelenting.

The bed creaked under us. His hands gripped my thighs, spread me wider. His cock pounded into me, thick and fast, each thrust slamming into my g-spot until I was clawing the sheets, gasping, begging.

“You like being my dirty little secret?”

“Yes,” I cried. “Use me—fuck me—fill me—”

He flipped me over, took me from behind, his hand tangled in my hair, pulling me back as he slammed into me harder, faster. I came again, and again, until I was sobbing into the pillow, cunt pulsing around him.

When he pulled out and came on my lower back—thick, hot ropes across my skin—I moaned at the heat of it.

He leaned over, breathless, whispering:

“You’re mine now. She’ll never know.”



But I think she suspects.
She keeps texting.
“You two didn’t get into any trouble, right?”

I always reply the same way:
“Of course not.”

And then I smile.
Because her husband is still inside me.


Confession #7: “His Best Friend”

Clara M., Austin, TX

I never meant to look at him that way.
Not at Ethan. Not at my son’s best friend.

But something changes when your own marriage dries up and a man—no, a boy becoming a man—starts looking at you like he sees you. Really sees you.

It started over the summer. My son, Ben, was home from college. So was Ethan. He started spending most nights at our house—poolside beers, late-night games, loud laughter coming from the living room while I tried to pretend I didn’t notice the way his voice made my stomach twist.

He was twenty-one. Broad-shouldered. Golden-skinned. Always shirtless around the house. Always calling me “Mrs. M.” in that teasing way like he knew what it did to me.

And his eyes lingered.

Every time I walked by in leggings.
Every time I leaned over in a sundress.
Every time I laughed too loud at one of his dumb jokes.

It wasn’t innocent.
Not anymore.



One night, Ben went out. Some party. Ethan stayed behind—claiming he had a paper due. I brought him a glass of wine, pretending I was just being a good hostess.

He was sitting at the dining table.
Tank top. Sweaty. Legs wide.

“Thanks, Mrs. M. You look… different tonight.”

“Do I?”

His eyes dropped to the hem of my dress. Bare legs. No bra.
I watched his jaw flex.

“Yeah,” he said slowly. “You look like you don’t want me to call you that anymore.”

I didn’t say a word.
I just walked to the kitchen. Slowly. Letting my hips sway.

A moment later, I heard his chair scrape.

Then his hands were on my hips.



“You know this is wrong,” I whispered, barely able to breathe.

His lips brushed my neck.
“So stop me.”

I didn’t.

He turned me slowly, leaned me back against the cool marble of the counter, and kissed me—tentative at first, like he was waiting for rejection. But I kissed him back. Open mouth. Tongue. Need.

He groaned into me, hands sliding up under my dress. Big hands. Callused palms against the soft skin of my thighs.

“You’re not wearing panties.”

“No.”

“Fuck.”

He dropped to his knees like it was instinct. Spread my legs with both hands and buried his face between them.

I gasped, one hand in his hair, the other clutching the counter as his tongue slid between my folds. Eager. Young. Hungry. But he knew what he was doing. He licked in slow, deep strokes—sucking my clit, fucking me with his mouth, moaning like he’d dreamed about this.

I came on his face, gasping, shivering, thighs trembling.

He stood, breathless, his mouth wet.

“Your turn,” I whispered.

I slid to my knees. Pulled his cock free. Thick, hard, pulsing in my hand.

“You’ve been saving this for me, haven’t you?”

He just nodded. Eyes wide.

I sucked him slow—letting the tip rest on my tongue, swirling, then taking more. I worked him with my mouth and hand, bobbing, stroking, moaning around him. He grabbed the back of my head, hips jerking forward.

“I’m gonna—fuck—Mrs. M—”

I held him deep as he came, thick spurts filling my throat, spilling on my tongue.

He collapsed against the counter, panting.

But we weren’t done.



We went to my bedroom.

He bent me over my bed—my bed—and slid into me from behind.
Thick. Deep. Hard.

I cried out. He gripped my waist, slammed into me again. Faster now. Rougher.

“You like getting fucked by your son’s best friend?”

“Yes—God—yes!”

He pulled my hair. Fucked me deeper. I came again, clenching hard around him, and he didn’t stop. Just kept going until he grunted and emptied himself inside me, cock twitching with every pulse.

We lay there afterward, sweaty, tangled.

“You’re gonna ruin me,” I whispered.

He smirked.

“You ruined me first.”


Confession #8: “The Massage”

Elena V., Miami, FL

I checked into the Ritz under my married name.

It was a habit I hadn’t broken—even after months of separation papers gathering dust in a drawer I refused to open. My husband and I hadn’t spoken more than a dozen words that weren’t legal or logistical in weeks. The distance had calcified. The silence had become habit.

So I took a solo weekend. A kind of penance. Or maybe permission.
Room 1912. Ocean view. Champagne I didn’t drink.

And a spa appointment I didn’t remember booking.



He met me in the waiting lounge.
Kai.

Tall. Dark, sun-bronzed skin. A quiet confidence in how he moved. Like the room bent slightly to accommodate him. He wore all black: tight athletic pants, fitted tee, barefoot. His scent was clean and woodsy, cedar and sea salt.

“Elena?” he said, voice low and patient.

I nodded, already flushed.

“This way.”

I followed him through a hallway dimly lit by golden sconces, the air thick with eucalyptus and lavender. My robe clung to damp skin beneath. Nothing underneath but a black lace thong.

He opened the door to a private suite. The massage table stood at the center, flanked by soft candlelight and soft music humming low from hidden speakers.

“If you’d like to undress and lie face-down, I’ll return in a moment.”

He stepped out. I let the robe fall.
The cool air kissed my bare back.
I climbed onto the table, heart racing, barely covered by the thin white sheet.



He entered silently. I didn’t look up.

But I felt him.

His palms first—warm, broad—pressed against my back before he began to move. Slow, deep pressure. Long strokes down my spine, across my shoulders, pushing into the knots that had built up over months of neglected need.

“You hold a lot of tension,” he murmured near my ear.

“I know.”

“You don’t let go easily.”

“No,” I whispered.

His hands moved lower, sweeping along my lower back, the upper curves of my ass. The edge of the sheet lifted subtly with each stroke, but he didn’t cross it. Not yet. Not technically.

And yet every pass of his hands made my thighs clench. My nipples hardened beneath me, the oil slick on my back now warm and tingling.

He paused.

“Permission to adjust the draping?” he asked.

“Yes.”

The word came out ragged.

He folded the sheet just below my hips. My entire back and ass were now bare.

He exhaled slowly—just audible—and continued.

This time, his hands lingered longer. Kneading deeper into the flesh of my ass, thumbs spreading me open just enough to make me tremble. I felt how close he was to my wet slit, how deliberately he avoided touching it.

Until he didn’t.

His finger slid between my thighs—slicking through folds already soaked with need. I gasped. He didn’t stop.

“I can stop,” he whispered.

“Don’t.”



He leaned over me, breath hot on my neck.

“I want you to turn over.”

I did. Slowly. Exposed now—breasts rising and falling, thighs open. My lace thong soaked and clinging. He met my eyes. His were heavy with restraint.

“Kai…”

He reached out, slid one finger beneath the waistband of my thong, and peeled it down. The wet fabric stuck for a moment, then slipped away. I was completely bare beneath him.

He didn’t speak. Just stepped between my knees and undid his pants.

His cock was already hard—long, thick, veins pulsing. I reached for it instinctively, but he caught my wrist.

“No,” he said. “You’ve been touched wrong for too long. Let me fix that.”

He lowered himself over me, his cock rubbing between my lips, teasing, pressing—not inside yet. His mouth found my breast. Licked. Bit. His fingers circled my clit in slow, perfect rhythm until I was panting, hips lifting, begging.

“Please,” I gasped. “Please fuck me—”

When he pushed into me, I cried out.
He was so deep, so thick, it made my eyes blur.

He moved slow at first—luxurious strokes, his hips rocking against mine, hands holding my wrists above my head. His body was hot, solid, glistening with sweat as he fucked me with deep, deliberate power.

“You feel this?” he growled in my ear.
“Yes—God—every inch—”

He picked up speed, fucking harder, faster. The slap of skin against skin echoed in the candlelit room. I came once—shaking, mouth open, silent scream—and he didn’t stop.

He flipped me over, pulled my hips up, and took me from behind. I braced against the table, moaning as he pounded into me harder now, his cock hitting deep, over and over, until I was coming again, juice dripping down my thighs.

“I’m gonna fill you,” he said through gritted teeth.

“Do it. Inside me. Please.”

He growled, buried himself deep, and came—thick, hot spurts flooding my pussy, pulse after pulse, making me whimper from the sheer fullness of it.

He stayed inside me. Hands stroking my sides.

I closed my eyes, letting myself feel it all.

For once—I didn’t hold back.


Confession #9: “The Hotel Bar”

Danica R., New York City, NY

I told myself I was just going for a drink.

The hotel was upscale, shadowy, and expensive enough that everything felt like a secret. The bar was tucked in the corner of the mezzanine level, all dark velvet and mirrored back walls. My heels echoed on the marble floor as I entered, the hem of my satin dress brushing just below mid-thigh. No panties. Just perfume and bad intentions.

My husband was upstairs, passed out in the room—too many cocktails and a fight that didn’t matter anymore. Our marriage was polite at best. Cold at worst. There was no fire left. Just routines. Resentment. Distance masked in room service and diamond bracelets.

So when I saw him at the bar—tall, fresh-faced, college-built with arms thick beneath a rolled-up dress shirt—I knew something inside me was going to snap.

He watched me walk toward him like he already owned me.



He was twenty-four. Maybe twenty-five.

His name was Zane. His eyes were sharp, cocky. The kind of look that said, I fuck older women and I know you want me to.

“You don’t look like you’re here for just a drink,” he said, sipping bourbon, watching my lips wrap around the rim of my glass.

“And you don’t look like you’re afraid of married women,” I replied, voice silk.

He smiled. “Not when they look like you.”

He leaned in, hand grazing my bare knee. I didn’t flinch. I opened them slightly.

His fingers slid higher.

“You’re not wearing anything under this,” he whispered.

“No.”

“Fuck.”



He didn’t ask if I had a room.
He told me to follow him.

Down the hall. Into the elevator. Pressed against the mirrored wall by the time the doors slid shut. His hand gripping my throat as he kissed me—deep, rough, filthy.

His other hand slid under my dress, middle finger stroking straight over my soaked slit.

“You’re already dripping,” he groaned into my mouth. “You’re fucking addicted to the idea of getting used, aren’t you?”

I nodded, breathless.

“Say it.”

“I want to be used.”



He didn’t take me to my suite. He didn’t even take me to a private one.

He walked me into a spa locker room—dim, empty, tiled in black stone and gold fixtures. Echoes everywhere.

He pushed me against the marble bench, pulled my dress up, and spread me open like a feast.

Then he dropped to his knees.

His tongue was fast, aggressive, hungry—licking me like he wanted the taste imprinted on his mouth. My thighs trembled as he sucked my clit, then slid two fingers inside me, fucking me hard with his hand while he moaned into my cunt.

“I want you to scream,” he said, pulling away, eyes dark. “I want them to hear how good I make you feel.”

And then he slammed his cock into me.

I choked on air. He was thick, long, cock stretching me wide as he fucked me hard against the stone bench, hips slapping my ass, hands gripping my waist.

Each thrust echoed through the locker room.
Wet. Loud. Filthy.

“You like this?” he growled.

“Yes—harder—don’t stop—fuck me like a slut—”

He grabbed my hair, yanked me upright, fucked me from behind as I leaned forward on shaking arms. I looked up into the mirror across the room and saw myself—red-cheeked, mouth open, tits bouncing, his thick cock sliding in and out of me.

That image pushed me over.

I screamed. Came. Shuddering. Legs giving out.

He didn’t stop.

He flipped me onto the bench and climbed over me, kissed me deep, rough, cock sliding between my slick folds again as he lined himself up—

“Open your mouth.”

I obeyed.

He came in hot pulses across my tongue, groaning, one hand fisting my hair, the other smearing his cum across my cheek.

I swallowed. Smiled.

And adjusted my dress like nothing had happened.



Back in the elevator, I caught sight of myself again in the mirrored wall—hair ruined, lipstick smeared, skin flushed.

He leaned into my ear.

“If you’re down here tomorrow night, I’ll assume you want more.”

I didn’t answer.

But the next night, I wore red lace.

No panties.


Confession #10: “The Basement”

Julia H., Portland, OR

It started with a movie night.

One of those small things that had always been part of our circle. Three couples, wine, and a projector set up in Greg and Tanya’s basement with a mattress-sized sectional piled with blankets and legs overlapping.

My husband, Tom, was upstairs, on a work call that never seemed to end. Tanya had fallen asleep in the recliner. Greg—her husband—sat next to me on the far corner of the couch, half-drunk, loose, laughing.

The credits rolled. The others wandered off. He and I stayed.

And the silence between us felt different.

He passed me the wine bottle again. I took it from his hand, fingers grazing, and that tiny touch burned longer than it should’ve.

“You’re quiet tonight,” he said, voice low, casual.

“Just tired.”

He studied me.
“No. It’s something else.”

I looked away. My robe had fallen open slightly at the collar—thin cotton over a camisole, no bra, legs folded up beside me, bare feet tucked under a blanket. His eyes lingered on my collarbone.

“It’s been… lonely,” I admitted, before I could stop myself. “At home.”

He didn’t speak. Not for a beat.

Then:
“You don’t have to pretend with me.”

The air changed.

He shifted closer, his thigh grazing mine under the blanket. My stomach turned—guilt, heat, nerves tangled all at once. We were in the open, yet completely alone. The faint hum of the dishwasher upstairs. Her soft snores in the chair. And this throb between my legs I hadn’t felt in years.



He reached up and touched my jaw gently, the back of his fingers brushing down my throat, then across my exposed collarbone.

“Say stop,” he said, voice a little rough. “And I will.”

I didn’t.

Instead, I leaned forward and kissed him.

It was soft at first. Just a press. Then deeper—mouths opening, tongues tasting. His hands cupped my face, then slid down my sides, gripping my waist like he’d thought about this, dreamed it.

I climbed into his lap.

His breath caught.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “You feel so good.”

His hands moved under my robe, pushing the camisole up, his palms finally cupping my breasts. I gasped when his thumbs brushed my nipples—bare, hard, aching.

He kissed me deeper, more urgent now, his hands working my robe open, my thighs spreading on instinct.

We barely spoke. Just breath, small moans, heat.

He slid his hand down between my legs, under my shorts, and found how soaked I already was. He groaned when he touched me, fingers slicking through my folds, spreading them, teasing.

“You’re dripping,” he whispered against my throat.

“I know. I’ve wanted this—God, Greg—”

He kissed me again. Rough. One finger slid inside. Then two. He curled them just right, fucking me slow and deep as I rocked my hips, panting softly in the dark.

I came against his hand—shaking, legs tightening around his waist, moaning into his shoulder to muffle it.

But I didn’t stop.
I unzipped his jeans and pulled him out—thick, hot, already wet at the tip.

We locked eyes.

Then I lined him up and sank down onto his cock.



The first thrust made us both gasp.
He was big. I was stretched, still fluttering from my orgasm, and the way he filled me made my body seize with pleasure.

We stayed like that for a second—just breathing, wrapped together in the hush of that quiet basement.

Then I moved.

Slow at first. Grinding, rolling my hips in soft circles. He kissed my breasts, sucked my nipples into his mouth, his hands gripping my ass as I fucked myself on him, raw and slow and deep.

“You feel unreal,” he breathed.

“So do you.”

I rode him harder, the sound of our skin getting wetter, louder. Our mouths never stopped kissing. His fingers tangled in my hair. His cock driving up into me in time with my rhythm.

When he started thrusting up to meet me, harder now, the couch creaked. I bit down on his shoulder to keep from crying out too loud.

“I’m close,” he grunted. “Shit—where—”

“Inside,” I whispered. “Please, inside.”

He groaned loud, pulled me down hard, and came deep—filling me with long, hot pulses. I felt it hit the back of me, leaking down as I collapsed against his chest.

We stayed there for a long time.
Breath sticky. Sweat cooling.

Neither of us moved.



Tanya shifted in her sleep. A groggy murmur. I slid off him, adjusted my clothes, cleaned myself with the edge of a blanket. He zipped up in silence.

Our eyes met one last time.

No words. Just that look.

That we both knew what we’d done.

I left first.
He waited ten minutes before coming upstairs.

And when my husband asked if I’d fallen asleep down there, I smiled.
Said yes.

But my body still ached with the truth.


Confession #11: “When He Stayed After”

Michelle T., Denver, CO

It was supposed to be a harmless dinner.

Just me, Aaron, and a bottle of red we never got around to opening. My husband, Jason, was out of town—again—at some sales conference in Phoenix that would probably end with him drunk and asleep in his hotel room alone, or worse, not alone. I didn’t ask anymore.

Aaron was safe. He’d been our friend for years. Never crossed a line. Never made it weird. Just a solid, quiet presence—always showing up, fixing things Jason wouldn’t bother to, checking in, remembering birthdays. More family than friend, really.

But that night, something felt different.



He was sitting on the couch, legs spread just a little too wide, his grey henley hugging his chest in a way I’d never noticed until I was pouring a second glass of wine. I wore leggings and a loose sweater—no bra. Casual. But under it, I felt suddenly exposed.

We were watching some movie I wasn’t paying attention to.

“You good?” he asked, voice low.

“Yeah,” I said, too quickly.

He turned to look at me. His eyes lingered on my mouth. Then lower.

“You don’t seem good.”

I didn’t answer.
Just swallowed. The wine warmed my throat.

He shifted closer.

And then: “Do you want me to leave?”

I looked at him. Really looked.

“No,” I whispered.



It was quiet for a beat. Just the flicker of the TV, the sound of my heartbeat in my ears.

Then I said, softer still:
“Do you ever think about it?”

His jaw tensed.

“Every time I see you.”

That broke something in me.

I reached for his hand. He caught it midair. Held it. Warm. Strong. Thumb stroking my wrist like he had the right to.

“I don’t want to regret this,” I said, breath catching.

“You won’t.”



He kissed me slow.

Not a rush, not a mess. Just soft pressure. Mouth on mouth. Breath on breath. His hands slid into my hair, fingers threading through, tilting my head just right. My lips parted. His tongue slid in, tasting, claiming.

I melted into him.

He pulled me into his lap and I straddled him, knees on either side, our mouths hungry now, his hands exploring the small of my back, slipping beneath my sweater.

“You’re not wearing anything under this,” he murmured against my neck.

“No.”

He groaned. Palmed my breasts—cupping, squeezing, his thumbs brushing my nipples until they ached.

“You’ve thought about this?” he asked, eyes searching mine.

“Too many nights,” I whispered.

He pulled the sweater over my head. My breasts bounced free and he watched them like he wanted to worship them. Then he bent down and took one in his mouth—licking, sucking, groaning as I rocked against his hard cock still trapped beneath his jeans.

I was wet. Dripping. Soaked through the thin cotton of my leggings.



He stood, lifting me with him, and walked us to the bedroom without a word. My heart was pounding. My thighs clenched around his waist. I kissed his neck, tasting his skin, nipping the curve of his jaw as he kicked the door open.

He laid me on the bed like I was something he wasn’t sure he deserved to touch.

Then he pulled off my leggings. Slowly. Deliberately.

No panties.

His eyes locked on mine.

“Jesus, Michelle.”

He spread my legs with both hands, kneeling between them. The air hit my soaked pussy and I saw him pause—like he had to keep himself from fucking me right then.

Instead, he lowered his face.

His tongue was gentle at first—broad, slow licks up my slit, his fingers spreading me open as he tasted every inch. He circled my clit, sucked it gently, then licked lower—fucking me with his tongue, moaning into me like he was starving.

I came on his mouth with a whimper, thighs trembling, fingers in his hair.

“Come here,” I begged, breathless.

He stood, undressed, and I saw it—his cock thick, hard, the head already glistening. I reached for it, wrapped my hand around the shaft, and stroked him slow.

“You want this?” he asked.

I nodded.

“I need to hear it.”

“I want you inside me.”



He pushed in slowly.

We both groaned. The stretch was perfect—full, deep, his cock sliding into me inch by inch until our hips met. He paused, buried inside me, his forehead resting against mine.

“You feel like everything I’ve ever fucking needed,” he breathed.

Then he started to move.

Slow at first. Deep. Grinding into me with each thrust, letting me feel all of him. His chest rubbed against mine. Our lips brushed. Our breath synced.

He fucked me like he’d waited years to. Like this wasn’t just sex.

It was a release.

I clawed at his back, moaning louder as he picked up speed, his hands gripping my hips, angling deeper. I came again—harder this time, crying out as he held me down and fucked me through it.

He pulled out just before he came, stroking himself fast, then moaned as he painted my stomach and chest with thick, hot ropes of cum.

We lay tangled for minutes. Silent. Breathing.



After a while, he sat up and wiped me clean with a towel. Gentle. Almost reverent.

When he came back to bed, I curled into his side.

“Is this a mistake?” I asked.

“No,” he said. “This is what we should’ve done a long time ago.”

I didn’t argue.

Because deep down, I knew he was right.


Confession #12: “I Didn’t Go Home That Night”

Rachel S., Charlotte, NC

I found out on a Thursday.

The woman he was fucking had messaged me screenshots. Pictures of him in her bed. Texts I’d never seen. A video—his voice saying things to her he hadn’t said to me in years.

I sat on the edge of our bed, phone in hand, while the air left my lungs.

He was on a work trip. Supposedly.
I didn’t call him. I didn’t cry.
I just closed the messages, turned off my phone, and went downstairs to pour wine I didn’t taste.

That night, I texted Devon.

I didn’t think. I didn’t overanalyze.

I just typed:

You still up?

And he replied within thirty seconds:

For you? Always.



Devon was my former coworker. Younger by five years. We’d always danced around something. Long looks in elevators. Lingering touches when no one was watching. Conversations that meant more than they should’ve. He never said it, but I felt it in the way he listened—how closely he watched me.

He opened his apartment door in gym shorts and nothing else.

His chest was bare. He smelled like soap and heat.

“You okay?” he asked.

I didn’t answer. I just stepped inside.

He closed the door behind me. We stood there for a moment. The space between us heavy. My body hummed with adrenaline, betrayal, want.

“Rachel,” he said, careful. “Why are you here?”

I looked up at him. Eyes burning, but dry.

“I need to forget tonight.”

He studied me.
Then nodded once.

“Come here.”



He kissed me like he already knew me.

Not clumsy. Not rushed. Just firm, full, confident. One hand at my waist, the other slipping into my hair. His mouth tasted like cinnamon gum and warm breath. He kissed deeper, guiding me backward until I hit the wall.

I moaned into him, my hands already under his shirt, fingers splayed across his chest, nails dragging lightly down his stomach.

“You want this?” he murmured against my jaw.

“Yes.”

“No games?”

“No.”

“Good.”



He took me by the hand and led me to the bedroom.

The room was lit by just a bedside lamp, golden and low. The sheets were pulled back. His bed smelled like laundry detergent and something unmistakably him. Clean. Male. Comforting.

I stood still while he peeled my coat off my shoulders. Then my sweater. I wore a thin black bralette and leggings—nothing else.

He slid his hands up under the hem of the bralette, his thumbs brushing over my nipples, watching as they hardened under the fabric.

“You’re fucking beautiful,” he whispered.

“Devon…”

“Let me take care of you tonight.”



He undressed me like he’d thought about it.

Bralette lifted and tossed aside. His mouth closed around my breast, tongue circling, lips sucking. I gasped. His hands moved to my waistband, slowly tugging the leggings down, exposing my hips, my thighs, my soaked pussy.

He dropped to his knees and looked up at me.

“Can I taste you?”

I nodded.

He kissed up my inner thigh. Tongue warm and slow. When he finally licked me—one long, smooth stroke between my lips—I moaned loud enough to startle myself.

He groaned against my pussy, then did it again. And again. Until his tongue was fucking me in slow, perfect circles and his fingers were inside me, curling just right. I came fast, loud, grabbing the back of his head, riding his face as my thighs trembled.

He didn’t stop.

I came again. Harder.

Only when I pushed him away, panting, did he stand and finally take off his shorts.

His cock sprang free—thick, long, already leaking.

I reached for it, stroked him once, twice. He hissed.

“Condom?” he asked.

“I’m clean,” I said, voice low. “Are you?”

“Yes.”

“Then fuck me.”



He eased into me slowly, watching my face the whole time.

I gasped as his cock filled me. Thick stretch. Deep pressure.

Once he bottomed out, he held still.

“You okay?”

I nodded.

“More than okay.”

He started to move. Long, slow thrusts that made my toes curl and my spine arch. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulled him in deeper.

His name spilled from my lips like prayer.

He fucked me with purpose. No rush. No guilt. Just deep, controlled rhythm—his cock grinding against my walls, his hands gripping my thighs, pulling me back onto him with every thrust.

I came again, mouth open, back arched. He kissed me as I fell apart beneath him.

When he came, it was deep inside me—warm, pulsing. His forehead pressed to mine, bodies shaking.

We stayed tangled. Sweaty. Silent.



Later, when I tried to sit up, he pulled me back into his chest.

“You don’t have to say anything,” he murmured. “But you’re not alone.”

That broke me.
Not loud. Just one silent tear on his chest.

He kissed it away.

And I didn’t go home that night.

Confession #13: “The Way He Held Me”

Naomi J., Seattle, WA

We hadn't spoken like that in a long time.

Not about anything real, anyway. Just the usual filler: errands, the dog, what to make for dinner. My husband and I had become… roommates. Civil. Cold. Sex was something scheduled, efficient, done with the lights off.

But Ben saw me.

He always had.

He was my husband's oldest friend. A photographer. Quiet, observant, the kind of man who listened with his whole body. Every time we’d all hung out over the years, he and I shared these little glances. Smiles. Unfinished conversations. Nothing obvious. Nothing I could admit.

Until that night.



It had been raining all day. One of those relentless Seattle drizzles that never fully breaks. My husband had flown to San Diego for work. Ben had come over to drop off something Jason left at his place. A lens, maybe. I don’t even remember.

But he stayed.

We made tea. Sat on the couch. And somewhere between talking about his latest shoot and me mentioning that I hadn’t slept next to anyone in weeks, it shifted.

He touched my knee.

Just gently. A light brush. But it lingered. Warm. Intentional.

I looked at his hand. Then into his eyes.

“I shouldn’t miss being touched this much,” I said quietly.

He didn’t answer. Just stared at me, chest rising slowly.

I didn’t move away.

And that was enough.



He kissed me like we had already done it a hundred times in our minds.

Slow. Deep. Familiar. His lips were soft but firm, his beard brushing my cheek as he tilted my chin and opened my mouth with his. My hands moved to his chest instinctively, fingers curling into his t-shirt as his tongue teased mine.

“You sure?” he asked, voice rough against my mouth.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Please.”



We didn’t rush. He peeled my clothes off one piece at a time—my sweater lifted gently over my head, bra unclasped with a flick of his fingers, lips brushing down my neck, my collarbone, the slope of my breasts.

He kissed my nipples, sucked them softly, groaning when they hardened under his tongue.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured. “I’ve always thought so.”

My fingers trembled as I pulled his shirt off, traced the lines of his chest. He smelled like warm cedar and laundry detergent. Clean. Familiar. Intimate.

When he slid my leggings down and saw I wasn’t wearing anything underneath, he groaned and knelt between my legs.

“Ben…”

“Let me.”

His hands spread me open. His tongue followed. Slow. Careful. Worshipful.

He didn’t rush to get me off. He studied me. Listened to how I moaned when he circled my clit just right. Noticed the way I twitched when he slid one finger inside. Then two.

I came hard, with my hands in his hair, thighs shaking, gasping his name like a prayer.



He stood, mouth wet, cock hard and thick in his jeans.

I reached for his belt, unfastened it slowly, watching his face as I did.

When I pulled him out, he groaned—low, throaty.

“Get on the couch,” I said, surprising myself.

He obeyed.

I straddled him, guiding him to my entrance, pausing just long enough to feel the heat of his cock against my soaked slit.

Then I sank down, inch by inch.

We both gasped.

His hands gripped my hips. Mine clutched his shoulders. He filled me completely, perfectly, every thick inch of him stretching me open in a way that made me tremble.

“You feel…” he started, but the words broke.

I rocked my hips slowly, rhythm building, our breath catching every time I bottomed out on him. His cock hit that spot deep inside me again and again until I was whimpering against his neck.

He held me tighter. One hand on my ass, the other in my hair, guiding my mouth back to his.

We kissed as we fucked.
Hard. Hungry. Desperate.

I came with a soft, broken cry, burying my face in his neck, grinding my hips as my pussy clenched around him.

“Fuck—Naomi—” he gasped.

“Come in me,” I whispered.

He groaned, thrust harder, faster, and then held me down as he came—hot, thick spurts pulsing deep inside me.

I felt every twitch. Every breath.



We stayed like that. Still connected.

Neither of us spoke.

I rested my head on his chest. His hand stroked my back slowly. His cum slowly started to leak down the inside of my thigh, warm and real.

“I didn’t expect this,” I whispered after a long while.

“Neither did I,” he said. “But I’m not sorry.”

“Me either.”

There was guilt. There always would be.

But at that moment, all I felt was wanted.

And I hadn’t felt that in years.


Confession #14: “The Night It Rained”

Isabel C., Chicago, IL

The storm hit just after nine.

Wind howled against the windows of our condo, rain slicing sideways through the city like it wanted to strip it bare. My husband, Marc, had flown out that morning to meet investors in L.A. The plan was simple: his partner, Eli, would stop by to pick up a contract Marc forgot on his desk.

I’d be polite. A handshake. A few minutes of small talk. Then the door would close and that would be that.

But when I opened the door and saw him standing there — soaked, black overcoat clinging to his broad frame, hair damp, face flushed from the cold — I felt something twist in my stomach.

Something I’d been ignoring for a year.



“You okay?” I asked, stepping back.

“Yeah,” he said, brushing water from his sleeves. “Cab driver missed the turn. I had to walk the last block.”

His voice was smooth, deeper than Marc’s. Calmer. I always noticed that. Always felt it.

“Let me grab the file,” I said, turning toward the office.

I didn’t have to invite him in. But I did.

When I came back, he was standing by the kitchen island, hands tucked into his pockets, eyes tracing the apartment like it belonged to someone else.

“I didn’t expect the storm to hit that fast,” I said, handing him the folder.

He took it. His fingers brushed mine.

The room went quiet.

“I can make tea,” I offered. “If you don’t have to rush out.”

He hesitated.

Then nodded.



We didn’t sit on the couch.

We stood near the window, side by side, watching rain blur the skyline. The tea steamed between us. My silk robe clung to my skin. Thin, navy, loose. I had a camisole under it. Bare legs. He noticed. I felt it in the silence between sips.

“You ever feel like none of this is really yours?” I asked suddenly.

He looked at me.
“What do you mean?”

“This space. This life. Like you built it, you live in it, but... it never actually touches you.”

He exhaled.

“I think about that every day.”

I turned to face him. The rain reflected in the windows, flickering silver across his jaw. He reached out slowly and touched my face. Just once. Light as breath.

“I shouldn’t,” he whispered.

“I don’t want you to stop.”



His mouth met mine slowly.

Not greedy. Not fast. Just a slow melting of two people who'd thought about this more times than they could admit. His lips were warm, gentle. His fingers slid into my hair. My hand pressed to his chest, feeling the heartbeat under his soaked shirt.

When we pulled apart, I looked up at him.

“Stay.”

He didn’t speak.
He just kissed me again. Deeper this time.



He followed me to the bedroom like he was in a trance. I peeled off my robe at the door, let it fall to the floor. He stepped closer, hands sliding under my camisole, lifting it over my head. My nipples peaked under the cool air, and he paused, looking at me like I was a painting he wanted to memorize.

“I’ve wanted this,” he said, voice thick. “Longer than I should admit.”

“I know.”

His hands slid down to my hips. He dropped to his knees and pulled my panties down slowly, kissing the inside of my thighs as he did. I was already wet. The kind of soaked that comes from anticipation—not lust, not need—just knowing.

He spread my legs and licked me gently. Just once.

I moaned.

“Lie down,” he said, standing.

I obeyed.



He took his time undressing. Shirt. Pants. Boxer briefs. His cock was thick, already hard, the tip flushed and leaking.

He climbed between my legs, kissed my inner thigh, then my stomach, then my collarbone. His body was warm and solid over mine. I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him down.

“No condom?” he asked.

“No.”

“You sure?”

“I want to feel you.”

He guided himself to my entrance and pushed in slowly. Inch by inch. Stretching me. Filling me.

We both gasped when he bottomed out.

Then he stilled. Eyes locked on mine.

“God, you feel like everything I’ve ever fucking needed.”

I didn’t reply. I just pulled him closer and kissed him hard.



He moved in slow, deep strokes. His hips grinding against mine. His cock hitting every nerve inside me. My fingers tangled in his hair. My lips brushed his ear.

Each thrust built something I couldn’t name. Not just pleasure. Not just heat.

It was a sense of finally being seen.

I came with a soft, desperate cry—my walls clenching around him, body shuddering under his.

“Keep going,” I whispered. “Please…”

He picked up speed. Fucked me harder. Faster. My breasts bounced under his chest. His mouth kissed every inch of my face like he couldn’t get enough.

“I’m gonna come—fuck—”

“Inside,” I said.

He buried himself deep and came with a broken groan, cock twitching as he filled me with hot, pulsing release. I felt it flood me. Stay in me. Claim me.

He didn’t move. He just held me. His breath ragged.



Afterward, we lay there. Quiet.
The rain still falling outside.

He stroked my arm.

“We’ll regret this in the morning.”

“Maybe,” I said.

“But right now?”

I turned to him. Kissed his chest.

“Right now, I’ve never felt more alive.”


Confession #15: “The Ones Who Look Too Long”

Lana E., San Diego, CA

There are men who look at you politely. Then there are the ones who look too long.

Tyler had always been one of the latter.

He was my husband Eric’s best friend—groomsman at our wedding, groomsman at everyone’s wedding, really. He was charming, blunt, and frustratingly unreadable. But every time I caught him looking at me across a table or during a backyard barbecue, I’d feel that slow flutter low in my stomach.

Not a threat. Not a fear.

Just a spark.
One I never let burn. Until I did.



It started the night Eric forgot my birthday.

I didn’t expect a parade. But I also didn’t expect him to call at 10 p.m. from a hotel bar in Atlanta, already two drinks in, telling me he’d “make it up to me this weekend.” I hung up without answering.

The house was too quiet. The wine I’d opened was half-empty. And somehow, Tyler ended up on my doorstep twenty minutes later with tacos, a bottle of rye, and that look in his eyes like he already knew how bad the evening had gone.

“Happy birthday,” he said.

I didn’t ask how he remembered when my own husband hadn’t.



We sat at the kitchen island. I was barefoot, braless in an old t-shirt, my thighs curled over the barstool. He smelled like sandalwood and night air. The rye burned warm in my chest. My pulse beat harder with every glance he threw my way.

“You okay?” he asked.

I nodded.

“You don’t look okay.”

“I’m just tired of not being seen.”

He said nothing.

Then softly:
“I see you.”

Those three words knocked the breath out of me.

I looked at him. Really looked.

“Tyler…”

“I know,” he whispered. “I know I’m not supposed to.”



The kiss wasn’t sudden.

It was inevitable.

He touched my face with one hand—rough, callused fingertips trailing down my jaw. His lips brushed mine once, tentative, testing.

Then again. Firmer.

I melted. Moaned. My hands found his shoulders, then his chest, as he deepened the kiss. It was slow. Hot. Pent-up and patient, the kind of kiss that had been building in the spaces between polite glances for years.

He pulled back slightly.

“I need you to tell me to stop.”

I didn’t.

Instead, I stood, took his hand, and led him upstairs.



We didn’t speak as I peeled off my shirt. My nipples hardened instantly in the cool air. He just stood there, watching, jaw clenched like he was barely holding himself together.

“Your turn,” I said.

He undressed slowly—eyes locked on mine, like this wasn’t just sex but something he’d waited for, longed for. His cock was already hard, thick, arched up toward his stomach.

He stepped forward. Ran his hands up my thighs. Around my waist. Then lifted me onto the bed like I weighed nothing.

“I want to take my time,” he said, voice low.

I nodded.

“Please.”



He knelt between my legs, spread me with both hands, and looked at me like I was something sacred. Then his mouth found me—hot, slow, precise. His tongue circled my clit, then licked deeper, groaning when he tasted how wet I already was.

I was gasping within seconds. Fingers in his hair. Back arched. He sucked me softly, then harder. Slid two fingers inside me. Curled them. Worked me until my thighs trembled and I came against his mouth, my body writhing.

When I opened my eyes, he was above me, kissing my neck.

“I want you,” I whispered. “Now.”

He lined himself up and slid in slowly.

The stretch made me moan—long and low. He filled me completely, thick and deep, then paused to kiss me again. Soft. Full of everything we couldn’t say out loud.

He began to move.

Rhythmic. Deep. Sensual.

Our bodies moved like we’d done this before in dreams. I wrapped my legs around his hips, arms around his shoulders, nails dragging down his back as he thrust harder, faster, our moans mixing, his breath hot against my ear.

“You feel so fucking good,” he whispered. “So wet. So perfect.”

“Don’t stop,” I begged. “Please—don’t stop.”

I came again, body locking around him, crying out his name.

He growled, buried himself deep, and came with a shudder—his cock twitching inside me, filling me with pulse after pulse of hot cum.

We stayed like that. Breathing. Tangled.

He kissed my collarbone.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered.

I closed my eyes.

“Me too.”

But neither of us moved.

And neither of us meant it.


Confession #16: “Room 1209”

Erica M., Boston, MA

He knocked once. Then waited.

I didn’t say anything at first. Just stared at the door of my hotel room — heart pounding, throat dry. The beige walls, the hum of the air conditioning, the glass of wine sweating in my hand. All of it felt too loud.

Then I opened it.

Colin stood there in his dress shirt, sleeves rolled, collar open, his eyes immediately scanning me. I’d changed into a soft grey tank top and black sleep shorts, nothing fancy. Just… comfortable. But his gaze dragged over my bare arms, the shape of my hips, the line of my collarbone like it meant something.

He didn’t speak.
Neither did I.

I stepped aside.
He came in.



We’d been at the conference all day. A big pitch. Long hours. Drinks at the hotel bar after. The kind of late-night team ritual that always blurs into something more — especially when there’s already tension underneath it.

Colin and I had always walked that line. For years. Married coworkers with quiet chemistry. Stolen glances during meetings. Too-long eye contact in elevators. Close conversations that felt like confessions. He was married. I was married. But tonight… everything was looser.

When he looked at me after that second drink, I knew.

And now he was here. In my room.

The silence buzzed.

He sat at the edge of the bed. Leaned forward, elbows on his knees. His voice was low, rough.

“We really doing this?”

I swallowed. “Do you want to?”

“I’ve wanted to for two years.”

I walked toward him.
He looked up.
And I kissed him.



His mouth was warm and slow. His hands slid up my thighs, gripping gently, fingertips brushing the hem of my shorts. When I climbed onto his lap, straddling him, he groaned into my mouth.

“You have no idea what this is doing to me,” he whispered.

His hands slipped under my tank top, palms running up my back, around to cup my breasts. I wasn’t wearing a bra. My nipples hardened instantly under his touch. He squeezed, thumb brushing in slow circles as I ground down against him, already feeling his cock pressing thick against his pants.

I leaned in, lips brushing his ear.

“I don’t want to stop.”

“Then don’t,” he said. “Please, Erica. Don’t.”



I stood up, peeled the tank off slowly, then slid the shorts down my legs. Naked. Exposed. His eyes traveled up my body like he’d been memorizing me in his head for months.

He stripped quickly. Dress shirt, belt, pants — everything came off in seconds. His cock was thick, hard, veins pulsing along the shaft. The kind of size that made my breath catch.

He reached for me as I climbed onto the bed, pulled me down gently, kissed me again — slower now. Deeper.

“I want to take my time with you,” he murmured, pressing his forehead to mine.

“You’ve got it.”



He pushed me back into the pillows, spread my thighs with both hands, and lowered his face between them.

His tongue was careful at first. Patient. Long, slow strokes from the base of my pussy to my clit, letting me feel every inch of it. My hips bucked. I gasped.

He moaned into me. Like he needed the taste. Like he’d been craving it. His hands pinned my thighs open as he licked harder now — sucking my clit, tongue flicking fast, then slow again. My fingers tangled in his hair.

“Fuck, Colin—please—”

“Let go for me.”

I came hard. Writhing, body clenching, voice cracking as I cried out. My thighs trembled around his head, and he didn’t stop. Just licked me through it until I was shaking.



Then he moved up. Braced over me. Lined himself up.

He slid in slowly — thick and full — filling me inch by inch.

My body stretched around him, and I let out a helpless moan. His forehead dropped to my shoulder, and we stayed like that for a moment — completely connected. Breathing. Pressed together.

“You feel…” he started, voice hoarse. “So good. So tight.”

“Move,” I begged.

And he did.

He fucked me with slow, deep thrusts, hips rolling into mine, every inch of his cock stroking along the inside of me. He kissed me between moans. His hands held my face like I was breakable — even as he pushed deeper, harder.

“Don’t stop,” I whispered.

“I’m not stopping.”

I came again — this time louder — clenching around him, body jolting. He groaned, gritted his teeth, then grabbed my hips and fucked me faster, chasing his own release.

When he came, it was deep, pulsing, hot — his cock twitching inside me as he filled me up.

He stayed there. Breathless. Forehead to mine.

We didn’t say anything for a long time.



Eventually, he slid out, rolled onto his side.

We lay there in the dark, bodies still warm, skin sticky with sweat and sex and something unspoken.

He reached for my hand.

“I don’t regret it,” he said.

“Neither do I,” I whispered.

But we both knew what would come next.

And neither of us moved.


Confession #17: “The Groomsman”

Avery L., Philadelphia, PA

Weddings used to make me feel warm.

Now they just made me feel like a prop.
Smiling when I had to. Kissing my husband’s cheek when people were watching. Laughing on cue. All while feeling the weight of a decade-long marriage that had started to taste like cardboard.

The ceremony had been beautiful. Rustic barn, candlelight, the smell of eucalyptus in the air. My heels ached. My drink was too strong. And my husband, Nick, had already disappeared into the circle of whiskey and business talk that he always found more interesting than me.

That’s when Eli found me.

Or maybe I found him.



We’d known each other for years.
He was one of Nick’s oldest friends. The funny one. The one who always made me laugh a little too hard. Our history was full of stolen glances and that kind of almost-touch energy that never quite crossed the line.

Until now.

“You look miserable,” he said, standing beside me near the edge of the dance floor.

“I’m just tired.”

He looked at me. Really looked.

“No, you’re not.”

I didn’t answer. Just sipped my drink and watched the lights spin across the floor.

“I could get you out of here,” he said quietly.

I turned toward him. “And where would we go?”

His mouth curled into a slow, dangerous smile.
“Anywhere the music doesn’t follow.”



We ended up in the back hallway behind the venue’s kitchen. It smelled faintly of garlic and bourbon, but it was quiet. Dim. Private. My heels clicked softly on the worn wood floor.

Eli leaned against the wall, hands in his pockets. Shirt sleeves rolled up, tie loose. The top buttons undone. His forearms flexed when he moved.

“This is a bad idea,” I said.

He stepped closer.

“That’s the only kind we’ve ever had.”

I didn’t know who kissed who first. I just remember the way his mouth felt when it met mine — warm, urgent, years of want packed into a single, stolen second.

I gasped when his hands slid to my hips. When his fingers dug in. When he pinned me back against the wall like he’d been waiting to do it since the first time we met.

“You’ve been looking at me like that all night,” he whispered, breath hot against my neck.

“Maybe I was tired of being ignored.”

“Then let me remind you what it feels like to be wanted.”



He kissed me again — rougher this time. His hands were everywhere. Sliding up my thighs, lifting the hem of my dress. I moaned into his mouth as he gripped my ass, pulled me tight against him.

I could feel how hard he was through his slacks. Thick. Pressing against my stomach.

“I’ve thought about this,” he said, panting.

“Show me,” I whispered.

He dropped to his knees. Lifted one of my legs over his shoulder. My panties were already soaked. He kissed the inside of my thigh, bit softly. Then hooked his fingers in the waistband and pulled them down.

And then his mouth was on me.

His tongue stroked slow at first — thick, warm licks that made my knees buckle. I grabbed his hair, leaned back into the wall, let my head fall as he devoured me like he meant it. Sucking my clit, fucking me with his tongue, groaning as he tasted me.

I came fast — sharp, sudden. My thighs trembled. My hand clamped over my mouth to muffle the cry.

“Eli—fuck—”

He stood, breathless, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

“You taste even better than I imagined.”

Then he turned me around. Bent me over the small wooden table tucked against the wall. Lifted my dress. I felt the cool air on my thighs, his hands spreading me open.

He unzipped. The head of his cock brushed between my soaked lips.

“No condom,” he said, pausing.

“I don’t care.”

He slid in with a low, guttural groan. Thick, slow, filling me inch by inch. My fingers gripped the edge of the table. My breath caught.

“Jesus, Avery—”

He began to move.

Long, deep strokes. The kind that made me feel owned. His hands gripping my hips. His cock hitting the perfect spot over and over. I was dripping. Clenching. His name falling out of my mouth like prayer.

He leaned forward, one hand wrapping around my throat as he fucked me harder.

“You needed this,” he whispered.

I nodded. “Yes—don’t stop—”

My second orgasm hit as his pace got rougher, faster. The slap of his hips against my ass echoed in the hallway. I didn’t care if anyone heard.

I wanted someone to.

He pulled out just before he came, turned me around, and stroked himself hard until hot, thick ropes of cum painted my stomach, my breasts. He moaned deep as he finished, eyes locked on mine.

We stayed like that. Breathing heavy. Sweating. Quiet.



I pulled my panties back up slowly. He helped me straighten my dress. Wiped his cum off my chest with a folded napkin from his pocket like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Neither of us spoke for a while.

Then, softly:

“You gonna tell him?”

I looked up.

“No,” I said. “But he’s already lost me. You just… reminded me I’m still here.”

Eli kissed my forehead.

And walked away first.


Confession #18: “The Cabin”

Lauren D., Asheville, NC

It was supposed to be a reset.

Three of us. Best friends since college. No husbands. No pressure. Just wine, mountain air, and an Airbnb cabin nestled in the woods for a long weekend.

By the second night, one of us was already asleep, snoring softly in the loft upstairs. I was barefoot in the kitchen, pouring the last of the Pinot into two mismatched glasses. Nina leaned against the island in yoga pants and a faded Bowie tee, her hair pulled into a messy knot. She smelled like coconut lotion and red wine. Her eyes were darker than usual, softer.

“You ever just…” she paused, taking the glass, “feel like your life is stuck in neutral?”

I nodded, too quickly.

“My husband hasn’t touched me in over a month,” I said, quieter than I meant to. “I could walk through the house naked and he wouldn’t even notice.”

Her expression changed — not pity, not judgment. Just... knowing.

“I notice.”

I froze.

Then she took a slow sip. And didn’t look away.



We sat on the couch by the fire. Outside, the wind stirred the trees. Inside, it was warm. Intimate. I tucked my legs up. She mirrored me. Our knees touched. Neither of us pulled away.

“I always wondered,” she said, swirling her wine. “What it would be like with you.”

I swallowed hard.

“Nina…”

She leaned closer. Her voice barely a whisper.
“Do you want me to stop?”

I didn’t.

I kissed her.

Her lips were soft. Warm. Tasting of wine and years of unsaid things. She kissed me back slowly at first, then deeper, hands sliding into my hair. I moaned into her mouth as her fingers brushed the strap of my tank top down over my shoulder.

“You’re shaking,” she whispered.

“I’m nervous.”

“Don’t be. Let me take care of you.”



We moved to the bedroom without a word.

She undressed me gently, reverently — her hands exploring my skin like it was something she’d dreamed of touching. Her mouth pressed kisses down my neck, across my collarbone, over my breasts. She took one nipple between her lips and sucked slowly, her hand sliding down my stomach.

By the time her fingers slipped between my legs, I was soaked. Needy. She found my clit and circled it with perfect pressure, watching my face as my breath stuttered.

“You’re so wet,” she murmured.

“I haven’t been touched like this in forever.”

“Let me fix that.”

She slid down the bed and kissed the inside of my thigh — then again, higher. I gasped when her tongue brushed my folds, when she licked a slow, deliberate line from my entrance to my clit.

She moaned into me like she loved the taste.

Her tongue moved in lazy, controlled strokes. No rush. Just rhythm. Just focus. One hand holding my thigh open, the other slipping a finger inside me, curling just right.

I came fast — thighs trembling, moaning her name like I never had before.

But she wasn’t done.



She climbed on top of me, fully naked now — her skin warm, soft, her eyes heavy with want. I pulled her down and kissed her deeper, tasting myself on her lips.

“Your turn,” I whispered.

She straddled my face, her thighs trembling as I wrapped my arms around her hips and pulled her down onto my tongue.

She was already dripping.

I licked her slow at first, tasting her, savoring the way she moaned, how her fingers tangled in my hair. I sucked her clit, circled it with my tongue, slid a finger inside her tight heat, and worked her toward the edge.

When she came, she didn’t scream. She breathed it out — long, low, her whole body shivering above me.

We collapsed into each other. Tangled. Spent.



Later, I lay in her arms. My hand resting on her hip. The silence wasn’t awkward.

Just… full.

“I don’t know what this means,” I whispered.

“It means you deserve to feel something,” she said.

And I did.

More than I had in years.


Confession #19: “After Hours”

Mira S., Fort Lauderdale, FL

It started with the way he looked at me in the mirror.

Jayden was my trainer—twelve years younger, with a body built like a problem. Every time I bent, squatted, arched, or twisted, I felt his eyes on me. He never said anything inappropriate. But the way his gaze lingered? It was never just professional.

And it didn’t help that I started wearing tighter leggings. Lower tanks. No bra. Not to impress him, I told myself. Just to feel… seen.

Because my husband didn’t look at me that way anymore.

And Jayden did.



That day, I was the last client. Late slot. Everyone else had already cleared out. The lights in the studio were low, the air thick with heat and faint eucalyptus from the essential oil diffuser near the front desk.

“Final stretch,” he said, kneeling behind me as I sank into a lunge on the mat. His hands guided my hips gently.

“You’re really tight here,” he murmured. His voice was low. Focused.

“I’m tight everywhere,” I replied, without thinking.

He paused. His hand stayed on my hip.

I looked at him in the mirror.
He looked back.

The air changed.



I sat back on my heels. He knelt behind me, close—too close. His breath brushed the back of my neck. His hands slid higher, palms flat against my ribcage.

“You’re shaking,” he said softly.

“I’m not used to being touched like this.”

He leaned in. Close enough for his chest to brush my back.

“I can stop,” he whispered.

I turned my head. Just enough for our mouths to almost meet.

“Don’t.”



The kiss was quiet. Controlled. Like we were both holding back everything we really wanted to do.

Then I turned to face him fully, straddled his lap right there on the mat, and kissed him again—deeper this time. His hands moved instantly to my hips, gripping me tight as I rocked against the bulge already straining in his shorts.

“I shouldn’t want this,” I whispered.

“But you do.”

“Yes.”

“So do I.”



He pulled my tank over my head. My breasts bounced free. He groaned when he saw them, immediately taking one into his mouth, tongue circling my nipple as his hands cupped and kneaded me like he couldn’t get enough.

I moaned—loud, unfiltered—as he kissed lower. My leggings were next. He peeled them down slowly, eyes locked on mine as he slid them off, leaving me completely bare in his lap.

“Jesus, Mira…” he muttered. “You’re soaked.”

“Do something about it.”



He laid me down on the mat, kissed his way down my stomach, then spread my thighs wide and buried his face between them. His tongue was hot, fast, precise—licking through my folds, sucking my clit, groaning into me like he’d craved this for months.

I gasped. Moaned. My heels dug into the mat as I bucked against his mouth, my orgasm building sharp and fast.

“Jayden—fuck—I’m gonna—”

“Come for me,” he growled.

And I did. Hard. Shaking. Thighs trembling as he licked me through it.

Then he stood, pulled his shorts down, and revealed the thick, perfect cock I’d only imagined during long, quiet showers.

“Fuck me,” I breathed.

He knelt between my legs, lined himself up, and slid in slow.

Thick. Deep. Stretching me until I cried out.

“You feel… fuck,” he groaned, eyes fluttering closed.

“Don’t stop,” I begged.

He moved with control at first—slow, deep strokes. Then harder, faster, fucking me with power and rhythm, his hands gripping my hips, my legs hooked over his shoulders.

I came again, body arching, voice shaking as I broke under him.

When he came, it was deep—hot spurts filling me as he moaned, his cock pulsing with every thrust.

He collapsed on top of me, chest slick with sweat, heart pounding against mine.



We lay there. Quiet.

“I’ve wanted you since the first session,” he whispered.

“I know,” I said.

And I didn’t apologize.

Because I didn’t feel sorry.

Not even a little.


Confession #20: “The Guest Room”

Cassandra R., Savannah, GA

We’d all had too much wine.

Thanksgiving weekend. The family house near the water. Kids asleep upstairs. My sister was passed out on the couch, mouth open, one arm draped over the armrest like she hadn’t laughed that hard in years.

Evan—her husband—was still in the kitchen, rinsing glasses. I watched him from the hallway. The way his back muscles shifted under that fitted navy tee. The way his forearms flexed when he worked the sponge around the rim of a wine glass. The calm stillness in him.

We’d never talked about it. But it had always been there.

A low hum. A slow burn.

It started the year they got engaged. The way he looked at me during dinner. The way he remembered how I took my coffee. The way our knees touched under the table too long, too often.

I tried to suppress it. Be a good sister. A good wife.

But I hadn’t had sex in four months.
And he was right there.



“Need help?” I asked, stepping into the light.

He turned slightly. His smile was soft. Tired.

“I’m almost done.”

“I wasn’t talking about the dishes.”

He froze. Slowly turned to face me.

The silence between us thickened.

His voice was quiet.
“Cass…”

I walked closer.

“She’s asleep. The house is quiet. No one will come down here.”

He looked at me like he was trying to memorize the moment. His breath caught.

“I can’t pretend I haven’t thought about this.”

“I’m not asking you to pretend.”



He dropped the sponge.

My back hit the pantry door. His mouth was on mine—hot, urgent, tasting of wine and guilt. His hands slid under my sweater, fingertips trailing fire across my stomach as I gasped into his mouth.

“This is wrong,” he whispered.

“But it feels good,” I said, pulling him closer.

He kissed me harder. His hands moved to my thighs, lifting me easily, setting me on the edge of the kitchen counter. My legs wrapped around his waist instinctively. I could feel him already—hard through his jeans, grinding against the soaked crotch of my leggings.

I tugged at his shirt. He pulled it off, then yanked mine over my head. I wasn’t wearing a bra. His mouth closed over one nipple, sucking hard, groaning as I arched into him.

“You’re perfect,” he said against my skin.

I tugged him toward the hallway.

“The guest room,” I whispered.



We didn’t turn on the light.

The moon through the blinds painted lines on the sheets. The bed creaked slightly as we fell into it. I pulled his jeans down. His cock sprang free—thick, hard, flushed. I stroked it once, slowly, watching his mouth fall open.

Then I lay back, pulled my leggings down, and spread my legs for him.

He crawled over me, kissed the inside of my thighs, then lowered his mouth to my pussy.

I moaned the second his tongue touched me.

He licked me slow at first—long strokes that sent heat through my core. His hands held my thighs apart as he sucked my clit, then dipped his tongue lower, fucking me with it. The sounds—his tongue, my breath, the slick of me—filled the room.

I came hard. My legs shaking. One hand in his hair. His name on my lips.

He didn’t stop.

When he finally pulled away, he kissed me. I tasted myself on his mouth. It made me wetter.

“Condom?” he asked, panting.

“No.”

He hesitated. Then:
“I’ll pull out.”

I nodded. “Just fuck me.”



He pushed in slowly. Thick. Stretching me. My pussy clenched around him as he filled me completely.

We both gasped.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “You feel insane.”

“Don’t stop.”

He began to move. Slow, deep thrusts that made my whole body tighten. He held my wrists above my head, our bodies pressed tight. I kissed him desperately. Our chests heaved against each other. He fucked me like he was trying to hold back and failing miserably.

“Harder,” I begged.

He grabbed my hips and slammed into me harder, faster. The bed rocked. The headboard hit the wall. My moans got louder.

“I’m close,” I gasped.

“Me too—fuck—Cass—”

I came first—tight, wet, shaking under him. He pulled out just in time, groaning as thick ropes of cum shot across my stomach, my breasts.

He collapsed beside me, breathing hard.



The room was quiet except for the sound of our hearts slowing.

He brushed my hair off my face.

“We can’t do that again,” he said softly.

“I know,” I whispered.

But neither of us moved.

And I didn’t regret it.

Not even a little.


Confession #21: “The Hall Light Stayed On”

Natalie F., Portland, OR

I could still hear the TV in the living room.

Football, low volume. My husband, Ryan, had passed out on the couch half an hour ago — one hand on a half-empty bottle of IPA, the other already slipping off the remote.

I’d gone to bed. Brushed my teeth. Read a few pages. Left the door cracked, just in case.

Then I heard his best friend, Chris, moving around the kitchen. Grabbing another drink. Barefoot on the tile. The kind of quiet you don’t think anyone notices.

But I did.

I always noticed Chris.



We hadn’t talked about it. But something changed last month. At the barbecue. The way he looked at me when I was leaning over the grill, my sundress barely covering the curve of my ass. The way his voice dropped when we were alone by the fire pit.

And the way I didn’t look away.

Tonight was no different.

I stood in the hallway, barefoot, wearing only a ribbed white tank top and loose cotton sleep shorts. No bra. No panties. My pulse hammered behind my ribs as I stepped into the glow of the kitchen.

Chris turned. His eyes dropped down my body, then slowly climbed back up to meet mine.

“Couldn't sleep?” he asked, his voice quiet.

“No,” I said.

I stepped closer.

Neither of us spoke. The tension thick enough to swallow.

Then I said it:
“Do you want to come into the guest room?”

He didn’t ask twice.



The door clicked shut behind us.

The silence was electric. My breath was short. I felt my nipples harden against the soft fabric of my tank. Chris stepped forward, not touching me yet, but close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from his chest.

“You sure?” he asked.

I nodded. “Please.”

He kissed me.

Soft. Then harder. Mouth open, tongue sliding against mine as he wrapped one hand around my waist and pulled me against the thick line of his cock straining in his jeans.

I whimpered. My fingers slipped under his shirt, feeling the heat of his skin, the sculpted ridges of his abs. He groaned when I pressed against him, grinding slowly.

“If we get caught—” he whispered.

“We won’t.”



He lifted my tank, exposing my breasts. His hands covered them, thumbs grazing my nipples as his mouth claimed mine again.

“You always this wet for me?” he growled, sliding his hand down the front of my shorts.

“Only you.”

He pulled them down. Dropped to his knees.

I opened for him, leaning back on the bed, one leg lifted and draped over his shoulder.

His tongue hit me like a shock—hot, firm, licking from my opening to my clit in slow, deep strokes. I gasped, hand flying to my mouth to stifle the sound. He moaned against me as he licked, his fingers spreading me open, tongue flicking fast and steady.

I came in seconds. Shaking. Writhing.

“You’re fucking dangerous,” I whispered.

He stood, eyes wild, cock already out. Long, thick, heavy in his hand.

“I need to be inside you,” he growled.



I bent over the bed, my ass up, legs wide. He slid into me from behind—slow at first, then all the way.

The stretch made me gasp again.

He covered my mouth with his hand as he began to move. Deep, powerful thrusts. The slap of skin against skin loud in the quiet room. The hall light still glowed under the crack in the door.

“Fuck, Natalie,” he panted. “You feel—insane.”

I pushed back into him. Each thrust hit deeper. Harder.

He reached around, found my clit, rubbed fast and tight as he kept fucking me.

I came again. My body locking around his cock, clenching, pulsing, legs trembling.

He didn’t stop.

He pulled out just in time and came in hot, heavy spurts across my ass and lower back, his breath ragged, hands gripping my hips so tight I’d bruise.



We stood there. Silent. Bare skin against bare skin.

Neither of us said it.

But we both knew this wasn’t the last time.


Confession #22: “The Hotel Key He Shouldn’t Have Had”

Brielle K., Denver, CO

It was supposed to be coffee.

Just coffee. A quick “how have you been?” while I was in New York for a weekend conference.

But Jordan was never just coffee.

He was a ghost I thought I’d buried — the man who used to bend me over every surface in his loft, the one who knew how to press me into the exact shape he wanted. The one who had me begging without saying a word.

We hadn’t spoken in four years.

But the moment I saw him waiting by the hotel bar, glass of neat bourbon in his hand, eyes dragging over my body in that slow, devouring way — I knew I’d fucked up.

I should’ve never agreed to see him.

And I sure as hell shouldn’t have told him my room number.



He let himself in without knocking.

I turned from the window, barefoot, in nothing but a white robe tied loose at the waist. I wasn’t planning this. But I hadn’t stopped it either.

He closed the door behind him. Tossed his jacket on the chair. Looked at me for a long second.

“You’re still beautiful,” he said, voice low and even.

“You’re not supposed to be here.”

“Tell me to leave, Brielle.”

I didn’t.

Instead, I let the robe fall open.

He exhaled like he’d been holding his breath for years.



In two steps, he was in front of me. One hand gripped my neck, gently tilting my chin up. The other slid around my waist, pulling me flush against the firm lines of his chest.

“You let me in,” he said. “You want this.”

I did. God, I did.

I kissed him.

Rough. Needy. Years of unresolved ache crashing through me as his mouth took mine like it still belonged to him. His hand slid down my back, cupped my ass, and pulled me tight against the hard bulge in his jeans.

“Take your fucking clothes off,” I whispered.

“You always did know how to beg,” he growled.

He stripped fast. T-shirt. Jeans. Boxer briefs. His cock slapped hard against his abs—thick, veiny, painfully hard.

I sank to my knees. Licked from base to tip. Then took him into my mouth slowly, my lips stretching around him as he groaned, fingers threading into my hair.

“Just like that, baby. Take it.”

I sucked him deep, spit pooling at the corners of my mouth, moaning as he fucked my throat gently, guiding me with both hands. I loved the taste. The weight of him. The way he looked down at me like I was something he owned.

But he pulled me up before he came.

“No,” he said, breath ragged. “I want to feel that pussy first.”



He threw me onto the bed. Climbed over me. Spread my thighs with both hands.

“You still so fucking wet when you break the rules?”

“Worse now,” I gasped.

He slid two fingers inside me. My back arched.

“Jesus,” he whispered. “You’re soaking.”

Then he lined himself up and pushed in all at once.

I screamed into the pillow — overwhelmed by how deep he was, how much I’d missed this. The stretch. The burn. The domination.

He didn’t go slow.

He fucked me hard — hips slamming into mine, each thrust sharp and deep and controlled. His hand wrapped around my throat. Not tight. Just a reminder.

“Your husband ever fuck you like this?”

“No,” I moaned.

“You ever come on his cock like you come for me?”

I shook my head.

“Didn’t think so.”

He pulled out, flipped me over, slammed back in with a groan as I cried out again. My legs hooked around his waist. My nails clawed his back.

“I’m gonna come,” I begged.

“Then fucking do it.”

I broke under him — body shuddering, vision white-hot, pulse thundering in my ears as I came harder than I had in years.

He followed seconds later, pulling out and jerking himself over me, thick ropes of cum spilling across my stomach, my tits, his growls low and rough.



He collapsed beside me, chest heaving.

I turned my head, meeting his eyes.

“This was a mistake,” I whispered.

He didn’t disagree.

But he also didn’t get dressed right away.

And neither did I.


Confession #23: “6A & A Stranger”

Janelle T., Chicago, IL

I was already two glasses of wine deep before takeoff.

It was supposed to be a business trip. Four days in San Diego. Just another conference filled with name tags, small talk, and polite eye contact across overlit rooms. My husband barely noticed when I left. Just muttered a distracted “good luck” without looking up from his laptop.

So when I saw the man sitting beside me in 6B — tall, sharp-suited, jaw dusted with stubble, reading something leather-bound and real — I crossed my legs slowly, adjusted my blouse, and smiled.

He smelled like sandalwood and cold air.
He looked up at me once, met my eyes, and held.

I didn’t expect what came next. But I didn’t stop it either.



He was quiet at first. But when we hit cruising altitude, he turned slightly toward me.

“Long flight?”

“Not long enough,” I said without thinking.

He arched a brow. “Work or escape?”

“Bit of both.”

He smiled.

His voice was low, smooth. Confident. Not arrogant, but the kind of man who didn’t need to say much to be heard. We talked about nothing. About books. Travel. Regret. His laugh was deep. Unhurried.

My hand brushed his thigh once—accidentally.

Then again. Not accidentally.

He didn’t flinch. Just looked at me.

“You ever done something reckless on a plane, Janelle?”

My stomach flipped when he said my name.

“No,” I whispered. “But I think I’m about to.”



We didn’t fuck in the bathroom.

We didn’t need to.

It was later. At the hotel. When he showed up at my room with nothing but a look and said, “One night. No names. No pretending.”

I opened the door.

And let it happen.



He kissed me like he meant to ruin me.

Hands gripped my waist, pulled me against him, mouth hot and commanding. I felt his hard cock pressing through his slacks, rubbing against my stomach as we stumbled backward toward the bed.

My blouse came off first — buttons flying. My bra followed, his mouth devouring my breasts, sucking my nipples one at a time, biting gently until I gasped. I tugged at his belt, pulled him free. His cock was thick, hard, pulsing in my palm.

He dropped to his knees, hooked his fingers into my lace panties, and yanked them down. His hands gripped my thighs as he leaned in and tasted me.

“God, you’re soaked,” he growled, spreading me wider.

His tongue was sin. Slow licks that circled my clit, then teased it, then flicked fast and light until my head fell back and my hips bucked. I rode his mouth shamelessly, grinding down on his tongue, fingers tangled in his hair.

“You’re gonna make me—fuck—”

I came, body clenching, voice strangled in my throat.

But he didn’t stop.

Not even when I pushed at his shoulders, too sensitive. He held me down, sucked my clit harder until I came again, this time louder, wetter, hips shaking.



He stood.

“On the bed. Hands and knees.”

I obeyed.

He slid into me in one hard, thick thrust. I screamed into the pillow. He filled me completely, then pulled out slow, dragging the length of his cock until only the tip remained inside.

Then he slammed back in.

Over and over. Deep, fast, brutal. His grip on my hips tight. His pace relentless.

“You like getting fucked by a stranger while your husband’s across the country?”

“Yes—yes—don’t stop—”

He reached under, rubbed my clit in tight, fast circles. My body broke. I came again, gushing around his cock, shaking as he kept pounding into me.

Then he pulled out, flipped me onto my back, and entered me again.

This time slower. Deeper.

His eyes locked on mine.

His hand gripped my throat as he thrust again. My legs wrapped around him. I moaned with every stroke, lost in him, lost in the moment. The friction, the heat, the sound of his breath in my ear.

“I want you to remember this,” he whispered. “Every time he doesn’t touch you.”

“I will.”

He groaned. Pulled out. Came all over my stomach — thick, hot, across my skin in long spurts.

We lay there, both gasping.



He didn’t stay.

Didn’t say goodbye.

And I never got his name.

But every now and then, I still check my seat assignment on flights.

And hope it says 6A.


Confession #24: “Across the Fence”

Melanie C., Scottsdale, AZ

It started with a window.

Or maybe it started the night my husband passed out drunk again on the patio, snoring loud enough to drown out the crickets. I was alone in our bedroom, peeling off my sundress in the mirror, when I glanced through the side window and saw him.

Liam.

Our neighbor.

Twenty-six. Tanned from daily shirtless yard work. Tattoos on his forearm. Always polite. Always smiling a little too long when we made eye contact.

And that night, he was looking straight at me.

I was in nothing but my panties. My nipples stiff in the desert air. I should’ve turned away. Should’ve closed the curtain.

I didn’t.

Instead, I let the dress fall completely.

And I watched him watch me.



The next afternoon, I was pruning the bougainvillea at the side of the house when he walked by in nothing but mesh shorts and sneakers.

“Hey, Mrs. C,” he said, slowing to a stop. “Need a hand?”

I smiled. “Not unless you’re volunteering to get scratched.”

“I’ve had worse.”

He was sweating. His skin glowed under the sun. I could smell him when he stepped closer — salt and citrus and something just male. I stood, wiped my forehead, and handed him the shears.

“You ever spy on your neighbors, Liam?”

His jaw tensed slightly.

“Only when they’re impossible not to look at.”

We both knew what we were doing.



That night, I opened the side window.

No panties this time. Just a long, white nightshirt and bare skin underneath.

Ten minutes later, a soft knock on the back door.

He didn’t say a word when I opened it. He just stepped inside, eyes dragging over me in the dim kitchen light, and closed the door behind him.

We were three feet from where my husband had passed out the night before.

“You sure about this?” he asked, his voice tight.

“I’m not supposed to be.”

That’s when he kissed me.

Hard. Desperate. His mouth on mine like he’d been starving for it. His hands slid under my nightshirt, gripping my ass, fingers digging in as he pulled me against the thick outline of his cock.

I moaned, grinding against him.

“I’ve thought about this since the first time you bent over in that garden,” he growled.

I took his hand. Led him down the hallway.

To the guest room.



The moment the door closed, he had me pinned against it.

My shirt bunched at my waist. My breasts exposed. His mouth closed over one nipple, sucking hard as his fingers slid between my thighs, finding me soaked and ready.

“Fuck, you’re dripping,” he murmured.

“For you.”

He dropped to his knees.

Licked me from the bottom up. Tongue flat, slow, groaning into my pussy as he buried his face there. He sucked my clit gently, then harder. I cried out, one hand in his hair, the other over my mouth.

I came on his tongue within minutes — hips jerking, thighs trembling.

When he stood, he pulled his shorts down. His cock was thick, long, pulsing in his hand.

“Please,” I begged.

He bent me over the guest bed, one hand gripping my hip.

And slid in.



I gasped. The stretch was perfect. Deep. My pussy clenched around him as he began to move — slow at first, letting me feel every inch.

“You feel so fucking good,” he panted.

“So do you.”

He fucked me deep. His abs slapped my ass with every thrust. He grabbed a fistful of my hair, pulled my head back, and growled in my ear.

“You ever been fucked like this, Mrs. C?”

“No.”

He moved faster. Harder. I was soaked. Gasping. The room smelled like sex and summer skin.

He reached around, rubbed my clit fast and hard.

I came again, body locking around him, shaking.

He pulled out at the last second and came all over my lower back, chest heaving, cock twitching.



We were quiet for a long moment.

Then he helped clean me up.

Before he left, he looked at me.

“Same time tomorrow?”

I didn’t answer.

I just left the window open.


Confession #25: “Room 708”

Elena M., Austin, TX

It was supposed to be a girls' weekend.

Cabo. Ocean breeze. Room service. The kind of escape I’d always promised myself but never taken. My husband encouraged it — or rather, barely looked up from his phone when I told him I booked it.

“You deserve a break,” he’d said.
What he really meant was: Just don’t expect me to change while you’re gone.

So I didn’t.

I just packed lighter dresses. Thinner panties. And more lingerie than I’d worn at home in the past year.



It happened the second night.
The rooftop bar. Sky flushed purple-orange. Salt air in my hair.

And then... him.

Lucien.
Not just a man — the man. The one I almost moved to L.A. for eight years ago. The one I broke things off with when I chose “stability” over fire. He was older now. So was I. But the second our eyes met from across the deck, time folded.

He crossed the space between us slowly. Smooth. Intentional.

“Still got the same eyes,” he said, the corners of his mouth turning up.

“And you still have the same mouth,” I replied before I could stop myself.

We laughed.

But it wasn’t light.

It was heavy. Full of what ifs.

And we both knew it wasn’t ending at the bar.



Room 708.
He walked me there after two drinks. One brush of his hand against the small of my back. One look down at my lips when I said goodnight.

I unlocked the door.

I didn’t close it behind me.

He did.



He kissed me the way I remembered—firm, slow, claiming me before I could even breathe. His hands cupped my face, slid into my hair, and pulled me against him like I was the thing he’d crossed countries to find.

“You still taste like I remember,” he murmured against my lips.

“You still make me want to forget I’m married.”

He didn’t answer. He just kissed me again.

Harder.

I pulled his shirt off over his head, and he did the same with mine. My nipples were hard against the lace of my bra, my breath shallow as he unhooked it from behind and let it fall.

He cupped my breasts, thumbs teasing my nipples, then bent to take one into his mouth.

I gasped. Arched. Felt the first wave of wetness soak through my panties.



He dropped to his knees. Hooked his fingers in my thong. Pulled it down slow.

“You’re already dripping,” he growled, voice low and gravelly. “Did I do that?”

“Only you.”

His tongue touched me and I nearly collapsed.

He licked from bottom to top — thick, slow strokes that melted my bones. His hands gripped my thighs, spreading me wider as he buried his face between my legs.

I moaned deep. Loud. Didn’t care who heard.

He sucked my clit, circled it fast, then slipped two fingers inside me. I clenched. My stomach tightened.

“I’m gonna—Lucien—”

“Do it,” he said. “Right now.”

I came hard. Shaking. My thighs around his face. My fingers tangled in his hair. My moan echoing through the hotel room.

But he wasn’t done.



He lifted me onto the bed, pulled his pants off, and stroked his cock slowly while looking down at me.

“Get on your knees.”

I obeyed.

I opened my mouth for him, wrapped my lips around the thick, smooth head, and began to suck him slow and deep.

He hissed.

“Fuck, I missed that mouth.”

He fucked my face gently. Let me take all of him. Let me drool, spit, gag, and moan around his cock as he held my head and whispered my name like a curse.

When he pulled out, he was panting.

Then he flipped me over.

Face down, ass up, pussy dripping.

“Lucien—please—”

He slammed into me from behind.

One deep, perfect stroke that made me cry out into the pillow.

“God, you’re still tight,” he groaned. “Still mine.”

He fucked me hard. Deep. The slap of his hips against my ass. My breasts bouncing with every thrust. His hand gripping my throat, pulling me up against him so he could whisper in my ear:

“Your husband doesn’t fuck you like this, does he?”

“No,” I whimpered.

“You don’t scream for him like this, do you?”

“No—never—only you.”

I came again, eyes rolling back, body convulsing as he pounded through my orgasm.

Then he pulled out and came all over my back in long, hot spurts, groaning low and rough as he collapsed beside me.



We lay there in silence. Sheets tangled. Bodies slick with sweat.

Then he said it:

“You’ll leave him someday.”

I didn’t reply.

Because deep down, I knew he was right.


Confession #26: “The Executive Suite”

Sabrina L., Charlotte, NC

We weren’t supposed to be staying on the same floor.

But somehow, we were.

The annual company retreat — two nights at a boutique mountain resort, tucked in the woods just north of Asheville. My husband, Matt, had worked for the firm for six years. I’d attended every year, always as the well-mannered, supportive wife. Polished, smiling, untouched.

Until this one.

Until Grant Stone, the CEO.



He was older than Matt by a decade. Silver at his temples. Broad shoulders beneath custom suits. The kind of man who always smelled expensive — leather, spice, faint cigar smoke. He never said much, but when he spoke, people shut up.

Including me.

I’d caught his eyes on me during the opening cocktail hour. Slow. Bold. No shame in it.

That night, after Matt fell asleep in our room — still in his blazer, dead drunk from scotch and backslaps — I slipped into the hallway barefoot.

I didn’t knock on his door.
I didn’t need to.

He was already there. Standing across the corridor. Room key in hand.

He opened the door to his suite.

I walked in.



The room was dark but warm. Fireplace flickering. Whiskey on the table.

He said nothing.

He walked behind me, slowly, hands skimming the sides of my waist, dragging along the fabric of my silk slip.

“You’ve been distracting me since the moment you arrived,” he said, voice gravelly. Calm.

“Then stop pretending you’re not thinking about it.”

His fingers tugged my slip down until it fell in a soft pool around my ankles.

Nothing underneath.

He exhaled like he’d been punched.

Then his hand slid between my thighs.

“You’re already soaked,” he murmured.

“Do something about it.”



He bent me over the edge of the bed. One hand pressed between my shoulder blades. The other stroked my pussy, slow at first, then with two fingers that curled deep inside me, finding the spot that made my knees buckle.

I moaned into the mattress.

He removed his belt.

I didn’t have to look back to know what was coming.

The first slap across my ass was sharp. Not brutal — just firm enough to make me gasp.

“You like playing dirty behind your husband’s back?” he said, gripping my jaw and turning my face toward him.

“Yes,” I breathed.

“I knew you were trouble.”

He unzipped, and a moment later, the thick head of his cock pushed against my entrance.

He slid in slowly.

I cried out. He was huge. Stretching me. Filling me in ways Matt never could.

“God, you feel good,” he groaned. “So tight. So fucking wet.”



He started to thrust. Deep. Powerful. One hand gripping my hip. The other sliding into my hair, tugging just enough to make me arch.

The room filled with the sound of skin on skin. His cock slamming into me over and over. I couldn’t hold back the moans — I didn’t even try. I was soaked, ruined, eyes rolled back with every stroke.

He reached around and rubbed my clit — fast, rough circles.

“You gonna come on my cock while your husband’s snoring across the hall?”

“Yes—please—harder—”

“Come for me. Right now.”

I shattered.

My whole body seized, shaking around him as I screamed into the sheets. He didn’t stop. He fucked me through it. Let me ride the wave, then flipped me over.

Now face-up, legs spread, he watched himself slide back in.

“You look perfect like this,” he murmured. “Open. Used.”

He started slow again. Rolling his hips deep, making sure I felt every inch. My nails scratched down his back. My eyes locked on his.

“Don’t pull out,” I whispered. “I want to feel all of it.”

He growled. Picked up speed.

“Tell me who this pussy belongs to right now.”

“You,” I gasped. “Only you.”

His rhythm broke. He buried himself to the hilt and came hard — thick, deep spurts that I felt fill me, pulse after pulse as his jaw clenched and his hips slammed forward.

He stayed inside me until he was done.

Then slowly pulled out. His cum spilled onto the sheets between my thighs.

He kissed me once.

Then handed me a towel.



I slipped back into the hallway 20 minutes later.

My slip back on. No panties. My thighs still sticky. My heart still racing.

Matt never even stirred when I slid into bed beside him.

But when Grant stood at the podium the next morning for closing remarks, he looked at me once — just once — and smiled.

A slow, knowing smile.

I crossed my legs.

And smiled back.


Confession #27: “The Masked Man”

Isobel D., New Orleans, LA

It was the kind of event that made you dress like you were cheating.

A black-tie, invitation-only gala deep in the Garden District. Hosted by a foundation so elite it didn’t need a name. My husband’s firm had scored the invite, but he was stuck in Boston on a last-minute arbitration. I should’ve bowed out.

But I went alone.

Hair pinned in a vintage twist. A floor-length silk gown the color of deep merlot. No bra. No panties. Just a pair of thigh-high stockings and the filthiest thoughts I’d ever had in public.

And the mask.

A delicate black lace half-veil with ribbon ties. Enough to make me feel invisible. Enough to make me dangerous.



He approached after my second glass of champagne.

Black tux. Crisp white shirt, no tie. His mask was a sleek matte black, angular, masculine. His eyes—green, intense, unapologetic—dragged over my body like he already knew what I looked like beneath the silk.

“You don’t belong here,” he said smoothly.

“Neither do you.”

He smiled. Tilted his head.

“You look like a woman who came to get in trouble.”

“I look like a woman who’s already in it.”

He leaned in, close enough for his breath to warm my ear.

“Follow me.”



He didn’t take me far. Just down a velvet-draped corridor to a private wing I hadn’t noticed before.

A small lounge. Quiet. Lit only by the flicker of a low chandelier. A chaise longue near the window. A full moon outside. Music muffled behind the door.

And a keycard already in his hand.

“You're married,” he said, glancing at the ring on my finger.

“So are you.”

“Then this never happened.”

“Agreed.”

I walked toward the chaise, slowly, turning my back to him.

And let the gown fall.

It pooled around my ankles.

I stood completely bare, except for heels and the lace mask.

His breath caught.



The first thing he touched was my thigh. Just one fingertip, grazing the edge of my stocking, dragging upward, teasing the bare skin just above the band.

Then both hands — strong, hot — slid up my legs, over my hips, cupping my ass, spreading me gently.

“You’re wet,” he said.

“Do something about it.”

He dropped to his knees behind me. I felt the heat of his breath on my pussy before his tongue slid over me in one long, hungry stroke.

I gasped, hands gripping the velvet arm of the chaise.

He ate me like a man starved — tongue working my clit in tight, slick circles, fingers slipping inside me one at a time. I moaned shamelessly, hips rocking back into his face as my orgasm built hard and fast.

“Fuck—don’t stop—please—”

He sucked my clit harder, then curved his fingers just right—

I came. Gushing. Loud. My legs shaking, heart racing.

But he didn’t stop.

He stood behind me.

And I heard his zipper.



“Do you want this?”

“Yes.”

“You won’t be able to forget it.”

“I don’t want to.”

He slid into me with one hard thrust.

I cried out — full, stretched, deliciously stuffed. His hands gripped my hips tight, holding me open as he fucked me deep from behind. Slow at first. Letting me feel it. Letting me drown in it.

Then faster.

Harder.

My breasts bounced with every slap of his hips. The wet slap of our bodies filled the room. He reached around, pinched my nipple, then rubbed my clit again.

“You’re gonna come for me again, beautiful,” he growled.

I did. Screaming. Clenching around his cock. My walls fluttering as he kept driving into me.

He pulled out at the last second — groaned — and came across my lower back in thick, hot spurts, panting, trembling, steadying himself against the back of the chaise.



We didn’t speak for a long time.

He found a napkin. Cleaned me gently. Dressed wordlessly.

Before he left, he paused at the door.

“You should leave first.”

I nodded.

Still masked. Still bare beneath my gown. Still throbbing from what we did.

And still soaking wet with guilt.

But I didn’t regret it.

I never saw him again.

But sometimes, when I pass my mirror at night — mask in hand, dress slipping from my shoulders — I wonder…

Would I do it again?

Oh, definitely.


Confession #28: “Drilled & Screwed”

Leona R., Sacramento, CA

He showed up with paint under his fingernails and a devil’s grin.

Danny.

Twenty-four. Broad-shouldered, sun-browned arms, black T-shirt stretched tight across his chest. He was sent by the contractor who did our deck last year — “great with interiors,” the office said. “Hardworking, good rates.”

They didn’t mention the tattoos on his knuckles. Or the way his jeans clung to his thighs. Or the fact that every time he bent over, I had to remember to breathe.

I was supposed to be working from home that week. But I barely got anything done.

Especially once I noticed how often he watched me.



I caught him staring the second day — while I stood in the kitchen in a loose tank and no bra, reaching into the top shelf.

He didn’t look away.
Just smirked.

“You always this comfortable around strangers?” he asked, wiping his hands on a rag.

I smiled.

“Only around ones who don’t feel like strangers.”

He arched a brow. “That so?”

I walked past him. Slow. Felt his eyes trail down my back.

Then I said:
“You missed a spot in the downstairs hallway.”

He followed.



He stood in the entryway, looking at the trim near the floor. I leaned on the opposite wall, arms crossed under my bare chest.

“What else needs fixing?” he asked, voice low.

I stepped closer.

“Plenty.”

He dropped the rag.

And kissed me.

It was hot, messy, rough — the kind of kiss you steal when you know damn well you shouldn’t. His hands were all over me — gripping my hips, pulling me in, one hand sliding under my tank to cup my bare breast.

“Fuck,” he growled. “No bra?”

“No time.”

He dropped to his knees right there, palms running up the insides of my thighs, pushing my loose shorts down until I was bare.

Then his mouth found me.



He licked me like he had nothing to lose. Tongue flat and fast, then slow and deep, sucking my clit like it was the only thing that mattered.

I gasped, fingers in his hair, rocking against his face shamelessly as he moaned into me.

“God—Danny—don’t stop—”

He didn’t.

He slipped two fingers inside, curling them as he sucked. I came hard — wet and fast, grinding into his mouth as my thighs shook.

He stood. Unzipped.

His cock sprang free — thick, veined, rock hard.

I looked up at him from my knees.

“Let me taste it.”

He grinned.

“Fuck, you’re a dream.”



I wrapped my lips around him slowly, teasing the head with my tongue, moaning as he filled my mouth. He groaned, one hand in my hair, guiding me as I took him deeper.

“Shit—you’re good at that.”

I sucked him slow. Deep. Letting spit coat my lips, dripping down my chin. I stroked the base as I bobbed, eyes up on his face, watching him lose control.

Then he pulled me up, pressed me against the freshly painted wall, and lifted my leg around his hip.

“I gotta fuck you right now.”

“Then do it.”

He lined himself up, rubbed the head through my soaked folds.

And slid in.



The stretch was unreal. My nails dug into his shoulders. My breath caught.

He started slow — deep, steady strokes that made me moan with every inch. The sound of skin slapping echoed in the hall. He kissed me hard, fucking me like he’d been thinking about it for days.

“God, this pussy’s so fuckin’ tight,” he panted. “You needed this, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “So bad.”

He fucked me harder. Bent me over the stairs. Spanked my ass until it stung, then slid back in, pounding me from behind.

I came again. Loud. Soaking wet.

He pulled out and came all over my back in thick, hot bursts, groaning like he couldn’t stop himself.



We were quiet after.

He wiped me clean with the rag he’d dropped earlier.

“You’re gonna get me in trouble,” he muttered, pulling his jeans back up.

“You already are.”

He looked at me like he wanted to do it all over again.

And he did.

The next morning.

In the garage.

On the washing machine.

But that’s a different confession.


Confession #29: “After Hours”

Danielle F., Seattle, WA

He was the kind of trouble I was supposed to supervise.

Aiden C.
Twenty-three. Sharp. Eager. And too damn pretty for his own good. He was the newest intern in our marketing division — assigned to shadow me through Q3.

I was thirty-nine. Married. Respected. “Put together.”

And I hadn’t been properly fucked in almost seven months.



It started with glances. Always just a little too long. Then jokes. The kind that walked the line. Then “accidental” touches — his fingers brushing mine when we passed a file, standing just a little too close at the printer.

One Friday, after most of the office had cleared out, he stayed late to finish a report.

So did I.

I walked past his cubicle in a fitted pencil skirt and cream silk blouse, the top two buttons undone. His eyes dragged over me.

“You staying late again?” he asked, voice lower than usual.

“Some things require hands-on attention.”

He looked up.

“You giving me permission to be bad, Danielle?”

“Depends how bad.”

He stood.

And the door to my office closed behind us.



We didn’t speak once the door latched.

He pressed me back against the glass wall, mouth crashing into mine. I kissed him hard, desperate, unfiltered — my body finally answering a hunger I’d been feeding in silence for weeks.

His hands ran down my sides, gripped my hips, then slipped under my blouse to cup my bare breasts.

“No bra?” he whispered.

“Didn't think I'd need one.”

He pulled the blouse open — buttons scattering — and dropped to his knees.

My skirt rode up.

He hooked his fingers into the lace edge of my thong and tugged it down, lips already brushing the inside of my thighs.

“You smell incredible.”

Then his tongue found me.



He licked me slowly at first — long, teasing strokes. Then faster, suckling my clit between his lips, his hands pressing my thighs apart as I writhed against the glass.

“Fuck—Aiden—yes—don’t stop—”

He added a finger, then two, curling them up as he sucked harder.

I came embarrassingly fast — soaking his mouth, moaning through clenched teeth, thighs trembling as I grabbed his hair and rode the wave.

He stood, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and kissed me again — deep, messy, letting me taste myself.

“I want to fuck you so bad,” he growled.

I turned, bent over the desk, and looked back.

“Then do it.”



He unzipped.

His cock was long, thick, flushed dark red — already glistening with pre-cum.

He ran the head through my folds once… twice…

Then pushed inside in one slow, filling stroke.

I gasped, nails dragging across the desk.

He started to move — smooth and deep — hips slapping against my ass, the wet sound of my pussy echoing between the glass and wood walls.

“Your husband ever fuck you at work?” he whispered.

“No,” I moaned.

“Bet he couldn’t make you scream like this.”

He fucked me harder.

Faster.

One hand gripping my hair, the other reaching around to rub my clit in fast, dirty circles.

“You’re gonna come again, aren’t you?”

“Yes—please—I’m so close—”

“Then come for me. Right here. Right now.”

I exploded.

Eyes rolling. Mouth open. Back arched as my orgasm tore through me, legs shaking, cum dripping down the insides of my thighs.

He groaned, pulled out, and came all over my ass in thick, hot spurts — gasping, panting, trying to catch his breath.



Afterward, he cleaned me gently with his tie.

Then stood behind me and whispered:

“Am I in trouble, boss?”

I buttoned my blouse, turned to him with a smirk.

“Not yet. But we’ve got Monday.”


Confession #30: “Detention, Revisited”

Monica S., Raleigh, NC

The night started with awkward hugs and cheap prosecco.

Fifteen years since high school. I wore a backless black jumpsuit that hugged my ass better than anything I’d worn in a decade. My husband was “too busy with work” to come. I didn’t mind. It was easier to flirt when I wasn’t explaining myself.

And then I saw Jacob.

Varsity soccer captain turned tattooed, whiskey-eyed mystery.

He looked nothing like the boy I used to sneak into the janitor’s closet with. He was broader now, all forearms and stubble, his shirt sleeves rolled up, exposing ink that curled over his veins. But his smile — cocky, crooked — still made my knees weak.

“Monica,” he said, stepping closer. “Still make my heart skip.”

I laughed. “You’re full of shit.”

“You’re full of something too.”

My stomach flipped.

The years vanished.

And I remembered how he made me feel: wanted, worshiped, wrecked.



We slipped away after the first hour. Too many eyes. Too many drinks. Too much tension.

It was my idea to go upstairs — the empty third floor of the school where the theater department used to rehearse. No cameras. No staff.

Just us.

And the memories.

We walked the halls in silence, echoing heels on polished floors.

Then he spoke.

“Ever think about what might’ve happened if I didn’t fuck it up?”

“All the time.”

He stopped walking.

“Still married?”

“Yes.”

He stepped closer. Pressed me gently against the lockers.

“Happy?”

I didn’t answer.

I didn’t have to.

He kissed me.

And every piece of me that had stayed quiet for years came alive.



His hands slid down my back, over my ass, gripping tight as he kissed me harder — mouth hot, tongue searching. I moaned softly as his thigh pushed between mine, spreading me open through the thin fabric of my jumpsuit.

“I used to jerk off thinking about you,” he whispered against my neck.

“I used to do more than that.”

He growled.

“Show me.”

I unzipped the jumpsuit slowly, letting it fall past my shoulders. I wasn’t wearing a bra. My breasts spilled free — nipples hard, breath shallow.

His mouth found them instantly.

He sucked one nipple deep, rolling the other between his fingers, alternating until I was arching against the cold lockers, panting, begging for more.

Then he dropped to his knees.



He pulled the jumpsuit all the way down, baring me completely.

“You’re fucking perfect,” he murmured.

He spread my legs and leaned in — tongue flat, licking me slow, from bottom to top, groaning as he tasted me. I gasped, hands in his hair, hips rolling forward.

He sucked my clit gently, then harder, two fingers slipping inside, curling as he fucked me with his mouth.

“Don’t stop—fuck—Jacob—”

I came. Hard. Writhing. Flooding his mouth as he moaned into me.

Then he stood.

Pulled out his cock.

Thick. Hard. Dripping at the tip.

I dropped to my knees.



I took him in my mouth slowly, wrapping my lips around the head, sucking deep, moaning around his length. He hissed, one hand gripping the back of my head, guiding me deeper.

I bobbed. Spit slicking my chin. Eyes locked on his.

“You’re better than I remember,” he groaned.

I smiled. Took him deeper.

Then he pulled me up, spun me around, bent me over the old wooden teacher’s desk, and slid into me from behind in one hard thrust.

I gasped.

“Still tight,” he growled. “Still mine.”

He fucked me hard — deep, fast, the desk creaking under our weight, his hips slamming into my ass as he pulled my hair back.

My legs were shaking. My pussy soaked. I came again around his cock, moaning so loud he covered my mouth with his hand.

He didn’t stop.

“I’m gonna come,” he panted.

“Inside me,” I begged. “Please. Fill me.”

He did.

Hot, thick spurts deep inside, cock pulsing, groaning into my neck.

We collapsed against each other.

Sweating.

Shaking.

Silent.



We redressed in the dark.

No promises.

No regrets.

Only one whispered sentence before he left.

“I waited fifteen years. I won’t wait again.”

And just like that, Jacob walked back into my life.

And into my bed.

Again. And again.


Confession #31: “Table for One”

Rhea T., San Diego, CA

The spa was quiet.

Soft instrumental music played through hidden speakers. The air smelled like eucalyptus and rosewater. It was the kind of place designed to make women like me — tired, touched-out, emotionally invisible — feel something again.

I told my husband I was going for “me-time.”

He didn’t even look up from his laptop.

What I didn’t tell him was that this wasn’t just any appointment.

It was with Luka.

Tall. Eastern European accent. Strong hands. Dark eyes. He’d worked on me once before — professionally. But the way his fingers lingered on my lower back, the way his voice dipped when he said “breathe for me,” stayed in my mind longer than any actual release.

This time, I booked him by name.

For the full 90 minutes.

In a private suite.

And I shaved everywhere.



He greeted me at the door wearing all black — soft cotton tee stretched across his chest, linen pants, bare feet. His eyes dragged over me as I walked in, wrapped in a white towel, hair piled up, nothing but lotion on my skin.

“Rhea,” he said with that low, lilting accent. “You look relaxed already.”

“I’m hoping to be,” I replied.

He smiled.

The lights were dim. Candles flickered. The massage table was draped in warm towels, a bottle of oil already resting near the edge.

“Lie down for me, face down. Let’s start with your back.”

I obeyed.



The first touch was innocent.

Warm oil. Hands spreading across my shoulders. Thumbs kneading deep into the muscles near my spine. I exhaled, melting into the padded table, letting the music fade into the background.

But then his hands moved lower.

Over the curve of my waist. The small of my back. His thumbs dipped just below the towel edge — not enough to break rules, but just enough to break me.

“You carry tension here,” he murmured.

“Everywhere,” I whispered.

His hands grew firmer. Slower. Purposeful. He slipped the towel down just an inch. Then another.

When his hands cupped my bare ass, I didn’t stop him.

I moaned.

“Rhea…” he said, low. “Do you want me to continue?”

“Yes.”



He spread my legs gently.

His fingers dipped between my thighs — not massage strokes anymore, but slow, deliberate circles just outside the heat of my pussy.

“You’re already soaked,” he whispered. “Is this what you came for?”

“I didn’t know I needed it,” I breathed. “But I do.”

He kissed the back of my thigh.

Then his mouth was there — between my legs, tongue licking long, slow, upward strokes over my dripping folds.

I gasped into the towel. His hands held my ass open as he devoured me — licking, sucking, teasing my clit with his tongue until my thighs shook.

“Please—fuck—don’t stop—”

He didn’t.

I came. Hard. Loud. Grinding into his face with no shame, panting like I was being reborn.

But it wasn’t over.

He stood.

And I heard the soft sound of linen pants falling to the floor.



He turned me over.

Looked at me like he was starving.

“Touch me,” I begged.

He wrapped my hand around his cock — thick, warm, heavy in my palm. I stroked him slowly as he kissed down my chest, sucking one nipple into his mouth, groaning as I squeezed tighter.

Then he knelt between my legs.

Guided himself to my entrance.

And slid in.

God—so deep. So good. My back arched, the heat of his body melting into mine as he began to move — slow, deliberate strokes that filled every inch of me.

“You feel like heaven,” he murmured against my mouth.

“You feel like sin,” I gasped.

He fucked me slowly at first. Letting me feel it. His hips grinding against mine. The sound of wetness, slick and filthy, echoed off the stone walls.

Then he got rougher.

Faster.

He pinned my wrists above my head. Drove into me until I was coming again — shaking, moaning, biting his shoulder to stay quiet.

“I’m going to—”

“Do it inside me,” I begged. “Please. I need it.”

He groaned and came deep, pulsing, gasping as his hips jerked with every last thrust.

We lay there in silence.

Sweat. Oil. Cum. Candlelight flickering on our skin.

I finally felt something.



When I stood to redress, he handed me a warm towel.

His voice was quiet.

“You deserve more than tension, Rhea.”

I didn’t reply.

But I already booked him again.

Next Friday.

And this time?

I’m requesting two hours.


Confession #32: “Signed, Sealed, Fucked”

Nina V., Chicago, IL

We were celebrating a deal.

The three of us. My husband, Mark. His longtime business partner, Ethan. And me — the polished, well-behaved wife with the red lipstick and the tightly crossed legs.

Mark toasted the new contract. Ethan ordered another round.

And I pretended I didn’t notice how his eyes kept landing on my mouth.

He’d always looked at me that way. Since the first dinner meeting. Since the soft-spoken compliments that came a little too slow. Since the moment I realized that he saw me — not as Mark’s wife, but as a woman whose body he undressed in every pause between sips of bourbon.

Mark left early that night. “Too tired. Too many old fashioneds.”

Ethan stayed.

So did I.



We ended up back at our place.

More drinks. Softer lights. Jazz humming from the speakers. I kicked off my heels. He loosened his tie.

We stood by the kitchen island, laughing too hard at something that wasn’t even funny anymore. My dress had slipped low on one shoulder. His fingers brushed it back up.

Except they didn’t let go.

His knuckles dragged along my collarbone. Warm. Bold. Intentional.

“You shouldn’t look at me like that,” I whispered.

“You shouldn’t let me.”

Then he kissed me.

And every line I thought I wouldn’t cross disappeared.



His mouth was hot and hungry. Tongue sliding between my lips, hands gripping my waist, pulling me against the hard bulge in his slacks.

I moaned into his mouth.

He spun me, bent me forward over the counter, lifted the hem of my dress.

“No panties,” he said, voice like a growl. “Fucking hell.”

“Didn’t expect company.”

He knelt behind me.

Spread me open.

And buried his face in my pussy like he was starving.

I cried out — my wetness dripping onto the marble — as he sucked my clit, licked deep inside, his fingers spreading me wider, tongue circling, teasing, devouring.

“Oh my God—Ethan—yes—”

I came fast. Soaked. Shaking. Bent over the kitchen counter where I made my husband’s coffee that morning.

But Ethan wasn’t finished.



He stood.

Unbuckled.

Pulled out his cock — thick, veined, leaking.

I turned, dropped to my knees, and wrapped my lips around it in one smooth stroke.

“Fuck, Nina—”

I sucked him slow. Deep. Letting spit drip from my chin, moaning around his shaft as I stroked the base and took him to the back of my throat.

He groaned.

Pulled me up.

And carried me into the living room.

He tossed me onto the couch.

Climbed over me.

And slid inside in one slow, perfect thrust.



We both gasped.

He filled me to the hilt. My back arched. My legs wrapped around his waist.

He started slow. Rolling his hips. Letting me feel every inch.

“You’ve wanted this too,” he said. “Haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I moaned. “For so long.”

He fucked me harder.

Rougher.

One hand around my throat. The other gripping my thigh. His cock driving into me fast, deep, claiming me like I’d always belonged to him.

I came again.

Screaming his name.

Clenching around him.

Begging him not to stop.

“Cum inside me,” I whispered.

“You sure?”

“I want you to.”

He groaned. Thrust once. Twice.

Then exploded inside me — thick, hot, pulsing.

He collapsed on top of me.

Sweating.

Panting.

Ruined.



We lay there in silence.

My dress bunched at my waist. His cum leaking out of me.

Then he kissed my neck.

Softly.

“Mark can never know.”

“I know,” I said.

But in that moment, I also knew:

It would happen again.

Because I wasn’t just fucked.

I was owned.


Confession #33: “The Garden of Masks”

Celeste M., Miami, FL

The invitation arrived in a black envelope.

No return address. No name.

Just a gold-embossed card with a date, a time, and a location: The Veranda, a sprawling private estate hidden in the Florida Keys. Dress code: formal. Masked. No phones. No questions.

My husband thought it was a charity event.

It wasn’t.



I arrived alone.

Wrapped in a sheer, backless emerald gown with no bra, no panties. Only a thin silver mask over my eyes. My heels clicked on the marble as I stepped inside.

The air was thick with perfume and anticipation. Men in tuxedos. Women in gowns that dripped off their curves. Eyes hidden. Intentions, not.

A woman offered me champagne.

A man took my hand and kissed it.

Another whispered, “Welcome to the Garden.”



The ballroom had no chairs.

Only velvet chaises, leather divans, soft floor cushions — designed not for comfort, but for surrender.

In the center stood a single marble pedestal.

Lit softly.

Naked.

A woman knelt on it, blindfolded, her body open to all who passed. A man kissed her shoulder. Another rubbed her thighs. A third slid his fingers into her mouth while she moaned softly, trembling.

I was wet just watching.

A gloved hand brushed my hip.

“First time?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Then we’ll go slow.”

He didn’t wait for an answer.

He led me to a curtained room.



Inside: candlelight, silk ropes, mirrors.

He poured wine. Let me sip.

Then, wordlessly, unzipped my gown.

It slid down like water.

I stood naked before him, wearing nothing but the mask. He circled me slowly, touching the side of my neck, the curve of my waist, the inside of my thigh.

“Do you want this?” he asked.

“I came for it.”

“Then kneel.”

I obeyed.



He unbuckled. His cock was already hard. I licked my lips.

“Show me your mouth,” he said.

I opened wide.

He slid in — slowly — groaning as I wrapped my lips around him, sucking softly, teasing with my tongue. I bobbed slowly, tasting his salt and heat, his hand gently guiding my head.

“You’re beautiful like this,” he murmured.

When I looked up, another masked man had entered the room.

He stood behind me.

Watched.

Then knelt.

And kissed the curve of my ass.

I moaned around the cock in my mouth.

They didn’t ask. They didn’t speak.

They just… took.



Hands spread me wide.

Fingers slipped into my soaked pussy from behind while I sucked the first man harder, dripping with need.

Then I felt the second man’s cock press against me.

And slide in.

“Oh—fuck—” I gasped, breaking away from the man in front.

The one behind me gripped my hips and fucked me deep — slow strokes that filled me, stretched me, made me lose track of who I was.

I was just sensation. Skin. Moans. Pleasure.

Another woman entered.

Nude. Masked.

She kissed my mouth while they fucked me from both ends — her tongue tangled with mine, the first man’s cock back in my throat, the second pounding my pussy from behind, driving me toward a shaking orgasm.



I came hard.

Crying out into the stranger’s cock.

Flooding the floor beneath me.

But they didn’t stop.

The second man flipped me onto a chaise, spread my legs wide, and fucked me again while the first came all over my chest — hot, thick ropes that dripped down to my nipples.

I lay there in the candlelight.

Used.

Satisfied.

Wrecked.

And then—

From the mirror across the room, I saw him.

A man in a black mask. Watching.

Silent.

Still.

And though I couldn’t be sure…

I knew.

It was my husband.



He didn’t stop me.

Didn’t interrupt.

Just… watched.

Later, I’d ask him if he was there.

He’d deny it.

But the next morning, when he fucked me harder than he had in years — no words, no protection, just raw need — I saw it in his eyes.

He’d been there.

And he liked it.

Almost as much as I did.


Confession #34: “Cabana Heat”

Alana R., Palm Beach, FL

It was supposed to be a romantic getaway.

My husband booked a four-night stay at a five-star resort in Tulum — beachfront villa, in-room plunge pool, couples’ spa day. All the ingredients for reconnection.

But like always, his laptop made the trip.

And by the second day, I was sipping margaritas alone by the infinity pool while he sat inside, face lit by spreadsheets instead of sunlight.

That’s when Luca walked past me.

Tan. Shirtless. Low-slung swim shorts clinging to a V-shaped torso. Dark stubble on his jaw. A towel over his shoulder and an easy, cocky grin that said he knew exactly how good he looked.

He caught me looking.

Didn’t look away.

Just smirked.

And said, “Don’t burn, hermosa.”



I saw him again the next day.

At the swim-up bar.

This time, I smiled first.

“You always make a habit of flirting with married women?”

He glanced at the gold band on my finger.

“I make a habit of flirting with beautiful women. The ring is your problem.”

I laughed into my drink.

But my thighs pressed together under the water.

He leaned closer.

“Does your husband know how much attention you need?”

“No,” I whispered. “He’s too busy.”

“Pity.”

Then he swam away.



That night, after my husband fell asleep with his laptop still open, I slid into a white silk slip, tossed a towel around my waist, and walked barefoot to the private cabanas near the back of the beach.

Luca was already there.

Laid out on a lounge, shirtless again, sipping mezcal.

“I was hoping you’d come,” he said, setting his glass down.

“I shouldn’t be here.”

“Do you want to leave?”

“No.”

He stood.

Took the towel from my waist.

And let his eyes drink me in.



He kissed me hard.

His hands slid under the silk, gripping my bare ass, pulling me against the bulge already thick in his shorts. I moaned into his mouth, pressing against him.

“I’ve been hard for you for two days,” he murmured.

“Then do something about it.”

He pushed me back onto the chaise, slid the slip off in one motion. I was naked under the moonlight, ocean breeze teasing my nipples to hard peaks.

He knelt between my thighs.

And kissed my inner thigh like a promise.

Then his mouth found my pussy.



He licked me slow. Long. Deep strokes of his tongue, swirling around my clit before sucking it gently between his lips.

I gasped.

My fingers tangled in his hair.

He moaned as he tasted me, licking like he was savoring every drop. He slipped two fingers inside, curling them just right, finding that perfect spot that made my hips buck.

“Fuck—Luca—don’t stop—”

I came hard.

Thighs shaking. Pussy clenching. Breath caught in my throat.

He didn’t stop until I was dripping.

Then he stood, pulled out his cock — thick, hard, glistening at the tip — and stroked it slowly.

“Your turn.”



I dropped to my knees on the cabana floor.

Wrapped my lips around him.

He groaned instantly — hands in my hair, hips bucking as I took him deeper, letting spit coat my lips, sucking him slow and wet.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he moaned. “On your knees… for me.”

I looked up at him, mouth full, and kept going.

When he couldn’t take it anymore, he lifted me onto the lounger, spread my legs wide, and slid inside.

God.

The stretch. The heat. The thickness of him.

He filled me completely.

Started to move.



He fucked me slow at first.

Deep, sensual strokes that hit all the right places. My head fell back, eyes fluttering as he kissed my neck, my breasts, whispered filthy praise in Spanish between gasps.

“Tan mojada… tan apretada… perfecta…”

I clenched around him, already close again.

“Cum for me,” he growled. “Right now.”

I shattered.

Back arching. Nails digging into his back. My orgasm ripping through me as he thrust harder, faster.

He pulled out just before he came — thick ropes of cum splattering across my stomach, groaning my name into the ocean air.

We lay there, breathless, skin slick with sweat and sea breeze.



Before I left, he kissed my shoulder.

“You ever need to feel seen again… you know where I am.”

I slipped my slip back on.

Wiped his cum off with a beach towel.

And walked barefoot back to my suite…

Where my husband was still snoring, untouched, under hotel sheets.


Confession #35: “Unread Messages”

Juliana D., Portland, OR

It started with a DM.

A comment on a photo I posted for no one in particular — black lingerie, face cropped out, caption vague.

“You like being watched. Don’t you?”

I should’ve deleted it.

I didn’t.

Instead, I answered:
“Maybe.”

That was three weeks ago.

Now, I have a name I don’t even know saved as “Sir ??” in my phone.

And a camera in my bedroom pointing at my bed.



My husband thinks I’m just “going through a phase.” He says that like it’s a flu — something I’ll sweat out if he gives me enough space.

But space is what got me here.

To late-night chats.
To voice notes that make me wet.
To obeying instructions sent in three simple words:

“Turn it on.”



The first time, I was shaking.

I wore what he told me to — black panties, no bra, hair down, lipstick red. I propped the phone on the dresser, angled the lens just right, and waited.

He didn’t show his face.

Just his voice.

Deep. Calm. Commanding.

“Good girl,” he said, when I turned and bent for him.

“I want to see what your husband never gets. What you save for me.”

I pulled my panties down slowly.

Exposed myself.

And heard him moan.



It escalated fast.

Next time, he made me get on my knees.

Made me hold a dildo in one hand and my phone in the other.

“Taste it first,” he said.

So I did. Like it was his.

I sucked it slow, moaning for the camera, letting spit drip down, rubbing my clit with my other hand as I imagined his cock in my mouth.

“Now fuck yourself with it.”

I did.

Hard.

Fast.

He guided me with his voice. Told me where to touch, when to stop, when to edge, when to come.

And when I did — back arched, soaked, crying his name — he said something I hadn’t heard in years.

“You were mine in that moment.”



Last night was different.

He told me to wear a blindfold.

To tie my wrists above my head with a silk scarf.

To leave the door unlocked.

I hesitated.

He said, “You don’t have to. But you want to.”

He was right.

I did.

So I did.



I waited on the bed, naked, blindfolded, trembling.

And then—

The door opened.

Soft footsteps.

A deep inhale.

Fingers on my ankle.

Not a word.

I felt his weight on the bed. His hands sliding up my thighs. His breath against my chest. My nipples already hard, aching.

He licked one.

Bit it.

I gasped.

Then his tongue was between my legs.

Licking slow.

Savoring.

Fingers inside me, curling perfectly.

I came hard. Fast.

He flipped me onto my knees.

And I felt the head of his cock push into me.

Real.

Thick.

Hot.



He fucked me without words.

Hands rough on my hips. Body heavy behind mine. The sound of skin against skin. His breath ragged. My moans louder than I’d ever dared.

“Who owns this pussy?” he finally growled.

“You do,” I sobbed.

“Say it again.”

“You do.”

He pulled out, dragged me back, and came on my face — thick, hot ropes hitting my cheek, my lips, my tongue.

Then silence.

By the time I pulled the blindfold off…

He was gone.



But he left the phone recording.

The screen flashed one final message:

“You’ll see me again. When you’re ready for more.”

I pressed play.

And watched myself fall apart.


Confession #36: “Signature Required”

Marissa B., Denver, CO

I’d planned it for days.

A “signature required” delivery on Saturday afternoon—knowing he’d show up alone, in uniform, at precisely the moment my husband was settled in the basement with his new 4K television, oblivious to everything but football.

I dressed for it. Thin black slip under a loose cotton robe, no bra, no panties. My hair piled atop my head, a few wet strands slipping free. I applied just enough perfume—jasmine and musk—to leave a trace in the hallway.

When the knock came, my pulse skipped.

I tiptoed to the door and cracked it. Rainpuddles gleamed on my slippers. There he stood: Max D., the new courier. Early twenties, soaked from the drizzle, shirt clinging to his chest, name tag glinting in the foyer light. Damp curls flopped over his forehead. He held the box out, fingertips brushing mine.

“Signature here, please,” he said, voice low and polite.

My hand trembled as I took the clipboard. I signed in a flourish, then held the pen a second too long, eyes locked on his damp throat—the way the water droplets clung to the ridge of his Adam’s apple.

“Mind if I set it inside?” I asked softly, nodding into the house.

He glanced past me, up the dark hallway. “Is it okay?”

“Yes,” I whispered, stepping aside. “It’s... pouring out there.”

He ducked in, the door clicking shut behind him. Steam trailed off his jacket as he shook off rain. My heart thundered in the quiet.



I guided him into the foyer, careful not to sound too eager. The rain tapped against the sidelights. I pointed him toward the kitchen.

“Just leave it on the island,” I said, voice husky. “I’ll bring it upstairs later.”

He set the package down, oversized and heavy. He took off his jacket, draping it on a stool.

“Thanks,” he said, eyes roaming the room—dark wood floors, a single candle flickering on the table.

“Would you like something to drink? Water, coffee?” I asked, my robe slipping just enough to reveal the curve of my thigh.

He swallowed, cheeks flushing. “Water would be great.”

I led him to the counter and poured ice water into a glass. The light caught the droplets on his neck when he raised it, lips brushing the rim.

“Long day out there,” I murmured.

He nodded, hands fidgeting. “Rain makes it... interesting.”

My blood zinged. “I can imagine.”



The air between us thickened. I set the glass down and brushed past him, the silk of my slip whispering across his chest. He exhaled sharply.

“Marissa,” he said, voice catching. “Is everything okay?”

I turned on my heel, leaning back against the counter. Our eyes met. The room narrowed until it was just the two of us.

“I’ve been lonely,” I admitted, softer than I meant to. “No one’s touched me in weeks.”

He swallowed. Stepped closer. The scent of his raincoat mixed with my perfume, a charged cocktail in the dim kitchen.

“You can’t blame me for that,” he whispered.



I didn’t move. My pulse rattled my temples.

He reached out, fingertips brushing my bare shoulder. Heat flared at the contact. He traced the strap of my slip down my arm, then let his hand rest there, stilling my breath.

Our mouths were inches apart.

“Marissa, are you sure?” he asked, voice trembling.

“Yes,” I breathed. “I’ve never been more certain.”

He closed the gap. Lips met mine—gentle at first, testing. Then harder, urgent. His hands slid around my waist, pulling me flush against him. I wrapped my arms around his neck, pressing closer.

When he slipped his tongue past my lips, it was like electricity. I moaned and clung to him as he guided me backward toward the pantry door, closing it softly behind us.



Inside the small pantry, the only light came from a faint bulb above. He kissed me again, hungry and raw. My robe fell open completely, the slip beneath doing nothing to hide my arousal. He cupped my breasts, thumbs brushing my nipples until they puckered.

“You’re so wet,” he groaned, voice thick.

I trembled, eyes fluttering shut. “Please.”

He sank to his knees, pushing the slip up over my hips. His tongue grazed my inner thigh, then dove between my folds. I gasped as he licked me slow—long, deliberate strokes that made my knees weaken. His fingers parted me wider, two of them sliding inside as his tongue flicked my clit.

“I’ve wanted this,” he mumbled around my slick, “ever since I saw you sign that sheet.”

I moaned, gripping the shelves for support. My body trembled as wave after wave crashed through me.



He stood and turned me around, pressing me against the shelf behind me. One hand tangled in my hair, the other between my legs, coaxing me open. I felt the head of his cock—rock hard—against my center.

“Up against the shelf,” he commanded softly.

I obeyed, arching my back, pressing my hands to the wood.

He eased in, slow at first, filling me inch by inch. I cried out, the delicious stretch and the rough grain of the shelf under my palms grounding me in the moment.

He began to move—deep, powerful thrusts—each one slamming into me with a delicious smack. I moaned, hips rocking back into him, breathing ragged. He reached around and rubbed my clit in tight circles as he fucked me from behind, the combination of grip and speed sending me closer to the edge.

“Marissa—Oh God—I’m close,” he panted.

“Me too,” I whispered. “Don’t stop.”

I came hard, muscles clenching, voice breaking on his name. He carried me through, pulling out just at the last second and pulsing his release against my lower back, hot and urgent.



We stood there, breathing. The rain still spattered against the windows. I could hear distant traffic, the delivery truck fading down the street.

He pulled back, buttoned his fly, and gently wiped his cum off my skin with a tissue from his pocket.

“Thank you,” I whispered, voice husky.

He shrugged, eyes soft. “Thank you.”

He slipped on his jacket. Picked up the package.

“Same time next week?” he asked, offering me a small, hopeful smile.

I bit my lower lip. “Only if you ask.”

He grinned, kissed my cheek, and slipped out the door—closing it quietly behind him.

I pressed my body against the door for a moment, heart still racing, heat pooling between my thighs.

Then I turned, buttoned my robe, and walked toward the stairs—my husband’s muffled laughter already echoing from below.

My lips curved into a secret smile.

Signature required.
Delivered.
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