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“It is not logical; it is just biological”


What Happens Behind Her Smile...

Cheating isn’t new.
It’s ancient.
It happened in castles and cottages, across pews and palace beds.
Before there were dating apps and camera phones, there were still wives sneaking out, slipping rings into their pockets, and whispering someone else's name into a pillow.

We pretend we’re better now.
We write rules. Swear oaths.
We build marriages like fortresses — hoping desire won’t find its way through the cracks.

But it does.
Over and over again.

Because lust doesn’t care about vows. It doesn’t care about paperwork. 
It doesn’t follow rules. It doesn’t wait for permission. 
It finds a crack in the silence, a late-night text, the brush of a hand that lingers too long —
and suddenly, it’s happening.

She doesn't plan it.
But she leans into it.
Because stolen sweets taste better.
And she wants to savor every bite.

No matter how often we say it's wrong…
People still do it.
They always have.
They always will.
And when they do — they remember everything.

So do I.
Because they sent those memories to me.

What happens in bedrooms, in backseats, in cheap hotels and luxury suites… doesn’t always stay there.

Sometimes, it gets written down.
Sometimes, it ends up in books like this — dripping, raw, confessional.

Fifty wives.
Fifty women who crossed the line — or dreamed about it so vividly, they had to tell someone.
No excuses. No shame. No filters.

Just need.
Just release.
Just the truth.

And now?
You get to taste it too.


Chapter 1: “The Contractor’s Tool”

Name: Jessica Monroe
Age: 38
Location: Charlotte, North Carolina

My name is Jessica Monroe. I’m 38, a mother of two, and I live in a quiet suburban neighborhood in Charlotte, North Carolina.

On the surface, I’m the perfect wife. I bake, I volunteer, I smile at the PTA meetings. My husband, David, is a corporate accountant. He provides well, but after fifteen years of marriage, the passion that once had me breathless now barely exists.

That all changed the day I met Eli, our contractor.

Eli came to renovate our kitchen — tall, tanned, with forearms that flexed under tight sleeves and a voice that had a gravelly Southern charm. I told myself I was just being friendly, but I’d catch myself bending too low when picking something up or letting my robe fall just a bit too open when I brought him coffee.

He noticed.

One day, David had left early for work, and Eli was finishing the new cabinets. I wore a thin tank top and no bra. When I leaned across the counter, his eyes lingered on my chest. I didn’t cover up. I wanted him to look.

“You always this generous with your... compliments?” I teased, licking my bottom lip.

He didn’t answer. He stepped forward and pinned me gently against the counter. My heart raced, not out of fear — but from how wet I was getting just knowing I could get caught.

“Jessica,” he murmured. “You want this?”

I nodded. No hesitation.

He lifted me onto the counter without effort. My legs spread automatically as he pulled my panties to the side. He didn’t bother taking off my clothes — the roughness, the urgency made me even hotter.

His cock was thick, veiny, and already hard. He slid in slowly at first, stretching me. I moaned — loud enough I bit my knuckle to muffle it.

He fucked me right there on the kitchen counter, my fingers digging into his shoulders, my nails leaving scratches as I came harder than I had in years.

When he finished, dripping inside me, we didn’t say a word. He zipped up and got back to installing cabinets. I just adjusted my top and made coffee like nothing had happened.

That wasn’t the last time. And my husband still has no idea that our kitchen renovation came with a very special upgrade.


Chapter 2: “Late Shift Lust”

Name: Vanessa Cole
Age: 41
Location: Denver, Colorado

I never thought working the late shift at a hospital would lead to something like this.

My name is Vanessa Cole, I’m 41, a registered nurse in Denver. I’ve been married to Greg for nearly twenty years. He’s a good man — but lately, things have grown stale between us. We have sex maybe once every other month, and even then, it’s mechanical. I thought I had accepted it.

That was before Landon transferred to our wing.

Landon was a new orderly — mid-20s, lean but toned, with tattoos that peeked from under his scrubs. He had this cocky grin and a quiet confidence that made me feel... young again. Desired.

It started innocent. A brush of the hand as we passed in the hallway. A playful “You always look sexy in blue, Vanessa” whispered at the end of a long shift. He knew exactly what he was doing.

One Friday night, the ward was quiet. No emergencies. The fluorescent lights buzzed, and the only sounds were the machines humming. He cornered me in the supply closet — tiny, cramped, but dark and private.

“I’ve seen the way you look at me,” he said, voice low, his hand tracing along my waist.

“You should be careful what you assume,” I whispered, even as I leaned into his touch.

He pressed his body to mine, and I could feel how hard he was through his scrubs. His fingers slid down my thigh, finding the slit in my uniform, slipping beneath my panties like he owned me.

I gasped when his fingers pushed inside me. I was already soaked. I didn’t stop him. I didn’t want to.

He spun me around, bending me over a rack of towels. My breath caught as he pulled my panties down and slid into me — fast, deep. I bit my lip so hard I thought I’d draw blood.

We fucked quietly, the thrill of being caught making everything sharper. His hand clamped over my mouth when I started to moan too loud, and I came trembling, my knees nearly giving out.

He finished inside me, his breath hot against my ear. “Been thinking about that ass since the first day,” he said.

We cleaned up fast. I walked back to the nurse's station with his cum still dripping between my thighs, my heart racing, my pussy throbbing.

I went home and kissed my husband goodnight like I always did. But now, every time I work a late shift, Greg never suspects a thing.

And Landon? He always leaves the supply closet unlocked... just for me.


Chapter 3: “Brunch Betrayal”

Name: Rachel Delgado
Age: 36
Location: Tampa, Florida

My name is Rachel Delgado, I’m 36, and I live in Tampa.

I’ve been married for nine years, and I love my husband… mostly. But sometimes, love isn’t enough to stop your body from craving what it shouldn’t.

This story starts at Sunday brunch — mimosas, gossip, and my best friend, Maya. We’d been close since college, and I adored her. But it was her husband, Derrick, who kept catching my attention lately.

Derrick was tall, caramel-skinned, with arms that filled his sleeves and eyes that could undress you with a glance. I always felt guilty when I caught myself looking at him, especially with Maya sitting right beside me. But guilt doesn’t cancel out desire.

The moment came one day when Maya left town to visit her mother. She asked if I could drop something off for Derrick — just a casserole she made.

I should’ve said no. I should’ve just left the dish and walked away. But when he opened the door shirtless, sweat glistening on his chest, I didn’t walk away.

“Come in, Rach,” he said casually. “I was just finishing a workout.”

I stepped inside. The moment hung thick between us. I put the casserole on the kitchen counter, but before I could turn around, he was behind me.

“You always wear jeans that tight?” he asked, his voice barely above a growl.

“Only when I want to be noticed,” I whispered.

He spun me around and kissed me hard, his hands going straight to my hips, pulling me against the bulge in his shorts. I didn’t resist. My hands were already under his waistband, fingers wrapping around his thick, hot cock.

He lifted me onto the counter, pulled my jeans and panties down in one motion, and slid inside me without warning.

I moaned into his mouth, trying not to scream as he pumped into me like he’d been waiting years for this. The kitchen echoed with wet slaps and breathy groans. My legs wrapped around his waist, and I came with a cry I couldn’t hide.

He finished seconds later, pulling out and painting my stomach with a thick, hot load.

I sat there, breathing heavy, heart pounding.

“We can’t tell Maya,” I finally said.

“Then we better not let it happen again,” he replied.

But we both knew we would.

That wasn’t the last brunch betrayal. And every time I see Maya smile and hug me, it just makes me want Derrick even more.

Chapter 4: “The Intern”

Name: Lauren Mitchell
Age: 42
Location: Scottsdale, Arizona

I shouldn’t even be writing this.

My name is Lauren Mitchell, I’m 42, married for 18 years, and I run a small real estate office here in Scottsdale. I’ve never considered myself the type to cheat. I love my husband, I really do — he’s stable, good to me, provides everything I need… except passion.

That part of our marriage faded years ago. Sex became routine, soft, and rare.

Enter Jason.

He was our summer intern — just 22, fresh out of college, full of cocky energy and a body that looked like it belonged on a Calvin Klein billboard. Blonde, fit, and sharp-eyed. From day one, I knew he noticed me.

He called me "Miss Mitchell" with a smirk that curled at the corner of his lips. Always stood a little too close. Looked me in the eyes longer than necessary.

I kept it professional. I reminded myself daily: You’re his boss. You’re married. You’re twice his age.

But it started getting harder to ignore.

One afternoon, we stayed late at the office — just the two of us. I wore a pencil skirt and a silk blouse, nothing flashy, but I could feel his eyes drinking me in.

I offered to drive him home. It was innocent.

“You know you drive me crazy, right?” he said as I parked in front of his apartment.

I laughed nervously. “Jason, don’t.”

“Why not?” he leaned closer, his hand resting on my thigh. “You think I don’t notice how you look at me?”

My heart raced. I should’ve pushed his hand away. I should’ve said no. But I didn’t. I froze, torn between fear and excitement.

“I’m your boss. I’m married,” I whispered.

“Doesn’t mean you’re not hungry,” he replied.

I didn’t speak. He leaned in slowly, giving me time to stop it. I didn’t. His lips brushed mine — soft, warm, young.

The kiss deepened fast. Before I could think, I was crawling into his lap right there in the car, my thighs straddling his. His hands roamed under my blouse, finding my bra and unclipping it with one hand like a pro.

My nipples were hard, aching, and when his tongue flicked over one, I let out a moan I hadn’t heard from myself in years.

He pulled his cock out — thick, smooth, standing tall — and I stared at it, hesitating. I hadn’t touched another man in nearly two decades.

But my body answered for me. I reached down, lined it up, and slid myself onto him, inch by inch.

I rode him slowly at first, unsure, trembling — but soon my hips took over, slamming down harder and faster as his fingers dug into my ass, guiding me.

I came like thunder, biting into his shoulder to keep from screaming his name. He grunted and exploded inside me moments later, filling me with hot cum I didn’t even try to stop.

We sat there, panting, my skirt wrinkled around my waist, his hands still gripping my hips like he didn’t want to let go.

“That was a mistake,” I whispered, already knowing it wasn’t the last.

Because the next night, I invited him over.


Chapter 5: “He Wanted to Watch”
Name: Monica Ray
Age: 39
Location: Portland, Oregon

My name is Monica Ray. I’m 39. I live in Portland with my husband, Tyler.

We’ve been married twelve years. He’s a good man — sweet, nerdy, thoughtful. He always makes sure I come first… emotionally.
Sexually? That’s another story.

A year ago, he told me something strange.
“I want to watch you with another man,” he said, lying in bed beside me, his hand tracing lazy circles on my thigh.

I thought he was joking.
But he wasn’t.
He said it wasn’t cheating if he gave me permission.
He said it turned him on.

But what he didn’t realize was — the moment those words left his mouth, a door opened inside me.

A dark door.

I started flirting more. Dressing tighter. Looking at men differently.
Because he said it was okay… and I wanted to see how far I could go before it wasn’t.

That’s how I met Marcus.

Not the man Tyler picked.
Not the one we talked about.

Marcus was a bartender I met with friends one night.
Tall, dark skin, tattoos, a voice like velvet over ice.
He asked if I was single.
I said, “Not tonight.”
And I let him fuck me in the bathroom of the bar.

Tyler didn’t know.
He didn’t watch.
He called me during the Uber ride home — and I answered, cum still dripping down my thighs, while Marcus sat beside me, smirking.

“Have a good time, babe?” Tyler asked.
“I did,” I whispered. “The girls send their love.”

But I wasn’t done.

Two nights later, I brought Marcus to the suite Tyler and I had once reserved for our anniversary.
I told Tyler I was on a girls’ spa retreat.
Instead, I was on all fours with Marcus behind me, railing me hard while we FaceTimed my husband.

I positioned the camera just right — angled on my face, flushed and gasping.
Tyler smiled on the screen, clueless.

“You okay, baby?”
“Yeah,” I breathed. “Just… missing you.”

Marcus slapped my ass hard, made me choke on a moan.

“I’ll be home Sunday,” Tyler said.
“I can’t wait,” I whispered — while Marcus came inside me, deep and rough.

When the call ended, I dropped the phone.
Turned around.
And sucked Marcus clean, slow and filthy, while he grabbed my hair and groaned.

That night, I crossed a line I didn’t know I wanted to.

Now when Tyler brings up his fantasy of “watching”…
I just smile.
Because what he doesn’t know is that I’ve already let someone else do more than just watch.

And the part that really gets me off?

He still thinks it’s his idea.


Chapter 6: “The Man Upstairs”

Name: Emily Carson
Age: 35
Location: Austin, Texas

My name is Emily Carson. I’m 35 and I’ve lived in Austin my whole life. I have a good life — great job, decent marriage, beautiful condo downtown.

But all of that started to unravel when Damon moved in upstairs.

He was a transplant from Chicago — mid-40s, salt-and-pepper hair, rough hands, and this gruff, masculine energy that made every cell in my body sit up and beg. I met him in the elevator one morning, and from the second our eyes met, I knew he was trouble.

We started running into each other more often: in the parking garage, by the mailboxes, on the rooftop.

I told myself it was harmless. A crush. A fantasy.

Until the day he knocked on my door.

“Sorry,” he said, holding up a power strip. “You don’t happen to have a spare one, do you?”

I let him in. And the second the door closed, the air between us changed.

I felt it in my chest — the sharp ache of desire and guilt tangled up like barbed wire.

“Emily,” he said softly, stepping closer, “tell me to go.”

I didn’t.

His hand slid behind my neck, fingers tangling in my hair, and he kissed me. Hard. Hungry.

My robe slipped open. I hadn’t been wearing anything underneath. His rough palms roamed my body like he owned it. My nipples peaked under his touch, and I gasped when he bent down and sucked one between his lips.

“This is wrong,” I whispered, even as I spread my legs.

“Then stop me,” he growled, already dragging his cock along my slit.

I didn’t stop him.

He pushed inside me in one long stroke, so deep I cried out. He didn’t go slow. He didn’t ask. He fucked me like I was already his — bending me over the arm of the couch, holding my wrists behind my back as he pounded me with brutal precision.

Every slap of his hips against my ass made my body tremble.

“Your husband ever fuck you like this?” he asked.

“No,” I moaned, biting the cushion. “Never.”

I came like fire, clenching around him as he buried himself deeper, then pulled out and came across my lower back, his hot breath on my neck.

We didn’t speak. He just kissed my shoulder, zipped up, and left.

And when my husband got home an hour later, I was still sore, still dripping, still aching.

I lied when he asked about my day.

But the truth is, every time I hear footsteps above me now… I hope Damon knocks again.


Chapter 7: “Snowfall Secrets”

Name: Brielle Morgan
Age: 34
Location: Banff, Alberta, Canada

My name is Brielle Morgan. I’m 34, married, and I live in Banff — a quiet, snow-covered paradise nestled in the Canadian Rockies.

My husband, Jake, is a ski instructor. Outdoorsy, dependable, everything a small-town girl is supposed to want.

But I wanted more.

I work as a concierge at a luxury lodge. Most days are tame — checking in tourists, arranging spa appointments. But one weekend in January, everything changed.

He checked in alone. Ethan Carter, 39, from Vancouver. Business consultant. Tall, built, with a quiet, intense stare. The kind of man who doesn’t flirt — he commands.

I noticed the wedding band on his finger. He noticed mine.

That didn’t stop anything.

It started with subtle glances when he passed through the lobby. A brush of fingertips when I handed him his room key. A comment about how “it must get lonely up here in the cold.”

The next evening, I brought him a bottle of wine to his suite — a “complimentary gesture,” I said, my hands trembling just a little.

He opened the door in a fitted t-shirt and sweatpants that did nothing to hide what he was working with.

“Stay for a glass?” he asked.

I should’ve said no.

But I stepped inside.

We sat close on the couch, the tension thick as the snow falling outside the window. He poured. We drank.

“Why are you really here, Ethan?” I asked, finally.

He looked at me, eyes dark and unreadable. “To disappear for a while. Maybe do something reckless.”

His hand slid onto my thigh.

My whole body burned. I whispered, “Me too.”

He kissed me — slow at first, then harder. I straddled him, his hands gripping my hips through my pencil skirt. I could feel him stiffening beneath me, pressing right against my heat.

“We shouldn’t,” I murmured.

“Tell me to stop,” he said.

I didn’t.

He slid my panties down, pulled his cock out, and we both moaned when I sank down on him. He was thick and deep, and I rode him slow, grinding my hips as his hands roamed under my blouse.

The fireplace crackled. Outside, snow piled up in silence. Inside, I was fucking a stranger while my husband thought I was working late.

I came first, my pussy clenching around him. He flipped me onto my back and finished inside me, grunting into my neck as he spilled every drop.

When I left his suite, my thighs were still shaking and my wedding ring felt heavier than ever.

He stayed one more night.

So did I.


Chapter 8: “After Practice”

Name: Michelle Taylor
Age: 43
Location: Sacramento, California

My name is Michelle Taylor. I’m 43, divorced, and I live in Sacramento with my 19-year-old son, Ryan.

He plays college football and still lives at home to save money. He and his teammates are in and out of the house all the time — loud, hungry, cocky boys who barely notice me…

Except for Aiden.

Aiden is 20. Tall, lean, with sun-kissed skin and a jawline that could cut glass. He’s polite, but I’ve caught his eyes drifting when I walk through the house in my yoga pants or tank top. He thinks I don’t notice.

But I do.

And I’ve caught myself looking too — longer than I should. Fantasizing. Touching myself to the thought of him sneaking into my room, lifting my legs, and filling me like my ex-husband never could.

One Friday afternoon, Ryan and the rest of the team left for an away game. Aiden stayed behind — said he was recovering from a shoulder injury.

He came by for dinner. Just the two of us.

We laughed. We drank wine. I wore a silk robe over a low-cut camisole and no bra. I knew what I was doing.

“You’re trouble, Mrs. Taylor,” he said, smirking across the table.

“You’re not supposed to call me that,” I replied, sipping.

“Okay, Michelle,” he whispered, leaning in. “You really want me to go home tonight?”

I didn’t answer.

I stood up and walked slowly to the living room. I could feel his eyes on my ass. I sat down on the couch, legs crossed, robe parting just enough.

He followed.

The kiss was sudden — hungry, deep, like he’d been holding back for months. His hands were rough and impatient, sliding under my top, cupping my breasts, teasing my nipples.

I gasped when he pushed me back, fingers slipping into my panties. I was soaked. My body didn’t care that he was barely older than my son.

“Are you sure?” he asked, breath ragged.

“Don’t stop,” I whispered.

He pulled his cock out — thick and pulsing. I stared for a second, hesitating… then slid down to my knees. I took him into my mouth, slowly, hearing him moan as I licked and sucked him deep, loving the taste of someone so young and hard for me.

When he couldn’t take it anymore, he pushed me back on the couch, yanked my panties down, and drove into me with a growl.

“Oh fuck, Michelle,” he groaned, pounding me fast, rough, every thrust sending shockwaves through my hips.

I came fast and loud, clenching around him, nails digging into his back. He exploded inside me with a deep groan, filling me raw, no condom, no hesitation.

When he pulled out, his cum dripped between my thighs as I laid there, breathless, trembling, ruined.

We didn’t speak much after.

But a week later, after practice, he was back. And this time… he asked to do it in my bed.


Chapter 9: “He Knows”

Name: Dana Whitmore
Age: 37
Location: Raleigh, North Carolina

My name is Dana Whitmore. I’m 37, married to a local attorney, and I live a clean, curated suburban life here in Raleigh.

Or at least… that’s what people think.

Six months ago, I made a mistake. A big one. I had a one-night stand while at a work conference in Miami. A hot stranger. A night of sweaty, reckless sex in a hotel bed with the curtains wide open.

I thought it was over. A secret buried.

Until last week.

I received an email with no subject line. Just a video attachment. When I clicked play, my heart nearly stopped — it was me, in that hotel room, naked, riding that stranger’s cock with my mouth open and my wedding ring in full view.

Then the message came:
“I know what you did. Meet me tonight. Hotel Biltmore. Room 412. Come alone. Or your husband gets the video.”

My hands trembled. I couldn’t breathe. But I knew I’d go.

When I opened the door to Room 412, the man was already waiting — leaning against the wall, arms crossed. His name was Zane, late 30s, tall, rugged, and clearly enjoying my panic.

“You’re even hotter in person,” he said. “That video doesn’t do your moans justice.”

“What do you want?” I asked, voice shaking.

“I want to fuck you. And film it. Just like last time. Then maybe I’ll delete the original.”

I should have screamed. Walked away. Called his bluff.

But I didn’t. I stepped inside.

He stripped me slowly, like unwrapping a stolen gift. His fingers trailed over my thighs, my breasts, then down to my pussy — already wet from the twisted rush of danger.

“Look at you,” he murmured. “So scared… and so ready to be used.”

He bent me over the edge of the bed, pulled my panties aside, and slid into me with one hard, deep stroke.

I gasped, clinging to the sheets as he pounded me, the sound of flesh on flesh echoing in the room. He pulled my hair back and made me look at the camera — recording everything.

“Tell your husband who’s fucking you,” he growled.

“You are,” I whimpered. “You’re using me… like a whore.”

I hated how much I loved it. I came hard, crying out as his cock hit every nerve, my body betraying every ounce of guilt.

He pulled out and came on my face, smearing his cum across my lips as the camera rolled.

“Good girl,” he said, tossing me a towel. “You’ll come when I say now. Or your husband gets a little gift in his inbox.”

I left the hotel with weak legs, cum on my tongue… and shame wrapped around my throat.

That was the first time.

It won’t be the last.


Chapter 10: “His Friend Watched”

Name: Dana Whitmore
Age: 37
Location: Raleigh, North Carolina

I thought it would end after the first time.

Zane said he’d delete the video. He didn’t.

Instead, he sent me another message:
“Bring lipstick. Be ready to be shared.”

My stomach twisted. But between the fear and fury… I felt that same shameful heat crawling up my thighs. I hated myself for it. But I went.

Room 708. Same hotel. But this time, when I walked in, someone else was waiting.

A second man.

He was younger — maybe late twenties, black, athletic build, with sharp eyes that raked over my body like I was already naked.

“This is Troy,” Zane said. “He knows everything. And now… so will you.”

“No,” I breathed, stepping back. “I didn’t agree to this.”

“You didn’t agree to anything,” Zane replied, holding up his phone. “But you will obey.”

I froze. My mind screamed run — but my body stepped forward.

They watched me undress. Slow. Shaking. I kept my heels on and added the lipstick as ordered: deep red, slutty, humiliating.

“On your knees,” Troy said. His voice was velvet and command.

I dropped. His cock was massive — thick, veiny, already hard. My lips wrapped around it slowly, and I could hear Zane chuckle behind me.

“Look at you now,” he said. “Attorney’s wife. Mouth full of cock like a good little toy.”

Troy grabbed my hair, thrusting deeper. I gagged but didn’t pull away. My lipstick smeared. My mascara ran. And I swallowed him until I couldn’t breathe.

Then they bent me over the bed.

Zane took me first, raw and rough, pulling my ass back against his thrusts. His fingers dug into my hips as I gasped, dripping from the filthy blowjob.

“You’re wetter every time,” he growled.

“You love being our little fuckhole,” Troy added, lining up behind me when Zane pulled out.

Troy’s cock stretched me painfully at first — thick, deep, slow — and when he started fucking me, I couldn’t even form words.

I came. Hard. Shame pulsed through my veins with every moan. And when they both finished — Zane in my mouth, Troy deep inside me — I just lay there. Used. Sticky. Owned.

Zane kissed my cheek like a goodbye.

“Next time,” he said, “you’ll wear a collar.”

I didn’t respond.

Because the worst part wasn’t that I obeyed.

It was that I couldn’t stop thinking about next time.


Chapter 11: “Barcelona Nights”

Name: Alina Rousseau
Age: 40
Location: Barcelona, Spain

My name is Alina Rousseau. I’m 40, French-American, and I live in Marseille with my husband of 12 years.

He surprised me with a solo weekend trip to Barcelona. “You need a break,” he said. “Go clear your head. Get some sun.”

He had no idea what I’d find there.

His name was Santiago.

He was my first. My college flame. My heartbreak. We hadn’t spoken in over 15 years. And there he was — walking out of a gallery in the Gothic Quarter like time hadn’t touched him.

“Alina?” he said, that smooth Spanish accent wrapping around my name like a caress.

I didn’t know whether to run or fall into his arms. Instead, I smiled.

We went for wine. Then tapas. Then a walk along the beach under a violet sky. The chemistry was instant. Electric. Familiar.

He looked at me like no man had in years. Like I was something to be devoured.

“You still wear red lipstick,” he said, brushing his thumb over my lower lip.

“You still make me feel twenty,” I whispered.

His apartment was a short walk away. I followed him without a word.

Inside, the tension shattered. He pinned me against the door, kissing me like he had fifteen years of hunger to feed.

His hands roamed fast — pulling my dress down, unclasping my bra, cupping my breasts in his calloused palms. I moaned into his mouth, already soaked, already aching.

“I never forgot how you tasted,” he said, dropping to his knees.

He spread my thighs and buried his face between them, licking me slow, deep, the way only a man who’d once memorized my body could.

I came fast, legs shaking, one hand in his hair, the other gripping the wall.

He stood, pulled out his cock — thick, heavy, glistening at the tip — and slid inside me without hesitation.

I gasped, back arching as he filled me.

“You’re still mine,” he growled.

“Just for tonight,” I breathed.

He fucked me like he wanted to erase the years apart. Bent me over the kitchen counter. Took me against the glass window with Barcelona glittering behind us. Every thrust made me cry out louder.

When he came, it was inside me. Deep, pulsing, raw.

I didn’t stop him.

I stayed the night. We didn’t sleep.

When I returned to Marseille, my husband greeted me with roses and kisses.

I smiled, told him I missed him.

I didn’t tell him that Santiago had whispered, “Next time, Paris.”


Chapter 12: “What Happens in Vegas...”

Name: Natalie Pierce
Age: 33
Location: Las Vegas, Nevada (originally from San Diego)

My name is Natalie Pierce. I’m 33, married, and a mother of one. We live a comfortable life in San Diego — yoga in the mornings, Trader Joe’s runs, and quiet nights with wine and Netflix.

My husband, Eric, is a good man. Solid. Predictable. Boring.

So when my two best friends invited me to Vegas for a “no boys, just booze” weekend, I said yes without hesitation.

I told Eric, “We’ll drink, maybe gamble, and sleep early.” I lied.

The first night, we hit the rooftop of the Cosmopolitan — loud music, stronger drinks. I wore a tight black dress I hadn’t touched since college. I felt young again. Desired.

That’s when I met Jace.

Mid-thirties. Tall, cocky, tattoos just peeking under his collar. He bought me a drink and said, “You don’t look like you belong here.”

“I don’t,” I replied, laughing. “I’m married.”

“Then let’s pretend you’re not,” he said.

The way he looked at me — hungry, dangerous — made my thighs clench.

I should’ve gone back to the suite with my friends.

Instead, I followed Jace into the elevator.

His hands were on me before the doors closed. I didn’t stop him. I kissed him like I’d waited years for this.

His suite was two floors down. The moment we got in, he pressed me against the wall, pulling my dress down to expose my breasts.

“You’ve been starving for this, haven’t you?” he growled, sucking my nipple as his hand slid into my thong.

I was drenched. Embarrassingly wet.

“Tell me to stop,” he said.

“Don’t you fucking dare,” I whispered.

He bent me over the bed, yanked my thong to the side, and drove into me hard.

I screamed — from shock, pleasure, guilt — all tangled together as his cock slammed into me, deep and fast.

“Fuck, you’re tight for a married girl,” he moaned.

“Because my husband doesn’t do this,” I gasped, throwing my ass back into every thrust.

I came hard, nails clawing the sheets. He pulled out and finished all over my lower back, groaning my name like I belonged to him.

I walked back to my room barefoot, panties soaked and twisted in my purse.

My friends never asked.

I never told Eric.

But sometimes, when he’s inside me, slow and soft… I close my eyes and picture Jace’s hands pulling my hair and making me forget I was ever someone’s wife.


Chapter 13: “Too Close to Home”

Name: Serena Blake
Age: 36
Location: Charleston, South Carolina

My name is Serena Blake. I’m 36, and I’ve been married to Michael for eight years.

We live in Charleston — quiet, beautiful, and… predictable.

Michael is stable. Safe. He makes dinner every Tuesday, mows the lawn on Sundays, and kisses me on the forehead before bed.

But then there’s Cameron.

Michael’s best friend since college. The best man at our wedding. A constant presence in our lives — cookouts, football nights, holiday photos. He’s always been there.

Always watching me.

Cameron is the opposite of Michael. Tall, cocky, flirty in a way he shouldn’t be — especially not with me.

But I noticed.

I noticed when his hugs lasted a second too long.

When his eyes dropped to my chest during summer parties.

When he texted me late one night:
“You ever wonder what would’ve happened if I met you before Michael?”

I didn’t reply.

But I didn’t delete the message either.

It all happened one night when Michael was out of town for a conference. Cameron came over to fix the sink. That’s what I told myself, anyway.

He stood behind me in the kitchen, close enough to feel the heat of his body.

“You ever miss excitement, Serena?” he asked, his voice low, hand resting on the counter just beside mine.

“We shouldn’t,” I whispered, even as my body leaned back into his.

“But we will,” he replied.

And then he kissed me.

It wasn’t sweet. It was claiming — his mouth devouring mine as he pushed me back against the fridge, hands slipping under my sundress.

“You don’t wear panties for your husband’s best friend?” he teased.

I moaned as his fingers slid between my thighs. “I didn’t plan this,” I lied.

He knelt, licked me slowly, and made me cum right there on the cold tile, shaking against the door while I clutched his hair.

He stood, undid his jeans, and pulled out a cock that I’d secretly imagined more times than I’d ever admit.

He lifted me onto the counter, grabbed my hips, and slid into me hard — no condom, no hesitation.

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

“No,” I gasped, wrapping my legs around him. “He never has.”

He pounded into me with raw need, every thrust shaking the glasses in the cabinet. I was loud. I didn’t care. I wanted him to ruin me.

I came first — clenching around him, moaning his name, not Michael’s. He pulled out and came across my stomach, panting, chest heaving.

We sat in silence for a long time.

“This can’t happen again,” I whispered.

“It will,” he said. “You’re mine now too.”

And the worst part?

I wanted to be.


Chapter 14: “Next Door Needs”

Name: Lisa Dunham
Age: 39
Location: Temecula, California

My name is Lisa Dunham. I’m 39, live in a quiet cul-de-sac in Temecula, and on paper, I have the ideal suburban life.

Married. Two kids. A golden retriever. A nice house with white trim and perfectly trimmed hedges.

But I also have a secret.

His name is Travis.

He’s 32, newly divorced, lives alone in the house next door. Handsome, rugged, works construction — always shirtless when he’s outside washing his truck. Always smiling at me when I step outside in leggings and no bra.

We made small talk for months. But it escalated fast once the looks started lasting too long.

One Saturday afternoon, my husband was in the backyard mowing. The kids were at my sister’s. I stepped outside with a glass of wine and caught Travis watching me from his porch.

“You ever get bored over there?” he asked.

“More than I should,” I replied.

His eyes darkened. “You want to come inside?”

I shouldn’t have.

But I did.

His living room smelled like cologne and sweat. The second the door closed, he grabbed me by the waist, pulled me against him, and kissed me like he’d been waiting forever.

“You have no idea how many times I’ve imagined this,” he growled.

“Me too,” I breathed, unbuckling his belt with shaky hands.

He pulled down my leggings, dropped to his knees, and buried his face in my pussy, licking like he was starved. I moaned so loud I had to slap a hand over my mouth.

“You’re dripping,” he said, tongue teasing my clit. “You’ve been walking around next door thinking about this cock, haven’t you?”

I didn’t answer. I didn’t have to.

He bent me over the armrest of his couch, spread me wide, and slid inside.

No condom. No hesitation. Just raw, hot, forbidden fucking.

My fingers clawed the cushions as he pounded me from behind, the sound of my ass slapping against his hips filling the room.

“Your husband’s right outside,” he hissed in my ear.

“I know,” I gasped, dripping down his cock. “Don’t stop.”

I came hard, nearly collapsing, and he kept going — one hand around my throat, the other gripping my hip as he fucked me like he owned me.

When he pulled out and came across my ass, we both stood there, panting, listening to the sound of my husband’s lawnmower next door.

“Same time next week?” Travis asked.

I smiled, pulling my panties back up.

“Leave the door unlocked.”


Chapter 15: “Sweat, Jazz, and Seduction”

Name: Veronica “Roni” Steele
Age: 47
Location: New Orleans, Louisiana

I’m Veronica — but everyone calls me Roni. I’m 47, married, and I live in suburban Houston.

My marriage is solid. Predictable. Too predictable. We stopped touching each other like lovers years ago. Now it’s all schedules, bills, and polite pecks on the cheek.

So when I booked a solo trip to New Orleans for a photography retreat, I didn’t expect trouble.

But trouble found me anyway.

He was part of the group — Dominic, 49, tall, gray at the temples, rough around the edges, with a voice like gravel and bourbon.

We partnered up for a night shoot along Royal Street. Jazz filled the air, and the city pulsed around us. At some point, his camera lowered, and his eyes locked on mine.

“You ever miss being someone’s fantasy?” he asked.

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.

Back at the hotel, I invited him to my room. I told myself it was just for a nightcap.

But the second the door closed, he pulled me in and kissed me hard, like a man who knew I needed to be reminded I still had a pulse.

My dress hit the floor fast. His hands were everywhere — gripping, teasing, worshiping.

“You’re fucking stunning,” he growled, lips on my neck. “I don’t care if you’re married.”

I moaned, clutching his shirt as he pushed me onto the bed, spread my thighs, and licked me slow, deep, like he was memorizing me.

“God, Roni…” he breathed. “Your pussy tastes like sin.”

I came on his tongue, shivering, breathless.

Then he climbed on top of me and slid his cock in with a single, slow, delicious thrust.

“This what you’ve been missing?”

“Yes,” I gasped, digging my nails into his back.

He fucked me deep and slow, chest to chest, whispering filth into my ear. I wrapped my legs around him and came again, harder, louder, wetter than I had in years.

He didn’t pull out. I didn’t ask him to.

He filled me with a grunt and kissed me soft after, brushing sweaty hair from my face like a lover.

“One night,” I said.

“I know.”

But when I left New Orleans the next morning, my panties were still stuffed in the pocket of his jeans.

And I still picture him when I close my eyes… even when I’m lying beside my husband.


Chapter 16: “The Office Affair”

Name: Jenna Miles
Age: 35
Location: London, England

I’m Jenna Miles. 35. American, but I’ve lived in London for the last two years.

I came here for a fresh start. New job. New city. New rules.

I didn’t expect to end up in bed with my boss.

James Radcliffe is 45. Tall, sharp-suited, British as hell, and so clean-cut he looks like he belongs in Parliament, not running a global marketing firm.

Married. Two kids. Big house in Surrey.

Off-limits.

And yet… he was always watching. Not in the obvious way. Just long glances during meetings. The way his fingers brushed mine when handing me a file. The way he said “darling” in that deep voice that made my thighs clench every damn time.

It started slow — late emails that turned flirtatious. Then drinks after work. Then one night, the truth slipped out.

“I think about you when I’m inside her,” he said, low and quiet, like a confession.

I froze. “You shouldn’t say that.”

“You shouldn’t look at me the way you do.”

A week later, I stayed late to “finish a pitch.”

He locked the door behind him.

No words. He grabbed me by the hips, lifted me onto his desk, and kissed me like he was done pretending.

“I’ve wanted to do this since the day you walked into my boardroom,” he whispered, sliding my skirt up.

I wasn’t wearing panties. I never do on Thursdays.

His hand slid between my legs, fingers sliding inside as I moaned against his mouth.

“So fucking wet for your married boss,” he growled, unbuckling his belt.

I wanted to feel guilty. I didn’t.

His cock was thick, hard, curved just right. He slid into me and filled me all at once.

I gasped — hands gripping the edge of his desk as he fucked me deep, slow, like he had all night.

“Look at you,” he said, watching me fall apart. “Dripping over my cock while my wife tucks in the kids.”

“Shut up and fuck me harder,” I snapped.

He grabbed my throat with one hand, my ass with the other, and started pounding into me. I came loud, clenching so tight around him he had to bite my shoulder to muffle his own moan.

He finished inside me, still buried deep, still holding eye contact.

Afterward, I buttoned my blouse, slipped my heels back on, and smiled at him.

“See you in the 10 a.m.?”

“Don’t be late, darling.”

We’ve fucked in the boardroom. In his car. Once during a Zoom call, with his wife in the next room.

I don’t plan on stopping.

And neither does he. 


Chapter 17: “Uptown, After Dark”

Name: Camille Bennett
Age: 41
Location: Manhattan, New York

My name is Camille Bennett. I’m 41, married to a finance guy who barely looks up from his laptop anymore, and I live in a luxury high-rise on the Upper West Side.

I’m the kind of woman people assume has it all — designer clothes, gallery invites, Pilates three times a week. But what I don’t have anymore is heat. That slow burn. That urgency.

Then I met Luca.

	Italian-American. Works in tech. Sexy in that effortless, rugged way, with thick forearms, a crooked grin, and that deep Brooklyn drawl that hits right between my thighs. 


We met in the building’s elevator — he lives ten floors below me. Polite at first. Then flirtatious. Then something more.

“You ever been to the rooftop bar after hours?” he asked one night.

“No,” I said. “I’m a married woman.”

“I didn’t ask what you were,” he replied. “I asked if you’ve ever lived.”

That night, I texted him.

“Meet me upstairs.”

I wore a silk blouse, no bra, and a black pencil skirt. The city lights stretched out around us as he handed me a whiskey and leaned in close.

“Been dying to know what you taste like,” he murmured, his hand brushing my thigh.

I didn’t speak. I just slid into his lap.

He kissed me deep — hungry, rough, one hand gripping my waist, the other sliding up my bare thigh.

“You’re soaked,” he whispered against my ear. “Your husband leave you this hungry?”

I moaned, grinding against him. “Don’t talk about him.”

He pulled his cock out, thick and throbbing, already leaking at the tip. I stroked him slow, teasing, then pushed my panties to the side and sank down onto him.

“Fuck, Camille,” he groaned. “You feel like heaven.”

I rode him slow, then faster, the city sprawling behind us as I bounced on his lap, dress bunched around my hips, heels still on.

I came first — hard, loud, grinding against him until I shook.

He held me tight and spilled inside me, his cum hot and thick as I moaned into his neck.

We stayed like that — still connected, bodies slick with sweat — until a breeze reminded us where we were.

I fixed my lipstick and walked back down to my penthouse like nothing happened.

My husband was asleep on the couch, CNBC still playing on mute.

I kissed his forehead.

And all I could think about… was Luca's cum dripping down my thighs.


Chapter 18: “Beneath the Sari”

Name: Ananya Kapoor
Age: 38
Location: Mumbai, India

My name is Ananya Kapoor. I’m 38, married, and I live in a luxury apartment in Lower Parel, Mumbai.

I run a design firm, wear heels even in traffic, and drink my wine with quiet elegance. On the outside, I’m everything a modern Indian woman is expected to be — smart, respectable, married to a successful investment banker.

But nobody sees how empty our bedroom is.

My husband travels constantly, always “closing deals” in Dubai, Singapore, New York. We barely touch anymore. He stopped noticing my lingerie a year ago.

But Karan did.

	Junior architect. Tall, lean, soft-spoken — but his eyes? Undressed me every time we talked. 


One afternoon, he came by to drop off revised plans. I wore a silk sari. No blouse. No bra. No panties. Just heels and perfume.

“You’re sure you’re home alone?” he asked, stepping inside.

“You’re the only man I need to be worried about,” I whispered.

The second the door closed, I dropped the sari from my shoulder.

His eyes widened. “Madam—”

“Call me Ananya,” I said.

He crossed the room in seconds and kissed me with so much hunger I nearly melted. His hands roamed my bare back, slid over my ass, then dipped between my thighs.

“You’re soaked,” he growled, slipping two fingers inside. “You’ve been waiting for this.”

“Since the first time you called me ‘ma’am’ with those eyes,” I gasped.

He knelt and spread my legs wide, lifting one onto the console table. His mouth met my pussy like he’d dreamt about it for weeks — licking slow, then harder, teasing my clit until I moaned his name and came all over his face.

He stood, undid his belt, and pulled out the thickest cock I’d seen in years.

“Fuck me,” I said. “Right here. Right now.”

He lifted me up and thrust inside in one stroke — no condom, no warning, just raw, wet skin.

I wrapped my arms around his neck as he bounced me on his cock, my back hitting the wall, breasts pressed to his chest, his mouth on mine.

“You fuck like you’ve needed this for years,” he groaned.

“I have,” I moaned. “Don’t you dare stop.”

I came hard, screaming into his shoulder, then he slammed into me faster, deeper, until he filled me with his cum and we both collapsed onto the couch — tangled, panting, dripping.

He buttoned his shirt, still flushed.

“Next week’s revisions,” I said, straightening my sari with a wicked smile. “Come alone.”

My husband called ten minutes later. I answered sweetly.

“How’s Singapore, jaan?”

He had no idea his wife was still wet with another man’s cum.


Chapter 19: “While He Was on Call”

Name: Elise Granger
Age: 42
Location: Scottsdale, Arizona

My name is Elise Granger. I’m 42, married to a respected surgeon, and we live in a beautiful home in Scottsdale.

My husband, Daniel, is brilliant. Respected. Handsome in a white coat. And completely unavailable.

He works 60+ hours a week. Sleeps in the guest room half the time. The last time he touched me with hunger? I think Obama was still in office.

I started feeling invisible. Like just another piece of polished furniture in our perfect home.

Then Noah moved in across the street.

	Divorced. Bearded, inked, ex-Army turned EMT. The kind of man who fixes his truck shirtless at sunset with sweat glistening down his chest. 


I caught him looking once while I was watering plants in a thin robe. I didn’t cover up. I let it fall open just enough.

The next night, I baked him banana bread. That was the excuse.

“Thanks,” he said, smirking. “You always wear silk when you bake?”

“Only when I want to be eaten,” I replied.

He didn’t even wait for the door to shut. His hands were all over me — pulling the robe open, squeezing my breasts, dragging his fingers down to feel how wet I already was.

“Fuck,” he whispered, “your doctor husband must not be doing his job.”

“He saves lives,” I moaned, “but you’re about to ruin one.”

He spun me around, bent me over the hallway console, and slid two fingers inside me as I gasped, already dripping.

I looked over my shoulder. “No condom.”

“You sure?”

“I want to feel everything.”

He pulled out his cock — thick, veiny, already hard — and pushed inside me in one deep thrust.

“You’re so tight,” he growled. “How long’s it been?”

“Too long,” I gasped, clawing the wood.

He fucked me hard, hands on my waist, slamming into me until my legs shook and I came with a scream I couldn’t hold back.

He pulled me into the bedroom and did it again — this time slower, deeper, watching me unravel beneath him as he filled me raw, moaning my name.

When I woke up, Daniel had texted:
“On a double shift. Don’t wait up.”

I smiled, pulled Noah’s t-shirt over my sore body, and texted back:
“No problem, love. Sleep well.


Chapter 20: “On My Knees for Him”

Name: Talia Winters
Age: 44
Location: Austin, Texas

My name is Talia Winters. I’m 44. I’m a personal stylist, a country club wife, and I’ve been married for 19 years.

My husband is a great provider. But sex? It’s gone from a flicker… to a routine… to nothing.

That’s when Evan came into my life.

	Fresh out of grad school. I met him when I helped dress his mother for a charity gala. He came by the studio once to pick up her alterations. Tall, athletic, with eyes that lingered on me in a way that made my stomach flip. 


I caught him staring at my thighs while I crossed my legs in a short wrap dress.

“You really know how to wear a skirt, Mrs. Winters,” he said.

I smiled, heat pulsing between my legs. “Just Talia.”

I invited him to the house when my husband was out golfing. Told him I needed help “lifting boxes.”

We didn’t touch at first. But the second he sat down on the couch, I walked over and stood between his knees.

“You’ve been looking at me like you want something,” I said. “So take it.”

His cock was hard in seconds — thick, flushed, already leaking. I dropped to my knees on the marble floor and ran my tongue along the tip, slow, teasing.

“Jesus,” he groaned, gripping my hair.

I smiled and opened wide, sliding him into my mouth inch by inch, my lips wrapping tight around his shaft.

“You suck cock like you’ve done this before,” he panted.

I moaned around him, swirling my tongue under his head, taking him deep enough to make my throat ache.

My mascara started to run. Spit dripped down my chin. I didn’t stop. I wanted him messy. Wanted him wrecked.

“You’re gonna make me cum,” he gasped.

I gripped his thighs tighter and bobbed faster, wet and wild, until his whole body tensed.

He exploded in my mouth with a long, deep groan.

I swallowed it all. Every last drop.

Then I licked my lips and smiled up at him.

“You’re welcome, baby.”

His eyes were wide. “Holy fuck.”

I stood, fixed my lipstick, and kissed his cheek.

“Tell your mother her dress is ready,” I said.

And just like that, I went back to being the respectable wife… with cum still warm in my throat.


Chapter 21: “I Should’ve Been at Soccer Practice”
Name: Rachel Lane
Age: 48
Location: Charlotte, North Carolina

I’m Rachel Lane. Forty-eight.
Married. Mother of four.
People call me a “supermom.”
PTA president. Meal planner. Always early for pickup. Always smiling. Always composed.

But I’ve spent too long hiding behind that polished image.
Because the truth is, I’m not fulfilled.
I’m not satisfied.

I’m starving.

My husband, Tom, is good to me.
Kind. Predictable.
He kisses my cheek, thanks me for dinner, and falls asleep beside me by 9:30.

But in my dreams?
There’s someone else.

Leo.
The contractor.
29 years old. Came to remodel our outdated kitchen.
Tan skin, dirty blond hair, arms carved with muscle, and a cocky grin that made me shift in my seat every time he called me “Mrs. Lane.”

From day one, I noticed him.
But it was his bulge that I couldn’t ignore.

Every time he bent over, every time he stood back to admire his work, the outline of his cock pressed against those worn jeans. Thick. Heavy. Unmistakable.

I tried not to stare.
But I did.

He’d catch me looking sometimes, and he’d just smirk.
Like he knew.
Like he wanted me to see it.

So I started dressing different.
Lower necklines. No bra. Just a tank top that clung to my chest.
Shorter shorts. Ones that hugged my hips and showed the tops of my thighs.

I started bending a little more when I picked up something off the floor.
Leaning closer when I offered him lemonade.

One afternoon, I caught him staring at me from behind while I was reaching into the fridge.

When I turned, he didn’t even look away.
He just licked his lips and said,
“You always this sexy when your husband’s not home?”

My heart skipped.
I should’ve said something. Anything. But instead, I smiled and walked away — slowly, swaying my hips.

That night, I lay in bed next to Tom while I fingered myself silently under the sheets, thinking about Leo’s hands all over me.

Then, last Thursday, everything changed.

Tom took the kids to practice.
I stayed behind, claiming a “migraine.”
I wore a robe — thin, short, tied just tight enough to keep things interesting.

Leo showed up to finish the backsplash.
But he didn’t even unpack his tools.

He walked into the kitchen, shut the back door, and looked me up and down.

“You know what you’re doing,” he said, voice low, hungry.
“You’ve been teasing me for weeks.”

I didn’t deny it.
I just stood there, heart pounding, thighs pressed together under the robe.

“Take it off,” he said.
My breath caught.

I untied the robe slowly, letting it fall open.

His eyes roamed over my breasts — full, bare, nipples already hard.
Down to my soft stomach, the little curve of my hips, and lower — where I was already wet and glistening.

“Fuck,” he groaned, stepping toward me.

I backed up, letting the robe slip off my shoulders, hitting the floor.

He grabbed me — not rough, but firm — and kissed me like he was claiming me.
His hands slid down my back, cupped my ass, then dipped between my legs.

“You’re soaked,” he said, fingers teasing my slit.
“For me?”

I nodded. “Ever since the first day.”

He lifted me onto the counter, spread my thighs wide, and knelt down.
His tongue was hot, relentless, licking and sucking my clit until my legs were trembling, my hands gripping his hair.

I came hard, gasping his name — but he didn’t stop.

He stood, unzipped his jeans, and let his cock fall free.
And God, it was even bigger than I imagined.

Thick. Veined. Gorgeous. Much bigger than what I was home-fed. 
The kind of cock that ruins your conscience.

He didn’t ask.
He just pushed inside me — slow, deep, stretching me open until I gasped.

He held still, eyes on mine.

“Tell me this pussy’s mine now.”

“It’s yours,” I breathed. “Take it.”

And he did.

He fucked me on that kitchen counter like I was half my age.
Hard. Deep. Raw.

My nails raked his back. My moans bounced off the tile. I came again, and again — legs shaking, begging him not to stop.

When he finally pulled out, he turned me around, bent me over the granite, and finished on my ass, groaning like he’d held it in for years.

We didn’t speak for a moment.
I was still catching my breath when he leaned in and whispered:

“Same time next week?”

I nodded, robe still crumpled on the floor.

And the best part?

Tom thinks the new backsplash is the sexiest thing in the house.


Chapter 22: “Faculty Favors”

Name: Rhea Malhotra
Age: 22
Location: Mumbai, India

I’m Rhea Malhotra. 22. Business student at a private university in Mumbai.

I come from money — and so does my boyfriend.

Armaan’s the kind of guy who looks good on paper: luxury SUV, gym selfies, daddy’s money. But when it comes to sex? He’s lazy, always tired, always "busy." I’ve started to feel more like a trophy than a girlfriend.

So when I started slipping in Professor Rajan’s class — Strategic Finance — I asked for a meeting.

Professor Rajan Mehta, 46, clean-shaven, silver at the temples, always in fitted linen shirts that hint at a body that shouldn’t look that good for his age.

He invited me to a hotel café in Bandra — “less formal,” he said.

“Rhea,” he said over his espresso, “you’re smart, but distracted. Too many parties?”

“No,” I said, crossing my legs slowly. I wore a short kurti, no dupatta, and a sheer bra under it. “I just haven’t had… attention lately.”

His eyes didn’t blink. Just drifted lower.

“If you’re looking for attention…” he said, voice dark, “you’re going to have to earn it.”

I followed him to a suite upstairs.

The second the door closed, I dropped to my knees.

“Take it out,” I whispered.

He unzipped. Thick. Veiny. Already hard. I licked the tip slow, just tasting the pre-cum as he groaned.

“God, you’re filthy,” he said.

“Not as filthy as I’m about to be.”

I took him deep — inch by inch — until my lips met the base. I sucked hard, drool dripping down my chin.

“Does your little boyfriend even fuck you anymore?”

I pulled off, gasping. “He doesn’t even touch me.”

“Then keep going,” he growled. “And I’ll make sure you pass this semester with distinction.”

I moaned around his cock, bobbing faster, my hand working the base as my throat tightened around him.

“Look at you,” he whispered, staring down at me. “Rich girl on her knees, gagging for grades.”

I moaned, eyes watering, nose pressed to his skin.

He came suddenly — hot, thick, salty. I swallowed it all, still stroking him as he twitched in my mouth.

“You’ll be top 5 in the class now,” he smirked, tucking himself in.

I fixed my lipstick and stepped back into my sandals.

“See you next week, sir.”

And I walked out with his cum still warm in my throat… and a full mark in the internal exam uploaded the next morning.


Chapter 23: “Down Under and Bent Over”

Name: Claire Weston
Age: 39
Location: Gold Coast, Australia

I’m Claire Weston. 39. Married. And bored out of my damn mind.

I live in a quiet luxury suburb near the Gold Coast, Queensland. My husband, David, is a financial advisor who spends more time on Zoom than inside me.

For a while, I pretended it didn’t matter. Pilates, wine with the girls, expensive lingerie that never gets noticed.

Then Liam started working our yard.

	Tan lines. Dirty blond curls. Forearms built like they were made to pin you down. Always shirtless. Always sweaty. 


I caught him staring the first week. The way his eyes dragged over my legs in a sundress? Made me clench.

“You always this hot in the afternoons?” he asked one day, wiping sweat off his neck.

“Only when someone’s watching,” I said.

The next Thursday, David was in Brisbane for a conference. I brought Liam a cold beer — in heels and nothing but a silk robe.

He raised an eyebrow. “Bit overdressed for yard work, aren’t we?”

“Maybe I’m underfucked,” I replied, sipping from his bottle and never breaking eye contact.

He set it down. Walked right up to me.

“Tell me to stop,” he said.

I didn’t.

He pulled the robe open. No panties. No bra. His hand slid between my legs, and I was already soaked.

“Fucking hell,” he muttered. “Been wanting to taste this since I mowed your lawn.”

He knelt on the stone patio and licked me right there, spreading me open on the chaise as I moaned into my own hand to muffle it.

Then he stood, undid his jeans, and pulled out the thickest cock I’d seen in a decade.

I bent over the patio chair. He slid in deep and slow, both of us groaning.

“You let the neighbor boy fuck you in broad daylight, Mrs. Weston?” he hissed.

“You’re not a boy,” I gasped. “You’re exactly what I needed.”

He fucked me rough — the kind of deep, hard thrusts that leave you sore and satisfied for days.

I came with a scream I couldn’t hold back. He pulled out and finished on my back, warm and sticky under the Aussie sun.

I lit a cigarette after. I don’t even smoke.

“You want me to edge the bushes next?” he teased.

“No,” I said, tying my robe again. “Next week… I want you in my mouth.”


Chapter 23: “Sophisticated Outside, Shameless Inside”

Name: Vanessa Blake
Age: 42
Location: Chicago, Illinois (Originally from Seattle)

I’m Vanessa Blake. 42. Married, with a teenage daughter and a calendar full of fundraisers and orthodontist appointments.

I was in Chicago for a medical tech conference.
Three days. Alone. Bored.

That’s when I met Julian.

He was at the hotel bar. Dark suit. Rolex. British accent. Well-read and attentive, the kind of man who actually listens — something my husband stopped doing years ago.

We talked about cities, art, and food. He never flirted directly — just watched me with that calm, focused gaze that made me want to squirm in my chair. He quoted Leo Tolstoy and impressed me with his knowledge on European architecture and human psychology.

“I’d enjoy continuing this,” he said over his second scotch. “Would you feel safe joining me for another drink upstairs?”

So polite.
So respectful.

Until the elevator doors closed.

That’s when he shifted.
His hand gripped my jaw, firm and sudden. “You’ve been dripping through that little dress all night, haven’t you?”

My knees almost gave out.

The second the door to Room 918 opened, he grabbed the back of my neck and pushed me against the wall.

“Did your husband send you here with that sweet little cunt all untouched? Poor thing.”

“Julian…”

“No.” He cut me off. “You don’t talk unless I say so. Tonight, you’re just a married slut who needed to be ruined.”

He stripped me fast. My dress hit the floor. No bra. Thong soaked.

He knelt, but didn’t kiss like a lover — he devoured. His tongue was relentless, and when I started to squirm, he held my hips and just growled, “Stay still, or I’ll tie you to the fucking chair.”

I came hard, moaning into my own arm to muffle it.

Then he stood, slowly undoing his belt.

“Crawl onto the bed. Show me how a married whore begs for cock.”

I obeyed.

He fucked me from behind first — no sweet words, no warm-up. Just hard, deep, filthy strokes. The headboard slammed into the wall. I didn’t care.

“You wear that ring while getting your cunt pounded by a stranger?”

As he pumped me like a mad man and I screamed like a banshee, he rambled ‘Fucking shit-bitch, take it, take it, take it, take it.”

“Yes,” I cried. “God, yes.”

He flipped me, pinned my wrists, and fucked me until my whole body trembled. When I begged for his cum, he laughed softly and pulled out.

He came across my tits, panting, smearing it with his fingers. “There. Now you’ve got something real to remember me by.”

I stayed the night. We didn’t cuddle.

The next morning, he kissed my cheek gently.
“Breakfast was lovely,” he said like nothing had happened. I managed a weak smile.

Polite. Elegant. Cold.

And I was still wet by the time I got back to my room.


Chapter 25: “Rush Hour”

Name: Emily Brooks
Age: 37
Location: New York City

I’m Emily Brooks. 37. Married to a man who once sent me love songs and now sends me grocery lists.

We live on the Upper East Side. Clean lines, white wine, matching workout sets. He makes money. I make appearances.

I thought that was enough.

Until I met Damien.

	Photographer. A client on a shoot. He wore leather boots and shot on film. Intense, quiet, completely uninterested in social performance. 


He looked at me like he already knew what I tasted like.

At first, it was nothing. A few looks. A joke too close to the edge. One night, he brushed my lower back at a gallery event. My body tensed.

“Didn’t peg you for the type to wear garters under a blazer,” he said, lips close to my ear.

“And what type is that?” I asked, trying to stay cool.

“The kind that needs to be pinned to a wall once a week to function.”

I went home to my husband that night, spread my legs for him out of guilt — and ended up fingering myself in the bathroom afterward just to finish.

The next time I saw Damien was accidental. Or fate.

Tuesday morning. I was on the 6 train, running late, standing-room only. I was flipping through email when I looked up — and there he was.

Damien.

Smirking. One hand on the overhead rail, the other slipping off his backpack. He moved behind me without saying a word.

“You following me now?” I asked under my breath.

“You’re the one wearing no panties, sweetheart.”

My pulse jumped. “You can’t know that.”

“Your thighs say otherwise.”

The train lurched. His chest pressed to my back. He reached down.

His hand slid beneath the hem of my pencil skirt, fingers brushing my inner thigh. My body betrayed me instantly.

“Jesus Christ,” he whispered into my ear. “You’re soaked.”

I should’ve stepped away. I didn’t.

His fingers slipped between my folds, spreading them slowly. Two of them pushed in like he had every right. I gripped the pole harder.

“Keep your eyes on the ads,” he said. “Let them think you’re just another bored wife on her commute.”

The train rattled, crowded, loud. He curled his fingers inside me like he’d mapped me out ahead of time.

“You want to cum for me, standing here like a used-up trophy wife in heat?”

I nodded. Couldn’t speak.

He picked up speed. My knees trembled.

“When was the last time someone touched you like this, Emily?”

“I… I don’t remember.”

“That’s the problem,” he growled, fingers deep, rubbing just right. “You forgot what you were. Let me remind you.”

I came. Silent, violent, dizzy. A wave so strong I had to bite the inside of my cheek to stay upright.

He pulled his hand out as the train slowed at Spring Street. Brought his fingers to his lips.

Licked them.

“Still better than breakfast,” he said, stepping off the train.

I stood there, dripping, flushed, heart pounding — still married, still wet, and already craving more.

Two hours later, he texted.

“Jeans. No zipper. My place. Let’s see if that pretty mouth of yours is as good as those thighs.”

I replied:
“Don’t be gentle.” 


Chapter 26: “Flat No. 704”

Name: Ayesha Sharma
Age: 36
Location: Pune, India

My name is Ayesha Sharma. I’m 36, married, and I live in a quiet, too-clean, too-perfect society in Pune.

My husband, Rohan, is well-spoken, well-groomed, and well-loved by everyone — except me.

He controls the society WhatsApp group like a dictator. He reminds me to schedule plumber visits. But when’s the last time he touched my face and meant it?

Or even looked at me like he used to?

I hadn’t felt wanted in months. Not until I started noticing the man in Flat 704.

Aditya Malhotra.

Divorced. Quiet. Always half-dressed on his balcony with a glass of something in his hand. Ex-army, I think.

He doesn't join events. Doesn’t wave at uncles. Doesn’t smile politely.

Rohan hates him.

I couldn’t stop watching him.

The first time we spoke, it wasn’t flirty. It wasn’t even friendly. It was honest.

I was leaving the lift. He was getting in. We nodded, like always. But I paused.

“You don’t say much,” I said.

“And you say too little,” he replied. “For someone who always looks like she’s holding something in.”

I looked at him.

“You don’t like my husband.”

“Your husband doesn’t like me.”

He stepped into the lift. “But I like watching you.”

The doors closed.

I thought about him that night. Touched myself to the thought of his voice, the way he looked at me like he wanted to wreck me without a single apology.

The next Thursday, I waited until Rohan left for a meeting. Then I walked upstairs. Flat 704. Knocked once.

He opened the door. Didn’t look surprised.

“You came.”

“I didn’t plan to.”

“But you did.”

I walked in. His flat was clean. Dimly lit. Quiet.

“Why are you really here?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I just… I don’t want to feel like I’m slowly disappearing.”

“You're not.” He stepped closer. “Not to me.”

He didn’t grab me. Didn’t kiss me. Just looked. His fingers brushed my jaw, then ran down the front of my kurti.

“Can I see you?” he asked, voice low.

I pulled it off slowly. No bra. No panties.

“Fuck,” he whispered, eyes dragging over me. “You’re beautiful.”

“Then do something about it.”

He stepped in. His mouth found my neck. Then my shoulder. Then down to my chest, lips closing around my nipple. I gasped, breath hitching.

His hands slid down between my thighs, fingers parting me.

“You’re already wet?” he asked.

“I’ve been wet since last week,” I whispered. “I shouldn’t be here.”

“But you are.”

He sank to his knees on the carpet. His hands gripped my hips. His mouth… god.

His tongue was slow, patient, relentless.

“Don’t stop,” I moaned, rocking against him. “Please, don’t stop.”

He pulled back for half a second, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and looked up at me.

“I’m not stopping until you can’t stand.”

I came in waves. Shaking. His hands holding me up as I cried out.

He stood. Pulled his joggers down. No underwear. Thick. Hard.

I reached for him. He grabbed my wrist.

“Not yet,” he said. “Lie down.”

I lay on his couch. Legs spread. Still trembling.

He climbed on top and slid inside in one deep thrust.

“Jesus,” I gasped.

“You okay?” he asked, voice raw.

“More than.”

He fucked me slow at first. Deep. His eyes on mine. No words. Just breathing.

Then faster. Rougher. Fingers digging into my waist. Skin slapping skin.

“You let your husband keep this all to himself?” he growled.

“He doesn’t want it.”

“Then I’ll take it.”

He flipped me over. Took me from behind. Grabbed my hair.

“You feel that?” he hissed. “That’s what it feels like to be wanted.”

“Don’t stop. Fill me.”

“Say it again.”

“I want you to cum in me.”

He slammed once more. Groaned. Filled me with every drop.

We collapsed. Sweaty. Silent. Fucked raw.

When I stood to leave, his cum ran down my thighs. I didn’t wipe it.

“That looked like more than just sex,” I said softly.

“It wasn’t,” he replied. “It was everything he never gave you.”

I didn’t answer. Just slipped my kurti back on. No bra. No underwear.

And walked back down to dinner with my husband… while someone else’s cum dripped between my legs.


Chapter 27: “Check-In, Check Out”

Name: Madeline Cross
Age: 40
Location: Dubai, United Arab Emirates

My name is Madeline Cross. I’m 40. Married for 15 years. Two kids. One husband who barely notices when I leave the room.

I told him I needed a break. A solo trip. “Just yoga, room service, and sleep.”

He said, “Sure, babe. Take care of yourself.”

I booked five nights at a luxury hotel in Dubai — a city built for excess. I arrived jet-lagged, puffy-eyed, and not expecting much.

Then I met Zaid.

Hotel concierge. Late 20s. Dark eyes. Tall. That calm, effortless confidence that doesn't need flirting — just presence.

The first night, I asked about restaurants.

He smiled, leaned in slightly, and said, “Are you looking for views or something you’ll remember tomorrow morning?”

I laughed it off. But I felt it between my legs.

The second night, he sent a bottle of wine to my room. No note. Just a room-service guy who said, “From Zaid, ma’am.”

I drank two glasses alone in a robe. Then I called down.

“Can you send someone to help me with the terrace lock?” I lied.

Ten minutes later, he knocked. I opened the door barefoot.

“It’s working now,” I said.

He smiled. “I know.”

He stepped inside. Closed the door.

“Are you married?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Happily?”

I didn’t answer.

He walked to me slowly. “I won’t ask again.”

He kissed me. Deep. One hand on my waist, the other slipping under the robe. My body melted — wet instantly, needing him like I’d been waiting a year.

“I’ve thought about this since the moment you walked in,” he whispered. “You looked like a woman desperate to be touched properly.”

He slid the robe off. I was naked underneath.

“God…” he muttered. “You’re gorgeous. And no one’s appreciating you.”

He kissed down my body, to my thighs, then dropped to his knees. His mouth on my pussy was slow, wet, masterful.

“Zaid…” I gasped.

“Shh. Let go.”

I moaned, grinding into his mouth. He licked me like it was all he’d wanted all week. I came hard. Legs shaking. Barely able to stand.

Then he stood, pulled his cock out — thick, beautiful, already dripping — and walked me backward to the bed.

“Condom?” he asked.

“No.”

He smiled. “Filthy girl.”

He slid into me slow, deep, stretching me open until I cried out.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Let me remind you what it feels like to be taken care of.”

He fucked me slow at first, then faster, rougher — hands gripping my hips, eyes locked on mine. I wrapped my legs around him and came again, harder.

“You want my cum, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Please. I want it.”

He pulled me up and finished inside me, growling into my neck as he flooded me.

When I woke the next morning, there was no goodbye. Just a folded towel at the edge of the bed… and cum still dripping down my thighs.

That night, I left the “Do Not Disturb” sign on the door.

He knocked anyway.


Chapter 28: “The Executive Decision”

Name: Catherine Langford
Age: 53
Location: Santorini, Greece

My name is Catherine Langford. 53. Married, childless, and globally respected in corporate strategy circles.

I’ve aged well. People say it — colleagues, strangers, even waiters. I lift. I swim. I still wear pencil skirts like armor.

But under all that polish? I’m exhausted. Not just by work — by a husband who hasn’t touched me in eight months, by silence in bed, and by the fact that I’m always seen… but never wanted.

Santorini was a leadership offsite. Five days, luxury villas, and a new class of talent shadowing the senior team.

One of them was Leo.

	Confident. Tall, tanned skin, dark eyes, and just the right amount of unshaven mess. He was smart — but when we made eye contact, there was something else. 


Hunger.

It started slow — looks. Smiles. Him holding a door a little too long. Compliments that stayed on the right side of professional.

But after the third night, when the wine had flowed and the laughter softened, I was alone on the terrace of my suite when I heard a knock.

I opened the door. Leo stood there, casual, holding a glass of scotch.

“I needed air,” he said. “But this view is better.”

I should’ve closed the door. I didn’t.

“You know how many people in the company are terrified of you?” he asked, stepping in.

“Good,” I said, sipping wine. “Respect is currency.”

“I respect the hell out of you,” he said, moving closer. “But I’ve also thought about what it’d feel like to have your legs over my shoulders.”

My breath hitched.

“You don’t talk to your boss like that,” I said.

“I don’t look at my boss like this either.”

I kissed him first.

The scotch glass hit the table. His hands were on my waist, my hips, pushing my blouse up, pulling my skirt down.

“God damn,” he whispered. “You’re fucking stunning. 53? I wouldn’t have guessed 43.”

“Keep talking and I’ll make you earn the rest.”

He dropped to his knees.

No hesitation. No warm-up. Just tongue on clit, slow and then hard — my hands in his hair, my moans echoing off the white stone walls.

“You taste like someone who’s been denied for way too long.”

I came in his mouth, gasping, shaking, letting it happen. No guilt. Just fire.

He stood, panting, eyes dark. “I didn’t bring condoms.”

“I’m 53, Leo,” I said, pulling him in. “You don’t need one.”

His cock was thick and already slick at the tip. I spread my legs on the lounge chair, pulled him on top of me.

“Fuck me. No apologies. No holding back.”

And he did.

He slid in deep. Both of us groaning. He filled me slow, inch by inch, then started thrusting — fast, rough, hands gripping my ass.

“You’re tight as hell,” he grunted. “Fuck.”

“That’s what happens when no one touches me for a year.”

“Then I’ll make up for it.”

He pinned my legs back and fucked me hard — each thrust pushing me into the cushions. I came again, moaning so loud I had to bite my own hand.

“Fill me,” I whispered. “Don’t even think of pulling out.”

“You sure?”

“You can breed me all night, Leo. I’m not getting pregnant. I’m getting satisfied.”

He slammed in one final time and came deep — thick, hot, full.

“Fuck, yes,” he growled, his cum pouring into me, both of us shaking.

I kept my legs wrapped around him until he softened inside me.

“Next time,” I said, breathless, “you don’t wait three days.”

“Next time,” he said, “you call me when your husband’s asleep.”

I kissed him once more.
And left the villa door unlocked.


Chapter 29: “The Renovation”

Name: Danielle Hart
Age: 41
Location: Vancouver, Canada

My name is Danielle Hart. 41. Married. One kid in college, one golden retriever, and a kitchen that hadn’t been remodeled since the early 2000s — just like my marriage.

My husband Mark is... fine. Kind. Smart. We still talk. But the sex? Silent. Scheduled. Lifeless.

So we agreed to do something that “freshened things up.” A home project. New tiles, open shelves, backsplash, the works.

We hired a local guy.

Callum.

	Broad shoulders, sleeves rolled up, beard dusted with sawdust, and arms built like he could carry me and the new countertop. 


The first time I offered him a coffee, he said, “Only if you drink one with me.”

I smiled. “That’s not part of the job, Callum.”

“Maybe I like extra tasks.”

It was harmless — at first.

Then came the stares. The “ma’am” that started sounding more like a challenge than respect. The casual shirtless moments while installing under-sink wiring.

And the looks he gave me when Mark left the house.

One Thursday afternoon, it was raining. My husband had gone to Calgary for a conference. I came down in leggings and a sweater. No bra.

Callum was under the island, tools spread out. He looked up.

“You always walk around like that?”

“Like what?” I said.

“Like you forgot you’re married.”

I should’ve been offended. Instead, I walked to the fridge, bent over to grab a bottle of water, and felt his eyes crawl over me.

“You keep staring,” I said.

“You keep giving me reasons.”

He stood. Walked over. Close.

“You know I’ve had to jerk off after every shift here?”

“That’s unprofessional,” I whispered.

“So is walking around with your nipples showing through your sweater.”

I didn’t move when he reached for the hem. Slid it up. Saw everything.

“Fuck, you’re sexy,” he said. “You want me to stop?”

“If you stop, I’ll scream,” I said.

He bent me over the dining table. Pulled my leggings down. No panties.

“Jesus,” he muttered. “You’re dripping.”

“I’ve been dripping for days,” I gasped.

He dropped his jeans. Pulled out his cock. Thick. Heavy. Leaking.

He didn’t ask. He didn’t wait. He slid inside raw, deep, making me cry out with the stretch.

“That feel better than your husband’s hands?”

“God, yes.”

He fucked me fast, hard — the table creaked, my moans echoed through the empty house.

“Tell me whose cock you want from now on.”

“Yours,” I whimpered. “Just yours.”

“You want my cum too?”

“Yes. Inside. Now.”

He groaned and emptied in me, hips jerking as he spilled everything deep inside.

“Don’t clean up,” he said, pulling out. “Let it drip while you make dinner.”

That night, Mark FaceTimed me.
I smiled sweetly.

Under the table, Callum was fingering me open again.


Chapter 30: “Stick Shift”

Name: Jenna Ward
Age: 39
Location: Austin, Texas

I’m Jenna Ward. 39. Married for fourteen years. No kids.

I do marketing consulting from home. Bake sourdough. Pretend I'm fulfilled.

My husband, Patrick, works in insurance. He’s the type who clips coupons, keeps a budget spreadsheet, and has sex the same way every time — and not often.

I used to feel sexy. Now I feel… invisible.

Two months ago, I decided to finally get my driver’s license. Not because I needed it. Because I needed something.

I booked lessons through a local driving school. And that’s how I met Rafael.

	Half-Mexican. Toned but not bulky. Smooth voice with a slight accent. Quiet in a way that made me want to fill the silence. 


The first few sessions were all business.

“Hands at ten and two.”

“Easy on the brakes.”

But there was a look in his eye. A flicker when I adjusted my skirt. A second too long when his hand touched mine on the gearstick.

On the fourth lesson, I wore a low-cut black top. Nothing underneath.

He noticed.

“You always dress up to parallel park?” he asked, teasing.

“Only for instructors who make me feel like I’m bad at it.”

That day, we pulled into a quiet residential street and idled under the trees. I killed the engine. My pulse was thudding in my throat.

“You’re distracted today,” he said.

“Maybe I’m thinking about things I shouldn’t.”

He turned toward me. “Like what?”

“Like how I’ve been in this car with you five times now and I still don’t know what your cock looks like.”

Silence.

Then slowly, he unbuckled. Reached down.

I watched. Breathless.

He unzipped his jeans and pulled it out — half-hard, thick, beautiful. I exhaled.

“Fuck,” I whispered. “You’re bigger than I imagined.”

“What do you want to do about it, Jenna?”

“Everything I can’t do at home.”

I reached across the center console and wrapped my hand around him. Warm. Heavy. Still growing.

He leaned back. Closed his eyes.

I started slow — stroking from base to tip, watching him harden under my fingers. His breath deepened. His hips lifted.

“You okay with this?” I asked.

He opened his eyes and looked at me.

“I’ve imagined this since the second lesson.”

That was all I needed.

I spit into my palm and made it wet. Slid my hand up and down in a tight rhythm. My thumb circled his tip, teasing the slick bead of pre-cum that had formed.

“You’ve been hard during lessons before?” I whispered.

“Every time you wore that red lipstick.”

“You jerked off thinking about me?”

“Three times. One was in this car.”

“Filthy,” I whispered. “Fucking love that.”

I stroked faster. He was rock hard now, his cock slick and throbbing in my fist. The car was filled with the sound of breath and wet skin.

His hand gripped the edge of the seat.

“You’re gonna make me cum,” he groaned.

“That’s the plan.”

I twisted my wrist and jerked him hard. His whole body tensed.

“Jenna—fuck—”

He exploded in my hand, cum shooting in long, hot ropes across his abs and shirt. I didn’t stop stroking until he gasped, twitching, totally wrecked.

I looked at the mess, then at him.

“You’re not gonna last long if I ever get my mouth on you.”

“Holy shit,” he panted, laughing. “You just ruined me.”

I reached into my purse, pulled out a napkin, and wiped my hand slowly.

“Lesson six,” I said with a smirk. “Your turn to teach me how to sit properly… on your face.”

He laughed.

“Fail your test,” he said, zipping up. “On purpose.”


Chapter 31: “All-Inclusive”

Name: Mila Thompson
Age: 40
Location: Playa del Carmen, Mexico

My name is Mila Thompson. I’m 40. Married. Two kids. Teacher.

My best friend Claire and I have known each other since we were thirteen. We do everything right: family holidays, book clubs, brunches.

But this time? We needed out. So we booked five nights at an all-inclusive resort in Playa del Carmen. Just us. No husbands. No rules.

The first two days were wine, sunblock, and polite flirting with waiters.

But then we met Diego.

Resort bartender. Early 30s. Tanned, toned, tattooed under his white shirt. He spoke English with a low, playful accent. Smirked like he already knew what we were hiding.

“Ladies,” he said on night three, “you look like trouble.”

“Only when we’re bored,” Claire replied.

We weren’t drunk that night — not really. Just warm and reckless.

We sat at the bar after it closed. He poured tequila straight into our mouths. Watched our lips. Watched our bodies.

“You ever kissed each other?” he asked, grinning.

“No,” Claire laughed.

I looked at her. She looked at me.

“Not yet,” I said.

We kissed. Just to see what it would feel like. And when we pulled apart, Diego’s pupils were blown wide.

“Come with us,” Claire said.

We brought him to our room. Sliding glass doors. Ocean breeze. Thin white curtains moving in the wind.

He stood in the middle of the suite while we undressed each other — laughing, breathless. My bra hit the floor. Claire kissed my shoulder.

Diego sat on the bed. “Come here,” he said, voice low.

I walked to him first. He pulled me into his lap, hands on my ass, cock already hard under his slacks.

“You’ve been staring at me for two days,” I whispered.

“You’ve been licking your straw like a fucking fantasy,” he growled, and kissed me hard.

Claire climbed behind me, kissing my neck while Diego pulled my panties aside and slid his fingers into me.

“So wet already,” he said. “You want to be filled, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Fuck, yes.”

Claire stripped him while I grinded against his fingers. She wrapped her hand around his cock and looked at me.

“You want it first?”

“Please.”

He laid me on the bed, climbed between my thighs, and slid in raw — thick, slow, so deep I cried out.

“You sure your husband touches you like this?”

“He hasn’t made me cum in months.”

“Then I’ll give you three.”

He fucked me hard while Claire played with my breasts, kissed me, whispered how filthy I looked.

I came fast — tight, loud, soaking the sheets.

Then it was her turn.

I watched him fuck my best friend while I stroked myself next to them, dripping, still full of him.

She moaned, shaking.

“You going to cum inside her too?” I asked.

“Only if she asks.”

“Do it,” Claire gasped. “Inside me. I want it.”

He came with a groan, his cock jerking inside her.

Then he turned to me. “You want a second round?”

“You’re not leaving this room until both our holes are leaking with your cum.”

We didn’t sleep.

When we walked to breakfast the next morning, his scent was still on our thighs.

We didn’t talk about it.

But every time I see Claire now, she bites her lip like she’s thinking about his cock inside both of us.

And I can’t stop smiling. 


Chapter 32: “Delete Doesn’t Mean Gone”

Name: Tara Monroe
Age: 38
Location: Scottsdale, Arizona

I’m Tara Monroe. 38. Married to Adam, an orthodontist with a golf addiction.

We live comfortably. Clean kitchen, white walls, date nights at the same three restaurants.

He’s a good man. Steady. Safe. Predictable.

I flew to L.A. for a “wellness retreat” three weeks ago. Yoga, massage, a little shopping. That’s what I told him.

What I didn’t tell him:

	I fucked my masseur. 
	In the steam room. 
	Twice. 
	Without a condom. 
	And took a selfie with his hand still on my thigh. 


I thought I deleted it.

I didn’t delete it from the recently deleted folder.

One night, Adam was using my phone to book a dinner reservation. I was doing laundry.

I heard him say my name.

“Tara… what’s this?”

My blood went cold.

I walked into the living room. He was holding the phone up. The photo.

My hair was messy. My lip was red and bitten. A man’s dark hand rested between my thighs. You couldn’t see his face. But it wasn’t Adam.

“Where was this taken?” he asked.

My mouth went dry.

“That was a joke,” I said. “One of the massage therapists — they do those dumb Instagram setups. Everyone was doing them. It’s just a towel.”

“That doesn’t look like a towel.”

“It was,” I lied. “And I deleted it. It made me uncomfortable.”

He stared at me for a long time.

“Why’s your hair like that?”

“We’d just come out of the steam room.”

“Why would you let him touch you like that?”

I felt the heat rise to my cheeks — not from guilt, but from how badly I still wanted it.

“I didn’t let him,” I said slowly. “He posed the picture. It was awkward. I didn’t ask for it.”

He looked at me. Hard. Quiet.

“If I find out you fucked someone,” he said, “I’m gone.”

“You won’t find anything else,” I said.

And I meant it.

Because I’d already transferred everything else — the video, the voice note, the pic of his cum running down my stomach — to a private locked folder under the name “Tax Receipts.”

I watched Adam delete the image. Then I kissed his cheek.

And when he fell asleep that night beside me, arms around me, I slipped one hand between my thighs…

And whispered the masseur’s name under my breath as I came.


Chapter 33: “Guest Bathroom”

Name: Leah Grant
Age: 42
Location: Raleigh, North Carolina

My name is Leah Grant. I’m 42, married, and for the last five years, I’ve slowly stopped feeling like a woman.

Dan — my husband — is a good man. Kind. Faithful. Efficient. He pays the bills, folds laundry, keeps up the yard.

But he doesn’t see me anymore. Not really.

He brushes past me in the kitchen without touching my back. Hugs goodbye, not kisses. When we have sex — once, maybe twice a month — it’s quick, quiet, and over before I can feel anything.

I started feeling like wallpaper. Present, unnoticed.

Then our guest bathroom started leaking.

Dan said he’d fix it. He didn’t. So I called someone.

Marcus.

He was recommended through a neighborhood app. Early 30s. Came by for a quote. Built like he actually used the hammer he carried. Forearms tanned. Eyes too direct.

He looked at me — not in a sleazy way. Just… looked. Held eye contact.

I felt it instantly.

On his second visit, I offered him iced tea. He took it, smiled, and said,
“You always this nice to your contractors?”

I laughed. “Only the ones who show up when they say they will.”

He worked quietly, focused. I hovered too long. Asked if he needed anything. Pretended to check emails at the kitchen table when really, I was watching how he moved.

“That’s a beautiful ring,” he said once, glancing at my hand.

“Thanks,” I replied. “It doesn’t get as much use as it used to.”

The tension sat between us for days. Not rushed. Not obvious.

On the fifth visit, Dan was out of town for a seminar. I came downstairs wearing a casual cotton dress — fitted, soft, no bra.

Marcus was crouched under the sink, fixing the pipe seal. His shirt was clinging to his back. I stood near the door, sipping coffee, pretending I didn’t care.

He looked up. Wiped his forehead.

“You’re quiet today,” he said.

“Trying not to distract you.”

“You are.”

I walked a little closer. Leaned against the doorframe.

“You flirting with me, Marcus?”

“I’ve been trying not to.”

Silence. Heavy. Thick.

“Come here,” he said softly.

I walked to him. He stood slowly, chest close to mine.

“Tell me to stop,” he said.

I didn’t.

I reached up. Touched his jaw. He kissed me — soft at first, then harder, lips parting, hands sliding down my waist.

He pulled me into the bathroom. Closed the door. My back hit the wall. His mouth moved to my neck, then lower, fingers brushing the hem of my dress.

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

“Does that surprise you?”

“No. But it’s making it really hard to be professional.”

“Then don’t be.”

He lifted me onto the counter — cool marble against my thighs. His hand slid between my legs, and I gasped.

“Fuck,” he murmured. “You’re soaked.”

“I’ve been soaked all week.”

He pulled his jeans down just far enough. No underwear. Thick. Heavy. I stared. Licked my lips.

“I don’t have protection,” he said.

“I’m on the pill. You’re clean?”

“Yeah.”

“Then fuck me raw.”

He pushed in — slow, stretching me open — and we both groaned.

“You feel so fucking good,” he whispered, hands gripping my hips.

He started to move — slow strokes, deep and steady. I wrapped my legs around him and held on.

“Harder,” I begged. “Don’t be gentle. Just… fuck me.”

He did.

Fast, rough, hungry. The mirror fogged. His belt clinked against the cabinet. I came with a cry, thighs shaking.

“You want my cum?” he asked, breath ragged.

“Inside,” I gasped. “Give me all of it.”

He slammed in deep and filled me, hips jerking, moaning my name.

We stayed like that for a minute — connected. Breathing. Shaking.

He finally pulled out. I slid off the counter, legs weak, his cum already dripping down my thighs.

“You okay?” he asked, tucking himself back in.

I nodded. Smiled.

“Yeah,” I said. “Just wondering what’s leaking more… the pipe, or me.”

He laughed. Kissed my forehead.

“I can fix both,” he said.

And I knew damn well I’d be calling him back.


Chapter 34: “What He Deserves”

Name: Sabrina Ellis
Age: 45
Location: Chicago, Illinois

My name is Sabrina Ellis. I’m 45. Married. Real estate marketing exec.

I’ve been married to Ben for 18 years. We own a sleek condo downtown. We drink the right wine. Wear the right watches. Smile at the right parties.

Three years ago, he cheated.

One night. Some junior analyst on a work trip. He said it was “a mistake.” That it meant nothing.

I believed him.

I forgave him.

But I never let go of the feeling.
That he got away with it.

Until Liam.

Ben’s business partner. 38. Taller. Broader. British. Too charming for his own good. The kind of man who laughs with his whole chest.

He always flirted in small, safe ways. “You’re wasted on him,” he’d whisper with a wink. Or “God, the way you wear that dress...”

But after a dinner party at our place — candles low, jazz playing, Ben already drunk and rambling — Liam stayed behind to help clean up.

I brought a dish to the sink. He followed.

“He doesn’t deserve you,” he said, just above a whisper.

I turned. “He made a mistake.”

“Right,” he said, watching my hands rinse the glass. “And you forgave him.”

“I had to.”

“No,” Liam said softly. “You didn’t.”

I didn’t say anything.

He stepped closer. Not touching — just there. Warm. Close.

“Have you ever done something just because you deserved to feel wanted?” he asked.

My breath hitched.

“You should,” he added. “You really should.”

I said nothing.

But three weeks later, when Ben was at a golf retreat, I texted Liam:

“Need help opening a wine bottle. You in the neighborhood?”

He replied instantly:
“Be there in ten. Wear something dangerous.”

I wore a black slip dress. No bra. Hair undone.

When he arrived, I opened the door without a word.

He kissed me before I could finish breathing.

My back hit the wall. His hands slid under my dress, found my bare skin, gripped my ass like it was already his.

“You waited too long,” he growled.

“You waited for me to ask,” I breathed.

He kissed down my neck.

“Tell me you want this.”

“I want this. I want you to fuck me in our condo. In his kitchen. On his table.”

“You’re wicked.”

“I learned from the best.”

We didn’t make it to the bedroom.

He bent me over the kitchen island. Pulled my dress up.

“No panties,” he said.

“I planned this.”

He unzipped. Pulled out his cock — thick, hard, already leaking.

“You want it rough?”

“I want to forget my husband’s name.”

He thrust inside me with one deep, brutal push. I gasped, clutching the counter.

“God, you’re tight,” he groaned. “How the fuck does he ignore this?”

“Because he’s a fool.”

He slammed into me, fast, deep — each thrust shaking the marble.

I came fast, crying out his name, soaking his cock.

“You want my cum?”

“Yes. Fill me. I want to be full when he comes home.”

He came inside me with a growl, twitching, thick and hot.

I stood at the sink afterward. Dress wrinkled. Cum dripping down my thigh.

“I don’t feel guilty,” I said.

“Don’t,” Liam replied. “He earned this.”

And when Ben came home that night and kissed my cheek, I smiled.

Because I was still leaking what he would never give me.


Chapter 35: “Don’t Tell Him”

Name: Nina Keller
Age: 46
Location: San Diego, California

My name is Nina Keller. I’m 46, divorced, and live in a clean, coastal house with a view of the ocean — and far too much silence.

My son, Chase, is 20. College sophomore. Lives on campus, comes home some weekends, usually with laundry and a friend or two.

I’m used to boys around the house. Loud. Hungry. Clueless.

But one of them wasn’t a boy anymore.

Noah.

	Lean. Tan. Blue eyes. The kind of cocky charm that covers just enough insecurity to be interesting. 


He always called me “Miss Keller.” Polite. Respectful. But his eyes?
He undressed me every time I walked past.

The first moment I noticed it — really noticed it — was last summer. I came home early from Pilates. Towel wrapped around me.

He was in the kitchen, drinking juice. Shirtless.

His eyes dropped to my legs, lingered too long, then back up.

“Sorry,” he said. “Didn’t know you were back.”

“No problem,” I said, walking past, feeling his eyes on the back of my thighs.

I should’ve gone upstairs. But I didn’t.

“You always walk around like that?” he asked suddenly.

“Why?” I said, turning, raising an eyebrow. “Is it bothering you?”

“No,” he said. “It’s… fucking hot.”

I didn’t laugh. I didn’t scold him.
I just looked at him — the kind of look that gives a green light without saying a word.

That night, they all went out. But Noah came back first. Alone.

I was in the kitchen in shorts and a thin tank. No bra. Hair up. Barefoot.

“Can I ask you something?” he said, standing close.

“You just did.”

He stepped closer.

“Would you stop me if I kissed you?”

My heart pounded.

“I should.”

“But would you?”

I didn’t move.

His lips brushed mine — soft, slow, waiting for me to pull away.

I didn’t.

I kissed him back. Harder. My hands slid up his chest. His fingers tangled in my hair.

“Jesus,” he whispered. “You’ve been driving me crazy.”

“You think I didn’t notice?” I whispered back.

He backed me up against the counter. I felt how hard he was through his shorts. My hand slid down. Gripped him.

“Fuck,” he gasped.

“Still think I’m just someone’s mom?”

“No,” he groaned. “You’re… you’re fucking dangerous.”

I dropped to my knees on the tile.

“Don’t tell him,” I said, pulling him out.

“I won’t,” he breathed.

I stroked him slow. Long. My tongue teased the head. His hands trembled in my hair.

I took him deep. Gagged once. Went deeper. His hips twitched.

“You’re gonna make me cum—”

I moaned around him.

He came in my mouth with a loud, shuddering groan. I swallowed every drop.

When I stood, I kissed his cheek.

“Now go upstairs,” I said, still tasting him. “And sleep like a good boy.”

The next morning, he couldn’t look me in the eye.

But I caught him staring.

And I knew round two was coming.


Chapter 36: “Well Spoken”

Name: Charlotte Vance
Age: 44
Location: Surrey, UK

I’m Charlotte Vance. 44. Married. One daughter in uni, one golden retriever, and a reputation for being put-together.

I live in a well-manicured estate just outside Guildford. Silk bedding, Le Creuset cookware, Pilates twice a week.

And I haven’t been fucked properly since 2019.

My husband Graham is polite. Respectful. Dull.

Our sex life is routine. Quiet. Sheets barely rumpled.

I didn’t plan to cheat. I just needed the fence painted.

Elliot showed up late — thick accent, dust on his jeans, confident smirk on his face.

	Hands like he actually used them. Tattoos peeking under his sleeves. 


“You alright, love?” he said when I opened the door.

“Yes,” I lied.

He got to work. I stayed in the conservatory, pretending to read.

On the second day, he asked for a glass of water. I brought it.

“You always smell this expensive?” he asked, eyeing my blouse.

I laughed. “You always flirt with married women?”

“Only the ones who look like they’re starving.”

That night, I lay in bed next to Graham and touched myself thinking about him.

Day four. Husband home, but inside on a call. Elliot was finishing the side fence. Shirt off. Skin gleaming with sweat.

I brought him a beer.

“Your husband's got no clue, does he?” Elliot asked, taking a slow sip.

“No.”

“He wouldn’t know what to do with you if he did.”

I stared. Heart thudding.

“Tell me to stop,” he said, stepping close.

I didn’t.

He backed me against the garden wall.
His hands gripped my waist. My thighs clenched.

“You’re shaking,” he whispered.

“I haven’t been touched in months.”

“Then I’ll make up for it.”

He lifted my skirt. No knickers. His thumb brushed my clit. I moaned into his mouth.

“Fuck, you’re soaked already.”

“You did that,” I gasped.

He unzipped his jeans. No warning. Just cock — thick, veiny, already hard.

“I’ve got no condom.”

“I don’t fucking care.”

He bent me over the garden bench and pushed in, deep and slow.

“Jesus Christ,” I gasped.

“That feel better than your posh husband?”

“So much fucking better.”

He fucked me right there, rough, one hand around my mouth to muffle the moans. I came on his cock, legs trembling, barely holding on.

“You want my cum, posh girl?”

“Yes. In me. All of it.”

He groaned and filled me deep, both of us panting, shaking, drenched.

I adjusted my skirt. Wiped the sweat off my lip.

“Come back next week,” I said.

“I’ll bring a new brush,” he grinned. “And no pants.”


Chapter 37: “While He Was Talking About Strategy”

Name: Elena Moreau
Age: 39
Location: Lisbon, Portugal

My name is Elena Moreau. I’m 39. Married to a management consultant.

We live in Boston. White townhouse. Glass wine rack. Designer rugs.

Every six months, my husband goes to a strategy conference. Sometimes I join him — not for love, not for time together.
Just to not be alone.

This time, it was Lisbon. Five-star hotel. City view. Room service.

I brought silk sleepwear. Light books I wouldn’t read. Lingerie he wouldn’t touch.

He left each morning with a kiss to the top of my head. Said he’d be back by seven.

The bed stayed cold.

By day three, I stopped pretending. I went down to the bar. No makeup. Loose dress. No bra.

I met Andre there.

Mid-30s. French accent. Smooth, not oily. Linen shirt, open at the collar. He wasn’t trying.
He was just watching.

“You look like someone who’s waiting to be seen,” he said.

“And you look like someone who says that often.”

“Only when it’s true.”

I smiled. We drank wine. Talked about nothing. He didn’t flirt too soon. He just made me laugh.

“Where’s your husband tonight?”

“Talking about scalability and operational efficiency.”

“And you?”

“Trying to remember what it feels like to be kissed by someone who wants to.”

He didn’t ask. He leaned in. Brushed my lips. Paused. Waited.

I kissed him back.

We didn’t rush upstairs. We walked. Quietly. Slowly.

In my hotel room, he closed the door behind us, looked around. “Big bed,” he said.

“Too quiet.”

“Let’s change that.”

He lifted my dress over my head. Paused.

“No bra,” he said.

“No patience.”

He laid me on the bed like something precious. And undressed me like something he planned to devour.

“If you want to stop—”

“Don’t waste a second.”

His mouth went everywhere. Kissing my neck. My shoulders. Down my thighs.
He didn’t rush to my pussy — he took his time.

When his tongue finally touched me, I gasped.

“Mon dieu,” he whispered. “You taste like you’ve been waiting too long.”

I came under his mouth, back arched, fingers twisted in the sheets.

He undressed. Beautiful. Long, thick, already dripping.

“Condom?” he asked, polite.

“No,” I said. “I’m clean. And I want to feel it all.”

“You’ll feel everything.”

And I did.

He slid in deep. So deep I whimpered.

“That’s it,” he said. “Let me stretch you. Let me fill every inch your husband doesn’t touch.”

I moaned. Over and over.

He fucked me with focus. Rhythm. No rush. He made me come again — clenching around him, shaking.

Then he grabbed my face, kissed me, and came inside me with a growl.

Slow. Full. Endless.

Afterward, I curled up on his chest. We didn’t speak.

My husband texted:
“Running late. Be back by 9.”

I replied:
“No rush.”


Chapter 38: “He Knew”

Name: Alyssa Reid
Age: 41
Location: Denver, Colorado

I’m Alyssa Reid. 41. Married. Yoga teacher.

I’ve been married to Nathan for 17 years. He’s smart. Stable. Never lies. Never forgets anniversaries. The kind of man women envy.

But also the kind who stopped touching me three years ago.

No arguments. No blame. Just… silence between our bodies.

I thought it was me.

Until I met Troy — a man from my Thursday Vinyasa class. Ex-military. Late 30s. Gruff, inked, didn’t ask questions.

It started with eye contact. Then casual touches. Then “I’ll walk you to your car.”

I didn’t mean to fuck him.

But when he kissed me in the parking lot, I didn’t stop him.
When he pulled my leggings down in the back seat and shoved his fingers inside me, I moaned louder than I’d moaned in a year.
And when he fucked me raw in a hotel bed the next day, I let him cum inside me and whispered,

“Don’t stop.”

It happened three more times.
I was smart. Careful.
I deleted messages.
Blocked calls.
Swallowed guilt like vitamins.

But two weeks ago, I walked into the house after seeing Troy and found Nathan sitting in the kitchen. Calm.

“Hey,” I said.

“Hey,” he replied. “Did you have a good class?”

My stomach turned.

“Yeah. Tiring.”

He looked me dead in the eye.

“Did Troy stretch you out again?”

My heart stopped.
My breath froze.
My mouth opened. Nothing came out.

“What?”

“You heard me.”

I felt the blood drain from my face.

“Nathan, I—”

“Don’t lie,” he said, voice low. “I saw the hotel charge. I saw the messages before you deleted them.”

“I was going to—”

“Were you?”

I sat down. Shaking.

“Why didn’t you say anything?”

He stared at me. Then spoke so softly I almost didn’t hear it:

“Because I wanted to see if you’d come home glowing.”

I blinked.

“What?”

“I’ve known for weeks. And every time you walk through that door, wet and wrecked and pretending you're tired from yoga — I can smell him. And I… liked it.”

My stomach flipped.

“What are you saying?”

“You thought you were cheating. But I was watching.
I liked knowing you were getting filled by someone else.
I imagined you riding him. I touched myself while you were gone. I didn’t stop you… because I didn’t want to.”

I stared at him. Horrified. Turned on.

“You wanted this?” I whispered.

“I wanted you to stop pretending.
I wanted to hear you say it.”

Silence.

I swallowed.
Then said it.

“He fucked me.
Hard. Raw.
Came inside me every time.
I begged for it.”

Nathan’s breath caught.
He leaned back. Eyes half-lidded.

“Do you still talk to him?”

“No.”

“Do you miss it?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want to do it again?”

I hesitated.

“If I said yes?”

“Then I’ll book the room for you.”

“You want me to cheat?”

“I want you to keep cheating.
I want you to take every inch he gives you and come home full of it.
And I want you to look me in the eye and say, ‘I let another man ruin me tonight.’”

My legs were shaking. My panties were soaked.

I crossed the room.
Sat in his lap.
Took his hand and pressed it between my thighs.

“Feel that?”

“Yes.”

“That’s not for you.”

He moaned.

And I whispered in his ear:

“Next time, I’m going to send you a photo of him finishing on my face.
And you’ll thank me for it.”

His cock throbbed under me.

That night, I booked the room.

And he paid for it.


Chapter 39: “That’s Not How You See Me”

Name: Margaret Lane
Age: 70
Location: Westchester, New York

I’m Margaret Lane.
70 this summer. Married to Walter for 47 years. Retired school principal.
I bake too much. I drink too little. And I know the internet only well enough to check the news and Google “is this mole normal.”

Walter watches financial news and falls asleep during documentaries.
He says I look beautiful every Sunday morning — and hasn’t touched me like a woman since 2015.

And then came Ryan.

	My neighbor’s grandson. Skinny at first. Then he filled out — shoulders broader, voice deeper, eyes darker. 


He started mowing my lawn. Then helping set up my new laptop.

“You don’t even know your Wi-Fi password?” he laughed once.

“I’m 70,” I said. “I have more important things to remember.”

“Like what?”

“Like the last time someone made me laugh the way you do.”

He blushed.

The next few weeks, we spent more and more time together.
He taught me about ChatGPT. How to sort photos. How to use AirDrop. He even helped me set up a YouTube playlist.

“You’d go viral if you made baking videos,” he said.

“Please. I’m old enough to be your grandmother.”

“Maybe,” he said. “But that’s not how I see you.”

That sentence stuck in my head for days.

I wore lipstick the next time he came over. Not red. Just something subtle.
He noticed.

“You look… really good today, Mrs. Lane.”

“Flattery from a teenager. What’s the world coming to?”

“You know I’m not just saying it.”

I looked up.
And realized:
He wasn’t.

One quiet Friday afternoon, he was helping me set up photo folders. We sat close on the couch. His thigh brushed mine.

I reached to scroll.
He reached at the same time. Our hands touched.
He didn’t move his away.
I didn’t either.

“You ever miss being touched?” he asked softly.

“Every day,” I whispered before I could stop myself.

He looked at me.
Something unspoken passed between us.

I swallowed.

“Ryan…”

“You can say no.”

I stared at him. Then at his lips.
Then at his lap.

And for reasons I still can’t explain — maybe it was the months of being unseen, maybe it was the heat between us —
I slid off the couch.
Onto my knees.

His eyes widened.
“Wait… are you—”

“Hush,” I said, already unzipping him.

I pulled him out — stiff, flushed, already twitching.
My heart pounded.

“No one’s ever…” he breathed.

“Let me be the first.”

I wrapped my hand around him.
Looked up into his stunned, beautiful face.

Then I took him in my mouth.

Slow. Warm. Wet. I let my tongue explore him like I was learning again.
His hands trembled on the couch.
He whimpered.

“Oh my god, Mrs. Lane…”

“Margaret,” I murmured. “You say my name when you cum.”

I took him deeper. His hips twitched. I worked my wrist in rhythm with my mouth — sloppy, loving it, lost in the heat.

“I’m gonna—” he gasped.

I sucked harder.
He exploded — jerking, moaning my name, thick and hot in my throat.

I swallowed every drop.
And smiled.

“Now,” I said, fixing my lipstick, “show me how to empty the trash bin on the desktop.”

He stared, flushed, stunned.

“You okay?”

“I don’t think I’ll ever see you the same again.”

“Good,” I said. “Because I’m not your grandmother.”

The next time Ryan came over, I didn’t wear my usual cardigan.

I wore soft cotton. No bra. A dress with buttons down the front. My hair loose, my skin lightly scented.

He knew why he was there.

I didn’t offer lemonade.
I opened the door and simply said:

“Upstairs.”

He followed without a word. Nervous. Erect already.

In my bedroom, I turned and faced him.
“Take your shoes off. Slowly.”

He obeyed.

“Now the rest.”

He stripped. Careful. Quiet.
When he was bare, he stood still — unsure, slightly flushed, completely hard.

“Lie back,” I said, nodding to the bed. “And don’t touch yourself unless I tell you.”

He laid down. Eyes wide. Breath shallow.

I undid the buttons of my dress — one by one. Let it fall to the floor.
No underwear.
My body: soft in places, firm in others, not pretending to be young — only sure.

He stared like he couldn’t believe I was real.

I climbed on top. Straddled his hips.
Ran my hands down his chest. Felt his heart thudding under my palms.

“You’re going to fuck me now, Ryan,” I whispered. “But you’re going to do it my way.”

“Yes, Margaret,” he said, voice breaking slightly.

I reached down. Guided him in.
Slowly.
Wet.
So full I had to pause and adjust.
His mouth opened. His eyes rolled.

“God…”

“You’ve never been inside a real woman,” I said, moving my hips in slow circles.

“No,” he gasped. “Nothing like this.”

I rode him — smooth, firm, controlling every inch.
Watching his face twist. Watching him try not to cum too soon.

“You feel me wrapped around you?”

“Yes—”

“That’s what a woman feels like when she knows what she wants.”

I leaned forward. Kissing his neck. Whispers in his ear.
His hands gripped my hips, but gently — unsure if he should lead.

“You want to finish inside me?” I whispered.

“God, yes.”

“Then beg.”

“Please, Margaret… I want to cum in you. Please let me.”

I rocked harder. Let him go deeper.
And when I felt him twitch, I held him tight.

“Do it,” I said.

He came with a strangled moan, cock pulsing, flooding me.
I didn’t move. I stayed wrapped around him. Warm. Full. Smiling.

When I finally slid off, I kissed his cheek.

“You did very well.”

He looked dazed.
“That was… that was everything.”

I handed him his clothes.

“You can stay a little longer,” I said. “But next time—”

“Yes?”

“Next time, I’ll teach you how to eat me properly.”

He taught me how to sort photos, edit little videos, and speak to a blinking cursor without fear — things I never thought I’d learn past seventy. And in return, I taught him something far less technical: how to listen to a woman’s breath, how to move with care, how to make someone feel deeply wanted. I don’t mind that my husband sleeps through most nights anymore… because this bright, hungry boy keeps me very much awake.


Chapter 40: “My Mistake Is 19 and Flying to Germany”

Name: Neha Ahuja
Age: 52
Location: Gurgaon, India

My name is Neha Ahuja. I'm 52.
Married to Raghav for 27 years.
We have a beautiful home in Gurgaon. A car that runs smooth. A driver who keeps quiet. A son we raised with love.

And a secret I've buried so deep that sometimes even I believe it never happened.

But today? I can’t escape it.
Because that secret is 19 years old now.
Tall. Sharp-jawed. Brilliant. Packing a suitcase to fly to Germany for his master’s.
And he thinks the man hugging him at the airport is his father.

He isn’t.

And I’ve never told a soul.

It happened when I was 33.
Raghav’s cousin, Sameer, had come from Canada for a family wedding in Delhi.
He was younger. Loud. Funny. He made me laugh in a way Raghav hadn’t in years.

At the sangeet, he pulled me onto the dance floor. Held me close. Spun me. Whispered things in my ear I pretended to brush off.

Later that night, I walked to the back of the farmhouse to get some air.
He followed.

We kissed.
And then — behind a pillar, in the dark, with ghungroos still echoing in the distance — I let him take off my saree.
I let him press me up against cold stone.
I let him fuck me.
Raw. Hard. Fast.

I didn’t stop him.
I didn’t ask him to pull out.

I clenched around him like my body was starving.
He fucked me like he wanted to claim something.
Fast. Desperate.
His hands under my ass, thrusting into me as if the night would disappear if he didn’t fill me deep enough.

When he came inside me, I almost cried from how full I felt.

And then I pulled my saree back into place with shaking hands and guilt-sticky thighs.

And when I woke up the next morning, I told myself it was just a mistake.

Sameer flew back to Toronto.
I stayed.
And six weeks later, I held a positive test in my hand — and told Raghav he was going to be a father.

He cried when Aarav was born.
He held my hand and called him “ours.”

But Aarav’s eyes? His smile? That dimple?
They weren’t Raghav’s.
They were Sameer’s.

I’ve kept the truth to myself for 19 years.
Never said a word. Not even when Sameer visited again years later — and smiled a little too long at Aarav.

Now Aarav is 19.
He's packing his documents. Buying adaptors. Nervous about snow in Berlin.

He hugged me this morning before leaving.
I kissed his cheek and smiled like the proud mother I am.

And all I could think was:

“My mistake is now 19. And on a one-way flight out of my life.”
And I just hope no one ever does the math.


Chapter 41: “Unit 10G”

Name: Alana Rivera
Age: 38
Location: Austin, Texas, USA

I’m Alana Rivera. 38. Married 11 years.
Senior product manager at a SaaS company downtown. Six-figure job. Condo with a skyline view. A marriage people call “solid.”
I meal-prep on Sundays. I say thank you to Uber drivers. I run 5Ks I don’t enjoy.
And I haven’t been kissed like someone meant it in years.

My husband, Mark, is building a startup.
He lives on cold brew and code. Tells me our sacrifices will “all make sense someday.”
He doesn’t cheat. He’s loyal.
He just stopped noticing I exist.
We haven’t had sex in over two years.
Now we sleep back to back, like coworkers on a red-eye flight.

Then came DeShawn.

	Ex-military. Works security in our building.
Broad. Quiet. Always in that navy-blue uniform. Always respectful.
Never crossed a line. Never said anything even close to inappropriate. 


Until one night last summer.

I came back late from a colleague’s wedding — hair down, makeup faded, heels in my hand, sweat in the crease of my spine.

DeShawn opened the front door for me, looked me over once, then said:

“You look tired, ma’am. Someone should’ve been holding you tonight.”

That sentence lived in my chest for days.
I replayed it while brushing my teeth. While folding towels.
Not even the words — just the way he said it. Like he meant to hold me himself.



A week later, the power went out.
11:10 PM.
Mark was out pitching to investors.

The AC was dead. The condo warm. I lit candles in the kitchen. Poured myself a glass of wine. Pulled my damp hair into a messy bun.

Then: a knock.

DeShawn. Flashlight in hand.

“Just doing floor checks. You doing okay up here?”

I nodded.
I should’ve said “Thanks.” Closed the door. Gone to bed.

But something in me — something restless — said instead:

“You want some water? It’s hot as hell.”

He hesitated. Then stepped inside.

Took the glass. Didn’t sit.
Just stood there — tall, silent — looking at me like I wasn’t someone’s wife.
Like I was a woman.

I poured a little more wine.
Sipped.

“It’s hard to sleep in this heat,” I said.

“Some nights,” he said, “you’re not supposed to.”

I turned toward him. Slowly.

“Is that a line?” I asked.

“Not unless you want it to be.”

The condo was quiet. The only sound was the hum of the candle wick and my heart slamming against my ribs.

I set the glass down. Walked to him.
Stood close enough to feel the heat off his chest.

Reached up.

Touched the collar of his uniform.

“Close the door.”

He didn’t ask twice.



I kissed him first. Hard. Starving.
He groaned against my mouth.
Grabbed my waist. Lifted me like I weighed nothing and laid me out on the sofa.

“Say stop,” he murmured against my throat.
“Keep going,” I breathed.

My shorts were gone. My tank top pushed up.
He kissed down my body. Took his time.

When his mouth reached me — warm, slow, tongue steady — I gasped and grabbed the back of his head.

I came on his tongue with a full-body tremble, heels dug into the couch cushions.

And when he slid inside me — thick, raw, deep — I nearly cried.

“This is wrong,” I moaned into his neck.
“That’s why you’re soaked,” he growled.

He fucked me slow. Deep.
His hands all over me.
The candles flickering.
The fan turning.
And my body unraveling under a man who wanted me like he’d been dreaming of it.

I came again.
Louder. Longer.
And when he came inside me — hard, shuddering, forehead pressed to mine — I didn’t stop him.



He left quietly.
I rinsed the glasses.
Straightened the cushions.
Wiped the counter.

Then sat on the edge of the couch and touched the spot where he’d made me feel alive again.

Mark came home two hours later.
Kissed my cheek. Said the meeting went well.

Didn’t notice the lock had been turned twice.
Didn’t notice the sweat drying along my thighs.
Didn’t notice me.

I went to bed beside my husband.
And fell asleep with another man’s cum still warm inside m


Chapter 42: “It Started with Tea”

Name: Maeve Donnelly
Age: 44
Location: County Clare, Ireland

My name is Maeve Donnelly. I’m 44.
Married to Thomas for 21 years.
We live just outside Lahinch. Old house. Foggy mornings. The kind of marriage people admire — steady, polite, local.

But no one knows I haven’t had an orgasm from my husband in nearly a decade.

Thomas is lovely. Really. Kind hands. Fixed the porch himself. Never strays, never shouts.
But he kisses me like I’m breakable.
And touches me like I’m not there.

Then came Jakub.

	Hired to help with summer work — fencing, hay, small repairs.
Tall. Quiet. A mouth that stays shut unless he has to ask something. 


But when he looks at me?
I feel naked.

It started with tea.
I brought it out to him one morning. Cold air, early light, he was shirtless under the shed awning.

“Thank you, Missus,” he said in that deep, heavy accent.

I turned to go, and he said softly:
“You… very beautiful today.”

I froze.

I should’ve corrected him.
I should’ve smiled and walked.

But I turned back.
Met his eyes.
And said:
“You’re not bad to look at yourself.”

From that day, something changed.
He watched my hands when I cleaned.
His eyes followed the line of my legs when I leaned down to pick up the washing.

And I watched him.
How he moved.
How his chest lifted when he carried bags of feed.
How his jaw tensed when he was silent too long.

One day, he came into the kitchen early. Shirt damp from rain.
I gave him tea.
Our hands touched.

And this time, I didn’t pull away.

I said nothing.
I just stepped in close.
And kissed him.

He didn’t ask why.
Just kissed me back.
Big hands gripping my waist. Pulling me in.

My tea cup shattered on the floor.
I let him lift me onto the counter.
Let him slide my skirt up.
Let him eat me out like I was the first woman he’d ever touched.

I came, shaking, legs around his shoulders, hand in his hair.
And when he pulled his cock out — thick, flushed, already twitching — I just whispered:

“Inside. Now.”

He fucked me like I hadn’t been touched in twenty years.
No condom. No apology.
Deep. Hungry.
Like his body had been waiting.

I let him cum in me.
Didn’t even think twice.

And when he stepped back, chest heaving, I kissed him one last time and said:
“Same time tomorrow. After breakfast. And don’t be late.”

Then I cleaned the tea, wiped the counter, and made porridge for my husband.
He came into the kitchen with a smile.
Said the house smelled warm.
Kissed my cheek.

And I just smiled back —
with Jakub’s cum still dripping into my knickers.


Chapter 43: “She Likes to Be Watched”

Name: Isabella Laurent
Age: 42
Location: Barcelona, Spain

I’m Isabella Laurent. 42.
Married to Henri — 61, French, loaded.
We live in a penthouse with floor-to-ceiling windows and a view that cost more than most people’s lives.

He buys me jewelry.
I fuck other men in his robe.

He’s in Zurich this week. He thinks I’m taking spa days and meditating.
What I’m actually doing is dripping onto my imported hardwood floors while a 24-year-old delivery boy eats me out in the kitchen.

He came by three days ago — too pretty for someone who carries boxes.
Big hands. Nervous smile. Spanish accent I wanted to ride.

“You want to leave the package or unwrap something else?” I asked.

He stammered.
I took his hand. Pulled him inside.
Fifteen minutes later, I was bent over my marble counter, moaning his name while he came inside me.
No condom.
No rules.

And I haven’t stopped since.

Yesterday it was the neighbor’s son — freshly legal.
He came to borrow sugar. Left with his mouth covered in my cum.

Today? Today was even better.

I had a Pilates session at noon.
Julian, 32, fit, discreet. Always professional.
But today he caught me in a silk robe, no panties.
Bent over to grab my mat.
He got hard so fast I could see the shape through his shorts.

“You want to stretch something, cariño?” I asked.

Five minutes later he was inside me.
Bent over the reformer. My leg up on the bar.
His hand around my throat.

Midway through, the doorbell rang.
The delivery boy.
I didn’t pause.

“Come in,” I called.

He did.
And stood frozen watching Julian fuck me.

“Want a turn?” I asked, breathless.

He dropped the box.
Unzipped.

They took turns.
One in my mouth, one inside me.
Slow, rough, filthy.
No guilt.
No secrets.

I came with two cocks in me and Barcelona sunlight spilling across my tits.

They both finished inside.
I didn’t shower after.
I just opened a bottle of red.

Henri called an hour later.
“Miss you, love.”

I smiled.
“Me too.”

I was still dripping on the floor when he hung up.


Chapter 44: “The Palm Tree Session”

Name: Rachel Langford
Age: 41
Location: Montego Bay, Jamaica

My name is Rachel Langford. I’m 41.
Corporate attorney. Miami. Married for 13 years.
No scandal. No drama. Just a nice house, a husband who works in wealth management, and a sex life that now feels like something we imagined in our 30s and forgot in our 40s.

We still go on dinner dates.
He still says I look beautiful — usually when I’m dressed up for other people.
But he hasn’t kissed my inner thighs in seven years.
And when he touches me now, it feels more like habit than hunger.

So when I said yes to a girls’ trip to Montego Bay, I didn’t pack lingerie. I packed sunscreen, books, and a high-neck swimsuit I wasn’t excited to wear.

By the second day, that swimsuit was balled up at the bottom of my suitcase.
I was tan. Loose. Drinking rum punch before noon.
And wearing a white bikini that barely hid the curve of my ass.

That’s when I met Marcel.

6’4. Dark skin that shimmered. Dreadlocks pulled back.
He worked the beach bar at the resort. Poured drinks like he was sculpting the glass.
When he called me Queen, I laughed. But inside, my thighs tensed.

He flirted.
So did my friends.
But the way he looked at me? It wasn’t playful. It was intentional. Like he was already imagining how I’d sound with his name in my mouth.

“You don’t belong to anyone here,” he said once.
“So stop acting like you do.”



That night, I found him walking the shoreline, barefoot. The sky was dark. The ocean loud. The drink still sweet on my tongue.

“You following me?” I said.

“No,” he replied. “You called me. You just didn’t say it out loud.”

He stepped in close. Not cocky. Just calm. Sure.
His chest brushed mine.
My nipples were already tight through the fabric.
His fingers found my hip.

“We shouldn’t,” I whispered.

“So stop me,” he said.

I didn’t.
I kissed him. Hard.
His hands gripped my waist. Lifted me like I weighed nothing. Carried me toward the palm trees, deeper off the beach.

He laid me back against one — rough bark behind me, warm air all around.
My bikini bottoms were already halfway down.
He slid them off completely. Kissed my stomach.
My thighs.
Then looked up at me — and pulled his cock out.

It was thick. Beautiful. Heavy in his hand and already pulsing.

“I don’t have anything,” he said.

I hesitated.
My husband’s voice flashed in my head.
The years of dull, quiet sex. The untouched lace. The vibrator I kept under the bed like a secret.

I looked Marcel in the eyes and whispered:

“Just pull out. Please. I need it.”

His eyes lit like fire.

He spit in his hand. Rubbed his cock. Lined up.
And when he pushed inside me — bare, thick, raw — I gasped so loud I slapped a hand over my mouth.

“You feel that?” he groaned.

“Yes,” I whimpered. “It’s so much… more.”

He started slow.
Long, deep strokes. One hand gripping the tree behind me. The other around my thigh, holding me open.

The pressure built fast. I hadn’t been stretched like that in years. My pussy clenched around him.
I came within minutes. Full-body, shaking, legs trembling around his hips.

He didn’t stop.
He sped up.
Grunted in my ear.

“You gonna let me cum, Queen?”
“Wanna feel you leaking all the way back to the room?”

“No,” I panted. “Pull out. Don’t do it inside.”

But I clenched again.
Tighter.
And he pulled out just in time — gripped his cock, groaned, and spilled hot across my stomach, jerking, breathless, moaning my name.

I caught my breath. Legs still weak.
My thighs soaked.
His cum hot on my skin.

He leaned down. Kissed me.
I kissed him back.
He tucked himself away, still semi-hard.

And then, without warning — he got hard again.
Already. Just like that.

“Seriously?” I whispered.

He grinned.

“You didn’t think I’d be done after one, did you?”

was still catching my breath.
Back against the palm tree.
Marcel’s cum warm across my stomach.
Legs half-buckled. Bikini bottoms hanging off one ankle.
And he was looking at me with a grin that said we’re not even close to done.

His cock — still glistening, already thick again — twitched in the open air.

“Seriously?” I said, half-laughing, half-stunned.

“Mmhmm,” he said, wrapping his hand around the base, stroking slowly. “Told you. You do that to me.”

I should’ve said stop.
But instead, I ran two fingers through the mess he left on my skin.
Brought it to my mouth.
Tasted it.

His jaw clenched.

“Get back on your knees,” he growled. “Now.”

Something about the way he said it made me melt.

I knelt right there on the grass. The breeze catching my hair. The taste of him still on my tongue.

I wrapped my hand around him, warm and thick, and licked up the shaft.
He hissed.
I took the head into my mouth. Slow. Wet. Deep.

“Fuuuck, Queen…”

I sucked him like I wanted to swallow every inch of this trip.
Every forgotten orgasm.
Every year of being told “we’re just too tired tonight.”

He grabbed the back of my head, gentle but firm, and fucked my mouth slowly — like he wanted to feel every slide of my lips.

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

I pulled off. Looked him in the eyes.

“Inside.”

He froze.

“You sure?”
“Yes,” I said. “I’ll tell you when to stop.”

He didn’t need more than that.

He pulled me back up. Turned me around. Bent me over against the same tree.
This time, no hesitation.
He slid back in — raw, fast, so slick I gasped again.

“Still tight,” he groaned. “Still fuckin’ perfect.”

He gripped my hips. Fucked me like he had nothing to lose and everything to prove.
The kind of deep, angry rhythm that makes your vision blur.
My knees were giving out.
My toes curled in the dirt.

“You gonna let me cum in you?” he growled.

“Not inside,” I moaned. “But don’t stop. Don’t you dare fucking stop.”

I came so hard my mouth hung open in silence.
He pulled out just in time again.
Came all over my lower back. Hot, heavy, twitching against my skin.

This time, I didn’t even flinch.
I loved it.
All of it.



He cleaned me gently with a towel from his backpack.
I tucked my bikini back into place — still wet, still throbbing.

As we walked back toward the beach, he kissed my hand.
Just once. Softly.

“You’ll remember me,” he said.

“I’ll never forget,” I whispered.

And I didn’t.


Chapter 45: “Next Room Over”

Name: Talia Vaughn
Age: 30
Location: Brooklyn, New York

I’m Talia. 30. I live with my boyfriend Evan in a one-bedroom walk-up in Brooklyn.
We split rent. Share groceries. Have a Sunday morning routine that includes oat milk lattes and quiet, forgettable sex.
He’s kind. Safe. Steady.

But last week, he invited his best friend from college — Reese — to crash with us for a few nights.

Reese is 26. Tattooed. Gym-built. The kind of man who sleeps shirtless and never apologizes for it.
He walked in, dropped his bag, looked me up and down, and said:

“Damn, Evan didn’t tell me he lives with a problem.”

I laughed. Evan didn’t catch it.
But I felt it — like heat under my skin.

He flirted with me shamelessly when Evan left the room.
Got too close in the kitchen.
Brushed past me in the hall, chest against my back, voice low in my ear.

I should’ve shut it down.
Instead, I let it build.

Then it happened.

12:47 AM.
I was in the kitchen in just one of Evan’s old t-shirts. No bra.
The fridge was humming. I was pouring a glass of water.

And then Reese walked in. Shirtless. Boxers hanging low.

He looked at me. Didn’t say a word.
Just walked right up.
Close enough to smell.

“You like teasing me?” he asked, voice low.
“You’re in his clothes. But that body’s mine.”

I should’ve walked away.
I stepped forward.
Grabbed the front of his waistband.
And said:

“You’ve got five minutes. Don’t waste them.”

He didn’t.

He kissed me like he was claiming stolen property.
Pulled my t-shirt up, cupped my tits, sucked one nipple until I gasped.

I pushed my panties down myself.
He dropped to his knees and ate me right there — kitchen lights on, fridge door open.
I bit my arm to stay quiet.
Came so fast my knees buckled.

Then he stood.
Pulled out. Already hard.
No condom.

“Pull out,” I whispered.
“Maybe,” he growled.

He bent me over the counter. Slid inside.
Deep. Fast.
Thick.

The slap of skin echoed too loud.
I shoved a dishtowel in my mouth.
He fucked me like I was his — hard, relentless, not romantic.

I came again.
My legs shaking.

“Where do you want it?” he panted.

“Outside,” I gasped.

He pulled out. Came across my lower back.
Hot. Messy. Rushed.

I wiped it off with the same towel.
He kissed my shoulder.
Said:

“Tell Evan good morning for me.”

And walked back to the living room.
Like nothing happened.

I poured a new glass of water.
Straightened my shirt.
And went back to bed.
Evan stirred.
Wrapped an arm around me.

“You okay?” he mumbled.
“Just thirsty,” I whispered.

And closed my eyes — still full of the man who came all over my back.


Chapter 46: “His Father Touched Me First”

Name: Clara West
Age: 35
Location: Savannah, Georgia

I’m Clara West. 35.
I’ve been with James since I was 26.
We’re not married. Not legally. But we live like it.
Same house. Same bank account. Shared Netflix.
Sex? Predictable. Safe.
Sometimes sweet. Mostly silent.

Then one weekend, his father came to visit.

Leonard West. 57. Divorced. Leather jacket. Deep voice.
Walked into my kitchen and kissed my cheek like he owned the air I breathed.

“Damn, James didn’t tell me his girl was this dangerous,” he said.

I laughed. Awkward. Uncomfortable. But wet.

He watched me that whole weekend.
Not subtly.

I’d catch him looking when I bent to load the dishwasher.
Or standing a little too close when James stepped out of the room.

And then Sunday night —
James went out to get wine.
And Leonard came into the kitchen while I was barefoot, wearing a t-shirt and no bra.

He leaned against the counter. Arms crossed.

“You don’t fool me,” he said.
“You haven’t been fucked right in years, have you?”

I turned. “Excuse me?”

He stepped closer.

“You walk around like you’re waiting for it.
Like you want someone to grab you by the hips and remind you how it feels to beg.”

I slapped him.
He didn’t move.

I was shaking.
But I didn’t leave.

He reached down. Took my hand. Pressed it to his cock — already hard.

“Tell me to stop,” he said.

I didn’t.

I got on my knees.
Pulled his cock out.

And sucked him right there on the kitchen floor.

Deep. Sloppy. Loud.
My pussy soaked before he ever touched it.

When I pulled off, I looked up at him and whispered:

“You can’t cum in my mouth. I want it somewhere else.”

He picked me up.
Bent me over the counter.
Pulled my panties aside.

And fucked me raw.

Slow at first. Then rough. Hands on my throat. My ass slapping loud.

I came with my face buried in my arms, toes curling on the tile.

He didn’t ask where to finish.
He pulled out at the last second.

Came all over my ass, my thighs, my lower back.

“Now that’s how you touch a woman,” he said.

I wiped it off with a kitchen towel.

James walked in five minutes later with a bottle of Malbec.

Kissed my cheek.
Poured me a glass.

I drank it.

Still tasting his father on my tongue.


Chapter 47: “Bangkok for Him. Bedroom for Me.”

Name: Komal Shah
Age: 39
Location: Ahmedabad, India

My name is Komal Shah. I’m 39.
Married for 15 years.
Upper middle class. Bungalow in Satellite. Gym in the mornings, club lunches twice a week.
My husband, Chirag, runs a trading firm. Travels often.
He tells people we’re “solid.”

But yesterday I saw the message.
His friend sent it by mistake.
A photo of three Thai girls in a bar. Lingerie. Laps.
Caption: “Chirag bhai toh full enjoy kar rahe hain.”

Full enjoy.
In Bangkok.
While I sit here managing the house, the staff, the silence.

I didn’t cry.
I didn’t call him.

I looked at Ravi, our live-in house help. 27.
Broad shoulders. Soft voice. Clean hands.
Always said “yes, madam.”
Always lowered his eyes.

But I’d caught him watching me before —
In the mirror when I adjusted my blouse.
When I walked out of the shower wrapped in a towel.
When I bent down to open the drawer and his breath caught.

He thought I didn’t notice.
He was wrong.

So today, I called him into my bedroom.
Told him to shut the door.

“Yes, madam?” he said, nervous.

“Take off your shirt.”

“Madam—”

“Now.”

He obeyed.
Chest tight. Arms strong.
Eyes glued to the floor.

I walked up. Pressed my body to his.
Took his hand. Placed it between my legs.

“You think I don’t know how you look at me?” I whispered.
“Touch me properly. Or get out.”

His fingers moved.
Soft. Then bold.
I gasped. My knees wobbled.

He lifted my saree. Pulled my panties down.
Dropped to his knees.

And licked me like he was starving.
Like he’d waited years.

I came on his tongue with my hands in his hair, whispering,
“Good boy. Don’t stop.”

Then I pulled him up.
Unzipped him.

“No condom,” I said.
“But don’t cum inside.”

He slid in fast.
Thick. Bare. Hard.

I moaned into a pillow while he fucked me on my husband’s side of the bed.

“You like being madam’s secret?” I asked.

“Yes,” he panted. “I won’t tell anyone.”

“You’d better not. I’ll ruin you if you do.”

He came with a grunt, pulled out just in time — finished on my thigh.

I wiped it with Chirag’s t-shirt.
Told Ravi to get dressed.

“Clean the floor after,” I said. “Then bring me chai.”

He nodded. “Yes, madam.”

I sat there, naked, legs wide, sore and smug.

And whispered to myself:

“Bangkok is his escape.
But I own this house.
And this secret won’t travel anywhere.”

Chirag thinks I don’t read his messages.

But I do.

“Bali next?” his friend Ronak typed in the boys’ WhatsApp group.
“Same vibe as Bangkok — beach, booze, easy girls.”

“Haha,” Chirag replied.
“This time we’ll break our backs.”

They laughed. Sent memes.

I watched.

Didn’t comment. Didn’t flinch.

Just folded his shirts and tucked two condoms into the suitcase —
One already pierced with a pin.

“Have fun,” I told him at the airport.
Kissed his cheek. Smiled like the fool he thinks I am.

The car left at 6:50 a.m.

Ravi was in my room by 7:10.

I didn’t wait for pleasantries.
I didn’t want slow.

I wanted to be fucked.

I grabbed him by the collar.
Pushed him onto the bed.
Stripped my saree off like a curtain.

“You’ve got ten minutes,” I said, climbing onto him.
“Make me forget my name.”

He didn’t speak.

Just lifted my hips.
Licked me until my thighs shook.
Then slid inside me with one deep thrust.

No condom. No pause.

My nails dug into his back.
His hands on my breasts.

I rode him hard. Fast.
Until the bed creaked and my voice cracked.

I came gasping. Moaning. Laughing.

“Again,” I whispered.
“Or I’ll scream your name loud enough for the neighbors.”

He flipped me. Fucked me from behind.
One hand in my hair. One hand on my waist.

“You’re madam,” he panted.
“You’re mine.”

He came with a cry. Pulled out just in time.
Spilled all over my ass.

I didn’t clean up.

I wore Chirag’s kurta.
Walked around the house with Ravi’s cum drying on my skin.

Made lunch.
Drank wine.

And when Chirag sent his first message —
“Landed. Weather’s great. Don’t miss me too much ??” —

I smiled.

I poured myself a glass of wine.
Walked around the house in his kurta.

Ravi’s cum still drying on my thighs.

Chirag’s text popped up:
“Room’s great. Massages booked. Don’t miss me ??”

I smiled.
And whispered to myself:

“No bills. No flights.
Ghar ka khana. Ghar ka cock.”


Chapter 48: “Trim the Hedges. Then Wreck Me.”

Name: is Isabel De La Cruz

Age: 42

Location: Dallas, Tx, USA

My name is Isabel De La Cruz. I'm 42.
Eighteen years married.
Five bedrooms, three baths. Imported Italian marble under my bare feet.
And a husband who hasn’t made me cum since the last season of Scandal.

He’s a man of deals and closings, of custom suits and Bluetooth calls on speaker.
He buys me necklaces with stones I never asked for.
Tips my hairdresser like he’s tipping a maître d’.
And he hires men — lean, tan, silent — to keep our lawn pristine and my body completely ignored.

Until last Thursday.

That’s when I stopped pretending.
When I stepped out into the Dallas heat in nothing but a thin floral sundress — no bra, no panties — and handed Luis a bottle of cold water.

Luis. Twenty-six, maybe.
His shirt stuck to his chest in sweat, clinging to the hard lines of his torso.
Faded jeans slung low, dirt smudged on his jawline.
He smelled like cut grass, sun, and something feral.

He looked up at me like he always did — quiet, but bold.
The kind of look you can feel between your legs.

“Need anything else, señora?” he asked.
That accent — thick, slow — was already foreplay.

I didn’t answer.
I just touched his chest, lingered there, and turned.
Walked behind the pool shed like it was scripted.

He followed without a word.

There was a wooden garden table there, half in shadow, half bathed in sunlight.
I didn’t turn around. I just bent forward, braced my palms flat on the table, and hiked the sundress up to my waist.

I heard his breath catch.
Then the sound of his zipper.

His cock was out — thick, heavy, already hard like he’d been waiting for this since the day he first mowed our lawn.
I didn’t care about protection.
I didn’t ask.

He stepped in close, grabbed my hips — those rough, strong hands — and pushed in.
I gasped. Not out of surprise, but relief.

I needed it.
Not romance. Not “making love.”
I needed to get fucked.

He drove into me hard, deep, with no hesitation.
His sweat dripped down my back, his body slamming against mine with filthy rhythm.
My breath hitched. My fingers clawed the table.

“Harder,” I hissed.

He obeyed.

Every thrust sent a shockwave through me.
The sound of our bodies — wet, raw, relentless — echoed in the hot air.
My dress bunched around my waist, tits pressed to the wood, mouth open in a moan I couldn’t hold back.

I came so hard I thought I might scream.
He didn’t stop — not until he pulled out, grunting, and spilled all over the backs of my thighs like a man possessed.

I stood there, shaking, skin flushed, thighs sticky.
Then calmly picked up the towel I’d brought with the water.
Wiped myself.

Applied fresh lipstick from the side pocket of my sundress.

I turned to him, chest still rising and falling.
“Same time next week.”

He nodded, eyes dark, lips parted.
“Yes, señora.”

And the best part?
My husband was the one who paid for it.
He pays Luis to “take care of the house.”

Guess I’m just part of the property now.


Chapter 49: “Room Service Wasn’t What I Ordered.”
Name: Vanessa Monroe
Age: 39
Location: Scottsdale, Arizona

I was never the type to cheat.
Not until a business trip, a minibar, and a bellhop with lips like sin changed that.

I’m Vanessa.
Married for twelve years.
We have a modern home, a teenage daughter, and a husband who “loves me deeply” but hasn’t touched me properly in months.

He says he’s tired.
Says it’s the stress.
But he has time to scroll Instagram models at 1 a.m. with his screen brightness on full.

So when I flew to Scottsdale for a skincare convention and checked into a resort suite with marble counters and silence…
I didn’t feel guilty.
I felt forgotten.

And when he knocked on my door with my extra towels, I answered wearing nothing but a robe — already untied.

He froze in the doorway.
Young. Maybe 25.
Tall, caramel-skinned, with dark eyes that stayed locked on my cleavage like he was memorizing it.

I stepped back.
“Come in,” I said. “I’m a mess. The Arizona heat does terrible things to a woman’s skin.”

He smirked.
“Looks like it’s doing you just fine.”

I let the robe fall open.
Nothing underneath.

He dropped the towels.

The kiss came fast — hungry, messy.
His hands roamed like he’d never felt a real woman before.
I backed into the desk, pulled him by the shirt, unzipped his pants.

No small talk.
No hesitation.

I dropped to my knees right there on the carpet.
His cock was thick, flushed, hot against my tongue.
I took him deep — slowly, then faster — until he was gripping the edge of the counter, whispering “fuck” under his breath like a prayer.

Then I stood up.
Climbed onto the desk.
Spread my legs, still wearing heels.

He stared for a second — just long enough for me to say:

“Don’t just look. Eat.”

And he did.
Like a man starved. Tongue deep, fingers teasing, eyes on mine the whole time.

I came twice before he ever got inside me.

When he finally did — bare, thick, all of him — I nearly came again from the stretch alone.
He fucked me hard, standing, my heels digging into his back, my legs wrapped around him.

The desk rocked.
So did I.

When I came again, I bit his shoulder to keep from screaming.

He pulled out just in time — groaning, spilling across my stomach, chest rising and falling like he’d just finished a marathon.

I used one of the towels he dropped to clean myself.
Pulled my robe back on.

He looked dazed.
Flushed.
Still hard.

“Should I… come back later?” he asked.

I smiled.
“Tomorrow. Same time. Bring ice.”

He nodded.

And the best part?

I told my husband it was just exfoliation fatigue.


Chapter 50: “Mute Me While You Moan.”
Name: Bianca Reynolds
Age: 36
Location: Miami, Florida

I’m Bianca.
Thirty-six.
Married for ten years.
One kid. One golden retriever. One husband who still kisses my forehead like I’m made of glass.

He travels twice a month for work.
And every time, he leaves me with a freshly stocked fridge, gas in the car, and an orgasm drought you could track on satellite.

That’s how I met Troy — my little secret from South Beach.
Six-foot-two. Ex-bartender. Tattoos that vanish under tight shirts and reappear under my nails.
We started as flirty gym “friends.”
Now he’s the reason I’ve stopped wearing panties around the house.

Last night, my husband called just as Troy was bending me over my own couch.

The screen lit up: “Babe ❤️ Incoming Video Call.”

Troy smirked.
“Answer it,” he whispered, already sliding the head of his cock along my soaked slit.
“Don’t say a word.”

I hit accept.

“Hey baby,” my husband smiled, framed by the beige curtains of his hotel room.
I smiled sweetly, breath tight in my throat.

Troy pushed inside me — slow and thick.
I bit my lip so hard I tasted blood.

My husband kept talking:
“Miss you. The bed feels cold without you in it.”

I nodded, forced a breathy little “mmhmm.”
Troy was fucking me with deep, slow strokes, hands gripping my hips, eyes locked on mine like he dared me to break.

I propped the phone up, angled so my husband could only see my face — not the way my tits were bouncing with every thrust.
Not the way his wife's pussy was being split open just a few feet below the frame.

I muted the call.
Troy immediately picked up the pace.

My moans were silent behind that little red icon.
My husband rambled about spreadsheets while my body trembled under another man’s cock.

Then Troy reached around, rubbed my clit — hard, fast.

I came.
Eyes wide open, face blank, while my husband said,
“…and I think I’ll be home Sunday, unless the client pushes…”

Unmute.

“That sounds great, babe,” I said, voice shaky, breath caught.
“I miss you too.”

But Troy wasn’t done.
He slid out, cock slick and angry.
Stood in front of me.
His thick length bobbing just outside of frame — but if my husband looked closely, he might’ve seen the shadow move.

I ended the call.
Didn’t say goodbye.

Then I dropped to my knees and took Troy’s cock back in my mouth.
Deep. Wet. No hands.

He finished in seconds.
On my tongue, in my throat.

And the best part?

I swallowed like it was nothing.
Then picked up the phone and texted my husband:
“Sweet dreams, baby ??”

Book 2 begins….
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Women keep their promises.
They also keep their secrets.


Unzipped

Most women will tell you they’d never cheat.
They’ll say they’re loyal. That they love their husbands. That they’d never risk it all for a touch, a taste, a night they can’t tell anyone about.

But reality is rarely that clean.

Behind every “I’d never” is a fantasy they’re dying to say out loud.

Because sometimes, it’s not about what’s missing at home.
Sometimes, it’s about the thrill.
The heat.
The delicious ache of doing something you absolutely shouldn’t.

These are real confessions from wives and girlfriends who said yes to the wrong man —
—or maybe, just the right one at the wrong time.
Some chased closure.
Some chased chaos.
Some were just bored.

And let’s be honest…
Some just really, really missed being fucked like they mattered.

Loneliness? Maybe.
Lust? Always.
But more than anything?

Novelty. Adventure. A secret they’d never admit to at brunch.

In these pages, you’ll find sweat-slicked hotel rooms, late-night texts to exes, husbands none the wiser, and wives who know exactly what they want — and how to get it.

No shame.
No judgment.
Just truth, moans, and messy, toe-curling honesty.

You’re not supposed to know these stories.
But you’re about to hear them anyway.

Because behind every polite smile and perfect marriage photo…
There’s a story you were never supposed to hear.

You’re about to hear them all.

Welcome to Ex Rated — where the wives are faithful… until they’re not.

?? Confession 1: “The Hotel Room on 7th”
Name: Vanessa R.
Location: Charlotte, North Carolina



It started with a text.

I shouldn’t have opened it. I shouldn’t have even recognized the number. But I did. And when I saw his name—Derek—it hit me like vertigo. That sharp, breath-stealing drop you get when you stand too close to a ledge and wonder how easy it would be to fall.

“In Charlotte for a couple nights. You ever think about me?”

I stood barefoot in the kitchen, robe loose over my nightgown, a half-glass of Pinot sweating on the marble. The house was quiet—Daniel was out of town, some corporate retreat in Asheville. Trustworthy. Predictable. Sweet. All the things Derek never bothered to be.

And still… my thumb moved before my mind caught up.

“Where are you staying?”



We met at The Vesper—dim lights, leather booths, everything smelling of oak and old scotch. I wore a black silk slip under my trench coat. No bra. I told myself it was just dinner, just catching up. But when I saw him—taller than I remembered, shoulders broader, that same crooked smirk like a secret he never quite told—I knew exactly what it was.

“Vanessa,” he said, like my name tasted good in his mouth. His voice had thickened with time, rougher at the edges. He kissed my cheek slowly, his palm firm at my waist, and let it linger—his fingers brushing the curve of my ass, like memory slipping into muscle.

We slid into a booth. His thigh pressed against mine. I pretended not to notice the way his eyes dropped every time I shifted—the silk sliding along my skin, just enough to tempt.

He smelled like sandalwood and smoke. Masculine and unbothered.



By the third drink, the air between us felt hot. Heavy. Like tension was something I could bite.

“Still married?” he asked, eyes locked on mine.
I nodded.
“Happy?”
I hesitated. “…Comfortable.”

He leaned in, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear with that same slow confidence that used to undo me.

Then he tilted his head, studying me like I was a puzzle he used to know by heart.
“What happened to you, Nessa?”

I held his gaze. “I’m not your Vanessa anymore.”

He gave a quiet laugh, deep and familiar. “No? You used to crave chaos. Don’t pretend you’ve forgotten what that felt like.”

That should’ve made me roll my eyes. But my thighs were already pressing together, my pulse hammering in my throat.
I hated how easily my body remembered him.
How fast it betrayed everything else.

His hand slid beneath the table, fingertips brushing the inside of my thigh.

I didn’t stop him.



We barely said a word on the way to the hotel. The silence between us was louder than any conversation could’ve been. He walked a step ahead of me through the lobby, not looking back—but I followed anyway.

The room was minimalist, upscale. Gray tones, sharp lines, city lights bleeding through sheer curtains. I stood by the window, hands slightly trembling, wondering for half a second if I should leave.

But the moment the door shut, it was like gravity snapped.

He pressed me against the wall with that same rough confidence—hands firm, mouth crashing into mine like we’d never stopped. I could taste the bourbon on his tongue, feel the scrape of his stubble against my skin, and just like that, I was gone.

His fingers slid up my thighs, found the edge of the slip, and pushed it higher. I moaned into his mouth as he cupped me between the legs.

“Still so fucking wet,” he muttered. “You knew what this was.”

He yanked the dress over my head with one smooth motion, letting it fall to the floor in a quiet rustle of silk. I was bare underneath, nipples already hard, breath short.

“Turn around.”

I did.

He bent me over the bed without hesitation, his palm running slowly up my spine. One slap landed on my ass—just enough to make me gasp. Then he spread me open, his breath warm behind me.

“I used to dream about this pussy,” he murmured. “No one ever touched you like I did.”

Then he pushed inside—one brutal, deep thrust that knocked the air out of me. I choked on a moan, bracing myself against the mattress as he held my hips and started moving.

Slow at first. Grinding. Making me feel every inch. Then faster—harder. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, obscene and echoing, punctuated by my gasps every time he hit the spot I forgot existed.

“Fuck, Derek—”

“That’s right,” he growled. “Say my name while you cheat on your perfect little husband.”

Shame twisted in my chest, but so did something else. Darker. Hotter. Like I’d been sleepwalking for years and was only now remembering what it meant to feel.

He reached around, fingers finding my clit, rubbing it in tight, cruel circles until I was shaking, legs threatening to give out. The orgasm ripped through me fast and vicious—my hips jerking, mouth open in a silent scream as I clenched around him.

He didn’t stop. He fucked me right through it, holding me in place, whispering filth in my ear as my body buckled beneath him.

Just before he came, he pulled out, spun me around, and grabbed my face.

“Look at me.”

I did.

He stroked himself once, twice—and came all over my chest, hot and thick. I watched it land, my breath still shaky, my thighs still slick with him.

I watched his desire for me spill messily in ropes of white creamy cum. Watched him—his breath rough, jaw clenched, eyes half-lidded like I was his fucking addiction.



We didn’t speak for a while. He lit a cigarette by the window, the smoke curling against the night. I lay on the bed, the sheets damp beneath me, the ache between my legs still pulsing like a heartbeat.

The guilt should’ve come. Maybe it was on its way.

But right then, all I felt was the echo of his hands on my skin.

And the smallest, most fucked-out smile tugging at the corner of my lips.


?? Confession 2: "He Fucked Me in the House We Used to Share"

Name: Claire M.
Location: Scottsdale, Arizona

I hadn’t seen him in almost six years.

Not since I left California with two suitcases and a ring on my finger that didn’t come from him.

The wedding invitation gave me an excuse. Old friend, weekend trip, quick flight. I told Daniel it was just a ceremony and a brunch. He kissed my cheek and said, “Tell everyone I said hi.”

Tyler wasn’t supposed to be there.

But of course he was.



He stood near the outdoor bar at the rehearsal dinner, lit by soft string lights. Glass in hand. Sleeves rolled. Leaning back just slightly—like he didn’t care how anyone else saw him. Still tan. Still broad. Still infuriatingly composed.

When our eyes met across the lawn, my stomach flipped once, then dropped.

He looked at me like nothing had changed.

And it pissed me off how much I liked it.



Later, we stood near the far end of the patio, half in shadow.

He nodded toward me. “You cut your hair.”

“You grew yours out,” I said, sipping my wine. “Didn’t think you were the type.”

He smirked. “Guess we both got it wrong.”

We stood there like that. Quiet. Then he asked—

“You ever miss it?”

“The house?”

He nodded.

I shrugged. “It was loud. Drafty. The hot water barely worked.”

“But?”

I sipped again. “Sometimes I miss the way it felt like no one else existed when I was in it.”

He looked sideways at me. “It still feels like that.”

I laughed. “You still live there?”

“Didn’t have a reason to leave.”

“I bet it’s haunted.”

“Probably.”

He took a slow sip of his drink. Then added, without looking at me—

“You should come see what still creaks.”

I blinked once. Slow. “You’re serious?”

He looked at me then. Calm. Certain. The way only someone who’d already won the argument could.

“You said it yourself. Would be crazy not to.”

I didn’t respond.

Just finished my wine.

And followed him.



The drive was short. Quiet.

I didn’t ask questions. He didn’t fill the silence.

When we pulled into the driveway, I hesitated before getting out.

The porchlight was still crooked. The number plaque still chipped. Even the weeds at the base of the mailbox looked the same.

He unlocked the door, stepped aside to let me in.

It hit me the second I crossed the threshold.

Same wooden floor. Same dark trim. The same subtle scent—cedar, dust, and the faintest trace of him.

“This is surreal,” I said, stepping further in.

He didn’t turn on the lights. Just dimmed the one above the kitchen island.

I walked toward the bannister, ran my hand along the smooth curve. “That chip’s still there.”

He nodded. “You dropped a lamp on it.”

I smirked. “You said it was my fault.”

“You slammed the door first.”

I rolled my eyes, but I didn’t stop smiling.

“You really kept everything?”

He poured two drinks. Neat. Quiet. No rush.

“Didn’t have a reason to change it,” he said. “Not until now.”



He passed me the glass, then leaned against the island and stared at me like he was trying to remember something that never left his skin.

“You still wear that perfume.”

I nodded.

He stepped closer. Not touching. Just enough that I could feel the warmth between us.

“It used to drive me fucking insane,” he said.

Then he set down his glass and kissed me.



It wasn’t fast.

Not like it had been with Derek.

It was slow. Deep. Measured.

His mouth opened over mine, pulling me in with a pace that felt dangerous. His hands came to my hips, anchoring me in place like I might float away.

By the time his tongue slid against mine, my knees already felt weak.

He didn’t grope.

He didn’t rush.

He just kissed me like he knew I was already thinking about how far I’d let it go.

And I was.



We didn’t go to the bedroom first.

He walked me to the old couch and sat down, pulling me onto his lap like I’d never left.

My legs straddled him automatically. My dress rode up. His hands rested on my thighs, not moving, just holding.

“I still dream about this,” he said, voice low.

I didn’t ask what this meant. I just leaned in and kissed him again—this time harder, hungrier.

He groaned into my mouth, one hand moving to cup my ass through the fabric. He squeezed once—then twice. I ground against him, feeling the thick press of him through his pants.

He was already hard.

I broke the kiss just long enough to whisper, “You’re not going to fuck me on this couch.”

“No,” he said, eyes locked on mine. “I’m going to make you come on it.”



His hand slid between my thighs, under my panties, straight to where I was already soaked.

He didn’t tease.

Just two fingers inside, slow and steady. Curling just right.

I bit my lip. Grabbed his shoulders. Rocked against him until my breath came in short, ragged bursts.

“You’re still so easy to read,” he murmured, thumb brushing my clit.

I came hard—quicker than I wanted to admit. My body jerked. I clung to him. My thighs shook.

He kissed me through it, never letting up until I shivered.



Then he lifted me off his lap, stood, and took my hand.

“Now,” he said. “We go upstairs.”

The bedroom was cleaner than I expected. New sheets. Same bed frame.

The second we were inside, he stepped behind me, lifted my hair off my neck, and kissed the curve of it—softly. Reverently.

Then he unzipped my dress.

I let it fall.

My bra and panties followed. No hesitation. No shame.

He stripped slowly, watching me the entire time.

His body looked stronger. More solid. But still familiar.

When he stepped between my legs and kissed me again, I felt it—the history, thick and hot, pulsing through every point of contact.



He laid me back gently, kissed his way down my body, then settled between my thighs.

And he didn’t say anything.

He just opened me up with both hands and went down like he needed it.

No teasing.

No fingers.

Just tongue.

Over and over again. Steady. Deep. Wet. Hungry.

I moaned. Grabbed the sheets. Bucked into his mouth.

He gripped my thighs tighter. Didn’t stop. Didn't let me run.

When I came, I nearly screamed. He licked through it. Let me twitch and grind and whimper until I went limp.



Then—finally—he came up, wiped his mouth, and kissed me again.

I tasted myself on his tongue.

And I wanted more.



He pushed inside slowly.

No show.

Just a deep, steady thrust until he filled me to the hilt.

My back arched. My mouth opened. But he kissed me quiet.

He fucked me with quiet authority—long strokes, eyes locked to mine, hips grinding just right.

When I started to fall apart again, he wrapped my legs around his waist and pinned my wrists above my head.

He didn’t say a word. Just watched me.

Let me lose it under him.

Let me surrender.



He pulled out before he finished.

Stroked himself twice.

Then came low across my belly. Hot. Quiet. Controlled.

He didn’t grunt or groan. Just exhaled once—shaky. Like he’d held it in too long.



We didn’t cuddle.

We didn’t speak.

He handed me a warm towel without a word, then walked out of the room.

I lay there, body still trembling, chest rising and falling like I’d run five miles barefoot in the dark.



In the morning, I found coffee waiting on the counter.

Black. No sugar.

He didn’t say goodbye.

I didn’t leave a note.



As I walked out the front door in yesterday’s dress, no panties, still sore and swollen from him, I realized something:

This hadn’t been a mistake.

It was a beginning.

And beginnings?

They’re always the most dangerous part.


?? Confession 3: "His Wedding Ring Was Still on"

Name: Juliana V.
Location: Sacramento, California



It started with a wedding invitation.

Not mine. His.

Noah James Callahan.
The name made my breath catch.
Even after all this time.

The envelope was cream with embossed lettering. His fiancée’s name was Alyssa—soft, floral, forgettable. But that last name… it would always hit like a punch to the gut.

He was my first everything. My first taste of real obsession. Of real filth. We’d been reckless, raw, and magnetic. When we broke, we didn’t just drift—we shattered. And yet here I was, a decade later, pressing a finger to that gold lettering, heart pounding in my chest.

I told my husband it was a college reunion.
He believed me.

I booked a suite at The Winston downtown, upscale, discreet. I wore all black—lace bra, matching panties, sheer blouse under a leather jacket, heels that clicked with purpose.

I arrived at the reception fashionably late. I hadn’t seen him in years. I wasn’t sure I’d recognize the man he’d become.

But when I stepped through the door…
I felt him before I saw him.

Noah turned, eyes locking on mine across the room. His jaw tightened. His gaze didn’t flinch. Not once.



He found me at the bar. Alone.

"You really came."

"You're the one who sent the invitation," I said, not turning to face him. I could smell him—sandalwood, musk, and clean linen. His cologne was expensive. Understated. Masculine.

“You cut your hair,” he said.

“You got married,” I replied.

He didn’t laugh. He didn’t deny it.

“Why?” I asked, turning to him slowly. “Why invite me?”

He looked at me, long and hard. Then leaned in.
“To see if I could look at you without wanting to bend you over something.”

My stomach twisted. My thighs clenched. My nipples pushed hard against the lace, tight with memory. I took a sip of wine to hide the way my hand trembled.

“I’m staying at The Winston,” I whispered.



The silence in the suite was heavy.
No words. No excuses. Just tension.

He didn’t even take off his jacket. He stepped in, shut the door behind him, and pressed me against it, his mouth crashing into mine. His kiss was feral—tongue deep, lips bruising. His hands were everywhere at once—gripping my waist, my breasts, my ass, lifting me like he still owned every inch of me.

“Fuck, Jules,” he growled into my neck. “I’ve jerked off to this mouth so many goddamn times.”

I moaned as he bit the soft flesh below my ear, one hand sliding under my skirt, fingers grazing the wet heat between my thighs.

“You’re soaked.”

“You knew I would be,” I gasped.

He dropped to his knees. No warning.

Pushed my skirt up. Tore my panties down. His breath hot against my pussy, lips grazing, tongue teasing.

“You still taste like sin.”

Then he devoured me.

Noah didn’t tease. He licked with purpose—wide, slow strokes that made my hips twitch. Then tighter, faster flicks over my clit that made me grind into his face, fingers tangled in his hair, crying out as he slid two fingers inside me.

“Oh, my God—Noah—”

“You gonna cum on my face?” he said, eyes looking up from between my thighs. “Do it. Right now.”

I came hard, thighs clamping around his head, voice ragged as I trembled against the door.

He stood, slick mouth glistening. He undid his belt slowly, eyes never leaving mine. Pulled out his cock—thick, swollen, already leaking. I stared as he gripped the base, stroking once.

Then I saw it.

The gold band.

Still on his finger.

“You’re married,” I whispered, breathless.

“So are you,” he said. “Now get on the bed.”



I crawled back, legs open, chest heaving. He crawled over me, kissed me with that mouth that had just been on my cunt, and pressed the head of his cock against my entrance.

I was still wet. Still aching. He pushed in slow—agonizingly deep—stretching me, filling me.

“You were always the tightest,” he whispered, eyes closing as he sank all the way in. “No one ever fit like you.”

He started slow. Deep, grinding strokes that made the bed creak, my breath hitch, my body arch. I wrapped my legs around him, held him close, moaned into his mouth as he fucked me like he was never going to stop.

Every thrust hit something deep. Every breath he took filled my lungs. My nails raked down his back. He flipped me over onto my stomach, pulled my hips up, and slammed into me from behind.

I screamed into the pillows, lost in the sound of our bodies colliding, of his name gasped between sobs of pleasure.

“You’re mine,” he snarled, hand in my hair. “Always were. Always will be.”

I came again—shaking, sobbing, wrecked.

He didn’t pull out.

I felt it—hot, thick, his cock twitching inside me as he emptied himself.

“Fuck…” he groaned. “Fuck—Jules—”

We collapsed into the sheets, tangled in silence.
His wedding ring glinted against my thigh.


?? Confession 4: "The Garage Fuck"

Name: Melissa H.
Location: Jacksonville, Florida

It was supposed to be a quick errand. Drop off a toolset my brother left at our place, maybe grab coffee after. I hadn’t planned on seeing him. Not Jace.

But there he was. Bent over the hood of an old Mustang, sweat slick on his bare back, dark grease smeared along his forearms. The heat was brutal—Florida in July—but he wasn’t hiding from it. Shirtless, tanned, tool belt hanging low. Tattoos wrapped down his ribs and disappeared under his waistband.

My breath caught. He hadn't seen me yet.

I stood there a moment too long, just watching him. Watching his muscles flex with each slow movement. Watching the way sweat slid between his shoulder blades. Remembering exactly how it felt to dig my nails into them.

Then he straightened up and turned.

Our eyes locked.

"Melissa," he said, grinning slow. "Damn. You look... settled."

The words stung, but not as much as they turned me on. My mouth went dry.

I managed a nod. "Hey. Just dropping these off."

"You married now?"

"Three years."

He stepped closer, wiping his hands on a rag, eyes dragging down my frame. Tight jeans. White tank top. No bra. My nipples were already hard beneath the thin cotton, my thighs pressed together. I hadn’t dressed for him. But I hadn’t dressed not for him either.

His voice dropped. "He fuck you like I used to?"

I let out a quick laugh, forced. Nervous. But I didn’t say no.

He didn’t smile. Just tossed the rag aside. "Didn’t think so."

He turned back to the car.

I should’ve walked away. But my feet moved forward.

I stepped into the garage. Let the door swing closed behind me. Let it click shut.

The air inside was thick. Motor oil. Dust. Sweat. It smelled like everything I shouldn’t want.

He leaned over the car again, grabbing a wrench. My eyes dropped automatically to the V of muscle above his hips. The tool belt rode lower now. A single streak of grease slashed across his lower back.

"You gonna just stare, or you gonna help?" he asked.

I walked closer. My breath shallow.

"You still tight under these?" he muttered, fingers brushing my jeans.

I froze.

Then nodded.

He turned me around, rougher than I expected. Bent me over the edge of the workbench, chest pressed to the cool metal. I gasped at the sudden contrast—the chill of steel against flushed skin.

His hands gripped my hips. My jeans were unbuttoned, yanked down in seconds, along with my panties. I was bare from the waist down, my ass exposed, his breath hot against the small of my back.

He slid his hand between my thighs.

"Dripping," he growled. "Fuck, Mel. This pussy missed me."

Then he pressed forward.

I felt the fat head of his cock nudge at my entrance, slick and hot. He didn’t ease in. He pushed.

One long, slow, stretching thrust that had me biting down on my own arm to keep from moaning too loud.

He held there, buried deep.

"Still fits like a glove."

He pulled out almost all the way, then slammed back in. I cried out. The workbench creaked beneath us. My tits bounced, tank top shoved up under my chin.

His hands were all over me—greasy palms smearing prints onto my hips, my lower back. He gripped tighter with every thrust, like he was trying to remind my body who it used to belong to.

"Fuck," he grunted, pace brutal now. "You gonna cum for me? Gonna soak this dick with that married little pussy?"

I nodded, breathless. "Don’t stop. Don’t fucking stop."

His hand slid around, found my clit. Rubbed tight, fast circles, fingers slick with my arousal. I was gone.

I came hard—my whole body shaking, sobbing his name, thighs trembling as I drenched his cock.

He groaned loud, pulled out fast.

His hand fisted his shaft, jerking quick.

Hot cum splashed across my ass, my back, streaking my skin in thick, wet stripes. He held my hip with one hand as the last spurt dripped down onto my jeans pooled at my knees.

Silence after. Just breathing.

The garage still smelled like sex when I pulled my pants back up, no panties.

He didn’t say anything.

Neither did I.

I walked out the door, cum drying on my skin, the ache between my thighs pulsing with every step.

And I knew I’d be back.


?? Confession 5: "He Thinks I Would Never"

Name: Rachel L.
Location: Denver, Colorado

I’ve always been good at lying. Not big lies. Just the soft ones. The pretty ones that keep marriages intact.

My husband, Ben, is a good man. Predictable. Clean. Polite. He believes in morning kisses, in grocery lists, in one orgasm per night—on weekends, if we aren’t too tired. He also believes I’d never cheat.

And that’s exactly why I did.

Ethan was my ex from college. Taller now, broader, with silver streaking through the edges of his hair like something out of a whiskey commercial. He found me on LinkedIn, messaged something casual about catching up for coffee.

We met at a bookstore café. I wore soft black leggings and a loose sweater, no makeup. I wanted to look relaxed. Harmless. I didn’t expect the electricity to hit me so fast.

When he hugged me, my body remembered things my mind had buried. The scent of cedar and skin. The grip of his hands. The way he used to say my name when he came.

He touched my lower back when he pulled away. His fingers lingered. My knees went soft.

A week later, I was in his loft, wrapped in my own guilt like a silk robe.

“I shouldn’t be here,” I said, standing by the window, arms crossed over my chest. “Ben thinks I’m getting drinks with Kayla.”

Ethan didn’t answer. He just stepped behind me, unwrapped my arms, and slid his hands under my sweater.

“You wore this same perfume back then,” he murmured, his lips at the base of my neck. “I used to fuck you for hours with your skin smelling like this.”

I moaned softly. My body already betraying me. My thighs clenched. My nipples tightened under the thin fabric.

“You think of me when he’s inside you?” Ethan asked, his breath hot against my ear. “You ever wish it was my cock stretching you open instead?”

I didn’t answer. I didn’t have to. He slid his hand into my leggings, straight to the heat between my thighs.

“No panties,” he said, grinning. “Still a dirty girl.”

He fucked me against the kitchen counter first.

Pulled my leggings down to my knees, bent me over granite, shoved inside me raw. His cock was thick, hard, familiar. I gasped as he filled me, the stretch sharp and perfect. His hands gripped my hips, fucking me like I belonged to him, like no time had passed at all.

“Say my name,” he growled.

I did. Over and over.

The counter edge bit into my ribs. My breath fogged the glass. The slap of skin echoed through the room. I was soaked. Drenched. Wrecked.

He made me cum with two fingers and three words:

“You missed this.”

I came hard—legs shaking, voice cracking, everything clenching around him as I screamed.

He pulled out, turned me around, and fucked me against the fridge, his hands under my ass, lifting me, slamming into me while I clawed at his back.

I wrapped my arms around his neck, whispered filth into his ear, begged him not to stop.

He didn’t. Not until he was grunting into my mouth, cock pulsing deep inside me, filling me up with everything I wasn’t supposed to take.

He kissed me hard, then stepped away, already tucking himself in.

“I’ve got a meeting in thirty,” he said, breath still rough, not even looking guilty. “Same time next week?”

I didn’t speak.

He smirked. Walked out the door.

I stood there, half-dressed, still dripping, still flushed. My heartbeat hadn’t settled. My thighs were sticky. My hair a mess. I turned toward the sink, grabbed a paper towel, legs trembling.

And that’s when I heard it.

The front door opened.

Keys jingling. A bag dropping.

“Rachel?”

Ben’s voice. Closer now. Too close.

I froze, still holding the paper towel between my legs. My leggings were halfway up, hair disheveled, Ethan’s cum warm and unmistakable inside me.

Ben stepped into the kitchen. His eyes swept over me—confused at first, then narrowing, then widening. His gaze dropped to my rumpled sweater, to the flush in my cheeks, to the way I clenched the counter like I might fall.

He smelled it. The sex. The sweat. The guilt.

“What… what’s going on?”

I opened my mouth. Closed it. My brain scrambled, grabbing for something—anything—but there was nothing believable left.

He took another step forward. His brow furrowed, searching me for something familiar. Something innocent. But I had none of that left.

“I thought you were with Kayla,” he said quietly.

“I—was. We… she dropped me off.”

“You’re shaking,” he said. “What happened?”

I swallowed. “Nothing.”

And that was the worst lie of all.

His eyes drifted down. Landed on the edge of the paper towel, the wet patch soaking through.

He didn’t ask. Didn’t speak.

He just stared.

Then slowly, carefully, he turned and walked out.

The door clicked shut.

I stood there, silent, with cum still dripping into my palm.

And I didn’t even move to clean it up.


?? Confession 6: "He Was the One They Forbade Me To Love"
Name: Neha R.
Location: Chicago, IL (originally from Delhi, India)

I married Arjun because my parents asked me to.
Because he was educated, fair-skinned, soft-spoken, and came from the kind of family whose silver was always polished. He worked in finance, wore linen kurtas on Sundays, and quoted Ghalib when he thought I was sad.

But I never stopped fucking Rehan.

They never approved of him.
Lower caste. Motorcycle mechanic. Too poor, too tattooed, too rough. The kind of man who smelled like gasoline and fucked like he didn’t care if the neighbors heard.

We met when I was twenty-one, studying literature and pretending I’d never get married. He worked across the street from my college—a little garage that always played Punjabi rap too loud. I used to catch him watching me from across the road, cigarette in hand, sweat beading on his collarbone.

One day, I walked up to him and asked if he had a light.

He didn’t say a word. Just lit it for me. His fingers brushed mine—rough, calloused, warm.
The way he looked at me... like he already knew what my skin tasted like.

That night, he pulled me behind the garage and kissed me so hard I couldn’t walk straight back to class.
That night, I let him push my panties aside in the back seat of his car and finger me until I came, legs shaking.

I was supposed to stop seeing him after the engagement. I even deleted his number.

But Rehan was the kind of man who doesn’t disappear.
He waits.



The first time I saw him again after the wedding was a month in. Arjun was away at a conference. My in-laws were out shopping for silk curtains.

I stepped outside and found Rehan leaning against his bike in front of my new house.

He wore a black shirt unbuttoned halfway down his chest, chains glinting in the sun. His eyes dragged up and down my body—past the gold wedding bangles, the embroidered salwar, the tiny red bindi.

“I thought you were gone,” I whispered.

“I thought you liked lying to yourself,” he said.

We didn’t even speak when I let him in.

The door shut. The scarf came off.

He didn’t move at first. Just stood in the hallway and stared. Like he was memorizing me again.
I felt his gaze trace every curve, the way my bangles clinked softly when I pulled the dupatta off my shoulders.

“You gonna show me what he paid for?” he said, stepping closer. “Or just keep pretending you don’t miss how I fuck you?”

I should’ve slapped him.

Instead, I stepped toward him and said, “Why don’t you remind me?”

He walked toward me like a man who already knew he’d won. His fingers went to my neckline, slowly unhooking the buttons of my kameez, one by one. His thumb grazed the swell of my breast, dark eyes fixed on the gold chain around my neck.

“Married,” he murmured. “But still mine.”

I gasped as he tugged the fabric down, exposing my lace bra, the brown of my nipples already showing through.

“You wore this for him?” he asked.

“No,” I said. “For you.”

He didn’t kiss me right away.
He just stared at my mouth, then grabbed my chin in one hand and made me open for him.
Then he kissed me hard—mouth open, teeth scraping my lower lip, tongue plunging in. His hands slid under my salwar, cupping my ass, gripping, lifting. He carried me to the bed like I weighed nothing, my legs wrapped around him, my body already aching.

He laid me down and pulled the rest of my clothes off—slow, deliberate, eyes on every inch of bare skin he uncovered. He kissed the curve of my hips, the soft of my stomach, the inside of my thighs.

Then he spread me open with both hands and looked down at my pussy like it was something he’d fought a war for.

“You shaved for me,” he said, voice low.

“I haven’t stopped thinking about you,” I breathed.

He bent down and licked me once—long, slow, from bottom to top—then again, faster, wetter, letting his tongue slip inside me.

My hands gripped the sheets. My hips bucked.

He held me in place and ate me like he was starved—his tongue swirling, his fingers slipping in and out, his stubble scraping against my thighs.

“Rehan—oh fuck—yes—yes—don’t stop—”

My orgasm hit hard—sharp, shuddering, unstoppable. My legs clamped around his head as I cried out, soaking his mouth, shaking under him.

And then he stood up.

Unzipped. Let his jeans drop.

His cock was thick, veined, already throbbing. He stroked it slowly, letting the head smear with precum, eyes locked on mine.

“On your knees,” he said.

I obeyed.

The carpet burned my knees as I leaned forward, took him in my mouth. The taste of him—salt, heat, raw masculinity—filled my senses. I moaned around him, letting him push deeper, gripping the base as I sucked.

He held my hair back, watched my lips slide up and down his shaft, eyes dark with hunger.

“You missed this mouth,” he said.

I gagged a little as he fucked into my throat. My eyes watered. My thighs clenched. I loved it.

He pulled out, lifting me by the chin, kissing me again—this time slower, filthier.

He pushed me onto all fours, pulled my hips back, and slid into me from behind.

I screamed into the pillow as his cock filled me.
He gripped my waist, slammed into me over and over, the room echoing with the sound of our bodies—skin on skin, wet and frantic.

“This pussy’s still mine,” he growled. “No matter how much sindoor they put on your head.”

My eyes rolled back. My voice cracked.

He reached around, fingers on my clit, rubbing in tight circles until my whole body jerked with another orgasm.

I came again, screaming into the mattress, juices dripping down my thighs, my pussy clenching around him.

He grunted, pulled out, and came all over my ass—hot, thick ropes that painted my skin like a signature.

He watched it drip down the curve of my body, then dragged two fingers through it and shoved them in my mouth.

“Swallow it,” he said. “Then go kiss your husband goodnight.”

I did.

When he left, I wiped myself off with the edge of my bridal dupatta.

That night, Arjun came home and kissed me on the forehead.
Told me I smelled amazing.
Asked if I missed him.

I said yes.

I always do.


?? Confession 7: "He Still Had My Nudes"
Name: Lauren B.
Location: Seattle, Washington

It was a Monday when he messaged me.

A decade had passed. I had a different last name, a different house, a different life.
But the moment I saw his name—Rick Dawson—pop up on my phone, something twisted in my chest.

The message was simple. No hello. No lead-in.

"You know I still have that photo. The one with the red heels and nothing else."

I stared at the screen. I could hear the soft hum of the dryer, smell the lavender detergent. My husband, Dave, was in the backyard, watering the tomato plants like the good man he is.

I should’ve deleted the message.

Instead, I locked the laundry room door and typed:

"Do you still jerk off to it?"



The first time I saw Rick again, it was at a boutique hotel downtown.
Neutral ground. Discreet. The kind of place that whispered sex with its dim lighting and overpriced bourbon.

I sat in my car for a full minute before getting out. My hands were trembling on the steering wheel. My pulse was already thudding between my thighs.

I stepped into the lobby and spotted him by the elevator.

Same body—thick arms under a fitted black button-down, neck tattoo just barely hidden beneath the collar.
Older now. Rougher. Still gorgeous in that ruin-your-life kind of way.

“You wore red,” he said.

I looked down at the silk blouse I’d picked too quickly—deep burgundy, sheer enough to tease the lace of my black bra underneath. “Figured I’d give you a live update.”

He laughed. That sound made something low in me tighten like a vice.

We didn’t bother with the bar. We didn’t pretend.

The elevator was silent, but not calm. My breathing felt too loud. I could smell his cologne—leather, smoke, and heat—and it was already making me wet.



Inside the room, Rick didn’t touch me.
Not at first.

He poured one glass of whiskey. No ice. Sat down in the chair across from the bed, legs spread wide, and stared.

“Take off your blouse.”

The command made my skin prickle.

My fingers found the buttons, slow, almost trembling. The silk slid off my shoulders and landed soft on the floor.

“Bra too.”

I unhooked it and let it fall, exposing hard nipples, flushed skin.

“Panties,” he added, his voice a little rougher. “But keep the heels.”

I slipped them down my thighs, stepped out of them, and stood there—bare, except for the red stilettos.

“Now get on the bed. Face up. Legs open.”

I lay back, my skin hot, nerves buzzing. The sheets were cold, but I was burning.

Rick stood and walked over, slow, predatory.

He trailed a finger up my calf, my thigh, pausing at the slick heat between my legs.
“Dripping already,” he muttered. “Just like the picture.”

He knelt between my thighs, grabbed my hips, and dragged me to the edge.

Then he licked me.

Not sweet. Not gentle.

His tongue moved like it had missed me—wide, wet strokes followed by quick, tight circles over my clit. My back arched. I gasped. His stubble scratched my thighs as he buried his face between my legs.

He slid two fingers inside, curling them just right.

“Fuck, Rick—yes—”

I came hard—my vision blurring, legs shaking, one hand gripping the sheets, the other tangled in his hair. I was loud. I didn’t care.

But he didn’t stop.

He licked me through the aftershocks, tongue-fucking me until my whole body twitched from overstimulation.

When he finally stood, his mouth was glistening. He looked ruined in the best way.

Then he undid his belt slowly.

Pulled out his cock—long, thick, veins along the shaft, already leaking at the tip. He stroked it once, twice, watching me like I was a fucking meal.

“You remember how to beg?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Say it.”

“Please fuck me.”

He climbed onto the bed, kissed me—deep, slow, tasting myself on his tongue—then pushed inside.

I gasped as he filled me. He was thicker than I remembered. The stretch hurt in the best way.

“Fuck,” he growled. “Still tight. Still mine.”

He started slow. Deep, dragging thrusts that made me ache. Then faster, harder—his cock slamming into me, the bed rocking beneath us, headboard knocking the wall.

“Harder,” I begged. “Don’t make it sweet.”

His hands gripped my hips, pulling me into every thrust. My breasts bounced. My moans filled the room.

“You gonna cum again?”

“Yes—yes—please don’t stop—”

“Do it,” he said. “Cream this cock.”

And I did. I shattered—legs jerking, pussy clenching, a sob ripping from my throat.

Rick flipped me over, pulled my hips up, and drove into me from behind.

My face pressed into the mattress. My ass slapped against his hips. His grip was bruising. I didn’t care.

“You think Dave could fuck you like this?” he hissed in my ear. “You think he’s ever even seen this side of you?”

“No,” I cried. “No one ever—just you—”

“You’re mine when you’re like this,” he snarled. “Say it.”

“I’m yours.”

He groaned, pulled out, and finished all over my back—hot, thick ropes that landed on my skin like a brand. I could feel it slide down to the dip of my spine.

We stayed like that—panting, quiet.

He didn’t say a word.

Neither did I.



I got home before dinner.
Dave kissed my cheek, said he missed me. I told him I’d gone to a yoga class.

I even wore leggings to sell the lie.
And tucked the red heels back in the trunk—just in case I needed them again.


?? Confession 8: "I Let Him Fuck Me While My Husband Waited at Home"
Name: Elena D.
Location: Austin, Texas

I was never supposed to see Matt again.

We ended badly. The kind of bad that involved screaming voicemails, slammed car doors, bruises on hearts you never speak of. The kind of bad you bury deep beneath silk sheets and diamond rings, years later, when you marry the safe man. The calm man.

Ethan, my husband, doesn’t raise his voice. He cooks me dinner twice a week, takes care of the taxes, folds my lingerie better than I do. He is gentle, reliable, good.

Matt was none of those things.

Matt used to fuck me so hard I’d limp the next morning and laugh about it in the shower. He used to call me his good girl while making me scream into pillows. He ruined me, and I never told anyone how much I loved it.

I hadn’t seen him in five years.

Until last month.

I was at a design conference in Dallas. One of those beige hotel ballrooms that smelled like cheap cologne and overachievement. I stepped out to breathe—heels clicking on the marble—and heard it:

“Elena.”

I turned. My stomach flipped.

Matt leaned against a column like he was built for it. Charcoal suit unbuttoned. No tie. The top buttons of his dress shirt undone just enough to tease the ink on his collarbone. Hair shorter now. Shoulders broader. Jaw sharper.

But those eyes?
Still the same.
Still watching me like he wanted to tear my clothes off and pin me to the floor.

“I thought you moved to New York,” I said, pretending to sound unaffected.

“Temporarily. I'm in town for a pitch meeting,” he said, then smiled. “Didn’t expect to see my favorite bad habit in heels.”

My skin flushed. He was the only man who ever made me feel like sin in silence.

We got drinks.

The bar was on the rooftop—dim, discreet, drenched in warm light and quiet jazz. We didn’t sit across from each other. We sat side-by-side in a corner booth, thighs nearly brushing. I ordered mezcal. He raised a brow.

“You never drank that before.”

“I never wore this shade of lipstick either,” I replied.

His eyes dropped to my mouth. Stayed there.

We flirted like it hadn’t been five years.
He remembered what I liked.
How I crossed my legs when I wanted to be touched.
How my breath hitched when he got too close.

When his fingers grazed my knee under the table, I didn’t move away. I pressed into it.

“You miss me?” he asked, voice low.

“No,” I said.

“Liar,” he whispered.

We didn’t talk about my husband. Not really.

But when Matt followed me into the elevator and shoved me against the mirrored wall before the doors had even closed, I didn’t stop him.

His mouth claimed mine—deep, rough, hungry. His hands were everywhere: gripping my hips, my hair, my ass. I kissed him back with the kind of need that makes you forget vows and diamonds and the smell of your husband’s aftershave.

His hand slid up under my skirt, found my panties, and growled, “You’re soaked.”

“You knew I would be,” I said, breathless.

He bit my bottom lip. “Fuck, I missed this mouth.”

The hotel room was a blur.
The second the door clicked, he shoved me against it and stripped me like he had a timer running.

Dress down. Bra unclasped. Panties torn.
I stood there in heels and nothing else, body shaking.

“Turn around.”

I did.

His hands were firm, sliding up my sides, cupping my breasts from behind, pinching my nipples until I gasped. He kissed my neck, bit the shell of my ear, made me tremble.

Then he bent me over the dresser, gripped my hips, and shoved his cock inside me in one long, brutal stroke.

I cried out—half moan, half shock.
He felt bigger. Or maybe I’d just been empty too long.

“Still fucking perfect,” he growled, thrusting deep. “Still mine.”

He fucked me like he was angry I got married.
Hard. Relentless. His cock slammed into me with filthy precision, the wood of the dresser creaking beneath my elbows.

“You let him touch you here?” he hissed, slapping my ass. “This pussy? You let him think it belongs to him?”

“Matt—fuck—please—”

He reached around, thumb on my clit, rubbing tight, vicious circles until I exploded—back arching, legs shaking, soaked and shameless.

He didn’t slow.
He flipped me over, shoved me onto the bed, spread my thighs, and drove back into me so deep I screamed.

“I should make you cum until you can’t walk tomorrow,” he snarled. “Is that what you want?”

“Yes,” I sobbed. “Don’t stop—please—”

He slammed into me again and again, my heels digging into the mattress, my breasts bouncing, my throat raw from moaning his name. I came again—louder, wetter—until I was a mess of slick thighs and broken words.

When he finally pulled out, his abs flexed, his breath ragged.
He jerked himself once, twice—then came all over my stomach, hot and thick, watching it pool in the dip above my navel.

He collapsed beside me.
Sweat. Silence. The scent of sex thick in the air.

An hour later, I checked my phone.

A message from Ethan:
“You asleep, baby?”

I wiped Matt’s cum off my skin with a hotel towel, slipped my ring back on, and texted back:

“Just getting into bed now. I miss you.”


?? Confession 9: "He Said He’d Never Let Me Go"

Name: Camille S.
Location: San Diego, California



We hadn’t spoken in six years.

I married someone else. I moved across the country. I built the kind of life that looks curated on Instagram—white marble countertops, soft-spoken husband, gold rings stacked delicately on manicured fingers. From the outside, no one would guess that sometimes I wake up aching, wet, thinking about the man I ran from.

Julian.

We were fire and ruin. Fucked in stairwells, fought in parking lots, made love in ways that felt like drowning.

When I left him, he didn’t chase me.
He just said one thing:

“You’ll be back. I’m the only man who ever really had you.”



I didn’t believe him.

Until three weeks ago, when I saw his name in my unread DMs.

“You still make that little sound when you cum?”

My hand trembled when I clicked it.

I was in the kitchen, barefoot, chopping ginger for salmon. My husband, Eric, was in the den watching football.
Everything was clean. Normal. Good.

But my pulse started to race. And my panties were suddenly soaked.

I stared at the message for twenty minutes before replying:

“Why do you still remember that?”

“Because you made it with my cock buried in you.”



We met three nights later. Downtown. Late.

I wore a black satin slip dress and no underwear. I hadn’t worn this dress since before I got married. It clung to me like memory—thin straps, low back, a slit that invited sin.

He leaned against his car when I arrived. Same confident posture. Same barely-there smirk.

But the years had sharpened him. His stubble was rougher. His body broader. And his eyes… those dark, unreadable eyes…

“You look softer,” he said, dragging his gaze down my body.

“I’ve been married four years,” I replied.

He stepped closer.
“Bet he’s never made you cum with your legs shaking and your throat sore from screaming.”

My thighs clenched.
I didn’t answer.

He smiled.
“Get in the car.”



We didn’t go to a hotel.

He took me to his apartment—a dark loft above an auto shop that still smelled like motor oil and testosterone. Exposed brick. Cold metal. A leather couch that felt more like a stage than a seat.

He closed the door, leaned against it, and stared at me.

“Take it off,” he said.

I slid the straps down my shoulders. The dress fell in a whisper, puddling at my feet. I stood there completely naked—heart hammering, nipples hard, pussy glistening with arousal.

“You’re still fucking perfect,” he murmured.

He walked to me slowly, his fingers brushing my jaw, then sliding down my collarbone, between my breasts. He cupped one, squeezed it gently, then slapped it just hard enough to make me gasp.

“You missed this,” he said.

He bent down, took my nipple in his mouth, sucked, bit—just enough to send a jolt down my spine. My hands went into his hair, nails scraping his scalp.

Then he dropped to his knees.



His mouth on my pussy was filthy.

He licked me like it was his job—long, wet strokes, then fast, teasing flicks over my clit. His tongue slid inside me, then back to my clit, circling hard as two fingers thrust deep, curling perfectly.

“Still sensitive,” he said.

I couldn’t speak. My head fell back, my thighs trembled, my moans turned shameless.

I came fast. Hard. My hips jerked as pleasure ripped through me, liquid heat soaking his mouth.

He stood, pulled his cock out—thick, beautiful, already hard. He stroked it once, twice, then looked at me.

“You want it?”

I nodded, breathless.

“Say it.”

“I want your cock,” I whispered. “I want it so deep I forget my husband’s name.”



He bent me over the kitchen counter.

No foreplay. No teasing.

He shoved into me with one deep, brutal thrust.

I gasped—eyes wide, breath gone—my hands scrambling for something to hold. He was bigger than I remembered. Or maybe I was tighter. Or maybe I was just desperate.

He fucked me hard.

The sound of skin slapping echoed through the room. His hips slammed into me over and over, his hand tangled in my hair, yanking my head back so he could whisper into my ear.

“You still take me so good. God, Camille…”

I whimpered, voice raw. “Don’t stop—fuck—please—harder—”

He grabbed my wrists, pinned them behind my back, and pounded me harder. My tits bounced with every thrust. My pussy clenched around him, dripping. He reached under and rubbed my clit again, relentless.

I came with a scream, pussy fluttering, legs trembling.

But he didn’t stop.

He pulled out, turned me around, lifted me onto the counter and fucked me again—deep, slow, grinding into me, his forehead pressed to mine.

“You’re mine when you cum like this,” he said.

“I was always yours,” I whispered.

He groaned—deep, primal—and came inside me.



I didn’t ask for a towel.

I left his cum inside me. Put the dress back on. No panties.

When I got home, Eric was asleep on the couch. I curled up beside him, kissed his temple.

He smiled in his sleep.

He had no idea I was leaking another man’s cum into his favorite throw blanket.


?? Confession 10: "He Still Tastes Like Trouble"

Name: Brielle M.
Location: Charleston, South Carolina

The first time I cheated on my husband, it was a mouthful of sin.

Nate is the kind of man people pray for. Quiet. Stable. The type who builds shelves for fun, who listens more than he speaks. We met at church. He held the door open, asked before kissing me. I wore white when we married. Said all the right vows.

I played my role well—Sunday dresses, polite smiles, blowjobs under the covers on his birthday, lights off.

Then Chase came back.

I hadn’t seen him since I was twenty-three. Back when I was reckless. Back when I’d let him finger me in the back of his truck after sneaking out through the kitchen window. He used to fuck me raw, call me baby girl in that low, dirty drawl that made my thighs slick and my head light.

He was broke, rough, going nowhere.

And I loved him with the kind of heat that didn’t feel safe.

My mama called him a dead-end in jeans. She wasn’t wrong. But he had a way of pressing me into the mattress and making me forget I ever cared about right and wrong.

Now he was back in Charleston.

Working construction. Thicker now. Beard fuller. Tattoos creeping down both forearms. Still smelled like cedar, sweat, and memories that made me cross my legs at night.

I ran into him at the farmer’s market. I was wearing a yellow floral sundress. No bra. No panties. The sun was high, the air thick, and I knew exactly what I looked like.

His eyes dropped to my nipples pressing through the fabric. Then to the sway of my hips. He smirked like he remembered everything.

“Brielle,” he said, slow like honey. “Still the prettiest mouth in Charleston.”

My stomach flipped. My pulse tripped.

I laughed, careful. Pretended it didn’t affect me.

I gave him my number anyway.

—

The first text came that night.

You ever miss having your hair pulled while you choked on my cock?

I dropped my phone. Then picked it up with shaking hands.

You think about that a lot? I typed back.

Every time I jerk off. Wanna watch?

—

We met at a motel two days later. The kind with buzzing lights, faded carpet, and a vending machine that barely worked. I told Nate I had a spa appointment across town. Deep tissue facial.

I didn’t even knock.

Chase opened the door, grabbed my wrist, yanked me inside. Slammed the door shut behind us. His hands were on me before I could speak—sliding up my thighs, under my dress, fingers finding bare skin.

“No panties,” he said, voice thick. “Good fucking girl.”

He kissed me—rough, hungry, tongue first—while one thick finger slipped between my folds.

“Still so fucking wet,” he growled. “You were dripping in that sundress, weren’t you?”

He dragged me to the bed and sat at the edge, unzipping his jeans with one hand while gripping my jaw with the other.

“On your knees. Show me you still remember how to use that mouth.”

I dropped to the floor.

His cock was thick, heavy, already hard. I wrapped my hand around the base, let my tongue tease the head, then dragged it slowly down the underside.

“You always were such a fucking tease,” he muttered.

I took him into my mouth, slowly. Let him feel every wet inch of tongue, every tight pull of my lips. He groaned, hips shifting forward. I sucked harder, let spit drip from my chin as I bobbed deeper, throat stretching.

“That mouth still fits me perfect,” he said, voice hoarse.

I gagged lightly, mascara smudging. He fisted my hair.

“Yeah. That’s it. Choke on it.”

He started fucking my mouth—slow and deep, then harder. My throat fluttered. My pussy clenched. I was so wet it hurt.

Then he said it, low and rough:

“Nate likes lights off, slow strokes, soft moans. With me, it was always spit, sweat, and bruises that don’t show.”

I moaned around him. Loud. Needy.

He pulled out suddenly, breath ragged.

“Get on the bed.”

He bent me over the edge, shoved my dress up, and rammed into me in one thick, brutal stroke. No condom. No warning. Just raw, full heat.

I gasped—body jolting forward, hands scrambling for the sheets.

“Still so fucking tight,” he growled. “Still mine.”

He fucked me hard. Rough. His hips slammed against my ass, hands bruising my waist. I screamed into the pillow, slick running down my thighs. He reached around, found my clit, rubbed until I came with a broken sob—legs shaking, pussy clenching.

But he didn’t stop.

He flipped me over, shoved back in, lifted my legs over his shoulders, and pounded deeper.

“You gonna let me cum on that pretty face?”

“Yes—fuck—please—do it—”

He pulled out, straddled my chest, stroked his cock fast.

I opened my mouth, tongue out.

He came with a deep groan—hot ropes across my tongue, my lips, my chin. I swallowed what I could, wiped the rest with two fingers, and sucked them clean.

—

He left without a word. I stayed on the bed for a while, staring at the water-stained ceiling, thighs sticky, breath uneven. I looked over at the mirror above the dresser.

Hair wild. Lipstick smeared. Face glowing.

I looked wrecked.

I looked alive.

—

When I got home, Nate was on the porch sanding a piece of wood for a new bookshelf.

He looked up and smiled. “How was the facial?”

I kissed his cheek. “They went deep. My skin’s glowing.”

He nodded. “I can tell.”

I kissed him again—with the same lips that had choked on another man’s cock that afternoon.

And I didn’t feel guilty.

Not even a little


?? Confession 11: "I Saw Him at Target"

Name: Madison R.
Location: Tampa, Florida

I hadn’t seen him in seven years.
And then there he was—standing in front of the frozen section at Target, holding a bag of peas.

I almost dropped the sippy cup in my hand.

Grayson.
My ex.
The only man I’d ever begged for more.

He looked older. Better. The angles of his jaw had sharpened, the line of his neck thicker, his forearms tan and veined beneath a snug black T-shirt. He hadn't seen me yet. I stood frozen in high-waisted yoga pants, tank top damp with sweat from the Florida heat, hair twisted into a mom bun. No makeup. Toddler in the cart.

I didn’t breathe.

Then he looked up.

Those eyes—same as they were the first time he made me cum so hard I cried. Blue, sharp, and hungry.
And he smiled. Like nothing had changed.

We talked. Briefly. Polite things.
His eyes never once dropped to my wedding ring.
Mine never left the way his mouth curled when he said the word “still.”

“I forgot how good you smell,” he said, stepping closer, his voice lower now. Intimate. Dangerous.

“Still wear the same perfume,” I said, trying not to let my voice catch.

“You used to wear it when I fucked you in my truck.”

My thighs clenched.
I grabbed a pack of baby wipes just to keep my hands busy.

He leaned in.

“I live ten minutes from here,” he said. “Alone.”



The kids were down for a nap when I slipped out.
Told my husband I was running back for diapers.

I didn’t bring my phone.
I didn’t wear panties.

When Grayson opened the door, I didn’t wait.
I stepped inside and kissed him—hard. Open mouth, tongue pushing deep, hands fisting the front of his shirt like I needed something to hold or I’d drown.

He groaned, pulled me against him, and pressed me back against the door. His hands grabbed my ass through the thin stretch of my leggings. He ground his cock into me, thick and hard, no teasing.

“You feel that?” he growled. “You’re already soaked.”

“I’ve been soaked since frozen peas,” I whispered.

He spun me around, bent me over the arm of the couch, and peeled my leggings down in one slow, hungry motion.

“Fuck, baby,” he breathed. “No panties. Still such a dirty girl.”

He dropped to his knees, hands spreading me open. His breath hot against my skin.

Then his tongue was on me.

Grayson licked me from behind, slow at first—long strokes that teased, tasted. Then his tongue flicked over my clit, and I whimpered. He sucked hard. Two fingers slid inside me, curling in that perfect, practiced way that wrecked me every time.

“You miss this tongue, don’t you?”

“Y-yes,” I gasped, fingers digging into the cushions. “God—yes—”

I came hard. Bit the couch to keep from screaming his name. My thighs trembled. My vision blurred. Every nerve was fire.

He flipped me over, dragged my leggings off the rest of the way, then stripped off his shirt.

The tattoos on his chest were new. The cut of his abs sharper. The bulge in his jeans obscene.

My pussy pulsed just looking at him.

“On your knees,” he said, voice rough with need.

I dropped immediately.

His cock was beautiful—thick, veiny, already dripping. I licked up the shaft slowly, savoring it, then circled my tongue around the head. He hissed as I took him deeper, inch by inch, until my lips pressed against the base.

He groaned. “That’s right. Take it deep.”

He grabbed my hair and started to thrust—slow, then faster. I gagged, choked, but didn’t stop. My throat opened, spit dripping from my lips as I moaned around him.

“You suck cock like it’s what you were made for.”

I pulled back, spit stringing from my mouth, eyes watering, breath ragged.

“You still taste like trouble,” I said, licking my lips.

He growled, lifted me up, and tossed me onto the couch. My legs were spread before I even hit the cushions.

He shoved his jeans down, freed his cock, and pressed into me in one deep, brutal stroke.

“Jesus fuck,” he hissed. “This pussy is tighter than I remember.”

“Don’t be gentle,” I moaned. “I don’t want gentle.”

He wasn’t.

He slammed into me, fast, relentless. Every thrust slapped wet heat against skin. My tits bounced with every impact. Sweat beaded on my chest, smeared against his as he leaned in, grinding deeper.

“Nate doesn’t fuck you like this, does he?” he whispered.

I didn’t answer.

He grabbed my throat, fucked me harder. His hand slipped down, rubbed my clit in ruthless circles until I exploded around him.

I screamed. Shaking. Flooding him.
And he didn’t stop.

He chased his own release, every thrust deeper, harder, until he pulled out with a growl and stroked himself fast, thick ropes of cum spilling across my tits, my stomach, dripping onto my thighs.

We were both panting. Drenched. Grinning.

“You still drive me insane,” he said, brushing his fingers across my nipple.

I wiped my chest with a paper towel from the counter. No rush. No regret. I pulled on my leggings. No bra. No guilt.



Back home, the kids were still asleep.
The house was quiet. Peaceful.

My husband kissed my forehead as I walked in.
“Everything okay?” he asked.

“Just fine,” I said, smiling. “They were out of diapers.”

He nodded, brushing hair from my face.
I kissed him with the same mouth that had been wrapped around my ex an hour ago.

And all I could think was—

Grayson still tastes like trouble.


?? Confession 12: "I Watch Myself Fuck Him at Night"

Name: Victoria M.
Location: Philadelphia, PA

It started with a friend request.

Adam St. James.

Even his name made my thighs tighten. I stared at the screen for a full five minutes before I accepted. It had been nine years. He was the last man to make me scream into a hotel pillow and forget my name. The last one to ruin me in all the best ways.

Now I was married.
Comfortable. Settled. Boring in a curated kind of way.

Alex is kind. Predictable. The kind of man who makes oatmeal on Sundays and asks how your day was with genuine interest. He tucks in my chair at dinner. He never leaves the lights on during sex.

Adam was none of those things.

He messaged the next day.

“Still taste like vanilla and sin?”

I laughed out loud. I shouldn’t have.
But something about the way he said it—so sure, so casual—felt like a warm, filthy tide pulling me under. Something I’d never stopped missing, even if I’d stopped saying it out loud.

I didn’t plan to see him.
And then I did.

—

We met in the city. Discreetly.
I wore a cream silk blouse, no bra, a skirt I hadn’t touched since my bachelorette party. My nipples peeked through the fabric with every step.
He wore a black jacket, tailored and expensive, his stubble thicker now, voice deeper.

We didn’t hug.

He leaned in at the bar, his lips brushing the shell of my ear.

“I’ve been hard since you said yes.”

My stomach fluttered. My thighs clenched.
His knuckles brushed my leg under the table, and I felt it in my spine.

“I want to remember what your cunt feels like choking my cock,” he murmured.

I exhaled like I’d been holding my breath for nine years.

—

His apartment was in a high-rise downtown. Minimalist. Sharp. Cold light and dark leather. The kind of place that didn’t apologize for being designed around power and fucking.

He poured bourbon. I barely tasted it.

As I stepped toward the bedroom, I pulled out my phone and quietly angled it toward the bed.

He caught me.

“You recording this?” he asked, amused.

My voice was soft. “You mind?”

He grinned. “Not at all. But if you’re gonna film it, ride me first.”

He undressed me slowly—unbuttoning my blouse one loop at a time, watching each inch of skin like he was unwrapping a memory.

“Still got those perfect tits,” he said, cupping them. He thumbed my nipples until they peaked, then kissed one, bit the other, and watched me shiver.

He tugged my skirt down. No panties.
He dropped to his knees and kissed the inside of my thigh.

“You smell like you’ve been thinking about me for years.”

Then he licked me.

His tongue was slow. Flat. Deliberate.
He worked me with lazy precision—circling my clit, then sucking it harder. His fingers slid inside, curling just right, unlocking something deep and aching.

I moaned, loud and raw.

“Right there—fuck—Adam—oh god…”

I came fast. Hard. My thighs trembled around his head, my hands gripping his hair, my vision swimming.

I collapsed back, still shaking.

He lay on the bed, stroking himself slowly.

“Climb on,” he said. “And look at the camera while you take it.”

I straddled him, guided his cock to my entrance, and slid down—inch by inch, gasping as he filled me completely.

He groaned. “Tighter than I remember.”

I started slow—grinding my hips, letting him feel every inch. His hands gripped my ass, helping me bounce harder, faster, until the wet slap of skin echoed through the room.

I leaned back, eyes on the phone.

“Do you see how deep he’s inside me?” I whispered, voice breathless. “I haven’t cum like this in years.”

“Fuck,” Adam growled. “Talk to the camera. Tell your husband.”

I moaned louder. “This pussy’s yours. He’s never filled me like this. Never made me scream the way you do.”

I came again—violently. My body jerked. Pussy clenched. My moans breaking into sobs.

He flipped me onto my back and pounded into me, fast and rough. His hands pinned my wrists to the mattress.

“Gonna cum inside you,” he said. His breath was hot in my ear. His cock twitching deep inside me.

“Yes,” I begged. “Fucking fill me.”

He groaned, thrust once more, and emptied himself inside me. Hot. Deep. Full.

We didn’t speak for a moment.
Just breathing. Dripping. Watching the red light still blinking.

He kissed my neck. Bit my shoulder softly.

“Fuck, that felt so good,” he whispered with a crack in his voice.

—

That night, I slipped into bed beside Alex.
He was asleep already. Breathing soft. The glow of the baby monitor lit his face.

I plugged in my AirPods. Pulled up the video. Pressed play.

There I was—riding Adam, soaked, moaning, whispering things I’d never say to the man sleeping beside me.

I slid my hand into my panties.

I came again. Quietly. Shaking.

I never once looked at Alex.
Not even when he turned in his sleep and draped an arm over my waist


?? Confession 13: "He Fucked Me in the Next Room While My Husband Was on Zoom"

Name: Isabelle V.
Location: Portland, Oregon

My husband works from home now.

Which means I’ve learned to be quiet. To schedule orgasms around his calendar. To keep my legs closed when the door’s cracked and he’s in a button-down shirt, pretending to care about quarterly reviews and engagement metrics.

Which is probably why, when Noel texted me out of nowhere and said:

“Bet I could make you cum in less than five minutes without anyone in your house knowing.”

…I replied.

“Prove it.”

I hadn’t seen Noel since I married Daniel.

He was my before. The kind of man you don’t bring home for Sunday dinner. Too tall. Too confident. Voice deep enough to fuck you through the phone. Cock thick enough to ruin everything that came after.

He’d fucked me in public restrooms, car hoods, dark parks—anywhere I let him destroy me. He was chaos. Wild and selfish. Addictive.

My parents hated him.
My therapist warned me.
So I married Daniel instead.
Logical. Sweet. Financially sound. Vanilla.

But when I opened the front door that afternoon in gray loungewear and saw Noel’s smile?

My whole body remembered what my brain had buried.

Daniel was in the study on a Zoom call.
I could hear his voice drifting down the hall. “If we restructure the team in Q3…”

I locked the bedroom door quietly behind us.

Noel stepped inside. He didn’t touch me at first. He looked me up and down—bare feet, loose joggers, tank top with no bra. My nipples were already hard. My breath already short.

“You look married,” he said with a crooked grin. “Still got that needy little mouth though?”

I shivered.

He leaned in, kissed me—slow, but not sweet. His tongue slid in, rough and greedy. One hand gripped the back of my neck. I moaned before I meant to.

“Shhh,” he whispered. “Don’t want your hubby hearing you get used like a slut.”

“Shut up,” I retorted but I dropped to my knees on instinct.

He unzipped. Pulled his cock out—thick, veined, heavy with memory. My mouth watered.

I licked the head, soft and slow. Swirled my tongue around it. Then I slid him between my lips, inch by inch. Deeper. Wetter. Throat opening.

He groaned. “Still suck like you’re starved for it.”

I moaned around him, spit slick at the corners of my mouth. My hands braced against his thighs. He cupped the back of my head and fucked my mouth gently, letting me choke, gag, whimper.

My panties were soaked. My pussy throbbed from nothing but the taste of him.

“You hear him?” Noel asked softly. “Talking about productivity while you choke on another man’s cock?”

I nodded, cheeks flushed, eyes watering.

He pulled out—lips wet, cock dripping.

“Bed. Now.”

I peeled off my joggers and tank, crawled onto the bed on all fours.

He spread me open with one hand. Slid two fingers in with ease.

“Jesus, baby,” he muttered. “You’re dripping.”

He pressed his cock to my entrance and pushed inside—slow, deep, deliberate.

My jaw dropped. My back arched. I almost screamed.

He leaned over, his lips against my ear.

“Your husband’s thirty feet away, and I’m balls-deep in the pussy he thinks is his.”

He fucked me slow at first—long, stretching thrusts that filled every inch. His cock dragged along every nerve, thick and merciless.

The pressure built fast. I rocked back into him. My hands clenched the sheets.

“Harder,” I whispered.

“Say please.”

“Please fuck me—please—”

He gripped my hips, slammed into me. Faster. Rougher. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room like thunder beneath the murmur of a business meeting.

From the study, I heard Daniel again.

“Let’s table that discussion for Monday...”

And I came.
Hard.

My body jerked. My legs trembled. I screamed into the pillow, soaking it, trying not to let the walls carry my guilt.

Noel wasn’t finished.

He flipped me over, shoved my knees to my chest, and drove back inside me. Deeper. Brutal. His sweat hit my skin in beads. His cock pounded me into silence.

“You want me to cum in you?” he growled. “You wanna walk out there dripping while he ends his call?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Fucking fill me—”

He buried himself, groaned deep, and came. Thick, hot spurts inside me. His cock pulsed, his breath stuttered, and I felt it leak instantly.

We lay there for a moment. Tangled. Sticky. Breathing hard.

No words.

Just the echo of Daniel’s voice on the other side of the house.

—

Ten minutes later, I walked into the kitchen.

Daniel was pouring coffee, still in his dress shirt and headset, prepping for his next call.

“Everything okay?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said, smiling. “Just needed a little break.”

I felt the cum leaking into my panties as I kissed his cheek.


?? Confession 14: "He Took Me Against the Window in Paris"

Name: Alessandra D.
Location: Paris, France (Originally from Chicago, IL)

I didn’t go to Paris to be unfaithful.
I went for work. For quiet. For perspective.
For the version of myself I hadn’t touched in years.

What I found was him.

Leo.
The man I loved before I knew what love really was.
The man who once kissed me in the middle of a thunderstorm and said he wanted to taste me for the rest of his life.
The man I promised I’d marry—before I let my family convince me he was too wild, too unstable, too French.

We hadn’t spoken in eight years.
And then I saw him. A rainy Wednesday. A dim café on Rue Oberkampf.
He was sitting by the window, reading Les Fleurs du mal, like the heartbreak he left me with had never happened.

He looked older. Sharper. Still devastating.
Leather jacket. A cigarette tucked behind one ear. A glass of red on the table.

He looked up.

Our eyes met.

He smiled.

And just like that, I was twenty-three again—reckless, hungry, and already wet.

We didn’t even pretend it was innocent.

We sat at the bar. Two glasses of red. His fingers brushed mine once—casual, electric. The tension between us pulsed like a second heartbeat.

“You’re married now,” he said, eyes flicking to my ring.

I nodded.

“Do you love him?”

I paused. Took a slow sip.
“He’s good to me.”

Leo leaned in. His voice was soft, rough, edged in memory.

“I never wanted to be good to you.”
His eyes searched mine.
“I wanted to ruin you.”

—

I followed him to his flat in the Marais.

I barely remember the cab ride. Only the way his hand rested high on my thigh the entire time, thumb tracing soft circles against the inside of my leg. The lights of the city blurred behind rain-streaked windows.

Inside, the flat smelled like cedar and espresso. The windows were tall. The lighting dim. The city shimmered outside the glass like a secret.

He took my coat and hung it slowly, his hand grazing the curve of my ass.

I turned to him. My heart thudding in my chest.

We didn’t speak.

He kissed me.

Not sweet.
Not soft.
Just heat and hunger and eight years of silence colliding at once.

His mouth crushed mine. Open. Wet. Full of tongue and tension. He pinned me to the wall, fingers tugging at my blouse, pulling it off in one quick movement. My bra followed. My nipples tightened instantly in the cool air.

“You still wear perfume behind your knees,” he whispered, kissing down my back. “Just like before.”

He sank to his knees. Unzipped my trousers. Pulled them down along with my panties.

I was bare. Exposed. Already throbbing.

And then his mouth was on me.

His tongue was velvet and filth. He licked me from behind, slow and full, then sucked my clit with pressure that made my thighs quake.

“You taste the same,” he murmured. “Sweet. Wet. Mine.”

He slid two fingers inside me, curling them deep, stroking just right.
My head hit the wall.
I moaned his name. Half-English, half-French. All sin.

I came fast. Hard. My legs trembled around his face as he devoured me. My pussy clenched around his fingers. My orgasm tore through me with years of tension behind it.

He stood. His lips glistened. His pupils dark.

He grabbed my hand and led me to the window.

It was tall and wide.
The city glowed beneath it.
The Eiffel Tower sparkled in the distance.

He bent me over the sill. My breasts pressed to the cold glass. My breath fogged it instantly.

“Let them watch,” he said.

He unzipped, pulled out his cock—thick, flushed, leaking at the tip.

He dragged it through my folds, slow and deliberate.

“You ready for it?” he asked, voice ragged.

I nodded, panting. “Yes. Please—fuck me.”

He slid into me. Deep. Heavy. Stretching me open until I gasped.

“Still tight,” he hissed. “Still fucking perfect.”

He began to move—slow at first. Controlled.
The rhythm of his hips matched the quiet city sounds outside.
Distant sirens. Soft voices. Paris breathing just beyond the glass.

His hands gripped my waist, then slid up to cup my breasts—squeezing, pinching, rolling my nipples between his fingers.

“God, this view,” he groaned. “You—my cock inside you—your tits against the window—”

He fucked me harder.
The sound of skin slapping filled the flat.
The window fogged completely. My moans echoed in the glass.

“You belong here,” he growled. “Bent over my window. Leaking down your thighs.”

My orgasm built again—sharp, pulsing.

“Cum for me,” he said, slapping my ass. “Let your husband hear you scream my name.”

And I did.

I shattered.
Body shaking. Pussy squeezing him tight. My cry loud enough to float into the rainy street below.

He pulled out, gripped himself, and came across my back.
Hot, thick ropes spilling over my skin. My thighs. My ass.

I stood there, trembling.
Dripping.
Wrecked.

Leo kissed the back of my neck.

“I told you I’d ruin you,” he whispered.

—

That night, I FaceTimed my husband from the hotel bathtub.
I told him Paris was beautiful. That I missed him. That I’d seen the Eiffel Tower from a distance.

I wore a towel.
Under the water, I was still sore.
Still dripping.

Still full of the man I once left behind.


?? Confession 15: “I Mailed Him My Panties Before I Let Him Ruin Me”

Name: Naomi F.
Location: Minneapolis, MN



I didn’t expect him to reply.

It had been almost four years since we last spoke. Since I blocked his number, burned his letters, and let my therapist convince me he was a phase I’d outgrown.

But then I saw a pair of red lace panties at a boutique downtown — delicate, sheer, whisper-thin. And the moment I touched them, I thought of Luca.

How he used to rip them. Stuff them into my mouth while he fucked me from behind. Smell them when he thought I wasn’t watching.

I bought them. Wore them. Slept in them. Came in them. Twice.
Then I slipped them into a padded envelope, no return address, and mailed them to Brooklyn.

Inside was a note, scribbled in black ink:

“Tell me you still know what to do with these.”



He texted me two days later.

“You’re a sick little wife. Book your ticket. One night only.”



I told my husband I was flying to San Diego for a leadership seminar.
He kissed me goodbye at the airport.
I came in the cab to the hotel just from the anticipation.



Luca met me in the lobby wearing black jeans and a charcoal coat. His hair was a little longer. His eyes a little colder.

But his voice still made my spine melt.

“Let’s not pretend you came here to talk,” he said, watching me in the elevator’s reflection.

He didn’t even wait for the door to fully close. He grabbed me by the throat, pushed me against the mirrored wall, and kissed me like he wanted to erase the last four years from my mouth.

“You flew all this way to be fucked like a slut,” he growled. “And I’m gonna give you what you came for.”



His hotel room was dark, high up, glass windows overlooking the city.
He locked the door behind us, tossed my bag aside.

Then he opened a drawer.

He pulled out the red lace panties I mailed him. Still damp. Still stained.

“Been jerking off to these for two days,” he said. “You want me to make them wet again?”

I nodded, breathless.

He tossed them at me. “Put them in your mouth.”

I obeyed.

The lace tasted like lust and memory.

He undressed me slowly. Peeled off my dress, bra, heels — leaving me in nothing but the thin, soaked scrap of red between my lips. His eyes devoured me.

“You missed being used,” he said. “Admit it.”

I mumbled through the panties, trembling.

He dragged his thumb down between my breasts, over my stomach, between my thighs. His fingers slipped into my wet heat like a promise.

“Soaked already,” he said. “Just from being told what to do.”

He shoved two fingers deep inside, curling, grinding his palm into my clit.

“Keep that lace in your mouth and cum on my hand.”

I came fast, twitching around his fingers, moaning into the silk in my mouth. He pulled out slowly and licked them clean.

“Still taste like fucking heaven.”



He pushed me down to my knees.

Pulled his cock out — thick, long, hard.

I moaned, panties still between my teeth.

“Take it out,” he said.

I dropped the lace. Wrapped my hand around him. Licked from base to tip, slow, wet, hungry.

“Open wide.”

I did.

He slid his cock into my mouth slowly, letting me feel the stretch. Then he grabbed my hair and fucked my face — hard, deep. I gagged. Spit ran down my chin. My mascara streaked.

“You gonna let me cum on that pretty face like I used to?” he groaned.

I tried to say yes with a mouth full of cock. He pulled out just in time, stroked once, twice—then came across my lips, my chin, my tongue.

I swallowed everything he gave me.



“On the bed,” he ordered. “Face down, ass up.”

He tied my wrists to the headboard with his tie. No condom. No warning.

He shoved into me with a growl, cock stretching me open, hips slamming against my ass.

“Fuck,” he hissed. “This pussy still belongs to me.”

I moaned into the pillow as he fucked me — deep, brutal, punishing.

He gripped my throat. Pulled my head back.

“You gonna take all of it?”

“Yes,” I choked out. “Please—don’t stop—”

He spanked me. Again. Harder. My skin burned. My walls fluttered.

I came a second time — soaking him, screaming his name.

He didn’t stop until he pulled out, flipped me over, and fucked me again — missionary, deep and slow this time, staring into my eyes.

"You ever think about leaving him?" he asked, thrusting hard.

"All the time," I whispered.

He groaned and came inside me — warm, pulsing, flooding me.



I left at 5 a.m.
Panties still stuffed in my purse.
Pussy still aching.

My husband met me at the airport with coffee and a smile. Told me I looked tired.

I said I worked hard.

And I had.


?? Confession 16: “He Always Knew I Needed More”

Name: Veronica T.
Location: Houston, TX

When my husband asked if I’d heard from Jaxon lately, I lied.

I said no.

Even though the night before, I was bent over the edge of the bathtub, one hand between my legs, the other gripping my phone, playing his voice note on repeat:

“Still let that man kiss you goodnight with a pussy full of regret?”

Jaxon was the one man who knew every twisted part of me.
The one who’d made me cum with a collar around my neck, my ankles cuffed, my toes in his mouth.
The man I left after he fucked one of my closest friends—and didn’t even try to deny it.

That was years ago.
We hadn’t spoken since.

Then last week, I got a DM.

Short. Direct. Filthy.

“I’m single. No drama. And I still dream about drinking your piss while you ride my face.”

I came in my office chair, legs trembling, one hand over my mouth, headphones in.
The thrill was instant.
Familiar.
Feral.

Evan—my husband—is sweet. Kind. Gentle in that way people describe when they’re really just saying "safe."
He folds laundry without being asked.
He makes me tea when I have cramps.
He won't kiss me after sex.

He once looked horrified when I asked him to slap my ass harder.

He doesn’t know what I keep in the box under the guest bed.
The leash Jaxon used to walk me through the apartment.
The toe ring he sucked off during a 3 a.m. thunderstorm.
A Polaroid of me—mouth open, tongue out, covered in cum, smiling.

That’s not the woman Evan married.

But it’s the one I’ve never stopped being.

—

We met at a hotel just outside the city.
Not the downtown type.
No champagne flutes. No spa robes. No soft jazz.

There were mirrors on the ceiling.
A drain in the tiled floor.
A bench with leather straps.

I knocked once.
He opened the door. I stood there in heels, and nothing under my trench coat.

“Still filthy,” he said, grinning. “Good.”

He stepped aside. I walked in.

The room smelled like leather and tobacco. The walls were dark. The lighting warm. He shut the door and locked it.

“I want everything,” I said softly.

He came closer. Touched my cheek. My neck. Then slid his hand between my thighs.

“You’re already dripping,” he murmured. “You miss being my toy.”

“I want to be your slut again,” I whispered.

He didn’t undress me. He pushed the coat open and dropped me to my knees.

Unzipped.

His cock was thick, flushed, hard. I licked the head slowly—tasting the years between us. Then I took him in. Deep. My throat fluttered, spit running down my chin. My mascara smeared instantly.

“Keep your tongue out,” he said. “I want to see it.”

He fucked my mouth slowly, deliberately. I gagged. Moaned. Choked.
He pulled out. A thread of spit connected us.

“On the bed. Face down.”

I obeyed.

He tied my wrists to the corners with red silk. Traced a finger down my back.

“You remember the rules?” he asked.

I nodded.

“Use your safeword if you’re scared. Otherwise, you take what I give you.”

His mouth went straight to my ass.
His tongue—hot, slow, filthy—worked into me. His fingers spread me wider.
Then he spit. Rubbed it in. Slapped me once.
I moaned. Loud.

He moved under me and began to eat my pussy like he was trying to erase time.

“You taste better than I remember,” he growled.

He sucked my clit hard, relentless, until I came—shuddering, crying out, soaking his face.

He didn’t let me rest.

“Get on your knees. Over the tub.”

The bathroom was dim. Steam clung to the mirror from the shower he’d just taken.
He guided me over the edge of the tub, bent me forward, held my hair.

“Let it go, baby. Give me everything.”

I did.

I let the stream go, shaking as I pissed over him. He moaned beneath me. Drank. Licked the drips from my thighs.

“You nasty little angel,” he murmured. “I’m gonna fuck the soul out of you now.”

He stood. Slammed into me.

Raw. Deep. Unforgiving.

His cock drove into me with each breath. His hips brutal. His hands everywhere—pulling, squeezing, owning.

I screamed.
Begged.
Clawed the porcelain.

“Whose pussy is this?” he snarled.

“Yours—fuck—it’s yours—please—don’t stop—”

He pulled out. Threw me to the bedroom floor. Climbed over me. Shoved back in while I lay on my back, legs high, mouth open.

He spit into it.

I swallowed.

He came inside me—deep, pulsing, thick.

I felt it flood me. Spill. Drip.

He didn’t leave me. He kissed the tops of my toes. One by one. Sucked them softly.

“You’re home now,” he whispered.

—

Back at my real home, Evan was asleep when I slipped into bed.

He stirred once. Smiled.

“You smell good,” he mumbled.

I kissed his forehead.

“I needed to feel something,” I whispered.

He didn’t wake up.

But Jaxon did.

?? Confession 17: “I Wore His Boxers Home”

Name: Natalie W.
Location: Atlanta, GA

He never knocks.
Not now. Not after what we’ve done.

Shane knows the code to my building.
He knows when my husband’s out of town.
And he knows exactly how I like to be taken—right after I shower, skin warm, lotion fresh on my thighs, lips still tasting like mouthwash and sin.

I’d texted him three words earlier that day:

“I can’t behave.”

He responded with a voice note.
The sound of him unzipping his pants. A low groan. One word:

“Don’t.”

When he walked into the apartment, I was wearing nothing but one of my husband’s white button-downs and ankle socks. My hair was damp. No panties. Nipples tight beneath thin cotton.

Shane didn’t speak.

He closed the door and leaned back against it, eyes dragging over me—slow, possessive. Like he was remembering every inch of skin under that shirt.

“You gonna give me that look all night,” he said, “or you gonna crawl over here and earn what you came for?”

My knees hit the hardwood instantly.

His cock was already hard as he pulled it out. Thick, long, flushed dark with blood. My mouth watered just from the sight of it.

I wrapped my fingers around the base, thumb teasing the underside. Then I licked—slow, teasing—just the head, letting him feel my tongue before I took him deeper.

He groaned. “You missed this dick.”

“I think about it when he’s inside me,” I whispered. “But it’s never the same.”

I slid him into my mouth—inch by inch—until I gagged. Spit dripped from my lips, down to the floor. He tangled his fingers in my hair and started to fuck my throat with long, steady thrusts.

“You swallow it all, baby, or I make you wear it.”

I moaned around him. Obedient. Filthy. Desperate.

He pulled out just in time—stroking himself once, twice—and came across my lips, my chin, thick and hot. I caught what I could on my tongue. Swallowed.

He wiped my mouth with his thumb.

“On the couch. Legs up.”

I laid back. He didn’t bother taking his shirt off.

Two fingers pushed inside me without warning.

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

He rubbed tight, relentless circles on my clit while his fingers curled deeper. My back arched. I bucked into his hand.

“You gonna make a mess on my couch again?”

“Y-yes—fuck—Shane—don’t stop—”

He dropped to his knees. Sucked my clit into his mouth. Licked me hard and fast until I shattered—moaning, shaking, soaking his face.

He stood, grabbed my ankles, pulled me to the edge, and shoved his cock inside me in one brutal stroke.

I screamed.

He fucked me hard. Deep. Fast. His hips slammed against mine, his breath ragged.

“You ever let your husband fuck you like this?”

I shook my head, biting my lip.

He slapped my face once. Not cruel. Just enough to remind me who I belonged to.

“Didn’t think so.”

He flipped me onto my stomach. Pulled my hips up. Slammed back in.

The sound of skin on skin echoed through the apartment.

I came again. And again. My body shaking. My voice breaking. My pussy fluttering around him, drenched.

He stayed inside me while he came—deep and loud. I felt every pulse, every spill.

When he pulled out, he sat back, breathing hard. Then stood and tossed me a pair of his basketball shorts.

I reached for my panties.

“No,” he said. “Wear these.”

He stepped closer, held the boxers open.

“Still wet from me. Put ’em on.”

I stepped into them. Pulled them up over sore thighs.
The fabric was soft. Warm. Damp from my cunt and his cum.

He pulled me close. Kissed my neck.

“Go home like that. Let him smell me when you kiss him goodnight.”

—

I left with no bra. No panties. Just Shane’s boxers under my jeans.

My pussy still throbbed as I sat in traffic.

When I walked through the door, my husband was in the kitchen stirring pasta sauce.

He smiled. Kissed my cheek.

“You’re glowing,” he said.

I smiled back. Silent. Legs pressed tight together.

His boxers were still damp between my thighs.
And I didn’t plan on taking them off.


?? Confession 18: “He Smelled Like the Night I Left Him”

Name: Juliette C.
Location: Boston, Massachusetts



It was a Friday when I saw him again.

Ryan.

The man I’d walked out on six years earlier after two years of the best sex—and the worst fighting—of my life.
He had this way of dragging the truth out of me with just a look. I was never safe around him. Never clean. He knew every version of me, even the ones I hid under pearls and dinner reservations.

I’d left him because I couldn’t stop loving him.
And now I was married. Settled. The kind of life you can photograph.

My husband, Charles, runs a boutique law firm. He tells me I’m beautiful even when I forget to take off my makeup before bed. We sleep in matching pajamas.

And yet… the moment I saw Ryan again—walking into the bookstore café on Boylston with a black leather jacket and the same cocky slouch—I felt it all unravel.

His eyes met mine.
And he smiled, just once. Like he never stopped expecting me.



We made small talk. At first.

Coffee. Travel. Family.

But the air between us was tight.
Unspoken heat pressed in around every glance, every laugh that lingered too long.

He leaned in at one point, fingers grazing mine on the table.

“You still do that thing when you lie,” he said.

“What thing?”

“You play with your necklace.” He looked down. “And you’ve been doing it since I walked in.”

I dropped my hand instantly.

He smiled.

“You’re not happy.”

“I’m married.”

He shrugged. “That’s not what I asked.”



I didn’t plan to go back to his place.
But I did.

His apartment was above a bar. Still smelled like old wood and bourbon. The windows were open, curtains fluttering in the spring air.

He poured scotch. I didn't drink it.

Instead, I stood in front of the mirror and watched him come up behind me. His hands were warm on my waist, his mouth brushing the shell of my ear.

“You wore this dress for me.”

It was true.

Tight black. Backless. No bra. No panties.

I shivered as his hand slid around, cupping my breast. My nipple tightened instantly beneath his palm.

“I missed your skin,” he whispered, dragging his tongue along my shoulder. “I missed how fucking soft you are.”



He turned me around, slowly, and kissed me.

God—his mouth.
I’d forgotten how he kissed. Like he was trying to find something in me. Tongue deep, lips firm, fingers in my hair.

I moaned into it before I meant to. My knees went weak.

He dropped to his knees, right there on the hardwood.

“Spread your legs for me.”

I did.

He pushed the dress up. His breath hit my inner thighs first—hot, deliberate. Then his tongue.

A slow, upward lick, right through my folds.
Then another.
And another.

“Still so fucking wet for me,” he murmured.

His hands gripped my ass. His tongue flicked my clit, slow at first, then tighter, faster.

I gasped—hands gripping his hair, thighs trembling.

“Don’t stop. Please—Ryan—”

He groaned against my pussy, sucking harder, fingers sliding inside me.

I came hard, hips jerking, breath broken, thighs slick with everything I’d kept from him all these years.



He stood. His cock was already out—thick, hard, leaking. He stroked it once, twice.

“Get on the bed. On your stomach.”

I crawled onto the mattress, the dress still bunched at my waist. My skin still tingled from his tongue.

He climbed over me, pressed the head of his cock to my entrance—and slid in, slow, deep, full.

I moaned. Loud.

He fucked me just like he used to—deep, rough, purposeful. His hips slapping my ass, his cock stretching me until I forgot every clean, quiet, married thing about my life.

“You gonna cum again for me?” he growled.

“Y-yes—fuck—I’m so close—”

He reached around, rubbed my clit, fingers quick and cruel. I screamed as I came, pussy pulsing, legs shaking, tears stinging my eyes.

He pulled out just before he came. Grabbed my hair. Turned my face toward him.

“Open your mouth.”

I did. Tongue out.

He stroked once more and groaned, thick ropes of cum landing on my tongue, my lips, dripping down my chin.

I swallowed everything. Every filthy drop.



I didn’t stay the night.

I kissed his shoulder. Slid my dress back down.
Walked out barefoot, heels in my hand.

Charles was asleep when I got home.
I slipped quietly into bed, my thighs still sticky, my mouth still tasting of Ryan.

And when I closed my eyes, I smiled


?? Confession 19: “I Let Him Film Everything”

Name: Bianca L.
Location: Chicago, IL



It started with a message at 2:13 a.m.

“You ever watch yourself get fucked?”

I stared at it in the dark, my husband’s warm body curled beside mine. His breathing was soft. Steady. Predictable.

I typed back with shaking fingers:

“No.”

His response came seconds later.

“That’s the problem.”



Alec and I hadn’t spoken in five years.

He was the one who used to hold a mirror up while I rode him—made me look at what I did to him. The man who used to whisper you’re built to be watched. The man who once filmed me cumming on his tongue without asking, and made me watch it while I rode his face again.

I left him because it scared me how much I liked it.
I married a man who never once asked for a photo.



The plan was simple. One night. A hotel room on the river. Nothing soft.

He opened the door shirtless, camera already mounted on a tripod across the room.

“You’re late,” he said.

I stepped in, let my coat drop to the floor.

I wore a thin nude body stocking—no bra, no panties—just the outline of everything beneath.

His eyes dragged down my body like he was starving.

“Still a fucking dream,” he said.



He walked me to the center of the room, framed me with the camera, then stepped back and hit record.

The red light blinked.
My pulse surged.

“You ready to be seen again?”

“Yes,” I whispered. “Show me.”



He circled me slowly. Hands grazing my hips, up over my stomach, cupping my breasts. He twisted my nipples until I gasped.

“Look straight into the lens,” he said. “Let them see what kind of wife you are.”

I held my gaze steady. My thighs trembled.

He knelt behind me and spread my legs. Pulled the body stocking aside. Then buried his face in my pussy.

“Fuck—Alec—”

His tongue was hot, wet, relentless. He licked me open, slow at first, then faster, flicking my clit while his fingers slid inside, curling perfectly.

I came too fast—back arching, eyes wide, legs shaking in full view of the camera.

“Good,” he growled. “Now take your place on the bed.”



He adjusted the tripod. Zoomed in. Focused.
I lay back, thighs wide, pussy still wet and pulsing.

He stripped slowly, deliberately. Cock thick and hard, precum shining. He stroked it in front of the camera.

“You want this on tape?”

“Yes.”

“You want your husband to see how you really fuck?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I want him to watch you fuck me better than he ever has.”



He crawled between my thighs, rubbed his cock against my slick folds, and pushed in.

Slow. Deep. So full.

My mouth dropped open. My hands gripped the sheets.

“You’re so fucking wet for me.”

He started thrusting—slow, hard strokes.
The sound of it—wet, raw, perfect—filled the room.

He pulled my legs up, pressed them back, opened me wide to the lens.

“Let them see that pretty cunt stretching.”

I moaned louder. My pussy clenched.

“You gonna cum again for the camera?”

“Yes—yes—fuck—”

He reached down, rubbed my clit as he fucked me deep. I screamed, body convulsing, orgasm tearing through me.

He didn’t stop.

Flipped me. Bent me over. Slammed into me from behind.

“That’s it, baby. Look into the lens while I fill you up.”

I turned my face to the camera.

“Watch him fuck me,” I whispered. “Watch what I do for him.”

He came inside me with a growl—thick, pulsing heat flooding my pussy.

The camera caught every second.



After, I sat in his lap while he showed me the footage.

I watched myself ride him. Suck him. Cum for him.

I watched my own eyes roll back as he spilled inside me.

I watched myself say:

“He’s never made me feel like this.”



I didn’t ask for a copy.
He sent it anyway.

And later that week, I watched it again—in my marital bed.
One AirPod in. Husband sleeping beside me.

My hand between my thighs.
My own moans in my ear.


?? Confession 20: “He Posted It and I Watched Myself Cum”

Name: Vanessa G.
Location: San Diego, CA



I used to think I had limits.
Boundaries. Standards.

But all of that burned the second Elias walked back into my life.

He was the kind of man who looked at you like he already knew how you tasted. Who fucked with his whole body—like he had something to prove. He used to call me his exhibitionist, back when I’d let him bend me over barstools in public bathrooms, cum on my face in the parking lot, and dare me to walk home dripping.

I left him for someone safer.

Connor, my husband, is a gentle man.
A structured man.
He doesn’t yell. He doesn’t grab. He never calls me names in bed.

He also doesn’t know I let my ex film me cumming on his cock.

Or that now… everyone can see it.



It started with a message from Elias.

“Posted it. Anonymous. DarkNet. No face. But your pussy? Unforgettable.”

I froze.

My mouth went dry.

“You what?”

“You’re welcome.”

I should have screamed. Blocked him. Threatened him.
But instead… I opened the link.

And watched.



It was all there.

Me—on my knees.
Eyes glassy. Spit dripping from my chin.
Taking every inch of his cock down my throat while he whispered, “That’s it, show them how good married pussy behaves.”

Then the fucking.
Brutal. Loud. Shameless.

My face was never shown. But my voice—raw, broken—left no doubt.

“Fill me,” I’d begged.
“Make me drip.”

And he did.



The first time I watched it, I came in under a minute.

My panties pushed aside. Two fingers in. The other hand clamped over my mouth so my husband wouldn’t hear me gasping beside him.

The second time… I watched it on the big screen in the guest room. Sound up. Vibrator pressed deep.

The third time, I started fantasizing about more.



I told Elias to meet me again.

Same hotel. Same camera. This time, I looked into the lens and said:

“If you’re watching this, thank you for cumming to me.”

He fucked me harder this time—knowing he had an audience.

He spread me open and talked to the camera while I came.
Called me his good little cum dumpster. His anonymous slut wife.
He came inside me, then zoomed in to show it leaking out.

I watched that clip at least a dozen times.



Then the messages started.

Men. Anonymous. Hungry.

“Whoever she is, she’s perfect.”
“The way she swallows cock—fuck.”
“Tell her I came three times watching her get filled.”

I read every one.

Soaking.



I pretend to be appalled.
I pretend not to know.

But I keep the clip saved in a hidden folder.
I keep a screen cap of my stretched pussy, dripping, just for myself.

And sometimes…
When my husband is gone…

I touch myself with the lights on.

And imagine the whole world watching.


?? Confession 21: “He Taught My Body Its Own Name”

Name: Priya R.
Location: Toronto, Canada



I married a man my parents adored.

Same culture. Same religion. Clean-shaven. Architect. Never raised his voice, never questioned me when I said I was “going to yoga,” even when I came home flushed, smelling like sweat and sin.

Arman is safe. He brings me jasmine tea and kisses my forehead every night.

But Zayn was the one who taught my body what it meant to burn.

We met in university. He was older. Tatted. A poet who boxed in the evenings and fucked like he didn’t believe in breathing. We’d meet in the back row of lectures just to touch under the desk. We once had sex in a temple parking lot.

My mother hated him. So I married someone else.

And for years, I didn’t hear from him.

Until one evening, sitting in my car outside a grocery store, I opened Instagram.

A DM.

“You still wear that gold toe ring?”

I hadn’t touched it in years. But I wore it that day.



I met him that Friday.
Downtown, in a rented condo with floor-to-ceiling windows that looked over the lake.

He opened the door shirtless. Gray sweats hanging low. Chest broader now. Beard thicker. But those same dark eyes that once watched me cum with my hands tied behind my back.

“You look like you forgot who you are,” he said, voice low.

“I did,” I whispered. “Remind me.”



He didn’t kiss me. Not at first.

He closed the door. Walked around me once, slow. Let his fingers trail down the back of my neck, down the zipper of my dress.

“You wore this for me?”

“Yes.”

“Did you wear anything underneath?”

I shook my head.

“Good girl.”

He unzipped it. The dress slid to the floor.

I stood there in nothing but my gold toe ring and heels.

His hands came next. Tracing every line, every curve. Fingertips grazing nipples already hard, trailing down to the slick heat between my thighs.

“You’re wet already.”

“I’ve been wet since your message.”



He sat on the edge of the couch and pulled me down onto his lap, facing him.

“Take my cock out,” he said.

I reached into his sweats, pulled him free—thick, hard, hot in my palm.

I stroked it slowly, my breath already shaky.

He grabbed the back of my neck and kissed me—finally—deep, filthy, tongue pushing into my mouth like he was claiming it.

Then he broke the kiss and whispered:

“Ride me. Let the city watch.”



I slid down onto him—slow, gasping, my pussy stretching around him, taking every thick inch.

“Oh—fuck—Zayn—”

His hands gripped my ass as I rocked into him. The sound of my skin slapping against his thighs filled the room. I bounced faster, sweat gathering at my spine.

“You missed this cock,” he growled.

“Yes—yes, I fucking missed it—”

He grabbed my hair and pulled my head back.

“Say it.”

“I missed how it stretches me. I missed how you fuck me like I’m yours.”

He thrust up into me, hard.

“You are mine.”



I came hard—legs trembling, breath breaking, pussy clenching tight around him.

But he wasn’t done.

He flipped me over onto the couch, face pressed into the cushions, and shoved back inside.
Harder. Deeper. Every stroke made my toes curl.

He reached around, rubbed my clit while he pounded into me.

I screamed his name.

“You think your husband could fuck you like this?” he hissed. “You think he even knows what this pussy needs?”

“No—no, only you—please—Zayn—”

He came inside me with a growl—hot, thick, flooding me so deep I felt it drip down my thighs as I collapsed under him.



I walked out wearing the same dress.

No panties. His cum still warm between my legs.

Back home, Arman was plating dinner. He smiled.

“Traffic bad?”

I kissed him gently. “It was worth it.”


?? Confession 22: “He Knew What Was Under the Polished Accent”

Name: Emilia K.
Location: London, UK



I suppose I’ve always had two lives.

One is curated. Elegant. Crisp white shirts, nude heels, and a job title that fits nicely beneath my name on embossed business cards.
I’m the woman who knows which fork to use at formal dinners. Who drinks her gin neat and walks in heels like she was born to.

And then there’s the version he knows.

The version who comes when her hair is pulled. Who bites pillows and moans into clenched fists. Who once let him take her over the desk in her father’s study, wedding ring still warm on her finger.

Luca.

Italian. Lethal. Gorgeous in that way that never softens.

He was my client once. A venture capital pitch. Tall, dark suit, no tie. Tattoos disappearing beneath his cuffs.
I knew the second he looked at me across that boardroom table that he would ruin the silk of my panties without ever touching them.

I also knew I’d let him.



We didn’t speak for a year after the deal closed.

Then he messaged me at midnight one Friday.
It simply said:

“Still play the good wife?”

I stared at it for five minutes. My husband, Thomas, was fast asleep beside me—mouth slightly open, chest rising and falling, reliable as a clock.

I slipped out of bed, walked barefoot to the guest bathroom, and replied.

“I still wear the heels you bought me. Nothing underneath.”



We met two nights later at the Bulgari Hotel in Knightsbridge. Room 706. Black marble floors. A single bottle of Barolo on the table, unopened.

I wore a long navy coat, buttoned to the neck.

When he opened the door, he didn’t speak.
He just stared. His eyes dragged down my body like fingers. Slow. Claiming.

“Strip,” he said softly.

I unbuttoned the coat. Let it fall.

Underneath: sheer black stockings, suspenders, no bra. My nipples already peaked from the cold. My thighs trembled.

“Turn around.”

I obeyed.

His palm landed on my arse—hard. The sound echoed.

“You missed this.”

I whispered, “Yes.”



He pressed me up against the cold mirror by the bar, one hand around my throat, the other sliding down between my legs.

“Soaked already,” he murmured, fingers sliding through my folds. “The posh accent’s always been the best lie.”

His fingers plunged inside me—two, then three—curling just right. I moaned, hands flattening against the glass.

“You ever think about me when he’s inside you?” he growled.

I nodded. “All the time.”

“You touch yourself to my voice?”

“Yes—please—Luca—”

He dropped to his knees, spreading my thighs.

“Keep your eyes open. Watch.”

His tongue met my clit—hot, slow, deliberate. He licked me like he owned me. Tongue teasing, then circling tighter, faster, fingers thrusting deeper until I cried out.

I came hard, legs shaking, my body crashing against the glass.

He didn’t stop.

He licked every drop, then stood and kissed me—mouth wet with my taste.



He carried me to the bed.

Tore off his shirt. Undid his belt. His cock was thick, veined, already leaking.

“You want it?”

“Yes.”

“Beg.”

“Please, Luca. I need to feel it. Inside me. Now.”

He shoved in hard. No warning. No sweetness.

I gasped—eyes wide—back arching as he stretched me open.

“Fucking tight,” he hissed. “Like your cunt’s been waiting for me.”

He fucked me like he was punishing me.
My heels dug into his back, fingers clawing his shoulders.

The room filled with the slap of skin. The headboard thudded against the wall. The air smelled like sweat and arousal and regret.

He flipped me over, face in the pillows, ass in the air.

Slid back inside and drove deep.

“You’re mine when you’re like this,” he growled. “Bent over. Used. Leaking.”

I came again. My pussy fluttered around him. My vision blurred.

He pulled out, grabbed my hair, and came across my back—thick, hot ropes of cum striping my spine.



Later, he knelt at my feet. Kissed the inside of my ankle.

“You never belonged to him,” he whispered. “Not really.”

I got dressed in silence. My thighs still trembling.
I left my panties on his pillow.



Thomas kissed my forehead when I got home. Asked if the client dinner went well.

I told him I’d been thoroughly taken care of.

And that night, I slept in nothing but the heels Luca bought me.


?? Confession 23: “The Way He Watched Me Bleed Power”

Name: Cassandra V.
Location: New York, NY



I hadn’t seen Dominic Hale in almost seven years.

Not since the night I told him I was marrying someone else.
Not since he stood on my doorstep, jaw clenched, eyes unreadable, and said nothing—just nodded once, like he knew the war was already lost.

Back then, he was all danger and damage and heat.
A storm I let inside me because he made me feel real.
Because he could make me beg in a language I didn’t even speak yet.

But I walked away.
I chose the man who made sense.

Now I wear the ring.
I host dinner parties. I sign contracts.
I smile through champagne toasts and empty sex with a man who hasn’t made me moan in years.

And then I saw Dominic again.

At a boardroom table in Midtown, half a city and half a decade away from who I used to be.

He was a consultant on the new acquisition. Brought in late. No warning.

Tailored charcoal suit. Black shirt, no tie. Same hands. Same scar along his jaw I once kissed in the dark.

The conference room went quiet when I entered—heels clicking, crimson silk blouse catching the light like a warning.

I felt him watching me before I saw him.

That stare.
Low. Heavy. Possessive.
Like he already knew the color of the lace under my blouse.

After the meeting, he waited.

Said my name like it still belonged to him.

“Cassandra.”

I didn’t let my voice shake.

“Mr. Hale.”

He smirked, just enough. “Still trying to convince the world you’re untouchable?”

I didn’t respond. I didn’t need to.
He already knew the answer.



We met again two weeks later.
Not in an office.
At the St. Regis bar. After hours.

He ordered bourbon, neat. I ordered gin. The same as always. The past tasted stronger than the alcohol.

“I thought you’d moved on,” he said.

“I thought you’d moved away.”

“I tried,” he said. “Didn’t stick.”

Neither of us mentioned my husband.

Until he leaned in, voice low, rough.

“You still scream when you cum?”

I froze.

He smiled.

“Didn’t think so.”



That night, I didn’t go home.

I took the elevator to the penthouse suite instead.

He followed. Quiet. Intent. The air between us charged like a fuse that never stopped burning.

Inside, I kicked off my heels. Slid my blouse from my shoulders. No bra. No shame.

“I don’t play games,” I said.

He stepped in close. “You just pretend you’re not still mine.”

Then he kissed me.

Hard. Brutal. Devouring.

He bit my bottom lip. Fisted my hair. Pressed me against the wall like he was staking a claim.

His hands were everywhere—palming my breasts, sliding down between my thighs, spreading me wide.

“Still soaked for me,” he muttered, fingers stroking through the slick mess he found. “Fuck, I missed this pussy.”

He dropped to his knees. Tore my skirt up. No panties.

His mouth was on me before I could breathe.

Tongue hot, practiced, obscene.

He licked me open like he was starving—long, slow laps that left me gasping, shaking, hips rolling into his face like I couldn’t help it.

“Don’t stop,” I whispered. “Please—Dominic—”

He growled, sucked my clit harder, slid two fingers inside, curled just right.

I came with a cry, fists knotted in his hair, thighs locking around his head.

He stood. Undressed slow. Cock thick, flushed, heavy in his palm.

“Get on the bed,” he ordered.

I crawled across the mattress. Laid back. Legs wide.

He climbed over me, pressed his cock to my entrance, and shoved in hard.

My mouth dropped open.

“You’re tighter than I remember,” he hissed. “Like no one’s filled you since me.”

“They haven’t.”

He fucked me hard.

Fast. Deep. Vicious.

The bed slammed into the wall. The room shook with every thrust. My voice broke on his name.

His hand wrapped around my throat. Not choking. Just holding. Like a reminder.

“You think I forgot how to ruin you?” he growled. “I could make you cum in thirty seconds.”

“You just did.”

He flipped me over. Pulled my hips up. Slammed back inside.

The slap of his body against mine echoed like applause. Like worship.

I came again. Legs trembling. Back arched. My body his to command.

“Say it,” he snarled.

“I’m yours,” I gasped. “Fucking yours.”

He pulled out. Grabbed my hair. Came across my back—thick, hot, spilling down my spine in messy ribbons.

I lay there. Ruined. Barely breathing.

He kissed my shoulder. Said nothing.



When I got home, my husband was in bed.

He didn’t wake.

I peeled off my blouse. Looked at the bruises blooming on my hips. The slick ache still between my thighs.

I didn’t shower.

I slid beneath the sheets and closed my eyes.

And I smiled.

Because Dominic still knew the name of the body I tried to bury.

And next time?

I want him to tie me up.

But I won’t ask.

I’ll wait for the moment he looks at me like I’m already bound.


?? Confession 24: “The Photographer Saw Through Me”

Name: Juliette R.
Location: Paris, France



I never meant to pose for him.
I never meant to fuck him again either.

But that’s what happens when the past walks in with a camera and a mouth that once made you beg in three languages.

I was engaged—to a man my parents adored, with the kind of last name that opened gallery doors and paid for custom stationery.
We were finalizing venue choices for the company’s new luxury development in the 7th. My job? Approve the lighting, smile for the press, pretend I hadn’t once let another man finger me under a Louvre stairwell.

The photographer was already on-site.

Étienne Laurent.

My ex.

The one who used to shoot me at dawn, naked but for heels and bruises.

The one who once made me cum three times in a darkroom and then told me to get dressed like nothing happened.

I hadn’t seen him in four years.
He was supposed to be living in Berlin.

But there he was—leaning against the wrought-iron balcony, cigarette between his fingers, camera slung carelessly over one shoulder.

The second our eyes met, I knew I was fucked.

Literally. Inevitably.

I wore white silk. Long sleeves. High neck. Pure. Untouched.
But his gaze dragged over it like it was already peeled off.
He didn’t smile.

He smirked.

That same smirk he used to wear when I’d drop to my knees and undo his belt with my teeth.

I kept walking. Pretending I didn’t feel my thighs press tighter.

I didn’t expect him to speak.
But he did.

“Juliette.” His voice still had that gravel. That Goddamn accent—Montmartre ruin and red wine.

I turned slowly. “Didn’t know you were still in Paris.”

“Didn’t know you’d forget how to say hello.”

My laugh was nervous. Defensive. “You’re still dramatic.”

“You’re still pretending.”

I swallowed. My ring finger felt too heavy. My skin too thin.

He took a step closer.

“I want to shoot you.”

I blinked. “You’re joking.”

His head tilted. “You always thought I was.”

I should’ve walked away.

Instead, I asked, “When?”



We met at his studio in Le Marais. Midnight.
Same building as before. Same cracked stone walls. Same terrible jazz bleeding through the old speakers.

I didn’t knock. He didn’t greet me.

He just opened the door, handed me a glass of wine, and adjusted the light.

I stood there, heart in my throat, eyes on the floorboards.

He turned the camera on.

I said nothing.

I slipped the silk dress off my shoulders like it had been waiting years to fall.

I was bare beneath. No bra. No panties.

Just me.

And him.

And the version of us we tried to bury.

His breath hitched. But he didn’t move.

He raised the lens.

“Touch yourself.”

My lips parted. “You’re not going to—?”

“Later,” he said. “I want to see if you still bloom when you think you’re alone.”

I lay back on the velvet chaise. Let my thighs fall open.

My fingers slid down. Found my clit.

I was soaked.

The camera shutter clicked.

I rubbed tight circles, hips rolling. The silence sharpened everything.

Then his voice cut through.

“Louder.”

I moaned. His name.

He exhaled like he’d waited years to hear it again.

The camera hit the floor.

And then he was on me.

Mouth on mine. Tongue deep. Hungry. Possessive.

His hands gripped my thighs, spreading me wide, mouth replacing my fingers, tongue plunging in, sucking my clit until I screamed.

I came. Hard. Shaking. Crying out into his kiss.

But he didn’t stop.

He never stopped.

He made me cum again—deeper this time. Legs trembling, eyes blurred.

Then he stood. Peeled off his shirt. Undid his jeans.

His cock was thick, heavy, veined, leaking.

“On your knees.”

I obeyed.

He pulled me forward. Slammed into me from behind.

I screamed—loud, raw, broken.

He fucked me hard. Fast. Punishing. The sound of our skin filled the room—wet, obscene, perfect.

“You think he knows what this body needs?” he hissed.

“No—Étienne—God—no one knows—”

He flipped me. Legs up. Cock deep.

Every thrust cracked something open in me.

“You belong to the lens,” he growled. “You always have.”

I came again. Soaking. Moaning. Gone.

Then—finally—he pulled out, stroked once, twice, and came all over my stomach.

Hot.

Endless.

Ruining.



I walked home barefoot. The dress balled in my fist.
My panties never left the studio.

My fiancé never asked where I’d been.

The next morning, I opened my inbox.
No subject line.

One image.

Me.
Fingers between my thighs. Head thrown back. Lips parted. Skin glowing.

The caption:

“The moment before you stopped pretending.”


?? Confession 25: “The Auction Room Wasn’t the Only Thing I Sold”
Name: Delilah A.
Location: Manhattan, NY

I wasn’t supposed to be there.

I’d sworn off black-tie events the day the divorce papers cleared. Ten years of smiling next to a man who cheated with the precision of a surgeon—I was done playing polite.

But the charity auction was for a cause I still believed in. Art therapy for incarcerated women. I’d donated before. And the dress was already tailored.

Midnight blue. Slit to the thigh. Backless. Silk so soft it felt like memory and sin at once.

I wore nothing underneath.

It wasn’t a statement.

It was an invitation.

And he noticed.

Not immediately. But eventually.

Julian Hart.

Hedge fund royalty. The kind of man who could bankrupt a country and still get invited to dinner by its prime minister. He stood by the Rembrandt print like he’d been painted into the room. Tux crisp. Collar open. Whiskey in one hand. Auction paddle in the other. Watching me like a man who already knew the outcome.

I moved toward him. Not because he was beautiful.

Because he looked dangerous and bored—and I wanted to be the thing that broke both.

“I don’t buy art,” I murmured, fingers grazing the marble display beside him.

He glanced at me. Slow. Bottom to top.

“What do you buy, then?”

“Time,” I said, sipping my champagne.

“Expensive commodity.”

“Only if it’s good.”

That smirk—slow and devastating—curled at the corner of his mouth.

“I happen to be very good.”

The lights dimmed for the next auction item. He leaned in, his voice a low brush against my jaw.

“Suite 1106. Four Seasons. Tonight.”

Then he turned and walked away.

—

The elevator ride was a slow kind of foreplay. Every floor a soft hum beneath my heels. My pulse was loud in my ears. I was already slick between my thighs, and I hadn’t even knocked yet.

The suite door opened before I touched it.

He was there—jacket off, sleeves rolled, glass in hand. Shirt undone at the collar. Barefoot.

The suite was low-lit, warm, the air scented with leather, wood, and heat.

“Take it off,” he said.

I dropped the coat.

His gaze lingered. Down my body. Paused at the swell of my breasts. The arch of my back. Between my thighs.

“No bra. No panties,” he murmured. “Just silk and nerve.”

He stepped behind me. Hands grazing my arms. Palms warm and certain. Breath hot against my ear.

“You wore this for me.”

“I wore it for someone who wouldn’t waste it.”

He pressed his lips to my throat.

“I’m going to ruin it.”

His hands dragged down the silk. Over my hips. The fabric slipped to the floor.

He turned me. Looked at me for a long, burning moment. Then kissed me.

Hard. Bruising. Possessive.

His hand tangled in my hair. The other slid between my legs. Fingers slipping easily through soaked heat.

“You’ve been wet since the auction,” he growled.

“Since I saw you.”

He backed me into the wall. Two fingers pushed inside, fast and deep. My head hit the plaster.

“You’re mine right now,” he said. “Understand?”

“Yes,” I gasped.

He fucked me with his hand until I was moaning into his chest, body trembling, thighs slick.

Then he spun me.

Bent me over the glass table.

One hand on my hip, the other pressing between my shoulders.

He pushed in.

Hard.

I screamed.

His cock filled me completely—thick, hot, brutal. My nipples grazed the cold table. My fingers clawed the glass.

“You feel that?” he hissed. “That’s what it feels like when someone earns it.”

He fucked me deep, relentless, breath hot against my spine. Each thrust a slap. My cunt soaked, stretched, aching.

His thumb found my clit. Circling fast, cruel, perfect.

I came hard. Gasping. Shaking. Pussy clenching around him like a vice.

He didn’t stop.

He flipped me onto my back, lifted my legs, and slid back in.

Deeper now. Slower. Watching my face as he dragged every inch through slick heat.

“You want more?” he asked.

“Yes—God—Julian—don’t stop—”

He fucked me into the table. Into submission. Into need.

When he came, it was with a grunt, pulling out just in time to paint my stomach with thick, hot ropes.

He smeared it with his fingers. Pressed them to my lips.

“Open.”

I sucked them in. Tasted myself. Tasted him. Swallowed.

—

I left just before dawn.

Coat buttoned. No heels. The silk dress folded over my arm, smelling like sex and surrender.

My ex-husband texted later—something about mail.

I didn’t answer.

I walked into my closet, found the ruined dress still damp with memory, and pressed it to my face.

And smiled.


?? Confession 26: “He Knew I Needed to Be Unmade”

Name: Alessandra M.
Location: Milan, Italy




I met him the night I should’ve been celebrating my engagement.

There was a dinner—forty guests, white roses, foie gras, and far too much Dom Pérignon.
My fiancé’s family sat like royalty at the center of it all—stoic, sharp, and endlessly proud of their empire of glass and steel.

I sat beside him, my hand on his, the ring heavy and wrong on my finger.
I wore custom Valentino—black velvet, high neck, long sleeves, slit to mid-thigh. It hugged my curves like a secret, but I felt numb beneath it.

He was seated across the room. Alone. No one spoke to him.

Nicolai Vetrovec.

Russian. Quiet. Former something—military, maybe. Maybe worse.
Now a business partner. Investor. Silent money with a reputation that made powerful men choose their words.

I noticed his gaze before I met his eyes.
It settled on me like possession. Calm. Patient. I felt the heat before I saw the fire.

And then he smiled.

Not wide. Just enough.

Like he knew he’d already won.



Later that night, I escaped the ballroom, slipped out to the terrace for air.

It was cool outside. The scent of jasmine and old marble hung in the darkness.

I turned—and he was already there. Hidden in shadow, back against the stone, watching me like he had every right.

“You don't look happy,” he said in low, accented English.

I didn’t flinch. “You don’t look surprised.”

He stepped forward. “You don’t belong to that man.”

“I wear his ring.”

“Rings are easy,” he said, eyes on my mouth. “They slide off.”



He didn’t touch me that night.

He didn’t have to.



He texted the next day. No greeting. No name.

11:30 PM. Palazzo Ravina. Room 504. Wear red. Bring nothing.

I should’ve deleted it.

Instead, I memorized it.



The Palazzo Ravina was discreet. The kind of place built for secret affairs and moneyed sins.

I arrived at 11:29. No luggage. No lingerie. Just skin under scarlet silk that clung like breath.

I stepped inside the suite. He was there. No jacket. Sleeves rolled. A glass of something dark in his hand.

He looked at me for a long moment. Said nothing.

Then:

“Close the door.”

I did.

“Turn around.”

I obeyed.

He crossed the room, stopped inches behind me. His breath grazed my neck, and I felt the heat of him before I heard the sound:

Rrrrrip.

He tore the dress down my back with one brutal stroke. The silk fluttered to my ankles.

“You followed orders,” he murmured, hands sliding over my bare ass, possessive and slow. “No bra. No panties. No lies.”

My heart pounded.

His fingers dipped between my thighs.

“Already wet. You came ready to be used.”

I gasped.

“I came ready to be ruined.”



He pushed me forward, palms on the edge of the velvet sofa, spine arched, legs spread.

The first spank was sharp. Loud. My cunt clenched instantly.

Again.

Again.

My skin bloomed pink under his palm. My pussy dripped onto the carpet.

Then his fingers were inside me—deep, fast, relentless. Curling just right. I moaned, breath hitching, legs trembling.

He knelt.

Licked up my slit, tongue slow and cruel.

“Don’t come,” he ordered.

But I couldn’t help it.

I cried out, body shuddering, waves crashing through me as he sucked my clit and finger-fucked me to ruin.

He stood. Pulled his cock free.

It was thick, long, hard. Veins throbbing.

“On your knees.”

I dropped.

He gripped my hair, guided his cock into my mouth. I opened wide. Let him fuck my throat while tears streamed down my cheeks.

“You’re beautiful like this,” he growled. “Messy. Silent. Owned.”

I moaned around him. Drool slipping down my chin. He held my head still, hips thrusting until he was deep enough I choked—and I loved it.



Then he lifted me. Threw me onto the bed like I weighed nothing.

Spread my thighs and slammed inside in one brutal thrust.

I screamed. The stretch burned. The fullness was perfect.

He fucked me like it was a sentence.

Hard. Deep. Unforgiving.

“You think you’re untouchable?” he snarled into my neck. “That ring doesn’t mean anything here.”

I scratched down his back, crying out as he thrust faster, harder, every inch pounding my cunt into submission.

He flipped me over. Fucked me from behind, my cheek pressed into the mattress, ass up, pussy wide and dripping.

He grabbed my wrists. Pulled them behind me. Fucked me like that—restrained, helpless, soaking.

I came again. Screaming. Shaking. Gushing down his cock.

He didn’t stop.

Not until he pulled out, grabbed my hair, and came across my chest—hot, sticky ropes painting my breasts and throat.

Then he kissed me.

Soft.

Slow.

Like he hadn’t just destroyed me.



I left before sunrise.

No words. No promises.

Just aching thighs, swollen lips, and silk clinging to my skin like a memory I’d never be able to wash off.



My fiancé kissed my cheek that morning.

He said I seemed… relaxed.

I told him Milan agreed with me.

And I wore red lipstick the rest of the week.



Let me know if you want to see her again. Maybe the ring stays on next time. Maybe Nicolai wants to fuck her while her fiancé calls.
Or maybe he brings a rope.
And doesn't let her leave.


?? Confession 27: “The Pianist Touched Me Before He Ever Laid a Finger on Me”

Name: Camille L.
Location: Vienna, Austria




I wasn’t expecting him to play that night.
The performance was meant to feature a rising violinist from Prague—a polite young prodigy with soft hands and an even softer presence. But she fell ill. And the maestro brought someone else.

He walked on stage like he didn’t care who was watching.
Dark grey suit. No tie. Shirt undone just enough. Hair unruly, like he’d run his fingers through it instead of a comb.

Aleksandr Voronov.
Russian. Thirty-nine. Brilliant.
And, according to whispered gossip in the box beside mine, utterly impossible.

He sat at the Steinway like it belonged to him—like the keys missed his fingers. And when he started to play… I forgot how to breathe.

Not just because of the sound.

But because of the way he moved.

Long fingers coaxing emotion out of ivory. Wrists flexing. Shoulders rolling with the force of it. There was nothing contained in him—nothing polite. He played like he fucked. With intention. With hunger. With total, ruinous control.

And I couldn’t look away.



I was wearing emerald satin. Backless. High collar. No bra. No need. The fabric skimmed every inch of me like a secret I didn’t want anyone else to know.
My boyfriend, Tomas, sat beside me, one arm resting on the railing. He didn’t notice the way I clenched my thighs. Didn’t feel how warm I’d gotten.

Aleksandr’s eyes found mine after the second piece.
Just a flicker. A glance. But it landed deep.

He saw what I wasn’t saying.

What I hadn’t felt in months.



After the applause, there was an invitation-only cocktail in the Gold Room. Gilded ceilings, crystal chandeliers, overpriced champagne.

He stood by the windows, drink in hand. Alone.

I slipped away from Tomas under the pretense of fresh air.

He didn’t stop me.

Aleksandr saw me coming and didn’t move. Just lifted his glass a little. “You stayed for the second half.”

“Was I not meant to?”

He smiled. “Some people don’t like the darker pieces.”

“I do.”

His eyes swept down my body. Slow. Thorough.
Then he leaned in.

“You didn’t wear that dress for him.”

I swallowed. “No.”



I didn’t give him my number. He didn’t ask.

I gave him the address of my hotel.
He nodded once.

He came an hour later.



I opened the door barefoot, the emerald satin robe cinched loosely at my waist. Skin warm, breath already unsteady.

He stepped inside and said nothing.

Just took me in.

Then he shut the door.



He reached out—hands firm, deliberate—and undid the belt of my robe.

It fell open.

He stared. Let his knuckles skim the side of my breast, the dip of my waist, the curve of my hip.

“You’re trembling,” he said softly.

“I don’t do this.”

He leaned down. His lips brushed my ear. “You need to.”



His mouth met mine like a song—slow at first. Searching. Then deep. Devouring.

I gasped when his teeth caught my bottom lip.

His hands gripped my waist. Spun me. Pressed me back against the wall.

“You listened to me play,” he growled. “Now I’m going to hear you come.”

His mouth descended—down my neck, over my breasts. Tongue circling one nipple while his thumb flicked the other.

I moaned, legs parting instinctively. My robe slipped to the floor.

He dropped to his knees.

“Don’t move.”

Then his mouth was on me.

Tongue sliding through my folds. Licking slow, then faster. Sucking my clit until I was shaking, begging, clutching his hair like a lifeline.

“I—Aleksandr—fuck—”

He held me open. Ate me like a man starved.

My orgasm crashed through me, loud and sudden. My thighs clamped around his head. He groaned into my pussy, tongue relentless.

He made me come again before I could breathe. Legs nearly giving out.

He stood. Mouth slick with me.

“Get on the piano.”

I blinked. “What?”

He walked to the baby grand in the corner of the suite. Lifted the lid. “Now.”



I climbed onto the bench, then the lacquered lid.

Cool wood against hot skin.

He stood between my legs, cock out, thick and glistening.

“Touch yourself.”

I slid two fingers over my clit—still swollen, still sensitive.

He watched me for one long moment. Then slid inside me in one brutal thrust.

We both groaned.

He fucked me on top of the piano—hard, rhythmic, primal. The lid creaked beneath us. My back arched. My heels dug into his thighs.

“Louder,” he ordered. “Don’t hold back.”

I moaned, cried, cursed his name. My pussy clenched around him, slick and aching.

He grabbed my wrists. Pinned them over my head with one hand.

“Let go,” he whispered.

I shattered.
Came so hard I nearly screamed. My body shook, fluttered, soaked him.

He pulled out. Fisted his cock. Came across my belly, thick and hot and endless.



He kissed me after. Slow. Tongue tasting the mess he made.

“Still don’t do this?” he asked against my throat.

I smiled, dazed. “I didn’t say I regretted it.”



Tomas texted the next morning.
He’d left early. Hadn’t noticed I wasn’t in bed.

I deleted the message.

And then I played Aleksandr’s performance again from my phone—volume low, thighs spread, fingers remembering every note he’d pressed into me.


?? Confession 28: “He Knew I Didn’t Want to Be Gentle With Myself Anymore”

Name: Sienna R.
Location: Chicago, IL




He was never supposed to be in my office.
That was my space—glass walls, polished floors, navy suits, and power at my fingertips.

I built my reputation there. At thirty-six, I was the youngest female partner at one of the top financial firms in the city. A woman known for being exacting, brilliant, and cold.

The kind of woman who wore sharp heels, clean lines, and always said no before anyone even thought to ask yes.

And then he walked in.

Dorian West.

He was hired as a cyber-risk consultant. Contracted. Temporary. Supposed to stay in the background and keep his mouth shut.

But when he stepped into the boardroom that morning—black turtleneck, sleeves pushed up, jaw shadowed with dark stubble—I knew immediately I’d already lost something.

He sat two seats from me, long fingers tapping slow against the conference table. When he looked at me, it was direct. Steady. Unapologetic.

I didn’t like it.

I also couldn’t look away.



We didn’t speak for the first week.
He stayed quiet. Observant. His eyes on me far too often.

Then one night, I stayed late—my husband texting to say he was "heading to dinner with a client." I didn’t ask which one. I’d stopped asking anything months ago.

I poured a glass of red from the bottle I kept in my drawer and leaned back in my chair.

And then: a knock.

Dorian. Standing at the door. Loosened belt. Rolled cuffs. Bare forearms and that same calm, burning stare.

“I need your sign-off on the access request.”

I gestured him in.

He stepped inside. Closed the door. But he didn’t hand me the file.

He just looked at me.

“I didn’t expect you to still be here,” he said.

I shrugged. “This is where I am most myself.”

He stepped closer. “And what’s underneath that?”

“Control.”

“And who gets to take that away?”

My breath caught.

I didn’t answer.

He stepped closer. His fingers brushed my jaw. “Say stop.”

I didn’t.



The moment his mouth hit mine, I forgot every title I’d ever earned.

His kiss was slow. Deep. Possessive. His hands didn’t fumble. They claimed. Sliding under my blazer, pushing it off, peeling the silk blouse from my skin like he already knew what I’d be wearing underneath.

Nothing.

No bra. No lace.

Just skin. Bare. Waiting.

“You knew,” he whispered.

I nodded.

He dropped to his knees in front of my chair.

His hands slid up my thighs, pushing my skirt higher. I spread them, breath trembling.

“You’re wet already.”

I was soaked. Throbbing. My pussy so needy it pulsed at the brush of cool air.

He leaned in.

His tongue slid between my folds—hot, slow, devastating.

I gasped. Gripped the edge of the desk.

He licked me like he had all night. Like I was a meal worth savoring. Every flick of his tongue tighter. Every circle around my clit more demanding.

When he sucked—hard, fast, hungry—I shattered. My thighs clenched, back arched, orgasm tearing through me like a dam breaking.

“Again,” he said against my cunt.

And I came again. Faster. Messier. Whimpering into my hand.



He stood. Undid his belt. Freed his cock—thick, long, already slick at the tip.

“Turn around. Hands on the desk.”

I obeyed.

My skirt was bunched around my waist. My heels still on. My panties… gone.

He slid inside in one hard thrust.

I cried out. Gripped the wood. His cock filled me—deep, perfect, brutal.

He fucked me from behind. His hand on my throat. His other gripping my hip so tight I knew it would bruise.

“You think you’re in charge,” he growled. “But this—this is mine now.”

I moaned. “Yes—fuck—don’t stop—”

His pace was relentless. Each thrust harder than the last, the sound of our skin slapping echoing in the office.

My pussy clenched around him, slick and hot.

He pulled out. Spun me. Lifted me onto the desk.

Slid back in.

And kissed me while he fucked me—slow now. Deeper.

“I see you,” he whispered. “Not the job. Not the mask. You.”

I came again. Screaming into his mouth, nails clawing his back.

He kept going until I was shaking, soaked, wrecked.

Then he pulled out, stroked himself, and came across my stomach—thick, hot ropes painting my skin.



He kissed my throat after.

Soft. Gentle.

Then helped me stand. Straighten. Breathe.

We didn’t speak again that night.

He left first.



The next morning, I showed up early. Hair neat. Lipstick fresh. Nothing in my eyes.

Except maybe the ghost of him.

My husband didn’t ask why I didn’t come home.

And I didn’t offer.



The office isn’t safe anymore. I know that.

But I keep working late.

And I keep leaving the door unlocked.

Just in case he comes back to take what’s his again.


Confession 29: “He Was the One Who Knew How to Undo Me”

Name: Rhea D.
Location: Mumbai, India
Status: Engaged again. But not to him.



It had been four years since I last saw Ayaan.

He was supposed to be out of my life. Blocked, archived, deleted—just a memory behind glass. A dangerous one. But one I had packed away.

Then he walked into my best friend’s engagement party like the world hadn’t burned between us.

Black kurta, sleeves rolled, five o’clock shadow. Same smile. Same eyes.
And I swear—my entire body forgot I had moved on.

He saw me the second he stepped in. Froze. Just for a moment.

Then gave me that crooked smirk that used to mean come here.

My fiancé, Veer, was chatting with his colleagues. He didn’t see the way Ayaan’s eyes slid down my backless saree blouse.

Or the way my breath caught.



We didn’t speak all evening.
But the tension between us simmered through the room like a gas leak—dangerous, invisible, thick.

He watched me dance.

I watched his fingers roll the rim of his whiskey glass.

At midnight, I slipped outside. Into the cool, shadowed corridor of the banquet hall.

And of course—he followed.



He didn’t say my name.
Just stepped into the silence like he belonged there.

“You look...” His voice was lower now. Rougher. “Ruinous.”

I turned slowly. “I shouldn’t even be talking to you.”

His eyes dragged down my body. “But here you are.”



We both knew this wasn’t just a mistake waiting to happen.
It was history. And history doesn’t knock—it crashes.

He stepped closer.

I backed into the wall, pulse hammering.

“You still wear jasmine,” he murmured. “Always used to drive me mad.”

“I still remember how you used to fuck me,” I whispered back. “That drove me mad.”

His jaw clenched.

Then he kissed me.



The kind of kiss that splits you open.

Teeth. Tongue. Memory.
His hands were on my waist, dragging me closer, feeling every inch of skin beneath the silk.

“I’m not gentle anymore,” he growled against my mouth.

“You never were.”



He turned me around. Pinned me to the corridor wall.

My breath hitched. My saree was draped high over one hip—intentionally.
He yanked it higher.

“No petticoat,” he whispered. “You always liked feeling exposed.”

His fingers slipped between my thighs—right past the soaked lace of my panties.

“You’re already dripping,” he hissed. “Tell me you didn’t think of this the second you saw me.”

“I never stopped thinking about this.”

He plunged two fingers inside.

I gasped. Loud.

He thrust them deep, curling hard. His other hand muffled my moans as I gripped the wall, legs spreading wider, shame and want crashing together.

“You’re going to come right here, Rhea. Against this fucking wall.”

He rubbed my clit in tight, perfect circles.

My orgasm tore through me, wet and violent. I soaked his fingers. My whole body shook.

He licked them clean.



“I’m not done,” he said, grabbing my wrist and dragging me to the stairwell behind the service door.

We barely made it through the door before he spun me, yanked my panties down, and unzipped.

His cock was thick, heavy, already leaking.

“Beg.”

I swallowed. Looked him dead in the eyes.

“Please, Ayaan. I need you inside me. Now.”

He shoved inside.

We both moaned. Loud. Raw.

He filled me in one brutal thrust—no warning, no pause. Just deep, punishing length stretching me wide open.

“You still take me so fucking tight.”

I whimpered. “Only ever you.”

He gripped my hips and fucked me against the concrete wall. Fast. Rough. Deep.

My bangles clinked with every thrust. My cheek pressed against cool stone. My pussy clenched around him, soaking him, dripping onto the floor.

He reached around. Rubbed my clit again, hard and fast.

I came again, shaking, crying his name.

“You want more?” he growled. “I’ll give you everything you used to beg for.”

He pulled out. Spun me again. Lifted me onto the stair railing.

“Wrap your legs.”

I did.

And he drove back in.

This time it was slower. Deeper.

He kissed me while he fucked me. Kissed my neck. My collarbone. Bit my shoulder when I tightened around him.

“You should never have left,” he growled.

“You should never have made me.”

He thrust harder. Faster. Every movement sending the railing creaking, my moans echoing down the stairwell.

“I’m going to come in you.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Do it. Please. Fill me. Fuck—Ayaan—”

He slammed in once more. Groaned loud. And came. Hot. Thick. Deep.

We stayed like that for a minute. Breathing each other in. Hearts wild.



Then he pulled out, tucked himself in.

“Your saree’s inside-out,” he murmured, smirking.

I just smiled.

“I’m not sorry.”

“Neither am I.”



Back inside, I found Veer still laughing with his friends.

He smiled when he saw me.

I smiled back.

And felt his cum dripping down my thigh under the silk.


Confession 30: “He Still Knew How to Feed Me What I Craved”

Name: Maaya K.
Location: Pune, India
Status: Married. Mother of two. Still starving.



I knew he owned the place the second I stepped inside.

The lighting was low, warm. Golden, flattering. The smell of truffle butter and slow-roasted garlic filled the air. But underneath it all, I could feel him.

Armaan.

Seven years since I last saw him. Six since I blocked his number. Five since I married someone else.

Now here I was—husband at my side, kids chattering about pasta, my sari pleated just right—and he was the man behind the bar. Dark shirt rolled at the sleeves. Hair a little longer. Beard trimmed just the way I remembered when he’d rub it between my thighs.

He looked up.

Saw me.

And smiled.

Like time hadn’t passed. Like he knew exactly what I tasted like underneath the perfume.



The waiter sat us near the back.

My husband, Karan, was scrolling through the menu. The kids were arguing about fries.

I tried to act normal. But I couldn’t stop looking toward the kitchen—toward that tall, broad silhouette in black.

And then—he came out.

He walked toward our table, casual, confident. His sleeves pushed up, the top two buttons of his shirt undone.

He stopped just beside my chair. Spoke directly to Karan.

“Sir, welcome. We’re honored to have you. Complimentary appetizer for the lady?”

Karan smiled. “Of course.”

But Armaan’s eyes were only on me.

“Hi, Maaya.”

My breath caught. The sound of my name on his tongue still made my thighs tighten.

I managed a polite nod. “Nice place.”

He leaned a little closer. “The back hallway hasn’t changed.”



I excused myself after the starters.

Told Karan I needed the washroom.

He didn’t even look up from helping our youngest with the breadsticks.



The corridor behind the kitchen was dim, lined with crates of wine and a single swinging door marked Staff Only. My heels clicked against the tiles. My breath was shallow. My pulse wild.

He was already there. Waiting.

As soon as the door swung closed, his hands were on my waist.

“You wore this for me,” he said, sliding his palm over the curve of my ass under the sari pleats.

“I didn’t even know I was coming here.”

“But your pussy did,” he growled. “I can feel the heat.”



He backed me into the wall of the storage room. Mouth crashing onto mine. Tongue deep, familiar, filthy.

His hands yanked the fabric up—bunched the layers of my sari and petticoat around my waist. His fingers slipped between my thighs, past the lace of my panties.

“Soaked,” he whispered. “Fucking soaked, Maaya. Sitting out there with your husband while your cunt begged for me.”

I moaned, hips grinding into his hand.

Then he dropped to his knees.

Tore my panties aside. Buried his face in me.



His tongue was rough. Hungry. Desperate.

He licked through my folds, circled my clit, then sucked it hard—just how I needed. Just like he used to when I’d ride his face in the backseat of his car, legs shaking, voice breaking.

I bit my wrist to stay quiet.

“Come on my mouth,” he whispered. “Let me taste everything he never gets.”

I shattered—hard, fast, soaking his face. My thighs trembled. I leaned back against the wine rack, barely holding on.

He stood, eyes burning.

“Now your mouth.”



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

I dropped to my knees on instinct.

Wrapped my lips around him. Took him deep.

He groaned. “Fuck, Maaya. I still dream about this mouth.”

I sucked slow at first, dragging my tongue along the underside. Then deeper. Faster. Spit pooling. My throat relaxing, taking him to the base.

He gripped my hair. Thrust into my mouth harder. Deeper.

“Look at me.”

I looked up, eyes wide, cheeks hollowing.

He hissed through his teeth.

“I’m gonna cum down your throat.”

I moaned around him.

Two more strokes—and he did.

Hot, thick ropes. Salty and raw. I swallowed every drop. Licked him clean.

He exhaled. Smirked.

“You always knew how to take your meals properly.”



I wiped my mouth. Fixed my sari. My lips were swollen. My throat raw. My pussy still throbbing.

He kissed my cheek.

“Come back alone next time.”



At the table, Karan raised an eyebrow. “That took forever.”

I shrugged, smiling.

“Potty pressure,” I said.

Then I reached for my wine.

And tasted Armaan on my tongue the whole meal.


Confesión 31: “Solo Él Sabía Cómo Desarmarme”

Name: Lucía S.
Location: Madrid, Spain
Status: Married. But her body never stopped answering to him.



Madrid in summer has a particular kind of heat.
Heavy. Slow. The kind that sticks to your skin and makes you remember things you shouldn’t.

I was walking through El Retiro Park with my husband—Diego, kind, dependable, exactly who I should have married. We had just finished lunch with his family. He held my hand. Smiled at me. Told me I looked beautiful in that white linen dress.

But I was distracted. The air was thick with jasmine and memory.

And then I saw him.

Standing at the entrance to the Reina Sofía exhibit. Dark jeans. Black shirt, sleeves rolled. Sunglasses in one hand, a cigarette in the other.

Mateo Vargas.

My ex. My mistake.
The one I let go because he was too much—too fast, too intense, too honest with how badly he wanted to break me open.

We hadn’t spoken in three years.

But when his eyes locked on mine, it felt like my knees remembered the weight of him.



Diego didn’t notice. He was already heading toward the gallery.

But Mateo did.

He flicked his cigarette away. Crossed the plaza without hesitation. And stood directly in my path.

“You look older,” he said in that low, gravel voice I used to hear between my thighs.

I smiled tightly. “Marriage does that.”

His eyes dropped to my lips. “No. It’s not the marriage. It’s that you haven’t come in a long time.”

My stomach dropped.

“Mateo…”

He stepped closer. Close enough for me to smell the leather and cologne and smoke.

“Come inside. You won’t be missed for fifteen minutes.”

“I have a husband.”

“And I still have your moans memorized.”



I didn’t answer.

I just walked past him. Into the gallery. He followed like he knew I would.

We slipped through the back corridor, where the lighting dimmed and the air was cooler.
I stopped in front of a door marked Archivo.

He pressed his palm flat against the wall beside my head, his mouth near my ear.

“You’re going to walk in there, lift your dress, and spread your legs. You know why?”

I closed my eyes.

“Because this pussy never forgot me.”



The door shut behind us.
The room was silent. Storage shelves. Cool air. The scent of paper and dust and his body too close to mine.

He stepped behind me.

His hands ran up my thighs. Under the linen.

“Still no panties, Lucía?” he murmured. “Qué puta deliciosa…”

I moaned before I meant to.

He dragged his fingers through my folds. Already soaked.

“Married and still leaking for your ex. Qué vergüenza.”

“I hate you,” I whispered.

“No,” he said, sliding two fingers inside me. “You hate that I still make you wet like this.”

I gasped. My hands gripped the filing cabinet. My back arched.

He finger-fucked me slow. Deep. Curling with every thrust.

Then he dropped to his knees.



“Mateo—”

He didn’t let me speak.

His tongue dragged through my cunt—languid, slow, cruel. He circled my clit with the tip, then sucked it hard until I whimpered.

“Louder,” he growled. “Let them hear what a married woman sounds like when she forgets her vows.”

His fingers fucked me deeper as his tongue destroyed me. Pressure building. Legs trembling. My moans turning into cries.

I came hard. My orgasm ripped through me, wet and loud.

He licked every drop. Then stood.

Pulled his cock out—thick, hard, red at the tip.

“On your knees.”

I dropped instantly.

Opened my mouth wide. Took him in deep.

“Shit—sí—just like that.”

I sucked him slowly at first. Swirled my tongue around the head. Then deeper. Faster. My lips sliding down the shaft, spit dripping from my chin.

He grabbed my hair. Fucked my mouth hard.

“Swallow every drop. You always did.”

He groaned, deep and guttural.

His cock pulsed on my tongue.

And then he came.

Hot, thick ropes. I swallowed. Didn’t spill a drop.

His hand lingered in my hair, stroking once. Almost gentle.



I wiped my lips. Fixed my dress.

He stepped back, letting his eyes trail down me.

“You should’ve married someone boring,” he said.

“I did.”



I walked back out into the gallery. Found Diego near the entrance.

“Everything okay?” he asked.

I nodded, smiling sweetly.

“Just needed the restroom.”



But my throat was raw.
My mouth still tasted like him.

And my panties were still in his pocket.


Confession 32: “He Still Fucked Me Like I Belonged to Him”

Name: Tara V.
Location: Bangalore, India
 



We were at a destination wedding in Coorg—lush hills, rain-damp air, jasmine hanging from every pillar like perfume.

It wasn’t our wedding.

We were guests. Me, in a rust-colored chiffon saree that clung just enough to draw stares. My husband, Nikhil, checking emails between rituals, nodding at relatives he barely remembered.

It was the second day, during the sangeet, that I saw him.

Rohan.

My ex. The one I dated when I was twenty-one and reckless. The one who used to kiss me like he was starving and fuck me like he needed to erase time.

He was standing by the open bar. Navy kurta, collar undone, the sleeves pushed up to reveal the veins in his forearms. He wasn’t smiling. Just watching.

But when our eyes locked?

Everything else disappeared. The lights. The music. The reason I was there.

Only he remained.



He waited until I passed him on the way to the washroom.

“Still love chiffon,” he murmured. “It remembers your curves better than you do.”

I turned. “You shouldn’t talk to me.”

He leaned close, breath warm against my temple.

“I shouldn’t still want you either. But here we are.”



I didn’t go to the washroom.

I followed him through the back garden walkway, behind the decorative canopies and up the stone steps of the main estate villa.

Room 204. I remember it now like a sin carved into my skin.

He shut the door behind us. Locked it.

We didn’t speak.



He stepped behind me. Brushed my hair over one shoulder. Pressed a kiss to the back of my neck.

I shivered.

“You used to beg for me to do that,” he whispered, hands gliding over my waist, pulling the chiffon tight against my hips. “Now you’re quiet.”

“I’m married.”

He unpinned my pallu. Let it fall.

“Then why are you wet already?”



His hands slid down my stomach, fingers slipping into my panties.

He moaned into my ear.

“Still soft. Still soaked. Fuck, Tara…”

He knelt.

Pulled my panties down slow.

And then his mouth was on me.



His tongue licked through my folds, slow and wide.

Then again. And again.

Until I was gasping, hips grinding against his mouth, one hand braced on the wall, the other twisted in his hair.

He sucked my clit hard, two fingers buried inside me, stroking deep.

“You’ve missed this,” he growled against my cunt.

“I dreamt of it.”

“Then fucking come for me.”

I broke.

Legs shaking, moaning his name, thighs clamping around his face as I gushed, messy and loud.

He didn’t stop.



When he stood, he undid his pants and freed his cock—thick, dark, swollen with need.

He sat on the edge of the bed.

“Get on your knees.”

I dropped.

Took him in my mouth slowly. Felt the weight of him against my tongue.

He tasted like salt and memory.

He moaned. Fisted my hair. Thrust into my throat hard enough to make my eyes water.

“Still suck like a fucking dream,” he groaned. “So eager to swallow.”

And I did.

Every inch. Every drop.

He didn’t come.

Not yet.



He bent me over the bed.

Pulled my saree higher. Dragged my panties to the side.

And slid inside me in one hard, brutal thrust.

I screamed.

He gripped my hips, pounded into me like he wanted to destroy the years between us.

“You’re mine when you moan like that,” he growled, cock slamming deep. “Not his. Never his.”

I was drenched. Open. Ruined.

The room filled with the sound of skin slapping and wet heat and me gasping his name.

He reached around. Rubbed my clit fast and mean.

“Come again. Let me feel you squeeze my cock.”

I shattered.

My pussy clenched, milking him.

He groaned loud—slammed into me one last time—

And came deep.

Hot. Thick. Unprotected.



I collapsed onto the bed, cum dripping down my thighs.

He kissed my back.

“You’ll go back to him now?”

I nodded.

“And you’ll still taste me when he tries to kiss you?”

I didn’t speak.



Ten minutes later, I returned to the dance floor.

My husband looked up from his drink. “Everything okay?”

I smiled. Adjusted my pallu. “Yeah. Long queue.”

He laughed. “Typical.”

I sipped my water. My throat still raw. My thighs still sticky.

And I couldn’t stop smiling.


Confession 33: “He Didn’t Ask. He Took What I Hadn’t Given Anyone Since”

Name: Lauren H.
Location: Charlotte, North Carolina




I shouldn’t have texted him.

It was a Tuesday. I was folding laundry in soft silence, my husband humming something forgettable in the kitchen, when my phone buzzed with a memory I hadn’t touched in years.

A photo. From him.

Just a glass of bourbon. His hand in frame—same long fingers, dark skin, leather bracelet he always wore like a claim.

“You still think about it?”

I stared at the screen. My mouth was dry.
I didn’t respond.

I couldn’t.



We broke up three years ago.

DeShawn.

A jazz guitarist. Arrogant. Intense. Unapologetically dominant. He made me come harder than anyone ever had—but he was wild. Stayed out late. Said what he thought. Fucked like a god and refused to explain himself to anyone.

I wanted control back then.

So I left.

Now I’m married to Daniel.

Polite. Predictable. The kind of man who asks before touching my hip in bed.

The kind of man who never made me scream into the pillows with bite marks on my thighs.



A week later, I walked into The Hive—an underground bar where I knew DeShawn played Thursday sets.

I told Daniel I was going out with co-workers.

I wore tight black jeans. A bodysuit with no bra. Lipstick too dark for someone trying to stay faithful.

I slipped into the back. Watched him on stage. His fingers sliding down that guitar neck like foreplay.

When he looked up and saw me, he didn’t flinch.

He just smirked. Finished the song. And nodded toward the back hallway.

I followed.



The hallway was narrow. Dim. Smelled like whiskey, sweat, and cheap pine cleaner.

He waited in the last dressing room.

Shirt damp with heat. Skin glowing. That hungry smile pulling at one side of his mouth.

I stepped inside. Shut the door.

He didn’t say anything.

Just leaned back in the chair. Legs spread.

“Sit.”

I hesitated.

“I said sit, Lauren. You came all the way here to be polite?”

My breath caught.

I straddled him.



His hands gripped my hips, grinding me down onto his lap. His cock was already hard beneath his jeans.

“Why now?” he asked.

“I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do.”

His fingers slipped beneath my bodysuit. Found my nipple. Pinched it hard enough to make me gasp.

“You thought marrying that boy would fix you. But it didn’t. You still want to be fucked right.”

“I shouldn’t—”

He grabbed the back of my neck. Pulled my mouth to his.

And kissed me.

Hard.

Claiming.



“I’m not your boyfriend anymore,” he whispered, dragging my zipper down. “You don’t get to choose how this goes.”

I was already soaked.

He pulled my bodysuit down to my waist. Exposed my breasts. Bit one, sucked the other. Wet. Loud. Mean.

I moaned. Shameless now.

He unzipped his jeans. Freed his cock—dark, thick, already glistening at the head.

I reached for it.

He grabbed my wrist.

“No. You don’t touch. Not tonight.”



He lifted me in one move. Stood. Turned. Pressed my back to the door.

Pushed my jeans down, panties soaked.

Then lifted my leg. Lined up.

And slammed inside.

I cried out—loud, raw, overwhelmed.

“You still this tight for me?”

I couldn’t speak. Just nodded, eyes wide, lips parted.

He fucked me standing up.

Hard.

Deep.

His hand gripped my throat—not choking, just holding—and the other kept my thigh high.

Each thrust shook the door.

“You miss this?” he growled. “You miss being used like you ain’t got a husband at home?”

“Yes—yes, I missed it—I missed you—”

“Say it louder.”

“I MISSED YOU FUCKING ME.”

He drove deeper. My pussy clenched. My moans got wild, unfiltered.

Then he stopped.

Pulled out.

Dropped into the chair again. Legs wide. Cock slick and twitching.

“On your knees.”

I dropped.

“Open.”

I opened my mouth.

He shoved his cock in, deep and fast.

My throat tightened. Tears welled. He held my hair, kept me there.

“Fucking heaven,” he hissed.

He rocked into my throat, slow at first—then harder. Faster. Making me gag, spit, choke.

“Take it. Show me you’re still mine.”

I moaned around him.

Then he pulled out. Stroked once.

And came.

Hot, thick streams across my tongue. My lips. Down my chin.

I swallowed.

Looked up.

And he smirked.



“You don’t need him,” he said. “You just needed to remember what it felt like to have your body owned.”

I stood. Fixed my bodysuit. Didn’t answer.

He leaned back. “You’ll come again.”

I already knew.



Daniel was asleep when I got home.

I brushed my teeth twice.

But I still tasted DeShawn.


?? Confession 34: “He Fucked Me Like My Respectability Was Just a Costume”
Name: Vanessa R.
Location: Miami, Florida
Status: Married. Proper. But still dripping for the man who never played nice.

I always thought I'd outgrow him.

Miami can make you forget who you are. The salt on your skin. The burn of the sun on your shoulders. The way linen clings to damp curves. It’s a city that undresses you slowly—one inhibiting layer at a time.

I moved here to become someone else.

A wife. A businesswoman. Respectable. Refined.

I thought leaving Marcus behind was part of shedding that version of me. The girl who used to fuck in club bathrooms and cum with her dress hiked up over the back of a parked car.

But some ghosts don’t stay buried.

Especially the ones that once fucked you so good, you forgot why you ever said goodbye.

I saw him again at a gallery opening in Wynwood.

I was there with my husband—quiet, nice, white-collar polite. He held my hand like a man does when he’s afraid of losing something but doesn’t know why.

He didn’t see Marcus.

He wouldn’t have known who he was, even if he had.

But I did.

Marcus stood at the bar, sipping dark rum, arms thick beneath the sleeves of a black button-down that stretched across his chest. His skin gleamed under the lights—deep bronze, that perfect tension between sweat and musk. He smelled like cedar, clove, and heat.

And his eyes?

Locked on me like he never stopped fucking me in his head.

I felt it all over again.

The roughness of his hands on my ass. The weight of his body holding me down. The way his voice dropped when he told me to take every inch.

My thighs clenched under my pencil skirt.

Later, when my husband stepped outside to take a call, I walked up to Marcus.

“You’re married now?” he asked, voice like velvet over gravel.

I nodded.

“You happy?”

I didn’t answer. Just held his gaze.

He smirked. “Still lying to yourself, huh?”

And just like that, I was wet.

We met the next night.

I told Aaron I was having a late dinner with clients.

I wore a white dress that hugged every inch of me. Braless underneath. The fabric so thin I could feel the breeze tease my nipples through it.

I knew what I was doing.

Marcus opened the door shirtless. Sweat glistened on his abs. He hadn’t shaved—I liked that. I always liked that.

His eyes devoured me before his hands did.

“You wore this for me?”

“No,” I whispered.

He stepped in close, grabbing my jaw, forcing me to look up at him.

“Don’t lie.”

My heart thundered.

I didn’t answer.

He kissed me hard—teeth, tongue, heat.

His hand slid down my side, fingers curling around my hip like he owned it. He spun me, shoved me against the wall, pressed his entire body into mine. I felt the thick line of his cock, hard and hungry, grinding against my ass.

“You been fucking that husband of yours?” he growled.

“Yes.”

He pulled my hair, made me look back at him.

“But he don’t fuck you like I do, does he?”

I gasped as his hand slid up my thigh, under the hem of my dress.

No panties.

Just wet, aching need.

“No,” I moaned. “No, Marcus.”

“Then shut the fuck up and let me remind you.”

He dropped to his knees behind me, mouth open against the curve of my ass.

His tongue slid between my cheeks, hot and wet, licking straight up my slit.

I buckled against the wall as he devoured me—loud, nasty, greedy. His tongue flicked my clit while his fingers spread me wide. I moaned, head back, hands flat against the wall.

“Dripping,” he groaned. “This pussy missed me.”

He stood. Flipped me. Grabbed my thighs. Lifted me like I weighed nothing.

I wrapped my legs around his waist. He carried me to the bedroom, laid me out like a feast, and undid his pants with one hand.

That cock.

Thick. Dark. Veined. Already glistening.

He gripped the base and slapped it against my soaked pussy.

“You’re gonna take all this again,” he growled. “Like you used to. Like you fucking need to.”

He pressed in slow. Thick stretch. I gasped as inch after inch filled me, my pussy clenching tight around him.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned. “Marcus...”

“Yeah, bitch,” he groaned, rocking deeper. “This what you been missing?”

He fucked me hard. Deep. Every thrust made my body tremble.

My tits bounced with every stroke, nipples tight, exposed, aching.

He pinned my wrists above my head. Stared into my eyes while he split me open.

“You’re mine,” he said through clenched teeth. “Always been mine.”

I came once. Twice. My legs shaking. Body arching. Crying out his name like a prayer.

He flipped me over.

Face-down. Ass up.

He shoved back in without mercy.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

The sound of our skin echoed through the room.

“You’re not a wife tonight,” he said, pounding into me. “You’re my little cum rag.”

“Yes,” I whimpered. “Yes. I’m yours.”

He pulled out.

Shoved back in harder.

Then deeper.

Then he stilled, throbbing inside me.

Hot cum flooded my pussy. Thick. Warm. Messy.

I collapsed on the bed, full of him. Dripping. Ruined.

He lay behind me, chest against my back, his breath in my ear.

“You’ll be back,” he whispered.

And I knew he was right.


?? Confession 35: “He Fucked Me Like I’d Never Left”
Name: Rachel L.
Location: New Orleans, Louisiana

But New Orleans has a way of loosening the soul. The air hangs heavy, thick with jasmine, heat, and old sins. It was a Friday night in the Quarter — lights glowing warm in gas lamps, jazz notes floating from an open bar, my heels clicking along wet cobblestone like a heartbeat. I’d told my husband I was going out with the girls, but I left the group after the first round.

I didn’t want drinks.

I wanted him.

Jace.

My ex.

Irresponsible, impulsive, cocky as hell. He’d lie just to see how far he could stretch my forgiveness. The kind of man who forgot birthdays, borrowed money, and fucked like a goddamn religion. I'd ended it two years ago when I realized he’d never change. But even with a ring on my finger now, I still dreamed of his mouth between my thighs.

My husband, Mark, made love like he was following instructions. Jace made me ache.

I texted him.

“Still in NOLA?”

He called. Didn’t even say hello. Just:

“You wet yet, Rae?”



I met him at his apartment on Decatur — the same dim loft with a mattress on the floor, an ashtray full of half-smoked blunts, and incense burning like he thought that covered the smell of sin. He opened the door shirtless. Sweat glistened on his pecs. Tattoos curled across his arms like jungle vines. He wore boxers and nothing else.

“Damn,” he said, dragging his eyes over me. “Didn’t think you’d still wear red for me.”

I had on a tight scarlet dress, no bra, nipples brushing the inside of the fabric with every step. I felt them harden under his stare.

I stepped in.

He closed the door and locked it. No words. Just tension. Slow. Electric.

His fingers touched my hip, brushed my ass, gripped it tight.

“You still married?”

“Yeah.”

“You still hungry?”

I looked him dead in the eyes. “Starving.”

He grinned like a man about to break something beautiful.



He pushed me back against the door, mouth crashing into mine — rough, messy, tongue claiming every inch. I gasped into his kiss, hands in his hair, feeling the scrape of his stubble against my cheek. One hand slid up my thigh, under my dress.

No panties.

He growled.

“This pussy always knew who it belonged to.”

He dropped to his knees, shoved my dress up, and buried his face between my legs. His tongue was fire — wet, thick, perfect. He sucked my clit like he was mad at it, rough circles that made my knees buckle. I moaned, head hitting the door.

“Fuck, Jace... oh my God...”

“Yeah, baby,” he said between licks. “Ride this tongue. Show me how much you missed it.”

I gripped his hair and rocked against his face, thighs trembling. When I came, I screamed, legs giving out, pussy pulsing. He held me up with those strong arms, licking every drop.

Then he stood.

His cock was already out — thick, veined, swollen, dripping precum. He gripped the base and slapped it against my soaked pussy.

“You ready to get your brains fucked out, Mrs. Respectable?”

I didn’t answer.

I just spread my legs wider.



He bent me over the couch, shoved my face into the cushions, and slid in deep. I cried out. He was thick. I hadn’t taken a cock like that in months.

“God damn,” he groaned. “Still so fucking tight.”

He grabbed my hips and pounded into me — hard, fast, relentless. My moans were raw. Real. He slapped my ass so loud it echoed.

“You like being a cheating little slut?” he growled, thrusting deeper.

“Yes,” I cried. “Yes, Jace. Fuck me like you hate me.”

He bent over, one hand around my throat, the other still gripping my hip.

“You come here dressed like that, no panties, dripping... that’s not love, baby. That’s a need. And I’m the only one who knows how to feed it.”

He flipped me over mid-fuck, threw my legs over his shoulders, and drove in deeper, harder. My tits bounced. My nails dug into his back.

“Mark ever fuck you like this?” he hissed.

“No,” I moaned. “Never.”

“Say who owns this pussy.”

“You do. You do. Fuck, Jace... it’s yours.”

He reached down, thumb on my clit, rubbing fast, making me sob.

“Cum for me,” he demanded. “Let that good married pussy cream on this dick.”

I exploded. Screaming. Writhing. Eyes rolled back. My entire body clenched around him.

He pulled out and stroked himself, groaning.

Thick ropes of cum painted my stomach, my tits, my mouth. I licked my lips without shame.

We collapsed. Sweaty. Breathless. Ruined.

He looked at me with that smirk — the one that made me wet in high school and still did now.

“You’ll be back.”

I didn’t argue.


?? Confession 36: “He Fucked Me Like I Never Stopped Being His”
Name: Brooke M.
Location: Los Angeles, California

I told myself I was just going for drinks.

West Hollywood shimmered that night — streetlights glowing against chrome bumpers, heels clicking on pavement, laughter curling through the air like perfume. I wore a white silk blouse, unbuttoned just enough, tucked into a black leather skirt that hugged my hips like a secret. My husband was out of town at a tech conference in San Jose. He texted that he missed me. I texted back a heart emoji.

Then I turned off my phone.

The bar was dark, upscale, tucked into a side street off Melrose. Plush velvet booths, gold-rimmed glasses, the kind of place where people pretended they weren’t fucking their pasts in secret. I sat alone at the bar, legs crossed, martini in hand.

And then I felt him behind me before I saw him.

Zayne.

My ex.

Six-foot-two, dark curls falling into hazel eyes that always looked like he was halfway to trouble. Tattoos peeked from the sleeves of a loose linen shirt, sleeves rolled up, skin warm, golden. He looked like Malibu and sin. We hadn’t spoken in a year and a half. I left him because he couldn’t show up on time, couldn’t hold down a job, couldn’t commit to anything except making me cum harder than any man ever had.

He leaned close, breath warm against my ear. “You drinking alone or just waiting for someone to ruin your night?”

I didn’t turn.

I just smiled.

“Maybe I’m hoping for both.”



We didn’t make it past the elevator of his building.

The second the doors shut, he had me pinned to the mirrored wall, his hand wrapped around my throat, his lips hot and heavy on mine. I gasped into him, grabbing his hair, grinding my hips into his thigh. His other hand slid up my skirt, found me bare.

“Fucking knew it,” he growled. “Still a slut for me.”

“Don’t pretend you’re not hard already.”

He grinned, biting my neck. “Been hard since I saw you cross your legs at the bar.”

The elevator chimed.

His place was the same — minimal, moody, smelled like weed, cologne, and memories. The moment we stepped inside, he tore my blouse open — buttons flying — and pushed me against the door.

“You wore this knowing I’d take it off,” he said, sliding the silk down my arms. “You’re still mine. You just like to pretend otherwise.”

I moaned when his tongue found my nipple, wet and hot, teasing while his hand slipped between my thighs. His fingers were inside me before I could breathe — two thick, rough digits stroking my walls with filthy precision.

“God, Zayne...”

“You dripping already?” he growled. “Fuck, baby. Your pussy remembers.”

He dropped to his knees, pulled my skirt up, and buried his face in me.

The first lick made me cry out. The second had me bucking against his mouth. He licked like he was starving — tongue sliding through every fold, lips sucking my clit like it was his to own. He moaned into me, gripping my ass, dragging me across his mouth.

I came hard — full-body tremble, thighs shaking, fists pounding the door behind me.

“Not done,” he whispered, standing up. “I’m nowhere near done.”



He threw me onto the couch, yanked off his jeans, and climbed on top of me.

That cock.

Thick. Long. Beautiful. I reached for it, but he slapped my hand away.

“No. You don’t touch. You take.”

He lined himself up, dragged the head through my slick folds, then pushed in, slow… inch by inch… stretching me open until I couldn’t breathe.

“Still so tight,” he hissed. “Like I never left.”

“Fuck me,” I moaned. “Hard. Don’t stop.”

He obeyed.

He fucked like a man with something to prove — deep, punishing strokes that rocked the couch. He grabbed my wrists, pinned them above my head, eyes locked to mine.

“This what you’ve been missing, baby?” he growled. “Your husband fuck you like this?”

“No,” I gasped. “He never could.”

“You wear that ring, but your pussy stays loyal to me.”

I moaned, legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his back.

He flipped me over, bent me on all fours, grabbed my hair, and slammed back in.

“Say it,” he commanded.

“I’m yours,” I whimpered. “Still yours. Always.”

He fucked me harder, faster, the sound of skin slapping echoing off the walls. My pussy was soaked, clenching around him, begging for release.

He reached down, rubbed my clit with two fingers.

“Cum,” he growled. “Soak my dick like the filthy little wife you are.”

And I did.

Screaming, convulsing, my pussy clenching around him as I came like a storm. He pulled out with a grunt, stroking his cock, thick ropes of cum painting my ass, my back, my thighs.

We lay there in silence, bodies tangled, chests heaving.

His fingers lazily traced circles on my stomach.

“You gonna ghost me again?” he asked, smirking.

I looked at him, my body still buzzing, pussy still throbbing.

“Depends,” I whispered. “You gonna keep fucking me like this?”


?? Confession 37: “He Fucked Me Like the Rain Never Stopped Falling”
Name: Lauren
Location: Seattle, Washington

I told myself it was just a coincidence.

The weather had turned — typical Seattle gray with a low mist that clung to your skin, dampening everything, making even the air feel like foreplay. I wore a long beige trench over a black turtleneck dress, tight as sin and soft as a secret. My husband had kissed my forehead that morning like always, handed me my thermos of coffee, and left for the office.

He didn’t ask where I was going. He never did anymore.

I walked into that bookstore in Capitol Hill for the poetry reading. I wasn’t even paying attention — just browsing first editions with the vague hope of distracting myself from the hunger low in my belly, the ache that had been there for weeks. Months.

Then I turned a corner.

And there he was.

Mason.

Reading a dog-eared copy of Henry Miller. Fucking perfect.

He hadn’t changed — tall, lean muscle wrapped in denim and black cotton. His hair was longer, curls resting just above his brow, and the moment he looked up and saw me, I felt it — low, hard, like a pulse between my thighs.

He smiled slow. The kind of smile that undressed you. “Lauren. Still dressing like you expect trouble to follow you home.”

“It usually does,” I murmured.

“Still married?”

I nodded.

He stepped closer, breath warm and thick with tension. “Still unsatisfied?”

I didn’t answer.

He didn’t need me to.



His loft was two blocks away. All exposed brick and forgotten promises. The rain had started by then, slicking the sidewalks, making the whole city feel like it was watching us — daring me to make the mistake I needed.

I stepped inside. He locked the door behind me.

I didn’t speak.

Neither did he.

He just walked to me, took my coat off slowly — fingers brushing the skin of my arms like he had all the time in the world. His hands settled on my hips. His mouth found mine, and everything else disappeared.

The kiss was soft at first. Then sharp. Then he bit my lip, grabbed my ass, and growled, “You knew what this was the second you saw me.”

He spun me around, pressed my back against the brick wall, and slid his thigh between my legs.

“You miss getting fucked like you matter?” he whispered into my neck.

I whimpered.

He pulled up my dress. No panties.

He groaned. “Still such a dirty girl under all that elegance.”

His fingers slid through my wetness — two, slow, deep — curling just right. I moaned, eyes fluttering closed, legs spreading wider for him.

“You came to be ruined,” he said, kissing my neck. “Didn’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Please…”



He dropped to his knees, hands spreading my thighs wide, tongue finding my clit like he’d been mapping it in his dreams.

He licked me slow at first — long, deliberate strokes — then fast, rhythmic flicks that made me cry out. His fingers stayed buried inside, knuckle-deep, stroking that perfect spot.

“God, Mason…”

He didn’t stop.

He sucked my clit until my whole body went rigid, then convulsed in his hands. I came hard, biting my lip, pussy clenching around his fingers.

But he wasn’t done.

He stood, unbuckled his belt, and dropped his jeans just enough to free his cock — long, thick, glistening at the tip. My mouth watered.

“You want it, married girl?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

He spun me, bent me over the kitchen island, dragged the head through my slick folds, then shoved in — slow, deep, devastating.

I screamed.

His hands grabbed my waist, and he started to fuck me — hard, fast, deep strokes that echoed through the apartment.

“Is this what you’ve been starving for?” he growled.

“Yes—fuck—harder…”

He slammed into me.

Flesh on flesh.

The sound of wet, nasty need.

My tits bounced against the cold marble. My breath fogged the surface.

He reached around, grabbed a handful of my hair, yanked my head back.

“Say it.”

“I’m yours,” I gasped. “Just for this. Just tonight.”

“You’ll come back.”

He wasn’t asking.

He flipped me again, lifted me onto the counter, fucked me face-to-face, my legs wrapped around him, heels digging into his back.

His cock hit deep, the kind of angle that made me sob. My nails raked his shoulders.

“Cum again,” he whispered, rubbing my clit. “Let it milk my dick.”

And I did.

Hard. Violent. Screaming.

He pulled out just in time — thick ropes of cum spilling across my stomach, my thighs, the base of my dress.

He leaned in, kissed my cheek.

“I’ll see you again, Lauren.”

I didn’t say no.


?? Confession 38: “He Fucked the Wife Right Out of Me”
Name: Natalie
Location: Denver, Colorado

I wasn’t planning to cheat that day.

It was snowing lightly, the kind of snowfall Denver gets in early March — soft, quiet, just enough to turn the air sharp and clean. I’d just come from a Pilates class, leggings tight, long coat belted at the waist, cheeks flushed from the cold and the workout. My husband was in Aspen for the weekend with his firm, skiing and networking, sending me photos of mountain views I didn’t care to see.

I wasn’t lonely.

I was unsatisfied.

I ducked into a café near Capitol Hill to warm up, peeling off my gloves and ordering a chai. That’s when I saw him — across the room, slouched in a leather armchair like sin made casual.

Kade.

We hadn’t spoken in over a year. Not since I broke it off after one too many late rent payments, one too many missed calls, one too many nights I cried after he left and didn’t come back. He was the kind of man you loved with your thighs clenched and your heart locked shut.

He looked up.

Met my eyes.

Smirked.

“You’re still the hottest thing to ever walk away from me,” he said, voice low and lazy like smoke.

I sat down across from him before I could stop myself.

“Still a walking disappointment?”

He shrugged. “Still the only one who ever made you cum like you meant it.”

God help me — my pussy remembered that truth before my brain did.



His apartment hadn’t changed. Still messy. Still smelled like weed and cologne and too many late nights. My boots clicked across the hardwood as I stepped in, tension crackling between us like static. He closed the door behind me, leaned against it, eyes raking over every inch of me.

“You married now?” he asked.

“Yes.”

He stepped closer. “Does he know how you moan when someone’s knuckle deep in that tight little cunt?”

“Kade…”

“Still wet just hearing my voice?”

My breath hitched.

That’s all he needed.

He grabbed me by the coat, kissed me hard — tongue hungry, hands sliding down my back to cup my ass. I moaned into his mouth, grinding against him, already soaked through my leggings.

He shoved the coat off me, dropped to his knees, and pulled my leggings down in one hard tug.

“No panties,” he growled. “You came here ready to sin.”

He grabbed my thighs and ate me standing up.

His mouth was filthy — tongue curling, flicking, sucking, devouring my clit like he’d been starving for it. I braced against the wall, legs shaking, moaning shamelessly.

“I missed this pussy,” he breathed. “Tastes like memory.”

I came once, hard, grinding against his face, screaming his name.

He stood, lips wet, cock already out — long, thick, heavy in his hand. I dropped to my knees and took it all the way down my throat.

“Fuck, Nat,” he groaned. “You always took it like a good little bitch.”

I moaned around his length, tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing as I sucked him like I needed it to breathe. He grabbed my hair, face-fucked me until spit dripped from my lips, until my throat was raw.

“Get up,” he growled. “Bend over.”



He bent me over the arm of his couch, one hand gripping my hip, the other in my hair. He shoved in deep.

I cried out — it was too much. Too good.

His hips slammed into mine, fast and filthy. He pulled me back onto his cock, pounding me like he was trying to fuck the memories back into my bones.

“You don’t belong to him,” he growled, fucking harder. “You belong to this dick.”

“Yes,” I sobbed. “Yes, Kade. Fuck me—don’t stop.”

He slapped my ass, left it stinging. “That’s it. My filthy little wife. Say it.”

“I’m yours. I still fucking am.”

He pulled me up by the throat, cock buried deep, whispering in my ear.

“You’re gonna cum again. Then I’m gonna fill this pretty pussy so full of cum you leak it all the way home.”

And I did.

Harder than I had in months.

He came seconds later — thick, deep, moaning my name like a curse.

We stayed like that for a minute.

Panting. Wrecked. My marriage a million miles away.

He kissed my neck.

“You’ll come back.”

I didn’t even pretend to argue.


?? Confession 39: “He Fucked Me Like the Vows Didn’t Matter”
Name: Jenna
Location: San Diego, California

I didn’t expect to see him at the wedding.

It was one of those late-spring afternoons in La Jolla — the kind where the sun hangs low and gold, the air soft enough to make you feel like everything is forgiven. I wore a pale peach dress, silk, barely lined, cut just above the knee. My husband was inside, chatting with the groom, sipping champagne, playing polite like he always did in public. Good suit, good manners, good man.

But boring. So damn boring.

Then I saw Eli.

Standing near the back of the reception, sleeves rolled to his elbows, black tie loose around his neck, sunglasses in one hand, whiskey in the other. He hadn’t seen me yet, but the second he turned and those dark blue eyes landed on mine, I felt it — that slow ache blooming between my thighs.

We hadn’t spoken since I left him for someone “safe.” I had told myself I needed stability, a future. But Eli was the kind of past you didn’t walk away from without bruises and unforgettable orgasms.

He smiled.

That cocky, dimpled, I-know-you-still-think-about-my-dick smile.

And suddenly, I wasn’t at a wedding anymore.

I was wet. Hungry. And seconds from destroying my vows.



It didn’t take long.

Just one drink. One slow dance behind the venue when no one was watching. One brush of his fingers down the bare skin of my back.

“You’re still married?” he asked, voice low, mouth inches from my ear.

“Yes.”

“But you still remember how I fucked you against your old bathroom sink.”

My knees nearly buckled.

He pressed closer.

“Let me make you remember harder.”



We snuck away.

Not far. Just the guest cottage behind the main house. No one saw. Or maybe they did — I didn’t care.

The door had barely closed when he shoved me against the wall, kissed me like punishment — all teeth and tongue and tangled hair. I moaned, clawing at his shirt, hiking up my dress.

His hands found my thighs, then my bare ass.

“No panties,” he hissed. “Fuck. You came ready.”

“I didn’t know you’d be here,” I whispered.

“But you hoped.”

He lifted me — strong arms under my thighs — and carried me to the bed like I weighed nothing.

Laid me out.

Looked down at me like I was dessert and he hadn’t eaten in years.

He kissed down my chest, pushed the dress up, exposed everything. His tongue found my nipples first — slow, wet circles that made my back arch. Then he moved lower.

“Spread your legs,” he said.

I obeyed.

His mouth on my pussy was heaven and hell. Gentle at first — warm licks, slow teases. Then his tongue flicked harder, faster. He sucked my clit with filthy precision. Two fingers slid inside me — curling, stroking deep — while his mouth stayed locked to my pleasure.

I came hard, thighs trembling, hand in his hair, crying out his name like a dirty prayer.

“Good,” he said, standing and unbuckling his belt. “Now I’m gonna fuck the wife out of you.”



He shoved his pants down just far enough.

His cock sprang free — thick, flushed, heavy. Just like I remembered.

He gripped it, dragged the head through my soaked folds, then thrust in with a groan that came from deep. I gasped — stretched, full, completely taken.

He didn’t ease in.

He took.

Fucking me like he never lost the rhythm. Deep, hard, relentless. Each thrust pushed the air out of my lungs, lit fire in my belly.

“You married someone who makes love slow,” he growled. “But you don’t need love. You need this cock.”

“Yes,” I moaned. “God, yes. Fuck me, Eli.”

He grabbed my ankles, threw them over his shoulders, and hit deeper.

My pussy clenched. My mouth couldn’t form words. Just sounds. Wet slaps echoed off the walls, skin on skin, raw and filthy.

“You were always mine,” he hissed. “Even with his ring on your finger.”

“I still am,” I gasped. “Right now, I fucking am.”

He leaned down, mouth on mine, cock buried to the hilt, his thrusts short and punishing.

“Cum for me, Jenna.”

And I did.

Hard. Shaking. Pussy milking his cock.

He pulled out at the last second, stroking himself fast. Hot cum spilled over my belly, my tits, my dress. He moaned deep, chest heaving, eyes locked to mine.

“I hope he kisses you later,” he whispered. “I want him tasting me.”



I slipped back into the reception ten minutes later.

My dress stuck to my thighs. My lipstick was smudged. My heart was still pounding.

And my husband never knew.


?? Confession 40: “Still Mine, Even With His Ring on My Finger”
Name: Camille
Location: Boston, Massachusetts

It started with a message I shouldn’t have answered.

Boston was still thawing out from winter — the Charles River half-frozen, wind slicing through the narrow Beacon Hill streets. I wore a long wool coat over a fitted black dress, tights beneath, hair curled and pinned just the way my husband liked. He was working late again. Always working. Always distracted.

But I wasn’t.

The message came in as I stood in front of our bedroom mirror, sliding in a gold earring. One word.

“Cam.”

It was from Noah.

I hadn’t seen his name on my phone in months. Just reading it made my stomach tighten and my thighs press together. Noah was my ex — reckless, unfiltered, completely unworthy of commitment… and the only man who ever made me scream into pillows while I begged for more.

He was dangerous in the way bourbon burns your throat but warms your chest. We had ended like gasoline and flame — a night full of shouting and fucking that nearly broke the bedframe.

Now he was back.

I replied with one sentence:

“Tell me when.”



He sent an address in Southie. A loft, industrial, quiet. I told myself I was just going to see what he looked like now. That I’d say no. That I’d keep my hands clean.

But I didn’t.

I walked in and he was already shirtless, sitting on the couch, legs spread, tattoos across his ribs, hair longer, eyes darker.

“You look like a fucking dream,” he said, voice thick, rough with lust.

“You always were good at lying.”

He stood. Walked toward me slow.

“I don’t lie about how much I want you.”

He took my coat off with reverence — fingers slow, knuckles brushing my neck, spine, thighs. The tension was brutal. Erotic. Electric.

His hands slid over my hips. I didn’t stop him.

His lips found mine — soft at first, then hungry, hot. His tongue pushed into my mouth like he still owned it. I moaned into him, hips rocking forward.

“Still wet when I kiss you,” he murmured, mouth at my jaw. “Guess marriage hasn’t changed everything.”

I slapped him.

Then kissed him harder.



He ripped my tights open like wrapping paper. My dress went up around my waist. No panties.

“Fuck me…” he growled, dropping to his knees.

His tongue met my clit like it belonged there. Fast, filthy, perfect.

He licked me open, tasted me like it was his last meal. His hands spread me wide. He sucked my clit, lapped my slit, two fingers sliding in deep and curling just right.

I gasped, shaking.

“You always tasted like sin,” he moaned, fingers stroking faster. “Come on, Cam. Let go.”

I did.

Hard.

Thighs clenching around his head, pussy flooding his mouth. I cried out — raw and ruined.

But he wasn’t done.

He stood, undid his jeans, and pulled out the cock I still dreamed about — long, thick, smooth, curved just enough to destroy.

He lined it up, teased the tip through my soaked folds, and looked me dead in the eye.

“Say it.”

“I need it.”

“Say it like you used to.”

“I need your cock, Noah. Please.”

He slammed in.



I screamed.

He didn’t give me a second to adjust. He pounded me against the brick wall, hands on my throat, hips snapping with power. His cock hit deep, over and over, making my legs go weak.

“You miss this, baby?” he growled. “You miss getting used?”

“Yes—fuck, yes—harder!”

He flipped me around, bent me over the table. One hand on the back of my neck, the other fisting my hair. His thrusts went brutal, animal.

Wet slaps.

My moans.

The table shaking under us.

“You gonna cum on this dick like a dirty wife?” he hissed.

I came again.

Sobbing. Pussy clenching around him.

He pulled out, turned me around, and pushed me to my knees.

“Open your mouth.”

I did.

He jerked his cock, fast and messy, then exploded — thick, hot streams of cum splashing across my tongue, my lips, my chin.

“Swallow it,” he ordered.

I obeyed.

Then licked the rest off my lips.

He pulled me into his lap, still catching his breath, fingers lazily tracing circles on my bare thigh.

“Still mine,” he whispered.

And he wasn’t wrong


?? Confession 41: “I Wasn’t Wearing Panties for a Reason”
Name: Hailey
Location: Phoenix, Arizona

It was the heat that did it.

Not just the desert sun — though it was blistering that afternoon, making the streets shimmer and the air smell like scorched pavement and dry citrus — but the kind of heat that rises inside you when you haven’t been fucked right in too long.

I was already restless when I pulled into the downtown hotel parking lot. I’d been running errands all morning, my husband holed up at home finishing some big work presentation, barely looking up when I left the house in cutoff shorts and a tight tank that clung to the sweat beading between my breasts.

I wasn’t wearing a bra. Or panties.

I hadn’t planned to cheat.

Until I saw the text.

“In town. Room 913. If you still got that dirty mouth, bring it.”

It was from Troy — my ex, the man who taught me the difference between orgasms and surrender. We hadn’t spoken since I got married. I thought I was done with him. Thought I had grown out of the chaos.

But some cravings never die.



I knocked once.

The door opened. He stood there shirtless, sweat already glistening across his tattooed chest. Hair longer now. Beard thicker. Eyes still the same molten brown that turned me into liquid the first time he whispered “open wider.”

“God damn,” he said, dragging his gaze over me. “I’d know those thighs anywhere.”

I stepped inside. Didn’t say a word. I just grabbed his jaw and kissed him.

Hard.

Teeth clashed. Tongues tangled. I bit his lip and he growled, spun me toward the wall, one hand wrapped in my hair, the other sliding down my stomach.

“No panties,” he muttered. “Slut still lives under that sweet wife mask.”

He shoved two fingers between my legs. I gasped — soaked, aching, already pulsing around him.

“Fuck, Hails. You came ready.”

“You always made me ready,” I breathed.



He dropped to his knees, yanked my shorts down, and buried his face between my thighs.

His tongue was feral — licking, sucking, devouring like he’d been dreaming about this pussy. I braced against the wall, one leg hiked up on his shoulder as he moaned into my folds.

I whimpered. “God… oh fuck…”

He gripped my ass tight, spreading me, lips locked on my clit while his fingers fucked me deeper, curling against that perfect spot.

“Cum on my face,” he ordered. “Mark me again.”

And I did.

Hard. Loud. My back arched off the wall, legs shaking, cunt dripping down his chin.

He stood, mouth slick, eyes dark.

“You gonna suck this cock now, or keep pretending you’re innocent?”



I dropped to my knees.

His cock was massive — long, thick, heavy in my hand. I licked the tip first, slow and teasing, then took him deep, gagging around him as he groaned and fisted my hair.

“Fuck, you missed this,” he growled. “That pretty mouth was made for my dick.”

He fucked my face in slow thrusts, cock sliding down my throat as I drooled, spit covering my chest. I looked up at him with teary eyes, hungry for every inch.

Then he yanked me up, shoved me onto the bed, and climbed on top.

He pushed inside in one brutal thrust.

I screamed.

He stretched me wide, filled me deep, owned my body like no one else ever had.

“This married pussy still mine,” he groaned, fucking me hard.

I nodded, breathless. “Yours… still yours…”

He bent over me, hands pinning mine above my head, hips pounding in fast, rough strokes.

“Say it.”

“I belong to you. This pussy’s yours. Please don’t stop.”

He flipped me, yanked my ass up, and slammed back in. His palm cracked against my ass.

Louder. Harder.

Wet slaps. My moans. His name.

He reached under, rubbed my clit fast, made my eyes roll back.

“Cum now,” he growled. “Let that married cunt milk my cock.”

I exploded.

My scream echoed off the walls as I squirted hard, soaking the sheets. He groaned, pulled out, and stroked fast.

Thick, hot ropes of cum splattered my back, ass, and thighs.

We lay there panting. Silent. My pussy still twitching, his cum sticky on my skin.

He leaned down and kissed my shoulder.

“You’ll come again.”

And I knew I would.


?? Confession 42: “Ruin It”
Name: Elise
Location: Nashville, Tennessee

It was supposed to be just dinner.

A quiet Friday night, warm air rolling through the Tennessee hills, the city still buzzing faintly with music even after sunset. I wore a simple black wrap dress — satin, sleeveless, clinging in all the right places. Underneath, I wore nothing. No bra. No panties. I told myself it was because I liked the way it felt against my skin. But the truth was… I knew who I was meeting.

Dante.

My ex. My sin. My undoing.

Rough-knuckled, sweet-mouthed, motorcycle-riding wreck of a man who used to fuck me like the world was ending. I left him for a husband with clean fingernails and good credit. A man who never raised his voice, never raised my heartbeat either.

But Dante? He was the reason I still touched myself in the shower when my husband was asleep. The reason I still had a drawer with lacy black things I never wore for my husband.

I told myself it was just closure.

I was a liar.



He was already seated when I walked in. Boots on the ground, dark jeans, plain tee stretched over his chest like it was painted on. Beard a little longer. Tattoos up his forearms. Same dangerous glint in his eyes.

“Elise,” he said slowly, gaze dragging down my body. “You wore that dress for me, didn’t you?”

I smiled. “You always did like easy access.”

He stood, came around the table, and hugged me.

It was the hug that ruined everything. The heat of his chest against mine. The way his hand settled low on my back — just low enough to remind my body exactly how he used to hold me down.

We didn’t make it to dessert.



We barely made it to his truck.

Parked in the dark behind the restaurant, windows fogging before he even kissed me. I climbed into his lap in the passenger seat, legs straddling him, dress already sliding up my thighs.

“No panties?” he growled. “That pussy missed me that bad?”

I nodded. Couldn’t speak. Just need throbbing through every inch of me.

His fingers slipped between my legs, teasing, stroking.

“Still so fucking wet for me,” he muttered. “Still so tight.”

His mouth found my neck, then my lips, then my tits — pulling the dress down to expose my nipples, hard and aching. He sucked one deep into his mouth, tongue swirling, groaning like he was starved.

“God, Dante—fuck me…”

“You sure?” he murmured, biting my earlobe. “You ready to ruin that little marriage for good?”

“Ruin it.”

He unzipped, pulled his cock out — thick, pulsing, hard against my inner thigh.

I didn’t hesitate. I reached between us, lined him up, and sank down on his cock with a gasp.



“Oh my god,” I moaned. “Still so fucking big…”

He grabbed my hips, thrusting up into me as I rode him in the cramped space. The truck rocked with every grind of my hips, every slap of skin, every filthy moan. My head hit the roof. My dress was bunched around my waist, tits bouncing in his face as he fucked up into me.

“You missed this dick,” he growled. “You needed this.”

“Yes—yes, fuck, keep going—”

His hands gripped my ass, lifted me, slammed me back down again and again, his cock hitting deep, perfect, devastating.

“I’m gonna cum,” I whimpered.

“Do it,” he snarled. “Cum all over my cock. Show me that married pussy still belongs to me.”

I shattered.

Screaming. Shaking. My nails dug into his shoulders as I came hard, cunt pulsing, soaking his cock.

He grabbed the back of my neck, kissed me hard, then flipped me onto my back across the bench seat. Pulled out just enough to stroke himself fast.

“Open your mouth.”

I obeyed.

Hot cum spilled across my tongue, my lips, my throat.

I swallowed.

Licked my lips.

He zipped up, breathing hard, staring at me with a look that said this wasn’t the last time.

And I knew it wasn’t.


?? Confession 43: “Still the Prettiest Little Liar”
Name: Talia
Location: Portland, Oregon

Portland was soaked that night — rain coming down in sheets, the kind that makes the city smell like pine, wet earth, and nostalgia. I stood under the awning outside the little music venue on Hawthorne, coat clutched around my waist, watching headlights streak past through puddles. My husband had left town that morning for a weekend “off-grid” retreat with his hiking buddies. I told him I’d spend the weekend reorganizing the kitchen.

Instead, I texted Jesse.

We hadn’t spoken since I married. I made sure of that. Jesse was danger in denim, a bassist with calloused hands and a filthy mouth. He never knew what time it was, never showed up on time, never wore a condom unless I made him — but he played my body like it was his favorite instrument. I’d sworn I wouldn’t let him near me again.

And then he texted back:
“Come backstage. You know where.”



I walked in the back entrance, soaked to the knees, nipples already tight under my shirt from the chill and the adrenaline. He was waiting by the dressing room — guitar case leaning against the wall, hoodie hanging off one shoulder, wet curls plastered to his forehead.

He looked at me like I was the song he’d never get tired of playing.

“Talia,” he drawled, eyes sliding over me. “You came in the rain just for me?”

“I’ve done worse for your cock.”

He smirked. “Still the prettiest little liar in the Pacific Northwest.”

He pulled me in by the waist, kissed me like the first time — full of teeth, tongue, and buried resentment. My coat hit the floor. His hands slid under my shirt, palms rough against my ribs. He pushed me up against the wall, thigh sliding between mine, heat rising fast.

“You still married?”

“Yes.”

“You still wet?”

I didn’t answer.

He shoved his hand into my leggings and found out for himself.



He dropped to his knees, yanked my leggings down, and spread my thighs.

“No panties. Fuck,” he growled. “Knew you’d still be a dirty little wife for me.”

His tongue was relentless — hot, slick, home. He licked slow and deep at first, then fast, sucking my clit while his fingers slid inside, curling, stroking, owning. The concrete wall was cold at my back, but his mouth was fire.

My fingers tangled in his hair as I ground against his face.

“Oh my god, Jesse—fuck—yes, yes…”

“Cum on my face,” he muttered between licks. “Mark me again.”

I came hard, loud, soaked — legs shaking, pussy clenching around his fingers.

He stood, mouth shiny, eyes dark.

“You still taste like you were made for sin.”



He grabbed a chair, sat down, unzipped his jeans, and stroked his cock — thick, hard, leaking precum already.

“Come ride it.”

I straddled him, slid down slowly, gasping as he filled me — inch by thick inch.

“Still so tight,” he groaned, biting my neck. “Like this pussy never forgot me.”

“It didn’t,” I moaned. “Fuck me. Now.”

He held my hips and thrust up into me, slow at first, then faster, rougher — the chair creaking beneath us, my moans echoing off the cinderblock walls.

My nails raked his chest. His teeth marked my shoulder. His cock hit that spot so deep I saw stars.

“You wear his ring,” he growled, “but this pussy’s mine.”

“Yes,” I sobbed. “All yours. Fuck, Jesse, don’t stop.”

He flipped me, bent me over the makeup counter, pushed back in and pounded me from behind. My face pressed to the mirror. My breath fogged the glass. I watched him take me — hair wild, mouth open, cock slamming into me again and again.

“You’re gonna cum again,” he said. “Then I’m gonna fill that married cunt full.”

I exploded.

My scream hit the ceiling. My thighs trembled. Pussy squeezing him tight.

He grunted, pulled out, stroked fast, and came all over my ass — hot, thick ropes painting my skin.

We stood in silence, catching our breath. My reflection was wrecked — hair messy, lips swollen, cum dripping down my thighs.

He smirked, kissed my neck.

“Tell your husband you reorganized something real deep tonight.”


?? Confession 44: “You Look Like a Fucking Lie”
Name: Sabrina
Location: Charlotte, North Carolina

I hadn’t planned to cheat that afternoon.

The Carolina sun was heavy over Charlotte, humid and golden, pressing against my skin like warm fingers. I’d just left a brunch with the charity board — linen blazer, nude heels, silk blouse clinging to the sweat between my breasts. My husband was at the golf course. He texted me something sweet and forgettable. I didn’t answer.

Because I was already driving toward Caleb.

My ex. My worst decision. My best orgasm.

We hadn’t spoken in over a year, but I still knew how he tasted. Still remembered the sound he made right before he came — that low growl, primal and raw. I left him for a quiet life, for stability. For country clubs and Range Rovers and designer brunches.

But I missed the way Caleb used to ruin me.

I messaged him two words:
“You home?”

He sent a pin. No questions asked.



I parked outside his apartment. No HOA. No manicured lawn. Just a second-floor walk-up that smelled like heat and sweat and trouble. He opened the door in low-slung joggers, no shirt, tattoos across his chest and arms. Beads of sweat slid down his abs. He held a Gatorade bottle in one hand.

“You look like a fucking lie,” he said, staring at me. “Perfect little blazer. You wear that to pretend you’ve moved on?”

I stepped inside. “You didn’t answer my calls last year.”

“You were getting married.”

“You still could’ve picked up.”

He grabbed me by the hips, pulled me close. “I am now.”

His kiss was molten. All teeth and tongue, dragging fire up my spine. His hands found my ass, squeezed hard, grinding my body against his bare chest. The heat of him bled through me like gasoline.

“I missed this mouth,” he muttered, biting my bottom lip. “I missed that pussy.”

“Then shut up,” I whispered. “And take it.”



He spun me, bent me over the back of the couch, yanked up my skirt — fingers dragging across my bare thighs. My soaked thong slid down in one motion.

“God, you’re already dripping,” he groaned. “Husband must be slipping.”

“He doesn’t fuck like you.”

He dropped to his knees, spread my cheeks, and buried his face in my pussy.

I moaned, loud and shameless, as his tongue drove into me — wild, filthy, ravenous. He sucked my clit like he owned it. Two fingers slid inside, curling deep, stroking my spot as I squirmed.

“Fuck, Caleb—fuck—don’t stop…”

“Say who it belongs to.”

“You,” I gasped. “Still yours.”

He didn’t stop until I was shaking, legs buckling, cunt pulsing around his tongue.

Then he stood. Dropped his joggers. No underwear. No warning.

That cock — thick, dark, veins bulging, tip glistening.

He grabbed my hair, yanked my head back, lined up at my entrance.

“Ready to get fucked like the wife you aren’t here?”

He slammed in.



I screamed.

He drove into me like he was trying to brand me from the inside out. Fast. Deep. Unforgiving. The slap of skin against skin echoed off the walls.

“You think your husband ever hit this deep?” he growled.

“No—fuck—he can’t—”

“Exactly. You still need me.”

He gripped my throat from behind, hips pistoning into me. My makeup smudged against the couch cushion. My moans filled the room.

Then he pulled out, spun me, lifted me onto the counter. Ripped open my blouse. Buttons flew.

“No bra,” he murmured, eyes devouring me. “Knew you wanted this cock today.”

He pushed back in while I wrapped my legs around him, tits bouncing as he fucked me hard and fast.

“I’m gonna cum,” I whimpered. “Caleb, please—”

“Cum all over this dick. Show me what your clean little ring can’t hide.”

And I did.

Loud. Messy. Shaking.

He pulled out, jerked hard, and came all over my chest and stomach — thick, hot, sticky.

We stayed like that — ruined and breathless. My clothes a mess. His cum on my skin.

He kissed my collarbone.

“Next time, lose the blazer,” he smirked. “Come like the slut you are.”


?? Confession 45: “You Still Taste Like Sin”
Name: Morgan
Location: Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

I wasn’t supposed to see him again.

It was a cold, gray afternoon in Philly — the kind where the wind off the Delaware cuts through your coat and makes you walk faster, head down. I was headed to a gallery opening off Walnut Street, heels echoing down the wet sidewalk, gloves tucked under one arm, black dress molded to my curves beneath a wool coat cinched tight.

My husband was out of town, again. Baltimore conference. I told him I’d be staying in.

I lied.

Because the moment I got the message, I knew where I was going.

“Back in town. You still taste like sin?”

Landon.
My ex. The only man who ever made me scream into a pillow and thank him after. The one who fucked me with a hand around my throat and a look that melted every principle I’d built. We ended because he didn’t want rules. And I needed order.

But my body?
My body only ever needed him.



His place was in Fishtown now. Bare walls. Unmade bed. Cigarettes on the sill. The kind of place I would’ve judged once — but now felt like a shrine to every dirty memory I ever made in his lap.

He opened the door shirtless. Sweat glistened across his chest, ink curling over his collarbones and ribs. He had that look — like he hadn’t slept, hadn’t stopped thinking about me, hadn’t stopped needing.

“Jesus, Morgan,” he said. “You show up dressed like that, and expect me to not ruin you?”

I stepped in. Dropped my gloves.
“Then do it already.”



He didn’t kiss me.

He grabbed me.

Fists full of my coat, dragging me into his chest, spinning me against the wall as his thigh pushed between mine. His breath hit my neck.

“You still married?”

“Yes.”

“Still lying to yourself?”

“Constantly.”

His hand slid up my thigh, under the dress. Found bare skin.

“No panties?” he growled. “You fucking knew.”

“I never forgot how you feel.”



He dropped to his knees right there on the hardwood.

Tore my coat open, shoved the hem of my dress up around my waist, and buried his face between my thighs. Tongue licking hot and rough, lips sucking my clit with that same practiced filth that made me melt the first time he ever tasted me.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, head against the wall.

He moaned into me. Fingers slid in — two, deep, thick, curling perfect. My knees trembled.

“You gonna cum for me already?” he muttered. “That married pussy still remembers who owned it first?”

“Yes—yes, fuck, Landon—don’t stop—”

I shattered.

Loud. Shaking. Flooding his face.

He stood, licked his lips, pulled his sweatpants down.

That cock.

Long. Thick. Veined. Leaking.

He stroked it slow, watching me pant.

“Bend over the bed.”



I did.

He grabbed my hips and slammed into me in one savage thrust.

I screamed.

He fucked like a man possessed — rough, relentless. My hands clutched the sheets, my tits bounced with every stroke. He reached forward, yanked my hair, pulled me up as his hips smacked into my ass.

“You miss this dick?” he hissed.

“Yes, yes—God, yes.”

“You miss getting used?”

“Yes. Use me. Please.”

He fucked harder.

Faster.

His fingers found my clit, rubbed in tight circles while his cock stretched me deep.

“Cum again,” he growled. “Make a mess.”

And I did.

Soaking his cock, my whole body pulsing, gasping, wrecked.

He pulled out, jerked fast, then came all over my ass and lower back — thick, hot, dripping.

We collapsed together. Silent. My dress twisted around my waist, breath ragged.

He lit a cigarette.

“You’ll be back.”

I didn’t disagree.


?? Confession 46: “You Miss This Cock?”
Name: Riley S
Location: Austin, Texas

It began with the music.

Warm, sticky Texas air blew through downtown Austin, carrying the thump of bass and the scent of beer, smoke, and too many memories. I had just slipped out of a bachelorette party — satin slip dress clinging to my curves, no bra, no panties, thighs slick from heat and maybe something else. The girls were drunk and dancing. I was texting Blake.

My ex.

The first man who ever made me orgasm with just his voice in my ear. Who used to fuck me like I’d personally offended him. Who left me breathless, bruised, and begging in ways my husband never dared imagine.

I married comfort. Blake was chaos.

And I needed to feel something again.

His reply came quick.

“Warehouse. 11th & Waller. Back door’s unlocked.”



It was an abandoned space — concrete floors, half-boarded windows, empty except for a mattress in the corner and a bottle of bourbon on a crate. He stood there like a storm — black tank clinging to his chest, jeans riding low, arms crossed, tattoos glistening with sweat.

“Didn’t think you had the balls,” he said, stepping toward me.

I dropped my purse to the floor. “Didn’t think you still wanted me.”

He grabbed my chin, made me look up at him.

“This pussy ever stop thinking about me?”

My breath hitched.

“Didn’t think so.”



He kissed me hard — hand fisting my hair, tongue dominating mine, all teeth and fire. My body responded instantly, hips pressing forward, chest arching into him. The dress rode up on its own, silk sliding over bare thighs like a dare.

He spun me, pressed me to the nearest wall, hands roaming — hot, possessive, familiar.

“You wore this just for me, didn’t you?” he growled. “No panties. Easy access. Filthy fucking wife.”

“Yes,” I moaned. “God, yes.”

He dropped to his knees behind me, lifting the hem and spreading me open. His breath hit my slick folds. His groan vibrated against my skin.

Then his tongue was inside me.

Fast. Deep. Ruthless.

He licked my pussy like he had a grudge — fingers spreading my ass, mouth sucking and slurping like he hadn’t eaten in days. I writhed against the wall, knees going weak, fingers clawing at peeling paint.

“Oh fuck, Blake—fuck—”

“You gonna cum already, baby?” he whispered, biting my inner thigh. “Still sensitive for me?”

I shattered.

Pussy clenching. Slick gushing down his chin. My moan echoed in the hollow room.

He stood, mouth wet, eyes dark with hunger.

“Now get on the mattress. And leave the dress on.”



I crawled onto the mattress like a good girl.

He unzipped, pulled out his cock — thick, angry, beautiful. My mouth watered.

“Open your legs.”

I did.

He shoved in deep.

I screamed.

The stretch, the fill — it was like my body remembered before I did. His cock slammed into me again and again, hitting that perfect spot with every stroke.

“You miss this cock?” he panted, fingers digging into my hips.

“Yes, yes, fuck yes—harder—”

He fucked me fast, brutal, relentless.

“You walking around with his ring, but this pussy’s mine. Say it.”

“It’s yours,” I gasped. “Still yours. Always.”

He flipped me onto my stomach, pulled my hips up, shoved back in. One hand on my throat, the other on my ass.

“You love this. Being used. Being fucked like the dirty little whore you are.”

“I do,” I whimpered. “Please… make me cum again.”

He reached under, found my clit, rubbed hard and fast.

“Cum now,” he growled. “Let it squeeze this cock.”

I exploded.

Back arching. Screaming. Pussy spasming around him.

He pulled out and came across my lower back, thick ropes of cum striping my skin.

He collapsed beside me, breath ragged.

I lay there, dress rumpled, slick between my thighs, heart pounding.

“Tell your husband I said thanks,” he smirked, “for keeping your pussy needy.”


?? Confession 47: “You Still Melt for Me?”
Name: Kendall
Location: Minneapolis, Minnesota

It was the cold that pushed me into it.

Minneapolis in January is unforgiving — wind like razors, snow piled high along the sidewalks, everything quiet, slow, aching. I’d spent the morning running errands, boots crunching over salted pavement, coat belted tight over a thick sweater dress that hugged my waist and clung to the curve of my ass.

My husband had left before dawn for a two-day leadership retreat. His last words were, “Keep warm, baby.”
But warmth doesn’t always come from blankets.

It came instead from a name that lit my phone like a match.

Wes.

My ex.

He used to keep me warm in every possible way — mouth, fingers, cock, voice. A six-foot-two furnace with no ambition and the dirtiest fucking tongue I'd ever known. I left him when I got tired of chasing rent and apologies. But I never forgot the way he’d grab my throat, press me to the wall, and fuck me like I was oxygen.

He messaged just one line:

“You still melt for me?”

I didn’t answer.
I just got in my car and drove.



His apartment was a third-floor walk-up in a creaky brick building off Franklin. I knocked once. He opened shirtless, sweatpants slung low, tattoos curling across his chest like shadows in motion. The smell of weed and bourbon hit me first.

Then his smile. That slow, knowing, I’m about to wreck you kind of grin.

“Well, well. If it isn’t the perfect little housewife.”
His eyes dragged down the front of my coat.
“You still wear sweaters like they’re begging to be pulled up.”

He stepped back.

“Come in, Kendall. Take the coat off, or I’ll do it for you.”



I dropped it without a word.

The cold vanished the second his hands touched my waist — rough palms, hot through the wool, mouth already on my neck. His beard scraped my skin. My fingers dug into his shoulders.

“You came here dripping, didn’t you?” he murmured into my ear. “You knew I’d fucking devour you.”

“Show me,” I whispered.

He grinned. Bit my neck. Dropped to his knees.

Pulled the sweater dress up over my hips — no panties underneath. Just thighs slick with heat, lips swollen and already parting for him.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “You remembered.”

Then he dove in.



His tongue was sinful — wide, wet, insatiable. He licked me like he was starved, burying his face between my legs, groaning into my pussy as his fingers spread me open. His lips locked around my clit, sucking hard, fast, filthy. My head hit the wall behind me.

“Oh god—Wes—fuck—”

His fingers slid in, curled up, stroked that perfect place while his tongue flicked faster, wetter, deeper.

“You gonna cum already?” he grunted. “That married cunt still knows my fucking name?”

I shattered.

Screaming. Flooding his mouth. My thighs trembled as he held me still, licking through every pulse, every clench, until I begged him to stop.

He didn’t.

Not until I came again — shorter, sharper, a raw cry leaving my throat.

Then he stood, cock already out, thick and hard and throbbing.

He grabbed me by the hair.

“On your knees.”



I dropped. Mouth open.

He slid into my throat slowly, painfully deep. I gagged. Moaned. Sucked him like I missed the taste, because I did.

His hand on the back of my head. His hips moving.

“Look at you,” he growled. “Wife on her knees, drooling for dick like it’s her religion.”

I moaned, throat stuffed, spit running down my chin. His cock pulsed against my tongue. I licked every inch, every vein, swallowed him over and over.

Then he yanked me up, bent me over the couch.

And fucked me.

Hard.

Brutal.

Skin slapping, breath ragged, pussy dripping. His cock pounded into me with no mercy. His fingers tangled in my hair, yanking back as he growled into my ear.

“You don’t belong in a kitchen, baby. You belong right here. Bent over, begging for my cum.”

“Yes—fuck, yes—I’m yours—”

He slapped my ass. Drove in deeper.

“Say it again.”

“I’m yours. Fuck—Wes—I’m still fucking yours.”

He reached under, rubbed my clit fast.

“Cum.”

And I did.

Soaked him.

My scream echoed through the apartment.

He pulled out, stroked fast, and came all over my lower back. Hot. Messy. Claiming.

I collapsed onto the couch, wrecked. Sweater around my waist. Legs spread. My pulse in my cunt.

He leaned over, kissed my shoulder.

“You can have the ring,” he said, breathless. “But that pussy? Still mine.”


?? Confession 48: “You Still Know How to Use Me?”
Name: Delaney
Location: Savannah, Georgia

It was too hot for spring.

Savannah has this slow, Southern way of wrapping around you — Spanish moss hanging from trees like secrets, air thick with magnolia and lust. That afternoon, I walked the shaded streets in a gauzy white sundress, no bra beneath, the hem brushing just above my knees. My husband was at a legal summit across town. Three days of panels and small talk and ego.

He kissed me goodbye that morning like I was furniture.

But I was on fire.

And when I saw Rhett sitting on the patio of that old dive bar near the river — boots kicked up, sweat on his brow, eyes dark as whiskey — every drop of sense left my body.

He looked at me like he’d been waiting all damn year.

I hadn’t seen him since I married. We ended with a slammed door and a thrown glass. I told him I wanted a man with a future.

But now, all I could think about was how he used to fuck me against that future, face-first into the mattress, until I forgot my name.

He stood slowly, leaned on the wooden railing, arms crossed over that white t-shirt pulled tight across his chest.

“You look like trouble,” he drawled.

“I always was.”



His place was upstairs — a second-story apartment above the bar, all creaky floors and bourbon breath. I didn’t sit. I didn’t speak. I walked in, locked the door, and dropped the straps of my dress.

It fell to the floor like permission.

He let out a low whistle. “No panties. No bra. Still my nasty girl, huh?”

“You gonna keep talking?” I asked, stepping toward him, bare and glistening in the soft light. “Or are you gonna show me you still know how to use me?”

That smirk broke wide across his face.

Then he moved.



He lifted me in one rough motion, slammed me against the wall. His mouth crushed mine — hot, wet, claiming. His hands gripped my thighs, fingers digging into soft skin. I wrapped my legs around him, felt the thick press of his cock through his jeans.

“You been starving for this?” he growled into my mouth. “Has he even touched you right?”

“No,” I gasped. “He makes love. You fuck.”

“Damn right.”

He carried me to the kitchen counter, bent me back, and buried his face between my legs.

He licked like he had something to prove.

Long, slow, devastating strokes of his tongue that left me gasping. His lips sucked my clit, fingers sliding deep, curling, stroking. My back arched, hands in his hair, thighs squeezing his head.

“I can’t—Rhett—fuck, I’m gonna—”

“Cum,” he grunted, voice vibrating into my pussy. “Soak my fucking face.”

I came hard.

Screaming. Shaking. So wet I could feel it dripping down the backs of my thighs.

He stood, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

“Still taste like fucking heaven.”



He dropped his jeans, pulled out his cock — thick, veined, angry.

“Bend over the table.”

I did.

He slammed in deep on the first thrust.

I screamed.

“Still so tight,” he growled, fucking into me fast, rough, merciless. “This pussy remember me?”

My hands braced against the table. My tits bounced with every thrust. His hand wrapped around my throat from behind.

“It’s mine,” he whispered. “Say it.”

“It’s yours,” I sobbed. “Fuck, Rhett—all yours.”

He reached around, found my clit, rubbed it hard and fast.

“Cum again. Let me feel that sweet cunt grip my cock.”

I shattered again.

Loud. Messy. Pussy clenching, legs giving out.

He pulled out just in time.

Thick ropes of cum spilled across my ass, my back, my lower spine. Hot. Claiming.

We stood there, breathless. My body trembling. His cum cooling on my skin.

He leaned in close, kissed my shoulder.

“Tell your husband you found what you were looking for.”

I smiled, fucked and full and far too satisfied to lie.


?? Confession 49: “You Won’t Survive Me Tonight”
Name: Sienna
Location: Chicago, Illinois

The city felt too loud that night.

Chicago’s skyline glowed behind me, all steel and sex, while I sat in the back of an Uber in a black lace bodysuit hidden under a long tan coat. My heels clicked against the floor mat, legs crossed, thighs bare beneath the coat. My husband thought I was at a gallery opening in Wicker Park.

He even helped zip my boots.

But I wasn’t going to Wicker Park.
I was going to Logan.

My ex. The mistake I used to make on purpose.
Tattoo artist. Bike engine grease under his nails. Hands that could sketch a rose on your thigh and make you cum with the same fingers ten minutes later. I left him for order. For security.

For a man who tucked me in early and never made me scream.

Logan messaged me one word earlier that day:

“Midnight.”

And I said nothing back.
I didn’t have to.



His studio was dim, lit by red neon and a desk lamp. Ink-stained towels on the floor. A half-drawn sketch of a woman’s back on the wall.

He was shirtless when he opened the door. Jeans riding low, tattoos coiling around his abs like sin. He looked me up and down slowly, like a man starving at the edge of a feast.

“You wore that little coat just so I could rip it off you, didn’t you?”

“Try me,” I whispered.

He stepped in close, fists in the lapels, eyes burning.

“Still his wife?”

“Only on paper tonight.”



He shoved the coat off my shoulders, let it fall to the floor.

No pants.

Just the lace.

His eyes darkened. His voice dropped.

“You dirty little fucking slut. You knew what this would do to me.”

“Then do it.”

He grabbed me by the throat, kissed me hard — tongue fucking into my mouth, his body hot, rough, pressing mine against the wall. His hands roamed down, fingers grazing between my thighs.

“You’re soaked.”

“You haven’t even touched me yet.”

He smiled.

“You won’t survive me tonight.”



He dropped to his knees.

Pulled the lace aside with one hand, exposed my dripping cunt with the other.

Then he devoured me.

Tongue flat and fast. Fingers deep. He fucked me with his mouth — messy, loud, slurping sounds echoing in the empty studio. My moans filled the space, louder every second.

“Fuck, Logan—don’t stop—”

“You missed this tongue, huh? Missed getting wrecked?”

“Yes—yes—fuck, I’m—”

“Cum now. Drench me.”

And I did.

Hard. Soaking. Shaking. I pressed my fist to my mouth to keep from screaming as he licked every drop, groaning against my skin.

He stood, his lips wet, his cock already out — thick and throbbing, glistening at the tip.

“You ready to remember what it’s like to be owned?”



He bent me over his tattoo table.

One hand on my back, the other gripping my hip.

Then he slammed in.

I cried out — loud, raw. The stretch, the fill, the depth. My pussy clenched instantly.

“Still fits like a fucking glove,” he groaned, fucking deep, fast, unrelenting. “This married cunt never forgot me.”

He grabbed my hair, pulled my head back.

“Say it. Who owns this pussy?”

“You do,” I gasped. “You always did.”

He slapped my ass. “Louder.”

“YOU DO.”

His hips pounded harder. My tits bounced against the cold table. His cock drove into me with perfect brutality.

“I’m gonna cum again—Logan—”

He reached under, rubbed my clit with two fingers while he fucked me deep.

“Cum on it. Soak me. Let your husband feel it later when he kisses your thighs.”

I exploded.

Clenching. Crying out. My pussy gripping him like a vice.

He pulled out, fisted his cock, and came across my ass — thick, hot, pulsing.

We both stood there, ruined.

He leaned in, whispered against my shoulder:

“Next time, don’t bother wearing the lace.”


?? Confession 50: “Starving Since I Saw You”
Name: Eden P
Location: Scottsdale, Arizona

I didn’t go home that night.

I stayed there, sprawled across the warm sheets, Jax’s cum drying sticky on my lower back, his breath brushing the curve of my shoulder. The air in his apartment was heavy with sweat and something deeper — that impossible pull between us that never stopped burning, even after years apart.

We didn’t speak.
We didn’t have to.

I could still feel the way he had gripped my hips an hour earlier, like he was trying to keep me from slipping away again.

When I finally stood, sliding the thin straps of my dress over my shoulders, my body still throbbed. He lay back against the pillows, eyes following me, his cock still half-hard and gleaming with my wetness.

His voice was low, almost dangerous.
“When are you coming back?”

I swallowed, fingers fumbling with my zipper. “When he’s not looking.”

His gaze darkened. “That better be soon.”

It was.



Three days later, I told my husband I was going to a yoga class during lunch. Instead, I drove to a cheap motel just off the 101.

I wore a fitted blazer over a black bodysuit — nothing underneath. I’d bought it that morning, thinking of Jax’s hands finding the snaps.

The moment I knocked, the door swung open. He didn’t greet me. Didn’t smile. He just grabbed me by the wrist and yanked me inside.

The lock clicked behind us, and then my back hit the door. His mouth was on my neck, his fingers already sliding into me through the side of the bodysuit. I was embarrassingly wet, my hips rocking against his hand before I could stop myself.

“You think about me in the shower?” he murmured against my ear. “Does he have any idea how wet you are before he even touches you?”

“He never makes me wet,” I gasped. “Not like you do.”

He groaned — that deep, guttural sound I remembered from when we were twenty-two and reckless in his college bedroom.

“Then take this cock.”

He didn’t undress me.
Didn’t even take his shirt off.

He bent me over the tiny motel sink, shoved his jeans down just enough, and drove himself into me in one brutal stroke.

I moaned, palms flat against the mirror, forced to watch our reflection. My lipstick was already smeared, his hand gripping my hip so hard I knew there would be bruises.

“Look at yourself,” he growled. “You’re his, but you take me.”

His hips slammed into me with raw, punishing rhythm, the sharp sound of skin on skin echoing in the cramped space. My nipples scraped against the satin lining of the bodysuit, every friction sparking heat through me.

“You gonna cum for me again?” he hissed.

“Fuck—yes—Jax, I’m—”

He pressed his fingers to my clit, rubbing fast, relentless. I screamed, my body convulsing, my pussy clutching around him until he swore through clenched teeth.

He pulled out, spun me around, lifted one of my legs onto the counter, and slid back into me — deeper this time, the angle hitting something that made my vision blur.

We were face-to-face now, foreheads pressed together, breath mingling. His eyes burned into mine like they always had — like he wanted to remember every second of this.

“I should’ve never let you go,” he said.

I kissed him like I was drowning, like there was no air anywhere except in his mouth.

He came inside me with a deep, hot rush, groaning against my lips as I clenched around him one more time.



Jax had been my first real love. The boy who used to drive me to the desert at midnight just to watch the stars. The one I left for stability, for a man who promised me the kind of life my parents would approve of.

But Jax never left me. Not really. He was there in the way my body reacted to certain songs, in the kind of cologne I bought for my husband, in the ache that returned every time I thought of how we ended — sudden, unfinished.

Now, it was a ritual.
Every week. Twice, sometimes three times. Parking garages. Hotel rooms. One time in the back seat of his car behind the old bookstore where we first kissed.

We stopped pretending it was a mistake.

I started looking at my husband differently. Not with guilt, but with quiet knowledge — knowing that while he talked about spreadsheets and office gossip, my body was still full of another man’s cum.

I kept Jax’s scratches down my thighs. His bite marks hidden under my bra line. I stopped deleting the messages.

The fire we started couldn’t be put out.
It still hasn’t.

Book 3 Begins..
 

‘Wife Caught Cheating’ Confessions

30 Wives Who Didn’t Care If Their Husbands Saw

Deep Inside

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

“What happens to Trust, When You Walk in Mid-Thrust?’


Introduction: When She Gets Caught… and Doesn’t Stop

You know what most men fear?

It’s not that their wives might cheat.

It’s that she’ll enjoy it.

It’s that she’ll moan louder for someone else.
That she’ll arch her back for a man who doesn’t even know her favorite color.
That she’ll cum so hard she forgets her husband’s name.

And worst of all?

That he might walk in…
…and she won’t stop.



These confessions are real.

Told to me privately.
Some through trembling voice notes.
Some as bold, wet stories typed at 3 a.m. from freshly-used beds.
Some with guilt.
Most with none at all.

These wives weren’t just cheating — they were performing.

And their husbands?
Some screamed.
Some froze.
Some came home with flowers… and found her on her knees.

And still —
She didn’t stop.



You’ll meet women who:

	Got fucked on the couch while their husband’s dinner got cold 
	Moaned “deeper” while their wedding photo stared back from the mantel 
	Locked eyes with their man as someone else came inside them 
	Told their lovers, “Keep going. He needs to see this.” 
	Dripped onto hardwood floors while their husbands stood in the doorway — hard, helpless, ruined 


Some were gentle wives once.
Then they tasted better cock.

Some were loyal.
Then they got caught in silk robes and didn’t bother covering up.



These are wives who crossed the line — and once they did, they wanted to be seen.

They weren’t sorry.

They were soaked.

They weren’t ashamed.

They were finally alive.



So if you're reading this now — don’t expect polite erotica.

This is not about foreplay.
This is not about gentle fantasies.

This is about being caught mid-thrust.
It’s about the moment her thighs shake, her lover grunts — and the husband walks in.

It’s about wives who look back at their husbands while someone else is still inside them… and smile.



Welcome to their secrets.

Don’t blink.

Don’t flinch.

You’re about to witness what most men fear, what some men crave, and what these women now own:

The moment she gets caught… and doesn’t stop.

Names are changed but their acts remain unchanged.

Read on..


Confession Title 1: “He Walked In While I Was On My Knees”

Name: Jessica
Age: 34
City: San Diego, CA
 



I never thought I’d end up here—kneeling on the floor of my living room, my mouth wrapped around another man’s cock while my husband stood in the doorway, speechless.

But I need to start from the beginning.

It started with loneliness. Michael, my husband, travels for work a lot. Long stretches—ten days, two weeks sometimes. He works hard. And I tried. I tried to stay busy, stay faithful. But when you're lying in bed every night with cold sheets and a vibrator that barely makes you feel anything anymore, things… shift.

That's when Nate came in. He was Michael's old friend from college. We reconnected on Instagram, harmlessly at first. DMs turned to late-night chats, which turned into phone calls. He had this voice—gravel and velvet, slow and steady. He knew how to listen. And he wasn’t afraid to say the things I wished Michael would.

"I still think about that night at the lake house,” he said one night.
I bit my lip. “That was just a kiss.”
“But it should’ve been more.”

Fast-forward two weeks. Michael had flown to Chicago. I told myself Nate was just coming over for a drink. But the second he stepped inside, tension swallowed the room. He smelled like musk and leather, wore a black tee that clung to his arms. His eyes scanned me in my soft tank top and no bra, and I swear, I could feel him undressing me with just a look.

He kissed me in the kitchen. Hard. I gasped when his hand gripped my hip, pulling me against him. His tongue slipped into my mouth with such slow hunger I felt my thighs clench without thinking.

"I want to taste you," he whispered.

I led him to the living room, too breathless to say anything. My knees hit the carpet. I unzipped his jeans and freed his cock—thick, already pulsing in my hand. I stroked it slowly, then let my lips part and took him in. His groan, low and husky, made my core throb.

He threaded his fingers through my hair and guided me deeper. I loved the way he tugged, how his voice cracked when I licked up the underside, how he whispered, “Fuck, Jess, you feel too good…”

That’s when I heard the door.
Then keys dropping.
Then Michael’s voice.

“Jess?”

I froze.
Nate didn’t.
He pressed forward slightly, his cock still in my mouth. My heart was hammering as I looked up—and there he was. Michael. Standing there with his suitcase, wide-eyed.

His mouth opened like he was about to say something, but nothing came out.

And in that twisted, electric moment, something inside me clicked. I didn’t pull away.

Instead, I locked eyes with my husband… and I swallowed Nate deeper. My throat worked around him, and Nate groaned, shuddering. The power—the shame, the arousal, the heat of it all—was like nothing I’d ever felt. Michael didn't leave. He just stared.

I finally let Nate slide free from my mouth, a string of spit still connecting us. I wiped it with the back of my hand, stood up slowly, and turned to Michael.

“I was lonely,” I said. “And you stopped touching me.”

He didn’t speak. His jaw clenched.
Nate zipped up, saying nothing, his face unreadable.

Michael finally moved forward. I thought he’d hit Nate. Or me.
But he just said, “Upstairs. Now.”

To both of us.

And that’s when the night really began.


Confession Title 2: “He Found Me Bent Over the Kitchen Counter”

Name: Marissa
Age: 38
City: Portland, OR
 



I wasn’t looking to cheat.

It’s not like I had a plan. It just happened. I know that sounds like an excuse, but it’s not. It’s the truth. One moment I was pulling groceries from the trunk of my car, and the next I was tangled up in something I couldn’t stop even if I wanted to.

I’d known Gus for years. He was our neighbor—divorced, quiet, a little younger than me. We’d chat over the fence now and then. But something shifted the night he helped carry in the groceries while my husband, Daniel, was “working late” again. I knew what working late really meant—he wasn’t subtle anymore.

Gus followed me inside, setting the bags on the counter.
“Looks like you had a big haul,” he said, smiling faintly.
I shrugged. “I stress-shop when I’m pissed off.”
“That bad?” he asked, leaning a little too comfortably against the kitchen island.

I didn’t answer, but I opened a bottle of red wine. Poured two glasses.
He raised an eyebrow but didn’t decline.

We drank. Talked. Laughed. I don’t even remember what about. I just remember how close he was, how his knee brushed mine under the barstool, how his eyes kept dropping to my collarbone, to the loose scoop of my tank top.

It was like gravity—slow and inevitable. When he touched my hand, I didn’t pull away.

“You okay?” he asked quietly.

I wanted to lie. But I was too tired. Too raw.
“No. Not really.”

He moved closer, his fingers grazing my thigh. My breath caught.
“You deserve to be seen,” he whispered. “Touched. The right way.”

I don’t know who kissed who first. Maybe both of us. His mouth was warm and urgent, and I kissed him like I was starving. Because I was.

We stumbled to the kitchen counter. He bent me over it, my cheek pressing against the cool granite. His hand slid up my bare thigh, under the hem of my loose sundress. He found I wasn’t wearing panties. I heard his breath hitch—low, almost reverent.

“Fuck…” he muttered, voice rough.

His fingers slipped between my folds, teasing, then sinking in slowly. I arched into his touch, moaning into the crook of my arm. His other hand reached around, cupping my breast through the thin fabric.

“You feel so good,” he whispered against my neck. “So wet already.”

I don’t know what came over me. I pushed back against him, needing more. When he pulled his fingers away and replaced them with his cock—thick, warm, pulsing—I gasped. He slid in slowly, stretching me, filling me, his grip tightening around my hip like he couldn’t believe he was inside me.

It wasn’t rushed. It wasn’t frantic. It was deliberate. Every stroke deep, slow, building something thick in my chest. I could hear the wet slap of skin against skin, my own breath stuttering, his low groans against my ear. He whispered my name like it meant something.

And then—

The door creaked open.

I didn’t even hear the car pull in.
But I heard Daniel’s voice.

“Maris—”
Silence.

Gus froze inside me. I turned my head slowly.

Daniel was standing there. Keys in hand. His face blank. Almost too blank.

I expected rage. Shouting. Maybe even violence. But instead, he said nothing. He just looked at me—my dress bunched around my waist, Gus’s cock still inside me, my cheeks flushed, hair wild, lips parted.

I whispered, “I’m sorry.”

But I wasn’t. Not entirely.

He stood there another beat, then dropped the keys into the bowl by the door and walked out.

Gus pulled out of me gently. I adjusted my dress. My hands were shaking. I didn’t cry.

Instead, I stared at the closed door.

And I realized—for the first time in years—I actually felt alive.


Confession Title 3: “He Walked In as My Mouth Was Still Full of Him”

Name: Marjorie
Age: 41
City: Savannah, GA
 



I never imagined I’d be the kind of woman who sucked another man’s cock in the same house where my husband sleeps.

But it didn’t happen out of boredom or spite.

It happened because I was tired of pretending I didn’t miss being wanted. Really wanted. Craved. Not just polite kisses and half-asleep touches under the sheets. I needed to feel like someone ached for me again. Like I still had that kind of power.

And Troy… God, he made me feel dangerous again.

He was our contractor. Fixing the back porch. Tall, broad, calloused hands, tanned arms and just enough roughness in his voice to make everything he said sound like a dare. The first few days, we were cordial. I brought him lemonade. We talked about old houses. Normal stuff.

But then I caught him staring. At my legs. My hips. The outline of my nipples through my braless tank top when the sun hit me just right.

And I stared back.

That day, I wore the thinnest dress I owned. No bra. No panties. I told myself it was just for the heat. But I was lying. I wanted to know if he’d say something. If he’d do something.

And he did.

It started in the laundry room. I had gone to grab some towels while he worked near the back door. I didn’t even hear him walk in behind me until I turned and bumped right into his chest.

“Sorry,” I said, stepping back.

But he didn’t move.

He just looked at me. Eyes low. Voice thick.

“You don’t wear a damn thing under that dress, do you?”

My heart slammed. I should’ve shut it down. But I didn’t.

Instead, I asked, “And if I don’t?”

His hand was on my waist in a second. Not rough, but firm. Hungry. Like he’d been waiting all week. His lips brushed mine—testing—and I melted into him. His kiss was hard, tongue hot and demanding, his body pressing mine against the dryer.

“You taste like trouble,” he muttered, kissing down my neck. “And I want all of it.”

I dropped to my knees without thinking.

I wanted to give him that power. I wanted to be on my knees for someone who looked at me like I was the last woman on Earth.

His jeans were already unzipped. His cock was thick and warm and already swelling. I stroked it once, slow, before licking along the underside, watching him suck in a breath. His hand tangled in my hair—not forcing, just guiding—as I wrapped my lips around him and took him into my mouth.

The way he groaned… deep, guttural… it made my whole body light up.

I sucked him slowly at first, letting my tongue swirl around the head, taking more of him each time. He tasted like sweat and salt and raw need. I looked up as I worked him deeper, seeing the way his head tipped back, the muscles in his arms flexing, the way he whispered my name like it had weight.

And then—

A sound behind me. The back door. Hinge creaking.

I turned just slightly, cock still in my mouth, and saw my husband—Aaron—standing there, frozen.

He didn’t say anything.

He just looked. His mouth open. Keys still in his hand. The grocery bag dangling from one arm like it weighed a thousand pounds.

And there I was. On my knees. Troy’s cock glistening in my mouth. My eyes locked on Aaron’s.

I pulled back, slowly, deliberately. My lips were slick, parted, my breath ragged.

“Aaron,” I whispered.

He didn’t answer. His face was unreadable. But he didn’t move, either. Didn’t shout. Didn’t storm out.

Instead… he just watched.

Troy looked down at me, then to Aaron, then back.

I could feel the silence stretch like wire.

And in that silence, I did something I still don’t fully understand.

I looked up at Troy, then leaned forward and took him into my mouth again.

Because in that moment, I wasn’t just cheating. I was owning it.

Maybe I wanted to be punished. Maybe I wanted Aaron to see what I had to do to feel alive again.

Or maybe I just didn’t care anymore.


Confession Title 4: “He Stepped Inside Just As I Was Moaning Another Man’s Name”

Name: Shobhaa
Age: 36
City: Kochi, Kerala
 



My name is Shobhaa. I am 36, married for nearly twelve years, and I live in Kochi. On the surface, my life looks good. My husband, Manoj, is an engineer—calm, responsible, respected. We have a lovely flat, a car, a routine.

But that's just it. It's all routine.

Our sex life dried up somewhere around our eighth anniversary. He became quiet in bed. Fast, predictable, barely touching me anymore except out of obligation. No eye contact. No fire. I begged, I hinted, I tried to dress up, surprise him, take the lead—but it was like fucking a shadow.

I started feeling invisible.

Until Ashwin came along.

He was my cousin's son’s tutor—26, lean, sharp eyes, always polite but with this undercurrent of heat in how he looked at me. At first, I ignored it. I told myself I was imagining things. But the way he looked at me when my sari blouse slipped slightly… the way his eyes lingered when I leaned over to serve chai… it was deliberate. He wanted me to know.

And I liked it.

One afternoon, while my son was at tuition class and Manoj was supposedly stuck in traffic, I asked Ashwin to help me move some books upstairs. The second we were alone in the bedroom, the air thickened.

“I know what you’re doing,” I said, my voice low.

He smiled. “Do you want me to stop?”

I didn’t answer. I just stepped in and kissed him.

It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t soft. It was the kiss of a woman who hadn’t been touched properly in too long. He lifted me with ease, hands cupping my thighs, sari hiking up around my hips. I wrapped my legs around him as he pressed me against the wall.

“You’re so fucking beautiful, chechi,” he murmured against my neck.

I wasn’t wearing a petticoat. Only a thin cotton panty beneath my sari. He tugged it aside with a grunt, ran his fingers along my soaked slit.

“Already wet,” he whispered. “You’ve been waiting for this.”

His cock—long, thick, eager—pressed at my entrance, and I gasped as he slid inside me in one deep, desperate stroke. I clung to him, moaning, my nails digging into his back. The sound of his hips slapping against my skin, the scent of sweat, my jasmine oil in my hair, the faint creak of the bedpost where I gripped for balance—it was all real. Raw.

He fucked me like he was starving. Like I was something he’d dreamed about for months. And I let go. I didn’t hold back. I moaned his name out loud, again and again—

And that’s when the door opened.

I didn’t even hear the lock.

I turned my head mid-thrust and saw Manoj, standing there, holding a bag of groceries, mouth parted, blinking like he’d stepped into another world.

And I was still full of Ashwin.

I was sweating, hair sticking to my temples, blouse pulled down around my elbows, nipples exposed, thighs trembling, cock buried inside me. My voice caught in my throat.

Ashwin didn’t move. Not at first.

I slid down from his body, legs shaking. I tried to pull my sari up, but it was useless—it was half off me, wrinkled and twisted. My panties were on the floor.

Manoj stared at me.

Then at Ashwin.

Then he said, with this eerie calm, “Don’t stop on my account.”

I thought he was going to scream. Hit someone. Leave. But he didn’t. He stepped inside. Put the bag down. Closed the door behind him.

“I didn’t think you had it in you, Shobhaa.”

My heart raced. I looked away.

Ashwin backed off, finally zipping up, but the heat hadn’t left the room. And something passed between all three of us. Shame. Power. Lust. Shock.

I didn’t apologize.

I didn’t cry.

I just stood there, breasts bare, panting, still slick between my thighs.

And I didn’t regret a thing.


Confession Title 5: “I Let Him Hold Me… Then I Let Him Fuck Me”

Name: Eleanor
Age: 39
City: Bath, UK
 



I hadn’t had sex since the miscarriage.

That was seven months ago. It was a late loss. I was almost at 20 weeks. It wrecked something in me. And it wrecked something in us, too—me and Mark. My husband. We stopped talking about it. We stopped touching. We slept in the same bed, but it felt like we were continents apart.

People bring casseroles and flowers and say all the wrong things when you lose a baby. Then they vanish, and you’re left sitting in a quiet house with rooms that feel too big. Too hollow.

The only person who didn’t disappear was Nathan.

He was my friend’s brother. A decade younger than me, ex-army, working through his own shit, but always showing up. He fixed our gate when it broke. Brought firewood. Helped move furniture when I couldn’t look at the nursery anymore.

One evening, it rained for hours. Cold, miserable English rain. Nathan came in soaked to the skin, his shirt plastered to him. I gave him a towel. Made tea. We sat by the fire in silence for a long time.

Then I said it out loud. The thing I hadn’t told anyone.

“I haven’t been touched since it happened.”

He looked at me gently. His voice was low. “You want to be?”

My eyes met his. I didn’t answer with words.

I leaned into him slowly. He let me guide it. The first kiss wasn’t fiery—it was careful. My hands were cold, his skin warm from the fire. He cupped my cheek like I might break.

“I don’t want to be careful,” I whispered. “Not tonight.”

He didn’t speak. Just kissed me harder.

We moved to the floor, the rug rough beneath my back as he pulled my jumper over my head. I didn’t feel exposed—I felt seen. His hands were big, rough around the edges, but reverent as he pushed my bra aside and took my nipple into his mouth, sucking gently, then harder.

I moaned—quiet, needy.

His fingers slid into the waistband of my leggings, tugging them down slowly. I lifted my hips, breathing hard, thighs trembling. When he saw how wet I was, he paused.

“You sure?”

I nodded.

He licked between my folds, slow, steady, tongue teasing my clit until my hips jerked against his face. I came quickly, unexpectedly, crying out as he moaned into me, gripping my thighs to keep me from escaping the pleasure.

Then he climbed over me. Naked now. His cock thick, pulsing against my inner thigh.

He paused at my entrance, looking into my eyes.

“I’ve got you,” he said.

And then he slid inside.

It was everything. Full. Deep. The stretch, the friction, the weight of him on top of me. He moved slowly, then harder, grunting my name. I clung to him, wrapped my legs around him, sobbing—not from pain. From release. From finally feeling something again.

“I need this,” I kept whispering. “Please… don’t stop.”

He didn’t.

He fucked me with purpose, with emotion, with a quiet desperation that matched mine. Our bodies slapping softly, breath tangled, skin slick with sweat. When he came, it was with a hoarse moan buried in my neck.

Afterward, we lay there in silence. My head on his chest. My eyes open.

I didn’t feel guilty. Not exactly. I just felt… real again. Like I’d stepped out of a fog.

When Mark came home an hour later, he didn’t ask why the lights were dimmed. He didn’t see the used towel drying by the fire. He didn’t notice the faint scent of sex in the air.

Or maybe he did.

But neither of us said a word.


Confession Title 6: “My Husband Walked In As I Was Bent Over My Boss’s Desk”

Name: Krystal
Age: 33
City: Chicago, IL
 



I work in HR. People assume that makes me safe—professional, put-together, all rules and policies. And I was, once. But people forget that even polished women want to feel ruined sometimes.

My boss, Thomas, was the kind of man who didn’t just command the room—he owned it. Tall, salt-and-pepper hair, tailored suits that clung to his broad chest, and this slow, deliberate way of speaking that made even ordinary words feel… filthy.

It started with the usual workplace flirtation. A hand brushing mine when we reached for the same file. The way he lingered a little too long when complimenting my dress. The smirk he gave me after meetings, like he knew exactly what I looked like without my blazer on.

Then came the after-hours meeting. Supposedly about the new onboarding policy. I stayed late, on a Thursday. Everyone else was gone. I wore a fitted black pencil skirt and a silk blouse I knew would show the shape of my nipples when I got warm—which I always did around him.

He closed the office door. Locked it.
“You’ve been testing me,” he said, slowly. “You want to see how far I’ll let you go.”

I leaned against the edge of his desk. “And if I do?”

He didn’t hesitate.

He pulled me forward, gripping my hips, mouth crashing onto mine with a heat that felt long overdue. My legs parted instinctively, my skirt bunching up as he lifted me onto the desk. Papers scattered everywhere.

His mouth trailed down my neck, biting softly just above my collarbone.

“You wore this for me,” he whispered, fingers undoing the buttons of my blouse one by one. “Didn’t you?”

I nodded, breath catching.
“Yes, sir.”

The way he smiled when I said it—that dark, knowing grin—it flipped a switch in me. My panties were soaked by the time he slid them down, using one hand to stroke my inner thighs and the other to tease his fingers through my slickness.

“God, you’re wet already,” he murmured. “You’ve been wanting this.”

I couldn’t even speak.

He turned me around suddenly—bent me over the desk, one knee on the wood, the other foot flat on the carpet. I felt his cock press between my thighs, thick and heavy, then push into me in one long, slow thrust that made my knees tremble.

He gripped my hips tightly and started to fuck me hard—steady, deliberate strokes that made my breasts bounce against the desk, his hand coming down once on my ass with a sharp smack that echoed in the office.

“You like being fucked like this, don’t you?”
“Yes—fuck—yes…”

We were a mess of breath and sweat and wet skin, and I was moaning loud now—louder than I should have.

And that’s when I heard it.
A key.
The door clicking open.

I didn’t have time to process it before a familiar voice said, flatly:
“What the fuck?”

I froze.
Thomas didn’t stop.

I turned my head—my cheek still against the desk—and saw him.
Dylan. My husband.

He was holding my spare keycard in his hand, eyes wide with a betrayal so sharp it cut the air.

“Krystal,” he said again, like he didn’t recognize me.

I was still full of my boss. My skirt around my waist. My thighs trembling from orgasm.

Thomas slowly pulled out of me but didn’t step away. Didn’t even zip up.

I stood, fixing my blouse with shaking hands. My mascara smudged, lips swollen, thighs still sticky with him.

Dylan’s voice cracked.
“You’re letting him fuck you here? In your own office?”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.

He stared at me for a long moment, then dropped the keycard on the carpet.

“Finish what you were doing,” he said. “You clearly need it more than you needed me.”

And he left.

Just like that.

Thomas didn’t say a word. Neither did I.

I just stood there, blouse open, chest rising and falling, caught somewhere between wrecked and liberated.


Confession Title 7: “He Ignored Me For Months—So I Let His Best Friend Fuck Me”

Name: Natalia
Age: 35
City: Philadelphia, PA
 



I didn’t plan it.
But I won’t pretend I didn’t want it.

I’m not the quiet, trembling kind of cheater. I’m the angry kind. The kind that gets ignored by her husband for months while he sinks into his work, his phone, his silence—and finally says, “What’s your problem?” when I pull away in bed.

He stopped seeing me. Not just physically. Emotionally. No more hand on the small of my back when we passed in the hallway. No eye contact. No interest. I started to feel like furniture. Like wallpaper in our own house.

And when you feel invisible long enough, you start to wonder what it would feel like to be seen again. To be taken like you matter.

That’s where Tyler came in.

Tyler—his best friend since college. The kind of guy who always made me laugh too loud at dinners. Who hugged a second longer than normal. Who once looked at me like he wanted to devour me when he thought no one noticed.

But I noticed.

One Friday night, my husband passed out early—half-drunk, on the couch, snoring through his mouth like he always did. Tyler had stayed behind, helping me clean up. The house was quiet. The tension wasn’t.

I handed him a dish towel. Our fingers touched.
He looked at me.
I looked back.

“You okay?” he asked, softly.

And that was it. That question shattered something. I blinked, swallowed hard.

“No,” I whispered. “I’m not.”

His eyes flicked down to my lips, then back up. “You don’t deserve this. He treats you like you're just... there.”

I nodded. Tears burned in my eyes, but they didn’t fall.

And then he stepped closer. “Tell me to stop.”

I didn’t.

I stepped into him, and his hands were on me—urgent, trembling, like he’d been holding this in for years. We kissed like we’d both been suffocating. My back hit the kitchen wall, and he lifted my shirt, ran his hands over my waist like he needed to memorize every inch.

“He doesn’t touch you like this, does he?” Tyler whispered into my neck.

“No,” I said. “He hasn’t touched me in weeks.”

He dropped to his knees, pulling my leggings down slowly. His breath warm between my thighs. His tongue found me, soft at first—then relentless. I tangled my fingers in his hair, grinding against his face, moaning into my fist to keep from screaming.

When I came, it felt like I was clawing out of my skin.

And then I pulled him up.

“Fuck me,” I told him. “Here. Now.”

He didn’t hesitate. He shoved down his jeans, turned me around, and bent me over the kitchen table. My breasts pressed to the wood. His cock slid into me, and I gasped—loud. It had been so long since I’d felt full like that. Wanted like that. Used like that.

He fucked me like my husband never had.

Hard. Raw. Teeth gritted, hands gripping my hips like he was afraid I’d vanish.

I came again, trembling, legs shaking. And I didn’t care that the lights were still on. I didn’t care about guilt.

I cared that someone finally wanted me enough to take me like that.

But then—

I heard it.

A cough.

We turned.

And there he was. My husband.

Awake. Standing at the kitchen door. Still in the same clothes. Eyes bloodshot. Empty.

He didn’t yell. He didn’t speak.

He just stared.

I pulled my shirt down slowly, chest heaving. Tyler backed off, face pale, cock still hanging out, guilt blooming across his cheeks.

My husband turned and walked back down the hall.

No words. No storm.

Just silence.

And somehow, that silence hurt more than any scream ever could.


Confession Title 8: “He Found Me in Bed With Someone Else… And I Couldn’t Take It Back”

Name: Adrienne
Age: 37
City: Denver, CO
 



I used to be the woman who judged other women for cheating.

I used to say things like, "Just leave if you're that unhappy."
But that was before I went a year without hearing “I love you.”
Before my husband stopped kissing me with meaning.
Before our bed became just a place to sleep—and nothing more.

I don’t think I ever stopped loving Caleb. But I started to wonder if he’d stopped loving me.

It wasn’t dramatic. It wasn’t a fight. It was slow erosion. Dinners in silence. Two screens glowing at night. He was tired. I was tired. We’d hug like roommates. Kiss like strangers.

Then came Devon.

A colleague. He wasn’t particularly charming or handsome. But he noticed me. Asked about my day. Texted me just to say he liked the way my laugh sounded during a presentation.

It was innocent for weeks. But I was starving for affection. I think I would’ve melted under any warmth at that point.

One night, we stayed late after a work event. Everyone else had gone. He walked me to my car. It was cold, and my jacket was thin. He offered his. I hesitated.

He said, “You look like you haven’t been touched in a long time.”

I felt something snap.
Not lust.
Just hunger.

I don’t remember how we got to the hotel room. Only the smell—his cologne, faint and woodsy. My heart was pounding so loud I could barely hear his voice as we walked into the room.

“You don’t have to do anything,” he said. “We can just sit.”

But I didn’t want to sit.

I wanted to feel. Even if it was wrong.

I let him undress me. Slowly. My blouse came off, and he kissed the top of my breast through the lace of my bra. I gasped—so softly I surprised myself. His fingers were warm as he unhooked it, letting it fall.

He cupped my breasts gently, kissed each nipple, rolled his tongue over them, and I shuddered. My body hadn’t been adored like this in… I couldn’t remember when.

I undressed him, hands shaking. He kissed me with care—not like a man claiming something, but like one savoring a gift. His cock was thick, flushed dark, already hard as it slid between my thighs. He touched me first—his fingers slow, exploring, coaxing. When he found how wet I was, he paused.

“I don’t want to hurt you,” he whispered.

“You’re not,” I said. “Not yet.”

And when he pushed inside me, I gasped—eyes closed, mouth open. It was overwhelming. Too much. Too needed. He moved gently, then with more rhythm, and I wrapped my arms around his back, holding him like I’d fall apart otherwise.

Our bodies found a rhythm. His hips rocked against mine, our breaths syncing. I came quietly, buried against his chest, shaking.

Afterward, we laid there tangled up. I was just about to speak—maybe apologize, maybe say nothing—when the door opened.

Not knocked.

Opened.

I looked up and saw Caleb.

He stood there with a look on his face I will never forget. Like his soul had left his body.

His keys were in one hand. His mouth opened, but no sound came. His eyes dropped to the place where Devon’s arm was still around me.

I scrambled up, naked, the sheets falling away.
“Caleb,” I whispered, my voice broken.

He didn’t yell.
He didn’t throw anything.
He just stared at me.

And his eyes filled with tears.

The first time in over a year I’d seen him cry—and it was because of me.

I pulled the sheet around myself, walked toward him barefoot, reaching out.
“Please…”

But he took a step back.

“You didn’t even tell me you were lonely,” he said softly. “You just gave my place to someone else.”

I started sobbing. My knees buckled. I dropped to the edge of the bed, holding the sheet like it could hide my shame.

Devon had already stood, dressing silently.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered. “I didn’t know how to ask you to come back to me.”

Caleb didn’t answer. He wiped his face, turned, and walked away.

And I cried harder than I ever have in my life.

Because in that one night of being touched, I destroyed the only love I ever wanted to feel.


Confession Title 9 : “Confession #9 – He Walked In As I Was Riding Another Man”

Name: Leena
Age: 32
City: Vancouver, BC
 



It started with late nights and quiet resentment.

My husband, Raj, is a good man. Steady. Loyal. The kind of man people say women are lucky to have. But he’s also distant. Cold when things get real. After I gave birth to our daughter two years ago, he pulled away—from me, from her, from everything that wasn’t work or silence.

I tried to bring it back. New lingerie. Therapy. Cooking his favorite meals. Nothing worked. He’d kiss my forehead like I was a sister, not a wife. We hadn’t had sex in seven months.

And then there was Eric.

He was one of Raj’s coworkers. Visiting from the New York office. Handsome, older, charming in that too-smooth way. But he listened. He noticed things.

“The way you touch your necklace when you’re nervous,” he once said.
“I didn’t even realize I did that,” I replied.
“I notice everything about you,” he said quietly.

That sentence shouldn’t have meant anything. But when someone’s starved, crumbs taste like meals.

I told myself I wouldn’t go there. But the night Raj had a work event and Eric asked if I wanted to "just talk" over wine at his hotel… I said yes.

It happened so fast, and yet I remember every detail.

The way his thumb brushed my lips before he kissed me. The sound I made when he pushed me gently onto the hotel bed. My blouse unbuttoned slowly, like he wanted to savor it. My skirt riding up my thighs as he explored every inch of my body with soft, deliberate hunger.

He kissed down my stomach, his breath hot. I was already soaked when he slid his fingers between my legs. He groaned softly when he felt how ready I was.

“You need this,” he whispered. “Say it.”

“I need it,” I breathed. “I need you to fuck me.”

I straddled him, my knees digging into the sheets. He guided himself inside me, and I gasped—every inch of him filling me, stretching me open in a way I hadn’t felt in so long. I began to move, riding him slow, grinding against his hips. His hands gripped my waist, guiding the rhythm. His cock pulsed deep inside me, hitting every spot I’d forgotten existed.

I threw my head back, moaning louder than I should’ve.

And that’s when I heard the door.

A card swipe.

I turned my head just in time to see Raj walking in.

He wasn’t supposed to be there. He told me he’d be gone all night. I didn’t even have time to scream.

He stood there, keys still in hand. Our eyes locked—me, topless, mid-thrust, Eric’s cock still buried deep inside me. My legs spread, my chest rising and falling.

The silence was a gunshot.

“Leena?” he said, his voice cracking.

I froze. Eric tried to lift me off but it was too late. The damage was already done.

I grabbed the sheet, covering my chest, slipping off as Eric pulled out of me, our mixed wetness smearing across my thighs. I didn’t even wipe it. I couldn’t move.

Raj’s face collapsed.

“I—Raj, I…”
But there were no words. Just the taste of guilt in my mouth, bitter and thick.

He dropped the keys. His hand went to his mouth like he was going to vomit. His eyes filled, but he didn’t let the tears fall.

He backed away.

“I left work early,” he whispered. “I just… missed you.”

And then he left.

I sat there, naked, shaking, the wet warmth of another man’s cum still between my legs. And I’ve never hated myself more.


Confession Title 10 : “Confession #10 – He Asked What the Noise Was… While I Was Still On Top of My Lover”

Name: Mitali
Age: 40
City: Leicester, UK
 



I never imagined I’d be the kind of woman who’d fuck another man while her husband lay blindfolded in the next room.

But life… life has a way of twisting you into someone you swore you’d never become.

Arun had just had cataract surgery. Both eyes. The doctor said he’d need full rest and zero strain—so he wore bandages, moved slowly, depended on me for everything. And I did it. I helped him to the toilet. Fed him. Gave him his drops. I was there.

But I was also gone.

He hadn’t touched me in months. Even before the surgery. Always tired. Always distracted. We slept apart sometimes. We hardly talked. And when we did, it was about groceries, his blood pressure, or how long the milk had been in the fridge.

So when Vikram—my old friend from university—came back into my life, I wasn’t ready.

He was a widow. Lonely. Smart. With this calm energy that disarmed me. We started meeting for tea. Catching up. Talking like we were twenty again. Laughing. It was harmless.

Until it wasn’t.

That evening, Arun had taken his medication and gone to bed early. I helped him settle on the couch with a blanket and his bandages still on, kissed his forehead, and said I’d be in the other room folding laundry.

But Vikram was already in the bedroom.

We didn’t speak. There wasn’t anything to say. The door closed, and I walked straight to him. My hands trembled as I unbuttoned his shirt, my heart racing. It had been so long since someone looked at me like that—with heat. With need.

He undressed me slowly, pressing me down onto the bed. His fingers trailed along my inner thighs, then slipped inside me—finding me soaking wet already. I gasped, my nails digging into his shoulder. His mouth followed, kissing down my stomach, tongue tracing soft circles until I moaned.

I begged him to fuck me.

He slid inside me, and I felt full for the first time in ages. I rocked against him, holding onto his chest, whispering his name into his neck. It was slow, sensual—our bodies melting into each other, hips moving in rhythm, the wet slap of skin echoing off the walls.

But I got careless.

I got too loud.

And from the other room, I heard it—

“Mitali?”

My heart stopped.

I froze, still straddling Vikram, his cock buried inside me, my breath heavy.

“What… what was that noise?” Arun asked, voice muffled, groggy, fragile.

I glanced toward the door. It was open just a crack.

My voice shook.
“I dropped something!” I called back. “Just the laundry basket!”

Silence.

Then: “Okay… you alright?”

I closed my eyes.

“Yes, I’m fine. Just give me a minute!”

Vikram’s hands were on my waist, gentle, unsure.
“We should stop,” he whispered.

I didn’t move. I couldn’t.

Instead, I leaned forward, kissed his lips, and whispered, “Don’t stop.”

And he didn’t.

We moved together, slower now, barely making a sound. I came with my hand pressed over my mouth, tears in my eyes. Not from the orgasm—but from what I knew I had just done.

After he left, I washed the sheets. I sat next to Arun and held his hand, pretending everything was fine.

He never asked again about the noise.

But I still wonder if he knew—if the pain in his voice that night was less about confusion… and more about betrayal.


Confession Title 11: He Opened the Door While I Was Begging Another Man Not to Stop”

Name: Claire
Age: 34
City: Atlanta, GA
 



My name’s Claire. I’ve been married for six years. Comfortable marriage. Good on paper. Good in theory. But you can only go so long pretending that comfortable feels the same as desired.

Ethan, my husband, is a good man. Steady, honest, loyal. But with him, sex became routine. Three positions. Same rhythm. Lights off. And no words. Not even the dirty kind I craved. Over time, I stopped asking.

I started dreaming about being taken. Rougher. More intense. Not violent — just hungry.

That hunger became unbearable.

And then Lucas entered the picture.

He was my personal trainer. Younger. Tattooed forearms. A voice like gravel and smoke. He never crossed a line — but he always looked at me like he could. Like he wanted to. The way his hands lingered on my lower back when adjusting my form... it drove me crazy.

One day, after our session, I mentioned I had the house to myself. I said it offhand, stupidly, hoping it sounded casual.

He raised an eyebrow. “You inviting me for a protein shake or something else?”

I didn’t say anything. Just walked to the door, looked back once. He followed.

Inside, the tension snapped like a live wire.

Lucas cornered me in the kitchen. My tank top was already damp with sweat. He pushed me gently against the fridge, mouth close, his breath hot.

“You been thinking about this as much as I have?” he asked.

I nodded. Swallowed hard.

“Good,” he murmured. “Because I’m not holding back.”

His lips crashed into mine, urgent, raw. My body lit up like it hadn’t in years. I pulled his shirt off. He shoved mine up, exposing my breasts, kissing them hard as I moaned.

“Fuck, Claire,” he groaned, lifting me onto the counter. “You’re soaked already.”

I opened my legs for him, my thighs trembling.

He pulled my leggings down, kissed the inside of my thigh, then flicked his tongue against my clit — slowly at first, then faster, then deep and greedy. I moaned, loud and unfiltered.

I should’ve been scared. I should’ve remembered Ethan said he was working late — but my body didn’t care.

Lucas slid two fingers inside me, curling them just right as his tongue worked faster. I came on his face, shuddering, gripping the edge of the counter.

Then I said it:
“Fuck me. Please. Right now.”

He dropped his shorts. No condoms. No hesitation. Just instinct. He lined himself up, rubbed the head against my entrance, and pushed inside me—thick, hard, stretching me until I gasped.

I clung to him, legs wrapped around his waist. He thrust hard, deep, holding my face with one hand as if he couldn’t believe I was real.

“I knew you needed this,” he said through gritted teeth. “You need to be fucked properly.”

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

That’s when the front door opened.

We both froze.

I heard Ethan’s voice call out:
“Claire?”

Time stopped.

Lucas was still inside me.

I panicked. I slid off the counter, pushing him back, yanking my leggings up with trembling hands. He darted into the hallway bathroom.

I turned, face flushed, pulse pounding.

Ethan walked in holding a bag of groceries.

“I thought you said you’d be at yoga until eight,” he said, confused.

I forced a smile. “Finished early.”

He blinked. Then his eyes narrowed.
“What’s… what’s that smell?”

My stomach dropped. I knew exactly what he meant. The faint scent of sex still hung in the kitchen. Sweat. Lust. Him.

“I... spilled a smoothie. Cleaned it up.”

He stepped forward slowly. Looked around. Too quiet. Too still.

Then he looked at me — really looked at me. My flushed cheeks. My mussed hair. The faint redness still around my neck.

His voice dropped.

“Claire… is someone here?”

And in that moment, the guilt finally landed like a fist to the chest.

I couldn’t lie anymore.

I didn’t answer.
I just started to cry.

And Ethan dropped the groceries.


Confession #12 – He Shouted My Name While I Was Still Moaning Someone Else’s”

Name: Jasmine
Age: 36
City: Houston, TX
 



I never meant for it to go that far.

I told myself it was just a message. Just a little flirting. I needed the attention, that’s all. I missed being looked at like I was fuckable — not just functional.

After two kids, my husband Rob saw me like a teammate. A mother. A reliable woman. But not a woman who made him ache anymore. Not a woman he craved.

Then came Drew. A mechanic I met at the dealership. He wasn’t my type. Rough hands. Tattoos. But his eyes stayed on my chest a second too long. His voice dropped when he said, “Bet your husband doesn’t appreciate what he’s got.”

I should’ve walked away.

Instead, I gave him my number.

One afternoon, when Rob said he’d be gone all day at a site visit, I told Drew to come over. My stomach was knotted the whole morning. But I didn’t cancel.

He arrived just after lunch. Jeans. Grease-stained shirt. No shame.

“You sure?” he asked.
I nodded.
“Lock the door?” he said.
I didn’t.

He grabbed me the moment I closed the bedroom door. Pressed me against the wall, kissed me hard. No slow buildup — just need. His hands were all over me, lifting my shirt, pulling down my joggers, kissing me through my panties until I was gasping.

“God, you’re soaked already,” he muttered.

I clawed at his belt. Needed it too badly to play coy. He slid his cock out, thick, flushed, hard as fuck — and when I reached for it, he moaned like I’d touched something sacred.

He bent me over the side of the bed.

I didn’t resist.

He pushed my panties aside and slid inside me in one long, rough stroke that made me cry out. The sound that came from me wasn’t a sound I’d made in years — guttural, needy, unfiltered.

He grabbed my hips and started fucking me hard, the slap of skin loud in the room. My breasts bounced against the comforter, and I bit into the pillow to keep from screaming. My orgasm built fast, sharp, overwhelming.

“Oh fuck, Drew—don’t stop…”

That’s when the door slammed open.

And I heard the voice that shattered everything.

“Jasmine?”

My blood turned to ice.

I turned my head.

Rob was standing in the doorway. Mouth open. Eyes wide. Keys still in his hand.

“What the fuck—”

I stumbled forward, Drew pulling out of me with a wet, obscene sound. I yanked my shirt down, legs still trembling, cum already dripping down my thigh.

“Rob—wait—it’s not what you—”

He stepped forward.

“Not what I think?!”
His voice cracked. He looked from me to Drew, still half-hard, his cock glistening, his jeans around his thighs.
“You’re moaning his name in our bed.”

I tried to speak. Nothing came out.

“I thought you were working late,” I finally whispered.

He laughed — bitter, broken.

“Guess I should’ve texted. Give you time to finish getting fucked like a whore.”

That word burned.

“Don’t,” I choked out. “Don’t talk to me like that—”

But I couldn’t even finish. Because I had been.

Because he was right.

He stared at me one more time. Then turned and walked out, slamming the door so hard the whole frame shook.

And I sat down on the floor, half-naked, wet, ruined.

Not from the sex.

But from what I’d lost.


Confession #13 – He Asked Me Who I Was Whispering To”

Name: Neha
Age: 39
City: Seattle, WA
 



I don’t know how it started.

No — that’s a lie. I know exactly how it started.

It was a dinner party. My husband Arjun’s business partner had come over with his wife, and they brought their son, Karan. 25. Fresh out of grad school. Polite. Clever. Quiet — but with that confident silence. The kind that doesn't ask permission. The kind that watches.

I caught him watching me more than once.

When I reached for a wine glass. When I crossed my legs. When I licked something off my finger absentmindedly. He held eye contact a few seconds too long. And I should’ve looked away.

But I didn’t.

Later that week, Arjun was out of town for a client trip. Karan came by — dropping off a folder his dad forgot, nothing more. I invited him in. Just for tea. The house was too quiet.

We sat on the couch, close enough that I could feel the warmth off his thigh.

“You’re always so poised,” he said suddenly. “Like nothing ever shakes you.”

I raised an eyebrow. “I’m not always.”

“I wonder what you’re like when you do get shaken,” he said, holding my gaze.

I should’ve ended it. But my heart was racing. And I was already wet.

“You should go,” I whispered.

He stood slowly, towering over me.

“Say it again,” he said. “Like you mean it.”

I opened my mouth… but I didn’t say it.

Instead, I stood and kissed him.

Hard. Deep. His hands slid into my hair, pulling me close, and I felt the full length of his cock already hard against me. His mouth was hungry. Unpracticed, maybe — but eager. I broke the kiss to catch my breath, and he looked at me like I was fire.

“Bedroom?” he asked, his voice hoarse.

“No time,” I said.

I dropped to my knees right there in the living room.

His belt came undone fast. I tugged down his jeans and boxers and took him into my mouth — thick, hot, already twitching in my palm. I moaned as I licked up his shaft, tasting that salty heat at the tip. He gasped when I sucked him deep, my throat relaxing around him.

“You’re… fucking incredible,” he breathed.

I stroked him with one hand, wet and messy, as I sucked with steady rhythm. When he pulled me up and kissed me again, tasting himself on my lips, I felt lightheaded.

I climbed onto the couch, hiked my skirt up, and straddled him. No teasing now. No time. He lined up, his cock slick and flushed, and I slid down onto him with one sharp gasp.

It had been so long since I’d felt so full.

He held my hips, trying not to come too fast, but I rode him slowly, working my hips in circles, his name on my breath. His fingers pressed into my skin, desperate, reverent.

“You feel so fucking good,” he groaned. “You feel like sin.”

I was close. Too close. My thighs were trembling, the heat coiling tight in my belly.

And then—

My phone lit up on the coffee table.

“Babe?”

It was Arjun’s voice. From the speaker. I’d butt-dialed him somehow. He was still on the line.

“Neha? Are you there? Who are you whispering to?”

I froze.

Karan was still deep inside me. My body still twitching from the edge of climax.

I scrambled off him, fumbling for the phone, trying to hang up, but it was too late. My breath was ragged, flushed, sweaty, and the guilt hit like a wave.

I texted Arjun right away.

"Sorry. Pocket dial. Nothing, just cleaning up."

He didn’t reply.

Karan pulled his jeans up silently.

I sat there on the floor, skirt still hiked, thighs sticky, heart pounding.

He leaned down, kissed my forehead, and said, “I think he knows.”

I didn’t answer.

Because I knew it too.


Confession Title 14 – I Let Him Catch Me, Because I Needed Control Again”

Name: Celeste
Age: 42
City: Miami, FL
 



I used to be a woman who begged for attention.

Now I make men beg to keep me.

After nearly twenty years of marriage, I know how to weaponize silence. I know the power of a glance, a low-cut blouse, a pause between words. I know what it does to a man when his wife stops asking for things and starts taking them without permission.

My husband, David, had grown careless with me. Comfortable. Too predictable. No more surprises. Sex twice a month, lights off, missionary, both of us silent except for the sigh he made when he came.

I stopped trying to spice it up.

Instead, I watched him grow possessive about his power at work, bragging about deals closed and interns who laughed too loud at his jokes.

That’s where Tyler came in.

Twenty-seven. Corporate ladder-climber. New. Eager. Too confident. But he watched me like I was something rare — something he wasn’t supposed to touch but desperately wanted to.

I never had to proposition him. I just let him notice me. Let him wonder. Let him catch me staring at his belt buckle during a conference call when no one else was looking.

He cracked first.

A message at 10:41 p.m.
“Do you want me to stop thinking about you?”

I didn’t reply.

I just sent back a photo of my legs spread under silk sheets. No face. Just enough to burn into his memory.

He came over two nights later, trembling and hard the moment I opened the door.

I didn’t say a word.

I led him straight into the bedroom, pushed him back onto the bed, and straddled him. No teasing. No romance. Just heat.

I unzipped his slacks, pulled his cock out, and stroked it slowly while staring into his eyes.

“You’ve been imagining this,” I whispered. “Haven’t you?”

“Yes,” he breathed. “God, yes…”

I slid down, took him into my mouth, sucking deep and slow until he gasped. My tongue circled his head, my hand gripping the base as he bucked into me. But I stopped before he could finish.

“Not yet,” I said, crawling up, lifting my skirt, and pulling my panties aside. “I want it to last.”

He moaned when I sank down onto him, his hands gripping my hips, his cock buried so deep inside me I had to bite my lip to stay quiet. I rode him slow at first, then faster, grinding, clenching around him until my orgasm hit like a wave.

But I wasn’t done.

Not until I heard him.

The front door opened.

And I kept riding.

David had been “out with clients.” But I knew he’d check the home security system. I knew he’d get curious. I left the lock turned but the door unlatched — just enough to let him in without effort.

So when I heard his keys hit the counter… I didn’t stop.

I moved slower. More deliberate. My thighs shaking. My moans louder. Tyler still gripping my ass, unaware. Too caught in it.

Then David’s voice — flat, sharp, dangerous.

“What the fuck is this?”

Tyler froze.

I turned my head slowly, sweat clinging to my neck, and met my husband’s eyes.

And then I kept riding.

“Something you haven’t given me in a long time,” I said.

David’s mouth opened. Then closed.

He didn’t scream.

He watched.

And Tyler finally realized — this wasn’t just an affair.

It was a performance.

I came again with my husband standing five feet away. Eyes wide. Fists clenched. And my mouth open in a long, drawn-out moan.

Not because I wanted to be caught.

But because I needed him to feel it.


Confession #15 – He Walked In While I Was Naked, Mid-Orgasm… and My Lover Was Stuck Under the Bed”

Name: Bianca
Age: 35
City: Austin, TX
 



I swear, I’m not usually this reckless.

But that’s what happens when your husband leaves for a “golf retreat” and you think you’ve got two days of freedom, wine, and sin with the man you’ve been sexting since January.

His name’s Nate. Personal trainer. Built like a Greek statue with the IQ of a houseplant. But what he lacks in conversation, he makes up for with stamina, tongue work, and the kind of cock that makes you temporarily forget things like vows, consequences, and basic common sense.

We’d been teasing this for months — stolen kisses in his car, risky photos, the occasional “oops, I dropped my towel” video from me while doing laundry. But this was our first time actually doing it at my house.

The plan was simple:
Arun (my husband) would be golfing until Sunday.
Nate would sneak in Friday night.
We’d sweat, fuck, hydrate, and repeat until our thighs gave out.

Things started strong.

I met him at the door in nothing but a robe and a wicked smile. I barely let him say “hi” before pulling him inside and dropping to my knees right there in the hallway.

He was already hard. And I was already wet.

We didn’t even make it to the bed the first round. The kitchen island got christened. Then the laundry room. By the time we finally stumbled to the bedroom, we were both laughing and sore and completely naked.

“I’ve wanted to wreck you since the first time you bent over in those yoga pants,” Nate groaned, kissing down my stomach.

“Then do it,” I dared.

And oh, he did.

He bent me over the foot of the bed, lined up behind me, and slid in deep. I moaned — not sexy Instagram moaning, but the kind that escapes when someone hits a spot you forgot existed. His hands gripped my hips. His thrusts were hard, fast, sloppy.

It was glorious.

Until—

The front door opened.

Keys. Then footsteps.

Then a familiar voice:

“B? You here? They canceled the tournament — bad weather.”

My entire soul left my body.

“Shitshitshitshitshit,” I gasped, scrambling off Nate’s cock mid-thrust.

He hit the floor with a loud thud. I ran for my robe but slipped on a pair of lace panties and skidded into the dresser, knocking over a lamp.

“Everything okay?” Arun called.

“YES!” I screamed, breathless. “JUST… DOING YOGA!”

Yoga. At 7 p.m. In heels. Naked.

My robe was under Nate. Who had now — in his infinite wisdom — decided to roll under the bed.

Except his foot was still sticking out.
And the lube bottle had rolled right next to it.

I flung myself onto the bed, spread eagle, trying to look casual while literally dripping and shaking from almost finishing. My orgasm was still hovering in my spine like a fire alarm.

Arun opened the door.

He paused. “You’re… glowing.”

“Yoga,” I gasped. “Really intense core work.”

He squinted.

Then his nose wrinkled. “Why does it smell like latex and coconut oil?”

“Candle?” I said weakly. “New… tantric… aromatherapy scent.”

He stepped in.

That’s when Nate, who’d apparently been holding in a breath the entire time, sneezed.

Loudly.

Arun froze.
I froze.
Nate, under the bed, whimpered like a dying raccoon.

“What the fuck was that?”

“Nothing! My phone! It vibrated.”

“That was a sneeze.”

“I SNEEZED.”

“You sneezed under the bed?”

And then—Nate tried to army crawl out the other side and got stuck.

We both watched as half his naked, oiled-up body was wiggling under the bedframe, ass in the air, mumbling “Shit, I’m stuck…”

The silence was unbearable.

Arun looked at me. Looked at the foot. Looked at the condom wrapper on the floor. Looked at me again.

And just said,
“…I’m going to kill him.”

Then he turned and calmly walked out.

I don’t even know what happened next. I think I blacked out from embarrassment. Nate finally got unstuck and ran out the back door still naked, carrying one sock and a protein shake.

We haven’t spoken since.

Arun slept at his sister’s for two weeks. We’re in therapy now. And every time someone mentions yoga, I feel my soul leave my body again.


Confession #16 – I Let Another Man Fuck Me Because My Husband Wanted Her More Than Me”

Name: Isabel
Age: 38
City: San Diego, CA
 



It started with lipstick.

Scarlet red. Smudged. On a wine glass that wasn’t mine.

I found it in the dishwasher the night after my husband’s “client dinner.”

And I knew.
I just knew.

I didn’t say anything right away. I played the role. Loving wife. Steady. Cool. But I started paying attention. I saw how his phone never left his hand. How he smiled at text messages I never got. How he started wearing cologne again.

I started to hate her. Whoever she was.

And worse… I started to hate myself.

Was I boring now? Predictable? Too comfortable in flannel pajamas and face masks?

I started going to the gym again. Changed my hair. Bought new lingerie I didn’t show him. Just wore it under my clothes and waited. Nothing changed.

Then came Jordan.

My coworker. He was younger — 30, maybe — but sharp. He had this dry, cocky wit and that kind of watchful energy. Always looking, always calculating. We’d flirted lightly before, but now… I leaned in.

One night, after a long project meeting, I drove him home. It was late. He asked if I wanted to come up for a drink. I knew what that meant. I paused.

Then I said yes.

The moment I stepped inside his apartment, the shift was immediate. He locked the door. Stepped behind me. And said softly, “You don’t want a drink.”

“No,” I said. “I want to forget.”

He kissed me hard — hand gripping the back of my neck, the other pulling me against him. I gasped into his mouth, already dizzy from how fast my body responded. His fingers slid under my blouse, finding bare skin, tracing over the lace bra I’d worn all day and no one had seen.

“You’ve been waiting to be touched, haven’t you?” he asked.

I nodded.

He kissed down my throat, fingers pulling my blouse open, one button at a time, then reaching behind me, unclasping my bra with a practiced flick. My nipples hardened in the cool air, and he sucked one gently into his mouth.

I moaned — raw, desperate.

He moved us to the couch. I let him undress me slowly. I didn’t want it rushed. I wanted to feel every moment. His hands were firm but warm, mapping my body like he wanted to memorize it.

He ran his tongue down my stomach, pulled my panties down with his teeth, and licked between my thighs in slow, teasing circles.

“Tell me what he stopped doing,” Jordan whispered. “And I’ll give it back to you.”

I whispered, “He stopped looking at me.”

Jordan pushed two fingers inside me, curling them as his tongue found my clit again. I came quickly — a sobbing, full-body release I didn’t even realize I’d been holding in.

Then he pulled his cock out — thick, flushed, dripping precum — and rubbed the head against my slit, teasing, slick, maddeningly slow.

“Is this what you needed?” he asked, eyes locked on mine.

“Yes,” I gasped. “Please… fuck me.”

He slid inside me slowly, groaning at how wet I was. I clenched around him instinctively, wrapping my legs around his waist. He started to thrust — deep, rhythmic, perfect. My hips met his greedily. My moans turned into cries.

Every thrust felt like a reminder of what I’d lost — or maybe what I still deserved.

“Let him have his side piece,” Jordan muttered into my ear, fucking me harder. “You’re mine tonight.”

I came again, louder, clinging to him, burying my face in his shoulder.

When we finished, tangled and shaking, I stared at the ceiling, chest rising and falling.

And that’s when I saw my phone lighting up across the room.

A text from my husband.

“Still at dinner. Don’t wait up.”

I almost laughed. I almost cried.

Jordan stroked my thigh gently. “You okay?”

I nodded. But inside, I was cracked open.

Because the truth is… I didn’t do it just to feel wanted.

I did it because I wanted to hurt him back.

And the worst part?

He never even found out.

“Confession #17 – He Saw Me, Really Saw Me… and I Let It Happen”

Name: Danika
Age: 40
City: Boston, MA
 



I never meant to fall into anyone’s arms.
Not like this.
Not with someone who saw too much of me.

His name was Marc. My son’s piano teacher.

Twice a week he came by—always polite, always with that gentle half-smile. He was in his late 30s. Broad shoulders under simple sweaters. Calloused fingers. The kind of calm that unnerves you because it feels like he’s watching the world, not just living in it.

My husband, Adrian, didn’t notice. Of course not. He barely noticed me anymore. We coexisted—shared calendars, carpools, bills. No passion. Not even arguments. Just… stillness. And silence.

It was a Tuesday when it started. Rainy. The piano lesson had ended early. My son ran up to his room, and I offered Marc a cup of tea. He nodded. Said yes. The first time we’d ever been alone.

I handed him the mug. Our fingers touched. He didn’t pull away.

“You okay?” he asked softly.
I tried to laugh. “Isn’t that always a dangerous question?”
“I don’t ask it lightly,” he replied.

I didn’t answer. But I looked up. And whatever was simmering between us shifted — sharpened.

He leaned forward just slightly.

“Danika,” he said, low. “I need you to tell me if I should leave right now.”

And I should’ve said yes.

But I didn’t.

I stepped closer.

He kissed me like he already knew the taste of my mouth. My breath hitched when his hand slid around my waist, pulling me against him. Our mugs clinked awkwardly on the counter behind us. His mouth was warm, patient, exploring. I hadn’t been kissed like that in years.

“I’ve thought about this every time I’ve seen you,” he murmured against my lips. “But I didn’t think I’d get the chance.”

“You don’t,” I whispered. “But I’m giving it to you anyway.”

I led him to the living room. My body felt hot under my clothes, my nipples aching beneath the lace of my bra. He kissed down my throat, hands slow and reverent. When his fingers brushed the hem of my sweater, I raised my arms and let him undress me.

I was braless. He paused to stare — then cupped my breasts, kissed one nipple, then the other, tongue teasing until I moaned and pressed against him.

He undressed without ceremony. His body was lean, strong. His cock hung thick and hard between us, brushing my hip as he leaned back in for another kiss.

“Lie down,” he said, breathless.

I obeyed.

The couch creaked beneath me. He slid my leggings off, kissed down the inside of my thigh, and when his mouth reached the place I ached for, I gasped.

He didn’t rush.

His tongue circled my clit softly, then with pressure. His hands gripped my hips as I writhed, trying to stay quiet in case my son overheard upstairs. But when he slid two fingers inside me and curled them just right, I bit down on my fist to keep from crying out.

I came hard. Full-body, toe-curling, shaking.

He moved up, kissed me deeply, letting me taste myself on his lips. I reached for him, guided him to my entrance. He groaned as he pushed in—slow, thick, stretching me in a way I hadn’t felt in forever.

He stayed still for a moment.
“Tell me this is okay,” he whispered.

“It’s not,” I whispered back. “But don’t stop.”

He thrust, slow at first. Deep. Every stroke hit where I needed it. His fingers tangled in mine, eyes locked on mine. The room smelled like sweat and sex and rain from the open kitchen window.

It wasn’t a fuck.

It was wanting.

He moved faster, hips snapping, our bodies slapping softly, our breathing ragged. I came again around him, gasping into his shoulder. He came moments later, groaning my name like it meant something.

When we were done, we didn’t speak for a long time. I lay on top of him, still trembling, his arms wrapped around my back like I might vanish.

He finally said, “I shouldn’t have—”

“I know.”

We dressed slowly. He kissed my forehead at the door.

“I see you,” he whispered.

And then he was gone.

I stood at the window as he walked down the path, chest tight, legs sore, heart… wrecked.

Because I believed him.

And no one had said that to me in a very long time.


Confession #18 – I Knew It Would Ruin Everything, and I Still Let Him In”

Name: Liana
Age: 41
City: Charleston, SC
 



The first time I realized I was going to cheat on my husband, I was standing in the kitchen holding a wine glass, barefoot, in an old t-shirt that still smelled like laundry soap and exhaustion.

The man I was thinking about was my friend’s husband.
His name was Ryan.

We’d always been friendly. In groups. At cookouts. At birthdays. He had this steady way about him — quiet, but not shy. The kind of man who listens with his eyes, not just his ears.

My husband, Theo, was the opposite. Loud. Always distracted. More interested in solving problems than seeing people.

Ryan never made a move. Never crossed a line. But one night, after a group dinner, he stayed behind to help with dishes. We were alone for the first time, side by side, hands in sudsy water.

“You always do too much,” he said. “Even when you look like you’re about to fall over.”

I laughed, tired. “If I stop, it’ll all fall apart.”

He dried his hands. “What if you let someone catch you? Just once?”

I turned to him. We were close. His fingers brushed mine. My heart beat harder than it should have.

And I said something I still regret — not because it was wrong, but because it was true.

“I wish you’d caught me sooner.”

That was it.

The next time we saw each other, it happened.

Theo had taken the kids to his sister’s for the weekend. I told him I needed time alone. That I was overwhelmed. He didn’t argue.

Ryan texted:
“I’m thinking about what you said.”

I responded:
“Come over.”

He arrived just past eight. I answered the door barefoot, wearing a loose slip dress, no bra, no makeup. I didn’t want to seduce him with anything but honesty.

We didn’t say much. He stepped inside. I poured two glasses of wine. We sat at the table, hands wrapped around the glasses but not drinking.

He looked at me. “You sure?”

“No,” I said. “But I need to feel something real.”

He reached across and touched my hand.

That was all it took.

He pulled me in, and we kissed — slow, full of held-back years. His hand slid into my hair, tilting my head back as his tongue slipped into my mouth. It was deliberate, like he didn’t want to miss a single moment.

“I’ve thought about this,” he whispered, lips brushing my ear.

“Then stop waiting.”

He lifted me onto the kitchen table. My dress bunched around my thighs, and his fingers grazed the inside of my knee, then higher, until they reached the heat between my legs. No panties.

His breath caught.

“You knew this was going to happen,” he murmured.

I nodded. “I planned it down to the wine.”

He dropped to his knees, kissed my inner thigh, and ran his tongue slowly through my folds, tasting me like it mattered. My fingers gripped his hair as he sucked gently on my clit, circling it with his tongue, fingers slipping inside me with slow, curling pressure.

I came hard — shaking, biting my lip, whispering his name.

He stood, kissed me again, and carried me to the couch.

There, he laid me back, undressed himself slowly, letting me see all of him. When he climbed over me, cock thick and hard, I opened my legs willingly. He slid into me without a word, and I gasped — full, stretched, finally taken.

His strokes were deep. Measured. Every thrust filled me completely. His hand cupped my cheek as he fucked me, eyes locked on mine. It wasn’t just sex. It was everything we hadn’t said for years.

“You’re incredible,” he groaned. “Why doesn’t he see you?”

“Because he stopped looking.”

We came close together — my orgasm rippling around him as he gasped into my neck, burying himself deep and pulsing inside me. I held him there, both of us panting, silent, skin slick with sweat and emotion.

Afterward, we lay tangled, neither one speaking.

He finally said, “We can’t do this again.”

I nodded.

But we both knew we would.

Because once you feel seen, really seen…
It's almost impossible to go back to being invisible.

It should’ve ended there — on the couch, skin against skin, secrets cooling on our bodies like sweat.

But I didn’t ask Ryan to leave right away. That was my second mistake.

The first was letting him in at all.

He fell asleep, tangled with me under a throw blanket. His hand was resting on my hip, our legs still knotted together. I stared at the ceiling, heart heavy but strangely calm.

Until I heard the front door unlock.

And my world flipped.

I panicked — gently shook Ryan, whispering his name. His eyes fluttered open, confused, then wide.

“Is that…?”

I nodded. “Theo.”

There was no time.

I shoved him off the couch, threw the blanket over myself, still naked underneath. Ryan grabbed his jeans, stumbling as he tried to slip them on one leg at a time like some slapstick cliché. He made it as far as the hallway when the door opened fully.

Theo walked in with a grocery bag and stopped cold.

There we were.

Me on the couch, hair wild, flushed, clearly naked under the blanket.
Ryan — shirtless, barefoot, holding his belt and half in his pants.

Silence.

Theo stared.

“Are you serious right now?”

I opened my mouth but nothing came out.

He stepped forward, dropped the groceries, eggs rolling across the tile. His voice cracked.

“Here. In the house. Our house.”

Ryan started to speak — “I should go” — but Theo raised a hand.

“Don’t. You’re already a fucking punchline. Might as well stay for the fallout.”

I stood, the blanket slipping just enough to show my thigh. My legs were shaking. My voice was barely a whisper.

“Theo, please. I—”

He looked at me then — really looked. Like a man seeing something burned and broken.

“You were going to let me come home and kiss you. You were going to let me touch you without saying a word.”

Tears hit before I could stop them.

“I felt invisible,” I said. “I needed to feel… something.”

“You felt him.”

He laughed, bitter and quiet. Not cruel — just devastated.

Then he looked at Ryan.

“You need to go. Before I forget I’m a man who holds himself back.”

Ryan left. Fast.

The door shut hard behind him.

Theo stood there for a long moment. Then he turned, walked into the kitchen, and began cleaning up the spilled groceries like it was any other Tuesday.

And I just stood there. Naked. Used. Caught.

The house never felt colder than it did in that moment.

And nothing — not sex, not guilt, not even love — could warm it again.

Theo didn’t leave.

After catching me with Ryan, he stayed. Slept in the guest room. Spoke only when necessary. Cooked his own meals. Avoided eye contact for weeks.

It hurt in a way I wasn’t ready for — not the screaming, not the dramatic fallout I expected. Just… silence. Cold, deliberate silence.

I told him it was over. That it was a mistake. That it meant nothing.

And maybe I even believed that. For a while.

Ryan didn’t message me.

I didn’t message him.

Two months passed. Theo started looking at me again. Our daughter asked why Daddy seemed sad and I cried in the bathroom for twenty minutes afterward. We had sex once. Quiet. Mechanical. Like two ghosts trying to remember what it felt like to be alive.

But then I saw Ryan again.

It was unplanned. I ran into him at the market. We both froze — then smiled like nothing had ever happened. He asked how I was doing. I lied. Said “better.”

He said, “You look tired of pretending.”

And I hated him for being right.

He asked to meet. I said no.
Then I said maybe.
Then I said yes.

It happened at a cheap hotel off the highway. Room 204.

We didn’t talk much. I walked in and he kissed me before the door even shut. I still remember how his hands felt under my blouse — urgent but soft. I unzipped his jeans like I’d been starving.

Clothes scattered on the carpet. He bent me over the edge of the bed. No sweet words. No slow buildup. Just need. Skin slapping skin. My moans muffled into a pillow. His cock deep inside me, every thrust dragging me deeper into guilt and heat.

I came harder than I wanted to admit. Whispered his name like a prayer and a curse.

Afterward, I sat on the bed, naked, shaking.

“I told myself I wouldn’t do this again,” I said.

He sat next to me, brushing my thigh with the back of his hand.

“I know.”

But we both knew it would happen again.

Theo never asked. He believed me when I said it was over. He let me back in.

And I kept the second betrayal quiet. Wrapped in hotel sheets. Hidden in my text message deletions and long, thoughtful “grocery runs.”

The worst part?

I still don't know if I want it to stop.

Because Ryan doesn’t just fuck me.

He sees me.

And when someone sees you — really sees you — it’s almost impossible to look away.


Confession #19 – He Walked In While I Was Cheating… and He Didn’t Leave”

Name: Sienna
Age: 37
City: Phoenix, AZ
 



We hadn’t touched each other in six months.

Not properly. Not like lovers. My husband, Caleb, had drifted so far into himself that sometimes I wondered if I still existed to him. He wasn’t cruel. Just… absent. Exhausted. Quiet. A man who lived beside me, not with me.

So when I met Omar — a contractor working on our neighbor’s pool — I didn’t expect anything. I just caught him looking. And it made me feel something I hadn’t felt in too long.

Wanted.

It started as flirting. A few comments over the fence. Then a long stare while I was trimming the vines in shorts too small. Then, one afternoon, I offered him water and he followed me inside.

I wasn’t wearing a bra.

He noticed. And I let him look.

That day, I kissed him first. In my kitchen. Sunlight pouring in. Lemon soap still on my hands. His lips were dry and urgent. His hands rough on my waist. I should’ve stopped it. I didn’t.

I told myself it was a one-time thing.

But he came back.

The third time we did it, it happened in my bedroom. My marriage bed. Caleb was supposed to be out until late — a meeting that would run over, he said.

Omar was inside me, and I was riding him slow, my head thrown back, hair falling down my spine. His hands gripped my thighs. My nails raked down his chest. I felt drunk on it — on the pressure, the stretch, the way he looked at me like I was something raw and devourable.

I moaned his name.

And that’s when I heard the door open downstairs.

Panic surged through me.

I froze. Omar froze beneath me, still thick and hard inside me. I grabbed for a pillow, for the blanket — anything.

But the door creaked open before I could move.

Caleb stood there.

In the doorway.

He didn’t speak. Didn’t yell.

His eyes locked on me — flushed, sweaty, straddling another man’s cock.

I expected him to lose it. To walk out. To scream.

But he didn’t.

He stepped inside. Quietly. Calmly. Closed the door behind him.

Omar started to sit up.

“No,” Caleb said. “Stay where you are.”

His voice was low. Controlled. But dark around the edges.

He stepped closer. His eyes never left mine.

“You’re beautiful like this,” he said. “Why haven’t I seen you like this in so long?”

My throat was dry. My heart was hammering.

“I didn’t know you wanted to,” I whispered.

“I do,” he said. “I always did. I just forgot how to show it.”

And then he sat at the edge of the bed. He reached out — and touched my breast.

Gently. Like it was the first time again.

Omar was still inside me.

I didn’t know what was happening. I didn’t understand it.

But I didn’t stop.

Neither did Caleb.

He leaned forward, kissed my neck. Then kissed my mouth. Slow. Soft. Familiar — and not.

And I moaned into his kiss as Omar started to move beneath me again.

My husband watched me fuck another man — not with shame, but hunger. His hand trailed between my thighs, brushing where Omar’s cock stretched me open. He touched my clit with two fingers, circling gently.

I came with both of them there.

Omar, inside me.

Caleb, watching me fall apart.

And when I collapsed onto Omar’s chest, shaking, Caleb stood.

He unbuckled his belt. Slowly.

I looked up.
“Are you going to join us?” I asked.

He nodded.

“I think it’s time we stop pretending we’re anything but ours. And yours.”

I watched as he slid in behind me — spooning me, cock hard, rubbing against the slick mess of my thighs. I moaned, trembling, still pulsing around Omar.

When Caleb entered me — the second cock, tighter, deeper — I gasped.

It was too much. Too full. Too overwhelming.

And I wanted all of it.

We moved together, bodies sweating, hands gripping, mouths open and breathless. Omar beneath. Caleb behind. Me between them. Nothing held back.

It wasn’t about revenge.
It wasn’t about permission.

It was about finally being seen.

All of me.

Even the broken, hungry parts.


Confession #20 – I Let My Husband’s Old Friend Take Me… and I Wasn’t Quiet Enough”

Name: Renee
Age: 39
City: New Orleans, LA
 



It had been a while since I’d seen James — one of my husband’s oldest friends. They’d grown up together in Baton Rouge. Always ribbing each other, telling stories I’d heard a dozen times. But James had filled out over the years. Stronger. Broader. A little more silver in his beard, but a smirk that hadn’t aged a day.

When he came to stay with us for the weekend, I didn’t think anything of it. He’d done it before. But something felt different this time.

The way he hugged me when he arrived. The way his hand lingered just a second too long on the small of my back. The way his eyes traced me when he thought I wasn’t looking.

And the way I felt my thighs press together without meaning to.

My husband, Graham, was still his usual self — distracted, sweet, focused on getting the grill cleaned for the Saturday barbecue. And I… well, I was quietly aching.

That night, after everyone had gone to bed, I came down for water. James was in the kitchen. Shirtless. Sweatpants riding low. He smiled at me like he knew something I didn’t.

“Can’t sleep?” he asked.

“No,” I said, voice softer than I meant it to be.

He looked me over slowly. “You look different.”

“Different how?”

“Like you’re tired of being untouched.”

My breath caught. I should’ve walked away. I didn’t.

“You shouldn’t say things like that,” I whispered.

“Why not?”

“Because it’s true.”

We didn’t kiss first. He stepped closer, cupped my cheek, and brushed his lips down my neck. My body leaned into his before I even thought about it. His hands slid under the hem of my t-shirt — one of Graham’s — and lifted it up, revealing bare skin and no bra.

I exhaled sharply as his mouth closed around my nipple, warm and hungry. My fingers dug into his shoulders. My back hit the fridge.

“I don’t want to stop,” he murmured against my skin. “Unless you tell me to.”

“I’m not going to,” I said.

He pulled my panties down right there, then lifted me onto the counter. The marble was cold. His fingers were warm. He kissed down my stomach, between my thighs, then slid his tongue over my clit in long, slow strokes that made my legs tremble.

I gasped, clutched his hair, grinding into his mouth as the heat built deep inside me. It didn’t take long. I came hard, shaking, panting, biting down on my own hand to stay quiet.

And then he stood, kissed me, and pressed the head of his cock against me.

“Please,” I whispered. “I need it.”

He slid in slowly — so thick, so deep I moaned without meaning to. He held still inside me for a moment, forehead resting against mine.

“Fuck, Renee. You feel insane.”

He started to move — slow thrusts that turned into a rhythm. My legs wrapped around him. My hands gripped his back. The wet sound of him fucking me filled the kitchen, our skin sticking with sweat.

And then—

A voice.

Low. Groggy.

“Renee…?”

I froze.

Graham.

He was at the top of the stairs. I could hear the floor creak.

James didn’t pull out.

I stared at him, wide-eyed, whispering, “Don’t move. Please…”

We both stood still. His cock still buried inside me. My heart pounding so loud I swore Graham could hear it.

Another beat.

Then the sound of a door closing upstairs.

We exhaled together.

And James started fucking me again — slower this time, eyes locked on mine. Like he needed to own the fact that we’d just gotten away with it.

I came again with him still inside me, biting into his shoulder to stay quiet.

After, we cleaned up in silence. No words. Just a long, heavy look before he went back to the guest room.

I slipped into bed next to Graham twenty minutes later. His breathing was even. Still asleep.

But my body still pulsed with aftershocks.

And guilt.

And want.

Because it wasn’t just once.

Not after that.


Confession #21 – I Could’ve Told Him to Stop. But I Wanted to Feel It All”

Name: Naomi
Age: 36
City: Portland, OR
 



It started with a look.

Not the casual kind — not polite, not friendly. The kind that lingers just one second too long. The kind that makes you feel naked, even when you’re fully dressed.

His name was Evan.
My husband’s colleague.

He was around a lot — meetings, barbecues, poker nights. Always easygoing. But quiet. The kind of man who stays close to the wall at parties and watches the room like he’s reading it. Including me.

I should’ve ignored it.

But the truth was, I’d started fading at home. My husband, Mark, loved me, I know he did. But he stopped showing it. No affection unless I initiated it. No passion. No curiosity. Our sex life became brief and quiet, like turning a page without reading it.

And Evan? He looked at me like a book he wanted to memorize.

I started dressing differently when I knew he’d be around. Lower necklines. Softer fabrics. I’d catch him watching the way my dress clung to my hips when I leaned across the table. He never said a word. But his eyes did.

One rainy afternoon, Mark and Evan were working from our place. I made them coffee, then went upstairs to fold laundry.

I don’t know why I lingered in the hallway.

But I heard them talking. Heard Evan say something that made my breath stop.

“She doesn’t even know how fucking beautiful she is.”

Mark laughed. “Yeah, well. You see her all done up. She’s just Naomi to me.”

I don’t know what hurt more — the words, or how casually they came.

I didn’t go back down.

But later that night, when Mark left for a last-minute liquor run, Evan stayed behind. I was still in the kitchen. I poured another glass of wine. My hand was shaking slightly. I felt his eyes on me again.

“I’m sorry,” he said quietly. “You weren’t meant to hear that.”

I turned, leaned against the counter, heart pounding.

“You meant it, though.”

His jaw flexed. “Yeah. I did.”

I could’ve told him to leave.

Instead, I stepped closer. Close enough to smell the musk of his cologne — warm cedar, rain, and something sinful.

“You look at me like you want to touch me,” I whispered.

He didn’t speak. Just stepped in. Close. Closer.

I felt his fingers graze my hip. My breath hitched.

“Do you want me to?” he asked.

I nodded.

He kissed me — not slow, not polite. Like he’d been waiting for it. His hands slid into my hair, gripping. My body arched into his before I even thought about it.

He pulled me toward the kitchen table, lifting me easily onto it. My thighs parted. His mouth moved down my neck, sucking, teeth grazing just enough to make me gasp.

He reached under my skirt, hooked a finger into my panties, and pulled them aside. His fingers slid between my folds — already wet. Already needing.

“Fuck,” he muttered. “You’re soaked.”

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

He dropped to his knees.

His tongue flicked over my clit — soft at first, then with a steady, teasing rhythm that made my thighs shake. I moaned into the back of my hand, gripping the edge of the table, grinding into his mouth.

I came fast, my legs trembling, his name a broken breath on my lips.

Then he stood. Unzipped.

His cock was thick, flushed, already leaking. I didn’t wait — I pulled him forward, lined him up, and whispered, “Now. Please.”

He pushed into me — slow, deep, stretching me open until I cried out.

He held still for a second, buried inside, forehead against mine.

“I’ve wanted this since the first time I saw you,” he said.

“Then fuck me like it,” I breathed.

He did.

Every thrust hit deep. Deliberate. My body folded around him, pulling him in tighter, needier. His hand gripped the back of my neck, the other gripping my thigh. My heels dug into his back as I rocked into him.

The table creaked beneath us.

It was so wrong — our house, my husband’s coworker — but I didn’t care. I needed this. Him. The way he looked at me. The way he saw me.

We were both close when it happened.

The front door.

Opening.

My body went rigid.

Evan froze inside me.

We heard Mark’s footsteps. The rustle of a grocery bag.

Then his voice. “Naomi?”

I whispered, “Don’t move. Please don’t…”

But Evan stepped back. Slid out of me. The wet sound of it loud in the silence. I scrambled to adjust my skirt.

Mark appeared in the doorway.

He stopped.
Looked at Evan.
Then at me.

His gaze dropped to my bare thighs, flushed cheeks, the wine glass trembling in my hand.

No one spoke.

He set the bag down slowly.

Then turned and walked back out.

The door slammed.

And I exhaled the breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding.

Evan stood behind me, silent.

I didn’t cry.

Not then.

But I felt the shift. The break.

And I knew I wouldn’t be able to undo what we’d done.


Confession #22– How I could let the rhythm end?

Name: Miranda
Age: 42
City: Chicago, IL
 



I never lied to him.

That’s what I tell myself when I think back to it.

I didn’t make promises. I didn’t pretend I was innocent.
He just made the mistake of thinking that because I was kind to him, I wouldn’t ruin him.

But I ruin things. That’s what I do.

His name was Owen. 29. Smart. Married six months. He worked under my husband at the firm — young, sharp suit, soft eyes. The kind of man who still thought loyalty was a virtue and sex with one woman could be enough.

He flirted with me like it was harmless. I flirted back like it was inevitable.

The first time he saw me in my robe — just lace and silk, breasts visible if the fabric shifted even slightly — he swallowed hard and looked away.

I knew then.

He wouldn’t survive me.

A week later, we were alone at our lake house. My husband was delayed. Owen had been invited with the other junior partners for a weekend “retreat.” Everyone else had left early.

It was dusk. We stood on the deck, looking out over the still water.

“I should go,” he said, sipping whiskey. “My wife’s waiting.”

“You’re not going anywhere,” I said, and stepped closer.

He looked at me — nervous, aroused, stupid enough to still think he could resist.

“You’re married,” he whispered.

“So are you.”

“I made a vow.”

“Then break it for me.”

I kissed him.

He kissed me back like he’d been waiting to. My hand slid down, unbuckled his belt slowly, my fingers brushing the bulge growing fast beneath his slacks. His breath hitched.

“Tell me you want it,” I said against his mouth.

He nodded. “I want it. God, I—”

I pushed him back through the sliding doors, onto the leather couch.

He sat down. I dropped to my knees.

I unzipped him slowly, eyes locked on his, and pulled his cock free — thick, flushed, already twitching in my hand. He tried to speak. I didn’t let him.

I took him into my mouth, slowly, letting my lips stretch around him, feeling the heat, the way his body tensed under my tongue. I sucked him deep, hollowing my cheeks, my tongue teasing the underside of his shaft.

“Fuck—Miranda…”

I didn’t stop.

He moaned, hand brushing my hair. Not pushing. Just needing contact. His hips bucked once. I held him down. Controlled him.

I pulled back, spit shining his cock, then crawled up into his lap. Lifted my robe just enough to let the wet heat of my bare pussy press against him.

“No panties?” he gasped.

“I don’t wear things I don’t need,” I said, and lowered myself onto his cock in one slow, tight slide.

He cried out.

I started to ride him — slow grind, hips rolling, hands pressed to his chest. His eyes fluttered shut.

“No,” I said, leaning in. “You watch me.”

He obeyed.

I fucked him the way I knew he hadn’t been fucked — not with love, but with intent. With purpose. I clenched around him, dragged my body against his. He tried to hold back. I could feel it in the tension of his thighs.

“You’re close,” I whispered. “I can feel it.”

He nodded, desperate. “Don’t stop—please—”

“You going to cum for someone who isn’t your wife?”

His face flushed.

“You going to cum for the woman who’s going to smile at your wedding photo on your desk tomorrow?”

His whole body shuddered.

I leaned close, bit his earlobe.

“Good boy.”

He came with a groan so deep it felt like he cracked open. I didn’t stop moving until I’d wrung every last twitch from him — and then I slid off him, wet and satisfied, tugging my robe closed.

He stared at me like he didn’t know what world he was in anymore.

“I can’t believe I just—”

“You did,” I said. “And you’ll do it again.”

He didn’t answer.

He just sat there, half-naked and wrecked, while I lit a cigarette, poured myself another drink, and went out onto the deck like I hadn’t just ruined him.

And the worst part?

He still texts me.

Still thinks maybe there’s something real under it all.

But he was never special.

He was just easy. 

I was still catching my breath when I heard it — the unmistakable crunch of tires over gravel.

Headlights swept across the window.

My stomach didn’t flip. My heart didn’t race.

But Owen? He panicked.

He jumped to his feet like a deer about to bolt, his pants halfway up, mouth moving but no words coming out.

“Who the fuck—?”

“My husband,” I said, smooth as smoke. “He’s early.”

Owen fumbled with his belt. “Jesus Christ. What do I—”

“Pull it together,” I snapped, grabbing his wrist, yanking him toward the hallway. “Guest room. Second door. You say you fell asleep waiting.”

He blinked. “Miranda—”

“Now.”

I shoved him into the room and closed the door just as the front door opened.

My robe was still loose. My thighs were slick with Owen’s cum. I didn’t bother fixing it — not right away. I wanted a moment.

My husband, Drew, stepped inside carrying a bottle of scotch and his overnight bag.

His eyes landed on me. “You look… flushed.”

I let my lips part slightly, brushing a hand through my hair, walking toward him barefoot on the hardwood.

“I was napping,” I lied. “Had a strange dream.”

He tilted his head. “Yeah?”

“Mhm,” I said, standing close enough for him to smell the sex still clinging to my skin. “You were in it.”

He smirked, distracted now. “Was I good?”

“No,” I said, dragging a finger down his chest. “But I made you better.”

I kissed him then. Soft. Just long enough to shift his focus. I let him taste the edge of whiskey and sin on my tongue, and he moaned into my mouth like a fool.

He didn’t hear the creak of the floorboard down the hall. Didn’t see the soft shadow of Owen slipping out the back door minutes later, barefoot, shame all over him.

By the time Drew went up to unpack, I was already in the shower — washing Owen off my skin, smiling under the water.

Because that’s what men never understand.

They think being caught is about timing.

But it’s really about control.

And I never lose mine.


Confession #23 – I Didn’t Want to Hurt Him… But I Still Let It Happen”

Name: Elise
Age: 35
City: Asheville, NC
 



I never thought of myself as the kind of woman who cheats.

Not out of loyalty. Not out of some moral high ground. Just… because I was always someone who believed in trying. In working through the quiet nights, the missed touches, the slow drift.

But there’s something worse than being unloved.

It’s being invisible.

David — my husband — never raised his voice. Never hit me. Never even came home late. He was good. Responsible. Predictable.

But he stopped noticing me.

Stopped reaching for me in bed. Stopped looking at me when I dressed up. Stopped seeing me, except in shared calendars and grocery lists.

So when Luca came into the picture — a younger guy I met through a writing group — I didn’t plan anything. I didn’t chase it. I just let it happen, one innocent cup of coffee at a time, until it wasn’t innocent anymore.

The night it happened was raining — soft, warm summer rain that dripped off the gutters and made everything feel hazy.

Luca came over to “read me something.” We were in the den, candles lit, a bottle of red open.

I laughed too loudly at one of his stories. He looked at me, then at my lips. And I just… stopped thinking.

His hand brushed mine.

And I didn’t pull away.

When he leaned in, his mouth met mine like a secret he’d been dying to spill. My body moved into his, my breath catching as he kissed me slow, open, like he meant it.

My robe slipped from one shoulder.

His hand found the curve of my waist, then slid up, cupping my breast through the thin lace bralette I hadn’t worn for David in months. His touch was careful — reverent, even — like he was afraid I’d disappear.

“I want you,” he whispered. “But not if you regret it after.”

I looked him in the eyes.

“I need to remember what it feels like,” I said. “To be wanted.”

That was all it took.

He lifted me gently onto the couch, undressed me slowly — like he was unwrapping something fragile. I wasn’t nervous. I was starving.

His mouth found my nipple. His fingers slid between my thighs. He groaned softly when he felt how wet I was already.

“God, Elise…”

I spread my legs for him, tugging at his belt, fumbling with his jeans. When I finally freed his cock — thick, flushed, heavy in my palm — I gasped.

He entered me slow, deep, stretching me open in a way that made me moan against his shoulder.

It wasn’t fast. It wasn’t rough.

It was achingly intimate.

I rocked my hips into him, fingers digging into his back, feeling every inch of him, every heartbeat. My climax hit quietly — my body tensing, shuddering around him as he whispered my name over and over again.

We were still moving — still lost in each other — when I heard the front door.

Not imagined.

Not a car.

The key. The lock. The door.

Panic shot through me.

“No. No, no, no—” I whispered.

Luca tried to pull out. I held him still.

“Don’t move. Don’t say a word.”

David called my name from the front hall.

I scrambled off Luca, heart pounding, robe barely covering anything. I stumbled into the kitchen, trying to look normal — flushed, breathless, dripping wet with someone else’s cum between my thighs.

David stepped inside, rain on his coat.

“I forgot my badge,” he said, then paused. “You okay?”

I nodded too fast. “Yeah. Just… candles. Wine. Reading. I was going to surprise you later.”

He smiled, distracted, and kissed my cheek — his lips brushing the same spot where Luca had just bitten me minutes before.

He never saw Luca slip out the back.

And I never said a word.

But when I closed the door that night and crawled into bed beside David, the tears wouldn’t stop.

Because I still loved him.

And that made it worse.


Confession #24 – I Didn’t Know the Camera Was Still On”

Name: Tara
Age: 38
City: Denver, CO
 



I’m not reckless by nature.

I’m careful. Private. The kind of woman who triple-checks the locks before bed and clears her browser history like it’s second nature.

But lust does strange things to logic. And when I’m around Jude, I lose every bit of mine.

Jude is… or was… my husband’s friend. They worked at the same company for a few years, bonded over bourbon and cycling. I never looked at him that way — not until one night at our place when he caught me standing in the hallway in nothing but a t-shirt and no bra.

He looked. And I felt it in my stomach.

Things changed after that.

Little touches. Longer stares. Messages that blurred the line — not filthy, just close. Like he knew he wasn’t allowed to want me but didn’t care. And I didn’t stop him.

The first time we kissed, I told myself it would only go that far.

It didn’t.

We started meeting during the day. Always in the same place: our house, on Thursdays, between 1 and 2 p.m., when my husband, Drew, was always in his client video call. A standing meeting. Always locked in his home office.

So I thought.

That Thursday started the same as any other. I lit a candle in the bedroom — the sandalwood one Drew hated. Slid into the red lace set I kept tucked in the back of the drawer, only worn for Jude.

He showed up with that grin — the one that said he was already hard just thinking about me. He kissed me before the door closed, hands everywhere. My back hit the wall. My leg curled around his hip. His mouth was hot on my neck.

“God, you drive me insane,” he whispered.

I led him to the bedroom. We didn’t undress gently. It was rushed, frantic, like we knew how wrong it was and didn’t care. My panties were ripped. His belt hit the floor. He bent me over the edge of the bed and slid into me hard, both of us moaning louder than we should have.

He moved deep and rough, gripping my hips, his breath hot against my shoulder. I reached back for him, nails dragging over his stomach, crying out as he fucked me just the way I liked it — filthy and fast, with no sweet words.

I came quickly — shaking, clenching around him, my voice cracking as I whispered his name again and again.

He pulled out just before finishing and came all over my back. I laughed softly, breathless.

We cleaned up fast, kissed once more, and he was gone by 1:57.

I thought we’d gotten away with it.

Until Saturday.

I walked into Drew’s office to drop off laundry.

His face was pale. Laptop open.

He turned the screen toward me.

There I was.

Bent over our bed, moaning, while Jude fucked me.

I stopped breathing.

The standing Thursday meeting?

Was virtual.

And Drew had accidentally left the webcam running earlier that day, with the screen recorder active.

I didn’t speak.

He didn’t yell.

He just said, “I watched the whole thing. From the moment you opened the door… to the second you smiled when he left.”

I tried to stammer something. Anything.

He held up a hand.

“I don’t want an explanation.”

I waited for rage. For him to throw something. For him to scream.

But instead…

He closed the laptop.

And walked out of the room.

I stood there, shaking, heart in my throat, cold despite the heat still lingering on my skin.

And I realized…

Sometimes being caught isn’t about someone walking in.

It’s knowing they watched.
Every second.
And didn’t say a word.


Confession #25: “He Walked In — Right as I Was Cumming”
By Tessa, 39 (Austin, TX)

I never meant to get caught.
But I didn’t exactly lock the door either.

It started with boredom — and boredom, for women like me, is dangerous.
Married twelve years. Two kids. A perfectly landscaped backyard and a husband who kisses my cheek like he’s clocking in.

Then came Travis.

	Tanned, tattooed, with hands that looked like they belonged on my throat. 


He was our contractor. Hired to redo the kitchen. Came over every morning at 8 sharp — smelling like dust and sweat and a little bit of bad intention. Called me ma’am with that low Texas drawl, eyes dipping to my hips like he didn’t care who noticed.

The first time I offered him lemonade, he said, “You always this sweet?”
I said, “Only when I’m thirsty.”

He got the message.

By day three, I stopped wearing bras.
By day five, I stopped pretending.



That Friday, my husband had a meeting downtown. He kissed my forehead and said, “Be good.”

Travis arrived twenty minutes later. I was already wet.

I wore a white dress — thin enough to be obscene in the right light — and nothing underneath.
He noticed. They always notice.

He didn’t ask permission.
He just grabbed me by the waist and bent me over the kitchen island he was supposed to be measuring.

My cheek pressed to cold granite. His hand slid under my dress, spreading me open like I was his.
Like I wasn’t someone’s wife.
Like I hadn’t just packed my kids' lunchboxes two hours ago.

“You sure about this?” he whispered against my neck.

“No,” I said. “Do it anyway.”

He pulled his cock free — thick, veined, already hard — and pushed inside me raw.
I gasped.

Not from pain.
From how right it felt.

He fucked me like he knew what I needed — rough, no rhythm, just heat and greed. One hand on my hip. The other around my throat.

My breath stuttered.

My nipples grazed the countertop.

My legs started to shake.

And then — just as I cried out, cunt clenched tight around him, orgasm pouring through me like fire—

The front door opened.



I didn’t even flinch.

But Travis did.

He froze — still deep inside me, still hard, still throbbing.
His eyes wide. Breath caught.

Footsteps.

“Tessa?” my husband called from the hallway. “My meeting got canceled. Thought I’d surprise you.”

Travis started to pull out.

“No,” I hissed, grabbing his wrist. “You finish.”

He stared at me like I was insane.

“I said don’t stop.”

So he didn’t.

He started to fuck me again — slower now, quieter — while my husband walked into the living room, humming to himself, setting down his briefcase like it was any other day.

I moaned into the granite.

Travis came inside me twenty seconds later. Hard. Fast. Teeth clenched.

I bit down on my knuckle to muffle the sound.

My husband never saw a thing.



By the time he walked into the kitchen, I was upright. Flushed. Hair messy. Travis was gone — out the back, silent as sin.

My dress was still clinging to me. My thighs slick.

“You okay?” he asked, pouring himself coffee.

I smiled, kissed his cheek. “Just a little overheated.”

He nodded. “You look it.”

I turned away so he wouldn’t see me smirk.

Because here’s the truth:

Getting caught isn’t always about being careless.
Sometimes it’s about almost being caught.
About coming with the front door wide open — and knowing you still have the power to walk away like nothing happened.

That’s the thrill.

That’s the addiction.

And that’s why I’ll do it again.


Confession #26: “He Came Home While I Was Still Sitting on the Other Man’s Lap”
By Elena, 41 (San Diego, CA)

You know what they say about pool boys.
Sometimes, they’re just boys.
But mine? He was 34. Tattoo on his hip. A mouth that knew what it was doing.
And a cock that should’ve been illegal.

I didn’t go looking for trouble.
Trouble parked in my driveway every Thursday at noon.

My husband worked from home — headphones on, meetings back-to-back, thinking I spent my days on Pilates and errands.

He had no idea I was getting stretched in ways the reformer could never manage.

His name was Larry.
And he had a habit of showing up early.
And hard.



It started in the cabana.

I was reading. Or pretending to. Legs crossed, bikini top undone, iced water beading down the sides of the glass. Larry walked in, shirtless, sun-kissed, eyes locked on my cleavage like it belonged to him.

He didn’t ask.

Just knelt between my legs and pulled the bikini bottom aside.

I came in less than a minute.
His tongue was that good.



A week later, he was inside me — deep, thick, my legs around his waist, pool water dripping off his hair as he fucked me on the lounge chair like I was some rich, wet secret.

We didn’t even hear the garage door.

But I knew the sound.

And I didn’t move.

“Shit—” Larry froze.

“Don’t stop,” I whispered, digging my nails into his back. “He won’t come out here. He never does.”

We kept going.

My husband was less than 30 feet away.

And I kept riding a man who wasn’t him — skin slapping, breath hitching, one hand on my breast, the other gripping Larry’s neck as I came on his cock like it was mine.

He pulled out seconds later — thick ropes spilling across my belly.

I was still panting when I heard the sliding door creak open.



Larry barely had time to sit. I was already straddling him again — robe half-wrapped, cum still warm on my skin — when my husband stepped outside.

“Elena?”

I turned slowly.

“Hey babe,” I said, brushing hair from my face. “Didn’t know you were done with calls.”

His eyes flicked from me to Larry. Still shirtless. Still flushed.

“You okay?” he asked.

I smiled. “Just needed some fresh air.”

Larry didn’t speak. Didn’t move. He was hard again under me, and I wasn’t even trying to hide it.

“Well,” my husband said awkwardly, “I’ll… let you two get back to it.”

He went back inside.

He didn’t want to know.

Men never do.



After he left, Larry looked at me like I was some kind of goddess and a demon rolled into one.

“Jesus,” he muttered. “I thought he saw.”

“He did,” I said.

His eyes widened.

“He just doesn’t know what he saw.”



That’s the thing.
Women don’t always cheat for passion.
Sometimes, we do it to remind ourselves what it feels like — to be watched. To be wanted. To be fucking alive.

And the thrill?

It’s never the orgasm.
It’s the moment right after.
When you lock eyes with your husband…
…while his wife is still sitting on another man’s lap.

Confession #27: “He Walked In — And I Just Kept Riding”
By Jessica, 44 (Denver, CO)

I warned him.

He just didn’t believe me.

Told him I wasn’t the “settling down” type. That my vows were for the photos, not the reality. That if he couldn’t keep me wet, someone else would.

He laughed. Thought I was joking.

Until the night I didn’t stop.



His name was Nathan.
My personal trainer. 31. Black. 6’3”. Cock like something that needed insurance.
He knew he was dangerous — and I knew I wanted to play with fire.

It started with eye contact during squats.
Then his hand on my lower back.
Then the “You look better every week” texts at 11:47 p.m.

By the third week, I let him in through the side door while my husband was out for drinks.

By the fourth, I didn’t care who saw.



We were in the living room.
Dim light. My husband’s whisky glass still on the table. Nathan sat on the couch, legs spread, sweatpants down. I straddled him in a silk camisole, nothing underneath.

He was deep. I was loud.
The sound of my wetness echoing with every grind.

He gripped my ass and pulled me in like he couldn’t get enough.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “You were made for this cock.”

I was close. So close.

Then the front door opened.



Nathan froze.

I didn’t.

I looked toward the hallway — and there he was.

My husband. Standing in the doorway. Keys still in hand. Eyes locked on the sight of his wife bouncing on another man’s dick.

He didn’t speak.

Neither did I.

I just… kept going.

I moaned louder. Grabbed Nathan’s jaw. Rode him harder.

My husband stumbled back. “Jessica—what the fuck—”

“You were late,” I said, panting.

Nathan started to pull out. I shoved him back down.

“No. You finish.”

My husband stood there — shocked, silent, watching as Nathan groaned, grabbed my hips, and came inside me. Balls deep. Pulsing. Bare.

I came seconds later.

Locked eyes with my husband as I did.

I didn’t close my legs.

Didn’t apologize.

Just slid off Nathan, cum dripping down my thighs, and walked past my husband with a wink.

“You said you’d be home by ten,” I said, heading toward the shower. “Don’t be late next time.”



He didn’t follow me.

Just stood there — betrayed, hard, wrecked — while Nathan zipped up and left without a word.

That night, I slept like a baby.

Because I didn’t cheat to hurt him.

I cheated to remind him.

This pussy doesn’t beg to be owned.
It demands to be earned.


Confession #28: “We Didn’t Hear Him Come In — Until He Said My Name”
By Camille, 40 (Seattle, WA)

It wasn’t supposed to happen there.

Not on the kitchen floor.
Not with my skirt hiked to my waist, my heels still on, and my moans echoing off the fridge.

But lust doesn’t give a damn about location.

And neither did Ben.



Ben is 25.
My friend’s son. A senior at UW. Sweet on the surface — but there’s something in his eyes that always looked… hungry.

He helped me move some boxes one Saturday. I offered him lemonade. He said, “Only if you drink some first.”

I laughed.

But I saw the way he looked at my chest when I sipped.

One week later, he came over again.
I wore a pencil skirt and a white blouse with just enough button undone.

I didn’t plan to fuck him.

But when he pressed me against the counter and whispered, “Do you want me to taste you?” — I said yes without hesitation.



We were on the floor.

He had just finished going down on me — face glazed with satisfaction, my legs limp — when I crawled over, unzipped him, and let his cock slap against my tongue.

Big. Warm. Throbbing.

I didn’t tease.
I devoured him.

He gasped, fingers tightening in my hair. “Jesus, Camille…”

I moaned back around him, tongue flicking, cheeks hollowed. He was close. I could feel it.

So I climbed onto his lap, panties tossed somewhere near the dishwasher, and let him fill me — inch by glorious inch.

He groaned. I bit my lip.

And then we both heard it.

“Camille?”



My blood turned cold.

That voice.

That fucking voice.

My husband. Home early. Keys jingling. Walking straight toward us.

Ben’s eyes went wide. “Oh shit—”

“Don’t move,” I hissed, tightening around him.

He stayed in me.

I stayed on top.

We froze just as the kitchen door swung open.

My husband stood in the doorway. Stared.

I was still straddling Ben, blouse open, skirt bunched, his cock buried inside me.

He didn’t say anything at first. Just… looked.

“Camille,” he said again. Quiet this time. “What the fuck.”

I looked right at him. Never broke eye contact. Never got up.

“You were late.”



Ben tried to move. I held his shoulders.

“No,” I whispered. “You finish what you started.”

He stared at me — and then, somehow, kept thrusting.
Slow. Stiff. Terrified.

My husband just stood there. Frozen. Watching as I rode another man while staring him down.

Ben came inside me with a muffled grunt.

I came seconds later.

Not because of Ben.

Because of the look on my husband’s face.

Because of the power.

Because I was caught — and didn’t care.



When it was over, I stood up, adjusted my blouse, and looked at them both.

“You two talk,” I said. “I’m going to shower.”

I didn’t wait for a response.

I just walked upstairs — sore, dripping, satisfied — knowing damn well that nothing would be the same again.

And that was the point.


Confession #29: “He Walked In While My Thighs Were Still Shaking”
By Renee, 45 (Atlanta, GA)

I didn’t lock the door.

Because part of me wanted to be caught.



The man I fucked that afternoon wasn’t special.
He wasn’t my soulmate. He wasn’t rich or charming or even all that clever.
But he knew how to listen — especially when my legs were on his shoulders.

His name was Darren.
32. Dark skin. Bald. A little rough around the edges.
He worked the back dock at my husband's warehouse. I met him once at the company holiday party — quiet, polite, eyes that lingered when he thought no one was watching.

I noticed.

Two months later, I texted him from my husband’s phone.

“Need you to drop something off at the house. Urgent.”
Then deleted the message.

He arrived at 2:07 p.m.

By 2:15, I was moaning into the carpet.



We didn’t make it to the bedroom.

I was bent over the arm of the couch, dress bunched at my waist, tits out, hair tangled, and Darren was behind me — cock thick, long, slamming into me like he owned the deed.

“Fuck—Renee,” he groaned, voice low. “This pussy…”

“This pussy belongs to me,” I shot back, breathless, “You’re just visiting.”

But oh, he visited well.

He grabbed my hips, held me open, and made me feel like I was twenty again — wild, wet, reckless. I came around him once. Then again.

The second time made my legs shake. I collapsed forward, still twitching.

And then—

The front door opened.



Footsteps.

I looked up — didn’t move.

My husband’s voice rang out:

“Renee? You home?”

Darren froze inside me. Still hard. Still throbbing.

I whispered, “Don’t. You. Dare. Pull out.”

He stayed.

My husband turned the corner.

And there I was.

Bent over the armrest. Dress pulled up. His dock worker balls-deep in his wife.

My eyes met his.

Then I smiled.

“Hey baby,” I said calmly, voice thick with cum and sin. “You’re home early.”

He didn’t speak.

Didn’t move.

Just stared.

Darren started to pull out. I slammed my hips back.

“No,” I growled. “You finish.”

My husband gasped.

I came again — loudly, messily, thighs soaked, eyes still locked on the man I married.

Then Darren came. Hard. Deep.

And still… no one moved.



When it was done, I stood up slowly, cum leaking down my legs.

Walked past my husband — kissed his cheek.

“You left the meeting early,” I murmured. “So I filled the gap.”

He stood there. Speechless.

Darren zipped up and walked out the back without a word.

I went upstairs. Took a hot bath. Left the door open.

My husband didn’t join me.

He just stood at the bottom of the stairs…

…trying to figure out how the fuck he lost control of everything.

And me?

I never felt more in charge.


Confession #30: “He Watched Me Ride Another Man — And I Dared Him to Stop Me”
By Savannah, 43 (Los Angeles, CA)

I used to fantasize about being watched.

Not gently. Not with permission.
But caught — fully, filthily — with another man buried deep inside me.
And not stopping.
Not even blinking.

Just… owning it.

That fantasy turned real the night my husband walked in while I was riding his former best friend.

And I didn’t get off him.
I got off because of him.



His name was Dean.

Tall. Sculpted. 38. A silver chain, light stubble, a cock I could feel before I even saw it.

He used to be our friend.
Then he became my secret.
Then he became my addiction.

It started with a hug that lasted too long.

Then texts that weren’t appropriate.

Then a hotel key card slipped into my palm at a party — while my husband was still laughing at the bar.



This night, it was our living room.

My husband had gone to his brother’s place to “talk business.”
Dean came over twenty minutes later.

I wore my robe.
Nothing underneath.

We didn’t make it to the couch.

I pushed him down on the ottoman, climbed on top, and slid his cock inside me like it belonged.

“Jesus, Savannah—” he groaned.

“I know,” I whispered.

I moved slowly at first. Grinding. Moaning softly in his ear. His hands roamed under my robe, fingers gripping my ass like he’d never let go.

“I’ve missed this pussy,” he breathed.

“You should,” I whispered back. “It’s the best you’ll ever have.”

And then — the door opened.



I heard it.

But I didn’t stop.

Neither did Dean.

My husband’s voice: “Savannah? I—”
Then silence.

I turned to face him.

He was standing in the doorway — frozen. Keys still in hand. Watching me bounce on another man’s lap, my tits out, robe open, his best friend’s cock deep inside me.

I met his eyes and smiled.

“Shut the door, baby,” I said calmly. “You’re letting the heat out.”

He didn’t move.

I rolled my hips harder.

Dean groaned under me. “Holy fuck…”

I moaned louder, tossed my head back, started riding him like I was in heat. The slap of skin filled the room.

My husband took a step forward. “Savannah, what the fuck—”

“You wanted honesty,” I panted, grinding down, thighs shaking. “Here it is.”

Dean grabbed my waist. “I’m close…”

“Cum in me,” I said — loud, clear, looking right at my husband.
“Fill what he never could.”

Dean let out a low, guttural moan — and came.

Hard.

Deep.

Pulse after pulse.

And I didn’t stop.
I came on his cock like I was proud of it.

Like it was a show.



I slid off him slowly. Legs trembling, pussy leaking, my robe hanging half-open like I didn’t care who saw.

Walked up to my husband — sweat-slick, ruined, glowing.

“I told you if you didn’t take care of it…” I said, tracing a finger down his chest, “…someone else would.”

He looked like he wanted to scream.

Instead, he sat down.

Dean zipped up. Smirked. Walked out like he owned the place.

And I just stood there, naked in front of the man I married, dripping with another man’s cum — still throbbing.

Because that night, I didn’t just cheat.

I performed.

And he watched every second of it.

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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