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Cheating Wife for Money: 12 Confessions

Secrets of Wives Who Slept for Cash, Rent, and Pleasure
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“Every Secret has a Cost”

Introduction

This isn’t a book about fairy-tale marriages or polite desire.
It’s about the secrets wives keep hidden in their lingerie drawers, the kind of secrets whispered to me in the dark because no one else would ever hear them.

I host the successful podcast Deep Inside. Women write to me there when they can’t confess to anyone else — not to their husbands, not to their friends, not even to their mirrors. They come to me because I don’t judge. I listen. And I tell their truths.

These are their confessions.

Wives who looked steady on the outside — holding families together, paying bills, living “ordinary” lives. But beneath the calm surface, something restless stirred. Sometimes it was debt. Sometimes temptation. Sometimes the simple ache of being unseen for too long. And in the end, they made choices not with logic, not with reason, but with their bodies.

They let wet hunger decide. They let desire open doors their marriages kept shut. They let their cunts, aching and alive, choose their fate.

And what did those choices bring?
Cash slipped into purses. Rent paid in full. Envelopes stacked thick between lace and guilt. And above all, a secret heat no one at home would ever guess.

Every story here is told in their own words — raw, unfiltered, dripping with detail. Names have been changed, but nothing else has.

So as you read on, feel it yourself: the flutter in your chest, the throb between your legs, the pulse that tells you these aren’t just their stories anymore — they’re yours, too.

No one has to know.
But you do.

Confession #1  
Name: Michelle Turner
Age: 36
From: Raleigh, North Carolina

I never thought I’d be the kind of wife who strayed. I did everything right — married young, raised two kids, showed up to church, cooked dinner on a budget that stretched thinner and thinner. I believed faith and hard work would keep us afloat.

But faith doesn’t stop the debt collectors from calling. Hard work doesn’t erase the loans my husband took out when overtime wasn’t enough. He’d come home from the factory exhausted, shoulders sagging, but behind that silence was a mountain of past-due notices and credit cards we couldn’t pay. Each time I opened the mailbox, it felt like another brick tied to our sinking ship.

The power went off one week. The gas the next. My children asked why we couldn’t keep the lights on. My husband stared at the floor, ashamed, but shame doesn’t put food in the fridge.

That’s when I met him — at church, of all places. Every Sunday, I’d see him near the front pews. Mid-fifties, maybe. Salt-and-pepper hair, tailored suits that hugged his broad shoulders, shoes that gleamed like he never missed a step. He walked like a man who owned things — money, space, people.

He was the kind of man who didn’t flinch when the offering plate came around — in fact, he filled it without looking, like it was pocket change. Quiet confidence. Sharp eyes. A slow, deliberate smile that made my breath hitch the first time it landed on me.

He caught me after service one Sunday. The kids were off playing. I was alone, holding a half-empty coffee cup, pretending to care about the weather.

He stepped closer — calm, expensive, in control.

“You deserve better,” he said.

That was it. No smile. No small talk. Just those three words, dropped like a stone in still water.

Then he handed me a card. Plain, matte black, gold lettering. Companionship, it read. No phone number. Just a name — his — and a private email.

My hand shook as I tucked it into my purse, heartbeat thudding in my ears. I told myself I’d never reach out. That kind of thing? Not me. Not a married mother of two with a wedding ring and too many casseroles in her past.

But then the mortgage notice came in, stamped red and angry — FINAL WARNING. And the phone rang again, and again, collectors hounding us like wolves.

I opened the drawer, stared at that card like it was a loaded gun or a get-out-of-jail-free pass.

My fingers trembled as I typed his email. I told myself it was just to ask. Just to see.

But I knew what I was doing. I hit send anyway.

He booked a suite at the Hilton. I stepped through that polished lobby like a ghost, my heels clicking too loud, my wedding ring heavy and cold like a shackle on my finger. Every inch of me screamed turn around — but I didn’t. I kept walking, heart hammering, stomach twisting with nerves and something darker: hunger.

I told myself it was just dinner. Just talk. I wore a blouse that clung too tight, a skirt I hadn’t dared pull out in years. He greeted me with that calm, confident smile, pulled out my chair like a gentleman. But the way his eyes slid over me made my skin prickle.

We barely touched the food. When he reached across the table, fingers brushing mine, I froze — and then melted under the weight of his gaze.

“You’re beautiful,” he said, voice low and certain. “Not broken. Not tired. Just... exquisite.”

That was it. Something inside me cracked open, raw and aching. Upstairs, I followed him into the suite like I wasn’t even in control of my body anymore.

The door closed, and I was pressed against it in seconds. His mouth crashed into mine — no hesitation, no asking. His hands were everywhere, tugging at my clothes like he couldn’t get to my skin fast enough. Buttons flew, fabric tore. I gasped when his hand slid under my skirt and cupped me through my panties.

“You’re soaked,” he growled against my throat. “Been aching for this, haven’t you?”

I whimpered, nodding, too far gone to lie.

He dropped to his knees so fast it stole my breath. My panties were gone in one rough tug, and then his mouth was on me — hot, hungry, ruthless. His tongue found my clit instantly, flicking, circling, teasing, before dragging long, filthy strokes up and down my slit.

My knees buckled. I clutched at his hair with both hands, half to steady myself, half to pull him closer, biting down hard on my lip to keep from screaming.

“God—fuck—don’t stop—” I gasped, my hips jerking against his face like I had no control left. The sound of him devouring me filled the room, obscene slurps that only made me wetter. My thighs shook, my stomach tightened, and then the wave crashed over me.

I came hard on his tongue, trembling, gasping, my breath broken into ragged sobs of pleasure.

But he didn’t stop. He licked me through every spasm, holding my hips still as if he owned me, until I was a mess of sweat, slick, and shudders.

Then, as if I weighed nothing, he rose, swept me off my feet, and tossed me onto the bed. The mattress caught me in a bounce just as his belt clattered to the floor.

One motion. That’s all it took — his pants dropped, and his cock sprang free. Thick. Veined. Angry with need. My eyes widened, my mouth watered, a whimper spilling from me before I could stop it.

I spread myself wide, shameless, greedy, aching for him.

He climbed over me, his body hot and heavy, and kissed me deep — slower now, deliberate. My lips parted, tasting myself on his tongue, dizzy with the dirtiness of it.

Then he pressed himself to my entrance, and pushed in. Inch by inch. Stretching me wide. Filling me until I thought I’d split apart.

“Oh—fuck,” I cried, nails raking his back.

He set a rhythm that was anything but gentle. Hard, punishing thrusts that made the headboard slam against the wall, skin slapping loud and raw. Every drive of his hips filled me to the hilt, breaking me apart, then stitching me back together.

My nails dug deeper. My moans spilled unrestrained, every sound pulled from the very core of me.

“You feel that?” he growled in my ear, sweat dripping onto my skin. “This is what you needed. What you’ve been starving for.”

I couldn’t even answer. My head thrashed back, hair sticking to my damp skin, and I came again — harder, deeper, my body convulsing under him, his name ripped from my throat.

He held me down, driving into me with savage focus, until his own control cracked. A guttural groan tore from his chest as he slammed deep, grinding hard against me. His cock pulsed, twitched, then flooded me with hot, endless release.

I clung to him, both of us shuddering, trapped in the heat and sweat of the moment.

Finally, we collapsed, tangled together, his weight pinning me down, my chest heaving, every nerve alive, every inch of me claimed. His breath slowed against my neck, warm and steady, while mine came in broken gasps, like I couldn’t catch up with what just happened.

I lay there, legs still spread, his cum seeping out of me, my thighs sticky and sore. My wedding ring pressed into the sheets as I clutched at them, and the thought hit me like a blade — I had just let another man fill me, bare, deep, and raw. And I hadn’t stopped him. I hadn’t even wanted to.

He pulled away eventually, standing with that same calm control he carried in church pews. Not hurried. Not guilty. Just composed. He disappeared into the bathroom, came back with a towel, and wiped me down himself — between my thighs, across my belly, tender strokes that felt more like ownership than kindness.

Then he reached into the nightstand, set a small foil packet down beside me. A single white pill.

“Take this in the morning,” he said, his voice firm, final. “No worries. I take care of what I start.”

I stared at it, heart thudding. The reality of it sank deeper than his cock had — this wasn’t an accident, not a fling, not something that could be undone. He had planned for everything, even the consequence of what he’d just poured inside me.

When I sat up, the sheets slid down, baring my breasts, still flushed and marked by his hands. That’s when I saw it — the envelope on the nightstand. Crisp. Thick. Heavy.

I reached for it with trembling fingers, opening the flap. Inside: stacks of hundreds, neat and perfect. Fifteen hundred dollars. More than my husband made in two weeks of breaking his back in a factory. Enough to cover the mortgage, to get the lights back on, to put food in the fridge without begging collectors for one more extension.

The weight of the cash in my hand was almost heavier than the ring on my finger.

I should’ve felt ruined. Dirty. Condemned.

But I didn’t.

Instead, I felt alive. Desired. Powerful.

For years, I had been someone’s tired wife drowning in debt, cooking casseroles while bills piled up. Tonight, I was something else. A woman men paid to fuck. A woman worth more than overdue notices and pity looks.

I slid the envelope into my purse, tucked the pill back into its foil, and caught sight of myself in the mirror across the suite. Hair wild. Lips swollen. Thighs still trembling.

And for the first time in years, I didn’t see a burden.

I saw a woman who had taken control.


Confession #2 

Name: Laura Bennett
Age: 41
From: Phoenix, Arizona

I’ve been married for eighteen years. Stable job, nice house, a husband who doesn’t drink too much, doesn’t yell, doesn’t cheat. On paper, my life is fine. Perfect, even.

But fine doesn’t pay for private indulgences. And fine doesn’t make me feel like a woman.

It started small. Lunches with girlfriends, shopping trips. I wanted things I couldn’t justify with “household money.” A new handbag, lingerie I’d never wear for my husband, perfume that cost more than our weekly groceries. He wouldn’t have understood. He still buys me drugstore roses on Valentine’s Day, proud of his “bargain.”

So I found my own way.

It began with a man from work — not in my company, but a client. Polished, successful, divorced. He noticed me at a conference dinner, asked why a woman like me still wore a wedding band. I laughed it off, but his eyes lingered. Later, when we were alone, he said, “You don’t look bored, but you look unsatisfied.”

That sentence unlocked something in me.

He didn’t press, didn’t proposition. Instead, he sent flowers to my office with nothing but his initials. And tucked inside the bouquet, folded between the petals, was a plain envelope. I didn’t open it until I was in my car.

Five crisp hundred-dollar bills. No note. No explanation. Just the unspoken offer.

I didn’t tell a soul. Not my friends, not my husband, not even the mirror when I looked at myself later that night. I slipped those bills into my lingerie drawer, right under the lace I never wore.

The next week, we had lunch. A hotel, not a restaurant. He never asked if I was coming — just texted me the room number. My hands shook as I swiped the keycard.

Inside, he didn’t waste time with talk. The door clicked shut, and his mouth was on mine before I could even breathe. Hard, certain, claiming. His hands gripped my waist, slid down to my hips, and in seconds my blouse was tugged open, buttons scattering across the carpet.

He kissed like a man who’d been starving, and I responded like a woman who’d forgotten what hunger tasted like. My bra straps slipped off my shoulders, his palms cupped my breasts, squeezing until I moaned into his mouth. My skirt bunched up, panties shoved aside with a roughness that made me gasp.

He spun me toward the desk, bending me over so fast the breath left my lungs. The cool wood pressed into my cheek as he yanked his zipper down. A moment later, he was inside me — thick, hot, stretching me with one ruthless thrust. I gasped, fingers clawing at the desk for balance.

The pace was relentless. His hips slammed against my ass, sharp and steady, filling the hotel room with the sound of skin on skin. I bit my lip to keep from crying out, but when his hand reached around to toy with my clit, the moan ripped free anyway.

“Louder,” he growled. “I want to hear you.”

And I did. My voice echoed against the sterile walls, raw and shameless. My body quaked, orgasm tearing through me, clenching around him as he fucked me through every spasm.

He pulled me back up, spun me again, and pushed me onto the bed. My legs were thrown over his shoulders, his cock driving in deeper now, hitting places I didn’t know still existed. My nails raked across his back, my head rolling side to side on the pillow as pleasure built again, hotter this time, harder.

When I came the second time, I nearly screamed, biting into the pillow to muffle it, every muscle shaking as my body gave way to him completely. He didn’t stop until he shuddered, groaned low in his throat, and pumped himself deep inside me, his release spilling hot and heavy until I felt full, overflowing.

Afterward, he didn’t linger. No tenderness, no slow cuddle. He stood, tucking himself back into his slacks with quiet efficiency. Buttoning his shirt like it was just another meeting to get to. He poured me a glass of water from the minibar and handed it to me with the same calmness he’d had at the conference.

Then, with two fingers, he tapped the envelope already waiting on the nightstand.

“For your time,” he said simply.

I lay there a moment longer, catching my breath, my thighs aching, my skin still humming where his hands had gripped me. When I finally stood, I could feel him leaking from me with every step, my body sore in ways I knew would last until morning — little aches that no one at home would notice, but that I would savor. Proof of what I’d done. Proof of what I’d earned. Proof of a hunger that suburbia could never heal.

I drove home sore, wet, and flushed, that envelope heavier in my purse than guilt ever could be. Eight hundred this time. Enough for the handbag. Enough for the perfume. Enough for the secret part of me that refused to die quietly in a suburban marriage.

I still cook dinner. Still fold laundry. Still smile at my husband across the table like nothing has changed.

But now, tucked in my drawer, between lace and bills, is the life I live for myself. Quiet. Discreet. Paid for in cash and moans I’ll never give at home.


Confession #3

Name: Dana Whitfield
Age: 34
From: Denver, Colorado

I never set out to sell my body. If you had asked me two years ago, I would’ve laughed at the idea — me, the PTA mom, the carpool driver, the woman who knew every clearance rack at Target by heart.

But life has a way of twisting.

It started at a hotel bar during a bachelorette weekend in Vegas. My girlfriends were drunk, giggling, taking selfies, while I sat at the counter nursing a gin and tonic. A man in a navy suit sat two stools away. Mid-forties. Clean-cut. The kind of man who looked like he owned the place.

He didn’t try to impress me with lines. He just watched me for a while, then leaned closer.
“You don’t belong with them,” he said quietly. “You’re sharper. Smarter. Wasted on suburbia.”

I don’t know why, but the words went straight to my chest. Maybe because no one at home saw me that way anymore.

We talked. We drank. His hand brushed my thigh, and I didn’t pull away. By the time we were in the elevator, I was already wet, already trembling with nerves and excitement.

In his suite, the door had barely clicked shut before his mouth was on mine. No hesitation, no polite pause. Just raw heat. His lips were firm, practiced, his hands already tugging at the straps of my dress, dragging them down my arms. The fabric pooled at my waist, leaving me half-bare before I even realized what was happening.

I should’ve felt exposed, ashamed. Instead, I felt hunted — and it made me wetter by the second.

He walked me backward until my thighs hit the arm of the couch. One sharp turn and I was bent over it, my palms pressed to the leather cushions, my chest heaving. His hand slid up the back of my thigh, hooked my panties, and yanked them down to my knees in one swift motion.

Then he was inside me. No teasing, no warm-up, just a thick, hot thrust that made me gasp so loud it echoed in the suite.

“Jesus—” I hissed, my nails clawing at the cushions. My body wasn’t ready for him, not fully, but the shock of it only made my pulse race harder.

He held my hips in a bruising grip, driving into me with the kind of confidence that came from experience — not asking, just taking. Each thrust smacked my ass against his hips, the sound mixing with the obscene wetness building between my thighs.

I bit my lip, tried to stay quiet, but my body betrayed me. Every push of his cock sent sparks shooting up my spine, every drag of him against my walls made me shudder. My hair tumbled into my face, my dress bunched high around my waist, and all I could do was moan into the cushions as he fucked me like I wasn’t somebody’s wife.

When his hand snaked around my hip and found my clit, I lost it. The pressure was ruthless, circling, pressing, perfectly in time with his pounding hips. My legs trembled. My moans broke into desperate cries. And then it hit — a climax so sharp, so sudden, it ripped through me in waves, leaving me shaking, gasping, clutching at the couch like it was the only thing keeping me upright.

I came fast. Faster than I ever had at home. Faster than I’d admit to anyone

My orgasm left me weak, folded over the couch, my panties tangled at my knees. He didn’t slow down. He pulled out just long enough to tear open a condom, sliding it on with practiced ease, then drove back into me in one brutal thrust.

The rubber muted the sensation, but not the power. His hips pounded into me, faster now, harder, the couch squeaking under us. I moaned into the cushions, my body already oversensitive from coming, every stroke making me shiver and clench around him.

“God, you’re tight,” he growled, his grip tightening on my hips.

I turned my face to the side, eyes half-shut, and saw our reflection in the suite’s black window — me bent, hair wild, dress bunched, him slamming into me with relentless force. The sight alone nearly sent me over the edge again.

Then, suddenly, he stopped.

I gasped, breathless, about to protest — until I heard the sharp snap of latex. He’d ripped the condom off, tossed it aside, and in one smooth motion shoved himself back inside me, bare.

The difference was instant. Hotter. Wetter. Dangerous. My eyes widened, a whimper spilling out of me as his cock slid raw and deep, hitting places that made my whole body tense.

“Better,” he grunted in my ear. “This is how I wanted you.”

Each thrust was a claim now, rougher, wetter, the sound of it filling the suite. My body betrayed me again, grinding back against him, my moans louder, rawer.

“Fuck—don’t stop,” I begged, nails raking the leather.

He didn’t. He pulled out at the very last second, dragging me back by my hair until I was kneeling on the couch, tits bouncing, chest flushed. His cock glistened, thick and angry, as he stroked himself over me.

“Open,” he ordered.

I looked up, lips parted, but he aimed lower — his release bursting across my breasts in hot, messy streaks, dripping down between them, coating my nipples.

I gasped at the shock of it, my hands instinctively coming up to smear it across my skin, my chest glistening in the lamplight. He stood over me, watching, satisfied, like I was a canvas he’d just finished painting.

And in that moment, with my hair tangled, my tits wet, and my body trembling, I realized I didn’t just let it happen.

I wanted it.

After, I slipped back into my dress, dizzy, hair a mess, ready to make excuses to my friends. But when I turned, there was an envelope on the counter. Thick. Crisp.

“For you,” he said, buttoning his shirt like it was nothing.

I stared at it. “I didn’t—”

“You did,” he cut in smoothly. “And you will again.”

Two thousand dollars. In cash. For one night.

I should’ve felt used. Instead, I felt… chosen.

That was the first time. Not the last.

Now, I don’t wait for Vegas trips. I’ve met men in Chicago, Dallas, even in my own city when I say I’m “visiting family.” Always hotels, always clean, always discreet. I never ask for money anymore — I don’t have to. They know. They leave it for me, tucked in purses, slipped into coat pockets, left on nightstands.

And I take it. I always take it.

At home, I’m still Dana — wife, mom, dependable, shy wife and doting mom. But in those suites, with their white sheets and thick curtains, I’m something else. Desired. Dangerous. Paid. Laid.

And every time I tuck another envelope into my suitcase, I wonder how long I can keep living both lives.

Confession #4

Name: Stephanie Rhodes
Age: 39
From: Chicago, Illinois

I never imagined myself in this kind of life. Married for fifteen years, two kids in high school, a husband who worked long hours as an accountant. We weren’t broke. We weren’t desperate. We were… ordinary.

Maybe that’s why I did it. Because ordinary was killing me.

It started with a girls’ night. Wine, gossip, too much laughter. One of my friends — recently divorced, always the bold one — leaned over the table and said, “Steph, do you have any idea what men would pay for someone like you?”

I blushed, rolled my eyes, waved it off. But she didn’t let it go. She pulled out her phone, showed me texts. Dinner dates that ended with envelopes. Men who wanted “companionship” for business trips. Thousands of dollars for nights she described as “fun, not work.”

I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

Two weeks later, I found myself in a hotel lobby downtown, dressed in a fitted black dress I told my husband was for a charity function. My heart raced as I checked my phone: Room 1624. Knock twice.

The man who opened the door wasn’t sleazy. He was polished, mid-fifties, handsome in a gray-templed, confident way. He smiled like he’d been expecting me his whole life.

We had champagne first. Talked. He asked about my family, my interests, not like a john buying a body but like a man curious about a woman. Then, gently, he touched my wrist. My body reacted before my brain did.

When he kissed me, I didn’t pull back.

The sex was nothing like home. There was no fumbling, no rushed foreplay, no sense that he was just ticking off a marital duty. He took his time, and in that slowness I felt my body remembered things I thought it had lost.

He undressed me piece by piece, like each layer mattered. My dress slid down my shoulders, the straps kissed by his lips as they fell. My bra unclasped with a practiced touch, his mouth closing around my nipple, sucking gently until I arched into him with a gasp. His hands roamed, not grabbing, not pawing — worshipping. Palms across my hips, fingers tracing the dip of my waist, lips marking a slow path down my stomach.

By the time he spread my thighs and settled between them, I was already trembling. His tongue moved with deliberate rhythm — circling, teasing, then pressing deeper, his hands holding me open as if I belonged to him. My back lifted off the sheets, moans spilling uncontrolled from my throat, and before I knew it, I was coming, hard, clenching around nothing, thighs shaking as he licked me through every spasm.

He didn’t stop. His hands slid under me, lifting my hips, his tongue working until another orgasm crashed through me, hotter, messier. I cried out, clutching at his hair, my body shuddering with aftershocks.

Only then did he finally climb over me, his cock sheathed in a condom, thick and pulsing against my entrance. He looked down at me, calm and steady, and pushed inside with a groan that made my skin prickle. The stretch was exquisite, filling me in ways I hadn’t felt in years.

His rhythm wasn’t frantic. It was steady, deep, deliberate. He kissed me while he moved, one hand cupping my face, the other gripping my thigh to keep me spread wide for him. Every thrust made me gasp, every drag of him inside me made me wetter. He whispered things against my ear — not dirty, but affirming. Beautiful. Worth it. Mine tonight.

I clung to him, nails in his back, breath breaking as my body answered his. I came again around him, moaning into his shoulder, my voice raw from how deeply he reached me.

And when he finally let himself go, his control broke only at the very end. He groaned low in his chest, pressed deep, and spilled into the condom with a shudder that rippled through his whole body.

He held there for a moment, catching his breath, before pulling out and rolling the condom off with a smirk, tossing it neatly aside. Then, as casual as if he’d just completed a transaction, he wiped himself clean with a towel, leaned down, and kissed my shoulder softly.

Not like a lover. Not like a husband. Like a man thanking a woman for giving him exactly what he wanted.

As I dressed, I noticed the envelope on the dresser. I stared at it, frozen. He didn’t say a word — just looked at me, calm and steady, like this was normal. Like I deserved it.

Inside was twenty-five hundred dollars.

I slipped it into my clutch, my hands trembling, my pulse racing. On the train ride home, my skin still smelled of his cologne, my thighs still ached from his touch, and my purse felt heavier than it ever had before.

When I walked through the front door, my husband barely looked up from the TV. “How was the fundraiser?” he asked.

I smiled, kissed his cheek, and said, “Productive.”

And just like that, I had a new life. One he would never know about. One I would never give up.


Confession #5

Name: Rachel Monroe
Age: 37
From: Miami, Florida

There’s always one.

At work, at the gym, even at the grocery store — a man who stares a little too long, hovers a little too close, lets his eyes drop where they shouldn’t. For me, it was one of the dads at my kids’ school. Paul.

Divorced, mid-forties, always lurking at pickup with his sunglasses low on his nose. And every time I bent to tie a shoelace or reached into the trunk, I felt his gaze drilling into me. Not on my face. Never on my face. Always lower.

One afternoon he cornered me in the parking lot. Just casual enough to be excusable.
“You know you’ve got the best ass here,” he said, voice low, like it was a compliment I should thank him for.

I rolled my eyes, walked away, pretended I didn’t hear.

But it didn’t stop. He found excuses to get near me, to make off-hand comments that grew bolder. “That skirt’s a killer.” “Bet your husband doesn’t appreciate it.” His attention was obsessive, almost ridiculous. A grown man addicted to the curve of my ass like a teenager.

I ignored him. I wasn’t about to entertain some perv’s fixation.

Until the day he leaned against my car door, smirked, and said it.
“Five thousand dollars. One night. Just me and that ass. I wont even have sex with you. Just want to worship that butt.”

I froze. I wanted to laugh in his face, but the number clanged in my head like a bell. Five. Thousand. Dollars. That was two mortgage payments. That was braces for my daughter. That was freedom tucked in a single envelope.

I hated myself for not saying no immediately. But I didn’t.

That weekend, in a downtown hotel, I knocked on his door. He opened it already grinning, already hard under his jeans. He didn’t waste time with kissing or talk. He spun me, pressed me against the wall, and gripped my ass like it was the only thing he’d ever wanted.

He worshipped it. From the moment his hands grabbed hold, he treated my ass like it was his personal altar. He squeezed it, kneaded it, spreading me wide just to watch, groaning under his breath like he’d dreamed of this a thousand times.

Then his mouth was on me — hot breath first, then wet, sloppy kisses across both cheeks. He buried his face there, nuzzling, licking, biting softly until I gasped. His tongue traced between me, over and over, while his hands clutched tight, like he couldn’t believe he was allowed to touch me.

“God… this arse,” he muttered against my skin, words muffled as he kissed me again and again. “Best I’ve ever seen… best I’ll ever have.”

I shivered, embarrassed, aroused, pinned by his obsession.

He didn’t stop talking. Between breaths, between greedy licks, his voice tumbled out, low and hungry:
“You’re welcome to fart on my face too… I’d take anything from you. Love this arse… love this arse…”

Each filthy confession made him harder, more frantic, his worship almost desperate. His tongue pressed deeper, his teeth grazed me, his groans vibrating through my body. It was like my ass alone was driving him mad, and the more I squirmed, the crazier he became.

The deal had been simple. He’d pay for a night, and in his words, “just worship that ass.” No penetration. No lines crossed. Just his mouth, his hands, his perversions.

And for a while, that’s all it was. His face buried between my cheeks, kissing, licking, muttering praise like a man in prayer. His hands kneaded me, his tongue slid everywhere, his nose pressing against me with obscene hunger. I could feel how badly he wanted more, but he kept to his promise, almost reverent in his restraint.

The problem was me.

The longer it went on, the hotter I burned. His obsession lit something in me I didn’t expect. I ground back against his face, moaning, shuddering, my pussy slick and aching. What started as a boundary became unbearable. I didn’t want just his mouth — I wanted to be filled.

“Fuck…” I gasped, reaching back to clutch his hair, my voice ragged. “Take me. Now.”

He froze, panting, his lips still wet against me. “You said… just worship,” he managed, his breath trembling with control he was about to lose.

“I don’t care,” I hissed, grinding against him harder, desperate. “I want your cock inside me.”

That was all it took. His control snapped.

He spun me forward, pressing my chest into the bed, my ass arched high for him. I heard the sound of his zipper, the desperate rustle of clothes, and then his cock was at my entrance, thick and hot, nudging against me.

One hard thrust and he was buried deep. I cried out, clawing at the sheets as he filled me, stretching me wide.

“Oh, God—” I moaned, my body already trembling, slick and eager for every brutal stroke.

He gripped my ass in both hands, pounding into me like he’d been waiting his whole life for this moment, his voice breaking with groans, mutters, praises: “This arse… fuck, I love this arse… tighter than I dreamed…”

Each thrust made me wetter, needier, pushing me closer until I was shuddering, crying out, losing myself completely as I came hard around him, my body giving him everything he’d paid for and more.

My ass bounced against him with every brutal thrust, the sound of our bodies slapping together echoing through the hotel room. His grip was relentless, fingers digging into my flesh like he wanted to leave marks, like he was terrified I might disappear before he’d had his fill. He groaned with every push, muttering between gasps, “God, this arse… worth every dollar… paradise, fucking paradise…”

I could feel him losing control, his rhythm breaking, hips jerking harder, faster, rougher. Each drive of his cock made me cry out, my body straining to take him deeper, wetter, hungrier. My skin was slick with sweat, my hair plastered to my face, but I didn’t care — all I could think about was how good it felt to be wanted like this, worshipped, used.

Then he pulled out suddenly, dragging me up by my hips until I was on my knees, ass still arched high, back curved like an offering. I looked over my shoulder just in time to see him stroking himself furiously, his eyes locked on the swell of my ass. His breath came fast, ragged, like he’d been holding it back too long.

And then it happened — hot spurts landing across my lower back, streaking up my spine, dripping down over my skin. I gasped at the sudden heat, the wetness spreading in messy trails, some of it sliding down to the curve of my ass. He groaned low, deep, satisfied, his body shuddering with release.

When it was over, he slumped back against the wall, chest heaving, a grin tugging at his lips. I stayed on my knees, cum cooling across my back, my body still trembling, my pulse still racing.

He looked at me like a man who had just rented a fantasy and wrung it dry

On the nightstand, thick as promised, sat the envelope. Five thousand dollars.

I slipped it into my purse with shaking hands, my body still humming, my ass sore from his obsession.

Driving home, I told myself I’d never do it again.

But the truth? Every time I put on a tight skirt now, I wonder who else might be watching. Who else might be willing to pay.

Later that week, I sat on the couch with my husband, half-watching some late-night movie. An actress came on screen in a tight dress, hips swaying, smile dazzling. He chuckled, shaking his head.
“Bet she’d sleep with someone for a thousand bucks,” he joked.

I sipped my wine, hiding the twist of a smile.
“Why not five thousand?” I said lightly.

He laughed, nudged me with his elbow. “Come on, which man would ever pay five thousand for her?”

I looked back at the screen, my lips curving in a way he didn’t notice.
“There are men,” I murmured.

And I knew. Because one already had.


Confession #6

Name: Patricia Marshall

Age: 37
From: San Diego, California

The first time I took money for what I did, I thought I’d never be able to look at myself in the mirror again.
But the truth?
The mirror has never been more honest.

I married young. My husband and I were high school sweethearts. We built a life, raised two kids, weathered everything from job loss to late-night ER visits. We've shared love. Real love.

But love doesn’t pay for braces.
Love doesn’t stop eviction notices.
And love doesn’t touch you when it’s been nine months since your husband even looked at you like a woman.

I didn’t go looking for it. It found me.

A man at the gym — older, tall, confident, always watching me in the mirrors. Harmless flirting, small talk by the water fountain. One day he asked me to coffee. I laughed and flashed my ring. He just smiled.

A week later, I found a note in my gym bag.

“One night. $3,000. No strings.”

I stared at it like it was poison. I should’ve thrown it away. Instead, I folded it, tucked it in my drawer, and read it every night.

Then the landlord taped a Final Notice to our front door.

So I texted him. Just one message:

“How do I know you’re serious?”

He replied within seconds:

“Check your account.”

Thirty seconds later, a $1,500 transfer hit my phone.

No games. No hesitation. Just a transaction — cold, clean, undeniable.

My heart raced. My stomach twisted. But I already knew my answer.



The hotel was on the beach — all white sheets, champagne on ice, and a floor-to-ceiling window overlooking the ocean, like a dream I was never meant to step into. My hands shook as I knocked, heart pounding so loud I was sure he could hear it from the other side.

He opened the door shirtless, wearing just slacks and confidence. And God…

He was cut like a statue.
Broad chest, dusted with dark hair. Tight abs, that deep V leading down to the waistband like an arrow begging to be followed. His arms looked like they could pin me down without effort. He smiled — not cocky, just sure — and leaned in to kiss my cheek, like we were lovers already.

My ring felt like it weighed a hundred pounds.

He poured champagne, his hand grazing my back, warm and possessive. “You’re even more gorgeous than I imagined,” he murmured, voice low and smooth. I felt it between my thighs.

When his lips finally found mine, I gasped — part guilt, part raw hunger.

He took his time with me. On the bed, he peeled away my clothes one layer at a time, eyes drinking me in like I was worth savoring. His mouth wrapped around my nipples, tongue circling until I was gasping, arching into him. His hands roamed like he had all the time in the world.

Then he stood at the edge of the bed, undid his belt, and let his slacks fall.

And fuck…

His cock hung thick and heavy, already hard, the tip slick and flushed. Long, veiny, beautiful in a way that made my mouth water and my breath hitch. I’d never seen one like that outside of porn. And it was for me.

Shame twisted in my chest — but my body didn’t care.

He climbed over me, lined himself up, and the moment the head pushed against my entrance, I cried out.

“Shh,” he whispered, lips at my ear. “Let me in. Just breathe.”

I did.

He slid in slowly, thick and unrelenting, stretching me inch by inch until I was clawing at his shoulders, moaning like a woman possessed.

“God, you feel good,” he growled, burying himself to the hilt.

The fullness, the heat — it was overwhelming.

He moved with control, slow and deep at first, hips rolling, cock dragging against every sensitive nerve inside me. My body betrayed me completely — soaked, pulsing, trembling beneath him.

When the orgasm hit, it wasn’t a climax — it was a collapse.

It ripped through me, sobbing, shaking, my legs wrapped tight around his waist as I clung to him like he was the only thing keeping me grounded.

He kissed me afterward — soft, almost too gentle. Then stood, retrieved the envelope from his jacket, and set it on the nightstand like a promise fulfilled.

Three thousand dollars. Thick. Heavy. Real.

I showered after, scrubbed until my skin stung, but I couldn’t erase the memory of his mouth on my breasts, his cock stretching me open, the way my body came alive like it had been asleep for years.

That night, I slid into bed beside my husband. He was already asleep.

I lay there in silence, the sheets still warm beneath me, my thighs sticky, my chest rising and falling in slow, dizzy waves. My body was still humming — alive in a way I hadn’t felt in years.

The envelope was already tucked in my purse, zipped away like a secret I’d already decided to keep. Three thousand dollars. Clean. Undeniable.

But the truth?

That wasn’t what stayed with me.

What lingered was the way he moved inside me — deep, slow, knowing exactly where and how to touch. The way his hands gripped me like I was something worth devouring. The way his cock stretched me open, filled me completely, made me lose myself until I wasn’t a wife, a mother, a woman trying to survive — I was just wanting.

And he knew it. Every thrust, every kiss, every growled word in my ear told me he could feel it — how badly I needed to be wanted like that.

I had told myself this was survival. A transaction. An act.

But what I felt under him wasn’t survival. It was satisfaction.

The money? That was just icing.

The real indulgence was the man himself — the way he tasted, the way he held me after, the way my body still throbbed with the echo of him.

And the worst part — the part I couldn’t lie to myself about — was that I liked it.

God help me, I liked every second.

I told myself it was just once. That it was done. That I could put it behind me.

But I already knew the truth.

The cake was too damn good. And I’d be back for another slice.


Confession #7
Name: Lena Hart
Age: 40
From: Sacramento, California

It started with a text I didn’t expect — and didn’t want.

He was a supplier we used through work. Tall. Clean-cut. The kind of guy who always flirted just enough to make it hard to call out, but easy to ignore.

His message came late on a Thursday:

“Dinner sometime? Maybe something more. I’ll make it worth your while.”

I stared at it for a long time. My first instinct was clear.

“No. Not interested.”

I hit send without hesitation.

He didn’t argue. Didn’t chase.

Just replied:

“No worries. If you ever change your mind — the offer stands. No pressure.”

I respected that. And forgot about it. Or tried to.

But the next few weeks got harder. Groceries stretched thinner. My husband picked up extra shifts, but the overtime didn’t make up for what the rent hike had done.

Then came the car repair. Twelve hundred dollars. No warning. No other way to get to work.

And that message started haunting me again.

Not because of the money.
Because of how he looked at me.

Every time he visited the office — every time our eyes met — he looked at me like I was something wanted. Something seen.

One night, sitting alone in the dark kitchen while my husband snored in front of the TV, I picked up my phone and opened our old thread.

I typed:

“Still standing?”

He replied in seconds:

“Name the day. Anywhere you’re comfortable.”



We met at an Airbnb in the next town over — not some hotel, not some seedy place with paper-thin walls.

It was a quiet guesthouse behind someone’s property. Private. Clean. Tasteful. Like it could’ve been a weekend getaway — if it wasn’t for what I was about to do.

He met me at the door, didn’t try to kiss me right away. Just said I looked beautiful. And meant it.

I poured myself a glass of wine with shaky hands. He sat across from me, not too close, not too intense. Just… calm.

“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” he said.

I looked him dead in the eye and nodded. “I know.”

Then I stood. Walked toward him. And unbuttoned the top of my blouse.



He kissed me like he’d been thinking about it for months — slow, deliberate, tasting every inch of my mouth.

My blouse slipped from my shoulders. His hands were warm, sure, sliding up my waist, cupping my breasts through my bra, fingers working until I gasped.

He laid me down on the couch — not a bed, not something expected. The cushions dipped beneath us as he kissed down my chest, my stomach, spreading my legs and pulling my panties down so slowly it made me whimper.

And when his mouth found me, I nearly bucked off the couch.

He licked and sucked like he wanted me to fall apart. Like he wouldn’t stop until I did.

I came with my hands tangled in his hair, hips grinding shamelessly against his face, biting down on my own arm to muffle the sounds.

By the time he slid inside me, I was soaked, open, trembling.

He was thick. Not massive — just right. He filled me completely, moved with control, watching my face as he rocked into me.

I moaned his name before I could stop myself.

Every thrust hit deep, every grind of his hips made my clit throb. I wrapped my legs around him, pulled him deeper, chased the edge like a woman starved.

And when I came again — loud, shaking, clinging to him — he fucked me through it, whispering how good I felt, how beautiful I looked coming undone.



He didn’t stay. Didn’t try to pretend it was more than what it was.

He kissed my shoulder. Helped me redress. And handed me a small black envelope.

“Same place,” he said, “if you ever want to do this again.”

I didn’t count the money until I was back in my car.

One thousand dollars.

Clean. Quiet. No strings.

I went home. Kissed my kids goodnight. Heated up leftovers. Crawled into bed beside a man who didn’t even wake up when I slipped under the blanket.

I should’ve felt used.

Instead, I felt alive. Desired. In control.

And somewhere deep down, where I wouldn’t say it out loud, I already knew:

Next time, I’d be the one texting him.


Confession #8

Name: Monique Harris
Age: 32
From: Atlanta, Georgia

My husband’s been in prison for three years. Five left to go.

He calls me every week, his voice crackling through the line, telling me to “stay strong, baby” and that he’s coming home one day. I tell him I love him, that I’m waiting, but the truth is… waiting feels like dying. Nights are long. The bills don’t stop. And the bed feels colder than I ever imagined.

I never planned to cheat. I wore the ring, I held my head high at church, I smiled when the neighbors gave me pity looks. But behind closed doors, loneliness can eat you alive.

I met him at the diner where I wait tables. White man, late forties, crisp suits, a calm kind of confidence. The type who tips in hundreds instead of tens. At first it was small — smiles, long looks, a hand brushing mine when I poured his coffee. Then he started waiting until closing, slipping me cash “for groceries” with a look that said it was for more than that.

One night, when the place was empty and my shift was done, he leaned close and said softly, “You deserve better than scraps.”

I don’t know why, but my knees went weak. Maybe it was the wine he poured later in his hotel suite, maybe it was the way he looked at me like I wasn’t just another prison wife. But when his lips touched mine, I didn’t pull away.

He stripped me slowly, like a man savoring a rare gift. Each button, each zipper, undone with care, not haste. My blouse slid from my shoulders, and he smoothed his hands down my arms as if he’d been waiting to touch this skin his whole life.

His hands were pale against my dark body, and that contrast made me shiver. His palms lingered over my breasts, squeezing, cupping, thumbs brushing across my nipples until they hardened under his touch. He bent to kiss them, mouth hot, tongue circling until I arched up with a gasp.

When he pulled my skirt down, he pressed his face to my stomach, kissing a trail lower and lower until I was trembling. Then my panties were gone, tossed aside, and he spread my thighs with steady hands.

The first stroke of his tongue made me cry out. He buried his face between my legs, licking me like he needed to taste everything, every drop. He sucked my clit, slow at first, then harder, his hands holding me open as I writhed against him.

“God, yes…” I panted, clutching the sheets. My hips rose to meet his mouth, grinding against him, shameless now. He groaned into me, the vibration shooting sparks through my core. My thighs quaked, my moans spilled louder, and then the orgasm tore through me — hard, shaking, leaving me breathless.

He didn’t stop. He licked me through the aftershocks until I was whimpering, my body twitching, my voice begging. Only then did he climb up over me, kissing my mouth, letting me taste myself on his lips.

He rolled a condom on, and in one slow thrust he was inside me — thick, deep, filling me until I gasped. His rhythm was steady, controlled, every push deliberate, like he wanted me to feel him in every inch of me. My nails dug into his back, my moans ragged, my body answering him with need I hadn’t felt in years.

When I came again, clutching him tight, crying his name into his shoulder, he finally lost his control. His hips jerked faster, harder, until he groaned low in my ear and spilled inside me, his body shuddering against mine.

We stayed tangled for a moment, both gasping, slick with sweat. Then he slid out, tied off the condom, and tossed it aside, calm as ever.

I dressed slowly, still shaky, my thighs damp, my body buzzing with what I’d just done. That’s when I saw it: an envelope by my purse. Plain, thick, heavy.

I opened it with trembling fingers. Two thousand dollars. Just like that.

I told myself it was survival. That my husband would understand if he knew how much I needed the money, how much I needed to feel like a woman again. But deep down, I knew the truth: I wasn’t just surviving. I was craving.

And the worst part? I already knew I’d go back.


Confession #9

Name: Anika Sharma
Age: 35
From: Bangalore India → Now in New Jersey, USA

I came to America on a dependent visa. My husband worked IT contracts, always chasing the next short-term project. We thought we’d make it big — buy a house, raise kids here, live the dream. But when his project ended, his employer pulled the sponsorship. Overnight, our status collapsed.

He tried to find new work, but offers fell through. Then ICE sent the letter. We had thirty days. Thirty days to leave, or be deported.

My husband panicked. I tried to stay calm, but inside I was breaking. If we went back, everything we’d built — the rented apartment, the savings, the chance to belong — gone. Worse, my family back home would see me as a failure.

That’s when I met him. My landlord, Mr. Turner. White, mid-fifties, successful, widowed. He had always been polite, professional. But when he heard about my situation, his tone shifted. He lingered in the hallway, asked questions that made me uncomfortable. One night, as I dropped off the rent check, he closed the door behind me.

“You know,” he said slowly, “I could help. I’ve got friends. Lawyers. People who know how to make problems disappear.”

I stared at him, my stomach sinking. Then he leaned closer, his cologne heavy, his eyes sharp.
“Five thousand dollars… and one night with you. That’s all it would take.”

I should’ve slapped him. I should’ve walked out. But instead, I thought of that letter on our fridge. Of the plane tickets we couldn’t afford. Of the shame of returning home empty-handed.

So I said nothing. I just nodded.

That weekend, in his quiet suburban house, he poured me a glass of wine, his eyes never leaving me. I’d barely taken two sips when he leaned in and kissed me — firm, certain, tasting of oak and power — before I could even finish.

His hands were on me immediately, tugging at my salwar kameez like he’d rehearsed it in his head a hundred times. The way his fingers slid over the fabric, urgent but careful, told me this wasn’t just lust — it was a fantasy finally coming true.

He stripped me piece by piece, deliberately, his breathing quickening as more of me was revealed. My dupatta slipped from my shoulders, my kurta sliding down my arms. His pale hands roamed greedily over my brown skin, and instead of shame, I felt something unexpected: pride.

“God, you’re beautiful,” he murmured against my collarbone, his lips brushing the curve of my neck. “Exotic… soft… perfect.”

The words sank into me deeper than his touch. For years, I’d been just another wife in survival mode — cooking, cleaning, worrying about rent and visas. But in that moment, under his gaze, I felt seen. Desired. Admired in a way my husband hadn’t managed in years.

I flushed, not from modesty, but from the thrill of being wanted so completely. His compliments, his hungry eyes, the way his hands cupped and worshipped every curve — it flattered me, lit a fire I didn’t realize was still alive inside me.

By the time he lowered me onto his sofa, kissing me harder, my body was already responding — my back arching, my thighs parting, my breath shallow with anticipation.

He bent me over his leather sofa, the cool material pressing against my bare stomach, and spread me wide like I was something he’d purchased and waited years to unwrap. His breath hitched, heavy and ragged, the sound of a man too old to hide his hunger.

Then he buried his face between my cheeks. Not gentle. Not shy. Groaning like a starving animal as he slobbered, licked, and muttered filth against my skin.

“God almighty… this ass… soft, perfect… been dreaming about this for months,” he rasped, his voice cracked with age and obsession. He kissed, he sucked, he bit little marks, his tongue pushing lower and deeper until I whimpered into the cushions, my fingers clawing at the leather.

He didn’t stop there. His hands roamed like greedy claws — one groping my ass while the other slid under my chest, dragging me up just enough so he could reach my breasts. His palms were rough, calloused, squeezing me hard, making me arch and moan despite myself.

Then his mouth left my ass and moved up my back, wet kisses trailing higher until he spun me half sideways. He bent over, sucking one of my nipples into his mouth, groaning like a man who couldn’t believe his luck. His stubble scratched my skin, his tongue circling, pulling, tugging until my breast ached and my knees shook.

“Sweet Jesus… these tits and that ass… you were made for a man like me,” he muttered against my chest before latching on again, sucking greedily.

I shivered, torn between shame and heat, my body betraying me as wetness pooled between my thighs. The dirtiness of it — his dishevelled appearance, his muttering, the way he worshipped me with no restraint — made me ache harder.

Then, suddenly, he pulled me upright, spun me, and pressed me forward again — only this time, his cock was out, thick and hard, nudging against me. One brutal thrust and he was inside me, bare, stretching me open. I gasped, clutching the sofa back, my head falling forward as he filled me to the hilt.

He slammed into me with greedy, punishing strokes, his hands gripping my ass so tightly it hurt. Each thrust drove me forward, the slap of our bodies echoing through the room. He muttered between groans, “Worth every dollar… this pussy… fuck, tighter than I dreamed…”

My shame twisted with the heat coiling low in my belly. My moans spilled out, raw, desperate, bouncing off the walls no matter how hard I bit my lip. My ass jiggled with every thrust, his grip claiming me, his cock dragging deep, deeper, until my body couldn’t take anymore.

And then it broke over me — the orgasm hitting hard, sudden, unstoppable. My thighs shook, my cunt clenched around him, my voice ripped free in a cry I couldn’t hold back. I came on him, body convulsing, collapsing against the sofa — humiliated, aching, and yet, satisfied all at once.

When he finally pulled out, panting, he stroked himself hard and finished across my breasts, groaning my name, eyes glazed with hunger. Hot streaks splattered my skin, sliding down between my nipples as he held me there, watching like he’d just emptied years of fantasies onto me.

He kissed me once more, soft and almost tender, then handed me an envelope.

Five thousand dollars. Just like he’d promised.

I tucked it into my purse with trembling hands, my ring finger heavy, my whole body aching with what I’d just done.

That night, I lay beside my husband in silence, the envelope hidden under my clothes. He dreamed restless beside me, muttering about jobs and contracts. And I stared at the ceiling, knowing I had crossed a line I could never admit.

But also knowing that, because of what I’d done, we might just get to stay.


Confession #10

Name: Keisha Jordan
Age: 29
From: Baltimore, Maryland

I never planned on being the kind of woman who did this.
But I’m not going to lie — I loved every filthy, wet, aching second of it.

It started with camming.
Just something I stumbled into during one of those long, lonely nights when the silence in the house was louder than anything on Netflix.

My husband was deployed.
Again.
Third time in five years.

He’s a good man. Brave. Loyal. And halfway across the world, doing what he was trained to do.
And me?
I was here. Still young. Still needy. Still wet more nights than I cared to admit.

One random Friday, I logged onto a cam site. Out of pure curiosity.
Hair twisted up in a lazy bun, a glass of cheap white wine in one hand, and nothing but a worn cotton robe clinging to my skin. I had no makeup on, no lighting setup, nothing but the soft glow of my laptop screen and a strange desire to be seen.

I thought it’d be a laugh — flash a bit of skin, flirt, maybe close the laptop and pretend it never happened.

But they came fast.

The compliments.
The tokens.
The money.
And most intoxicating of all — the power.

The way men looked at me… tipped for every bounce, every wink, every slow spread of my thighs… it was addictive.
I wasn’t just stripping.
I was commanding.

I gave orders. I teased. I played.
They called me goddess. Queen. Slut.
Whatever I wanted that night, I became.

And somewhere in that dimly lit room, I felt more alive than I had in months.
Like my body was finally my own again — not a waiting room for someone else’s return.

By week three, I was making more in a night than my old front-desk job paid in a week.

But that night — the one I keep going back to in my head —
That was different.



He was a regular.
Username: BigShot41.
Never pushy. Never creepy. Always tipping high and typing things that made me smile.

“You don’t even have to take the robe off. I’d still pay to watch the way you move.”
That was the first thing he ever wrote to me.

Over time, we started talking — in that weird, semi-real way cam girls sometimes do with their whales. He liked that I never showed my face. Said it made me more mysterious. More dangerous. He once asked if I was married.

I told him the truth.
“Yeah. He’s in the army. Gone for a while.”

He didn’t pry.

Then one night, out of nowhere, he asked:

“Do you ever meet in person?”

I laughed. Thought it was a joke.

“I’m not that kind of girl.”

But then I saw the message. The actual offer.

$2,000.
One night.
No strings.
Just dinner, drinks, and dessert — me.

My first instinct was to close the laptop.
The second was to pour another glass of wine.

That night, I took the longest shower of my life.
Let the hot water stream over every inch of me — from my aching neck to the curve of my thighs. I soaped up slowly, ran my hands down my belly, between my legs. I shaved. Moisturized. Stood naked in front of the mirror and stared.

I looked… good.
Not perfect. But wanted. Still desirable. Still me.

I touched myself under the towel, one hand gripping the sink.
Not just from horniness.
From the idea of it.

Of meeting a man who knew me only from pixels and moans.
Who didn’t know my real name, didn’t know my face — but still wanted to taste every hidden part of me.

And you know what?

I didn’t feel shame.
I didn’t feel guilt.

I felt… excited.



We met at a hotel in Harbor East.
Five-star suite. City lights. He was older, white, in his early 50s — trim, calm, confident. Wore a Rolex and didn’t try to impress. Just said, “You’re even more beautiful in person.”

He poured the wine.
I kicked off my heels.

By the second glass, I was on his lap, grinding slow, whispering things into his ear I didn’t know I had in me. And when he carried me to that king-sized bed, I let him undress me like he’d already paid for the privilege.

Because he had.



He kissed my neck first — slow, warm, deliberate.
Not like he was rushing to get somewhere, but like he was savoring the path.
His lips grazed the spot just beneath my ear, then trailed down to my collarbone, leaving tiny wet traces that cooled in the air-conditioned room. I arched into him, eyes closed, my breath catching as his hands slid down my sides — firm, sure, possessive.

He kissed lower.
And lower.
Across the tops of my breasts, then down between them, taking his time like a man who knew the value of patience.
By the time his tongue circled my navel, I was already whimpering, the heat between my legs blooming, pulsing. I opened them for him — no words, no hesitation — just spread myself wide across those expensive silk sheets and waited for what came next.

And damn, did he deliver.

His mouth dipped lower and I felt the first soft press of his tongue against my folds — gentle at first, then greedy. He licked me like he was tasting something he'd been craving for years. His hands slid under my thighs, tilting my hips up toward him as he buried his face deeper between my legs.

“Oh my God,” I moaned, gripping the sheets.
His tongue was thick, wet, rhythmic — teasing my clit, then slipping lower, then back again — fucking me with his mouth like he knew exactly what I needed.

I started to tremble, thighs twitching around his face, heels digging into the mattress as my breath turned to shallow gasps.
Then I felt it — that tight, delicious pressure swelling in my gut.

“Don’t stop,” I begged, my voice raw.

He didn’t.

I came with my legs shaking, my toes curling, my fingers tangled in his hair as a deep, wracking orgasm ripped through me.
I could barely breathe — my body slick with sweat, my mind white with pleasure.

And still, he wasn’t done.

He moved up over me, hard and ready, his cock pressing thick and hot against my entrance. I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him in, needing to feel him all the way.

He slid inside slowly — inch by aching inch — and I groaned loud into his shoulder as he filled me.

Not fast.
Not rough.
But deep.

Each stroke was a promise, a payment, a claim.
His hands locked under my knees, spreading me wide, and his eyes stayed fixed on mine — watching the way my face twisted with pleasure, how my lips parted, how I kept whispering his name like a secret I couldn’t hold.

And when he finally lost control, when I felt his body stiffen and his hips thrust hard one last time...

He let go inside me.



After, I lay there naked on those silk sheets, body still humming. He tucked a few more bills in my purse.

“No pressure,” he said. “But I’d love to see you again.”

I kissed his cheek and left — no guilt, no shame, just wet thighs and a full wallet.



People say sex for money is dirty.
But for me?
That night was the cleanest I’d felt in years.

My name is Keisha Jordan.
I’m 29, from Baltimore. Just so you know, once again.

And yes — I had sex for money.
Once.
Twice.

And maybe again next week.


Confession #11

Name: Not for your Records 
Age: 32
From: Washington, D.C.



I’ve marched on Capitol Hill.
Organized walkouts.
Wrote op-eds that got shared by blue-check liberals and burned by right-wing trolls.
I’ve stood in rooms full of senators and CEOs and not flinched once when I looked them in the eye and said no.

But somehow… that night?
That one goddamn man?
He cracked something in me. Something I didn’t even know could crack.

It wasn’t supposed to happen.
Not like that.



We were at a policy dinner. One of those sleek rooftop things where champagne flows but the real power’s in the corners. I was wearing a fitted blazer over a low-cut top — not to flirt, but to remind the room that I could be both smart and stunning. I gave my speech, answered questions, and was making my way to the bar when he approached.

Tall.
Older.
Grey at the temples, dark-eyed, the kind of man who didn’t need to name-drop to prove he was dangerous.

“I liked your stance on housing,” he said.
I nodded, half-smiling. “Most men like my stance until I challenge theirs.”

His lips curved. “I like being challenged. Makes the win more satisfying.”

I raised a brow. “Win?”

He leaned in. Close. Too close.
“You have a beautiful mouth,” he said.
“Excuse me?” I snapped.

He didn’t flinch. Didn’t apologize. Just said it — low, firm, like a contract being offered.

“It’s big enough to take my cock. I’ll give you $2,000. Just for that. Think about it.”

I froze.
Burning.
Fuming.

“What the fuck did you just say to me?” I hissed.

He sipped his drink. Calm as sin.
“I said you could make me cum with that pretty mouth of yours. Two grand. Take it or leave it.”

I should’ve walked away.
Thrown my drink in his face.
Reported him to someone, anyone.

But I didn’t.
Because my legs… weren’t moving.

Because my heart was thudding.
Because the words hit somewhere lower than my brain.
And because part of me — the part I’d locked away for years — was wet.



I didn’t say yes that night.
Didn’t say no either.

But he gave me a card.
No name. Just a hotel. A room number. A time.

I kept it in my purse for two days.
Didn’t tell anyone. Not even my husband. 

Just stared at it like it was burning a hole through my pride.

And then I went.



He opened the door in a robe.
Not some cheap hotel robe either — thick, white, cinched loose at the waist. Bare chest showing salt-and-pepper hair, veins running down to strong hands. He looked me over once, no smile, no flinch, just… a man who knew exactly why I was standing there.

He tossed an envelope on the bed. Crisp, thick. “Count it if you want.”

I didn’t even glance at it. My pride wanted me to scoff, to throw it back in his face — but my body was already humming. My heels clicked across the carpet as I shut the door behind me, slow, deliberate, like I was still the one in control.

I turned toward him. “Two grand for a blowjob,” I said, my voice steady, sharp. “You really think I’m that easy?”

His eyes flicked to my mouth. “I think you’ve been thinking about it since I said it. That makes you mine tonight.”

Heat rushed between my thighs. Fury and arousal twisted so tight I couldn’t tell them apart anymore. My tongue darted across my lips before I even realized. That was enough of an answer.

I dropped to my knees.

The carpet burned against my stockings as I crawled closer. I undid his robe with one sharp tug, and there he was — thick, heavy, already hard, the head flushed and slick. My activist speeches never left men like this.

I wrapped my fingers around him, thick and hot in my hand, the kind of weight that made my pulse skip. I spat right onto the head, watched the slick roll down my knuckles, and spread it with slow, deliberate strokes. My lips hovered just above, teasing, dragging his skin against my breath until he twitched.

Then I opened wide and took him in.

The taste hit instantly — salt, skin, that deep masculine musk that clung to my tongue. I pushed lower, my throat tightening as he filled me, inch by inch until my jaw ached. I moaned around him, a low, furious sound, and the vibration made him grunt. His hand snapped to the back of my head, fingers laced in my hair, holding me where he wanted.

He started moving me. Short, rough thrusts at first, then deeper, faster, until I was gagging. Spit poured out of me, dripping onto my blazer, running down my chin, soaking the front of my blouse. I didn’t wipe it. I let it smear, let it shine, because every filthy drip only made me hungrier.

I pulled back, gasping, spit strings stretching from my lips to his cock — then shoved down again, harder. My throat clenched around him, eyes watering, but I kept staring up at him through the blur, daring him to see that I wasn’t broken, not yet.

“Fuck, that mouth,” he muttered, hips snapping forward. His balls slapped my chin, sticky with spit. My mascara bled down my cheeks, and still I pushed deeper, until I could barely breathe. Each time I gagged, he groaned, and each groan pushed me further into madness.

I twisted my wrist while sucking him, pumping, slurping, choking — obscene sounds filling the room. I wanted him undone. I wanted proof on my tongue that he’d lost control.

And then it came. His cock jerked hard, swelling thick at the base, and I felt the first hot spurt shoot straight down my throat. He groaned like a man emptying his soul, hips jerking, his grip brutal in my hair.

I swallowed. Swallowed again. Took every drop as it pulsed out of him, bitter, heavy, coating the back of my tongue. He held me down until it was all gone, until I was dizzy, my throat raw, my mouth full of the taste of him.

When he finally let go, I pulled off with a wet gasp. His cock slipped free, slick with spit and cum, and I didn’t look away. I dragged my tongue slowly from the base of his shaft to the tip, lapping up the mess I’d made. I circled the swollen head, collecting the last pearly bead before sucking it clean.

Then I smirked, voice low, ragged, but sharp as ever.

“Guess you got your money’s worth.”

He exhaled hard, shoulders tensing like the words cut deeper than my throat ever could. I licked my lips again, deliberately, tasting him one more time, and let the silence hang.

I stood, wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, and straightened my blazer as if I’d just come from a meeting. Purse in hand, heels clicking against the carpet, I didn’t bother to look back.

His taste clung to me, coating my tongue, impossible to wash away.



No one owns me.
But I’ll confess this:
That night, I wasn’t a protestor.

I was the goddamn prize.

And I earned every cent of that $2,000.


Confession #12

Name: Jennifer Appleton

Age: 34
From: New Jersey



Money has a way of crushing love.
It sits heavy on the dining table at night, even when there’s no envelope of bills in sight.

My husband and I were drowning. Rent overdue, credit cards maxed, kids’ school fees hanging over us like a guillotine. I could see the way it ate him alive — the furrow in his forehead, the way he sighed before bed, the silence that stretched too long at breakfast.

I hated watching him like that. Hated feeling helpless.

One night, after another argument about late fees and bills, I said softly, “Should I… talk to the landlord? Maybe explain?”

He shook his head, tired. “Let me try. He knows me. Maybe he’ll give us some time.”

So he went. Came back an hour later, shoulders slumped. “He said he’ll see. No promises.”



A week later, I went myself.

I told myself it was just to plead, to beg for an extension. But when I sat across from our landlord — older, thick-necked, that greedy gleam in his eye — I knew what he was going to suggest before the words even left his mouth.

And when he leaned back, voice low, and said, “You want relief, sweetheart? There are other ways to earn it,” I didn’t say no.

Because my husband’s face flashed in my mind — stressed, tired, beaten down by bills. Because I wanted the pressure gone, even for a month.

So I stood, locked the office door, and let him take me.

He didn’t move at first, just leaned back in his chair like a king waiting for tribute. His legs spread wide, his hand resting casually on his thigh. My pulse hammered. My pride screamed. But my fingers were already at his belt, tugging the leather strap free, hearing the metallic clink of the buckle echo in the quiet office.

The zipper hissed down. I pulled him out, heavy and thick, swelling in my hand like it had been waiting all day for me. The head was flushed, already slick at the tip, veins ridged all the way down. My throat tightened at the sight of it.

I hesitated — one last second of sanity. Then I sank to my knees.

The carpet scratched my stockings as I knelt, his cock inches from my mouth. I spat on the head, watched the shine drip down his shaft, and stroked him slow, coating him. His breath caught, deep in his chest.

“God, Jennifer…” he groaned, voice ragged, almost reverent.

I opened wide and slid him past my lips. The taste hit instantly — salt, skin, raw masculinity — and I gagged when he nudged the back of my throat. He growled, his hand tangling in my hair, forcing me deeper.

I sucked hard, lips sealed tight, tongue dragging along the underside as I bobbed my head. Drool spilled over my chin, down my neck, soaking the collar of my blouse. He grunted, hips jerking forward, feeding me more.

“Yeah… just like that,” he muttered, voice breaking. “I’ve thought about this for so long. Every time you came by with the rent… every time you smiled at me…”

I moaned around his cock, hating myself for it, but the vibration made him shudder. His grip tightened, pulling me down until I choked, spit splattering across his thighs.

“I’ve masturbated to you so many times,” he panted, breath hot and uneven. “Stroking myself to the thought of this mouth… this body. Fuck, Jennifer…”

My mascara ran, my throat burned, but I kept sucking, faster, wetter, twisting my wrist as I pumped him, determined to prove I wasn’t weak — even in this filth. My pussy clenched, slick and aching, as his words poured over me.

And then, almost broken, he groaned it out, raw and desperate:

“I love you, Jennifer… love you.”

The confession, filthy and unhinged, sent a jolt through me. “I love you, Jennifer… love you.”

He yanked my head down, his cock swelling thick in my throat, and then it happened — his whole body shuddered, his face twisted, and the sounds spilled out of him.

“Aaahhhkkhhh—fuck—yeah—” he groaned, raw, almost animal, spit flecking the corner of his mouth. “Fucking slut… take it, take it all—”

It was ugly. His neck veins bulged, his jaw clenched, eyes half-rolled back. His stomach jerked with each pulse as hot spurts of cum erupted onto my tongue, across my lips, painting my cheeks.

The office around us felt just as ugly: flickering fluorescent light overhead, papers scattered on the floor, the stale smell of ink and dust mixing with sex and sweat. His chair creaked under the force of his jerks, pens rattled in their holder, and the hum of the old air conditioner filled the silence between his guttural moans.

I gasped for air, but he didn’t stop, holding me there, cock twitching against my lips as another rope of cum spattered across my face, dripping warm and sticky down to my chest.

He slumped back at last, chest heaving, groaning low, almost meditative in his release. Like emptying himself onto me had brought him peace.

I wiped my eyes, mascara smudged, my face streaked and dripping, my blouse damp where his seed had splattered. My chest rose and fell, cum cooling on my skin, clinging in thick trails down my neck.

He sat back, chest rising and falling in ragged waves, his cock softening against his thigh as he watched his seed drip down my face and chest. His eyes were glassy, almost dazed — not tender, exactly, but glazed with a twisted kind of worship.

He slumped back, chest still heaving, his cock softening against his thigh, cum dripping from my face and chest. His eyes glazed over, almost tender in a twisted way.

“God, Jennifer,” he whispered, voice shaky. “You look so adorable like that. I swear, I love you. Love you.”

His words washed over me like some kind of ugly prayer, his tone too soft for the filth still cooling on my skin. I grabbed my purse, trying to pull myself together, to leave before the shame swallowed me whole.

But as I rose to my feet, he sat forward suddenly, eyes wild again.

“I’m not finished,” he rasped, his hand catching my wrist. “You drive me fucking crazy.”

Before I could protest, he stood, grabbed me by the waist, and spun me around. My stomach hit the edge of his desk, papers scattering to the floor. He pressed up behind me, rough and eager, breath hot on my ear.

“Let me see this sexy ass of yours,” he growled, yanking my skirt up over my hips. His palms cupped my cheeks, spreading them, admiring me like I was his possession.

I gasped, hands braced on the desk, my face still sticky with his cum. My pride told me to push back, to run, but my body melted, heat flooding my core as his fingers dug into my flesh.

He leaned closer, lips against my ear, whispering, “Yeah… this is mine now.”

He shoved my skirt up over my hips, my panties yanked aside with one sharp tug. I hissed at the sting, my palms flat against the desk, papers crumpling under my fingers.

“Look at you, my beautiful princess,” he muttered, staring down at me, his breath heavy, hungry. “This ass… Jennifer, I’ve imagined it so many times. That ass is such a moneymaker.”

His words made my stomach knot. They should have disgusted me. But my body betrayed me again, my thighs trembling, wetness already slick between them.

He spread my cheeks and slid his cock against me, smearing the mix of my arousal and the last of his cum still clinging to my skin. He groaned — guttural, almost reverent.

“You drive me insane,” he rasped. “Could fuck you every day. Love you, Jennifer. Love this body. Love this ass.”

Then he pushed inside me in one brutal thrust.

I cried out, my chest flattening against the cold wood. The desk creaked beneath us, pens rolled to the floor, the hum of the old air conditioner filling the silence between his ragged groans. His cock stretched me, thick and relentless, pounding me deeper with every savage snap of his hips.

He grabbed a fistful of my hair, yanking my head back, forcing me to look at myself in the dusty office window. My reflection — face smeared with his cum, mouth parted, eyes glazed — was a stranger staring back at me.

“Look at you,” he growled. “Face covered in my seed, ass swallowing me like you were made for it. Fucking slut… you make me crazy.”

I moaned into the desk, half from shame, half from the molten heat coursing through me. My nails clawed the surface, desperate for something to hold on to, my body rocking back against him in spite of myself. Each thrust shoved me further into a place I didn’t want to admit existed — a place where I wanted it.

He slammed into me faster, his pelvis smacking my ass, sweat dripping onto my back in heavy drops. The air filled with the slap of skin on skin, the creak of the desk, his harsh, animal breathing.

“Say it,” he demanded between grunts. “Say you love it. Say you love me, Jennifer.”

Tears blurred my vision, streaking through the sticky mess already drying on my cheeks. My lips trembled. I didn’t say it. I couldn’t. But my body gave him the truth I denied — tightening, pulsing, clenching around him like my cunt was confessing in my place.

“Oh fuck—yes—” he groaned, his thrusts ragged, losing rhythm as my pussy milked him.

With a final, guttural “Aaahhhkkhhh,” he slammed deep, his cock jerking inside me as he spilled himself again. Hot pulses filled me, thick and unrelenting, his body shuddering against mine. He held me there, bent, pinned, as if he was afraid to let go and lose me.

The office smelled of sweat, sex, and desperation. Papers stuck to my damp cheek, the desk cool against my breasts, cum trickling hot down my thighs.

And still his words echoed, obsessive, broken, needy:
“Love you, Jennifer… love you.”

I never said it back. But my body had.

The office stank of sweat, cum, and paper dust. I stayed bent over, chest pressed flat against the desk, his cock still twitching inside me, cum spilling down my thighs. He slumped over me, breath ragged, whispering into my hair like a broken prayer.

“Love you, Jennifer… love you. So perfect.”

I closed my eyes, heart pounding, lips sealed. I didn’t give him the words — but my body had already betrayed me. My cunt was still fluttering around him, greedy even as he softened, my legs trembling from the force of what he’d wrung out of me.

When he finally pulled out, I gasped at the emptiness, his seed seeping out, dripping messily down my legs. I shifted forward to stand, but he caught me, both hands gripping my hips.

Before I could turn, I felt it — his face pressing close, his nose buried between my cheeks.

He inhaled, deep and desperate, like a starving man. His breath trembled as he groaned against my skin. “God, Jennifer… I wish I could live here. I wish I could breathe the scent of your ass forever. You drive me fucking crazy.”

I froze, shame burning my cheeks, but my thighs shook with heat. He spread me open wider, his nose dragging across my slick, messy flesh, sniffing me like I was something sacred. His voice cracked when he whispered again:

“Love you… Jennifer. Love everything about you. Even this. Especially this.”

His words clung to me like his cum, sticky and raw. I pulled my skirt back down with shaky hands, smoothing the fabric over my trembling legs. Papers littered the floor. The old air conditioner hummed on. I picked up my purse and walked out — sticky, ruined, and claimed in ways I couldn’t even say out loud.

By the time I reached home, the house smelled faintly of leftovers and damp laundry. The kids were already asleep, their backpacks stacked neatly by the door. My husband sat at the table under the harsh kitchen light, bills spread out like an autopsy. His face looked tired, older than it should’ve — but lighter than it had in weeks.

“You won’t believe it,” he said, looking up at me with something almost like hope. “The landlord called. Said not to worry about rent this month. He’s letting it go.”

My stomach twisted. I forced my lips into a smile as I set my purse down. “See? Told you things would work out.”

He laughed, shaking his head, rubbing at the crease between his brows. “Maybe he’s not such a bad guy after all. Even said he’d ease things for next month too.”

I moved behind him, kissed his temple, slid my hand over his tense shoulder. My skirt clung damp between my thighs, sticky proof of what I’d done still cooling against my skin.

“He’s a nice man,” I murmured.

My husband chuckled, almost sheepish. “We should invite him for tea sometime. You know, just to say thanks.”

For a heartbeat I froze, heat flooding my cheeks. My cunt clenched instinctively, still sticky from what I’d done.

Then I smiled — warm, practiced — and said, “Oh, we should. Definitely.”

But in my head, the picture sharpened like glass.

I saw the landlord sitting exactly where my husband was now — elbows resting on the table, sipping tea from my husband’s favorite chipped mug. His shirt unbuttoned, trousers undone, cock thick and veined and already hard in his fist, glistening at the tip.

He stroked it slowly, deliberately, as if the warm ceramic in one hand was meant to balance the filth in the other. I could see the foreskin gliding back with every pump, the shaft shiny with pre-cum, his knuckles white from how tightly he gripped it.

And that voice — that ruined, obsessive voice — spilling across the table like a blessing:

“Love you, Jennifer… love you, Jennifer… love you…”
A chant. A curse. His eyes never leaving mine.

In the vision, he came violently. Thick spurts landing across the table, one rope splashing across the wood trim beneath the window, another across the placemat I’d just set. Hot, messy, claiming everything.

My husband just kept talking — oblivious. Thanking him for being generous. Calling him a good man.

I blinked it away, lips curved in a calm, wife-like smile.

He shuffled the bills, mumbling something about calling the school in the morning. His forehead creased. Mine smooth.

And I sat there beside him — legs pressed tight, thighs still sticky under my skirt — while the landlord’s cum dried inside me, and his words dried in my ears.

Love you, Jennifer… love you.

And I smiled.
Not for my husband.
But for the secret I carried.

___________________________________________________________________________

Hear my voice. Real stories. Raw kinks.
fansly.com/deepinsidehub


Book 2 begins

36 Cheating Wife Confessions - Women Who Broke Their Vow for Wow

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

Introduction: Vows, Wows, and Everything Wet in Between

You came back.

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

Welcome to Volume 2 of Cheating Wife Confessions.

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

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

It’s not always logical.

It is Biological.

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

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

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

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

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

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

But what they all have in common?

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

So go ahead.

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

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

Confession #1: “The Pool Guy”

San Francisco, CA

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

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

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

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

I closed the blinds.



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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

There was no shame in my answer. Just breathlessness.

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

“I won’t tell if you don’t.”



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

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

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

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

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

He pushed inside, kicked the door closed.

And then everything burned.



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

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

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

“God, yes... Shane…”

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

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

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

“Beg,” he said.

I shuddered.

“Please… fuck me.”

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

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

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

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

Or maybe awaken.

He leaned down, his breath warm against my ear.

“I’ll be back next week.”

I didn’t say anything.
I just smiled.


Confession #2: “The Contractor”

Melissa D., Raleigh, North Carolina

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

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

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

That’s how Travis Holt came into my life.

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

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

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



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

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

Something fluttered low in my belly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

Inside, it was silent. Charged.

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

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

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

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

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

“Fucking drenched.”

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You love it,” he hissed in my ear.

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

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

We were both panting. Sweating. Still.

His hand stroked my ass, slow now. Possessive.

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

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

And I smiled.


Confession #3: “The Chauffeur”

Sabrina L., Scottsdale, Arizona

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

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

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

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

“Mrs. Lytton?”

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

“Dante.”

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



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

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

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

I let him look.



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

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

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

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



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

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

Dante looked at me in the mirror.

“New perfume?” he asked, voice low.

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

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

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

His voice broke the silence.

“Get in the front seat.”



I obeyed. Heart pounding. Breath caught.

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

“Open your mouth,” he said.

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

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

I moaned.

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

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

I nodded, trembling.

“Then take your robe off.”



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

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

“Ride it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Pick me up tomorrow.”


Confession #4: “The Guide”

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

It started with the scarf.

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

I hadn’t planned to seduce anyone.

But I hadn’t planned on Luca.

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

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



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

I didn’t argue.

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

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

A storm building behind his calm.



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

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

He leaned against the counter. Watching me sip.

“You married long?” he asked.

I hesitated.
“Seven years.”

“You seem lonely,” he said softly.

I didn’t answer.

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

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

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

And I didn’t ask for it back.



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

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

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

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

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

I nodded. Breathless.

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

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

“Yes,” I whispered. “I’m bad.”

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

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

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

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

One long, brutal thrust.

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

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

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

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

“Yes—please—yes—”

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

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

Then he kissed the back of my neck.

And tied the red scarf gently back around it.


Confession #5: “The Neighbor”

Alyssa K., Westfield, New Jersey

It started with a grilled peach.

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

And then I saw him.

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

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

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

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

My stomach fluttered.



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

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

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

I tilted my head. My heart beat faster.

"What makes you think it’s for you?"

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

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

My breath hitched.

I didn’t say no.



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

We didn’t eat the tart.

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

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

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

He groaned. “Fucking knew it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Beg for it.”

“Please—fuck me,” I gasped.

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

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

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

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

He didn’t slow down.

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

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

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

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

He kissed me after. Slow. Gentle.

Like we hadn’t just broken all the rules.



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

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


Confession #6: “Her Husband”

Vanessa P., Santa Monica, CA

I was the maid of honor at their wedding.

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

“Come in,” he said, voice low.

I did.



The second time, he kissed me.

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

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

I turned my head. Our mouths were inches apart.

“You married my best friend,” I whispered.

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

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

I should’ve stopped him. I didn’t.



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

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

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

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

He didn’t. Not at first.

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

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

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

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

“Then fucking ruin me.”

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

And hotter.



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

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

He didn’t stop.

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

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

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

Then he fucked me. Hard. Deep. Unrelenting.

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

“You like being my dirty little secret?”

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

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

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

He leaned over, breathless, whispering:

“You’re mine now. She’ll never know.”



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

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

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


Confession #7: “His Best Friend”

Clara M., Austin, TX

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

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

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

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

And his eyes lingered.

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

It wasn’t innocent.
Not anymore.



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

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

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

“Do I?”

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

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

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

A moment later, I heard his chair scrape.

Then his hands were on my hips.



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

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

I didn’t.

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

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

“You’re not wearing panties.”

“No.”

“Fuck.”

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

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

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

He stood, breathless, his mouth wet.

“Your turn,” I whispered.

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

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

He just nodded. Eyes wide.

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

“I’m gonna—fuck—Mrs. M—”

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

He collapsed against the counter, panting.

But we weren’t done.



We went to my bedroom.

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

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

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

“Yes—God—yes!”

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

We lay there afterward, sweaty, tangled.

“You’re gonna ruin me,” I whispered.

He smirked.

“You ruined me first.”


Confession #8: “The Massage”

Elena V., Miami, FL

I checked into the Ritz under my married name.

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

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

And a spa appointment I didn’t remember booking.



He met me in the waiting lounge.
Kai.

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

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

I nodded, already flushed.

“This way.”

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

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

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

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



He entered silently. I didn’t look up.

But I felt him.

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

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

“I know.”

“You don’t let go easily.”

“No,” I whispered.

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

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

He paused.

“Permission to adjust the draping?” he asked.

“Yes.”

The word came out ragged.

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

He exhaled slowly—just audible—and continued.

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

Until he didn’t.

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

“I can stop,” he whispered.

“Don’t.”



He leaned over me, breath hot on my neck.

“I want you to turn over.”

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

“Kai…”

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

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

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

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

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

“Please,” I gasped. “Please fuck me—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do it. Inside me. Please.”

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

He stayed inside me. Hands stroking my sides.

I closed my eyes, letting myself feel it all.

For once—I didn’t hold back.


Confession #9: “The Hotel Bar”

Danica R., New York City, NY

I told myself I was just going for a drink.

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

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

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

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



He was twenty-four. Maybe twenty-five.

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

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

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

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

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

His fingers slid higher.

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

“No.”

“Fuck.”



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

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

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

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

I nodded, breathless.

“Say it.”

“I want to be used.”



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

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

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

Then he dropped to his knees.

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

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

And then he slammed his cock into me.

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

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

“You like this?” he growled.

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

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

That image pushed me over.

I screamed. Came. Shuddering. Legs giving out.

He didn’t stop.

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

“Open your mouth.”

I obeyed.

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

I swallowed. Smiled.

And adjusted my dress like nothing had happened.



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

He leaned into my ear.

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

I didn’t answer.

But the next night, I wore red lace.

No panties.


Confession #10: “The Basement”

Julia H., Portland, OR

It started with a movie night.

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

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

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

And the silence between us felt different.

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

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

“Just tired.”

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

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

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

He didn’t speak. Not for a beat.

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

The air changed.

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



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

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

I didn’t.

Instead, I leaned forward and kissed him.

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

I climbed into his lap.

His breath caught.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I know. I’ve wanted this—God, Greg—”

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

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

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

We locked eyes.

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



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

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

Then I moved.

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

“You feel unreal,” he breathed.

“So do you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Neither of us moved.



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

Our eyes met one last time.

No words. Just that look.

That we both knew what we’d done.

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

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

But my body still ached with the truth.


Confession #11: “When He Stayed After”

Michelle T., Denver, CO

It was supposed to be a harmless dinner.

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

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

But that night, something felt different.



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

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

“You good?” he asked, voice low.

“Yeah,” I said, too quickly.

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

“You don’t seem good.”

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

He shifted closer.

And then: “Do you want me to leave?”

I looked at him. Really looked.

“No,” I whispered.



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

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

His jaw tensed.

“Every time I see you.”

That broke something in me.

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

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

“You won’t.”



He kissed me slow.

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

I melted into him.

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

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

“No.”

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

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

“Too many nights,” I whispered.

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

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



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

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

Then he pulled off my leggings. Slowly. Deliberately.

No panties.

His eyes locked on mine.

“Jesus, Michelle.”

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

Instead, he lowered his face.

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

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

“Come here,” I begged, breathless.

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

“You want this?” he asked.

I nodded.

“I need to hear it.”

“I want you inside me.”



He pushed in slowly.

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

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

Then he started to move.

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

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

It was a release.

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

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

We lay tangled for minutes. Silent. Breathing.



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

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

“Is this a mistake?” I asked.

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

I didn’t argue.

Because deep down, I knew he was right.


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

Rachel S., Charlotte, NC

I found out on a Thursday.

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

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

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

That night, I texted Devon.

I didn’t think. I didn’t overanalyze.

I just typed:

You still up?

And he replied within thirty seconds:

For you? Always.



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

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

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

“You okay?” he asked.

I didn’t answer. I just stepped inside.

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

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

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

“I need to forget tonight.”

He studied me.
Then nodded once.

“Come here.”



He kissed me like he already knew me.

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

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

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

“Yes.”

“No games?”

“No.”

“Good.”



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

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

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

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

“You’re fucking beautiful,” he whispered.

“Devon…”

“Let me take care of you tonight.”



He undressed me like he’d thought about it.

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

He dropped to his knees and looked up at me.

“Can I taste you?”

I nodded.

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

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

He didn’t stop.

I came again. Harder.

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

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

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

“Condom?” he asked.

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

“Yes.”

“Then fuck me.”



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

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

Once he bottomed out, he held still.

“You okay?”

I nodded.

“More than okay.”

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

His name spilled from my lips like prayer.

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

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

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

We stayed tangled. Sweaty. Silent.



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

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

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

He kissed it away.

And I didn’t go home that night.

Confession #13: “The Way He Held Me”

Naomi J., Seattle, WA

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

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

But Ben saw me.

He always had.

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

Until that night.



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

But he stayed.

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

He touched my knee.

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

I looked at his hand. Then into his eyes.

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

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

I didn’t move away.

And that was enough.



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

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

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

“Yes,” I whispered. “Please.”



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

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

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

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

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

“Ben…”

“Let me.”

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

He obeyed.

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

Then I sank down, inch by inch.

We both gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck—Naomi—” he gasped.

“Come in me,” I whispered.

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

I felt every twitch. Every breath.



We stayed like that. Still connected.

Neither of us spoke.

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

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

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

“Me either.”

There was guilt. There always would be.

But at that moment, all I felt was wanted.

And I hadn’t felt that in years.


Confession #14: “The Night It Rained”

Isabel C., Chicago, IL

The storm hit just after nine.

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

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

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

Something I’d been ignoring for a year.



“You okay?” I asked, stepping back.

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

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

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

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

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

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

He took it. His fingers brushed mine.

The room went quiet.

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

He hesitated.

Then nodded.



We didn’t sit on the couch.

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

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

He looked at me.
“What do you mean?”

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

He exhaled.

“I think about that every day.”

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

“I shouldn’t,” he whispered.

“I don’t want you to stop.”



His mouth met mine slowly.

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

When we pulled apart, I looked up at him.

“Stay.”

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



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

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

“I know.”

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

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

I moaned.

“Lie down,” he said, standing.

I obeyed.



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

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

“No condom?” he asked.

“No.”

“You sure?”

“I want to feel you.”

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

We both gasped when he bottomed out.

Then he stilled. Eyes locked on mine.

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

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



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

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

It was a sense of finally being seen.

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

“Keep going,” I whispered. “Please…”

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

“I’m gonna come—fuck—”

“Inside,” I said.

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

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



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

He stroked my arm.

“We’ll regret this in the morning.”

“Maybe,” I said.

“But right now?”

I turned to him. Kissed his chest.

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


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

Lana E., San Diego, CA

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

Tyler had always been one of the latter.

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

Not a threat. Not a fear.

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



It started the night Eric forgot my birthday.

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

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

“Happy birthday,” he said.

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



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

“You okay?” he asked.

I nodded.

“You don’t look okay.”

“I’m just tired of not being seen.”

He said nothing.

Then softly:
“I see you.”

Those three words knocked the breath out of me.

I looked at him. Really looked.

“Tyler…”

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



The kiss wasn’t sudden.

It was inevitable.

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

Then again. Firmer.

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

He pulled back slightly.

“I need you to tell me to stop.”

I didn’t.

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



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

“Your turn,” I said.

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

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

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

I nodded.

“Please.”



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

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

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

“I want you,” I whispered. “Now.”

He lined himself up and slid in slowly.

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

He began to move.

Rhythmic. Deep. Sensual.

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

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

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

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

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

We stayed like that. Breathing. Tangled.

He kissed my collarbone.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered.

I closed my eyes.

“Me too.”

But neither of us moved.

And neither of us meant it.


Confession #16: “Room 1209”

Erica M., Boston, MA

He knocked once. Then waited.

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

Then I opened it.

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

He didn’t speak.
Neither did I.

I stepped aside.
He came in.



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

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

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

And now he was here. In my room.

The silence buzzed.

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

“We really doing this?”

I swallowed. “Do you want to?”

“I’ve wanted to for two years.”

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



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

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

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

I leaned in, lips brushing his ear.

“I don’t want to stop.”

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



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

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

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

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

“You’ve got it.”



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

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

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

“Fuck, Colin—please—”

“Let go for me.”

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



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

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

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

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

“Move,” I begged.

And he did.

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

“Don’t stop,” I whispered.

“I’m not stopping.”

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

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

He stayed there. Breathless. Forehead to mine.

We didn’t say anything for a long time.



Eventually, he slid out, rolled onto his side.

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

He reached for my hand.

“I don’t regret it,” he said.

“Neither do I,” I whispered.

But we both knew what would come next.

And neither of us moved.


Confession #17: “The Groomsman”

Avery L., Philadelphia, PA

Weddings used to make me feel warm.

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

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

That’s when Eli found me.

Or maybe I found him.



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

Until now.

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

“I’m just tired.”

He looked at me. Really looked.

“No, you’re not.”

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

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

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

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



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

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

“This is a bad idea,” I said.

He stepped closer.

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

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

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

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

“Maybe I was tired of being ignored.”

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



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

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

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

“Show me,” I whispered.

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

And then his mouth was on me.

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

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

“Eli—fuck—”

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

“You taste even better than I imagined.”

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

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

“No condom,” he said, pausing.

“I don’t care.”

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

“Jesus, Avery—”

He began to move.

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

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

“You needed this,” he whispered.

I nodded. “Yes—don’t stop—”

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

I wanted someone to.

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

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



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

Neither of us spoke for a while.

Then, softly:

“You gonna tell him?”

I looked up.

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

Eli kissed my forehead.

And walked away first.


Confession #18: “The Cabin”

Lauren D., Asheville, NC

It was supposed to be a reset.

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

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

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

I nodded, too quickly.

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

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

“I notice.”

I froze.

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



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

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

I swallowed hard.

“Nina…”

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

I didn’t.

I kissed her.

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

“You’re shaking,” she whispered.

“I’m nervous.”

“Don’t be. Let me take care of you.”



We moved to the bedroom without a word.

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

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

“You’re so wet,” she murmured.

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

“Let me fix that.”

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

She moaned into me like she loved the taste.

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

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

But she wasn’t done.



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

“Your turn,” I whispered.

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

She was already dripping.

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

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

We collapsed into each other. Tangled. Spent.



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

Just… full.

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

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

And I did.

More than I had in years.


Confession #19: “After Hours”

Mira S., Fort Lauderdale, FL

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

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

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

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

And Jayden did.



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

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

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

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

He paused. His hand stayed on my hip.

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

The air changed.



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

“You’re shaking,” he said softly.

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

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

“I can stop,” he whispered.

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

“Don’t.”



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

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

“I shouldn’t want this,” I whispered.

“But you do.”

“Yes.”

“So do I.”



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

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

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

“Do something about it.”



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

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

“Jayden—fuck—I’m gonna—”

“Come for me,” he growled.

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

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

“Fuck me,” I breathed.

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

Thick. Deep. Stretching me until I cried out.

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

“Don’t stop,” I begged.

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

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

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

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



We lay there. Quiet.

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

“I know,” I said.

And I didn’t apologize.

Because I didn’t feel sorry.

Not even a little.


Confession #20: “The Guest Room”

Cassandra R., Savannah, GA

We’d all had too much wine.

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

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

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

A low hum. A slow burn.

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

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

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



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

He turned slightly. His smile was soft. Tired.

“I’m almost done.”

“I wasn’t talking about the dishes.”

He froze. Slowly turned to face me.

The silence between us thickened.

His voice was quiet.
“Cass…”

I walked closer.

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

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

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

“I’m not asking you to pretend.”



He dropped the sponge.

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

“This is wrong,” he whispered.

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

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

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

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

I tugged him toward the hallway.

“The guest room,” I whispered.



We didn’t turn on the light.

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

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

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

I moaned the second his tongue touched me.

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

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

He didn’t stop.

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

“Condom?” he asked, panting.

“No.”

He hesitated. Then:
“I’ll pull out.”

I nodded. “Just fuck me.”



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

We both gasped.

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

“Don’t stop.”

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

“Harder,” I begged.

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

“I’m close,” I gasped.

“Me too—fuck—Cass—”

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

He collapsed beside me, breathing hard.



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

He brushed my hair off my face.

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

“I know,” I whispered.

But neither of us moved.

And I didn’t regret it.

Not even a little.


Confession #21: “The Hall Light Stayed On”

Natalie F., Portland, OR

I could still hear the TV in the living room.

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

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

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

But I did.

I always noticed Chris.



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

And the way I didn’t look away.

Tonight was no different.

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

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

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

“No,” I said.

I stepped closer.

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

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

He didn’t ask twice.



The door clicked shut behind us.

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

“You sure?” he asked.

I nodded. “Please.”

He kissed me.

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

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

“If we get caught—” he whispered.

“We won’t.”



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

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

“Only you.”

He pulled them down. Dropped to his knees.

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

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

I came in seconds. Shaking. Writhing.

“You’re fucking dangerous,” I whispered.

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

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



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

The stretch made me gasp again.

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

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

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

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

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

He didn’t stop.

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



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

Neither of us said it.

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


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

Brielle K., Denver, CO

It was supposed to be coffee.

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

But Jordan was never just coffee.

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

We hadn’t spoken in four years.

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

I should’ve never agreed to see him.

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



He let himself in without knocking.

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

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

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

“You’re not supposed to be here.”

“Tell me to leave, Brielle.”

I didn’t.

Instead, I let the robe fall open.

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



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

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

I did. God, I did.

I kissed him.

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

“Take your fucking clothes off,” I whispered.

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

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

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

“Just like that, baby. Take it.”

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

But he pulled me up before he came.

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



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

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

“Worse now,” I gasped.

He slid two fingers inside me. My back arched.

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

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

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

He didn’t go slow.

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

“Your husband ever fuck you like this?”

“No,” I moaned.

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

I shook my head.

“Didn’t think so.”

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

“I’m gonna come,” I begged.

“Then fucking do it.”

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

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



He collapsed beside me, chest heaving.

I turned my head, meeting his eyes.

“This was a mistake,” I whispered.

He didn’t disagree.

But he also didn’t get dressed right away.

And neither did I.


Confession #23: “6A & A Stranger”

Janelle T., Chicago, IL

I was already two glasses of wine deep before takeoff.

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

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

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

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



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

“Long flight?”

“Not long enough,” I said without thinking.

He arched a brow. “Work or escape?”

“Bit of both.”

He smiled.

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

My hand brushed his thigh once—accidentally.

Then again. Not accidentally.

He didn’t flinch. Just looked at me.

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

My stomach flipped when he said my name.

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



We didn’t fuck in the bathroom.

We didn’t need to.

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

I opened the door.

And let it happen.



He kissed me like he meant to ruin me.

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re gonna make me—fuck—”

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

But he didn’t stop.

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



He stood.

“On the bed. Hands and knees.”

I obeyed.

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

Then he slammed back in.

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

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

“Yes—yes—don’t stop—”

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

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

This time slower. Deeper.

His eyes locked on mine.

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

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

“I will.”

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

We lay there, both gasping.



He didn’t stay.

Didn’t say goodbye.

And I never got his name.

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

And hope it says 6A.


Confession #24: “Across the Fence”

Melanie C., Scottsdale, AZ

It started with a window.

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

Liam.

Our neighbor.

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

And that night, he was looking straight at me.

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

I didn’t.

Instead, I let the dress fall completely.

And I watched him watch me.



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

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

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

“I’ve had worse.”

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

“You ever spy on your neighbors, Liam?”

His jaw tensed slightly.

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

We both knew what we were doing.



That night, I opened the side window.

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m not supposed to be.”

That’s when he kissed me.

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

I moaned, grinding against him.

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

I took his hand. Led him down the hallway.

To the guest room.



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

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

“Fuck, you’re dripping,” he murmured.

“For you.”

He dropped to his knees.

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

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

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

“Please,” I begged.

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

And slid in.



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

“You feel so fucking good,” he panted.

“So do you.”

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

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

“No.”

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

He reached around, rubbed my clit fast and hard.

I came again, body locking around him, shaking.

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



We were quiet for a long moment.

Then he helped clean me up.

Before he left, he looked at me.

“Same time tomorrow?”

I didn’t answer.

I just left the window open.


Confession #25: “Room 708”

Elena M., Austin, TX

It was supposed to be a girls' weekend.

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

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

So I didn’t.

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



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

And then... him.

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

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

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

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

We laughed.

But it wasn’t light.

It was heavy. Full of what ifs.

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



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

I unlocked the door.

I didn’t close it behind me.

He did.



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

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

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

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

Harder.

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

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

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



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

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

“Only you.”

His tongue touched me and I nearly collapsed.

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

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

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

“I’m gonna—Lucien—”

“Do it,” he said. “Right now.”

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

But he wasn’t done.



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

“Get on your knees.”

I obeyed.

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

He hissed.

“Fuck, I missed that mouth.”

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

When he pulled out, he was panting.

Then he flipped me over.

Face down, ass up, pussy dripping.

“Lucien—please—”

He slammed into me from behind.

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

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

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

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

“No,” I whimpered.

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

“No—never—only you.”

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

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



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

Then he said it:

“You’ll leave him someday.”

I didn’t reply.

Because deep down, I knew he was right.


Confession #26: “The Executive Suite”

Sabrina L., Charlotte, NC

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

But somehow, we were.

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

Until this one.

Until Grant Stone, the CEO.



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

Including me.

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

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

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

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

He opened the door to his suite.

I walked in.



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

He said nothing.

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

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

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

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

Nothing underneath.

He exhaled like he’d been punched.

Then his hand slid between my thighs.

“You’re already soaked,” he murmured.

“Do something about it.”



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

I moaned into the mattress.

He removed his belt.

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

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

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

“Yes,” I breathed.

“I knew you were trouble.”

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

He slid in slowly.

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

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



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

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

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

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

“Yes—please—harder—”

“Come for me. Right now.”

I shattered.

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

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

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

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

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

He growled. Picked up speed.

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

“You,” I gasped. “Only you.”

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

He stayed inside me until he was done.

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

He kissed me once.

Then handed me a towel.



I slipped back into the hallway 20 minutes later.

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

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

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

A slow, knowing smile.

I crossed my legs.

And smiled back.


Confession #27: “The Masked Man”

Isobel D., New Orleans, LA

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

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

But I went alone.

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

And the mask.

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



He approached after my second glass of champagne.

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

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

“Neither do you.”

He smiled. Tilted his head.

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

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

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

“Follow me.”



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

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

And a keycard already in his hand.

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

“So are you.”

“Then this never happened.”

“Agreed.”

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

And let the gown fall.

It pooled around my ankles.

I stood completely bare, except for heels and the lace mask.

His breath caught.



The first thing he touched was my thigh. Just one fingertip, grazing the edge of my stocking, dragging upward, teasing the bare skin just above the band.

Then both hands — strong, hot — slid up my legs, over my hips, cupping my ass, spreading me gently.

“You’re wet,” he said.

“Do something about it.”

He dropped to his knees behind me. I felt the heat of his breath on my pussy before his tongue slid over me in one long, hungry stroke.

I gasped, hands gripping the velvet arm of the chaise.

He ate me like a man starved — tongue working my clit in tight, slick circles, fingers slipping inside me one at a time. I moaned shamelessly, hips rocking back into his face as my orgasm built hard and fast.

“Fuck—don’t stop—please—”

He sucked my clit harder, then curved his fingers just right—

I came. Gushing. Loud. My legs shaking, heart racing.

But he didn’t stop.

He stood behind me.

And I heard his zipper.



“Do you want this?”

“Yes.”

“You won’t be able to forget it.”

“I don’t want to.”

He slid into me with one hard thrust.

I cried out — full, stretched, deliciously stuffed. His hands gripped my hips tight, holding me open as he fucked me deep from behind. Slow at first. Letting me feel it. Letting me drown in it.

Then faster.

Harder.

My breasts bounced with every slap of his hips. The wet slap of our bodies filled the room. He reached around, pinched my nipple, then rubbed my clit again.

“You’re gonna come for me again, beautiful,” he growled.

I did. Screaming. Clenching around his cock. My walls fluttering as he kept driving into me.

He pulled out at the last second — groaned — and came across my lower back in thick, hot spurts, panting, trembling, steadying himself against the back of the chaise.



We didn’t speak for a long time.

He found a napkin. Cleaned me gently. Dressed wordlessly.

Before he left, he paused at the door.

“You should leave first.”

I nodded.

Still masked. Still bare beneath my gown. Still throbbing from what we did.

And still soaking wet with guilt.

But I didn’t regret it.

I never saw him again.

But sometimes, when I pass my mirror at night — mask in hand, dress slipping from my shoulders — I wonder…

Would I do it again?

Oh, definitely.


Confession #28: “Drilled & Screwed”

Leona R., Sacramento, CA

He showed up with paint under his fingernails and a devil’s grin.

Danny.

Twenty-four. Broad-shouldered, sun-browned arms, black T-shirt stretched tight across his chest. He was sent by the contractor who did our deck last year — “great with interiors,” the office said. “Hardworking, good rates.”

They didn’t mention the tattoos on his knuckles. Or the way his jeans clung to his thighs. Or the fact that every time he bent over, I had to remember to breathe.

I was supposed to be working from home that week. But I barely got anything done.

Especially once I noticed how often he watched me.



I caught him staring the second day — while I stood in the kitchen in a loose tank and no bra, reaching into the top shelf.

He didn’t look away.
Just smirked.

“You always this comfortable around strangers?” he asked, wiping his hands on a rag.

I smiled.

“Only around ones who don’t feel like strangers.”

He arched a brow. “That so?”

I walked past him. Slow. Felt his eyes trail down my back.

Then I said:
“You missed a spot in the downstairs hallway.”

He followed.



He stood in the entryway, looking at the trim near the floor. I leaned on the opposite wall, arms crossed under my bare chest.

“What else needs fixing?” he asked, voice low.

I stepped closer.

“Plenty.”

He dropped the rag.

And kissed me.

It was hot, messy, rough — the kind of kiss you steal when you know damn well you shouldn’t. His hands were all over me — gripping my hips, pulling me in, one hand sliding under my tank to cup my bare breast.

“Fuck,” he growled. “No bra?”

“No time.”

He dropped to his knees right there, palms running up the insides of my thighs, pushing my loose shorts down until I was bare.

Then his mouth found me.



He licked me like he had nothing to lose. Tongue flat and fast, then slow and deep, sucking my clit like it was the only thing that mattered.

I gasped, fingers in his hair, rocking against his face shamelessly as he moaned into me.

“God—Danny—don’t stop—”

He didn’t.

He slipped two fingers inside, curling them as he sucked. I came hard — wet and fast, grinding into his mouth as my thighs shook.

He stood. Unzipped.

His cock sprang free — thick, veined, rock hard.

I looked up at him from my knees.

“Let me taste it.”

He grinned.

“Fuck, you’re a dream.”



I wrapped my lips around him slowly, teasing the head with my tongue, moaning as he filled my mouth. He groaned, one hand in my hair, guiding me as I took him deeper.

“Shit—you’re good at that.”

I sucked him slow. Deep. Letting spit coat my lips, dripping down my chin. I stroked the base as I bobbed, eyes up on his face, watching him lose control.

Then he pulled me up, pressed me against the freshly painted wall, and lifted my leg around his hip.

“I gotta fuck you right now.”

“Then do it.”

He lined himself up, rubbed the head through my soaked folds.

And slid in.



The stretch was unreal. My nails dug into his shoulders. My breath caught.

He started slow — deep, steady strokes that made me moan with every inch. The sound of skin slapping echoed in the hall. He kissed me hard, fucking me like he’d been thinking about it for days.

“God, this pussy’s so fuckin’ tight,” he panted. “You needed this, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “So bad.”

He fucked me harder. Bent me over the stairs. Spanked my ass until it stung, then slid back in, pounding me from behind.

I came again. Loud. Soaking wet.

He pulled out and came all over my back in thick, hot bursts, groaning like he couldn’t stop himself.



We were quiet after.

He wiped me clean with the rag he’d dropped earlier.

“You’re gonna get me in trouble,” he muttered, pulling his jeans back up.

“You already are.”

He looked at me like he wanted to do it all over again.

And he did.

The next morning.

In the garage.

On the washing machine.

But that’s a different confession.


Confession #29: “After Hours”

Danielle F., Seattle, WA

He was the kind of trouble I was supposed to supervise.

Aiden C.
Twenty-three. Sharp. Eager. And too damn pretty for his own good. He was the newest intern in our marketing division — assigned to shadow me through Q3.

I was thirty-nine. Married. Respected. “Put together.”

And I hadn’t been properly fucked in almost seven months.



It started with glances. Always just a little too long. Then jokes. The kind that walked the line. Then “accidental” touches — his fingers brushing mine when we passed a file, standing just a little too close at the printer.

One Friday, after most of the office had cleared out, he stayed late to finish a report.

So did I.

I walked past his cubicle in a fitted pencil skirt and cream silk blouse, the top two buttons undone. His eyes dragged over me.

“You staying late again?” he asked, voice lower than usual.

“Some things require hands-on attention.”

He looked up.

“You giving me permission to be bad, Danielle?”

“Depends how bad.”

He stood.

And the door to my office closed behind us.



We didn’t speak once the door latched.

He pressed me back against the glass wall, mouth crashing into mine. I kissed him hard, desperate, unfiltered — my body finally answering a hunger I’d been feeding in silence for weeks.

His hands ran down my sides, gripped my hips, then slipped under my blouse to cup my bare breasts.

“No bra?” he whispered.

“Didn't think I'd need one.”

He pulled the blouse open — buttons scattering — and dropped to his knees.

My skirt rode up.

He hooked his fingers into the lace edge of my thong and tugged it down, lips already brushing the inside of my thighs.

“You smell incredible.”

Then his tongue found me.



He licked me slowly at first — long, teasing strokes. Then faster, suckling my clit between his lips, his hands pressing my thighs apart as I writhed against the glass.

“Fuck—Aiden—yes—don’t stop—”

He added a finger, then two, curling them up as he sucked harder.

I came embarrassingly fast — soaking his mouth, moaning through clenched teeth, thighs trembling as I grabbed his hair and rode the wave.

He stood, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and kissed me again — deep, messy, letting me taste myself.

“I want to fuck you so bad,” he growled.

I turned, bent over the desk, and looked back.

“Then do it.”



He unzipped.

His cock was long, thick, flushed dark red — already glistening with pre-cum.

He ran the head through my folds once… twice…

Then pushed inside in one slow, filling stroke.

I gasped, nails dragging across the desk.

He started to move — smooth and deep — hips slapping against my ass, the wet sound of my pussy echoing between the glass and wood walls.

“Your husband ever fuck you at work?” he whispered.

“No,” I moaned.

“Bet he couldn’t make you scream like this.”

He fucked me harder.

Faster.

One hand gripping my hair, the other reaching around to rub my clit in fast, dirty circles.

“You’re gonna come again, aren’t you?”

“Yes—please—I’m so close—”

“Then come for me. Right here. Right now.”

I exploded.

Eyes rolling. Mouth open. Back arched as my orgasm tore through me, legs shaking, cum dripping down the insides of my thighs.

He groaned, pulled out, and came all over my ass in thick, hot spurts — gasping, panting, trying to catch his breath.



Afterward, he cleaned me gently with his tie.

Then stood behind me and whispered:

“Am I in trouble, boss?”

I buttoned my blouse, turned to him with a smirk.

“Not yet. But we’ve got Monday.”


Confession #30: “Detention, Revisited”

Monica S., Raleigh, NC

The night started with awkward hugs and cheap prosecco.

Fifteen years since high school. I wore a backless black jumpsuit that hugged my ass better than anything I’d worn in a decade. My husband was “too busy with work” to come. I didn’t mind. It was easier to flirt when I wasn’t explaining myself.

And then I saw Jacob.

Varsity soccer captain turned tattooed, whiskey-eyed mystery.

He looked nothing like the boy I used to sneak into the janitor’s closet with. He was broader now, all forearms and stubble, his shirt sleeves rolled up, exposing ink that curled over his veins. But his smile — cocky, crooked — still made my knees weak.

“Monica,” he said, stepping closer. “Still make my heart skip.”

I laughed. “You’re full of shit.”

“You’re full of something too.”

My stomach flipped.

The years vanished.

And I remembered how he made me feel: wanted, worshiped, wrecked.



We slipped away after the first hour. Too many eyes. Too many drinks. Too much tension.

It was my idea to go upstairs — the empty third floor of the school where the theater department used to rehearse. No cameras. No staff.

Just us.

And the memories.

We walked the halls in silence, echoing heels on polished floors.

Then he spoke.

“Ever think about what might’ve happened if I didn’t fuck it up?”

“All the time.”

He stopped walking.

“Still married?”

“Yes.”

He stepped closer. Pressed me gently against the lockers.

“Happy?”

I didn’t answer.

I didn’t have to.

He kissed me.

And every piece of me that had stayed quiet for years came alive.



His hands slid down my back, over my ass, gripping tight as he kissed me harder — mouth hot, tongue searching. I moaned softly as his thigh pushed between mine, spreading me open through the thin fabric of my jumpsuit.

“I used to jerk off thinking about you,” he whispered against my neck.

“I used to do more than that.”

He growled.

“Show me.”

I unzipped the jumpsuit slowly, letting it fall past my shoulders. I wasn’t wearing a bra. My breasts spilled free — nipples hard, breath shallow.

His mouth found them instantly.

He sucked one nipple deep, rolling the other between his fingers, alternating until I was arching against the cold lockers, panting, begging for more.

Then he dropped to his knees.



He pulled the jumpsuit all the way down, baring me completely.

“You’re fucking perfect,” he murmured.

He spread my legs and leaned in — tongue flat, licking me slow, from bottom to top, groaning as he tasted me. I gasped, hands in his hair, hips rolling forward.

He sucked my clit gently, then harder, two fingers slipping inside, curling as he fucked me with his mouth.

“Don’t stop—fuck—Jacob—”

I came. Hard. Writhing. Flooding his mouth as he moaned into me.

Then he stood.

Pulled out his cock.

Thick. Hard. Dripping at the tip.

I dropped to my knees.



I took him in my mouth slowly, wrapping my lips around the head, sucking deep, moaning around his length. He hissed, one hand gripping the back of my head, guiding me deeper.

I bobbed. Spit slicking my chin. Eyes locked on his.

“You’re better than I remember,” he groaned.

I smiled. Took him deeper.

Then he pulled me up, spun me around, bent me over the old wooden teacher’s desk, and slid into me from behind in one hard thrust.

I gasped.

“Still tight,” he growled. “Still mine.”

He fucked me hard — deep, fast, the desk creaking under our weight, his hips slamming into my ass as he pulled my hair back.

My legs were shaking. My pussy soaked. I came again around his cock, moaning so loud he covered my mouth with his hand.

He didn’t stop.

“I’m gonna come,” he panted.

“Inside me,” I begged. “Please. Fill me.”

He did.

Hot, thick spurts deep inside, cock pulsing, groaning into my neck.

We collapsed against each other.

Sweating.

Shaking.

Silent.



We redressed in the dark.

No promises.

No regrets.

Only one whispered sentence before he left.

“I waited fifteen years. I won’t wait again.”

And just like that, Jacob walked back into my life.

And into my bed.

Again. And again.


Confession #31: “Table for One”

Rhea T., San Diego, CA

The spa was quiet.

Soft instrumental music played through hidden speakers. The air smelled like eucalyptus and rosewater. It was the kind of place designed to make women like me — tired, touched-out, emotionally invisible — feel something again.

I told my husband I was going for “me-time.”

He didn’t even look up from his laptop.

What I didn’t tell him was that this wasn’t just any appointment.

It was with Luka.

Tall. Eastern European accent. Strong hands. Dark eyes. He’d worked on me once before — professionally. But the way his fingers lingered on my lower back, the way his voice dipped when he said “breathe for me,” stayed in my mind longer than any actual release.

This time, I booked him by name.

For the full 90 minutes.

In a private suite.

And I shaved everywhere.



He greeted me at the door wearing all black — soft cotton tee stretched across his chest, linen pants, bare feet. His eyes dragged over me as I walked in, wrapped in a white towel, hair piled up, nothing but lotion on my skin.

“Rhea,” he said with that low, lilting accent. “You look relaxed already.”

“I’m hoping to be,” I replied.

He smiled.

The lights were dim. Candles flickered. The massage table was draped in warm towels, a bottle of oil already resting near the edge.

“Lie down for me, face down. Let’s start with your back.”

I obeyed.



The first touch was innocent.

Warm oil. Hands spreading across my shoulders. Thumbs kneading deep into the muscles near my spine. I exhaled, melting into the padded table, letting the music fade into the background.

But then his hands moved lower.

Over the curve of my waist. The small of my back. His thumbs dipped just below the towel edge — not enough to break rules, but just enough to break me.

“You carry tension here,” he murmured.

“Everywhere,” I whispered.

His hands grew firmer. Slower. Purposeful. He slipped the towel down just an inch. Then another.

When his hands cupped my bare ass, I didn’t stop him.

I moaned.

“Rhea…” he said, low. “Do you want me to continue?”

“Yes.”



He spread my legs gently.

His fingers dipped between my thighs — not massage strokes anymore, but slow, deliberate circles just outside the heat of my pussy.

“You’re already soaked,” he whispered. “Is this what you came for?”

“I didn’t know I needed it,” I breathed. “But I do.”

He kissed the back of my thigh.

Then his mouth was there — between my legs, tongue licking long, slow, upward strokes over my dripping folds.

I gasped into the towel. His hands held my ass open as he devoured me — licking, sucking, teasing my clit with his tongue until my thighs shook.

“Please—fuck—don’t stop—”

He didn’t.

I came. Hard. Loud. Grinding into his face with no shame, panting like I was being reborn.

But it wasn’t over.

He stood.

And I heard the soft sound of linen pants falling to the floor.



He turned me over.

Looked at me like he was starving.

“Touch me,” I begged.

He wrapped my hand around his cock — thick, warm, heavy in my palm. I stroked him slowly as he kissed down my chest, sucking one nipple into his mouth, groaning as I squeezed tighter.

Then he knelt between my legs.

Guided himself to my entrance.

And slid in.

God—so deep. So good. My back arched, the heat of his body melting into mine as he began to move — slow, deliberate strokes that filled every inch of me.

“You feel like heaven,” he murmured against my mouth.

“You feel like sin,” I gasped.

He fucked me slowly at first. Letting me feel it. His hips grinding against mine. The sound of wetness, slick and filthy, echoed off the stone walls.

Then he got rougher.

Faster.

He pinned my wrists above my head. Drove into me until I was coming again — shaking, moaning, biting his shoulder to stay quiet.

“I’m going to—”

“Do it inside me,” I begged. “Please. I need it.”

He groaned and came deep, pulsing, gasping as his hips jerked with every last thrust.

We lay there in silence.

Sweat. Oil. Cum. Candlelight flickering on our skin.

I finally felt something.



When I stood to redress, he handed me a warm towel.

His voice was quiet.

“You deserve more than tension, Rhea.”

I didn’t reply.

But I already booked him again.

Next Friday.

And this time?

I’m requesting two hours.


Confession #32: “Signed, Sealed, Fucked”

Nina V., Chicago, IL

We were celebrating a deal.

The three of us. My husband, Mark. His longtime business partner, Ethan. And me — the polished, well-behaved wife with the red lipstick and the tightly crossed legs.

Mark toasted the new contract. Ethan ordered another round.

And I pretended I didn’t notice how his eyes kept landing on my mouth.

He’d always looked at me that way. Since the first dinner meeting. Since the soft-spoken compliments that came a little too slow. Since the moment I realized that he saw me — not as Mark’s wife, but as a woman whose body he undressed in every pause between sips of bourbon.

Mark left early that night. “Too tired. Too many old fashioneds.”

Ethan stayed.

So did I.



We ended up back at our place.

More drinks. Softer lights. Jazz humming from the speakers. I kicked off my heels. He loosened his tie.

We stood by the kitchen island, laughing too hard at something that wasn’t even funny anymore. My dress had slipped low on one shoulder. His fingers brushed it back up.

Except they didn’t let go.

His knuckles dragged along my collarbone. Warm. Bold. Intentional.

“You shouldn’t look at me like that,” I whispered.

“You shouldn’t let me.”

Then he kissed me.

And every line I thought I wouldn’t cross disappeared.



His mouth was hot and hungry. Tongue sliding between my lips, hands gripping my waist, pulling me against the hard bulge in his slacks.

I moaned into his mouth.

He spun me, bent me forward over the counter, lifted the hem of my dress.

“No panties,” he said, voice like a growl. “Fucking hell.”

“Didn’t expect company.”

He knelt behind me.

Spread me open.

And buried his face in my pussy like he was starving.

I cried out — my wetness dripping onto the marble — as he sucked my clit, licked deep inside, his fingers spreading me wider, tongue circling, teasing, devouring.

“Oh my God—Ethan—yes—”

I came fast. Soaked. Shaking. Bent over the kitchen counter where I made my husband’s coffee that morning.

But Ethan wasn’t finished.



He stood.

Unbuckled.

Pulled out his cock — thick, veined, leaking.

I turned, dropped to my knees, and wrapped my lips around it in one smooth stroke.

“Fuck, Nina—”

I sucked him slow. Deep. Letting spit drip from my chin, moaning around his shaft as I stroked the base and took him to the back of my throat.

He groaned.

Pulled me up.

And carried me into the living room.

He tossed me onto the couch.

Climbed over me.

And slid inside in one slow, perfect thrust.



We both gasped.

He filled me to the hilt. My back arched. My legs wrapped around his waist.

He started slow. Rolling his hips. Letting me feel every inch.

“You’ve wanted this too,” he said. “Haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I moaned. “For so long.”

He fucked me harder.

Rougher.

One hand around my throat. The other gripping my thigh. His cock driving into me fast, deep, claiming me like I’d always belonged to him.

I came again.

Screaming his name.

Clenching around him.

Begging him not to stop.

“Cum inside me,” I whispered.

“You sure?”

“I want you to.”

He groaned. Thrust once. Twice.

Then exploded inside me — thick, hot, pulsing.

He collapsed on top of me.

Sweating.

Panting.

Ruined.



We lay there in silence.

My dress bunched at my waist. His cum leaking out of me.

Then he kissed my neck.

Softly.

“Mark can never know.”

“I know,” I said.

But in that moment, I also knew:

It would happen again.

Because I wasn’t just fucked.

I was owned.


Confession #33: “The Garden of Masks”

Celeste M., Miami, FL

The invitation arrived in a black envelope.

No return address. No name.

Just a gold-embossed card with a date, a time, and a location: The Veranda, a sprawling private estate hidden in the Florida Keys. Dress code: formal. Masked. No phones. No questions.

My husband thought it was a charity event.

It wasn’t.



I arrived alone.

Wrapped in a sheer, backless emerald gown with no bra, no panties. Only a thin silver mask over my eyes. My heels clicked on the marble as I stepped inside.

The air was thick with perfume and anticipation. Men in tuxedos. Women in gowns that dripped off their curves. Eyes hidden. Intentions, not.

A woman offered me champagne.

A man took my hand and kissed it.

Another whispered, “Welcome to the Garden.”



The ballroom had no chairs.

Only velvet chaises, leather divans, soft floor cushions — designed not for comfort, but for surrender.

In the center stood a single marble pedestal.

Lit softly.

Naked.

A woman knelt on it, blindfolded, her body open to all who passed. A man kissed her shoulder. Another rubbed her thighs. A third slid his fingers into her mouth while she moaned softly, trembling.

I was wet just watching.

A gloved hand brushed my hip.

“First time?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Then we’ll go slow.”

He didn’t wait for an answer.

He led me to a curtained room.



Inside: candlelight, silk ropes, mirrors.

He poured wine. Let me sip.

Then, wordlessly, unzipped my gown.

It slid down like water.

I stood naked before him, wearing nothing but the mask. He circled me slowly, touching the side of my neck, the curve of my waist, the inside of my thigh.

“Do you want this?” he asked.

“I came for it.”

“Then kneel.”

I obeyed.



He unbuckled. His cock was already hard. I licked my lips.

“Show me your mouth,” he said.

I opened wide.

He slid in — slowly — groaning as I wrapped my lips around him, sucking softly, teasing with my tongue. I bobbed slowly, tasting his salt and heat, his hand gently guiding my head.

“You’re beautiful like this,” he murmured.

When I looked up, another masked man had entered the room.

He stood behind me.

Watched.

Then knelt.

And kissed the curve of my ass.

I moaned around the cock in my mouth.

They didn’t ask. They didn’t speak.

They just… took.



Hands spread me wide.

Fingers slipped into my soaked pussy from behind while I sucked the first man harder, dripping with need.

Then I felt the second man’s cock press against me.

And slide in.

“Oh—fuck—” I gasped, breaking away from the man in front.

The one behind me gripped my hips and fucked me deep — slow strokes that filled me, stretched me, made me lose track of who I was.

I was just sensation. Skin. Moans. Pleasure.

Another woman entered.

Nude. Masked.

She kissed my mouth while they fucked me from both ends — her tongue tangled with mine, the first man’s cock back in my throat, the second pounding my pussy from behind, driving me toward a shaking orgasm.



I came hard.

Crying out into the stranger’s cock.

Flooding the floor beneath me.

But they didn’t stop.

The second man flipped me onto a chaise, spread my legs wide, and fucked me again while the first came all over my chest — hot, thick ropes that dripped down to my nipples.

I lay there in the candlelight.

Used.

Satisfied.

Wrecked.

And then—

From the mirror across the room, I saw him.

A man in a black mask. Watching.

Silent.

Still.

And though I couldn’t be sure…

I knew.

It was my husband.



He didn’t stop me.

Didn’t interrupt.

Just… watched.

Later, I’d ask him if he was there.

He’d deny it.

But the next morning, when he fucked me harder than he had in years — no words, no protection, just raw need — I saw it in his eyes.

He’d been there.

And he liked it.

Almost as much as I did.


Confession #34: “Cabana Heat”

Alana R., Palm Beach, FL

It was supposed to be a romantic getaway.

My husband booked a four-night stay at a five-star resort in Tulum — beachfront villa, in-room plunge pool, couples’ spa day. All the ingredients for reconnection.

But like always, his laptop made the trip.

And by the second day, I was sipping margaritas alone by the infinity pool while he sat inside, face lit by spreadsheets instead of sunlight.

That’s when Luca walked past me.

Tan. Shirtless. Low-slung swim shorts clinging to a V-shaped torso. Dark stubble on his jaw. A towel over his shoulder and an easy, cocky grin that said he knew exactly how good he looked.

He caught me looking.

Didn’t look away.

Just smirked.

And said, “Don’t burn, hermosa.”



I saw him again the next day.

At the swim-up bar.

This time, I smiled first.

“You always make a habit of flirting with married women?”

He glanced at the gold band on my finger.

“I make a habit of flirting with beautiful women. The ring is your problem.”

I laughed into my drink.

But my thighs pressed together under the water.

He leaned closer.

“Does your husband know how much attention you need?”

“No,” I whispered. “He’s too busy.”

“Pity.”

Then he swam away.



That night, after my husband fell asleep with his laptop still open, I slid into a white silk slip, tossed a towel around my waist, and walked barefoot to the private cabanas near the back of the beach.

Luca was already there.

Laid out on a lounge, shirtless again, sipping mezcal.

“I was hoping you’d come,” he said, setting his glass down.

“I shouldn’t be here.”

“Do you want to leave?”

“No.”

He stood.

Took the towel from my waist.

And let his eyes drink me in.



He kissed me hard.

His hands slid under the silk, gripping my bare ass, pulling me against the bulge already thick in his shorts. I moaned into his mouth, pressing against him.

“I’ve been hard for you for two days,” he murmured.

“Then do something about it.”

He pushed me back onto the chaise, slid the slip off in one motion. I was naked under the moonlight, ocean breeze teasing my nipples to hard peaks.

He knelt between my thighs.

And kissed my inner thigh like a promise.

Then his mouth found my pussy.



He licked me slow. Long. Deep strokes of his tongue, swirling around my clit before sucking it gently between his lips.

I gasped.

My fingers tangled in his hair.

He moaned as he tasted me, licking like he was savoring every drop. He slipped two fingers inside, curling them just right, finding that perfect spot that made my hips buck.

“Fuck—Luca—don’t stop—”

I came hard.

Thighs shaking. Pussy clenching. Breath caught in my throat.

He didn’t stop until I was dripping.

Then he stood, pulled out his cock — thick, hard, glistening at the tip — and stroked it slowly.

“Your turn.”



I dropped to my knees on the cabana floor.

Wrapped my lips around him.

He groaned instantly — hands in my hair, hips bucking as I took him deeper, letting spit coat my lips, sucking him slow and wet.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he moaned. “On your knees… for me.”

I looked up at him, mouth full, and kept going.

When he couldn’t take it anymore, he lifted me onto the lounger, spread my legs wide, and slid inside.

God.

The stretch. The heat. The thickness of him.

He filled me completely.

Started to move.



He fucked me slow at first.

Deep, sensual strokes that hit all the right places. My head fell back, eyes fluttering as he kissed my neck, my breasts, whispered filthy praise in Spanish between gasps.

“Tan mojada… tan apretada… perfecta…”

I clenched around him, already close again.

“Cum for me,” he growled. “Right now.”

I shattered.

Back arching. Nails digging into his back. My orgasm ripping through me as he thrust harder, faster.

He pulled out just before he came — thick ropes of cum splattering across my stomach, groaning my name into the ocean air.

We lay there, breathless, skin slick with sweat and sea breeze.



Before I left, he kissed my shoulder.

“You ever need to feel seen again… you know where I am.”

I slipped my slip back on.

Wiped his cum off with a beach towel.

And walked barefoot back to my suite…

Where my husband was still snoring, untouched, under hotel sheets.


Confession #35: “Unread Messages”

Juliana D., Portland, OR

It started with a DM.

A comment on a photo I posted for no one in particular — black lingerie, face cropped out, caption vague.

“You like being watched. Don’t you?”

I should’ve deleted it.

I didn’t.

Instead, I answered:
“Maybe.”

That was three weeks ago.

Now, I have a name I don’t even know saved as “Sir ??” in my phone.

And a camera in my bedroom pointing at my bed.



My husband thinks I’m just “going through a phase.” He says that like it’s a flu — something I’ll sweat out if he gives me enough space.

But space is what got me here.

To late-night chats.
To voice notes that make me wet.
To obeying instructions sent in three simple words:

“Turn it on.”



The first time, I was shaking.

I wore what he told me to — black panties, no bra, hair down, lipstick red. I propped the phone on the dresser, angled the lens just right, and waited.

He didn’t show his face.

Just his voice.

Deep. Calm. Commanding.

“Good girl,” he said, when I turned and bent for him.

“I want to see what your husband never gets. What you save for me.”

I pulled my panties down slowly.

Exposed myself.

And heard him moan.



It escalated fast.

Next time, he made me get on my knees.

Made me hold a dildo in one hand and my phone in the other.

“Taste it first,” he said.

So I did. Like it was his.

I sucked it slow, moaning for the camera, letting spit drip down, rubbing my clit with my other hand as I imagined his cock in my mouth.

“Now fuck yourself with it.”

I did.

Hard.

Fast.

He guided me with his voice. Told me where to touch, when to stop, when to edge, when to come.

And when I did — back arched, soaked, crying his name — he said something I hadn’t heard in years.

“You were mine in that moment.”



Last night was different.

He told me to wear a blindfold.

To tie my wrists above my head with a silk scarf.

To leave the door unlocked.

I hesitated.

He said, “You don’t have to. But you want to.”

He was right.

I did.

So I did.



I waited on the bed, naked, blindfolded, trembling.

And then—

The door opened.

Soft footsteps.

A deep inhale.

Fingers on my ankle.

Not a word.

I felt his weight on the bed. His hands sliding up my thighs. His breath against my chest. My nipples already hard, aching.

He licked one.

Bit it.

I gasped.

Then his tongue was between my legs.

Licking slow.

Savoring.

Fingers inside me, curling perfectly.

I came hard. Fast.

He flipped me onto my knees.

And I felt the head of his cock push into me.

Real.

Thick.

Hot.



He fucked me without words.

Hands rough on my hips. Body heavy behind mine. The sound of skin against skin. His breath ragged. My moans louder than I’d ever dared.

“Who owns this pussy?” he finally growled.

“You do,” I sobbed.

“Say it again.”

“You do.”

He pulled out, dragged me back, and came on my face — thick, hot ropes hitting my cheek, my lips, my tongue.

Then silence.

By the time I pulled the blindfold off…

He was gone.



But he left the phone recording.

The screen flashed one final message:

“You’ll see me again. When you’re ready for more.”

I pressed play.

And watched myself fall apart. 

Confession #36: “Signature Required”

Marissa B., Denver, CO

I’d planned it for days.

A “signature required” delivery on Saturday afternoon—knowing he’d show up alone, in uniform, at precisely the moment my husband was settled in the basement with his new 4K television, oblivious to everything but football.

I dressed for it. Thin black slip under a loose cotton robe, no bra, no panties. My hair piled atop my head, a few wet strands slipping free. I applied just enough perfume—jasmine and musk—to leave a trace in the hallway.

When the knock came, my pulse skipped.

I tiptoed to the door and cracked it. Rainpuddles gleamed on my slippers. There he stood: Max D., the new courier. Early twenties, soaked from the drizzle, shirt clinging to his chest, name tag glinting in the foyer light. Damp curls flopped over his forehead. He held the box out, fingertips brushing mine.

“Signature here, please,” he said, voice low and polite.

My hand trembled as I took the clipboard. I signed in a flourish, then held the pen a second too long, eyes locked on his damp throat—the way the water droplets clung to the ridge of his Adam’s apple.

“Mind if I set it inside?” I asked softly, nodding into the house.

He glanced past me, up the dark hallway. “Is it okay?”

“Yes,” I whispered, stepping aside. “It’s... pouring out there.”

He ducked in, the door clicking shut behind him. Steam trailed off his jacket as he shook off rain. My heart thundered in the quiet.



I guided him into the foyer, careful not to sound too eager. The rain tapped against the sidelights. I pointed him toward the kitchen.

“Just leave it on the island,” I said, voice husky. “I’ll bring it upstairs later.”

He set the package down, oversized and heavy. He took off his jacket, draping it on a stool.

“Thanks,” he said, eyes roaming the room—dark wood floors, a single candle flickering on the table.

“Would you like something to drink? Water, coffee?” I asked, my robe slipping just enough to reveal the curve of my thigh.

He swallowed, cheeks flushing. “Water would be great.”

I led him to the counter and poured ice water into a glass. The light caught the droplets on his neck when he raised it, lips brushing the rim.

“Long day out there,” I murmured.

He nodded, hands fidgeting. “Rain makes it... interesting.”

My blood zinged. “I can imagine.”



The air between us thickened. I set the glass down and brushed past him, the silk of my slip whispering across his chest. He exhaled sharply.

“Marissa,” he said, voice catching. “Is everything okay?”

I turned on my heel, leaning back against the counter. Our eyes met. The room narrowed until it was just the two of us.

“I’ve been lonely,” I admitted, softer than I meant to. “No one’s touched me in weeks.”

He swallowed. Stepped closer. The scent of his raincoat mixed with my perfume, a charged cocktail in the dim kitchen.

“You can’t blame me for that,” he whispered.



I didn’t move. My pulse rattled my temples.

He reached out, fingertips brushing my bare shoulder. Heat flared at the contact. He traced the strap of my slip down my arm, then let his hand rest there, stilling my breath.

Our mouths were inches apart.

“Marissa, are you sure?” he asked, voice trembling.

“Yes,” I breathed. “I’ve never been more certain.”

He closed the gap. Lips met mine—gentle at first, testing. Then harder, urgent. His hands slid around my waist, pulling me flush against him. I wrapped my arms around his neck, pressing closer.

When he slipped his tongue past my lips, it was like electricity. I moaned and clung to him as he guided me backward toward the pantry door, closing it softly behind us.



Inside the small pantry, the only light came from a faint bulb above. He kissed me again, hungry and raw. My robe fell open completely, the slip beneath doing nothing to hide my arousal. He cupped my breasts, thumbs brushing my nipples until they puckered.

“You’re so wet,” he groaned, voice thick.

I trembled, eyes fluttering shut. “Please.”

He sank to his knees, pushing the slip up over my hips. His tongue grazed my inner thigh, then dove between my folds. I gasped as he licked me slow—long, deliberate strokes that made my knees weaken. His fingers parted me wider, two of them sliding inside as his tongue flicked my clit.

“I’ve wanted this,” he mumbled around my slick, “ever since I saw you sign that sheet.”

I moaned, gripping the shelves for support. My body trembled as wave after wave crashed through me.



He stood and turned me around, pressing me against the shelf behind me. One hand tangled in my hair, the other between my legs, coaxing me open. I felt the head of his cock—rock hard—against my center.

“Up against the shelf,” he commanded softly.

I obeyed, arching my back, pressing my hands to the wood.

He eased in, slow at first, filling me inch by inch. I cried out, the delicious stretch and the rough grain of the shelf under my palms grounding me in the moment.

He began to move—deep, powerful thrusts—each one slamming into me with a delicious smack. I moaned, hips rocking back into him, breathing ragged. He reached around and rubbed my clit in tight circles as he fucked me from behind, the combination of grip and speed sending me closer to the edge.

“Marissa—Oh God—I’m close,” he panted.

“Me too,” I whispered. “Don’t stop.”

I came hard, muscles clenching, voice breaking on his name. He carried me through, pulling out just at the last second and pulsing his release against my lower back, hot and urgent.



We stood there, breathing. The rain still spattered against the windows. I could hear distant traffic, the delivery truck fading down the street.

He pulled back, buttoned his fly, and gently wiped his cum off my skin with a tissue from his pocket.

“Thank you,” I whispered, voice husky.

He shrugged, eyes soft. “Thank you.”

He slipped on his jacket. Picked up the package.

“Same time next week?” he asked, offering me a small, hopeful smile.

I bit my lower lip. “Only if you ask.”

He grinned, kissed my cheek, and slipped out the door—closing it quietly behind him.

I pressed my body against the door for a moment, heart still racing, heat pooling between my thighs.

Then I turned, buttoned my robe, and walked toward the stairs—my husband’s muffled laughter already echoing from below.

My lips curved into a secret smile.

Signature required.
Delivered.


Hear what I didn’t just write — I lived it.  Real stories. My voice.
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Book 3 begins…

Cheating Wives and Girlfriends at Work

10 Office Affair Confessions

For feedback, ideas, or filthy thoughts:
deepinsidehub@gmail.com

“Productivity peaks when you handle the front end… and the back end...”

Introduction

Work is supposed to be dull. Boring desks, fake smiles, the same damn meetings that drag on forever. But every office has a darker side.

Behind those blinds, inside those locked rooms, women are breaking vows and tearing off panties. Lust isn’t just present — it’s dripping down their thighs.

These aren’t single girls chasing attention. These are wives with husbands waiting at home. Girlfriends who kiss their men goodbye in the morning and then drop to their knees for someone else by lunch.

All it takes is one stolen look at the copier, one smirk across the conference table, and suddenly promises don’t mean shit.

The first touch is always innocent — a brush of shoulders, a text after hours. But innocence doesn’t last. Next thing, she’s bent over a filing cabinet, bouncing in a rolling chair, fucking in a stairwell with her moans pressed into a stranger’s neck.

Every corner of the office becomes their playground: bathrooms, boardrooms, even meeting rooms with blinds drawn tight while coworkers sit just outside the door.

The risk is the drug. The thrill of lying straight-faced to the man at home while she’s still sticky with another man’s cum.

The higher the danger, the wetter she gets. Every tryst dirtier. Every orgasm louder. Every secret more reckless.

This isn’t love. This isn’t romance.
It’s raw.

Sweaty. Animalistic fucking. Wives stumbling home with soaked panties. Girlfriends wiping their thighs clean before kissing their boyfriends goodnight.

Ten women. Some married, some taken -ten confessions that rip the mask off “professional life” and show you what’s really happening after hours.

Step into their cubicles. The skirts are hiked up, the doors are locked, and they’re begging for cock that doesn’t belong to them.

Confession 1
Vanessa L.
Age: 33
City: Austin
Occupation: Legal Advisor, Tech Start-Up
Marital Status: Engaged — wedding in 6 months

Friday Briefing Room

My fiancé is the kind of man mothers dream their daughters will marry.

Logan is kind. Predictable. He leaves post-it notes in my lunch bag, folds my laundry without being asked, and knows how I take my coffee down to the sweetener brand. We met at a compliance seminar four years ago. We’ve never had a real fight. We’ve never fucked anywhere but a bed.

We’re solid. Safe. Boring.

And then came Jason.

He’s the Head of Product—sharp jaw, loosened tie, and that voice that makes you imagine what it sounds like when he’s not speaking into a mic in a boardroom, but panting against your skin. Married. Two kids. Always the last one out of the building. The kind of man who doesn't just look at you—he studies you like a project worth breaking deadlines for.

Our flirting started small. Innocent enough to overlook, easy to excuse.

It began with Jason’s compliments—subtle, but pointed. Things no boss should say. “That color’s looks fantastic on you.” “I should teach myself to behave when you are with me,” Or, “Your voice drops when you’re lying. Makes me wonder what else you’d lie about.” Always wrapped in a smile, always in passing. But he was watching me. Closely. And I liked it. He always seemed to know me better than anyone in such a short time.

He noticed when I changed my hairstyle. Not just “oh, you got a haircut”—no, he clocked the soft curl at the ends, the way it brushed my collarbone. He watched the details.

Logan never did. Logan loved me, sure—but he loved the idea of me. His reliable, responsible future wife. I could’ve walked in wearing nothing but heels and a black lace thong and he’d still ask, “What’s for dinner?” For Jason, I was a feast. He had said it more than once.

Jason would’ve devoured me without a word. No doubt. I found it soon enough.

We started lingering after meetings. The team would leave, and I’d pretend I was finishing notes just so I could stay behind. He’d hover by the whiteboard, tossing ideas around—but we both knew it wasn’t about work. His body would angle just slightly closer than necessary, his eyes would track mine with this quiet heat. And God, the way he looked at my mouth when I spoke. Like he wanted to pull the words off my lips with his teeth.

One day, he walked behind me as I stood at the copier, leaned in, and said:
“Someday soon, you’re going to stop pretending you don’t want this.”

I felt it everywhere. Between my legs. In my chest. In the breath that caught in my throat.

I laughed it off. I told myself he was just playing the cocky married guy. I was engaged, after all. Not interested. Not available.

But that night, I lay next to Logan, staring at the ceiling while he snored softly, and all I could feel was Jason’s breath on my neck.

After that, it got worse. Or better, depending on how depraved you want to call it.

Every meeting turned into foreplay. He’d brush my hand when passing the clicker. I started wearing heels on days I knew we’d have strategy sessions—because I liked the way his eyes dipped to my legs and took a beat too long to come back up.

We started texting. Work-related, of course. Until it wasn’t.

Jason: “Hope your fiancé knows he’s marrying a dangerously smart woman.”
Me: “He thinks I’m sweet and safe.”
Jason: “You’re neither. I can tell.”

That message?
I reread it a dozen times while lying in bed next to Logan.

I told myself it was harmless. That it didn’t mean anything. That I was just flattered.
But the truth was, I started showing up to work early. Staying late. Catching Jason on purpose.

Sometimes he’d bring me coffee—my actual order, no milk, extra shot—and leave it on my desk without a note. Sometimes he’d pass me in the hallway and murmur things no one else could hear:

“You’re playing a game you’re going to lose.”
“Do you wear lace under that suit?”
“I think about your thighs when I’m supposed to be reading legal briefs.”

By the time I saw his name on a shared calendar, I’d already feel it—a throb between my legs, shameful and electric.

That was my reality.
Engaged to Logan by day. Letting Jason melt me from the inside out with nothing but a glance.

I kept telling myself nothing would happen. That I had control.

I didn’t.



It was late.
Friday evening.
The office was quiet, most of the floor already dark. I was packing up my laptop when I saw him—Jason—standing at the edge of my doorway, jacket slung over one shoulder, two tumblers of whiskey in hand.

“You got a minute?”

I hesitated.
Then nodded.

My heels clicked against the tile as I followed him down the hallway, heart pounding harder with every step. He locked the door behind us.

And I knew it wasn’t just a drink.
It was him—finally taking what we’d both been pretending not to want.

He didn’t pounce. That wasn’t his style.
Jason liked to hunt slow.

He sat down in one of the low chairs, legs spread, tie loosened just enough to suggest danger. His whiskey glass caught the low light as he swirled it lazily, eyes never leaving me—as if he was already stripping me down with his stare.

“Take a seat,” he said.

I did.
Across from him. Knees almost touching.

He didn’t offer me a drink. He just looked at me—like he could already taste me.

“You look tense,” he said.

“I’ve had a long week,” I answered, trying to keep my voice steady.

“You want to unwind?”
He leaned forward slightly, forearms resting on his thighs.
“I can help.”

His eyes dropped to my lips. I bit mine.
That was the moment. The shift.

He stood—slow, deliberate—and walked toward me. I didn’t move. Couldn’t. My thighs pressed together instinctively. I was soaked already.

He circled behind me, close enough that I could feel the heat of his body. His cologne—clean, masculine, expensive—wrapped around me like a net.

Then he leaned in. His mouth brushed my ear.

“I think about you,” he whispered. “More than I should.”

My breath caught.

His fingers ghosted down my arm, lacing gently with mine. His other hand traced my hip, not quite grabbing—just testing, teasing, asking for permission he knew he already had.

“You’ve thought about it too,” he murmured. “Haven’t you? What I’d do to you. What I wouldn’t let you beg for.”

I didn’t answer.
I didn’t need to.

I turned and kissed him—hard, desperate, hungry.
His hands found my waist. Mine tangled in his shirt. I pressed into him, feeling the thick, undeniable hardness between his legs.

“You’re trembling,” he breathed against my lips.

“I want this,” I whispered. “I’ve wanted it for weeks.”

His hands slid up my skirt, fingertips skimming the damp lace of my panties.

“You’re soaked,” he growled. “You’ve been coming into work like this? Wanting me?”

I nodded, helpless.

That’s when he spun me around and bent me over the conference table. One hand on my hip, the other yanking my panties aside. His cock rubbed against my slit, thick and hot, teasing.

Then he pushed into me—slow—inch by inch, until I gasped and braced against the cold glass.

The thrusts began—measured at first, deliberate. He wanted me to feel every inch of him. And I did. He stretched me, filled me, claimed me.

“Fuck, Vanessa,” he groaned, voice thick with restraint.

His hands dug into my hips like he needed them to stay grounded. Each thrust rocked my body forward, fingers slipping on the slick surface of the table.

He bent over me, lips grazing my ear.

“You feel like sin,” he whispered. “And I fucking love it.”

My skirt was bunched up, panties pushed to the side, breath fogging the glass as his cock drove deeper, faster. Every thrust sent a bolt of heat up my spine.

“I tried to ignore it,” I gasped. “I really tried.”

He chuckled darkly.

“You wore that lipstick on purpose,” he said. “The color of fucking sin.”

His hand slipped underneath me, finding my clit. One perfect touch and I jerked—body twitching, breath hitching. I bit down a moan as he covered my mouth with his palm.

“Shh... You don’t want anyone hearing, do you?”

I shook my head, even though part of me did. Part of me wanted to be caught.
Wanted Logan to know what he’d never inspired in me.

Jason’s pace quickened, rough now, punishing. The sound of skin slapping echoed in the dark room. The table creaked beneath us. His growls grew deeper, throatier, more unhinged.

I came hard, body trembling under his.
I cried out into his hand as my orgasm crashed through me—waves of it, pulsing, blinding, overwhelming.

Jason followed with a groan, slamming into me one last time.
He stayed buried there, panting against my back, holding me like he’d never touched a woman this way before.

Maybe he hadn’t.

When he pulled out, I stayed there—bent over the table, weak-kneed, heart pounding.
Sweat clung to my skin. I felt ruined.
Beautifully, completely ruined.

I finally stood, fixing my skirt, wiping smudged lipstick with the back of my hand. I could still feel him between my legs.

“I should go,” I whispered.

He didn’t reply.
Just watched me with eyes that said everything his mouth didn’t.

“You’ll text me when you get home?”

I nodded.

But I didn’t.

I crawled into bed beside Logan while he slept, kissed his shoulder like nothing had happened. Like I was still that girl he believed in.

I should’ve felt guilt.

But I didn’t.

I should’ve felt shame.

But I wasn’t.


Confession 2: Slack Notifications Got My Panties Wet 
Rachel M.
Age: 39
City: Denver
Occupation: Project Manager, Software Development
Marital Status: Married — 8 years, no kids

I used to love my husband’s hands.

I’d stare at them in the car, resting on the gearshift, strong and tanned, veins popping slightly when he gripped my thigh at red lights. He used to touch me like I was breakable, precious.

Now, I have to guide those same hands to my body in bed. Place them where I want them. Sometimes, he doesn’t even finish. Sometimes, I pretend I do—just to make him feel like he still knows how.

Marriage gets quiet after a while.
Safe. Predictable.
And then someone new makes you laugh in the break room.



His name was Dylan Cole. Twenty-nine, charming in that casual, hot-guy-who-doesn’t-try way. He was a developer on one of my teams—tall, lean, always in a fitted T-shirt and jeans. The kind of guy who leaned in when he talked, smelled like mint and caffeine, and laughed with his whole body.

We flirted at first like it didn’t matter.
Playful jabs in Slack.

We flirted at first like it didn’t matter.

Playful jabs in Slack.
Stupid gifs. Typing dots that lingered too long. Nicknames that started as sarcasm—“Boss Lady,” “Control Freak,” “Spreadsheet Queen”—but started to land different when they came with emojis and late-night timestamps.

Then the jabs turned… dirtier.

Not enough to get him written up. Just enough to make my thighs press together under the desk.

Dylan [3:04PM]
I like when you tell me what to do. You make “deadline” sound like “safe word.”

Rachel [3:05PM]
I make “blocked on backend API” sound sexy too?

Dylan [3:06PM]
I wouldn’t mind being blocked by you.
Against a wall.
Hands above my head.
You giving me very clear feedback.

I laughed out loud in the office that day—then immediately minimized the window like a guilty teenager. My cheeks burned. My core ached. And my inbox sat full of unread client emails while I re-read that message three times.

He didn’t stop.

Dylan [10:44PM]
Can’t sleep. Wondering if you wear those pencil skirts just to fuck with me.
If not, it’s working anyway.

Dylan [11:17PM]
What color are your panties when you yell at me in stand-ups?

I didn’t answer that one.
But I didn’t block him either.



Every time my phone buzzed and it was him, my stomach flipped. My nipples hardened. I'd turn the screen face-down if Adam was beside me on the couch.

I told myself it was just digital noise.
Harmless.
Safe.

But Dylan knew exactly what he was doing.

He knew which buttons to press—and how far to press without breaking the illusion of innocence. And he knew the heat he stirred in me wasn’t accidental.

The worst part?

I wanted it to escalate.

Snarky eye-rolls during meetings.
Little smiles when no one was watching.

Then came the day we were paired on a rollout fire-drill. Just the two of us in a spare meeting room, laptops open, energy tense.

“Can you hand me that adapter?” I asked, voice tight from hours of troubleshooting.

He reached past me, chest brushing my shoulder. I didn't move away. Neither did he.



That Friday, the office was half-empty. People working remote. Slack notifications slow. He pinged me:

"Need help in the demo room. Bring that sass."

I knew what I was walking into. I went anyway.

He was already there—alone, leaning against the wall, arms crossed. No laptop. No reason to be there.

I closed the door behind me.

"You needed help?" I said.

“You smell amazing,” he murmured near my ear, his voice a dark thread of heat that slid down my spine. “Like… hotel shampoo and secrets.”

His breath was warm against the shell of my ear, and I felt it more than heard it—intimate, like he was whispering something meant for a bedroom, not a conference room.

I froze.

Not because I was scared—but because my body betrayed me instantly. My pulse skipped. My breath hitched. The space between my thighs pulsed, sensitive and suddenly very, very aware of how close he was.

I turned my head slowly, meeting his gaze.

Dylan’s eyes weren’t playful anymore. They weren’t teasing or flirty like they usually were. They were serious. Dark. Hungry. There was no smile on his lips—just tension, thick and electric, simmering between us like static before a storm.

I should’ve laughed.
I should’ve said, “Easy, Cole.”
I should’ve told him I was married. That I had a husband who loved me. That this—whatever this was—needed to stop before it started.

But I didn’t.

Instead, I tilted my head just slightly and said, “Do you always flirt with your PM?”

My voice came out soft, low. Curious. Dangerous.

A slow smirk curved his lips. His eyes dropped—casually, shamelessly—to my mouth, then lower. His gaze flicked over my blouse, the slope of my waist, down to my legs… then finally, to my heels.

“Only the ones who wear lipstick that matches their heels,” he said.

His voice was gravel and heat.

He looked back up at me, dead in the eye, like he’d just laid down a challenge.

And I swear to God—right then—I felt my panties dampen in real time.

There wasn’t a single thing overtly sexual about what he’d said. No dirty words. No touching. Nothing that could get him written up by HR. Just that voice. That look. The unbearable fact that he’d noticed. That he’d been paying attention.

To me.

My body. My choices. My energy.

And suddenly, I wasn’t thinking about my husband.

I was thinking about what Dylan’s hands would feel like on my hips. About his mouth on my neck. About the sound I’d make when he slid inside me for the first time.

I swallowed hard.

The air between us was charged—too loud to ignore, too dangerous to name.

And I wanted it.

He didn’t answer. He just walked over—slow, confident—like a man approaching something fragile, but fuckable. His eyes never left mine, a storm brewing behind them. He stopped just inches away, the air charged between us, and when he finally kissed me, it wasn’t tentative.

It was raw.

He kissed me like a man who’d spent too many nights imagining it—tongue claiming, lips hungry, one hand sliding to my waist and pulling me flush against him. I gasped into his mouth when I felt it—his cock, already hard, pressing against my stomach through his jeans. My legs trembled. My body answered before my mind could catch up.

“We shouldn’t,” I whispered, though my fingers were already digging into his biceps.

“We’re not at work,” he murmured, tugging my blazer off my shoulders. “We’re somewhere else. Just you and me.”

He turned me, walked me back until my thighs hit the edge of the demo table. I gasped as he lifted me up effortlessly, spreading my legs without asking, like he already knew I’d let him. His hands were on my thighs, warm and strong, sliding up slowly, like he wanted to feel every inch before the ruin.

Then they were under my skirt, fingers grazing over the lace of my panties. He looked down between my legs, eyes dark with hunger.

“Already wet?” he murmured, dragging the fabric to the side with two fingers. “Tell me you don’t think about this during team calls.”

I should’ve lied.

But I didn’t.

“I think about your hands,” I said, breath hitching, “what they’d feel like on my throat... inside me… how deep you’d go.”

He let out a low groan like I’d said something dangerous.
Then he answered it with action.

His fingers pushed inside me without warning—two thick, deliberate strokes that made my spine arch and a strangled moan escape my lips. His thumb pressed against my clit, teasing in slow circles, and I clung to his shoulders as the pleasure rocketed through me.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he muttered. “Bet your husband doesn’t fuck you like this.”

I didn’t answer.

He didn’t need me to.

He could feel the truth pulsing around his fingers, soaking them.

He worked me with practiced, merciless rhythm, curling just right, every stroke pulling me closer to the edge. I was gasping, clenching, legs wrapped around his waist like a lifeline. His other hand gripped my neck, not tight—just firm enough to make my pulse thunder.

When I came, it hit like a wave crashing through my core—my vision blurred, a sob broke from my throat, and I bit down on his shoulder to keep from screaming.

But he wasn’t finished.

He pulled his fingers out slowly, dragged them up to my lips.

“Taste what I do to you,” he whispered, sliding them between them.

I sucked his fingers like I was starving.

Then he unzipped, pulled out his cock—thick, hard, dripping with need. He gave it a single, sharp stroke, watching me watch him, before pressing the tip to my entrance.

“Ready?” he asked, breathless.

“Fuck me,” I begged. “Now.”

He thrust into me in one slow, devastating stroke that had me crying out again. I was still pulsing from the orgasm, hypersensitive, and he filled me so deep I thought I’d split in two. He grunted at how tight I was, then began to move—deep, hard, grinding thrusts that sent sparks up my spine.

He fucked me like he meant it. Like he hated himself for wanting it. Like he needed to get every inch of me out of his system but couldn’t stop going deeper.

One hand clamped over my mouth as I got louder—moaning into his palm, back arched, head tossed back. The other hand slid under my ass, gripping me, lifting me higher as he pounded into me.

It wasn’t sweet. It wasn’t careful.

It was need.

His hips slammed into mine, skin on skin, sweat dripping down his jaw. I could feel him losing control, feel him getting sloppier, faster, rougher. My body was on fire, every nerve ending begging to be devoured.

He came with a strangled growl, buried deep inside me, pulsing and twitching, his face pressed into the curve of my neck as we shook together.

When it was over, the room was filled with the sound of our breath, ragged and heavy. My body trembled, slick with sweat, my thighs sticky with his release.

I didn’t move. Neither did he.

Eventually, I slid off the table, legs still unsteady. I pulled my skirt back down, my panties damp and askew. He zipped up silently, eyes still burning into me like he couldn’t believe what we’d just done.

He looked at me like he wanted another round.

I looked at him like I wanted to forget.

“Next week’s sprint review,” I said quietly, grabbing my bag without meeting his eyes.

He smirked. “Guess I’ll bring my A-game.”

I left him in the demo room and walked back to my desk like nothing had happened. Sat down. Opened my laptop. Stared at the empty spreadsheet cells blinking like a judgment I was trying not to feel.

Then my phone buzzed.

Dinner at 7? Miss you.
— Adam

I stared at the message for a long second.

Then I typed back:

Me too.

And just like that, I slipped back into the role of the good wife.

Until the next time Dylan needed “help.”

Confession 3
Maya T.
Age: 29
City: Seattle
Occupation: Executive Assistant, Investment Firm
Marital Status: In a relationship — 5 years, living together

Monday Morning Debriefs

Everyone thinks assistants are invisible.

They think we’re just there to refill coffee, schedule meetings, take notes no one reads. But when you're the one managing the CEO’s entire day, when you're in every meeting and every inbox, you learn things.

Like how he takes his coffee—black, extra hot, sipped slowly while he scans financials.
Or how his wife only texts him in the evenings. Never during work hours.
Or how his eyes linger a little too long on your legs when he thinks you're not looking.

I wasn’t supposed to want him.

I had Adam at home—sweet, safe, my high school sweetheart who made me breakfast every Sunday and still called me “baby” like we were 17. We lived in a cozy one-bedroom near Pike Place, full of IKEA furniture and shared memories. We talked about getting married. We talked about getting a dog.

But I never talked about my boss.

Julian Roth.
Forty-two.
CFO energy in a CEO’s body. All dark suits, clean lines, expensive cologne, and a voice like silk over gravel. He didn’t flirt—he suggested. With a glance. A pause. A perfectly timed compliment that made my thighs clench under my skirt.

He never crossed a line.
Until I begged him to.



It was a Monday. Rain tapping against the tall glass windows, the city still half-asleep. He called me in early for a “strategic debrief” before the quarterly board call.

I wore the pencil skirt I knew he liked. The sheer blouse that made me feel just a little too exposed. And no bra. I told myself it was laundry day. It wasn’t.

Julian stood by the window, sleeves rolled, tie loosened. Power made flesh.

“You always this early?” he asked, glancing at the clock.
“Only for you,” I said, before I could stop myself.

He turned, slowly. His eyes dropped to my chest—just for a beat. Long enough to make my nipples tighten. Long enough to confirm what I already knew: he wanted me.

“Careful, Maya,” he murmured, stepping closer. “You know I’m married.”

“So am I,” I whispered. And I meant it. Maybe not legally, but five years, one lease, and a joint Spotify account felt close enough.

He looked at me like he wanted to tear the world apart just to see how I’d fall.

“Come here,” he said.

I stepped forward, the click of my heels lost in the thick silence between us. My chest brushed his as I stopped inches away, breathing him in—rich cologne and something more primal underneath. My nipples, already sensitive under the sheer blouse, tingled at the contact. He hadn’t even touched me yet.

Julian’s eyes flicked down, lingering for a beat too long on the curve of my breasts, clearly visible through the thin fabric. No bra. No shame. Just intent.

His fingers came up to brush a strand of hair behind my ear, but he didn’t stop there—his hand stayed at the side of my neck, thumb tracing the edge of my jaw. The touch was tender, reverent. Not the way a man touches a stranger. The way a man touches a woman he's already undressed a thousand times in his mind.

“Are you sure?” he asked, voice a low rasp.

I didn’t answer with words. I tilted my face into his palm and kissed him—soft at first, then deeper, hungrier. I poured all the tension, the stolen glances, the texts we never sent, the dreams I shouldn’t have had into that kiss. He kissed me back like he’d waited months for it. Like I wasn’t his assistant. Like he wasn’t married.

When he broke the kiss, he pressed his forehead to mine, hands sliding down my sides, anchoring at my hips. He turned me slowly, deliberately, until I was facing the table.

"Put your hands down," he said, voice firm now. "Lean forward."

I obeyed without thinking, bracing myself on the smooth wood. The table was cold beneath my fingertips, a shock against the heat pulsing between my thighs. I felt his body behind me—close, but not touching. Teasing. Torturing.

He lifted my skirt slowly, exposing the curve of my ass, the lace of my panties. He ran a palm over it, then down between my thighs. His fingers found the damp silk and pressed.

“Jesus, Maya,” he murmured, pushing the lace aside. “You’re dripping.”

I whimpered, shame and arousal mixing into something heady and dark.

“You ever think about me when you’re with him?” he asked, voice quiet, dangerous. “When he’s between your legs?”

I swallowed hard. “Every time.”

That did something to him.

He pulled down his zipper—fast, hungry—and I felt the heat of his cock against my bare skin. He rubbed himself along my slit, slow and deliberate, teasing my entrance but not pushing in. I writhed under the pressure.

“Beg for it,” he said.

“Please,” I gasped. “Please, Julian—fuck me.”

And he did.

The first thrust knocked the air from my lungs. Deep, smooth, a claiming. He didn’t fuck me like a boss. He fucked me like a man losing control. One hand gripped my hip tight, the other splayed between my shoulder blades, holding me down, keeping me in place as he drove into me over and over.

My moans filled the room, shameless, wet, raw.

"You're so tight,” he hissed. “You were made for this. For me.”

The glass walls of the office shook with every thrust. His hips slapped against me, relentless, his cock hitting that perfect spot that made my knees tremble. I was soaked, open, undone. The coil in my belly snapped violently, orgasm ripping through me with a scream I barely managed to muffle against my own hand.

He kept going. I felt his body tighten, his rhythm grow erratic.

And then he came, deep inside me with a guttural groan, hips jerking, hands bruising my flesh.

Silence returned slowly, filled only by our breathing. He pulled out, warm release sliding down my thigh as I stayed bent over the desk, panting, ruined.

Finally, I stood—legs trembling, knees weak—adjusting my skirt, smoothing my hair. He watched me the entire time, eyes hooded, lips parted, like he wanted to pull me back and start again.

“You’re something else,” he said.

I smiled as I reached for the blinds, letting in the soft gray light of a Seattle morning.

"You’ll be late for your 9:00,” I said calmly.

He laughed, breathless. “So will you.”

And just like that, I slipped out of his office. Past the interns, the analysts, the sleepy-eyed associates. Past the receptionist who smiled at me like I was still the sweet girl who ordered the lunch trays and booked hotel blocks.

Neither of us belonged behind a desk anymore.

But we both sat at ours anyway.


Confession 4
Jessica P.
Age: 30
City: San Diego
Occupation: Account Executive, Marketing Firm
Marital Status: In a relationship — 3 years, live-in boyfriend

Office Bathroom Secrets – Lust Overwhelms Discretion

It started with a look.
Not a casual glance, not a passing nod.
A look.
The kind that says I want to ruin you where you stand.

That’s how Liam always looked at me.

We were equals—on paper. Same title. Same team. We weren’t supposed to flirt, let alone fuck. But Liam made temptation feel like a challenge. He had this lazy confidence, a mouth made for trouble, and that habit of leaning too close when he whispered a joke only I could hear.

I had a boyfriend at home—Jake. Sweet, stable, always there with my iced coffee order and clean laundry folded neatly on the couch. We had a joint savings account. Plans for a trip to Big Sur. He kissed me every morning like I was his home.

But Liam kissed me like I was his drug.



It was a Wednesday. Midweek madness. Client calls back-to-back. My inbox overflowing.

I stepped into the bathroom for a break, shut the stall door, and exhaled for the first time in hours. The fluorescent lights buzzed above. I leaned against the door and closed my eyes.

Then the outer door creaked.

Footsteps.

I heard the lock click.

My heart stuttered.

“Jess?”
That voice. That fucking voice.

“What are you doing?” I whispered, not even trying to hide the tremor.

He didn’t answer right away. Just the sound of his footsteps crossing the tiles. Then a knock—on my stall.

I opened the door without thinking.

And there he was. Shirt sleeves rolled up, tie loosened, eyes burning.

“I needed five minutes with you,” he said, voice low, rough, hungry. “Can’t get anything done with you walking around in that tight little dress.”

“You’re insane,” I whispered, even as I reached for him.

He kissed me like he was drowning and I was air. His hands were already under my dress, gripping my ass, lifting me with strength that made me gasp. My back hit the wall of the stall and he didn’t even flinch. Just shoved my panties aside and pressed a knee between my thighs, spreading me wide.

“I’ve been hard all day,” he growled against my neck. “You wore this on purpose.”

I whimpered when his fingers found me soaked. He slipped one inside, then two, curling them like he knew exactly how I liked it. I gripped his shoulder, the cold tile behind me a sharp contrast to the fever burning under my skin.

“I’m at work,” I breathed. “Anyone could walk in.”

“You love it,” he smirked. “You’re fucking dripping.”

He dropped to his knees.

Right there on the cold, probably filthy floor of the office bathroom, Liam dropped like he was praying—to me. His hands gripped the back of my thighs, thumbs digging into the soft flesh as he yanked my panties down in one swift motion, letting them fall around my ankles like an offering.

“God, you smell so fucking good,” he groaned, inhaling me like he was already high.

I leaned against the wall of the stall, legs shaking, breath caught somewhere between guilt and need. Then his mouth was on me.

Hot. Wet. Devastating.

His tongue flicked against my clit with no warmup, no hesitation—just filthy, hungry pressure that made my entire body jerk. He licked like a man with nothing to lose and everything to prove. Broad strokes, then focused ones, teasing the swollen nerve until I was panting, my hand tangled in his thick hair, grinding into his face.

“Liam—fuck—”

His only response was a deep growl that vibrated against me, sending a fresh wave of heat rushing between my legs. He wrapped his arms around my thighs, pinned me to the wall with his mouth, and ate me like it was his final meal.

I bit down on my fist to stay quiet, my eyes rolling back as his tongue curled inside me, dragging along every pulse point, every slick fold, before locking back onto my clit like it owed him money.

I came undone in seconds.

The orgasm ripped through me—hot, sudden, and violent. My knees buckled, thighs quivering around his head as I came with a muffled cry, grinding down into his face, dripping down his chin. He didn’t stop. Didn’t slow. He licked every last tremor from my body until I was nothing but a shaking mess pinned against the bathroom stall.

When I finally looked down, he was staring up at me with that cocky, glistening smirk. His mouth wet with me. His eyes lit with satisfaction.

“Still worried someone might hear?” he asked.

I couldn’t answer. I was barely standing.

Then he rose, unzipping his jeans like it was a fucking ceremony. His cock sprang free—thick, hard, flushed red and leaking at the tip.

“Turn around,” he ordered.

I obeyed.

Hands against the wall. Cheek pressed to the cool tile. My panties still around my ankles, dress hiked up over my ass. Exposed. Wanton. Filthy. Exactly how he wanted me.

He came up behind me and ran his cock through my folds, groaning at the wet heat waiting for him.

“Dripping for me,” he muttered. “I haven’t even fucked you yet.”

Then he pushed inside.

One deep, brutal stroke.

I gasped—loud and desperate. He filled me to the hilt, no teasing, no mercy. My body stretched to take him, clenching around every inch as he gripped my hips and started moving.

His rhythm was savage. Deep. Designed to punish. To imprint himself inside me.

One hand grabbed a fistful of my hair, yanking my head back so he could growl filth into my ear.

“This pussy was made for me. You feel that?”

I moaned, barely able to speak.

“Say it,” he demanded, pounding into me so hard the stall shook. “Say it’s mine.”

“It’s yours,” I cried. “Fuck, Liam—it’s yours.”

My second orgasm built fast—shameful, unstoppable. Every slap of his hips against my ass brought me closer. I could barely breathe. Barely think. Only feel.

And then it hit.

I came hard, soaking him, biting my own arm to stay silent as my whole body spasmed, collapsing into the tile. He held me up, fucking me through it, chasing his own release.

He cursed under his breath, grip tightening, cock twitching deep inside me.

Then he came—spilling inside me with a groan so guttural it made my eyes flutter. He stayed buried, pulsing, gasping, forehead resting between my shoulder blades.

For a moment, we just breathed.

Sweat dripping. Muscles twitching. My thighs shaking with the aftershock. His cum thick and warm, already sliding down the inside of my leg.

I wasn’t on the pill—but I’d tracked my cycle. I knew exactly what I was doing.

Eventually, he pulled out, hands still on my hips like he didn’t want to let go.

I straightened, slowly, bracing against the wall. My panties were ruined. My makeup smeared. I wiped between my legs with a shaking hand and whatever toilet paper I could find, heart thudding, body humming.

He tucked himself back in, zipped up, and looked at me like I was the answer to every wrong question.

“You okay?” he asked softly, almost sweet.

I nodded, but couldn’t meet his eyes.

He kissed my shoulder. “You know I’m not done with you, right?”

I turned my head and smirked. “You never are.”

Then he was gone.

Just like that, the door unlocked, opened, closed. Silence returned.

I cleaned myself up best I could. Flushed. Fixed my hair. Applied fresh lipstick with hands that still trembled. Then I walked out like I hadn’t just been fucked into a wall.

I passed the break room. Said hi to Ashley from HR. Smiled at a client on Zoom.

Sat back at my desk like I was still the good girl.

Then my phone buzzed.

Jake: Thinking of you. Pick up Thai on your way home?

I stared at the screen, heart still racing, panties still soaked, cunt still tingling.

Me: Sure. Miss you.

And just like that, I went back to being his loyal girlfriend.

At least until Liam decided to lock that bathroom door again.


Confession 5
Hannah R.
Age: 38
City: Boston
Occupation: Creative Director, Boutique Advertising Firm
Marital Status: Married — 10 years, no kids

Friday Night Presentation Rehearsal

I’ve been married to a good man. The kind who asks how my day was, never forgets a birthday, and folds laundry better than I do.
He’s dependable. Safe. Sweet.
He hasn’t touched me like he wanted me in over a year.



And then Avery joined the team.

New copywriter. Twenty-five. Fresh from Brooklyn. Bisexual, blunt, and beautiful in a way that felt completely effortless—oversized sweaters, messy buns, tattoos hidden under her sleeves like secrets waiting to be unwrapped.

She didn’t flirt in the obvious way. She made you feel seen. Studied. Uncomfortable in the best way.

I caught her staring at my legs during a team meeting once. When our eyes met, she didn’t look away. She just smiled. That smile—the one that made me wet without even touching me.



We were working late on a Friday. Everyone else had gone home. Final prep for a big pitch on Monday. She offered to help me polish the deck.

“Another glass of wine?” she asked, holding the bottle up.

“You trying to get me drunk?” I teased.

She tilted her head. “No. I want you aware of every bad decision you make tonight.”

My heart stuttered. I laughed it off. Tried to focus on the slides. But I could feel her behind me, watching.

Her voice was low. Closer. “You’re different when no one’s around. Softer.”

“Maybe I’m just tired,” I said, not turning around.

“I don’t think that’s it.”

I felt her fingers graze my wrist. I froze.

“I’m not trying to cause trouble,” she said, “but I’ve wanted to taste you since the day I started.”

I turned. She was right there.

Her mouth brushed mine—gentle, hesitant.

And I kissed her back.



It was slow at first. Like we were testing a live wire. Her lips were softer than I expected. Curious. But when I grabbed her waist and pulled her closer, she moaned into my mouth like she’d been holding it in for weeks.

My body came alive under her touch. She slipped her hands under my blouse, fingertips brushing skin, and I let out a quiet gasp.

“Fuck,” she whispered. “You’re even more beautiful like this.”

I pushed her down onto the office couch, straddling her hips. My skirt hiked up, her hands on my thighs, nails scraping. I hadn’t felt this wanted—this seen—in so long I nearly cried.

She tugged my blouse open, kissed down my chest, her mouth finding my nipple and sucking softly. My head fell back. My hips rolled against her.

Then she slid down, between my thighs, dragging my panties aside with slow, deliberate care.

“You’re soaked,” she murmured. “For me.”

I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t.

Her tongue touched me and I shattered.

It was different than being with a man. Slower. Deeper. She took her time, learning me, tasting me, like she wanted to be here—not like it was a job, not like it was a routine.

I came on her mouth, biting down on my hand to stay quiet, hips trembling under her touch.

When she pulled back, lips wet, eyes gleaming, she said, “You needed that.”

“I did,” I whispered. “Fuck, I did.”

We sat there in silence for a few minutes, my head resting on her shoulder, fingers tangled together.

She didn’t ask what it meant.
I didn’t offer anything.

Before I left, she kissed me again. Softer. Like a promise I wasn’t sure I wanted to keep.



My husband was asleep when I got home. I crawled into bed beside him and stared at the ceiling.

He turned in his sleep and threw an arm around me.

I let him.

But my thighs were still sticky.
My body still humming.
My mouth still tasted like her.

And the next morning, I got a text.

Avery: Still want to taste you again. Hope you let me.

I stared at the screen for a long time.
Then typed back:

Next Friday. Don’t be late.

We were supposed to be focused.

We’d prepped the pitch for three weeks—slide polish, case study rehearsals, fake Q&As. I had my blazer tailored for this meeting. Avery wore heels she said she hated. Everyone was on edge.

But when we got to the conference center, she didn’t look nervous. She looked hungry.

Her eyes met mine across the long, polished boardroom table—and lingered.

She licked her bottom lip.
Tilted her head.
And crossed her legs slowly enough that I forgot my opening line.

She knew what she was doing.



Ten minutes before the pitch, I slipped into the ladies’ room to catch my breath, splash some water, and recenter.

I wasn’t expecting her to follow me.

The door shut. The lock clicked. My heart jumped.

Avery stepped in behind me, the sound of her heels echoing off the marble.

“You’re tense,” she said, voice low, teasing. “Thought I’d help.”

“Avery—” I started, but the rest never made it out.

She was already kissing me.

Not soft. Not shy.

This time, it was need. Tongue, teeth, a soft growl as her hands slid under my blazer, unfastening the top button of my blouse like she’d been counting down the seconds. My back hit the wall of the handicap stall. The door shut behind us with a click that felt louder than it should’ve.

“We can’t—” I gasped between kisses. “We’re about to present—”

“You’ll be glowing,” she whispered, lips brushing my jaw. “Like you’ve already won.”

Her hands were under my skirt before I could form a real thought, one palm grazing the thin lace between my thighs.

“Oh my God—” I whimpered.

“You’re already wet?” she purred. “You’ve been thinking about this since we got in the Uber, haven’t you?”

I bit my lip. She wasn’t wrong.

She sank to her knees.

Right there. In the stall. Designer heels digging into tile. Tongue dragging up my inner thigh, slow, wet, teasing.

Then she pushed my panties aside and licked.

I stifled a moan against my hand. My knees nearly buckled.

“You taste so fucking good,” she whispered. “God, I missed this pussy.”

Her tongue was relentless—flat against my clit, then circling it. Flicking, sucking, fucking me with her mouth like it was the last thing she’d ever do.

I grabbed the metal bar on the stall wall to stay upright, thighs shaking, hips bucking. Her hands gripped my ass, holding me there, face buried, moaning into me like she wanted the whole building to know she was mine.

“I’m gonna come,” I gasped.

She didn’t stop.

I came hard—hips jerking, one hand over my mouth to muffle the cry, eyes rolling back as the orgasm crashed through me in waves.

My legs gave out and she caught me.



We stayed like that for a second. Me panting, her rising slowly, lips slick, face flushed.

She wiped her mouth with her thumb. Smirked.

“You’ll crush the pitch now.”

“You’re insane,” I whispered, still trembling.

“You’re welcome.”

I fixed my skirt. Checked my face. Swiped on fresh lipstick. My hands still shook when I opened the stall.

Back in the boardroom, no one suspected a thing.

Except maybe the client, who couldn’t stop smiling at me like I radiated some kind of secret power.

Avery passed me a note on the edge of her legal pad, scribbled quickly:

You taste even better when you’re nervous.

I didn’t respond.

I didn’t have to.

Because next time, she was going to be the one up against the wall.


Confession 6
Lauren K.
Age: 56
City: Minneapolis
Occupation: Operations Manager, Logistics Company
Marital Status: Married — 20 years, two kids

After-Hours Inventory Room

I don’t think I ever meant to cheat. Not in the way some women plan it.

I didn’t go looking for him.
But I didn’t exactly stop him either.

I’m 56. I manage over 80 employees. I’ve been called intimidating more times than I can count—“no-nonsense,” “polished,” “ice queen”—all the usual things people say when a woman doesn’t flirt, doesn’t flinch, and doesn’t let her blouse dip too low in meetings.

But beneath the pencil skirt and the tailored blazers?

I have a soft, squishy, soaking-wet pussy and a husband who hasn’t made me come in over a year.
Men age with time.
Women? We get sharper. Wetter. Hungrier. Better.

I’m not desperate.
But I do get lonely.
And I still miss the days when someone would look at me like I was about to be unwrapped—slowly, hungrily, with both hands and a mouth that couldn’t wait to taste.



His name’s Evan. Twenty-seven. New hire in Inventory & Fulfillment. Tall, boyishly cocky, with sleeves rolled to the elbows and that thick, dangerous kind of forearm women pretend not to notice.

He smelled like sawdust and cologne. Spoke with confidence he hadn’t earned. Called me “Miss Lauren” with that teasing grin like he knew it turned me on.

It did. There was a certain way of him noticing me. Not with puppy-eyed adoration. Not with fake charm. With intent.

Like he was picturing me bent over my own desk.

And some part of me—buried under years of soft kisses and safe routines—wanted to be bent.



It started with playful remarks.
“You’re too pretty to be stressed about pallets.”
“You got a husband who appreciates all that, Miss Lauren?”

I'd roll my eyes. Pretend I didn’t blush. Pretend my nipples didn’t harden under my blouse when he stood too close.

He was young. Hot. Off-limits.

Exactly what I didn’t have at home.



It happened on a Thursday.

Quarter-end. The warehouse was empty. Evan and I were double-checking pallet loads for a last-minute audit. The air was thick with dust and June heat, the kind that made skin slick and tempers short.

I was in heels. Pencil skirt. Silk blouse.

Professional. Controlled.

He walked past me with a clipboard and muttered, “You look too fucking good to be buried in this place.”

I didn’t answer. I just raised a brow.

But something in my chest fluttered.



Later, I sat on the edge of the steel receiving table, reviewing manifests. He leaned beside me. Too close. His shoulder brushed mine.

He handed me a pen, let our fingers graze.

“You know you drive me crazy, right?” he said quietly.

“You’re a child,” I replied—but my voice was too soft, too breathy to mean it.

He smiled, slow. “Your body doesn’t think so.”

Then he touched me—just a fingertip, ghosting along the hem of my skirt.

I should’ve stood.

I spread my legs instead.



He stepped between them. One hand sliding up my thigh. His touch was firm, sure. Not asking—testing. My breath caught when he found the heat between my legs.

“You’re soaked,” he whispered. “Jesus, Lauren…”

I grabbed his shirt. Pulled him in. Kissed him like I was starving.

Because I was



We kissed like the room was on fire. Desperate, breathless, months of flirtation exploding in a single touch.

He pushed my legs apart and stood between them, hands gripping my waist. My skirt rode up. He groaned when he felt I was already wet through my panties.

“Holy shit,” he murmured. “You’re soaked.”

“I’ve been thinking about this for weeks,” I whispered.

He didn’t waste time. He yanked my panties aside and slid two fingers inside me. I gasped, clinging to his shoulders, rocking my hips against his hand as his thumb found my clit.

“You like being fingered in your office?” he growled. “Knowing anyone could walk in?”

“Yes,” I panted. “Fuck—don’t stop.”

He dropped to his knees and buried his face between my thighs. I nearly came from the first flick of his tongue—sloppy, hungry, moaning into me like I was dessert. My thighs shook. My hand fisted in his hair. I came hard and fast, twitching around his mouth, one hand slapped against the cold table behind me.

But he wasn’t done.

He stood.

Unzipped slowly, deliberately, eyes locked on mine like he wanted to watch my breath catch. When he pulled his cock out—thick, flushed dark with need, already slick at the tip—I gasped.

It was bigger than I expected. Gorgeous. Angry. Hard for me.

“Let me fuck you, Miss Lauren,” he said, voice gritty, like he was trying to stay calm—but failing.

“Do it,” I breathed. “Now.”

He didn’t ask about protection.
I didn’t offer.
I wasn’t thinking.
I was dripping.

I turned around, palms flat on the table, and bent at the waist. Skirt rucked up over my hips. My panties dangled from one ankle, soaked and useless. My ass was bare, glistening under the warehouse lights.

He groaned when he saw the slick between my thighs.

“Holy fuck…”

He stepped behind me, ran his cock through my folds once—twice—coating himself in my arousal. The tip teased my entrance, and I arched back toward him, greedy.

Then he slammed into me in one long, hard stroke—balls deep, splitting me open with a gasp that tore straight from my lungs.

We both moaned—me from the stretch, him from the heat.

He gripped my hips like handles and fucked me like he meant it—like he’d been waiting months for this moment. His thrusts were fast and rough, no teasing now. Just flesh slapping flesh, sharp and obscene, echoing in the vast emptiness of the warehouse.

“Fuck—God, your pussy’s so fucking tight,” he panted, slamming into me harder. “You let your husband touch you like this?”

“No,” I cried out, breathless. “He doesn’t touch me at all.”

That set him off.

Evan growled, really growled, and grabbed my hair with one hand, the other gripping my hip so tight I’d wear his fingerprints tomorrow. He pounded into me, relentless, cock hitting that sweet spot over and over until my vision blurred and my legs started to tremble.

I could feel how wet I was—soaking his cock, dripping down my inner thighs, making a mess of everything. He didn’t care. It just made him fuck me harder.

“Love your cunt Lauren,” he growled. “Made for me.”

And then I broke.

My orgasm hit like a thunderclap—deep, body-wracking, my toes curling in my heels, my hands scrabbling at the metal table as I screamed into the empty space. My cunt clenched around him, fluttering, milking, trying to keep him inside me forever.

“Fuck—Lauren—fuck,” he cursed, his rhythm faltering.

I felt his cock throb deep inside me—thick spurts of cum flooding me, his grip tight, his body jerking with every release. He spilled himself into me, raw and full, burying it so deep I knew I'd feel it leaking out hours later.

He stayed there for a long moment, chest pressed to my back, both of us panting, sweaty, shaking, completely ruined.


Confession 7
Natalie S.
Age: 31
City: Charlotte
Occupation: HR Specialist
Marital Status: Single

I am an HR – His Resource

That is what I have become. But for everyone else at work, I’m the rule enforcer.

People see the blazer, the clipboard, the color-coded schedule, and assume I’m all structure, no sin. And most days, they’re right. I’m the girl who reminds you to update your harassment training, submits PTO logs, and quietly sends an email when you’re 10 minutes late to a performance review.

I don’t date coworkers. I don’t gossip in the break room. I don’t fuck up.

At least, I didn’t.
Until Mr. Ridge showed up.



Grayson Ridge, 54, Director of Corporate Compliance. Visiting from New York for two weeks. Six-foot-two in tailored navy suits, cufflinks, and cologne that could make a nun bite her lip. Fit for his age. Broad shoulders and thick voice. Manly to the core.

He spoke softly, but never uncertain. Looked at you like he could read your browser history just from your posture. Said things like “I’d like your eyes on this before COB,” and I swear I got wet every time he passed my desk.

He wasn’t flirty. He was in control.

And I couldn’t stop thinking about being told what to do by him.



It started with little things.

“Can you sit in on the policy review? I like the way you catch detail.”
“Stay after the meeting. I’d like a debrief.”
“I’ll need you to shadow me Thursday. You don’t mind, do you?”

I didn’t mind. I ached for it.

By the second week, my panties were soaked anytime he said my name.



The moment it happened was almost boring.

Conference Room 4C. Late. Everyone else had cleared out. I was collecting handouts, flustered, trying not to stare at his hands—thick, veined, strong—the way they slid papers into his leather folio like they knew exactly how to undo things slowly.

“Close the door, Natalie,” he said.

I did.

“Lock it.”

I paused. Swallowed.

Click.

When I turned around, he was standing by the table, his eyes burning through me like glass under sunlight.

“You follow instructions well,” he said.

“I try to,” I whispered.

He took a step toward me.

“You’ve been watching me.”

My cheeks burned. “No, sir.”

“Don’t lie. I like good girls. But I like honest ones more.”

I looked down. My voice came out small. “I… watch you a lot.”

He stepped in close—his chest almost touching mine.

“You want me to tell you what to do, don’t you?”

I nodded. Just once.

“Say it.”

“I want you to tell me what to do, sir.”

“Then get on your knees.”



I dropped, fast. My knees hit the carpet like I’d practiced.

He watched me. Still fully dressed. Hands in his pockets.

“Take my belt off. Slowly.”

My fingers trembled as I reached up, undid the buckle, slid the leather free. I looked up at him through my lashes.

“Unzip me.”

I did.

He pulled his cock out—thick, heavy, already half-hard—and rested the tip against my lips.

“No teeth,” he warned.

I opened my mouth obediently and took him in.

He groaned—low, rough. His hand came to the back of my head, guiding—not forcing—but with command. I sucked him slowly at first, letting my lips slide wet and warm down his shaft, my tongue swirling under the head.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “Such a polite little mouth.”

I moaned around him, eyes watering, throat stretching as he pushed deeper. He didn’t choke me—not yet—but he watched, intensely, every inch I took.

“You’ve done this before,” he murmured.

I pulled back, breathless. “Not like this.”

He smiled. “No. Not like this.”



Then he pulled me up, spun me around, bent me over the conference table.

“Skirt up.”

I lifted it with shaking hands.

“Panties down.”

I obeyed.

“Touch yourself.”

I slid my fingers between my thighs. Soaked. Embarrassingly wet.

“Let me see.”

I spread myself for him—open, dripping, desperate.

“Fuck,” he growled, undoing his shirt cuffs with one hand. “I bet this tight little pussy hasn’t been used in months.”

He was right.

He stepped up behind me and pushed inside in one slow, devastating stroke. I gasped—hands gripping the table, legs trembling.

“Sir—!”

“Quiet,” he said, holding my hips. “Take it.”

And I did.

He fucked me slow at first—deep, stretching strokes that made my body ache with the pressure. Then faster. Rougher. His hand tangled in my hair, yanking my head back as he slammed into me.

“You like being used in the same room you teach harassment seminars?” he growled in my ear.

“Yes, sir.”

“You want to be filled in the same chair you make men apologize from?”

“Yes, sir—please—”

He came with a grunt, deep inside, cock pulsing, body tense as he buried himself to the hilt.

I came seconds after—shaking, broken, messy on the table like the HR rules didn’t apply to me anymore.



When it was over, he adjusted his shirt. Straightened his tie.

I stayed bent over the table, cum dripping down my thighs, eyes closed, breathing hard.

“You’ll come to my hotel tomorrow,” he said, calm as anything.

“Yes, sir.”

“And Natalie?”

I looked up.

“If you report me to HR—make sure you do it with my cum still inside you.”



We stayed like that for a minute. Both of us panting. Sweaty. Shaking.

Eventually, I stood. Fixed my skirt. My panties were ruined—so I didn’t bother with them.

Evan tucked himself back in and looked at me like I was both a dream and a mistake.

“You gonna regret this?” he asked.

“Only if you stop,” I said.

He smirked.

I left first. Drove home. Got in the shower and let the hot water wash away the sweat—but not the scent of him still between my legs.

My husband was asleep.

Good.

Because the next time I sit on that table, I know Evan will come find me.

I spent the whole workday soaked.

He didn’t message me. Didn’t acknowledge me in the hall. Didn’t so much as glance my way during the morning compliance debrief. And I couldn’t concentrate on a damn thing.

My thighs were sore. My pussy throbbed with every step.
I wore panties, but they were ruined by noon.

I kept hearing his voice.
“Skirt up.”
“Touch yourself.”
“If you report me—do it with my cum still inside you.”

By 7:03pm, I was knocking on the door of his suite.



He didn’t say hello.

He opened the door in a crisp white shirt, sleeves rolled to his forearms, collar undone. No tie. No smile. Just those steady, disarming eyes.

“Take your shoes off,” he said.

I stepped inside, heels clicking, heart in my throat.

“Now your blouse.”

I hesitated. Swallowed.

“Natalie,” he warned.

I undid the first button, then the second. By the time I got to the last, I was trembling.

He sat on the arm of the hotel chair, watching me, legs spread. “You were dripping at your desk today.”

My cheeks flamed. “I—”

“Don’t deny it.”

I didn’t. I couldn’t.

“I could smell you,” he said. “Sweet. Wanting. Filthy under all that policy.”



He stood and walked toward me, slow and deliberate.

Unclipped my bra. Let it fall.

Ran one hand down my side, skimming the waistband of my pencil skirt.

“You were made for this,” he murmured. “For obeying. For needing.”

He turned me around, bent me slightly at the waist, and tugged my skirt down my hips. No panties this time.

“Good girl.”

Then he did something I wasn’t expecting.

He stepped away. Sat back down in the chair.

“Get on the bed.”

I blinked. “Sir?”

“On your knees. Legs apart. Hands behind your back.”

I obeyed.

He didn’t come to me. He didn’t touch.

He watched.



“I’m going to teach you something, Natalie.”

I nodded slowly.

He leaned forward. “You think fucking me broke the rules. But I haven’t broken you yet.”

My breath caught.

“I want you to beg,” he said. “Not just to be touched. I want you to beg for permission to come.”

I whimpered.

His voice turned sharp. “Did I say you could make noise?”

I bit my lip. Nodded. “No, sir.”

“Then be quiet and listen.”



He made me stay like that—exposed, trembling, needy—while he spoke softly. Calmly. Instructively.

He told me how I’d kneel every night after work.
How I’d wear nothing under my suits.
How I’d keep my cunt bare and ready, in case he summoned me.
How I’d answer to him—not HR, not protocol, not policy—him.

“You’ll tell me when you ovulate,” he said. “You’ll come to my room the night before.”

“Why?” I breathed.

He smirked. “So I can come inside you again. Deep. Bare. Until I don’t have to ask if you're mine anymore—because I’ll know.”

My pussy clenched hard.

I whispered, “Please.”



He stood then. Unbuckled his belt.

But he didn’t touch me. Not yet.

He stroked himself slowly—right in front of me—watching my hips tremble as I fought the urge to squirm.

“Hands stay behind your back,” he said.

“Sir—”

“Shh. Let me enjoy this.”

He stepped closer. Ran the head of his cock over my lips. Then down. Between my breasts. Across my belly.

He tapped it against my pussy—wet, aching, open.

“You want it?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You want to be filled again like a dirty little office slut?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then say you’re not in charge anymore.”

I gasped. “I’m not in charge anymore.”

He grabbed my face. “Say it like you mean it.”

“I’m not in charge,” I whispered. “Not at work. Not here. Not with you.”

“Who do you belong to, Natalie?”

“You.”



He shoved inside me without warning.

Rough. Deep. Over and over.

I cried out, and he covered my mouth with his hand, muffling every moan.

“You don’t come,” he said. “Not until I give permission.”

Every thrust hit me right where I needed—his cock stretching me, filling me, claiming me.

“You want to come?”

I nodded frantically.

“Beg.”

“Please, sir,” I panted. “Please let me come—I need it—please—”

“Not yet.”

He kept going. Faster. Harder. My body clenched.

“Now,” he growled.

I shattered.

Back arched. Legs shaking. Orgasm crashing through me as he fucked me through it, spilling deep again, no condom, no care, just complete, raw control.



When it was over, he kissed my shoulder. Just once.

“Good girl.”

I collapsed in the sheets.

He lit a cigarette. Sat back in the chair like a man satisfied, while I laid there—ruined, marked, owned.



Thursday: I’m scheduled to conduct harassment training.

But all I can think about is how I’ll be wearing his cum in my pussy while I remind the staff to maintain professional boundaries.


Confession 8
Amanda R.
Age: 37
City: Chicago
Occupation: Regional Operations Lead
Marital Status: Married, 12 years

Leveraging what I can Get

I’ve been married for over a decade.

A nice man. Predictable. Comfortable.
We have a house in Naperville, matching luggage sets, and a shared Google Calendar with color-coded categories for date night, dry cleaning, and dentist appointments.

We don’t fight.
We don’t fuck much, either.

But we’re “solid.”

The kind of couple people call stable at dinner parties, while I swirl my wine and quietly calculate how far I could take things if I just stopped playing by the rules.



The first time I cheated, it wasn’t out of impulse.

It was a strategy.

I’d just been passed over for a promotion I was more than qualified for — again.

Same shit as always:
“We really see your potential.”
“Just not quite leadership material yet.”

Translation: We like when you’re competent, not when you’re commanding.

So I changed my approach.

No more waiting.
No more hoping HR would notice the extra hours, the flawless numbers, the calm under pressure.

I didn’t want recognition.
I wanted leverage.



So I scheduled a meeting with Mr. Bellamy, VP of Strategy.

I wore the black blouse — the one that clings a little tighter when I don’t wear a bra underneath — and my pencil skirt that hits mid-thigh when I sit with intention.

I knocked. Entered. Shut the door behind me.

He barely looked up from his screen at first.

“Amanda... From the Central office, right?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, and stayed standing.

I waited until he glanced up — and then I stepped forward.

“I’m not here to review metrics.”

“No?”

“I’m here to negotiate.”

That got his attention.

“Negotiate what, exactly?”

I looked him straight in the eye.

“Loyalty.”

A pause. His brow lifted.

“You think you’re in a position to offer that?”

I smiled.

“I’m not just offering. I’m making it clear that the kind of loyalty I’m willing to give… should come with perks.”



He tested me at first.

Leaned back in his chair, studying me like I was a resume he didn’t believe.

“You know what this looks like, Amanda.”

“I do,” I said. “That’s the point.”

When I came around the desk, he stayed still.
Didn’t touch me. Didn’t stop me.

I dropped to my knees in front of him.

Not bashful. Not blushing.

Just steady. Calm. In control of my own submission — because it was mine to offer.

He didn’t move. Didn’t say a word. Just leaned back in his chair and let it happen — like a man who wanted to see exactly how far I’d go.

I reached for his belt first. Undid the buckle slowly.
Metal clicking in the quiet office.
Each sound deliberate. Intimate. Loaded.

He watched me — eyes unreadable, but dark. Curious. Calculating.

I unzipped him next. His slacks loosened.
The bulge under his briefs was already thick and defined.

“You came prepared,” he said softly.

I looked up at him, fingers slipping beneath the waistband of his briefs, voice low.

“So did you.”

I pulled him out — thick, flushed, already growing in my hand.

Not a twitchy kind of arousal.
Not urgent.

Controlled. Ready.
Like he’d been waiting for this moment just as long as I had.

I stroked him once. Then again. Slow. Measured. Like I was reading the weight of every inch.

Then I leaned in — lips parted — and took the head into my mouth, letting it rest against my tongue before I swallowed him deeper.

He inhaled sharply. Still not touching me.
Just letting it happen.

Letting me show him I wasn’t bluffing.

My mouth moved in steady rhythm — no hurry, no dramatics. Just precision. Wet, warm, focused.

I hollowed my cheeks and pulled back, letting my tongue swirl around the tip, then swallowed him again — deeper this time.

His fingers curled slightly on the edge of his desk.

A low groan escaped him — not loud, but strained. Controlled.

“Loyalty like this,” he muttered, “earns things.”

I moaned around him — not because I had to.
Because I wanted to.
Because I wanted him to feel how much I understood exactly what I was doing.

This wasn’t seduction.

This was a transaction.

A perfectly executed performance review in the form of a blowjob —
tight grip, wet throat, zero room for error.

And when his hips twitched — that subtle, involuntary jerk forward — I knew he was close.

I didn’t stop.

I tightened my grip around the base of his cock and sucked harder, wetter, deeper — lips flushed, cheeks hollowed, tongue pressing against the underside of his shaft like I wanted to memorize the shape of his power.

He hissed through his teeth, fingers gripping the desk now, knuckles white.
Still not touching me.
Still letting me take the lead — or maybe just too far gone to stop me.

I felt it then — the change.
That tension in his thighs, the sudden stillness in his breath.

“Fuck—Amanda—”

His voice cracked, and then he came.

Hot. Heavy. Deep.

His cock throbbed hard in my mouth as he spilled down my throat in thick, pulsing spurts — salty, bitter, rich with something almost coppery.

It tasted like authority.
Like stress and power and the kind of man who never asks twice for anything he wants.

I didn’t flinch.

I swallowed the first wave. Let the second coat my tongue.
A bit of it slipped past my lips — a warm, sticky trail sliding down my chin.

He groaned — not just from release, but from watching me.

Eyes fixed on the mess I’d made of myself for him.
My mouth red, lips wet, tongue flicking at the corners to catch what I’d missed.

I let his cock rest against my tongue a second longer — softening, twitching — before slowly pulling away with a quiet pop.

Then I sat back on my heels.
Wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.
And looked him dead in the eye.

Breath steady. Face calm.

As if I’d just filed a report — not swallowed the man responsible for half the Midwest division's hiring budget.

That was it.

The first real promotional move I’d ever made.

And I hadn’t even needed to say a word.



The title change came a week later.

So did the discreet message:

“7:30PM. Room 1903. Don’t be late. Wear that black skirt again.”

I told my husband I had a regional off-site strategy dinner.
He kissed my cheek and reminded me to send him the salmon recipe I’d used on Sunday.

By 8PM, I was on my knees in a hotel room, licking the same cock that gave me a $25K raise.

He came in my mouth.
I spit it on his tie.
He licked it off my fingers and said:

“That’s the kind of initiative we promote.”



Now?

We fuck once a week.
Sometimes in his office. Sometimes mine. Sometimes in the backseat of his car on Lower Wacker after quarterly reports.

No one suspects a thing.

I still attend board meetings.
I still host budget review calls with flawless PowerPoint decks.
I still sleep next to my husband like nothing’s changed — except now, I make more than he does.

And he has no idea that part of my raise came on my knees, while the man who signed my new contract fucked my throat and told me I had executive potential.



You don’t always need honesty to climb the ladder.

Sometimes?

You need leverage.

And once you learn to trade loyalty like currency — you never pay full price for power again.


Confession 9
Jessica M.
Age: 34
City: Seattle
Occupation: Operations Analyst
Marital Status: Married since 4 years.

What is wrong in having some fun at work?



I didn’t come to this job looking for trouble.
I came for the salary, the flex Fridays, and the dental plan.

I wanted stability.
A solid routine.
Lunch at my desk. Head down. No drama. No distractions.

I was engaged. I had a plan. A five-year roadmap. Color-coded spreadsheets for every part of my life — from wedding vendors to weekend chores.

There was nothing messy about me.

Until Devon.



He joined the team three months after I started.
Same role. Same age. Same title on our email signatures.
But everything else about him felt… louder.

Not in volume. He didn’t raise his voice.
He didn’t need to.

He had this sharp, under-the-skin kind of charm.
The kind that didn’t try to impress you — it just existed, unbothered, confident.

He could end a tense client call with a single dry one-liner and somehow have the whole room laughing.
He never stammered. Never panicked. Never got thrown off.

And he didn’t flirt.

Not the way most men did.
No compliments. No corner-of-the-eye stares.
Just the kind of attention that lingered without explanation.

He’d sit next to me in meetings and make a low comment under his breath that only I heard — and I’d laugh.
Then he’d glance at me like that was the reaction he was really after.

That wasn’t flirting.

It was a warning shot.



It started with coffee breaks.

Not even planned. Just… mutual burnout.
Same deadlines. Same sighs. Same mid-afternoon trudge to the kitchenette for caffeine we didn’t really want.

A joke here. A comment there.
The way he’d look at my lips when I drank from my mug — slow, eyes dragging.

He never made a move.
But I started finding excuses to walk past his desk.

And I noticed he stopped bringing his own coffee.



One afternoon, just before a client kickoff call, we were standing near the window, waiting for the dial-in.

I felt his eyes on me — steady, knowing.
So I looked back.

And he leaned in, close enough that I could feel his breath, and said:

“If you keep looking at me like that, we’re gonna have to start locking the door.”

My heart kicked hard.
I rolled my eyes to cover it.

But I smiled.
Because he wasn’t wrong.



We didn’t touch that day.

But after that, the current between us never stopped humming.

The conversations turned tighter.
The space between us smaller.
His eyes would follow me just a little too long.
My thoughts would wander just a little too fast.

I caught myself watching him during meetings, zoning out mid-slide, staring at the veins in his forearms when he typed.

Once, during a brainstorming session, our knees touched under the table — and neither of us moved.

I went home that night soaked through my panties, and I didn't even touch myself.

I wanted to stay hungry.



The kiss happened a week later.

Friday night.
Late. The office mostly empty — the lights dimmed to that sterile, ghost-town glow.

We both stayed behind under the excuse of reconciling end-of-month discrepancies.
It was bullshit.

We knew it.

I was filing something. Or pretending to.
He walked up behind me — so close I could feel the heat of him before I heard him.

“You’re not staying late just for the dental plan,” he said.

I turned. Looked up.

He didn’t wait.

He didn’t ask.

He just grabbed my face and kissed me like he’d been starving for weeks.



It wasn’t soft.
It wasn’t sweet.

It was hungry.

Like he’d decided he was done pretending, and now it was my turn to fall.

His hands slid down my spine, cupping my hips, dragging me flush against him.
And that’s when I felt it.

His cock.

Hard. Lovely girth. Pressed against my lower belly through slacks. It felt way thicker than the one I was used to at home.

My breath caught. My thighs clenched. My body betrayed every vow I’d ever made.

I moaned.

Quiet. Desperate.

And he groaned — low in his throat, like he liked hearing me crack.



I told myself it wouldn’t happen again.
That it was just a kiss.
Just stress. Just tension.
Just a moment I could lock away, forget, pretend hadn’t happened.

But the next week, I was on my knees under his desk.



It was mid-morning.
Quiet.
People were in meetings, on calls. The floor buzzed with just enough background noise to cover the obscene wet sounds of my mouth sliding down his cock.

He didn’t even look down when I crawled under the desk.

He just leaned back in his chair, unzipped, and pulled it out — thick, flushed, already hard.

I stared for a second. Not because I was shy.
But because I still couldn’t believe it — how big he was.
So much thicker than my fiancé.

And not just in size. In weight. In presence.
The kind of cock that commanded your attention even before it was inside you.

And I wanted it inside me.



I wrapped my lips around the tip and sank down slow — savoring the stretch, the burn at the corners of my mouth as he filled me.

He didn’t say a word.
Just clicked through emails with one hand while the other found its way into my hair, guiding me lower.

Controlling me.

Using me.

He kept reading subject lines while I worked my throat around his cock like it was my job — letting my drool slide down to his balls, my mascara already smudging, my lipstick leaving messy, hungry rings around his shaft.

My knees ached against the carpet.

But I didn’t stop.

Because this — this — felt like worship.
Like surrender.

And it turned me on more than I could admit.



He twitched in my mouth when the email pinged.
I glanced up and watched the muscles in his jaw flex — just a little — as he tried to stay composed.

“Don’t stop,” he murmured, barely audible.

So I didn’t.

I sucked him deeper.
Let him hit the back of my throat, gagged once, then did it again.

His grip tightened in my hair — not rough, but firm.
Claiming.

He wasn’t moaning. He didn’t grunt.
He just breathed heavy, nostrils flaring, knuckles white on the desk edge as I sucked him like I’d been trained for it.



When he came, it wasn’t loud.

It was deep — a sudden pulse down my throat, thick spurts that made me shiver.
I swallowed automatically, like I’d done it a hundred times, like I’d been waiting to do it.

Because the truth?

I had.



I sat back on my heels, breathing hard.
His cock softening in my hand, streaked with spit and lipstick like a crime scene.

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and tucked him back into his slacks.

He never said thank you.

And I didn’t expect him to.

Because in that moment, I didn’t want gratitude.
I wanted the feeling of his cum inside me.
Of knowing I’d been used like a secret — filthy, silent, and absolutely unforgettable.

.-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

And when I went home that night and kissed my husband hello, all I could taste was Devon.

We had dinner. Talked about nothing.
Then I knelt between his legs in the living room and sucked his cock just like I always did — soft, slow, practiced.

I let him moan my name. I swallowed every drop.

But the whole time?

I was picturing Devon’s cock in my mouth.
The size. The weight. The taste.
That stretch I still felt in my throat hours later.

My husband came with a grateful groan and told me how lucky he was to have me.

I smiled.

Because he had no idea.

Not that I’d spent the morning on my knees under another man’s desk.
Not that my lipstick stains were still somewhere in Devon’s inbox.
Not that the reason I swallowed so fast tonight was because my body had already been trained by someone else.



Devon had ruined me.

And the worst part?

I liked it.



It’s not that I’m a shameless whore with no guilt about cheating.

I’ve felt it.
The guilt. The shame.
The late-night spirals after slipping back into my own bed, still swollen, still sore, still tasting him.

I’ve looked at my husband and thought, what the fuck am I doing?

I’ve promised myself it was over — more than once.
Sworn I’d say no the next time Devon so much as touched my wrist or leaned in too close.

But then?

He’ll look at me during a meeting — just a glance — and I’ll feel it.
That heat. That pulse between my legs like a threat.

He keeps me on edge.
Always a step ahead.
Always knowing exactly when to push and how far to take it.

And the way he talks to me?
Still like we’re just coworkers.
Still polite. Professional.

Even when his fingers are deep inside me and I’m struggling not to moan into the crook of my arm.



I’ve reflected.
I’ve tried to rationalize.

But the truth?

It feels good.

And there’s no other way to justify it.



We don’t call it an affair.
We call it “catching up on work.”

He pulls me into the conference room between meetings and bends me over the table —
Skirt rucked up.
Hand clamped over my mouth to keep me quiet while he fucks me hard and fast, the table creaking under us, my heels scuffing the floor like I’m trying to get away.

But I never am.



Sometimes, during long strategy sessions, I sit next to him.
We talk about freight bottlenecks and vendor delays — all while I jerk him off under the table.

Stroke him slow. Steady.
My hand curled around his cock while he keeps his voice even and pretends to care about metrics.

One time, he came in his slacks during a slide deck presentation.
And I kept my hand right there — wet, sticky, still stroking — while someone asked if he could “lead Q4 forecasting.”

He said yes.
Calm as ever.

And I smiled like I hadn’t just milked him under bullet point #3.



We don’t kiss much anymore.

We just take.



He doesn’t talk dirty.
He talks like we’re still just coworkers.

Even when his cock is buried inside me in the dark corner of the parking garage.

“Jessica, we should go over the backlog… right after I finish stretching your tight little pussy across my lap.”

And I nod.

Every time.

Because I can’t stop.

And I don’t want to.



Lately, even the risk doesn’t feel like enough.
Not for either of us.

How can I forget that evening?

The fire alarm went off just before eleven.
Shrill. Sudden. Everyone groaning, grabbing jackets, evacuating in slow, practiced waves.

But Devon didn’t look annoyed.
He looked hungry.

He stepped behind me, brushing close enough for his voice to curl down my spine.

“Let’s take the service stairs.”

No one questioned it. We were “reviewing vendor discrepancies,” after all.
His hand was already at the small of my back, steering me toward the far stairwell — the one no one uses.



The second the door closed, it was like a switch flipped.

Devon grabbed my wrist and spun me, pressing me hard into the cold concrete wall, his body flush against mine. The echo of the alarm became distant, muted by the thick stairwell door and the sudden throb between my legs.

“No talking,” he murmured, voice calm. Commanding.
“You know the rules.”

His hands were everywhere at once — one slipping beneath my blazer, sliding up my ribcage like he owned it, while the other yanked my skirt up with a rough, impatient tug. I felt the rush of cool air on my thighs, the scrape of the wall against my cheek, and the brutal, delicious pressure of him behind me.

He didn’t waste time.

Didn’t need foreplay.
Didn’t need permission.

He just hooked his fingers into my panties and ripped them to the side, his cock already out, already hard, already leaking against the curve of my ass.

“Been thinking about this all morning,” he muttered, dragging the head of his cock along my slit, teasing me — cruelly slow — like he wasn’t about to ruin me completely in under three minutes.

I tried to speak. Tried to moan something — I don’t even know what — but he slapped a hand over my mouth just as he thrust inside me, bottoming out in one brutal, perfect stroke that knocked the breath from my lungs.

My knees buckled.
He held me up with his hips, buried inside to the hilt, his fingers flexing against my lips.

“Quiet,” he whispered.
“Or we both get caught.”



The stairwell reeked of dust and disinfectant —
that sour-industrial scent of bleach and old concrete.
Every groan of the building echoed around us, but none of it mattered.

Not when he was fucking me like this.

My cheek was pressed against the wall, cool and coarse beneath my skin, grounding me in the middle of chaos. But all I could really feel was him.

Devon’s cock drove into me with punishing precision, thick and perfectly rigid, splitting me open in a way that felt obscene — too much and not enough at the same time. He filled me so deep I swore I could feel the blunt pressure of him against my cervix, every inch of his shaft dragging against the soaked, trembling walls of my pussy with raw, merciless friction.

Every thrust knocked me forward, slamming my hips into the concrete and lifting me up onto my toes like I weighed nothing. My muscles strained, thighs shaking as I tried to stay upright, but he just gripped my hips harder, holding me in place while he used my cunt like it was his personal stress relief.

And I let him.

Because his cock didn’t just fill me — it memorized me.

Knew every clench, every tremble, every spot that made my knees buckle and my breath catch.
Like he’d studied the map of my body and decided to redraw it with every thrust.

Thick enough to stretch me wide, long enough that I felt him everywhere, heavy and pulsing with every grind of his hips. I was clenching around him without meaning to, milking him with every stroke, my body begging him not to stop.

The sound of wet, filthy slaps filled the stairwell, drowned only by the wailing of the fire alarm and the sharp, muffled gasps I let out against his hand.

God, he felt so fucking good.

Like he was built to ruin me.

Like I could come again — just from the way he bottomed out and stayed there, cock twitching deep inside me, stretching me wide and rubbing against that spot that made my vision blur.

“You’re dripping,” he muttered, voice ragged. “So fucking wet for me.”

He was right. I was soaked — slick and open, my pussy clenching around him like my body knew who it belonged to.

One of his hands gripped my waist, fingers digging in like bruises were love notes. The other slid up the front of my blouse, found the curve of my breast, and squeezed — hard — through the thin lace of my bra, tugging at my nipple until I whimpered beneath his palm.

And when my legs started to shake, when I clenched around him like I was about to come—

He didn’t slow down.

He fucked me harder.

Faster.

So deep I could feel him in my throat.

Every time I gasped, he pressed his palm firmer over my mouth, eyes locked on mine, daring me to lose control. Daring me to cry out and let the whole floor hear what a filthy little thing I was for him.

My orgasm hit like a slap — sudden and brutal — and I came around his cock, shuddering, hips jerking as I bit down on the inside of his hand to stay silent.

But he wasn’t done.
Not even close.

He slammed into me one last time, deeper than before, hips flush to my ass, and just stayed there — cock buried to the hilt, twitching. His entire body locked up behind me, tense like a bowstring, every muscle pulled tight.

That was when I looked back at him — and saw him.

Not the Devon from meetings, not the polished sarcasm and cuffed sleeves.

This Devon looked feral.

His face twisted, eyes locked on mine like I’d forced this out of him, like it was my fault he was coming so hard he couldn’t breathe. His jaw clenched, lips parted around a snarl, teeth gritted like he was furious — at me, at himself, at how fucking good it felt to finish inside me raw.

“Fuck—Jessica—” he hissed, almost spitting it, like the pleasure was ripping him in half.

His pupils were blown wide. His brows pulled tight, sweat beading at his temples. He looked beautiful — and ruined.

Handsome and ugly all at once.
Like a man who’d been keeping everything under control for years… and just finally fucking snapped.

His cock throbbed deep inside me, flooding me, ropes of cum spilling so thick and hot it made my legs tremble. He let out this ragged, broken sound — not a moan, not a growl, something in between — and sagged forward, his forehead pressing to the back of my neck as he kept pulsing, emptying everything he had inside me.

And even then…

Even then, he didn’t speak.



He just let out a breath.
Zipped up.
And whispered:

“You should probably fix your hair. They’ll notice.”

Like he hadn’t just unraveled inside me, teeth bared, fists clenched, filling me so deep I could still feel the aftershock with every breath.

Like he hadn’t just turned me inside out and left me wrecked against a wall, panting, dripping, trembling in heels I could barely stand in.



We stood there in silence — or something like it.

The sirens still wailed faintly from behind the stairwell door, but all I could hear was the sound of my own heartbeat, loud and frantic in my ears. My pulse still throbbed between my legs, where his cum was already starting to leak out, hot and slick down the inside of my thigh.

My face burned. My chest heaved. My whole body was flushed, tight with the kind of adrenaline that left you dizzy.

And Devon?

He just pulled out, easy and unhurried, like we’d hit the end of a calendar item.

He tucked himself back in with that same smooth grace he always had when adjusting his tie for a quarterly call. Then he turned to me, cool as ever, and — with two fingers — brushed a strand of hair off my cheek, tucking it behind my ear like we were getting ready to pitch a new vendor.

Like we hadn’t just committed an offense worthy of termination and damnation.

Like this was normal.

Like I was normal.



“Meeting in ten,” he said lightly, already opening the stairwell door.
His voice was clear. Steady.
Not a trace of the man who had just come so hard he forgot his own name.

“Better act like nothing’s happened.”

And then he was gone — back into the hallway, shoulders square, steps measured.

Leaving me against the wall, ruined in silence.

Sticky.
Shaking.
Still clenching around the phantom ache of his cock.

Trying to remember how to breathe…
how to walk...
how to pretend I wasn’t still full of him.

____________________________________________________________

I walked back into the office still slick with his cum, still trembling under my blouse, sitting through a supply chain review while he pretended we’d never even spoken.

No one looked twice when I sat down.
No one noticed my flushed cheeks, or the slight shake in my hands, or the way I had to keep my knees pressed together to stop from leaking onto the damn chair.

But he noticed.

Devon didn’t even glance at me — not at first.
He just leaned back in his chair, calm and collected, clicking through slides like he hadn’t just filled me raw against a stairwell wall ten minutes ago.

Like I wasn’t sitting there still stretched from his cock, his cum pooling between my thighs with every tiny movement.

I forced myself to focus.

Numbers. Vendors. Q3 anomalies.
But the words blurred on the screen while the sticky heat between my legs owned my attention.

My pussy was clenching without permission — still needy, still aching, still open from the way he’d used me.

And then he looked at me.

Just a flick of his eyes — that calm, devastatingly unreadable expression.
Like he was listening to someone’s point about overseas freight costs.
Like he wasn’t watching me try not to squirm in my seat, trying to pretend I didn’t feel ruined.

Then, casually, he reached into his notebook and slid something toward me across the table.

A folded Post-It.

No one saw.

I stared at it for a moment.

Then opened it under the table.

Still dripping?

Two words. One question.

And it hit harder than anything he’d done in that stairwell.

My pussy clenched so hard I felt a fresh wave spill out, soaking into the crotch of my tights.
My breath caught — and I prayed no one noticed.

Across the table, Devon was already typing something.
Eyes on his screen.
Expression unreadable.
But the corner of his mouth twitched, just slightly.

Like a man satisfied with his work.

Like he’d ruined me… and now I was his to keep breaking.

This is what I do.

I go home to a man who loves me.
I press my lips to his, tell him about supply chain bottlenecks and vendor calls, and smile while we cook dinner together — like I don’t still have Devon’s fingerprints on my thighs.

And the worst part?

I’m not just impressed by what Devon does to me.
I’m impressed by how good we are at getting away with it.

Because Devon doesn’t just fuck me.

He fucks my schedule.
He slides into the soft gaps of my life like he belongs there — and I let him.

Like the elevator.

The one with no cameras. No sound. Only seconds between floors — and Devon’s fingers already sliding under my skirt, into my panties, curling just right. He keeps his voice low, his mouth right by my ear, saying things like “Shh… keep looking forward. Like we’re just talking about reports.”

And I do.

Even when I feel myself start to come, body stiffening as I stare at our reflections in the mirrored panel, trying not to cry out as my orgasm rolls over me like a wave I wasn’t ready for.

And then he just pulls his hand back, licks his fingers clean, and exits on his floor without even looking back.

Like nothing happened.

Once, it was raining, and he offered to drive me home.
He didn’t make it to my street.

Instead, he pulled into an empty lot two blocks away, unzipped his pants, and gave me this look — calm, detached, like it wasn’t even a request.

“Ten minutes,” he said. “Plenty of time before you play fiancée.”

I dropped between the seats, unbuckled him, and sucked him off right there in the quiet of his car — his cock thick and heavy on my tongue, the taste of him already familiar.

He came in my mouth, sharp and sudden, fingers in my hair, hips jerking off rhythm.

Then he zipped up, wiped my lip with his thumb, and said, “Lipstick. Fix it.”

Five minutes later, I was walking through my front door, kissing my fiancé hello, still tasting Devon’s cum on the back of my tongue.

Another time, I was on the phone with my fiancé — just a casual check-in. Lunch hour. I was standing near the copier, sounding normal, smiling at nothing.

What he didn’t know was that Devon was behind me, two fingers deep, slow and cruel, his mouth at my neck, his voice like velvet.

“Tell him what you're making for dinner,” he whispered, curling his fingers until my knees buckled.

I did. I told my fiancé I’d roast vegetables. That I missed him. That I loved him.
While Devon dragged me closer by the waist and finger-fucked me into a silent, soaking orgasm.

And when he pulled his fingers out? He licked them clean while I told my fiancé I couldn’t wait to see him tonight.

The sickest part?

I meant it.

Fridays are worse.

Devon once dared me to have lunch with my fiancé right after he’d fucked me raw in the parking garage. No panties. Just his cum still dripping out of me, soaking into my thighs as I sat in a nice restaurant across from the man who thought he knew every inch of me.

And I played the role perfectly — laughed at his stories, sipped iced tea, kissed his hand across the table.

All while I shifted in my seat, still full of another man’s cock, still aching and stretched.

And Devon?

He texted me halfway through the appetizer:

"Still warm for me, sweetheart?"

I nearly came again, right there in front of my fiancé.

Once, during a long team meeting, Devon messaged me under the table:

“Take your bra off. Now.”

I did.

No one noticed as I pulled it from under my blouse, sliding it down my sleeves, folding it quietly into my bag. But I felt his eyes on me the entire time. After the meeting, he caught me in the stairwell, pulled my top down, sucked my nipples so hard I bruised, and buttoned me back up himself.

“There,” he said, straightening my collar. “All set for HR.”

And I went.
Hair neat. Lipstick intact.
Still soaked and aching underneath it all.



When I first joined the company, I was quiet.

Nervous. Naive.
I kept my head down, did my work, wore muted colors and sensible shoes. I ate lunch at my desk. Smiled politely. Blushed when someone complimented my PowerPoint formatting.

I was decent.
Safe.
Forgettable.

Now?

People say I glow.

They say I’m confident.
Gorgeous. Assertive. In control.

They say I’m married to a lucky man.

And I smile.
I really do.

Because I know what they’re seeing isn’t the glow of love — it’s the aftershock of being fucked in a stairwell, the smug little shine that comes from getting away with it again and again.

They see a polished ring on my finger.
They see my perfect posture, my glossy lips, my quiet smirk in meetings.
They don’t see what’s underneath.

They don’t see how Devon still presses me against his desk before stand-ups.
How I sit through quarterly reviews still wet from his cock.
How my mouth says “synergy” while my body still tastes like sin.

But that’s the magic of it.

I’ve become exceptional at looking like everything’s fine.

Because it is.

This is who I am now.

Polished. Poised.

And utterly, beautifully ruined.

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

I’ve stopped feeling guilty.

I’ve started feeling good at this.

Good at being ruined.
Good at looking clean with a filthy secret under my blouse.
Good at lying. Smiling. Coming.

Because I don’t just fuck Devon.

I fool everyone else.

And that might be what turns me on the most.


Confession 10 
Melissa T.
Age: 42
City: Denver
Occupation: Project Manager
Marital Status: Married, 10 years — just delivered twins

Didn’t know he was an ideal man, made me laugh and got me soaking wet

I used to be spontaneous.

Back before the twins, before the spreadsheets, before the 5am pumping schedules and pediatrician waitlists. Before I spent every night coordinating formula deliveries and daycare rotations while my husband sat on the couch watching reruns and checking fantasy football stats.

Ten years married.
Two kids.
And somehow, I feel more alone now than when I was single.

That’s not a complaint.
That’s a confession.



It’s been a long time since someone made me laugh.

Enter: Craig P., 24.
Five-foot-six of barely-contained chaos. Baby-faced but sharp-tongued. Always cracking fart jokes, always teasing, always giving the interns fake HR scenarios just to watch them squirm.

Inappropriate. Immature.
And the only person who’s looked at me like I wasn’t just someone’s mom.



The first time he really caught me off-guard, we were standing in line at the hotel breakfast bar, half-asleep.

He leaned in and whispered, “You ever think about just pouring maple syrup on your face and pretending you’re happy?”

I choked on my coffee. Laughed for the first time in days.

After that, he made it a thing — weird little jokes, flirty comments that danced right on the edge of inappropriate.

And I let him.
Because it felt good.



I should’ve shut it down. I know the rules. I’m a manager. Married. A mother.

But when someone sees you — really sees you — not the title, not the role, but you — it’s hard to pretend you don’t feel it.



The company retreat was two nights. Rustic cabins. Teambuilding. Campfires. The usual performative bonding rituals.

Craig was everywhere.
Shooting marshmallows out of his nose.
Pretending to roast hot dogs in a condom “for workplace safety.”
Making me snort-laugh like I was 20 again.

Every time I laughed, he gave me that look.
That I’m not kidding look.



“Your laugh is fucking dangerous,” he said at one point, low, quiet, when we were walking back to the cabin in the dark.

“I’m old enough to be your—”

“Hot-ass neighbor who doesn’t wear a bra when she brings in the mail?”

I stopped. “Craig—”

He shrugged. “I’m not trying to get you fired. I just want you to know… I’d do things to you your husband hasn’t thought about since Obama was president.”

I should’ve walked away.

Instead, I asked, “Like what?”



Later that night, we sat by the fire again. The others had started trickling off—tired, tipsy, buzzed on cheap red wine and s’mores.

He waited. Patient.
Like he knew I wasn’t done.
Like he was betting I wouldn’t walk away.

“I like being around you,” he said when it was just the two of us. “Not just to be a little shit. I mean… look, I know I’m a joke most of the time. But not with you.”

I didn’t know what to say.

So I smiled. Looked down. And felt my thighs clench under my leggings like I hadn’t in years.



“I don’t think you realize how amazing you are,” he added after a beat. “You run five teams like it’s nothing. You shut down client fires before anyone even smells smoke. Everyone calls you ‘boss lady’ like it’s a joke, but I’ve seen the way you work. You walk into a meeting and grown-ass men straighten their spines.”

I glanced at him—half suspicious, half flattered.

“You really pay that much attention?” I asked.

He shrugged, grinning. “I have to. Watching you run a project plan is the only time I’ve ever been turned on by a Gantt chart.”

I laughed, and he leaned closer, voice lowering into that familiar mischievous tone.

“But be honest,” he said. “Have you ever farted during a client meeting?”

I blinked. “Excuse me? Did you just say what I heard?”

He lifted both hands, grinning wide. “Just saying. With an ass like that, it'd be a blessing to the clients. Hell, might even close the deal faster.”

I rolled my eyes and smirked. “You’re disgusting.”

“Yeah, but you’re still smiling.”

I bit my lip, shaking my head. “Maybe I did once or twice,” I teased. “I don’t keep count.”

“Goddamn,” he said, clutching his chest like he’d been shot. “Like you don’t keep count of the hearts you break.”

That is Craig. Disgusting you and charming you in the same beat.

I gave him a playful nudge. “Keep talking like that and I might assign you to sprint planning for the next six months.”

He leaned in, voice rough and low:
“If it means I get to watch you command a room in those tight little skirts… schedule me for overtime, boss.”

My breath hitched. He said it like a joke, but his eyes told another story — dark, steady, hungry.

I looked away. Smiled. Bit my lip again.

And that’s when he stood. Quietly. Casually. Like the tension between us wasn’t suffocating.

“Come on,” he said.

I raised an eyebrow. “Where?”

“Somewhere we can talk,” he replied. “Without the marshmallows and middle managers.”

I hesitated — for a breath, for a beat.

Then I followed.

He led me past the cabins. Past the firelight. Into the shadowed tree line where the forest swallowed the world behind us.

It wasn’t far — just a small clearing, lit by moonlight and the hush of wind through pines. No eyes. No rules. Just the two of us and the heat simmering between our skin.

We stopped. Close, but not touching.

“You okay?” he asked.

I nodded, heart thudding. “You always this charming with your bosses?”

He smirked. “Only the ones I want to ruin me.”

My breath caught.

He stepped forward. Just a little. Just enough.

“I’ve had dreams about this,” he said, his voice lower now. Slower. “You—back at your desk, all serious. Giving orders. And me… down on my knees behind you, tongue deep in your ass, making you forget your own name.”

I swallowed hard. My thighs clenched.

“That filthy mouth of yours,” I whispered.

“Made just for you,” he murmured. “Can I show you?”



I didn’t say yes.
I didn’t have to.

I reached for his hand. Guided it to the waistband of my leggings. Let him feel how wet I already was.

He groaned — real, guttural — and dropped to his knees like it was a fucking instinct.

I leaned against the nearest tree, hands braced, ass arched back.

He peeled my leggings down slow — reverent — revealing smooth skin, heat, soaked lace.

Then lower. Exposing the curve of my ass to the cool night air.

“Goddamn…” he breathed. “I knew it was perfect.”

He spread my cheeks with both hands, thumbs firm, gentle, possessive.
Paused. Leaned in.
And breathed me in like he’d waited years for this moment.

“Fuck,” he groaned, voice thick. “You smell so kinky”

Then he licked me — one long, deep stroke of his tongue from my slit to my ass. Slow. Worshipful.

I gasped.

“Craig—”

“Shh,” he whispered, kissing the crease of my ass like a man starved. “Let me eat.”



And he did.
Tongue flicking. Teasing. Devouring me from behind.

He licked into my pussy first — soft, slow, sinful — then moved higher, circling the tight star of my ass with the tip of his tongue, moaning into me like I was his only religion.

“Can’t believe your husband leaves this untouched,” he murmured, licking deeper. “Fucking waste.”

He spread me wider, buried his face in, and inhaled deep — loud, filthy, feral.

“Every inch of you…” he whispered. “Fucking perfect.”

I was panting. Trembling.
Fingers curled into the bark of the tree.
Legs wobbling. Core melting.

“Let me make you come,” he begged, voice wrecked. “Right here. On my tongue.”

And then he dove in.

Tongue working in slow circles. Lips kissing. Nose buried. Face completely lost in my ass.

I could hear him breathing me in — messy, animal sounds — like he was drunk on it.

And then he said it.
Voice low. Rough. Worshipful.

“So this is where you fart from…”

A deep, greedy inhale.

“…and it still makes me want to live here.”

He kissed it again. Licked me slower now, more focused — tongue teasing the puckered muscle like it deserved reverence.

My body jolted. I should’ve been shocked. But deep down, I realized maybe I shouldn’t be. The way he’d always leaned into fart humor, the way he hid behind crude jokes — maybe it wasn’t just immaturity. Maybe it was his way of covering a real fetish. And now, with his face buried between my cheeks, it all made perfect, filthy sense.

“Gosh, this smell is my cocaine. I could lick your butthole all day” and he started making funny noises of snacking on my butthole.

I should have been disgusted.

But I wasn’t.

I was too turned on to care.

The way he talked to me — the way he worshipped the dirtiest parts of me — it unlocked something.

No one had ever wanted me like this.
Not politely. Not behind closed doors.
Not like I was the source of his hunger.

And then he confessed it — voice raw, desperate, and so damn honest:

“You remember that time you bent over the copier machine?”

I moaned. “Yeah…”

“You walked off… and I had to go to the bathroom and jerk off. Right then. Couldn’t stop myself.”

I gasped. My pussy clenched hard.

“I kept thinking about burying my face in your ass,” he growled. “Sniffing everything you release from here. Letting you sit on my face, ride me with this filthy, perfect little star until I can’t fucking breathe.”

He spit — a slow, slick strand — right onto my pulsing rim, then licked it back up like dessert.

“You like that, boss?” he groaned against me.
“You like me licking your tight, messy little backdoor blossom?”

I whimpered, shaking. “Yes… god, yes—don’t stop—”

“Then push it back on me,” he growled. “Give me the whole flavor. Let me feast.”

And I did—arched my back, shoved my ass toward his face like I was offering up the most sacred thing I had.

He licked deeper. Faster.
Tongue fucking into me.
Groaning like I was his obsession.

I was soaked. Shaking. Gone.

No one had ever made me feel like this.
Like my ass was a meal, a temple, a drug.

“Craig—I’m gonna—fuck—”

“Come,” he growled. “Come from your ass, baby. Let me taste it.”

And I came.

Hard.

Clenching. Gasping.
Juices soaking through my panties.
Thighs trembling. Whole body curling into the tree as the orgasm ripped through me.

And still — he didn’t stop.
He licked. He moaned. He worshipped.

When I finally collapsed against the bark, ruined and panting, he kissed my ass again and whispered:

“You ever let your husband do that?”

I laughed — breathless, undone. “He’s never even tried.”

He smirked. “Then I guess it’s up to me to ruin you properly.”

I laughed—breathless, trembling.

But then I felt it.
The head of his cock—hot, slick, and thick—pressing low.
Not at my pussy.

Lower.

My eyes went wide. My breath caught.

“Craig—wait—” I gasped, panic and arousal colliding in my chest.

I tried to look back, voice shaky.
“Not there… I—I’ve never—”

He didn’t back off.

He rubbed the fat crown of his cock against my spit-slick, sensitive rim, and said low:

“Yes, here. You can take it. Just breathe. Let me in.”

I bit my lower lip hard.
He was thick. So fucking thick.
I wasn’t even sure I could handle him.

My thighs shook. My nails dug into the bark of the tree.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he whispered, circling the head against my ass, pushing just enough to tease that aching ring open. “But you’re open for me. You’re soaked. Your body’s begging.”

“Craig—” I whimpered.

“Relax,” he whispered against the back of my neck. “I’ve got you.”

And then he pushed.

Slow. Steady. Unstoppable.

The pressure was thick and raw, a burn that made my knees go weak.
I gasped, whole body trembling as inch after inch stretched me open.

“Fuuuck,” he hissed, gripping my hips tighter. “This ass was made to be fucked.”

I couldn’t answer. My mouth hung open, head thrown back, eyes fluttering as he filled me—deeper than I’d ever felt.

He bottomed out with a deep groan, buried to the hilt in my tight, virgin ass.

“That’s it,” he breathed. “You’re taking all of me. Like a fucking queen.”

I whimpered—part pain, part shock, part pure, filthy need.

He didn’t move at first. Just stayed there—inside me—his cock stretching me, pulsing, twitching deep in that forbidden place.

“You feel that?” he whispered. “How tight you grip me? How deep I am?”

He rocked his hips—once—slow, dragging every inch back before pushing back in with maddening control.

“Your husband ever been here?” he asked, voice dark.

I shook my head, moaning. “Never…”

“Good,” he growled. “Because now this ass is mine.”

And then he started moving.

Slow thrusts turned into something deeper—hungrier.
He fucked into me like a man possessed.
Each stroke made my ass stretch and grip around him, slick from spit and need, my body shaking.

“You feel so fucking good,” he groaned. “So tight… so fucking deep.”

I could barely breathe. My legs were jelly. My pussy was dripping.

He reached under, found my clit, and started rubbing—slow circles that made my walls clamp around him harder.

“You’re gonna come like this,” he growled. “Stuffed full of my cock in your ass. I want you to soak your panties while I ruin your back door.”

I moaned—loud, messy, broken.

And then I did.

My whole body convulsed, pussy clenching around nothing while my ass milked his cock like it was born to take it.

“Oh fuck—oh my god—Craig—!”

He slammed in deeper, faster, his hips slapping against my cheeks as he chased his release.

“You hear that?” he panted. “That sloppy sound? That’s your ass welcoming me. Taking every thick inch.”

I cried out—louder—as he fucked me ruthlessly now, moaning, whispering filth into my ear.

And then—

“I’m gonna come,” he growled. “I’m gonna fucking fill this ass. Let me. Let me mark you where no one else has.”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Do it. Fuck—fill me.”

With a loud, raw grunt, he slammed in one final time—deep, tight, possessive—and exploded inside me.

Hot ropes of cum filled my ass, his body shuddering as he stayed buried, cock throbbing inside my clenching heat.

I gasped, my body sagging, mind reeling.

He held me there—both of us panting—his cock still buried in my ass, thick and twitching, cum leaking slowly from my stretched, well-fucked hole.

“Fuck,” he whispered, breath ragged. “That was the best thing I’ve ever done.”

I didn’t speak. Couldn’t.

He pulled out slowly, cum trailing down the insides of my thighs, and kissed my lower back with surprising gentleness.

I was still bent over, breathless, ruined.
His cum leaked warm and slow from my ass, trickling down my thighs.

And when I looked back…

I saw his cock.

Still thick. Still half-hard.
Slick with release. Gleaming under the moonlight.
And unlike my husband, this man wasn’t soft.

Not even close.

Even after fucking my ass until he came hard — he was already getting hard again.

I watched the way he stared at me — my legs spread, my body marked, my skin glowing with sweat and sin.
And his cock twitched back to life.

“Fuck…” he murmured, eyes hungry. “You’re the filthiest, most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

He stepped closer. Reached down.
Grabbed the hem of my dress and yanked it up roughly around my waist.
Then reached up and pulled my bra aside, baring my tits to the cool night air.

He stared.

Hard.

My nipples were tight and flushed. My chest rose and fell with every shaky breath.

“Perfect,” he growled. “Fucking perfect.”

His cock hardened completely, rising again — thick, veined, heavy with blood and need.

I bit my lip, glanced down at it — still wet with his cum, still hard for me — and moaned.

That look in his eyes?

Possession.

And then he grabbed me.

He pushed me down onto the cool grass, straddled me, mounted me like a man who had every intention of owning me all over again.

“You’re not done,” he whispered. “Not until I feel your pussy wrapped around me.”

I gasped as his cock nudged against my folds — slick, swollen, aching to be filled.

I reached down and guided him in myself, hands shaking.

“Fuck—yes—put it in me,” I whispered. “Now.”

And he sank in.

Thick. Deep. So fucking full.

My body arched, my head thrown back as his cock split me open — stretching my soaked pussy around every glorious inch.

“Fucking hell,” he moaned. “You’re tighter than I imagined.”

He started moving.
Thrust after thrust, thick and deliberate.
Flesh slapping. Moans rising. Grass crumpling beneath us.

His hands gripped my thighs, my tits, my waist — like he couldn’t decide what part of me to claim next.

“I’m not stopping,” he panted. “You feel this? You’re fucking gripping me. This pussy was waiting for me.”

“Craig—yes—fuck—right there—” I cried out, wrapping my legs around him.

He thrust deeper. Rougher.
The angle hit just right, his cock grinding against my g-spot while his thumb found my clit and circled hard.

“This the part your husband forgets?” he growled. “Making you come until your legs don’t work?”

I couldn’t answer.
I was too busy breaking apart.

“Come for me,” he whispered. “Soak my cock. Show me this pussy knows who it belongs to now.”

And I did.

I screamed his name, body writhing under him, pussy clenching around his thick shaft as the orgasm hit me like a goddamn freight train.

He kept fucking me through it, hips pounding, cock buried deep in my spasming heat.

“You want me to fill you again?” he asked, voice ragged. “Want me to come in this pussy too?”

I was drunk on the high. On the pressure. On the possession.

But I still had clarity.

“No,” I gasped. “Pull out—please—just pull out—”

He groaned, deep and feral.

Pulled out fast—just in time—and stroked himself over me, one hand on my breast as he jerked his cock with wild, frantic need.

“Fuck—fuck—fuck—” he groaned.

And then he came.

Hard.

Thick ropes of hot cum shot across my belly. My breasts. Even my neck.
Messy. Filthy. Everywhere.

His body trembled above me as he spilled every last drop, panting, groaning, fingers digging into my thigh like he never wanted to let go.



We lay there after.
Me—naked, ruined, dripping with sweat and cum.
Him—on his elbows, eyes never leaving mine.

No apologies.
No guilt.
Just silence, and heat, and the slow realization that nothing was ever going to be the same.

“We’re not done,” he said eventually.

I smiled.
Still breathless. Still tingling.
Still filled with everything he left behind.

I lay in the grass, ruined.
Cum drying across my breasts. Thighs sticky. Body trembling.

And then I looked at him.
His cock — still half-hard, still wet with slick and cum — twitched in the open air.

Thick. Gleaming. Hardening again.

My eyes widened. My mouth parted.

“You’re still hard?” I whispered.

He just stared down at me, that wicked smile curling his lips.

“You think I’d be soft after that?” he growled. “You haven’t seen me finished.”

He stepped closer, stroking himself — the top of his cock still glistening, cum gluing his fist to the shaft as he worked it slowly.

I couldn’t stop staring.

“You want a taste?” he asked.

I didn’t answer.

I crawled.

Right to him.
On my knees, in the grass, dress up, tits out, sweat on my skin.
Like an offering.

His cock pulsed as I sat back on my heels, looking up at him — and then he said it:

“Clean it. With your mouth. All of it.”

Something in me snapped.

I moaned — fingers already sliding between my own thighs.
I was soaked. Beyond shame. Beyond anything but heat.

And I obeyed.

I wrapped my lips around the tip, salty with his cum, and sucked him slow — tongue swirling around the crown, licking the sticky mix of our sin.
Cleaning him. Worshipping him.

“That’s it,” he groaned. “Good fucking girl. Suck it all off.”

I moaned around his cock, my fingers working my pussy fast, desperate.
I was insane with need.
Watching him grow harder in my mouth — thicker, heavier — while I licked him clean like he was mine to serve.

He grabbed my hair, thrust shallowly, letting the head of his cock bump the back of my throat.

“You’re filthy,” he said. “And I fucking love it.”

I whimpered, eyes watering, tongue stretched as I took him deeper, my cheeks hollowing.

He twitched. I felt it — the pulse. The tremble. The build.

“Fuck—gonna—”

And he exploded.

Right on my face.

Thick, hot ropes of cum shot across my lips, my cheek, my nose — one messy stream hitting my open mouth as I gasped and swallowed instinctively.

I kept stroking him with my lips, milking every drop, until his cock sagged slightly — still glistening, still twitching from the aftershock.

I sat back, chin dripping, eyes glazed.

Ruined.

He stared down at me — eyes dark, chest heaving — and I smirked through the mess.

“Looking at your skinny little self…” I teased, licking the corner of my mouth. “I never would’ve guessed you’d be such a beast.”

His jaw clenched. His eyes burned.

Then he smiled — low, crooked, dangerous.

“I wasn’t,” he said.
“You made me one.”

We collapsed into the grass together.
Our bodies tangled — bare skin on bare skin — still slick, still marked, still soaked with everything we’d done.

He pulled me close, his hand splayed across my belly, his softening cock resting against my thigh, warm and sticky between us.

And for a moment, there was silence.

Not awkward. Not guilty. Just the sound of wind rustling through trees and both of us catching our breath like we’d just survived something.

Because maybe we had.

I stroked his hair as he curled against me, surprisingly gentle, his head resting on my shoulder like a man exhausted and safe.

“You feel like a baby,” I whispered, smiling.

He laughed — that warm, boyish sound that made me forget for a second he just came all over my face ten minutes ago.

“Only until you want to go again,” he murmured, eyes closed. “Then I’m your fucking monster again.”

I smirked, but I felt the ache starting — the soreness between my legs, the fullness in my belly, and…

Yeah.

“We should probably get going,” I whispered. “I have to pee.”

He groaned softly, still cuddled into me.

“So do I,” he said.

We looked at each other — messy, spent, our bodies a patchwork of sweat, spit, and cum — and neither of us flinched.

“Well,” I said, pushing up on my elbows, “we’re in the middle of the woods.”

“Exactly,” he grinned. “Let it flow, boss lady.”



So we did.

Not even shy.
Not after everything.

I squatted a few feet away, still nude except for my bunched-up dress around my waist, and let go — the warm stream hitting the grass below, steam curling into the night air.

He stood beside a tree, cock in hand, still glistening faintly under the moonlight. His piss arced through the air like a wild animal marking territory.

It should’ve been awkward.

It wasn’t.

It was honest. Weirdly beautiful. Like we’d crossed every line and this was just the natural next step.

He looked over his shoulder and smirked mid-stream.

“Goddamn. Even watching you piss makes me hard.”

I laughed — full, raw, real.

“You’re seriously broken.”

“No,” he said, shaking off. “You broke me.”

And fuck, I liked the sound of that.

So we did.

I stood a few feet away, legs still shaking, skin sticky with sweat and cum, dress bunched around my waist, panties long gone. The cool air kissed my inner thighs as I crouched low, bracing one hand on the bark of a tree.

And then I let go.

Warm relief streamed out of me — a steady, hissing release that soaked the grass in soft splashes beneath me. I moaned, softly, not from pleasure exactly, but from the intense, shameless freedom of it.

I was bare. Feral. Completely unfiltered.

And I wasn’t alone.

Craig was watching.

Not smirking. Not mocking.

Just watching — eyes locked on my parted thighs, the trickle of my piss glinting in the moonlight, the way my pussy twitched with every drop.

His cock still hung between his legs — thick, flushed, wet with spit and cum, and still slightly hard. And then I saw it — the subtle twitch, the way it responded as I emptied myself in front of him like it was the most natural thing in the world.

“That’s the filthiest, sexiest thing I’ve ever seen,” he murmured, voice low, reverent.

I looked up, smirking, breath fogging in the cool air.
“You’re disgusting.”

He grinned, eyes gleaming.

“You made me worse.”

I stood slowly, dress still hitched high on my hips, the inside of my thighs glistening with a mix of cum, sweat, and now — my own wet heat. My cheeks flushed, but not from embarrassment.

Then he shifted.

Stepped a few paces away, toward a nearby tree.

“Your turn to watch,” he said over his shoulder, with that cocky grin that now made my knees weak.

I watched as he gripped himself — thick fingers wrapping around his shaft, still swollen, still dripping.

And then I saw it.

His stream started, strong and clear — pissing hard against the base of the tree, splattering the bark and roots with deep relief. His jaw clenched, head tilted back as he let out a satisfied groan.

“God damn,” he breathed. “Needed that.”

I stared. I couldn’t not.
The way his cock bobbed in his grip. The soft flex of his abs. The way his stream hissed against the earth like he was marking it — claiming the night.

And maybe… claiming me.

When he finally finished, he gave it a slow shake — still half-hard, still glistening — and turned back toward me.

“You like the show?” he asked, cock still in hand.

I raised an eyebrow. “You’re unreal.”

He smirked. “Takes one to know one.”

Then he tucked himself away, but not completely. He let his cock hang there a moment longer, like a threat. Or a promise.

“We really should head back,” I murmured, finally adjusting my dress.

“Eventually,” he said, stepping close again. “But I don’t think I’ve had enough of you yet.”

It was inevitable.

And the look in his eyes told me that he could have me all day till sunrise. And I could tell to myself that the second best in my professional life was when he joined our company.  The best day or night, was of course, this one.

We lay there a little longer, tangled in sweat, cum, and grass, his head on my chest like he was coming down from something sacred.

But eventually, I looked up at the stars and reminded myself who I was.

A manager. A professional. A mother.
And even after getting fucked like a whore in the woods, I was still the one who ran this ship.

“Alright,” I said softly, brushing his damp hair from his forehead. “That was... productive.”

He laughed—low, warm, wrecked.

I stood, adjusting my dress, brushing twigs from my hair, my bra still twisted uselessly under my top.

“You stay here,” I ordered, voice firm again. “I’ll walk ahead. Give it a few minutes before you follow.”

He blinked up at me.

“Yes, ma’am.”

I gave him a look. “Don’t forget who signs your timesheets.”

He smirked, but he obeyed.

I left him there — bare-assed, used, and smiling like he’d just been to church — and walked back toward camp.

By the time I reached the cabins, I was composed.
Hair finger-combed. Clothes adjusted. Face wiped (mostly).
No one suspected a thing.

And by morning, we were back in place — Craig in his usual desk, cracking dumb jokes, pretending like he hadn’t eaten my ass like dessert under a pine tree.



We were back in the office.
Like good, goal-oriented souls with clean KPIs and tighter boundaries than budgets.
Picture perfect.

I wore polished heels and a fitted charcoal pencil skirt that hugged my hips like it had a secret.
My lipstick was fresh.
Hair pinned.
Face unreadable.

And Craig?
Sitting three rows down from me in the open workspace —
Eyes on his screen.
Fingers flying across his keyboard with the same kind of rhythm he used to make me moan.
He looked calm. Focused. Diligent.

No one watching him would suspect that just twelve hours earlier, I was straddling his face in the woods, gripping his hair and whispering, “Don’t you dare come until I say.”

There were no smirks exchanged.
No slow, burning glances over steaming mugs in the breakroom.
No inside jokes disguised as workplace banter.

We didn’t need that.

Because behind closed doors?
We were feral.

—

We didn’t flirt.
We devoured.

He bent me over my desk during lunch breaks — pushing aside reports and quarterly goals like they were irrelevant.
I once dragged him into the stairwell between client calls — panties pushed to the side, hand over my mouth to keep quiet while his tongue made a mess of me.
We fucked in the file room once — door cracked just enough to let in the sound of footsteps, our bodies still and silent except for the wet sounds between my thighs.

It wasn’t just about lust anymore.
It had evolved — into a game.
A ritual.
A sacred, filthy secret that we worshipped in every empty office and every stolen moment.

—

And yet… none of that would’ve worked if he wasn’t good at what he did.

That’s the thing no one gets.
I wasn’t fucking some intern with floppy hair and half-finished spreadsheets.

Craig delivered.

His reports were clean. His ideas were sharp. He hit every deadline without reminders, and his slides didn’t look like a blind raccoon made them in PowerPoint hell.

So when quarterly review time came around, I gave him what he earned:

“Strong initiative. Resourceful under pressure. Creative, dependable, solution-oriented. Demonstrates exceptional focus and follow-through.”

Every word was true.

Even if he’d been inside me against the back wall of the supply closet two hours before.

I was quite clear about the exceptional focus and follow-through.

He had exceptional focus even when it came to worshipping my asshole, and following it through with gut-wrenching, eye rolling orgasms. 

He didn’t say much when I handed the performance review to him.
Just signed the paper. Quiet. Efficient. Respectful.

But as he passed the form back, his eyes met mine.

Dark. Still.
And full of that knowing hunger.

A smirk tugged at his lips — brief, controlled, but unmistakable.

Like he was already planning what he’d do under my desk the moment I hit “Out to Lunch” on my calendar.

—

No one had a clue.
Not the HR director.
Not the senior VPs.
Not the interns who thought Craig was just the chill dude who brought in donuts on Fridays.

Not his girlfriend.

Not my husband.

But I knew.

I knew what he sounded like when he begged.
I knew how his cock twitched when I whispered praise into his ear.
I knew he came harder when I said, “Good boy.”

And I wouldn’t have it any other way.
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