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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.
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