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“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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