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Introduction

Before this…
there was another side of the story.

Cuckold Confessions: Volume 1 was written through her voice.

Her desires.
Her thoughts.
Her quiet, growing hunger that refused to stay hidden.

Those were her confessions — told in her words, in her rhythm… in the way only a woman can describe what she feels when something inside her begins to awaken.

And if you’ve read it… you already know how real that felt.

Because that’s what Deep Inside has always been about — a space where women don’t hold back… where their sexuality isn’t softened, explained, or hidden… just felt, fully.

But every one of those stories had someone else there.

Watching.
Noticing.
Feeling everything… in his own way.

The husband.

And for a long time… his voice stayed just beneath the surface.

Until now.

Because after Volume 1… something shifted.

The messages started coming in.

Not from women…
but from men.

Husbands who had read those stories…
and saw themselves in the silence between the lines.

Husbands who realized… they weren’t just part of the story.

They were the other half of it.

So I read them.

Carefully.

And I handpicked 32 of those confessions.

Not because they were the wildest…
but because they felt the most real.

Because in each one… there was something undeniable.

A tension.
A pull.
A heat that didn’t come from fantasy… but from something unfolding in real time.

Because this is the part that doesn’t get spoken about enough.

The fire isn’t just hers.

It never was.

It lives in him too.

But it burns differently.

Not always loud.
Not always easy to understand.

Sometimes it builds slowly… sitting in the background… growing stronger with every moment he notices something shift in her.

Sometimes it hits all at once…
raw… unexpected… impossible to ignore.

Sometimes it feels like losing control.

Sometimes like letting go of it… on purpose.

And once it starts…

It doesn’t stay small.

As you read these confessions… you’ll feel that difference.

The same desire…
but from the other side.

More contained…
more internal…
but just as intense.

Maybe even more.

And somewhere along the way…

It might stop feeling like their story.

It might start feeling like something you recognize.

Something you’ve thought…
or felt…
or never quite put into words.

So don’t rush this.

Let it build.

Let it stay with you.

Because this isn’t just about what these men experienced.

It’s about what happens inside a man…
when everything he thought he understood about love, desire, and control… begins to shift.

Go ahead.

Read.

Confession 1

Title: The Night I Watched My College Sweetheart Become Someone Else's

Name: Michael , Age: 42, City: Austin, State: Texas

We met in our sophomore year at UT Austin. Emily was the girl every guy noticed the second she walked into the lecture hall—long dark hair that fell in loose waves past her shoulders, full lips that curved into this easy, knowing smile, and a body that made yoga pants look criminal. Hips that swayed just enough to draw eyes, breasts that strained against her tank tops when she laughed, ass round and firm from years of running trails around Lady Bird Lake.   Now, at thirty-nine, she has grown more voluptuous, her presence even stronger, and still turning heads like she always did.

I’ve always been the quieter one: solid grades, decent job prospects, the guy who remembers her coffee order (oat milk latte, extra shot) and always has an umbrella when it rains. I proposed on a blanket by the water at sunset, ring in a little velvet box I’d saved for two years. She cried, said yes, and we slept together right there under the stars like we were invincible.

The first few years of marriage were sweet. Sex was frequent, enthusiastic. But I always came too fast—sometimes embarrassingly so—and she never orgasmed from penetration alone. I’d go down on her for twenty, thirty minutes, tongue aching, until she shuddered and gripped my hair. She’d kiss me after, tasting herself, and whisper that I was perfect. I believed her. Mostly.

Then she decided to get in shape for our ten-year reunion. She signed up at this high-end gym downtown, the kind with floor-to-ceiling windows and trainers who look like they live there. Derek was assigned to her. Six-three, shoulders like a linebacker, sleeves rolled up to show ink curling around thick forearms, a jaw that could cut glass. He posted workout videos on Instagram—shirtless, sweat-glistening, deadlifting twice his bodyweight. Emily started coming home later, cheeks flushed, sports bra damp, talking about how Derek “really knows how to push limits.” I felt the familiar twist in my stomach, but lower down something else stirred—thick, insistent, shameful.

One Thursday she texted me from the gym:

“Going for drinks with Derek and a couple others. Home late. Love you.”

I replied “Have fun” like a good husband. She walked in at 3:17 a.m. Heels in one hand, hair mussed, lipstick gone. The apartment smelled like bourbon, his cologne—something woody and expensive—and sex. Sharp, unmistakable. She didn’t even turn on the light. Just kicked the door shut, walked straight to the bedroom, and climbed onto the bed where I was pretending to sleep.

She straddled my hips, still in the little black dress she’d worn out. No panties underneath. I felt the slick heat of her immediately, lips swollen, slippery with more than just arousal. She leaned down, breath hot against my ear.

“He fucked me, Michael.”

My cock jumped so hard it hurt. She rocked slowly, coating me with the evidence.

“In his car. Parking garage behind the bar. Bent me over the backseat, dress hiked up, no foreplay. Just spread me and pushed in. God, he’s so much bigger. Thicker. Longer. The head kept hitting this spot inside me that made my legs shake. I came the first time before he was even all the way in. Then again when he grabbed my hair and called me a good little slut. And a third time when he filled me up—deep, hot pulses. I could feel every spurt.”

She reached between us, guided my painfully hard dick inside her. Used. Stretched. Still leaking him.

I lasted maybe forty seconds. Buried to the hilt in the warm, creamy mess another man left behind, I came hard, groaning into her neck while she laughed softly—low, affectionate, almost pitying.

“Poor baby,” she murmured, clenching around my softening cock. “Couldn’t even last through the story.”

That was the night everything shifted.

Now she doesn’t ask permission. She tells me. “Derek’s picking me up at eight. Don’t wait up.” She comes home reeking of him—sweat, cum, her own sharp musk—pussy puffy and red, lips parted like they’re still molded around his girth. She straddles my face without a word, thighs framing my head, and lowers herself until I’m drowning in the taste of them both. Salty, bitter, thick. She rides my tongue slow, grinding, recounting every detail while I lick her clean: how he pinned her wrists, how she begged for it harder, how she screamed his name when she came the last time.

Sometimes she locks me in the chastity cage she bought online—small, pink, humiliatingly snug—before she leaves. “Keeps you focused,” she says, kissing my forehead. “You get so hard when you’re denied. It’s cute.”

The jealousy still burns. Every time I see a text from him light up her phone, every time she moans louder for him in memory than she ever did for me, it stabs. But the heat—the filthy, addictive heat—of knowing I’m not enough, of tasting my own inadequacy while I worship the woman I love and the men who claim her better… that heat keeps me on my knees.

She’s my wife.

She’s his hotwife.

And I’m exactly where I belong.


Confession 2

Title: The Company Retreat That Took My Wife

Name: Ryan Age: 39, Place: Charolette, North Carolina

We’d been married eight years. Lauren and I had the kind of life people post about: big colonial house in Ballantyne, two kids in private school, her climbing the ladder at a mid-size tech firm while I handled commercial real estate. She is 36, still looks like the sorority girl I met at UNC—blonde highlights, green eyes that sparkled when she teased me, legs that went on forever, and a laugh that made men turn their heads in restaurants. I was the reliable one. Steady income, good with the kids’ schedules, always remembered anniversaries. In bed I’ve been… adequate. She liked when I took my time, kissed down her stomach, spent twenty minutes between her thighs until she arched and whispered my name. But she never came from me inside her. Never once. She’d squeeze my hand and say it was perfect anyway.

The retreat was in Asheville—three days at a fancy mountain lodge, team-building bullshit during the day, open bar at night. Lauren had been talking up this new VP of sales, Connor. Six-foot-four, former college lacrosse player, the kind of guy who fills out a polo shirt like it’s painted on. She’d mentioned him casually at first—“Connor’s hilarious in meetings”—then more often. “Connor closed that huge account today.” “Connor’s taking the team out after.” I felt the familiar knot, but also the heat pooling low in my gut.  Age was definitely on Connor’s side—he was just twenty-six, and, as Lauren eventually let slip, the nephew of the company’s founder.

Friday night she texted me a selfie from the bar: low-cut black dress I’d never seen, cleavage framed perfectly, hair down, lips glossy. Caption: “Networking  Miss you.” I jerked off to that photo in our guest bathroom while the kids were asleep, came fast and hard imagining her laughing at his jokes, his hand brushing her lower back.

She didn’t come home until Sunday afternoon. Kids were at a friend’s. I was in the kitchen making coffee when the front door opened. She looked wrecked in the best way—hair tangled, mascara smudged under her eyes, dress wrinkled, barefoot carrying her heels. No bra. Nipples hard against the fabric. She dropped her purse, walked straight to me, and pressed herself against my chest.

“Connor fucked me all weekend, Ryan.”

My knees almost buckled. She took my hand and slid it under her dress. No panties. Her pussy was hot, slick, swollen—lips puffy and parted, still leaking slowly. I could smell him on her skin, musky and thick.

“Friday night after the bonfire he pulled me behind the boathouse. Pinned me against the wall, yanked my dress up, and just… took me. No condom. Said he’d been wanting to breed me since the first day I started. I came so hard I had to bite his shoulder to stay quiet. Saturday he had me in his room while everyone was at the ropes course. Bent me over the desk, fucked me slow and deep, made me tell him how much better he felt than you. I said your name once by accident—he laughed, slapped my ass, and went harder. I came twice more. Sunday morning, before checkout, he woke me up with his cock already inside me. Filled me again while the sun came up. I’m still dripping him.”

She pushed me down onto a kitchen chair, hiked the dress to my waist, and straddled me. My cock slid into her easily—too easily. She was loose, warm, creamy with another man’s cum. Every thrust made a wet, obscene sound. She rode me slow, grinding her clit against my pubic bone, eyes locked on mine.

“Feel that? That’s Connor’s load coating you. He came so much deeper than you ever could. Said he wanted me marked for the whole drive home.”

I tried to hold out. Lasted maybe a minute before the humiliation and the slick heat of her used cunt pushed me over. I groaned, hips jerking, adding my pathetic spurts to his. She clenched around me, milking every drop, then leaned down and kissed me deep—tongue tasting faintly of whiskey and him.

Afterward she stood, let his cum drip down her inner thigh, and made me kneel right there on the tile. “Clean me up, baby. You always wanted to know what it felt like to taste a real man’s work.”

I licked her thighs first, then higher, until my tongue was buried in her messy folds. Salty, thick, bitter-sweet. She held my head, rocked gently, told me every detail again: how thick he was, how he stretched her open, how she begged him not to pull out, how she came hardest when he growled that she belonged to him now. My cock twitched uselessly between my legs, already spent, already aching for more.

That was six months ago. Now Connor’s in town every other week for “client meetings.” She packs a small overnight bag, kisses me goodbye, and comes back glowing—bruises on her hips, hickeys under her collarbone, pussy tender and leaking. She straddles my face the second the door closes, makes me worship her while she scrolls through the dirty texts he sent her on the drive home.

The sting never fades. Every time she moans his name in her sleep, every time I see his name pop up on her phone, it cuts. But the fire it lights—the way my whole body thrums knowing she’s desired, claimed, satisfied in ways I’ll never match—that fire keeps me here. On my knees. Grateful. Hard. Waiting for the next time she brings him home inside her.


Confession 3
Title :  The Neighbor Who Took Over My Lawn And My Wife

Name: Ethan , Age: 44, Place: Raleigh,North Carolina

We bought the house on Elmwood Court because of the big backyard and the quiet street. Claire loved gardening—roses along the fence, herbs in raised beds, that sort of thing. I’m not handy, but I can push a mower and trim hedges. That was until last summer when my back went out carrying boxes from the attic. Doctor said six weeks minimum, no lifting, no bending, nothing strenuous.

Claire, 41, still has the body that made me chase her through three states back in our twenties—curvy in all the right places, soft where it counts, skin that freckles in the sun. She’s the type men notice without trying: warm brown eyes, chestnut hair she usually ties up in a messy bun, full breasts that move under her tank tops when she laughs. We’d always had decent sex—nothing fireworks, but comfortable. She liked being on top, grinding slow; I liked watching her face when she got close. I finished inside her most times, she’d kiss me after and say she loved me. It felt like enough.

Then Jake moved in next door. Thirty-two, divorced, ex-Navy, built like he still did PT every morning—broad chest, veined forearms, that easy swagger when he walked his dog. He offered to mow our lawn while I was laid up. “No big deal, man. I’ve got the riding mower anyway.” Claire thanked him with homemade lemonade. I watched from the porch swing as they talked—her leaning on the fence, him shirtless in the heat, sweat running down the ridges of his abs. She laughed at something he said, touched his arm for a second too long. My stomach flipped. My dick twitched.

First time it happened was a Saturday. I was inside icing my back when I heard the mower stop. Looked out the kitchen window: Claire in cutoff denim shorts and a white crop top, no bra, nipples visible through the thin cotton. She was handing him a bottle of water. He drank, eyes never leaving her. Then he set the bottle down, stepped close, said something low. She didn’t step back. He reached out, brushed a strand of hair from her face, then cupped her jaw and kissed her—slow at first, then deeper. Her hands slid up his chest. I stood frozen, heart hammering, cock thickening against my sweatpants.

They disappeared into our shed. The door didn’t latch all the way. I hobbled out back, pain shooting through my spine, but I couldn’t stop. Through the gap I saw him lift her onto the workbench, shorts yanked down, legs spread wide—no panties. He dropped to his knees, buried his face between her thighs. Claire’s head fell back, mouth open in a silent moan, fingers tangled in his short hair. She came fast—shaking, thighs clamping his ears, whispering “Fuck, Jake… yes…” loud enough for me to hear.

He stood, unzipped. Even from the angle I could see he was heavy—thicker than me, longer, veins standing out. He rubbed the head along her slit, teasing, then pushed in slow. She gasped, back arching, nails digging into his shoulders. “God… you’re so big… stretching me…” He started thrusting—deep, controlled strokes that made her tits bounce under the crop top. She wrapped her legs around him, heels digging into his ass, urging him faster. “Harder… please… don’t stop…”

I came in my pants without touching myself. Just standing there, leaking like a teenager, watching my wife get railed in our own backyard shed by the guy who mowed our grass.

He finished inside her—long, grinding thrusts, groaning low as he pumped her full. When he pulled out, a thick rope of cum followed, dripping down her thigh onto the workbench. Claire stayed spread, breathing hard, pussy gaping slightly, flushed dark pink. She looked wrecked and radiant.

Jake zipped up, kissed her once more, said “Same time next week?” She nodded, dazed smile. He left through the side gate like nothing happened.

Claire found me later on the couch. Didn’t pretend. Just sat beside me, still flushed, still smelling faintly of sex and cut grass. She took my hand, placed it between her legs. Wet. Sticky. Warm with him.

“You watched,” she said quietly. Not a question.

I nodded.

She leaned in, kissed me soft. “He’s coming back Wednesday. You can watch closer if you want. Or stay inside and listen. Your choice.”

I chose closer.

Now the lawn gets mowed twice a week. Sometimes in the shed, sometimes in our bed while I sit in the armchair across the room, back still healing but ego long broken. She makes me hold her hand while he fucks her—slow and filthy, whispering how full he makes her feel, how she can actually come from cock alone now. When he’s done she crawls to me, straddles my face, lets his load drip onto my tongue while she strokes my hair and tells me I’m still her husband, still the one she loves coming home to.

The pain is constant. Sharp little stabs every time I see his truck pull up, every time she hums happily while getting ready. But underneath it is this dark, pulsing heat—knowing she’s desired like that, taken like that, satisfied like that. Knowing I get to taste the aftermath, lick the proof of my own replacement.

I never fixed my back enough to mow again.

Jake still does it.

And Claire still opens the shed door just wide enough for me to see.


Confession 4

Title: I thirst for her Thursdays

Name: Tyler • Age: 37 • City: Nashville • State: Tennessee

We moved to East Nashville for the vibe—craft breweries, live music on every corner, that mix of old brick and new money. Lauren, 34, works remote as a graphic designer and spends most evenings sketching at bars with her tablet. She’s the kind of woman who looks effortlessly sexy in ripped jeans and a loose band tee—long auburn hair, hazel eyes that catch the light, curves that fill out everything just right. I’m the steady one: software engineer, home by 6, dinner on the table, the guy who remembers to water the plants. Sex was always sweet—slow, missionary, her on top sometimes, me lasting long enough to feel proud. She came most times, soft gasps against my neck. It felt solid.

She started going to a bar nearby alone on Thursdays—said the live bluegrass helped her creativity. The bartender there, Cole, is 29, tattooed sleeves, beard trimmed sharp, arms that flex when he shakes a cocktail. He remembers her drink (spicy margarita, extra jalapeño) before she sits down. She’d come home tipsy, smelling like lime and smoke, kiss me deeper than usual, climb on top and ride me hard while whispering how “the vibes were electric tonight.” I’d finish fast, chalk it up to her being extra turned on. She started staying a little longer each Thursday—said the bartender kept the music going after close.

One night she didn’t come home until 2:30 a.m. I was half-asleep on the couch when the door opened. She kicked off her boots, hair wild, lipstick smudged, cheeks flushed. No bra under her thin white tank—nipples dark points through the fabric. She straddled me without a word, ground against my lap, already wet through her jeans.

“Cole fucked me in the stockroom after close,” she said, voice husky from singing along to the band. “Locked the door, bent me over cases of beer. Pulled my jeans down just enough, no panties tonight—I took them off in the bathroom thinking about him. He’s thick, Tyler. Really thick. Stretched me so wide I had to bite my own arm to stay quiet. He fucked me raw—no condom, just deep, slow strokes until I was shaking. Came twice before he did. When he finished he stayed inside, grinding, told me he’s been wanting to fill me since the first time I tipped him in cash.”

She unzipped me, sank down in one slick motion. I slid into heat that was still loose, still creamy with him. Every thrust made a filthy wet sound. She rode me slow, eyes locked on mine.

“Feel that? That’s his cum coating your cock. He said next Thursday he’s taking me to his place after shift. Wants me all night.”

I came almost instantly—groaning, hips jerking up into the mess another man left. She clenched around me, milked me dry, then leaned down and kissed me with tongue that still tasted faintly of tequila and him.

Now Thursdays are sacred. She leaves at 7, comes back sunrise or later—sometimes with hickeys blooming under her collar, thighs bruised from being held open, pussy tender and swollen. She wakes me by straddling my face, lowers herself until I’m tonguing the thick, salty evidence straight from the source. While I lick she scrolls through photos he sent her during the night: her on her knees, his cock down her throat; her bent over his couch, ass red from his hand; close-ups of her stretched lips wrapped around him.

She tells me every detail, usually the next morning over coffee in the kitchen, or sometimes late at night when we're lying in the dark and she thinks the words will land softer if I can't see her face. She doesn't rush. She speaks quietly, almost thoughtfully, like she's replaying a movie in her head and wants me to see the same scenes.

She starts with the physical side because that's what hits me hardest. "He's thicker," she says plainly, no embellishment. "Not crazy long, just… enough girth that I feel stretched the whole time. The first few thrusts always burn a little, then it turns into this heavy, full pressure I can't ignore." She'll pause, sip her coffee or roll onto her side to face me, and add, "You never filled me like that. I didn't even realize how much I wanted to feel that until he did it." It's not an accusation. It's just fact. And facts like that sit in my stomach like lead.

The squirting—she brings it up almost every time now, like it's become part of her identity with him. She explains it step by step so I can't pretend I don't understand: he doesn't jackhammer or do anything theatrical. He just stays steady, deep, one hand pressing down on her lower belly while the heel of his palm rocks against her clit. "It builds like I need to pee," she says, "really intense pressure, almost panic. Then it lets go. Not a little squirt—a gush. Warm, clear, all over his cock, his thighs, the bed. Last time I soaked through the towel he put down and still got the mattress wet." She'll give a small, embarrassed laugh, cheeks pink. "I was shaking so hard afterward I couldn't talk for a minute. I never came like that with you. I didn't know my body could." She meets my eyes when she says it. Not mean. Just making sure I heard.

The breeding talk is quieter, almost confessional. He doesn't shout it. He murmurs it low against her ear while he's buried inside her, slow, deliberate strokes. "Gonna fill this pussy up… gonna put a baby right here… you're ovulating, aren't you? This cunt knows what it wants." She repeats his exact phrases back to me sometimes, voice barely above a whisper: "He said, 'Beg for my seed, baby. Tell me you want it deeper than he's ever been.'" And she did. She tells me she wrapped her legs around him, heels locked, and whispered—then begged—please, deeper, breed me, don't pull out, give it to me. Words she never once said in our bed, not even when we were trying. She swears it's just heat-of-the-moment dirty talk. But her breathing changes when she repeats it. Her thighs shift. I can smell how wet the memory still makes her.

Her phone is the worst part. It buzzes and her whole posture changes—small straightening of the spine, quick glance, tiny private smile before she even looks at the screen. Sometimes she reads his texts aloud without me asking, casual as sharing a meme: "Still thinking about how you clenched when I said I'd knock you up." Or "Leave the cum in. I want you sloppy for round two when you meet me this Thursday night, girl." I stare at the wall or the TV, pretending to be absorbed, while my pulse thuds in my throat and my cock presses painfully against my zipper. The jealousy is instant and nauseating—hot flash behind my eyes, twist in my guts like someone's turning a key in a lock. But right underneath it, deeper, is this dark current of heat. Knowing she's wet for him right now. Knowing she'll text back something filthy. Knowing she'll leave soon and come back ruined. That knowledge keeps me hard for hours.

I wait up every time. I tell myself I won't, but I always do. Bedroom dark except for the blue glow of the cable box. Blanket pulled up, boxers shoved down just enough so my erection isn't trapped. I don't stroke. I just lie there leaking against my stomach, balls tight and aching, replaying every word she's given me. The clock ticks past midnight, then one, then two. Every car that slows on the street makes my heart lurch.

When the front door finally opens, it's quiet—no dramatic slam, just the soft click of the latch. Her footsteps are slow on the hardwood. She smells like the night: cold air on her coat, his cologne faint on her skin, sex sharp and unmistakable underneath. She doesn't turn on the bedroom light. She just stands in the doorway for a few seconds, letting the hall light silhouette her.

Her hair's a mess—tangled from his hands. Lipstick gone or smeared. Skirt creased, no stockings anymore (he likes them off fast). When she steps closer I see the evidence: inner thighs shiny in the dim light, a slow, pale trickle already making its way down one leg. Her pussy looks swollen, lips puffy and parted, still flushed dark red. She smells like fresh cum—salty, thick, mixed with her own wetness.

She doesn't speak right away. She just kicks off her shoes, climbs onto the bed fully clothed, straddles my chest so her knees pin my arms. The heat radiating off her is intense. Sticky warmth brushes my chin as she settles higher. She looks down at me, eyes tired but bright.

Then, very softly: "Clean me up."

And I do.

She’s still my wife.

She still loves our quiet mornings.

But on Thursday nights she belongs to Cole.

And I belong to the taste of what he leaves behind.


Confession 5

Title: My Wife’s Yoga Instructor Unlocked Something I Could Never Reach

Name: Alex • Age: 41 • City: Portland • State: Oregon

The rain here never really stops—it just shifts from steady drizzle to sudden downpours, then back again, like the city can’t decide whether to cry or breathe. Our house is tucked into Sellwood, surrounded by tall cedars and maples that drip constantly, their leaves dark green and glossy. The sunroom I built for Vanessa faces the backyard: bamboo flooring I laid myself, potted ferns hanging from the rafters, a long wall of mirrors so she could watch her alignment during practice. I spent three weekends on it, measuring twice, cutting once, thinking it would be our little sanctuary. She called it perfect. I thought we were building something together. Turns out I was just building the stage.

Vanessa is 38 now, still teaching third grade at the Montessori a few miles away. She comes home smelling like crayons and apple slices, but her real life happens on that mat. She’s always been flexible—long limbs, soft curves that move like water when she flows through poses. Pale skin dusted with freckles across her collarbones and the tops of her breasts, auburn hair usually twisted into a loose knot that falls apart by the end of class. When we make love it’s gentle: her on top, rolling her hips in slow circles, me holding her waist, trying to match her rhythm. She comes quietly, a soft shudder and a sigh against my shoulder. I always thought that was enough—thought the quiet was intimacy.

Ronan started coming last October. He’s 32, trained in India for two years, now does private “tantric flow” sessions out of people’s homes. When he first arrived he slipped off his sandals at the door without being asked, set a small wooden box of incense on the side table, and bowed slightly to the space like it was a temple. Long dark hair pulled into a low bun, linen shirt loose over broad shoulders, calm hazel eyes that seemed to see straight through small talk. Vanessa lit up when he spoke—soft, measured words about breath, energy, surrender. I shook his hand once; it was warm, steady, callused in a way mine aren’t.

The sessions were twice a week at first. I’d work in the living room with my laptop, door cracked so I could hear the music—gentle chimes, distant flutes—and her voice counting inhales and exhales. “In through the nose… out through the mouth… feel the expansion in the lower belly…” His instructions were always gentle but firm: “Soften the shoulders… lengthen the spine… allow the hips to open without force.” I’d glance in sometimes, see her in downward dog, him adjusting her form with light hands on her sacrum, thumbs pressing into the dimples above her ass. She’d exhale longer when he touched her. I told myself it was professional.

Then one Saturday in early December the rain came down harder than usual, drumming the roof like impatient fingers. The session ran twenty minutes over. I went to ask if she wanted chamomile tea and stopped dead in the hallway. The studio lights were dimmed to a single salt lamp glowing amber. Rain streaked the windows in slow rivers. Through the half-open sliding door I saw them still on the mat, but savasana had ended.

Vanessa lay on her back, knees bent, feet planted wide. Ronan knelt between her thighs in a posture that looked almost like supported bridge—except his hands were high on her inner thighs now, thumbs brushing the crease where leg meets hip. Her leggings were dark with sweat at the crotch. Her breathing had shifted—no longer the even four-count inhale, four-count hold. It was shallow, ragged, catching every few seconds.

He leaned closer, murmured something too low for me to catch. She nodded once, eyes fluttering closed. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her high-waisted leggings and peeled them down inch by inch—slow, reverent, like unwrapping something sacred. She lifted her hips to help. No underwear. Just smooth, flushed skin and the soft auburn curls above her slit, already glistening in the low light. He folded the fabric to her knees, then pressed her thighs wider with those strong hands until she was fully exposed. Her clit was swollen, peeking out; her inner lips parted slightly, slick and dark pink.

He lowered his head without hurry. Tongue flat at first, broad strokes from bottom to top, then circling her clit with the tip—slow, patient, like he had all the time in the world. Vanessa’s hands found the back of his head; fingers threaded through his hair, not pulling, just holding. Her hips rose off the mat to meet his mouth. A soft whimper escaped her—then another, higher. He sucked gently, then firmer, tongue flicking in quick patterns that made her thighs tremble. Her back arched; breasts pushed against the thin sports bra, nipples hard points visible through the fabric. She came quietly at first—a long, quivering exhale—then louder, his name slipping out in a broken whisper: “Ronan… oh god… Ronan…”

He didn’t stop until she stopped shaking. Then he rose to his knees, untied the drawstring of his linen pants, let them fall. His cock sprang free—long, gently curved upward, thick at the base, the head already shining with pre-cum. He rubbed it along her slit, coating himself in her wetness, teasing her entrance until she whimpered again. Then he pressed in—slow, deliberate, watching her face the whole time. Vanessa gasped when the head breached her, hands flying to his shoulders, nails digging crescent moons into his skin. He sank deeper, inch by inch, until his hips met hers and he was fully seated.

He stayed there a long moment, buried to the hilt, grinding in small circles so she could feel every ridge, every vein. “Breathe with me,” he whispered. “Feel where we connect… feel the energy moving.” She nodded, eyes glassy, lips parted. Then he started to move—long, fluid strokes that matched the rhythm of the rain outside. Each withdrawal almost complete, her pussy clinging to him, glistening, before he sank back in with a wet, sucking sound. The mirrors reflected them from every angle: her legs wrapped around his waist, heels pressing into his lower back; his spine flexing with every thrust; her breasts bouncing softly under the bra.

He hooked her knees over his elbows, folding her in half, opening her wider. From the hallway I could see everything—the way he stretched her, the creamy ring of arousal coating his shaft every time he pulled back, the way her clit throbbed visibly every time his pelvis ground against it. She was babbling now—soft pleas, his name, little gasps of “deeper… please… right there…” He angled his hips, hitting something inside her that made her eyes roll back and her whole body seize.

She came again—harder, louder—back arching off the mat, a sharp cry that bounced off the glass walls. Her pussy pulsed around him, milking him visibly. Ronan’s rhythm faltered for the first time—hips stuttering, breath roughening. He drove in deep one last time, buried himself completely, and groaned low in his throat as he came. I watched the pulses ripple through his shaft, watched her lower belly flutter as he emptied inside her—long, thick spurts that seemed to go on forever. When he finally eased out, a slow, heavy stream of white followed, sliding down between her cheeks and pooling on the mat beneath her.

They lay there breathing together, foreheads touching, his hand cupping her cheek. After a minute he kissed her temple, helped her sit up, gently pulled her leggings back into place. He gathered his things—the incense box, the small speaker—slipped on his sandals, and left through the side door without looking toward the hallway. But he knew. The slight pause at the threshold told me he knew I was there.

Vanessa found me twenty minutes later in the living room. Hair damp and loose now, cheeks still flushed, the faint scent of sandalwood and sex clinging to her skin. She sat on the arm of my chair, took my hand without speaking, and guided it between her legs—over the fabric first, then slipping my fingers inside the waistband. Warm. Slick. Still leaking him slowly.

“I love you, Alex,” she said quietly. “I’ve always loved you. But Ronan… he opens places in my body I didn’t know were closed. He makes me feel things—deep, slow, endless things. He’s coming back Tuesday. You can stay in here and pretend you’re working… or you can sit in the doorway and watch. I want you to see what it does to me.”

I chose the doorway.

Now the sessions are three times a week. Sometimes on the mat in forward folds that end with him behind her. Sometimes against the mirrored wall so she can watch herself being taken—eyes locked on her own reflection while he thrusts slow and deep. Sometimes he blindfolds her with one of her silk scarves and makes her guess whose mouth is on her, whose fingers are inside her. It’s never mine. Afterward she always comes to me—straddles my lap on the couch or lowers herself onto my face in our bed—lets me taste the thick, warm evidence he leaves while she strokes my hair and whispers how grateful she is that I let her explore this part of herself.

The jealousy still burns cold some nights, like rain seeping through a cracked window.

But the heat—the slow, consuming heat of watching her body surrender, of feeling her tremble when she comes home full of him, of licking the proof that she’s finally found the depth she was missing—that heat has become the center of everything.

She’s still my wife in the quiet mornings when we drink coffee and talk about her students.

She’s his when the incense burns and the music starts.

And I’m the one who stands in the shadows, aching and grateful, cleaning the sacred mess another man made inside the woman I love.


Confession 6

Title: The Man Who Planted Himself Deep in My Marriage

Name: Benjamin • Age: 43 • City: Chicago • State: Illinois

We live on the top floor of a pre-war walk-up in Logan Square—third floor, no elevator, but the view makes up for it. A private rooftop deck we share with no one else: string lights, cedar planters, a small fire pit, and enough space for two lounge chairs and a tiny herb garden. Sarah insisted on the garden when we moved in five years ago. She’s 39, works as a freelance copywriter, always barefoot up there in summer, tending basil and tomatoes in cutoff overalls that show the curve of her hips and the freckles on her shoulders. She’s got this quiet intensity—dark blonde hair that curls when it’s humid, green eyes that crinkle when she laughs, body soft in the places I love to hold. Sex between us was comfortable: Saturday mornings mostly, her back to my chest, slow and sleepy, me finishing inside her while she murmured encouragement. She never faked it, but she never chased it either. I thought that was just how we were.

Last spring the planters needed rebuilding—wood rotting from too many winters. Sarah found Diego through a neighborhood Facebook group. Thirty-four, Mexican-American, works landscaping and carpentry on the side. When he showed up the first time he carried his own tools in a battered canvas bag, wore faded Carhartt pants and a sleeveless undershirt that showed arms thick from years of hauling stone and soil. He smelled like fresh-cut cedar and sun-warmed skin. Sarah offered him cold hibiscus tea. He accepted with a nod and a quiet “Gracias,” then got to work without small talk.

The project took three weekends. Saturdays he’d arrive at 9 a.m., climb the narrow stairs with lumber balanced on one shoulder. Sarah would go up to “help”—hand him screws, hold boards level, water the plants while he measured. I’d stay downstairs at first, answering emails, but the sounds drifted down: his low laugh when she dropped something, her teasing voice saying “Careful, you’re gonna make me fall,” the rhythmic tap-tap-tap of hammer on nail. One afternoon I climbed the stairs quietly to bring them more iced tea and stopped at the top landing.

The rooftop door was ajar. Through the gap I saw Diego kneeling in the dirt of a half-finished planter, Sarah standing over him in those overalls, one strap slipped off her shoulder. He was looking up at her—not at the plants, at her. She reached down, brushed a streak of soil from his cheek with her thumb. He caught her wrist gently, pressed his lips to the inside of it. She didn’t pull away. Instead she sank to her knees in front of him, right there in the soil, and kissed him—slow at first, then deeper, hands sliding under his shirt to trace the hard planes of his stomach.

I stayed hidden behind the doorframe, heart pounding so loud I was sure they’d hear it. Diego lifted her easily, set her on the edge of the finished planter box so her legs dangled. He unhooked the remaining strap; the overalls fell to her waist. No bra underneath—just her breasts, nipples already tight from the breeze or the moment or both. He took one in his mouth, sucking slow while his hand slid between her thighs, under the denim still bunched at her hips. Sarah’s head tipped back, mouth open, a soft moan carried away by the wind. His fingers worked her—two, then three—until she was rocking against his hand, whispering something in Spanish I didn’t understand but felt in my bones.

He stood then, unzipped his pants. His cock was heavy—dark, thick, uncut, already hard and leaking at the tip. Sarah wrapped her hand around it, stroked slow, eyes locked on his. Then she leaned forward, took him in her mouth—deep, no hesitation, cheeks hollowing as she sucked. Diego groaned, hand in her hair, guiding but not forcing. After a minute he pulled her off gently, turned her around so she braced her hands on the planter edge, ass out toward him. He tugged the overalls and her panties down to her ankles in one motion, kicked her legs wider.

He entered her from behind—slow, letting her feel every inch. Sarah gasped, back arching, head dropping forward so her hair curtained her face. “Dios mío…” he muttered, then started thrusting—deep, rolling hips that made her whole body jolt forward then back. The cedar box creaked under her grip. Soil spilled from the edge with every impact. She was loud now—moans she never made with me—begging in broken sentences: “Harder… please… fill me… don’t stop…” He obliged, one hand on her hip, the other reaching around to rub her clit in tight circles. Her knees buckled; he held her up, fucked her through it until she came—shaking, crying out his name into the open air.

Diego didn’t pull out. He drove deeper, faster, until his rhythm broke and he buried himself with a long, guttural groan. I watched the pulses—his ass clenching, her body shuddering as he emptied inside her. When he finally withdrew, a thick rope of cum followed, dripping down her thigh, mixing with the dirt on her skin. She stayed bent over the box, breathing hard, legs trembling. He kissed the back of her neck, pulled her panties and overalls back up, fastened the straps like he was dressing her for church.

They talked quietly after—her sitting on the edge of the box, him crouched in front of her, wiping soil from her knees with his thumb. She laughed softly at something he said. Then he packed his tools, kissed her once more—long, lingering—and left down the stairs. I slipped back inside before he reached the landing.

Sarah found me in the kitchen twenty minutes later. Hair mussed, dirt still on her hands, cheeks pink from sun and everything else. She didn’t pretend. Just walked over, took my face in her palms, kissed me deep—tongue tasting faintly of him.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered against my lips. “But I’m not sorry.”

She led me upstairs. The rooftop still smelled like sex and fresh soil. She sat me on one of the lounge chairs, straddled my lap facing me, guided my hand between her legs. Wet. Swollen. Still leaking him slowly through the denim.

“Feel what he did,” she said. “Taste it if you want. I want you to know.”

I unzipped her overalls again, peeled them down, knelt between her thighs right there on the deck. Licked the mess from her skin, then higher—salty, thick, mixed with her own sweetness. She came again on my tongue, softer this time, fingers in my hair, whispering “Thank you… thank you for letting me have this…”

Diego comes back every few weeks now. “To check the planters,” she says. Sometimes they stay on the roof—her riding him on the lounge chair while the city hums below. Sometimes they come downstairs to our bed when I’m at work. She always texts me first: “He’s here. Door’s unlocked if you want to come home early.”

I do, most times. I sit in the hallway chair outside our bedroom, listen to the bed creak, to her moans that climb higher than they ever did for me, to his low growls in Spanish. When he leaves, she calls me in, spreads her legs on the sheets still warm from them, lets me clean her while she tells me every detail—how thick he felt, how long he lasted, how she came three times before he finished inside her.

The pain is constant—like wind off the lake in January.

But so is the fire. The way my cock throbs knowing she’s desired like that, taken like that, filled like that. The way I crave the taste of him on her, the proof that she’s found something wilder than our quiet life.

She still waters the herbs every morning.

She still kisses me goodnight.

But the rooftop belongs to them now.

And I belong to the shadows, watching my wife bloom in ways I could never make her grow. 


Confession 7

Title: She Started Leaving the Bedroom Door Open on Purpose

Name: Nathan • Age: 45 • City: Phoenix • State: Arizona

Phoenix summers turn the whole city into an oven by noon, but our house has central air that keeps it bearable. The master bedroom is at the end of a long hallway—big sliding glass doors to the pool, blackout curtains we never close completely because the moonlight looks good on the sheets. Rebecca, 42, has always been the light sleeper. She wakes at the slightest sound, reads thrillers until 1 a.m., then curls against me like nothing happened.

She’s small-framed but strong—yoga three times a week, Pilates on the weekends—dark hair that falls to her mid-back, olive skin that tans easily, breasts that still sit high even after nursing two kids who are now in high school. I’m the bigger one, six-two, broad from years of amateur boxing in my twenties, but the muscle has softened into something comfortable. We’ve been married nineteen years. Sex was reliable: twice a week, lights low, her on her side facing away so I could hold her from behind, slow thrusts until we both finished quietly. She liked it that way. I liked that she liked it.

Then she met Victor at the community college continuing-ed class—Intermediate Photography. He’s 29, adjunct instructor, former photojournalist who covered wildfires out west until the smoke got to his lungs. Tall, lean, wiry muscle under vintage band tees, tattoos curling up his forearms like smoke. He started offering “private critiques” after class. Rebecca came home later those nights, camera bag slung over her shoulder, eyes bright in a way I hadn’t seen since our early dating years. She’d show me the shots on her laptop—desert sunsets, close-ups of saguaro spines, portraits of strangers—and I’d nod, say they were beautiful. She never mentioned Victor by name at first. Just “the instructor gave good feedback.”

One Friday she told me she’d invited him over to look at her darkroom prints. “He’s bringing his own enlarger lens to compare,” she said casually while chopping cilantro for tacos. I said sure, offered to grill steaks. She kissed my cheek and said, “Actually, we’ll probably just stay in the bedroom. The light’s better in there for viewing prints.”

They arrived around 7. Victor shook my hand—firm, dry, no bullshit smile. Rebecca led him down the hall. I stayed in the kitchen, flipping burgers on the indoor griddle, listening to the low murmur of voices, the occasional laugh. After twenty minutes the house went quiet except for faint music—something ambient, droning, coming from the bedroom speakers. I turned off the burner, wiped my hands, walked down the hallway like I was checking on them.

The door was open. Not wide—just six inches, enough for light to spill into the hall. I stood outside, back against the wall, peering through the gap.

Rebecca was on the bed, fully clothed except her jeans were unbuttoned and pushed low on her hips. Victor sat on the edge, one knee up, holding a black-and-white print in one hand while the other rested between her legs—inside her open fly, moving slow. She had her head back against the headboard, eyes half-closed, lips parted. Her hand was on his wrist, not stopping him, just guiding the rhythm. The print fluttered to the floor. He leaned in, kissed her neck while his fingers worked deeper. She made a sound—soft, needy, nothing like the polite sighs she gave me.

He pulled her jeans off completely, then her panties—black lace I’d bought her last anniversary. She lifted her hips to help. He knelt between her legs, pushed her knees up and apart. No rush. He studied her like one of his photographs—head tilted, eyes tracing every fold, every curve. Then he lowered his mouth. Slow licks at first, savoring, tongue flat and broad. Rebecca’s fingers twisted in the sheets. Her breathing turned ragged. When he sucked her clit she bucked—once, hard—and whispered “Victor…” like a secret she couldn’t keep anymore.

He stood, stripped his shirt and jeans in one fluid motion. No underwear. His cock was long, straight, darker than the rest of him, already hard and curving slightly upward. He stroked himself once, twice, then rubbed the head along her slit—teasing, coating himself in her wetness. Rebecca reached down, guided him in. He sank slowly—watching her face the whole time—until he was fully inside. She gasped, back arching off the bed. He stayed buried, grinding in small circles, letting her adjust. Then he started fucking her—long, deliberate strokes, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in. Every thrust made her breasts bounce under her thin tank top. She hooked her legs around his waist, heels digging into his ass, urging him faster.

“Tell me,” he said, voice low. “Tell me how this feels compared to him.”

“Better,” she breathed. “So much better… deeper… you hit everything… he never… oh god, right there…”

I stood in the hallway, cock straining against my shorts, hand pressed hard to keep from touching myself yet. I watched him flip her onto her stomach, pull her hips up, enter her from behind. The angle let me see everything—the way her pussy stretched around him, the creamy sheen on his shaft every time he withdrew, the way her ass jiggled with each impact. She buried her face in the pillow, muffling moans that grew louder anyway. He reached under, rubbed her clit while he fucked her—fast now, relentless. She came hard—body shaking, a muffled scream into the fabric. Victor didn’t stop. He pounded through it until his own rhythm broke—deep grunts, hips slamming forward one last time as he came inside her, holding still while he pulsed.

When he pulled out, cum leaked immediately—thick, white, running down her thighs. She stayed on her knees, ass up, breathing hard. Victor kissed the small of her back, then stood, dressed quickly, picked up the fallen print. He walked past the open door without looking at me, but the corner of his mouth twitched like he knew.

Rebecca rolled onto her back, legs still spread, chest rising and falling. She looked straight at the doorway.

“Nathan,” she said softly. “Come in.”

I did.

She didn’t close her legs. Just reached for my hand, pulled me between them. “Look what he left,” she whispered. “Taste it. I want you to taste how full he made me.”

I knelt. The scent hit me first—musky, sharp, mixed with her. I licked the trail down her thigh, then higher—salty, bitter, warm. She moaned quietly, fingers in my hair, guiding me deeper. I cleaned her slowly, tongue dipping inside where he’d been, swallowing every drop he’d left. She came again—gentler this time—hips lifting against my mouth while she stroked my face and said, “You’re so good to me… thank you for letting me have him…”

Victor comes over every other Friday now. Sometimes for “critiques.” Sometimes he stays the night. Rebecca leaves the bedroom door open every time—wide enough for me to stand in the hall and watch the whole thing: the slow undressing, the way she opens for him, the sounds she makes when he’s deep inside, the way she looks at him like he’s discovering parts of her I never found. Afterward she always calls me in, spreads herself on the bed, lets me lick her clean while she tells me every detail in a soft, satisfied voice.

The shame still hits like heatstroke some nights—sharp, dizzying.

But the need is stronger. The way my whole body lights up knowing she’s being fucked the way she deserves, the way I get to witness it, taste it, live in the aftermath. It’s become the center of us.

She still makes coffee every morning.

She still kisses me before bed.

But on Friday nights the hallway chair is my seat.

And the open door is my invitation to watch my wife become someone else’s masterpiece.


Confession 8

Title: The Night Shift Mechanic Who Fixed What I Couldn’t

Name: Garrett • Age: 46 • City: Detroit • State: Michigan

Detroit winters hit like a freight train—gray skies, salt on the roads, wind that cuts through three layers of Carhartt. Our house is a sturdy brick colonial in Corktown, close enough to the old factories that you can still smell metal in the air on cold days. Tara, 43, runs a small accounting firm from a home office upstairs. She’s always been practical—short chestnut hair she tucks behind her ears when she’s focused, wire-rimmed glasses, body that’s strong from weekend hikes in the UP, full hips and breasts that fill out her flannel shirts in a way that still turns my head after twenty years. I’m the one who fixes things: leaky faucets, carburetors on the old Mustang in the garage, the occasional argument that needs patching.

Sex was steady—Friday nights after the kids were asleep, missionary under the quilt, her legs around me, soft kisses until we both came and rolled apart satisfied. Nothing flashy. Nothing missing. Or so I thought.

The transmission on her Subaru started grinding last November. She drove it to the shop downtown—a hole-in-the-wall place called Reyes Auto that’s been there since the ’70s. The owner’s son, Mateo, 31, runs it now. Stocky, grease-stained hands, dark hair buzzed short, forearms mapped with faded ink from his Navy days. When Tara picked the car up he walked her through the invoice in the waiting area, leaning close over the counter, explaining the torque specs like it was poetry. She came home that night talking about how thorough he was, how he didn’t talk down to her like most mechanics do. I nodded, glad the car was fixed.

Then the check-engine light came on again two weeks later. Tara took it back. This time Mateo called her personally— “Mrs. Hayes, I think it’s the O2 sensor, but I’d like to keep it overnight to monitor.” She agreed. That night she came home late, said she’d waited while he ran diagnostics. Her cheeks were flushed from the cold—or something else. She showered longer than usual, came to bed smelling like motor oil and soap, climbed on top of me without preamble. She rode me hard, faster than normal, nails digging into my shoulders, whispering “Fuck me deeper” in a voice I barely recognized. I came quick, surprised. She didn’t finish—rolled off, kissed my forehead, said she was tired.

The pattern started. Every few weeks something “minor” went wrong with the Subaru. A squeaky belt. A rattling heat shield. Each time she’d drop it off, wait while Mateo worked, come home later than expected. One Thursday she texted me at 8 p.m.: “Car’s acting up again. Mateo’s looking at it now. Might be late.” I waited up, porch light on, TV muted. She walked in at 11:40, coat unbuttoned, hair messy, lips swollen like she’d been kissing someone rough. No bra under her sweater—nipples stiff against the wool. She dropped her keys on the hall table, looked at me on the couch, and said, “Come to the garage.”

I followed her out back. The Mustang was parked outside; the garage door half-open, fluorescent lights buzzing. Mateo’s black F-150 was still there, engine ticking as it cooled. Inside, the Subaru sat on the lift, hood up, tools scattered on the rolling cart. Tara walked straight to the workbench, leaned back against it, palms flat on the scarred wood.

“He fucked me on this bench tonight,” she said, voice steady but low. “After the shop closed. Lights off except the one over the lift. He bent me over the hood of my car first—jeans around my ankles, sweater pushed up. No foreplay. Just spread me and slid in. He’s thick, Garrett. Thicker than you. Stretched me open so wide I had to grip the fender to stay standing. He fucked me hard—fast, like he’d been thinking about it all day. I came twice before he even slowed down.”

She unbuttoned her jeans, pushed them down with her panties in one motion. Her pussy was still red, swollen, lips puffy and glistening. A slow trickle of white ran down her inner thigh—his cum, thick and fresh.

“He finished inside me,” she continued. “Deep. Held my hips and pumped until I could feel every spurt. Said he wanted me walking home full of him. Then he sat me on the bench, spread my legs, ate me out while his cum leaked out—licked it right back into me. I came again on his tongue. He’s coming over tomorrow night. Said he wants to do it in our bed while you watch from the closet.”

My knees felt weak. My cock was so hard it hurt against my zipper. Tara stepped closer, took my hand, guided my fingers between her legs. Wet. Hot. Sticky with him. She made me feel it—slid two fingers inside her, let me feel how loose she still was, how much he’d left behind.

“Touch yourself,” she said. “Right here. While I tell you the rest.”

I unzipped, stroked myself while she narrated: how he pinned her wrists above her head on the bench, how he made her say his name when she came, how she begged him not to pull out. I came in under a minute—spilling over my fist onto the concrete floor while she watched, smiling softly.

Mateo started coming to the house. Friday nights after the kids were at sleepovers. He’d park in the driveway, walk in like he belonged, nod at me once, then follow Tara upstairs. I’d sit in the hallway closet—door cracked an inch—watching them on our bed. The way she stripped for him slow, teasing. The way he took his time—kissing down her stomach, spreading her thighs, burying his face between them until she arched and moaned his name. The way he fucked her—missionary first, then doggy with her ass in the air, then her riding him reverse so she could look at the closet door while she bounced on his cock. Every time he came inside her—deep grunts, hips locked, filling her until it overflowed.

After he left she’d call me out. Lie back on the ruined sheets, spread her legs wide. “Clean me, Garrett. Taste how much better he feels.” I’d kneel between her thighs, lick the thick, salty mess from her swollen pussy while she stroked my hair and told me she loved me for letting her have this. For being strong enough to watch her get fucked properly.

The jealousy is a constant roar—like an engine redlining.

But the addiction is louder. The way my pulse races when I hear his truck pull up. The way my cock throbs knowing she’s getting stretched, satisfied, claimed in ways I never could. The way I crave the taste of him leaking out of her, the proof that she’s finally getting what she needs.

She still makes Sunday pot roast.

She still holds my hand during walks around the block.

But Friday nights the bedroom door stays open.

And I stay in the closet—watching, waiting, cleaning up after the man who finally fixed what was broken in our marriage.


Confession 9

Title: The Quiet One in the Back Row Took Her Home Instead

Name: Lucas • Age: 39 • City: Minneapolis • State: Minnesota

Minneapolis has this way of turning ordinary evenings into something sharper—streetlights bleeding orange across snow, the low hum of traffic on Hennepin, the sudden quiet when you step inside from the cold. Our condo is on the ninth floor of a glass tower downtown: open kitchen, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the river, a bedroom with blackout shades we rarely use because the city lights feel like company. Chloe is 36, works in nonprofit fundraising, always dressed like she’s ready for a board meeting or a dive bar—tailored blazers over silk camis, jeans that hug her thighs, dark hair cut in a sharp bob that frames her cheekbones. Her laugh is low and private; her body is generous in ways that make men glance twice and then look away guilty. I’m the steady architect of our life: mortgage paid on time, vacations planned six months out, sex that happens like clockwork on Sunday mornings—her straddling me slow, eyes closed, me holding her hips while she rocks until we both finish with soft exhales. Comfortable. Predictable. Safe.

She started a weekly book club last winter—six women, one guy who never spoke much. His name was Elias. Thirty-three. Grad student in comparative literature, part-time barista at the indie bookstore on Lake Street. Quiet in the way that makes you lean in to hear him. Tall but not imposing, wire-rimmed glasses, ink-stained fingers, a voice like low static. Chloe came home from the first meeting buzzing—said the discussion on Woolf had gone until midnight, that Elias had made one comment about Mrs. Dalloway’s inner tide that made everyone stop talking for a second. She mentioned him again the next week. And the week after.

By March she was staying late “to help clean up the wine glasses.” She’d text me around 10:30: Home soon. Then 11:15: Elias is walking me to the L. Then nothing until the key turned in the lock at 1 a.m. She’d slip in smelling like pinot noir and cold air and something darker—his cologne, maybe, or just the heat of another body close for too long. One night she didn’t bother showering. Climbed into bed still in her skirt, blouse half-unbuttoned, climbed on top of me without a word. She was soaked through her panties—drenched in a way I’d never felt before. She guided me inside her, rode me hard and fast, eyes locked on mine in the dark.

“He kissed me in the stairwell,” she whispered while she ground down. “Pressed me against the brick. Hand up my skirt. Fingers inside me while people walked past on the sidewalk below. I came on his hand, Lucas. Right there. Couldn’t stop shaking.”

My cock throbbed harder inside her. She clenched around me, kept talking—voice rough, urgent.

“Then he took me to his place. Tiny apartment above the bookstore. Books stacked everywhere. He didn’t turn on the lights. Just pushed me against the shelves, lifted my skirt, tore my panties to the side. Fucked me standing up—deep, slow at first, then faster. He’s long, baby. Hits places you never reach. I came again—loud, couldn’t help it. He covered my mouth with his hand. Then he bent me over the arm of his couch, fucked me from behind while he read me a paragraph from some French novel in that voice of his. I came a third time just from the sound of him speaking while he was buried inside me.”

She rode me through the story, hips rolling in tight circles, nails raking my chest. I tried to hold on—couldn’t. Spilled inside her while she laughed softly, low and triumphant.

“That’s his cum you’re feeling now,” she said, lifting off me so I could see it drip out—thick, white, mixed with hers. “He didn’t wear anything. Said he wanted me to go home marked.”

After that night the book club became a fiction. She’d leave at 7 p.m. sharp, kiss me at the door, say “Don’t wait up.” She’d come back after midnight—sometimes 2, sometimes 4—hair tangled, lipstick gone, blouse wrinkled, thighs sticky under her coat. She stopped pretending. Started leaving evidence: a hickey blooming purple under her collarbone, the faint scent of his soap on her skin, her panties missing entirely.

One Tuesday she texted me at 9:47 p.m.:

Come to the bookstore. Back alley door. Now.

I drove downtown in the sleet, heart hammering. The alley behind the shop was narrow, lit by one sodium lamp. Elias was there—leaning against the brick, cigarette between his fingers. Chloe stood in front of him, back to me, skirt hiked to her waist. He had one hand between her legs, the other holding her throat—not hard, just firm. She was rocking against his palm, soft moans swallowed by the wind.

He saw me. Didn’t stop. Just nodded once—like I was expected.

“Watch,” he said quietly.

Chloe turned her head, met my eyes over her shoulder. Her pupils were blown wide.

“He’s going to fuck me right here,” she said. “Against this wall. While you stand there.”

Elias dropped his cigarette, unzipped. His cock sprang free—long, straight, flushed dark. He spun her around, lifted one of her legs around his hip, pushed into her in one smooth stroke. Chloe’s head fell back against the brick, mouth open in a silent cry. He fucked her steady—deep, controlled thrusts that made her whole body jolt. The wet sounds were obscene in the quiet alley. She clawed at his shoulders, whispered filthy things I couldn’t quite hear.

When she came she bit his neck to muffle the sound—body shaking, thighs trembling around him. Elias kept going—faster now, chasing his own release. He pulled out at the last second, stroked himself twice, and came across her stomach and thighs in thick ropes that glistened under the lamp. Chloe looked down at the mess, then at me.

“Come here,” she said.

I walked over on legs that didn’t feel like mine. She took my hand, guided it to the warm cum streaking her skin. Made me rub it in—slow circles over her belly, down her thighs—while Elias watched, breathing steady.

“Take me home,” she told me. “And clean me properly.”

In the car she spread her legs on the passenger seat, skirt still bunched. I drove one-handed, the other between her thighs—fingers coated in him, dipping inside her to feel how swollen she was, how full of his taste she still felt. At home she lay on the living-room rug, coat still on, legs wide.

I knelt. Licked every drop from her skin, then deeper—tongue buried in her while she recounted the night in detail: how he’d fingered her under the table during “book club,” how he’d fucked her mouth in his bathroom earlier that week, how she’d begged him to come on her instead of inside this time so I could see the evidence.

She came on my face—quiet, shuddering—then pulled me up, kissed me with tongue that tasted like both of them.

Elias still comes to the “book club.”

Chloe still leaves at 7.

And I still wait—hard, aching, grateful—for the moment she comes home dripping with meaning I’ll never be able to give her myself.   


Confession 10

Title: The Man Who Answered Her Late-Night Text Became Her Regular

Name: Owen • Age: 42 • City: Boston • State: Massachusetts

Boston has a particular kind of cold that seeps into the bones and stays there—wet snow sticking to cobblestones, wind off the harbor that smells like salt and diesel. Our brownstone on Beacon Hill has high ceilings, creaky hardwood, a narrow staircase that announces every step.

Lila, 40, is a pediatric ER nurse; she works nights three times a week, comes home at dawn smelling of antiseptic and coffee. She’s compact, strong—short black hair streaked with premature silver, hazel eyes that miss nothing, body honed by twelve-hour shifts and the occasional run along the Charles when the weather allows. Her hands are small but sure; they’ve held tiny hearts beating too fast, calmed terrified parents, stitched wounds that should have been fatal. When she touches me it’s always gentle, deliberate. Sex was tender: her on her back, legs wrapped around me, slow rocking until we both sighed into each other’s necks. She never asked for more. I never offered.

About eight months ago her phone started buzzing after midnight. She’d glance at it, smile faintly, type a quick reply, then set it face-down. I asked once who it was. “Just a friend from work,” she said. “Nothing important.” I believed her because I wanted to.

One night—3:17 a.m., sleet tapping the windows—she didn’t come to bed after her shift. I found her in the living room, still in scrubs, knees drawn up on the couch, phone glowing against her face. She looked up when I appeared in the doorway, didn’t startle.

“He’s coming over,” she said simply.

“Who?”

“Javier. The new attending in trauma. We’ve been talking. A lot.”

I stood there in boxers and an old Bruins tee, stomach dropping through the floorboards. She set the phone aside, stood, walked to me. Took my hand. Placed it over her left breast so I could feel her heart hammering.

“I need this,” she whispered. “I need to feel something that isn’t exhaustion or adrenaline or grief. Just once. Let me have it here, in our house. You can stay or go to the guest room. But I want you to know exactly what happens.”

I didn’t answer. Couldn’t. She kissed me—soft, grateful—then went upstairs to shower.

Javier arrived twenty minutes later. Thirty-five, Cuban-American, built like he still boxed on weekends—broad shoulders, close-cropped beard, quiet confidence that filled the foyer the second he stepped inside. He nodded at me once, polite, no smirk, no challenge. Just acknowledgment. Lila came down in a thin gray robe, hair damp, barefoot. She took his hand without a word and led him up the stairs. I followed at a distance, pulse roaring in my ears.

They went into our bedroom. Door left half-open. I stopped in the hallway, back against the wall, close enough to hear everything.

No music. No pretense. Just the soft rustle of fabric, the creak of the mattress, her quick intake of breath when he touched her. I edged closer, peered through the gap.

Lila on her back, robe open like wings. Javier between her thighs, kissing her stomach, her ribs, the underside of her breasts—slow, reverent, like he was memorizing her. She arched when his mouth closed over a nipple; her fingers threaded through his hair, guiding him lower. He settled between her legs, spread her with gentle thumbs, studied her for a long moment before lowering his head. The first lick was long, deliberate; she gasped, hips lifting. He ate her like he had all night—circles around her clit, dipping inside, sucking softly until her thighs trembled and her breathing turned to short, desperate pants.

When she came it was quiet but violent—back bowing off the bed, a choked sob of his name, legs clamping his head. He didn’t stop until she pushed weakly at his shoulders.

Then he rose, shed his clothes. His cock was heavy, thick, darker than the rest of him, already leaking. Lila reached for him, stroked once, twice, then guided him to her entrance. He pushed in slow—watching her face the whole time—inch by inch until he was seated deep. She exhaled like the air had been knocked out of her.

“God… you’re so full inside me,” she breathed. “Don’t move yet. Just… let me feel it.”

He stayed buried, grinding in tiny circles, kissing her mouth, her throat, her collarbone. After a minute she wrapped her legs around him, heels digging into his ass.

“Fuck me now,” she said. “Please.”

He did. Long, measured strokes at first—pulling almost all the way out, sliding back in with a wet sound that echoed in the quiet room. Her hands roamed his back, nails leaving faint red lines. She started meeting his thrusts, hips rolling up, whispering things I’d never heard her say: “Harder… deeper… make me feel it tomorrow when I’m at work…” He picked up speed—steady, relentless—bed creaking in rhythm. She came again—louder this time—clenching around him, crying out into his shoulder. He fucked her through it, then flipped her onto her stomach, pulled her hips up, entered her from behind. The angle was brutal; she buried her face in the pillow, moaning his name like a chant.

When he came he didn’t announce it—just drove deep, held there, groaned low against her neck as he pulsed inside her. Long, thick spurts; I could see her lower belly flutter with each one. He stayed inside after, kissing her spine, her shoulder blades, until he softened and slipped out. A slow gush followed—creamy white leaking from her swollen pussy, running down her thighs onto the sheets we’d slept on for fifteen years.

They lay tangled for a while—quiet breathing, his hand stroking her hair. Then he dressed, kissed her forehead, slipped out past me in the hallway without a word. Just a brief meeting of eyes that said everything.

Lila stayed on the bed, legs still parted, robe forgotten. She looked toward the doorway.

“Owen.”

I stepped inside.

She didn’t speak at first. Just reached between her legs, scooped some of the mess onto her fingers, held them out to me.

“Taste,” she said softly. “Taste what he gave me.”

I knelt on the mattress. Licked her fingers clean—salty, bitter, warm. Then I lowered my head between her thighs. Licked the trails down her skin, then deeper—tongue sliding into the slick heat where he’d been, swallowing every drop he’d left. She sighed, fingers gentle in my hair, hips lifting lazily.

“He’s coming back next week,” she murmured while I worked. “Same night shift. Same time. I want him in our bed again. I want you to watch closer this time. Maybe sit in the chair. Maybe touch yourself while he fucks me. I want you to see how wet I get for him. How many times I come. How much he fills me.”

She came again on my tongue—slow, rolling waves—then pulled me up, kissed me deep, tasting herself and him on my lips.

Javier comes twice a month now. Always after her shift. Always in our bed. I sit in the armchair across the room—naked, hard, silent—watching every detail: the way she opens for him, the sounds she makes when he’s buried deep, the way her body shakes when she comes on his cock, the way she begs him to stay inside until he’s soft. Afterward she spreads herself for me on the ruined sheets, lets me lick her clean while she tells me—in soft, loving detail—how his thickness felt, how his stamina lasted, how she’s never come so hard in her life.

The ache never dulls. It lives in my chest like a second heartbeat—sharp, constant, alive.

But so does the hunger. The dark thrill of seeing her undone, hearing her beg, tasting the evidence of her pleasure on my tongue. It’s become the only intimacy that feels real.

She still comes home at dawn, still kisses me before collapsing into sleep.

She still wears her wedding ring through every shift.

But on those nights the bedroom light stays on.

And I stay in the chair—watching my wife receive the kind of care I could never provide, grateful for every drop she lets me share.


Confession 11

Title: The Guy Who Fixed Her Laptop Ended Up Owning Her Nights

Name: Ethan • Age: 40 • City: San Francisco • State: California

San Francisco fog rolls in like it owns the city—thick, silent, turning streetlights into soft halos and making every late-night walk feel conspiratorial. Our loft in the Mission is all exposed brick, reclaimed wood beams, and windows that look straight into other people’s lives across the alley.

Maya, 37, is a product manager at a mid-stage startup; she lives in hoodies and noise-canceling headphones, hair in a permanent messy bun, body still carrying the dancer’s posture from her college years—long limbs, narrow waist, breasts that press against thin cotton when she leans over her desk. She’s brilliant at spotting patterns in data no one else sees, but blind to how men look at her when she laughs too loud in coffee shops. I’m the freelance UX designer who works from the kitchen table, the one who makes sure the plants don’t die and the fridge stays stocked with her oat milk. Sex was functional: quick after dinner, her on top scrolling emails on her phone until she came with a distracted sigh, me following right after. Efficient. Adult. Unremarkable.

Three months ago her MacBook started crashing during Zoom calls—kernel panics, spinning beach balls, the works. She booked a Genius Bar appointment, but the soonest slot was two weeks out. Someone in her Slack channel recommended a freelance tech guy named Kai who does house calls. Thirty-one. Works out of a co-working space in SoMa, rides a fixed-gear bike everywhere, sleeves rolled to show forearms covered in geometric line tattoos. When he showed up at our door in a black hoodie and slim jeans, tool bag slung over one shoulder, he smelled faintly of bergamot and solder. Maya let him in, offered him sparkling water, sat next to him on the couch while he opened her laptop.

I watched from the kitchen island, pretending to edit wireframes. Kai’s fingers moved fast—keyboard shortcuts, terminal commands, quiet explanations in a voice that stayed low and even. Maya leaned in close to see the screen, her knee brushing his. He didn’t flinch. Didn’t lean away. Just kept working, occasionally glancing at her instead of the code. After forty minutes he closed the lid, said it was a corrupted kernel extension and a failing SSD—easy fixes, he’d swap the drive and reinstall macOS. Total two hours if she wanted it done now.

She did.

They moved to the spare room we use as her office. Door half-open. I stayed in the living room at first, volume low on a podcast I wasn’t listening to. Then I heard her laugh—soft, surprised—and something metallic clink against the desk. I walked down the hall quietly.

Kai was sitting in her desk chair. Maya stood between his knees, skirt hiked to her hips, panties around one ankle. His hands were on her ass, thumbs spreading her open while he looked up at her face. She had one hand braced on his shoulder, the other tangled in his hair. He leaned forward, tongue tracing her slit slow and deliberate, savoring like he was debugging something delicate. Maya’s head tipped back; a low, throaty sound escaped her—nothing like the polite breaths she gave me.

He ate her until her knees buckled—slow circles on her clit, fingers curling inside her, thumb pressing her perineum until she shuddered hard, thighs clamping his ears, whispering “fuck… Kai… don’t stop…” When she came she gripped his hair so tight his scalp must have stung, body jerking in waves that made the desk lamp rattle.

He stood then, unzipped. His cock was long—thicker at the base than the head, curved slightly upward, already leaking. Maya dropped to her knees without being asked, took him in her mouth—deep, eager, cheeks hollowing as she sucked. Kai groaned low, hand gentle in her hair, guiding but not forcing. After a minute he pulled her up, spun her around, bent her over the desk. Pushed her laptop aside carefully—like it was still sacred—then lined up and sank into her in one long stroke.

Maya gasped—sharp, surprised, then melting into a moan that vibrated through the room. “You’re… so deep… god, you’re hitting everything…” Kai started slow—long, deliberate thrusts that made her whole body rock forward, tits swaying under her thin tank. Every time he bottomed out she pushed back, meeting him, whispering “harder… please… wreck me…” He obliged—pace building, hips snapping, desk creaking under the force. The wet sounds were obscene—slick, rhythmic slapping mixed with her moans and his controlled grunts.

He reached around, rubbed her clit in tight circles while he fucked her. She came again—louder, back arching, a broken cry of his name that echoed off the brick walls. Kai didn’t pause. Fucked her through it, faster, deeper, until his rhythm stuttered. He pulled her hips flush against him, buried himself to the hilt, and came—long, pulsing jets that made her gasp with each one. I could see the overflow—thick white leaking out around his shaft, dripping down her thighs onto the hardwood.

He stayed inside her after—kissing the back of her neck, hands gentle on her waist—until he softened and slipped free. A slow gush followed, pooling on the floor between her feet. Maya stayed bent over the desk, breathing hard, legs trembling. Kai zipped up, wiped his hands on a shop rag from his bag, then kissed her shoulder once—soft, almost tender.

“I’ll be back next week to check the install,” he said quietly. “And to check you.”

He walked past me in the hallway—nodded once, no words—then left.

Maya straightened slowly, skirt falling back into place, cum still running down her inner thigh. She turned, saw me in the doorway, didn’t flinch. Just walked over, took my hand, led me to the couch.

“Sit.”

I did.

She straddled me—still messy, still leaking—guided my cock inside her. The heat was overwhelming—loose from him, slick with his cum, warm and filthy. She rode me slow, eyes locked on mine.

“Feel that?” she whispered. “That’s him. All of him. He stretched me so wide I could feel him in my stomach. Made me come harder than I ever have with you. He’s coming back. Every week. Sometimes here. Sometimes his place. Sometimes the co-working space after hours. And you’re going to let me go.”

I came almost immediately—spilling into the mess he left, adding nothing new, just mixing with it. She clenched around me, kissed my forehead, then stood.

“Clean me up,” she said. “With your mouth. I want you to taste what a real fix feels like.”

I knelt on the floor. Licked the trails down her thighs, then higher—tongue sliding into her swollen folds, swallowing the thick, salty blend of them both. She came again—soft, shuddering—fingers gentle in my hair while she told me every detail: how his tongue felt circling her clit, how his cock curved to hit her G-spot perfectly, how she begged him to come inside her so she could bring it home to me.

Kai comes every Thursday now.

Sometimes he “fixes” her laptop again.

Sometimes he doesn’t even pretend.

He fucks her on the couch, against the kitchen counter, in our shower—always leaving her dripping, marked, glowing.

Afterward she always finds me—spreads herself on whatever surface is closest, makes me lick her clean while she describes—in calm, loving detail—how much better he feels, how many times she came, how she’s addicted to the way he owns her body now.

The guilt is a quiet hum under my skin—constant, low-grade.

But the craving drowns it out. The way my pulse races when I hear his bike lock outside. The way my cock hardens knowing she’s being taken apart in ways I never could. The way I live for the moment she comes home smelling of him, tasting of him, full of him.

She still makes pour-over coffee every morning.

She still texts me “home safe” after late meetings.

But Thursday nights the laptop stays closed.

And the loft fills with sounds I’ll never make—deep moans, wet slaps, his name on her lips like a prayer.

She’s still my partner in every spreadsheet and every plan.

But her body belongs to the man who debugged her desire.

And I belong to the taste of what he installs—update after filthy update.


Confession 12

Title: She Said the Massage Was for Her Sciatica – I Believed Her Until I Didn’t

Name: Caleb • Age: 43 • City: Denver • State: Colorado

The house sits on a quiet cul-de-sac in Wash Park, the kind of place where people wave from porches and the biggest drama is whose sprinkler is over-watering the sidewalk. Inside it’s all warm wood floors, bookshelves crammed with travel guides we never use anymore, and a living room that still smells faintly of the cedar chest we bought on our honeymoon. Lauren’s 39, a high-school guidance counselor who comes home every day with stories about kids who remind her why she does the job and kids who remind her why she drinks chamomile at night.

She’s got this easy Midwestern prettiness—wavy honey hair she pulls into a loose ponytail, freckles that multiply in summer, hips that sway when she walks barefoot across the kitchen tile. I’m the one who handles the taxes, grills on Sundays, and rubs her lower back when the sciatica flares up after long days on her feet. We’ve been married sixteen years. The sex was never fireworks—more like a reliable porch light: on when needed, warm, familiar. She’d sigh into my shoulder, I’d finish, we’d kiss, roll apart, sleep. It worked.

The pain started last winter. Sharp twinges down her left leg, worse after standing at assemblies or parent conferences. The doctor prescribed physical therapy, but the waitlist was months long. A colleague recommended a private massage therapist who does in-home visits. His name was Luca. Thirty-six. Licensed, insured, former dancer who switched to bodywork after a knee injury. When he first came to the house he carried a folding table, crisp white linens, a small Bluetooth speaker that played ambient piano. He had the kind of body that looked sculpted for movement—long limbs, defined shoulders under a fitted black tee, dark hair tied back in a neat knot, calm brown eyes that met yours and held them without blinking.

Lauren booked him twice a week. I’d be in the den working on quarterly reports while the low music drifted down the hall. She’d emerge afterward loose-limbed, cheeks pink, saying things like “He really knows how to release the piriformis” or “I think we finally found the trigger point.” I’d smile, kiss her temple, feel grateful someone could ease her pain.

One Tuesday she texted me from the bedroom:

Come watch if you want. Door’s open.

I walked upstairs slowly, socks silent on the runner. The guest room door was cracked just enough to see the massage table in the center of the room, sheets draped, candles flickering low. Lauren lay face-down, completely nude under a thin draped towel that had slipped to her waist. Luca stood beside her, hands slick with oil, working slow circles into her glutes. The towel was gone now—folded neatly on the chair. Her legs were parted slightly, one knee bent, the other straight. His thumbs traced the crease where thigh meets ass, then dipped lower, parting her gently.

She moaned—soft, involuntary, the sound she used to make only when I was inside her. Luca didn’t react like a therapist. He leaned down, kissed the small of her back, then lower, trailing his lips along the curve of her ass. Lauren lifted her hips a fraction—invitation. He knelt behind her on the table, spread her wider with both hands, and buried his face between her thighs from behind. Long, slow licks that made her spine arch and her toes curl against the linens. She reached back, grabbed his hair, pulled him closer. The wet sounds were unmistakable—lush, deliberate, hungry.

I stayed in the doorway, one hand on the frame to keep from falling. My cock was already straining against my jeans. Luca rose, shed his shirt and pants in economical movements. No underwear. His erection was heavy, flushed, the head shining. He stroked himself once, positioned himself behind her, rubbed the tip along her slit until she whimpered. Then he pushed in—slow, watching her body open for him, inch by inch until his hips met her ass and she let out a long, trembling exhale.

“Fuck… Luca… you’re so thick… stretching me so good…” Her voice cracked on the last word.

He started moving—deep, rolling thrusts that rocked the table slightly. Each time he withdrew her pussy clung to him, pink and glossy, before he sank back in with a wet slap. Lauren pushed back to meet him, ass jiggling with every impact. She turned her head toward the door, found my eyes in the dim light.

“He’s fucking me bare,” she said, voice husky. “No condom. He’s going to come inside me, Caleb. Fill me up. You’re going to feel it when you lick me clean later.”

Luca gripped her hips harder, pace quickening. The table creaked rhythmically now. Lauren’s moans climbed—higher, needier—until she shattered, body convulsing, a sharp cry that bounced off the walls. Luca didn’t slow. He fucked her through the aftershocks, grunting low, until his own release hit—hips slamming forward one last time, holding deep while he pulsed inside her. I watched the tension ripple through his back, watched her lower belly tighten with each spurt, watched the first creamy overflow leak out around his shaft when he finally eased back.

He kissed her shoulder blades, her neck, then helped her roll onto her back. She lay there panting, legs still spread, pussy swollen and leaking slowly onto the sheet. Luca dressed quietly, packed his table, nodded once at me in the doorway—no words, no smirk—and left.

Lauren looked at me from the table, eyes glassy, satisfied.

“Come here, baby.”

I crossed the room. She guided my head between her thighs. The scent was overpowering—oil, sweat, sex, him. I licked the trails down her inner thighs, then higher, tongue sliding into the warm, creamy mess he’d left. She sighed, fingers gentle in my hair.

“He comes twice a week now,” she murmured while I worked. “Sometimes he massages me first. Sometimes we skip straight to this. He’s going to start staying longer—maybe overnight when you’re traveling for work. I want you to know every detail. Every thrust. Every time I come on his cock. Every drop he leaves in me for you to taste.”

She came again—slow, rolling—hips lifting against my mouth while she told me how his thickness felt splitting her open, how his stamina let him fuck her for forty minutes straight, how she’s never felt so completely taken.

Luca still arrives with his table and his calm eyes.

Lauren still books him for “sciatica relief.”

And I still stand in the doorway first, then kneel between her legs afterward—tasting the relief he gives her, the pleasure I never could.

She still curls against me at night.

She still wears the thin gold band I put on her finger sixteen years ago.

But twice a week the guest room fills with sounds I’ll never make.

And I fill my mouth with the only intimacy left—warm, thick, borrowed, and endlessly addictive.


Confession 13

Title: The Neighbor’s Son Home From College Started Borrowing More Than Tools

Name: Patrick • Age: 47 • City: Columbus • State: Ohio

Our street in Clintonville is the postcard version of middle-class Ohio: tidy lawns, American flags on porches from Memorial Day to Labor Day, kids riding bikes until the streetlights flicker on. The house next door belongs to the Millers—been there longer than we have. Their son, Connor, grew up kicking soccer balls against our shared fence until he left for Ohio State four years ago. He’s 22 now, home for the summer before senior year, taller than I remember, shoulders broadened from weight-room sessions, easy smile that makes the neighborhood moms whisper when he mows the lawn shirtless.

Claire and I have lived here fifteen years. She’s 42, teaches second grade at the elementary school two blocks over, still has the same warm brown eyes and soft laugh that made me propose in the parking lot after our third date. Her body softened after our daughter was born—gentle curves, stretch marks she calls her tiger stripes, breasts heavy enough to spill over her hands when she cups them in the shower. I’m the one who coaches little league on Saturdays, fixes the gutters every fall, keeps the minivan running. Our sex life had settled into a comfortable rhythm: Saturday nights after the kid was asleep, lights off, her on her side, me spooned behind her, slow and quiet so we wouldn’t wake anyone. She’d come with a muffled whimper against the pillow; I’d finish inside her and we’d fall asleep tangled. It was enough. It had always been enough.

Connor started coming over last June to borrow tools—first the leaf blower, then the pressure washer, then just excuses to knock on the back door. Claire would chat with him on the patio while I worked in the garage. I’d hear her laugh—bright, unguarded, the way she used to laugh at my jokes before life got busy. One humid afternoon I walked out to ask if she wanted lemonade and stopped at the sliding glass door.

Connor was sitting on the edge of the patio table, legs spread. Claire stood between them in her sundress, the thin cotton bunched at her hips. His hands were under the skirt, moving slow, deliberate. She had her arms looped around his neck, forehead resting against his, breathing in short, shaky bursts. I watched his fingers disappear inside her—no panties—watched her hips rock forward onto his hand, watched her bite her lip to keep quiet.

She saw me through the glass. Didn’t stop. Just held my gaze while Connor worked her higher—thumb on her clit, two fingers curling inside—until her knees buckled and she came silently, mouth open in a perfect O, thighs trembling around his wrist.

Connor pulled his hand free, glistening, and licked his fingers clean while looking straight at me. Then he stood, kissed her once—deep, claiming—zipped up, and walked back to his yard like he’d just borrowed a screwdriver.

Claire came inside. Dress still rumpled, cheeks flushed, nipples hard points under the fabric. She walked past me to the kitchen sink, washed her hands, then turned.

“He’s been touching me since he got home,” she said matter-of-factly. “Started with hugs that lasted too long. Then hands on my waist when he passed me in the yard. Last week he cornered me by the garage and fingered me against the wall while you were inside watching the game. Today he asked if he could taste me. I said yes.”

She stepped closer, took my hand, slipped it under her dress. Slick. Swollen. Still pulsing from her orgasm.

“He’s coming back tonight,” she continued. “After his parents go to bed. He’ll climb the fence, knock on the sliding door. I’m going to let him in. I’m going to take him to our bed. And I want you there—watching from the chair in the corner. No touching yourself until I say. Just watch him fuck your wife in the bed where we made our daughter.”

That night the house was dark except for the bedside lamp. Connor slipped in at 11:40—jeans, hoodie, barefoot. Claire waited in a silk robe that fell open the second he touched her. They didn’t speak much. Just mouths crashing together, hands frantic. She pulled him to the bed, pushed him down, straddled his lap. Ground against the bulge in his jeans until he groaned. Then she slid down, freed him—young, hard, thick enough to make her eyes widen.

She took him in her mouth first—slow, reverent, tongue tracing every vein. Connor’s head fell back against the headboard, fingers in her hair. After a minute she climbed up, positioned herself, sank down inch by inch. The stretch made her gasp—sharp, almost pained—then melt into a long, satisfied moan.

“God… you’re so big… filling me completely…” she breathed.

She rode him slow at first—rolling hips, grinding her clit against his base—then faster, breasts bouncing, hands braced on his chest. Connor gripped her ass, thrust up to meet her, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room. I sat in the armchair ten feet away, cock aching in my sweats, hands clenched on the armrests.

Claire looked at me while she fucked him.

“He’s hitting places you never reach,” she said, voice wrecked. “Every thrust… right against my cervix… I’m going to come all over him… watch me come on another man’s cock in our bed…”

She did—hard, shuddering, nails digging into his shoulders, a low keening cry she muffled against his neck. Connor flipped her onto her back, hooked her legs over his shoulders, drove in deep—long, punishing strokes that made the headboard tap the wall. Claire clawed the sheets, begging— “Don’t stop… fill me… breed me… give it to me…” —until he slammed home one last time, hips jerking, groaning as he unloaded inside her. Thick pulses I could see ripple through his shaft, see her belly flutter with each spurt, see the overflow leak out around him when he finally stilled.

He kissed her slow—tender now—then pulled out. Cum poured from her—white, viscous, pooling on the sheets beneath her ass. Connor dressed quietly, kissed her forehead, slipped back out the way he came.

Claire lay there panting, legs still wide, pussy gaping and leaking. She looked at me.

“Come clean your wife, Patrick.”

I crawled onto the bed. Licked the mess from her thighs, her folds, deep inside where he’d been thickest. She stroked my hair, soft moans above me.

“He’ll be back tomorrow night,” she whispered. “And the night after. All summer. Sometimes in the afternoon when you’re at work. Sometimes right here while you watch. I love you. But this—this is what I need now. Young, hard, endless. And you get to taste every drop he gives me.”

Connor still climbs the fence most nights.

Claire still teaches second grade, still packs lunches, still kisses me good morning.

But after dark the bedroom light stays on low.

And I stay in the chair—watching my wife bloom under a boy half my age, tasting the summer heat he leaves inside her, addicted to the sharp, sweet sting of being replaced in the house I paid for.

She’s still my high-school sweetheart in every photo on the mantel.

But in the dark she’s Connor’s—open, dripping, alive in ways I’ll never match.

And I’m the one who kneels afterward, grateful for the privilege of swallowing what he plants.


Confession 14

Title: The Barista Who Knew Her Order – and Her Body – Better Than I Ever Did

Name: Adrian • Age: 45 • City: Portland • State: Oregon

Portland mornings carry that damp, pine-scented promise—mist hanging low over the bridges, coffee shops already humming before the sun fully commits. Our apartment sits above a narrow street in Hawthorne, exposed ductwork, mismatched rugs, windows that rattle when the MAX train passes.

The love of my life, Naomi, 40, works as a freelance illustrator from the corner desk by the fire escape; she draws children's books that make parents cry happy tears and spends afternoons in oversized sweaters, charcoal smudged on her cheekbones, dark curls escaping a claw clip. Her laugh is sudden and bright, like she’s surprised herself; her body is soft in the places I love to sink my hands—full hips, heavy breasts that shift when she stretches after long drawing sessions. I’m the systems administrator who keeps the internet running for half the neighborhood, the one who remembers to buy oat milk and fixes the Wi-Fi when it ghosts her mid-deadline. Sex had become a Sunday ritual: slow, affectionate, her on her back with legs hooked over my arms, gentle rocking until we both finished with quiet sighs and forehead kisses. It felt like home. It felt like forever.

She started going to the same coffee shop every morning—small place called The Daily Grind, corner table by the window, same flat white with an extra shot. The barista, Rowan, 28, had sleeve tattoos of climbing vines and birds, messy auburn hair, a quiet voice that made you lean in. He remembered her order before she spoke, drew little smiley faces in the foam, slipped her extra biscotti when the line was short. Naomi came home talking about how “Rowan gets it”—the perfect temperature, the exact amount of foam, the way he asked about her latest illustration without making it feel forced. I smiled, said he sounded nice. She smiled back, eyes distant.

One rainy Thursday she didn’t come home until 2 p.m. Said she’d stayed to finish a sketch, lost track of time. Her sweater was inside-out; there was a faint red mark on her neck, half-hidden by her collar. She showered immediately, came out wrapped in a towel, straddled me on the couch without preamble. She was soaked—drenched in a way that had nothing to do with the rain outside. She sank down on me fast, rode me hard, eyes closed, whispering “Fuck… yes…” like she was chasing something she’d almost lost.

After I came she stayed on top, grinding slowly, keeping me inside her.

“Rowan fucked me in the storage room behind the counter,” she said, voice low and steady. “After close. He locked the door, pushed me against the shelves of coffee bags. Lifted my skirt, pulled my panties aside, ate me out until my legs shook. Then he bent me over the prep table—cold stainless against my stomach—and fucked me from behind. No condom. Deep. Slow at first, then faster. He’s… different. Thicker. Longer. Made me come three times before he finished inside me. I could feel every pulse. I’m still leaking him right now.”

She lifted off me—slow, deliberate—so I could see the creamy evidence dripping down her thighs, coating my softening cock. She guided my hand between her legs, made me feel how swollen she was, how loose, how full.

“He asked if I wanted to come back tomorrow,” she continued. “Said he’d leave the back door unlocked at 1 p.m. when the lunch rush dies. I told him yes. And I want you to come with me. Sit in the corner booth with your laptop. Pretend you’re working. Watch him take me in the back while customers order lattes ten feet away.”

The next day I sat at the window table, MacBook open to a blank terminal, heart slamming against my ribs. Naomi walked in at 12:55, ordered her usual, smiled at Rowan like any regular. At 1:05 the shop thinned out. Rowan flipped the “Back in 10” sign, locked the front door, nodded once at me—calm, no smirk—then disappeared behind the counter. Naomi followed a minute later.

Through the half-open door to the storage room I saw everything. Rowan had her pressed against the wall of stacked burlap sacks, skirt hiked, one leg hooked around his waist. He was inside her already—slow, grinding thrusts that made her head fall back against the bags. Her moans were muffled against his shoulder; his hands gripped her ass, lifting her slightly with every stroke. The wet sounds carried—slick, rhythmic—mixed with the faint hiss of the espresso machine out front.

She came fast—body jerking, nails digging into his back, a choked whimper swallowed by his mouth. Rowan kept going—deeper, harder—until his rhythm broke. He buried himself with a low groan, hips locked, pulsing inside her. I watched the overflow leak out around his shaft when he finally eased back—thick white strands dripping down her inner thigh onto the concrete floor.

They kissed—slow, almost sweet—then Rowan zipped up, kissed her forehead, slipped back to the counter like nothing happened. Naomi straightened her skirt, walked out past me with flushed cheeks and shining eyes. She sat across from me, legs crossed, a slow trickle still visible on her thigh under the table.

“Feel it,” she whispered.

I reached under the table—fingers sliding between her legs, coated instantly. She clenched around my fingers, bit her lip.

“He’s going to fuck me here every weekday,” she said. “Sometimes quick in the back. Sometimes slower, on the prep table. Sometimes he’ll make me come behind the counter while customers wait. And you’re going to sit here—laptop open, pretending to code—watching the door, knowing he’s inside me. When he’s done, I’ll come back to this table, spread under the tablecloth, let you lick me clean while people order their americanos.”

Rowan still works the morning shift.

Naomi still orders her flat white.

And I still sit at the window table most days—screen glowing, cock hard under the table—listening to the faint creak of the storage door, the muffled gasps, the low grunt when he finishes.

She still curls against me at night, still draws little hearts on my coffee mug.

But weekday afternoons the coffee shop fills with the scent of espresso and sex.

And I fill my mouth with the only truth left—warm, thick, endlessly supplied by the man who knows her order, her body, her pleasure better than I ever will.

She’s still my wife in every shared grocery list and every late-night Netflix queue.

But between 1 and 2 p.m., she’s Rowan’s—bent over burlap, dripping, alive.

And I’m the customer who never leaves, addicted to the taste of what he serves her daily.


Confession 15

Title: My Slower Years Left Her Waiting – A 22-Year-Old Filled the Silence

Name: Daniel • Age: 48 • City: Orlando • State: Florida

The golf course outside our condo window is always perfect—manicured fairways, white sand traps, the distant thwack of drivers at sunrise. Inside, things have softened. I turned 48 last fall. The insurance office job is steady but sedentary; the blood-pressure pills sit next to the coffee maker; the mirror shows a man who used to box in college now carrying extra around the middle.

Erections come slow these days—sometimes not at all without help. When they do arrive they’re unreliable guests: half-strength, quick to leave when momentarily distracted. Viagra helps occasionally, but the hour wait feels humiliating, and the headache afterward kills the mood. Elena never complains. She’s 42, still works full shifts as a dental hygienist, still has the same warm smile that made me fall for her twenty years ago. Her body has ripened in ways I find beautiful—fuller breasts, softer hips, the gentle curve of her belly from carrying our two kids. She still wears the same citrus perfume, still kisses me goodnight with the same tenderness. But tenderness isn’t always enough.

We tried. Date nights, new lingerie she bought online, slow massages with scented oil. She’d straddle me patiently, guide me inside when I was finally hard, rock gently while whispering encouragement. “You feel so good, baby… just like that…” I’d try to hold on, but the finish came too soon or not at all. She’d kiss my forehead, curl against my chest, say “It’s okay, we have all the time in the world.” We didn’t talk about how the time was starting to feel empty.

She joined the early-morning spin class at the community rec center to “get her energy back.” Tyler taught it—22, home from UF for the summer, body like he lived in the gym: lean muscle, tan lines from outdoor training, easy grin that lit up the dark studio when the music dropped. Elena started coming home later on Saturdays—said she stayed for cooldown stretches or to chat with the group. Her cheeks stayed flushed longer; her yoga pants clung damp at the crotch even after changing. She smelled different—clean sweat mixed with something sharper, more primal.

One humid Saturday in July she texted at 9:45 a.m.:

Extra session with Tyler. Might be a while.

She walked through the door at 12:40. Hair damp and loose, sports bra dark with sweat, leggings low on her hips. She didn’t speak. Just dropped her keys, crossed the living room, straddled my lap on the recliner where I’d been reading emails. Her thighs were hot against mine; I could feel the heat radiating from between her legs.

“Tyler fucked me in the empty studio after class,” she said, grinding down slow. “Lights off, music still playing low. He locked the door, pushed me against the mirrors. Pulled my leggings to my knees, no panties today—I took them off in the bathroom thinking about him. He dropped to his knees first, ate me out from behind while I braced against the glass—tongue everywhere, fingers curling inside until I came so hard my legs almost gave out. Then he stood, dropped his shorts. He was already so hard—thick, veined, curved just right. No waiting, no pills. He bent me over the bike rack, slid in deep in one stroke. Fucked me for almost forty minutes straight—slow, then fast, then slow again. Changed positions three times. Made me come four more times. The last one I squirted—first time ever—right there on the studio floor. He didn’t pull out. Came deep inside me while I was still shaking. I could feel every spurt. Drove home with his cum leaking into my leggings the whole way.”

She reached down, freed me from my shorts. I was already stirring from her words—thicker than usual, but still slow to rise fully. She guided me inside her anyway—hot, slick, stretched wide and loose from him. The sensation was overwhelming: her walls still pulsing faintly from her last orgasm, coated thick with Tyler’s load.

“Feel how open I am?” she whispered, rolling her hips. “He stretched me so much… stayed hard the whole time… didn’t need a break. You used to feel like this every time. Now he does.”

I tried to thrust up into her—couldn’t last. Came in weak spurts almost immediately, adding almost nothing to what was already there. Elena clenched around me once, kissed my temple, then lifted off. A thick rope of Tyler’s cum followed—white, viscous, sliding down her thigh and onto my lap.

She stood, robe open, legs parted.

“Lick it up,” she said quietly. “Every drop. I want you to taste what a boy twenty-six years younger can give me in one morning.”

I knelt on the carpet. Started at her thigh—salty, warm, still fresh. Worked higher, tongue sliding between her swollen lips, dipping inside where he’d been deepest. The taste was strong—young, potent, endless. Elena sighed above me, fingers gentle in my hair.

“He’s coming here next Saturday,” she continued while I cleaned her. “Ten a.m. sharp. He’ll fuck me in our bed—our bed, Daniel—while you sit in the chair and watch. No hiding. I want you to see how hard he gets instantly. How long he lasts. How many times I come screaming his name. How much he pumps into me every single time. And when he’s done—when I’m dripping and wrecked—you’ll kneel right here, just like now, and swallow every bit he left behind. Because this is what I need. And this is what you can still give me.”

Tyler started coming every Saturday at 10.

He walks in like he belongs—gym bag, water bottle, easy “Morning, Mr. Daniel” that’s polite but firm. Elena greets him in lingerie or just naked under a robe. They go straight to the bedroom. Door wide open. I sit in the armchair—sometimes clothed, sometimes not—watching the full performance: the way he kisses her slow at first, then hungry; the way he spreads her on the sheets and eats her until she’s begging; the way his young cock stands rigid and ready the moment she touches it; the way he fucks her in every position—her legs over his shoulders, her riding him reverse so she can look at me while she bounces, him taking her from behind with one hand in her hair; the way she comes over and over—loud, unashamed, squirting sometimes, always calling his name; the way he finishes deep inside her, groaning, holding still while she milks every drop.

When he leaves—showered, kissed, casual wave—he’s gone until next week. Elena stays spread on the bed, thighs glistening, pussy red and gaping, thick cum still oozing slowly.

“Come here, love,” she always says, voice soft and wrecked. “Taste how young he is. Taste how much he gives me that I’ve been missing.”

I kneel. Lick her thighs first, then her folds, then deep inside—swallowing rope after thick rope while she strokes my hair and tells me everything in loving, filthy detail: how his stamina let him go three rounds once, how his thickness made her feel split open in the best way, how she’s never come so hard or so often in her life.

I’m still her husband.

Still drive her to work when her car’s in the shop.

Still hold her at night when the AC hums too loud.

But Saturday mornings the bedroom fills with sounds I can’t make anymore.

And I fill my mouth with the only connection left—hot, endless, young, and completely his.

She still loves me.

She just needs fire I can’t light.

And I need the ashes on my tongue to remember what heat feels like.


Confession 16

Title: The Pool Guy Who Came Every Tuesday – And Stayed Until She Was Satisfied

Name: Victor • Age: 50 • City: Phoenix • State: Arizona

Phoenix heat turns everything slow and heavy by noon—air thick enough to chew, pool water shimmering like liquid glass, cicadas screaming from the oleanders. Our backyard is the only place that feels alive in summer: kidney-shaped pool, flagstone deck, a shaded ramada with ceiling fans that barely move the air. I’m 50 now, retired early from commercial real estate, spend most days managing investments from the home office or floating in the pool with a book I don’t finish. The body has settled—knees that creak after golf, hair thinner on top, libido that used to run hot now idles like an old engine. Mornings are the worst: I wake hard sometimes, but by the time we’re in bed at night it’s gone. Elena tries—soft touches, slow kisses down my chest—but the response is sluggish. When I do get inside her it’s brief, apologetic. She comes with patience and kindness, then holds me after, whispering “I love you just the same.” The words sting more every time.

Elena is 44. Still has the athletic grace from her college tennis days—toned legs, flat stomach, breasts that sit high even after nursing our son. She wears bikinis around the pool now without self-consciousness; the neighborhood guys wave a little too long when they pass. She started complaining about the pool water being cloudy last spring. I called the service company. They sent Javier.

Twenty-three. Son of the owner, home from community college, built like he spends more time lifting than studying—broad shoulders, sun-darkened skin, black hair always damp from sweat or chlorine. He arrived Tuesdays at 10 a.m. sharp in board shorts and a company tank, net and chemicals in hand. Elena would bring him iced tea while he skimmed leaves or tested pH. I’d watch from the patio office window—her laughing at something he said, him smiling back easy and slow, the way young men do when they know they’re being looked at.

One Tuesday she didn’t come inside after he finished. I found them by the pool equipment shed—door half-open, Javier’s back to me, Elena pressed against the wall in her bikini top and sarong. His hands were under the fabric, moving slow between her thighs. She had her head tipped back, eyes closed, lips parted in that quiet gasp I used to pull from her. I stood frozen in the doorway shadow. She opened her eyes, saw me, didn’t stop him. Just held my gaze while his fingers worked her higher—until her knees softened and she came silently against his hand.

Javier turned then, saw me, didn’t flinch. Just nodded once—respectful, almost gentle—then kissed her forehead and left through the side gate.

Elena walked to me barefoot on the hot flagstone, sarong loose, nipples hard under the bikini triangles.

“He’s been touching me for weeks,” she said plainly. “Started with a hand on my lower back when he handed me the towel. Then fingers brushing my ass when he passed. Last week he cornered me in the shed and fingered me while the pump ran loud enough to cover the sounds. Today he asked if he could taste me. I said yes. And I want more.”

She took my hand, led me inside to the bedroom. Pulled the sarong off, bikini bottom next. Her pussy was flushed dark pink, lips swollen, still glistening from his fingers. She lay back on the bed, legs wide.

“Feel how wet he made me,” she said. “Taste it.”

I knelt. Licked her—sweet and sharp, her arousal mixed with the faint chlorine on his skin. She sighed, fingers in my hair.

“Javier’s coming back next Tuesday,” she continued. “He’ll clean the pool first. Then he’ll fuck me in the ramada while you watch from the house. No hiding. I want you to see how hard he gets for me instantly. How long he lasts. How many times he makes me come before he finishes deep inside. And when he leaves—when I’m dripping on the lounge chair—you’ll come out and lick every drop off me while the sun’s still high.”

Javier started coming every Tuesday at 10.

Pool work took thirty minutes. The rest of the morning was for Elena.

I watch from the kitchen window or the patio door—sometimes through binoculars when the sun glare is bad. Every detail burns in:

Him spreading her towel on the lounge chair under the ramada shade.

Stripping her bikini slow, kissing every inch he uncovers—neck, breasts, stomach, inner thighs.

Going down on her until she’s arching off the cushion, thighs clamped around his head, coming with a hand over her mouth so the neighbors don’t hear.

Her dropping to her knees on the flagstone, taking his thick young cock in her mouth—deep, eager, eyes locked on mine through the glass.

Him bending her over the outdoor table, sliding into her from behind—slow at first, then harder, the slap of skin on skin carrying across the yard.

Her coming again—loud now, no holding back—body shaking, nails scraping the glass tabletop.

Him flipping her onto her back, legs over his shoulders, fucking her deep and steady until she squirts—clear arcs that soak the cushion and his stomach.

Him finally groaning low, hips stuttering, burying himself to the hilt and pumping her full—long, visible pulses that make her belly flutter, overflow leaking out around his shaft when he finally pulls back.

He leaves at noon—quick shower in the outdoor rinse, kiss on her cheek, “See you next week.” Elena stays on the lounge chair—legs spread, pussy red and leaking slowly, cum running down her ass crack onto the towel.

She calls me out every time.

“Come here, Victor.”

I walk across the hot deck. Kneel between her thighs on the flagstone. Lick her clean—thighs first, then the creamy mess between her legs, then deep inside where he’s thickest. She strokes my hair, sighs contentedly, tells me everything in a soft, wrecked voice:

“How his cock felt stretching her open without any wait.

How he stayed hard the whole hour—three rounds once, each one longer than the last.

How he made her squirt twice in one session—something she thought was impossible.

How he whispers dirty things in Spanish while he’s buried in her, words she doesn’t fully understand but feels in her bones.

How much cum he gives her every time—enough to drip for hours.”

I’m still her husband.

Still pay the pool service bill.

Still sit with her on the patio at sunset, holding hands while the cicadas wind down.

But Tuesday mornings the ramada shades are drawn.

And I spend the afternoon on my knees in the heat, tasting the only thing that keeps our marriage from evaporating completely—young, endless, sun-warmed proof that she deserves fire I can’t provide anymore.


Confession 17

Title: The Neighbor’s College-Age Son Started Coming Over to “Help With the Yard Work” – I Let Him Keep Coming Back

Name: Mark • Age: 49 • City: Raleigh • State: North Carolina

Our neighborhood in North Hills is the kind of place where people still wave from porches and kids ride bikes until dusk. The house is a two-story colonial we bought twenty years ago—red brick, white shutters, big front yard with a magnolia that drops petals every spring like slow snow. I’m 49 now. Worked construction management until the back gave out; now I do consulting from home, mostly emails and site plans on a laptop I keep in the den. The body has changed—knees that pop when I stand, gut that won’t stay flat no matter how many walks I take, libido that used to wake me up hard every morning now needs coaxing and patience. Nights in bed with Sarah are gentle, careful: her on her side, me behind her, slow movements so I don’t finish too fast or lose it halfway. She comes softly most times, kisses my shoulder after, says “That was nice.” We both know it used to be more.

Sarah is 45. Still has the same bright hazel eyes and easy smile that caught me in college. Her body has softened in the best ways—fuller breasts, hips that sway when she walks barefoot across the kitchen tile, long auburn hair she ties up when she gardens. She’s a part-time librarian now, loves recommending books to kids, comes home with stories about little ones who finally read their first chapter book alone. In the evenings she still curls against me on the couch, head on my chest, fingers tracing lazy circles on my arm. But lately she’s been restless—more time in the yard, new sundresses that hug her curves, glances at her phone when it buzzes.

The Millers next door have a son, Ethan, home from NC State for the summer. Twenty-one. Tall, athletic from intramural soccer, dark hair always a little messy, easy grin that makes the older women on the block smile wider. He started coming over in June to “help with the yard work” while I was laid up with a pulled hamstring from trying to lift the mower wrong. Sarah said it was nice to have the extra hands—trimming hedges, mulching beds, power-washing the driveway. I’d watch from the screened porch sometimes, iced tea in hand, seeing how close they stood when he handed her tools, how her laugh carried across the grass, brighter than it had been in months.

One Saturday in late July I went inside to grab more ice and came back to find them behind the shed—out of sight from the street. Ethan had her pressed against the cedar wall, sundress hiked to her waist, one hand between her thighs, the other cupping her breast through the thin cotton. Sarah’s head was tipped back, eyes closed, lips parted in that quiet, needy gasp I hadn’t heard in years. His fingers moved slow, deliberate; I could see her hips rocking forward onto his hand. She opened her eyes, saw me standing there frozen on the porch steps. Didn’t pull away. Just held my gaze while he worked her higher—until her knees softened and she came against his palm, a soft, trembling moan swallowed by the summer air.

Ethan looked over his shoulder at me—calm, no smirk, just a small nod like he’d been expecting this moment. Then he kissed her once—deep, possessive—adjusted her dress, and walked back to his yard like he’d just finished raking leaves.

Sarah came inside a minute later. Dress still rumpled, cheeks flushed, nipples hard points under the fabric. She walked straight to me in the kitchen, took my face in her hands, kissed me slow.

“He’s been touching me since he started helping,” she said quietly. “He’s a bit of a devil. It started innocent—hand on my back when he passed a tool, fingers brushing my waist. Last week he pulled me behind the shed and fingered me while you were inside on a call. Today he asked if he could taste me. I said yes… how could I not? He looked like he’d go crazy if he didn’t go down on me.”

She held my gaze.

“And I want more, Mark. I want him inside me. I want to feel young and wanted again. And I want you to know every second of it.”

She led me to the bedroom. Pulled the sundress over her head, no bra, panties already soaked. Lay back on the comforter we bought on our tenth anniversary, legs wide.

“Feel how ready he made me,” she whispered.

I knelt. Licked her—sweet and sharp, her arousal thick on my tongue, still warm from his fingers. She sighed, fingers gentle in my hair.

“Ethan’s coming back tomorrow,” she continued. “He’ll mow the lawn first. Then he’ll fuck me in the guest room while you sit in the hallway chair. Door open. I want you to see how hard he gets the second he touches me. How long he lasts. How many times he makes me come before he fills me up. And when he’s gone—when I’m dripping on the sheets you sleep on—you’ll come in and lick me clean while I tell you every detail.”

Ethan started coming over every few days—mower, weed-eater, excuses that got thinner. Sarah would greet him in shorts and a tank top, hair loose. They’d disappear into the house after the yard work. I’d sit in the hallway chair—door cracked wide—watching the slow burn of it all:

Him peeling her clothes off piece by piece, kissing down her stomach, spreading her on the bed and eating her until her back arched and she whispered his name like a prayer.

Her on her knees, taking his thick young cock in her mouth—deep, eager, eyes flicking toward the doorway to make sure I saw.

Him sliding into her—slow at first, letting her feel every inch—then harder, deeper, bed creaking in steady rhythm.

Her coming again and again—loud now, unashamed—legs wrapped around his waist, nails raking his back, begging “Don’t stop… fill me… please…”

Him groaning low, hips stuttering, burying himself deep and pumping her full—long, visible pulses that made her belly flutter, overflow leaking out around him when he finally eased back.

He’d kiss her after—soft, almost sweet—dress, leave with a casual “Thanks for the tea, Mrs. Sarah.” She’d stay on the bed, legs still spread, pussy swollen and leaking slowly onto the comforter.

She’d call me in every time.

“Come here, love.”

I’d kneel between her thighs on the carpet we picked out together. Lick the trails down her legs, then higher—tongue sliding into the warm, creamy mess he left. She’d stroke my hair, sigh contentedly, tell me everything in a soft, wrecked voice:

“How his cock felt splitting her open without any wait or apology.

How he stayed rock-hard through three rounds once—each one longer, harder.

How he made her squirt the second time—clear arcs that soaked the sheets and his stomach.

How he whispered filthy things in her ear while he was buried deep—words about how wet she got for him, how much better she felt than girls his age.

How much cum he gave her every time—enough to drip for hours, enough to stain the mattress.”

I’m still her husband.

Still fix the leaky faucet, still grill burgers on Sundays, still hold her at night when the AC hums too loud.

But on the days Ethan comes over, the guest-room door stays open.

And I sit in the hallway chair—aching, silent, grateful—watching my wife come alive under a boy half my age, tasting the only heat left in our marriage when he’s gone.

She still loves me.

She just needs the fire I can’t light anymore.

And I need the taste of it—thick, warm, endlessly young—on my tongue to remember what desire feels like.


Confession 18

Title: I Invited the College Kid Next Door to Fix Things—Now I Listen as My Wife Worships Him

Name: David • Age: 47 • City: Charlotte • State: North Carolina

It started innocently enough, or at least that’s what I told myself. Our lawn mower broke down last summer, and Ethan – the 21-year-old son of the neighbors two houses down – was home from college and already known around the block for being handy. Tall, built like he lived in the gym, always wearing those cutoff tank tops that showed every ridge of his abs and shoulders that looked carved from stone. My wife, Lauren, 43 and still turning heads, mentioned offhand that he seemed like a nice kid who could probably get the mower running again.

I called him over.

He showed up shirtless within ten minutes, sweat already glistening on his chest from the heat, jeans slung low, that easy, confident grin that made something twist low in my gut. Not jealousy exactly – something hotter, more shameful. I handed him the tools and watched him bend over the engine, muscles flexing under tanned skin, while Lauren brought out lemonade and lingered a little too long in the doorway, her sundress clinging in the humidity.

She laughed at everything he said—politics, movie stars, random people, even stupid fart jokes. My wife has always loved to laugh, and he gave her plenty of reasons, her giggles turning soft and husky. When she handed him a glass and let her fingers linger on his arm, I felt my cock stir… even as my face burned.

After that first time, the mower “needed” attention again the next week. Then the sprinkler system. Then the fence gate. Each visit, Ethan stayed longer. Lauren’s outfits got smaller – shorter shorts, thinner tops, no bra on those sticky afternoons. I’d pretend to be busy in the garage or upstairs, but I always found excuses to pass by, to catch glimpses: her leaning close to show him something on her phone, his hand brushing her waist, the way her breath hitched.

I never said stop.

One Saturday evening, after he’d spent three hours “repairing” the deck lights, Lauren told me she’d invited him in for a beer to cool off. I nodded like it was nothing. My heart hammered so hard I could feel it in my throat. They sat on the couch, close. Too close. I stayed in the kitchen pretending to wash dishes, ears straining. Her giggle turned lower, throatier. His voice dropped to that calm, commanding tone young guys have when they know they’re winning.

Then she said it, loud enough for me to hear: “David won’t mind if we go upstairs for a minute. He’s… fine with it.”

My knees almost buckled. I didn’t move. I couldn’t.

They climbed the stairs together, her hand in his. I waited thirty seconds, then followed quietly, stopping in the hallway outside our bedroom door. It was cracked open – she’d left it that way on purpose. I stood there in the dark, breathing shallow, cock already painfully hard against my zipper.

The sounds started slow. Kissing – wet, hungry, nothing like the polite pecks she gave me. Then fabric rustling. Her soft moan when he pulled her top off. “God, you’re so fucking big,” she whispered, voice thick with awe. I pressed my palm against my erection, not daring to stroke yet, just needing pressure.

The bed creaked. She gasped his name – actually said “Ethan” like a prayer. Then the unmistakable wet sounds of her mouth on him, sloppy and eager, gagging a little because she was trying to take more than she could. He groaned low, praising her: “That’s it, baby… just like that… fuck, you’re so much better than I imagined.”

I leaked into my boxers listening to my wife of eighteen years worship a kid less than half my age.

When he finally pushed inside her, she cried out – sharp, almost surprised, the way she hadn’t sounded in years. “Oh god… you’re stretching me so much… yes… deeper…” The rhythm built fast, headboard thumping, her moans turning into desperate whimpers. Skin slapping skin. His grunts of possession. “This pussy is mine tonight,” he told her, and she answered “Yes… yes it is… fuck me like he never could…”

I came in my pants right there in the hallway without even touching myself, shame and ecstasy crashing through me at once. Hot spurts soaking through, dripping down my thigh while they kept going. They didn’t stop. She came twice – loud, shaking, begging – before he finally growled and filled her. I heard it: the wet pulse, her sigh of satisfaction, the way she murmured “Thank you” against his neck.

Afterward, they lay there catching their breath, the house settling back into an almost eerie quiet. I slipped downstairs without a word, moving quickly, like I didn’t belong in my own home anymore. In the guest bathroom, I splashed cold water on my face, trying to steady myself. My hands were shaking, my face still burning as if I’d been caught doing something wrong… even though I hadn’t moved at all.

I stayed there longer than I needed to, staring at my reflection, trying to compose something that resembled normal.

When they finally came down twenty minutes later, I heard them before I saw them—her soft laugh first.

She looked… different.

Flushed, glowing almost. Her hair was a little messy, like she hadn’t bothered fixing it, and her lips were slightly swollen, still parted as if she was holding onto the moment. But what struck me most was her expression—she looked lighter, brighter… happy.

Pretty. Radiant in a way I hadn’t seen in a long time.

Ethan was saying something as they walked in—some quick joke, probably stupid on the surface—but she laughed again, that same warm, husky laugh. She swatted his arm lightly, almost instinctively, her fingers lingering just a second too long before pulling back. He grinned, clearly enjoying it, and said something else that made her blush this time—an actual, shy blush that crept up her cheeks.

And she didn’t pull away from him.

She leaned into it.

Ethan glanced over at me then, casual, relaxed, like nothing in the world had changed. He gave me a small nod—friendly, almost easy—and said, “I’ll swing by next weekend… finish the lights.”

I told him numbly that would be great.

Like that was all this was.

Like that was the reason he’d been there.

She smiled at that too, softer this time, eyes flicking toward him before dropping slightly, like she was already thinking about next weekend.

And I just stood there, trying to hold onto something steady… while everything quietly shifted around me.

Now he comes over two, sometimes three times a week. Sometimes I watch from the doorway, sometimes I stay downstairs listening on the baby monitor I set up just for this. Every time he leaves, Lauren kisses me, lets me taste him on her tongue, then guides my head between her thighs to clean up what he left behind. The humiliation burns so good it makes me dizzy. My cock aches constantly now – a dull, needy throb that only gets worse when I hear his truck pull up.

I’m addicted to it. To knowing I’m not enough. To hearing her come alive under someone superior. To the moment she locks eyes with me over his shoulder while he’s buried inside her, smiling like she’s finally getting what she deserves.

And I let it happen.

I encourage it.

I crave it.

I’m hers. And now, in the deepest, dirtiest way… I’m his too.


Confession 19

Title:  The Conference Trip That Changed My Marriage—Watched from a Balcony

Name: Ryan • Age: 42 • City: Denver • State: Colorado

Her name is Emily. Forty-one now, still the same girl I fell for in college—curvy in all the ways that used to make me lose my mind, soft brown hair that falls past her shoulders, green eyes that crinkle when she laughs. We’ve been married nineteen years. Two kids in high school. Mortgage. Routine. The sex had slowed to once every couple of months, always quick, always me initiating, always ending with her patting my arm and saying “Love you” like it was punctuation.

Last fall she got promoted. New title, more travel, more late nights “networking.” Her boss, Connor, was the one who pushed for it—thirty-five, divorced, former college athlete, the kind of guy who fills a room without trying. Tall, broad, always in tailored suits that made him look like he belonged on a magazine cover. Emily talked about him constantly at first: “Connor said this,” “Connor thinks that,” “Connor’s really pushing the team.” I told myself it was professional admiration. I even liked the guy when we met at the company picnic—firm handshake, easy smile, asked about my fantasy football picks like we were old friends.

Then came the three-day regional conference in Vail. She said it was mandatory, big presentation, networking dinners every night. I offered to drive her up—save the rental car, make a mini getaway out of it. She hesitated, then smiled and said yes. I booked us a suite at the resort. King bed. Mountain view. Balcony overlooking the pool and hot tubs.

We arrived Friday afternoon. She changed into a fitted black dress for the welcome reception—short enough to show thigh, low enough to hint at cleavage. I told her she looked incredible. She kissed me quick, said “Don’t wait up,” and left.

I tried to watch TV. Couldn’t focus. Around 10:30 I stepped onto the balcony for air. The night was crisp, lights glowing off the snow-dusted peaks. Below me, the heated pool steamed. And there—on the far side, half-hidden by a row of evergreens—was Emily. In the hot tub. With Connor.

They were alone. Her hair was up in a messy knot, wet strands clinging to her neck. The dress was gone; she wore only the black bikini she’d packed “just in case.” He was shirtless, arms spread along the edge, muscles gleaming under the underwater lights. She sat between his legs, back against his chest, head tilted back laughing at something he said. His hands were under the water. Moving.

I didn’t move. I just stood there, gripping the railing, cock already thickening in my jeans.

She turned her head. Kissed him—slow at first, then deeper, hungrier. One of his hands came up, cupped the back of her neck, held her there while the other stayed below. Her hips rocked subtly. I could see the ripples. When she broke the kiss she was breathing hard, lips parted, eyes glassy even from twenty feet up and through the steam.

They got out. She wrapped a towel around herself; he didn’t bother. They walked toward the building—toward our floor. I slipped back inside, heart slamming, left the balcony door cracked. Turned off the lights. Sat in the armchair in the corner, phone in hand, recording through the darkness.

They didn’t knock. She had a keycard. The door clicked open. Soft giggles. Then the sound of wet towels hitting the floor. They stumbled past me toward the bedroom, not noticing the balcony door ajar or the shadow in the corner.

I followed silently. Stood just outside the bedroom doorway.

She was already on her knees. Bikini top gone. His swim trunks pushed down just enough. His cock—Jesus—was heavy, thick, veined, the kind that makes your stomach drop. She looked up at him like she was starving. “I’ve wanted this for months,” she whispered. Then she took him in her mouth.

Not tentative. Not polite. She sucked him like she’d been practicing in her head—deep, wet, noisy, gagging when he hit the back of her throat, pulling off to gasp, then diving back down. He groaned, fingers in her hair, guiding her rhythm. “That’s my good girl,” he murmured. “Show me how bad you’ve been needing it.”

I stroked myself through my pants, slow, barely breathing.

He pulled her up, spun her around, bent her over the edge of the bed. Yanked the bikini bottoms down her thighs. She spread her legs without being asked. He rubbed the head of his cock along her slit—once, twice—then sank in, slow and deep. She moaned loud enough that I worried the neighbors would hear. “Fuck… Connor… you’re so much bigger… oh god…”

He didn’t rush. Long, powerful strokes that made her whole body jolt forward. Her breasts swung. Her fingers clawed the sheets. “Harder,” she begged. “Use me. Please. I need it.”

He gave it to her. Slapped her ass—once, twice—left red handprints. She came the first time like that, shaking, crying out his name, pussy clenching around him so hard I could hear the wet squelch even from the doorway. He didn’t stop. Flipped her onto her back, legs over his shoulders, folded her in half. Pounded into her while she stared up at him, mouth open, whispering filthy things I’d never heard her say: “Fill me up… breed me… make me yours… he doesn’t fuck me like this…”

I came in my hand without warning—hot, shameful spurts while my wife begged another man to claim her womb.

He finished inside her. Deep grunts, hips locked, pumping rope after rope. She wrapped her legs around him, heels digging into his back, milking every drop. When he finally pulled out, thick white cum leaked from her swollen cunt, dripping onto the sheets. She reached down, scooped some with two fingers, brought it to her mouth, sucked them clean while looking at him with dazed, adoring eyes.

They collapsed together. Kissed lazily. She curled into his side, head on his chest. “Stay the night,” she murmured. “Ryan won’t be back till Sunday. He thinks I’m in meetings all weekend.”

He chuckled. “Good. Because I’m not done with you yet.”

I slipped out to the couch, spent the night there, hard again within minutes. Listened to them fuck twice more—once slow and sensual around 2 a.m., once rough and animal at dawn when he woke her by sliding back inside her from behind.

Saturday they barely left the room. I pretended to be at the slopes all day—sent her a few fake texts about “great powder.” She replied with heart emojis and “miss you.” Meanwhile I sat in the hotel bar, watching the security app I’d set up on our bedroom camera feed. Watched him take her against the shower glass. Watched her ride him on the balcony chaise while the sun set. Watched her on all fours, face buried in a pillow, ass high while he railed her from behind, calling her his slut, his secret, his property.

Sunday morning they fucked one last time—slow, almost tender. He came on her tits; she rubbed it in like lotion, smiling up at him. Then she showered, dressed, kissed him goodbye at the door with promises of “next conference, same time.”

When she found me in the lobby, she looked radiant. Kissed me deep—tasted faintly of him. “Conference was amazing,” she said. “Really opened some doors.”

I drove us home. She slept most of the way, hand on my thigh, content. When we got back she showered again, then climbed into our bed and pulled me close. I went down on her—still puffy, still slick with traces of him. She moaned softly, fingers in my hair, whispering “I love you” while I licked another man’s cum from my wife’s pussy.

She travels more now. Conferences every month or two. Connor’s always there. Sometimes I drive her. Sometimes I fly separately, book a room down the hall, watch from shadows or screens. Every time she comes home glowing, leaking, happy. Every time she lets me clean her up, lets me fuck her sloppy seconds, lets me taste how thoroughly she’s been taken.

I don’t fight it anymore.

I don’t want to.

I need to see her come alive like that. Need to hear her beg for someone better. Need to know I’m the one who holds the camera, opens the door, waits in the dark while she gets exactly what she craves.

And when she whispers “Thank you, baby” against my ear afterward, cum still on her breath, I believe her.

Because I’m thankful too.

For every second of it.


Confession 20

Title:   I Installed Cameras in the Guest Room—Now I Watch What Happens Every Friday Night

Name: Nathan • Age: 45 • City: Orlando • State: Florida

Her name is Jessica. Forty-two, petite but stacked—full hips, heavy breasts that still sit high, strawberry-blonde hair she keeps shoulder-length because she says it’s easier to manage when she’s “on her knees a lot.” She’s always been the sweet one: PTA mom, volunteers at the animal shelter, bakes cookies for the neighborhood block party. Everyone calls her “the nice one.” I used to be proud of that. Now it just makes the contrast hotter.

About eight months ago our refrigerator started acting up. The delivery guy—his name’s Bobby—was the one who came to install the new one. Twenty-six, black, built like a linebacker, arms thick enough to make the sleeves of his uniform strain, quiet voice with a low rumble that carried. Polite. Professional. But I caught Jessica staring when he bent to lift the old unit—her eyes tracing the way his back flexed, the way his jeans hugged his ass and thighs. She blushed when he caught her looking, stammered something about the heat, offered him water. He smiled—slow, knowing—and took it from her hand, fingers brushing hers longer than necessary.

He came back the next week to “check the water line.” I was at work. She texted me a selfie from the kitchen: her in yoga pants and a cropped tank, hair in a ponytail, caption “Bobby is here fixing things.” I stared at that photo for ten minutes in the break room, cock half-hard under the conference table.

I didn’t confront her. Instead, I ordered two tiny wireless cameras online—motion-activated, night vision, app access. Installed one in the hallway, one in the guest bedroom ceiling fan pointed at the bed. Told myself it was for security. Told myself I’d delete everything if nothing happened.

Nothing happened for three weeks. Then one Friday I “had to work late.” I left at 6 p.m., drove around the block, parked two streets over, and opened the app.

They were already in the guest room.

Jessica was on her knees in front of him. Bobby still in his uniform pants, belt undone, zipper down. His cock was out—dark, thick as my wrist, veins standing out, the head glossy and angry-looking. She held it in both hands like it was fragile, reverent, stroking slowly while she looked up at him with wide, hungry eyes. “I’ve thought about this every day since you were here last,” she whispered. “I can’t stop.”

He cupped her chin. “Then stop thinking. Start sucking.”

She did. Eagerly. Sloppily. No teasing, no games—just opened wide and took as much as she could. Gagged when he hit her throat, pulled back gasping, strings of spit connecting her lips to his shaft, then dove down again. He groaned, hand gentle in her hair at first, then firmer, guiding her deeper until her nose pressed against his pelvis. She held it there, throat working, eyes watering, until he let her up for air. She coughed, wiped her mouth, smiled like she’d won something.

I stroked myself in the car, seat reclined, phone propped on the dash, volume low so the neighbors wouldn’t hear her moans through the speaker.

He stripped her slow. Peeled the tank top off, sucked her nipples until they were dark red and swollen. Pushed her yoga pants down, found her soaked—no panties. “You planned this,” he said, sliding two thick fingers inside her. She nodded frantically. “Yes… yes… I took them off when you texted you were on the way…”

He laid her on the guest bed—our guest bed, the one my mother sleeps in when she visits—and spread her legs wide. Ate her out like a man starved. She writhed, hands in his hair, hips bucking, whispering “Bobby… oh fuck… right there… don’t stop…” When she came the first time she arched so hard her back left the mattress, a long keening sound I’d never heard from her in twenty years of marriage.

He didn’t let her recover. Flipped her onto her stomach, pulled her hips up, ass in the air. Rubbed his cock through her folds, teasing her clit with the head. “Beg,” he said simply.

“Please… fuck me… I need it… I need you inside me… please, Bobby, stretch me… make me feel full…”

He pushed in slow. Inch by inch. She gasped with every new bit of stretch. “So big… god… you’re splitting me open… yes… yes… all the way…” When he bottomed out she shuddered, pussy visibly clenching around him. He held still for a second, letting her adjust, then started thrusting—long, deep, controlled strokes that made her whole body rock forward.

I came watching her face in the camera—eyes rolling back, mouth slack, drooling onto the pillow as he picked up speed. Skin slapping skin. His grunts mixing with her whimpers. “This cunt belongs to me now,” he told her. She answered “Yes… yes it does… fuck it… own it… he doesn’t use it like you do…”

He fucked her through two more orgasms—hard, relentless—until she was a trembling, babbling mess. Then he pulled out, flipped her onto her back, straddled her chest. “Open.” She did. He stroked himself twice and came—thick, heavy ropes across her face, her tits, her open mouth. She swallowed what landed on her tongue, scooped the rest with her fingers, licked them clean while staring up at him like he was a god.

Afterward they lay there. She curled against his side, tracing patterns on his chest. “Same time next Friday?” she asked softly. He kissed her forehead. “Every Friday. And maybe Wednesdays too. You tell me when he’s gone.”

I drove home after they left—Bobby slipped out the back, she showered, changed the sheets, sprayed air freshener like nothing happened. When I walked in she kissed me hello, smelled like soap and sex. “How was work?” she asked innocently. I told her it was fine. She made dinner. We watched TV. She fell asleep with her head on my lap.

Now it’s ritual. Every Friday I “work late.” I park a few blocks away, watch the feed. Sometimes I stay in the car. Sometimes I sneak into the house, hide in the master closet with the door cracked, listen to the bed creak next door while she moans his name. Sometimes I jerk off right there, cum into a sock while he’s balls-deep in my wife.

After he leaves, she always comes to bed smelling faintly of him. She kisses me goodnight, lets me spoon her, lets my hand drift between her legs. She’s always still wet, still puffy, still leaking. I slide in—easy, sloppy, warm—and she sighs contentedly, whispers “I love you” while I fuck through another man’s cum. I never last long. She never complains. She just pats my back when I finish and rolls over.

Last week she looked straight into the hidden camera while he had her bent over the dresser. Smiled—small, secret, filthy—then mouthed “Thank you, baby” right at the lens before her eyes fluttered shut and she came again.

I don’t know if she knows I watch.

I don’t know if she knows I set it all up.

I don’t care.

Because every Friday night, while Bobby turns my sweet, perfect wife into his eager little slut, I get to witness the real her—the one who craves being taken, owned, filled. And when it’s over, she comes back to me. Lets me taste him. Lets me feel how thoroughly she’s been ruined for anyone else.

I’m not angry.

I’m not jealous.

I’m grateful.

Grateful that someone finally gives her what she needs.

Grateful that I get to watch.

Grateful that she still comes home to me afterward, dripping with proof of how alive she feels.

And I’ll keep “working late” as long as she needs me to.

Forever, if that’s what it takes.


Confession 21

Title: I Helped My Wife Prepare for Her Reunion—Now Her Old Quarterback Stays the Weekend

Name: Brian • Age: 48 • City: Nashville • State: Tennessee

Her name is Lauren. Forty-six, still has that same cheerleader smile that used to light up stadiums, blonde hair she keeps highlighted and long because “it makes me feel young,” body softened in all the right places after two kids but still tight from Pilates and the way she carries herself like she knows eyes follow her. We met in college, married right after graduation. Solid marriage. Comfortable. Predictable. The kind where you finish each other’s sentences and know exactly how the other takes their coffee. Sex had become scheduled—Saturday mornings mostly, lights off, missionary, quick and familiar. She’d sigh contentedly afterward, kiss my cheek, and we’d both fall asleep satisfied enough.

Then the reunion invite came. Twenty-five years since graduation. She laughed it off at first—“God, we’re ancient”—but I saw the spark in her eyes when she scrolled through the Facebook group. Names from the past. Photos resurfacing. Especially one: Jake Harlan. Starting quarterback senior year. The guy every girl wanted, every guy wanted to be. Tall, still built like he could throw a spiral through a tire at fifty yards, salt-and-pepper hair now, but the same cocky grin. Divorced twice, living in Atlanta, “just passing through Nashville next month for work and thought I’d swing by the reunion.”

Lauren mentioned him casually over dinner. “Remember Jake? He’s coming to the reunion. Says he wants to catch up with the old gang.” I nodded. Said it’d be fun. Inside, something twisted—jealousy, sure, but underneath it something darker, hotter. I remembered the stories from back then: how she’d dated him briefly sophomore year of high school before me, how they’d made out in his Mustang after homecoming, how she’d always blush a little when his name came up even years later.

She started “preparing.” New dress—tight, red, low-cut. New lingerie underneath because “a woman needs to feel good.” Hair appointments. Manicures. I watched her get ready that Friday night before the reunion dinner, stomach in knots, cock half-hard the whole time she zipped up the dress and asked me to clasp the necklace. She looked fucking lethal.

I didn’t go to the dinner. Told her I had a migraine. Truth was I couldn’t breathe thinking about her in that room with him. She texted me updates: laughing emojis, group photos, “everyone’s so old now lol.” Then around 11:30 p.m.: “Jake’s driving me home. Too many drinks. Don’t wait up.”

I waited up.

They pulled into the driveway in his black SUV. I watched from the upstairs window—lights off—while he walked her to the door. She laughed at something he said, touched his arm. Then she kissed him. Not a peck. Full, slow, hands on his chest, his sliding to her waist, pulling her against him like muscle memory. The porch light caught the way her body melted into his. My heart hammered so hard I thought I’d pass out. My dick was diamond-hard.

They came inside. I slipped into the guest room, door cracked, breath shallow. Heard them in the foyer—whispers, giggles, the soft thud of shoes hitting the floor. Then footsteps on the stairs. They went straight to our bedroom. Didn’t even close the door all the way.

I followed quietly. Stood in the hallway shadow, phone in hand, recording through the gap.

She was already unzipping the dress. It pooled at her feet. Black lace bra and thong—new, expensive, bought for this. Jake peeled off his shirt—still ripped, chest broad, faint scar from an old football injury she used to trace with her finger back in the day. She dropped to her knees right there on the carpet we picked out together. Undid his belt with shaking hands. Pulled him out.

Fuck. Thick. Heavy. Curved slightly upward. The kind that looks like it was made to ruin someone. She stared at it like she’d been dreaming of it for decades. “Still the biggest I’ve ever seen,” she whispered. Then she took him in her mouth—slow at first, savoring, then deeper, hungrier. Gagging softly when he hit her throat, pulling off to gasp, strings of spit hanging from her lips, then diving back down. He groaned, hand gentle in her hair at first, then firmer, fucking her face with controlled thrusts. “That’s it, baby… same eager little mouth I remember…”

I stroked myself against the doorframe, precum slicking my palm.

He pulled her up. Kissed her hard—possessive, claiming. Walked her backward to the bed. Pushed her down. Stripped the thong off. Spread her legs wide. “Look at this pretty pussy,” he murmured. “Still gets so wet for me.” He ate her out like he had all night—long, flat licks, sucking her clit, two fingers curling inside until she was bucking, moaning his name loud enough the neighbors might hear. She came fast—shaking, thighs clamping his head, crying out “Jake… oh god… Jake…”

He didn’t let her catch her breath. Flipped her onto all fours. Rubbed his cock through her soaked folds. “Tell me what you want.”

“You,” she gasped. “Inside me. All of you. Fuck me like you used to… like he never could…”

He sank in—slow, inch by inch, letting her feel every ridge. She moaned brokenly. “So thick… stretching me… yes… deeper…” When he bottomed out she shuddered, pussy visibly pulsing around him. He started thrusting—long, powerful strokes that made her whole body jolt forward. Breasts swinging. Ass rippling with each impact. She pushed back to meet him, begging “Harder… fuck me harder… own it… it’s yours…”

He obliged. Slapped her ass—sharp cracks that left red handprints. Pulled her hair. Called her his good girl, his slut, his secret. She came again—screaming into the pillow—then again when he reached under to rub her clit. I came twice in the hallway—once when she begged him to “fill me up,” once when he growled “Gonna breed this married pussy” and she answered “Yes… please… do it…”

He finished deep inside her. Hips locked, grunting, pumping rope after rope. She milked him with her walls, whimpering “Thank you… thank you…” When he pulled out, thick cum leaked from her swollen cunt, dripping down her thighs onto our sheets. She collapsed forward, ass still up, letting it drip while he stroked her back and kissed her shoulder.

They lay there catching their breath. She curled into him like she belonged there. “Stay the weekend,” she whispered. “Brian’s golfing tomorrow. He won’t mind.”

He chuckled. “He knows?”

She paused. Then softly: “He suspects. And… he likes it. I think.”

My stomach dropped. She knew. She’d known all along.

Jake stayed. All weekend. They fucked in our bed Saturday morning while I pretended to mow the lawn—slow, lazy morning sex with her riding him, tits bouncing, whispering how much she’d missed his cock. Again, in the shower after lunch—her pressed against the tiles, legs around his waist. Again, Saturday night—on the couch while I “watched TV” in the other room, door open so I could hear every moan, every slap, every “fuck yes Jake harder.”

Sunday morning they did it one last time—slow, almost tender—him on top, missionary, eye contact, kissing deep while he came inside her again. She looked toward the doorway where I stood in shadow. Smiled—small, filthy, loving—and mouthed “I love you” right at me before her eyes fluttered shut in orgasm.

Jake left after brunch. Kissed her goodbye on the porch—long, deep—then shook my hand like nothing happened. “Good seeing you, man. Take care of her.”

Lauren came back inside. Pulled me to the bedroom without a word. Pushed me onto the bed still warm from them. Straddled my face. “Clean me up, baby.” I did—greedily, tasting him, tasting her, drowning in the mix while she rode my tongue and told me every detail: how he felt stretching her, how he hit spots I never reached, how she came harder than she ever had with me. When I was done she let me fuck her—sloppy, used, full of his cum. I lasted maybe thirty seconds. She came again anyway, whispering “Thank you for letting me have him.”

Now Jake comes to town every six weeks or so. “Business.” Stays the whole weekend. I golf. Or “work.” Or sit in the guest room listening through the wall. Sometimes I watch—door cracked, phone recording. Sometimes I stay downstairs, cock aching, edging to the soundtrack of my wife getting railed by her high-school fantasy.

She always comes back to me afterward. Lets me hold her. Lets me taste the evidence. Lets me know I’m the one she married, the one she loves, the one who gives her permission to feel alive again.

And every time his SUV pulls away, she kisses me deep—still tasting faintly of him—and says the same thing:

“You’re my forever, Brian. He’s just… dessert.”

I believe her.

Because I’m the one who sets the table.

Who waits in the kitchen while she eats.

Who cleans up after.

And I’m addicted to every fucking bite.


Confession 22

Title: I Encouraged My Wife to Join the Company Softball Team—Now Her Coach Keeps Her Late While I Listen from the Parking Lot

Name: Kevin • Age: 50 • City: Chicago • State: Illinois

Her name is Megan. Forty-eight, athletic even after all these years—toned legs from running, strong arms from years of lifting our kids when they were little, auburn hair she pulls into a messy bun under her cap, freckles across her nose that darken in the summer sun. We’ve been married twenty-four years. High-school sweethearts. The kind of couple people point to and say “goals.” Sex was passionate once, then steady, then… sporadic. She’d initiate sometimes, but it felt like obligation on both sides. I told myself it was life—jobs, mortgage, aging. Normal.

Last spring she mentioned the company had a co-ed softball team. “It’d be fun,” she said. “Get some exercise, blow off steam.” I encouraged it. Bought her a new glove, cleats, even showed up to the first game to cheer. That’s when I met Coach Ramirez—late thirties, former minor-league player, broad shoulders, dark eyes, the kind of quiet confidence that makes people listen when he speaks. He called her “Megs” from day one, like they’d known each other forever. She laughed every time he said it. I noticed how she lingered near him during warm-ups, how she’d adjust her stance when he stepped behind her to “correct her swing,” his hands on her hips for just a second longer than necessary.

Games were Friday nights. Practices Tuesdays and Thursdays. She started coming home later. Sweaty, flushed, smiling wider than usual. “Coach is really pushing us this season,” she’d say. “Extra drills.” I believed her. Mostly.

One Tuesday I “forgot” something at the office and drove by the field around 9:30 p.m.—well after official practice ended. The parking lot was empty except for her SUV and his black pickup. The field lights were off, but the dugout light was on, faint glow spilling onto the grass. I parked across the street, engine off, windows cracked. Heart pounding like I was the one about to get caught.

I heard them before I saw them.

Low voices. Her laugh—throaty, unguarded. Then a soft gasp. I got out quietly, walked to the chain-link fence near the backstop, crouched in the shadows. From there I could see into the dugout: bench along the wall, equipment bags piled in the corner.

Megan was sitting on the bench, legs spread, cleats still on. Ramirez stood between her thighs, jersey half-unbuttoned, cap backward. She had his belt undone, jeans pushed down just enough. His cock was out—thick, heavy, dark against her pale hands as she stroked him slowly, reverently. “I’ve wanted this since the first practice,” she whispered. “Every time you touched my hips… god, I got so wet.”

He cupped her face. “Then take what you’ve been wanting, baby.”

She leaned forward and took him in her mouth. No hesitation. Deep, wet, eager. Head bobbing, cheeks hollowing, one hand cupping his balls while the other stroked what she couldn’t fit. He groaned low, hand in her ponytail, guiding her—slow at first, then deeper, fucking her throat until she gagged, pulled off coughing, spit dripping down her chin onto her team jersey. She looked up at him with glassy eyes, smiled, then dove back down like she couldn’t get enough.

I leaned against the fence, cock straining in my jeans, hand pressed hard against it for pressure. Didn’t dare unzip yet—too risky out in the open.

He pulled her up. Kissed her hard—messy, claiming. Spun her around, bent her over the bench. Yanked her softball pants and underwear down to her knees in one motion. She braced her hands on the wood, ass presented, breathing fast. He rubbed the head of his cock through her folds—I could see how soaked she was, glistening even in the dim light. “You’re dripping for me,” he murmured. “This pussy’s been starving.”

“Starving,” she echoed, voice shaking. “Please… fuck me, Coach. I need it.”

He pushed in slow. One long, deliberate thrust. She moaned—loud, broken, head dropping forward. “Fuck… so big… stretching me… yes… all the way…” He held still when he bottomed out, letting her adjust, then started moving—deep, powerful strokes that rocked her whole body forward. Her tits bounced under her jersey. She pushed back to meet him, whispering “Harder… use me… own this married cunt…”

He gave it to her. Slapped her ass—sharp, echoing cracks. Pulled her ponytail so her back arched. Reached around to rub her clit. She came fast—shaking, crying out his name, thighs trembling. He didn’t stop. Kept pounding through it, grunting “That’s it… come on my cock… show me how bad you need this…” She came again—louder, almost sobbing—then begged “Inside… please… fill me up… I want to feel you all night…”

He buried himself deep and came with a low growl, hips jerking, pumping into her. She whimpered with every pulse, clenching around him like she was trying to keep it all. When he finally pulled out, thick cum leaked from her swollen pussy, dripping down her thighs onto the dugout floor. She stayed bent over, panting, ass in the air, letting it run while he stroked her back and kissed her shoulder. “Good girl,” he said softly. “My best player.”

They cleaned up quick—wiped with spare towels, fixed clothes, shared one more deep kiss. She adjusted her cap, smiled at him like she’d just won the championship. He walked her to her car, kissed her once more through the open window, then got in his truck and left.

I waited until both taillights disappeared, then drove home shaking.

She got back thirty minutes later. Shower running when I walked in. I sat on the couch pretending to watch TV. She came out in a robe, hair wet, skin flushed. Kissed my cheek. “Practice ran long. Coach had us doing conditioning.” I nodded. Said “Sounds intense.” She sat next to me, thigh against mine, still warm from the field. I could smell him on her—faint sweat, sex, satisfaction.

That night she let me fuck her. Slid into her easy—still puffy, still slick with his cum. She sighed contentedly, wrapped her legs around me, whispered “I love you” while I thrust through the mess he left. I came fast, groaning into her neck. She patted my back like always.

Now “extra practice” is Tuesday, Thursday, sometimes Sunday afternoons when there’s no game. I don’t go to the field anymore. Too obvious. Instead I park a block away, windows down, phone on speaker connected to the Bluetooth earbud she “accidentally” leaves in the car. She leaves it on the dash during practice. I hear everything: the smack of balls on bats, teammates leaving, then just them. The zipper. The wet sounds of her mouth. Her moans when he bends her over the bench, the bleachers, once even against the backstop fence where I could almost see the outline of them if I strained.

She comes home glowing. Lets me kiss her—still tasting faintly of him. Lets me go down on her while she tells me every detail in a soft, breathy voice: how thick he is, how deep he goes, how many times she came, how full she feels when he unloads inside her. Then she rides me—slow, sloppy seconds—while I stare up at her and feel the ghost of him still stretching her walls.

Last week she looked down at me mid-thrust and whispered, “You like knowing he owns this pussy during the week, don’t you?” I came instantly—hard, shaking—groaning “Yes” into her hip.

She smiled. Kissed me deep. “Good boy.”

Season ends in a month. Then tryouts for next year. She’s already talking about “off-season training.” I told her I’d help her practice at home. She laughed. Said “Coach will handle most of it.”

I believe her.

Because every time she leaves for the field, cleats clicking, ponytail swinging, I know she’s going to get exactly what she needs. And every time she comes home leaking, satisfied, still wearing his scent, she gives me exactly what I need: the humiliating, intoxicating proof that I’m the one she comes back to.

The one who waits.

The one who listens.

The one who cleans up.

And I wouldn’t change a single inning.


Confession 23

Title: My Wife’s Running Partner Stayed for “Stretching”—Now I Watch Every Evening from the Porch

Name: Daniel • Age: 47 • City: Boulder • State: Colorado

Her name is Rebecca. Forty-four, runner’s body—long legs, tight core, small but firm breasts that still sit high when she’s in sports bras, dark hair she ties back in a high ponytail that swings like a metronome when she moves. We’ve been married twenty-two years. The early days were wild—quickies in the car after dates, weekend getaways where we barely left the hotel room, her riding me in the hotel shower with the water scalding our backs. Then kids, careers, the slow creep of routine. Sex became predictable: lights low, missionary mostly, her orgasms soft and quiet like polite applause, mine over too fast because I was always trying to finish before she lost interest. We loved each other deeply, still do, but the spark had dimmed to embers you have to blow on for ten minutes just to see a glow.

She started running again last summer, said it was to “get back in shape” after the menopause weight that crept on despite everything. Found a local trail group through the Strava app. One guy stood out in her stories almost immediately: Caleb. Thirty-two, ex-college track athlete who still looks like he could qualify for Boston tomorrow. Six-two, lean and wiry, sun-bleached brown hair that curls at the nape when it’s sweaty, perpetual five-o’clock shadow, always in those split running shorts that ride high on the thigh and leave the outline of everything visible when he’s stretching. Rebecca mentioned him casually at first—“Caleb paced me on the uphill today, kept yelling ‘strong finish!’ like a coach”—then more often, more specifically. “He’s really good at form checks,” she’d say over dinner. “Showed me this hip flexor stretch that opens everything up.” I’d nod, smile, feel the first small prick of unease in my chest but tell myself it was nothing.

The first time he came home with her was a humid Tuesday evening in late August. They’d done a longer loop up Flagstaff Mountain—eight miles with elevation—and she complained her IT band was screaming. Caleb offered to help “stretch her out properly” at our place since it was only five minutes away and he had his foam roller in the car. I was on the back deck firing up the grill when they walked up the driveway together, both flushed and glistening, laughing about how she’d almost beaten him on the final sprint. Rebecca’s black sports bra was soaked dark across her chest, nipples hard and visible through the thin fabric in the cooling air. Caleb carried her water bottle in one hand like it belonged to him.

They went straight to the living-room rug without asking. I stayed outside at first, flipping burgers, pretending I wasn’t listening through the open sliding door. I heard her say, “Right there—deeper pressure, yeah,” and his low, calm voice: “Breathe into it, Bec. Let your body release.” I edged to the doorway, staying in shadow. She was on her back, one long leg hooked over his shoulder while he knelt between her thighs, hands pressing firmly into her hamstring, leaning his full weight forward so his hips hovered inches above hers. Her eyes were closed, mouth parted, small sounds escaping every time he rocked the stretch deeper. His shorts had ridden up; I could see the thick ridge of him outlined against the fabric. I watched maybe forty seconds before stepping back to the grill, heart slamming, dick half-hard for reasons I didn’t want to examine.

He stayed for dinner. Burgers, corn, cold IPAs. Easy conversation about trail conditions, upcoming races, the new singletrack they were planning to try. Rebecca’s bare foot brushed mine under the table—normal affection—but her eyes kept drifting to him, lingering on his forearms, the way his T-shirt clung to his shoulders. The kids are both away at college now, so no interruptions. He left around 9:30 with a casual “See you Thursday for hills?” She walked him to the door, hugged him goodbye—longer than necessary—then came back to me on the couch smelling faintly of his sweat mixed with hers.

It became routine faster than I expected. Three, four evenings a week they’d run together—sometimes with the group, more often just the two of them lately. He’d come back with her for “stretching.” Always the living room, always the thick yoga mat she bought specifically for it. I started sitting on the front porch around 7:30 with a beer, phone in hand pretending to scroll emails or read the news. Our porch faces the side yard but has a perfect sightline through the big picture window into the living room if the blinds are tilted half-open (they almost always are—Rebecca says she likes the golden-hour light filtering in).

The sessions started innocent enough—deep lunges, pigeon pose, assisted hamstring pulls—but over weeks they changed. Hands lingered longer. Clothes came off piece by piece “because it’s too hot.” One evening in October, from the porch, I watched him peel her sports bra off slowly while she was in downward dog, her small breasts hanging free, nipples already hard. He cupped them from behind, thumbs circling, and she arched back into him with a sigh I could hear through the cracked window. “That’s it,” he murmured. “Open up for me.” His shorts tented obviously now—no hiding the thick length pressing against her ass.

By November, the “stretching” was full sex, and they didn’t bother closing the blinds anymore. They knew I was out there. Or she did, at least.

Last Tuesday they came back after dark, both in shorts and tanks, skin shiny with sweat. She dropped to her knees on the mat first, tugged his shorts down. His cock sprang out—heavy, veined, easily 8 inches and thick enough that her fingers didn’t meet around it. She looked up at him, then toward the window (right at me, though the porch light was off), and took him in her mouth slow, lips stretching wide. He groaned, hand in her ponytail, guiding her deeper until she gagged softly. She pulled off, strings of spit connecting them, and said loud enough for me to hear: “God, you’re so much thicker than him. I can feel it in my throat already.”

He lifted her like she weighed nothing, laid her on her back, peeled her shorts and thong off in one motion. Her pussy was shaved smooth, lips already swollen and glistening. He knelt between her legs, rubbed the fat head along her slit, teasing her clit until she whimpered. “Tell me what you want, Bec.” She spread wider, heels on his shoulders. “Fuck me. Stretch me like he never could. Fill me up.”

He pushed in slow—one long, steady thrust until his hips met hers. She gasped sharp, back arching, hands clawing his arms. “Oh fuck—yes, right there. Deeper.” He started thrusting—strong, controlled strokes that made her breasts bounce, her ponytail whipping. Every time he bottomed out she moaned louder than she ever did with me: “Harder—god, you’re hitting spots I didn’t know I had.” He leaned down, sucked a nipple hard, then growled against her ear: “This pussy’s mine now. Gonna breed it tonight. Gonna pump you so full you’ll feel me leaking for days.”

She wrapped her legs around him, heels digging into his ass. “Do it. Breed me. Give it to me—please.” Her voice cracked on the please. He picked up speed, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room. She came first—body shaking, thighs clamping, a low, guttural cry as she squirted a little around his cock, soaking the mat. He didn’t stop—kept pounding through it until he buried deep, groaned long and low, hips jerking as he unloaded inside her. I could see the pulse of his shaft as he came, see the overflow when he finally pulled out—thick white ropes dripping from her stretched, reddened pussy.

He stayed inside her a minute after, kissing her slow while she caught her breath. Then he pulled out, cock still semi-hard and slick. She looked toward the window again, smiled small and wicked, spread her legs wider so I could see his cum leaking out.

He dressed and left soon after. She came out to the porch naked under a robe, straddled me in the chair like before. Kissed me deep—tasted like him. “Did you see everything?” she whispered. I nodded, aching. She reached down, guided my cock inside her—still hot, slick with his cum, looser than ever. She rode me slow, telling me in detail how full he made her feel, how hard he came, how she begged for his seed. I lasted maybe thirty seconds before adding my load to his.

She didn’t come again with me. Just kissed my forehead, said “Shower time,” and went inside.

Now I wait on the porch every evening they run. Beer sweating in my hand, phone ignored. Heart in my throat. Cock straining before they even return. Watching the window for the next time he stretches her—really stretches her. Jealous as hell. Sick with it some nights. Addicted worse.

I don’t know how far it’ll go.

But the sex is showing now.

And I can’t look away.


Confession 24

Title: My Wife Sucked Her Boyfriend Off in the Passenger Seat While I Drove Us Home from Dinner

Name: Chris • Age: 43 • City: Tampa • State: Florida

We don’t do secrets. Never have.

Rebecca told me six months ago she’d started seeing someone. His name is Marcus. He’s thirty-six, works in commercial real estate, has a laugh that fills rooms and hands that make her voice catch when she describes them later. She didn’t ask permission; she just told me the truth one night while we were brushing our teeth: “I’m fucking someone else now. His name is Marcus. I like him a lot.”

I asked questions. She answered every one. No evasion, no shame. We talked for hours. Cried a little. Fucked harder than we had in years right after. Since then everything’s been open: texts she shows me, dates she tells me about ahead of time, even the occasional photo she sends me from his place. I’ve met him twice—once for drinks, once when he dropped her off after a weekend away. He shakes my hand firmly, calls me “man,” doesn’t gloat. I like that about him.

Last Saturday we all went to dinner together. Neutral ground. Steakhouse downtown. Marcus in a charcoal button-down, sleeves rolled, Rebecca in that navy dress that hugs her ass just right. I sat across from them. Watched them flirt in that easy, practiced way couples do when they’ve already fucked a dozen times. Her foot brushed my shin under the table once—reassurance. His hand rested on her thigh when the waiter wasn’t looking. I didn’t mind. My cock was half-hard the whole meal.

After dessert we decided I’d drive them both back to our place. Marcus’s car was at the office; he’d Ubered over. Rebecca slid into the passenger seat like always. Marcus took the back. I pulled onto the highway, windows cracked, radio low, some slow R&B station she likes.

About ten minutes in she turned her head toward me.

“Baby?”

“Yeah?”

“I’m going to suck Marcus off now. Okay?”

She said it the same way she’d say “I’m stopping for milk” or “Don’t forget the dry cleaning.” Calm. Factual. Ours.

I swallowed. Nodded. “Yeah. Go ahead.”

She reached back without looking, found his zipper by feel. He lifted his hips to help. The sound of metal teeth parting was louder than the music. She leaned over the center console, ass up toward me, dress riding high enough I could see the black lace thong she’d worn for him. Her head disappeared into his lap.

The first wet suck was obscene in the quiet car.

Slurpy.

Deliberate.

She didn’t tease. Just took him deep right away—lips sealed, cheeks hollowing, throat relaxing the way she’s practiced on him. Marcus groaned low, hand resting on the back of her head, not forcing, just guiding the rhythm.

I kept my eyes on the road.

Mostly.

Every few seconds I glanced over. Her ponytail swaying with each bob. His head tipped back against the seat, eyes half-closed. The wet gluck-gluck-gluck filling the cabin louder than traffic. She pulled off once to breathe—spit string connecting her lower lip to his glistening cock—then dove back down, taking him to the root until her nose pressed his pelvis. He hissed. “Fuck, Bec… just like that.”

She hummed around him. The vibration made his hips jerk.

I adjusted myself in my seat. Cock straining against my slacks. No hiding it. She knew. Reached over with her free hand, squeezed me through the fabric once—acknowledgment—then went back to work.

They’ve done this before.

Multiple times.

In our guest bathroom while I made coffee downstairs.

In the movie theater during a slow scene.

In his car in a parking garage after happy hour.

She always tells me afterward. Always in detail. Always while she’s riding me or while I’m eating her out, tasting whatever he left behind.

This time felt different because I was right there.

Driving.

Steering us home at seventy miles an hour while my wife’s head bobbed in my peripheral vision and her boyfriend’s breathing grew ragged.

Marcus warned her. “Close, baby.”

She didn’t pull off.

Just sped up.

Deeper.

Messier.

One hand stroking the base she couldn’t fit, the other braced on his thigh.

He came with a long, guttural groan—hips lifting off the seat, hand tightening in her hair. She swallowed every pulse—throat working visibly—then stayed down until he stopped twitching. When she finally lifted her head, lips swollen, chin shiny, she turned to me with that same calm voice.

“Swallowed it all. No mess.”

Then she licked her lips, leaned over, and kissed me at a red light.

Deep.

Salty.

Tasting of him.

Marcus chuckled from the back. “She’s good, man.”

I nodded. Voice rough. “I know.”

We drove the rest of the way in comfortable quiet.

Her hand on my thigh the whole time.

His breathing slowly returning to normal behind us.

When we pulled into the garage she looked at both of us.

“Bedroom?”

Marcus grinned. “Lead the way.”

I killed the engine.

Followed them inside.

No secrets.

No shame.

Just us—exactly how we like it.


Confession 25

Title: My Wife Fucked Her Ex in the Hotel Bathroom While I Waited at the Bar Downstairs

Name: Paul • Age: 41 • City: Las Vegas • State: Nevada

We were in Vegas for our tenth anniversary. Ten years, two kids (both with grandparents for the weekend), and a marriage that had settled into something comfortable, predictable, occasionally boring—but never loveless. Rebecca had been texting her ex, Tyler, for weeks leading up to the trip. She never hid it. Showed me every message on her phone while we lay in bed: nostalgic throwbacks to college parties, flirty “remember when” stories, then the escalation—“Wish we could grab a drink while you’re here,” “Miss that mouth,” “Still think about how you used to make me lose my mind.” She’d read them aloud in a low, teasing voice, her hand already between my legs, stroking me slow while she scrolled.

“He’s in town the same weekend,” she said one night while we packed. “Says he wants to buy us drinks. Catch up.” I already knew what “catch up” meant. Months earlier, during one of those late-night talks that start innocent and end with her riding me, she’d confessed she still thought about him sometimes. How he used to make her come so hard she’d see stars—shaking, squirting once or twice, legs locked around him like she’d never let go. How he was the last person besides me who’d ever been inside her raw—no condom, no pulling out, just filling her until it leaked down her thighs for hours. She described it clinically at first, then filthy: “He’d talk me through it, tell me to take every drop, that my pussy was made for him.” I didn’t freak out. I asked questions. She answered honestly. We fucked while she described it—her on top, grinding slow circles, eyes locked on mine, whispering details until I came harder than I had in years, spilling inside her while she smiled like she’d won something.

So when she said she wanted to see him, I said yes. No hesitation. Part fear, part curiosity, mostly this dark, throbbing need to see how far it would go.

We met him at the casino bar Friday night—Bellagio, crowded but not chaotic. Tyler looked exactly like the photos she’d shown me: six-three, broad shoulders, tattoos creeping out from the sleeves of his black button-down, easy smirk that made waitresses linger when they brought drinks. He hugged her first—long, tight, hands low on her back, fingers brushing the top of her ass through the thin black dress she’d worn “for fun.” Then he shook my hand—firm, no bullshit, eyes steady. “Good to finally meet you, man.” Bought the first round. We talked football (he’s a Steelers fan, I’m Cowboys—easy ribbing), work (he’s in sales, travels a lot), Vegas stories (he’d lost three grand at craps the night before but won it back on blackjack). Normal. Civil. Almost friendly.

After the second drink Rebecca excused herself to the restroom. Tyler watched her walk away—short black dress riding up her thighs with every step, heels clicking on the marble—then looked at me across the high-top. “She told you everything?” he asked quietly, no smirk now. “Yeah.” He nodded once, slow. “She still talks about you like you’re the center of her world. Just so you know.” I believed him. The way she looked at me when she came back from work trips, the way she curled into me at night—it was real. This was something else.

Five minutes later my phone buzzed. Her text: Come to the hallway by the service elevators. Quick. I told Tyler I’d be right back. He smiled like he already knew exactly where I was going.

I found her leaning against the wall near the dimly lit service corridor—dress already hiked to her hips, one leg bent, foot braced on the baseboard, black thong pulled to the side. Tyler was already there, pants unzipped, cock hard and thick in his fist—darker than mine, veined, the head shiny with pre-cum. She looked at me the second I turned the corner.

“Watch,” she said simply. No explanation. No apology. Just that calm, quiet command she uses when she knows I’m already gone for her.

I stepped closer—close enough to smell her perfume mixed with the sharp, musky scent of her arousal. She dropped to her knees on the thin hotel carpet without hesitation. Took him in her mouth slow at first—lips stretching wide around the girth, tongue flat along the underside. Deep. Wet. Familiar. Tyler groaned low, hand cupping the back of her head, hips rocking gently to meet her rhythm. She looked up at him first—eyes soft, adoring, like she was coming home—then turned her gaze to me. Held it while she sucked him. Spit running down her chin. Throat working visibly every time she took him to the root. No rush. Just deliberate, filthy worship.

I leaned against the opposite wall. Arms crossed to keep my hands from shaking. Cock aching, leaking behind my zipper. Didn’t touch myself. Just watched.

She pulled off once, gasping, lips shiny and swollen. “He tastes the same, baby,” she said, voice hoarse. “Still so fucking good.” Then she went back down. Faster this time. Hand twisting at the base, slick with spit. Other hand reaching back to hike her dress higher so I could see her ass, the thong pulled aside, pussy visibly wet—lips puffy, clit swollen, a thin string of wetness already dripping down her inner thigh.

Tyler’s breathing changed—short, sharp. “Gonna come, Bec.” She didn’t pull away. Took him deeper. Hollowed her cheeks. He groaned long and low, hips jerking once, twice—spilling down her throat in thick pulses. She swallowed every drop, stayed there until he softened, then licked him clean—slow, thorough circles around the head, under the ridge—before tucking him back in and zipping him up like it was the most natural thing in the world.

She stood. Wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Walked straight to me on unsteady legs. Kissed me—deep, salty, tasting overwhelmingly of him. Her tongue pushed into my mouth, sharing the aftertaste. “Ready to go back to the bar?” she asked against my lips, voice soft, almost sweet.

I nodded. Voice wrecked. “Yeah.”

We returned together. Tyler was still at the table, sipping his drink like nothing had happened. Rebecca slid into the booth beside me, thigh pressed to mine under the table. Ordered another round. Her hand found my cock through my pants—squeezed once, slow. “You’re so hard,” she whispered in my ear. “Good boy.”

Later that night, back in our room, she rode me reverse cowgirl so I could watch her ass bounce while she told me every detail again—how thick he felt sliding over her tongue, how he pulsed and throbbed when he came, how she almost came just from the taste and the memory. She described the way his cum felt going down her throat, warm and heavy, how she’d wanted to keep sucking until he was hard again. I lasted maybe a minute—spilled inside her while she kept grinding, chasing her own orgasm. She came right after, clenching hard around me, whispering “Thank you for letting me have him” into the dark.

We still don’t hide anything.

Never will.

And every time she sees Tyler now—once every few months when he’s in town—she makes sure I’m either there watching, or I get the full, unfiltered replay afterward. No games. No drama.

Just us.

And sometimes him.

Exactly how we both want it.


Confession 26

Title: The Biker Who Fixed Her Car on the Highway – Then Fixed What Was Missing at Home

Name: Ryan • Age: 42 • City: Phoenix • State: Arizona

It started with a flat on I-10 last July. Lauren was driving back from her sister’s in Tucson—alone, kids at summer camp, me stuck late at the office again. She called frantic: “Both spares are flat now, it’s 110 degrees, Triple-A says two hours.” I told her lock the doors, keep the AC on, I’d try to leave early.

Five minutes later she texted: “Some guy on a motorcycle just pulled over. He’s changing it. Seems nice. Has tools in his saddlebags.”

His name was Marco. Late thirties, ex-Marine, rides a black Harley Softail. Leather vest over a faded gray T-shirt, forearms sleeved in ink, calm voice that cut through her panic like a knife through butter. He had everything—jack, torque wrench, portable compressor, even spare valve stems. Had the tire swapped in twenty minutes flat. Refused cash, just asked for a bottle of water from her cooler. They talked while he worked—road trips she’d always wanted to take, how Phoenix heat kills batteries, how he’d once ridden from San Diego to Sturgis in three days straight. She laughed more in those twenty minutes than I’d heard in months.

When he finished he handed her his card—simple black, white text: “Marco – Mobile Diesel & Auto. Anytime.” She texted me a photo of him wiping sweat off his forehead with the back of his hand, easy half-smile. “Saved my ass today. Sweet guy.”

They started texting. At first just practical: “Thanks again for the tire.” “No problem, drive safe.” Then memes about bad drivers, then questions: “Ever ridden a Harley?” “You should try it sometime—best therapy there is.” She showed me every thread—nothing crossed lines at first. But I noticed how her face lit up when his name popped up on her phone. How she’d reread old messages smiling to herself in the kitchen. How she started mentioning him casually: “Marco says the alternator on my car is on borrowed time.”

Three weeks later the check-engine light came on again. She called him instead of AAA. He met her at a gas station off the 101 after work. Popped the hood, diagnosed a failing alternator in ten minutes. Drove her to the parts store in his truck (she sent me a selfie from the passenger seat: wind in her hair, laughing, caption “He’s fixing it again ”), then back to install it in the parking lot under floodlights. Took two hours. She bought him tacos from a truck nearby. They sat on his tailgate eating, talking until the lot emptied out.

She came home flushed, smelling faintly of motor oil, leather, and his cologne. That night she rode me harder than usual—eyes closed, whispering “Marco’s hands are so strong… he lifted that alternator one-handed like it was nothing…” I came fast, humiliated and harder than I’d been in years. She noticed. Smiled slow. “You like hearing that, don’t you?”

I admitted it—voice shaking. She kissed me deep. “Good. Because I like telling you.”

Friendship turned physical over the next month. Slow burn. Texts got dirtier: “Thinking about your hands on my hips when you showed me how to torque that bolt.” He’d reply: “Thinking about those hips on my bike seat, wind in your hair.”

One Saturday she “went for a ride” with him—first time on the Harley. Came home windblown, thighs red from gripping the tank, eyes bright and glassy.

“Pulled over at that lookout above the valley,” she said, straddling me on the couch, dress still bunched around her hips.

“He kissed me first—slow, like he’d been waiting months for it. I kissed him back, harder. Couldn’t help it.

Then I just… went down on him right there. Dropped to my knees in the dirt beside the bike, engine still hot, ticking behind me.

Cars kept rushing past on the highway below, headlights flashing over us every few seconds. I kept thinking someone might see—but that just made it hotter.

“He tasted salty… a little musky—like sweat, leather… just him. I took him deep, didn’t hold back. Swallowed when he came… didn’t even think about it in the moment.

It’s hard to explain,” she said, hesitating a little. “He has this… smell. Not bad, not good either—just… kind of warm, a little leathery… almost funky, I guess. I don’t know.”

It just… tasted like him, you know? Not perfect—just real.

I swear—I almost lost it myself. The whole thing felt so wrong, but at the same time… I didn’t want it to stop.”

She gave a small, wicked smile after that—like she knew exactly what it was doing to me—and I felt it hit instantly.

I fucked her sloppy seconds that night—still tasting him on her tongue when she kissed me. She came hard whispering his name once by accident—then laughed softly, kissed my forehead. “Sorry, baby. He’s just… different.”

Now Marco comes over every couple week. “To check the car.” Sometimes it’s actually maintenance—oil change, brake pads. Most times they disappear to the garage. Door half-open. I watch from the hallway or kitchen window: her bent over the workbench, sundress hiked to her waist, panties around one ankle; him behind her, slow deep thrusts that make her moan louder than she ever does for me. She comes hard—shaking, whispering “Marco… deeper… fuck, you’re so thick…” He always finishes inside her—raw, no pulling out, pumping thick ropes while she clenches and milks him, begging “Fill me… all of it…”

When he leaves (quick fist bump to me at the door, “Thanks for the garage space, man”), she finds me. Spreads on the kitchen table or our bed, legs wide, his cum still leaking slow and thick down her thigh. “Clean me, baby. Taste what a real man leaves behind.” I do—salty, warm, viscous—tongue tracing every fold while she strokes my hair and recounts every detail in a soft, wrecked voice: how his cock felt stretching her open without any wait, how long he lasted (forty minutes once, three rounds), how many times she came before he filled her, how full and heavy she felt walking back inside with him dripping out of her.

One afternoon in October, things escalated. I was in the hallway when they went into the garage. Through the cracked door I saw her already bent over the workbench, dress flipped up, ass high. Marco dropped to his knees behind her first—not for her pussy, but for her ass. He spread her cheeks wide with both hands, groaned low like he’d been waiting for this. He has this thing of addressing my wife by our family name, whenever he is horny.

“Fuck, Mrs. Dawson… this big round ass has been driving me crazy since day one,” he said, voice thick. “So soft, so thick… perfect for grabbing, perfect for spreading. Look at it jiggle when I smack it.” He gave one sharp slap—her cheek rippled, she gasped. Then he buried his face between them. Tongue flat, long slow licks up her crack, circling her hole, pushing inside. She moaned deep, pushed back against his mouth.

“God… yes… eat my ass, Marco… nobody’s ever done it like that…” He kept going—sucking, tonguing deep, one hand reaching around to rub her clit while the other kneaded her cheek. “This ass was made to be worshipped… gonna stretch it soon, fill it up… you want that, don’t you? Want me to own every hole?” She whimpered “Yes… please… I’ve been thinking about it…” He ate her until she came shaking—ass clenching around his tongue, thighs trembling, a low, broken cry echoing off the concrete.

A few weeks later she took it further. One morning she showed me a small black butt plug she’d ordered online—smooth silicone, flared base, about an inch and a half wide at the thickest point. “I’m wearing this for him,” she said quietly, cheeks pink. “Been putting it in every day while you’re at work. Starting small, working up. I want him to take my ass… properly.” She wore it for four days straight—under her leggings during errands, under her sundress at home, even slept with it once. She’d text me updates: “It’s in right now… feels so full… thinking about him stretching me wider.” I’d come home and find her bent over the couch, plug visible, ass slightly gaped when she pulled it out to show me. “Getting ready for him,” she’d whisper, then make me lick around it, taste how her body was opening up for another man.

The day it happened was a Saturday—kids at friends’ houses. Marco came over “to look at the lawnmower.” They went straight to the garage. I followed quietly, door cracked. She was already on all fours on the rubber mat, dress off, naked except for the plug still in. Marco knelt behind her, pulled it out slow—her hole stayed open a moment, pink and slick.

“Fuck… look at that,” he murmured. “You trained this ass for me, didn’t you?” She nodded, voice shaky. “Yes… wanted to be ready… take me there.” He lubed himself (he’d brought a bottle), rubbed the thick head against her hole, pushed in slow—inch by inch. She gasped sharp, knuckles white on the mat. “Oh god… it’s so big… slow… fuck, you’re stretching me…” He went gentle at first—short strokes, letting her adjust—then deeper, fuller.

“This fat ass feels so good… gripping me like it doesn’t want to let go… gonna fill it up, Mrs. Dawson… make it mine.” She moaned louder than ever—raw, desperate—pushing back. “Yes… own it… fuck my ass… come inside me…” He built speed, hips slapping her cheeks, one hand reaching around to rub her clit. She came hard—body shaking, ass clenching around him, a high cry that bounced off the walls. He followed right after—groaned deep, buried to the hilt, pumped thick ropes into her ass. When he pulled out slowly, cum leaked from her stretched hole—white and thick, dripping down her crack onto the mat.

He left soon after—quick nod to me in the hallway, “She’s something else, man.”

Lauren stayed on the mat, ass up, still gaping slightly, his cum trickling out. She looked back at me. “Come here, husband. Clean me up… taste what he did to my ass.”

I knelt behind her. Licked her clean—salty, musky, warm—tongue tracing around her stretched hole, dipping inside where he’d been. She sighed, pushed back gently. “He fucked my ass so good… felt so full… came just from him being inside there… you like tasting that?” I did. I fucked her after—sliding into her pussy first, then, when she whispered “try my ass now… it’s still open for you,” I pushed in slow—loose, slick with his cum. Lasted barely thirty seconds. She held me while I came, kissed my forehead gently.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “For letting him have all of me. For being here after.”

Marco still shoots hoops in our driveway a few times a week. When the kids aren’t home and his mom’s out, Lauren sometimes calls him in for “water” or “to check something in the garage.” I watch from the kitchen window—see the door close, hear the muffled sounds. Wait until he leaves. Then I go out there.

The neighbors wave and smile like nothing’s different.

Lauren still makes PTA casseroles and folds laundry.

But every few weeks, when Marco knocks, she glows in a way she hasn’t in years.

And I get to taste the proof afterward—salty, warm, fresh from him—every hole he’s claimed.

Suburban life looks perfect from the street.

Inside our garage?

It’s never been more alive.

The jealousy still burns cold some nights—like heat lightning in the desert. Every time his Harley rumbles up the driveway my stomach twists. Every time she moans his name louder than mine, it stabs deep. But the heat underneath—the dark, pulsing thrill of knowing she’s desired like that, claimed like that, satisfied in ways I’ll never match—that heat keeps me hard for hours, keeps me waiting in the shadows, keeps me on my knees tasting the proof that she’s finally alive again.

She’s still my wife.

Still packs lunches for the kids, still kisses me goodnight with the same soft lips.

Still wears the thin gold band I put on her finger nineteen years ago.

But when Marco rides in, the garage door closes behind them.

And I stay outside—listening to the workbench creak, watching through the crack, grateful for every drop she brings back to me.

Because some nights, gratitude tastes better than anything else.


Confession 27

Title : My Wife Let Her Gym Buddy Use Our Shower—Then I Listened from the Hallway

Name: Matt • Age: 39 • City: Miami • State: Florida

We keep it simple between us.

No coded language. No pretending. Just straight talk.

Three months ago Lisa came home from the gym and said, flat-out: “There’s this guy, Diego. We’ve been flirting hard during lifts. I want to fuck him. You cool?”

I asked the basics: Is he clean? Does he respect boundaries? Will he keep it discreet? She answered yes to all three, showed me his Instagram (shirtless gym selfies, nothing crazy), and we agreed on rules: she tells me before and after, no overnight stays, and if I ever want to stop, one word ends it.

That was it.

Last Thursday she texted me at work:

Diego’s coming over after our session. Showering here. Might get messy. You home by 7?

I replied: Yeah. I’ll be in the office. Door open. Do whatever.

I got home at 6:45. Heard the garage door, then voices—hers laughing, his low and easy. They came inside, gym bags thumping, water bottles clinking.

“Matt’s home,” she called out casually. “He’s cool if we use the shower.”

Diego appeared in the hallway—sweaty tank top clinging to his chest, shorts low, towel over his shoulder. He gave me a quick nod. “Hey man. Thanks for the hospitality.”

“No problem,” I said. Voice steady. Cock already twitching.

They disappeared into the master bath. Door left halfway open—her choice, always her choice. I stayed in the office across the hall, chair angled so I could see the sliver of light, hear every sound.

Shower started. Water hissing.

First it was just normal—her voice teasing, “You stink, get in here.” His laugh. Soap bottles opening. Then silence for a minute.

Then the shift.

A soft gasp—hers.

A low “Fuck…”—his.

I leaned forward.

Through the gap I could see the steam rolling out, the frosted glass of the shower door fogged but not enough to hide shapes. Her back pressed to the tile, arms up, wrists caught in one of his big hands above her head. His other hand between her legs, moving slow, deliberate. She was up on her toes, head tipped back, mouth open.

“You’ve been teasing me with this pussy for weeks,” he said, voice rough through the water.

“Been waiting for you to take it,” she answered. Breathless. Honest.

He turned her around—face to the wall, ass out. She braced her palms on the tile. He dropped to his knees behind her, spread her cheeks, buried his face. The wet sounds were unmistakable—tongue lapping, sucking, her moans bouncing off the walls. “Diego… right there… don’t stop…”

She came fast. Loud. Knees buckling. He held her up by the hips, kept eating until she was shaking.

Then he stood.

I heard the wet slap of his cock against her ass—thick, heavy. She reached back, guided him. “Slow at first,” she whispered. “Let me feel it.”

He pushed in. Inch by inch. She hissed through her teeth. “Fuck… you’re thick…”

He bottomed out. Held still. Let her adjust. Then started moving—long, deep strokes that made her whole body jolt forward each time. Water cascading over them. Skin slapping skin. Her moans turning into sharp cries. “Harder… yes… fuck me like that…”

He gave it to her. Hand around her throat—not choking, just holding. Other hand on her hip, pulling her back onto every thrust. “This what you needed after leg day? A real stretch?”

“Yes… god yes… don’t stop… fill me up…”

I sat there gripping the armrests. Didn’t touch myself yet. Just absorbed it—the sounds, the rhythm, the way her voice cracked when she came again, clenching around him so hard he groaned like it hurt.

He didn’t pull out.

Buried deep.

Came inside her with a long, guttural sound. Hips jerking. Pumping. She milked him, whispering “All of it… give me all of it…”

When he finally slipped free, I heard the wet drip—his cum hitting the shower floor mixed with the water. She stayed pressed to the wall a second, catching her breath, then turned and kissed him slow under the spray.

They showered for real after that. Soaped each other. Laughed. Normal again.

Ten minutes later she walked into the office in a towel, hair dripping. Diego behind her in gym shorts, towel around his neck.

She leaned down, kissed me soft. Tasted like mint body wash and faintly like him. “You good?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Heard everything.”

Diego gave a small grin. “She’s loud.”

“She is,” I agreed.

He left soon after—quick fist bump to me, kiss on her cheek.

Lisa dropped the towel. Climbed onto my lap in the office chair. Still warm from the shower. Still slick between her legs. “Your turn to feel what he left,” she said.

I slid in easy—hot, messy, full of him. She rode me slow while I gripped her hips and asked for every detail again. She gave it. Every thrust. Every word. Every pulse when he came.

We finished together—her grinding down hard, me spilling into the mess he’d already made.

Afterward she curled against my chest.

“Love you,” she said.

“Love you too.”

No drama.

No hiding.

Just us.

And sometimes Diego.

The way it works for us.


Confession 28

Title: I Gave Up Our Bed for Her College Fling—All Weekend Long

Name: Jared • Age: 44 • City: Asheville • State: North Carolina

We’ve always been brutally honest with each other.

No filters. No “what ifs.” Just the truth, even when it stings.

Last winter Emily told me over breakfast—casual, like she was commenting on the weather—“I’ve been talking to Nate again. The guy from my sophomore year. He’s single now. Wants to meet up when he’s in the area next month.”

I knew Nate. She’d mentioned him exactly twice in twenty years of marriage: once when we were drunk and swapping old stories, and once when she admitted he was the only other person who ever made her come from penetration alone. She didn’t romanticize it. Just stated facts.

I asked if she wanted to see him.

She said yes.

I asked if she wanted to fuck him again.

She looked me dead in the eye and said, “Probably. If the chemistry’s still there.”

We talked it through for days. Boundaries. Safe words. What I needed to hear afterward. What she needed from me during. We agreed: full transparency, no sneaking, and if either of us felt off, it stopped—no questions.

We have a cabin in the mountains. Secluded. No neighbors. Perfect spot for a “weekend getaway.” We invited him up for Friday through Sunday. I drove us there Thursday night. Nate arrived Friday afternoon in his Jeep, same easy grin she remembered from college photos.

Friday night we grilled steaks, drank bourbon, talked old times. Laughed. It felt… normal. Almost friendly. Around midnight Emily stood, stretched, looked between us.

“I’m going to bed,” she said. Then to Nate: “You coming?”

To me: “You okay on the couch?”

I nodded. “I’m good. Have fun.”

She kissed me—soft, quick, reassuring—then took his hand and walked down the hall.

The master bedroom door didn’t close all the way. Her choice.

I sat on the couch with the fire dying low, listening.

First it was quiet—murmurs, laughter, the rustle of clothes. Then kissing. Wet, unhurried. Her soft “mmh” when he found her neck. His low “still so fucking responsive.”

Bed creaked.

Sheets shifted.

Then the sounds changed.

Her breath catching.

A slow, deliberate moan when he went down on her.

“God… Nate… your tongue…”

I could picture it: her legs over his shoulders, fingers in his hair, hips lifting off the mattress. She came once like that—sharp, surprised gasp, thighs trembling.

Then more rustling.

The unmistakable wet slide of him entering her.

Her long exhale: “Fuck… you feel even bigger than I remember…”

He started slow. Deep rolls of his hips. She matched him—quiet at first, then louder. “Yes… just like that… deeper…”

The headboard tapped the wall in rhythm.

Skin on skin.

Her voice climbing: “Harder… please… fuck me harder…”

He did.

Bed slamming now.

She came again—loud, broken, calling his name like it was the only word she knew.

He didn’t stop.

Flipped her.

Took her from behind.

Slapped her ass once—sharp crack that echoed down the hall.

She laughed breathlessly: “Do it again.”

He did. Multiple times.

She begged him to come inside her.

He did—long groan, hips stuttering, filling her while she whimpered “Yes… all of it…”

Afterward, quiet.

Soft talking.

Her giggle.

His murmur.

Then silence.

I slept on the couch with a raging hard-on and a strange calm.

Saturday they barely left the bedroom except for food and coffee.

I made breakfast.

They ate in robes—her hair messy, his hand on her thigh under the table.

I pretended to read on the porch.

Heard them again around noon—quick, rough, her bent over the dresser, window open, moans carrying on the breeze.

Saturday night was slower.

Candles.

Music.

I heard her ride him—slow grinds, her whispering filthy things I’d never heard her say to me.

“Remember how you used to make me squirt? Do it again…”

He did.

She soaked the sheets.

Came so hard she cried out like it hurt.

Sunday morning they fucked one last time—lazy, spooning, his hand between her legs while he thrust slow from behind.

She looked toward the cracked door once.

Saw me standing there in the hallway.

Smiled—small, sated, loving—and kept rocking back against him until they both came quietly.

Nate left after lunch.

Hugged her long.

Shook my hand.

Said “Thanks for having me, man. You’ve got a hell of a woman.”

I agreed.

Emily and I drove home in silence for the first hour.

Then she reached over, took my hand.

“You okay?”

“Yeah. More than okay.”

“Tell me what you felt.”

I told her everything—the ache, the heat, the strange peace of hearing her come undone for someone else.

She listened.

Then told me her side: how his cock felt stretching her again after all these years, how many times she came, how safe she felt knowing I was right there.

We pulled over at a scenic overlook.

Fucked in the backseat—fast, desperate, her still swollen and slick from him.

I came inside her while she whispered “You’re the one I love. Always.”

We don’t plan to make it a regular thing.

But if Nate’s ever back in town…

we’ll probably invite him to the cabin again.

Because sometimes the truth isn’t pretty.

It’s just honest.

And for us, that’s enough.


Confession 29

Title: My Wife Made Me Hold the Phone While She Rode Her Bull on Our Bed – FaceTime On, Volume Up, No Mercy

Name: Lucas • Age: 42 • City: San Diego • State: California

We don’t whisper about it anymore. We say it out loud, in normal voices, over morning coffee or while folding laundry. Three weeks ago Brooke looked me straight in the eye across the kitchen island—still in her navy work blazer, hair in that messy bun she wears when she’s had a long day—and said it plain:

“I’ve been fucking Andre for two months now. He’s coming over tonight. I want you in the room the whole time. Holding my phone. Filming every second. And I want his wife watching too—on FaceTime. She gets off on this shit. You good?”

Andre’s wife. Vanessa. Thirty-eight. Yoga instructor with that long-limbed, flexible body she shows off in tight leggings on her Instagram stories. The one who sends Brooke private videos of herself coming hard on Andre’s cock while he’s away on “business trips”—close-ups of her fingers circling her clit, her back arching off hotel sheets, moaning his name like a prayer. Brooke shows me every single clip. We watch them together on the couch after the kids are asleep. She edges me to them—slow strokes, stopping every time I get close—whispering, “Not yet. You wait until he’s actually inside me.” I always say yes. That night he arrived at 8:17 p.m. on the dot.

Black V-neck that showed the definition in his chest, dark jeans that hugged his thighs, same calm predator walk he’s had since the first time I saw him drop her off after “drinks.” Brooke met him at the door in nothing but black thigh-high stockings and a thin silk robe that didn’t even pretend to stay closed. She kissed him slow—tongue visible, lips parting wide—right in front of me in the entryway. Her hands slid up under his shirt while his cupped her ass, squeezing like he owned it.

Then she looked over his shoulder at me, eyes bright and unapologetic.

“Get the phone, baby. And the tripod. We’re going live.”

“Give me a second—the tripod’s loose,” I muttered, tightening it while the call connected.

I grabbed her iPhone and the small tripod from the nightstand drawer. Set the iPad on the dresser first—FaceTime already ringing to Vanessa. She answered on the second ring. Her bedroom lights were low behind her, a soft purple glow from string lights. A Hitachi wand buzzed faintly in the background; she was already naked from the waist down, legs spread on silk sheets.

“Hey Lucas,” she purred, voice lazy and wet-lipped. “Ready to watch your wife get properly fucked?”

Brooke laughed low, dropped the robe to the floor, climbed onto our king bed on all fours. Ass high, thighs spread wide, pussy already shining—lips puffy, clit peeking out, a thin string of wetness hanging between her folds. She looked back at the camera, then at me.

“Hit record, husband.”

I switched to video on her phone, hand steady despite the tremor in my chest. I angled it on the nightstand after framing them, camera still running, red light steady.

Cock already leaking through my gray sweats. Andre stripped slow—methodical, no rush. Shirt first, revealing the hard planes of his abs and the trail of dark hair leading down. Belt clinked. Jeans dropped. Boxers last. His cock sprang free—heavy, thick, veined, easily nine inches, darker at the base, the head already glossy. The kind that makes Brooke’s breath hitch every single time she sees it.

He knelt behind her on the mattress. Rubbed the fat head along her slit—once, twice, three times—coating himself in her slickness until it glistened. Brooke whimpered, pushing back.

“Tell them what you want,” he said. Voice low. Commanding. Not loud—just the tone that makes her melt.

Brooke looked straight into my lens, eyes glassy with need.

“I want Andre’s big black cock stretching my married pussy until I can’t walk straight tomorrow. I want him to fuck me raw, fill me up, make me scream his name while my husband films it and his wife watches on FaceTime. I want him to breed this cunt like it’s his.”

Vanessa moaned loudly on the iPad screen, fingers buried deep, the vibrator pressed hard against her. “Do it, baby. Ruin her for him.”
A moment later, her voice came through again, breathless and crackling over the speaker. “Don’t stop… I’m watching.”
Andre pushed in.

One long, merciless slide—slow enough that we could all see every inch disappear inside her. Brooke’s eyes rolled back. Mouth fell open in a broken, drawn-out “fuuuuck.” Her back arched sharp. He didn’t pause. Bottomed out—hips flush against her ass—and held there, letting her feel him throb, letting her walls flutter around the stretch.

Then he started.

Slow at first—deep, dragging strokes that pulled almost all the way out before slamming back in. Wet squelching sounds filled the room every time he buried himself. Brooke’s tits swung heavy beneath her. She pushed back greedy, desperate, meeting every thrust.

“Harder… god… pound me… use me like your slut…”

He gripped her hips—fingers digging into soft flesh—and slammed forward. The bed shook. Headboard banging the wall in steady rhythm. Brooke’s moans turned into sharp, high cries—animal, needy, nothing like the quiet sighs she gives me.

“Fuck… Andre… right there… don’t stop… I’m gonna come… I’m gonna—”

She shattered.

Whole body locked tight. Pussy clenching so hard Andre groaned like it hurt him. She squirted—clear, hot jets soaking his balls, dripping down her thighs, puddling on our Egyptian cotton sheets. Vanessa was frantic on the screen—fingers flying, vibrator whining, whimpering “Yes… yes… make her squirt again… god, look at that mess…”

Andre flipped her onto her back without pulling out. Legs over his shoulders. Folded her in half—knees almost to her ears. Pounded down into her—deep, punishing strokes that made her small tits bounce wildly, made her eyes lose focus completely. She clawed red lines down his back. Begged brokenly.

“Deeper… breed me… fill this slut pussy… give it to me… please…”

I zoomed in close—right on where they joined. His thick shaft disappearing into her stretched, reddened lips. Her clit swollen and throbbing. A mix of her cream and his pre-cum already leaking out around him.

He growled low in his throat.

“Gonna come… gonna flood this tight little married cunt…”

Brooke locked eyes with the camera—with me—while he hammered her.

“Come inside me, baby. Do it while he watches. While she watches. Mark me. Breed me right in front of my husband.”

Andre buried himself balls-deep one last time. Hips jerked—once, twice, three hard pulses. Groaned long and low in his chest. Pumped rope after thick rope into her. Brooke’s eyes fluttered shut—another orgasm ripping through her, pussy pulsing visibly around his shaft, milking him dry. When he finally pulled out—slow, deliberate—a thick white river poured from her gaping hole, running down her ass crack onto the sheets.

She reached down immediately. Scooped a thick glob with two fingers. Brought it to her mouth. Sucked them clean while staring straight into the lens—tongue swirling, eyes never leaving mine.

Then she looked at me.

“Your turn to clean up, husband.”

I set the phone down on the nightstand—still recording, red light blinking. Knelt between her spread thighs. The smell hit me first—musky, salty, her sweetness mixed with his thick load. I licked her clean—long, slow strokes from her ass to her clit, gathering every drop. Salty. Thick. Warm. She stroked my hair gently.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Such a good clean-up husband.”

Vanessa came again on the screen—loud, shuddering, watching me eat my wife’s creampie while she rubbed herself raw.

Andre dressed quietly. Kissed Brooke deep—tongue claiming her mouth one last time. Nodded at me once—no smirk, just acknowledgment. “See you next week.”

He left.

Brooke pulled me up. Kissed me—deep, tasting of him, of us, of everything. Then guided my aching cock into her still-dripping cunt. I slid in easy—hot, sloppy, full of his cum and hers. Fucked her slow while she whispered every detail again in my ear:

“How thick he felt stretching me open.

How deep he went—hitting my cervix every thrust.

How many times I came on his cock—three, maybe four.

How full and heavy I felt when he unloaded inside me, claiming what’s his.”

I lasted thirty seconds. Came hard—adding my load to his, spilling into the warm, used mess. She held me there, legs wrapped around me, kissed my temple.

“I love you,” she said softly.

Then, even softer:

“And I love that you let me have this. That you film it. That you clean it. That you wait.”

We fell asleep tangled together—her head on my chest, my cum leaking out of her onto my thigh.

Phone still recording on the dresser.

Screen dimmed, battery draining, but still capturing until it finally gave out sometime in the night.

FaceTime ended hours ago.

But the video?

We’ll watch it tomorrow.

Together.

While she edges me again—slow strokes, stopping every time I get close.

No secrets.

No shame.

Just hunger.

And the kind of trust that makes you come harder than anything else ever could.


Confession 30

Title: Anniversary Dinner with Her Boss – Bathroom Fuck While I Paid

Name: Ryan • Age: 44 • City: Chicago • State: Illinois

Fifteen years doesn’t sneak up on you—it creeps. By the time October hit, Lauren and I had been married long enough that anniversaries felt less like fireworks and more like a quiet acknowledgment that we’d made it through another year. We still loved each other—deeply, comfortably—but the sex had become… polite. Scheduled. The kind where you both know the routine so well you could do it half-asleep. I booked Alinea months ahead anyway: corner booth, full tasting menu, wine pairings, the whole experience. I pictured us holding hands under the table, maybe stealing a slow kiss between courses, feeling like we used to back when everything was new.

Lauren had different plans.

She’d been sleeping with James—her managing partner—for almost three months. It started with late nights at the office, shared bottles of wine after closing deals, the usual slow burn of proximity and power. The first time she told me was the morning after, sitting at the kitchen island in yesterday’s blouse, hair still tangled from his hands.

“So… James fucked me on his desk last night,” she said, stirring cream into her coffee like it was nothing. “The merger call ran until almost midnight. Everyone else had left. Door wasn’t locked.”

I froze with my mug halfway to my mouth. “You’re telling me this now?”

She met my eyes. “Yeah. I wanted to tell you right away. He bent me over the edge, skirt up, panties around one knee. No condom. Came inside me.” She paused, watching my face. “You angry?”

I wasn’t. My stomach twisted, but not with rage. It was something hotter, heavier. “What did it feel like?”

She leaned forward, voice low. “Thick. Really thick. Stretched me in a way that made me gasp the first push. He held my hips so hard I had bruises the next day—faint purple fingerprints. Talked the whole time, low and dirty. Said ‘This pussy’s been teasing me for months,’ ‘Gonna fill you up so you feel me leaking all the way home.’ I came twice—once when he reached around and rubbed my clit, again when he unloaded deep. Walked out of the building feeling it drip down my thigh. Sat in my car for ten minutes just breathing.”

I fucked her right there on the island—hard, urgent, sliding into the warmth he’d left behind… while she whispered things I hadn’t heard from her in years. After that she stopped holding back. She’d Whatsapp me from work: a photo of her on her knees under his desk during a conference call, lips stretched wide; another of her bent over the conference table after hours, his handprint still red on her ass. She’d come home, push me onto the couch, sit on my face, and make me lick his cum out while she talked.

“He fucked me in the supply closet today,” she’d say, grinding slow on my tongue. “Quick. Rough. Door wasn’t even fully closed. Someone knocked once—he just kept going. Came down my throat while I swallowed so I wouldn’t make a mess. Said my mouth is better than his second ex-wife’s ever was.”

For our anniversary she brought it up casually one evening while we were getting ready.

“James is coming to dinner with us,” she said, stepping into the emerald dress. The silk clung to her hips, the deep V showing the inner curve of her breasts, the high slit flashing thigh. “He’s paying. And after the main courses… I want him to take me to the bathroom. Fuck me there. You stay at the table. Handle the check. When I come back, I’ll still have him inside me.”

I looked at her reflection in the mirror while she fastened her earrings. “You really want that? On our anniversary?”

She turned, walked over, kissed me softly. “I do. I want to feel used. Desired. And I want you to sit there knowing exactly what’s happening. You okay with it?”

My cock twitched just hearing her say it. “Yeah,” I said, voice rough. “I’m okay.”

We arrived at Alinea at 7:30. The restaurant was hushed—dim amber lighting, soft jazz, servers gliding between tables like they were part of the decor. Lauren looked stunning: the green dress moved with her, nipples faintly visible through the thin fabric when she shifted, slit parting to show smooth thigh. James was already in the booth—charcoal suit, tie loosened, scotch in hand. He stood when we approached.

“Happy anniversary, both of you,” he said, voice calm and warm. He kissed Lauren—slow, deliberate, lips parting hers for a second longer than polite—then shook my hand. “Ryan. Thanks for letting me join.”

We sat. The first courses came in waves: tiny, precise plates—uni with yuzu, foie gras torchon, caviar blinis. Everything was paced, timed—courses arriving like clockwork, leaving just enough space between them to breathe… or disappear for a few minutes without anyone asking questions. Conversation flowed easily at first: a tough client deposition, market volatility, a funny story about a junior associate who’d spilled coffee on a senior partner. Then James’s hand disappeared under the tablecloth. Lauren’s fork paused mid-air. Her thighs parted just enough for him to reach. I watched her face—cheeks slowly pinking, lips parting slightly, small controlled breaths.

“You good?” I asked quietly across the table.

She smiled, a little shaky. “Mmm. Just… really enjoying the food.”

He fingered her slowly—lazy circles, dipping inside, thumb brushing her clit—while she kept talking about Q4 projections. Her voice hitched once, twice. Halfway through the third course she came—body tensing, fork trembling, a soft “oh” escaping before she covered it with a cough and a sip of wine. James never stopped smiling. Never took his hand away until the plates were cleared.

Dessert arrived: a delicate chocolate sphere that melted when hot raspberry sauce was poured over it. James stood. “Need to step out for a quick call,” he said, excusing himself.

Lauren waited thirty seconds—long enough for him to disappear down the hallway—then rose. “Be right back,” she murmured, brushing my cheek with a kiss that tasted faintly of wine. “Don’t go anywhere.”

They were gone long enough to notice… not long enough for anyone to question it.

I sat staring at the empty chairs, pulse thudding in my ears, cock straining painfully against my slacks. The waiter cleared the dessert plates, brought the check—$1,200 before tip. I paid slowly, deliberately: counted out the cash tip, added twenty-five percent on the card, signed the receipt while my wife was getting railed in a marble-tiled bathroom twenty feet away.

Lauren came back first. Lipstick smudged at one corner, hair slightly tousled at the temples, dress wrinkled across the hips like someone had gripped it hard. She slid into the booth beside me, thighs pressed tight together. James followed a minute later—calm, composed, only the faintest sheen of sweat at his hairline.

She leaned into my side immediately, lips at my ear. “He bent me over the sink. Lifted the dress, no panties—he took them, tucked them in his pocket. Fucked me from behind. Slapped my ass twice—hard enough I’ll have red marks tomorrow. Kept saying ‘This is what you get for teasing me all night.’ Came so deep I felt every pulse.”

She took my hand under the table, guided my fingers between her legs. No fabric—just hot, swollen flesh and thick, warm cum already leaking out, coating my fingertips. “Feel how full he left me? Still dripping. For us.”

James watched us across the table. “She didn’t need much convincing,” he said calmly. “You’ve got a very… honest wife.”

Lauren squeezed my fingers deeper inside her—his cum squelching softly. “I told him you’d clean it up later. Like you always do.”

We left shortly after. In the parking garage she climbed onto my lap—seat reclined all the way, dress hiked to her waist. She rode me slow, grinding deep, his cum squelching around my cock while she whispered every detail: how he’d gripped her hair like reins, how he’d growled “This married cunt is mine tonight,” how she’d come twice—once when he slapped her clit lightly, once when he buried himself and unloaded. She came again on me, clenching hard, whispering “Thank you for letting him use me” as I added my load to his.

At home she sat on the edge of the bed, legs spread wide. I knelt between them. Licked her clean—salty, thick, still warm—tongue tracing every fold while she scrolled through the photos he’d sent during dessert: her bent over the sink, dress rucked up, his thick cock buried to the hilt, her reflection in the mirror glassy-eyed and moaning.

She came on my tongue—quiet, shuddering, fingers in my hair. Pulled me up. Kissed me deep—tasting of him, of us.

“Best anniversary we’ve ever had,” she said softly, forehead against mine.

I nodded. “Yeah. It really was.”

Now every milestone has a guest.

I bring my wallet.

My patience.

And my place in it.


Confession 31

Title: My Wife Reconnected with Her Ex—Then Brought Him Home

Name: Mark • Age: 43 • City: Seattle • State: Washington

We ran into him completely by chance last spring at a coffee shop in Capitol Hill. Lauren saw him first—standing at the counter ordering a black Americano, back to us. She stopped mid-step, hand tightening on my arm. “Is that… Ethan?”

He turned at the sound of her voice. Same easy smile from the old photos she used to show me, just with a few more lines around the eyes and some gray at the temples. Tall, still broad-shouldered, wearing a simple gray hoodie and jeans like he hadn’t changed his uniform since college.

“Lauren?” He laughed—genuine surprise—then stepped forward for a hug. It lasted longer than a casual catch-up hug should. Her arms went around his neck, his hands settled low on her back. I stood there holding both our coffees, feeling like the third wheel in my own marriage.

When they separated she pulled me closer. “Ethan, this is Mark—my husband. Mark, Ethan… from college.”

He shook my hand—firm grip, eye contact. “Good to meet you, man. Lauren’s mentioned you over the years.”

We ended up outside at one of the small metal tables. The conversation started light: his job (tech consulting, mostly remote now, travels a couple times a month), ours (mine in software sales, hers in marketing), the kids (our two in middle school; he has a seven-year-old daughter with his wife). He was married—had been for eight years. Wife’s name was Sarah, elementary school teacher, “the stable one,” he said with a half-smile.

Lauren laughed more than usual—brighter, looser. Her foot brushed mine under the table once or twice, but her eyes kept finding his. When we said goodbye he hugged her again—longer this time, murmured something close to her ear that made her smile small and quick.

That night in bed she was quiet. I asked if she was okay. She rolled toward me, hand resting on my chest.

“I still think about him sometimes,” she said softly. “Not like I want to leave or anything. Just… he was the last person before you who really knew how to make me come undone. I haven’t felt that edge in years.”

I swallowed hard. “You want to see him again?”

She looked at me for a long moment. “Would you be okay if I did? Just drinks. Catch up.”

The jealousy was real—sharp in my chest—but so was the heat pooling lower. “If you tell me everything. No secrets.”

She kissed me slowly. “Everything.”

They started texting a few days later. She showed me every message—nostalgic at first (“Remember that road trip to Portland?”), then warmer (“You still look good”), then quieter, more private (“Miss the way you used to look at me”). She never hid the phone.

One Thursday evening she came home from work and said, “He’s in town next weekend for a conference. Wants to grab drinks Saturday. Catch up properly.”

I nodded. “Invite him here after. If you want.”

She searched my face. “You sure?”

“Yeah. I want to know what happens.”

Saturday she wore the navy dress I always liked—fitted through the waist, low back, hem hitting mid-thigh. Light makeup, hair down in loose waves. She kissed me before she left. “I’ll text you. Promise.”

They met at a quiet bar in Belltown around 8. She sent me a photo at 9:15: her hand resting on his thigh under the high-top table, his fingers brushing her knee. Caption: He still smells the same. Like cedar and clean laundry.

At 10:45: We’re leaving the bar. Coming home. He’s with me. You still up?

I was in the living room with one lamp on, TV muted, heart slamming against my ribs.

They walked in laughing—both a little flushed from drinks, her cheeks pink, his tie loosened. Ethan nodded at me. “Hey, Mark. Thanks for this.”

Lauren kissed me first—deep, tasting like gin and lime and faintly of him. Then she took Ethan’s hand and led him upstairs without another word.

I waited downstairs for maybe five minutes—long enough to hear the guest-room door click shut, then the low murmur of voices, then the first soft moan.

I climbed the stairs quietly. Door was half-open, hallway light spilling in.

Lauren was on her knees in front of him. Dress already hiked to her waist, black lace panties still on but pulled to the side. Ethan stood, pants open, cock thick and hard in her hand. She looked up at him, then back at me in the doorway.

“Watch,” she said quietly.

She took him in her mouth—slow, deliberate, lips stretching around the head, tongue flat along the underside. He groaned low, hand resting gently in her hair—not pushing, just guiding. She looked at me again while she worked him deeper, spit glistening on her chin, small wet sounds filling the room.

After a minute she stood, turned, bent over the edge of the bed. Dress flipped up over her hips. Ethan peeled her panties down her thighs, left them tangled around her knees. He rubbed himself along her slit—once, twice—until she whimpered softly.

“Tell him,” Ethan said, voice rough but calm.

Lauren looked over her shoulder at me. “I want him inside me, Mark. Raw. Like it used to be. I want to feel him again.”

He pushed in slowly—one long, steady slide. She gasped, head dropping forward, hands fisting the comforter. “Fuck… yes… so thick…”

He started thrusting—steady rhythm at first, deep enough that every stroke made her moan louder than she ever does with me. The bed creaked in time. Skin slapped skin. She pushed back to meet him, ass jiggling slightly with each impact.

“Harder,” she breathed. “Please… like you used to…”

He gripped her hips tighter, picked up speed. Her moans turned sharper—high, needy. She came first—body shaking, low cry muffled in the sheets, thighs trembling around him. He didn’t stop—kept going until his breathing changed, hips jerking once, twice. Groaned long and low in his throat. Stayed buried while he came inside her.

When he pulled out slowly, thick white leaked from her immediately—running down her inner thigh in a slow trickle. She stayed bent over for a moment, catching her breath, then straightened and looked at me.

“Come here.”

I stepped into the room. She turned, kissed me—deep, tasting of gin and sex and him. Then guided my hand between her legs. “Feel it.”

Warm, slick, his cum coating my fingers. She whispered against my mouth: “He came so much. Still dripping out of me.”

Ethan zipped up, kissed the back of her neck once. “I should head out. Early flight tomorrow.”

He shook my hand at the front door—calm, no awkwardness. “Take care of her, Mark.”

After he left, Lauren pulled me into our bedroom. Lay back on our bed, legs spread. “Clean me up.”

I knelt between her thighs. Licked her slowly—salty, warm, mixed with her own taste. She stroked my hair, told me in soft, breathless pieces:

“How he felt sliding in so deep… how I came just from the stretch… how full he left me… how I forgot how good it could feel.”

I fucked her after—easy glide in the warm mess he’d made. Lasted barely thirty seconds. She held me while I came, kissed my temple.

“Thank you,” she said quietly. “For letting me have that. For being here after.”

Ethan’s in town every few months now—for work. When he is, they usually meet for drinks. Sometimes he comes back here. I wait downstairs, listen to the bed creak through the ceiling. Then I go up after he leaves.

No drama.

No big fights.

Just us—and the occasional reminder that she has a past, and I get to be part of what happens when it visits.

And somehow, that makes the present feel sharper.


Confession 32

Title: The New Neighbor’s Son – Young Black Stud Took Her in Our Garage While I Watched

Name: Tom • Age: 45 • City: Naperville • State: Illinois

Our street in Naperville is textbook suburbia—wide driveways, basketball hoops over garages, families waving while walking dogs. Emily blends in perfectly: forty-two, keeps herself fit with yoga and spin classes, blonde hair usually in a high ponytail, always in those soft leggings or sundresses that hug her hips just right.

She’s the mom who signs up for every school event, bakes cookies for the block party, smiles sweetly at the HOA meetings. We’ve been married nineteen years. Two kids in middle school now—busy with sports and friends. Sex is… routine. Once a week if the stars align, lights dim, quick and quiet so no one hears through the walls. We still care about each other deeply. We just stopped chasing that old spark years ago. She doesn’t take it seriously, but her big, well-rounded ass can make people walk behind her, instead of ahead of her.

Last summer the house next door sold. New family: single mom in her late thirties, two teenage boys. The older one—Jalen—turned nineteen in August. Six-three, long-limbed and athletic from high-school basketball and summer construction work, dark skin that caught the sun when he was outside, short dreads usually tied back. Always polite. “Yes ma’am” to Emily, “sir” to me. Helped his mom carry in groceries without being asked. One Saturday our riding mower broke down; he offered to mow our lawn. Took his shirt off halfway through because of the ninety-degree heat. Sweat ran in lines down his chest, over the ridges of his abs, disappearing into the waistband of his shorts. Emily stood at the kitchen sink washing dishes longer than needed, staring through the window. I noticed. She didn’t try to hide it.

After that she started bringing him up more often. “Jalen’s saving every penny for community college—such a good kid.” Then, over dinner one night, quieter: “He’s really… filled out. Grown into himself.” Her cheeks went pink when she said it. I felt the familiar twist in my gut—jealousy, yes, but also this low, throbbing heat I couldn’t ignore. I didn’t push. Just watched her eyes light up whenever he was outside shooting hoops or washing his mom’s car.

One Friday evening in September the kids were both at sleepovers—rare night alone. Emily was in the kitchen making pasta sauce, white wine open on the counter, humming softly in a light-yellow sundress that stopped mid-thigh. Around 7:30 Jalen knocked on the back sliding door, basketball under his arm.

“Hey Mrs. Emily,” he called through the glass. “Mind if I shoot some hoops in your driveway? Mom’s got friends over and it’s getting rowdy inside.”

She opened the door immediately. “Of course not. Come in, grab a water first—it’s hot out there.”

He stepped inside—gray tank top already damp at the chest, black basketball shorts sitting low on his hips. Emily handed him a cold bottle from the fridge. Their fingers brushed. She let the touch linger a second longer than necessary.

I was in the living room, football on low, pretending not to listen. Heard her laugh—lighter, flirtier than when she laughs at my jokes. Then quiet. A long stretch of quiet.

I got up, walked to the kitchen doorway. They were close—her back pressed lightly against the island counter, him leaning one hand on the granite beside her head, caging her in without touching. The air felt thick, electric.

Emily looked over his shoulder at me. Eyes bright, pupils blown.

“Tom… Jalen was just telling me about his scholarship tryouts next month.”

He turned, gave me a polite nod. “Evening, Mr. Tom.”

Emily bit her lower lip—the small nervous tell I know so well. “Why don’t you show him the garage? He said he might help adjust the weight bench—it’s been wobbly for ages.”

I understood exactly. The garage has an old flat bench press we used to use before the kids claimed the space for bikes and storage. Sturdy frame. Private. Soundproof enough if the door’s closed.

I led him out. Emily followed thirty seconds later, closing the door behind her. Locked it with a quiet click.

The garage was dim—only faint streetlight coming through the side-door window and the motion-sensor flood outside. She didn’t flip on the overhead.

Jalen didn’t play games. He stepped right into her space, cupped her face with both hands, kissed her slow and deep. She melted against him—hands sliding up his chest, small whimper when his tongue pushed past her lips. Her body arched toward his instinctively, hips pressing forward.

I leaned against the workbench about ten feet away. Cock already straining hard against my jeans.

She broke the kiss, breathless. “I’ve been thinking about this since the day you mowed the lawn without your shirt. Couldn’t stop watching you.”

He smiled—slow, confident. “I noticed. Felt your eyes the whole time.”

He guided her down gently. She sank to her knees on the rubber mat in front of the bench. Dress rode up her thighs. She looked up at him—then at me—eyes locked on mine while she tugged his shorts lower. His cock sprang free—thick, long, dark, veined, easily nine inches and still hardening. The head was already glossy.

Emily wrapped her hand around the base—fingers not quite meeting—and leaned in. Took him in her mouth slow at first—lips stretching wide around the head, tongue swirling underneath. She moaned softly around him, the vibration making him groan low in his throat. Hand resting gently in her ponytail—not forcing, just guiding. She looked at me again while she worked him deeper—cheeks hollowing, spit shining on her chin, small wet sounds filling the quiet garage.

She pulled off once, gasping, strings of saliva connecting her lips to him. “God… you’re so thick… tastes so good…” Then went back down—faster, hand twisting at the base, other hand cupping his balls gently.

Jalen’s breathing got heavier. “Fuck, Mrs. Emily… just like that…”

After a minute he pulled her up gently. Turned her around. Bent her over the bench. Sundress flipped up—no panties. Pussy already wet, lips swollen and parted. He rubbed the fat head along her slit—teasing her clit until she whined and pushed back desperately.

“Tell him,” Jalen said, voice low and steady.

Emily looked back at me over her shoulder, eyes glassy. “Watch him take me, Tom. Watch him stretch me open… he’s so much bigger than you… I need it…”

He pushed in slowly—one long, steady slide. Inch by inch disappearing inside her. She gasped sharp, knuckles white on the bench pad. “Oh god… Jalen… so big… filling me up…”

He bottomed out—hips flush against her ass. Held there a moment, letting her feel him throb. Then started thrusting—deep, controlled strokes that pulled almost all the way out before slamming back in. Wet squelching sounds echoed off the concrete. Her tits swung under the thin dress with every impact.

“Harder… please… fuck me harder…”

He gripped her hips—long fingers digging into soft flesh—and gave it to her. Faster. Deeper. The bench creaked under them. Her moans turned raw—high, needy cries she never lets out with me.

She came first—body locking tight, low cry muffled against her arm, thighs shaking as she clenched around him. He didn’t slow—kept pounding through it until she came again, a short gush soaking his balls and dripping onto the mat.

He growled low. “Gonna come inside you.”

She nodded frantically. “Do it… please… fill me…”

He buried deep one last time. Hips jerked—once, twice, three hard pulses. Groaned long and low. Pumped thick ropes into her. Stayed buried while she milked him, pussy fluttering around his shaft.

When he pulled out slowly, a thick white stream poured from her—running down her inner thigh, pooling on the concrete.

She stayed bent over a moment, catching her breath. Then straightened on shaky legs, turned to me.

“Come here, husband.”

I crossed the garage. She kissed me—deep, tasting of wine and him. Guided my hand between her legs. “Feel what he left… still leaking out of me.”

Warm, slick, his cum coating my fingers. She whispered: “He came so much… felt so full… came twice just from his size… from being taken like that.”

Jalen pulled up his shorts, kissed her shoulder once—soft. “Thanks for the court time, Mrs. Emily.”

Nodded at me—calm, respectful. “Night, Mr. Tom.”

Slipped out the side door.

Emily looked at me—dress still hiked, cum trickling down her leg. “Clean me up.”

I knelt on the cold concrete. Licked her clean—salty, thick, warm—tongue tracing every fold while she stroked my hair and told me in soft, breathless pieces:

“How his cock stretched my mouth… how deep he went when he fucked me… how I came so hard around him… how good it felt to be used like that.”

I fucked her after—bent over the same bench, sliding into the sloppy warmth he’d left. Lasted barely twenty seconds. She held me while I came, kissed my forehead gently.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “For letting him have me. For being here after.”

Jalen still shoots hoops in our driveway a few times a week. When the kids aren’t home and his mom’s out, Emily sometimes calls him in for “water” or “to check something in the garage.” I watch from the kitchen window—see the door close, hear the muffled sounds. Wait until he leaves. Then I go out there.

The neighbors wave and smile like nothing’s different.

Emily still makes PTA casseroles and folds laundry.

But every few weeks, when Jalen knocks, she glows in a way she hasn’t in years.

And I get to taste the proof afterward—salty, warm, fresh from him.

Suburban life looks perfect from the street.

Inside our garage?

It’s never been more alive.
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