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Book 1 begins…

30 First-Time Hotwife Stories (Her POV) – Cuckold Confessions

Her First Bull. His First Time Watching. The Night That Changed Everything.

Part of the “First Time Hotwife Cuckold Confessions

Deep Inside

She could be a high-powered CEO or a quiet suburban wife…
But every woman remembers three things:

:
Her first kiss.
The night she lost her virginity.
And the night she became a hotwife.

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

Introduction

When You Unzipped Your Mariage – Her First Time

I never set out to collect these stories.
Not like this.

But when you host a show like Deep Inside—and when you live this lifestyle yourself—you start to notice a pattern.

It begins quietly.
A DM.
A whispered email.
A confession scribbled between the lines:

"I’ve never told anyone this before, but…"

That’s usually how it starts.

Sometimes it’s the husband who writes me.
Other times, it’s the wife.
But more and more lately… it’s both.

Couples who’ve stumbled onto something electric.
Something terrifying.
Something unbelievably hot.

An idea that turned into a conversation.
A boundary that turned into a dare.
A night that changed everything.

They don’t always reach out the next day.
Not in the middle of it.
Not with her still flushed or his hands still shaking.

They reach out when they’re ready.
When it’s real.
When they’ve looked each other in the eyes and said:

"We need to tell someone."

And when they do?
I listen.
Because I know what it means.

The first time a woman opens her legs for another man—while her husband watches—something changes.

It’s not just about getting fucked.
It’s not just about taking another man’s cock.

It’s about owning a part of herself she buried for years.
The part that aches to be claimed.
To be watched.
To be worshipped.
To be ruined—beautifully.

Some call it hotwife virginity.
That moment she spreads wide for someone new, and her husband doesn’t just allow it—
He wants it.

And once it’s gone?
She never wants it back.

She glows differently.
She walks differently.
She moves with something deeper in her hips—something loose, wild, and hungry.
She’s tasted freedom.
And it tastes like sweat, moans, and cum.

The husbands?
They don’t lose her.
They witness her become.
They watch her walk out of the bedroom soaked, stretched, satisfied—
And still theirs.
But never the same again.



This book lives in that first time. About her first night, as a hotwife.

The first kiss with a stranger.
The first stretch of a new cock—thick, deep, demanding.
The first moan she didn’t even know she was capable of.

These are true confessions.
Told in her voice.
In her rhythm.
With her mess, her ache, her glow.

You’ll hear it all here:

	Her thighs shaking as he slides inside 
	The husband’s breath catching in the corner chair 
	Her moans turning primal 
	And the first time she whispers: 


"Don’t pull out."

This is about sex, yes.
But more than that, it’s about surrender.
Permission.
Power.
And what happens when love dares to open the door.

These are her firsts.
Moments she never forgets.
And after this night—
She’s never the same.

So unbutton something.
Slide a hand lower.
And take your time.

Because this isn’t fiction.
This is the beginning of something very real.

Let’s begin.

Confession 1: The First Time I Let Another Man Fuck Me While My Husband Watched

Name: Julia R.
Age: 36
Location: Chicago, IL

I never planned to be the kind of woman who needed more.

I had a good marriage.

We were best friends. Good parents. We still kissed in the kitchen and made love under soft sheets when the mood struck.

But something had shifted — quietly — over the years.

I didn’t stop loving him.
I just started wondering…
what it would feel like to be taken.

Not just touched.

Not just loved.

But claimed.

And what it might do to him — to my husband — if he saw that.

If he saw me unravel in front of someone else.



It started as a conversation, late one night.

We were in bed. The TV on mute. My back against his chest.

I said it like a question I didn’t mean to ask:

“Would you ever let me… be with another man?”

His breath caught.

But he didn’t recoil.

He didn’t laugh.

He just whispered:

“Would I be in the room?”

And right then — with his cock pressing against the curve of my ass — I knew.

This wasn’t a fantasy I’d had alone.



We talked about it for weeks.

Only in the dark. Only when it was safe.

I confessed things I’d never said out loud before — that sometimes, when I touched myself, I imagined a stranger pulling my hair and fucking me rough while my husband sat tied to a chair.

That I’d dreamed of being used.

Observed.

And that the thought of his eyes on me — while I begged another man not to stop — turned me on more than anything else ever had.

He started finishing faster when we talked like that.

And one night, right after he came, he whispered:

“I want to see it. I want to see you taken.”



We found him online.

His name was Leo.

Tall. Mid-forties. Black. Confident.

No pressure. No games. He called me “darlin” and never asked for more than I was ready to give.

When we met him for drinks, I wore something tighter than I normally would. No bra. My husband noticed. His eyes didn’t leave me all night.

Neither did Leo’s.

When he kissed my cheek goodnight and said, “You ever say the word, I’ll have you moaning my name,” I felt something crack open in me.

I wanted it.

Right then.

And I saw in my husband’s eyes… that he did, too.



The night it happened, we got a hotel room.

Clean sheets.

Soft lighting.

My husband opened the bottle of wine.

I slipped into a black lace bodysuit — crotchless.

He couldn’t stop staring.

I walked to the door barefoot when Leo knocked.

He stepped in wearing a tight black t-shirt and jeans, smelling like soap and heat.

He didn’t waste time.

He looked at me, smiled, and said:

“Tell me what you want, darlin.”

I looked at my husband.

His throat bobbed.

Then I turned back to Leo and said:

“I want you to fuck me while he watches.”



Leo walked up slowly.

Ran a hand over my hip.

My nipples hardened under the lace.

He kissed me — deep and hungry — and my knees went soft.

I heard my husband’s breath catch.

Leo peeled the lace down.

Exposed my breasts.

Then dropped to his knees and pulled my thighs apart.

No teasing.

He buried his face between my legs and devoured me.

His tongue was strong. Rhythmic.

My hands found his shoulders.

My moans turned into cries.

And when I came, I locked eyes with my husband and shook.



Leo stood up.

Unzipped his jeans.

His cock was thick. Dark. Hard.

Bigger than my husband’s — and we all knew it.

He pulled me onto the bed.

Rolled a condom on with one hand.

Then looked at me and said:

“You ready, sweetheart?”

I nodded.

And when he slid inside me — slow, deep — I gasped so loud I nearly forgot where I was.



He fucked me slowly at first.

Long strokes that made me moan into the mattress.

I looked to the chair.

My husband sat frozen.

Hard.

Eyes locked on Leo’s cock disappearing into me again and again.

I called out to him:

“You watching me?”

He nodded, breathless.

I grinned.

“You like seeing me stretched open for him?”

His eyes darkened.

He gripped the arms of the chair.

And I whispered to Leo:

“Harder.”



Leo fucked me rough.

Fast.

His hips slapping against my ass.

My hands fisted in the sheets.

My moans turned dirty.

Raw.

I said things I’d never said before:

“God yes. Don’t stop. You fuck me better than my husband ever has.”

I heard a grunt from the chair.

My husband’s hand was on his cock.

He was losing it.

And when I came again — louder, messier — I screamed Leo’s name.



Leo finished inside the condom.

Collapsed beside me.

Sweat on his skin.

I turned to look at my husband.

His cock still hard.

His eyes dazed.

I crawled to him.

Kissed him slow.

Then whispered:

“Still your wife. Just his tonight.”

And he came with my name on his lips.



After that night, everything changed.

We weren’t just married.

We were co-conspirators.

And that was the hottest thing I’d ever known.


Confession 2: I Never Thought I Could Do Something Like This — Until I Did

Name: Emily C.
Age: 34
Location: Minneapolis, MN

I’ve always been a quiet woman.

Polite. Modest. A little introverted. The kind of person who brings muffins to book club and apologizes when someone bumps into me.

My husband, Rob, is the opposite. Charismatic. Funny. Always the loudest laugh in the room.

He’s also the one who taught me how to open up in the bedroom.

And over the years, he unlocked parts of me I didn’t know I was hiding.

Still, I never — ever — thought I’d find myself standing naked in front of another man, blushing so hard I thought I’d melt through the floor, while my husband sat in the corner and whispered:

“Let him see all of you.”



It started with a fantasy.

Rob brought it up one night after sex — after I’d come so hard I could barely breathe, limbs tangled in the sheets, still wet between my thighs.

He brushed my hair from my face and said:

“Have you ever thought about another man?”

I blinked.

Shook my head.

Then, softly:

“Sometimes… when I touch myself. But I feel guilty.”

His fingers slid between my legs.

“You shouldn’t.”

Then:

“What if… one day… I let someone else have you? Just once. I’d be right there. Watching. Loving you through it.”

I moaned before I even answered.

Because the thought of being that exposed — being looked at, desired, shared — made my body go warm and tight all at once.

Still, I said:

“I don’t think I could do it.”

But I didn’t mean it.



We talked about it for months.

He never pushed.

Just gently teased it to life.

At night, his hands on my skin, his voice low:

“You don’t know how sexy you’d look, legs spread for someone else.”

I started fantasizing more.

I’d grind against his thigh and imagine a second pair of hands on me.

I’d come picturing someone else buried deep inside me — while Rob kissed my mouth and whispered:

“Good girl. Let him fuck you.”

Eventually, he asked:

“Would you ever try it, just once?”

I hesitated.

Then nodded.

“If you’re there.”



The man’s name was Derek.

A friend of a friend.

Tall. Calm. Not too aggressive. He had soft brown eyes and a quiet confidence that reminded me of a wolf who didn’t need to bare his teeth to be dangerous.

We met for coffee.

I barely said five words.

My hands trembled under the table, and I could feel the heat in my cheeks every time Derek looked at me too long.

But I felt something else, too.

Curiosity.

A pull.

When we left, Rob asked how I felt.

I whispered:

“Nervous. But… turned on.”

That was all he needed to hear.



The night it happened, I could barely eat dinner.

I was in the bathroom for almost an hour, fixing my makeup, adjusting the straps of my black satin lingerie.

Rob knocked once.

“You don’t have to do this,” he said gently.

I opened the door.

Nervous.

But ready.

“I want to.”



Derek arrived at 8.

The lights were low.

Music playing softly.

Rob poured drinks.

I didn’t touch mine.

My hands were shaking too much.

I sat on the edge of the bed while they talked.

Felt their eyes on me.

Then Rob stood.

Crossed the room.

Took my hand.

“You’re safe.”

He kissed me.

Soft.

Tender.

Then turned to Derek and said:

“She’s yours tonight. But treat her like she’s still mine.”



Derek walked toward me slowly.

No rush.

He sat beside me.

Tucked a curl behind my ear.

His voice was low:

“Tell me if you want me to stop.”

I nodded.

Heart racing.

And whispered:

“Touch me.”



His hand slid to my thigh.

Up.

Under the robe.

He found the edge of my panties — soaked already — and pushed them aside.

My legs opened without asking permission.

When his fingers slid inside me, I whimpered.

Rob was sitting across from us.

Watching.

Hard.

Silent.

I looked at him — needing his face.

He gave me a nod.

Eyes glassy.

Proud.



Derek kissed my neck.

Undressed me slowly.

I covered my breasts, shy.

He gently moved my arms down.

Whispered:

“Let me see you.”

His mouth wrapped around one nipple while his fingers worked deeper inside me.

I moaned — raw, high-pitched — and felt my orgasm build fast and hot.

When I came, it was sudden.

Sharp.

My hips jerked, legs shaking.

Rob let out a breath like he’d been holding it the whole time.



Then Derek undressed.

His cock was thick.

Long.

Hard.

My breath caught.

He rolled on a condom.

Came between my legs.

Lined up.

Paused.

“Okay?”

I nodded, voice small:

“Yes.”

He entered me slowly.

Stretching.

Filling.

I gasped.

One hand clutched the sheets.

The other reached out — for Rob.

He stood. Took it. Kissed my knuckles.

And whispered:

“That’s it, baby. Let him in.”



The rhythm started slow.

Deep.

Each thrust pressed every nerve.

Derek groaned above me.

His hand slid under my back, lifting my hips.

He hit a spot inside me that made my whole body tighten.

I moaned his name.

Then Rob’s.

Both at once.

I felt overwhelmed.

Beautiful.

Used.

And held.



When I came again, it was loud.

Messy.

Uncontrolled.

I sobbed into Derek’s shoulder as he kept thrusting.

And when he came minutes later — body tensing, cock twitching — I was still trembling.

Still open.

Still high.



After, I lay between them.

Rob held my hand.

Derek stroked my thigh.

And I whispered:

“I didn’t think I could… but I did.”

Rob kissed me softly.

“And you were perfect.”

The room still smelled like sex.

Sweat, skin, arousal — thick in the air.

I lay between the two of them, my chest rising and falling, my pulse still frantic beneath my skin. The sheets clung to my back. My thighs were slick, trembling.

I was wrecked.

But I had never felt more alive.

Derek was beside me, body warm, breath slowing.

My husband, Rob, hadn’t moved.

He was still in the armchair — pants tented, eyes fixed on me like he was seeing me for the first time.

And maybe he was.

Because I was no longer the shy, hesitant woman he’d guided to the edge.

I’d stepped off.

And now, I wanted to fly.



I sat up slowly.

Rolled my shoulders back.

My skin still tingled from Derek’s touch, from the stretch of being filled so completely, from the feel of Rob’s hand in mine while another man fucked me like I was something wild.

I looked at Derek.

His cock, softening, was still glistening with my slick.

My mouth watered.

I glanced at Rob.

His lips parted.

His hand was on his cock again — not stroking, just holding.

Waiting.

Needing.

And I realized something:
They’d both taken care of me.

Now… I wanted to give something back.



I turned to Derek.

Slid off the bed and sank slowly to my knees between his legs.

He looked surprised.

Then aroused.

His cock twitched, thickening in my line of sight.

I leaned forward.

Let my lips brush the head.

Just once.

A soft kiss.

Then I looked at Rob.

His breath hitched.

I smiled — slow, dirty, deliberate — and whispered:

“Watch me.”



I opened my mouth.

Took Derek in, inch by inch, lips slick and hungry.

He moaned, deep and low.

My hands slid up his thighs as I sucked him slowly, using the flat of my tongue to tease the underside.

My jaw ached, but I didn’t stop.

His cock hardened fast.

Heavy in my mouth.

Salty on my tongue.

I moaned around it, loving the feel, the power of it.

Behind me, I heard Rob shift in the chair.

The soft rub of denim against skin.

His breathing quickening.

He was losing it.

And that made me even wetter.



I bobbed my head faster.

One hand wrapped around the base, twisting in rhythm.

Spit dripped down my chin.

I took him deeper, letting him hit the back of my throat.

Gagged once.

Didn’t stop.

Derek grunted, hips lifting.

His hand gripped my hair — not hard, just anchoring.

I let him.

I wanted him to use me.

To give me all of it.



I pulled off for a moment, gasping.

Stared up at him.

“Come in my mouth.”

He groaned.

I went back down.

Sucked hard.

Swirled my tongue, moaning so the vibration hit just right.

It didn’t take long.

His thighs tensed.

His cock pulsed.

Then he came — hot, fast — and I swallowed every drop.

Slow.

Greedy.

Smiling.



When I looked over my shoulder, Rob was standing.

His cock out.

His chest heaving.

Eyes wide with something between awe and pure need.

I wiped my mouth.

Then crawled toward him, still on my knees.

Took his cock in my hand.

Licked the tip.

And whispered:

“You brought this out of me.”

Then I took him into my mouth, too — my husband — still slick with spit and the taste of another man.

He moaned so loud I thought the walls would shake.



When he came, he whispered my name like a prayer.

And I knew then:

This wasn’t the end of something.

It was the beginning.

I wasn’t just shy anymore.

I was his.

And now?

I was ready for more.


Confession 3: The Night I Let Go — And Let Him Take Me

Name: Valerie D.
Age: 42
Location: Washington, D.C.

You don’t become a woman like me by being careless.

I’ve always been composed. Controlled. The one in heels, giving directions, ticking boxes, making the world spin faster with a smile that never slips.

My husband, Grant, is softer than me. He’s a gentle kind of man — thoughtful, supportive, and just the right amount of kinky.

Over the years, he’d hinted at fantasies. At watching me with someone else. At sharing.

But I always brushed it off with a laugh or a long kiss.

Until I didn’t.

Because one night, standing at the edge of our bed with a younger man in front of me — and my husband seated quietly in the corner — I realized I wasn’t afraid.

I was starving.

And I was finally ready to be fed.



It started at a fundraiser, of all places.

I wore a deep green dress with no bra. A quiet rebellion. My lipstick matched the wine I wasn’t drinking.

That’s where I met Logan.

Twenty-nine.

Tall, confident in a way that didn’t need to speak loud.

He introduced himself with a firm handshake and a look that held too long.

The moment I walked away, I felt his eyes trail me.

And for the first time in years, I let them.



Later, at home, I told Grant about Logan.

The look.

The energy.

How it made something in my stomach tighten.

He sat on the edge of the bed.

Quiet.

Then said:

“Would you… ever want that? To be taken by a younger man? For real?”

I stared at him.

“Would you watch?”

He nodded, breath catching.

“Yes.”

Something shifted in the room then.

Not danger.

Not tension.

But permission.

And once we opened the door, the current swept fast.



Logan texted me two days later.

I don’t know how he got my number.

I didn’t ask.

His message was simple:

“You looked like a woman who deserves to be seen. Really seen.”

I felt my knees go warm.

I stared at it for an hour before I wrote back:

“Would you know what to do with a woman like me?”

His answer?

“Yes. And I’d make your husband watch.”



The night we invited him over, I spent an hour in front of the mirror.

I wore black lace — no straps, no back. Thigh-highs that clipped into a garter I hadn’t dusted off in years.

I looked… not like a mother, or a CEO, or a wife.

I looked like prey.

And I loved it.



Logan arrived exactly at 9:00.

Jeans.

White shirt, sleeves pushed up.

Smelled like cedar and something faintly dangerous.

My husband handed him a drink.

Then sat down in the velvet armchair in the corner.

He didn’t say much.

Just nodded.

And I took that as go.



Logan stood in front of me.

Close enough to feel his heat.

His fingers brushed my shoulder.

Slipped one strap down.

His voice low:

“You don’t have to pretend with me. You don’t have to run this room.”

I swallowed.

Nodded.

And whispered:

“Then take me.”



He kissed me.

Not tentative.

Possessive.

His tongue claimed me before his hands did.

He pulled my robe open.

The lace clung to my nipples.

He watched my chest rise.

My stomach fluttered.

And when he knelt — when he pulled my panties down, slowly, reverently — I thought I might come before he even touched me.



He kissed the inside of my thigh.

Teased me with his tongue.

Then licked up my slit with one long, devastating stroke.

I cried out.

My hands grabbed his hair.

His tongue circled my clit.

Pressure. Rhythm. Mercy.

I came fast — shaking, breath caught, mouth open in a silent scream.

I looked over.

My husband was rock hard in the chair.

His hand still. His eyes wild.

Watching me come undone.



Logan stood, mouth wet.

Unzipped.

His cock — thick, flushed, ready — made my lips part in awe.

He smiled.

“Lie back. Let him see how you look when someone else fills you.”

I obeyed.

My legs opened.

The air was cool between my thighs.

I felt the tip against me.

Then the pressure.

Then the stretch.

I moaned.

My hips lifted.

My hands clutched the sheets.

He slid in slowly, letting me feel every inch.



He moved with intention.

His strokes were deep. Measured.

He leaned over me, eyes locked.

“Is this what you needed, Valerie?”

I nodded.

Moaned.

Looked over to Grant.

“He’s… inside me.”

Grant nodded back.

“Good. Let him break you open.”



Logan did.

He fucked me harder.

My moans turned ragged.

My thighs shook.

The slap of his hips against mine filled the room.

I cried out:

“Yes. Yes. I need it—don’t stop—please don’t—”

He growled.

Bent me in half.

Pinned my wrists.

And took me.



I came again.

Louder.

Wilder.

And when Logan finally came — pulsing inside the condom, hips jerking — I felt like my entire body was made of fire and silk.



Afterward, I lay there.

Breathless.

Flushed.

My lipstick smeared, my hair ruined.

I looked at Grant.

He was still in the chair.

Tears in his eyes.

Cock in his hand.

And a smile that broke my heart wide open.

I whispered:

“I’m still yours.”

He came, just from that.

And I knew…

We were more than we’d ever been before.


Confession 4: I Was a Churchgoing Wife — Until I Let a Stranger Sin Inside Me

Name: Ruth A.
Age: 43
Location: Savannah, Georgia

There’s a way a church woman is supposed to carry herself.

Graceful. Tidy. Devoted.
Eyes down. Hem long. Wedding ring always polished.

I lived that way for most of my life.

I married young — faithful husband, two good kids, potlucks on Sundays and choir practice on Wednesdays. We held hands in the pew and prayed together before bed.

But beneath the hymns and casserole dishes… something stirred. Quietly. Uninvited.
A warmth that built when I saw a man’s hands gripping the steering wheel a little too tightly.
A twitch between my legs when I heard deep voices singing off-key behind me in the pew.

I told myself it was nothing.

Until the day I stopped telling myself anything at all.



It started at a hotel bar.

A conference for my husband’s work.
A storm outside. Everyone staying in.

He was upstairs — tired, on the phone with a client, suit jacket on the chair.
I said I’d go down and bring us something. Maybe dessert.

I slipped into a black dress I hadn’t worn in years.
It still fit. Maybe a little better now.

I didn’t wear a bra.
Didn’t tell him that part.



The bar was low-lit.

Golden. Warm.
The kind of room where voices stay low and glances linger longer than they should.

He sat two stools over.

Black shirt. Rolled sleeves.
A whiskey glass in one hand, a slow smile in the other.

He looked at me like he already knew.

I should’ve looked away.

But I didn’t.



“You here alone?” he asked.

I swallowed.

“No. My husband’s upstairs.”

His eyebrows raised slightly.
But there was no judgment in his eyes. Just… curiosity.

“And you came down by yourself?”

I smiled, shy.

“Just for a nightcap.”

He leaned in, slow.

“Then let me buy it.”



We talked.

Nothing scandalous. Just stories. Jokes. Laughs.

His voice was deep. Rough. The kind of voice that should come with a warning label.

He didn’t touch me.

But I felt his heat like a palm pressed between my thighs.

And when I stood to leave, he brushed a hand lightly along my waist.

Just enough to make me stop breathing.

“I’m in 513,” he said softly. “In case you forget something.”



Back in the room, my husband was half-asleep.

He stirred when I walked in.

“You okay?”

I nodded. Kissed his cheek.

Climbed into bed beside him — but didn’t sleep.

My body was humming.

I touched myself quietly, under the covers, pretending it was nothing.

But I came hard — biting the sheet, my legs shaking — and whispered a name I didn’t even know.



The next day, I passed him in the hallway.

No words.

Just a look.

The kind that settles deep in your belly and doesn’t go away.

I told my husband I needed fresh air.

I took the elevator to 5.

My fingers trembled as I knocked.

The door opened.

He stood there. Shirtless. Barefoot.

He didn’t say anything.

Just stepped aside.

And I walked in.



I stood near the bed, heart racing.

“I shouldn’t be here,” I whispered.

He stepped behind me.

Put his hands on my shoulders.

“You want me to stop?”

I shook my head.

He pulled the zipper of my dress down.

Slow.

Steady.

It fell to the floor like a secret I couldn’t hold anymore.



I stood there in lace panties and trembling legs.

His hands slid up my sides, cupped my breasts, thumbs grazing my nipples until they tightened.

His mouth was on my neck.

I tilted my head back. Let him.

He turned me around.

Kissed me — hard.

I whimpered into his mouth, every nerve screaming yes.



He lifted me like I weighed nothing.

Laid me on the bed.

Dragged my panties down with his teeth.

I blushed so hard I thought I might disappear.

He looked at me.

Spread my legs.

Whispered:

“You’re soaking, sweetheart.”

Then he devoured me.



His tongue was slow. Focused.

He licked like he had nowhere else to be.

Flattened it against my clit. Dipped inside me. Sucked gently until I arched off the bed.

I clutched the sheets.

Came with a cry that didn’t sound like me.

He didn’t stop.

Just kissed up my stomach.

Mouthed my breast.

Then unzipped his jeans.



His cock was thick. Veined. Hard.

He slid the condom on.

Pushed my knees apart.

Pressed the tip to my entrance.

Paused.

“This still what you want?”

I looked at him.

Whispered:

“Please.”

He slid in.

All of him.

My eyes rolled back.

The stretch.

The fullness.

I’d never felt anything like it.



He fucked me slowly at first.

Watched me.

Let me feel it.

Then faster. Deeper.

My thighs shook.

The bed creaked.

I moaned so loud the walls might’ve heard.

I didn’t care.

I was his.



I came again. And again.

Clawing at his back. Biting my lip.

When he came, he cursed into my ear and pulled me close.

I lay there, wrecked.

Lips swollen.

Pussy aching.

And I whispered:

“I’ve never done anything like this.”

He kissed my forehead.

“Maybe it’s time you did.”



I left his room barefoot.

Dress in hand.

Hair a mess.

Back to my husband — who looked at me and knew.

And didn’t say a word.

Just kissed my hand and pulled me into bed.



I still go to church.

Still sing the hymns.

Still serve the potlucks.

But some nights, when I’m alone…

I put on that black dress.

And remember what it felt like to finally stop being good.


Confession 5: I Let the Bartender Take Me While My Husband Listened From Behind the Curtain

Name: Nina L.
Age: 38
Location: Sarasota, Florida

You don’t go to a beach resort expecting to cheat.

You go to rest. To reconnect. To drink sugary cocktails with pineapple on the rim.

My husband and I needed the break.

Fifteen years married.

Two kids.

A routine so tight it didn’t leave room for air, let alone desire.

But I brought the bikini he likes — the black one with the little gold rings at the hips. The one I hadn’t worn in years because I’d convinced myself I wasn’t that woman anymore.

But that night, in a candle-lit cabana, with a stranger’s fingers sliding up my thighs and my husband waiting just a thin curtain away — I realized something:

I never stopped being that woman.

I just needed someone else to see it.



It started with a glance.

The bartender — Marco — was tall, sun-kissed, a little older than me, with thick forearms and a voice that could melt a mood in two syllables.

He called me “bella” the first night, when I ordered a mojito.

I laughed nervously, glanced at my husband, and said, “She’s been in hiding for a while.”

Marco smiled like he understood.

“Maybe it’s time she came out again.”



The flirting was innocent.

At first.

Refills. Winks. A brush of his fingers when he handed me the glass.

But the third night, after my husband mentioned — half-drunk and bold — that we’d always been “curious,” Marco leaned in and said something low into my ear:

“If your husband wants to see how beautiful you look when you come… I’d be honored to show him.”

My heart stopped.

I laughed it off.

But that night in bed, my husband wrapped his arms around me and whispered:

“What if you let him? For real. Just once. I could listen. Stay just out of view.”

I swallowed.

My thighs pressed together.

And I whispered back:

“Would you still want me after?”

He kissed the back of my neck.

“More than ever.”



The next night, Marco arranged a private cabana — down the path, near the edge of the water.
Sheer curtains. Candlelight. Pillows. Quiet.

I wore a sundress over bare skin.

No bra. No panties.

We kissed goodbye outside the bar — me and my husband.

Not like we were parting.

But like we were starting something.

He followed me to the cabana, kissed me once more, then ducked behind the curtain.

Close enough to hear everything.

I stepped inside.

Marco was already there.

Waiting.



He didn’t speak at first.

Just looked at me.

Like I was a painting he wanted to remember.

Then:

“Come here.”

My legs shook as I moved to him.

He slid the straps off my shoulders.

The dress fell to the floor in one soft sigh.

I stood naked in the candlelight — skin flushed, nipples tight, thighs slick already.

He exhaled, slow.

“Dio, you’re stunning.”

His fingers brushed my hips.

Then up.

Then down, between my legs.

He found me wet.

Moaned against my neck:

“You’re ready for me, bella.”



I heard the faint creak behind the curtain.

My husband shifting.

Listening.

My cheeks burned.

My body pulsed.

Marco knelt.

Spread my thighs.

And licked me like he had nowhere else to be.

His tongue was slow.

Deliberate.

He circled my clit in tight rhythm, then slid two fingers inside me — deep, curling, hitting the spot that made my toes curl.

I bit my knuckle.

But the moan still escaped.

I looked at the curtain.

My husband was there.

Hearing me come.

My body bucked.

My moan broke.

And I fell apart, grinding against Marco’s mouth until the orgasm ripped through me like a wave.



He stood.

Unzipped.

His cock was long, thick, veined — standing tall and ready.

He slipped on a condom.

Pressed the tip to my entrance.

Paused.

Held my chin.

“Let him hear what you sound like when I fill you.”

And then he pushed in.

Slow.

Inch by inch.

Until I was stuffed.

I cried out — half from pain, half from need.

He started to move.

Deep.

Hard.

The slap of his hips echoed through the night.

I gasped:

“Oh, God. He’s listening.”

Marco smiled.

“Let him. Let him ache.”



I came again when he bent me over a pillow, his hand on my hip, thrusting so deep I saw stars.

He grunted:

“You’re gripping me so tight. So fucking wet.”

And I moaned:

“My husband’s out there. Listening to every inch of this.”

That sent him over the edge.

He growled.

Came hard.

Held me through it.

After, he kissed my shoulder.

Softly.

“You needed that, didn’t you?”

I nodded.

Tears in my eyes.

Not sad.

Just full.



When I stepped out of the cabana, my husband was waiting.

Hard.

Shaky.

Silent.

I walked up to him — barefoot, flushed, fucked open — and kissed him deep.

He whispered:

“You sounded like you belonged to him.”

And I smiled.

“Just for tonight.”


Confession 6: My Husband Gave Me His Best Friend for My Birthday — And Said It Would Stay Our Secret

Name: Claire B.
Age: 40
Location: Charlotte, North Carolina

It started as a joke.

A lazy night on the patio, warm air, three glasses of wine deep. Just me, my husband, and his best friend, Nate.

We’d known Nate for years — since college. He was part of everything: holidays, barbecues, hospital waiting rooms when our second was born. The kind of man who’s always just… there.

Tall, quiet, a little brooding. A tattoo on his forearm I always looked at too long.

And every once in a while, my husband would tease me about it.

“I see the way you look at him.”

I’d blush, swat his arm.

“You’re ridiculous.”

But that night — my 40th birthday — after the guests had gone and the kids were with my parents…

It wasn’t a joke anymore.



It was past midnight.

Nate was helping clean up — carrying empty wine bottles out to the bin. My husband stood at the kitchen island, watching me rinse off cake plates.

He walked up behind me. Kissed the back of my neck.

Then whispered:

“You want him, don’t you?”

I froze.

Turned.

Looked into his eyes.

He wasn’t teasing.

He was offering.

I swallowed.

“Why are you asking me that?”

He brushed my hair from my face.

“Because it’s your birthday. And I think… if it’s ever going to happen, it should be now. With someone we trust. Just once. Just us.”



I stared at him, heartbeat thudding between my thighs.

“You’re serious?”

He nodded.

Smiled.

“And don’t worry. No one will ever know.”

My breath caught.

And in that silence — Nate walked in.

Looked between us.

Felt the charge.

“Everything okay?”

My husband smiled.

“Claire’s got a birthday wish.”

Nate raised an eyebrow.

“Oh yeah?”

I laughed, nervously.

But something was shifting. Fast.

I looked at him.

His eyes darkened just slightly.

And then he said — calmly, clearly:

“Then I want to give her what she wants.”



We didn’t rush.

My husband poured drinks.

Nate sat beside me on the couch.

Closer than usual.

His thigh touched mine.

My breath got shallow.

And finally, my husband leaned down, kissed me — slow, deep — and said:

“I’ll be right here. Watching. Touching you. She’s still mine, Nate. But tonight… she’s yours, too.”

Nate nodded.

Eyes locked on mine.

I looked at them both.

And whispered:

“Okay.”



Nate touched me first.

Soft fingertips down my arm.

Over my thigh.

Up to my waist.

I tilted into him without thinking.

His mouth brushed my neck.

Then my lips.

I kissed him back — trembling, hungry.

Felt years of friendship shift into something else.

My husband sat in the chair beside us, eyes wide, lips parted.

Nate pulled my dress up.

No panties.

I gasped when his fingers slid between my thighs.

“Jesus, Claire. You’re soaked.”

I flushed.

But didn’t stop him.



He eased me onto the rug, body warm above me.

My husband came and sat beside me, one hand in my hair, the other stroking my arm.

He kissed my cheek.

“Let go. Let him take you.”

I looked at Nate.

Nodded.

He undressed — slowly.

Unzipped.

His cock sprang free — thick, flushed, leaking at the tip.

I bit my lip.

He knelt between my legs.

Guided himself to my entrance.

Paused.

Then whispered:

“You sure?”

I whispered back:

“Yes.”



The stretch was real.

Big.

Fulfilling.

My mouth opened on a moan.

Nate groaned as he sank deeper.

“So tight… fuck…”

He bottomed out inside me, held there.

I was panting.

Squirming.

My husband kissed my forehead.

“You’re beautiful like this.”



Nate started to move.

Long, slow strokes.

My body opened for him.

Welcomed him.

Every thrust sent sparks through my belly.

I was louder than I’d ever been.

My hips lifted.

Met his every push.

I turned my head and moaned to my husband:

“He feels so good. I can’t… I can’t believe this.”

He smiled.

Whispered:

“I can. I’ve always known you needed this.”



I came first.

Hard.

Clutching the carpet, back arched.

Crying out Nate’s name.

He groaned and fucked me faster.

I begged him not to stop.

Not yet.

I wanted it all.

He pulled out at the last second — pumping over my stomach, thick ropes of cum marking my skin.

I was trembling.

Wrecked.

Alive.



The three of us sat there in silence after.

My husband wiped me clean.

Kissed my fingers.

And Nate pulled my dress back over my hips, like I was something precious.

He leaned close.

“This stays between us.”

I nodded.

“Always.”

But deep down, I knew…

I’d never forget the night I was a gift.

And the two men who unwrapped me.

It was supposed to be a one-time gift.

Just one night.

Just a heat-fueled indulgence on the edge of my fortieth birthday — a whispered fantasy we brought to life with my husband’s best friend and a bottle of bourbon.

But the moment Nate pushed inside me, and I looked over to see my husband watching — silent, flushed, hard — I realized something had cracked open between us.

And when it was over — when I was breathless and ruined and glowing on the living room rug — it wasn’t Nate who reached for me first.

It was my husband.

Rob knelt beside me, brushing the hair from my damp forehead, kissing the inside of my wrist like I was fragile and holy all at once.

“You were beautiful,” he whispered.

Then, a beat later — quieter:

“Next time… I want to hold your hand while he does you.”



I didn’t answer right away.

I just looked at him — really looked — and saw the man who had always given me space, always supported me, always waited until I was ready.

And now he was asking for something of his own.

A place beside me. With me.

Not just to watch.

But to feel.



It happened the next weekend.

We didn’t over-plan it.

Nate came over again. No pretense this time. No party. No wine-stained excuses.

I wore a simple slip — black silk, no bra.

My husband kissed me in the hallway before Nate arrived. He was nervous — I could feel it in his hands.

But his eyes held mine and didn’t look away.

“I want to feel connected to you while you’re with him,” he said.

I nodded.

“You will.”



The lights were low in the bedroom.

The sheets cool against my thighs as I sat on the edge of the bed, legs crossed, heart in my throat.

Nate stood in the doorway.

He looked from me to Rob, then back again.

“We’re really doing this?” he asked.

Rob answered first.

“Yes. But I want to stay close. Not just watch this time.”

Nate nodded slowly.

No smirk.

No arrogance.

Just respect.

“Okay. Tell me how you want it.”



Rob sat behind me on the bed, legs around mine, back pressed to my spine.

His arms slid around my waist.

I leaned into him.

He kissed my shoulder.

His voice trembled:

“Let me hold your hand when he enters you.”



Nate undressed without rush.

T-shirt off.

Jeans down.

His cock was already hard — thick and heavy.

My mouth watered at the sight of it, but I stayed still in my husband’s arms.

Nate stepped between my legs.

Ran a hand up my thigh.

“She’s ready,” he said to Rob, not me.

Rob’s breath caught.

His fingers threaded through mine.

“I know.”



Nate leaned in.

Kissed me.

Different than before.

Slower. Like he was waiting for something deeper.

Then he eased me back onto the bed — not all the way, just enough for my legs to fall open between them.

Rob lay beside me, never letting go of my hand.

Nate slipped the condom on.

Positioned himself at my entrance.

Paused.

Looked at both of us.

“Now?”

I squeezed Rob’s hand.

He kissed my temple.

And whispered:

“Yes. Give it to her.”



The stretch was immediate.

Thick.

Full.

I gasped — high, broken.

Rob’s fingers tightened on mine.

Nate groaned.

“Still so fucking tight.”

He pushed in deeper.

And I moaned — not just from the physical ache, but from the feeling of my husband beside me, his skin on mine, his presence holding me steady as I was filled by another man.



Nate moved slowly.

Each thrust drew a new sound from my lips.

I buried my face in Rob’s neck, cried out into his skin.

He moaned softly — not from being touched, but from witnessing.

His free hand cupped my cheek.

I turned into it.

“You’re doing so good, baby,” he murmured.
“Let him make you feel everything.”

And I did.



Nate bent over me.

Pressed deeper.

Faster.

The bed creaked.

My body shook.

And when I came — loud, gasping, shattering — I clung to my husband’s hand like it was the only thing keeping me grounded.

I screamed Nate’s name.

But I whispered Rob’s.



Nate kept going.

Fucking me through the aftershocks.

Then he came — hard, breathless — grunting against my neck.

When he pulled out, he kissed my inner thigh.

And stepped back.

Rob was the one who wiped the sweat from my chest.

Who kissed the tears from my cheeks.

Who whispered:

“You were mine the whole time.”

And I believed him.

Because I was.

Later, when we lay tangled together — all three of us — Rob looked at me and said:

“Thank you for letting me be part of it this time.”

And I kissed his palm.

“You never weren’t.”

Confession 7: I Slept with the Co-Worker I’d Wanted for Years — With My Husband’s Permission

Name: Leah M.
Age: 37
Location: Indianapolis, IN

There’s a kind of chemistry that doesn’t go away — even when you bury it under professionalism, boundaries, and a wedding ring.

I’ve worked with Drew for five years. Same department. Different roles. Same meetings. Different sides of the room.

We’ve always been polite — maybe too polite.

But there was a tension. You could feel it in the way he stood too close when no one else was around. In the way he held my gaze too long after a joke.

There were a dozen moments — late nights, conference trips, hallway whispers — where something could have happened. But didn’t.

Because I’m married.

And because he’s smart enough to know I don’t cheat.

Until the night my husband said:

“I think it’s time you do.”



We were in Chicago for a work conference. Three days. Two nights. My husband, Sam, came with me — remote work perk.

The first night, we found ourselves at the rooftop bar with half my team.

Drew showed up late. Shirt rolled to the elbows. Hair tousled like he’d run his hands through it too many times.

He smiled when he saw me.

“Leah,” he said, holding my gaze.
Just my name. But the way he said it made my thighs clench.

Sam was next to me, sipping whiskey. He saw it. He always saw it.

Later, back in the hotel room, I stripped off my dress and stood by the window in nothing but panties and a tank top.

Sam walked up behind me.

Wrapped his arms around my waist.

Whispered:

“You know he wants you.”

I didn’t deny it.

Just whispered back:

“I know.”

Then — after a long silence:

“Would you hate me if I wanted it too?”

He shook his head.

Kissed my shoulder.

And said:

“I want to watch you take what you’ve been needing.”



The next evening, I texted Drew.

“Still around?”

He replied immediately.

“Always. Why?”

“Come to 1127. Don’t knock. Just walk in.”



When he stepped inside, I was already sitting on the bed — robe open, silk slip underneath.

Sam was in the chair by the window. Watching. Silent.

Drew froze when he saw him.

I stood.

Walked up.

Put a finger on his chest.

“He knows.”

Drew’s jaw clenched.

Eyes darkened.

He looked at Sam.

“You’re okay with this?”

Sam didn’t speak. Just nodded.

Then he said to me:

“Go slow. Show him what he’s wanted all this time.”



Drew’s hands were on me fast.

Pent-up.

Hungry.

He kissed me like he’d been waiting for years.

His mouth devoured mine.

His hands found the backs of my thighs and lifted me easily — strong arms, steady grip.

He laid me on the bed, slipped the robe from my shoulders.

I was bare beneath it.

Nipples tight.

Pussy already wet.

I heard Sam shift in the chair.

Breathing heavier.

I didn’t look at him.

I looked at Drew.

And whispered:

“Touch me.”



His fingers were rougher than Sam’s.

His mouth more forceful.

He sucked my nipples until I cried out, fingers digging into his shoulders.

Then he kissed down my belly.

Hooked his thumbs into my panties.

Pulled them off.

Breathed me in like he’d been dreaming about it.

“You smell like sin.”

Then he ate me.

His tongue was fast, purposeful, messy in the best way.

He moaned into me.

I gasped.

Writhed.

Came with a sharp, bitten-off cry — my legs clamped around his head, hips twitching.

From the corner, Sam groaned.



Drew stood.

Unbuckled.

Freed himself.

I reached for him.

His cock was thick, flushed, dripping.

I licked the tip. Just once.

Then laid back.

Spread my legs.

“I want you inside me. Now.”

He climbed on top.

Lined up.

Pushed in — slow, thick, deep.

The stretch made me moan.

I reached out, blindly — and Sam moved closer.

He took my hand.

Held it.

Tight.

I looked up at him, breathless.

“Don’t let go.”



Drew fucked me slowly at first.

Each thrust deliberate.

Dragging against every inch of me.

I squeezed Sam’s hand harder.

Moaned his name.

Then Drew’s.

Both at once.

It was messy. Blurred.

I didn’t care.

I was full.

I was watched.

I was undone.



When I came again, it was loud.

Long.

My eyes rolled back.

Drew pounded harder.

Sam stroked my hair.

Then Drew growled — came with a broken grunt — and collapsed over me.

Breathless.

Spent.

And I was still shaking.

Still burning.

Still held.



Later, in the dark, I lay between them.

Sam on one side, Drew on the other.

Fingers interlaced.

Bodies tangled.

No guilt.

Just fire.

Just truth.

And a quiet voice in my head whispering:

“You waited long enough.”

Three weeks later, I still thought about it every night.

Not just the sex — though it was unforgettable. It was the feeling that stayed.

The freedom. The hunger. The way Drew looked at me like I was the only thing in the world.
And the way Sam watched it all — not with jealousy, but pride.

That changed something.

In all of us.



At work, Drew was different now.

Still respectful. Still professional. But warmer. Closer.

We stole glances during meetings. Shared loaded smiles when others weren’t looking.

One afternoon, we got stuck alone in the elevator.

He didn’t touch me. But he stepped close.

Close enough to whisper:

“I can still taste you.”

I felt it between my legs for hours.



That night, I told Sam.

His eyes darkened.

He didn’t get angry.

He just asked:

“Do you want him again?”

I hesitated. Then nodded.

And his answer, just like before:

“Then take him.”

But this time, he said:

“Only if I can touch you while he does.”



The second time was even more intense.

We met at our house.

Drew was nervous — not about me, but being in our space.

I wore a silk robe again. No slip underneath this time.

When he kissed me in our bedroom, Sam stood behind me, untying the robe. His hands moved slowly over my hips as Drew’s lips moved over mine.

I felt them both at once.

Sam whispered in my ear:

“Let him take you while I hold you.”

And that’s exactly what happened.

Drew pushed inside me while I knelt in front of Sam — my mouth wrapped around his cock, my body rocking between them like I belonged there.

Because I did.



It became a rhythm.

A pattern.

Every few weeks, Drew would come over.

Sam always watched.

Sometimes he joined.

Sometimes he just whispered in my ear — filthy encouragement while Drew fucked me raw.

It wasn’t just about lust anymore.

It was connection.

Permission.

Love, twisted with desire.



One night, afterward, when I was curled against Sam’s chest — sore, used, satisfied — I asked him:

“Why doesn’t this make you jealous?”

He kissed the top of my head and said:

“Because watching you be worshipped… knowing it’s something you need... it makes me love you more.”

Then he added:

“And because you always come back to me.”



Now, months later, Drew is part of us in this strange, quiet way.

We never talk about “what it means.”

We just feel it.

Sam and I are closer than ever.

And Drew?
Well… Drew never looks at me from across the meeting table the same way again.

Because now, we both know exactly what it feels like when the wanting stops being theoretical.

And becomes real.

Confession 8: I Let Our Neighbor Fuck Me — While My Husband Watched From the Couch

Name: Leah M.
Age: 37
Location: Indianapolis, IN

It started with a bottle of wine and a warm evening.

I was wearing one of those lazy outfits that feels more naked than dressed — loose tank top, no bra, boyshort panties that barely covered anything. It wasn’t for anyone. Just comfort.

Or maybe… maybe a little for him.

Our neighbor, Jace.

Tall. Quiet. Just a few years younger than me. Always out jogging shirtless. Always polite. Always flashing that low, easy smile whenever we passed each other in the driveway.

Sam and I had talked about him before.

More than once.

“Bet he’d wreck you,” Sam had said once, while his fingers were inside me. “You’d let him, wouldn’t you?”

I’d moaned yes — but only in theory.

Until that night.



We were two glasses in. Sam and I. Sitting close on the couch. The windows were open. Warm air drifting in. Crickets humming outside.

I was curled against him, my head on his chest, when we heard a knock.

Sam looked at me.

Smirked.

“It’s probably him,” he said.
I raised an eyebrow.
“You think?”
He just nodded.

I padded barefoot to the door.

Opened it.

And there he was.

Jace. In a dark t-shirt that clung to his chest. Sweat still clinging to his collarbones. His hair damp like he’d just finished another run.

“Hey,” he said, that same easy smile on his face.
“Sorry it’s late. I was just wondering if Sam had those hedge trimmers still.”

I didn’t answer right away.

Just looked at him.

Then stepped aside.

“Come in. You can ask him yourself.”



Jace followed me into the living room, and suddenly the air felt heavier.

Sam stood.

Met him with a handshake. A smile. Casual, but measured.

There was a pause.

Then Sam said:

“You want a beer?”

“Sure.”

He went to the kitchen. Left us alone.

I sat on the couch.

Legs curled under me.

Jace took the chair — the same one Sam had sat in the night I fucked Drew.

His eyes flicked to my bare legs.

Then back to my face.

He didn’t say anything. Not yet.

But I saw it.

The noticing.



Sam came back with two beers.

Handed one to Jace.

Then sat beside me again.

I shifted slightly, letting my thigh rest against Sam’s, but kept my eyes on Jace.

We talked. Small things.

The yard. The neighborhood. His job.

But the tone had changed.

There was something under it now.

A beat between words.

A weight.

Jace’s eyes drifted more. Stayed longer.

At one point, I leaned forward to grab my wine glass — and my top slipped just enough for him to catch the swell of one breast.

I let him look.

Sam noticed. He always notices.

And he whispered in my ear:

“If you want him, Leah… say it.”

My throat went dry.

My heart pounded.

But I looked at Jace.

And said, clear and low:

“Do you want me?”

His lips parted.

He blinked — once — then nodded.

“Yeah,” he said.
“Badly.”



Sam didn’t flinch.

He leaned back.

Spread his arms along the couch.

Then said to Jace:

“Then show me.”



It happened slowly.

Jace stood.

Walked to the couch like he wasn’t sure if this was real.

He looked at me.

I reached for his hand.

Pulled him down beside me.

And kissed him.

His lips were rougher than I expected. His hands, immediately on my waist, then my thighs, squeezing — hungry, but careful.

Sam stayed where he was.

Watching.

Silent.

But I could feel his gaze — hot, proud, possessive — as Jace’s hand slid between my legs.

My panties were already soaked.



Jace pulled my top up.

Exposed my breasts.

He stared at them like he was memorizing every inch.

Then bent down.

Sucked one nipple into his mouth — hard, greedy.

I gasped.

Grabbed his hair.

Pulled him closer.

Sam’s voice — low, behind me:

“She likes it rough. Don’t hold back.”



Jace stood suddenly.

Pulled off his shirt.

Then unzipped.

His cock was big — thick and flushed and leaking at the tip.

I licked my lips.

Reached up to touch it.

Felt it pulse in my hand.

“Can I taste you?” I whispered.

He didn’t answer. Just nodded, jaw tight.

I went to my knees on the carpet.

Opened my mouth.

Took him in, slow.

Sam’s voice behind me again:

“That’s it. Let him feel how good your mouth is.”



I sucked him slowly.

Used my tongue like Sam taught me — licking under the head, swirling the tip, moaning like I meant it.

Because I did.

Jace groaned.

His hands tangled in my hair.

His hips twitched forward.

But he pulled back before it went too far.

“I want to fuck you,” he said.
Voice raw. Desperate.

I stood.

Stripped off the panties.

Bent over the couch.

“Then fuck me.”



He slid in from behind.

Thick. Deep.

I gasped — it burned, stretched me wide.

Sam was right in front of me now, sitting back, watching.

His cock was hard under his jeans.

I locked eyes with him as Jace started thrusting.

“Is this what you wanted to see?” I whispered.

He nodded.

Eyes dark.

“You look so good like this,” he said.
“Taking someone else. Moaning for him. Knowing I gave you to him.”



Jace fucked me harder.

The couch creaked.

His thighs slapped against mine.

My breasts bounced with every thrust — nipples tight, skin flushed.

I moaned loud.

No shame.

No filter.

I looked over my shoulder and begged:

“Don’t stop. Please — don’t stop.”

He didn’t.

Not until I came — loud, shaking, nails digging into the cushions.

Sam groaned.

Jace kept going — then pulled out at the last second, coming all over my ass with a growl.



I stayed bent over, panting.

Sam got up.

Grabbed a towel.

Cleaned me.

Kissed my lower back.

Whispered:

“You’re incredible.”



Jace dressed quietly.

Still breathless.

Still stunned.

He looked at both of us and said:

“That was… I don’t even know what that was.”

I smiled.

Still naked.

Still glowing.

“It was the first time,” I said.

“But maybe not the last.”



That night, Sam and I made love after Jace left.

Slow.

Tender.

Still soaking in what had just happened.

It wasn’t just about sex.

It was power.

Trust.

A new door opened.

And I don’t think we’ll ever close it again.


Confession 9: I Let Another Man Take Me — While My Husband Watched Every Second

Name: Erin V.
Age: 34
Location: Asheville, NC

I never thought I’d be the kind of woman who would cheat.

But this wasn’t cheating.

This was permission.

This was planned.

This was… mine.

And his.

And ours.



It started with a conversation.

Late at night, lying in bed, skin still sticky from a lazy round of sex, our legs tangled, the bedroom lit only by the soft glow of the hallway.

My husband, Nathan, brushed a finger along my bare hip.

“Do you ever wonder what it would feel like?”

I turned to face him.

“What?”

He hesitated. Swallowed. Then said it:

“To be taken by someone else. While I watch.”



My heart thudded.

It wasn’t the first time we’d flirted with the idea.

But this was the first time he said it like he meant it.

I didn’t answer.

Not right away.

Instead, I kissed him.

Soft at first. Then rougher.

I slipped on top of him and rode him slow, deep, dragging my nails down his chest.

Then whispered in his ear:

“Tell me what you’d do if someone else had me.”

And he did.

That night, for the first time, I came thinking of two men — one inside me, the other watching.



The man we chose was someone we already knew.

Kyle.

Nathan’s old college friend.

Divorced. Rugged in that naturally masculine way — scruff-lined jaw, deep voice, forearms that looked like they’d seen real work.

He’d always been flirty with me. Respectfully so, but definitely flirty.

And I’d always looked back just a second too long.



When we told him — over drinks on our back porch one humid July night — he was silent for a long time.

Then he leaned forward and said, voice low:

“If you’re sure… I’d be honored to be the first.”

Those words stayed with me for days.

And when the night finally came, I was ready.

But trembling.



We lit candles.

Opened wine.

Nathan put on the playlist we always used during slow, sensual sex.

I wore a soft, black silk robe.

And nothing else.

When Kyle knocked, my stomach fluttered.

Nathan answered.

I stood at the top of the stairs, heart racing, thighs slick already.

Kyle looked up.

Saw me.

Held my gaze.

And his jaw flexed.



We made small talk at first.

The three of us sitting in the living room, wine glasses full, my bare legs curled beneath me.

I watched how Kyle’s eyes drifted to the curve of my thigh. The slip of cleavage every time I leaned forward.

I watched Nathan watch him.

And then, when the tension was thick enough to taste, Nathan said quietly:

“Erin. Take him upstairs.”



I stood.

Walked to Kyle.

Held out my hand.

He took it — large, warm, rough.

We climbed the stairs slowly.

My robe swayed around my calves.

At the top, I turned to him.

Kissed him.

Soft.

Then deeper.

He groaned against my lips, his hands finding my waist, then my ass, squeezing like he’d been waiting to touch me for years.

I broke the kiss.

Whispered:

“The bed’s through there. Strip. Get comfortable.”



I undid the robe as he pulled off his shirt.

Let it slip from my shoulders.

Naked.

Exposed.

I could feel his gaze rake over my skin.

And when I turned toward the mirror, I saw Nathan standing in the doorway.

Silent.

Hard.

Watching.



Kyle crossed the room.

Put his hands on my hips.

Pressed himself against my back.

I could feel him — thick, hot, hard.

I leaned into him.

Arched.

Let his hands roam over my belly, my breasts, between my thighs.

When his fingers slid over my clit, I moaned.

Loudly.

And met Nathan’s eyes in the mirror.

“Do you like seeing him touch me?” I asked.

His voice was hoarse.

“More than I expected to.”



Kyle turned me around.

Lifted me onto the bed.

Crawled between my thighs.

And ate me like a starving man.

His tongue was wide, wet, relentless.

He sucked my clit with just the right amount of pressure, his fingers slipping inside me in rhythm.

I clutched the sheets.

Cried out.

Nathan moved closer.

Sat in the chair across from the bed.

One hand in his lap.

The other gripping the armrest tight.

I came hard — gasping, twitching, legs wrapped around Kyle’s shoulders.

And I looked straight at Nathan as I shattered.



After, Kyle stood.

Undid his belt.

Let his cock spring free.

It was bigger than Nathan’s.

Thicker.

Heavier.

And when I reached for it — stroked it slowly, tasted it on my tongue — I heard Nathan groan.

He was palming himself now.

Eyes locked on where Kyle’s cock disappeared between my lips.

I sucked him deep.

Wet.

Messy.

Then pulled away and said:

“I want him inside me.”

Nathan nodded.

“Then take him, baby.”



Kyle rolled me onto my back.

Climbed on top.

Lined up.

And pushed in — slow, deep, stretching me wide.

I gasped.

Scratched at his back.

My eyes rolled back as he bottomed out.

“Oh my god,” I breathed.

He fucked me slowly at first.

Drawing out every moan.

Every whimper.

Nathan moved closer. Just beside the bed now.

I reached for him.

Held his hand while Kyle thrust into me.

“She’s perfect,” Kyle growled.

“Tight. Wet. So damn responsive.”

Nathan kissed my forehead.

“She’s all yours tonight.”



When I came again, it was loud.

Unapologetic.

Kyle kept going — faster now.

Rougher.

Fucking me into the mattress while I clung to my husband’s hand.

Then he pulled out.

Stroked himself over me.

Came in hot, thick spurts across my belly and breasts.

Breathless.

Sweating.

Spent.



We didn’t speak for a long moment.

Just the sound of breathing.

Bodies tangled.

Heat.

Then Nathan kissed me.

Slowly.

Deeply.

Looked into my eyes and whispered:

“Thank you.”



Kyle left soon after.

Quiet.

Respectful.

But before he went, he said:

“Anytime. And I mean that.”



That night, Nathan made love to me again.

Different this time.

Deeper.

Full of something we hadn’t touched before.

Trust.

Release.

Ownership.

And something wild.

Something free.

I’d been taken.

And still… I was his.


Confession 10: I Let Him Watch Me With Another Man — and It Changed Everything Between Us

Name: Camille R.
Age: 39
Location: Portland, OR

You don’t go into marriage expecting your husband to offer you to someone else.

But when it finally happened, it didn’t feel like betrayal.

It felt like freedom.

Like truth, finally spoken out loud.



Ryan and I have been married twelve years.

We love each other.

We still fuck — good sex, even.

But in the quiet hours… in those soft, post-orgasm moments, when bodies are limp and hearts are open, the confessions started.

His first.

Then mine.

The fantasies.

The late-night dirty talks that started as jokes.

Then got serious.

Then got dangerous.

We started talking about what it would feel like — for me to be with someone else.

While he watched.



At first, it stayed in the realm of pillow talk.

But then we started looking at men differently.

Together.

From behind sunglasses. From across rooms. In the checkout line.

“That guy,” Ryan would whisper.
“Would you let him take you?”

And sometimes, I’d say yes.

I started noticing how wet I’d get just from the idea.

The thought of another man’s hands on my body — with Ryan sitting close enough to hear me come.



We didn’t rush.

We talked for weeks.

Agreed on boundaries.

And when we felt ready, we chose someone Ryan trusted.

Logan.

A friend of a friend. Quiet. Clean-cut. A little younger. Divorced.

Respectful to a fault — and exactly the kind of man I knew would take his time.

Ryan reached out first.

Logan’s response was short:

“If Camille’s open to it, I’d be honored.”



The night it happened, it felt almost too normal.

I cooked dinner.

Logan brought wine.

We ate at the table, laughing too loud, nervous tension buzzing under every word.

I wore a wrap dress — no bra, no panties.
My skin felt electric every time the fabric brushed my nipples.

After dinner, we moved to the couch.

The wine kicked in.

Ryan reached for my hand, kissed my fingers.

Then looked at Logan.

“She’s ready. You can touch her now.”



The air changed.

Logan moved slowly.

Respectfully.

His hand came to my thigh.

Warm. Firm.

I shivered.

Looked at Ryan.

He nodded.

I turned to Logan.

Kissed him.

Soft at first.

Then deeper.

He tasted like wine and want.

His hands moved under my dress, fingertips grazing my bare inner thighs.

When he felt how wet I already was, he groaned into my mouth.

“Jesus, Camille…”

Ryan chuckled low behind me.

“She’s been dripping since dinner.”



I pulled Logan’s shirt off.

Pressed my mouth to his chest, kissed down his abs.

He unwrapped my dress slowly — like a gift.

When it fell open, I heard his breath hitch.

“You’re gorgeous.”

His hands moved over my breasts, thumbs brushing my nipples until they were stiff and aching.

He kissed me again — deeper now.

More sure of himself.

I gasped into his mouth as he cupped my pussy, slipped a finger between my lips.

“You’re soaked,” he whispered.

I just nodded.

Didn’t dare speak.



I guided him down between my thighs.

Laid back on the couch.

Let my legs fall open as his mouth met me — slow, firm, no hesitation.

His tongue knew what it was doing.

He circled my clit, teased the edges, pushed inside with long, lazy licks.

I moaned — loud.

Head back, hands gripping the cushions.

When I opened my eyes, Ryan was across from me.

Watching.

Hard.

Silent.

So present.

And I locked eyes with him as Logan made me come — hips rolling, voice breaking, thighs trembling.



Logan stood.

Unbuckled his belt.

Freed himself.

His cock was thick, curved slightly, already dripping.

I bit my lip.

Reached for it.

Stroked him slowly, then brought the tip to my mouth.

Tasted him.

Looked at Ryan again.

“Do you want me to take him now?”

He nodded.

“Ride him. Let him stretch you. Let me watch.”



Logan laid back.

I climbed on top.

Guided him inside.

The stretch made me gasp — it had been years since anyone else had filled me.

I sank down slowly.

Felt every inch.

Then rocked my hips.

The couch creaked under us.

His hands gripped my thighs.

I rode him slow, then faster, my breasts bouncing, my moans louder with every thrust.

And Ryan watched every second.



I looked at him as I came again — cried out, body shaking, cunt clenching around Logan’s cock.

And Ryan said:

“That’s it, baby. Let him wreck you.”



Logan flipped me onto my back.

Fucked me hard.

Fast.

The slap of skin, the wet heat, the sound of me breaking open again and again.

I was soaked.

Ruined.

Happy.

He groaned, pulled out, stroked himself over my belly.

Came with a grunt, thick ropes painting my skin.



I laid there.

Panting.

Covered.

Used.

Loved.

And Ryan knelt beside me.

Kissed me.

Held my face.

Whispered:

“You’re mine. Always.”



That night, when Logan was gone and the house was quiet again, Ryan made love to me.

Slow.

Possessive.

Worshipful.

It wasn’t jealousy.

It was pride.

It was ours.

And I’ve never felt more desired in my life.


Confession 11: I Made Another Man Come With My Husband Sitting Right There — and Then I Called Him Back for More

Name: Tessa G.
Age: 36
Location: Denver, CO

I’ve always been the quiet one.

The sweet wife.

Polite at dinner parties. Soft-spoken. Buttoned-up.

But the thing about being quiet is… you feel everything louder.

The stares. The tension. The heat.

And you learn how to hide it.

Until you don’t.



It started with a dinner.

Nothing special.

Just our neighbor, Ben, coming over to watch the game with my husband, Matt.

Ben’s single. Built like a linebacker. A little younger. Broad shoulders. Deep voice. Easy laugh.

He’s always been nice to me. Friendly. Maybe too friendly. The kind that lingers a second too long when saying goodbye. The kind that makes your belly warm.

I used to ignore it.

Until the night I didn’t.



I was in the kitchen refilling drinks when I heard them talking.

Matt’s voice was quiet.

But I caught it.

“You ever think about her?”

A pause.

Then Ben, lower:

“All the time.”

My hand froze on the ice tray.

Something buzzed in my chest — not anger. Not fear. Something darker. Hotter.

I walked back in with the drinks.

Acted normal.

But I didn’t feel normal.

I felt alive.



Later, after the game, Ben stayed behind to help clean up.

Matt poured us one more round.

We sat — me in the armchair, Matt on the couch, Ben beside him.

The air was different.

Heavy. Like everyone was thinking the same thing but no one wanted to say it.

So I did.

Quietly.

“You meant it, didn’t you?”

Ben looked at me. Startled.

Matt sat back, silent.

Letting me take the lead.

“When you said you think about me.”

Ben’s throat worked.

“Yeah. I did.”

I stood.

Walked across the room.

Sat between them.

Heart pounding.

Hands trembling.

I looked at Matt.

“Can I touch him?”

He nodded.

Once.

And that was all I needed.



I reached for Ben’s thigh.

Felt how tense he was. How hard he was trying not to move.

I unzipped him slowly.

Carefully.

His cock sprang free — thick, flushed, already leaking at the tip.

I let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding.

“You’re… big,” I whispered, fingers wrapping around him.

He moaned softly. Looked at Matt.

Then back at me.

I started stroking him.

Slow.

Measured.

Fingers gliding up the shaft, thumb teasing the crown.

My thighs clenched as he twitched in my grip.

Matt exhaled.

I looked at him.

He was hard too.

Watching.

Expression unreadable — but eyes devouring.



Ben groaned when I twisted my wrist.

His hips lifted.

I moved faster.

Wetter now — pre-cum slicking his tip, my hand shiny and gliding easily.

He grunted.

Low.

Raw.

“Tessa… fuck.”

I didn’t stop.

I couldn’t.

I wanted to see it.

To feel it.

To own it.

His breath hitched.

And then he came — hot, thick pulses shooting over my fingers, his abs tightening, jaw clenched.

I stroked him through it.

Milked him until he shuddered.

Then slowly let go.



No one spoke.

Ben was still catching his breath.

Matt shifted on the couch — his erection obvious now.

I sat back.

Licked a drop of cum off my thumb.

Then said, still quiet:

“You can go now, Ben.”



He blinked.

Looked between us.

Nodded.

Zipped up.

Left.

The door clicked shut behind him.

And Matt still hadn’t moved.

I turned to him.

“You let me touch him.”

He nodded.

“I did.”

“Did you like it?”

He swallowed.

“More than I expected to.”

Then, softly:

“Did you?”

I nodded.

“But I don’t think I’m done.”



The next morning, I texted Ben.

Come back tonight. No clothes this time.

He’ll be watching again.

All day, I thought about it.

The way Ben looked when he came in my hand.

The heat of him twitching in my palm.

But more than that — I thought about Matt.

The way his breathing changed as he watched.
The way his eyes followed every movement, like I was the most wicked, beautiful thing he’d ever seen.

And I knew, even before I sent the text, that I was going to take it further.

That I had to.

For him.

For me.

For us.



That evening, I wore something simple.

A long black robe, satin-soft. Nothing underneath.

Matt was on the couch again — same place as before. Silent. Waiting.

When Ben knocked, I felt my stomach drop.

Nerves.

Excitement.

Want.

I opened the door slowly.

He was standing there — plain t-shirt, jeans, clean-shaven, eyes searching mine.

He didn’t smile.

Didn’t flirt.

Just said:

“Are you sure?”

I stepped aside.

“Yes.”



The three of us didn’t speak at first.

The air was thick with memory.

With intent.

I walked into the living room and stood between them again.

Tied at the waist, the robe clung to my curves. But I saw the way Ben’s eyes moved — lower, hungrier this time.

I turned to Matt.

“Still okay?”

He nodded.

Voice soft:

“Do what you need to do.”

I turned back to Ben.

Untied the robe.

Let it fall.

I stood completely naked in front of both men.

I didn’t hide.

Didn’t blush.

I just breathed — slow, deliberate — as the robe puddled around my feet.



Ben reached for me.

His hands were warm on my waist.

He pulled me in and kissed me — no hesitation this time.

It was deeper. Needier. Tongues sliding together, his palms skimming over my back, down to my ass.

I moaned softly when he cupped it — when he squeezed, pulled me against the bulge in his jeans.

He whispered:

“I’ve been hard since last night.”

I kissed his jaw.

“Then take your clothes off.”



He stripped quickly.

Shirt over his head. Jeans kicked off.

And when his cock sprang free again — just as thick, flushed, glistening — my mouth actually watered.

I dropped to my knees.

Took him between my lips.

Sucked him deep — the same way I had before, but slower. Wetter. Like I was savoring him.

From the couch, Matt groaned.

I heard the sound of his zipper.

Knew he was touching himself.

I looked up at Ben while I sucked him.

Held his gaze.

Let my spit drip down his shaft as I stroked him.

He grunted.

“Tessa… if you keep that up—”

I pulled off.

“Not yet.”



I stood.

Guided him to the couch opposite Matt.

Straddled him.

Held his cock in my hand and rubbed the head against my slick folds.

Teased us both.

Ben’s hands gripped my hips.

His voice was ragged.

“Please. Let me feel you.”

I looked at Matt.

He was watching, eyes dark with heat, cock hard in his fist.

I met his gaze as I sank down — slowly, inch by inch — onto Ben’s cock.

And when he bottomed out inside me, I gasped.

So did Matt.



It was overwhelming.

Fuller than I’d expected.

Deeper.

I stayed still for a moment, adjusting, breathing through the stretch.

Then I started to move.

Slow at first — rolling my hips, letting his cock drag against every spot inside me.

Ben’s head dropped back.

“Jesus, Tessa… you feel unreal.”

I moaned, bit my lip, and rocked faster.

His hands on my waist, mine in his hair, our bodies slapping together as I rode him harder — chasing that edge.

From the other couch, Matt whispered:

“That’s it. Let him take you. Let me see you come on him.”

His voice broke something loose in me.

I snapped.

Ground my hips hard, fast — until I cried out, clenching around Ben’s cock, thighs shaking.

I came with a sharp gasp, body folding into his chest, panting against his neck.



Ben flipped me over.

Pushed into me from behind.

His pace was rougher now — needier.

He gripped my hair.

Fucked me like he’d earned it.

I moaned for him shamelessly.

“Harder—God—Ben, fuck me—”

I looked over my shoulder and saw Matt watching me.

Eyes on my ass.

On the way Ben’s cock disappeared inside me.

His hand moved faster on his cock, face tight with restraint.

“You look so fucking good, baby…”

I lost it.

Came again.

Louder.

Longer.

A scream ripped from my throat as Ben slammed into me — once, twice more — then pulled out and came all over my back.

Hot.

Sticky.

Claiming.



The room was quiet except for breathing.

Heavy.

Spent.

My body trembled as I knelt on the rug.

Ben’s cum cooling on my skin.

I turned my head to Matt.

He stood.

Walked to me.

Knelt down.

And kissed me.

Deep.

Tender.

“You’re mine,” he whispered.
“Even like this. Especially like this.”



Ben dressed silently.

I walked him to the door, still naked.

He looked at me before leaving.

“I’ll come back,” he said.

I nodded.

“I know.”



That night, Matt and I didn’t speak much.

We didn’t need to.

He entered me slow.

Held me the whole time.

And when I came around his cock, it wasn’t dirty or wrong or complicated.

It was perfect.

Because I was full.

With memory.

With pleasure.

With permission.


Confession 12: He Said He’d Waive Half the Debt… If I Slept With Him

Name: Naomi L.
Age: 38
Location: Phoenix, AZ

We were drowning.

Late bills, late rent, maxed-out credit cards. My husband, Evan, had taken a loan from someone he shouldn’t have.

Private lender. No contracts. No flexibility.

Just a man named Vic — tall, lean, always in a suit that didn’t wrinkle. The kind of man who didn’t need to raise his voice to scare you.

I hated him the second I met him.

But I also wanted to know what it would feel like if he ever touched me.

And that scared me more.



The debt was Evan’s idea. A business gamble that didn’t pay off.

And when Vic called in the balance two months early, we didn’t have it.

We offered a payment plan. He laughed.

“This isn’t a bank. You knew that.”

I went to meet him alone.

Evan begged me not to — but he knew I was better at keeping my cool.

I wore jeans, a plain blouse. Hair tied back.

I didn’t dress to seduce.

But Vic still looked at me like I already belonged to him.



We sat in a booth in a dim steakhouse he chose.

He ordered a drink I couldn’t pronounce.

I didn’t order anything.

After five minutes of going over our options, I tried one last appeal.

“Vic… we’re not trying to dodge you. I’m not asking you to erase it. I’m just asking you to work with us. Cut us a break.”

He leaned back. Sipped his drink.

“What if I cut half?”

My heart stuttered.

“Half?”

He nodded.

Then looked straight at me.

“But not for free.”

I swallowed.

Already knowing what he meant.

“What… are you asking me?”

He didn’t flinch.

Didn’t blink.

Just said:

“One night. You and me. No bullshit. You give me that, I forgive half of what your husband owes.”

I stared at him.

Shocked.

Then whispered:

“He’d never agree to that.”

Vic raised an eyebrow.

“Ask him.”



When I told Evan that night, he went pale.

Sat down hard on the edge of the bed.

“You’re not seriously considering it…”

“I’m not saying yes,” I said.
“I’m saying… maybe.”

We sat in silence.

I could feel his shame.

But I also saw something else in his eyes.

A flicker of something darker.

And when I finally asked, “Would it make you hate me?” — he whispered:

“No. It would kill me not to let you choose.”



That Friday, I texted Vic:

One night. Then the debt’s cut in half. You agree?

He replied in under a minute.

Agreed. Room 411. Tomorrow. 8PM. Wear something black.



I didn’t tell Evan what I wore.

A short black dress, soft lace underneath, no bra.

I didn’t ask him to come with me.

But he followed me anyway.

Not into the hotel room.

But up to the hallway.

He stood by the elevator, watched me knock.

When Vic opened the door, he didn’t look at Evan.

Just stepped aside to let me in.



The room smelled like cologne and expensive soap.

Low lighting. Neat bed. Music playing softly — jazz, maybe.

Vic closed the door behind me.

Didn’t rush.

Just turned.

Looked at me like he had all the time in the world.

“You look better than I expected.”

I said nothing.

He stepped closer.

Ran a finger down my arm.

“Are you nervous?”

I nodded.

He smiled.

“Good.”



He kissed me without asking.

His mouth was slow. Patient.

One hand slipped around my waist, the other cupped my jaw.

When I didn’t pull away, he deepened the kiss — tongue sliding in, thumb brushing my cheek.

I moaned — softly, despite myself.

“You feel it, don’t you?” he said.

I didn’t answer.

But I didn’t stop him when his hands found the zipper of my dress.



He undressed me like he was unwrapping something delicate.

Kissed my collarbone.

Bit the side of my neck.

Slid the dress down and stared when he saw the lace underneath.

“Goddamn.”

Then:

“Get on the bed.”



I laid back, trembling.

His hands parted my legs.

He ran a finger up the center of my panties — found how wet I already was.

“You came ready.”

I turned my face to the wall.

Embarrassed. Humiliated. Turned on.

He pulled my panties down slowly.

Exhaled.

“Fuck, look at you.”

He spread me with his thumbs.

Bent down.

And ate me.

No warm-up. No hesitation.

Tongue flat. Mouth greedy.

He sucked my clit like he owned it. Fingers teasing my entrance. His moan vibrating straight through my core.

I came too fast — hips arching, hands grabbing the sheets, throat catching on a cry I tried to muffle.

But he loved that.

Licked me through it. Didn’t stop until I begged.



Then he stood.

Stripped.

His cock was thick. Hard. Slick at the tip.

I stared.

Frozen.

He climbed on top of me.

Ran it between my folds.

“You’re wet enough.”

Then he pushed in.

Slow.

Thick.

Stretching me.

I gasped.

Bit my lip.

He didn’t ask if I was okay.

He just started to move.



He fucked me like I was something he’d earned.

Every thrust deliberate. Deep. Measured.

He kept his eyes on mine.

Watched every reaction. Every moan. Every twitch.

He held my wrists over my head.

His breath hot on my neck.

And whispered:

“This debt’s almost paid, sweetheart. You better make it count.”

And somehow, I wanted to.



He made me come again.

And again.

One with his cock.

One with his fingers on my clit while he pounded into me.

The last was the loudest.

When I broke apart under him, he grunted, pulled out, and came all over my belly.

Hot.

Messy.

Final.



We lay there in silence.

My body sore.

My pride gone.

But my chest… strangely light.

Vic cleaned me gently.

Helped me dress.

And when I reached the door, he said:

“Tell your husband we’re square. He should’ve sent you sooner.”



Evan was waiting in the hallway.

I couldn’t look at him.

Not right away.

But when he reached for my hand, I let him take it.

His voice was quiet.

“Are you okay?”

I nodded.

Tears pricking the corners of my eyes.

Then, without knowing why, I whispered:

“I don’t regret it.”

He squeezed my hand tighter.

And said: “Neither do I.”

Confession 13: I Gave In to the Man I Was Supposed to Resist — While My Husband Listened From the Next Room

Name: Julia K.
Age: 41
Location: Richmond, VA

I never planned to cross that line.

Not with him.

Not with anyone.

But some doors don’t slam open.
Some doors creak — slow and quiet — until one day, you realize they were open all along.



Aaron was my husband’s best friend.

They’d known each other since college.

Divorced, twice. Crude sometimes. Confident to the point of arrogance.

But underneath that — charm. The kind that gets in your head.

He never flirted outright.

But he didn’t have to.

He’d look at me just a beat too long. Let his gaze drag down my legs when he thought I wouldn’t notice.

Once, he touched the small of my back at a barbecue — light, just a brush of fingers — and I felt it between my thighs for the rest of the day.



My husband, Mark, trusted him completely.

He also trusted me.

That’s what made it so hard.

Because I never cheated.

But one night — one ordinary Saturday — everything changed.



Aaron had come over to help us move furniture.

It was hot. August. Everyone sweating.

We laughed. Played music. Drank too much cheap beer.

At some point, Mark got a call from work — one of those emergencies only he could fix. He apologized, kissed my cheek, and left, saying he’d be back in a couple hours.

That left me and Aaron. Alone.

The air shifted the second the door closed.

He didn’t touch me.

Didn’t say anything inappropriate.

But the silence between us was loud.

I went to grab another drink from the fridge, heart hammering.

He followed.



In the kitchen, I turned.

He was close.

Too close.

He looked at me — eyes low, dark.

And said:

“If I kissed you right now… would you stop me?”

I froze.

Breathed in.

Shook my head.

“No.”



The kiss was instant. Hard. Deep.

His hands were on my face, then my waist, then my hips.

He lifted me up onto the counter like I weighed nothing.

His mouth devoured mine — tongue hot, teeth grazing my bottom lip.

I should’ve stopped it.

I didn’t.

Instead, I whispered:

“The bedroom’s down the hall.”



We barely made it there.

Clothes came off in pieces.

By the time we reached the bed, I was down to a tank top and panties, and he was naked — thick cock already leaking, swinging heavy between his thighs.

I stood there for a second, staring at him.

Then said, voice shaking:

“He might call.”

Aaron stepped close.

Put a hand on my cheek.

“Let him.”



He kissed my neck as he peeled my panties down.

Dropped to his knees.

Spread me open with both hands.

“You smell like you’ve been waiting for this.”

Then his mouth was on me.

Tongue thick, slow, steady.

He sucked my clit like it was the only thing that mattered.

I gasped.

Gripped his hair.

Ground against his mouth as heat coiled low in my belly.

When I came, it was sudden — high and sharp, my thighs locked around his head, my moan loud.

Too loud.

I bit my lip.

“I can’t believe I just—”

He stood.

Smirked.

“We’re not done.”



He laid me back on the bed.

Came over me — heavy, hot, cock rubbing against my slick entrance.

Paused.

Looked me dead in the eye.

“Last chance, Julia.”

I didn’t even blink.

“Fuck me.”



He pushed in.

One thick, slow thrust.

And I felt it in my soul.

I arched.

Cried out.

Grabbed his shoulders, fingers digging into muscle.

He filled me completely — each stroke deliberate, dragging along every nerve ending.

I wrapped my legs around him.

Took all of it.

Took him.



From the other room, my phone buzzed.

Mark.

I ignored it.

Aaron didn’t stop.

If anything, he fucked me harder.



I came again with him on top of me, then on my hands and knees, his cock driving into me from behind as I moaned into the pillow, teeth clenched.

He spanked me once.

Hard.

Made me say his name.

Made me thank him.

And I did.

Over and over.

Until I felt him twitch, groan, and pull out — hot streams of cum splattering across my back and ass.

I collapsed.

Breathless.

Ruined.



Ten minutes later, Mark walked in.

He knew.

Maybe not the details, but he knew.

He sat at the edge of the bed while I was still naked.

Ran a hand over my hair.

Whispered:

“Did he fuck you well?”

I couldn’t speak.

I just nodded.

Eyes wide.

Still shaking.

And when he leaned down, kissed my shoulder, and said:

“Then maybe you should let him do it again…”

I knew this wasn’t just a mistake.

It was the beginning.


Confession 14: I Let My Ex Take Me in Front of My Husband — and I’ve Never Felt So Honest

Name: Miranda T.
Age: 43
Location: Santa Fe, NM

Some men never really leave you.

Even when they’re out of your life — gone, blocked, boxed-up in memory — they haunt you in a specific way.

Ben was that man for me.

He was the one before my husband. The one I never quite got over.

Too wild. Too much. Too dangerous for anything real.

But the chemistry?

Unmatched.

We burned out in under a year.

But even now — married, stable, two kids, mortgage, responsible life — part of me still wondered:

What if he had me again?

And one night, I stopped wondering.



It started with a reunion.

Nothing dramatic.

Ben reached out on social media. Polite. Measured.

“Just passing through town. Would love to say hi.”

I didn’t answer right away.

But I showed the message to Tom — my husband.

I expected a no.

What I got was:

“Do you want to?”

I swallowed.

Then nodded.

He stared at me for a long time.

Then said:

“If you want to see him… see him. If it goes further… just don’t lie to me.”



That one sentence stayed in my chest.

If it goes further.

Just don’t lie.

It felt like permission.

Or maybe a dare.



Ben came by two nights later.

He hadn’t changed much.

A little greyer. A little softer around the edges.

But his presence? Still massive. Still magnetic.

Tom shook his hand.

Offered him a drink.

We sat. Talked. Caught up. Laughed more than we should’ve.

Tom watched us.

Not cold. Not jealous.

Just aware.

At one point, I stood to grab another bottle of wine. Ben followed me into the kitchen.

And when we were alone, he said:

“You still think about it?”

I turned, heart racing.

“Think about what?”

He stepped in.

Close.

His voice was low.

“How I used to fuck you.”

I didn’t answer.

I didn’t have to.



Back in the living room, Tom met my eyes.

Said nothing.

Just… gave me a look.

Then stood.

Took his glass.

And sat in the armchair across the room.

I felt my heart flutter.

Knew what he was doing.

Giving me the space to choose.

And God, did I choose.



I turned to Ben.

Unbuttoned my blouse, slow.

One by one.

His eyes followed every motion.

I let it fall.

My bra came next.

I stood in jeans and heels, breasts bare, heart pounding.

Ben approached like I might vanish.

He cupped my face. Kissed me — rough and deep.

I melted against him.

Our hands moved fast.

He unbuttoned my jeans, tugged them down.

I pulled at his shirt, his belt, everything in my way.

We were desperate. Familiar.

Like falling back into something we knew by muscle memory.



He pressed me to the couch.

Pushed my panties aside.

Ran a finger through my slickness.

“Still so fucking wet for me.”

He dropped to his knees.

Buried his face between my thighs.

Licked me like he needed it to live.

Broad tongue, fingers curling inside me, sucking my clit hard enough to make me gasp.

I reached back, gripped the arm of the couch, moaned his name — not quietly.

And across the room, I heard Tom’s breathing change.



Ben stood.

Freed his cock — thick, flushed, glistening at the tip.

I remembered the weight of it. The stretch.

My mouth watered.

I knelt, took him between my lips, sucked him deep.

Let my spit run down his shaft.

Let my tongue make him groan.

I looked up at him. Then back at Tom.

He was hard now.

Watching.

Rubbing himself through his pants.

I locked eyes with him as I took Ben deeper.

I wanted him to see it.

Needed him to.



Ben pulled me up.

Tossed me onto the couch.

Climbed over me.

Pushed inside — one long, thick thrust.

I cried out.

It burned. Filled. Opened something in me I didn’t know was still closed.

I clawed at his back.

He fucked me deep — slow at first, then harder.

Every thrust made me cry out.

Every slap of skin on skin reminded me how much I’d missed this.



I came on his cock — loud, uncontrollable.

Ben didn’t stop.

He flipped me onto my belly.

Fucked me from behind, gripping my hips.

I looked back — over my shoulder — saw my husband sitting in the chair.

His cock out now. Stiff. Veined. Dripping.

He was stroking himself as he watched me get pounded by another man.

And he loved it.



Ben grunted.

Pulled out.

Came across my lower back, hot and heavy.

I stayed there — panting, open, dripping.

And Tom finally stood.

Walked over.

Kissed me.

Long.

Soft.

Then whispered in my ear:

“You’re mine. But I loved watching him take you.”



I didn’t speak.

Didn’t need to.

My body said everything.

And later that night, when Tom slid into me — slow, reverent — I moaned louder than before.

Because it wasn’t just sex anymore.

It was something we shared.


Confession 15: I Let My Husband’s Boss Fuck Me — and I Watched My Marriage Shift

Name: Alana S.
Age: 35
Location: Charlotte, NC

It started over dinner.

A perfectly normal Friday night — steakhouse, wine, laughs.

Just me, my husband Nate… and his boss, Dean.

Dean was powerful in that quiet, calculated way. Older. Sharp suit. Silver at his temples. Thick hands that made me stare too long at the wine glass he gripped.

He was kind, respectful. But every now and then, he’d hold eye contact a little too long. Say my name a little slower than necessary.

I noticed.
So did Nate.

I thought it was harmless.

Until that night.



The dinner turned into drinks at Dean’s place.

Top floor condo, skyline view, low lights, jazz playing like it had always been there.

Nate loosened his tie. Dean poured another round.

And somewhere between sip three and four, I leaned forward to pick up my glass — and Dean said:

“You know, Alana, you have no idea how distracting you are in that dress.”

I froze.

Looked at Nate.

Expecting tension.

But he just… smirked.

“She’s a distraction to me every day, Dean. You’re just getting a taste.”

Dean smiled.

“I wouldn’t mind a little more than a taste.”

It hung in the air.

Heavy.

I couldn’t breathe.

Nate looked at me.

Quiet. Steady.

And said:

“If you want to… I won’t stop you.”



I felt everything at once.

Heat.

Fear.

Curiosity.

Permission.

Dean stood, walked over slowly, and reached for my hand.

I followed him without a word.

Nate stayed on the couch.

Watching.



Dean’s bedroom was dark. Just a single lamp.

When he shut the door behind us, I turned.

Heart pounding.

“Are you serious?” I asked, voice shaking.

He stepped closer. Smoothed a thumb across my cheek.

“Only if you are.”

I stared at him.

At this man I barely knew.

At the door.

At the space between what was allowed and what I was about to do.

Then I nodded.

“Don’t be gentle.”



He kissed me hard.

Hands gripping my ass through the dress, mouth claiming mine like it was always his.

He spun me around.

Unzipped me.

The dress slid down.

No bra. Bare beneath.

He stepped back.

“Fuck,” he muttered, eyes tracing my body.

He undid his belt.

Dropped his slacks.

His cock was thick, hard, already flushed.

I stared. Swallowed.

Then dropped to my knees.



I took him in my mouth.

Slow.

Wet.

I wrapped my hand around the base and stroked him while I sucked, letting spit dribble down, watching his jaw clench, his fingers flex.

He groaned.

“Your husband’s still out there, you know.”

I pulled off.

Met his eyes.

“He told me to do this.”

Then I sucked him deeper.

Let him feel it.



When he couldn’t take any more, he pulled me up and threw me on the bed.

I spread my legs instinctively.

He looked down at me, like he was deciding how to break me.

Then he pressed his cock to my soaked pussy and slid in — deep.

I gasped.

Back arched.

Hands fisting the sheets.

He filled me.

Rougher than Nate ever had.

He leaned in close.

“You ever been fucked by the man who signs your husband’s paycheck?”

I moaned.

“Not yet.”

He grinned.

And began to fuck me.



Every thrust knocked the breath out of me.

I clawed at his back.

Came hard — once, then again — until I was whimpering, soaked, shaking.

He flipped me over.

Took me from behind, hands gripping my hips like reins.

I looked toward the door.

It was cracked open now.

Nate.

Watching.

His eyes met mine.

He was stroking himself.

Slow.

Rhythmic.

I moaned louder.

Let it all out.



Dean grunted.

Pulled out.

Finished on my lower back in hot, thick spurts.

Then leaned down.

Bit my shoulder.

Whispered:

“You were worth every second.”



I didn’t dress right away.

I walked back out into the living room — cum on my thighs, hair a mess, dress barely clinging to my shoulders.

Nate looked up at me.

Expression unreadable.

I sat beside him.

Took his hand.

And said, breathless:

“That just happened.”

He squeezed my fingers.

“Yeah. It did.”

Then, with a voice thick with want:

“Now I need to fuck my wife.”


Confession 16: I Almost Cheated With My Coworker — Then My Husband Told Me to Finish What I Started

Name: Claire D.
Age: 32
Location: Seattle, WA

I never thought I’d be the type to confess something like this.

But here it is.

It started in a parking garage.

After a late night at the office. Fluorescent lights overhead. Rain tapping against concrete.

And Jason — the coworker I’d always had a little something with.

We were never inappropriate.

But there were looks. Smiles. Close moments that lingered too long.

And that night, something snapped.



He offered me a ride.

I said yes.

The drive was quiet at first.

Then his hand brushed mine at a stoplight.

I didn’t pull away.

At the next light, he turned to me and said, low:

“If I don’t kiss you right now, I’m going to regret it.”

And I said:

“Then kiss me.”

He pulled over.

And kissed me like he’d been waiting a year.



We didn’t have sex.

We got close.

Hands under clothes. My bra pushed up. His fingers in my panties, stroking me until I came in his passenger seat, breathless and shaking.

I unzipped him. Stroked him. Watched him come all over my hand and thighs.

It was fast. Messy. Wrong.

I pulled away after. Guilt hit me like a freight train.

He wanted to take it further. But I said no.

I went home in silence.



I told my husband the next morning.

I didn’t lie.

I told him everything. Word for word.

His face was unreadable.

Then he said:

“I’m not mad.”

I blinked.

“You’re not?”

He shook his head.

“I’m hard.”

I stared at him.

And then he said the words that shocked me more than anything else:

“If you want to fuck him… do it. Just let me watch this time.”



I didn’t believe him at first.

Thought it was a test.

But he kept bringing it up.

Asking what Jason’s cock looked like.

If I thought about it.

If I wanted more.

And eventually… I admitted the truth.

Yes.

I wanted more.



The next time it happened, it wasn’t in a car.

It was in our home.

Jason came over on a Sunday afternoon.

He didn’t know at first.

Just thought we were going to “talk.”

But my husband opened the door.

Let him in.

And said:

“We’ll skip the talking this time. She wants you. And I want to see it.”



Jason looked stunned.

Then he looked at me.

And when I didn’t flinch — when I reached for his belt and started unbuckling him right there in the living room — he understood.



I dropped to my knees.

Took him in my mouth.

Wet.

Slow.

I looked up at my husband as I sucked Jason’s cock — watched his jaw clench, his eyes darken.

I moaned around Jason’s length.

Used my tongue. My throat. Everything I had.

Then I stood.

Took Jason’s hand.

Led him to the bedroom.

My husband followed.



I undressed slowly.

Black bra. No panties.

Jason ran his hands over my hips, up my waist, over my breasts.

“Fuck… you’re perfect.”

I turned to my husband.

“Still okay?”

He sat in the chair by the bed.

Nodded.

“I want to see him fuck you properly.”



Jason kissed me.

Laid me back.

Spread me open.

And slid in — thick, slow, deep.

I gasped.

Back arched.

His cock filled me more than I expected. Better than I remembered.

I moaned his name.

Again.

Louder.

My husband stroked himself as he watched — eyes locked on where Jason’s cock disappeared inside me.

I came like that. Fast. Loud.

Clenching, wet, completely undone.



Jason flipped me onto my belly.

Took me harder.

Gripped my hips.

Slapped my ass.

“You’re tighter than I imagined.”

“You feel better than I remembered,” I whispered.

He groaned.

Fucked me harder.

My moans turned into cries.

I came again.

And again.

My husband was breathing heavy now — cock out, fist pumping slow and steady.

Jason pulled out.

Came all over my ass and lower back.

Thick. Hot. Heavy.

I stayed there.

Face down.

Breathless.



After, Jason dressed and left quietly.

No guilt. Just a knowing look.

Like he understood what he’d just become part of.

I stayed naked.

My husband walked over.

Ran a finger through the mess on my back.

Brought it to my lips.

I licked it clean.

“You didn’t cheat,” he said softly.
“You shared yourself.”



That night, he made love to me slow.

Deeper than before.

And whispered in my ear:

“Next time, we’ll pick the man together.”


Confession 17: I Slept With My Personal Trainer — Because My Husband Wanted Me To

Name: Renee M.
Age: 40
Location: San Diego, CA

I didn’t plan to want him.

You tell yourself there’s a boundary. A rule. A line that keeps a married woman like me safe — even when she’s sweating in tight leggings, bending low, stretching wide under the gaze of a man like that.

Luca was… something else.

Not just a trainer.

Not just fit.

But intense. Calm. The kind of man who speaks little but looks with purpose.

And every time he touched my hip to correct my posture, or held my wrist to guide a stretch, I felt it.

Heat.

Want.

Guilt.



I told my husband about Luca.

His name came up casually at first — a “he’s tough but good” kind of thing. But Evan noticed how often I talked about my workouts. How I’d come home flushed, needy, stretched out in more ways than one.

And one night — during sex, his cock buried deep in me — he whispered:

“Do you think about him when you come?”

I didn’t answer.

But my body did.

I clenched around him. Cried out. Came harder than I had in weeks.

Afterward, in the dark, he kissed my shoulder and said:

“If you ever want to feel him for real... you have my blessing.”



I didn’t believe him at first.

But the next morning, he brought it up again — calmly. Clearly.

“You don’t have to do anything. But if the moment ever comes… I want you to know I’m okay with it. I want to hear about it. Every detail.”

That’s when it became real.



It didn’t happen for weeks.

But the want only grew.

And one rainy Thursday night, after a particularly hard session, I was bent over on the mat catching my breath, sweat dripping down my back, when Luca crouched beside me.

He handed me a towel.

His voice was low, steady:

“You’ve gotten stronger. More flexible.”

I wiped my neck, nodded.

“Thanks to you.”

He looked at me.

Really looked.

“You ever wonder what would happen if we didn’t stop at the workout?”

I froze.

My breath caught.

Then I said, voice barely a whisper:

“I’d probably let it happen.”



I didn’t go home right after.

I followed him into the staff shower room — dim, tiled, private.

He shut the door behind us.

No words.

Just heat.

He stepped in close.

Tucked a strand of damp hair behind my ear.

Waited.

I nodded.

And then he kissed me.



It was slow at first.

His lips brushed mine. Teased. Let me lean into it.

Then he deepened the kiss — strong hands at my waist, mouth hungry, tongue tasting.

He lifted me easily, set me on the bench.

Pushed my leggings down slowly.

His fingers slid through my folds.

I was already soaked.

“Fuck, Renee,” he muttered.

“You’re soaked for me.”

I moaned. Bit my lip.

“You did this to me.”



He dropped to his knees.

Tongue thick and firm, working my clit in soft circles before pressing in deep.

He ate me like he had all night.

Hands holding my thighs apart.

My head rolled back against the cool tile, breath ragged.

And when I came — shuddering, gasping, hips grinding against his face — I said my husband’s name.

Not his.

Because Evan was there too, in my head.

Watching.

Letting me.

Wanting this for me.



When I opened my eyes, Luca stood.

Undressed.

His cock was big. Thick. Veined. So hard it curved up toward his stomach.

I stared. Swallowed.

Slid off the bench and dropped to my knees.

Took him in my mouth.

Let my spit coat him.

Sucked him slow. Deep.

His hand on my hair.

His hips twitching.

His breath caught when I moaned around his length.

“You’re filthy for a married woman.”

I pulled off, breathless.

“He wants me like this.”

Then I turned around.

Braced myself against the bench.

Looked back.

“So take me.”



He slid in slow.

Thick. Stretching.

I gasped.

Felt every inch.

Then he started to move.

Each thrust deep. Deliberate. Filling me.

My moans echoed in the small room.

My breasts bounced with every slap of skin.

And when I came again — clenched tight, voice hoarse, thighs trembling — he didn’t stop.



He flipped me onto my back.

Thrust harder.

I wrapped my legs around his waist.

Pulled him deeper.

Let him fuck me open.

His breath was ragged. His eyes locked on mine.

And just before he finished, he growled:

“Tell me who’s pussy this is.”

I whispered:

“Mine.”

Then louder:

“My husband’s.”

And came again.

Hard.

Messy.

Luca pulled out.

Stroked himself over my stomach.

Came in thick, hot ropes across my belly.



When I got home, Evan was already waiting.

He looked up from the couch.

I didn’t speak.

Just stripped. Walked over.

Straddled him.

Lowered myself onto his cock.

He felt everything.

Every echo.

Every trace Luca left behind.

And he moaned like he loved it.

Because he did.


Confession 18: I Fucked My Husband’s Old Friend on Our Anniversary

Name: Ivy R.
Age: 37
Location: Minneapolis, MN

We had a dinner reservation that night.

It was our eighth wedding anniversary.

But what I remember most is the moment I leaned back against the counter after finishing my lipstick… and heard the front door open to a voice I hadn’t heard in years.

“Hope I’m not too early.”

Mark’s best friend, Troy.

Broad-shouldered. Slightly scruffy. Still had that gravel in his voice. He hadn’t changed much.

He was in town for work and crashing with us — a last-minute decision that was supposed to be harmless.

It wasn’t.



Mark came into the kitchen with two beers. Kissed my shoulder as he handed one off to Troy.

“She’s looking good tonight, huh?”

He was teasing.

But when Troy looked me up and down — the tight black dress, the bare shoulders, the heels — and said, “Yeah, she really is,” I felt my skin flush hot.



Dinner got pushed.

We stayed home. Ordered Thai.

The three of us sat around the table drinking wine, telling stories from college — stories I’d heard before, but never quite like this.

Troy kept glancing at me.

Not rude.

Just… too often.

Mark noticed.

But he didn’t interrupt.

At one point, I stood to clear the dishes, and as I passed Troy, his hand grazed the back of my thigh.

By accident.

Maybe.

I gasped — barely.

Mark met my eyes across the room.

And smiled.

“Still got it, babe.”



Later, Mark stepped into the shower.

I was alone in the living room when Troy came in from the patio.

He looked tense. Charged.

We didn’t speak at first.

Then he said, voice low:

“You always knew, didn’t you?”

I swallowed.

“Knew what?”

“That I wanted you. That I still do.”

I didn’t move.

Didn’t answer.

Just breathed.

He stepped closer.

So close I could smell him — smoke, citrus, aftershave.

He reached out, fingers brushing my wrist.

I didn’t pull away.

“Tell me to stop,” he whispered.

I didn’t.



His lips hit mine.

Rough. Careful. Hungry.

My body folded into him — like it had been waiting.

His hands slid down, cupped my ass, lifted me up.

I wrapped my legs around him as he sat on the couch with me straddling him, dress hiked up around my hips.

I was soaked.

Already.

He pushed the fabric aside.

Ran his fingers up my inner thigh.

Found me bare beneath.

His groan was low, like it hurt to hold back.



His fingers moved expertly.

Circling.

Teasing.

He slipped two inside and I gasped — clung to his shoulders, hips grinding.

I came on his hand in under a minute.

Fast.

Desperate.

Biting his shoulder to keep quiet.

But then…

The sound of the shower shutting off.

We froze.

Breathless.

Eyes locked.

And I whispered:

“Don’t stop.”



He laid me back on the couch.

Freed his cock — thick, dark, leaking.

I reached for it without thinking.

Stroked it. Guided it.

Troy pressed the tip against my entrance.

Pushed in — slow.

I cried out, quietly.

Felt myself open for him.

Stretch, accommodate, take.

He filled me to the hilt.

And when he began to thrust, deep and steady, I moaned like it had never been done to me like this before.

Because it hadn’t.

Not with this weight.

Not with this danger.



Mark appeared in the doorway.

Hair wet.

Towel slung low.

He saw it immediately.

Me. On the couch. Legs wide. Troy buried inside me.

Our eyes met.

Time slowed.

And then Mark did something I’ll never forget.

He nodded.

Once.

And said:

“Make her come for you.”



Troy’s rhythm deepened.

He fucked me harder.

I gripped the cushions, legs shaking, moaning Mark’s name while being split open by another man.

The tension, the contradiction, the honesty of it made the orgasm rip through me like lightning.

I screamed.

Shuddered.

Clenched.

Troy cursed.

Pulled out.

Came across my belly in hot, thick spurts.

My husband stood there the whole time.

Hard.

Smiling.



After, Mark cleaned me up.

With a warm towel. Gentle hands.

He kissed me between my legs before I had the strength to sit up.

And whispered:

“Happy anniversary.”


Confession 19: I Let a Younger Man Fuck Me While My Husband Watched — At 75, I’ve Never Been Wetter

Name: Evelyn R.
Age: 75
Location: Sarasota, FL

Let me say this first:
I’m not some fragile old woman waiting to be invited back into life.

I’m alive.

I walk every morning. My thighs are still thick. My skin is soft, sun-warmed. I’ve got hips that sway and a laugh that makes men stop mid-sentence.

So no — this isn’t a story of some sweet little thing being awakened.
It’s a story of a woman who knew she was fire, and finally — finally — found someone to let her burn.



My husband, George, is 80.

We’ve had a good marriage. Strong. Loyal. Passionate, even — up until a few years ago.

His heart’s still in it. His cock… not so much.

And over coffee one morning, after a particularly heated dream I was too flustered to explain, I told him something I never thought I’d say:

“I think I want to be fucked by someone else.”

He didn’t flinch.

Didn’t call me crazy.

He just smiled into his mug and said:

“As long as I get to see it — I want to remember how you used to look when you came for me.”



The man I found wasn’t online.

He was next door.

Jeremiah. Forty-five. A contractor. Big hands. Bigger smile. The kind of man who offers to fix your gate shirtless just because “it’s hot out.”

We’d flirted. Subtle things.

He called me “Miss Evelyn.” Looked me in the eyes too long.

And one afternoon, after I brought him lemonade and noticed his cock tenting those thin gray shorts, I looked right at him and said:

“Would you fuck me if I asked you to?”

He blinked.

Smiled.

“In a heartbeat.”



It happened the next day.

George was dressed in his robe, settled in his recliner by the bedroom door.

I stood in front of the mirror — lips painted red, black silk robe clinging to every curve. No panties.

My pussy was already wet. Dripping.

At 75.

I opened the door when Jeremiah knocked.

His eyes raked over me.

And he groaned.

“God damn, Miss Evelyn…”



He stepped in, didn’t wait.

His hands were on my waist, mouth on my neck. His tongue hot, breath ragged.

I heard George shift behind us — watching.

Jeremiah unbelted the robe.

It slid open.

He stared at my breasts. Full, natural, heavy.

He kissed down my chest.

Sucked one nipple into his mouth, groaned into it.

I moaned — loud.

George let out a soft sound.

Jeremiah dropped to his knees.

Spread my legs.

And said:

“You’re soaked.”

Then he devoured me.



His tongue was wide, fast, relentless.

He ate me like I was thirty again.

No — better. Because now I knew how to grind against his face. Knew what pressure to ask for. Knew how to let go.

I came once, then twice — legs trembling, moaning his name like it was a hymn.

From the chair, George whispered:

“I’ve never seen you like this.”

I looked at him.

Eyes locked.

“Because I’ve never felt this free.”



Jeremiah stood.

His cock was thick. Hard. Glistening.

I wrapped my lips around it.

Sucked him deep. Slow.

Let my lipstick smear across his shaft.

Watched George stroke himself while I licked another man.

My husband — moaning at the sight.



Then Jeremiah bent me over the bed.

Lined up behind me.

And slid inside — all the way.

The stretch made me cry out.

He filled me. Owned me.

Fucked me with long, heavy strokes.

My breasts bounced with every thrust.

I looked over my shoulder and begged:

“Harder. Make me come again.”

He did.

And I screamed when I did — wet, raw, shaking, completely unmade.



He pulled out just before he came.

Shot all over my back.

Hot.

Sticky.

Claiming.



George walked over.

Ran his hand through it.

Brought it to my lips.

I licked it off.

Looked up at both of them.

Smiled.

“Well… how’s that for retirement?”



I’m 75.

I’m wet.

I’m done pretending desire has an expiration date.

And next week?

Jeremiah’s coming back.

But this time, George wants to hold my legs open while I’m fucked.

Because at our age?

We only do what we want.

If you’d told me ten years ago that I’d be face-down on my own bed with my husband holding my ass apart while a younger man pounded into me — I’d have laughed.

But now?

Now it feels like the most honest thing I’ve ever done.

Because I’m not ashamed of wanting.

Not anymore.

Not at 75.



It had been a week since Jeremiah first fucked me.

Since he made me come twice with his tongue and left my back painted with cum like I was some twenty-year-old intern bent over a desk.

George hadn’t stopped talking about it.

Asking me what it felt like. How deep he was. If I liked it more than with him.

And I told him everything.

Because now, that was part of it.

The retelling.

The way George’s cock hardened as I described how wet I got — how loud I moaned.

And eventually, George said:

“Next time… I want to hold you down while he takes you. I want to feel you come apart.”



The next Saturday, Jeremiah came over again.

Same smile.

Same thick forearms and low-hanging gray shorts.

But this time, I wasn’t nervous.

I needed it.



I wore a sheer robe this time.

Completely see-through.

No panties.

Nipples visible.

Dripping between my legs already before he even touched me.

Jeremiah stared when I opened the door.

“You’re fucking unbelievable,” he muttered, stepping in.

George stood behind me.

Already hard.

Already watching.



We didn’t wait long.

I crawled onto the bed.

Face down.

Ass up.

Legs wide.

George knelt behind me.

Spread my cheeks.

“She’s already soaked,” he said, fingers gliding through my slick folds.

Jeremiah walked up.

Unzipped.

Pulled out that thick cock.

And pressed the tip to my entrance.

I looked back and whispered:

“Take me. Both of you.”



He pushed in — slow, deep.

I gasped.

George held me there — one hand spreading me, the other gripping my thigh, watching the stretch.

Jeremiah started to thrust.

Long, heavy strokes.

I moaned.

Loud.

“Fuck, yes — right there…”



George whispered in my ear:

“You love this. Being taken like this. Being watched.”

I nodded.

I was dripping — soaking the sheets.

Jeremiah reached under and rubbed my clit as he fucked me harder.

The rhythm was deep and filthy.

The slaps of skin echoed off the walls.

George was moaning behind me now too — not touching himself, just watching me be used.



I came first.

Clenching.

Screaming.

Falling forward as my body shattered under the pressure of it.

But Jeremiah didn’t stop.

He flipped me over.

George helped.

Held my ankles apart while Jeremiah slid back in and fucked me raw.

My nipples were tight, mouth open, eyes rolling back.

I looked up and begged:

“Cum on me. Mark me. Ruin me.”

Jeremiah growled.

Pulled out.

And came across my chest and throat.

Ropes of heat splashing across my breasts.



George leaned in.

Wiped it with two fingers.

Fed it to me.

I sucked it down.

Eyes locked on his.



After, the three of us sat quietly.

Naked.

Spent.

Jeremiah lit a cigarette. George poured bourbon.

And I laid there in the middle — wet thighs, smeared lipstick, a sore pussy, and the happiest I’d ever been.

Because I wasn’t just being fucked.

I was finally free.


Confession 20: I Let Another Man Fuck Me While My Husband Watched — At 68, I’ve Never Been More Alive

Name: Lorraine H.
Age: 68
Location: Savannah, GA

Men like to talk big.

Especially as they age.

They joke about how women slow down, how we “dry up,” how we lose interest.

But the truth?

They’re the ones who fade.

We get better.

Hotter.

Wetter.

Freer.

There’s no such thing as a shy woman over 60. We’ve lived too long to be embarrassed by what we want.



I’ve been married to Martin for 45 years.

We’ve had our seasons — young and wild, then safe and soft, then quiet.

He’s not who he was at 30.
But neither am I.

And while his body may have slowed down, my needs have done the opposite.

There were nights I’d lie beside him, legs pressed together, aching with an arousal he just couldn’t meet anymore.

And instead of resenting him…

I told him.



It started during a glass of bourbon on the back porch. The stars were out. The cicadas were humming. And I said it plainly:

“I need to be fucked, Martin.”

He turned to me.

Eyes tired. But sharp.

“By someone else?”

I didn’t answer.

Just sipped.

Then said:

“If you’d watch… I’d let it happen.”



The man we picked was a neighbor.

James.

Divorced. Early fifties. Good with his hands. Always shirtless when he mowed.

I’d caught him staring more than once. Not leering. Just... looking.

And I liked it.



Martin was the one who brought it up.

“What about James?”

I nearly choked on my tea.

“You’re serious?”

He nodded.

“You deserve it. And I want to see you wake up again.”



I asked James myself.

It was early evening. I wore a sundress, nothing under it. I walked over with lemonade, leaning against his doorframe like I wasn’t doing something wicked.

“My husband wants to watch you fuck me,” I said.

He blinked.

Then slowly smiled.

“When?”



It was a Tuesday.

Martin was in the armchair, robe open, hand resting on his thigh.

I lit candles.

Played jazz.

Wore the red slip I used to save for anniversaries — the silk clung to my hips, nipples peeking through.

I opened the door when James knocked.

And he stared.

“Lorraine… Jesus.”



He didn’t wait long.

Kissed me hard.

Hands on my ass.

Pushed me back against the wall, lifting the hem of my slip.

His fingers found my pussy — soaked already.

“Fuck. You’re dripping.”

I moaned.

Loud.

Let him feel everything.



He dropped to his knees.

Spread me open.

And devoured me.

Licked me like he was starving.

Tongue strong, lips sucking my clit.

I threw my head back. Legs shaking.

I came in his mouth while my husband watched — gasping, shaking, mouth wide open.



James stood.

Freed his cock.

Thick. Veined. Leaking at the tip.

I knelt.

Took him deep.

Wet. Loud. Sloppy.

Let my spit run down his shaft.

Locked eyes with Martin while I sucked another man’s cock.

And he groaned.

“God, you’re so beautiful like this.”



James bent me over the couch.

Pulled my slip up.

Slid in from behind — slow and deep.

I screamed.

It had been so long since I’d been filled like that.

Martin moved closer.

Watched from a foot away as James fucked me harder, faster.

I moaned.

Broke.

Begged.



I came again — writhing under James, pushed down into the cushions, pussy soaked and used.

James pulled out.

Came on my ass.

Martin reached down.

Ran his fingers through it.

Fed it to me.

And I sucked it off, eyes still dazed.



Later, I lay naked across my husband’s lap.

He stroked my hair.

Kissed my forehead.

“You still have more in you,” he whispered.

“And now I get to see it.”


Confession 21: My Husband Wanted to Watch Me Take Another Man — So I Finally Let Him

Name: Dana W.
Age: 52
Location: Austin, TX

We’ve been married 28 years.

Not the kind of marriage that went cold. Not the kind where we sleep in separate rooms or fake holidays.

Ours stayed warm.

Touch often. Laughter. Sex at least twice a week — even if slower, even if shorter.

But about a year ago, something shifted. Not in love… in hunger.

We started watching porn together. Talking dirtier. Fantasizing out loud.

And the one idea that kept coming up — more and more, and never left us — was this:

“What would it be like if someone else took me… while he watched?”



We joked about it at first.

But one night, in bed, after he made me come with his fingers wrapped around my clit, breathless and trembling, I said it.

For real.

“I want to fuck someone else.”

He didn’t freeze.

He didn’t frown.

He just whispered:

“I want to see it.”



The man wasn’t a stranger.

His name’s Marcus. 45. A friend of my coworker’s husband.

We’d met a few times at barbecues. The kind of man who looks right at you when you talk. Confident. Wide hands. Deep voice.

I always caught him watching me — but respectfully.

And when I brought up his name to my husband, there was no hesitation.

“He’s perfect,” he said.



I texted Marcus late one night.

After a glass of wine and twenty minutes of courage.

I have a strange question. Would you ever… be with a married woman? One whose husband wants to watch?

His reply came ten minutes later:

That’s a fantasy I’ve never acted on. But yes. Absolutely yes.



It was a Saturday afternoon.

Bright. Clean. Honest.

I wore a dark green wrap dress. Nothing under it.

My husband, Tom, sat in the armchair.

Not anxious. Just quiet. Watching.

I opened the door for Marcus.

He stepped in. Kissed my cheek.

Took my hand without words.

And I brought him to the bed.



It started slow.

Marcus kissed me like he was savoring something rare.

His hands slid over my hips, down my back, under the dress.

I moaned when he touched me — low and surprised.

My husband’s voice — soft, from the corner:

“You’re already wet, aren’t you?”

I nodded.

“I’ve been dripping since I heard his car pull up.”



Marcus unwrapped me.

The dress fell open.

My breasts spilled into his hands.

He kissed one. Sucked the nipple in. Bit, gently.

I gasped.

Arched into it.

Tom shifted in his chair — eyes dark.



Marcus laid me on the bed.

Kissed down my belly.

Spread my legs.

“God, look at you,” he whispered.

Then he bent and ate me like he wanted to drown in it.

Tongue firm, deliberate, slow circles — then fast, erratic licks that made my hips jerk off the sheets.

He moaned into my pussy.

I cried out — raw, honest.

My fingers tangled in his hair.

“Fuck, don’t stop—yes—yes—”

And I came, loud, wet, shaking like I hadn’t in years.



Tom stood up.

Walked closer.

Watched as Marcus undid his belt.

Freed his cock.

It was thicker than my husband’s. Longer. Darker.

I stared.

Licked my lips.

“You want it,” Tom said, voice rough.

I met his eyes.

“I need it.”



Marcus climbed on top.

Lined himself up.

And pushed in.

The stretch made me scream.

It wasn’t just size.

It was wrong.

And perfect.

Tom sat back down, slowly stroking himself.

Watching me get filled by another man.

Watching my face twist with guilt and pleasure and something entirely new.

Marcus fucked me deep. Slow.

I moaned for him.

Said his name.

Then said Tom’s.



I came again.

And again.

My thighs were soaked.

The sheets ruined.

Marcus flipped me over.

Took me from behind.

Pulled my hair.

Made me look at my husband while he pounded into me.

“She’s yours,” Marcus grunted.
“But she’s coming for me.”

Tom groaned.

“Make her scream.”

And I did.



Marcus pulled out.

Came on my lower back.

Thick. Hot. Ropes of release that made me feel owned.

Tom walked over.

Rubbed it in with his hand.

Slipped two fingers back inside me — felt how used I was.

I grabbed his wrist and begged:

“Don’t ever let me go back to how it was before.”



That night, Tom held me tighter than ever.

His voice low in the dark:

“I didn’t lose you today. I watched you come alive.”

And he was right.


Confession 22: The First Time I Let Another Man Have Me

Name: S. Matthews
Age: 33
Location: Austin, Texas



It started with curiosity. Then it became a fantasy we whispered in bed. But neither of us truly thought it would happen—until it did.

My name is Sarah Matthews. I’m 33 years old, married for nearly ten years. We live in Austin, Texas—liberal enough for openness, quiet enough for secrets. And this… is mine.

It happened on a rainy Friday night, the air thick with that earthy scent of wet cedar and asphalt. I remember I was wearing a black slip dress with no bra—just the way James liked it. My husband James had been dropping hints for months. The idea of another man taking me, pleasuring me, making me moan while he watched. He brought it up during sex, usually when he was close, whispering filthy suggestions into my ear with his fingers buried deep inside me.

At first, it was just talk. Then, one night, he asked me seriously.

“If the right guy came along… would you?”

I remember my heart pounding. I didn’t answer right away. But I thought about it that night, and the next, and the next.

Eventually, I said yes.

His name was Marcus. A friend of a friend. Tall, smooth, confident. Mixed race—black and Puerto Rican—with full lips and sharp, knowing eyes. He had a way of looking at you like he already knew your secrets.

James and I invited him over. No expectations, just drinks, conversation. But I had shaved everything that day. Wore perfume that smelled like vanilla and amber. Just in case.

The tension was electric from the moment Marcus walked through the door. James poured bourbon for all three of us, and I sat between them on the couch—my legs crossed, dress riding up just enough. I could feel both their eyes on me, but neither said a word.

“So…” Marcus said, looking directly at me, “…how far are we taking this tonight?”

My throat dried. I looked at James. He didn’t speak, just nodded slowly, his eyes burning with something between lust and nervous energy.

I stood up. The slip clung to my hips. My hands shook slightly, but I reached down and let the thin straps fall from my shoulders. The dress whispered to the floor, pooling around my feet.

Marcus stood too. I could feel the heat radiating off him. He stepped close, not touching, just hovering—like he was giving me a final chance to change my mind.

I didn’t.

He kissed me—deep, slow, claiming. His lips tasted of bourbon and something darker. His hands were firm, gripping my waist, pulling me against him. I heard James exhale from the couch. The sound lit something in me.

Marcus’s hands slid down my back, over my ass, gripping me hard. He lifted me effortlessly, and I wrapped my legs around his waist. He carried me to the bedroom like I weighed nothing. James followed, silent, hard beneath his jeans.

Marcus laid me on the bed, kissing down my neck, biting softly. His fingers found my wetness and slid in without hesitation. I gasped, arching. He was good. Confident. Slow where it mattered, rough where it counted.

“You like that?” he asked, voice thick.
I nodded, breathless. “Don’t stop.”

James sat in the armchair across from the bed, one hand on his cock, eyes never leaving me.

Marcus undressed slowly—every inch of him as beautiful as I’d imagined. Thick, long, veined. I spread my legs wider, aching to feel him. He teased me with his tip, dragging it along my slick folds, watching my face twist in anticipation.

When he finally pushed inside, I gasped loudly—my body stretching to accommodate him. He filled me so deeply, so completely, I nearly came from just that first thrust.

“Jesus, you’re tight,” he groaned into my neck.
“It’s been a long time,” I whispered. “Not like this.”

The rhythm built slowly, deep strokes that made my toes curl. I moaned openly, shamelessly. Marcus held my wrists above my head, pinning me as he fucked me harder. Every slap of skin on skin made James twitch in his chair. He was stroking himself now, eyes wide, lips parted.

I turned my head to look at my husband.

“You okay, baby?” I asked, voice shaking.

He nodded, eyes locked on where Marcus disappeared inside me.

“I’ve never seen you this turned on,” he said.

That pushed me over. My orgasm hit like a wave—sharp, hot, shaking me to the core. I cried out Marcus’s name, my nails clawing at the sheets. He kept going, relentless, driving me through it.

Minutes later, he groaned into my ear and came deep inside me, his body shuddering over mine. The warmth of it flooded me—familiar and yet completely foreign.

He pulled out slowly, my body twitching in aftershock. I turned to James. He was standing now, jeans around his ankles. I crawled to him on wobbly legs, kissed him deeply, letting him taste me on my tongue.

He came within seconds.

We collapsed together—sweaty, tangled, silent.

Later, as I lay between them, Marcus stroking my thigh and James holding my hand, I felt something settle in my chest. Not guilt. Not shame.

Satisfaction. Freedom.

I had done something wild. Something raw and real. And I wanted more.


Confession 23: My First Time Being Taken by Another Man While My Husband Watched

Name: A. Bennett
Age: 29
Location: Portland, Oregon



I never imagined I’d be the kind of woman to share herself with another man—especially not while my husband watched. But here I am, writing this, with the scent of another man still faintly clinging to my skin and the memory of that night replaying like a fever dream I don’t want to end.

My name is Amanda Bennett. I’ve been married to Evan for three years. We’re the quiet type—books and coffee, not parties and chaos. Sex was always good, loving, gentle. But after a while, it settled into a rhythm that felt safe. Too safe. I began to crave something reckless. Something raw.

It started with pillow talk. Evan told me, one night in the dim bedroom glow, that he sometimes imagined me with another man. That the idea of me being taken, opened up, used while he watched made him ache in ways he didn’t know he could.

At first, I laughed. Thought he was just fantasizing. But the way his voice dipped low, the way his fingers gripped my hips tighter as he said it—I knew he meant it.

“Would you ever do it?” he asked one night, lips grazing the shell of my ear.

I didn’t answer right away. I was wet just thinking about it.

That was a month before it actually happened.

His name was Cole. A coworker of Evan’s. Tall, rough around the edges, and nothing like my husband. He had tattoos crawling up his forearms and a cocky smirk that made me flush when we met at a casual office gathering. I caught him watching me more than once that night, and when I told Evan, he just smiled and said:

“He likes you. I can tell.”

We didn’t jump into it. There were conversations, rules, hesitations. But the more we talked, the more the idea bloomed between us—dark and wicked and beautiful. Eventually, Evan said:

“I want to see you with him. I want to watch him fuck you. For real.”

My stomach flipped. I said yes.

That night is burned into my senses. I wore a silk robe over lace panties—no bra. My skin tingled with nerves. My heart wouldn’t slow down. Evan poured wine and sat on the armchair in the bedroom while I paced lightly, glancing at the clock. When the knock came, I nearly jumped.

Cole stepped in like he belonged there. Confident. His eyes landed on me, dark and slow, devouring me. He wore a black t-shirt and jeans, boots still on. He didn’t waste time with small talk. Just walked right up to me, tucked a finger beneath the silk robe, and pulled it open.

Evan stayed quiet in the chair, watching.

Cole’s lips found mine—rough and greedy. His hands roamed my body like he already knew every inch. He pushed me gently toward the bed, undressed me with practiced ease, and laid me back against the sheets.

“God, you’re wet already,” he murmured, sliding two fingers through my folds.
I gasped. “I’ve been thinking about this all day.”
“You like knowing your husband’s watching you spread open for another man?”

The filthy words made me clench around nothing. I glanced at Evan. His chest rose and fell in shallow breaths, eyes locked on me.

Cole lowered himself, kissing down my stomach, his stubble rough against my skin. His mouth found me, warm and slow at first, then more intense—his tongue moving in perfect rhythm until I was arching off the bed, moaning like I hadn’t in years. He held me down as I came, hard and fast, gripping the sheets as my orgasm tore through me.

But he wasn’t done.

He stood, undressed, and I saw him fully for the first time. Thick. Heavy. My breath caught.

“Ready for me, sweetheart?”
I nodded, voice gone.

He slid in with a growl, stretching me wide, inch by slow inch. I whimpered, my eyes flicking to Evan. His hand was inside his pants, stroking slowly. His eyes never left where Cole was buried inside me.

The thrusts started slow, almost tender, but it didn’t stay that way. Cole grabbed my hips, pulled me to the edge of the bed, and pounded into me hard—deep and relentless. Every sound was loud in the room. The slap of skin. My moans. Cole’s breathless groans.

“Your wife’s a fucking dream,” Cole said to Evan, eyes locked on him.
“I know,” Evan replied, voice strained. “She’s never sounded like this.”

That did something to me. I came again, shaking, crying out, begging Cole not to stop. He bent down, kissed me hard, and kept going, his pace brutal and perfect.

When he finally came, it was deep and raw, groaning my name as he emptied himself inside me. He stayed there for a moment, panting, his hands gripping my thighs tight.

I lay there, trembling, my body wrecked in the best way. Cole pulled out slowly, his cum dripping between my legs onto the sheets.

Evan stood then, walking over. He kissed me—deep and loving, tasting me, tasting him. I could feel his arousal pressed against my hip, his hand cupping my breast.

We didn’t speak for a while. Just lay there in the warmth, in the silence. My head rested on Evan’s chest, Cole still stroking my thigh lazily.

There was no shame. No awkwardness. Just… a new closeness. Something unlocked between us, something fierce and open and wild.

I never thought I’d be a cuckoldress. But now that I’ve tasted it?

I know it won’t be the last time.


Confession 24: I Let an Older, Bald Man Fuck Me While My Husband Watched—And I Loved It

Name: L. Donovan
Age: 31
Location: Richmond, Virginia



I never thought I’d be the kind of woman who could get off with another man, especially not one who was the complete opposite of my husband. But that night, everything changed.

My name’s Lauren Donovan. I’m 31. I’ve been with my husband, Nate, since I was 24. We have a sweet, quiet life—respectable jobs, a two-bedroom townhouse, and a Friday-night routine of wine, movies, and long, slow sex.

But things started to shift after we went to a hotel bar one night for a change of pace.

There was this older man at the far end. Balding, probably in his late 50s. Thick around the middle. Wrinkled button-up shirt, gold chain, glasses that kept sliding down his nose. The kind of guy I wouldn’t look at twice, usually. But he was confident. Real confident. Laughing with the bartender, leaning back like he owned the place.

He looked over and caught me staring.

“You checking out that old guy?” Nate asked with a smirk.

I laughed, but I was blushing.

“No. Just... noticing.”

He leaned in, lowering his voice.

“You ever wonder what it’d be like?”
“Like what?”
“Someone older. Someone you’d never normally fuck.”

His hand was already sliding up my thigh under the table. My panties were damp, and I didn’t know why.

We left that bar with a buzz in our heads, and the idea was planted. Nate kept bringing it up when we were alone. He got obsessed with the thought of me with someone unexpected. And eventually, he made it real.

His name was Frank. The same man from the bar. Turns out he was a regular and a friend of a friend Nate had reached out to. When he told me he’d invited Frank over one night, I nearly lost my breath.

“He knows?”
“He knows. And he’s into it.”
“But he’s... not exactly my type.”
“That’s the point,” Nate said with a grin. “I want to see you lose control.”

I wore a thin t-shirt and no bra that night. No makeup. Just lip balm. I didn’t want to pretend—I wanted it to be real.

When Frank walked in, it felt surreal. Up close, he smelled like cologne and something faintly minty. His belly pushed slightly against his shirt, and he had this gruff, low voice when he said:

“Well, aren’t you a pretty thing.”

I flushed. His eyes went right to my chest, unapologetic. Nate poured drinks and sat on the edge of the couch while Frank took the center seat.

“You nervous, sweetheart?” Frank asked, patting the cushion beside him.

I nodded and sat.

He reached over and ran his hand down my thigh. His skin was rough, warm. My nipples tightened under the shirt. He leaned in close, his lips brushing my ear.

“Let’s not waste time pretending this is something it’s not.”

He kissed me. Full and hungry. It was strange at first—his lips bigger, wetter than I was used to. His tongue pushed into my mouth like he owned it. And something inside me… gave in.

I kissed him back. Harder.

His hand slid under my shirt, cupping my breast. His palm was calloused, fingers tugging at my nipple until I gasped. I looked over at Nate—he was watching, wide-eyed, his cock visibly hard under his jeans.

Frank stood and pulled me up with him.

“Where’s the bedroom?” he asked Nate.
“Down the hall,” Nate said quietly.

Frank guided me there like it was his house. I followed, heart pounding, pussy soaking through my panties.

He didn’t waste time.

He undressed me slowly, kneeling to pull my panties down. His breath was hot on my thighs. Then his mouth was on me. Greedy, sloppy, wet. He licked me like he hadn’t eaten in days, burying his face between my legs, his beard scratching my skin, his tongue relentless.

I cried out, grabbing his bald head, grinding into his face. Nate stood in the doorway now, frozen, watching as I bucked and came on Frank’s tongue—loud and shameless.

Frank stood, lips shiny, and stripped naked. His body wasn’t what I was used to—soft belly, hairy chest, thick arms. But his cock was long, curved, veiny. And hard as hell.

He pushed me back on the bed, climbed over me, and looked into my eyes.

“You sure you want this, pretty girl?”
I nodded. “Fuck me.”

The first thrust made me gasp. He slid in deep, slow, stretching me wide. His stomach pressed against mine, his breath hot on my neck as he started to move.

It wasn’t graceful. It wasn’t young and fit and perfect. It was raw. Heavy. Real. His belly slapped against me with every thrust. The bed creaked. I was moaning openly, legs wrapped tight around him, nails digging into his back.

I looked at Nate.

“You see me?” I said, breathless.
“I see you,” he whispered. “You’re beautiful like this.”

Frank grabbed my hips and flipped me over. Took me from behind, rough and deep. He spanked me—twice—my ass jiggling from the impact. I was dripping, begging, panting.

“Goddamn, you’ve got a sweet pussy,” Frank grunted. “Your man’s lucky.”
“He wants me to be used,” I moaned.
“Then I’ll give him a show.”

He fucked me hard—harder than anyone ever had. My face was buried in the pillow, drool pooling at the edge of my mouth as my orgasm ripped through me. I came so hard I screamed.

He came a minute later, groaning low, hips jerking, filling me with a thick, warm load. I could feel it leaking out as he pulled out and slapped my ass once more for good measure.

I collapsed on the bed, shaking. Nate came to me, kissed my forehead, whispered that I was perfect.

Frank lit a cigarette and sat in the chair like he’d just fixed our plumbing.

We didn’t say much for a while.

I just lay there, sore, dripping, and strangely content. I didn’t expect to feel closer to Nate after being fucked by another man. But I did.

Because I knew he saw the real me.

And now… so had Frank.


Confession 25: He Was the Town’s Nightmare—But the First Man I Ever Cheated With While My Husband Watched

Name: C. Reyes
Age: 34
Location: Decatur, Mississippi



They used to call him “Brick.” Big as a wall, hard as one too. The kind of man people crossed the street to avoid. He ran the darker side of our little town—money, fear, favors nobody talked about but everyone owed. I should’ve been scared of him. Hell, I was scared of him. Until the night I gave myself to him. Completely. While my husband watched.

And now that he’s behind bars, I keep thinking about that night. Obsessing. My body hasn’t cooled since.

My name’s Cassie Reyes. I’m 34. Married for six years to Diego—sweet, quiet, kind. He’s everything Brick isn’t. Which is probably why I let it happen.

It started with a threat. Brick caught Diego behind on a debt—something small, something stupid. We were scared. He came to our house one night to “talk about it,” but the talk quickly twisted into something else.

“You love her?” he asked Diego, nodding toward me while I stood frozen in the kitchen doorway.
“Yes,” Diego said quickly.
“Good,” Brick said. “Then you’re gonna let me fuck her.”

I swear the air left the room.

Brick looked right at me, not Diego. There was something terrifying and magnetic about him. Bald, thick-bearded, tattoos climbing up his neck. He smelled like leather, tobacco, and gasoline. And he made no secret of the way his eyes ran over my body—like I was a prize he already owned.

We didn’t say yes right away. But we didn’t say no either.

Two nights later, he came back.

I was already in a silk robe, nothing underneath. I remember how cold the doorknob felt in my hand when I opened it for him, and how his eyes raked down my body like he was unwrapping me.

“You ready to clear your man’s debt?” he asked, voice low and thick.
“Just… don’t hurt him,” I said softly.
“I ain’t here for him, baby. I’m here for you.”

Diego sat in the armchair across the room, already hard beneath his jeans. I could feel his nervous energy buzzing through the walls. I didn’t ask if he was okay. I didn’t want to. I needed this to be my choice.

Brick sat down on the couch and patted his thigh.

“Come here, girl.”

My legs were shaking as I walked to him. He parted my robe with one hand, his fingers brushing my bare stomach. I sat on his lap, facing him, my thighs spread over that thick belly, his jeans rough against my skin.

He kissed me hard—like he was tasting something he’d waited too long for. His hands were everywhere. Groping, gripping, tugging at my nipples, cupping my ass like he owned it. I moaned into his mouth, shocked by how quickly my body gave in.

“That’s it,” he growled. “You’re gonna ride this cock while your husband watches me take you.”

He unzipped, pulled himself out. Thick, heavy, veiny. I gasped when I saw it.

“Don’t make me wait,” he said.

I lowered myself onto him, inch by inch, and it was like nothing I’d ever felt. He stretched me so wide I whimpered, clutching his shoulders, my breath ragged. My thighs shook. My pussy throbbed.

“Fuck, you're tight. Bet that little husband’s never stretched you like this.”

I couldn’t speak. Just nodded, grinding down on him, my eyes fluttering shut as I rode him slowly, the weight of his cock deep in my belly.

Diego shifted on the chair. I opened my eyes and looked at him. His lips were parted. He was palming himself through his jeans, staring at me with a mix of shock, arousal, and pain. That made me ride harder.

Brick leaned back, gripping my hips, letting me do the work.

“Look at him,” Brick said. “You’re bouncing on my cock, and he’s just watching. You’re his wife, and I’m inside you.”

I looked at Diego the whole time, moaning his name as I rode Brick to the edge. My breasts bounced, sweat dripping between them. My orgasm hit hard—sudden and violent. I screamed. Brick didn’t stop. He flipped me over onto the couch, face down, ass up.

“Not done yet.”

He took me from behind—brutal, fast, loud. His belly slapped against my ass. His hands held me open. My moans were muffled in the cushions. I could feel Diego watching. I wanted him to watch.

“You want this cum?”
“Yes, Brick,” I gasped. “Give it to me.”

He slammed in deep and roared as he emptied himself inside me. Hot. Wet. Thick. I felt every pulse of it. He stayed inside for a long beat, breathing hard, his hands still gripping my waist.

When he pulled out, I collapsed, shaking.

Diego walked to me slowly, knelt beside the couch, and kissed my temple.

“You okay?” he whispered.
“I don’t know,” I whispered back. “But I liked it.”

Brick zipped up and lit a cigarette by the door.

“Debt’s paid,” he said. “But don’t be surprised if I come collect again.”

Then he left.

That night changed something. He was arrested two weeks later—finally caught for something bigger than our small-town drama. But the mark he left on me? That stayed.

Now, with him behind bars, I keep thinking about how alive I felt under him. How wild and shameless I became when my husband watched another man claim me.

I’m still his wife. But now… I’m a hotwife too.

And I don’t plan to stop anytime soon.


Confession: 26 I Was the Quiet, Polite Wife… Until the Night I Let Another Man Fuck Me

Name: T. Collins
Age: 30
Location: Charleston, South Carolina



I used to be the kind of woman who never raised her voice, never wore revealing dresses, and never—never—farted in front of her husband.

The idea of being watched, of being vulnerable, naked, noisy, sexual… used to terrify me. I was the “good wife,” always composed, careful. I’d tuck away even my orgasms, hiding my moans in pillows. I thought that was what being respectful meant.

But all it took was one night—one raw, filthy night with another man—and I’ve never been the same.

My name is Tara Collins. I’m 30, married to Scott for five years. He’s kind, devoted, sensitive. He brings me tea every morning, always texts when he’s on his way home, never raises his voice. We had the perfect “gentle” marriage. But it was also… quiet. Predictable. Almost too clean.

I’d always been shy in bed—lights off, legs closed, minimal noise. I wasn’t repressed, just… guarded. Even my body felt like something to hide.

But Scott started bringing up fantasies, and one of them clung to me in a way I couldn’t ignore.

“What if… what if someone else had you? And I watched?”

I remember freezing the first time he said it. Then laughing it off, thinking he was joking. But he wasn’t. Over time, he kept bringing it up. Respectfully. Patiently. But persistently.

“I don’t want you to feel owned,” he’d say. “I want to see you free.”

That word stuck with me. Free. I didn’t know what it meant back then—not really.

But now I do.

We met James through an online community. He was older than us by a few years, tall, Black, ex-military. Quiet confidence. The way he looked at me on video calls made my stomach flutter—and my thighs press tight together.

The night we met in person, I was shaking as I got dressed. Scott helped me pick out the outfit: a wine-colored dress that hugged my hips, no panties. The feel of cool air between my legs as we waited for James to arrive made me wet before the doorbell even rang.

When I opened the door, James stepped in like he’d been there a hundred times. He smelled like spice and citrus. His voice was deep, calm, almost tender. He shook Scott’s hand, then looked at me.

“You ready for this, sweetheart?”

My heart was pounding, but I nodded.

We didn’t rush. James and I sat on the couch first, legs brushing, sipping wine while Scott sat nearby. There was silence. Then James reached over, took my hand, and slid it onto his thigh. I felt the hard ridge in his jeans and gasped softly.

Scott was watching. Not saying a word.

James leaned in, brushing my hair aside, whispering:

“If you don’t want this, just say the word.”

I didn’t say anything. I kissed him.

That kiss broke me open. I moaned softly against his lips as his tongue slid into my mouth, slow and sure. His hands gripped my waist, pulled me into his lap. My dress rode up, and I felt the rough denim against my bare folds. My thighs trembled.

He slid his hands under the dress, gripping my ass with both palms.

“Fuck, you feel good already.”

I glanced at Scott. He was hard. His eyes were wide, his breath shallow—but he wasn’t panicking. He was turned on.

James stood, picked me up like I weighed nothing, and carried me to the bedroom. Laid me out on the bed, slowly unzipping my dress and pulling it off. I covered my breasts with my arms instinctively.

“No,” he said gently, pulling them away. “Let me see you.”

I nodded, breathless.

He undressed with calm confidence. His body was sculpted, powerful. When he dropped his briefs, I gasped. He was thick. Heavy. Beautiful. My husband had never seen me gape like that before. And I didn’t care.

James slid between my thighs and licked me slowly, lazily, savoring me. His tongue was skillful—not fast, not sloppy. Just… deliberate. I gripped the sheets, my hips lifting, moaning loudly for the first time in my life. I didn’t hold back.

When he pushed inside, I cried out. My body stretched, opened, wrapped around him. His thrusts were deep and smooth, each one punching the air out of my lungs in the best way.

I looked at Scott, who had moved closer now, his cock out, stroking slowly as he watched his wife being fucked. Truly, openly fucked.

James whispered filth in my ear—how tight I was, how he could feel my pussy clenching around him, how he knew my husband had never seen me like this. And it was true.

My orgasm was messy. Loud. I screamed his name. I gripped the headboard. My hair stuck to my face from sweat. And I came so hard I cried.

James didn’t stop. He flipped me onto my stomach and took me again—hard, fast, the sound of skin slapping echoing off the walls. I drooled onto the pillow. My moans were guttural. And I didn’t care.

When he came, he stayed deep, groaning into my back as his cum flooded me. I felt every pulse of it. Every twitch.

Afterward, we lay tangled for a while. James rubbed my back. Scott kissed my forehead.

And for the first time in our marriage… I felt completely seen.

Now? I laugh louder. I move differently. I live. Scott says I even look different. Lighter. Wilder.

He still watches me with other men—carefully chosen, deeply discussed. But that first night with James was the night I stepped into myself.

I was a secret, even to me.

Now? I’m wide open.


Confession 27: He Cheated. I Almost Left. But What Happened Next Changed Everything.

Name: R. Mitchell
Age: 32
Location: Spokane, Washington



I never thought I’d forgive a man who cheated on me. I never thought I’d fall back into bed with him, let alone let another man kiss me in front of him. But life isn’t clean and simple. And what happened to me wasn’t planned. It wasn’t fantasy. It was messy, real, and… it was the most honest I’ve ever felt in my own skin.

My name is Riley Mitchell. I’m 32. Married to Brandon for nearly eight years.

A year ago, I found messages. A thread on his phone—screenshots, voice notes. A woman he worked with. Nothing lasted more than a few weeks, but it shattered me. It wasn’t just the betrayal, it was the way he lied with such ease. I remember shaking when I confronted him, hearing my voice crack, the burn behind my eyes when I said:

“You don’t get to touch me anymore.”

I left for my friend Caleb’s place that night. Caleb was a long-time friend, someone who had seen me through college, heartbreak, moves, jobs. The kind of friend who never judged but always showed up. He handed me a blanket, poured wine, and let me sob into his hoodie for two hours.

He didn’t try anything. Not once. He made me laugh the next day when I hadn’t smiled in days. He told me I still deserved to be desired. And I remember, even then, looking at him a little differently. Not romantically. But… aware.

Brandon begged. He called, emailed, wrote letters—actual handwritten letters. After a few months, I agreed to talk. Therapy came next. Then slow, aching sex. Quiet dinners. And, somehow, we began to rebuild.

One night, after too much wine and a little truth or dare, Brandon said:

“What if we did something crazy?”
“Like what?”
“Like… bring someone in. As a kind of roleplay. Flip the script a little.”

I was stunned. I mean—he had cheated, and now he was asking me to play with fire?

But part of me was curious. And another part wanted to take something back for myself. To rewrite how power worked between us.

“Anyone in mind?” I asked.
“Maybe someone you already trust…” he said. “Like Caleb.”

My breath caught.

We invited him over one night under the pretense of drinks and board games. But I wore something that said more—something I never would’ve worn before. A loose off-shoulder tee that showed the curve of my breasts, nothing underneath. Short cotton shorts with no panties. Just soft skin and silent invitations.

Brandon poured whiskey. Caleb watched me more than usual.

Then Brandon said:

“Why don’t you two try flirting? Let’s see how it feels.”

I laughed. Nervous. But I played along. I leaned into Caleb more when I spoke. Touched his arm when I laughed. Bit my lip when he told a joke. I watched his eyes drop to my thighs more than once.

The tension grew thick—unspoken but screaming.

Caleb shifted closer.

“Are you sure?” he asked me, low, husky.
“Yes,” I whispered. “I need to know what it feels like… to be wanted without lies.”

He leaned in slowly, giving me every second to pull back. I didn’t. His lips brushed mine. Soft. Careful. Then firmer. His hand cradled my cheek, thumb stroking lightly. When I opened my mouth for him, his tongue slid in deep and slow, and I melted.

Brandon exhaled from across the room, and I felt his eyes on us.

Caleb kissed me like he’d been holding it in for years—hungry, restrained. His other hand rested on my thigh, gripping it, not moving higher yet. That restraint made it hotter.

“God, Riley,” he breathed. “You’re… so fucking beautiful.”

I pulled him closer. My legs parted. His hand slid up, fingers brushing the edge of my shorts, then slipping under. He groaned softly when he felt how wet I was.

“You’re soaked,” he said. “Is this for me?”
“It’s for me,” I whispered. “I want this.”

His fingers found my clit, circling, teasing. I gasped into his mouth. Brandon didn’t move, but I could hear the slight rustle of fabric—his hand stroking himself under his jeans. That sound turned me on even more.

Caleb slid one finger inside me, slow, deep. I moaned, biting into his shoulder. He added another, working me open. His fingers moved with care and confidence, learning my body like he was studying me.

I reached down, gripped his wrist, made him go harder.

“Don’t hold back,” I said. “I need to feel this.”

He pushed me onto my back on the couch. Pulled my shorts off with one slow tug. My thighs opened for him automatically. He looked at me like he was seeing me for the first time—and loving every inch.

Then his mouth was on me.

And I broke.

His tongue was fire and velvet. He licked me with rhythm, then flicked, then sucked. I squirmed under him, my hands in his hair, thighs clamping around his head as I came in loud, raw waves.

Brandon whispered my name from across the room—almost reverent. I glanced at him, and for the first time in months, he didn’t look ashamed. He looked proud.

I was bare. Shameless. Owned nothing to anyone. And I was finally mine.

We didn’t go further that night. We could have—but something about stopping there made it hotter. Caleb kissed me one more time, slower this time. Gentle. Sweet.

He left with a hard-on and a smile. I curled into Brandon’s lap afterward. He kissed my forehead.

“You looked… alive,” he said.
“I felt alive,” I whispered.

And I did.


Confession 28: I Let My Best Friend Fuck Me While My Husband Watched—and I Needed Every Second of It

Name: R. Mitchell
Age: 32
Location: Spokane, Washington



After that night on the couch—the kissing, the fingering, the messy, open desire—I thought it might be a one-time spark. Something we all danced around and then quietly stepped away from.

But it didn’t fade. It grew.

Caleb didn’t push. He didn’t even bring it up. But I caught him looking at me differently. His hugs lingered. His eyes dipped lower. And I felt a new heat in my body—something I hadn’t known I could feel while still loving my husband.

Brandon saw it too.

And he didn’t get jealous.

He encouraged it.

One Friday night, while we were all curled up with wine and dim lights, Brandon leaned in and said softly:

“If you want to take it further tonight… I’m okay with that.”

I stared at him, stunned.

“Are you sure?”
“I’m sure. I want to see you free again. Like last time. And Caleb…” He looked over at him. “…if he still wants you, I want to give you that choice.”

Caleb stayed quiet, but I could see the tension in his shoulders. He didn’t want to assume anything. He respected me too much for that.

But I wanted it.

And I was done pretending I didn’t.

I set my wine glass down, turned to Caleb, and said simply:

“Take me to the bedroom.”

He stood slowly, extended his hand. I took it, and we walked down the hall—Brandon behind us, quiet and calm, but present.

The room was dim. The sheets smelled faintly of lavender and sex from our earlier play. My skin tingled as I turned toward Caleb, breathing shallowly.

He touched my face first—cupped my jaw, his thumb brushing over my lips. Then he kissed me. Deeper than before. This time there was no holding back. His tongue moved with purpose, and I moaned into his mouth as he pressed me gently onto the bed.

He undressed me piece by piece—lifting my shirt over my head, kissing my collarbone, peeling off my bra to expose my breasts. His mouth closed around one nipple and I gasped, back arching. His hand trailed down my stomach, slipping under my waistband to find me wet, waiting.

“Still so wet for me,” he murmured.

I helped him undress too—eager now, hands shaking slightly. When I pulled his briefs down, his cock sprang free, thick and hard and beautiful. I stared, swallowed, then looked over at Brandon.

He sat in the chair by the wall. Watching. Slowly stroking himself.

That look he gave me—desire, surrender, awe—unlocked something in me.

I laid back and opened my thighs.

“Fuck me, Caleb,” I said, voice soft but clear. “I don’t want to wait anymore.”

He climbed between my legs, kissing me as he positioned himself. His cock pressed against my entrance, slow and steady.

The stretch was deep. Delicious. My mouth fell open in a soft cry as he filled me. Inch by inch. He didn’t rush. His eyes searched mine for any hint of hesitation. There was none.

He started moving. Long, slow thrusts. His body weight pressed into me, his breath against my neck. Every stroke hit something perfect inside me, and I held onto his shoulders like I was drowning in sensation.

“You feel… incredible,” he whispered, voice shaking.

I moaned louder than I ever had before. And for the first time, I didn’t try to hide it.

My fingers clawed down his back. My legs wrapped tight around his hips. I looked over at Brandon—his pants around his ankles now, his hand working his cock as he watched his best friend fuck his wife.

“You okay?” I asked him breathlessly.
“God, Riley… you’re beautiful,” he whispered. “I’ve never seen you like this.”

Caleb sat up, pulled my legs over his shoulders, and began thrusting harder, deeper. The sound of wet skin slapping filled the room. I gasped with every impact, my orgasm building fast—hot and wild and impossible to stop.

I came with a scream, trembling under him, my pussy gripping him tight.

“I’m close,” he groaned, voice cracking.
“Come inside me,” I begged. “I want to feel it.”

He buried himself to the hilt and came hard, groaning as he pulsed inside me, his hands gripping my thighs so tight I’d feel it the next day.

When he finally stilled, we collapsed together, our bodies tangled and soaked in sweat. He pulled out slowly, and I felt the warmth of him leaking out between my thighs.

Brandon crossed the room, knelt beside the bed, and kissed me—deeply, sweetly, without a word.

And in that moment, I didn’t feel guilty. Or broken. Or lost.

I felt whole.

Because somehow, through betrayal and pain, we had found something honest. Something wild. And something real.

Confession 29: I Imagined Being Taken While My Husband Watched—Then It Happened for Real

Name: M. Saunders
Age: 35
Location: Asheville, North Carolina



I’ve always lived in my head more than I lived in the real world. As a kid, I’d invent stories. As a teen, I filled journals with fantasies. As a wife… well, the fantasies got darker. Wilder. And one of them—the one I always returned to—was being fucked by another man while my husband watched.

Not just watched—wanted it.

My name is Morgan Saunders. I’m 35, married to Ben for nine years. We’re solid. Safe. The kind of couple that takes Sunday hikes and drinks red wine while watching documentaries. We’re close. Trusting. But in bed? We’ve always been a little more adventurous than people might guess. Light bondage. Toys. Roleplay.

And it was during one of those nights that it first slipped out.

“What’s your deepest fantasy?” he asked, his voice low, fingers playing between my thighs.
I hesitated.
“Say it,” he whispered, pressing a little harder.
“Someone else,” I breathed. “Watching me… being fucked.”

He froze for a second. Then smiled.

“That’s hot.”

I expected him to move on. Instead, he leaned in and said:

“What if I made it happen?”

And he did.

His name was Alex. A friend of a friend. A photographer who’d once shot my headshots and later helped Ben with a film project. Tall. Mixed race. Soft-spoken but intense—eyes that lingered a second longer than they should, like he could see things under the surface.

When Ben told him about our fantasy, Alex didn’t flinch. He just asked if I was really into it.

I was. More than I’d admitted out loud.

The night it happened, I wore a deep green silk robe, tied loosely over sheer lingerie. The air smelled like sandalwood and red wine. I was nervous—heart pounding, thighs damp with anticipation. Ben sat in the armchair in our bedroom, a glass in hand, watching as I stood in front of the full-length mirror and adjusted the tie at my waist.

Then came the knock.

Alex walked in with easy confidence, wearing dark jeans and a black button-up, sleeves rolled to his forearms. He looked at me like he’d already been inside me in a dream—and maybe he had. In mine.

He took a step closer.

“You look stunning, Morgan,” he said.

My mouth went dry. I turned to Ben. He nodded once, quiet and calm.

Alex didn’t rush. He stepped behind me at the mirror and slid a hand around my waist. His lips brushed my shoulder. I shivered.

“Still want this?” he whispered.
“Yes,” I breathed. “I want it so much.”

He untied the robe. It fell open like a curtain revealing a show. My nipples were already hard under the mesh fabric of the bra. My panties clung damp between my thighs.

He explored me slowly. His fingers skimmed my stomach, slid up to my breasts, tugged at my nipples through the lace. I gasped when he pinched one gently, then again when he kissed the back of my neck.

I watched it all in the mirror—his hands, my face, my husband’s eyes dark with desire as he watched us.

Alex turned me around and kissed me deeply. His mouth was hot, firm, consuming. His hands moved down, cupped my ass, and pulled me against his body. I felt his erection through his jeans—thick, insistent. My body responded immediately, hips grinding against him, breath ragged.

He lifted me effortlessly and laid me down on the bed. My robe slid off completely, pooling on the floor. He kissed down my body—neck, chest, stomach—pulling my panties down slowly with his teeth.

“You’re soaked,” he said, voice low and rough. “You’ve been wanting this for a while.”
“I’ve needed it,” I moaned.

When his mouth found me, I lost all composure. He licked me like he was savoring a five-star meal—slow, methodical, tongue dragging up and down my folds, flicking my clit with maddening precision. His fingers slipped inside, two at once, curling perfectly to hit that spot. I came hard, crying out, gripping the sheets, hips bucking.

Alex stripped naked—revealing a strong, sculpted body, his cock heavy and hard.

I spread my legs for him, trembling with anticipation.

“Ready?” he asked, breath hovering over my lips.
“God, yes. Please.”

He slid in slow, thick and filling. I gasped. My hands grabbed at his back, nails digging in as he started to move. Long, deep strokes. Smooth and strong. The stretch was perfect, every inch brushing against nerve endings I hadn’t known were there.

I glanced at Ben.

He was leaning forward now, hand stroking himself, his eyes locked on where Alex was inside me.

“You okay?” I asked, voice cracking.
“You look incredible,” he said. “Keep going. Don’t stop.”

Alex picked up the pace, hips slapping against mine. My moans filled the room, raw and real. I wasn’t trying to hold back anymore. I wanted to be heard.

He flipped me onto my side, hooked my leg up, and slid back in—hitting a new angle that made me cry out. I was dripping, shaking, consumed. He grabbed my breast with one hand, my throat with the other—gentle but firm—and whispered in my ear:

“Let yourself go. Come again. Right now.”

I shattered.

My orgasm hit like a tidal wave, crashing through me. I screamed his name, my body convulsing, tears in my eyes from how fucking full I felt. He came seconds later, groaning deep, pulsing inside me as he filled me with warmth.

We stayed tangled for a minute—sweaty, breathless.

Ben walked over, knelt beside me, kissed my forehead.

“I’ve never seen you like that,” he said.
“I’ve never felt like that,” I whispered.

And it was true.

I’d always imagined what this might feel like. But reality was messier, hotter, realer than I ever dreamed.

I’m still the imaginative one. But now, I don’t have to write these stories in my head anymore.

Now… I live them.


Confession 30: I Took Him All the Way In—And I’ve Never Gone Back

Name: Heather Carter
Age: 39
Location: Temecula, California

It started as a dare—not the kind shouted over shots at a bar, but a quiet whisper in bed from my husband, testing the limits of our trust.

“If you ever wanted to… with someone else,” he said one night, after soft kisses and a glass too much wine, “I’d watch. Just… make him pull out.”

That was his only rule. No finishing inside.

I nodded. I smiled. But deep down, I already knew I’d break it.

My name is Heather Carter. I’m 39, a mother of two, married for fourteen years. Life has been good—stable, sweet, dependable. I’m the PTA vice president. I drink collagen smoothies. I do yoga five days a week.

But I was starving—to be used, undone, ruined.

So when Tyler brought up cuckolding, I didn’t laugh it off. I got curious. I dove into the deep end—message boards, discreet chats, late-night calls with strangers who made me wet just by talking.

One of them was Jalen.
6'4". Black. Ex-college athlete. Calm. Confident. His voice alone could ruin a marriage. He lived two towns over and offered no strings—just raw energy and full respect for the boundaries we set.

We arranged a night. Sent the kids to my sister’s for the weekend. We told her we needed a weekend to “reconnect.” She had no idea how true that was.

Tyler poured wine and took his seat in the corner of our bedroom—silent, eager, watching.

I stood at the edge of the bed in a satin robe, barefoot and trembling—not with fear, but with need. Jalen arrived like he already owned the moment. He kissed my hand. Then my lips. Deep. Slow. Possessive.

Tyler didn’t say a word.

Jalen slipped the robe off my shoulders. I wore nothing underneath. He stared for a moment, then whispered, “Damn. You ready for this?”

“Yes,” I breathed. “Please.”

He undressed with zero shame. Shirt. Jeans. Boxers. And then his cock—thick, smooth, long—sprang free.

I gasped. My body backed up instinctively onto the bed. My pussy was already soaked.

He climbed over me, pressing his weight into me, dragging his chest down mine. His fingers slipped between my thighs and groaned when he felt how ready I was.

“Your husband knows how wet you are for me?”
“He wants me to be,” I moaned.

He lined up. I looked once at Tyler. He nodded—slow, silent, stroking himself already.

Then Jalen pushed in.

The stretch made me cry out—loud. He filled me inch by inch, claiming me. I could feel my body reshaping around him.

“Fuuuuck,” I groaned. “You’re so deep.”
“You take this cock like it was made for you,” he growled.

He moved—slow at first, every thrust a drag across nerve endings I’d forgotten existed. The sound of skin meeting skin, the slick suction of each stroke, my needy moans—it filled the room like music.

Tyler sat in his chair, fisting himself, eyes locked on us.

I came once. Then again. My body was shaking, dripping, wild.

“You want more?” Jalen asked.

“Yes,” I gasped. “Don’t stop.”

He flipped me to all fours, grabbed my hips, and fucked me like he owned me. The slap of his abs against my ass. The sound of his balls hitting me. The stretch of every thrust. My body bowed and broke for him.

“I’m close,” he said, voice raw. “Want me to pull out?”

“Yes,” Tyler said—strained, almost pleading.

But I didn’t listen.

I reached back, grabbed Jalen’s ass, and pulled him in deeper.

“No,” I moaned. “Come inside me. I want it.”

And he did.

With a guttural cry, he slammed deep and spilled himself inside me—hot, thick, endless. I felt every pulse of it, dripping out as I clenched around him, milking every drop.

Tyler came seconds later, moaning as he watched his wife get filled.

I collapsed, twitching, Jalen still inside me, his cum leaking down my thighs. My breath gone. My body owned.

Then… life resumed.

I showered. Took the pill. Brushed my hair. Slipped on yoga pants. Kissed the kids when they got home.

No one would’ve guessed I’d been wrecked an hour earlier. But Tyler saw it. The glow in my cheeks. The looseness in my stride. The little smile I wore while folding laundry.

“You’re different,” he whispered that night.
“I’m alive,” I whispered back.

But the story didn’t end there.

After dinner. After the dishes. After the kids went to sleep…

I texted Jalen.

“Still hard?”
“Always. You want more?”

I kissed Tyler goodnight and slipped into the guest room—where Jalen was already waiting, cock in hand, smirk on his face.

This time, I gave him everything.

And I haven’t stopped since. But for now this is what I did.

After Jalen came inside me—deep, thick, flooding me while my husband watched and jerked himself to climax—I thought I’d feel guilty. Maybe even ashamed.

But I didn’t.

I felt radiant. Like something had cracked open in me and light was pouring out. I glowed as I walked around the house, wiping between my legs as I cooked a late breakfast, cheeks still flushed, cum leaking into a fresh pair of panties. The kids had come home. I’d laughed. Smiled. Played the role of mom effortlessly. But inside, I was still throbbing. Still open. Still hungry.

Tyler, my sweet husband, was drained. After watching me take every inch of another man and climaxing himself as I was creampied, he was quiet—content, even—but soft. Done.

But I wasn’t done.
Not even close.

After dinner, after dishes, after I kissed the kids goodnight and told them “Mommy’s just going to soak her feet”—I slipped away. Quietly. Without apology.

The guest room door was cracked open. I padded in on bare feet. My skin was flushed. My nipples ached under my loose tank top. No bra. I hadn’t planned to wear one.

Jalen was reclined on the bed. Still shirtless. Jeans halfway undone. Watching something on his phone. But when he saw me—really saw me—his smirk said it all.

“Couldn’t stay away, huh?”
“I need more,” I said, voice hoarse. “You didn’t fuck it out of me. You just woke it up.”

He stood and kissed me—hard. His tongue pushed deep into my mouth while his hands gripped my ass through my shorts. I was wet again. Soaked. My pussy wanted him. Craved him like a meal I hadn’t finished.

He didn’t ease me out of my shorts. He ripped them. Tugged them down to my ankles, lifted me up against the wall, my legs wrapping around him without thought. His fingers slid into me and he growled:

“Still full of me… fuck. That’s so goddamn sexy.”

I nodded, biting his shoulder, grinding down on his hand.

“My husband can’t do this,” I moaned. “He tries. He loves me. But you… you match me.”

He laid me down and devoured me like he hadn’t eaten in days. His mouth was obscene—wet, noisy, fast. He licked, sucked, tongue-fucked me until I screamed into the sheets, my whole body shaking. My pussy clenched on nothing, starving for more.

“Don’t stop,” I begged. “Fuck me again. Fill me again.”

He stood, pulled out his cock—already hard again, impossibly so—and stroked it once before slamming into me in a single deep, brutal thrust.

I screamed.

No slow build this time. No teasing.

This was raw. Animal. A second round with no mercy.

He pounded me, hard and fast. One hand wrapped around my throat—not choking, just claiming. The other held my hip like he owned it. Like I was his. Like I wasn’t a wife or mother or person—just a body. A toy.

And I loved it.

“You were made to be fucked like this,” he grunted. “You need two men. One to love you… and one to ruin you.”

“Yes,” I cried. “Yes, god, yes!”

He flipped me. Face down, ass up. My pussy swollen, dripping, open. He spit on it, smeared it with the head of his cock, and shoved back in—deep, brutal, perfect.

The bed slammed the wall. The headboard rattled. My moans weren’t moans anymore—they were shouts. I didn’t hold back. I didn’t want to.

He pulled my hair. Spanked my ass. Told me how tight I was. I begged him to come in me again.

“You want it again, huh? While your husband sleeps down the hall?”
“Yes! Yes—give it to me!”

He grabbed my hips, pounded faster, then slammed in one final time and roared as he came. Hot, thick pulses flooded me again—two loads in twelve hours—and I came right with him, screaming into the pillow, twitching like I’d been shocked.

We lay there in silence. Gasping. Sweating.

I could feel him softening inside me, both our cum leaking out and pooling beneath me. I rolled to my side, raw, flushed, glowing.

And I smiled.

“I think I get it now,” I whispered.
“Get what?”
“Why women weren’t meant for just one man.”

He chuckled, brushing a strand of hair from my face.
“You’re one of us now,” he said. “Once you’ve had it like this… you never go back.”

And he was right.

I love my husband. I always will.

But something inside me has awakened. Something louder. Wilder.

I am a wife. A mother. A woman.

And from now on…
I won’t ask.
I’ll take.

________________________________________________________________________________

By the time I walked out of that guest room the next morning, my thighs were sore, my body was humming, and my pussy was still leaking the second load of cum Jalen had poured into me just hours before.

Tyler—my sweet, drained, slightly stunned husband—was at the kitchen counter, sipping coffee. His eyes followed me like I was a stranger wearing his wife’s skin.

“You okay?” he asked.

I leaned in, kissed his cheek, and whispered,
“I’m amazing.”

He smiled faintly, shook his head, and muttered, “I’ve never seen you like this.”

Neither had I.
And I loved it.

The kids were still with my sister for the weekend—an intentional gift we hadn’t fully admitted to ourselves until now. Sunlight poured through the kitchen window, and all I could think about was more.

Jalen had stamina, but even he had passed out after round two, half-naked in the guest bed, joking he needed “a gallon of water and a nap.” I let him rest—until I didn’t.

That afternoon, I peeked in.

The door creaked open. His eyes fluttered at the sound.

“You again?” he teased, voice scratchy.

“I’m not done with you,” I said, stepping inside. “And I don’t think you’re done with me either.”

I crawled onto the bed, straddling his thighs under the sheets. His cock—soft but thick—twitched at the feel of my skin against his.

“I want to taste you this time.”

He didn’t need convincing.

I slid under the covers, peeled the sheets off his hips, and kissed the length of him—still faintly slick from what we’d done before. I licked slowly from base to tip, breathing him in. Sex, sweat, salt… me.

It made me ache all over again.

I took him into my mouth, let him swell against my tongue. Slowly. Deeply. My hands stroked the base while my lips teased the tip, dragging circles with my tongue, tracing the thick vein underneath. His hips twitched, and his hand slid into my hair.

“Fuck, Heather…”

I moaned around him—on purpose. Loud. Wet. Spit dripping down my chin. I hollowed my cheeks, locked eyes with him, and sucked harder.

That’s when I heard quiet footsteps behind me.

I turned my head slightly.

Tyler.

He’d walked in without a sound. His cock already hard, poking through the fabric of his gym shorts.

Our eyes met. He didn’t speak. Just stood there, stunned and hungry.

I didn’t stop. I sucked Jalen harder. Slower. Letting him feel what his wife had become.

Then I pulled off with a pop, looked up at Jalen, and whispered,
“Come for me. I want my husband to see how I take it.”

I stroked him fast, sucked him again, then back to my hand. His hips bucked. His breathing staggered.

“Shit… I’m gonna—”
“Do it,” I purred. “Give it to me.”

He came hard. Thick, hot ropes shot across my tongue, down my throat, onto my lips. I kept stroking, kept sucking, swallowed what I could and let the rest spill down my chin.

I turned to Tyler, cum glistening on my lips.

“He tastes like me,” I whispered.

“Fuck…” he breathed, palming himself through his shorts.

I crawled to him, still naked, still glowing, and kissed him—slow and deep, letting him taste exactly what I’d just taken.

He moaned into my mouth, his cock throbbing against my thigh.

“You love this, don’t you?” I asked.

He nodded. “I didn’t know I would. But yeah… I love watching you become her.”

We sat on the bed, Jalen still lying back—half-smiling, cocky, satisfied.

“You two are something else,” he said.

Tyler chuckled. “We’ve never been this open before. But this? This is honesty. And it’s fucking hot.”

We talked—really talked. No shame. No games. Just bare, honest connection.

Tyler asked Jalen about his past lovers. I asked if he wanted to do this again. He grinned.

“If she keeps sucking like that?” he said. “I’ll never leave.”

I giggled, licking my lips. I could still taste him in the corners of my mouth.

Then came the moment I’d been silently hoping for.

Jalen stood, stretched, and looked down at me.

“Half an hour’s all I need,” he said. “You think you can take another round?”

My pussy clenched on instinct.

“You better not hold back,” I challenged.

He grinned. “I won’t. This time, I’m going to ruin you.”

Tyler settled back into the chair—hard again, cock in hand—as I climbed onto all fours at the edge of the bed. My ass high, my folds slick and ready.

Jalen knelt behind me. Dragged the head of his cock up and down my slit, teasing. Then—without warning—he slammed into me, all at once.

“FUCK!” I screamed, my voice shredded.

He didn’t ease in. Didn’t build. This was raw. Brutal. The kind of fuck you feel in your spine.

He pounded me, fast and deep. One hand around my waist. The other gripping my throat—tight enough to control, loose enough to thrill. I was a toy. His toy. And I wanted it.

“Take it,” he growled. “This is what you begged for.”

“Yes!” I sobbed. “I need it!”

My tits bounced with every stroke. My pussy was slick, squelching, loud. I looked back at Tyler—mouth parted, eyes wide, cock jerking steadily in his grip.

I reached out, stroked him with one hand while being destroyed from behind.

“Come with me,” I gasped. “Feel it with me.”

I jacked him harder. Jalen thrust faster.

My orgasm ripped through me—sudden and sharp. I screamed, collapsing into the sheets, my pussy spasming around Jalen’s cock. He groaned, shoved deep, and unleashed his third load inside me.

I stroked Tyler fast, desperate. He groaned, spilling across my hand. Hot. Messy.

I licked it clean—slow, teasing—then curled between them both. Jalen on one side. Tyler on the other.

Both spent. Both smiling.

I kissed each of them on the cheek and whispered:

“Thank you—for giving me back to myself.”

I was sore. Soaked. And utterly satisfied.

But more than that…
I was free.

This wasn’t just a fantasy anymore.

This was our truth.

“Thank you… for giving me back to myself.”

Those were the words I whispered into the thick, charged silence after Jalen came inside me for the second time—deep, hot, and full—while I stroked my husband’s cock and kissed his chest, the warm scent of sex wrapping around us like a second skin.

We were still tangled together on the bed, all three of us—naked, sweaty, lazy. Limbs sprawled, breath soft, the sheets twisted beneath our bodies. The room smelled like cum, like skin, like heat. My thighs were sticky. My mouth was dry. But the glow inside me came from somewhere far deeper than sweat.

Jalen lay back, arms folded under his head, his cock finally soft after two brutal, perfect rounds. My head rested on Tyler’s chest, his arm tight around me, his fingers tracing slow, possessive circles on my hip.

And then Jalen’s phone buzzed on the nightstand.

He glanced at the screen and chuckled.

“My girl,” he said, grinning. “You two cool if I take this?”

I nodded, barely lifting my head. Tyler smirked. We were both too blissed out to care.

He answered with a rough, still-sated voice.

“Hey, baby… yeah, I’m good. Still here. It was wild, you wouldn’t believe…”

He rose slowly, still naked, cock swinging heavy between his thighs, and walked toward the window. Each step made his muscles flex—his back broad, his ass tight and perfect. I watched him move, hypnotized. Even with his cum still leaking out of me, I wanted him again.

I kissed Tyler softly on the neck, my body tucked into his warmth.

“You okay?” I whispered.

“I think I’ve never been this okay,” he murmured, pulling me closer.

I giggled into his skin, my fingers lazily stroking the cooled remnants of his orgasm from his stomach. I leaned up and whispered:

“I want to go bite his ass.”

He blinked at me. “What?”

“Just a little love bite,” I grinned. “He earned it. You saw what he did to me.”

I slid off the bed, still aching, still insatiably alive. I padded across the floor on bare feet. Jalen was still on the phone, nodding slowly, his body relaxed, his voice fading into the background.

“Uh huh… yeah, they’re amazing. It’s like the wife was made for this kind of play…”

I dropped to my knees behind him and kissed one cheek of his firm, dark ass. Then the other.

“Shit,” he muttered mid-laugh. “She’s on her knees now.”

I opened my mouth and bit him—lightly. Just enough for him to feel it. He tensed, then let out a low, rumbling chuckle.

“Yeah, I told you she was wild.”

I traced my tongue over the mark I’d left and looked up at him.

“Tell her I said thank you,” I whispered. “For sharing you.”

He smiled and repeated it into the phone, his tone full of lazy satisfaction.

I kissed the curve of his back one last time, then crawled back to the bed—to my warmth, my place, my husband’s arms.

Tyler welcomed me instantly, wrapping me close. I kissed him—slow, deep, unhurried. His lips tasted faintly of me, of someone else, of us. My hand slid down his stomach and found his cock again—still sensitive, still wanting.

“You did this,” I whispered. “You gave me permission. You made me yours… by letting me be mine.”

He moaned softly, eyes fluttering. “And you’re still the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen.”

I smiled against his skin, kissed his chest, and rested my head there again.

Jalen finished his call and rejoined us without a word. He slid into the bed behind me, his warmth curling around my back as Tyler cradled my front. I was sandwiched between two men—one who loved me enough to set me free, and one who gave me something I never knew I needed.

And in that moment, I didn’t feel wrong.

I didn’t feel dirty.

I felt whole.

Everything I was always afraid to want… was mine now.

I wasn’t giving a single piece of it back.

And I’ll never go back to just one man again.

___________________________________________________________________________
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Introduction – For the Ones Who Dared

These stories aren’t gentle. They’re not here to make you feel safe.
They’re for the good men. The quiet ones.
The ones who love fully, ache deeply, and still get hard when she says,

“He made me beg for it.”

You told yourself it was just talk. Just fantasy. A kink between you and her, whispered in the dark when no one else could hear.
But she kept talking.
And then one day, she stopped pretending.

Maybe it started with a picture.
A text you weren’t supposed to see.
A scent that wasn’t yours on her skin when she came home.
Maybe she told you. Proud. Blunt. Merciless.

“I let him use me. And I liked it.”

Some of these tales are real. Some are whispered lies she told just to watch you squirm. All of them are dripping with the kind of cruel, sexy honesty that makes you hard, even when you hate yourself for it.

She said it was "just a fantasy." Maybe it was. Until she came home with his cum on her thighs.

She crossed the line. Or maybe just dragged you across it with her.
Either way, your cock is hard and your pride is cracked.
That’s what brought you here.

Welcome to Cuckold Confessions.

Fifty -two stories. Fifty -two filthy lines she crossed… or wanted to.
Fifty-two stories. Fifty-two filthy fucks. Fifty-two moments where she didn’t stop—
and didn’t care if you cried after.

Real affairs. Real choices. Real men who stayed.

You know the rules now:
She gets what she wants.
You get the ache.

Turn the page.
It’s already too late to go back.

?? Story #1 – The Room Next Door

Bryan, 52 – New Orleans

I asked for it. I begged for it, honestly.

Jessica and I have been married for over twenty years. She’s 44 now, and still turns heads without trying. She knows it, too. She knows exactly what she’s doing when she puts on a tight dress, leaves her panties in the drawer, and smiles like she’s got a secret.

And last month? She did.

We checked into a cheap hotel just outside the city—two rooms, side by side. She booked them both. Said if I really wanted to experience what I kept talking about, then this was how it would happen.

I wasn’t allowed to watch.
I wasn’t allowed to touch.
Just lie in bed, in the room next door, and listen.

She left her phone with me. No distractions. No contact. Just the ache.

She kissed me on the cheek—lip gloss thick, unfamiliar—and said,

“Be a good boy. Try not to cum until I get back.”

Then she left.

I lay there for what felt like an hour, maybe more. My cock hard, heart pounding, stomach twisted in knots. I started wondering if she was bluffing. If this was all part of the tease. And then I heard it.

A knock.
Laughter.
The door opening.
And her voice—my wife’s voice—light, flirtatious, hungry.

“You’re even hotter in person.”

That’s when it hit me. This was real.

The wall between us didn’t muffle anything.
I heard the bed. Heard the rhythm.
Heard Jessica moaning, loud, unfiltered—not for me.

She called him Daddy.
Told him she’d been wet all day.
Begged him not to pull out.
She sounded so alive.

And then I heard it—her voice, dark and deliberate:

“Bryan’s probably still listening. Say hi to my husband.”

His voice came next. Deep. Relaxed. Mocking.

“Good boy.”

I nearly lost it right then.

About thirty minutes later, there was a soft knock at my door.
I opened it and there she was—barefoot, hair messy, lips swollen, thighs slick and still glistening.

She didn’t say anything at first.
She just slid into bed next to me, curled up against my chest, and whispered:

“I told you I’d do it.”

Then she closed her eyes. And slept like a woman satisfied.

Me?
I laid there all night, hard as hell, wide awake—aching, ruined, and more turned on than I’d ever been in my life.


?? Story #2 – Her New Trainer

Vikram, 39 – Mumbai

I knew from the first session that something was going to happen. Not because of her—but because of me.

Nisha had started complaining about her body a few months back. She’s 36, gorgeous, but after two kids and a decade of domesticity, she said she wanted to feel like “a woman again.” So I signed her up for a premium gym. Hired her a personal trainer.

Tall. Muscular. Young. The kind of guy who doesn’t have to ask twice.

At first, it was just stories. Little things she told me after sessions.

“He’s intense.”
“He pushes me hard.”
“He looks at me like he knows I’m married.”

I told myself she was teasing. Playing along with my kink. Feeding the fantasy.
But then one night, she came home flushed and silent. Showered immediately. No story. No smile.

I didn’t ask.
But later, in bed, I reached between her legs and felt it—wet, open, used.

I didn’t stop.
I fingered her slow, and she let me. She closed her eyes, bit her lip, and whispered:

“He didn’t pull out.”

She said it like a confession. Not for forgiveness—but for effect.

My heart was racing. My cock was rock hard. And I kept touching her anyway.

“He told me to tell you,” she added. “Said if you’re going to be a cuck, you should know when your wife’s been bred.”

I didn’t say a word.

She came on my fingers, harder than she had in months.

I still don’t know his name.
But I know how he makes her moan.
And I know what it did to me when I licked her clean that night—his cum and mine and hers, all mixed together.

She hasn't worn panties to the gym since.


?? Story #3 – Just a Little Kiss

Marcus, 41 – London

She told me it was nothing.
Just a little kiss at work.
Just a stupid moment, after drinks, during a late shift, when everyone else had already gone home.

Her name’s Elise. My wife.
Smart. Controlled. Perfect posture, perfect manners, perfect everything.
We’ve been together since university. She’s 39 now—still stunning, still sharp, still very, very good at hiding things.

She told me about the kiss three days after it happened.

She waited until I’d made dinner.
Waited until I was halfway through a glass of wine.
And then, so casually it made my stomach twist, she said:

“I let James kiss me the other night.”

Just like that.

I didn’t even know who James was.
And when I asked, she smiled—not sheepish. Almost proud.

“He’s a consultant. Tall. Confident. Not my type at all.”

She paused then. Tasted her wine. Looked me straight in the eye.

“But he kissed me like I was his.”

I wanted to be angry.
But all I could picture was her lips parting. Her hands on him. Her pressed up against a desk that wasn’t ours.
And something in me—something I didn’t understand—ached.

She didn’t stop.
She leaned in, almost like she was turning me on on purpose.

“He said I smelled too good to ignore. Said he’d been thinking about it for weeks.”

I was already hard.

I asked her if she kissed him back.
She didn’t answer. Just reached under the table, grabbed my cock through my jeans, and whispered:

“If you’re this hard from just a kiss… imagine what you’ll do when I fuck him.”

I didn’t say no.

?? Story #4 – What He Doesn’t Know

Tanya, 35 – Dubai

I don’t know if this makes me a slut, or just honest. Maybe both.
But I’m not the type who lies to herself.

My husband thinks this is all a game.
That I just whisper these things to him to make him hard.
That the filthy things I say—about other men, bigger cocks, getting filled like a little whore—are just fantasies.

They were.
At first.

Then came Rami. My husband’s friend. Newly divorced. Smooth as hell.
He’d come over for dinner, flirt just enough, linger when we hugged.

One night when my husband stepped out to grab something from the store, Rami stayed back to help me clean up.
He touched my lower back—just for a second—but I didn’t stop him.
I should’ve.
I didn’t.

The kiss happened by the sink.
The fuck happened on the kitchen counter.
Fast. Filthy. No protection.
I let him cum in me and didn’t even clean up before my husband got back.

He ate dinner that night off the same counter I’d just been bent over.

Later, in bed, I whispered to him that I wanted someone else to use me.
He got hard immediately.

So I told him what I’d already done.
Every. Last. Detail.

He didn’t believe me.
He still doesn’t.

And honestly?
That makes it even better.


?? Story #5 – I Let Him Film It

Danika, 42 – Chicago

I didn’t plan to go that far.
It was supposed to be just flirting.
Just something to make my husband twitch a little when I got home.

He loves when I tease. Loves when I tell him things that might have happened.
But this time?
It wasn’t a maybe. It was a memory.

His name was Caleb. Young. Cocky. Twenty-seven and fully aware of how good he looked with his shirt off.
He was my personal trainer for three weeks before I finally said yes to a drink.
I wore my tightest yoga pants. No bra. I knew what I was doing.
So did he.

We ended up at his place.
I told him I was married. He didn’t care.
Said, “Then let him watch later.”

I laughed, thinking it was just talk.
But when he bent me over and started fucking me, he pulled out his phone and hit record.
Didn’t ask. Didn’t need to.
I didn’t stop him.

He talked to the camera while he fucked me.

“This your wife, bro?”
“She’s taking my cock like she’s starving.”

I came. Twice. Loud. Messy.
And when he was done, he sent me the video without a word.

I watched it in the Uber.
Came again in the back seat with my legs pressed together.

When I got home, my husband was on the couch. I tossed him my phone and said:

“No more pretending.”

He watched the whole thing.
Didn’t say a word. Just unzipped his pants and started stroking.

I sat across from him, legs spread, still full of another man’s cum, and whispered:

“Next time… I’ll let him fuck me on your side of the bed.”

He came harder than I’ve ever seen.

And we both knew there’d be a next time.

?? Story #6 – Sunday at His Place

Neha, 38 – Singapore

It started with coffee.
Every Sunday, after yoga, we’d meet up. Harmless. Just talk.

My husband knew. He even encouraged it—he said he liked how I came home flushed, relaxed, extra affectionate.
He said, “Whatever gets you glowing like that, keep doing it.”

So I did.

He doesn’t know that two months ago, I stopped wearing a bra under my tops.
Doesn’t know I started staying an hour longer.
Doesn’t know that last Sunday, I let Karan take off my leggings before I even finished my latte.

It wasn’t wild.
It was quiet. Slow. Deep.
I straddled him on his couch with sunlight pouring through the windows, his hands under my top, my hips rolling like I hadn’t in years.

I told him I’d been thinking about this every day.
He told me he didn’t care if I was married.
I said, “I know.”

When I got home, my husband kissed me on the forehead, thanked me for picking up almond milk, and asked how coffee was.

I smiled, sat on his lap, kissed his neck, and whispered:

“Still warm. Just how I like it.”


?? Story #7 – His Password, Her Plan

Zara, 33 – Toronto

I didn’t ask for permission.
I asked for his phone.

My husband likes control. Schedules things. Tracks everything.
Even our sex life feels like a routine.

So one night, while he was in the shower, I took his phone, unlocked it with his thumb, and opened his hidden folder.
There they were—screenshots, captions, audio clips of women moaning things he never asked me to say.

He didn’t cheat.
He fantasized.

Hotwives. Bull cock. Cuckolding.
All of it right there in his little private archive.

So I made a choice.

I messaged a guy I knew had been flirting for months. A coworker. Tall. Rough. Unapologetic.
We made plans for Friday night.

I wore the sluttiest thing I owned. He didn't even get me out of it. Just pushed it to the side and used me like I wasn’t someone’s wife.
I told him to film it.
Told him I wanted to send it to someone.

I came twice before he did.
And when he finished, he told me I was better than he expected.

I sent the video to my husband at 11:47 p.m.
No message. No emoji. No explanation.

He watched it three times. I know because I checked the read receipts.

The next morning, he brought me breakfast in bed.
Didn’t say a word about the video.
But later that night, he asked me—quietly—if I’d ever do it again.

I said, “Only if you ask nicely.”


?? Story #8 – He Took My Wedding Ring Off

Alina, 40 – Cape Town

He didn’t even ask—he just slid it off my finger.

My husband and I were on a “break,” whatever that means when you’re still living under the same roof, sleeping in the same bed, and pretending things aren’t broken.

We’d stopped touching. Stopped trying.
I’d stopped feeling like a woman.

Then came Callum.

Not a friend. Not a fling. Just a man I met at a wine tasting who knew exactly how to look at me.
Like I wasn’t invisible.
Like he saw me.

He asked if I was married.
I said yes.
He said, “For now.”

The first time we fucked, it wasn’t romantic. It wasn’t soft.
It was rough. Wet. Unapologetic.
He grabbed my wrist, bent me over the hotel armchair, and told me to stop pretending I didn’t want it.

Right before he came, he reached for my hand, found the ring, and said,

“Not tonight.”

Slipped it off. Dropped it on the floor.

I let him.

I picked it up when I left—but I didn’t put it back on. Not until I walked through the front door at home.

My husband looked up from the couch, smiled, and asked,

“Did you have a good night?”

I kissed him on the cheek and said,

“Better than I should’ve.”


?? Story #9 – The Guest Room

Heather, 45 – Seattle

We’d talked about it for years.
Late at night, after sex, when we were sweaty and open and bold.
He’d ask:

“Would you ever?”
And I’d always say:
“Only if you watched.”

So we set the rules.
No secrets. No sneaking. No guilt.

Just me, another man, and my husband in the next room.

We didn’t book a hotel. We didn’t travel.
We invited him to our house.
To our guest room.
To our bed.

His name was Elijah. Thirty-something. Confident. Beautiful cock.
He kissed me hello like he’d done it before. Like he owned me already.

I stripped for him right there in the hallway.
And when we got to the guest room, I didn’t close the door.

My husband was on the couch down the hall.
The sounds carried.

Elijah talked the entire time. Filthy things.
He asked if my husband knew how wet I was.
Asked if he could hear the way I choked on his cock.
Told me to moan louder—for him.

When he finished inside me, I didn’t move.
I lay there open, legs shaking, cum dripping.

Then I heard my husband’s voice—low, broken, and turned on beyond belief.

“Can I come watch next time?”

Elijah smiled.
I smiled wider.

?? Story #10 – His Wife for The Weekend

Meera, 39 – Pune

My husband and I had been talking about it for a long time.
What if I spent a whole weekend with another man?
Not just sex—but everything.
Sleep beside him.
Cook together.
Laugh. Fuck. Argue.
Use his bathroom. Pick up groceries.
Live like I was his wife, just for two days.

He told me he wanted it.
He said, "I’ll stay with our son. Go. And when you come back—tell me everything."

So I did.

Raghav has been my friend for years.
Not my husband’s—mine.
We met long before I was married.
He’s been in my life through breakups, job changes, even my pregnancy.
There’s always been something unspoken between us.
And this time, we stopped pretending.

That Friday morning, I packed my bag:
One bra. No panties. A silk robe. My toothbrush.
I kissed my husband goodbye and told him to call only if he needed something.
He smiled and said, “Every detail.”

Raghav opened the door shirtless, barefoot, calm like always.
We barely spoke.
He just pulled me in and kissed me hard.

He undressed me slow.
His hands sure, his lips soft.
When he dropped his boxers, I froze for just a second.

His cock was big—bigger than the average Indian penis, without question.
Thicker. Veined. Heavy in my palm.
He watched my face and said,

“It’s all yours.”

He bent me over the edge of the bed and slid in bare.
Deep. Slow.
My pussy clenched so hard I almost collapsed.
I came within minutes. He kept going.

We didn’t stop for hours.

Later, we fucked again on the couch. Then in the shower.
He made me give him a messy, two-handed blowjob before dinner.
Held my hair. Let me choke.
Came on my tongue and watched me swallow without blinking.

But it wasn’t just the sex.

It was Saturday morning when we woke up lazy and horny. We farted under the covers and teased each other. 

He shaved while I brushed my teeth, talking over the buzz of the razor,
and even when I sat down to take a dump, he didn’t flinch—just kept chatting,
like love was stronger than disgust.

We bantered, ogled, joked, pulled each other’s legs, the way people do when their walls are down
and everything smells like comfort.

When we made eggs together in nothing but t-shirts. He makes amazing coffee, trust me. 
When we argued vehemently, both of us backing the political parties that we stood up for. and ended up kissing mid-argument.
It was stupid and intimate and real.

We had sex in the shower, we mated like animals. I don’t remember when I had sex with my husband in the shower. 

We went shopping.
I held the list. He pushed the cart.
People probably thought we were married.
And for that weekend, we were.

He told me about his wife. Who didn’t stay with him. Probably involved with someone else.
How she made him feel invisible.
How he hadn’t laughed like this in years.

And I listened.
Not like someone passing through —
but like someone who could hold a piece of that truth without flinching.

I told him my husband doesn’t even look at me in the mornings.
That he hasn’t kissed me without wanting sex in months.
That he never asks what kind of coffee I like.

Raghav listened.
Told me I was too good at pretending to be okay.

We cuddled during a nap.
I drooled on his chest.
He didn’t care.
He held me tighter.

That night, he made love to me slow.
Hands on my face. Mouth on my collarbone.
He kissed me between thrusts.
Said my name like it meant something.

And when he came inside me again Sunday morning, he didn’t say anything.
He just kissed my knuckles, wrapped his arms around me, and whispered,

“You’re better like this.”

After, he made me delicious coffee,
scrambled eggs with too much pepper,
kissed my forehead while the toast burned.
We ate in bed, plates balanced on our laps,
legs tangled under the sheets.

We watched a movie — something old and slow.
He kept reaching over to touch my thigh,
like he needed to keep confirming I was still there.
We didn’t talk much.
We didn’t need to.

After the credits rolled,
he leaned back, eyes closed.
I slipped down the bed and took him in my mouth.
Slow at first. Unhurried.
Like I wanted to memorize the taste of goodbye.
He came in my mouth —
slightly salty, creamy, warm.
His hands buried deep in my hair,
his breath catching in that final, trembling exhale.
I swallowed without breaking eye contact.
And he collapsed beside me, spent, glowing, quiet.
he dozed off with his palm still resting on my hip.

I watched him sleep. Took a power nap.
Then got up.
Got dressed.

He stirred a little while after.
Eyes still heavy, hair a mess.
“Did you swallow all of it?” he asked, voice thick with sleep.
I smirked. “Every drop.”
He pulled me into a slow, lazy kiss —
no urgency now, just warmth.
The kind that stays under your skin.

We lay like that for a while,
legs intertwined, lips brushing now and then,
talking about nothing. And everything.

He finally got up, stretched, scratched his chest.
Started pulling on his jeans.
I sat cross-legged on the bed, watching him move,
watching him like I had a right to.

“I should probably head home,” I said, tying my hair.
He looked over his shoulder.
“I’ll drop you.”

“It’s okay, really—”
“No,” he cut in, gentler this time.
“I want to.”

While he dressed, I teased him about his shirts,
told him to stop wearing that cologne his wife bought. Promised I will buy him something better. 
He laughed, ran a hand through his hair.
“You think I care what she liked?”
“No. But I think you still hear her voice when you choose things.
And I think you shouldn’t.”

He paused, eyes meeting mine.
“I like when you say shit like that.”
“Because I’m right,” I said.

He rolled his eyes and pulled me into one last kiss,
soft and lingering — not needy, not possessive. Just... knowing.

He drove in silence for a few minutes.
Then, like nothing had changed,
we picked up our conversation mid-thought.
One hand on the wheel,
the other resting warm and familiar on my thigh.

He dropped me off a few streets from home.
No kiss goodbye. Just a knowing look.

Like we both understood something neither of us could say out loud.

I walked in.
He was on the floor, playing with our son.
He looked up and smiled.
“So… how was it?”

I didn’t answer right away.
I slipped off my shoes.
Dropped my bag by the stairs.
Took a long sip of water.

Then, while walking past him,
not even looking back, I said:

“I sucked his cock before he dropped me off.

He is a lot thicker and longer than you.
He came six times.
Four inside me.
Twice in my mouth.
And me?
I don’t even remember how many times.

He is very good, a real husband material.

He makes really good coffee. I made him breakfast.
We shopped together.
We talked and talked —
even when I was taking a dump and he was shaving.
No embarrassment. No filters.
We were just... in it.

We talked, we fucked, we argued,
we laughed,
and then we fucked some more.

I folded his underwear.
I wore his t-shirt.
I ironed his crumpled shirt.
Hung his towel to dry.
Made the bed after we messed it up again.

I wasn’t his slut.
I was his wife.
Just like we imagined.”

Then I looked down.

His cock was already hard beneath his pants.
Thick. Rising. Shameful.

I smiled.

And said nothing else. I know this has been quite a long one, but I guess it merits the fun I had in the weekend. It feels like yesterday.


?? Story #11 – The Man from Room 709

Ananya, 40 – Kolkata

We were supposed to be working on our marriage.

Counseling every Thursday.
More eye contact.
Date nights.
Scheduled sex, if you can believe that.

My husband kept asking what I needed.
I kept lying.

What I needed was to feel wanted again.
What I needed was Room 709.

It started at a conference.
Three nights in a hotel.
Separate rooms, because we “needed space.”

And then came Rajiv.
Tall. Older. Salt-and-pepper beard. That kind of smooth confidence that makes your legs tingle.

We met at the breakfast buffet.
He smiled. I smiled back.

That night, I knocked on his door.

We didn’t talk much.
He undressed me like he’d been waiting his whole life.
Told me I was stunning. Told me to shut up and open my legs.

I did.

His cock was thick.
Not porn-star huge, but heavy and real. Bigger than my husband’s.
He fucked me standing up against the mirror, while I bit my own arm to stay quiet.

When he came in me, I didn’t move.
I just stood there.


?? Story #12 – She Didn’t Come Home That Night

David, 44 – Manchester, UK

We were both curious.
She admitted it after a few drinks.
That the idea of being watched turned her on.
That maybe, just maybe, she'd let someone else see what was mine.

Her name’s Clara. Thirty-eight.
Sharp, elegant, always composed—until I told her I wanted to see her fuck someone else.
Really fuck him.
No roleplay. No pretending.

Just do it.
And let me watch.

At first, it was little things.
She’d flirt with waiters, wear short dresses without panties, whisper filthy scenarios into my ear while I stroked myself in the dark.

But then came the man from work.

I won’t use his real name. Let’s call him “J.”
He was younger. Fit. Mixed race. The kind of guy who’s used to women staring.
Clara swore it was just office banter—until the night she told me she’d said yes.

I thought I’d be there.

Instead, she texted:

“He doesn’t want an audience. But I’ll tell you everything.”

That was at 7:16 p.m.

At 8:02, she sent me a photo of her mouth wrapped around his cock.

At 9:37, she sent a voice note—just moaning. Her voice. Raw. Full. No words.

She didn’t come home that night.

At 6:42 the next morning, I opened the door to find her barefoot, her hair messy, her dress inside-out.

She kissed me like nothing had happened.

And then she said,

“I let him fuck me like I wasn’t married. Want to hear how many times I came?”

I nodded.

She smiled.

“Start making breakfast. I’ll talk while you cook.”

My hands shook the entire time.

And my cock was painfully hard.


?? Story #13 – The Balcony Across From Mine

Elodie, 34 – Paris, France

It started with glances.
Then smirks.
Then the slowest striptease I’ve ever performed without music.

He lived across from me—diagonal balcony view.
Tall. African. Senegalese, I think.
Always shirtless. Always watching.
And I loved it.

My husband worked night shifts.
Gone from 7 p.m. to 5 a.m., five days a week.
We joked once that I should find a "balcony boyfriend" to keep me company.
He didn’t know I already had.

We never spoke.
Not at first.

He watched me smoke.
I watched him lift weights shirtless.
I licked a popsicle one night and made sure he saw me push the whole thing down my throat.

Then one night I mouthed:

“Do you want to come over?”

He didn’t even hesitate.

He fucked me against the kitchen counter ten minutes later.
No names. No questions.
Just thick, dark cock filling me so deep I had to bite my arm to muffle the scream.

It was bigger than anything I’d ever taken.
I felt split open—and filthy—and completely alive.

After, we sat on the floor and smoked. Naked. Sweaty.
I laughed. He told me I made more noise than expected.
We fucked again—this time slower, dirtier.
He asked where my husband was.

“Working,” I said. “For now.”

He looked me dead in the eyes and said,

“I’ll leave before he gets home. But you’ll still be full of me when he kisses you.”

And he was right.

My husband walked in at 5:07 a.m.
Kissed me. Touched me. Said I felt warm.
I whispered,

“Don’t make me shower. I want to keep his cum in me a little longer.”

His knees buckled.
He sat on the bed and stroked himself while I described it all.

And I wasn’t done.


?? Story #14 – She’s Not Sorry
Maya, 36 – Houston, Texas

It was supposed to be a quick work trip.
Three days. One conference. One boring hotel.
I even packed light. No lingerie, no condoms, no intentions.
But my wedding ring didn’t stop the man at the bar from smiling.
And my smile back? That was the first betrayal.

He was younger.
Mid-20s. Bold eyes. Hands like they knew what to do.
He said, “You look like you’ve been good for too long.”
And maybe I had.

We drank bourbon. I told him I was married.
He didn’t flinch. He just asked,
"Is your husband here?"

I laughed.
And then I lied.

“No. He trusts me.”
He nodded like he already knew.
Like men like him always do.

We didn’t even finish our second drink.
He pushed me against the elevator wall like he owned me.
I moaned before the doors even closed.

In the room, I let him undress me like I was his.
Like I’d been waiting to be ruined.
No words. Just hands and hunger.
He didn’t ask. He took.
Bent me over the hotel desk and pushed in raw.

I didn’t stop him.
Didn’t ask him to pull out.
Didn’t say a word when he whispered,
“I’m going to cum deep in you. You’ll feel me all the way home.”

And I did.
I still did, hours later, when I FaceTimed my husband from the shower.
I looked him in the eye and said,
"I missed you."

But my thighs were still shaking.
My lips still swollen.
My pussy still leaking.

I didn’t confess.
I didn’t cry.
I wasn’t sorry.

And I still think about that night.
About the way that stranger came inside me like he owned me.
And how I let him.

No regrets.
No guilt.
Just the truth:
I needed to be fucked like I didn’t belong to anyone.
And for one filthy night,
I wasn’t his wife.
I was just mine.


?? Story #15 – He Paid for Our Wedding
Jenna, 29 – Atlanta, Georgia

I met him six months before I got married.
Not my fiancé. The other him.
The one who paid for my dress.
The one who paid for our honeymoon.
The one who had my mouth before my husband ever did.

He was my client. Wealthy. Married.
Old enough to be my father.
He liked that I was engaged. Said it made it hotter.
I didn’t disagree.

He started small. A little gift here, a wire transfer there.
He called it a “dowry” once. I laughed. Then I let him choke me while I came.
That was the trade: no strings, just submission.
His rules, my wet cunt, and no lies.

He liked watching me try on wedding dresses.
Liked it more when I wore nothing underneath.
Liked it most when I sucked him off in the dressing room mirror
with a tiara still pinned to my curls.

The week before the wedding, I met him at a hotel downtown.
He handed me an envelope—ten grand in cash.
Said it was for the open bar.
Then he told me to ride his cock like I was already a wife
who needed something her groom couldn’t give her.

I came three times.
Left sore. Shaking. Dripping.
I didn’t wash. Didn’t even fix my lipstick.

My fiancé saw the hickeys that night.
I told him it was from a rough wax appointment.
He fucked me anyway.

He never knew the man who toasted our love
had already come in his bride.
Twice.

The man who paid for our wedding never asked for anything in return.
Except one thing.

“On your honeymoon, when he’s inside you, I want you to imagine it’s me.”

I did.
And I came harder than I ever had with my husband.
Still do.
Every time.


?? Story #16 – His Friends Watched
Alina, 31 – Miami, Florida

It started as a joke.
My husband showing off pictures of me in lingerie to his college buddies during a poker night.
They all laughed. Teased him. Called me a “keeper.”
One of them said, “Bet she wouldn’t mind showing off in person.”

I didn’t mind.
In fact, I got wet just thinking about it.

The next time they came over, I wore a tiny black robe and heels.
No bra. No panties.
I served drinks. Smiled. Let them look.

When I bent over the table to deal the cards, they saw everything.
I heard one of them mutter, “Holy Shit.”
I glanced at my husband. He just smirked.

By midnight, I was sitting on his lap, nipples hard, robe undone.
One of his friends asked, “Is this for real?”
My husband said, “She likes being watched.”

So they watched.

They watched as he bent me over the couch and pulled my robe open.
Watched as he slid into me slow, deep, deliberate.
I looked each one of them in the eye as I moaned.

He told them they could stroke themselves if they wanted.
Two of them did.
One came without touching himself.

He fucked me for all of them.
Pulled my hair. Slapped my ass. Called me names.
Told them how tight I still was.
Told them how I’d begged to do this.

I begged again.
For more.
For them.

He didn’t say no.
Just whispered, “Next time.”

Now, every poker night, I dress a little sluttier.
Let them touch a little more.
And they always ask:
“When’s next time?”

Soon.
Very soon.

?? Story #17 – I Let Him Take Her
Marcus, 38 – Denver, Colorado

I used to think I’d never be that kind of husband.
The kind who sits back while another man fucks his wife.
I thought that was weakness.
Turns out, it’s something else entirely.

Power.
Control.
Obsession.

Her name’s Tasha. We’ve been married nine years.
She’s beautiful. Fierce. Insatiable when she wants to be.
But one night, she confessed something that made my cock twitch in my pants.
“Sometimes, I fantasize about being used. Like… not yours. Just a slut for someone else.”

I didn’t get mad.
I got hard.
And two weeks later, I made it happen.

His name was Evan.
One of those tattooed gym types.
Big. Confident. The kind of guy she used to flirt with before me.
I gave her a blindfold and a safe word.
Told her she didn’t need to say yes.
But she did.

I sat in the corner. Silent. Stroking myself.
Evan didn’t say much either.
He just fucked her.
Hard.

He flipped her over and shoved his cock in deep—deeper than I ever could.
She screamed. Cursed. Moaned.
Begged him not to stop.

And I watched it all.
Watched my wife turn into something filthy.
Watched her drool on the sheets and ask for more.
Watched another man fill her up while I came in my own hand.

After, she curled up in my lap.
Eyes wide. Breathless. Full of someone else’s cum.
I kissed her forehead.
She whispered, “Thank you.”

We haven’t talked about it since.
But every time I fuck her now, she’s louder.
Looser. Wetter.

And every time, I wonder if she’s thinking about him.
And I realize—
So am I.


?? Story #18 – He Heard Everything
Sierra, 33 – San Diego, California

He used to watch.
That was the deal.
If I was going to fuck other men, he got to be in the room—silent, hard, aching.
But things change.

This time, he wasn’t invited.
This time, he got audio only.

I was in New York on business. Alone.
But not for long.
There was a man I’d been texting for weeks.
Rude. Cocky. Built like he belonged in a boxing ring.
He didn’t care that I was married.
In fact, it turned him on.

When I let him in my hotel room, he didn’t waste a second.
Grabbed me by the throat, kissed me like he was starving.
Tore my blouse open, popped my bra, and slapped my tits while I gasped.

I told him to wait.
Picked up my phone.
Called my husband.

No video.
No FaceTime.
Just audio.

He answered on the first ring.
“Lie still,” I said, “and listen.”

Then I dropped the phone on the nightstand—speaker on, volume up.
And I let the stranger ruin me.

He made me gag on his cock while my husband panted quietly through the speaker.
He bent me over the bed and pounded me hard enough the headboard slammed.
I made sure to moan loud.
Made sure my husband could hear every wet slap, every dirty word.

“She’s tighter than I thought.”
“You don’t fuck her like this, do you?”
*“You’re just the guy who pays the bills—I’m the one she screams for.”

My husband didn’t say a word.
But I could hear him breathing—shaky, desperate, turned the fuck on.

When the stranger came inside me, I held the phone close.
Made sure he heard my moan.
Made sure he knew I was full of another man.

After, I lay there in silence, used and soaking.
Picked up the phone.

“You still there?” I asked.

His voice cracked when he said, “Yes.”

“Good,” I whispered.
“Now go clean yourself up while I sleep in his mess.”

Then I hung up.


?? Story #19 – The Stranger in My House
Chloe, 35 – Portland, Oregon

He wasn’t supposed to be home that early.
My husband.
He said he’d be working late.
But fate has a cruel sense of timing—and so do I.

The man in our bed wasn’t someone I loved.
He wasn’t someone I even knew well.
He was tall, rough, ex-military. Met him through a friend-of-a-friend situation that spiraled fast.
We didn’t talk much.
Just fucked.

It started in the shower.
He pushed me against the cold tile and spread my legs.
Used his fingers first—rough and deep—while I bit my knuckle to keep quiet.
Then he turned me around and shoved his cock in like he owned me.

We made it to the bedroom.
To our bed.
Sheets still smelled like my husband.
But I moaned louder than I ever had with him.

I was on top, riding him hard, breasts bouncing, when I saw the phone light up.
My husband calling.

I didn’t stop.
I picked it up.

“Hey, babe,” I said, breathless.
He sounded happy. Casual.
“I’m about twenty minutes away—heading home now.”

I looked down at the man inside me.
He smirked.
I moaned louder.

“Great,” I said. “Be safe.”

Then I didn’t hang up.
I placed the phone on the nightstand.
Let him listen.

The stranger grabbed my hips and flipped me.
Fucked me from behind, deep and brutal, while I screamed into the mattress.
My husband was still on the line.
And I wanted him to hear it.
To hear me get broken in by another man under his roof.

At one point, the stranger said, “You want him to hear this? Want him to know how good a real man fucks?”
I nodded.
Said yes.
Begged him not to stop.

When it was over, I picked up the phone.
He hadn’t hung up.

I whispered,
“I’m going to make him a sandwich now. Want me to leave your cum dripping while I do it?”

He said nothing.
But I could hear him breathing.
Heavy.
Harried 
Hard.


?? Story #20 – My Wife, My Boss, and a Hotel in Tokyo

Kenji, 41 – Osaka, Japan

I still remember when my wife whispered it to me the first time.
She asked if it turned me on—the thought of her fucking someone else.

We’d both laughed awkwardly.
I didn’t tell her yes.
But my cock gave me away.

My boss was older. Polished. Wealthy. Powerful in a way I’d never be.
He’d always paid special attention to my wife at company events. Complimented her style, her perfume, the way she carried herself.
I hated it.
I loved it more.

When the annual business conference in Tokyo came around, he insisted she accompany me.

He booked our rooms.
Mine was down the hall from hers.

The first night, she texted me around midnight.

“Don’t wait up.”

At 2 a.m., she sent a single photo.
Her panties—on the floor of his suite.

At breakfast the next morning, he smiled at me warmly, as if nothing had changed.
But he’d touched her all night.
Tasted her.
Filled her.

My wife sat next to him.
Her eyes sparkled with secrets.
She reached under the table and handed me something soft.

Her panties.

He asked if she was enjoying the conference.

She smiled at him, then looked straight at me.

“Very much,” she said softly. “And I think tonight will be even better.”

I nodded. Swallowed hard. And when she left the table, I stuffed her panties into my pocket—helpless, hard, and desperate for more.

?? Story #21 – What Happened in Rio

Mariana, 37 – São Paulo, Brazil

We promised each other: no secrets.
He wanted to know everything.
Every detail, every kiss, every moment another man touched me.

I agreed, because he asked me to.
Because watching him ache was half the thrill.

It happened on a business trip to Rio.
We'd fantasized about it countless times—me, alone, at a bar.
Him, waiting for updates, miles away.

The man who approached me was nothing like my husband.
He was darker, broader, and unapologetic in how he looked at me.
We danced.
We drank.
And when he kissed me, I didn’t stop him.

He took me to his apartment.
Pinned me against the door, tore my panties off with his teeth, and slid inside me like he’d been waiting years.

His cock was thick—so much thicker than my husband’s.
He fucked me raw, deep, and rough enough that I had bruises on my hips the next day.
I let him cum in me twice, then sucked him clean afterward, tasting myself mixed with him.

But the best part?

I called my husband from the bed.
While the man from Rio fucked me again slowly, I described every inch, every thrust, every filthy detail—moaning shamelessly as my husband stayed silent, breathing hard, stroking himself.

When I returned home, my husband greeted me at the door with desperate, shaking hands.

I kissed his cheek and whispered:

“I still taste like him. Do you want me to tell you again?”


?? Story #22– The Vacation Surprise
Sameer, 41 – Delhi

We were in Goa for our tenth anniversary, just her and me, escaping the routine of home and work. Priya looked stunning every night, wearing dresses that hugged her curves and drew attention in every bar we visited. It was thrilling, knowing men desired her, seeing their eyes follow her body as she danced.

On the third night, we met a group of friends from Germany. Young, carefree, clearly there for adventure. Among them was Markus, a tall, tattooed blond whose confidence radiated openly. Priya danced close to him, while I watched from the bar, my pulse quickening each time his hands touched her waist.

She kept glancing back at me, smiling mischievously, knowing exactly what it was doing to me.

Later, when I returned from the restroom, she was gone. I stepped outside onto the beach, heart racing, until I heard a soft giggle from behind a row of palms. Quietly, I approached, peering through the leaves to see Priya leaning against the tree, dress pulled up, her panties hanging from one ankle.

Markus was behind her, thrusting slowly, deliberately. She clutched the tree, her eyes tightly shut, moaning softly into the humid night. He whispered into her ear in broken English, "Does your husband know?"

"Yes," she breathed, almost proudly. "He watches."

I stayed hidden, aroused and humiliated in equal measure, my erection painfully pressing against my shorts. After Markus groaned and filled her, he left her leaning there, legs trembling, dress rumpled. I emerged slowly from the shadows, and she met my gaze without shame.

"I felt you watching," she whispered, kissing me deeply, her mouth hot and hungry.

Later, back in our room, I slid my tongue deep between her thighs, tasting salt from the sea and the thick warmth Markus left inside her.

We fucked hard until sunrise, and our marriage had never felt so alive.


?? Story #23– The Conference Call
Ryan, 42 – San Francisco

My wife, Emma, travels a lot for work. It’s never been an issue for me—actually, it’s part of what fuels our fantasy. But nothing ever came of it until her recent trip to Tokyo.

She called me from her hotel room after a company dinner. Her voice was different—softer, teasing. I knew something was up.

"I met someone tonight," she confessed. "His name's Kenji. He’s charming."

My pulse raced instantly. "Did something happen?"

There was a pause. "Not yet," she whispered. "But he wants it."

My cock throbbed as she kept talking. "I’m going to video call you. Just watch—don't say a word."

Five minutes later, the call came through. Emma had positioned her phone carefully, giving me a full view of the hotel bed. I saw her first, wearing a silk robe barely tied at the waist. Then Kenji appeared behind her, younger, lean, his dark eyes fixed hungrily on her body. Without hesitation, he untied her robe, exposing my wife’s nakedness to me and him simultaneously.

I watched silently, aching, as his hands roamed her curves, gripping her breasts, teasing her until she moaned. My Emma, so reserved normally, opened herself to him with an eagerness that shocked and thrilled me.

When he pushed her onto the bed and slid inside her, deep and raw, I couldn't look away. Her eyes occasionally flicked toward the camera, knowing I was there, watching every thrust. Kenji fucked her without restraint, murmuring things in Japanese as she writhed beneath him, her cries crossing continents to torture and excite me.

When he finished, he came deep inside her, whispering into her ear while she smiled, satisfied. He left her lying there, thighs parted, cum dripping visibly down her skin. She was taking birth control pills, so I didn’t have to wory.

Emma finally spoke, breathless but smiling at me through the screen.

"Enjoyed the show, love?"

I did—every aching second of it.


?? Story #24 – Moscow Memories
Alex, 38 – London

My wife Elena had talked about exploring this fantasy for months, but we never truly expected it to happen—especially not during our vacation in Moscow.

One night, at a crowded nightclub downtown, she caught the attention of a tall Nigerian businessman named Tobi. They danced for hours, his hands boldly gripping her hips, pulling her close against him, openly asserting dominance. Elena kept looking over at me, her eyes sparkling mischievously, confirming exactly what she wanted.

When the club closed, Tobi suggested we all return to his hotel suite. I followed quietly, my heart pounding, fully aware of what was about to happen.

Once inside, Elena stripped slowly, savoring my gaze, as much as Tobi’s, before climbing onto the bed. He rolled a condom onto his thick, intimidating length, staring directly at me as if silently challenging my willingness to watch.

He entered her deeply, confidently, causing her breath to catch as she arched beneath him. Elena moaned louder than I'd ever heard her, gripping his muscular arms, begging him to fuck her harder, deeper. I sat helplessly, aroused beyond control, watching the erotic collision of their bodies.

When Tobi came, he pulled out quickly, peeling off the condom and spilling himself warmly across her stomach and breasts, marking her skin visibly, possessively.

Elena smiled wickedly at me as I moved to clean her, tasting her skin, absorbing the reality of what we’d just done.

Our fantasy had become undeniably real.


?? Story #25– The Sydney Night Out
Lucas, 40 – Melbourne

I’d imagined it countless times, but the night it finally happened, it wasn’t planned at all.

Sophia and I were visiting Sydney for a weekend getaway. On Saturday night, at an upscale cocktail lounge near Darling Harbour, we met Jalen, an athletic American tourist whose confidence and deep voice captivated her instantly. His easy charm and powerful presence were exactly the type she’d confessed to fantasizing about in bed.

They flirted openly, touching, laughing, ignoring everyone else—including me. Sophia looked back occasionally, her eyes teasing me, daring me to object. But I didn't. I was too turned on, too paralyzed by desire.

An hour later, Sophia gently took my hand and leaned into my ear, whispering softly, “He invited me upstairs. I want to go. Come with us and watch.”

My pulse hammered in my throat as I followed them to his hotel room. Once inside, Jalen wasted no time undressing her, revealing her flushed, willing body. Sophia pulled me into a corner chair, kissed my cheek, and whispered firmly, “Watch closely.”

Jalen slipped on a condom smoothly and lifted her onto the edge of the bed. I sat, transfixed, painfully aroused, watching my wife’s legs wrap tightly around his waist as he filled her, slowly at first, then relentlessly. She held his shoulders, her cries louder and freer than anything I’d heard at home.

When he finally came, he withdrew, removing the condom slowly, dropping it carelessly onto the floor. Sophia beckoned me forward, and I knelt between her thighs, tasting her swollen wetness, savoring the thrill of her surrender, and the undeniable reality of our shared fantasy fulfilled.


?? Story #26 – Island Secrets
Mei, 35 – Beijing

My husband, Li Wei, always said he fantasized about me with another man—especially a foreigner. It was something we whispered about often, but neither of us truly believed it would ever happen.

On vacation in Phuket, we met Jamal, a striking Jamaican man who ran a beachside bar. Tall, athletic, his skin dark and glistening under the tropical sun—he was the embodiment of everything we’d secretly imagined.

We spent evenings drinking and laughing with him, feeling freer than ever before. One night, after Li Wei had too much rum and retreated early to our hotel room, Jamal walked me back along the darkened beach. The silence was heavy, filled with tension.

When we reached the secluded path behind the hotel, Jamal stopped and gently brushed his fingers against my cheek, asking softly, “Is it okay?”

I nodded, heart pounding. He kissed me, deep and passionate, his strong hands firmly pulling me against his powerful body. Right there, hidden from view, he lifted my skirt, sliding inside me slowly, deeply, without any barrier between us. The intensity of that moment overwhelmed me, my voice escaping in quiet gasps.

When Jamal finally finished, he came warmly inside me, holding me close as our bodies trembled together.

Later, when I slipped quietly back into the room, Li Wei stirred awake. He saw me flushed, disheveled, smiling guiltily. His eyes widened as I quietly whispered in his ear, “I finally did it.”

He didn’t speak. Instead, he immediately spread my legs, eagerly tasting the reality of my forbidden encounter as our fantasy turned undeniably real beneath the Thai moonlight.


?? Story #27 – The New Generation
Roger, 62 – Manchester

My wife, Anjali, is 51—Indian, elegant, and aging like a slow burn of whiskey. We’ve been together for 28 years, and for the last two, we’ve talked openly about her taking a younger lover.

It began as fantasy. Watching videos together. Her describing how she’d tease a younger man, let him touch her slowly, feel how a mature woman responds. But it didn’t stay fantasy.

Last month, we flew to Barcelona for a long-overdue vacation. On our second night, she wore a deep maroon saree with nothing underneath—her idea. She caught the eye of a local hotel staffer, Emilio, maybe mid-20s, lean and athletic, with cocky eyes that lingered on her chest, not even pretending to be polite.

She smiled back. That was all it took.

The next afternoon, while I was reading by the rooftop pool, she messaged me: “Don’t come to the room. I’m not alone.”

My heart skipped. I waited. An hour later, she sent another: “You can come now. But be quiet.”

I opened the door to see her lying on the bed, legs apart, body flushed and marked with fresh, hard use. There was a condom on the nightstand—used, tied, a clear sign of what had happened. Another was still on her, half-hanging from between her thighs.

“He came twice,” she said softly. “First inside me… then again in the condom while I rode him.”

I knelt beside her, tasting everything he left behind. She pulled my head tighter between her legs and whispered, “He said he loves older women. Called me ‘Señora.’ Said my body was the best he’s ever had.”

I cleaned her slowly, my tongue sliding over every inch. That night, she asked if we could message him again before we left.

We did. He came back. So did she.

Twice.


?? Story #28 – Nairobi Heat

Nikita, 34 – Pune

We’d never thought of Kenya as erotic—until it became the place where I was truly stretched for the first time.

It started at a club in Westlands. Malik was 36, Kenyan, tall—at least 6’4”—and built like a boxer. Wide shoulders. Thick thighs. A voice so deep it made my knees weak when he called me queen. My husband, Arjun, knew exactly what was happening. He didn’t stop it. He encouraged it.

Malik danced with me, his hands bold—possessive. I could feel the size of his cock through his jeans as he pressed against me on the dance floor. It wasn’t just big. It was intimidating. My body trembled in anticipation.

When we got back to our Airbnb, I didn't even pretend to play shy. Malik kissed me like he owned me, stripped me bare, and pushed me onto the couch. When he unzipped his pants, my breath caught in my throat. Almost 8 inches of marvel! More than half of what I was regular used do.

It wasn’t just long. It was thick—veiny, heavy, jet-black, and fully hard. My pussy clenched at the sight of it. Arjun stared in disbelief as I wrapped both hands around it and still couldn’t reach the base.

When Malik slid inside me—bare, without warning—I gasped so loud it echoed.
He didn’t stop.
He kept pushing.
He stretched me wider than I thought possible. I could feel him in places I didn’t know existed. My hips lifted, my legs spread wider, welcoming all of him.

“Fuck,” I moaned. “He’s deeper than anyone’s ever been.”

I looked at my husband while Malik pounded me. “You could never fill me like this.”

Malik didn’t pull out. He didn’t even slow down. He held me by the waist and bred me with long, powerful strokes. His balls slapped against me as he growled something in Swahili I couldn’t understand—but my body understood it perfectly.

When he came, it was hard. Deep. Warm. He stayed buried inside me, throbbing, filling me so full I could feel his cum leaking the moment he pulled out.

My thighs were shaking. My pussy was raw. My husband dropped to his knees, slid between my legs, and cleaned everything Malik had left.

That was the first night.
Malik came back twice more before we flew home.
Each time, he didn’t just fuck me.
He claimed me.

And I never once asked him to wear a condom.

?? Story #29– The Spanish Intern
Farah, 42 – Dubai

It started as innocent mentoring. Miguel was 24, a visiting intern from Seville, Spain—tall, olive-skinned, with messy dark curls and a flirtatious smile that lingered too long on my curves. I managed the finance department. He was supposed to learn from me. But I could tell from day one—he wanted to learn everything.

My husband Tariq is 45, conservative in public, but secretly the one who introduced me to cuckolding fantasies. The idea of a younger man dominating me, using me, while he watched—or waited to hear every detail—drove him wild.

Miguel started staying late at the office. He complimented my heels. My perfume. One night, he said it bluntly:
"You're the most beautiful woman I've seen here. I want to fuck you."

I smiled. Took a deep breath. And messaged my husband:
“He wants me.”
“Let him,” Tariq replied.

That night, Miguel came over “for help with his presentation.” I opened the door in a silk robe. He was hard the second he saw me.

When I dropped to my knees and pulled his pants down, I gasped.

It was uncut. Thick. Long. Veiny. He pulsed in my palm. I stroked him, licked him, then leaned back and whispered:
"You’re going to ruin me for older men."

He didn’t even make it to the bedroom. He bent me over the dining table, lifted my robe, and slid inside me raw—deep and slow at first, letting me feel every inch. He was bigger than my husband, thicker, and the way he filled me… I moaned uncontrollably.

He kept one hand in my hair, the other gripping my hip as he pounded harder. “Tell me you want my cum,” he whispered in my ear.

I did. I begged for it.

When he came, he held himself deep inside me, flooding me with warm, young cum. I was on the pill—but even then, the thought of a pregnancy risk sent a shock through my spine.

Later, lying in bed, dripping and used, I called Tariq on speaker. I described everything: the size, the smell, the stretch, the cum still leaking down my thighs. My husband came in seconds—just from my words.

Miguel stayed the night.
He left early for work the next morning.
I didn’t.

I spent the whole day in bed—sore, smiling, and still full.

?? Story #30– Stretched by a Stranger

Priyanka, 37 – Mumbai

It wasn’t supposed to happen. Not really. But I think a part of me wanted it from the moment we landed in New Zealand.

My husband Kunal had planned the entire trip—quiet cabin outside Queenstown, snowy mountains, full privacy. We'd talked about cuckolding for years. Fantasies, mostly. I’d never been with anyone else. But he kept saying, “When the right moment comes, we’ll both know.”

That moment turned out to be Callum. A 32-year-old local we met during a wine tour. Tall. Broad. Bearded. Outdoorsy, with a deep voice and a slow, confident way of speaking that made me feel immediately exposed. He flirted, gently but clearly. His eyes lingered. And I didn’t look away.

That night, we invited him for a drink at our cabin. Raghav poured the wine. I sat closer to Callum than I needed to.

It was quiet. Snow was falling outside. He touched my thigh under the blanket. I looked at Raghav. He didn’t stop him.

In our bedroom, it was like my body moved on its own. I let Callum undress me while Raghav sat nearby in the corner armchair. Watching. Breathing heavy.

When Callum pulled his cock out, I actually froze for a second. It wasn’t just big—it was thick, heavy, uncut, and darker than I expected for someone his skin tone. I’d never seen a cock like that in real life. Just in porn.

He pushed inside me slowly. Stretching me. I gasped, grabbed the sheets. It wasn’t just the size—it was the way he moved. Steady. Controlled. He knew what he was doing.

I wasn’t used to this kind of pressure. I wasn’t used to feeling full like that. I couldn’t speak for the first few minutes. I just moaned,  moaned—stretched around him, my walls clinging to every inch, overwhelmed and shaking from the inside out.

He kissed my neck, my shoulder, and whispered, “You okay?”

I nodded.

He didn’t stop. He kissed my neck. My shoulder. Let his tongue linger just long enough to make me shiver.

Then he leaned in, his breath hot against my ear, and murmured,

“You good, beautiful?”

I couldn’t speak. I just nodded—barely.  My body was still adjusting—to the stretch, the rhythm, and the slow, impossible truth:
This wasn’t my husband.
This was someone new.
And I was letting him all the way in.

He smiled against my skin.

“Then hold on.”

And then he started moving again—slower, deeper.
Each stroke deliberate.
Like he wanted to leave a part of himself inside me with every thrust.
Like he wasn’t just fucking me—he was claiming me.

When he really started fucking me—long, deep, rhythmically perfect—I lost myself.
I glanced at my husband.
His cock was out—slender compared to Callum’s, but fully hard, twitching in his fist.
He didn’t say a word.
He didn’t need to.
He just watched as another man pushed into his wife over and over again.

I came once.
Then again, harder—my legs shaking, toes curling, fingers clawing the sheets.
I’d never come like that in my life.
My body was shaking, wet, open, completely used—and begging for more.

Callum didn’t stop.
He held my wrists.
Kept fucking me through it.
Kept that same deep, punishing rhythm that made my brain foggy and my heart race.

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

When he came, it was deep— warm, heavy spurts inside me, flooding me as he buried himself to the hilt. Sudden. Real. I felt it—as his whole body tensed over mine. It made me gasp. Not from fear. From shock. From heat. From knowing it had actually happened
I moaned at the weight of his still hard cock pulsing inside me. At the stretch. At the ownership.

And the truth was:
I loved it.
Every single second.
I loved the way he filled me.
The way my husband watched, helpless and hard.
The way I was being taken, completely, with nothing held back Sudden. Real. I felt it—as his whole body tensed over mine.

I wasn’t pretending anymore.
I was exactly where I wanted to be.

When he pulled out, I could feel him drip from me almost immediately.

I lay there, thighs still open, trembling a little, until Kunal walked over and knelt down between my legs. He cleaned me slowly with his mouth, as if this was exactly how we’d always imagined it.

And maybe it was.


?? Story #31 – Host Family
Catalina, 24 – Valparaíso

When I moved to London for grad school, I didn’t expect my entire sexual awakening to begin in the home of a quiet, older Indian couple.

I was renting a room in their townhouse in Finchley. He was 52. Tall. Soft-spoken. Salt-and-pepper beard. His name was Mr. Sharma—but after the second week, he told me to call him Rajeev.

His wife was lovely, sweet… but always traveling for business. Sometimes gone for weeks. And when she was away, I started to notice things.

The way Rajeev looked at me when I wore shorts around the house. The quiet way he always seemed to be near whenever I stepped out of the shower. His eyes never felt predatory—but they watched. Carefully. Longingly. And I liked it.

I started leaving my door open at night.

One evening, we had wine after dinner. Just us. He told me about his younger days in Delhi, about how passion had changed over time. There was a long pause. Then he said it:

"I haven’t been touched in years."

I don’t know why I did it. Maybe it was the wine. Maybe it was the heat between us that had been building. But I stood up, walked over, and kissed him.

He didn’t stop me.

We ended up in my bed. He undressed me slowly, like he was unwrapping something precious. His hands were large, steady, warm. His lips moved with care. But when he slid down my panties and looked between my legs, something shifted. His eyes darkened.

He pulled his cock out—longer than I expected, thick, with a slight upward curve. I bit my lip. He smiled. “You okay?”

I nodded. “Yes. But… I’ve never done this with someone so much older.”

He leaned in, kissed my neck, and whispered: “Then let me show you how different it can be.”

He slid inside me without a condom. I didn’t ask. I was on the pill, and in that moment, I wanted nothing between us.

He was slow at first—deep, careful thrusts that made my legs shake. Then harder. More urgent. He held my hips, pushed deeper than anyone ever had. My nails dug into his back. My whole body trembled.

He kept whispering things in Hindi I didn’t understand. But I didn’t need to. His voice alone made me melt.

He stayed inside me as he came—long, hard pulses, buried deep. I felt everything. My body tightened around him as I came, too, almost instantly after.

When he pulled out, I felt his cum dripping from me onto the sheets. He kissed me again, softly this time.

No guilt. No apology. Just a quiet look.

That wasn’t the last time.
His wife came back a week later.
But before she did…
He came in me three more times.


?? Story #32– The BnB in Cape Town
Olivia, 35 – Manchester

We had no idea what we were walking into when we booked the Airbnb. It was supposed to be just a cozy coastal escape in South Africa—wine, sea views, quiet. But then we met Zuko.

He opened the door barefoot, tank top stretched over his chest, a smile that was smooth as hell. He was in his 30s. Tall, broad across the shoulders, the kind of man whose presence fills a room before he even says a word. Brown skin that glowed golden under the evening light, a voice like warm thunder.

I didn’t mean to flirt. But I did.
My husband, Nathan, noticed. But he didn’t stop me.
He never does.

On the second night, Zuko invited us upstairs to the private balcony for drinks. The view of the water was stunning, but my eyes kept going back to Zuko’s hands—large, rough, resting on his thick thighs. We were drinking something local, sweet and strong. I felt warm. Loose.

I got up to stretch. A little tipsy. My sundress clung to my thighs. I stumbled a bit—Zuko caught me. His hand gripped my waist firmly. He didn’t let go right away. His fingers brushed the underside of my ass, and I didn’t stop him.

That was when Nathan spoke. Calm. Cool.

“Take her inside,” he said. “I’ll stay here.”

Zuko didn’t ask twice.

He led me downstairs, not speaking, his hand wrapped around mine like he already owned me. Inside the guest room, he pushed me gently onto the bed and stood at the foot, pulling off his shorts.

What hung between his legs made me inhale sharply.

It was massive. Not just long, but thick and heavy, with skin like polished dark mahogany. The head flared wide, almost arrogant in its size, and the shaft looked like it had weight—throbbing, full, uncut.

It twitched as he stroked it once, slowly, letting me see exactly what I was about to take. I reached for my travel bag and pulled out a condom—yes, we always carry them. My hands trembled as I opened the wrapper.

Zuko smiled but said nothing. Just stood there, letting me handle him. I held it in one hand—hot, thick, pulsing—and rolled the condom down slowly, struggling to cover him fully. It barely fit.

When he climbed over me and pushed in, I couldn’t breathe for a moment. He was stretching me, not just filling me, but pushing into places that felt untouched before. My fingers gripped the sheets. My back arched.

He fucked me slowly at first, whispering in my ear, his body powerful but patient. Every thrust was deep, deliberate. I moaned loud, no control.
“Your husband’s listening,” he said softly.
I nodded. “I know.”

When I came, it was hard. My whole body shook. Zuko kept going. He didn’t rush.

When he finished, he buried himself deep and let out a low grunt—I felt the pulsing, the warmth flooding the condom, thick and heavy inside me.

He pulled out slowly, carefully peeled the condom off, and tied it in one hand. He placed it on the nightstand like it belonged there.

We walked back up to the balcony. Nathan was still there, glass in hand, half-smiling.

“Did he take care of you?” he asked quietly.
I didn’t answer. I just sat on his lap, still trembling, still stretched, still full from a man neither of us would ever forget.


?? Story #33 – Her Office Colleague
Vikash, 34 – Pune

I always sensed there was something between them. Aarohi is 27—sharp, confident, and gorgeous in a way that sneaks up on men. Her colleague, Aditya, was the kind that didn’t wait for permission. Charismatic. Smooth. The kind of guy who makes eye contact just a second too long.

She used to mention him casually. “Aditya said this,” or “Adi fixed the pitch deck.” But I noticed the shift. The way she started dressing a little differently for work. The way she smiled at her phone when it buzzed after 10.

And then one night, she came home late. Quiet. Her lipstick faintly smudged. She slipped into bed without changing. After a moment, she whispered:

“I slept with him.”

I didn’t say anything. My pulse was thudding in my neck.

“It was late… everyone had left. We were the only two finishing the presentation.”

I slid my hand beneath the blanket, touched her. She was already warm. Wet.

“I kissed him first,” she said. “He pulled me into the conference room, locked the door. I had the condom in my purse—one of ours. The ones we bought for travel. I handed it to him without saying anything.”

My cock pulsed hard under the blanket as she kept talking.

“He opened it, but I put it on him. I wanted to feel what I was giving away.”

Her voice dipped lower.

“He wasn't long, but thick. Thick enough I had to breathe through it when he pushed in. He held my wrists down on the table and told me, ‘Now I know why your husband lets you work late.’”

She turned to me, breath hot against my face.

“When he came, he didn’t rush. Just stayed in… held me still until he finished.”

I was throbbing, aching. She kissed my jaw.

“I came too,” she whispered. “Not from him… but from knowing you were probably awake. Thinking about exactly this.”

I didn’t make it ten seconds after that.


?? Story #34– The Balcony at Negril
Eleanor, 48 – London

We went to Jamaica to celebrate our 25th anniversary. Just the two of us—me and James. No kids, no emails, no distractions. We'd booked a cliffside boutique resort in Negril with a private balcony, outdoor tub, and too much rum on the minibar. Perfect, we thought.

But what made it unforgettable wasn’t the resort.
It was Omar.

He was part of the resort's private staff—late 30s, dark chocolate skin, dreadlocks pulled back tight, and a lazy confidence in the way he moved. He handled luggage the first day. By the third, he was calling me Miss Ellie and brushing my hand a little too long when pouring drinks.

James caught it.
We both knew.

One night, James whispered while undressing me:
“If you want him… I won’t stop you. I’ll even leave the door open.”

That was all the permission I needed.

The next afternoon, while James sipped rum on the balcony, Omar knocked at our door with a “room service check-in.” I opened the door in a towel. He stepped inside. Closed it.

We didn’t speak.

He kissed me. Slow. Strong. Hands gripping my hips like he’d been waiting. When the towel dropped, he paused—looked at me fully. Then undressed. No hesitation.

His cock was long—not just in length, but in presence. It curved upward slightly, thickest at the base, and full, pulsing with weight as it swayed between us. I hadn’t been fucked by a man like him in decades. Maybe ever.

I reached for the nightstand. There were two condoms. We’d packed them just in case. I unwrapped one, my fingers shaky, and rolled it down over him slowly, breath held as I felt the heat of him through the latex.

He bent me over the balcony doorframe—where James could see everything from the chair just outside. Omar entered me in one deep stroke.

I cried out, hand slapping the wall, body adjusting to the pressure of him—stretching me, spreading me, filling me completely. He fucked me like he meant it. No apologies. No hesitation. Just hips snapping against mine, thick hands gripping my waist, my breasts bouncing with every stroke.

James watched from his seat. Silent. Stroking.

Omar came with a deep grunt. He stayed inside until he was done, breathing heavy. Then pulled out slowly and peeled off the condom, tossing it onto the nightstand like it was nothing.

When I looked at James, he was still rock hard.

I didn’t speak. I just sank to my knees between his legs.
He kissed my forehead and whispered, “Thank you.”

?? Story #35– The Office in Dubai
Aina, 36 – Kuala Lumpur

My posting to Dubai was supposed to be temporary—six months. But even in that time, everything changed. It wasn’t the city. It was Kareem.

He was younger. Twenty-nine, Emirati, born into money but didn’t act like it. Clean-cut, polite, always respectful. But under it, I felt the pull. The way he looked at me when I wore heels. How he never called me ma’am, even when others did.

My husband Faizal and I had talked about cuckolding, but only in whispers. I’d tease him, tell him I got looks at work. He’d ask for details, always pushing, always wanting more. But this time, I gave him more than fantasy.

It was after a late client dinner. Kareem offered to drive me back to my apartment. I said yes. When we reached my place, he didn’t ask to come up. I told him to.

Inside, he was quiet. I stood by the kitchen, heart pounding, waiting. He stepped close, slid his hand to my lower back, and kissed me. Confident. Focused. Like he’d been imagining it for weeks.

I undid his belt. He helped me out of my blouse. He undressed me like he’d done it before in his head. When I finally got him naked, I stopped breathing for a second.

His cock was smooth, darker than the rest of him, uncut, thick through the middle with a slight upward tilt. Heavy in my hand, almost too firm to wrap my fingers around completely. I had a condom in my purse—the same brand Faizal and I always used. I opened it and slid it on slowly, watching Kareem’s eyes darken.

He didn’t speak. Just turned me around against the kitchen counter and entered me in one stroke. I gasped.

He was thick. Thicker than Faizal. Not longer, but fuller, and he filled me in a way that made me grab the counter for balance. He fucked me with purpose—like this had always been coming. I moaned, loud enough to echo off the tile.

Faizal was asleep back in Kuala Lumpur. But I was thinking of him the entire time.

When Kareem came, he held himself deep, breathing against my shoulder, his body shaking slightly. He pulled out, peeled off the condom, and handed it to me like a message.

I still had it when I flew home two months later.
Faizal didn’t ask for it.
He asked me to describe everything while I straddled him.
And I did. Every last detail.


?? Story #36 – The Husband’s Best Friend
Claire, 41 – Chicago

He was my husband’s closest friend. Closer than a brother, really. Paul had known Jason since college. He was at our wedding. Helped us move into every home. Sat at our dinner table twice a week, like clockwork.

He was also ten years younger than Jason. Gym-built. Funny. Direct. And every time Jason left the room, Paul’s eyes lingered on me—just a second too long.

One Saturday, Jason had gone out to run errands. Paul dropped by early—claiming he forgot they’d moved the BBQ to Sunday. I let him in anyway. He brought beer. I wore a robe, nothing under it. We both knew what we were doing.

When Jason texted to say he’d be another 45 minutes, Paul just looked at me and said, “We both know what this is.”

We didn’t waste time. He kissed me like he’d wanted to for years. My robe slipped off, and he lifted me onto the kitchen counter. I reached down and stroked him through his jeans. He was already hard.

When I finally got him naked, I paused. His cock was a touch longer than Jason’s, slightly curved, smooth-skinned with a wide head. Not overwhelming—but bold. It stood thick and proud, throbbing in his grip as he looked at me.

We had condoms—Jason and I always kept a few in the drawer by the sink. I opened one and rolled it down over Paul’s length, pressing a kiss to his chest as I did.

He entered me in one long, slow thrust. I gasped. He wasn’t aggressive. Just steady. Deep. Every inch felt like a line I wasn’t supposed to cross—but did anyway.

He fucked me on that counter, legs wrapped around his waist, fingers in my hair, whispering things I didn’t expect from him. Things like, “You were always mine before he got to you.”

When he came, he stayed still inside me, breathing into my neck. We didn’t talk much after.

Jason came home 20 minutes later. He kissed my cheek. Asked if Paul had shown up.

“He just left,” I said.

Jason smiled.
Then looked down at the kitchen counter—at the edge where a condom, still warm and tied, sat tucked behind the fruit bowl.

He didn’t say a word.
He didn’t need to.


?? Story #37 – The Spanish Ex
Leila, 38 – Toronto

It had been ten years since I’d seen him. Diego. The one who broke my heart in Madrid when I was still studying abroad—tall, rough around the edges, always smelled like cigarettes and sex. I never told my husband Matt much about him. Just that he was "a chapter that closed."

But he messaged me a month before we flew to Spain. Just two words: Still married?

I didn’t respond. I didn’t block him either.

When we landed in Madrid, I told Matt over dinner that Diego had reached out.

His reply surprised me:
"If he asks to see you… say yes."

Two nights later, I met Diego alone. Just coffee. But by the time he said “You look better than I remember”—his fingers brushing mine across the table—I knew it was going further.

Back in his apartment, everything felt familiar. He pinned me to the door the moment we entered. My dress came off in one motion. His hands were rough, urgent, like the years hadn’t dulled anything.

I dropped to my knees and took him in my mouth. He was the same. Thick at the base, veiny, uncut, with a slight curve that hit just right. My throat remembered him.

He pulled me up, bent me over the sofa. No condom. No warning. Just the sound of him spitting into his palm and sliding inside me raw. I gasped—it was deeper than I remembered. My thighs shook with the stretch.

He didn’t pull out.

He came inside me, hard, groaning against my spine, gripping my hips like he still owned them. I didn’t stop him.

Back at the hotel, I told Matt everything.
He asked one question:
“Did he finish inside?”

I nodded.

Matt didn’t speak for a full minute. Then he said:
“Leave it in.”

We didn’t use a condom for the rest of the trip.
And when we got home… I was late.
Weeks late.

We don’t talk about the timing.
But sometimes, when our son cries in Spanish in his sleep—
Matt holds him a little tighter.

?? Story #38 – The Jamaican Fisherman
Harriet, 45 – Birmingham

It started with a walk down to the shore while my husband was asleep.

We’d come to Treasure Beach for peace and quiet. Just the two of us. After years of trying to bring back the spark, we both agreed: this trip might be our last attempt. What we didn’t expect was how it would reignite something far more dangerous.

His name was Andre. He was maybe late 30s. Shirtless, pulling a net from the shallows, muscles soaked with saltwater. He smiled at me like he’d seen the look in my eyes before.

He said, “You’re not from here.”
I said, “Not even close.”

He offered me mango slices from a plastic container, and we talked. About nothing. About everything. I told him I was married. He nodded, then looked down at my bare thighs and said, “But he’s not here, is he?”

We were in his shack twenty minutes later.

It smelled like sea and sweat. I climbed onto the bed without being asked.

He undressed slowly—his body solid, powerful, not carved, just worked. When he dropped his shorts, I stopped breathing for a second.

His cock was massive—not showy, not pretty, just there. Thick at the root, wide, dark, and impossibly full. I reached for it, and he growled softly when I wrapped my fingers around it—barely closing around the shaft.

“I don’t have anything,” he said.
“I’m on the shot,” I replied, surprising myself.

He spit in his hand, stroked once, and pushed into me slowly—stretching me open so wide I gasped, one hand gripping the wall behind the bed.

It hurt a little. Then it didn’t.

Then I was begging.

He moved slow, letting me feel every ridge, every drag of his weight. I moaned loudly, uncaring who heard. I kept saying yes and he kept giving more.

When he came, he didn’t pull out.
He didn’t even ask.

Just a grunt, a thrust, and warmth pouring deep inside me.

I walked back to the hotel in a different dress. My thighs sticky. My heart racing.

I got into bed next to my husband. He pulled me close, kissed my neck.

I didn’t shower.
He didn’t ask.

But in the dark, as I shifted beside him, I whispered:
“He didn’t pull out.”

My husband didn’t sleep that night.
Neither did I.


?? Story #39 – The Airbnb in Rome
Nadia, 32 – Kuala Lumpur

We were renting a flat near Trastevere. An old building with stone walls and a winding staircase, managed by a quiet, older Italian named Matteo. He must’ve been in his late fifties. Clean-shaven. Polished. Always in button-downs and linen pants. The kind of man who didn’t need to flirt—he just looked, and you felt it.

My husband Amir caught the way Matteo held my hand a little too long when he gave us the keys. That night, while we had wine on the balcony, Amir said, “You saw the way he looked at you, right?”

I laughed it off.

But the next afternoon, Amir went out to buy groceries. I stayed back, claiming I needed to rest. Matteo knocked. Said he wanted to drop off fresh towels. I let him in. He stood in the doorway a second too long. Then said, “You have a beautiful mouth when you smile.”

I should’ve been offended. I wasn’t.

He walked in, closed the door, and kissed me. No hesitation. His hand slid up under my skirt, fingers parting me with the confidence of a man who’d done this before—many times.

I sank to my knees and unbuckled his belt. His cock was different—older, yes, but still firm, with a long, narrow shaft and a prominent head that looked flushed and swollen. Not thick, but elegant. Almost intimidating in how hard it already was.

I stroked it slowly, then took it in my mouth. I let him hold my head, guide the rhythm. His accent thickened as he moaned in Italian. When he warned he was close, I let him finish on my tongue. Warm, slightly bitter, and far more than I expected.

When Amir returned, I kissed him at the door.
He paused. Looked at me.

“You taste like something else.”

I didn’t deny it.

That night, I told him the full story—every stroke, every sound, every drop.
He fucked me harder than he had in months.
I think Matteo did us both a favour.


?? Story #40 – The Thai Tour Guide
Rita, 39 – Kolkata

It had been years since anyone besides my husband looked at me like that.

Somchai was our private guide in Chiang Mai. Early 30s, lean, warm smile, a kind of quiet charm that didn’t try too hard. From the first day, I caught him glancing—not obviously—but enough for me to feel it. And I felt it. I wore lighter dresses the next day. Open necklines. A little perfume behind the ears.

My husband, Nilesh, noticed. That night in the hotel, he teased me.

“Someone’s enjoying the local attention.”

I smiled but didn’t deny it.
It felt… good. Being noticed. Desired.

Somchai always stayed close—hand at my back on steep steps, brushing my fingers when passing me my phone. Nothing improper. But it was there. The unspoken current between us.

On the third day, he offered to take us to a quiet waterfall—off the tourist map, he said. Nilesh came along but stayed behind on the rocks while Somchai led me further up the trail to see “wild orchids.” We ended up alone in a shaded clearing, mist in the air, trees swaying gently above.

I thanked him for the effort. He just looked at me, really looked, and said, “You’re the most elegant woman I’ve seen come through here.”

I laughed nervously. “That’s not true.”

He stepped closer. “It is. And you know it.”

The way he said it, calm and certain, made my chest flutter. My face felt hot. When he leaned in, I didn’t stop him.

His kiss was gentle, respectful—but confident. His hand slid along my waist, pulling me closer. When I reached for him, it was instinctive.

I unbuttoned his shorts and slid them down, my hand curling around his cock—warm, firm, thick near the base, not long but full, with skin like silk and the kind of weight that made me pause. I stroked him slowly, feeling every inch, watching his jaw tense.

He kissed me again, then turned me around, lifting my dress. I reached into my bag—Nilesh always made sure I had condoms “just in case”—and handed it to him without a word.

He rolled it on quickly, his hands steady. When he pushed inside me, I gasped—the stretch, the pressure, the way he filled me—it was all consuming. My hands pressed against the tree, my body melting around him. He moved slow at first, like he wanted me to feel every part of him.

And I did.

He came quietly, holding me tight as he pulsed inside the condom, forehead resting on my shoulder.

We didn’t speak on the way back to the rocks. When we returned, Nilesh looked at me and raised an eyebrow. I didn’t say anything.

That night, back in the hotel, I told him everything.
He listened. Quiet. Focused.
When I finished, he reached for me without a word.
And we made love like it was the first time.


?? Story #41 – The Hotel Room in Atlanta
Emily, 44 – Denver

It was supposed to be just a layover. One night in Atlanta between client meetings. My husband Mark stayed home, as always. He’s not a jealous man—not anymore. He knows my patterns. He knows my needs. And he knows what happens when I book a king-size bed for one.

The man I met that night wasn’t planned. We crossed paths in the hotel lobby bar—he bought me a drink before I could say no. His name was Malik. Late 30s. Deep voice. Caramel-black skin that looked carved from stone. His suit fit too well. His smile? Even better.

We talked. I flirted. He flirted harder.

“You here alone?” he asked.

I nodded.

“You want to be?”

I didn’t answer.

Up in the room, I poured two whiskeys. My hands trembled slightly. He watched me drink, standing just behind me, so close I could feel the heat of him. When he touched my hip, I didn’t flinch. I leaned back.

The kiss was slow and deep. Not rushed. Not hungry. Like he was tasting me. When he slid my blouse off, he kissed my shoulder, the curve of my spine. He told me I had the kind of body that didn’t need filters.

I unbuckled his belt. His pants dropped. And then I saw it.

His cock was huge. Not cartoonish, not exaggerated—just real. Thick. Heavy. With a wide, full head and a shaft that looked like it could split me open. I wrapped my fingers around it—barely—and looked up at him. He just smiled and said, “You good?”

I had a condom in my bag. Mark always made sure. I opened it and rolled it on slowly, watching Malik’s body tense as I touched him.

He laid me back on the bed, lifted my legs, and entered me in one slow, stretching push. I gasped loud. My whole body had to adjust. He filled me so completely I felt his weight in my stomach.

He moved with rhythm, patience. No rush. Each thrust deliberate, pressing deeper, opening me wider. My moans got louder. I didn’t care if anyone in the hallway heard.

When he came, it was sudden—a deep groan from his chest, his hips buried hard into me. I felt the condom swell inside, hot and thick. He stayed there for a while, catching his breath.

After he left, I called Mark.

“I met someone,” I whispered.

He didn’t ask how big. Or how deep.

He asked, “Did you save the condom?”

I had.
Still tied. Still warm.
Still full.


?? Story #42– The Ex in Singapore
Maya, 35 – Singapore

We hadn’t spoken in years. Not since university. Not since I married Kunal and left that part of my life behind.

But when Aadi messaged me out of nowhere—just a simple “Still in Singapore?”—my stomach fluttered in a way I hadn’t felt in a long time.

He was in town for a tech summit. We met for coffee. It was supposed to be friendly. It wasn’t. He looked the same but sharper—tighter jawline, confident, cocky smile still intact. When he touched my wrist mid-conversation, I didn’t pull away.

Back home, I told Kunal.

He didn’t flinch.

“You’re thinking about sleeping with him,” he said, matter-of-fact.

“I already did,” I whispered.

Kunal leaned back in his chair and asked me to tell him everything.

I had gone to Aadi’s hotel after the second coffee. I wore a plain kurta, nothing dramatic—but he looked at me like I was wrapped in gold. He kissed me like he’d missed me, not politely—possessively. His hands slid under my top as if my body still belonged to him.

I dropped to my knees and undid his belt. When I pulled him out, I remembered every detail. His cock was exactly how I remembered it—thick near the base, curved upward, slightly darker than the rest of his skin, and hard before I even touched it. The head swelled with every stroke. He tasted like memory.

He laid me down on the bed, slid off my leggings, and whispered, “You still take me bare?”

I nodded. I was on the pill. And with him, it never felt like a question.

He entered me slowly, and I gasped. My body remembered the stretch, the pressure. The way he filled me differently than Kunal ever could—not just physically, but emotionally, like he knew how I used to break around him.

We didn’t rush. We fucked like we were finishing something we started years ago.

When he came, he stayed deep, groaning into my neck. He didn’t pull out until I made him.

Back home, Kunal sat still, listening. Hard.

“He finished inside?”

“Yes.”

He closed his eyes.
Then whispered, “Good.”

That night, I rode my husband with Aadi’s cum still inside me.
And came harder than I had in years.


?? Story #43 – The New Zealand Farmhouse
Isabelle, 51 – Lyon

We were traveling through the South Island—just me and Jean-Marc. After 23 years of marriage, we’d grown into something calm. Predictable. Safe. Too safe.

Our Airbnb was a converted farmhouse, surrounded by hills and sheep and wind you could hear in the bones of the building. The host was a local—Caleb, 28, tall, broad, ginger-bearded with a jaw that looked like it could split a stone. His hands were rough, sun-darkened, the kind that told you he worked for a living.

He called me Madame with a wink. Carried our bags like they were feathers. Jean-Marc joked later, “If you were ten years younger, he’d be in your bed.”

I corrected him. “Twenty.”

That night, Jean-Marc brought it up again in bed. “You know,” he said, voice low, “if he wanted you… I’d let him.” He kissed my shoulder. “Just once. If I could hear it.”

I didn’t say no.

The next afternoon, Jean-Marc went into town for supplies. Caleb was trimming vines near the side door. I brought him water. He took it with a grin and said, “You always come out when I’m sweaty.”

I laughed. “You always look like you know it.”

He wiped his brow. “You want to come inside?”

We did.

The bedroom was cool, shaded, with worn wooden floors and sheets that smelled like wild soap. He kissed me with hunger. Unfiltered. No hesitation.

I undressed slowly—his eyes never left me. When he dropped his pants, I was caught off guard.

His cock was long but not showy—lean, slightly curved, with thick veins running the sides. What struck me most was the weight—it hung with gravity, full and ready. I ran my hand along the shaft, feeling it pulse, warm and alive.

“I’m on the pill,” I whispered.

He lifted me onto the dresser and entered me with one long, steady thrust. I cried out. My body hadn’t taken anyone new in years—and never someone like him.

He fucked me deep. Purposeful. The kind of fucking that left no space between us. My head tilted back, heels hooked around his hips. My moans were loud. I wanted Jean-Marc to hear, even if he was miles away.

When Caleb came, he buried himself deep, letting out a long breath as I felt him spill inside me—raw, warm, final.

I lay there, legs open, dress bunched at my waist, his cum leaking slowly down my thighs.

When Jean-Marc returned, he kissed me softly and asked nothing. Just lay beside me, nose pressed to my neck, breathing me in.

He knew.
And he was hard all night.


?? Story #44 – The Malaysian Architect’s Private Monument
Tessa, 29 – Amsterdam

I met Arif during a regional design expo in Rotterdam. He was part of a visiting team from Kuala Lumpur—sharp, clean-cut, mid-30s. Always in tailored suits. Always polite. But behind his glasses and warm manners, there was something steady. Focused. He looked at me like he knew something I didn’t.

We were assigned to the same panel. Over three days, we traded jokes, glances, quiet smirks across tables. On the final evening, I invited him to my room—not with words, but with the way I didn’t close the door fully when I left it ajar after dinner.

When he walked in, I was brushing my hair. I looked at him in the mirror. Neither of us spoke.

He walked up behind me. Slid his hand around my waist. Kissed the back of my neck like he had every right to.

I turned. Kissed him back.

When I unbuttoned his shirt, his hands moved lower, unzipping his trousers with a quiet ease. I pulled them down and took him into my hand.

His cock was beautiful—sleek, smooth, uncut, with a soft roll of skin over a flushed head. Not thick, but long and elegant. Heavy in my palm. It looked like something carved, almost sculpted—more art than anatomy.  I stroked him slowly, watching his expression tighten. Then dropped to my knees and took him into my mouth—deep, slow, teasing him with my tongue until his hands gripped my hair tighter.

He didn’t ask for anything. He just followed me to the bed, laid me down, and reached for a condom from my nightstand. I kept a few—always have.

He slid it on without a word and entered me in one long, unhurried push. I exhaled loudly.

He moved slowly, rhythmically, kissing my mouth between thrusts, pressing his forehead to mine as if trying to read my thoughts.

When he came, it was quiet. Intense. His hips locked into mine as he released inside the condom, holding me close.

Later, after he left, I texted my fiancé.

“It happened. I used protection. But I let him finish inside.”

He replied in under ten seconds:

“Did you swallow before or after?”

I smiled.
Because the answer was:
Both.

?? Story #45 – The Boss in Chicago
Monica, 42 – New Jersey

I’d been working under him—literally and professionally—for five years. Brad was the kind of American executive you don’t forget. Silver-streaked hair, broad chest under crisp shirts, and a voice that could hush a room just by starting a sentence. Divorced. Powerful. Always in control.

When he invited me to Chicago for a quarterly review, I told my husband, Rishi, right away.

“You think something might happen?” he asked, trying to sound casual.

I didn’t answer directly.
Just said, “You’ve always said you’d want to know, right?”

The hotel room was executive-level. Corner suite. Brad poured scotch as I kicked off my heels. He looked at me like I wasn’t just an employee—but a woman he’d already undressed a hundred times in his head.

He stepped close. Brushed my hair off my shoulder. Kissed my neck once. I turned into him. Let it happen.

When he unzipped his trousers and dropped them, I didn’t hide the way I looked at him. His cock hung low and heavy—not the kind of size that scares you, but the kind that says, “I know exactly what I’m doing with this.” Light veins, thick near the base, the head wide and almost plum-colored, already slick at the tip.

I didn’t go for the condom.
Neither did he.
I was on an IUD, and he… well, he didn’t ask.
And I didn’t stop him.

He took me against the window. Face pressed to the cold glass, my skirt bunched around my waist. Every thrust echoed in the room. He didn’t say much—just grunted when I moaned too loud. His palm gripped the back of my neck, steady, controlling, present.

When he came, he stayed deep. I felt it—warm, unmistakable, pulsing inside me.

Back in the bathroom, I texted my husband just two words:

“He finished.”

Rishi replied:
“Are you leaking?”

I took a photo.
No filter.
No cleanup.

Just proof.


?? Story #46 – The Dubai Apartment
Farzana, 61 – Karachi

My husband and I were visiting our son in Dubai. We stayed in a serviced apartment while he was at work all day, and I found myself alone most afternoons, sipping tea and watching the city from the 20th floor. I didn’t expect anything unusual. I didn’t expect him.

His name was Kareem. Thirty-two. Worked in building maintenance—tall, olive-skinned, polite, soft-spoken with a kind of quiet masculinity that made me feel something I hadn’t in years.

The AC unit had an issue. He came to fix it. The first time, he barely looked at me. The second time, he smiled. The third time, I asked him if he wanted tea. He hesitated. Then said yes.

We sat on the sofa. He watched me pour. He said I looked elegant. I laughed awkwardly, flattered. “You’re being polite.”

“No,” he said. “You’re… soft. The kind of woman men stop noticing too soon. But shouldn’t.”

I didn’t respond. But I looked down. And I smiled.

He reached for my hand—not forceful, just enough to feel the warmth. Then he leaned in and kissed me gently on the cheek. I didn’t stop him when his lips moved lower.

In the bedroom, I undressed slowly, aware of every curve, every line of age on my skin. He didn’t look away once. His hands explored me with care, reverence almost, before undoing his belt.

He was thick—not long, but solid, warm in my hand, with a slow, steady rise as I stroked him. The skin was smooth and tight. His breath deepened as I leaned down and took him in my mouth, slow and wet, feeling him pulse against my tongue.

When he laid me back and entered me, I gasped.

It had been so long since I’d been stretched like that—since I felt the weight of a man move inside me without rush, without apology. He fucked me with patience. His fingers laced into mine. My legs shook. My chest heaved.

When he came, he didn’t pull out.

He gripped my hips, buried deep, and stayed there. I felt the slow, hot waves of him filling me. I wasn’t on anything. I didn’t care. At my age, risk meant something different. It felt like surrender, not danger.

He kissed my forehead before leaving quietly.

Later that night, my husband asked if I enjoyed my quiet day.
I said yes.
And when we made love, I didn’t close my eyes.
I kept them open.
Full of what I now knew I still deserved.

?? Story #47 – The OnlyFans Bull
Lauren, 38 – Austin

It started as fantasy—something private Dave and I shared. Late-night scrolling, amateur clips, watching women taken by men who didn’t ask twice. The kind of men who left wives stretched, soaked, and shaking. We always came hardest to the ones where it wasn’t just rough—it was real.

That’s how Marcus came into the picture.

He wasn’t just some guy on a site. He was known. Six-foot-four, athletic, deeply Black, with a calm, focused energy. His videos weren’t showy—they were confident, firm, and real. He didn’t talk much. Didn’t perform. Just fucked. Raw. Deep. And when it made sense, he finished inside.

Dave followed him quietly for a year. Then asked me if I’d be open to something real.

“A night. No face. No fantasy. Just him, and me filming.”

I took a week to say yes.

Marcus was professional from the first message. Polite, but firm. No games. No pressure. He had a system—screening, health checks, paperwork. If you wanted bare, you had to sign, commit, and show up honest.

He didn’t do this for play. He did it because he knew exactly what he was offering. I am someone who is used to tracking my ovulation carefully and chose a less risky day. 

We met in a hotel just outside Dallas. I wore a long coat, nothing underneath. Dave carried the tripod. The room was quiet, curtained, dim.

Marcus greeted us with a handshake. His voice was low, warm. “You sure you want this?” he asked me.

I nodded.

“Good,” he said. “Because once I’m inside you, I’m not stopping.”

I undressed slowly. His eyes followed every inch. He took his time—no rush. He undressed, revealing a body that looked carved from focus. When his cock came out, it made me pause.

It wasn’t just big. It was heavy, thick at the root, with a smooth, dark shaft and a crown that flared wide as he stroked himself once.

He sat on the edge of the bed and told me to climb on.

I did.

The moment I lowered onto him, I knew. My breath caught. My body stretched, taken deeper than I thought possible. The pressure was perfect. Unrelenting. Full.

He gripped my hips and guided me, letting me adjust, letting me feel every inch of him inside me. There was no condom. Just skin. Heat. Contact.

From behind the camera, Dave moaned.

“You watching?” Marcus said to him, his voice steady.

“She’s opening up for me. And she’s not pulling away.”

I wasn’t. I couldn’t.

He fucked me from underneath, then flipped me over and took me deeper—driving in with full, heavy strokes that left no space between us. I begged. Loudly.

When he came, it was deep. Hard. His cock pulsed inside me, flooding me, thick and raw. He stayed inside, breathing through it, groaning low as I shuddered around him.

Then Dave stepped in.

He didn’t speak. He just pulled his cock out, hard and aching, and slid it into me without hesitation—into Marcus’s cum.

He fucked me fast. Wet sounds. Skin on skin. It didn’t take long. When he came, it was a second creampie, right on top of the first.

I lay there, open, leaking, ruined. And smiling.

Marcus wiped down. Dressed. Nodded at Dave, then kissed my inner thigh once before leaving.

Dave came in my mouth last time.
Right after hearing me beg for Marcus not to pull out.

We never saw him again.
But we still watch the video. Yesterday, I told my husband to contact him again, I would pay.


?? Story #48– The Vegas Conception 
Bethany, 36 – Salt Lake City

We called it our “open weekend.” No rules, no guilt, just three days in Vegas where anything could happen—and if it did, we’d deal with it together. That was the deal. My husband, Aaron, even joked on the flight: “If he knocks you up, we’ll give the kid a casino name.”

We laughed.

We didn’t joke after the third night.

I met Ray at a rooftop bar. He was 31, from D.C., broad-shouldered, darker than night, dressed sharp but casual, with that slow, steady way of speaking that made me lean in just to hear him. He complimented my legs. Said I walked like I didn’t belong to anyone. I told him I did.

He smiled. “For now.”

Aaron was waiting in the room. He wanted to watch. Ray agreed.

When we entered, Aaron was already seated, drink in hand. Ray kissed me at the door—firm but slow—and undressed me piece by piece like he was unwrapping a gift.

He pulled me onto the bed. Took his time.

When he dropped his pants, I paused.

His cock was fat—not outrageously long, but thick, with a girthy base that made my jaw tighten just looking at it. Smooth, round head, already slick with anticipation. I touched him. Stroked. No condom came out.

Aaron didn’t move. Didn’t stop it.

“I’m not on anything,” I whispered.

Ray looked at me, serious. “You sure you want that?”

I turned to my husband.

Aaron said, “It’s your weekend.”

Ray kissed my neck. Pushed inside.

The stretch was brutal. Delicious. I cried out loud, legs wide, pinned down. Every inch felt like a decision I couldn't take back. And I didn’t want to.

He fucked me slow. Then harder. Then relentless—deep, claiming thrusts that made the headboard slam against the wall. I heard Aaron breathing faster behind us.

Ray grunted. "You want it?"

I nodded. "Yes."

When he came, he came deep. There was no pull-out. Just a full-body groan as he spilled inside me, twitching, grinding his hips until every drop was inside.

He pulled out slow. His cum followed—hot, thick, leaking down my thighs.

Aaron came without touching himself.

We didn’t talk much after. Just lay there. My pussy still leaking his mess.

That was three months ago.

I’ve been late for two weeks now.
Aaron hasn’t asked.
He just keeps kissing my belly at night.
And whispers,
“If it’s his… we’ll raise it together.”


?? Story #49 – “She gets wilder with age”

Rajesh, 56 – Sydney

Antara’s no stranger to being desired. She’s 53 now—full-bodied, thick in the thighs, big boobs, full arse, luscious lips, soft in all the places men fantasize about when they’ve grown tired of gym girls and filters. Her curves don’t whisper—they command. And over the years, she’s had her share of lovers. Always with my blessing. I’m not just her husband. I’m her audience.

But Wilbur?

Wilbur is different.

She met him on a discreet site—Australian, white, 62, a retired fireman from Newcastle. Tall, broad-shouldered, silver hair, and a kind of stamina you’d expect from a man half his age. He walks slow, fucks hard, and never breaks eye contact when he says, “You’re mine tonight.”

He’s not just a fling. He’s her regular now. And I watch every time he takes her.

The last time was in a cabin we booked for the weekend in the Blue Mountains. Antara wore a loose kurta—no bra, no panties, just her body, soft and bare underneath. Wilbur arrived after dark. Knocked once. Came in like he owned the place.

He kissed her slow. Full on the mouth. Then lifted her chin and said, “Been waiting all week for this, love.”

I sat on the armchair. Hard already.

Wilbur undressed her piece by piece. Her heavy breasts dropped free with a soft bounce. He cupped them like he missed them. His hand slid down, between her thighs, and she gasped as he touched her.

He undressed too. His body wasn’t young—but solid, thick in the chest and arms. And then came his cock—long, fat through the middle, pale, with a wide head that hung heavy between his legs. Even now, after months, Antara always pauses when she sees it. Her breath catches. Her thighs shift.

She got on the bed, on her back, legs open.

He slid in bare. No hesitation. No barrier.

She moaned loud—her body opening slowly, her hips lifting to meet him.

“Still the widest I’ve ever had,” he muttered.

She smiled through the moans. “And you still stretch me like it’s the first time.”

He fucked her deep, slow at first—deliberate strokes that made her whimper. Then harder, slapping into her thighs, making her full body ripple with each thrust. Her hands clutched the sheets, her mouth open in ecstasy. I watched from my chair, stroking myself, silent.

She came once. Then again, louder. Legs shaking. Her eyes rolled back.

And then Wilbur came—grunting, deep, no pulling out. Just raw, full-body release inside her. He stayed buried for a long time, breathing into her neck.

When he pulled out, his cum poured out of her, down her ass, soaking the sheets.

She didn’t move. Just turned her head and looked at me.
“Don’t clean it yet,” she said. “Let me feel it a little longer.”

And I did.

Wilbur came back the next night.
And again two days later.

Because when a man makes your wife say, “He still fills me better than anyone”—
You don’t replace him.

You hold the camera.
You take notes.
And you thank him when he leaves.


?? Story #50 – “The Painter Who Stayed”
Michelle, 54 – Vancouver

I met him when he came to paint the kitchen.

It wasn’t planned. I wasn’t looking. I’d had my share of lovers over the years—carefully chosen, usually arranged through apps, with my husband Ravi in the loop. But this wasn’t like the others. This one unfolded slowly, quietly, and left a mark I still feel.

His name was Leo. Sixty. Italian-Canadian. A little rough around the edges—hands like sandpaper, forearms tanned and strong from years of manual work. He didn’t speak much, but when he looked at me, it was like he saw straight through my layers of domestic life.

I offered him chai the first morning. He asked for it black. Sat at our table like he belonged there.

“I hope I’m not in your way,” I said.

He smiled. “I don’t mind being watched.”

By the third day, I caught him staring as I bent to pick up something from the floor. I didn’t rush. I stayed there a moment longer. My robe clung to my hips. I knew he noticed.

That night, I told Ravi everything. How Leo looked at me. How it made me feel—wanted, heavy, feminine. How I didn’t want to stop it.

Ravi was quiet. Then he said, “Let him have you. I want to hear it.”

So the next day, I didn’t wear a bra.

When Leo arrived, I leaned against the counter and asked if he wanted to take a break. He didn’t answer—just stepped toward me, wiped his hands, and kissed me full on the mouth.

I led him to the guest room.

He undressed me slowly. My breasts fell heavy into his hands. He kissed each one. His touch wasn’t rushed. It was practiced. Deep. Confident.

When I reached for his jeans and slid them down, I froze for a second. His cock was already hard—thick, veined, not long but wide enough to make me clench before he even touched me properly. He stroked himself slowly while looking at me, his breathing calm.

“I don’t carry anything,” he said. “Didn’t expect this.”

“I’m safe,” I replied. “I haven’t needed protection in years.”

He stepped forward and entered me bare. Just like that.

The stretch made me gasp. I gripped the sheets as he filled me—slow, grinding thrusts that pressed into me with weight and heat. I felt every inch, every slide of skin inside me, bare and raw.

It didn’t take long. He whispered my name into my ear as he came—deep inside, groaning low, his cock pulsing hard, warm cum spilling straight into me.

He stayed there, buried in me, for nearly a minute. Neither of us moved.

When he finally pulled out, his cum leaked onto the bed. I didn’t wipe it.

I called Ravi while I was still lying there, legs parted.

“He finished in me,” I said.

Ravi moaned on the other end of the line.
And told me to leave the door open next time.

Leo finished the kitchen.
But he still stops by.
And I still let him paint me full.


?? Story #51 – “She Still Makes Men Shake”
Henry, 76 – Scottsdale

People assume a woman in her seventies wouldn’t have that kind of power anymore.

They don’t know Eleanor.

My wife is 74. Still sharp, still curved in all the right places, with white hair she wears like a crown and a body that’s aged like deep red wine. Her hips are wider. Her breasts softer. Her thighs have a natural weight that younger men seem hypnotized by.

That’s not just fantasy. I’ve seen it. I’ve watched it.

We’ve been in the lifestyle for decades. It started in our fifties—slowly, one encounter at a time. But these days, Eleanor doesn’t go out looking anymore. She lets me find them. I pick the man. She gives the final yes.

Last month, I chose Julian.

He’s 36. Black. A massage therapist from Phoenix. Clean-cut, calm, confident—but respectful. The first time he saw her, he said, “She’s got presence. She walks like she knows she still turns heads.”

I watched her smile at that. She hadn’t smiled like that in years.

We booked a room.

Eleanor wore a black silk robe. Nothing beneath. When Julian arrived, she didn’t speak. Just let the robe fall. Her breasts hung heavy, proud. Her belly soft but smooth. She stood tall. Unapologetic.

Julian walked toward her slowly. Kissed her hand. Then her shoulder. Then her mouth.

She melted.

He undressed, and when his cock dropped, even she looked impressed. It wasn’t monstrous, but thick and long enough to make her body react—hips tilting slightly, thighs tightening. He was already hard.

I helped set the pillows under her hips. I’ve always done that part.

He entered her bare—no barrier, just raw, slow heat. She let out a low moan, deep and real.

He moved with control. Each thrust slow, firm. Her body opened for him, wet and ready. I watched her hands grip his back, watched her mouth fall open as he drove deeper.

She came once. Then again. Her legs trembled. At 74, she still gushes when she’s pushed right.

Julian lost control a few minutes later. He groaned, buried himself deep, and came inside her—filling her slowly, pulse after pulse, her eyes fluttering shut.

He stayed in her for almost a minute.
Neither spoke.
Neither needed to.

After he left, she looked at me. “Still think I’ve lost it?”

I kissed her. Tasted him.

“No,” I said. “You make men half your age beg to come back.”

And she did.
Julian's booked again for next month.
And she’s already chosen the dress she’ll ruin.


?? Story #52– The Weekend Escape
Emily, 34 – Miami

My husband, Alex, had always been supportive of my desires, but we had always stuck to fantasies—never taking it further. Until one evening, after a long dinner and too much wine, the conversation shifted.

“I’ve been thinking,” Alex said, his eyes glinting. “We’ve talked about it for a while… I think it’s time. Let’s find someone for you. Someone who knows how to really take you.”

I felt my stomach flutter. It had always been a fantasy, but hearing him say it—hearing the trust in his voice—shifted something inside me. I wanted it. I was ready for it.

The next week, I was texting with Jake. He was a photographer I met on an online dating platform. Early 30s, tall, dark-haired, with a chiseled jawline and broad shoulders that were impossible to ignore. His energy was magnetic, playful, and intense at the same time. He had that aura of someone who was fully confident in himself—and wanted me, just as I was.

When we met for drinks, the chemistry was undeniable. I could feel the heat radiating off him as soon as he walked in. He smiled, and I knew. He was the one.

Alex knew it, too. He gave me a long, lingering kiss before I left, whispering in my ear, “Enjoy yourself. I’ll be right here when you get back.”

Jake and I ended up at his apartment. It was sleek, minimal—just like him. The moment we stepped inside, I was pressed up against the wall, his lips on mine. His hands explored me with a sense of urgency, but with respect, like he was savoring every inch of me. When I slipped off my dress, he didn’t look surprised. He was just… waiting.

His cock was thick, hard, and already leaking when I touched him. His skin was smooth, dark with just a hint of a tan from his outdoor shoots. I wanted him—needed him. But I took my time with him, running my fingers over his chest, watching him react to every touch.

I kissed him deeper, feeling how he responded to every flick of my tongue. He was slow—deliberate, building the tension in a way I hadn’t felt in a long time.

When I finally sank onto him, I gasped. He filled me completely—deep, thick, pressing against all the right places. I moaned, unable to hold back as he began to move, slow at first, but then faster, each thrust more powerful than the last.

I could feel him in every inch of me—he was everything I needed. Everything I hadn’t even known I craved.

When he came, it was deep. I felt it inside me, warm and thick. I stayed there, connected, for a few moments before he pulled out, his cum spilling out of me.

The whole time, I kept thinking about Alex. About how he’d watched me leave, how he trusted me, how we had both created this experience together.

Later that night, I returned home, still flushed from what had happened. Alex was waiting for me. His eyes darkened when I stepped into the room, and he pulled me close, kissing me deeply.

I smiled against his lips. “He finished inside me,” I whispered.

Alex didn’t say a word. He just smiled and led me to the bedroom, where I gave him everything I had left.
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Introduction

Every office hides its secrets.
Boardrooms that echo with moans instead of meetings. Hotel rooms where wedding rings glint under dim lamps. Cubicles that become confessionals of lust, betrayal, and surrender.

Welcome to ten true confessions from women who dared to step outside the script — wives who let their hunger lead them into the arms of bosses, colleagues, and even interns. Women who didn’t just cheat… they shared. 

And here’s the difference.
They didn’t hide it.
They didn’t apologize.
They brought their husbands into it.

Some watched silently from the corner, throbbing in shame and arousal.
Some cleaned the mess after another man had finished inside their wives.
Some begged for permission just to touch themselves while their wives were being taken.

These are stories of women who refused to be “faithful housewives” in the boring, dutiful sense — and instead became hotwives, surrendering to powerful, dominant bulls in suits and ties. Their husbands? They became cuckolds: humiliated, aroused, and desperate for the crumbs of intimacy left behind.

Each confession reveals more than sex.
They reveal the raw psychology of desire:

	The thrill of being wanted by a stronger man. 
	The rush of being watched by a weaker husband. 
	The wicked satisfaction of turning marriage into theatre — a show of lust, betrayal, dominance, and surrender. 


You’ll hear from wives who bent over office desks while their husbands folded laundry at home.
From women who FaceTimed their husbands mid-fuck — forcing them to watch their wives get filled by another man.
From husbands who discovered stained panties, opened condom wrappers, or secret texts… and instead of leaving, they got harder.

This isn’t just about cheating.
It’s about evolution.
It’s about marriages that transformed — where shame became ritual, humiliation became arousal, and husband and wife found a new way to play.

So turn the page.
Step inside.
And prepare yourself: once you read these ten confessions, you’ll never look at an office… or a marriage… the same way again. 

Confession 1

Name: Rachel D.
Age: 31
City: Chicago
Occupation: Executive Assistant
Marital Status: Married — 5 years.
Title: “Lunch Breaks & Lies”
He thinks I’m the good wife. I just wear the ring while his boss comes in my mouth.

It started with late nights.

Not mine. His.

My husband’s always been a hard worker — dedicated, loyal, reliable to a fault.
He leaves before I’m up and comes home exhausted, barely touching his food.
Always talking about “Mr. Caldwell this, Mr. Caldwell that.”

The man practically worships his boss.

If only he knew what I do with him.



I met Mr. Caldwell at the holiday party.

He shook my hand like he already knew how tight my pussy was.
Smiled like he could smell something on me.

“Rachel, is it?” he said.
“You make him better. I can see it in his numbers.”

I laughed. Blushed. Played sweet.

And then a week later, he messaged me.

Privately.

Asking if I’d like to "grab a quick coffee."



The first time he touched me, it wasn’t even inappropriate.

Not really.

He just placed a hand on my lower back when I stood up from his office couch.
I felt the heat of it for hours.

The next time, he pulled me in for a “goodbye hug” and whispered into my hair:

“I bet you moan pretty when you come.”

I went home and fucked my husband with that voice still in my ear.



The third time?

I dropped to my knees in his office during lunch.

Door locked. My wedding ring shining as I unzipped his pants and pulled out the thickest cock I’ve ever put in my mouth.

He didn’t say anything.

Just leaned back in his chair, hands behind his head, while I gagged and slobbered all over him like some intern with rent due.

When he came, he grunted my name — not even pretending to think of someone else.

“Swallow. You’ll kiss your husband tonight, won’t you?”

I did.
And I kissed him extra soft.



Now it’s routine.

Tuesdays and Thursdays, my husband leaves early for meetings — and I get picked up by Mr. Caldwell’s driver.

I suck his cock in the backseat.

He bends me over the hood of the car in private garages and fucks me so hard I go home still leaking his cum into my panties while I cook dinner for the man who says I’m “his angel.”

I am.

Just not his anymore.



He brags about me at work.

Tells Mr. Caldwell how lucky he is.

Meanwhile, I get texted pictures of my own throat wrapped around his boss’s cock, followed by messages like:

“He’s giving a presentation right now. I’m still inside his wife.”

And I send back a heart emoji.

He told me he was proud.

The night before I left, my husband kissed my forehead and said, “You’ve come so far, Rach. You’re gonna make amazing connections on this trip.”

I nodded.

I was already wearing the lingerie his boss told me to pack.



The trip was three days.
New York. High-rise hotel. Soft carpet. Cold windows.

I didn’t leave the room.

Mr. Caldwell met me there with his tie already undone.

“Lose the coat,” he said. “Crawl to the bed.”

And I did.
Wearing nothing but heels and the scent of my husband’s cologne.



He didn’t fuck me at first.

He made me read aloud the last email my husband sent him.

It was sweet. Polite. Full of praise.

“Let him know I’m here if you need anything. Rachel’s so grateful for this opportunity.”

Caldwell smiled.

Then he fisted my hair and shoved his cock into my throat, fucking my mouth like it was payment — like my marriage was just a well-wrapped gift I’d handed him.

“Tell me,” he grunted, hand gripping the back of my neck,
“Does your husband still think I haven’t touched you?”

I couldn’t answer.
I was choking, drooling, my eyes watering as he pushed deeper.

But the moment he came — hot, thick, brutal — he held my face there and whispered:

“Swallow it. Then call him.”



I did.

I called my husband.
Voice soft. Sweet. Just a little breathless.

Told him the meeting had gone great.
That I was “tired” but happy.

He said he missed me. That he wished he were there.

Meanwhile, Caldwell was behind me, one hand between my thighs, the other wrapped tight around my throat.

I came before the call ended — shaking, biting my lip, still smiling like the devoted little wife he thought I was.



When I got home, my husband asked how it went.

I smiled.

“Life-changing,” I said.

Because it was.



He doesn’t know that while he was home prepping PowerPoints, his boss came inside me four times in one night.

That I fell asleep with my legs still spread and his cum drying between my thighs.

That the next morning, Mr. Caldwell told me:

“You’re not a wife anymore. You’re my girl now.
And your husband? He should thank me for keeping you this satisfied.”



I did thank him.

With my mouth.

While I was still wearing the “empowering” blazer my husband bought me.

It wasn’t an accident.
I didn’t slip up. I wasn’t careless.

I called my husband on purpose.
While Caldwell was fucking me.



It was late. Hotel room again. Different city this time — L.A.
Same hotel suite. Same hands on my hips. Same cock deep inside me.

I was bent over the desk, arms braced against the glass, my heels slipping on the floor.

Caldwell was fucking me slow and mean, like he was punishing me for something.
Or maybe just reminding me who I belonged to.

“Call him,” he growled. “Put it on speaker. Don’t you dare moan until I say.”

I was already breathless. Already soaked from being used all day.
My mascara smudged. My thighs sticky.

But I grabbed my phone.
Dialed my husband.

The line rang once… twice…

And then he picked up.

“Hey, babe. Everything okay?”

I looked back at Caldwell. He smiled — that cold, perfect smile — and drove into me even deeper, his cock hitting so hard I had to bite my tongue not to whimper.

“Mm-hm,” I said softly. “Just missed you.”



He asked me how the trip was going.

I told him it was productive.
Told him I was learning a lot.

Meanwhile, Caldwell was gripping my waist, slamming into me with quiet, brutal thrusts, stretching me open and pulling me closer with each one.

My legs were shaking. My mouth dry.

But my voice?

Smooth. Sweet. Wife voice.

“It’s just been a long day,” I said. “You know how these events are.”

And then Caldwell leaned in — lips brushing my ear — and whispered:

“Now come.”

He slammed into me, one final thrust, and I exploded — body convulsing, knees buckling, coming so hard I saw stars.

And I didn’t mute the phone.

My husband heard everything — my gasps, the slap of skin, the wet sounds of his boss’s cock buried in his wife’s cunt.

He went silent.

“Rachel?” he said quietly. “What… was that?”



I didn’t answer.

Caldwell pulled out, cum leaking down my thighs, and took the phone from my hand.

He brought it to his mouth and said:

“That was me fucking your wife.
You should be proud — she’s damn good at her job.”

Then he ended the call.



I expected a breakdown.

A call. A confrontation.

Instead?

The next day, my husband texted:

“Just come home safe.”



I did.

And when I walked through the door, he looked at me differently.

He didn’t kiss me.
Didn’t ask for details.

He just looked at my legs. My lips. My throat.

And I think he knew…

He wasn’t my husband anymore.

He was just the man who did my laundry while someone else made me come.

He stopped touching me after the call.

No sex. No kisses. Not even in bed.

Just long stares.
Quiet meals.
And hard silences.

I could feel it in the air — the guilt, the confusion, the ache.
Like he wanted to scream… or jerk off.

Probably both.



I caught him once, in the middle of the night.

I’d gotten up to get water, wearing nothing but one of Caldwell’s old shirts — the one that still smelled like his cologne.

And there he was.

My husband.
Sitting on the edge of the couch in the dark.

Hard.

His cock in his hand, phone on the coffee table, earbuds in.
He didn’t see me at first.

I stepped closer, quiet. And that’s when I heard it.

Me.
My voice.

Moaning. Gagging. Whispering his boss’s name.

It was the audio Caldwell had recorded during our last fuck.

The one where I called him “sir” and begged to be choked.



My husband came all over his hand.

He didn’t even try to stop it.
Didn’t even look away.

He just sat there, breathing hard, cock twitching, face twisted with shame.

I didn’t say anything.
I just stepped in front of him… and dropped to my knees.

His eyes went wide.

“Rach… what are you doing?”

I smiled.

“Doing what you couldn’t.”



I licked up every drop.

Slow. Methodical.
Like I was cleaning up someone else’s mess.

And when I finished, I looked up at him and said:

“You don’t have to accept it.
But you can’t deny it turns you on.”

He opened his mouth.
No words came out.



Now?

He doesn’t ask where I go on Tuesdays.

But he’s always awake when I get back.

Waiting.

Hard.



Because he knows.

He’s not the man I love anymore.

He’s just the man who watches me get taken.

And deep down?

I think that’s what he was always meant to be.


Confession 2

Name: Priya M.
Age: 33
City: Austin
Occupation: Corporate Strategy Consultant
Marital Status: Married
Title: “Referral Bonus”
“My husband got me the job.
His old friend got me addicted to cheating.”



I wouldn’t have met Jason if it weren’t for my husband.

They went to college together.
Played ball. Shared a dorm. Stayed close even after.

Jason became a VP.
My husband stayed mid-level, steady, sweet. The kind of man who keeps snacks in your car and gets the oil changed without asking.

When I told him I was looking for a new contract, he said, “You should talk to Jason. He always spoke highly of you.”

So I did.



Jason took one look at my resume and smiled.

“Smart. Polished. Efficient.
Just like I remember.”

He hired me that week.



It started slow — like it always does.

Late-night work calls.
Jokes over Slack.
Subtle glances in meetings. That quiet, knowing tension.

The first time he touched me, it wasn’t planned.

We were reviewing data in his hotel suite — out of town for a conference.
He leaned over me to point at something on my screen.

But he didn’t move back.

“You always smell this good?” he asked, his voice low.

I didn’t answer.
I just tilted my head… and let him kiss me.



He tasted like whisky and power.

Like everything I wasn’t getting at home.

He fucked me on the desk — my blazer still on, my blouse open, my wedding ring catching the desk lamp’s light as he shoved my knees apart and slid inside me, raw.

I came twice before he did.
He didn’t even pretend to care if I was quiet.

When he pulled out, cum leaking down my thighs, I asked if I should go.

“Not yet,” he said. “Call your husband first. Tell him goodnight.”

And I did.

Still wet. Still dripping. Still stretched open.
I told him I missed him.

He said he was proud of me.



Now?

It’s routine.

I meet Jason in hotels. Offices. Back seats of cars.
I ride him before board meetings and still manage to look polished when I present strategy decks.

Sometimes he finishes inside me five minutes before I call my husband to say I’ll be late coming home.

Sometimes Jason fucks me so hard I cry, and then makes me FaceTime my husband from the elevator, wiping my eyes like I’m just tired from work.



My husband thinks Jason is “a good man.”
A mentor. A friend.

He doesn’t know Jason calls me his favorite hole.

Or that I send him photos of my cum-filled cunt while my husband’s on his way home with takeout.

He invited him over for dinner.

My husband.

He was so proud — said I’d been doing so well on the new project, said we owed Jason a thank-you.

“He really gave you a shot,” he said.
“We should treat him.”

Treat him?

I’d been sucking his cock in parking lots for three weeks.



Jason showed up in a dark shirt and a soft smirk.
Held a bottle of red.
Hugged me at the door like nothing was wrong.

“Rachel,” he said smoothly. “Looking beautiful.”

My husband smiled.

“She’s glowing lately, right?”

Jason didn’t look at me when he said:

“Yeah. She really is.”



The worst part?

I’d just left his hotel less than an hour before.

He’d bent me over the bathroom counter, held my wrists, and fucked me so hard I came twice and screamed into a rolled-up towel.

He’d pulled out, slapped my ass, and pushed his cum back into me with two fingers, saying:

“Keep it in. Don’t you dare drip on his floor.”



Now I was standing in our kitchen.
Bare legs. Sundress. No panties.
Still leaking his cum with every step as I stirred pasta sauce and smiled like a good little wife.



At the table, my husband poured the wine.

Jason complimented the food.
I pretended to be shy.

Under the table, I kept my knees together, thighs clenched, his cum pooling between my lips, warm and sticky and wrong.

I couldn't look at either of them for long.

My husband was glowing — proud, sweet, completely clueless.

Jason?

He didn’t say a thing.
But once, while my husband was talking about weekend plans, Jason caught my eye and licked a drop of wine from his lip.

And I almost came again.



After dinner, I kissed my husband in the kitchen while Jason said goodbye at the door.

He gripped my waist a little too tightly when he hugged me.

“Thanks again,” he murmured, lips close to my ear.
“You’re both so generous.”

And then he left.



That night, my husband fucked me soft and slow — told me I felt “different.”
That I was tighter. Wetter. That I moaned louder than usual.

“You must’ve really missed me,” he said, smiling into my neck.

I didn’t answer.

I was too busy trying not to cry from how full I still felt.

From the fact that he was fucking his boss’s seconds and calling it intimacy.

It was a week after that dinner.

Jason had left. The wine had been drunk. The illusion still intact.

Or so I thought.

I was brushing my hair in the mirror when he came up behind me — my husband — and wrapped his arms around my waist like everything was normal.

His voice was quiet. Warm. Too calm.

“How long are you going to pretend I don’t know?”



My brush stilled in my hand.

My stomach dropped. My throat closed.

“What… are you talking about?” I asked, too fast.

He just smiled in the mirror.

“Jason.”
“You think I didn’t recognize how your voice changed after meetings with him?”
“You think I didn’t notice the way you came home flushed, wrecked, full… and tried to kiss me like it was nothing?”

I turned to face him.

And that’s when I saw it — not anger.

Not sadness.

Relief.



“I knew the whole time, Priya,” he whispered.
“I just wanted to see how far you’d go.”

He stepped closer, hands at my hips, eyes locked on mine.

“I’d lie in bed while you were gone and imagine what he was doing to you.
How you sounded when you came for him.
How much better it must feel.”



My lips parted — shame burning through me — but before I could speak, he dropped to his knees.

Right there. On the bedroom floor.

And looked up at me like I was a fucking goddess.

“Tell me what he does to you,” he said. “I want to hear all of it. Every time. Every position. Every drop he leaves inside you.”

“I want to know what it’s like to lose you.”



And I told him.

I told him how Jason bends me over desks.
How he pulls my hair.
How he makes me call him sir with my mouth full and my legs shaking.

How I wear his cum like perfume and smile through dinner like a good wife.



My husband’s cock was hard the entire time.

He unzipped, stroked himself while I confessed everything — eyes wide, breath shallow, addicted to the shame.

And when I was done, he whispered:

“Next time… take a picture.
I want to see him inside you.”



I thought I was the one cheating.

Turns out?

He was offering me.

And I fucking loved it.

It happened faster than I thought it would.

A week after his confession, I asked, “Do you still want to see him fuck me?”

He didn’t answer at first.
Just stared at me like his mouth was dry and his cock was already hard.

“Yes,” he said quietly.
“I want to see who you really are.”



Jason didn’t even blink when I told him.

He just smirked and said:

“Good. He should see what a real fuck looks like.”

He told me to meet him at a hotel downtown.
Told me to bring my husband.



The room was dim. Clean. Tense.

My husband sat in the armchair by the window.
Still dressed. Hands on his knees.
Eyes wide. Chest rising slow.

He looked… terrified.

And hard.

I stood at the foot of the bed, heart racing, wet just from the air in the room.

Jason walked up behind me — fully clothed — and gripped my throat, his other hand sliding up my thigh.

“Let’s show him who you belong to.”



He made me strip slow.
Piece by piece.
Until I stood bare in front of both of them — wedding ring still on, nipples already tight, legs trembling.

Then he pushed me to my knees and said:

“Open your mouth.
Let him watch you earn it.”



I sucked him with my eyes locked on my husband.
Gagged. Moaned. Drooled down my chin.

Jason held my head and used my throat like he’d paid for it — fucking my mouth until I choked and tears ran down my face.

And my husband?
He didn’t move.

He just watched. Silent. Stiff.

When Jason pulled out, he smeared spit across my lips and said:

“Tell him who owns you.”

And I did.

I turned to my husband, eyes glassy, mouth raw, and whispered:

“I’m his now.”



Jason bent me over the bed and fucked me in front of him.
Hard. Loud. Ruthless.

I screamed. Cried. Came twice.

He filled me up so deep I felt it spill down my thighs before he was even done.

And when he pulled out?

He turned to my husband and said:

“Clean her.”



He didn’t speak.

Just slid off the chair, crawled to the bed, and did exactly what he was told.



Later, when Jason was gone, I sat next to him on the hotel sheets and asked if he was okay.

He looked at me.

“I’ve never been harder in my life,” he said.
“And I don’t think I’ll ever be able to fuck you again without seeing him inside you.”



So now?

We don’t pretend.

I go to Jason when I want to be taken.

I go to my husband when I want to be worshipped.

And they both know their place.


Confession 3

Name: Alina V.
Age: 30
City: Boston
Occupation: Marketing Consultant
Marital Status: Married
Title: “How to Fuck a Colleague (and Keep a Husband)”
“It started with one drink.
Now he finishes inside me while my husband sits across the table.”



My husband works with him.

They’re not best friends, but they’re close.
Weekly meetings. Casual texts. Fantasy football bullshit.
The kind of relationship that breeds trust.

His name’s Nate.
Tall. Clean-cut. Confident in a way that made me watch him too long the first time we met.

He made a joke at dinner and I laughed harder than I should have.

Later that night, my husband said, “I like that guy.”

I was still wet from the way Nate looked at me when he said “You’ve got a dangerous smile.”



I told myself it was just attention.

Just something harmless.

Then came the conference.
Three days out of town. Same hotel. Long meetings. Shared drinks.

And Nate, leaning against my door at 11:42 PM, shirt unbuttoned just enough to show the kind of body you don’t say no to.

“Let me in,” he said.
“I’ll be quick.”

He wasn’t.

He fucked me raw against the hotel window.
One hand around my throat. The other gripping my hip.

I came twice, face pressed to the glass while traffic blurred beneath us.

When he filled me, he didn’t pull out.
He just kissed my neck and whispered:

“Text your husband goodnight.”

And I did.



That was six months ago.

Now, we fuck regularly.

Elevators. Conference rooms. Sometimes his car right after lunch breaks.

My husband knows something’s changed — the way I dress, how often I smile at my phone, the fact that I started wearing perfume again.

But he won’t ask.

Because if he asks… I might tell him.



Nate plays it cool. Always.
At work dinners, he makes casual conversation while texting me under the table:

“You still sore from this morning?”

I bite my lip and tell my husband the salmon’s amazing.



The filthiest part?

Sometimes Nate makes me replay scenes for my husband.

He’ll say:

“Next time he’s inside you, whisper my name.
Just once. Just to see if he notices.”

Or:

“Sit on his cock while my cum is still leaking out of you.
Then look him in the eye when you come.”

And I do it.

Every. Single. Time.



I used to feel guilty.

Now?

I feel alive.

Desired. Dangerous.

And the best part?

My husband still thinks he’s the lucky one.

Nate’s been getting bold.

He doesn’t ask anymore. Doesn’t test boundaries.
He just does what he wants.

And I let him.
Every time.



Last Friday, he had me meet him after lunch.
Conference room. Blinds down. Door locked. Lights off.

I wore the dress he told me to. No bra. No panties.
Just heels and perfume — the one my husband bought me last anniversary.

He had me on the table in under a minute.

“You’re mine today,” he said. “All day. No pretending.”

He didn’t even undress me.
Just bent me over the table, hiked my skirt up, and slid inside without warning.

It was rough. Fast. Perfect.
He fucked me like I wasn’t married.

Like he wanted me to leave wrecked.



When he came — deep, hard, raw — he held me in place, grinding his cock inside me while he whispered in my ear:

“Don’t clean up.”

“Don’t wipe.”

“Don’t even close your legs.”

He pulled out, still dripping, and grabbed my phone.

Before I could protest, he opened my messages and texted my husband:

“Heading home now. Can’t wait to see you.”

Then he looked me dead in the eyes and said:

“Be a good wife.
Go home and kiss him with my cum still inside you.”



I should’ve said no.
Should’ve cleaned up in the bathroom, changed clothes, come home late.

But I didn’t.

I pulled my dress down, fixed my hair, and got in the car.

And with every bump in the road, I felt him leak out of me.
Warm. Sticky. Claiming me.

I pressed my thighs together the whole way.
Not to stop it — to feel it.

To feel his cum soak my skin.



My husband opened the door with a smile.
He kissed my cheek. Said I smelled amazing.

I kissed him back.

Soft. Slow.

Knowing exactly what was sliding down my legs while I stood in our kitchen, pretending to ask about his day.



That night, he pulled me into bed.

Made love slow. Tender. Sweet.

He had no idea that he was fucking seconds.
That Nate had already filled me first.

And when I came?

I bit my lip and whispered:

“God, Nate—”

My husband paused.

But only for a second.

It wasn’t supposed to happen like that.

But Nate doesn’t believe in “supposed to.”

He believes in making a point.
And I think he always knew my husband was weak enough to break.

So when he told me to set up the camera… I didn’t argue.



We were in his office. After hours.
The door was locked. The lights were dim.
My phone was propped up on the desk — front-facing camera on.

“Call him,” Nate said.
“And don’t hang up.”

I hesitated.

He raised an eyebrow.

“What’s the problem? You said he already suspects.”

He was right.



I called.

My husband answered on the second ring.
Sleepy. Sweet. Soft.

“Hey, babe. Everything okay?”

Nate was behind me, already pulling my dress down, already hard.

I put him on speaker.

“Yeah,” I said. “Just wanted to check in…”

“You sound out of breath.”

“Little winded,” I smiled. “Long day.”

That’s when Nate pushed me over the desk and slammed into me.

I let out a strangled gasp — loud enough for my husband to hear.

“What was that?”

I didn’t answer.

Because Nate didn’t stop.

He fucked me like my husband wasn’t even on the line.
Fast. Loud. Merciless.

The sound of wet skin slapping echoed in the office, bouncing off the glass walls.

My husband’s voice came through the speaker again — this time shaky.

“Alina? What… what’s happening? Who’s with you?”

Nate pulled my hair back, looked down at my face.

“Say it.”

I moaned, mouth open, voice breaking.

“It’s Nate.”

“He’s fucking me.”

“I couldn’t wait to get home.”



Silence.

Just the sound of my breath, Nate’s groans, the desk creaking with every thrust, and my husband’s broken breathing on the phone.

Then I heard him whisper:

“Please… stop.”

And I said:

“No.”



Nate came inside me without pulling out.
Grabbed my phone. Turned the camera toward my face.

I was flushed. Sweaty. Cum dripping down my thighs.
Eyes glazed over.

He held it there while I spoke.

“Now you know.”

“You’re not my man anymore.”

“You’re just the one I lie to while he fucks me better.”



My husband didn’t hang up.

He just cried.
And I came again.

I let Nate fuck me in front of him.

My husband.

In our bedroom.

He sat on the edge of the bed, hands on his knees, eyes wide and glassy while I stripped out of my dress and climbed into Nate’s lap.

No lingerie. No show. Just ownership.

“This is what I want,” I told him.

“You want to stay? You want to keep me?
Then sit. Watch. Learn.”



Nate was already hard.

Of course he was.

He leaned back on the pillows, arms folded behind his head, cock thick and pulsing between his thighs.

I sank down on him slow, letting out a long, filthy moan as I stretched around his cock, inch by inch, until he was fully inside me.

My husband made a sound — quiet. Pained.

“Please, Alina…”

I looked at him.

“If you’re going to beg, do it from the floor.”



He got on his knees.

Didn’t even hesitate.

Eyes locked on where his wife was riding another man’s cock — her moans echoing off the walls, her pussy dripping with someone else’s cum.

I bounced harder, faster.

Nate gripped my hips and fucked up into me with sharp, brutal thrusts, and I came while staring my husband dead in the eye.

“This is what it feels like to be wanted.”

“This is what you lost.”



When Nate came inside me — deep, hard, raw — I didn’t flinch.

I let it happen. Let it drip. Let it show.

Then I slid off his cock, legs shaking, thighs soaked.

I walked to my husband, still on his knees.

I held his chin. Looked down at him.

“Clean me.”

He opened his mouth.

And he obeyed.



Now?

I let Nate use me whenever he wants.
In hotel rooms. At work. In our bed.

And my husband?

He’s always waiting.

On his knees.

Where he belongs.


Confession 4

Name: Taylor H.
Age: 28
City: Denver
Occupation: Senior IT Analyst
Marital Status: Married
Title: “We Did It.”
“My husband told me to enjoy the business trip.
So I did — on my knees, with my boss’s cock in my mouth.”



It started off as just harmless flirting.

My boss — Jeremy — is hot in that CEO-in-training, fucks-with-his-sleeves-rolled-up kind of way.

Sharp jaw. Easy laugh.
Always calling me “killer” when I fix something the guys can’t.
Always standing just a little too close when we’re alone in the server room.

I liked the attention.
And I didn’t hide it.



My husband knew.

I’d tell him, laughing, “Jeremy was totally checking me out today.”

And he’d smirk and say something like:

“I mean… can you blame him?”

Eventually, he said it outright.

“Look, if something happens… I trust you. Just enjoy yourself.”



So when the Sydney trip came up — 3 days, tech conference, same hotel —
I packed a silk dress, no panties, and a vibrator.

And I made a decision.



Jeremy and I had two drinks in the hotel bar.

Then a third.
Then his hand on my thigh.
Then his mouth on mine in the elevator.

I didn’t say no.
I didn’t even hesitate.

By the time we got to his room, I was already soaked.

He ripped my dress up, bent me over the edge of the bed, and fucked me raw without a word.

“No one’s ever going to fuck you like this at home,” he growled, pulling my hair back.

And I laughed — because he had no idea.



Mid-fuck, I picked up my phone.

FaceTimed my husband.

He answered, all sleepy and warm, expecting a “goodnight.”

What he got…
was me, breathless, face pressed into a pillow, Jeremy slamming into me from behind.

“We did it,” I whispered.
“I let him fuck me.”

“I’m full of him right now.”

There was silence.

And then…

“Show me,” my husband said quietly.

So I turned the camera.



He watched me get used.
He watched Jeremy cum inside me, fingers digging into my hips, cock pulsing deep.

He watched my thighs shake as I collapsed onto the bed, cum dripping down my legs.

I looked into the camera and smiled.

“Still okay, baby?”

He nodded.

His hand was already moving below the screen.



But it didn’t stop there.



Next morning, I had coffee with Jeremy.

We chatted like coworkers.
Professional. Normal.

Then he asked if I wanted to “debrief in his room.”

I followed him up.

This time, I set the phone down quietly, angled it toward the bed.

Jeremy thought I was texting.

I was FaceTiming my husband.

And while Jeremy lay back on the pillows, cock hard in my hand, I slid my lips down around him and sucked slow.

Wet. Loud. Filthy.

My husband watched the whole thing — secretly, silently.

My wedding ring flashed across the screen as I stroked.
My throat worked around another man’s cock while my husband sat at home, jerking off.

Jeremy didn’t know.

But I did.

And so did he.


Confession 5

Name: Marissa D.
Age: 31
City: Chicago
Occupation: Client Strategy Lead
Marital Status: Married
Title: “He Keeps the House. I Keep the Secrets.”
“While he folds laundry, I let my boss fold me over his desk.”



When I got promoted, we agreed it made sense.

My husband — Mark — would stay home for a while.
Just until the baby plans. Just until we got things sorted.

Except I started staying at work later.
Started wearing lipstick again.
Started caring a little too much about how I looked for one specific man.

Tyler.

My new manager.
Sharp jaw. Navy suits.
The kind of man who doesn’t flirt — he suggests.

He calls me “Marissa” like it’s a command.



It started small.

Working late. Grabbing “quick drinks.”
Texting about clients — then about anything but clients.

Mark would kiss me goodbye in the mornings, hand me my coffee, and I’d be thinking about Tyler’s hands before I even hit the elevator.



The first time he fucked me?

In the back of the company SUV between client meetings.

Driver up front. Divider half-up.

Tyler just reached over, slid my skirt up, and whispered:

“Be a good girl. Lift your hips.”

I didn’t hesitate.



I texted Mark afterward:

“Meeting ran long. Grabbing coffee. Love you.”

While Tyler’s cum was still dripping out of me into my silk panties.



Since then?

It hasn’t stopped.

I let Tyler bend me over the desk after hours.
I leave his office flushed and reeking of sex.
I ride his cock in the parking garage, skirt hiked up, wedding ring flashing in the low light.

He doesn’t ask if I feel guilty.
And I don’t offer it.

Because Mark?

He still greeted me at the door.
Still kissed my cheek.
Still did the laundry while I fucked my way up the corporate ladder.

Well, all good things may turn better. So, Mark knew something was wrong.

I was coming home late.
Moaning in my sleep.
Wearing silk panties I never used to buy — and “accidentally” leaving them in the laundry, stained with someone else’s cum.

He never said it out loud.

Until one night — after dinner, after dishes — he looked up from the laundry basket and said:

“Are you fucking him?”



I didn’t deny it.
Didn’t cry.
Didn’t even flinch.

I just tilted my head and said:

“Do you want to know everything?”

He swallowed.
Nodded.

So I told him.



I told him about the SUV.
About Tyler pulling me onto his lap mid-meeting prep.
About how he came inside me while we were parked outside the Hyatt — minutes before I gave a presentation to the client team.

I told him about the office.
How I bend over Tyler’s desk and beg like a whore, knowing the janitor might walk in.

I told him how I don’t wear panties anymore because Tyler “likes easy access.”

And I told him the worst part:

“I don’t feel bad, Mark.”

“Not even a little.”



He looked like he wanted to cry.
But he also… didn’t look away.

He kept folding my lingerie.

The ones Tyler ripped open two nights before.



I leaned over the kitchen island, picked up my phone, and opened my photos.

“Want to see how he fucks me?”

He hesitated.

Then nodded.

So I showed him.

Photo after photo.
Me on my knees, cum on my face.
Me bent over a desk, Tyler’s hand gripping my throat.
Me smiling while Tyler filled me from behind.

Mark watched.

Didn’t speak.

But his hand moved under the table.



I walked over, kissed his forehead, and whispered:

“You don’t have to ask permission anymore.”

“I fuck him.”

“I’ll keep fucking him.”

“And if you want to stay my husband…”

“You’ll learn to watch quietly.”

It’s strange — how quickly shame turns into routine.

Now, when Tyler calls me into his office and locks the door,
I text Mark one word:

“Busy.”

He knows what it means.

I let Tyler bend me over his desk, shove my skirt up, and fuck me fast between meetings.

Then I go home — slick, stretched, glowing — and Mark kisses my cheek like a good husband.



One night, I took it further.

Tyler had just dropped me off after a “strategy dinner.”

My lipstick was smeared.
My bra was still in his car.
I was wearing him — his cum leaking down my thigh under a long coat.

Mark opened the door.

We didn’t speak.

I walked past him, straight to the bedroom, laid back, and spread my legs.

“Clean me.”

He did.

Silently. Slowly.
Devoted.



Now?

I let him watch.

Not officially.

Tyler still thinks Mark’s “just the sweet guy at home.”

But I know when he leaves the bedroom door cracked.

I know when the baby monitor is on with no baby.
When the closet door is open just enough.

And sometimes, right before Tyler finishes inside me, I look directly at the mirror and smile — like I’m smiling for someone else.

Because I am.



Mark doesn’t ask questions anymore.

He washes my underwear.
He refills my birth control.
He thanks me when I let him jerk off while I shower the scent of another man off my skin.



And Tyler?

He’s started to notice.

The way I smile after he uses me.
The way I arch like I know someone’s watching.
The way I whisper “thank you” when he finishes, even if he doesn’t say a word.

“You’re different lately,” he said last week, zipping up.

“Like you like being mine.”

I looked up, still kneeling.
Lips swollen. Ring glinting.

And I said:

“I do.”

And then, even this happened.  It started with a look.

Tyler had just finished fucking me over his desk — rough, silent, exactly the way I like it.

He pulled out, zipped up, and as I adjusted my blouse, I caught him watching me.

Hard.

Focused.

“You always fix your hair like that after I fuck you?”
“Or just when someone’s watching?”

My fingers froze in my curls.

He stepped closer. Voice low. Calm.

“You think I haven’t noticed?”

My breath caught.
He leaned in.

“The way you smile after. Like you’re performing.”
“The way you arch like someone’s looking.”
“Like maybe your husband knows.”



I didn’t answer.
I didn’t have to.

He kissed my neck — slow, smug — and whispered:

“Good.”



That night, I told Mark.

I didn’t want Tyler to hold the power.

So I took it first.

“He knows you know,” I said, stepping out of the shower, towel clinging to my thighs.

Mark looked up from the bed.
Eyes wide. Silent.

“And he wants more.”

“He wants us both.”



Mark didn’t argue.
Didn’t beg.

He just sat there — hard under the sheets — and whispered:

“What do I have to do?”



So the next day, I did it.

I handed Tyler my phone and said:

“Call him.”

He raised an eyebrow.
I just nodded.

Tyler dialed.
Put the phone on speaker.

“Mark,” he said calmly.
“Your wife’s sitting in my lap right now.”

“And she wants to cum.”

“But I won’t let her unless you say thank you.”



Mark’s voice trembled. But he answered:

“Thank you.”

I came immediately — thighs clenching, body bucking — while Tyler laughed.



Since then?

They don’t compete.
They coexist.

Mark doesn’t just know.
He serves.

He lays out lingerie.
He takes photos when Tyler wants proof.
He thanks him when I cum too hard to speak.



Sometimes, Tyler FaceTimes him while I suck him off.

“See how good she is?” he’ll say, stroking my hair like a pet.
“I train her so well.”

Mark always watches.

Sometimes he jerks off.
Sometimes he just listens.

But always — always — he stays.



Tyler owns me now.

Mark obeys.

And me?

I win.

Every. Time.


Confession 6

Name: Tasha B.
Age: 27
City: Austin, TX
Occupation: Sales Rep (Tech)
Relationship: Dating — 2 years, living together
Title: “He’s My Boyfriend. But My Colleague Fucks Me Better.”
“And now he knows it.”



We met on Tinder. Fell fast. Moved in together after a year.

He’s sweet. Soft-spoken. Makes a mean French toast and calls my mom every holiday.

We were fine.

Until I started working at Velvix — a cutthroat tech firm full of sharks in slim suits and fast mouths.

That’s where I met Dean.

Tall. Cocky. Brilliant.
The kind of guy who calls you "Tash" like he’s known you for years — and knows exactly what makes you squirm.

He’s been closing deals since I was in college.
He doesn’t flirt.
He selects.



It started with small things.

Meetings that ran late.
“Post-demo drinks.”
He’d sit just a little too close in Ubers. Brush my thigh under the table at lunch.

But I didn’t cheat.

Not until that conference in Miami.



I was tipsy. We’d just landed a client.
He followed me up to my hotel room “to review the contract.”

Ten minutes later, I was on my knees.

No excuses. No resistance.

His cock was thick, heavy, demanding — and I let him fuck my throat like he owned it.

When he came down my throat and told me “good girl”… I realized how dry my relationship had become.



I didn’t hide it well.

I came back glowing.
Started dressing tighter. Shorter.
Moaning his name in my sleep.

One night, my boyfriend found a message.

A text from Dean:

“You left your panties in my car again, Tash.”



He confronted me.

I didn’t deny it.

I invited him to listen.

Next time Dean came over — late, unannounced, hard — I left the bedroom door cracked.

Let my boyfriend hear every whimper.
Every slap of skin.
Every “Harder, Dean — God, yes.”



Now?

He knows his place.

He stays quiet.
He waits while Dean uses me in our bed.

Sometimes I send him pictures during lunch:

Me bent over Dean’s desk, his cum dripping down my thighs.
Or sucking Dean off in the breakroom while the team’s in a Zoom call.

He doesn’t leave.
He can’t.

Because I still come home.
But I don’t come for him.

Dean isn’t stupid.

He picked up on it fast.

The way my boyfriend avoided eye contact when Dean came over.
The way I moaned louder. Sloppier. Dirtier — when I knew he was listening.

He saw the signs.

And one night, he called it out.



“So… your little man heard us last time, huh?”

I froze.

Dean didn’t.

He slid his fingers between my legs and smirked at how soaked I already was.

“You like making him listen, don’t you?”

I nodded. Blushing. Breathing heavy.

“Next time,” he said, “I want the door open.”



And he meant it.

Not cracked. Not ajar.

Open. Wide. Lights on.

I was naked when Dean walked in, unzipped and already hard.

He nodded toward the hallway.

“Tell him. Tell him to sit down.”

My boyfriend stepped into the doorway. Pale. Silent.

“Right there.” Dean pointed to the chair. “Hands on your knees. Mouth shut.”

And then he bent me over the edge of the bed — our bed — and fucked me like I was his.



My boyfriend sat there, lips trembling, eyes locked on Dean’s cock stretching me wide.

I moaned louder. Called him Sir.
Begged. Bucked. Screamed through every slap.

Dean pulled my hair back and turned me to face him.

“Is this what you needed, Tash?”

I nodded like a good girl — while my boyfriend watched me break.



When Dean finished, he didn’t even clean me up.

He grabbed my boyfriend’s chin.

“Lick it off her.”

I gasped. My boyfriend hesitated.

“Now.”

And he did.

Tears in his eyes. Tongue trembling. He licked Dean’s cum off my thighs — while Dean watched, zipper up, smirking.

Dean knew he’d broken him.

Not just the way he watched anymore.
Not just the tears or the trembling hands.

It was how he looked at Dean.

Like a dog waiting to be leashed.
Like he knew who owned me — and maybe, who owned him.



It started with a quiet night.

Dean had me naked, cuffed to the headboard — nipples clamped, thighs trembling, blindfold tight.

I was dripping. Desperate. Whimpering.

And Dean? He just sat there, watching. Smirking.

“Go get him.”

My breath hitched.
The boyfriend stepped in, eyes wide, body stiff.

“Touch her,” Dean said. “But only where I say.”

He started slow — brushing my thighs, stroking my belly.

Dean directed every inch.

“Spread her open. Hold her there.”

And just like that, my boyfriend was holding me down — legs wide, eyes wet — as Dean slid into me.



I screamed his name. Begged. Bucked.
Dean pounded me like a man staking claim — because he was.

And my boyfriend held me in place like furniture.
Watching. Shaking. Jealous and hard and broken.

Dean didn’t stop there.

“Clean her.”

When he pulled out, dripping and swollen, he ordered the boyfriend to kneel.
To lick me clean — while I moaned for more.

And when Dean was ready again?

He made the boyfriend hold my hair back while I sucked him off.
Gagged on his cock with tears streaming down my face — his cock, his rules.



Now?

The boyfriend doesn’t ask for kisses.
He asks for permission.

He thanks Dean for letting him touch me.

And me?
I just smile — because now I don’t cheat.

I obey.

It was Dean’s idea.
Of course it was.

He walked in one night carrying a box — matte black, cold, precise.
Dropped it on the bed next to me.

“Put it on him.”

Inside: a sleek, stainless-steel chastity cage.

Tasha just smiled.

My boyfriend froze. Flushed.

“You don’t need this anymore,” Dean said. “She doesn’t come for you.”



We made him undress.
Naked. Nervous. Hard already.

Tasha stroked him slowly — one last time. Just enough to watch him twitch.
Then she slid the cage over his shaft. Clicked the lock shut.

The key?
Dean hung it on a chain.

Right between my tits.



Now?

He can’t touch me.
Can’t touch himself.

He just watches.
Caged. Humming with pressure. Aching through his pants while I moan on Dean’s cock.



Dean gets off on it.

He slaps my ass hard and says,

“You hear her scream like that? That’s for me.”

Sometimes Dean comes on my face, lets it drip down my chin — then points to the boyfriend and says,

“Clean it.”

And he does.

Humbled. Locked. Grateful to serve.

Now he earns privileges:

	Begging to unlock, just to touch his own cock. 
	Edge-only sessions where I ride Dean while he’s forced to watch from the floor. 
	Tasks: Laundry done by 5. Chores finished. Or no eye contact with me all day. 


If he disobeys?

Dean takes me louder. Harder. Longer.
While he sits in his cage and weeps.

Dean calls us “a perfect fit.”
And he’s not wrong.

We travel together now — Miami, New York, Tokyo.
He books the penthouse. Orders champagne. Makes me dress like a whore in five-star restaurants.

I ride him in business class.
Gag on him in airport lounges.
Sometimes he pulls my leash under the table, just to watch me blush when the waiter comes.

And my boyfriend?

He stays home.
Locked.



Before we left for Japan, Dean walked over to him — caged, obedient, so eager to please.

“She’s mine for two weeks. You understand that?”

He nodded.

“Good boy. Make sure the house is clean when we get back.”

And just like that… we were gone.



In Tokyo, Dean used me every night.
Hotel beds. Balconies. Even the onsen, where he fucked me in the steam while I bit down on his wrist to stay silent.

I sent videos to my boyfriend:

	Me gagging on Dean in the back of a taxi. 
	Me bent over the hotel desk, his cum sliding down my thighs. 
	Dean calling me his girl while I moaned through three orgasms. 


My boyfriend didn’t complain.

He thanked me.

He came in his cage — hands-free — the moment he watched us fuck.
Whimpering. Crying. Soaked.



When we got home?

Dean kissed my neck and whispered:

“You think he’s ready for the next step?”

I nodded.

Because now Dean’s moving in.

Every morning now starts the same.

Dean’s car pulls up.
I come out in a short dress, no bra, bite marks on my neck.
My boyfriend opens the door for me.

He knows better than to ask if we fucked before work.

Because we always do.



Dean drives me in.
Hand on my thigh. Sometimes inside me at red lights.

At the office, I’m his top rep.
Everyone knows it.

The other guys stare when he calls me “baby.”
But they don’t know I’m wearing his cum during morning stand-up.



Back home?

My boyfriend’s already waiting.
Dinner made. House clean.

He doesn’t ask how my day went.
He asks if Dean came inside me.



“Show him,” Dean says.

I open my legs.
Let it drip.
My boyfriend gets on his knees.
Cleans me.
Thanks us.



And now? It’s daily.

The Rituals:

	Morning: I shower with Dean. My boyfriend dries my hair. 
	Workdays: Dean texts him updates. “She’s in my office, on her knees.” 
	Evenings: I ride Dean on our couch — while my boyfriend serves drinks, caged and silent. 




Last week I told my boyfriend:

“We may break up. Dean’s what I need. What I deserve.”

He cried.
Begged.

“Please… I’ll do anything. Just don’t leave me.”

So now?

He earns his right to stay.
Not with sex. Not with love.
But with service.



At work, Dean fucks me in his office.
At home, I moan his name in our bed.
And my boyfriend?

He cleans the evidence.
Stays in his cage.
And worships the man who stole me.


Confession 7

Name:  Felicia Braggs 

Age: 36
City: Denver, CO
Occupation: Marketing Exec
Relationship: Married, 11 years, 2 kids
Title: “He Found the Condoms. And I Couldn’t Lie.”
“At least my colleague actually cared.”

He found them in my purse.

A brand-new box.
Unopened. Different brand. Not ours.

He pulled them out with that look — that silent scream behind his eyes.

“Why?” he asked.

I could’ve lied.
Could’ve made up something.

But instead I said:

“At least he gives a fuck about me.”



I didn’t mean for it to happen.

We started staying late together — Alex, from the sales team. Divorced. Flirty. Too confident.

He’d stand too close when we shared a screen.
Touch my lower back when no one was looking.

It felt good.
It felt like someone saw me again.



My husband and I?

We’d been in a holding pattern since the second kid.
Bills. Schedules. Exhaustion.

He stopped noticing when I got my hair done.
Stopped asking if I needed anything.

So when Alex leaned in one night and said:

“You deserve to feel wanted.”

…I didn’t say no.



Now here we were.
Standing in the kitchen. Condoms on the counter. Voice raised.

“You’re fucking someone from your office?” he asked, barely holding back tears.

“Yes,” I said. “Because he listens. He notices. He actually wants me.”

He flinched.

“You have kids.”

My voice dropped.

“They’re upstairs. Don’t yell.”



He looked like he wanted to scream.

Instead, he whispered:

“Are you in love with him?”

I shook my head.

“No. But I’m not sure I still am with you.”



He slammed the drawer shut.

“So what? You get off with some asshole from your team and I’m just supposed to live with it?”

I snapped back.

“No. You’re supposed to fight for me. Show me something. Anything. Because I’m done begging.”



Then came the quietest moment of all.

“Are you still seeing him?”

I hesitated.

Then I said:

“I won’t anymore.”

His eyes narrowed.

“Because you got caught?”

I nodded.

“Yes. But also… because you finally looked me in the eye.”

After the fight, my husband broke.

Not with anger — with arousal.
He cried. He begged. But when I screamed back at him, when I told him how Alex took me up against my office desk — he didn’t flinch.

His eyes went glassy.

His hands drifted to his lap.

“You’re turned on,” I said flatly.

He looked away. Ashamed.

But I just smiled.



The next morning, I told him:

“I’m seeing Alex again. Tonight.”

He didn’t stop me.
Didn’t ask me not to.

He just stood there, silent.

Hard.



That night, I didn’t just fuck Alex.

I used him.

Told him my husband and I were “figuring things out.”
That I needed this one more time.
That no one had to know.

And then?

I rode him raw.
Took him deep, fast, filthy — until he exploded inside me.

Then I did something new.

I slipped the condom off.
Tied it.
Saved it.



When I got home, my husband was waiting — quiet. Stiff. Cage of guilt and heat.

I tossed the knotted rubber on the kitchen counter.

“His cum’s in there,” I said.

“Still warm.”

He stared. Couldn’t breathe.

“I won’t tell him you know. That’s my secret.”

Then I leaned in and whispered:

“Now you clean it.”

He did.

Trembling. Moaning. Tongue out, red-faced and humiliated.
And when I made him jerk himself off after?
He came in seconds.



Now?

	I go out in heels and no panties. 
	Come home stuffed. 
	Leave condoms on his pillow like souvenirs. 


And he thanks me.

Because he knows his place.
Because he’s still mine.
But not like Alex is.

It was my idea.
Of course it was.

Alex had just blown inside me.
No condom this time. Raw. Deep. Deeper than my husband ever dared.

I laid there — leaking. Soaking. Satisfied.
And a thought hit me:

“What if I brought this home?”



I didn’t clean up.
I pulled my panties back on, soaked through.

When I walked in the front door, my husband was already kneeling.

He could smell it.

“You saw him,” he whispered.

I nodded. Walked right past him to the bedroom.
Stripped. Spread.

“Get the lube.”

He rushed to the drawer.

I stopped him.

Grabbed my panties. Wringed them out into the lube bottle.
Alex’s cum poured in — white, thick, still warm.

I swirled it. Shook it. Smiled.

“Now use that.”



My husband lubed up with another man’s cum.
Slick. Sticky. Wrong.
And so right.

He slid inside me.
Moaning. Growling. Fucking me harder than he had in years.

Like he needed to reclaim me.

Like he knew he couldn’t.



When he came, he collapsed on my back — panting, shaking, ruined.

“You’ve never… let me fuck you like that.”

I turned my head. Smiled.

“Because until now… you were only my husband.”

“But tonight?”

“You were his.”


Confession 8

Name: Marissa T.
Age: 34
City: Seattle, WA
Occupation: Executive Assistant
Relationship: Married, 7 years
Title: “My Boss Doesn’t Just Own My Time.”
“He Owns My Body — And My Husband Knows It.”



My husband thought I was just staying late at work.

That I was “on call.”
That I was “carrying extra workload.”

What I was really carrying…
was my boss’s cum.



It started after our quarterly offsite.

Mr. Brennan — Ryan.
Sharp suit. Sharper eyes. A man who doesn’t ask — he takes.

He cornered me in the hotel hallway, eyes locked on my cleavage.

“I don’t mix work with pleasure,” I said.

“Then we’ll make it work,” he replied.



I let him bend me over the minibar ten minutes later.
Still in my pencil skirt. Panties shoved in his pocket.

He came inside me.
No condom. No permission.

And when I said “What if my husband finds out?”
He growled:

“Then he’ll know what a real man sounds like when he fucks you.”



That was three months ago.

Now?

I’m owned.
I wear lingerie he chooses.
Take calls while his cum’s still dripping down my thighs.

Sometimes, when he finishes inside me, he tells me:

“Go home. Tell him thank you for letting me use you.”

And I do.



My husband found out last week.

I left my phone unlocked.
A message flashed from Ryan:

“Still tight today. Tell hubby he’s doing a great job keeping you prepped.”



He confronted me. I didn’t lie.

I showed him the text thread.
The nudes.
The receipts from hotel rooms I never even tried to explain.

“You’re his?” he asked, voice breaking.

I nodded.

“Completely.”



Then I whispered:

“But you can watch if you want.”

I told Ryan everything.

That my husband saw the messages.
That he knew.
That he didn’t stop me.

Ryan didn’t blink.

He just leaned back in his chair, slowly unbuttoned his cuffs, and said:

“Bring him.”



That Friday, I wore heels and no panties.
A sheer blouse that showed the lace underneath.
My husband drove me — silent, nervous, bulging in his jeans.

At the office, after everyone left, I led him to Ryan’s corner suite.

He was already waiting.

Whiskey in one hand. Tie loosened. Smirk loaded.

“Good girl,” he said. “Strip. Let him see what I own.”



I undressed — slowly — right there in front of both of them.
My husband was shaking.
Hard.

Ryan walked behind me, grabbed my chin, whispered in my ear:

“Bet he’s never seen you dripping before I’ve even touched you.”

Then he bent me over his desk.
Fucked me hard.
Loud.
Mean.
Mine.



My husband sat in the corner chair — watching.

Clutching his thighs.
Caged.
Silent.
Stiff.

Ryan made me look him in the eye while he finished deep inside me.

“He should know what his wife looks like when she’s truly satisfied.”

Then?

He pulled out.
Cum running down my thighs.

And tossed a towel at my husband.

“Clean her.”



He did.
Mouth first.
Tears in his eyes.
Whispering thank you.

Ryan chuckled.

“Next time,” he said, “you’ll be naked too.”

It started the Monday after.

Ryan sent the first text before 8 a.m.

Ryan:
“Buy her flowers. She deserves it after how well she took my cock.”

My husband didn’t even hesitate.

Roses. Handwritten card. Left on the bed.

When I came home that night — still sore from Ryan’s desk — I saw them and smiled.

“Good boy,” I whispered.
“Did you thank him?”

He had.
With a selfie.
On his knees.



Now it’s daily.

Ryan’s Routine:

☑️ 7:30 a.m. — Husband receives instructions.

“Pick out her lingerie. Take a photo before she leaves.”
“Lay her dress on the bed. No bra today.”

☑️ 12:00 p.m. — Updates from me.

A picture of Ryan’s cum on my thigh in the bathroom stall.
Or me sucking him off under his desk between calls.

☑️ 6:00 p.m. — Clean-up.

Husband draws me a bath.
Kisses the bruises on my hips.
Licks me clean.
Sometimes before Ryan even pulls out.



On Friday, Ryan upped the game.

He texted my husband:

Ryan:
“Buy condoms. Not for you. For me.
Then lube me up. I’m fucking her in your bed tonight.”



And he did.

Waited by the door. Bag in hand. Caged and flushed.
Ryan stripped me right there in front of him — owned me on the kitchen counter.

Then pointed at the couch.

“Sit. Watch. Touch nothing.”



Now? Ryan texts both of us.
I send proof.
My husband responds with “Yes, Sir” or thank you.

And when Ryan finishes inside me?

He makes my husband thank him in person.
On his knees.

Ryan wanted to test limits.

“Let’s bring him out. I want people to see what he is.”

So I dressed elegant. Tight black cocktail dress. No panties.
My husband ironed it for me.

Ryan picked me up that night.
Husband rode in the back. Silent.
Hard.
Holding my heels in his lap.



At the restaurant, Ryan introduced him as “our domestic.”

He held the wine list.
Carried my purse.
Wiped down Ryan’s seat before he sat.

The waiter didn’t know what to say.
Neither did the table next to us, when I leaned over and whispered “He’s already filled me twice tonight.”

My husband just smiled weakly.

He loved every second.



Between the main course and dessert, Ryan stood up.

“Come.”

He led me to the bathroom.

Didn’t lock the door.
Bent me over the sink.
Fucked me with my own moans echoing off the tile.

When he came inside me, he pulled out fast — cum splashing on my thighs, dripping down.

“Send him in.”



My husband entered. Head down. Heart racing.

I lifted my dress.
Ryan pointed to the mess between my legs.

“You know what to do.”

And he did.

Tongue out. Slow. Devoted.
Licking up his boss’s load from his own wife.
Public place.
Unlocked door.

When he was done, Ryan zipped up, fixed his tie.

“Good job,” he said. “Now clean her mouth.”



We walked back to the table.
Waiter had brought dessert.

Ryan fed me a bite.
My husband poured the wine.

No one said a word.
But they all knew.



Now?

	My husband drives us to hotels. Sleeps in the car. 
	He packs my overnight bag with toys Ryan chooses. 
	At office parties, he hands Ryan his drink — then watches him take me to the rooftop to fuck me raw. 


And every time?

He thanks us both.



Because I’m no longer his wife.
I’m Ryan’s girl.
And my husband?

Just staff.


Confession 9

Name: Kayla V.
Age: 38
City: Chicago, IL
Occupation: Project Manager
Relationship: Married, 12 years
Title: “I Gave the Intern a Handjob in My Car.”
“Then My Husband Told Me to Seduce Him.”



He was sweet.
20, maybe 21. Fresh-faced. Nervous. Always trying too hard in meetings.

Alex, our summer intern.

He stayed late helping me with presentation decks, data cleanup — he just wanted to impress.

And last Friday?

He came to me after hours — eyes red, voice cracked.

“She broke up with me,” he said. “Said I was boring.”

He looked so devastated.
So helpless.



I offered him a ride home.
He barely spoke the whole time.

At a red light, I touched his knee.
He looked over — confused. Flushed. Hard.

“You’re not boring, Alex.”

I said it soft. Firm. Like I meant it.

He stammered something back.

And then I unzipped him.



It wasn’t planned.
It wasn’t romantic.

It was fast.
Sloppy.
Wrong.

But when he came in my hand, moaning my name, I smiled.

“You’re going to be just fine.”



That night, I told my husband.

We have a rule: no lies.

I expected anger. Or at least shock.

But instead, he asked:

“Was he… young?”

I nodded.

“Cute?”

I blinked.

“You liked making him feel good, didn’t you?”

I felt heat rise in my chest.

“It was just a one-time thing,” I said.

He stepped closer.

“What if it wasn’t?”



He pulled me into the bedroom, fucked me harder than he had in weeks.

Afterward, breathless, he whispered:

“Next time… seduce him. Really. Take him.”



The next week at work, I wore a shorter skirt.
Let Alex catch glimpses.
Leaned close when showing him slides. Let my blouse dip low.

He blushed every time. Shifted in his chair.
He wanted it.

And I?

I wanted to give it.



That Friday, I stayed late again.
We "worked" on a deck no one would read.
Then I asked:

“Still thinking about that car ride?”

He nodded.

I locked the office door.
Climbed onto his lap.
And rode him in my swivel chair.

After I rode Alex in my chair, I didn’t say a word.

I just smoothed my skirt, picked up my phone… and took a photo of the wet spot on his dress shirt.

Me to husband:
“Your idea. Thought you’d want a souvenir.”

He didn’t reply.

But when I got home?
He dragged me to bed.
Tore my panties down.
And fucked me like I was still leaking from the intern.



The next time, I brought my tripod.

Left it angled low — just enough to catch my hips grinding into Alex’s lap.

He was shy at first. Nervous.
But when I whispered “My husband’s going to watch this later,”
…he twitched hard inside me.



That night, I sent the video.

No caption. Just:

🎥💦

My husband came in his pants watching it.

Then told me:

“Next time… invite him here. Let me see it in person.”



So I did.



At dinner, Alex showed up in a button-down and jeans, holding a bottle of wine he couldn’t afford.
I wore lingerie under my robe.
My husband poured drinks.

We didn’t tell Alex anything.

Just ate. Talked.
I flirted — slow burn, playful touches, long eye contact.

By dessert, I had my hand on Alex’s thigh.

“Nervous?” I asked.

“A little.”

I looked at my husband.
He nodded.

Then I stood up. Let the robe fall.
Lace, thigh-highs, nothing else.

“Follow me, baby.”



I fucked Alex in our living room.

Bent over the couch.
Hair in his fist.
My husband watching from a chair ten feet away, stroking through his pants.



When Alex came, I kept riding.
Made him moan.

Then pulled him out, mess dripping from me.
And turned to my husband.

“Want a taste?”

He crawled to me.
Tasted me.
Cleaned me.
Came untouched.

It started with a message.

Alex:
“I think I’m catching feelings for you.”

My heart stopped.

This wasn’t part of the game.
He was sweet — eager, obedient, good between my legs.

But feelings?
That wasn’t allowed.



I told my husband.

He smiled. Almost eager.

“Break him.”

“How?”

“Let me watch.”



I invited Alex over again.

Told him we needed to talk.

I wore his favorite lingerie — the black one with the cutouts he couldn’t stop touching.
But beneath it?
Nothing but dominance.



He sat on the couch.
My husband, already watching, from the chair across the room — silent, amused.

I climbed into Alex’s lap.
Kissed him.
Straddled him.
Let him slide into me.

“You missed this, didn’t you?”

He nodded, moaning.

“Good.”

Then I stopped moving.



“But you don’t get to love me.”

He blinked.
Confused. Hurt.

“What?”

I started to grind — slowly.
Tight. Wet. Controlled.

“You get to fuck me.
You get to watch my husband clean me after.
You don’t get to own me.”

He looked over — saw my husband stroking slowly.

His mouth opened.

“You… let him watch?”

I smiled.

“He told me to fuck you tonight.”



Alex came too fast.
Hard.
Pathetic.
His eyes wide. His hands trembling.

I didn’t stop.

I rode him through it — used him while he whimpered.

Then I slid off, dripping, walked over to my husband…

…and sat in his lap.
Let him lick me clean right in front of Alex.



“Still think you love me?” I asked.

Alex just stared.

“You love how I made you feel.”

“But he made it happen.”



We let Alex leave silent.
Hard again.
Ruined.

He texts sometimes.
Still begs.
Wants a second chance.

But now?

We’re training someone new.
Alex was the test run.
Now we know what we like.


Confession 10

Name: Dana L.
Age: 41
City: Minneapolis, MN
Occupation: HR Director
Relationship: Married, 9 years
Title: “He’s My Best Employee.”
“And Now He’s Fucking Me — While My Husband Watches.”



I oversee 52 employees.
One of them is my husband.

The other?

Nathan K.
Top performer. 28. Smart. Charming. Hung.
Every manager wants him on their team.

I wanted him in me.



It started after the Q2 awards dinner.

Nathan had just crushed another record quarter.
My husband had… average numbers. Again.

I gave Nathan his award. Shook his hand.
Felt the heat between us.

After dinner, I drove him home — he’d had too much wine.
But I didn’t.



He leaned over at a stoplight.

“You look incredible tonight.”

I kissed him before the light turned green.

Ten minutes later?

He was balls-deep inside me in the backseat —
moaning my name, pulling my hair, making me feel everything my husband hadn’t in months.



The next morning, I told my husband.

I sat him down in our kitchen.

“I fucked Nathan.”

“At work?!”

“After dinner. In the car. Bare.”

He went pale.
But he didn’t yell.

He asked questions.

“Is it… ongoing?”

“Maybe,” I said. “Do you want it to be?”

He nodded.



Now?

Nathan books fake meetings with me on Fridays.
We fuck in my office.
Sometimes with my husband working just one floor down.

After?

I go downstairs, pull my husband into a conference room, and make him clean me.
No words. Just his mouth.
Then I send him back to his desk.



Last week, I did something new.

I scheduled a 1-on-1 with Nathan and had my husband sit in.

“Performance review,” I said.

I made them both sit.

Nathan — confident. Smirking.

My husband — blushing, hard, silent.

I ran through Nathan’s stats. Praise after praise.
Then casually said:

“And he fucks me better, too.”



My husband stayed silent.
Nathan laughed.
And I scheduled another meeting.

The first trip was a leadership summit in Dallas.

Nathan and I booked separate rooms.
HR policy.

But the moment the elevator doors closed?

His hand was already up my skirt.

“You’re mine this weekend,” he whispered.
“Your husband’s not even in the same state.”



By the time we reached the 14th floor, I was panting.
He pushed me into my room.
Didn’t bother closing the blinds.

Fucked me against the window.
Lights of the city shining behind me — his cock deep inside.

And when I came?

He grabbed my phone from the nightstand, snapped a pic of his load dripping down my thighs.

“Send it to your husband.”

I did.



Second trip? Chicago.

Public conference.

Dozens of firms. Hundreds of eyes.

Nathan spoke on a panel.
Afterward, I sucked him in the green room — still wearing my staff badge.

He came on my tongue just minutes before lunch with the board.



Later that afternoon?

He bent me over a bathroom sink on the 5th floor of the convention center.

My skirt hit the tile.
My heels squeaked on the linoleum.

He fucked me rough — hand over my mouth.
Only stopped when someone knocked.

We waited in silence, me still full of him.

Then he whispered:

“Clean up. Go give your closing remarks.”

And I did.
Soaked.
Used.
Professionally perfect.



My husband?

He gets photos.
Voice notes.
Sometimes FaceTime.

Once, I held the phone against the bathroom wall so he could listen to me get railed.

When I came?
I moaned Nathan’s name.
Twice.



Now, Nathan expects it.

Every trip?

	Blowjob in the Uber. 
	Quick fuck before check-in. 
	Conference room play during breaks, doors unlocked. 


He even made me wear a butt plug during an entire leadership workshop once — remote-controlled from his phone.



And my husband?

He just waits.
Watches.
Jerks off to the evidence.

Because I’m not cheating anymore.

I’m serving.

Nathan didn’t even ask this time.

We were on a team-wide check-in.
Cameras on. Mics muted.

I was sitting at his desk, laptop balanced on a stack of folders.
Wearing just a blazer and lace panties.

My husband was three squares down in the Zoom grid — headset on, trying to act focused.

Nathan walked in shirtless, hard, grinning.

I barely had time to mute my mic.

“Don’t say a word,” he whispered.
“Let’s see if your husband notices.”



He pushed my laptop forward.

Bent me over the desk — just below camera view.

I heard pinging notifications as the meeting started.

Agenda. Revenue updates.
Cock inside me.

He fucked me slowly as the COO talked about Q3 forecasts.

I bit my fist.
Nodded on camera.

My husband messaged me privately:

“Everything okay?”

I replied:

“He’s inside me.”



Nathan grabbed my hair.
Thrust harder.
Pulled my blazer open. Let my tits bounce just below the screen.

He leaned over and whispered:

“Look at your husband.
See how hard he’s trying not to touch himself?”

I did.

His eyes wide.
Face flushed.

Hand just off-screen.



Then Nathan pulled out.
Came all over my back.
I barely blinked.

Straightened my blazer.
Smiled into the camera.

“No further updates from HR,” I said.



My husband called me after.

“Did you… really?”

“Yes.”

“Did anyone else notice?”

“I hope so.”



That night?

Nathan sent my husband screenshots from the call.
One of me bent over.
One of my face flushed, biting my lip.
One of him cumming.

Then he messaged:

“Next time, you’ll thank me live.”

A week after the Zoom incident, Nathan booked time on my calendar.

“Follow-up training. Just you, me… and your husband.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“What are we training?”

He smirked.

“Control.”



We scheduled it officially:

Private Professional Development
60 minutes. Conference Room 6B.
Attendance: Nathan K., Dana L., [Husband’s name]

HR policy didn’t bat an eye.
It looked like mentorship.

But inside that room?

It was something else entirely.



I sat at the head of the table.
Wearing business casual, no bra.
Heels off under the table. Legs crossed.

My husband showed up on time, notepad in hand.

Nathan came in late — on purpose.
Dropped a condom on the table.

“We’ll need this.”



For the first fifteen minutes, we actually talked shop.

Workflows. Client follow-through. Scheduling tools.

Then Nathan stood up, walked behind me, and ran his hand down my neck.

“Let’s test focus under pressure,” he said.

My husband froze.

“Keep taking notes.”



Nathan unzipped.

Slid his hand up my skirt.
I shifted in my seat, mouth tight.

“She’s soaked,” he said. “You did prep her today, right?”

My husband nodded.
Still writing.

Nathan fucked me from behind while my husband pretended to type meeting minutes.

No screaming. No porn noise.
Just skin against skin. The sound of breath control.



Then Nathan said something cold. Believable. Cutting:

“Think he deserves a promotion?”

He thrust harder. I bit my lip.

“Maybe. If he keeps being useful.”

My husband didn’t say a word.

He just wrote:

	"Follow-through = vital" 
	"Train loyalty via example" 




When Nathan finished, he fixed his shirt, zipped up, and said:

“Same time next week.
If he wants a raise… make sure he’s on his knees next time.”



I locked eyes with my husband.

“Would you?”

He looked down.

“If it means keeping you…”

He nodded.

It finally caught up to us.

The tension. The gossip.
The looks in the office. The silent knowing in the elevators.

My husband confronted me in the kitchen.

“People are starting to talk. You’re too obvious.”

I leaned against the counter, arms folded.

“So what? Let them.”

“You’re my wife. And he’s our boss.”

“He’s my boss. And you watch.”

He stepped back, face flushing.

“Is that all I am to you now?”

I paused.

“Right now? That’s what you let yourself be.”



That night at the office, Nathan noticed.

He cornered me in the hallway outside the breakroom.

“Rough day at home?”

I nodded.

He brushed a hand down my hip.

“Still want it?”

“Always.”



But before he could unzip, I pulled back.

“Not here. It’s getting risky.”

He raised a brow.

“Finally worried about people seeing?”

I didn’t flinch.

“No. I’m choosing when and where.”



So we left the building.

I told my husband I was working late.
He didn’t reply.

Nathan drove me to a quiet parking lot behind a warehouse.
Nothing glamorous. Just privacy.



We fucked in the backseat.
Windows fogged. Seatbelt buckle digging into my thigh.
His hands around my throat as I whispered my husband’s name — while he was inside me.

“You miss him?” Nathan asked.

“Only when he cleans me up.”



When we finished, I wiped myself with a company-branded napkin and texted my husband:

“Home in 20. Be ready.”

He didn’t ask from where.

He already knew.

He got an offer out of state.

Bigger salary. Bigger title.
A step up — well deserved.

Nathan pulled me aside after the all-hands meeting.

“Two weeks left.”

I felt my stomach dip.
Something between relief… and regret.



That night, I told my husband.

He sat quietly. Processing.

“So this is it?”

“Maybe.”

He nodded.

“Do you want to see him… one more time?”

I looked up.

“Yes.”



We didn’t use the office. No more risks.

Instead, we booked a hotel downtown.
Nothing fancy — just neutral ground. Private.

Nathan was already there when we arrived.

Black t-shirt. Jeans. Calm.
He looked at me differently — not possessive anymore.
Appreciative.



We didn’t rush.

We talked first.
Laughed. Reflected. Shared a drink.

Then I kissed him.

Soft. Slow.
One final taste of everything he gave me:

The dominance.
The attention.
The power I didn't know I missed.



My husband sat in the armchair.
Watching.

He didn’t move.
Didn’t interrupt.

He let it happen.

Let me undress Nathan.
Let me climb into his lap one last time.
Let me ride him while holding eye contact with the man I married.



When Nathan came, I kissed him softly.
Tasted both of us.
Then whispered:

“Go succeed.”

He smiled.

“I already have.”



He left quietly.
No drama. No promises.

But at the door, he turned back and said:

“If I’m ever in town…”

I nodded.

“We’ll book a room.”



That night, I curled into my husband’s chest.
We didn’t speak for a while.

Then I felt his hand slide between my legs.

“You’re still wet.”

“Still his,” I whispered.

He pressed his lips to my ear.

“And still mine.”

We made love — not rough, not kinky.

Just us.
Reclaiming what we’d given away.
And choosing each other again.   

________________________________________________________________________________
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