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“If love is a Game, then why don’t we play it well?”

Introduction

She’s a wife. A mother. A woman people greet with folded napkins and polite nods.
But deep in her cunt, she’s starving…
Not for flowers.
Not for date nights.
But for the dirty, dangerous thrill of being used — out there.

In the middle of a mall.
In a movie theater seat with sticky floors.
On a train ride with strangers all around.
At dinner, while her husband carves steak and her lover fingers her under the table.

These are the moments she doesn’t confess in daylight.
But she lives for them.
Ask the hidden corners of her dirty mind. She will blush and nod to herself.

Because when a man knows how to wake the slut under her smile — she gives in.
She spreads, she leaks, she lies. And she fucking loves it.

Some of these women wear panties.
Some don’t.

Some have husbands who know.
Others have no idea she’s been fucked breathless in a public bathroom, whispering “I’m just peeing” while his cock stretches her open.

This book is not polite.
It’s not about affairs behind closed doors.
It’s about wives who get off with a cock in their mouth while someone calls from outside the stall.
Who pull up their jeans over soaking pussies and smile at salesgirls.
Who stand in line at Zara while his cum cools inside her panties and text their husband: “I’ll be there. Be at the food court.”
Who keep vibrating inside as they order drinks at the bar.

33 confessions.
Raw. Real. Dripping.
No fantasy. Just filthy truth.

If you’ve ever been curious what a “good woman” sounds like when she’s got a lover’s cock between her legs in a crowded place — this book is your ticket.



Welcome to the dirty side of loyalty.
Welcome to  Hotwife in Public: 33 Confessions of Wives Who Got Off in Risky Places

Confession 1: “I Let Him Finger Me in the Elevator — While My Boyfriend Was on the Phone”

By Michelle, 36, Los Angeles, CA

It had been simmering for weeks.
The way he looked at me across the office — not obvious, never crude — but always too long.
The way he leaned close when I passed his desk, voice low, like a secret under his breath.
I kept telling myself I was imagining it.
That I was just craving attention.)

But it wasn’t just attention. And I wasn’t imagining anything.

We’d been working late — again — some bullshit deadline our manager dropped on us at the last minute. Everyone else had gone home, but he stayed. Said he didn’t mind the quiet. Said he worked better when it was just the two of us.

I’d be lying if I said I didn’t like it too.

It was nearly 10pm when I shut my laptop. My eyes were burning. I was tired, sore from sitting all day, and a little dizzy from the two glasses of wine I’d downed at happy hour before heading back to finish this.

“Elevator?” he asked, standing up and stretching. His shirt clung a little too well to his chest, sleeves rolled just below the elbow. His forearms — god. I’d had thoughts.

“Yeah,” I nodded, grabbing my bag. “Can’t feel my ass.”

He chuckled — this low, warm sound that somehow made my thighs tense.
We walked side by side to the elevator, alone in the building. The halls were quiet, the kind of quiet that buzzes in your ears. I pressed the down button. He stood just a little too close behind me.

And I didn’t move.

The doors opened. We stepped in. The second the doors slid shut, my phone rang.
Liam. My boyfriend.

I hesitated, thumb hovering over the screen. He’d probably just gotten off work, wondering if I was home yet. Wondering if I’d eaten.
I picked up.

“Hey, babe,” I said, trying to sound breezy. “Still at the office — just heading down now.”

And that’s when I felt it.
His hand.

Sliding. Low. Palming the curve of my ass like it belonged to him.

I turned slightly, eyes wide — but I didn’t say a word. My coworker didn’t either. He just stared at me, dark eyes locked on mine, his mouth still. His fingers moved with terrifying confidence, like he already knew I wouldn’t stop him.

“I missed you,” Liam said on the phone, completely unaware. “Wanna pick up food? I’m starving.”

“Yeah,” I murmured, swallowing hard. “Sure. Food’s… good.”

His hand slipped under the hem of my skirt.
My breath caught.
I should’ve pulled away. Should’ve slapped his hand. But I didn’t. I tilted my hips back — just a little — and let him slide his fingers higher.

“Something wrong?” Liam asked.

“No,” I whispered. “Just tired.”

My coworker grinned — just slightly — and then he hooked a finger into the side of my panties, tugging them aside with one smooth, practiced motion.

The elevator kept gliding downward.
Floor 16. Floor 15.
We had time.

He found my slit and slid two fingers through the wetness there, slow, deliberate, eyes still locked on mine. I let out a sharp breath, then bit my lip to keep it quiet.

He leaned in, breath hot against my neck.
“You’re soaked,” he mouthed, voice barely audible. “You like this. Being dirty while you talk to him.”

I did.
God, I did.

I wanted to hate myself for it — the betrayal, the shame — but I was too far gone. His fingers slid inside me and curled, just enough to make my legs tremble.

“Babe?” Liam’s voice was still in my ear. “You sure you’re okay?”

“Mm-hm,” I hummed, closing my eyes, my hand pressed to the elevator wall to steady myself. “Just… need to get home.”

“Almost there,” my coworker whispered, curling his fingers again.

I bit my lip harder. My body tightened, breath catching with every stroke. He knew what he was doing. He wasn’t rushing. He was teasing me to the edge, knowing I couldn’t cry out. Knowing I had to smile through it, act normal.

I came just as the elevator hit the ground floor.

It hit me in waves — tight, clenching, a full-body shiver that left my thighs weak and my voice breathless.

“I’ll be home soon,” I managed into the phone, my voice shaky but sweet.

“Can’t wait,” Liam replied.

I hung up. My coworker pulled his fingers out slowly, deliberately, and brought them to his lips. He licked them clean without a word, eyes burning into mine.

The doors slid open.
Fluorescent lights. Empty lobby. Clean tile.
Like nothing had happened.

But something had.

We walked out into the night. I didn’t speak. Neither did he. There was no need.

My panties were still wet.
My body still trembling.
And when I got in my Uber, phone buzzing with a sweet “love you” text from Liam…
I realized I was already thinking about next time. 


Confession 2: “He Made Me Wear a Remote Vibrator to My Sister’s Wedding”

By Tracy, 24, Philadelphia, PA

I knew it was risky the second he pulled the little black box out of his pocket and handed it to me.
Small. Sleek. Quiet. Deadly.
I’d worn it before — once at dinner, another time at the movies — but never like this. Not here.

Not at my sister’s wedding.

“Please,” I whispered, fingers curling around the vibrator as he handed it to me in the hotel room, tux undone, tie hanging loose around his neck.

“You promised,” he said, voice calm but firm. “You said I could push you further tonight.”

God help me, I had.

And I wanted to.

I slid the slick little toy into place under my pale pink dress. It was almost innocent-looking — floor length, modest neckline — but I knew what was underneath.
Knew what he’d do to me.
In front of everyone.

My mom. My dad. My childhood best friends.
The maid of honor speech I was supposed to give.

He clipped the remote into his pocket and kissed me gently on the lips, brushing my cheek with his thumb.
“I won’t turn it on unless you behave badly,” he murmured.

That was the problem. I wanted to behave badly.



The ceremony was already intense.
I was emotional. Teary. Watching my sister walk down the aisle was more moving than I expected.
But then I looked at him.
My boyfriend, sitting two rows behind me, smirking. Fingering the remote in his jacket pocket like it was a loaded gun.

He didn’t use it. Not yet.

Not until the reception.



It started during the speeches.
I’d just stood up to toast my sister — hands shaking slightly, glass of champagne in one hand, folded notes in the other.
I was halfway through my joke about how we used to fight over the bathroom mirror when the first pulse hit.

Low. Buzzing. Deep.
Right against my clit.

I choked.

People laughed — thinking I was reacting to my own joke.
My boyfriend raised his glass across the room like a toast, eyes full of quiet, cruel delight.

I kept going. My cheeks flushed. I powered through the rest of the speech with my thighs clamped together and my panties already damp.
I got a round of applause.

He gave me three quick pulses right after — a reward.



Dinner was worse.

I sat beside my grandmother, across from a family friend, trying to stab at my salad while he played with the settings from three seats away.

He kept it subtle at first. Low and teasing. A slow hum every few minutes that made me twitch in my chair and squeeze my thighs until I was dizzy.

Then the power ramped up.
Sudden. Sharp. Cruel.

He caught me just as I took a bite of dessert, and I gasped loud enough that my aunt looked over in surprise.

“Everything okay, sweetie?”

I smiled too wide. “Just… so good.”

I felt like a fucking mess.

Hot. Flushed. Slippery under layers of silk.
Every time I looked at him, he gave me that slight tilt of his head — a silent you asked for this.



By the time the dancing started, I couldn’t take it anymore.

He hadn’t let me come.
Not once.
Just buzzed me over and over until I was soaked and desperate.

So I grabbed his hand and dragged him into the empty hallway outside the ballroom.
The music was muffled. Lights dim.
I backed him against the wall and hissed through my teeth, “I’m losing my mind.”

He grinned. “You look beautiful when you suffer.”

“Fuck you.”

“Beg me.”

I didn’t speak — just grabbed his belt, yanked it open, and dropped to my knees. Right there. Between chandeliers and guest coats and faint echoes of Bruno Mars from the dance floor.

I sucked his cock like my life depended on it. Sloppy, wet, needy. Like I could come just from doing this.
And when he finally groaned and whispered, “Now,” he clicked the remote again — full blast.

The vibe surged through me. My thighs trembled. I moaned around his cock, choking, gagging, tears running down my cheeks as the orgasm ripped through me like a scream I couldn’t let out.

I came, hard, pressed against his thigh. Twice. Maybe three times.

He barely touched me.
Didn’t need to.

When it was over, I stood up, shaky and soaked, mascara smudged.

“Think you’re ready for the bouquet toss?” he asked, zipping up slowly.

I nodded.

And whispered, “Do it again during the slow dance.” 


Confession 3: “I Let My Lover Use Me in the Changing Room While My Husband Waited Outside”

By Stephanie, 39, Raleigh, NC

I told myself it was just lunch.
Just a friendly catch-up with a coworker from my last job.
I even invited my husband along. He was in a good mood, said sure, and offered to drive us to the outlet mall after.
I smiled. Acted like I wasn’t vibrating under my skin.

Because the second I saw him — Alex — I knew I’d made a mistake.

Or maybe I knew exactly what I was doing.



Alex wasn’t just an ex-coworker.
He was the mistake I never confessed.
Late nights. Conference calls. The bathroom at that retreat in Seattle. The way he made me feel like someone dangerous lived under my skin.

He hugged me like we hadn’t fucked each other raw in a Hyatt suite.

I hugged him like my husband wasn’t waiting ten feet away.



We kept it polite over lunch. Chit chat. Nostalgia. Nothing suspicious.
But our eyes said everything.

He watched my mouth every time I sipped my drink. I shifted in my seat like I couldn’t get comfortable — because I couldn’t. Not with the way my panties were already sticking to me.
And he knew.
Of course he knew.

So when my husband offered to walk across the plaza to grab a coffee while I tried on clothes?

Alex said he’d come with.
Said he’d “help me pick.”



The boutique was small. Quiet. Too quiet.

I picked a dress off the rack just for show — something soft and clingy — and disappeared into the changing room.
He followed.

I didn’t even argue.

As soon as the door clicked shut, he pressed me up against it.
Mouth on mine, hands already under my shirt. I whimpered before I could stop myself.

“Shhh,” he whispered. “You don’t want your husband to hear you, do you?”

My knees buckled. I hated how fast he made me weak.

He slid my jeans down without asking, underwear soaked.
Two fingers shoved deep, fast — no foreplay, just claiming.

I moaned into his shoulder.

“I’ve missed this pussy,” he growled into my ear. “You come thinking about me when he’s inside you?”

I nodded. Couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe.

He curled his fingers just right, and my whole body went tight. I gripped his shirt. Humped his hand like I was starving. It was disgusting. It was everything.

And the worst part?

My phone buzzed in my bag.
My husband.

Probably just checking where I was.

Alex didn’t stop. He fucked me faster with his fingers, the slick sound of it obscene in the tiny room.
I buried my face in his neck and came so hard I nearly bit him.

When it was over, I collapsed into his arms, panting, wrecked, guilt hot in my stomach.

He kissed my temple. “You’ll call me when he’s out of town, won’t you?”

I didn’t answer.
I didn’t have to.

I walked out five minutes later with a dress I didn’t even look at — and a new bruise on my inner thigh where he bit me before he let me go.

My husband held my hand the whole way back to the car.
I smiled and kissed him like I hadn’t just let another man finger me three doors down from a latte.

And the worst part?

I was already thinking about next time.


Confession 4: “He Pulled My Panties Off on the Subway — And I Let Him”

By Giselle, 26, New York, NY

It started with a stare.

I was halfway through my commute, headphones in, unread book open on my lap, trying to look busy — not bored, not lonely, not aching the way I really was.

The train wasn’t packed, but it was late enough that most people were tired, heads down, avoiding eye contact.
Except him.

He was across from me.
Dark coat, messy hair, one leg crossed over the other like he belonged there — relaxed, unbothered, amused.
Watching me.

Not subtly.

I caught his eyes once.
Then again.
By the third glance, my skin prickled.

Something about the way he looked at me made me feel exposed — like he could see what was happening under my clothes.
Like he knew I’d skipped underwear on purpose.



I’d been on edge all day.

Wore a skirt I shouldn’t have. Felt the breeze on my bare pussy the whole walk to the station. I told myself it was harmless. Just a little game.

But now this man — this stranger — was reading me like a dirty fucking book.

And I didn’t look away.



When the train jolted and a seat opened beside me, he stood. Crossed the car. Sat down. Close.

Too close.

My breath caught. The scent of him was clean, musky — like expensive soap and sweat. Masculine, grounded. My thighs tensed.

He didn’t say a word. Didn’t introduce himself.
Just sat, one hand resting on his thigh, the other gripping the rail in front of us.

The train moved again. So did he.

His fingers brushed my knee.
Casual.
Like it was nothing.

I didn’t stop him.

I couldn’t.

I just sat there, pretending to read, heart hammering while his fingertips moved higher. Up the inside of my thigh. Slowly. Deliberately.

I shifted. Spread my legs — barely — a silent yes.

His breath ticked in his throat.

“You’re not wearing anything under this, are you?” he whispered, low enough that only I could hear it.

I said nothing. Just bit my lip and stared straight ahead.

His hand slid higher.

The heat of his palm against my skin made my eyes flutter. My cunt was already wet — shamelessly wet — and he found the proof in seconds. His fingers dipped into my folds like they belonged there.

I gasped. Quiet. Sharp. Clenched the seat beneath me.

He moved in slow circles, never too much. Just enough to keep me gasping and grinding gently, every shift of the train helping him fuck me deeper without a word.

I looked around.
A few people nearby.
Nobody watching. Nobody seeing how filthy I was becoming in plain sight.

He leaned closer.

“I want them,” he murmured. “The panties you didn’t wear. Pretend you are. Slide them off and hand them to me.”

My stomach flipped. Shame curled in my chest. But the thrill of it — being used like that — was fire in my bloodstream.

I reached under my skirt, slow, shaky. Grabbed at nothing.
Imaginary lace. Imaginary decency.
I slid my hand down, then out, fingers pinching the empty air like I was peeling them off — and dropped them in his palm.

He smiled. Pocketed nothing.
And pressed two fingers deep inside me in reward.

I nearly sobbed.

He didn’t stop. Not until the next stop.

The train slowed.
He pulled his fingers out — wet, glistening, coated in me.
He brought them to his mouth and sucked them, slowly, watching me the entire time.

Then he stood.
Walked off the train like nothing happened.

I sat there. Shaking.
Wet. Empty.
Completely undone.

And the worst part?

I rode the next five stops just hoping someone else saw.
Hoping someone else would do it again.

Confession 5: “He Fucked Me in the Gym Shower While Someone Waited Outside”

By Melanie, 32, Miami, FL

It started with glances.

He was always at the gym when I was. Never at the same machine, but never far either. I noticed him before I admitted I was watching — before I realized he was watching too.

The kind of guy who doesn’t need to flex. Solid build, rough hands, and that quiet confidence that made every woman in the place sneak looks when he walked past. But he only ever looked at me.

And not like the others did.
Not polite. Not admiring.
It was a look that pinned me down and stripped me bare.

And it made me wet every damn time.



I didn’t expect it to go anywhere.

A few loaded glances during sets. A smirk when we crossed paths at the water fountain. I told myself it was harmless. Just fantasy.

But then the showers were closed for maintenance for a week.
When they reopened, I stayed late one night — the place nearly empty — and there he was.

Locker room hallway.
Towel slung low.
And that look.

“Hot in there today,” I said, pretending I wasn’t affected.

“You’re the one making it hot.”

The words hit me lower than they should have. My thighs clenched. I laughed it off, turned toward the women’s side — and he followed.

“What are you doing?” I asked, breath catching.

“You tell me to stop, I will.”

I didn’t.
I just backed into the steam-filled shower stall and let him follow.



He shut the door behind us.

The space was tight. Barely enough room to turn, the tile still slick with steam and soap. The hiss of the water masked the sound of my breath as he stepped in close, cornering me.

“You’ve been teasing me for weeks,” he said, voice low, gravel-soft. “Bending over in front of me. That see-through tank top. You wanted this.”

He wasn’t wrong.

I didn’t respond. Just reached between us, pulled the towel from his waist. His cock was already thick and half-hard. My mouth watered.

He didn’t wait for permission — just kissed me, hard. Tongue and teeth, needy. His hands gripped my ass like he’d been dying to for days, fingers slipping under the band of my leggings, dragging them down over my soaked thighs.

The cool air hit my skin and I gasped.
He dropped to his knees.

“Don’t—someone could walk in,” I breathed, but my voice was already falling apart as he shoved my leg up over his shoulder and buried his mouth in my cunt.

Hot tongue. Strong grip.
No teasing — just devouring.

I clung to the wall, nails digging into the tile while he ate me like it was the only thing keeping him alive. My thighs trembled. I came fast, too fast, buckling as he held me up and didn’t stop.

I had to pull him off by the hair.
He looked up, wet mouth shining.

“Turn around.”

His voice left no room for doubt. I obeyed.

Pressed my palms to the fogged-up tile and felt his cock push into me from behind in one smooth, hard thrust.

I gasped. Loud.
Too loud.

He clamped a hand over my mouth and leaned in close.

“Be quiet,” he growled. “Unless you want them to know what a filthy little slut you are.”

That should’ve humiliated me. Instead, I pushed back onto his cock, begging for more.

He fucked me rough. Deep. Relentless. My breasts bounced with every thrust, steam rising around us like smoke, the slap of skin on skin muffled only by his hand over my mouth.

And then—
Footsteps.

Outside the shower.
Someone walking into the locker room.
Stopping.

I froze.
He didn’t.

His hand moved from my mouth to my throat. He kept fucking me. Harder.

I came like that — one hand pressed flat to the wall, the other over my mouth to keep from screaming as a stranger stood just outside the stall, possibly listening. Maybe even smelling the sex in the air.

When the footsteps faded, he grabbed my hair and growled, “You liked that, didn’t you?”

I nodded, mouth open, panting.

He came inside me a moment later — loud, unbothered, like he wanted them to hear.



We didn’t speak after.
Didn’t exchange numbers.
He just kissed my neck, pulled up my leggings, and disappeared before the steam cleared.

But now?
I stay late every night.

And I leave the stall door unlocked.


Confession 6: “He Fingered Me on the Crowded Train — While My Husband Sat Beside Us”

By Kristin, 44, Washington, D.C.

We weren’t supposed to sit like that.

He was across from me.
My husband was to my right, tapping through work emails with one hand and holding his coffee with the other. The train was packed, humid with body heat and that faint metallic scent of transit grime and cheap cologne.

And he — the man who should’ve been a mistake, the one I swore I’d never see again — sat right across from us.

He hadn’t said a word since stepping onto the train two stops ago.
Didn’t need to.
His eyes locked on mine the second he entered, like a switch had flipped in my chest.

I should’ve looked away.
But I didn’t.

And when he slid into the open seat directly across from me, legs spreading wide, knees brushing mine — I felt my pulse hit my throat.



My husband had no idea.
He was telling me about some meeting, about the pitch deck I’d helped him tweak last night. I smiled. Nodded. Tried to act normal.

But my mind was on the way he sat.
Too still. Too casual.
That slow, deliberate confidence of a man who already had his hands inside me once, in a parking garage three months ago, and never forgot how I came for him with my wedding band flashing in the headlights.

The train lurched slightly. I shifted. Our knees touched again.
Then, beneath the dull roar of the crowd and the brakes and the buzz of fluorescent lights, I felt it—

His hand.

Reaching forward.

Casual. Invisible in the crowd.

Fingertips sliding over my kneecap, then lower — to the inside of my thigh.

I swallowed hard. My mouth went dry.

My husband looked up at me. “You okay? You look flushed.”

“Yeah,” I said quickly. “Just warm. Too many bodies.”

His fingers didn’t stop. They knew the shape of me — how I sat when I was trying not to be obvious, how I clenched when I was about to fall apart.

He brushed the hem of my skirt, and I let my legs part just enough.

I was already soaked.

The shame hit like a slap — but I didn’t stop him.

He slid two fingers under the fabric, found the damp lace, and groaned under his breath. Quiet. Just for me.



I kept my face blank. Nodded along as my husband kept talking, something about rescheduling dinner with his parents.
My lover’s fingers slid into my panties like a secret being kept from the entire world.

He pushed inside.

I had to fight not to gasp. My fingernails dug into the leather strap of my purse.

“Everything okay?” my husband asked again.

I smiled, eyes on him, while another man fingered me between stops.

“Fine,” I said. “Just… distracted.”

He smiled back. Clueless.

The train hit a curve. I used the moment to arch my hips slightly, pressing down into the fingers now working inside me with expert rhythm.
His thumb pressed against my clit, slow circles that made my knees tremble.

I tried to breathe normally. Tried to act like I wasn’t moments from cumming in front of a train full of strangers and my fucking husband.



My lover leaned forward, adjusting his bag — cover for getting closer.
His voice was so soft I felt it more than heard it.

“Come for me.”

I blinked. My throat caught.

“What?”

My husband looked over. “Huh?”

“Nothing,” I said quickly. “Sorry. Just… thought I heard something.”

The man across from me smiled. His fingers sped up, impossibly steady.

I came.

It wasn’t loud. It wasn’t messy.
It was violent. Internal. A clenched scream behind my eyes as my pussy tightened around his fingers and my thighs shook.

I grabbed my husband’s arm — not to steady him, but to steady myself.

He smiled at the contact. “You sure you’re not getting sick?”

“Just tired,” I whispered.



When the train slowed at the next station, my lover withdrew his hand, wiped it on the thigh of his jeans, and stood.

He didn’t say a word. Just gave me a slow, devastating look — the kind you don’t recover from — and stepped off the train.

I sat there with his slick still between my thighs, my husband beside me, asking if I wanted to pick up soup or sushi for dinner.

And I answered.

But all I could think about was how good his fingers still felt.
How close I came to being caught.

And how badly I wanted him to do it again.


Confession 7: “I Gave Him a Handjob in the Theater — While My Husband and His Mom Were Shopping Upstairs”

By Ashley, 31, Denver, CO

We only had 20 minutes.

That’s what he said the moment I met him outside the theater — barely a kiss on the cheek before he pulled me by the wrist toward the doors, eyes scanning for cameras, staff, witnesses.

“My mom wants to hit Sephora with him,” I’d told him in a text twenty minutes earlier.
“He thinks it’ll distract her.”

He didn’t text back.
Just sent the pin for this platinum cinema tucked at the far end of the mall — empty, barely staffed, full recliners and massive chairs with side tables.

Private enough.
But not too private.

We both liked the tension of almost getting caught.



The theater was cold, dark, already mid-trailer when we slipped into the second-to-last row. Only a few scattered bodies, most up front. The booming bass from the screen covered just about everything.

I didn’t even pretend to care about the movie.

The second I sat down, he took my hand and shoved it between his legs.

“Do it,” he whispered.

His cock was already hard in his jeans, thick and heavy against the seam. I palmed it slowly, breathing hard. The denim was rough under my fingers, but I could feel the heat through it — the twitch when I squeezed harder.

“You’re disgusting,” I murmured.

He turned to me, grinning. “You texted me.”

I had.

While my husband was talking to his mom about dinner reservations, I’d stood behind him and sent:
“I’m not wearing a bra. I miss the way you grab my throat.”

So no, I wasn’t innocent.
Not anymore.



He unzipped himself under the cover of his coat. Just enough to let his cock out — flushed, already slick at the tip.

It pulsed in my hand.

I curled my fingers around it, slow, gentle at first — teasing the head, brushing along the vein. He exhaled sharp, low through his teeth.

I leaned in. “You’re gonna come fast, aren’t you?”

“Shut up and do it.”

So I did.

My hand moved faster, practiced — we’d done this in cars, once in the stairwell of his building. But never here.
Never with my husband two floors up, waiting in the mall’s coffee line with his mother.
Buying time so I could shop for a “surprise gift.”

I bit my lip. Pressed my thighs together.

Every stroke made him twitch.
He was breathing harder. Shifting in his seat, spreading his legs more, trying to stay still while I jerked him off like I owned him.

“I’m close,” he whispered, voice cracking.

I didn’t stop. Just twisted my wrist a little harder, rubbed my thumb under the head.
He grabbed my wrist. Not to stop me — just to anchor himself.

His cock jerked in my hand, and he came hot and thick over my fingers, onto the inside of his coat. I held him until the last pulse, watching him unravel beside me while explosions thundered from the movie screen.

When it was over, he zipped up with a shaky hand.

“You’re gonna go up there and kiss your husband with that hand, aren’t you?” he muttered.

I wiped my fingers on the inside of my skirt and smiled.

“No,” I whispered. “I’m gonna let him hold it.”



We slipped out a few minutes later.
I met my husband outside Sephora, gave him a warm kiss, and took the coffee he handed me.

“Movie wasn’t great,” I said.

“Too bad,” he smiled. “Next time we’ll go together.”

I just nodded. My hand still tingled. My pussy ached.

And across the food court, my lover watched me walk away — with cum drying inside my skirt and no guilt left at all.


Confession 8: “I Sucked Him in the Mall Bathroom After Everyone Left — And He Fingered Me While Someone Farted in the Next Stall”

By Vanessa, 48, Los Angeles, CA

We were supposed to be heading home.

The mall was closing — that eerie, half-lit hush where music still plays but the stores are locked and the only people left are cleaning staff and couples dragging out their last moments.
My husband was waiting by the valet kiosk with his mom, still debating where to eat.
I told him I had to pee before the drive. He kissed my cheek. “Hurry, babe.”

I didn’t go to the women’s bathroom.

I went to the family one at the end of the hallway. The one with the heavy door and single stall — and just enough space for a filthy little secret.



He was already waiting.

Same guy.
Same cocky grin.
Same thick bulge that always strained his jeans — even worse when he was hard.

That’s what he was known for. Even before we touched, I noticed it in public — how his cock never fully settled.
Even when he wasn’t aroused, it bulged. Heavy. Intentional.
Unlike my husband, who I loved… but who never made me feel like I needed to clench my thighs in public just to stay sane.

“You have five minutes,” I whispered as I shut the door behind me, heart hammering.

He didn’t answer.
Just unzipped and pulled it out. Already half-hard, already leaking.

God, he was beautiful like that. Dirty and unashamed.



I dropped to my knees.
Didn’t wait for permission.
Tugged his jeans down, licked a stripe up the length of him and opened my mouth like I’d been trained.

He hissed. “Fuck, you were born to choke on cock.”

I laughed around him. That wet, hollow sound echoed off the tile. The air smelled like disinfectant and cheap soap — and beneath it, the heat of him. That mix of skin, sweat, precum.

I took him deeper. Slower. Worked the head with my tongue while I stroked his base, the slick sound obscene in the silence.

But it wasn’t silent for long.



The door creaked.
Someone entered the bathroom next door — maybe staff.
We heard the click of a stall lock.

And then — a loud fart.

I choked.
Literally.

Burst out laughing, his cock halfway down my throat, tears in my eyes.

He cracked up too — head tilted back, one hand gripping the edge of the sink while the other threaded through my hair. “Don’t stop,” he whispered. “Make me come while someone takes a dump six feet away.”

It was insane.
Filthy.
Hilarious.
And it turned me on even more.

I doubled down — sucking harder, sloppy and fast now, spit running down my chin. I took him deep, let myself drool on him, felt him pulse in my throat.

Then his hand slipped down between my legs.



Two fingers. Right through my panties.
Straight to the heat.
He didn’t even move them at first — just pressed hard, knowing I’d arch into it.

And I did.
My pussy clenched. My mouth never left his cock.

“You’re dripping,” he murmured. “God, I wish he knew how fucking wet you get for me.”

He found my clit and circled it slow. My hips jerked.

The man in the next stall flushed, washed his hands. The sink turned on.
I moaned around my lover’s cock, helpless.

Then the other door opened and shut.
We were alone again.



“You gonna swallow it like a good girl?” he growled, starting to thrust now. Shallow, fast, his thighs flexing.

I didn’t nod.
I just sucked him harder.

He came with a grunt that bounced off the walls. Hot, salty. I swallowed every drop.

When I pulled back, panting, mascara smeared, he smirked and slipped his fingers between my legs again.

“You get off on that?” he asked, rubbing small, tight circles over my clit. “Being on your knees while someone shit next door?”

I nodded. “You’re disgusting.”

“So are you.”

He fingered me hard. Deep. Right there against the stall door. I grabbed the rail and came shaking — so fast it scared me. So hard my thighs went weak.

He held me up while I caught my breath.



When I left the bathroom five minutes later, my mouth was still tingling.
My panties were soaked.
And my husband handed me my purse like nothing had happened.

“You okay?”

I smiled. “Yeah.”

But I couldn’t stop thinking about the sound of him laughing as I sucked him — or the stranger’s fart echoing off the stall walls.

Shame. Heat. Humiliation.
I was fucking addicted.

And I knew I'd go back the next time we came to that mall.
Same bathroom.
Same cock.

Maybe next time, I’d ride it.


I walked out of the bathroom trying to look normal.

My panties were soaked, my mouth still tasted like cum, and my hair — despite smoothing it down in the mirror — felt wild and fucked. My legs were shaky. My thighs sticky. But I held it together.

I spotted my husband waiting by the valet with his mother, scrolling through his phone like nothing in the world had shifted.
He waved when he saw me.

“You okay?” he asked as I approached, handing me a small water bottle. “Took a while.”

I gave him a sheepish smile. “Yeah. The women’s was locked. Had to use the family one. Someone was, uh…”
I lowered my voice, faking a cringe.
“Blowing it up in there. It was bad.”

He laughed. “Gross.”

I laughed too — because if only he knew.



A moment later, my phone buzzed.

Him.

Just a single message:
“Car. Now.”

My stomach twisted.
My pussy clenched all over again.

I looked at my husband and lied through my teeth.
“Shit. I left my sunglasses in that dress shop. You and your mom head to the restaurant, I’ll meet you there. Two minutes.”

He shrugged. “Okay. I’ll drop her and circle back if you need.”

“No need,” I smiled. “I’ll Uber.”



I didn’t go to the dress shop.
I went straight to the lower parking level, where I found his car parked in the shadows by the far wall — engine idling, windows slightly cracked, lights off.

I slid into the passenger seat without a word.
He was already hard again.

“You think I was gonna let you walk out of there without tasting it?” he growled, voice hoarse.

I reached for his belt.



The second I had him out, I went down. No teasing this time. No small talk.
I wanted it.
Needed it.

I sucked him like I’d been starving.
Like I couldn’t think straight unless my throat was full of him.

He grabbed my head, gentle at first — then rougher as he fucked up into my mouth, muttering curses and nonsense. His hips jerked. His cock throbbed.

And then he came.
Harder than before.
So much that I coughed and swallowed three times just to keep up.

He was panting when I sat up, breathless, mouth raw.

“Fuck,” he muttered, slumped back. “That’s twenty days I’ve been holding that in. I knew you’d come. I just… knew it.”

He pulled me into a kiss. Deep. Messy. Tongue still tasting himself on my lips.

“You’re my filthy girl,” he whispered. “God, I wish I could keep you.”

And then—just like that—he zipped up, kissed my cheek, and opened the driver’s door.

“I gotta go. Riders waiting. You good?”

I nodded. Tried to catch my breath.
He was already halfway to the elevator.



Then my phone exploded.
12 missed calls.

My husband.

I panicked. Answered on the third ring.

“Babe?” I said, breath still unsteady.

“Where the hell are you?” His voice was sharp. “I’ve called a dozen times.”

“I—sorry,” I stammered. “Reception’s garbage down here. I went back for the glasses, but the store had already locked up and—”

I stopped. Took a breath.

“Then I had to use the bathroom again. My stomach… I didn’t want to say anything in front of your mom, but it wasn’t good. I’ve been sitting in the stall sweating for like ten minutes. I’m so sorry.”

A pause.
Then a sigh.

“Jesus. You okay?”

“Yeah,” I said softly. “Just drained.”

Another pause.
“Okay. I’ll come get you. Just wait near the fountain.”

I hung up.

I wiped the corner of my mouth. Smoothed my hair.
Tucked my shame deep, deep down.

And walked out into the night, his cum still warm in my belly.


Confession 9: “My Husband Watched Another Man Finger Me in the Bar Booth”

By Doris, 44, Nashville, TN

We never talked about it in clear terms.
Not at first.

It started with little things. My husband, Jake, daring me to skip panties under a sundress to brunch. Sitting across from me at the restaurant, smirking while I fidgeted through a bottomless mimosa buzz, legs pressed tight together.

Then there was the beach trip. The remote vibrator he slipped inside me before we walked the boardwalk. Controlling it from his phone, pretending to check messages every time he made me clench in public.

And then, one night — months later — he asked me plainly:

“What would you do if another man touched you in front of me?”

I stared at him. My throat went dry. I didn’t answer right away.

But the truth was:
I’d been thinking about it.
For months.



We didn’t jump straight into it.
There were rules. Talks. Boundaries. Trust built over years.

The man we chose? Nate.
A friend from the gym, older than us. Divorced. Built like a goddamn brick wall with eyes that never looked away once he locked on you.

Jake picked him.
Said he liked the way Nate looked at me — like he already knew what I tasted like.



We met at a dark bar downtown. A speakeasy vibe — low ceilings, moody lighting, tiny booths where shadows did half the work. Perfect.

Jake sat next to me in the booth. Nate sat across.

We made small talk for the first twenty minutes. Laughs. Drinks. Teasing.

But under the table, Jake took my hand and placed it in my lap. Then under his breath, with a casual sip of his beer, said:

“If you want him to touch you, open your legs.”

My heart hammered.
I looked at Nate — his eyes didn’t leave mine. He knew.
Like Jake had already told him everything.

I slowly uncrossed my legs. Shifted just enough that my skirt slid higher on my thighs.

And then Nate moved.
Not abruptly. Just leaned forward, rested his forearm on the table like he was getting more comfortable — and slid one hand under.



He was warm.
Confident.
Fingers parting my thighs like he’d done this a hundred times, like my husband wasn’t inches away.

I let my head tip back slightly, biting my bottom lip as Nate’s hand found the heat between my legs. I was already soaked — I hadn’t worn panties. Jake’s idea.

Nate found my clit with ease.
No rush. No pressure. Just slow, deliberate circles, making me melt into the booth.

Jake leaned in. Whispered against my ear.

“You look so fucking pretty like this. Filthy and open.”

I whimpered. Quiet. Barely audible above the low music.

Then Nate pushed a finger inside.

I jumped.

Jake’s hand wrapped around my wrist under the table, holding me down gently. He knew I was about to come apart.

I turned my head and kissed him.
Slow. Open-mouthed.
While Nate fingered me under the table like I was his.

Jake moaned into my mouth.



It didn’t take long. I was too worked up.
The thrill of being touched by another man in public — with my husband watching it happen — was too much.

I came hard. Silent. Clenching around Nate’s fingers while my back arched in the booth. Jake kissed my neck to hide the sound. Nate didn’t stop until I was shaking.

And when he pulled his hand away, he brought his fingers to his lips and sucked them clean. Slowly. Never breaking eye contact.

Jake was hard beside me. I could see it through his jeans.



We left together. No one said a word until we got to the car.

In the backseat, I straddled Jake’s lap. Fucked him fast and breathless while Nate drove us to the hotel — and I didn’t even ask if he was watching through the mirror.

I hoped he was.

Confession #10: "They Took Me to the Mall — And Made Me Their Toy"

By Serena, 41 (Phoenix, AZ)

They were both waiting for me outside Nordstrom.
My boyfriend, Matt — tall, nervous, sweet — the kind who still blushes when I kiss him in front of people.
And my lover, Kai — darker, older, cocky. The kind who never asks. He just takes.

This wasn’t supposed to be a scene. Just casual shopping.
But the moment Kai saw what I was wearing — a white tank top, no bra, short denim skirt — I could feel the shift in his eyes. The possessiveness.

“I hope you’re ready,” he whispered as he leaned in for a hello hug.
Matt didn’t hear.
But my thighs clenched.



2:12 p.m. — Dressing Room, Zara

Kai followed me in while Matt waited outside the curtain. I tried on a red dress and stood in front of the mirror.

“You like it?” I asked.
Kai didn’t answer. He lifted the skirt, moved my thong aside, and slid two fingers inside me.

“Stay quiet.”

I was soaked. My makeup perfect. He moved slowly. Deeply. I braced one hand on the mirror and the other over my mouth.

Outside, Matt called softly, “All good, babe?”
I nodded.

Kai curled his fingers and I nearly cried out.
He stopped just before I came. Licked his fingers clean. “Let’s keep going.”



2:34 p.m. — Escalator

The mall was full now. Saturday rush. I stood between them on the escalator. Matt in front, Kai behind.

Kai pressed his bulge against my ass. His hand slid under my skirt — again. His fingers traced the edge of my thong. I leaned back slightly, daring him.

He pulled it to the side.
Slid one finger in.
Then two.

I gasped — loud enough that Matt turned. “You okay?”

“Just dizzy,” I said, cheeks flushed.

Kai smiled. He didn’t stop. The movement of the escalator disguised the gentle thrust of his fingers. By the time we reached the second floor, I was gripping the handrail to stay upright.



3:08 p.m. — Food Court

We sat at a corner table. Matt fed me fries. Kai sat beside me, calm as ever.

Under the table, both their hands were on me.
Matt stroked my thigh.
Kai spread them wider.

I couldn’t think. Couldn’t focus on what Matt was saying.
Kai reached higher. Found my clit.
Matt leaned in to kiss me.

I moaned into Matt’s mouth while Kai circled me under the table.

No one could see.
But I knew.
And that was enough to make my nipples hard and my body hum.

“I think she’s enjoying her lunch,” Kai said, smirking.



3:21 p.m. — Bathroom Hallway

They followed me. I thought I’d catch a break. I didn’t.

Kai pushed me against the wall near the women’s restroom.
Matt stood guard.
He lifted my skirt, pulled my thong down, and whispered, “One minute.”

He bent me slightly and slid inside. Bare.
Deep. Silent. No kiss. No warning.

I looked down the hall. People walking by. A janitor sweeping.
Anyone could’ve turned and seen.

Matt watched my face the whole time. He whispered, “You love this, don’t you?”
I nodded. I couldn’t speak.

When Kai pulled out, he gave me a little smack and said, “Now go pee like a good girl.”

I did. Legs shaking.



Yes.
I let both the man I love and the man who owns me use me in public.
I came on an escalator.
I got fingered while eating fries.
And I got quietly fucked in a mall hallway while families walked past.

Confession 11: “I Rode Him on the Ferris Wheel While Families Laughed Below Us”

By Grace, 28, Tampa, FL

I hadn’t been to a theme park in years.
The heat, the screaming kids, the stickiness of it all — it was the kind of place you avoided as an adult unless you had kids or no imagination.

But Mason asked.

He always asks the strangest things.

“You ever fuck in the air?”

I’d laughed. “Like on a plane?”

He’d tilted his head. “No. Like above people. A ride. A wheel. Something slow. Something... risky.”



That’s how we ended up at the boardwalk theme park, two hours outside the city, walking shoulder to shoulder through the crowds while I nervously picked at my cuticles and tried not to feel too obvious.

I wasn't supposed to be here.
I was supposed to be home. My husband was out of town on business — something about a supplier meeting — and I told him I was spending the day with an old college friend.

Instead, I was wearing no bra under a thin tank, denim shorts too short for comfort, and panties I’d already soaked through by the time Mason bought our tickets.

He walked behind me in the queue, close enough that I felt the heat of him.

“You’re fidgety,” he said in that low, amused voice of his.
“That’s how I know you’re gonna be filthy when we get up there.”



We boarded the Ferris wheel near sunset. Gold light bled through the clouds. It wasn’t a full carriage — just one of those half-enclosed bench-style cars with low rails and a safety bar.

Enough cover, if we were smart.
Or quick.

It didn’t stop him from putting a hand on my thigh the moment the car began to lift.



I looked down at the people below.
Kids holding balloons. A woman arguing with her partner. An old man eating funnel cake.
No one looking up.

I exhaled. My heart wouldn’t slow.

“You sure?” I whispered.

He leaned in, kissed the side of my neck. “I’d have pulled your shorts down in the parking lot if you weren’t such a tease.”

And then, without another word, I straddled him.



The ride moved slow.
Each stop gave us a moment to stay still — to pretend we were just kissing, just whispering.

But under the edge of my shorts, his cock was already out. Hard. Thick. Pushing against me.

I pulled my panties to the side.

And sank down.



The feeling of him slipping inside me in that open-air cart — with the breeze rushing over my shoulders and the sound of laughter echoing beneath us — made me whimper.

He clamped a hand over my mouth.
Not harsh.
But firm.

“Quiet, baby.”

His voice was like gravel in my ear.

“We’re in public, remember?”

I nodded, riding him slow, trying not to moan.

The metal creaked. The ride kept turning.
Every now and then, we’d pause near the top — suspended for just long enough that I could bounce in his lap, his hands gripping my ass under the curve of my shorts.

His cock hit deep.
Too deep.
He knew my body by now — knew how to ruin me without making a sound.

My orgasm hit while we were stuck midair, the lights of the entire park stretched out beneath us. I clenched around him, jaw tight, biting the edge of his shoulder as he held me still.

“Good girl,” he muttered. “So fucking wet for me.”

He came seconds later. Silent. His eyes on mine. Nothing showy — just that deep, satisfied growl in his chest and the twitch of his cock inside me.

I stayed in his lap as we descended.
Still full. Still connected.



By the time we stepped out, the ride operator gave us a curious look — then smirked as we walked away.

I didn’t look back.

I felt my lover’s cum dripping down my thigh as we disappeared into the crowd.


Confession 12: “He Fingered Me in the Lazy River — While My Husband Floated Right Beside Us”

By Meghna Sood,39, Newark, New Jersey

It was too hot for anything that day.

I remember the scent of sunscreen in the air, the blare of kids screaming across the splash zone, the wet squelch of flip-flops on concrete.
It was the kind of weather where your thighs stuck together, and you couldn’t tell if it was sweat or arousal.
In my case — it was both.

We were at the water park for “a chill day.” That’s what my husband called it. Something easy, relaxing, just us. He even booked a cabana. “No phones,” he said. “Just us, the sun, and overpriced nachos.”

What he didn’t know was:
I had texted Jason before we even arrived.

“I’ll be in the lazy river around 3. Blue bikini. You’ll know it when you see it.”

He sent a thumbs up.



It was 3:12 when we got in.

I let my husband drift ahead in his tube, half-napping, drink in hand, the current slowly pulling him down the bend.
I stayed behind.

And just like that, Jason appeared from behind one of the waterfall curtains — shirtless, wet, cocky. His hair slicked back, sunglasses on. He looked like sin in board shorts.

He didn’t say a word. Just slipped into the water behind me.



I floated on my back in a single tube. He didn’t grab his own.

Instead, he gripped the side of mine, his chest pressing up behind my legs, his hands finding the underside of my thighs just beneath the surface.

“You’re so bad,” he murmured, low enough only I could hear over the rushing water and laughter.

I smiled up at the sun, pretending nothing was happening. “You’re the one touching me.”

“Who’s dripping more — the water or your pussy?”



The curve of the river pushed us under a tunnel — shaded, darker, cooler. It lasted maybe a minute. That’s all he needed.

His fingers slipped under the crotch of my bikini bottom, knuckles dragging over slick skin, already swollen from hours of anticipation.
I gasped — just a breath — and tried to lift myself up.
He held me down.

“You knew I’d do this,” he growled. “You planned this. Floating right next to your husband with no shame.”

I was trembling. The current rocked me gently while he fingered me from behind, wrist moving just enough to tease me open and rub tight circles on my clit.

“I’ll stop if you ask,” he whispered.

I didn’t.
I couldn’t.



We came out of the tunnel and I spotted my husband about fifteen feet ahead — waving lazily, half-asleep in his tube, totally unaware.

I waved back.
Forced a smile.
His eyes squinted as he called out, “Everything good?”

Jason’s fingers went deeper, faster.
I clenched around them as the orgasm rolled through me — sharp, urgent, and completely silent.

I moaned into the crook of my elbow. Bit down on my own wrist.

By the time we reached the next bend, he slipped his hand out, leaned close, and kissed the side of my throat beneath my wet hair.

“I’m gonna fuck you in the family changing room before you leave,” he whispered. “You’ll come dripping into your husband’s lap when he asks if you had fun.”



We got out near the lockers.
My husband never asked why I was walking slower.
Never noticed the way my thighs clenched with every step.
He just held my towel out like always, kissed my forehead, and said, “You smell like chlorine and sunshine.”

But I could still feel Jason on my skin.
And the ache between my legs was only just beginning.


Confession 13: “He Took Me to a Gloryhole — And Watched as a Stranger Used My Mouth”

By Scarlett, 42, Las Vegas, NV

I didn’t even know places like that really existed.

When you hear “gloryhole,” you think of porn — some sleazy, cartoonish setup behind a gas station, dim lights and loud moans.

But this wasn’t that.

It was quiet. Cold. Clean, in a way that made it feel even more real.

A converted basement space under a smoke shop on the edge of the city. The kind of place you’d never find unless you were looking.

And he found it.

We’d been seeing each other for a few months.

My husband, Tyler, traveled more often than he was home. We weren’t broken, not technically. Just… unspoken. Tired.

Sex had become another chore.

Another checkbox.

Lights off, five minutes, roll over.

But Luke?

Luke looked at me like he knew what I used to be. What I still could be.

Wild. Needy. Unashamed.

He told me about the gloryhole on our third night together.

I laughed — awkward, nervous.

“That’s a fantasy,” I said. “Not real.”

“It is,” he said, fingers tracing the inside of my thigh as I straddled his lap in a dark corner of his car. “And one day I’ll take you.”

“You think I’d really do it?”

“I think,” he said, gripping my hips, “you’d fucking love it.”

That night came weeks later.

Tyler was in Miami.

Luke picked me up from a friend’s birthday dinner — I was already tipsy, a little loose, braless under my jacket.

I knew something was off when he didn’t take the highway home.

“Where are we going?”

“Just trust me,” he said, hand on my thigh. “You’ll be safe. And wet. And maybe wrecked.”

I didn’t say no.

The door looked like any industrial basement door — keypad lock, narrow frame, metal hinges. He knocked twice, then entered when it buzzed.

Inside: silence.

Low lights. A hallway. The scent of old tile, faint bleach, something warm and unfamiliar — like breath and skin and waiting.

There were small rooms with curtains. Black walls.

And at the end of the hall: the one.

He turned to me. “If you say no, we leave. No pressure.”

I swallowed hard. My thighs were already slick.

“I want it.”

The room was simple. A padded bench. A circular hole at chest height in the wall. Clean towels on a hook.

Luke stayed by the door as I stepped inside, heart thudding so loud I felt it in my ears.

When I turned to him, he was already hard beneath his jeans.

“You ready?” he asked.

“No,” I whispered.

“But I don’t want to stop.”

He kissed me, soft and deep. One hand tangled in my hair, the other under my jacket, finding the curve of my bare breast.

Then he guided me to my knees.

In front of the wall.

It didn’t take long.

A shuffle on the other side.

Then, without warning — the cock appeared through the hole.

Thick. Heavy. Already hard.

My breath caught.

Luke knelt beside me. “He can’t see you,” he murmured. “But I can. And you look like you’re already about to beg.”

I was.

I wrapped one hand around it.

It twitched.

I glanced up at Luke. He nodded.

So I opened my mouth.

And took it.

The stranger didn’t say anything. No voice. Just the slow, steady rock of his hips as I began to suck.

My tongue traced the underside. My lips sealed around the head.

The taste was unfamiliar. Different than Luke.

That made it worse.

Better.

Luke watched. He didn’t touch me. He just sat back and watched while I worked this stranger’s cock like it was mine to worship. I moaned around it. Pressed my thighs together, soaking through my panties.

“Good girl,” Luke whispered. “Such a filthy little thing when you know I’m watching.”

I moaned again.

The stranger fucked deeper. Harder. I gagged, caught my breath, tried again. Took him to the back of my throat. Felt him pulse.

Then he came.

Fast. Hot. Filling my mouth in messy spurts.

I swallowed. Most of it.

Luke helped wipe my chin, then pulled me up to my feet.

“You okay?” he asked.

I nodded.

Eyes glassy.

Mouth sore.

Heart racing.

“That was the dirtiest thing I’ve ever done,” I whispered.

He kissed me. “And we’re just getting started.”

That night, he took me home. Fucked me slow. No rough edges. Just deep, deliberate connection.

And when I told him I felt guilty, he whispered:

“You’re not cheating. You’re becoming.”

And the worst part?

He was right.

It had only been a week since Luke first brought me to the gloryhole.

Seven days since I’d knelt on that padded floor, taken a stranger into my mouth, and swallowed his cum while my lover watched.

I hadn’t stopped thinking about it.
The weight of it.
The way Luke held me after — proud, possessive, like he was molding me into something new.

I kept telling myself that would be it.
A one-time crossing of a line.

But Luke?
He had other plans.



“I want you to do it again,” he said over drinks.
“But this time… I want you to compare.”

I blinked. “Compare?”

He leaned in, voice low. “I want to know how this new cock feels in your throat. How it tastes. How it twitches when it’s close.”
He sipped his bourbon. “And I want you to say it all to me while my hand is inside you later.”

My face flushed hot. My thighs were already pressed together.

I said yes.



He brought me back to the same place. Late. Quiet. Familiar.

The room was different this time.
There was a bench I hadn’t seen before outside the hallway — and a woman sitting on it.
Early thirties. Dark jeans. No makeup. Her mouth slightly parted, jaw tense like she was biting back something.

We made eye contact.

She smiled. Tired. Knowing.

“You new?” she asked.

I paused, then nodded slowly. “Sort of.”

She reached into her purse, pulled out a bottle of water, sipped.

“I sucked a guy in 3-B last week,” she said casually, like she was talking about a movie. “He had a curve to the left. You’ll feel it. Leaks a lot.”

I blinked. “You… remember him?”

She laughed — low and warm. “Honey, once you do this more than once, you always remember them.”

She stood, stretched. “You’ll see. It doesn’t ruin you. Not really.”

Then she walked down the hall like she’d done it a hundred times.



Luke waited by the door. Calm. Hard.

“Take your time,” he said, brushing my cheek. “But I want every detail later.”

Inside, the lights were lower.
The padded bench was warm beneath my knees.
I exhaled.

And the cock slid through the hole.



Bigger than the first.
Not much, but enough.
Thicker at the base. Heavy.

It twitched when I touched it — jumped like it knew I was nervous.

I glanced over my shoulder. Luke was in the corner, watching. Silent.

I opened my mouth.

The first taste was… saltier. Stronger. Not as clean. The texture different — softer skin, rougher ridge under the head.

I licked it slowly. Took it shallow, then deeper.

It filled my throat faster than the last one.
I gagged once, pulled off, caught my breath, then went again.

Luke’s hand moved in his lap.

“Tell me,” he said quietly. “How’s this one different?”

I moaned around the shaft.

“He’s heavier. Wetter. He pulses more when I suck the underside.”

The cock jerked.
I sucked harder.

“Do you like it?” Luke asked.

I didn’t answer.
I just moaned and nodded, letting spit drip down my chin.

The stranger came fast — thick spurts down my throat. I swallowed again. And again.

I wiped my mouth. My hands were shaking.

Luke helped me to my feet, whispered in my ear:
“Good girl. You’re getting better.”



But it didn’t stop there.

Back in his car, he made me talk.

While he fingered me, two knuckles deep in the driver’s seat, he made me describe the difference between the first cock and the second.

How one bent upward.
How the other tasted bitter.
How they both made me feel like I was being filled with guilt and glory at the same time.

And when I came — silently, shaking, staring at the dark ceiling — he whispered:

“Go home to your husband. Kiss him.
Then get on your knees and show him what your mouth has learned.”



So, I did.

Tyler was asleep when I got home.
The house smelled like aftershave and leftover takeout.

He stirred when I slipped into bed. Mumbled something.

“Hey,” I whispered. “Let me make it up to you for missing your call earlier.”

He blinked, groggy. “You okay?”

I smiled. Climbed under the blanket. Pulled his boxers down.
“Yeah,” I said softly. “I just… missed your taste.”

He was hard in seconds.

I sucked him slow, sweet, deliberate.
Licked the underside where I’d learned they twitch.
Hollowed my cheeks like Luke said made it tighter.

And when he came, I swallowed every drop.

He cupped my face afterward. Kissed me.

“I forgot how good you are at that,” he whispered.

I kissed him again, smiled, curled into his chest.

But in the back of my throat…
I could still taste the other man.


Confession 14: “He Fingered Me in the Dressing Room While Other Women Waited Right Outside”

By Gemma, 27, New York City, NY

It was supposed to be a ten-minute errand.
I told my husband I needed to pick up a black dress for an office dinner. Something simple.
He offered to come. I said no.
"I’ll be faster without you,” I smiled.

Truth was — I didn’t want him there.
Because he would be.

Elias.

Not my husband.
My husband’s co-worker.
A man I kissed once in a parking garage last month — and haven’t been able to stop thinking about since.



He met me inside the store. Casual. Too casual.

Gray henley, fitted jeans, that devil-smile that made my thighs clench every time he looked at me like I was his.

"You’re late," he said, barely brushing my wrist as we passed each other in the women’s section.

"You’re dangerous," I whispered.

His hand grazed the small of my back. I wore no bra. A loose sweater. A skirt that felt indecent when I walked too fast.
That was no accident.



I grabbed three dresses — all in my size. Took the tag off one and handed it to the girl at the counter.

"Room 5," she said, giving us both a look.

"I'll just help her zip it up," he offered smoothly, following me into the changing room hallway like we did this every Saturday.

The curtain slid shut.

And I bent over instantly, like my body had been waiting for this.



His hand slipped under my skirt before the curtain even stilled.

"You're soaked," he growled.
"No panties?"

I shook my head.

"I wanted you to feel how wet I get when I'm not supposed to be here."

He didn't speak. Just shoved two fingers inside me — deep, hard, merciless.

I braced against the mirror as he worked me open. The sounds were obscene — wet, sloppy, echoing in that tiny space while women and children and mothers tried on blouses ten feet away.

"You’re fucking sick," he whispered against my ear. "Getting used like this in a Macy’s changing room?"

I bit my lip. I didn’t want to moan.
But I was close already.



Then came the knock.

"Everything okay in there?"
A salesgirl. Young. Cheerful.

I nearly died.

Elias didn’t stop.

"Yeah," I croaked, voice cracking. "Just — zipper’s stuck."

He curled his fingers inside me.
I slapped my hand against the wall to stay upright.

The girl laughed. "Let me know if you need help!"

"She’s good," Elias called out. “Almost done.”

He twisted his wrist.

I came so hard I saw black. Silent. Violent. My entire body clenching around his fingers as he bit down gently on the back of my neck.



He pulled out slowly. Slick. Warm.

I stayed bent over, chest against the mirror.

“Put the dress on,” he said. “And smile when you walk out.”

I did. Legs shaking, cheeks flushed.

He followed me out a moment later, eyes cool, shirt perfectly in place.

The salesgirl smiled as I handed back the others. “Find one you liked?”

I nodded.

But in my purse, my panties were balled up and damp.
And between my thighs… I was still dripping.


Confession 15: “My Husband Made Me Rub Against a Waiter and Flash a College Boy — Then Fucked Me Like I Was His Slut”

By Dorothy, 52, Phoenix, AZ

People think that kind of thing fades after marriage.
The spark. The kink. The filth.

But my husband?
Mark got filthier after the vows.

It didn’t happen all at once. Just little things.
Asking me not to wear a bra to dinner. Making me sit still at restaurants while he touched me under the table. The remote toy at his sister’s wedding. The panties he made me leave in a Lyft.

And then one night — out of nowhere — he said something new.

“I want you to flash someone tonight. Just a stranger. Let them see what I get to fuck. Then we’ll go home and I’ll make you say thank you with your mouth full.”

I laughed. Thought he was joking.
But he wasn’t.



It was a Saturday. Warm enough for a light dress. No bra. A soft breeze that kissed between my thighs every time I moved.

We picked a restaurant on the edge of a college district.
Trendy. Loud. Youthful. Tables close enough that you couldn’t avoid brushing up against people.

He pulled out my chair.
I sat.
Crossed my legs. Uncrossed.

His hand slid to my thigh. “Ready?”

“For what?”

He smirked. “There’s a guy behind you — black t-shirt, backwards cap. College, probably twenty. Every time you laugh, lean back a little. Let him see.”

My heart dropped.
My stomach fluttered.

“Mark—”

“No one will know. Just him. Just me. Just you.”



I did it.

Not all at once.
The first time, I shifted in my seat. Let the thin strap of my dress slip just enough.
Then again. Laughed at something dumb.
This time, I leaned back — fully.

My breast spilled out for half a second.

Just long enough.

I saw the guy’s face.
His eyes flicked down, then immediately back up — wide, startled, trying not to stare.

Mark saw it too.

He grabbed my hand under the table. Hard.
Whispered, “That’s my good girl.”



Then came the second part.

Dinner ended. Mark paid. I stood, adjusted my dress, ready to leave.

But as we passed the kitchen doors, he tugged me close.

“The waiter,” he said. “The younger one. On your left.”

I glanced.
Boyish, lean, probably just turned twenty-one.

“What about him?”

“‘Accidentally’ brush your tits against him as we pass. Then say sorry and don’t break eye contact.”

“Mark—”

“I’ll be hard the whole ride home.”



I did it.

As we passed, I stepped just a bit too close.
The edge of my chest brushed his upper arm.
Soft. Intentional.

He flinched. “Oh—sorry, ma’am.”

I paused.
Turned to him.
Let my eyes drag slowly up his frame.

“My fault,” I said softly. “I wasn’t watching.”

I didn’t smile.
Didn’t apologize again.

I turned.
And felt Mark’s hand on the small of my back.



We didn’t speak much in the car.

His hand stayed on my thigh the whole way, fingers tapping like he was trying to decide whether to pull over or wait until we got home.

He waited.

Barely.



The second the door shut behind us, he shoved me against the wall.

“You’re mine.”
His mouth crushed mine, hot and full of heat.
“You flash boys like that and you expect me to be gentle?”

“I didn’t know he’d blush,” I whispered.

“Yes, you did.”

He yanked my dress up — no zipper, no panties, nothing to slow him down. His fingers slid through my folds like he’d been waiting all night.

“You’re soaked.”

“You made me.”

He pulled his cock out. Thick. Already leaking.

“Bend over the couch.”



I did.

He took me from behind. Fast. Deep. Possessive.

No teasing now.
Just grip and thrust.
Each stroke a reminder: you’re mine, you filthy, perfect fucking thing.

He pulled my hair. Spanked me once — not too hard, just enough to make me yelp and moan.

“You think those boys even knew what to do with a pussy like this?”

“No,” I gasped.

“That’s right,” he growled, pounding harder. “All they got was a glimpse. I get everything.”

I came on him. Hard. Loud. My knees buckled.

But he didn’t stop. Not until he filled me — so deep I could feel the heat spilling out as I collapsed over the cushions.



After, he kissed my back. Held me there.

“You were perfect tonight,” he said softly. “You’ll do it again for me next weekend.”

I nodded, breathless.
Still full. Still aching.

And already wondering:

Who will see me next?


Confession 16: “He Made Me Ride Him in Front of the Hotel Window While the City Watched”

By Bridgette, 32, Miami, FL

I never thought it would go that far.
Not with him. Not with me.

Not after the way I swore I’d keep it contained.
But the thing about boundaries is… they don’t mean much once you’re wet and whispering yes in a man’s lap, hips already rolling before your conscience even catches up.



We met for drinks in the lounge of the Intercontinental.
He wore black. Always did. Cuffs rolled, jaw sharp, fingers relaxed around a tumbler of something dark and expensive.

I wore a dress I hadn’t let my husband see me in. Low in the back, silk across my chest, no bra — just the memory of his text that morning:

“Be bare for me tonight. And wear something the city will want to watch you take off.”



The bar was low-lit. Jazz hummed quietly in the background.
He didn’t greet me with a kiss — just slid the second glass toward me and let his eyes travel across my thighs as I crossed them.

“You’re late,” he said softly.

“You’re hard,” I replied, sipping the drink.

He smiled, but didn’t deny it.



We made it twenty minutes before I broke.
Twenty minutes of his hand on my knee, his voice telling me about his last trip, his thumb rubbing small circles just beneath the slit in my dress.

Twenty minutes before I whispered, “Let’s go upstairs or I’ll beg you in front of the pianist.”

He stood immediately.



The suite was on the 27th floor.
City skyline. Massive window. Lights glittering like something waiting to witness.

He didn’t close the curtains.
He didn’t ask if I wanted him to.

Instead, he poured another drink, sat on the edge of the couch, and crooked his finger.

“Come here.”

I stood between his legs. My thighs were already trembling.

“Take the dress off.”

I did. Slow. One strap, then the other. Silk pooling at my ankles like surrender.

He stared up at me. “Turn around.”

I turned.

“Closer.”

I stepped back until I felt the heat of his breath between my cheeks.

Then his mouth — open, warm, filthy — pressed between them.
Tongue sliding down. Flicking.

My knees buckled.

“You taste like guilt and goddamn heaven,” he growled.



He laid back and pulled me on top of him.
No rush. Just guided me down until his cock parted me open and slid in — inch by aching inch.

I gasped. The stretch of him was always too much and exactly what I craved.

My hands found the window behind us. Pressed flat against the glass.

The entire skyline reflected back at me.
I could see us.
My breasts bouncing as I rode him.
His hands gripping my hips, forcing me to take him deeper, over and over.

“You’re shaking,” he said.

“They can see,” I whispered.

“Let them.”

He thrust up harder.

I cried out. Slapped the glass.

He cupped my breast from behind and twisted my nipple.
“Look at yourself. You look like someone’s favorite sin.”



I came first.

Hard. Violent. A wave that crashed so fast I nearly collapsed.

He flipped me over, fucked me deeper.

“Gonna come inside you,” he grunted.

I begged him to. Begged him like I wasn’t married, like this wasn’t wrong, like I hadn’t promised myself this was the last time.

And when he did, when I felt him pulse inside me, he kissed my mouth and whispered,

“Now you can go home and lie about how quiet your night was.”



I did.

I got into bed next to my husband. He stirred, kissed my shoulder.

“You smell like wine and soap.”

“Long bath,” I said softly.

And as he pulled me close, I stared out our window…

And wondered if anyone saw me on the 27th floor.


Confession 17: “I Sucked Him in Public While People Walked Past Us — and No One Knew”

By Nicole, 44, Houston, TX

We weren’t planning on doing anything that night.
It started like it always does with him — easy. Casual. Nothing heavy. Just drinks at the outdoor plaza downtown, cool breeze on my thighs, the hum of a city pretending not to watch.

He picked the table furthest from the crowd. Not empty — just tucked. A long bench seat with a short hedge behind it, warm amber string lights overhead.

I wore a sundress.
No bra. No underwear.
He knew before I even sat down.



We talked. That’s what I love about him.
Even when he wants to ruin me, he makes time for my words.

But there was an edge in his voice that night.
A slight curl of restraint in the way his fingers tapped against the table — his ring finger never still. I knew that rhythm. I felt it between my legs once, fast and tight.

He leaned in, voice low.

“We’re not going to the car tonight. I want you here.”

I blinked. “Here?”

He nodded, eyes steady. “You’ve sucked me in parking garages. Hotel balconies. But not out in the open. Not where we could be heard.”

I hesitated.
Looked around.

No one was watching us. A couple laughed by the fountain. A man on a bike whizzed past. A family nearby waited for their check.
No one close enough.

But close enough.



He slid closer along the bench. The tablecloth draped almost to the seat.

“Come under,” he whispered. “Don’t speak. Just... be mine.”

I slipped under the table like I was picking something up.
The air was cooler down there. Dusty.
His legs spread wide.

And I saw it.

Already hard.
Pressed against his zipper like it wanted out.

I unbuckled him slowly. My fingers trembled.
Unzipped.
Freed him.

His cock sprang out, thick and warm and pulsing in the light that filtered down through the linen.

I looked up.

The bulge of the table hid me completely.
Unless someone stood right beside us, they'd never see.

I opened my mouth.
Took the head between my lips.
Slow. Deliberate.
Let my tongue circle it like I was savoring something stolen.

Above me, he exhaled. A sharp sound. His hand found the top of my head through the tablecloth.

“That’s it,” he whispered. “No one knows. Not even the waiter.”



I sucked him deeper.
Used both hands. Spit pooling down my wrist as I worked him from base to tip.
His cock was hot, slick, heavy.
It pulsed in my mouth when I flattened my tongue along the underside and dragged up — slowly.

I could hear him stifle a groan.

“Don’t stop,” he murmured, barely above breath. “You’re so fucking good at this.”

His hand tightened on my hair.



That’s when the waiter came back.

I froze.
I could hear the clink of glasses, the scrape of the check folder being placed on the table.

“Everything okay here?” the waiter asked cheerfully.

“Perfect,” my man replied. His voice was steady. Smooth.
“She just dropped her napkin.”

My heart thudded. I didn’t move. I could smell his cologne, taste the salt on his skin.

Then — footsteps. Laughter. Distant music. The waiter walked away.

And I kept going.



He came five minutes later.
Silent. Hand pressed to the table.
His cock jerked in my mouth, and I swallowed him greedily — every thick pulse.
It was messy. Shameful. Addictive.

When I emerged, I wiped my lips and sat back like nothing happened.

He looked at me.
Smirked.

“You’re glowing,” he said.

I reached for my drink. “You’re lucky I didn’t climb into your lap.”



That night, we didn’t have sex.
He just drove me home. Kissed my hand.

And when I got in the shower, I could still taste him on my tongue.

And I wanted more.

Confession #18: “His Foot Was Between My Legs the Whole Dinner — While My Husband Talked About His Promotion”

By Vanessa, 40 (Seattle)



If anyone had looked at us that night, they’d have seen a perfectly respectable table of three.

A married couple — me and Daniel — and a family friend, our guest for the evening. Polished, warm, all smiles over halibut and syrah. Celebrating my husband’s promotion with too-expensive wine and a reservation he’d made a week in advance.

But no one knew that while Daniel laughed about office politics…

I was dripping onto my seat.

Because of the man across the table.

Because of his foot.

Because every time I tried to sip my wine, he pressed harder.



His name is Marc.

We’d met six months earlier — during a weekend retreat with Daniel’s college friends. I’d known of him for years. He was the “wild one” of the group — the one who moved to Amsterdam for a woman, the one who never married, the one who looked too long when you crossed your legs.

We didn’t speak much that weekend.

But something clicked the moment we did.

And from then on, it spiraled.

Texts. Then drinks. Then him pressing me up against my own bathroom sink one afternoon when Daniel was still in the shower.

And now… this dinner.



Daniel had invited him.

“Just for fun,” he said. “I haven’t seen Marc in ages.”

I said sure. Smiled. Wore the green silk blouse I knew made my tits look just noticeable enough when I leaned in.

And no underwear.

Just a soft, black skirt. Nothing underneath. Nothing to stop him.



It started around the appetizers.

Marc had kicked off his shoe. I felt his stockinged foot brush my ankle — once, then again. I shifted. Crossed my legs. But then he slid further up, calmly, slowly.

I looked at him.

He didn’t flinch. Just sipped his wine.

The waiter came and went. Plates were set. My husband launched into a story about the partner who always forgets people’s names.

And under the table?

Marc’s foot slid up to my inner thigh. Rested there.

Still.

Like a promise.



I tried to breathe.
Tried not to move.
But I was already wet.

Soaked, actually.

He could feel it through the fabric.

I could feel me through the fabric.

The room felt warmer. The scent of garlic and grilled sea bass made my stomach clench. Marc nudged a little higher. His toes pressed into the spot just above my entrance.

I clenched.

He didn’t stop.



“Babe, you okay?” Daniel asked, cutting his steak.

I blinked. “Yeah. Just… wine’s hitting a little fast.”

Marc smiled at that. That smug, delicious half-smile I’d first seen in Tahoe.

He didn’t take his eyes off me.

He just curled his toes.

Pressed harder.

My fork clattered onto the plate.



By the time the entrees arrived, I was shaking.

Marc’s foot stayed exactly where it was. He didn’t wiggle. Didn’t rush. He just applied pressure. Tiny, rhythmic movements — enough to keep me right at the edge.

I didn’t dare shift in my seat. I knew I’d leave a spot.

I was dripping. I could feel it on the seat beneath me — a warm patch against my thighs. Every time I exhaled, I had to keep it from turning into a moan.



“Dessert?” Daniel asked, grinning. “Or should we head home?”

Marc was finishing the last sip of his drink. Still calm. Still unreadable.

I tried to speak.

But all I managed was:
“I need to use the restroom.”



Marc stood at the same time.

“I’ll get the check,” he said.

I didn’t wait for Daniel’s reply.



The restroom was empty. Dim. Soft lighting. Just the hum of jazz from the overhead speakers.

I didn’t even make it to the stall.

He followed me in without a word. Locked the door.

And pinned me against the counter.

My skirt was up around my waist in seconds. His fingers slid between my legs and groaned when he felt how wet I was.

“From just my foot?” he murmured. “You’re filth.”

I didn’t argue.



He didn’t fuck me.

He just knelt.

Tongue pressed flat to my soaked pussy, licking slow and deep while I gripped the edge of the sink and prayed no one knocked.

I came fast.

One hand clamped over my mouth, legs shaking, pussy pulsing against his face while he moaned into me like he was tasting something he’d craved all week.

When I opened my eyes, he was already wiping his mouth.

Calm.

Like nothing happened.



Ten minutes later, we were back at the table.

Daniel was paying.

“Thanks for coming,” he told Marc. “We should do this more often.”

Marc smiled. “Absolutely.”

And he looked at me — one last time.

My lips still wet. My thighs still open.

And I smiled back.


Confession #19: “I Blew Him on the Back Seat of the Night Bus — And Let His Cum Drip Onto My Tongue”

By Priya, 39 (Trenton, New Jersey)



It was one of those nights where everything feels a little bit off.

The restaurant had been too loud. The wine too cheap. The conversation with my husband too polite. And when we said goodbye to the group, I realized I didn’t want to go home yet.

Which is why I texted Arman.

Just one word:
“Still in town?”

He replied instantly.
“Yup. Where are you?”



Arman isn’t someone I should be seeing.

He’s younger. Looser. Dangerous in the way only a man who has nothing to lose can be. We met at a workshop six months ago. I was married. He knew. That didn’t stop him from making me feel like I still had a body worth wanting.

When he said “Let’s take a ride”, I didn’t expect a city bus.

But there we were, at 10:42 p.m., climbing into the back of a nearly empty bus heading uptown — a few teenagers, one guy asleep with his mouth open, and us.

We slid into the last row, right side. Wide seat. Dim light.

And silence between us.



“I’ve been thinking about your mouth,” he said casually, like he was talking about the weather.

I didn’t reply.
I just let my knees drift open slightly.

The engine hummed. The brakes squeaked as we pulled away from the curb.

He turned toward me.

“Show me.”



I looked around.

The driver was focused on the road. The teens were wearing headphones. The guy across from us had slipped deeper into his jacket.

So I slid down in my seat.

Turned my head.

Unzipped him.



His cock was already hard. Warm. Heavy in my hand.

I stroked him slowly, deliberately. The windows were dark. The streetlights outside flickered in and out as we passed under them.

I bent down.

Opened my mouth.

And took him in.



There was no rush.
No sound but the road and the soft rhythm of my mouth moving on him.

I could feel the bus jostling beneath us — the uneven asphalt, the occasional sharp turn that forced my tongue to press deeper into his shaft.

He exhaled through his nose. One hand on my head.

“You’ve missed this, haven’t you?”

I moaned.
The vibration made him twitch.



His cock hit the back of my throat.

I choked once — softly. Recovered. Took him deeper.

I wrapped one hand around the base and used the other to steady myself on the seat. My mouth worked him slow, steady, hungry.

Outside, the city rolled past.

Inside, my jaw ached, my pussy throbbed, and I felt alive.



I didn’t stop when he warned me.

I wanted it. Needed it.

So when he came, I kept him in my mouth — held him there, tongue flat, swallowing as it pulsed out of him in hot, thick waves.

I let some spill. Let it coat my lips, my chin.

Then I pulled back.

And licked it up.



He zipped himself up. Looked out the window like nothing had happened.

I sat back. Silent. Still warm. Still wet.

And as we rolled past 51st Street, he leaned in and whispered:

“Next time, I want to fuck your throat at a red light.”

I smiled.

“Next time, you’ll beg for it.”

Confession #20: “He Fingered Me in the Gallery — While I Whispered About the Painting’s Composition”

By Simone, 45 (New York City)



He told me not to wear underwear.

And I listened.

Not because I’m submissive.
But because when a man looks you in the eye and says,
“I want your pussy bare under silk, while strangers stand six feet away,”
you don’t argue.

You wonder what it’ll feel like when you’re the only one in the room wet.



The museum was quiet. A Wednesday night members’ event. Just cultured couples with soft voices and wine glasses. Dimmed lights. Miles of white walls and stillness.

I wore a backless black dress. Long sleeves. A side slit high enough to make it look accidental when I stepped wrong.

My heels clicked softly on the marble.

He walked behind me. Calm. Collected. One hand in his coat pocket. The other trailing slightly behind mine, just close enough to remind me he could grab my wrist and own me at any moment.



We stopped in front of the Rothko.

Red. Black. Heat.

I heard him breathe behind me.

And then — two fingers. Light. Sliding over the back of my thigh.

I didn’t move.

A couple stood ten feet away to our right, murmuring about color theory.

He slipped his fingers up my inner thigh — so slow I almost cried out — and pressed them softly between my legs.

No panties.

Just skin.

Just me.



“Tell me what you see,” he said softly, his breath warm behind my ear.

I swallowed.

“The top block is carmine,” I said. “Red, but hungry. Loud.”

His fingers pressed harder.

“And underneath?”

“Black,” I whispered. “But not empty. Not dead. Just… waiting.”

He slid one finger inside me.



I gasped — barely audible. My lips parted. My knees softened.

He leaned in closer.

“Good girl,” he said.

I held the guidebook with one hand, gripping it like a lifeline.

The other hung at my side, trembling.



He fingered me like he’d painted the scene himself.

Slow. Steady. Curved just enough to make my belly twist. The pad of his thumb found my clit and moved with such maddening grace that I almost forgot where we were.

The couple to our right was now talking about brushstrokes.

His fingers curled. My eyes fluttered shut.

“Simone,” he warned gently, “look at the painting.”

I did.

And came.



A quiet, body-clenching, pulse-throbbing orgasm that soaked down his fingers and into the seam of my dress.

He pulled back.

Wiped his hand against my thigh — soft, as if signing his work.



When I turned to look at him, he was already walking toward the sculpture gallery.

As if nothing had happened.

As if I wasn’t still trembling in front of a Rothko, dripping into my own stockings, pulse pounding in my throat.

And the only thought in my head?

What would he do in front of the marble nude?


Confession #21: “I Gave Him a Handjob Under the Blanket on Our Red-Eye Flight — Because He Was Hurting, and I Couldn’t Pretend Anymore”

By Rachel, 41 (Portland)



I never imagined the first time I’d touch another man would be 30,000 feet in the air, under an airline blanket, while my husband slept two time zones away.

But heartbreak has its own gravity.

And that night, I let myself drift toward it.



His name is Travis.

He’s been in our lives forever — my husband’s best friend from high school, the guy who helped us move into our house, who played guitar at our wedding, who’s stayed over on our couch more times than I can count.

He’s always been the safe one. Steady. Kind. A little too quiet. The kind of man who shows up with your favorite coffee order before you even realize you need it.

And then his girlfriend left.

Nine years. Just like that. No warning. No apology.

He didn’t tell anyone for three days.

And when he finally did — over a beer on our back deck — his voice cracked halfway through the sentence.

That was the first time I looked at him differently.

Not sexually.

Just… deeply.



A few weeks later, I found myself sitting next to him on a red-eye to Boston.

My husband couldn’t make the conference last-minute, so Travis came instead. He had no reason to, really. But when I asked, he just said, “Might be good to get out for a bit.”

We booked separate seats, but ended up side by side anyway — the airline bumped us together during check-in.

And somehow, it felt… easy.

Until the lights went down.



We were both quiet as the plane taxied.

I had my cardigan draped over my lap, the standard paper-thin blanket folded on top. Travis shifted in his seat, head back, hands folded, eyes closed but not asleep.

I knew he hadn’t been sleeping much lately. I could see it in his face — the tension in his jaw, the hollowness under his eyes. That kind of sadness doesn’t fade with time. It gets quieter, heavier.

He sighed once. Barely audible.

And without thinking, I reached out and placed my hand over his.

Just lightly.

He opened his eyes. Turned his palm upward to meet mine.

And I felt the space between us shift.



We didn’t speak.

We didn’t smile.

But his fingers curled around mine — not tight, just there.

I looked forward. The cabin was dim. Most passengers already asleep. Quiet blue glows from seatback screens. A soft snore from somewhere behind us.

He shifted again, and our thighs touched — warm denim against yoga pants.

I let them stay there.

And that’s when I felt it.

His hand slid slowly off the armrest and onto my knee — cautious, trembling.

He didn’t move further. Didn’t dare.

But I did.



I pulled the blanket up a little higher.

Slid my hand back onto his thigh.

There was a long, suspended silence. A pause so thick I thought I might suffocate in it.

Then I moved my hand higher.



He was hard.

Already.

I felt it through the fabric of his sweatpants — thick, warm, aching.

My heart pounded.

I didn’t look at him.
Didn’t say a word.

I just slipped my fingers past the waistband and into the heat of him.



He gasped. So quiet. But I felt it.

Felt it in the way his entire body stiffened beside me.

My fingers curled around him. Slow. Gentle. Testing. The way you’d touch something forbidden and precious at the same time.

He was so hard it hurt to squeeze.

But I did.

Soft strokes at first. Barely any movement.

Just… connection.



He breathed through his nose, sharp and shallow.

I kept my eyes forward. On the tiny screen playing some mindless cooking show.

All while my hand moved under the blanket, working him inch by inch — base to tip, tip to base — in the slowest, filthiest rhythm I could manage without being seen.

I could feel the pulse in him. The tension.

He turned his head slightly.

Whispered, “Rachel…”

I didn’t stop.

“Please,” he said. “You don’t have to—”

“I know,” I whispered. “I want to.”



The plane dipped slightly.

The seatbelt sign blinked on.

A beep. A voice overhead announcing turbulence.

My wrist kept moving.

Steady. Quiet.

I pressed my lips together to keep from making a sound when his cock jumped in my palm.

He was close.

I could tell.

His breathing grew tighter. His leg jerked once. My thumb twisted just below the head, and his hand gripped the blanket so hard I thought it might tear.

And then he came.



Hot.

Thick.

All over my hand.

I held him through it — kept stroking as he twitched, spilled, collapsed into the seat beside me with a long, shaking breath.

Then I pulled my hand out, discreetly wiped it inside my cardigan.

And rested it on my own thigh.

He didn’t speak.

Just turned his head slightly toward me and whispered:

“Thank you.”

Like it wasn’t sex.

Like it was mercy.



We landed just after 6 a.m.

Neither of us spoke about it.

But as we wheeled our suitcases into the hotel lobby, he let his fingers brush mine again.

And this time, I held on.


Confession #22: “He Made Me Cum at the Dinner Table — Right Across from My Mom”

By Alina, 32 (Minneapolis)



I don’t know when it started.

Maybe the day I let him tie me up for the first time.
Maybe the moment I realized I loved being made to behave while something filthy pulsed inside me.

But I do know this:

Last Saturday, I sat at a white-linen table across from my mother — her knife sawing through steak, her mouth full of stories — while my husband made me cum in front of her.

I’m not exaggerating.
I literally came at the dinner table.

Let me start from the beginning.



It was Mom’s 65th, and I’d planned the whole thing. Her favorite restaurant, all the kids, a private corner booth. I even wore the dress she always loved on me — a sleeveless navy number with a soft drape and a slit that showed just enough thigh to tease but not scandalize.

What she didn’t know was that under the dress, I was wearing something else.

A sleek little remote-controlled vibe that tucked in just under my panties. Thin. Quiet. Coated in soft black silicone. He’d bought it for me two weeks earlier and kept threatening to “take it out in public.”

I told him no.
Told him that was crossing a line.
Told him, “You’d never make me wear that to a family dinner.”

And then Saturday came.



I was brushing my hair when he walked in, holding the vibrator between two fingers like a dare.

“No,” I said immediately.

He just smiled, stepped behind me, slid his hand between my legs — slow, warm — and kissed the side of my neck. His stubble grazed the spot just below my ear. I swear my knees almost buckled.

“Wear it,” he whispered. “Just for me. Just tonight.”

I stared at us in the mirror. His arms wrapped around me. His hand already teasing the edge of my underwear. I could see the heat in my own eyes. The tension in my throat.

Without a word, I reached down, took the toy from him… and slid it inside.



We arrived fifteen minutes early. I was already pulsing.

The device was off, but I felt it. Like a secret. Tucked between my folds, pressing against my clit just enough to remind me that I was wet. Exposed. His.

The others showed up — my mom in her pearls, my brother and his yoga wife, my stepson from my first marriage. All small talk and hugs and “God, you look amazing, Alina.”

I smiled. Sat. Tried to keep my breathing normal.

Then, halfway through the appetizers — just as my mom was telling a story about my dad’s fishing trips — I saw his hand slide under the table.

His other hand rested calmly beside his wine.

I felt it.

The buzz.

Low. Gentle. Like a whisper inside my body.

My spine went rigid. My thighs tensed.

I glanced over at him. He didn’t look at me. Just lifted his fork, took a bite of caprese, and kept listening to my mom.

But his thumb?

His thumb was on the remote.



“Alina, are you okay?” my mom asked, frowning.

“Just a little warm,” I managed. “Maybe the wine.”

He glanced at me then. Finally. His mouth curved. Just slightly. Smug fucker.

I pressed my thighs together. The vibration slowed… then picked up again, pulsing faster now. Not loud, but thick. A thrum I could feel in my nipples, in my teeth, in my lungs.

He whispered, “Lift your wine glass. Smile.”

I did.

I smiled. I sipped. I clenched.

The tablecloth rustled over my lap as my thighs rubbed involuntarily. I was soaked. I could feel the wetness seeping into my underwear. My hands were trembling, but I kept one on my knife and the other in my lap — trying to cover what was happening underneath.

I wasn’t just horny.
I was close.



He leaned toward me, still playing with the remote.

“Alina,” he murmured. “Now.”

It hit me like a wave. Hot. Quiet. Tight.
I held the edge of the table. My nails dug into the linen. My eyes fluttered. I bit the inside of my cheek, hard.

I came.

I fucking came — right there, across from my mother. My body jerked, just slightly. My stomach trembled. My thighs twitched under the table.

The world didn’t stop.

But I did.

My husband reached for the bread basket, cool as anything, and slid it closer to my mom.

“To family,” he said, smiling at her.

My body was still humming. Still clenched around nothing. My pussy throbbed with every heartbeat. I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move. Just sat there, dazed, pretending to listen to talk of Medicare and yoga retreats.

His hand found my knee under the table. Gave it one slow, possessive squeeze.

I looked at him.

He mouthed: Mine.



We made it through dessert somehow.

Outside, in the car, I collapsed against the passenger seat.

“You asshole,” I whispered, breathless.

He leaned over, kissed the edge of my jaw, and whispered in my ear:

“Don’t pretend you didn’t love every second of it.”

I didn’t answer.

But I let him slide his fingers up my wet thighs as we sat there in the parking lot — headlights flashing across us, my dress still clinging to my damp skin, the scent of steak and orgasm still clinging to my breath.


Confession #23: “We Fucked on the Ferris Wheel — and I Moaned His Name with Kids Below”

By Tasha, 44 (San Diego)



We weren’t supposed to be there together.

Not at the fair. Not in public. Not holding hands.

But there I was — married, responsible, 44 — in line for the Ferris wheel with Jake, my old friend from college, while my husband thought I was at a PTA fundraiser.

And Jake?

Jake had his fingers looped through mine like he had every right to. His forearm brushed my breast with every step we took. His thumb traced slow circles into my palm.

No one knew who we were. That was the thrill.

Just two people in line. Not a mother-of-two with a mortgage. Not a man who used to sit next to me in Psych 203 whispering, “You know I always wanted to fuck you, right?”

He still whispered that.

Except now he meant it.



The lights from the carnival glowed warm on my skin — amber, red, pulsing. Kids screamed in the distance. Grease and sugar hung thick in the air. And I could still taste him on my tongue from earlier in the car.

He’d kissed me so hard I gasped. His mouth tasted like Red Bull and recklessness. He’d grabbed the back of my head and held me there while he sucked on my lower lip like he owned it. Then, just as suddenly, he’d stopped and said:

“Let’s go somewhere high.”

I should’ve said no.

I should’ve.



But now we were inside the Ferris wheel cabin.

Just us. Sliding doors shut behind us.

His hand on my thigh before we even lifted off the ground.

“You wore this dress on purpose,” he said.

I did.

It was soft, black, short enough to feel risky — and loose enough for him to slide his hand up without resistance. He was already halfway there.

The wheel jolted and began to rise. My stomach flipped.

So did my conscience.

“I shouldn’t be here,” I said, breathless.

Jake just leaned in and pressed his mouth to my ear.

“You say that every time. And then you moan my name.”

His fingers brushed the edge of my panties. I froze. He didn’t stop.

“You wet for me already?”

I hated how easy the answer was. “Yes.”



The gondola rocked as we climbed higher.

Below us: families, children, funnel cake vendors, fireworks booths.

Up here: my legs spread, his fingers sliding into me.

I gasped. Clutched the metal bar behind me.

“Jake…”

“Shhh,” he said, eyes locked on mine. “Keep quiet or I’ll make it worse.”

He hooked a finger. My back arched.

My dress was around my hips now. My panties pushed aside. His fingers were slick with me, his thumb playing slow circles on my clit while he watched me lose it.

My knees started shaking.

“You’re gonna cum in the air, babe. Over the whole damn fair.”

I looked out the window. People were right there. Ant-sized. But they were there.

He pulled me onto his lap.



“No,” I whispered. “Jake, no, they’ll see—”

But he’d already unzipped. Already hard. Thick. Angry red tip nudging my entrance.

My heart pounded. My head spun.

He grabbed my hips. Pulled me down.

I slid onto him with a soft, desperate cry.

My thighs spread over his, my knees on either side of the seat, dress bunched around my waist, and his cock deep inside me.

He held my waist, grinding up into me slow, filthy, delicious.

“You’re squeezing me so tight,” he growled into my neck.

I bit down on my lip to keep from screaming.

Outside, the wheel kept turning. Below, laughter. Music. Announcements.

Inside, sweat. Wetness. Need.



The gondola jerked slightly — stopped near the top.

He looked at me. That smirk I hated.

“Perfect view,” he said, and then grabbed my ass and started thrusting harder.

My hands shot to the glass. My cheek pressed against the cold window.

I moaned. Couldn’t help it.

“Jake—fuck—oh god—”

“That’s it. Let them hear you.”

He rammed up into me. Every bounce sent little squeaks from the bench, the metal creaking, my breath fogging the glass.

My pussy tightened around him. I was shaking now.

“You’re gonna cum,” he said. “You always do when you’re scared.”

I looked down.

The people looked like ants.

I looked back.

And I came.

Hard. Silently, mouth open. But my body betrayed me. I clenched around him, and my hips bucked and rolled, desperate for more.

He groaned deep, wrapped one arm around my waist, pulled me in close, and whispered:

“I’m gonna cum in you.”



And he did.

He filled me while I was still trembling. Still half-naked. Still straddling him in a Ferris wheel pod while the ride started moving again.

I felt it drip. Warm. Sticky. Wrong.

He kissed my neck. Zipped up. Smoothed my dress.

By the time we hit the ground again, I looked just like anyone else.

Except I was soaked in someone else’s cum.



As we walked back through the fair, my phone buzzed.

[Husband]: “How’s the fundraiser? Everything okay?”

Jake peeked over my shoulder and grinned.

I typed back: “All good. Just got some air.”

And Jake?

He leaned in and whispered, “You moaned my name. I heard it. So did God.”


Confession #24: “I Got Fucked in a Bathroom Stall While Everyone Knocked and Waited”

By Kayla, 39 (Los Angeles)



It wasn’t planned.

That’s the part I keep coming back to.
It wasn’t something I fantasized about. Not something I searched for.

But maybe that’s why I let it happen.

Because it didn’t feel like cheating.
It felt like… surrender.



I’d gone to this dive bar downtown with coworkers after a long week. Nothing fancy — cheap drinks, loud music, low light. I wore jeans, a tank top under a loose cardigan. No makeup. Just lip balm and exhaustion.

The kind of night where you let your hair down but still keep your guard up.

I hadn’t even finished my first drink when I saw him.

He was leaning against the wall near the restrooms. Big. Quiet. Black hoodie, buzz cut, a jawline that could cut glass. Not handsome exactly — but magnetic.

And the way he looked at me?

Like he knew I hadn’t been fucked right in months.

Like he knew I’d let him do whatever he wanted if he just didn’t stop looking.



I tried to ignore it.

Finished my drink. Laughed too loudly at someone’s joke. Avoided his eyes for a full ten minutes.

But when I finally got up to pee, I felt him follow me.

Not close. Just… there.

I stepped into the women’s restroom. Two stalls, flickering light, grimy mirror. The place smelled like piss and dollar-store perfume.

I locked the door behind me and sat.

But before I could even wipe—

knock knock knock.

Three sharp taps. Then a pause.

I didn’t speak.

He didn’t either.

Then I heard it — the door behind me slowly click open.

He’d slipped in. Into my stall.



I looked up.

It was him.

We didn’t say a word.

His hands went to my waistband, and I let him. My jeans slid down to my knees. My panties followed.

I stood up. Heart racing. Mouth dry.

He turned me around, bent me over the tank, and unzipped.

The sound of his fly echoed louder than it should’ve. So did the first knock on the door.

“Occupied,” I croaked.

Another knock. Another.

And then — he slid inside me.



No condom. No warning. Just thick cock and force.

I gasped. My forehead hit the tile. My hands braced the cold porcelain.

His grip was rough. One hand on my hip. The other on my hair.

He didn’t talk.

He just fucked.

Hard. Deep. Fast. No rhythm — just need. My body shook. My ass bounced against his thighs. Every thrust slapped skin on skin. Loud. Obscene.

I moaned. Bit my lip. Tried to keep still.

He grunted behind me — low, primal.

Then another knock. Louder.

“Come on, hurry up!”

I didn’t answer.

But he did.

He grabbed my mouth. Covered it. Thrust harder.

And I came.

Fast. Violent. Legs shaking. Pussy squeezing. Slick and ruined.



He didn’t slow down.

He pulled out, gripped the base of his cock, and jerked fast.

I turned — couldn’t help it — just in time to see it.

He grunted.

And came all over my bare ass.

Thick ropes. Hot. Messy.

Then silence.

Just the sound of both of us breathing.



He zipped up. Wiped his hand on my cardigan. And slipped out of the stall without a word.

Gone.



I sat there in shock. Cum dripping down the back of my thigh. Staring at the graffiti on the metal door.

Then I wiped. Pulled up my jeans. Didn’t clean the rest.

Walked out without looking at anyone.

And when I got home, I masturbated twice.



I never saw him again.

But I think about him when I’m alone.
When I’m in public restrooms.
When I smell piss and cheap perfume.
When I want to feel used again.


Confession #25: “He Dared Me to Do It — So I Got on My Knees in Public and Took a Stranger’s Cock in My Mouth”

By Mia, 42 (Denver)



I honestly never thought I’d write this down.

Not because I’m ashamed — I’m not. But because once you say something out loud, it stops being a secret. And what happened that night still lives somewhere between a secret and a shock, even to me.

It started with a quiet drive home from dinner.

We’d had a couple of drinks. Nothing crazy. The conversation had been good — relaxed, fun. But the entire time, there was a sort of… energy under the surface. The kind we don’t name anymore, now that we’ve been married almost 12 years.

When we pulled off the highway to get gas, I could already feel him watching me.



There was a weird little plaza next to the station — one of those 24-hour stops with a food court, a vape shop, and a row of shops that were mostly closed.

We parked for a bit. Just sat in the car. And then he said it:

“Would you ever do something… in public?”

I laughed at first. “You mean like flashing someone?”

“No,” he said, still staring forward. “Like… really do something. Out there.”

I looked at him.

He was serious.

And I could feel something in me stir — something warm and reckless that had been buried under laundry and routines and PTA texts for too long.

So I asked, “Like what?”

He looked at me. Really looked.

And said, “Like suck someone off. Just once. Somewhere… risky.”



The silence after was long. I could hear myself breathing. I could feel the heat rise under my skin.

I said nothing.

He shrugged like it wasn’t a big deal and went back to scrolling through his phone.

But it stayed in my head.

And maybe it was the wine. Or maybe it was the fact that he’d stopped asking for sex at home, and I wanted to see if he still felt something.

But I said:

“Where would I even do that?”



Ten minutes later, we were parked behind the food court building. The back side faced an alley — mostly empty, lit by a single buzzing light.

He didn’t pressure me. Didn’t even get out of the car.

He just said:
“You don’t have to. But if you do… I’ll be right here.”

I stepped out.



I walked to the side of the building and leaned against a low wall. I didn’t feel sexy. I felt nervous. A little sick. I kept looking back toward the car.

And then a man came out of the shop next door — maybe early 30s, dark jacket, earbuds in. He glanced at me. Hesitated.

And then — walked over.

“Everything okay?” he asked.

I nodded. “Yeah.”

He looked me over. Then, quietly:
“Are you… waiting for someone?”

I didn’t answer.

But I looked at him.

And then I slowly sank to my knees.



The concrete was cold. Rough on my bare knees through my jeans. My palms shook as I unzipped him.

Still no words.

He was already half hard — warm in my hand. I opened my mouth and took him in.

The air smelled like pavement and fried food. My hair fell into my face. I felt the tip slide against the back of my tongue and I tried not to cough.

His hand came to rest on the back of my head. Not forceful. Just there.

I heard a car in the distance. Voices.

But I didn’t stop.

I kept sucking. Slow. Wet. Careful not to be seen — and too turned on to care if we were.



He started breathing harder. His hips moved just a little.

And then — he came.

It happened fast. Hot, thick spurts in my mouth. I swallowed without thinking. Some of it hit my lip. I wiped it with my sleeve.

He zipped up. Still no words.

And left.



I stood up.

Shaky. Still buzzing. Kind of stunned.

I walked back to the car.

Got in.

Closed the door.

He didn’t say anything for a minute.

Then finally, softly:
“Did you like it?”

I stared out the window.

Then turned to him and said, “I don’t know. But I’d do it again.”



That was six months ago.

We haven’t told anyone. Haven’t done it again either.

But sometimes — when we’re in line for coffee or stuck in traffic — he’ll lean over and whisper:

“I still see you on your knees.”

And when he says that?

I feel it too.


Confession #26: “He Made Me Wear a Toy to the Mall — and Turned It On While I Was Talking to a Salesgirl”

By Natalie, 39 (Chicago)



I used to think public play was just for porn stars.

You know — the fake moans in a grocery store, the exhibitionist stuff that felt staged and too loud. I never imagined I’d be that woman — thighs shaking in public, eyes glassy, trying not to moan while someone helped me find a size eight.

But then again, I didn’t think I’d marry someone like Eric.



We’ve been together ten years.

Still have sex. Still kiss in elevators. But like any long relationship, things shift. Life gets full — bills, family, endless to-do lists. And then one night in bed, he whispered:

“I want you to wear something for me tomorrow.”

I turned my head, half-asleep. “What kind of something?”

He kissed my shoulder.

“Something that makes you wet. Even if I’m not there.”



The next morning, the toy was on my pillow.

Small. Sleek. Wireless. One button. His.

He’d paired it with my phone the night before and grinned like he was giving me jewelry.

“Mall at 3:15,” he said as he left for work.
“Wear something short. No panties.”



I don’t know what got into me. Maybe I missed the edge. Or maybe I just liked the idea of being his little secret in a public place.

I wore a sundress. White, with tiny green flowers. It hit mid-thigh. Loose enough to hide anything. Dangerous enough if I bent over wrong.

And no panties. Nothing underneath.

I could feel the toy as I walked into the mall — pressing, tucked perfectly against me. Not buzzing. Just there. A promise.



He messaged at 3:12:

You there?

I replied:

Just walked into Zara.

Good. Go to the jeans section.

And wait.

I did.

My heart was pounding. I wandered over to a rack of cropped denim and pretended to browse. There was a salesgirl folding tops at the next table.

And then — it started.



Just a pulse at first.

A soft buzz against my clit. Low. Focused. My legs stiffened. I tried to breathe slow.

“Need any help?” the salesgirl asked.

I turned, smiled, nodded.

Buzz buzz buzz.

“I’m looking for something casual,” I said, voice tight.

She handed me a pair of straight-legs. “These run a little big.”

I nodded. “Thanks.”

Longer buzz.

I bit the inside of my cheek. My thighs clenched.



My phone buzzed again. A message from him:

Take them to the changing room.
Put them on.
Keep the toy in.

I walked, carefully, trying not to show the way my knees wanted to buckle.

The door clicked shut behind me.

I set my purse down, slipped the jeans on.

He turned the setting up.

I gasped — out loud.

Pressed my hand between my legs and bent over. The seam of the denim pushed the toy harder into place. I could feel myself soaking.



Another buzz. Another message.

Take a pic.

I snapped one — half-body, jeans unbuttoned, hand in my hair. I was flushed. Wet.

I’m right outside.

My breath caught.

Door 3?

I typed back:
Yes.

He knocked once.

And slipped inside.



We didn’t fuck.

We didn’t even kiss.

He pressed me against the wall, reached under the jeans, pulled the toy out slow — soaked — and licked his fingers right there.

I could barely breathe.

He whispered:

“You’re the hottest thing in this mall.”

Then tucked the toy in his pocket.

And left.



I buttoned my jeans, legs shaking. Walked out like nothing had happened.

The salesgirl smiled. “Those work?”

I smiled back.

“They fit perfectly.”


Confession #27: “I Was on My Knees in the Changing Room, His Wife Just Outside — And I Still Took His Cock in My Mouth”

By Lauren, 41 (St. Louis)



It wasn’t supposed to go that far.

It never is, right?

You flirt. You trade looks. You have lunch a little too often. You convince yourself it’s nothing — you’re just awake around him in a way you haven’t been in years.

And then suddenly, you’re in a dressing room with your mouth full of cock, and his wife is standing just a few feet away asking if he wants a different size.

That was me.

And this is what happened.



His name is Mark. I met him through my husband.

Work connections, of course. They’d co-hosted an industry dinner. Mark had this calm, clipped way of speaking, and a smile that never quite reached his eyes. The kind of man who seems like he’s always holding something back.

I noticed it the first night — the way his gaze lingered on my legs when I crossed them. The way he said “nice to meet you, Lauren” like he already had.

After that, he started texting. Nothing overt. Just… checking in. Commenting on an article. Sending a photo from his walk. All innocent. Until it wasn’t.

Until it felt like every message he sent curled a little deeper into my stomach.



Two months later, we ended up together at a shopping plaza — a weird, accidental convergence of errands and crossed paths. My husband had dropped me off at Nordstrom Rack and was waiting in the café across the street. Mark had come with his wife — she was shopping for new running tights.

I should have walked away. I didn’t.

We wandered over to the men’s section. His wife was trying on jackets. He grabbed a pair of joggers and looked at me.

“Come with me?” he asked, casual.

I hesitated. Swallowed. Nodded.

The changing rooms were quiet. A row of empty stalls. His wife called out, “I’ll wait by the mirrors, babe!”

And he smiled, opened a door, and tugged me inside.



The door clicked shut.

Everything else… slowed.

He dropped the joggers onto the bench. Looked at me like he’d been waiting weeks to be in that small, enclosed space. I stood with my back against the wall, my heart hammering so hard I could feel it in my throat.

He stepped closer.

No words.

Just hands — on my hips, in my hair, his mouth brushing mine in a kiss that felt wrong and familiar all at once.

He whispered:
“You don’t have to. Just say stop.”

But I didn’t.

I reached down and unzipped him instead.



He was already hard.

I wrapped my fingers around him, slow. His cock was thick, warm, pulsing in my grip. I looked up at him — once — then sank to my knees.

The floor smelled faintly of cologne and rubber soles. My breath fogged the mirror for a second as I leaned forward.

I licked the tip. Let it rest on my tongue.

He groaned — low, just for me.

My hands slid around the back of his thighs. I opened my mouth wider. Took him in.



It wasn’t frantic. It wasn’t fast.

It was deliberate.

Slow sucks, deep pulls, my tongue curled along the underside. He rested one hand on the back of my head, breathing through his nose, jaw tight.

I could hear muffled voices just outside the stall.

The salesgirl asking if anyone needed help.

Then her voice again:
“Sir? Do you need another size?”

Mark exhaled sharply.

I pulled back just slightly, his cock still wet and swollen in my mouth.

He looked down, and mouthed:
“Say something.”

I wiped my lips with the back of my hand, cleared my throat, and called out:

“Almost done!”



I took him back in before the words even faded.

This time, I was messier.

Hungrier.

I let spit drip. Let him hit the back of my throat. I gagged. He groaned.

He didn’t stop me.

My knees were burning. My thighs clenched. I rubbed them together as if it could relieve the ache. My pussy was soaked. I could feel it — the warmth, the wetness spreading between my legs like it had been waiting for this for weeks.

His cock twitched in my mouth.

He whispered:

“Fuck, Lauren. I’m gonna cum—”

And I held him tighter.



He came hard.

Hot spurts, deep in my throat. I swallowed without thinking. My eyes closed. I moaned — softly — as the last of it pulsed against my tongue.

He breathed heavily above me. His hand stayed in my hair.

Then, slowly, he stepped back. Zipped up. Adjusted his shirt.

I stood. Legs weak. Mouth swollen. He looked at me — really looked.

Then smiled.

Just once.



We opened the door.

His wife was standing at the mirror. She glanced at us, distracted. “Those fit okay?”

He nodded. “Yeah. Not bad.”

I said nothing.

Just walked out. Past the salesgirl. Past the clothes.
Back into the world.

But my mouth still tasted like him.

And I liked it.   

Confession #28: “He Made Me Cum in Aisle 7 While My Husband Picked Cereal”

By Tasha, 38 (Austin)



If you saw me that day, you wouldn’t have thought anything of it.

Just a woman in a hoodie and leggings, pushing a half-full shopping cart through a suburban H-E-B, probably rushing to get home in time to cook dinner.

But that’s the point, right?

You never really know what’s happening inside a person.
Or what they’re hiding.

Because that day?

That was the day I came — full-body shaking, thighs trembling, biting my own tongue — in a grocery store aisle… while my husband stood one row over, comparing granola prices.

And the man who made me do it?

Wasn’t him.



His name’s Derrick.

He’s younger. Confident. A little too smooth. And somehow, he always smells like cedar and heat.

We’d started texting three weeks earlier — after an innocent introduction through a mutual friend. A casual flirt turned into a real confession: my marriage had grown still. I still loved my husband. But my body? It had started craving something… unspoken.

Derrick heard it in my voice.

He never pushed.
He just waited.

Until one day, I asked:
“What would you do if I met you in public?”

And he replied:

“I’d find a way to touch you. Without anyone knowing.”



That Friday, I told my husband we needed to stock up.

We drove together. I wore soft black leggings and a long tan sweatshirt that covered my hips. No bra. No panties.

We were halfway through the store when I saw Derrick.

He wasn’t supposed to be there. Not really. He just happened to be shopping too — in tight jeans, grey henley, baseball cap low over his eyes.

Our eyes met in the produce section.

He didn’t smile. He just nodded.

I felt a throb between my legs.



My husband walked off toward the breakfast aisle.

Derrick trailed me, one aisle behind. Watching.
I felt it. I felt his eyes.

I stopped in the cleaning aisle — mostly empty — and bent slightly to check the bottom shelf.

That’s when it happened.

A warm hand grazed my lower back.

Then lower. Just an inch above the top of my leggings.

He leaned in and whispered:

“Do you know how wet you are?”

I froze.

And then, I pushed my hips back — just slightly.

His fingers slid under my sweatshirt.

Then under the waistband.



I gasped.

He was in. Two fingers, between my thighs, spreading me gently, confidently.

I braced myself against the shelf.

I could feel the heat rushing up my chest. My cheeks flushed. My legs were already shaking. I wanted to cry out.

But I didn’t.

I bit down on my lip and whispered:

“Don’t stop.”

He didn’t.



The store music played soft ‘90s pop. A cart rolled by at the end of the aisle. Somewhere nearby, a child was asking for marshmallows.

And I was standing completely still — head tilted forward, one hand gripping the detergent shelf, while a man who wasn’t my husband slid his fingers in and out of my soaked pussy like he’d done it a hundred times before.

I came within sixty seconds.

Hard. Fast. No warning. My knees locked, breath caught, eyes wide. I felt it soak through — warm on his hand, wet between my thighs.

He slowly pulled his fingers out. Wiped them on the inside of my sweatshirt.

And walked away.



A minute later, I joined my husband near the cereal boxes.

He looked up. “You okay?”

I nodded. Smiled.

“Just a little warm in here.”



That night, Derrick texted me one photo:

His fingers, glistening. A note beside them:

“Your taste lingers.”

And I realized I wasn’t done.

Not even close.


Confession #29: “He Made Me Cum Standing Up in a Crowded Train Car — Without Ever Undressing Me”

By Anita, 40 (New York)



It was rush hour.
Which meant the usual: shoulder to shoulder, not enough air, and barely any space to breathe.

I was already regretting not taking an Uber when I stepped onto that uptown train — wearing a thin pencil skirt, no underwear, and a tucked-in black blouse that I’d buttoned up too high in the morning and was slowly undoing, one snap at a time.

But I wasn’t going home alone.

Because he was there too.

Derrick.



We weren’t dating. He wasn’t my husband.
In fact, my husband had kissed my cheek at 8:45 a.m. and told me not to forget the dry cleaning.

I didn’t.

But I forgot everything else when Derrick pressed up behind me in that train — his chest firm against my back, one hand gripping the metal pole, the other sliding down, down… until his fingertips touched the curve of my ass.



He whispered in my ear:

“No panties today, huh?”

I didn’t answer.
Didn’t need to.

He knew.



We were pressed between a college student glued to his AirPods and a woman holding a Trader Joe’s bag.

No one had space to move.
Which made what happened next feel even more dangerous.

His hand drifted lower.
Between my legs.
Just under the hem of my skirt.

His fingers found the heat — the wet — and paused.

Then, slowly, without so much as a look, he started circling.

Right there. On that crowded train.



The lights flickered. A jolt in the tracks. I stumbled forward — and he caught me with his hips.

His fingers pressed harder. Not fast. Not frantic. Just constant.

I closed my eyes.
Clenched my jaw.

There were too many people.

Too much risk.

Which made it unbearably hot.



He leaned in again, breath warm against my neck.

“If you cum before 86th, I’ll stop. If you don’t…”
He didn’t finish.

I didn’t want him to.



The hum of the train. The sway of the bodies. The sound of someone coughing, someone laughing. And behind it all — his fingers working me open, slow and steady, like he knew my body better than I did.

I could feel my orgasm building — quietly, traitorously — while I stood there, holding a bag of files and pretending to read the subway map.

My knees buckled.

He whispered:
“Hold still.”

And I did.



I came just past 77th.

Softly. Breath caught. Jaw tight. No moan. Just a slow quake that started in my thighs and climbed up my spine like a stolen flame.

He kept his fingers there for a moment longer.

Just enough for me to feel it leak onto them.

Then he pulled away.

Wiped them on the inside of my skirt hem.

And whispered:

“See you Monday.”



I got off at 86th. Alone.

Face flushed. Thighs damp.

No one noticed.

Or maybe they did.

Confession #30: “He Made Me Cum in My Seat — With His Fingers Under the Armrest at 37,000 Feet”

By Alisha, 42 (Boston)



I don’t think I’ve ever been more aware of my body than I was at 37,000 feet — seat 24B, legs crossed, window shade halfway down, a stranger on my right… and my lover’s fingers buried just under the blanket covering my lap.

It wasn’t supposed to happen.

He was just… traveling with me.

That’s what we told ourselves.



We’d booked separate seats, of course. That was part of the game. We weren’t married. Not to each other, anyway. But the idea of being on a flight together — sharing a space without being seen — had always turned me on more than I wanted to admit.

And somehow, on this particular trip, the seat map shifted last minute. He was right next to me.

24A. Me in 24B.
Middle seat hell. Or so I thought.

Turns out, it was the best seat in the sky.



I wore leggings. No panties. Just a long cardigan over a soft tank, and a thin blanket the airline handed out as we boarded.

He didn’t say anything for the first hour.

We sipped ginger ale. Scrolled our phones. Ate almonds in silence. But I could feel it in the way his leg pressed into mine — casual, innocent. Constant.

And then… turbulence.

The fasten seatbelt sign dinged.

His hand slid onto the shared armrest.

And then below it.



The first touch was like lightning.

Fingertips — warm and sure — pressing into my inner thigh under the blanket.

I flinched.

He didn’t look at me.

Just leaned back. Eyes half-closed. Like he wasn’t finger-fucking me in economy while a teenager in a hoodie slept against the aisle seat beside us.



I turned my head.

Whispered:
“Are you serious?”

He didn’t open his eyes. Just said:

“You’re soaked through, aren’t you?”

My breath caught. I didn’t answer.

He already knew.



His fingers slid higher. Two of them now, parting me slowly. No rush. The pad of his thumb brushing lightly over my clit. The hum of the plane covered the soft, wet sounds of what he was doing to me. Or maybe no one was even listening.

I gripped the blanket tighter.

Crossed my legs.

Then uncrossed them again.

He didn’t stop.



I started rocking.

Tiny, nearly invisible movements. Just enough friction.

I bit my tongue. Closed my eyes.

There was something almost cruel about how still he was — like he could’ve been sleeping, his hand calmly ruining me under a flimsy Delta blanket.

I came just after the second drink service.

Silently. Desperately. My thighs clenched, my breath locked in my chest. I shook once — barely — but it rippled through me like a whispered scream.

He held still while I came down.

Then pulled his hand away.

And licked his thumb.



We didn’t speak for the next hour.

Just sat there. The world outside the window soft and white.

But as we started our descent, he leaned in close and said:

“You left a stain on your seat.”

I smiled.

“So did you.”


Confession #31: “His Foot Was Between My Legs the Whole Dinner — While My Husband Talked About His Promotion”

By Vanessa, 40 (Seattle, Washington)



If anyone had looked at us that night, they’d have seen a perfectly respectable table of three.

A married couple — me and Daniel — and a family friend, our guest for the evening. Polished, warm, all smiles over halibut and syrah. Celebrating my husband’s promotion with too-expensive wine and a reservation he’d made a week in advance.

But no one knew that while Daniel laughed about office politics…

I was dripping onto my seat.

Because of the man across the table.

Because of his foot.

Because every time I tried to sip my wine, he pressed harder.



His name is Marc.

We’d met six months earlier — during a weekend retreat with Daniel’s college friends. I’d known of him for years. He was the “wild one” of the group — the one who moved to Amsterdam for a woman, the one who never married, the one who looked too long when you crossed your legs.

We didn’t speak much that weekend.

But something clicked the moment we did.

And from then on, it spiraled.

Texts. Then drinks. Then him pressing me up against my own bathroom sink one afternoon when Daniel was still in the shower.

And now… this dinner.



Daniel had invited him.

“Just for fun,” he said. “I haven’t seen Marc in ages.”

I said sure. Smiled. Wore the green silk blouse I knew made my tits look just noticeable enough when I leaned in.

And no underwear.

Just a soft, black skirt. Nothing underneath. Nothing to stop him.



It started around the appetizers.

Marc had kicked off his shoe. I felt his stockinged foot brush my ankle — once, then again. I shifted. Crossed my legs. But then he slid further up, calmly, slowly.

I looked at him.

He didn’t flinch. Just sipped his wine.

The waiter came and went. Plates were set. My husband launched into a story about the partner who always forgets people’s names.

And under the table?

Marc’s foot slid up to my inner thigh. Rested there.

Still.

Like a promise.



I tried to breathe.
Tried not to move.
But I was already wet.

Soaked, actually.

He could feel it through the fabric.

I could feel me through the fabric.

The room felt warmer. The scent of garlic and grilled sea bass made my stomach clench. Marc nudged a little higher. His toes pressed into the spot just above my entrance.

I clenched.

He didn’t stop.



“Babe, you okay?” Daniel asked, cutting his steak.

I blinked. “Yeah. Just… wine’s hitting a little fast.”

Marc smiled at that. That smug, delicious half-smile I’d first seen in Tahoe.

He didn’t take his eyes off me.

He just curled his toes.

Pressed harder.

My fork clattered onto the plate.



By the time the entrees arrived, I was shaking.

Marc’s foot stayed exactly where it was. He didn’t wiggle. Didn’t rush. He just applied pressure. Tiny, rhythmic movements — enough to keep me right at the edge.

I didn’t dare shift in my seat. I knew I’d leave a spot.

I was dripping. I could feel it on the seat beneath me — a warm patch against my thighs. Every time I exhaled, I had to keep it from turning into a moan.



“Dessert?” Daniel asked, grinning. “Or should we head home?”

Marc was finishing the last sip of his drink. Still calm. Still unreadable.

I tried to speak.

But all I managed was:
“I need to use the restroom.”



Marc stood at the same time.

“I’ll get the check,” he said.

I didn’t wait for Daniel’s reply.



The restroom was empty. Dim. Soft lighting. Just the hum of jazz from the overhead speakers.

I didn’t even make it to the stall.

He followed me in without a word. Locked the door.

And pinned me against the counter.

My skirt was up around my waist in seconds. His fingers slid between my legs and groaned when he felt how wet I was.

“From just my foot?” he murmured. “You’re filth.”

I didn’t argue.



He didn’t fuck me.

He just knelt.

Tongue pressed flat to my soaked pussy, licking slow and deep while I gripped the edge of the sink and prayed no one knocked.

I came fast.

One hand clamped over my mouth, legs shaking, pussy pulsing against his face while he moaned into me like he was tasting something he’d craved all week.

When I opened my eyes, he was already wiping his mouth.

Calm.

Like nothing happened.



Ten minutes later, we were back at the table.

Daniel was paying.

“Thanks for coming,” he told Marc. “We should do this more often.”

Marc smiled. “Absolutely.”

And he looked at me — one last time.

My lips still wet. My thighs still open.

And I smiled back.


Confession #32: “He Made Me Cum in My Seat — While Our Arms Touched and Nobody Noticed”

By Nina, 43 (San Diego)



There’s something about flying that always made me feel detached from real life.

Maybe it’s the altitude. Or the stale air. Or the way everyone’s pretending not to notice each other, while your bodies are barely inches apart. You become strangers… pressed together.

But this time? I wasn’t sitting next to a stranger.

I was next to someone I should’ve never boarded a flight with.

His name is Ray.

Not my husband.

And the second our arms touched on that flight to Chicago, I knew I was in trouble.



We booked our seats separately.

He in 17A. Me in 17B.

Middle and window — not ideal. But discreet.

Ray and I had been seeing each other for three months. Quietly. Carefully. A handful of hotel rooms. Too many text messages. A few slipped I-shouldn’t-have-but-I-did orgasms in parking lots.

And now… this trip. For “work.” A conference my husband thought I was attending solo.

I wore jeans. A long beige cardigan. No bra.

No panties.

Just skin.

And heat.

And a desire I hadn’t been able to quiet since I’d boarded the Uber that morning.



The plane pushed back.

The safety briefing crackled.

And Ray shifted, resting his forearm on the shared armrest between us — just barely grazing mine. A touch so light I almost convinced myself it was accidental.

Almost.



Ten minutes after takeoff, he leaned toward me and whispered:

“Spread your knees just a little.”

I didn’t look at him.

I stared at the tray table in front of me.

And did it.

Just an inch. Maybe two.



His pinky moved first.

A brush. Skin on skin. Then the edge of his hand settled on my thigh — just barely hidden under the fold of my sweater draped across my lap.

His hand didn’t move again. It just rested there. The pressure subtle. Firm.

I swallowed.

Someone behind us coughed. A baby whined two rows up.

Ray leaned back. Neutral expression. Reading the inflight magazine like nothing was happening.

But his fingers?

They slipped lower.



The seatbelt was tight. My thighs were clenched. But he found a way — sliding the tips of his fingers beneath the hem of my cardigan and down between my legs.

The first touch was electric.

Just one finger, grazing over me.

I gasped — so quietly I wasn’t even sure it escaped my lips.

He didn’t push. He circled. Slowly. Gently. Like he was testing the edge of a live wire.

My legs twitched.



I looked at the man in 17C — asleep. Mouth open. Head tilted. Oblivious.

The flight attendant walked by with a cart.

I shifted in my seat, letting the cardigan fall deeper into my lap, shielding what little view might’ve existed.

Ray pressed two fingers directly over my clit.

Still outside. Still no penetration.

But I felt everything.

My mouth was dry.

My pussy soaked the inside of my jeans.



He started drawing circles — lazy, slow, knowing.

I pressed my elbow against the armrest harder, trying not to move. Every muscle in my body clenched.

He turned toward me again, lips brushing my ear.

“You’re going to cum,” he murmured. “Right here.”

I didn’t answer.

But I was already climbing. Fast.



The engine hummed. The woman behind me was watching a rom-com. Ray’s fingers kept going, just enough friction through the fabric to drive me insane.

I bit the inside of my cheek so hard it left a mark.

And I came.

Right there. In seat 17B.

Still. Silent. A single shake of my thighs, a catch in my breath, a tiny exhale that I passed off as a cough.

I came hard. Wet. Shameful.

And nobody noticed.



Ray pulled his hand back. Rested it again on the armrest like it had never moved.

I couldn’t look at him.

But I could smell myself on his fingers.



When we landed, he handed me my carry-on.

And whispered:

“Wear a skirt next time.”

I said nothing.

But in the hotel room that night, I got on my knees before he even asked.


Confession #33: “He Fucked Me in the Bathroom — While My Husband Was on the Phone”

By Danielle, 38 (Charlotte)



We were just out for drinks.

One of those casual after-work things that starts light — a few coworkers, a couple of partners, maybe a bottle of wine split down the middle — and somehow leans toward something else. Softer edges. Warmer glances. A second drink, then a third. Laughter that gets slower. Throatier.

We were at a dim-lit place in South End. Exposed brick. Polished wood. High ceilings and candlelight flickering in tiny glasses like we were all a little younger than we were.

I wore a black wrap dress. Something that hugged in the right places, skimmed in others. I’d left my hair down, loose waves, and wore perfume I hadn’t used in months — not for work anyway.

My husband had kissed me on the cheek before I left. He had a late client call, some West Coast deal.

“Have fun, babe,” he said, pulling on his blazer. “Don’t get too drunk.”

“I won’t,” I smiled. “Maybe just a little.”

I hadn’t expected to see Jay.

He wasn’t from my firm. Just knew one of the guys. He came late — half an hour in — and slid into the seat across from mine with that crooked grin that had no business being as effective as it still was.

We’d hooked up a couple times. Quick, dirty, desperate things. A backseat in my car. A hotel hallway, once. But that had been months ago.

Now he was here. Legs wide. Collar unbuttoned. His eyes on me like he was already halfway between my thighs.

He didn’t say much.

He didn’t need to.

We were sharing a bowl of truffle fries when my phone buzzed in my lap. A message from him.

“Bathroom. 3 minutes.”

I felt heat crawl up my chest like a slow spill of wine.

I didn’t look at him. Just smiled at whatever joke was being told. Sipped my drink. And stood.

“Back in a sec,” I said casually. “Bladder of a squirrel.”

A couple of the guys laughed. Someone made a comment about wine and weak women. I rolled my eyes and walked away — heels clicking on the old wood floor, pulse steady but my breath starting to tighten.

The bathroom was down a hallway past the kitchen — a single, unisex stall at the end. The light flickered slightly overhead. I pushed the door open.

He was already there.

Door unlocked.

Waiting.

He didn’t speak. Just stepped forward, took my wrist, and closed the door behind me.

Then he kissed me.

No words. No buildup. Just mouth on mine, hand in my hair, his breath hot and a little sharp from whatever bourbon he’d been drinking. His other hand slid down my back, tugged the knot of my dress loose. It slipped open with a whisper.

My heart was pounding. I wanted to say something, anything — but my mouth was full of him.

He turned me toward the sink.

Bent me just slightly forward.

Lifted the back of my dress.

No underwear. I’d chosen a tiny black thong — it barely stayed on.

He pushed it aside.

And in one slow, brutal motion — he slid inside me.

I gasped. Loud. My palms hit the porcelain sink.

His hand came over my mouth.

And then—

My phone lit up on the counter.
My husband.

I froze. But Jay didn’t.

He glanced at the screen, saw the name, and smiled. Whispered, voice deep and steady:

“Answer it.”

I shook my head, trembling.

He pressed in deeper. My breath hitched.

“Answer it, Danielle.”

So I did.

“Hey,” I said, trying to sound like I wasn’t currently being fucked against a sink. “Everything okay?”

My husband sounded relaxed. “Yeah, just checking in. You good?”

Jay started moving. Slowly. Controlled. Deep, grinding thrusts. My thighs trembled. I bit my lip until I tasted blood.

“Yeah,” I breathed. “Just stepped away to pee real quick. It’s loud out there.”

Jay’s hand slid under my bra. Pinched my nipple — hard. I bit back a whimper.

“You sound a little out of breath,” my husband said with a smile in his voice.

“I had to rush,” I replied. “Lines. You know.”

Jay fucked harder.

“Okay,” my husband said. “Didn’t mean to interrupt. I love you.”

I clenched. Not from emotion — from trying not to scream.

“Love you too,” I whispered.

And I hung up.

Jay didn’t stop.

He gripped both of my wrists and pulled them behind my back, holding me in place as he fucked into me like he was erasing every trace of my husband’s voice from my skin.

I could feel him throb inside me.

His breath shallow. Close to the edge.

“God, you’re tight,” he murmured.

I moaned. Low. Raw. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t.

He slammed in three more times — rough, slow, claiming — and then he came, deep inside me.

I felt every pulse. Every hot spill.

And I came too — bent over the sink, thighs shaking, his name caught in my throat like a prayer I couldn’t say.

We didn’t speak for a moment.

Just breathing.

Sweat beading down my back. My pussy still fluttering around the thickness of him.

Then he pulled out, tucked himself in.

I stayed bent, catching my breath. Wet between my legs, skin flushed, mascara slightly smudged.

I grabbed a paper towel. Wiped my thighs. Washed my hands slowly. Fixed my lipstick with a shaking hand.

He was gone by then.

I stepped out two minutes later.

The hallway felt too bright. Too sharp.

A server passed me with a tray of dessert shots and gave me a polite smile. I nodded, trying to steady my legs.

Jay was already back at the table. Laughing. Holding a glass of water like nothing had happened.

When I slid into my seat, someone raised an eyebrow.

“Long pee, huh?”

Another voice chimed in: “You two came back at the same time.”

My throat tightened.

Jay didn’t look at me.

I forced a smile. “Had to touch up,” I said, picking up my drink.

No one pressed.

But my cheeks burned through the rest of the night.

And my panties stayed in my clutch.

All the way home.
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