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“It is all about Discharge of Duties”

Introduction

Every office hides its secrets.
Boardrooms that echo with moans instead of meetings. Hotel rooms where wedding rings glint under dim lamps. Cubicles that become confessionals of lust, betrayal, and surrender.

Welcome to ten true confessions from women who dared to step outside the script — wives who let their hunger lead them into the arms of bosses, colleagues, and even interns. Women who didn’t just cheat… they shared. 

And here’s the difference.
They didn’t hide it.
They didn’t apologize.
They brought their husbands into it.

Some watched silently from the corner, throbbing in shame and arousal.
Some cleaned the mess after another man had finished inside their wives.
Some begged for permission just to touch themselves while their wives were being taken.

These are stories of women who refused to be “faithful housewives” in the boring, dutiful sense — and instead became hotwives, surrendering to powerful, dominant bulls in suits and ties. Their husbands? They became cuckolds: humiliated, aroused, and desperate for the crumbs of intimacy left behind.

Each confession reveals more than sex.
They reveal the raw psychology of desire:

	The thrill of being wanted by a stronger man. 
	The rush of being watched by a weaker husband. 
	The wicked satisfaction of turning marriage into theatre — a show of lust, betrayal, dominance, and surrender. 


You’ll hear from wives who bent over office desks while their husbands folded laundry at home.
From women who FaceTimed their husbands mid-fuck — forcing them to watch their wives get filled by another man.
From husbands who discovered stained panties, opened condom wrappers, or secret texts… and instead of leaving, they got harder.

This isn’t just about cheating.
It’s about evolution.
It’s about marriages that transformed — where shame became ritual, humiliation became arousal, and husband and wife found a new way to play.

So turn the page.
Step inside.
And prepare yourself: once you read these ten confessions, you’ll never look at an office… or a marriage… the same way again.


Confession 1

Name: Rachel D.
Age: 31
City: Chicago
Occupation: Executive Assistant
Marital Status: Married — 5 years.
Title: “Lunch Breaks & Lies”
He thinks I’m the good wife. I just wear the ring while his boss comes in my mouth.

It started with late nights.

Not mine. His.

My husband’s always been a hard worker — dedicated, loyal, reliable to a fault.
He leaves before I’m up and comes home exhausted, barely touching his food.
Always talking about “Mr. Caldwell this, Mr. Caldwell that.”

The man practically worships his boss.

If only he knew what I do with him.



I met Mr. Caldwell at the holiday party.

He shook my hand like he already knew how tight my pussy was.
Smiled like he could smell something on me.

“Rachel, is it?” he said.
“You make him better. I can see it in his numbers.”

I laughed. Blushed. Played sweet.

And then a week later, he messaged me.

Privately.

Asking if I’d like to "grab a quick coffee."



The first time he touched me, it wasn’t even inappropriate.

Not really.

He just placed a hand on my lower back when I stood up from his office couch.
I felt the heat of it for hours.

The next time, he pulled me in for a “goodbye hug” and whispered into my hair:

“I bet you moan pretty when you come.”

I went home and fucked my husband with that voice still in my ear.



The third time?

I dropped to my knees in his office during lunch.

Door locked. My wedding ring shining as I unzipped his pants and pulled out the thickest cock I’ve ever put in my mouth.

He didn’t say anything.

Just leaned back in his chair, hands behind his head, while I gagged and slobbered all over him like some intern with rent due.

When he came, he grunted my name — not even pretending to think of someone else.

“Swallow. You’ll kiss your husband tonight, won’t you?”

I did.
And I kissed him extra soft.



Now it’s routine.

Tuesdays and Thursdays, my husband leaves early for meetings — and I get picked up by Mr. Caldwell’s driver.

I suck his cock in the backseat.

He bends me over the hood of the car in private garages and fucks me so hard I go home still leaking his cum into my panties while I cook dinner for the man who says I’m “his angel.”

I am.

Just not his anymore.



He brags about me at work.

Tells Mr. Caldwell how lucky he is.

Meanwhile, I get texted pictures of my own throat wrapped around his boss’s cock, followed by messages like:

“He’s giving a presentation right now. I’m still inside his wife.”

And I send back a heart emoji.

He told me he was proud.

The night before I left, my husband kissed my forehead and said, “You’ve come so far, Rach. You’re gonna make amazing connections on this trip.”

I nodded.

I was already wearing the lingerie his boss told me to pack.



The trip was three days.
New York. High-rise hotel. Soft carpet. Cold windows.

I didn’t leave the room.

Mr. Caldwell met me there with his tie already undone.

“Lose the coat,” he said. “Crawl to the bed.”

And I did.
Wearing nothing but heels and the scent of my husband’s cologne.



He didn’t fuck me at first.

He made me read aloud the last email my husband sent him.

It was sweet. Polite. Full of praise.

“Let him know I’m here if you need anything. Rachel’s so grateful for this opportunity.”

Caldwell smiled.

Then he fisted my hair and shoved his cock into my throat, fucking my mouth like it was payment — like my marriage was just a well-wrapped gift I’d handed him.

“Tell me,” he grunted, hand gripping the back of my neck,
“Does your husband still think I haven’t touched you?”

I couldn’t answer.
I was choking, drooling, my eyes watering as he pushed deeper.

But the moment he came — hot, thick, brutal — he held my face there and whispered:

“Swallow it. Then call him.”



I did.

I called my husband.
Voice soft. Sweet. Just a little breathless.

Told him the meeting had gone great.
That I was “tired” but happy.

He said he missed me. That he wished he were there.

Meanwhile, Caldwell was behind me, one hand between my thighs, the other wrapped tight around my throat.

I came before the call ended — shaking, biting my lip, still smiling like the devoted little wife he thought I was.



When I got home, my husband asked how it went.

I smiled.

“Life-changing,” I said.

Because it was.



He doesn’t know that while he was home prepping PowerPoints, his boss came inside me four times in one night.

That I fell asleep with my legs still spread and his cum drying between my thighs.

That the next morning, Mr. Caldwell told me:

“You’re not a wife anymore. You’re my girl now.
And your husband? He should thank me for keeping you this satisfied.”



I did thank him.

With my mouth.

While I was still wearing the “empowering” blazer my husband bought me.

It wasn’t an accident.
I didn’t slip up. I wasn’t careless.

I called my husband on purpose.
While Caldwell was fucking me.



It was late. Hotel room again. Different city this time — L.A.
Same hotel suite. Same hands on my hips. Same cock deep inside me.

I was bent over the desk, arms braced against the glass, my heels slipping on the floor.

Caldwell was fucking me slow and mean, like he was punishing me for something.
Or maybe just reminding me who I belonged to.

“Call him,” he growled. “Put it on speaker. Don’t you dare moan until I say.”

I was already breathless. Already soaked from being used all day.
My mascara smudged. My thighs sticky.

But I grabbed my phone.
Dialed my husband.

The line rang once… twice…

And then he picked up.

“Hey, babe. Everything okay?”

I looked back at Caldwell. He smiled — that cold, perfect smile — and drove into me even deeper, his cock hitting so hard I had to bite my tongue not to whimper.

“Mm-hm,” I said softly. “Just missed you.”



He asked me how the trip was going.

I told him it was productive.
Told him I was learning a lot.

Meanwhile, Caldwell was gripping my waist, slamming into me with quiet, brutal thrusts, stretching me open and pulling me closer with each one.

My legs were shaking. My mouth dry.

But my voice?

Smooth. Sweet. Wife voice.

“It’s just been a long day,” I said. “You know how these events are.”

And then Caldwell leaned in — lips brushing my ear — and whispered:

“Now come.”

He slammed into me, one final thrust, and I exploded — body convulsing, knees buckling, coming so hard I saw stars.

And I didn’t mute the phone.

My husband heard everything — my gasps, the slap of skin, the wet sounds of his boss’s cock buried in his wife’s cunt.

He went silent.

“Rachel?” he said quietly. “What… was that?”



I didn’t answer.

Caldwell pulled out, cum leaking down my thighs, and took the phone from my hand.

He brought it to his mouth and said:

“That was me fucking your wife.
You should be proud — she’s damn good at her job.”

Then he ended the call.



I expected a breakdown.

A call. A confrontation.

Instead?

The next day, my husband texted:

“Just come home safe.”



I did.

And when I walked through the door, he looked at me differently.

He didn’t kiss me.
Didn’t ask for details.

He just looked at my legs. My lips. My throat.

And I think he knew…

He wasn’t my husband anymore.

He was just the man who did my laundry while someone else made me come.

He stopped touching me after the call.

No sex. No kisses. Not even in bed.

Just long stares.
Quiet meals.
And hard silences.

I could feel it in the air — the guilt, the confusion, the ache.
Like he wanted to scream… or jerk off.

Probably both.



I caught him once, in the middle of the night.

I’d gotten up to get water, wearing nothing but one of Caldwell’s old shirts — the one that still smelled like his cologne.

And there he was.

My husband.
Sitting on the edge of the couch in the dark.

Hard.

His cock in his hand, phone on the coffee table, earbuds in.
He didn’t see me at first.

I stepped closer, quiet. And that’s when I heard it.

Me.
My voice.

Moaning. Gagging. Whispering his boss’s name.

It was the audio Caldwell had recorded during our last fuck.

The one where I called him “sir” and begged to be choked.



My husband came all over his hand.

He didn’t even try to stop it.
Didn’t even look away.

He just sat there, breathing hard, cock twitching, face twisted with shame.

I didn’t say anything.
I just stepped in front of him… and dropped to my knees.

His eyes went wide.

“Rach… what are you doing?”

I smiled.

“Doing what you couldn’t.”



I licked up every drop.

Slow. Methodical.
Like I was cleaning up someone else’s mess.

And when I finished, I looked up at him and said:

“You don’t have to accept it.
But you can’t deny it turns you on.”

He opened his mouth.
No words came out.



Now?

He doesn’t ask where I go on Tuesdays.

But he’s always awake when I get back.

Waiting.

Hard.



Because he knows.

He’s not the man I love anymore.

He’s just the man who watches me get taken.

And deep down?

I think that’s what he was always meant to be.


Confession 2

Name: Priya M.
Age: 33
City: Austin
Occupation: Corporate Strategy Consultant
Marital Status: Married
Title: “Referral Bonus”
“My husband got me the job.
His old friend got me addicted to cheating.”



I wouldn’t have met Jason if it weren’t for my husband.

They went to college together.
Played ball. Shared a dorm. Stayed close even after.

Jason became a VP.
My husband stayed mid-level, steady, sweet. The kind of man who keeps snacks in your car and gets the oil changed without asking.

When I told him I was looking for a new contract, he said, “You should talk to Jason. He always spoke highly of you.”

So I did.



Jason took one look at my resume and smiled.

“Smart. Polished. Efficient.
Just like I remember.”

He hired me that week.



It started slow — like it always does.

Late-night work calls.
Jokes over Slack.
Subtle glances in meetings. That quiet, knowing tension.

The first time he touched me, it wasn’t planned.

We were reviewing data in his hotel suite — out of town for a conference.
He leaned over me to point at something on my screen.

But he didn’t move back.

“You always smell this good?” he asked, his voice low.

I didn’t answer.
I just tilted my head… and let him kiss me.



He tasted like whisky and power.

Like everything I wasn’t getting at home.

He fucked me on the desk — my blazer still on, my blouse open, my wedding ring catching the desk lamp’s light as he shoved my knees apart and slid inside me, raw.

I came twice before he did.
He didn’t even pretend to care if I was quiet.

When he pulled out, cum leaking down my thighs, I asked if I should go.

“Not yet,” he said. “Call your husband first. Tell him goodnight.”

And I did.

Still wet. Still dripping. Still stretched open.
I told him I missed him.

He said he was proud of me.



Now?

It’s routine.

I meet Jason in hotels. Offices. Back seats of cars.
I ride him before board meetings and still manage to look polished when I present strategy decks.

Sometimes he finishes inside me five minutes before I call my husband to say I’ll be late coming home.

Sometimes Jason fucks me so hard I cry, and then makes me FaceTime my husband from the elevator, wiping my eyes like I’m just tired from work.



My husband thinks Jason is “a good man.”
A mentor. A friend.

He doesn’t know Jason calls me his favorite hole.

Or that I send him photos of my cum-filled cunt while my husband’s on his way home with takeout.

He invited him over for dinner.

My husband.

He was so proud — said I’d been doing so well on the new project, said we owed Jason a thank-you.

“He really gave you a shot,” he said.
“We should treat him.”

Treat him?

I’d been sucking his cock in parking lots for three weeks.



Jason showed up in a dark shirt and a soft smirk.
Held a bottle of red.
Hugged me at the door like nothing was wrong.

“Rachel,” he said smoothly. “Looking beautiful.”

My husband smiled.

“She’s glowing lately, right?”

Jason didn’t look at me when he said:

“Yeah. She really is.”



The worst part?

I’d just left his hotel less than an hour before.

He’d bent me over the bathroom counter, held my wrists, and fucked me so hard I came twice and screamed into a rolled-up towel.

He’d pulled out, slapped my ass, and pushed his cum back into me with two fingers, saying:

“Keep it in. Don’t you dare drip on his floor.”



Now I was standing in our kitchen.
Bare legs. Sundress. No panties.
Still leaking his cum with every step as I stirred pasta sauce and smiled like a good little wife.



At the table, my husband poured the wine.

Jason complimented the food.
I pretended to be shy.

Under the table, I kept my knees together, thighs clenched, his cum pooling between my lips, warm and sticky and wrong.

I couldn't look at either of them for long.

My husband was glowing — proud, sweet, completely clueless.

Jason?

He didn’t say a thing.
But once, while my husband was talking about weekend plans, Jason caught my eye and licked a drop of wine from his lip.

And I almost came again.



After dinner, I kissed my husband in the kitchen while Jason said goodbye at the door.

He gripped my waist a little too tightly when he hugged me.

“Thanks again,” he murmured, lips close to my ear.
“You’re both so generous.”

And then he left.



That night, my husband fucked me soft and slow — told me I felt “different.”
That I was tighter. Wetter. That I moaned louder than usual.

“You must’ve really missed me,” he said, smiling into my neck.

I didn’t answer.

I was too busy trying not to cry from how full I still felt.

From the fact that he was fucking his boss’s seconds and calling it intimacy.

It was a week after that dinner.

Jason had left. The wine had been drunk. The illusion still intact.

Or so I thought.

I was brushing my hair in the mirror when he came up behind me — my husband — and wrapped his arms around my waist like everything was normal.

His voice was quiet. Warm. Too calm.

“How long are you going to pretend I don’t know?”



My brush stilled in my hand.

My stomach dropped. My throat closed.

“What… are you talking about?” I asked, too fast.

He just smiled in the mirror.

“Jason.”
“You think I didn’t recognize how your voice changed after meetings with him?”
“You think I didn’t notice the way you came home flushed, wrecked, full… and tried to kiss me like it was nothing?”

I turned to face him.

And that’s when I saw it — not anger.

Not sadness.

Relief.



“I knew the whole time, Priya,” he whispered.
“I just wanted to see how far you’d go.”

He stepped closer, hands at my hips, eyes locked on mine.

“I’d lie in bed while you were gone and imagine what he was doing to you.
How you sounded when you came for him.
How much better it must feel.”



My lips parted — shame burning through me — but before I could speak, he dropped to his knees.

Right there. On the bedroom floor.

And looked up at me like I was a fucking goddess.

“Tell me what he does to you,” he said. “I want to hear all of it. Every time. Every position. Every drop he leaves inside you.”

“I want to know what it’s like to lose you.”



And I told him.

I told him how Jason bends me over desks.
How he pulls my hair.
How he makes me call him sir with my mouth full and my legs shaking.

How I wear his cum like perfume and smile through dinner like a good wife.



My husband’s cock was hard the entire time.

He unzipped, stroked himself while I confessed everything — eyes wide, breath shallow, addicted to the shame.

And when I was done, he whispered:

“Next time… take a picture.
I want to see him inside you.”



I thought I was the one cheating.

Turns out?

He was offering me.

And I fucking loved it.

It happened faster than I thought it would.

A week after his confession, I asked, “Do you still want to see him fuck me?”

He didn’t answer at first.
Just stared at me like his mouth was dry and his cock was already hard.

“Yes,” he said quietly.
“I want to see who you really are.”



Jason didn’t even blink when I told him.

He just smirked and said:

“Good. He should see what a real fuck looks like.”

He told me to meet him at a hotel downtown.
Told me to bring my husband.



The room was dim. Clean. Tense.

My husband sat in the armchair by the window.
Still dressed. Hands on his knees.
Eyes wide. Chest rising slow.

He looked… terrified.

And hard.

I stood at the foot of the bed, heart racing, wet just from the air in the room.

Jason walked up behind me — fully clothed — and gripped my throat, his other hand sliding up my thigh.

“Let’s show him who you belong to.”



He made me strip slow.
Piece by piece.
Until I stood bare in front of both of them — wedding ring still on, nipples already tight, legs trembling.

Then he pushed me to my knees and said:

“Open your mouth.
Let him watch you earn it.”



I sucked him with my eyes locked on my husband.
Gagged. Moaned. Drooled down my chin.

Jason held my head and used my throat like he’d paid for it — fucking my mouth until I choked and tears ran down my face.

And my husband?
He didn’t move.

He just watched. Silent. Stiff.

When Jason pulled out, he smeared spit across my lips and said:

“Tell him who owns you.”

And I did.

I turned to my husband, eyes glassy, mouth raw, and whispered:

“I’m his now.”



Jason bent me over the bed and fucked me in front of him.
Hard. Loud. Ruthless.

I screamed. Cried. Came twice.

He filled me up so deep I felt it spill down my thighs before he was even done.

And when he pulled out?

He turned to my husband and said:

“Clean her.”



He didn’t speak.

Just slid off the chair, crawled to the bed, and did exactly what he was told.



Later, when Jason was gone, I sat next to him on the hotel sheets and asked if he was okay.

He looked at me.

“I’ve never been harder in my life,” he said.
“And I don’t think I’ll ever be able to fuck you again without seeing him inside you.”



So now?

We don’t pretend.

I go to Jason when I want to be taken.

I go to my husband when I want to be worshipped.

And they both know their place.


Confession 3

Name: Alina V.
Age: 30
City: Boston
Occupation: Marketing Consultant
Marital Status: Married
Title: “How to Fuck a Colleague (and Keep a Husband)”
“It started with one drink.
Now he finishes inside me while my husband sits across the table.”



My husband works with him.

They’re not best friends, but they’re close.
Weekly meetings. Casual texts. Fantasy football bullshit.
The kind of relationship that breeds trust.

His name’s Nate.
Tall. Clean-cut. Confident in a way that made me watch him too long the first time we met.

He made a joke at dinner and I laughed harder than I should have.

Later that night, my husband said, “I like that guy.”

I was still wet from the way Nate looked at me when he said “You’ve got a dangerous smile.”



I told myself it was just attention.

Just something harmless.

Then came the conference.
Three days out of town. Same hotel. Long meetings. Shared drinks.

And Nate, leaning against my door at 11:42 PM, shirt unbuttoned just enough to show the kind of body you don’t say no to.

“Let me in,” he said.
“I’ll be quick.”

He wasn’t.

He fucked me raw against the hotel window.
One hand around my throat. The other gripping my hip.

I came twice, face pressed to the glass while traffic blurred beneath us.

When he filled me, he didn’t pull out.
He just kissed my neck and whispered:

“Text your husband goodnight.”

And I did.



That was six months ago.

Now, we fuck regularly.

Elevators. Conference rooms. Sometimes his car right after lunch breaks.

My husband knows something’s changed — the way I dress, how often I smile at my phone, the fact that I started wearing perfume again.

But he won’t ask.

Because if he asks… I might tell him.



Nate plays it cool. Always.
At work dinners, he makes casual conversation while texting me under the table:

“You still sore from this morning?”

I bite my lip and tell my husband the salmon’s amazing.



The filthiest part?

Sometimes Nate makes me replay scenes for my husband.

He’ll say:

“Next time he’s inside you, whisper my name.
Just once. Just to see if he notices.”

Or:

“Sit on his cock while my cum is still leaking out of you.
Then look him in the eye when you come.”

And I do it.

Every. Single. Time.



I used to feel guilty.

Now?

I feel alive.

Desired. Dangerous.

And the best part?

My husband still thinks he’s the lucky one.

Nate’s been getting bold.

He doesn’t ask anymore. Doesn’t test boundaries.
He just does what he wants.

And I let him.
Every time.



Last Friday, he had me meet him after lunch.
Conference room. Blinds down. Door locked. Lights off.

I wore the dress he told me to. No bra. No panties.
Just heels and perfume — the one my husband bought me last anniversary.

He had me on the table in under a minute.

“You’re mine today,” he said. “All day. No pretending.”

He didn’t even undress me.
Just bent me over the table, hiked my skirt up, and slid inside without warning.

It was rough. Fast. Perfect.
He fucked me like I wasn’t married.

Like he wanted me to leave wrecked.



When he came — deep, hard, raw — he held me in place, grinding his cock inside me while he whispered in my ear:

“Don’t clean up.”

“Don’t wipe.”

“Don’t even close your legs.”

He pulled out, still dripping, and grabbed my phone.

Before I could protest, he opened my messages and texted my husband:

“Heading home now. Can’t wait to see you.”

Then he looked me dead in the eyes and said:

“Be a good wife.
Go home and kiss him with my cum still inside you.”



I should’ve said no.
Should’ve cleaned up in the bathroom, changed clothes, come home late.

But I didn’t.

I pulled my dress down, fixed my hair, and got in the car.

And with every bump in the road, I felt him leak out of me.
Warm. Sticky. Claiming me.

I pressed my thighs together the whole way.
Not to stop it — to feel it.

To feel his cum soak my skin.



My husband opened the door with a smile.
He kissed my cheek. Said I smelled amazing.

I kissed him back.

Soft. Slow.

Knowing exactly what was sliding down my legs while I stood in our kitchen, pretending to ask about his day.



That night, he pulled me into bed.

Made love slow. Tender. Sweet.

He had no idea that he was fucking seconds.
That Nate had already filled me first.

And when I came?

I bit my lip and whispered:

“God, Nate—”

My husband paused.

But only for a second.

It wasn’t supposed to happen like that.

But Nate doesn’t believe in “supposed to.”

He believes in making a point.
And I think he always knew my husband was weak enough to break.

So when he told me to set up the camera… I didn’t argue.



We were in his office. After hours.
The door was locked. The lights were dim.
My phone was propped up on the desk — front-facing camera on.

“Call him,” Nate said.
“And don’t hang up.”

I hesitated.

He raised an eyebrow.

“What’s the problem? You said he already suspects.”

He was right.



I called.

My husband answered on the second ring.
Sleepy. Sweet. Soft.

“Hey, babe. Everything okay?”

Nate was behind me, already pulling my dress down, already hard.

I put him on speaker.

“Yeah,” I said. “Just wanted to check in…”

“You sound out of breath.”

“Little winded,” I smiled. “Long day.”

That’s when Nate pushed me over the desk and slammed into me.

I let out a strangled gasp — loud enough for my husband to hear.

“What was that?”

I didn’t answer.

Because Nate didn’t stop.

He fucked me like my husband wasn’t even on the line.
Fast. Loud. Merciless.

The sound of wet skin slapping echoed in the office, bouncing off the glass walls.

My husband’s voice came through the speaker again — this time shaky.

“Alina? What… what’s happening? Who’s with you?”

Nate pulled my hair back, looked down at my face.

“Say it.”

I moaned, mouth open, voice breaking.

“It’s Nate.”

“He’s fucking me.”

“I couldn’t wait to get home.”



Silence.

Just the sound of my breath, Nate’s groans, the desk creaking with every thrust, and my husband’s broken breathing on the phone.

Then I heard him whisper:

“Please… stop.”

And I said:

“No.”



Nate came inside me without pulling out.
Grabbed my phone. Turned the camera toward my face.

I was flushed. Sweaty. Cum dripping down my thighs.
Eyes glazed over.

He held it there while I spoke.

“Now you know.”

“You’re not my man anymore.”

“You’re just the one I lie to while he fucks me better.”



My husband didn’t hang up.

He just cried.
And I came again.

I let Nate fuck me in front of him.

My husband.

In our bedroom.

He sat on the edge of the bed, hands on his knees, eyes wide and glassy while I stripped out of my dress and climbed into Nate’s lap.

No lingerie. No show. Just ownership.

“This is what I want,” I told him.

“You want to stay? You want to keep me?
Then sit. Watch. Learn.”



Nate was already hard.

Of course he was.

He leaned back on the pillows, arms folded behind his head, cock thick and pulsing between his thighs.

I sank down on him slow, letting out a long, filthy moan as I stretched around his cock, inch by inch, until he was fully inside me.

My husband made a sound — quiet. Pained.

“Please, Alina…”

I looked at him.

“If you’re going to beg, do it from the floor.”



He got on his knees.

Didn’t even hesitate.

Eyes locked on where his wife was riding another man’s cock — her moans echoing off the walls, her pussy dripping with someone else’s cum.

I bounced harder, faster.

Nate gripped my hips and fucked up into me with sharp, brutal thrusts, and I came while staring my husband dead in the eye.

“This is what it feels like to be wanted.”

“This is what you lost.”



When Nate came inside me — deep, hard, raw — I didn’t flinch.

I let it happen. Let it drip. Let it show.

Then I slid off his cock, legs shaking, thighs soaked.

I walked to my husband, still on his knees.

I held his chin. Looked down at him.

“Clean me.”

He opened his mouth.

And he obeyed.



Now?

I let Nate use me whenever he wants.
In hotel rooms. At work. In our bed.

And my husband?

He’s always waiting.

On his knees.

Where he belongs.


Confession 4

Name: Taylor H.
Age: 28
City: Denver
Occupation: Senior IT Analyst
Marital Status: Married
Title: “We Did It.”
“My husband told me to enjoy the business trip.
So I did — on my knees, with my boss’s cock in my mouth.”



It started off as just harmless flirting.

My boss — Jeremy — is hot in that CEO-in-training, fucks-with-his-sleeves-rolled-up kind of way.

Sharp jaw. Easy laugh.
Always calling me “killer” when I fix something the guys can’t.
Always standing just a little too close when we’re alone in the server room.

I liked the attention.
And I didn’t hide it.



My husband knew.

I’d tell him, laughing, “Jeremy was totally checking me out today.”

And he’d smirk and say something like:

“I mean… can you blame him?”

Eventually, he said it outright.

“Look, if something happens… I trust you. Just enjoy yourself.”



So when the Sydney trip came up — 3 days, tech conference, same hotel —
I packed a silk dress, no panties, and a vibrator.

And I made a decision.



Jeremy and I had two drinks in the hotel bar.

Then a third.
Then his hand on my thigh.
Then his mouth on mine in the elevator.

I didn’t say no.
I didn’t even hesitate.

By the time we got to his room, I was already soaked.

He ripped my dress up, bent me over the edge of the bed, and fucked me raw without a word.

“No one’s ever going to fuck you like this at home,” he growled, pulling my hair back.

And I laughed — because he had no idea.



Mid-fuck, I picked up my phone.

FaceTimed my husband.

He answered, all sleepy and warm, expecting a “goodnight.”

What he got…
was me, breathless, face pressed into a pillow, Jeremy slamming into me from behind.

“We did it,” I whispered.
“I let him fuck me.”

“I’m full of him right now.”

There was silence.

And then…

“Show me,” my husband said quietly.

So I turned the camera.



He watched me get used.
He watched Jeremy cum inside me, fingers digging into my hips, cock pulsing deep.

He watched my thighs shake as I collapsed onto the bed, cum dripping down my legs.

I looked into the camera and smiled.

“Still okay, baby?”

He nodded.

His hand was already moving below the screen.



But it didn’t stop there.



Next morning, I had coffee with Jeremy.

We chatted like coworkers.
Professional. Normal.

Then he asked if I wanted to “debrief in his room.”

I followed him up.

This time, I set the phone down quietly, angled it toward the bed.

Jeremy thought I was texting.

I was FaceTiming my husband.

And while Jeremy lay back on the pillows, cock hard in my hand, I slid my lips down around him and sucked slow.

Wet. Loud. Filthy.

My husband watched the whole thing — secretly, silently.

My wedding ring flashed across the screen as I stroked.
My throat worked around another man’s cock while my husband sat at home, jerking off.

Jeremy didn’t know.

But I did.

And so did he.


Confession 5

Name: Marissa D.
Age: 31
City: Chicago
Occupation: Client Strategy Lead
Marital Status: Married
Title: “He Keeps the House. I Keep the Secrets.”
“While he folds laundry, I let my boss fold me over his desk.”



When I got promoted, we agreed it made sense.

My husband — Mark — would stay home for a while.
Just until the baby plans. Just until we got things sorted.

Except I started staying at work later.
Started wearing lipstick again.
Started caring a little too much about how I looked for one specific man.

Tyler.

My new manager.
Sharp jaw. Navy suits.
The kind of man who doesn’t flirt — he suggests.

He calls me “Marissa” like it’s a command.



It started small.

Working late. Grabbing “quick drinks.”
Texting about clients — then about anything but clients.

Mark would kiss me goodbye in the mornings, hand me my coffee, and I’d be thinking about Tyler’s hands before I even hit the elevator.



The first time he fucked me?

In the back of the company SUV between client meetings.

Driver up front. Divider half-up.

Tyler just reached over, slid my skirt up, and whispered:

“Be a good girl. Lift your hips.”

I didn’t hesitate.



I texted Mark afterward:

“Meeting ran long. Grabbing coffee. Love you.”

While Tyler’s cum was still dripping out of me into my silk panties.



Since then?

It hasn’t stopped.

I let Tyler bend me over the desk after hours.
I leave his office flushed and reeking of sex.
I ride his cock in the parking garage, skirt hiked up, wedding ring flashing in the low light.

He doesn’t ask if I feel guilty.
And I don’t offer it.

Because Mark?

He still greeted me at the door.
Still kissed my cheek.
Still did the laundry while I fucked my way up the corporate ladder.

Well, all good things may turn better. So, Mark knew something was wrong.

I was coming home late.
Moaning in my sleep.
Wearing silk panties I never used to buy — and “accidentally” leaving them in the laundry, stained with someone else’s cum.

He never said it out loud.

Until one night — after dinner, after dishes — he looked up from the laundry basket and said:

“Are you fucking him?”



I didn’t deny it.
Didn’t cry.
Didn’t even flinch.

I just tilted my head and said:

“Do you want to know everything?”

He swallowed.
Nodded.

So I told him.



I told him about the SUV.
About Tyler pulling me onto his lap mid-meeting prep.
About how he came inside me while we were parked outside the Hyatt — minutes before I gave a presentation to the client team.

I told him about the office.
How I bend over Tyler’s desk and beg like a whore, knowing the janitor might walk in.

I told him how I don’t wear panties anymore because Tyler “likes easy access.”

And I told him the worst part:

“I don’t feel bad, Mark.”

“Not even a little.”



He looked like he wanted to cry.
But he also… didn’t look away.

He kept folding my lingerie.

The ones Tyler ripped open two nights before.



I leaned over the kitchen island, picked up my phone, and opened my photos.

“Want to see how he fucks me?”

He hesitated.

Then nodded.

So I showed him.

Photo after photo.
Me on my knees, cum on my face.
Me bent over a desk, Tyler’s hand gripping my throat.
Me smiling while Tyler filled me from behind.

Mark watched.

Didn’t speak.

But his hand moved under the table.



I walked over, kissed his forehead, and whispered:

“You don’t have to ask permission anymore.”

“I fuck him.”

“I’ll keep fucking him.”

“And if you want to stay my husband…”

“You’ll learn to watch quietly.”

It’s strange — how quickly shame turns into routine.

Now, when Tyler calls me into his office and locks the door,
I text Mark one word:

“Busy.”

He knows what it means.

I let Tyler bend me over his desk, shove my skirt up, and fuck me fast between meetings.

Then I go home — slick, stretched, glowing — and Mark kisses my cheek like a good husband.



One night, I took it further.

Tyler had just dropped me off after a “strategy dinner.”

My lipstick was smeared.
My bra was still in his car.
I was wearing him — his cum leaking down my thigh under a long coat.

Mark opened the door.

We didn’t speak.

I walked past him, straight to the bedroom, laid back, and spread my legs.

“Clean me.”

He did.

Silently. Slowly.
Devoted.



Now?

I let him watch.

Not officially.

Tyler still thinks Mark’s “just the sweet guy at home.”

But I know when he leaves the bedroom door cracked.

I know when the baby monitor is on with no baby.
When the closet door is open just enough.

And sometimes, right before Tyler finishes inside me, I look directly at the mirror and smile — like I’m smiling for someone else.

Because I am.



Mark doesn’t ask questions anymore.

He washes my underwear.
He refills my birth control.
He thanks me when I let him jerk off while I shower the scent of another man off my skin.



And Tyler?

He’s started to notice.

The way I smile after he uses me.
The way I arch like I know someone’s watching.
The way I whisper “thank you” when he finishes, even if he doesn’t say a word.

“You’re different lately,” he said last week, zipping up.

“Like you like being mine.”

I looked up, still kneeling.
Lips swollen. Ring glinting.

And I said:

“I do.”

And then, even this happened.  It started with a look.

Tyler had just finished fucking me over his desk — rough, silent, exactly the way I like it.

He pulled out, zipped up, and as I adjusted my blouse, I caught him watching me.

Hard.

Focused.

“You always fix your hair like that after I fuck you?”
“Or just when someone’s watching?”

My fingers froze in my curls.

He stepped closer. Voice low. Calm.

“You think I haven’t noticed?”

My breath caught.
He leaned in.

“The way you smile after. Like you’re performing.”
“The way you arch like someone’s looking.”
“Like maybe your husband knows.”



I didn’t answer.
I didn’t have to.

He kissed my neck — slow, smug — and whispered:

“Good.”



That night, I told Mark.

I didn’t want Tyler to hold the power.

So I took it first.

“He knows you know,” I said, stepping out of the shower, towel clinging to my thighs.

Mark looked up from the bed.
Eyes wide. Silent.

“And he wants more.”

“He wants us both.”



Mark didn’t argue.
Didn’t beg.

He just sat there — hard under the sheets — and whispered:

“What do I have to do?”



So the next day, I did it.

I handed Tyler my phone and said:

“Call him.”

He raised an eyebrow.
I just nodded.

Tyler dialed.
Put the phone on speaker.

“Mark,” he said calmly.
“Your wife’s sitting in my lap right now.”

“And she wants to cum.”

“But I won’t let her unless you say thank you.”



Mark’s voice trembled. But he answered:

“Thank you.”

I came immediately — thighs clenching, body bucking — while Tyler laughed.



Since then?

They don’t compete.
They coexist.

Mark doesn’t just know.
He serves.

He lays out lingerie.
He takes photos when Tyler wants proof.
He thanks him when I cum too hard to speak.



Sometimes, Tyler FaceTimes him while I suck him off.

“See how good she is?” he’ll say, stroking my hair like a pet.
“I train her so well.”

Mark always watches.

Sometimes he jerks off.
Sometimes he just listens.

But always — always — he stays.



Tyler owns me now.

Mark obeys.

And me?

I win.

Every. Time.


Confession 6

Name: Tasha B.
Age: 27
City: Austin, TX
Occupation: Sales Rep (Tech)
Relationship: Dating — 2 years, living together
Title: “He’s My Boyfriend. But My Colleague Fucks Me Better.”
“And now he knows it.”



We met on Tinder. Fell fast. Moved in together after a year.

He’s sweet. Soft-spoken. Makes a mean French toast and calls my mom every holiday.

We were fine.

Until I started working at Velvix — a cutthroat tech firm full of sharks in slim suits and fast mouths.

That’s where I met Dean.

Tall. Cocky. Brilliant.
The kind of guy who calls you "Tash" like he’s known you for years — and knows exactly what makes you squirm.

He’s been closing deals since I was in college.
He doesn’t flirt.
He selects.



It started with small things.

Meetings that ran late.
“Post-demo drinks.”
He’d sit just a little too close in Ubers. Brush my thigh under the table at lunch.

But I didn’t cheat.

Not until that conference in Miami.



I was tipsy. We’d just landed a client.
He followed me up to my hotel room “to review the contract.”

Ten minutes later, I was on my knees.

No excuses. No resistance.

His cock was thick, heavy, demanding — and I let him fuck my throat like he owned it.

When he came down my throat and told me “good girl”… I realized how dry my relationship had become.



I didn’t hide it well.

I came back glowing.
Started dressing tighter. Shorter.
Moaning his name in my sleep.

One night, my boyfriend found a message.

A text from Dean:

“You left your panties in my car again, Tash.”



He confronted me.

I didn’t deny it.

I invited him to listen.

Next time Dean came over — late, unannounced, hard — I left the bedroom door cracked.

Let my boyfriend hear every whimper.
Every slap of skin.
Every “Harder, Dean — God, yes.”



Now?

He knows his place.

He stays quiet.
He waits while Dean uses me in our bed.

Sometimes I send him pictures during lunch:

Me bent over Dean’s desk, his cum dripping down my thighs.
Or sucking Dean off in the breakroom while the team’s in a Zoom call.

He doesn’t leave.
He can’t.

Because I still come home.
But I don’t come for him.

Dean isn’t stupid.

He picked up on it fast.

The way my boyfriend avoided eye contact when Dean came over.
The way I moaned louder. Sloppier. Dirtier — when I knew he was listening.

He saw the signs.

And one night, he called it out.



“So… your little man heard us last time, huh?”

I froze.

Dean didn’t.

He slid his fingers between my legs and smirked at how soaked I already was.

“You like making him listen, don’t you?”

I nodded. Blushing. Breathing heavy.

“Next time,” he said, “I want the door open.”



And he meant it.

Not cracked. Not ajar.

Open. Wide. Lights on.

I was naked when Dean walked in, unzipped and already hard.

He nodded toward the hallway.

“Tell him. Tell him to sit down.”

My boyfriend stepped into the doorway. Pale. Silent.

“Right there.” Dean pointed to the chair. “Hands on your knees. Mouth shut.”

And then he bent me over the edge of the bed — our bed — and fucked me like I was his.



My boyfriend sat there, lips trembling, eyes locked on Dean’s cock stretching me wide.

I moaned louder. Called him Sir.
Begged. Bucked. Screamed through every slap.

Dean pulled my hair back and turned me to face him.

“Is this what you needed, Tash?”

I nodded like a good girl — while my boyfriend watched me break.



When Dean finished, he didn’t even clean me up.

He grabbed my boyfriend’s chin.

“Lick it off her.”

I gasped. My boyfriend hesitated.

“Now.”

And he did.

Tears in his eyes. Tongue trembling. He licked Dean’s cum off my thighs — while Dean watched, zipper up, smirking.

Dean knew he’d broken him.

Not just the way he watched anymore.
Not just the tears or the trembling hands.

It was how he looked at Dean.

Like a dog waiting to be leashed.
Like he knew who owned me — and maybe, who owned him.



It started with a quiet night.

Dean had me naked, cuffed to the headboard — nipples clamped, thighs trembling, blindfold tight.

I was dripping. Desperate. Whimpering.

And Dean? He just sat there, watching. Smirking.

“Go get him.”

My breath hitched.
The boyfriend stepped in, eyes wide, body stiff.

“Touch her,” Dean said. “But only where I say.”

He started slow — brushing my thighs, stroking my belly.

Dean directed every inch.

“Spread her open. Hold her there.”

And just like that, my boyfriend was holding me down — legs wide, eyes wet — as Dean slid into me.



I screamed his name. Begged. Bucked.
Dean pounded me like a man staking claim — because he was.

And my boyfriend held me in place like furniture.
Watching. Shaking. Jealous and hard and broken.

Dean didn’t stop there.

“Clean her.”

When he pulled out, dripping and swollen, he ordered the boyfriend to kneel.
To lick me clean — while I moaned for more.

And when Dean was ready again?

He made the boyfriend hold my hair back while I sucked him off.
Gagged on his cock with tears streaming down my face — his cock, his rules.



Now?

The boyfriend doesn’t ask for kisses.
He asks for permission.

He thanks Dean for letting him touch me.

And me?
I just smile — because now I don’t cheat.

I obey.

It was Dean’s idea.
Of course it was.

He walked in one night carrying a box — matte black, cold, precise.
Dropped it on the bed next to me.

“Put it on him.”

Inside: a sleek, stainless-steel chastity cage.

Tasha just smiled.

My boyfriend froze. Flushed.

“You don’t need this anymore,” Dean said. “She doesn’t come for you.”



We made him undress.
Naked. Nervous. Hard already.

Tasha stroked him slowly — one last time. Just enough to watch him twitch.
Then she slid the cage over his shaft. Clicked the lock shut.

The key?
Dean hung it on a chain.

Right between my tits.



Now?

He can’t touch me.
Can’t touch himself.

He just watches.
Caged. Humming with pressure. Aching through his pants while I moan on Dean’s cock.



Dean gets off on it.

He slaps my ass hard and says,

“You hear her scream like that? That’s for me.”

Sometimes Dean comes on my face, lets it drip down my chin — then points to the boyfriend and says,

“Clean it.”

And he does.

Humbled. Locked. Grateful to serve.

Now he earns privileges:

	Begging to unlock, just to touch his own cock. 
	Edge-only sessions where I ride Dean while he’s forced to watch from the floor. 
	Tasks: Laundry done by 5. Chores finished. Or no eye contact with me all day. 


If he disobeys?

Dean takes me louder. Harder. Longer.
While he sits in his cage and weeps.

Dean calls us “a perfect fit.”
And he’s not wrong.

We travel together now — Miami, New York, Tokyo.
He books the penthouse. Orders champagne. Makes me dress like a whore in five-star restaurants.

I ride him in business class.
Gag on him in airport lounges.
Sometimes he pulls my leash under the table, just to watch me blush when the waiter comes.

And my boyfriend?

He stays home.
Locked.



Before we left for Japan, Dean walked over to him — caged, obedient, so eager to please.

“She’s mine for two weeks. You understand that?”

He nodded.

“Good boy. Make sure the house is clean when we get back.”

And just like that… we were gone.



In Tokyo, Dean used me every night.
Hotel beds. Balconies. Even the onsen, where he fucked me in the steam while I bit down on his wrist to stay silent.

I sent videos to my boyfriend:

	Me gagging on Dean in the back of a taxi. 
	Me bent over the hotel desk, his cum sliding down my thighs. 
	Dean calling me his girl while I moaned through three orgasms. 


My boyfriend didn’t complain.

He thanked me.

He came in his cage — hands-free — the moment he watched us fuck.
Whimpering. Crying. Soaked.



When we got home?

Dean kissed my neck and whispered:

“You think he’s ready for the next step?”

I nodded.

Because now Dean’s moving in.

Every morning now starts the same.

Dean’s car pulls up.
I come out in a short dress, no bra, bite marks on my neck.
My boyfriend opens the door for me.

He knows better than to ask if we fucked before work.

Because we always do.



Dean drives me in.
Hand on my thigh. Sometimes inside me at red lights.

At the office, I’m his top rep.
Everyone knows it.

The other guys stare when he calls me “baby.”
But they don’t know I’m wearing his cum during morning stand-up.



Back home?

My boyfriend’s already waiting.
Dinner made. House clean.

He doesn’t ask how my day went.
He asks if Dean came inside me.



“Show him,” Dean says.

I open my legs.
Let it drip.
My boyfriend gets on his knees.
Cleans me.
Thanks us.



And now? It’s daily.

The Rituals:

	Morning: I shower with Dean. My boyfriend dries my hair. 
	Workdays: Dean texts him updates. “She’s in my office, on her knees.” 
	Evenings: I ride Dean on our couch — while my boyfriend serves drinks, caged and silent. 




Last week I told my boyfriend:

“We may break up. Dean’s what I need. What I deserve.”

He cried.
Begged.

“Please… I’ll do anything. Just don’t leave me.”

So now?

He earns his right to stay.
Not with sex. Not with love.
But with service.



At work, Dean fucks me in his office.
At home, I moan his name in our bed.
And my boyfriend?

He cleans the evidence.
Stays in his cage.
And worships the man who stole me.


Confession 7

Name:  Felicia Braggs 

Age: 36
City: Denver, CO
Occupation: Marketing Exec
Relationship: Married, 11 years, 2 kids
Title: “He Found the Condoms. And I Couldn’t Lie.”
“At least my colleague actually cared.”

He found them in my purse.

A brand-new box.
Unopened. Different brand. Not ours.

He pulled them out with that look — that silent scream behind his eyes.

“Why?” he asked.

I could’ve lied.
Could’ve made up something.

But instead I said:

“At least he gives a fuck about me.”



I didn’t mean for it to happen.

We started staying late together — Alex, from the sales team. Divorced. Flirty. Too confident.

He’d stand too close when we shared a screen.
Touch my lower back when no one was looking.

It felt good.
It felt like someone saw me again.



My husband and I?

We’d been in a holding pattern since the second kid.
Bills. Schedules. Exhaustion.

He stopped noticing when I got my hair done.
Stopped asking if I needed anything.

So when Alex leaned in one night and said:

“You deserve to feel wanted.”

…I didn’t say no.



Now here we were.
Standing in the kitchen. Condoms on the counter. Voice raised.

“You’re fucking someone from your office?” he asked, barely holding back tears.

“Yes,” I said. “Because he listens. He notices. He actually wants me.”

He flinched.

“You have kids.”

My voice dropped.

“They’re upstairs. Don’t yell.”



He looked like he wanted to scream.

Instead, he whispered:

“Are you in love with him?”

I shook my head.

“No. But I’m not sure I still am with you.”



He slammed the drawer shut.

“So what? You get off with some asshole from your team and I’m just supposed to live with it?”

I snapped back.

“No. You’re supposed to fight for me. Show me something. Anything. Because I’m done begging.”



Then came the quietest moment of all.

“Are you still seeing him?”

I hesitated.

Then I said:

“I won’t anymore.”

His eyes narrowed.

“Because you got caught?”

I nodded.

“Yes. But also… because you finally looked me in the eye.”

After the fight, my husband broke.

Not with anger — with arousal.
He cried. He begged. But when I screamed back at him, when I told him how Alex took me up against my office desk — he didn’t flinch.

His eyes went glassy.

His hands drifted to his lap.

“You’re turned on,” I said flatly.

He looked away. Ashamed.

But I just smiled.



The next morning, I told him:

“I’m seeing Alex again. Tonight.”

He didn’t stop me.
Didn’t ask me not to.

He just stood there, silent.

Hard.



That night, I didn’t just fuck Alex.

I used him.

Told him my husband and I were “figuring things out.”
That I needed this one more time.
That no one had to know.

And then?

I rode him raw.
Took him deep, fast, filthy — until he exploded inside me.

Then I did something new.

I slipped the condom off.
Tied it.
Saved it.



When I got home, my husband was waiting — quiet. Stiff. Cage of guilt and heat.

I tossed the knotted rubber on the kitchen counter.

“His cum’s in there,” I said.

“Still warm.”

He stared. Couldn’t breathe.

“I won’t tell him you know. That’s my secret.”

Then I leaned in and whispered:

“Now you clean it.”

He did.

Trembling. Moaning. Tongue out, red-faced and humiliated.
And when I made him jerk himself off after?
He came in seconds.



Now?

	I go out in heels and no panties. 
	Come home stuffed. 
	Leave condoms on his pillow like souvenirs. 


And he thanks me.

Because he knows his place.
Because he’s still mine.
But not like Alex is.

It was my idea.
Of course it was.

Alex had just blown inside me.
No condom this time. Raw. Deep. Deeper than my husband ever dared.

I laid there — leaking. Soaking. Satisfied.
And a thought hit me:

“What if I brought this home?”



I didn’t clean up.
I pulled my panties back on, soaked through.

When I walked in the front door, my husband was already kneeling.

He could smell it.

“You saw him,” he whispered.

I nodded. Walked right past him to the bedroom.
Stripped. Spread.

“Get the lube.”

He rushed to the drawer.

I stopped him.

Grabbed my panties. Wringed them out into the lube bottle.
Alex’s cum poured in — white, thick, still warm.

I swirled it. Shook it. Smiled.

“Now use that.”



My husband lubed up with another man’s cum.
Slick. Sticky. Wrong.
And so right.

He slid inside me.
Moaning. Growling. Fucking me harder than he had in years.

Like he needed to reclaim me.

Like he knew he couldn’t.



When he came, he collapsed on my back — panting, shaking, ruined.

“You’ve never… let me fuck you like that.”

I turned my head. Smiled.

“Because until now… you were only my husband.”

“But tonight?”

“You were his.”


Confession 8

Name: Marissa T.
Age: 34
City: Seattle, WA
Occupation: Executive Assistant
Relationship: Married, 7 years
Title: “My Boss Doesn’t Just Own My Time.”
“He Owns My Body — And My Husband Knows It.”



My husband thought I was just staying late at work.

That I was “on call.”
That I was “carrying extra workload.”

What I was really carrying…
was my boss’s cum.



It started after our quarterly offsite.

Mr. Brennan — Ryan.
Sharp suit. Sharper eyes. A man who doesn’t ask — he takes.

He cornered me in the hotel hallway, eyes locked on my cleavage.

“I don’t mix work with pleasure,” I said.

“Then we’ll make it work,” he replied.



I let him bend me over the minibar ten minutes later.
Still in my pencil skirt. Panties shoved in his pocket.

He came inside me.
No condom. No permission.

And when I said “What if my husband finds out?”
He growled:

“Then he’ll know what a real man sounds like when he fucks you.”



That was three months ago.

Now?

I’m owned.
I wear lingerie he chooses.
Take calls while his cum’s still dripping down my thighs.

Sometimes, when he finishes inside me, he tells me:

“Go home. Tell him thank you for letting me use you.”

And I do.



My husband found out last week.

I left my phone unlocked.
A message flashed from Ryan:

“Still tight today. Tell hubby he’s doing a great job keeping you prepped.”



He confronted me. I didn’t lie.

I showed him the text thread.
The nudes.
The receipts from hotel rooms I never even tried to explain.

“You’re his?” he asked, voice breaking.

I nodded.

“Completely.”



Then I whispered:

“But you can watch if you want.”

I told Ryan everything.

That my husband saw the messages.
That he knew.
That he didn’t stop me.

Ryan didn’t blink.

He just leaned back in his chair, slowly unbuttoned his cuffs, and said:

“Bring him.”



That Friday, I wore heels and no panties.
A sheer blouse that showed the lace underneath.
My husband drove me — silent, nervous, bulging in his jeans.

At the office, after everyone left, I led him to Ryan’s corner suite.

He was already waiting.

Whiskey in one hand. Tie loosened. Smirk loaded.

“Good girl,” he said. “Strip. Let him see what I own.”



I undressed — slowly — right there in front of both of them.
My husband was shaking.
Hard.

Ryan walked behind me, grabbed my chin, whispered in my ear:

“Bet he’s never seen you dripping before I’ve even touched you.”

Then he bent me over his desk.
Fucked me hard.
Loud.
Mean.
Mine.



My husband sat in the corner chair — watching.

Clutching his thighs.
Caged.
Silent.
Stiff.

Ryan made me look him in the eye while he finished deep inside me.

“He should know what his wife looks like when she’s truly satisfied.”

Then?

He pulled out.
Cum running down my thighs.

And tossed a towel at my husband.

“Clean her.”



He did.
Mouth first.
Tears in his eyes.
Whispering thank you.

Ryan chuckled.

“Next time,” he said, “you’ll be naked too.”

It started the Monday after.

Ryan sent the first text before 8 a.m.

Ryan:
“Buy her flowers. She deserves it after how well she took my cock.”

My husband didn’t even hesitate.

Roses. Handwritten card. Left on the bed.

When I came home that night — still sore from Ryan’s desk — I saw them and smiled.

“Good boy,” I whispered.
“Did you thank him?”

He had.
With a selfie.
On his knees.



Now it’s daily.

Ryan’s Routine:

☑️ 7:30 a.m. — Husband receives instructions.

“Pick out her lingerie. Take a photo before she leaves.”
“Lay her dress on the bed. No bra today.”

☑️ 12:00 p.m. — Updates from me.

A picture of Ryan’s cum on my thigh in the bathroom stall.
Or me sucking him off under his desk between calls.

☑️ 6:00 p.m. — Clean-up.

Husband draws me a bath.
Kisses the bruises on my hips.
Licks me clean.
Sometimes before Ryan even pulls out.



On Friday, Ryan upped the game.

He texted my husband:

Ryan:
“Buy condoms. Not for you. For me.
Then lube me up. I’m fucking her in your bed tonight.”



And he did.

Waited by the door. Bag in hand. Caged and flushed.
Ryan stripped me right there in front of him — owned me on the kitchen counter.

Then pointed at the couch.

“Sit. Watch. Touch nothing.”



Now? Ryan texts both of us.
I send proof.
My husband responds with “Yes, Sir” or thank you.

And when Ryan finishes inside me?

He makes my husband thank him in person.
On his knees.

Ryan wanted to test limits.

“Let’s bring him out. I want people to see what he is.”

So I dressed elegant. Tight black cocktail dress. No panties.
My husband ironed it for me.

Ryan picked me up that night.
Husband rode in the back. Silent.
Hard.
Holding my heels in his lap.



At the restaurant, Ryan introduced him as “our domestic.”

He held the wine list.
Carried my purse.
Wiped down Ryan’s seat before he sat.

The waiter didn’t know what to say.
Neither did the table next to us, when I leaned over and whispered “He’s already filled me twice tonight.”

My husband just smiled weakly.

He loved every second.



Between the main course and dessert, Ryan stood up.

“Come.”

He led me to the bathroom.

Didn’t lock the door.
Bent me over the sink.
Fucked me with my own moans echoing off the tile.

When he came inside me, he pulled out fast — cum splashing on my thighs, dripping down.

“Send him in.”



My husband entered. Head down. Heart racing.

I lifted my dress.
Ryan pointed to the mess between my legs.

“You know what to do.”

And he did.

Tongue out. Slow. Devoted.
Licking up his boss’s load from his own wife.
Public place.
Unlocked door.

When he was done, Ryan zipped up, fixed his tie.

“Good job,” he said. “Now clean her mouth.”



We walked back to the table.
Waiter had brought dessert.

Ryan fed me a bite.
My husband poured the wine.

No one said a word.
But they all knew.



Now?

	My husband drives us to hotels. Sleeps in the car. 
	He packs my overnight bag with toys Ryan chooses. 
	At office parties, he hands Ryan his drink — then watches him take me to the rooftop to fuck me raw. 


And every time?

He thanks us both.



Because I’m no longer his wife.
I’m Ryan’s girl.
And my husband?

Just staff.


Confession 9

Name: Kayla V.
Age: 38
City: Chicago, IL
Occupation: Project Manager
Relationship: Married, 12 years
Title: “I Gave the Intern a Handjob in My Car.”
“Then My Husband Told Me to Seduce Him.”



He was sweet.
20, maybe 21. Fresh-faced. Nervous. Always trying too hard in meetings.

Alex, our summer intern.

He stayed late helping me with presentation decks, data cleanup — he just wanted to impress.

And last Friday?

He came to me after hours — eyes red, voice cracked.

“She broke up with me,” he said. “Said I was boring.”

He looked so devastated.
So helpless.



I offered him a ride home.
He barely spoke the whole time.

At a red light, I touched his knee.
He looked over — confused. Flushed. Hard.

“You’re not boring, Alex.”

I said it soft. Firm. Like I meant it.

He stammered something back.

And then I unzipped him.



It wasn’t planned.
It wasn’t romantic.

It was fast.
Sloppy.
Wrong.

But when he came in my hand, moaning my name, I smiled.

“You’re going to be just fine.”



That night, I told my husband.

We have a rule: no lies.

I expected anger. Or at least shock.

But instead, he asked:

“Was he… young?”

I nodded.

“Cute?”

I blinked.

“You liked making him feel good, didn’t you?”

I felt heat rise in my chest.

“It was just a one-time thing,” I said.

He stepped closer.

“What if it wasn’t?”



He pulled me into the bedroom, fucked me harder than he had in weeks.

Afterward, breathless, he whispered:

“Next time… seduce him. Really. Take him.”



The next week at work, I wore a shorter skirt.
Let Alex catch glimpses.
Leaned close when showing him slides. Let my blouse dip low.

He blushed every time. Shifted in his chair.
He wanted it.

And I?

I wanted to give it.



That Friday, I stayed late again.
We "worked" on a deck no one would read.
Then I asked:

“Still thinking about that car ride?”

He nodded.

I locked the office door.
Climbed onto his lap.
And rode him in my swivel chair.

After I rode Alex in my chair, I didn’t say a word.

I just smoothed my skirt, picked up my phone… and took a photo of the wet spot on his dress shirt.

Me to husband:
“Your idea. Thought you’d want a souvenir.”

He didn’t reply.

But when I got home?
He dragged me to bed.
Tore my panties down.
And fucked me like I was still leaking from the intern.



The next time, I brought my tripod.

Left it angled low — just enough to catch my hips grinding into Alex’s lap.

He was shy at first. Nervous.
But when I whispered “My husband’s going to watch this later,”
…he twitched hard inside me.



That night, I sent the video.

No caption. Just:

🎥💦

My husband came in his pants watching it.

Then told me:

“Next time… invite him here. Let me see it in person.”



So I did.



At dinner, Alex showed up in a button-down and jeans, holding a bottle of wine he couldn’t afford.
I wore lingerie under my robe.
My husband poured drinks.

We didn’t tell Alex anything.

Just ate. Talked.
I flirted — slow burn, playful touches, long eye contact.

By dessert, I had my hand on Alex’s thigh.

“Nervous?” I asked.

“A little.”

I looked at my husband.
He nodded.

Then I stood up. Let the robe fall.
Lace, thigh-highs, nothing else.

“Follow me, baby.”



I fucked Alex in our living room.

Bent over the couch.
Hair in his fist.
My husband watching from a chair ten feet away, stroking through his pants.



When Alex came, I kept riding.
Made him moan.

Then pulled him out, mess dripping from me.
And turned to my husband.

“Want a taste?”

He crawled to me.
Tasted me.
Cleaned me.
Came untouched.

It started with a message.

Alex:
“I think I’m catching feelings for you.”

My heart stopped.

This wasn’t part of the game.
He was sweet — eager, obedient, good between my legs.

But feelings?
That wasn’t allowed.



I told my husband.

He smiled. Almost eager.

“Break him.”

“How?”

“Let me watch.”



I invited Alex over again.

Told him we needed to talk.

I wore his favorite lingerie — the black one with the cutouts he couldn’t stop touching.
But beneath it?
Nothing but dominance.



He sat on the couch.
My husband, already watching, from the chair across the room — silent, amused.

I climbed into Alex’s lap.
Kissed him.
Straddled him.
Let him slide into me.

“You missed this, didn’t you?”

He nodded, moaning.

“Good.”

Then I stopped moving.



“But you don’t get to love me.”

He blinked.
Confused. Hurt.

“What?”

I started to grind — slowly.
Tight. Wet. Controlled.

“You get to fuck me.
You get to watch my husband clean me after.
You don’t get to own me.”

He looked over — saw my husband stroking slowly.

His mouth opened.

“You… let him watch?”

I smiled.

“He told me to fuck you tonight.”



Alex came too fast.
Hard.
Pathetic.
His eyes wide. His hands trembling.

I didn’t stop.

I rode him through it — used him while he whimpered.

Then I slid off, dripping, walked over to my husband…

…and sat in his lap.
Let him lick me clean right in front of Alex.



“Still think you love me?” I asked.

Alex just stared.

“You love how I made you feel.”

“But he made it happen.”



We let Alex leave silent.
Hard again.
Ruined.

He texts sometimes.
Still begs.
Wants a second chance.

But now?

We’re training someone new.
Alex was the test run.
Now we know what we like.


Confession 10

Name: Dana L.
Age: 41
City: Minneapolis, MN
Occupation: HR Director
Relationship: Married, 9 years
Title: “He’s My Best Employee.”
“And Now He’s Fucking Me — While My Husband Watches.”



I oversee 52 employees.
One of them is my husband.

The other?

Nathan K.
Top performer. 28. Smart. Charming. Hung.
Every manager wants him on their team.

I wanted him in me.



It started after the Q2 awards dinner.

Nathan had just crushed another record quarter.
My husband had… average numbers. Again.

I gave Nathan his award. Shook his hand.
Felt the heat between us.

After dinner, I drove him home — he’d had too much wine.
But I didn’t.



He leaned over at a stoplight.

“You look incredible tonight.”

I kissed him before the light turned green.

Ten minutes later?

He was balls-deep inside me in the backseat —
moaning my name, pulling my hair, making me feel everything my husband hadn’t in months.



The next morning, I told my husband.

I sat him down in our kitchen.

“I fucked Nathan.”

“At work?!”

“After dinner. In the car. Bare.”

He went pale.
But he didn’t yell.

He asked questions.

“Is it… ongoing?”

“Maybe,” I said. “Do you want it to be?”

He nodded.



Now?

Nathan books fake meetings with me on Fridays.
We fuck in my office.
Sometimes with my husband working just one floor down.

After?

I go downstairs, pull my husband into a conference room, and make him clean me.
No words. Just his mouth.
Then I send him back to his desk.



Last week, I did something new.

I scheduled a 1-on-1 with Nathan and had my husband sit in.

“Performance review,” I said.

I made them both sit.

Nathan — confident. Smirking.

My husband — blushing, hard, silent.

I ran through Nathan’s stats. Praise after praise.
Then casually said:

“And he fucks me better, too.”



My husband stayed silent.
Nathan laughed.
And I scheduled another meeting.

The first trip was a leadership summit in Dallas.

Nathan and I booked separate rooms.
HR policy.

But the moment the elevator doors closed?

His hand was already up my skirt.

“You’re mine this weekend,” he whispered.
“Your husband’s not even in the same state.”



By the time we reached the 14th floor, I was panting.
He pushed me into my room.
Didn’t bother closing the blinds.

Fucked me against the window.
Lights of the city shining behind me — his cock deep inside.

And when I came?

He grabbed my phone from the nightstand, snapped a pic of his load dripping down my thighs.

“Send it to your husband.”

I did.



Second trip? Chicago.

Public conference.

Dozens of firms. Hundreds of eyes.

Nathan spoke on a panel.
Afterward, I sucked him in the green room — still wearing my staff badge.

He came on my tongue just minutes before lunch with the board.



Later that afternoon?

He bent me over a bathroom sink on the 5th floor of the convention center.

My skirt hit the tile.
My heels squeaked on the linoleum.

He fucked me rough — hand over my mouth.
Only stopped when someone knocked.

We waited in silence, me still full of him.

Then he whispered:

“Clean up. Go give your closing remarks.”

And I did.
Soaked.
Used.
Professionally perfect.



My husband?

He gets photos.
Voice notes.
Sometimes FaceTime.

Once, I held the phone against the bathroom wall so he could listen to me get railed.

When I came?
I moaned Nathan’s name.
Twice.



Now, Nathan expects it.

Every trip?

	Blowjob in the Uber. 
	Quick fuck before check-in. 
	Conference room play during breaks, doors unlocked. 


He even made me wear a butt plug during an entire leadership workshop once — remote-controlled from his phone.



And my husband?

He just waits.
Watches.
Jerks off to the evidence.

Because I’m not cheating anymore.

I’m serving.

Nathan didn’t even ask this time.

We were on a team-wide check-in.
Cameras on. Mics muted.

I was sitting at his desk, laptop balanced on a stack of folders.
Wearing just a blazer and lace panties.

My husband was three squares down in the Zoom grid — headset on, trying to act focused.

Nathan walked in shirtless, hard, grinning.

I barely had time to mute my mic.

“Don’t say a word,” he whispered.
“Let’s see if your husband notices.”



He pushed my laptop forward.

Bent me over the desk — just below camera view.

I heard pinging notifications as the meeting started.

Agenda. Revenue updates.
Cock inside me.

He fucked me slowly as the COO talked about Q3 forecasts.

I bit my fist.
Nodded on camera.

My husband messaged me privately:

“Everything okay?”

I replied:

“He’s inside me.”



Nathan grabbed my hair.
Thrust harder.
Pulled my blazer open. Let my tits bounce just below the screen.

He leaned over and whispered:

“Look at your husband.
See how hard he’s trying not to touch himself?”

I did.

His eyes wide.
Face flushed.

Hand just off-screen.



Then Nathan pulled out.
Came all over my back.
I barely blinked.

Straightened my blazer.
Smiled into the camera.

“No further updates from HR,” I said.



My husband called me after.

“Did you… really?”

“Yes.”

“Did anyone else notice?”

“I hope so.”



That night?

Nathan sent my husband screenshots from the call.
One of me bent over.
One of my face flushed, biting my lip.
One of him cumming.

Then he messaged:

“Next time, you’ll thank me live.”

A week after the Zoom incident, Nathan booked time on my calendar.

“Follow-up training. Just you, me… and your husband.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“What are we training?”

He smirked.

“Control.”



We scheduled it officially:

Private Professional Development
60 minutes. Conference Room 6B.
Attendance: Nathan K., Dana L., [Husband’s name]

HR policy didn’t bat an eye.
It looked like mentorship.

But inside that room?

It was something else entirely.



I sat at the head of the table.
Wearing business casual, no bra.
Heels off under the table. Legs crossed.

My husband showed up on time, notepad in hand.

Nathan came in late — on purpose.
Dropped a condom on the table.

“We’ll need this.”



For the first fifteen minutes, we actually talked shop.

Workflows. Client follow-through. Scheduling tools.

Then Nathan stood up, walked behind me, and ran his hand down my neck.

“Let’s test focus under pressure,” he said.

My husband froze.

“Keep taking notes.”



Nathan unzipped.

Slid his hand up my skirt.
I shifted in my seat, mouth tight.

“She’s soaked,” he said. “You did prep her today, right?”

My husband nodded.
Still writing.

Nathan fucked me from behind while my husband pretended to type meeting minutes.

No screaming. No porn noise.
Just skin against skin. The sound of breath control.



Then Nathan said something cold. Believable. Cutting:

“Think he deserves a promotion?”

He thrust harder. I bit my lip.

“Maybe. If he keeps being useful.”

My husband didn’t say a word.

He just wrote:

	"Follow-through = vital" 
	"Train loyalty via example" 




When Nathan finished, he fixed his shirt, zipped up, and said:

“Same time next week.
If he wants a raise… make sure he’s on his knees next time.”



I locked eyes with my husband.

“Would you?”

He looked down.

“If it means keeping you…”

He nodded.

It finally caught up to us.

The tension. The gossip.
The looks in the office. The silent knowing in the elevators.

My husband confronted me in the kitchen.

“People are starting to talk. You’re too obvious.”

I leaned against the counter, arms folded.

“So what? Let them.”

“You’re my wife. And he’s our boss.”

“He’s my boss. And you watch.”

He stepped back, face flushing.

“Is that all I am to you now?”

I paused.

“Right now? That’s what you let yourself be.”



That night at the office, Nathan noticed.

He cornered me in the hallway outside the breakroom.

“Rough day at home?”

I nodded.

He brushed a hand down my hip.

“Still want it?”

“Always.”



But before he could unzip, I pulled back.

“Not here. It’s getting risky.”

He raised a brow.

“Finally worried about people seeing?”

I didn’t flinch.

“No. I’m choosing when and where.”



So we left the building.

I told my husband I was working late.
He didn’t reply.

Nathan drove me to a quiet parking lot behind a warehouse.
Nothing glamorous. Just privacy.



We fucked in the backseat.
Windows fogged. Seatbelt buckle digging into my thigh.
His hands around my throat as I whispered my husband’s name — while he was inside me.

“You miss him?” Nathan asked.

“Only when he cleans me up.”



When we finished, I wiped myself with a company-branded napkin and texted my husband:

“Home in 20. Be ready.”

He didn’t ask from where.

He already knew.

He got an offer out of state.

Bigger salary. Bigger title.
A step up — well deserved.

Nathan pulled me aside after the all-hands meeting.

“Two weeks left.”

I felt my stomach dip.
Something between relief… and regret.



That night, I told my husband.

He sat quietly. Processing.

“So this is it?”

“Maybe.”

He nodded.

“Do you want to see him… one more time?”

I looked up.

“Yes.”



We didn’t use the office. No more risks.

Instead, we booked a hotel downtown.
Nothing fancy — just neutral ground. Private.

Nathan was already there when we arrived.

Black t-shirt. Jeans. Calm.
He looked at me differently — not possessive anymore.
Appreciative.



We didn’t rush.

We talked first.
Laughed. Reflected. Shared a drink.

Then I kissed him.

Soft. Slow.
One final taste of everything he gave me:

The dominance.
The attention.
The power I didn't know I missed.



My husband sat in the armchair.
Watching.

He didn’t move.
Didn’t interrupt.

He let it happen.

Let me undress Nathan.
Let me climb into his lap one last time.
Let me ride him while holding eye contact with the man I married.



When Nathan came, I kissed him softly.
Tasted both of us.
Then whispered:

“Go succeed.”

He smiled.

“I already have.”



He left quietly.
No drama. No promises.

But at the door, he turned back and said:

“If I’m ever in town…”

I nodded.

“We’ll book a room.”



That night, I curled into my husband’s chest.
We didn’t speak for a while.

Then I felt his hand slide between my legs.

“You’re still wet.”

“Still his,” I whispered.

He pressed his lips to my ear.

“And still mine.”



We made love — not rough, not kinky.

Just us.
Reclaiming what we’d given away.
And choosing each other again.   
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