
        
            
                
            
        

    
Sleeping with the Enemy

5 Confessions from Wives Who Slept with Their Exes, Rivals & Foes

Deep Inside

"The vagina holds no grudges — only urges." – Anonymous

Introduction

We are not made of just one truth.

A woman can love her husband and still ache for a man she despises.
She can be loyal by day and dripping with guilt — and arousal — by night.
She can say no a thousand times and still open her legs when the enemy stares at her like she’s his to ruin.

We’re taught to be good.
Polished. Predictable.
But beneath the smiles and carefully curated lives, some of us burn.
We burn for chaos.
For danger.
For the men we shouldn’t touch — the rivals, the exes, the bastards who make us feel alive in all the wrong ways.

This book isn’t about happy endings.
It’s about moments — filthy, impulsive, unforgettable moments —
where good women chose to be bad
and loved every second of it.

These are their confessions.
No excuses. No apologies.
Just truth, heat…
and the kind of sex that leaves you marked.

Want More Than Words on a Page?
Hear my real voice tell the stories I’ve lived — from taboo confessions to real hotwife experiences.
Exclusive audio diaries, fantasies, and more:  loyalfans.com/deepinsidehub

Confession 1: “I Let My Rival Ruin Me”

Name: Kayla Deveraux
Age: 34
City: Chicago, IL

I should have walked away.
I should have packed up my laptop, grabbed my purse, and left him standing in that conference room with his smug mouth and perfect fucking jawline.

But I didn’t.

Because somewhere between all the petty insults and the fire-eyed standoffs across meeting tables, Jordan Locke had become the one man who could melt me down to my worst impulses.

We hated each other.
And that hate? It was soaked in heat.

He was everything I wasn’t — arrogant, cocky, loud. He’d interrupt me in front of clients just to make a point, and I’d tear into him with a smile sharp enough to bleed. We were both damn good at what we did, and that only made it worse. Every promotion, every campaign win, every client dinner — we were forced to sit close, speak politely, and pretend we weren’t dying to tear each other apart.

But there was something more. Something dirtier.

While my husband was the calm — the steady hand, the safe choice — Jordan was pure chaos.
While my husband kept me like a delicate ornament on a high shelf, polishing me with his patience and his predictability, Jordan treated me like I didn’t matter. Like I was something to push, to provoke, to ruin if he felt like it.

And the sickest part?
It worked.

Every time Jordan slashed me with one of his sharp little comments, I felt it — this shiver of something low in my stomach. Like he wasn’t just trying to humiliate me… like he enjoyed it. Like he got off on it.

Sometimes I wondered if he did.
If he went home after a fight with me and jerked off, fist tight around himself, thinking about the way I glared at him.
Because he hated talking to me — I could see it in the way his jaw clenched — but he also couldn’t stop looking at me. Couldn’t stop letting his eyes drift down my body when he thought I wasn’t paying attention.

He stared.
He always stared.
But never obviously. No — he was too calculated for that.
He stared deftly, like a man who knew how to look without getting caught.
Like he knew exactly what he was doing and exactly how it made me feel.

And I played it off.
Told myself it was just another power move.
Another silent jab in our daily war.
So I’d lash back — with words sharp enough to draw blood, voice cool even when I was seething.

There was one time — a particularly bad one —
He’d sent out a file to the client without my review. Something major. A pitch deck I’d spent three days perfecting.

We were toe-to-toe in that glass conference room, flinging accusations with enough venom to make interns scatter. Our voices sharp, clipped, escalating with every second. I was so far past polite professionalism I might as well have set fire to the damn meeting table.

And right when I was ready to lose it, one of our female colleagues — bless her naive heart — physically stepped between us and said,
“Guys, please. This can’t keep happening. You’re supposed to be a team.”

A team.

I almost laughed in her face.
Because if anyone had told her what I was really thinking in that moment — what I was feeling — she’d have called HR.

No one would have guessed we’d ever connect.
Not with how we spoke to each other.
Not with how much I wanted to break his nose and his ego in the same breath.

And yet…

That night, there was no pretending left.

It was almost 10 PM. The office was empty, buzzing with fluorescent lights and the hum of overworked HVAC. Rain hammered the floor-to-ceiling windows like a warning. We were fighting — again — this time over lead credit for the Whitmore deal. Voices loud. Breath short. He got in my face. I got in his. My body was already betraying me.

“I did the pitch, Jordan. You just slapped your name on it.”

He smirked. That smug, dangerous curl of his lips. “You wish you could do what I do. You dress it up in high heels and lipstick, but underneath it all? You’re just a scared little girl pretending to be cutthroat.”

I lost it.
I shoved him.

He didn’t move — just grabbed my wrist, tight, pinning me there like it was nothing. There was fire in his eyes. Raw heat. Challenge.

Then he kissed me.

Or maybe I kissed him. Doesn’t matter.

Because the second our mouths crashed, the war between us shattered into something else — something messier. Darker.

His tongue tangled with mine, hungry and unrelenting, and his hands tangled in my hair, yanking just enough to draw a breathy, involuntary moan from my throat. I hated how fast he could pull that sound from me. Hated how good it felt.

He spun me around and slammed me back against the conference table. Elbows hit wood. Papers scattered like ash.

His mouth was everywhere — hot along my jaw, my throat, the side of my neck where he sucked hard enough to bruise. His hand slid up my thigh, firm and possessive, until he found the heat waiting for him.

He hooked his fingers into the band of my panties. Paused. Smirked.

Then he ripped them — the snap of fabric splitting made me flinch.

And when his fingers finally slid between my legs, I damn near lost it again.

He didn’t go gentle.
He didn’t go slow.

Two fingers pushed deep — curling — and his thumb ground against that one aching, sensitive spot that had me bucking against his hand with a gasp I couldn’t swallow.

"Fuck…" I breathed, head falling back as he worked me with devastating precision. My whole body lit up, shame and arousal tangling until I couldn't tell one from the other.

“Fuck, you’re drenched,” he growled, breath hot and filthy against my ear, fingers working me with ruthless precision.
“Look at you. You fight me all day… with this wet pussy?”

I hated that he was right.
I hated it more that I didn’t care

I was panting. Grinding down on his hand, desperate for more, for friction, for anything. My body had taken over — needy, reckless, wrecked — and he knew it.

“Shut up,” I managed to hiss, fingers fumbling at his belt. I got it open with trembling hands, pulled him free — thick, hot, already leaking against my palm — and guided him between my thighs.

No teasing. No mercy.

Just him — inside — stretching me open with a brutal thrust that stole the breath from my lungs.

I gasped, loud and unfiltered.
The kind of sound you only make when something is just on the edge of too much — and you want it anyway.

He didn’t ask.
He took.

And I let him.

Because I wanted to be taken.
Hard.
Fast.
Like punishment and reward all at once.

I wrapped my legs around his waist like it was instinct — like my body had been waiting months for this exact moment. For him.

The second he sank his thick, hard cock into me, it hit like a rude, raunchy surprise — uninvited and fucking amazing — stretching me open in a way that bordered on too much but made me want more.

My nails curled against the edge of the table as he pushed in slow, deep, relentless — every inch dragging a filthy, aching pulse through me like he owned the space inside my body.

I clenched around him without meaning to, already slick, already twitching from how wide he filled me — a pressure so obscene it felt like being split apart just to be put back together around him.

There was no rhythm yet. Just that first, maddening slide. A hot, unbearable throb. The kind of stretch that didn’t just sit somewhere deep — it stayed, it stung, it made my insides clench like they were memorizing every inch of him.

His hands gripped my hips like he owned them. Like he’d earned the right to claim every inch of me. And maybe, in some twisted, fucked-up way, he had.

I could barely think — the world narrowed to the sound of skin on skin, the slap of his body driving into mine, over and over, like he wanted to fuck the fight out of me. Like he was trying to erase every argument, every venom-laced jab, every moment we’d spent pretending we didn’t want this.

My head hit the table, and I cried out — half in pain, half in pleasure so sharp it bordered on violent. I clawed at his back, fingers digging into muscle through his dress shirt, pulling him closer, urging him harder. I bit his shoulder. He didn’t stop. Didn’t flinch. Just grunted, low and rough, and slammed deeper.

"Harder," I choked, not even recognizing my own voice. It sounded feral — wild and desperate and aching.

"Say you hate me," he growled, teeth grazing the shell of my ear as he drove forward again, harder than before.

"I hate you," I spat, even as I rocked my hips to meet his thrusts, even as I whimpered like I was coming apart under the weight of him. "I fucking hate you."

He laughed — low and dark and filthy. "Then why are you dripping all over my cock, baby?"

I shattered.

The orgasm hit me like a wrecking ball — no build-up, no warning — just a tidal wave of heat and release that left me shaking, panting, legs trembling as I clenched around him, gasping his name like it meant something. My nails tore across his back. My vision blurred. I was wrecked.

And he wasn't done.

He chased his own release with a snarl, hands bruising on my hips as he drove into me one last time — hard, deep, final — and came with a grunt, hot and unrelenting, spilling inside without hesitation. No condom. No pause. Just raw, reckless need.

We stayed like that — connected, sweating, breathing hard in the ruined silence of the conference room. The air smelled like sex and something heavier — maybe regret, maybe satisfaction. Probably both.

He didn’t speak.

Neither did I.

Because what could you say when everything you'd sworn to resist had just been undone by a locked door and a fucked-up kind of chemistry?

Eventually, he pulled away.

I fixed my skirt with trembling hands and left without a word.

The elevator ride down was quiet, the hum of the building the only sound. My thighs were still slick. My lips swollen. My mascara streaked down my cheeks like war paint. I looked like I’d just been ruined.

Because I had.

And the worst part?

I couldn’t wait to do it again.

Jordan Locke isn’t just my competition.
He’s the line I was never supposed to cross.
The man I built my armor around to withstand.
But all it took was one night — one brutal, blistering night — to undo every wall I’d spent years fortifying.

He’s my weakness.

Not in the soft, tender way the word usually implies.
No — Jordan is the kind of weakness that burns.
The kind that gets under your skin and stays there, festering, pulsing like a bruise you can’t stop pressing just to feel the pain again.
He makes me reckless. Dangerous.
Like I’d throw away my promotion, my pride, my perfectly curated life… just to feel his hands on me again.

He’s the mistake I’ll keep making —
Willingly.
Hungrily.
Because some disasters are just too addictive to walk away from.

And every time I see him across that office floor —
With that infuriating smirk, those rolled-up sleeves, that cocky swagger like the world should kneel at his feet —
My whole body remembers.

Remembers the way he took me like I was his.
Remembers the stretch, the sting, the way he didn’t ask — didn’t have to — because I gave in without a fight.
Remembers the heat of his breath against my ear when he growled my name like a curse and a promise all in one.

It’s torture.

Because now, every stare lingers.
Every meeting buzzes with tension just beneath the surface.
Every brush of his hand makes my breath hitch, makes my thighs press tighter, makes me wonder how long I can pretend we’re still just rivals.

The truth?

I don’t know if I want to beat him anymore.
I used to want to crush him. Outshine him. Prove that I was better.
But now?

Now all I can think about is taking him in a way he won’t forget.
Not just bending over that damn table again — no.
This time I want to flip the script.
This time I want to be the one who breaks him.

I want to crush him with my cunt until he can’t think straight,
drag every ragged breath and every curse out of his throat
until he’s trembling, until the cocky smirk fades
and he’s just a man undone under me.

I want to keep him drained,
balls empty and mind blank,
every drop of his arrogance swallowed down by my hunger
until he’s begging to be inside me,
begging for what he used to take.

Not because I lost the battle…
But because I’ve learned the power in surrender —
and now I want to use it.
I want to weaponize it.
Make him feel the way I felt when I came apart under him.

And maybe that’s what scares me the most.
Not the fall.
But how much I want to own it.
How much I want to make him mine by the very thing
he thought made me weak.


Confession 2 : We Bonded with our Rivals over Dinner

Name: Lila Jennings
Age: 35
City: Charleston, South Carolina



I didn’t like her.

Aubrey fucking Vale.
Perfect little Pilates body. Dripping in diamonds, dressed like a Hamptons catalog. The wife of my husband’s business partner, and the most exhausting brunch companion I’ve ever been forced to smile at.

We had a rivalry. The fake, sweet kind that comes with “Oh my god, you look amazing!” followed by an undercutting glance at your shoes. We smiled through clenched teeth. Complimented each other’s homes while silently judging the crown molding.

And somehow… we ended up on our knees beside each other, mouths full of cock, moaning through spit and mascara in her designer living room.

Here’s how it happened.



The Dinner Party

My husband, Reed, had been pushing this for weeks.

“Let’s do dinner with the Vales. Keep things smooth, build trust.”

Right. Business trust.

I wore a backless black slip dress, no bra. I knew what it did in candlelight. The fabric clung to me like a second skin — thin, effortless, the kind of dress that didn’t hide anything. I wore perfume at the backs of my knees. A flick of gloss on my lips. Subtle warfare.

Aubrey answered the door in white silk — a wrap dress tied tight around her tiny waist, her tits standing up like they knew they were part of the presentation. Not a ripple of fat on her. Just skin and sharp bone and intentional beauty. She looked impossible. Like money you couldn’t touch.

We air-kissed like frenemies, careful not to smear lipstick.
“Darling,” she purred.
“Gorgeous as ever,” I replied, with a sweet little lie tucked into my smile.

The men opened wine. Talked shop.
We sat through a lovely, light dinner — grilled seabass, shaved fennel, perfect little dollops of sauce that looked like they came out of a tasting menu.
Everything plated beautifully. Almost too delicate to eat.

But we smiled. Nodded. Ate like people who had money and control and nothing messy hiding under the surface.
The conversation floated around stocks and mutual funds, upcoming trips to Aspen, the new boutique gym opening downtown.

Underneath it all, though, something else simmered.
A current neither of the husbands noticed.

Aubrey’s eyes met mine across the rim of her glass.
Cool. Calculating.

We sat on opposite ends of the low glass table, legs crossed, fingers curling around long-stemmed glasses like we weren’t poised for something more. 

The tension wasn’t loud.
It didn’t need to be.
It was there in the way she kept adjusting the tie at her waist, tightening it whenever Reed laughed too loud at my joke.
It was in the way I leaned forward just a little too far when I reached for the olive oil — letting the dress hang open at the sides, knowing exactly what wasn’t covered underneath.

I caught her watching me once.
Her eyes dropped to my chest and flicked back up just as fast — not shamefully, but sharply. Like she was assessing a rival bidder. Like she was curious.

I watched her back.

Her lips were slightly parted. Her wine glass was nearly empty.

Under the table, I slipped my heel out of one pump and slowly brushed it against Reed’s shin.
He glanced at me — quick, amused, fond.
Then kept talking.
But she noticed.
Of course she did.

Her smirk was instant. Small and smug.

She leaned in close to her husband, whispering something into his ear.
I couldn’t hear the words — just the way his jaw flexed, the way his eyes shifted. They darkened. He looked toward me, then Reed, then back to her. He said nothing, but the silence was louder than anything else in the room.

Something shifted.

Not openly. Not dramatically.

But the energy at the table tilted.
Like some invisible line had been drawn — and someone had just stepped over it.

The conversation kept going, but the words felt like background noise now.
Because under the veneer of polite laughter and another pour of wine, something hung thick in the air:

Permission.

We weren’t playing nice anymore.

Instead, the second bottle of wine turned into a third.
The conversation got looser. Touches lingered longer. Laughs got softer, lower — the kind that carried weight under the surface.

Reed moved behind me while I was still sipping.
His hand slid to my hip, his lips brushed my neck — lazy, familiar, but with a hunger I hadn’t felt in him in months.
Then Blaine — Aubrey’s perfectly controlled husband — set his glass down, leaned forward slightly, and said:

“We’ve always wondered what it would be like… to share.”

I turned, slowly.
Blinking once. Processing.

Aubrey didn’t flinch.
She didn’t blush or stammer or throw out some fake laugh.

She just looked at me.
Steady. Focused. Eyes gleaming.

And then, like she’d been waiting for the line to be crossed, she stood up — graceful, measured — and took one slow step toward me.

“Let’s find out who fakes it less,” she said.
Voice smooth as silk, but sharp as a blade.

Bitch.

I kissed her before she could say anything else — hard.
No teasing. No testing the waters. Just lips crashing, mouths open, my hand in her hair like I owned her.

She gasped into me, caught off guard — and I tugged.
Hard.
Her neck arched, spine bending just enough to give me room to push.

And I did.

Shoved her backward onto the velvet couch —
clean lines, designer softness, and now hers was the body sprawled out across it.

The wrap dress slid open at her thighs.
Perfect skin, toned and tanned, spread wide like a welcome.
I climbed on top of her without hesitation, one knee between her legs, my dress sliding up as I straddled her, my hair falling forward as I kissed her again — deeper, filthier this time, tasting wine and lipstick and the end of the act we’d been playing for months.

Aubrey moaned beneath me, her hands gripping my waist like she wasn’t sure whether to push me off or pull me closer.

And behind us, the men watched.
Silent.
Stunned.
Breathing harder than they should’ve been, eyes locked like they couldn’t believe what they were seeing — or that it was real.

Reed’s knuckles were white around his wine glass.
Blaine had already set his down — forgotten, abandoned, his hands now between his thighs.

We both noticed.
Of course we did.

We noticed how their hips shifted forward on the plush chairs.
How their slacks bulged, visibly hard.
How Blaine’s hand moved — slow at first, like he could pretend it was nothing, just an itch, a press, a twitch — but then stayed.

Massaging.

Gripping.

Fingers curling around his cock through expensive wool, like he was holding back from undoing his belt and begging us not to stop.

And Reed — oh, Reed — he’d stopped pretending entirely.
His palm was flat over himself, pressing hard, like he was punishing the arousal he couldn’t contain. Watching me — his wife — straddle another woman like I’d forgotten he existed.

They weren’t speaking.
They wouldn’t dare.

Because the room didn’t belong to them anymore.
It belonged to us.

Two women — rivals, hostesses, polished predators — now tangled in each other, lips slick with wine and ego, thighs spread across designer upholstery like territory being claimed.

We kissed again, rougher now.
Aubrey’s moan was muffled against my mouth as I grabbed her throat — lightly, deliberately — and stared at Reed as I did it.

He flinched.
Not in protest.
In want.

And that was the moment I knew.
He wasn’t in control.
None of them were.

This was ours.
A final war played out in moans and teeth and fingernails — not over dinner, not over donations, but over who could break the other first.

And I was going to show her exactly
who the better liar had been.

We fucked like we’d been waiting years — years of forced smiles, perfectly posed brunches, side-eyes at fundraisers, and sugar-coated venom hidden behind pearls and pressed linen.
All of it led to this.

To me grabbing fistfuls of her silky wrap dress and ripping it — not gently, not like a lover, but like a woman starved.
Tearing fabric and pride in the same breath.
Her breasts spilled free —
not shyly, not accidentally — but like they’d been aching to be seen.
Perky, perfect, sculpted just enough to remind me that she always bought what I was born with.
Tanned just right, no tan lines, nipples already tight in the air-conditioned room like they’d heard what was coming.

I stared for a beat — not out of admiration, but to let the weight of my gaze burn her.
I wanted her to feel it.
To know that I saw everything — the surgeon’s precision, the flawless upkeep, the need to be looked at.

Then I went in.
Mouth first.
Teeth second.

I sucked her left nipple hard, wet, messy — not sensual, not careful — while I grabbed the other breast in my hand and squeezed.
She gasped, head falling back, one manicured hand gripping my shoulder like she didn’t know whether to shove me off or melt into it.

But I didn’t let up.
I dragged my tongue around her areola, slow and taunting, then bit down just enough to make her hiss —
that high, startled intake of breath that let me know I’d hit something raw.

I pulled back just enough to let the cool air sting where my mouth had been.
Her nipple was wet and pink, lips parted, eyes glazed.

“You like being played with?” I whispered, close enough that she felt the heat of my breath on her skin.

She didn’t answer.

So I slapped her tit.
A clean smack.
It bounced just right.

That got a sound out of her — something between a whine and a curse, high in her throat, as if she didn’t know whether to moan or spit.

And I smiled.

Because that sound?
That unsure, trembling sound?

It pushed me harder.

I turned to Blaine —
Aubrey’s husband, always buttoned-up, always distant, the kind of man who looked at women like a checklist.
But now?
He was undone.
Cock in hand, flushed dark, head slick with precum, chest rising fast like he’d been holding his breath since the first moan.

He looked at me like he didn’t know whether to back away or drop to his knees and thank me.

I didn’t give him the choice.

I crawled to him — slow, deliberate — dragging my nails across the rug like a warning.
My eyes stayed locked on his.
His hand faltered.

“Let me,” I said, voice low, hoarse, dangerous.

He lowered his hand.
I took over.

No teasing.
No warm-up.
I opened wide and took him deep — one clean motion, slick and sudden.
His cock hit the back of my throat, and I didn’t pull back.
I held it there, let the choke rise, let the panic flicker in my eyes — because I wanted it to show.
Wanted Aubrey to see the tears start to well.

Mascara blurred.
Spit spilling down my chin.
My jaw strained and my throat worked around him, gagging softly, messily — a woman possessed by the need to win.

I moaned with his cock stuffed inside me — a dirty, desperate sound — just as I turned my head enough to look at her.

She was still on her knees too, sucking my husband with precision, elegance, control.

I wanted to ruin that.

So I gagged myself deeper on Blaine.
Fisted the base of his cock and shoved it into my throat until my eyes watered freely and my whole body shuddered from the effort.
He groaned above me, hand tangling in my hair, hips bucking slightly like he couldn’t help it.

When I finally pulled off, a thick string of saliva connected my lips to his cock — glistening, filthy.
I smeared it across my cheek with the back of my hand and smiled.
Wide.
Wicked.

That was the moment they switched us.

Like they’d planned it.
Like they’d rehearsed it.

Blaine grabbed my waist and yanked me back, cock already slipping between my legs as Reed pulled out of Aubrey with a grunt and shoved himself into her mouth.

There was no conversation.
Just motion.
Just need.

Blaine thrust inside me hard — no warning — and I cried out, head falling back as my body opened around him.
He filled me fast, all heat and slick stretch, hips pounding into mine like he didn’t care who I was anymore — just that I was wet and willing.

I moaned like a whore.
Loud. Unfiltered.
In front of my own husband.

And he didn’t stop it.
Didn’t even blink.
Because he was too busy gripping Aubrey’s head and using her mouth like it belonged to him.

The sounds were everywhere — skin slapping, breath hitching, wet mouths, stifled gasps.
No polite silence left.

“Ah—fuck—mmh—don’t stop—yes—harder—deeper—right there—slap—gag—fuck—fuck—yes—yes—fuck—”
A chorus of vulgar feminine moans and ragged male purr dominated the room, a world away from the sweet, sophisticated people we pretended to be.

He gripped my throat.

Not softly.
Not playfully.
Possessively.
Fingers wrapping around the column of my neck like he was reminding me I belonged to him — even now, even here, with Blaine’s cock still wet from my mouth and Aubrey’s moans bleeding into the air like perfume.

My breath caught instantly.
Not completely — just that sweet pocket of pressure that made every nerve burn.
The kind of grip that said: “I own this part of you.”
And I let him.

I wanted to let him.

Because it wasn’t just about fucking anymore.
It was about claiming.
Displaying.

His hand tightened just enough to keep me hovering in that gorgeous, floaty place between pain and surrender — while Blaine was still deep inside me, pounding up into me from below like he wanted to bruise something permanent.

My lips parted.
No sound came out.
Just air.

Aubrey was in front of me now — on all fours, tits swinging, cheeks hollowed around Reed’s cock as she moaned around him.
And he didn’t care how filthy she looked.
He held her hair and fucked her mouth like it was his duty.

Blaine grunted under me, voice low, animal.
The rhythm of his thrusts stuttered, became harder, messier.
I was nothing but slick heat and shaking thighs now — and the deeper he went, the more I dissolved.

Then I felt her.

Aubrey.

Her fingers — reaching from beside us, soaked, trembling, sliding into me like she belonged there.
Two fingers, then three, curling up while Blaine drove down.

I gasped.
Or tried to.
My throat still under Reed’s palm, eyes fluttering, mouth wide open but nothing coming out.

A slow, shuddering sound finally escaped me — something between a sob and a scream — as her fingers fucked into me with practiced cruelty.

I broke.

Not with words.
Not with pride.
But with my whole body — clenching, twitching, coming hard and raw all over Blaine’s face, her fingers still buried inside me, the air thick with the scent of sweat, sex, and expensive perfume.

I came all over his mouth — thighs shaking, lips parted in a broken cry — with her fingers still inside me, curling and stroking like she knew exactly where to touch to keep me undone.
It wasn’t soft.
It wasn’t graceful.
It was a wrecking — a full-body sob of a climax that ripped through me and left me wide open, dripping, raw.
I couldn't hold the sound back.
Didn’t want to.

The moan that tore out of me — hoarse, filthy, aching — made Reed stop mid-thrust and just watch.
His eyes locked on mine like he’d never seen me before — like I was some obscene miracle unfolding between his wife’s fingers and another man’s tongue.

And then Aubrey let go.

She came riding him like she’d been waiting months to win — hips grinding in tight, relentless circles, legs spread wide across his lap like she was showing me exactly how good she could fuck him.

Her tits bounced with every bounce of her hips, her hands on his chest, her back arched, hair plastered to her cheeks.
Her mouth hung open, tongue out, gasping, crying out in these high, helpless little sounds that somehow managed to sound obscene and victorious at once.
She was putting on a show.
And she knew she was winning it.

Her orgasm hit in waves — deep, rolling, primal.
Her hips started to stutter.
Her thighs clenched.
She bit her lip, then screamed anyway.

Reed held on like she was the only thing tethering him to the earth — hands digging into her ass, guiding her as she fucked herself through it, groaning under her like a man completely destroyed.

And then—
as if some invisible cue had been given,
as if this whole thing had been choreographed to perfection —
we both dropped to our knees.

Side by side.
Breathless.
Spent.
Triumphant.

Hair ruined, sticking to sweat-slicked skin.
Mascara smeared across cheekbones like war paint.
Lips swollen from cock and teeth and too many gasping kisses.

We didn't speak.
We didn't look at each other.

We just knelt.
Shoulder to shoulder.
Chests rising fast.
Mouths open.

Waiting.

Ready.

Like a final, silent challenge:

Who’ll get marked first?

The boys came across our faces —
groaning, grunting, giving in.
Reed first — a loud, broken sound ripped from his chest like he’d been holding it back since the first kiss — his cock twitching as ropes of hot cum splattered across my cheek, my lips, the tip of my tongue.
His eyes locked on mine, wide and glazed, as if marking me was the only thing keeping him grounded.

Blaine followed seconds later — jaw clenched, throat tight, teeth bared in something almost feral.
He didn't speak.
He just let it go, pumping his fist one last time as thick, pearly streaks painted Aubrey’s throat and jawline, some of it catching in her hair, some of it slipping down onto the tops of her perfect, tanned tits.

They painted us.
Like art.
Like possession.
Like two trophies from the same brutal war.

It was hot.
Sticky.
Slick.
Claiming.

It dripped down my chin, between the swell of my breasts, cooling against my skin but burning into memory.
I didn’t flinch.
Didn’t wipe it away.
Didn’t close my eyes.

Neither did she.

We stayed there.
Kneeling.
Still.
Breathing hard.
Lips parted, tongues peeking out instinctively, tasting what had just been spent on us.

There was no applause.
No words.

Only the slow return of breath and pulse.
Only the faint clink of a wine glass tipping over in the quiet.
Only the scent — wine, sweat, sex, us — settling into the fabric of that designer room like it would never leave.

And when the air cooled…
when the shaking stopped…
when the flush faded and everything that could be exposed had been — our bodies, our hunger, our masks —

I looked at her.

Hair a mess.
Lips glistening.
Her cheeks streaked with the same filth as mine.

And I hated her.

I hated the smug tilt of her mouth.
The way she didn’t wipe it off first.
The way she looked back at me — not ashamed, not embarrassed — but knowing.

Because the truth hung heavy between us.
The truth that neither man had said out loud.

But we both knew.

She tasted just as good as I did.

The Morning After

My phone buzzed just after 8 a.m.

No name.
Just the notification.
Like she didn’t even need an introduction — like her presence had already carved itself into my phone, my skin, my mouth.

I was still in bed.
Still sticky.
Still sore in all the places that proved it wasn’t a dream.

The message read:

“Let’s not make it a habit.”
But you looked beautiful.

I stared at it.
Blank screen, black text, no emojis, no punctuation on the first line.
Just that last sentence — soft, uninvited, curling under my ribs like a secret.

I didn’t reply.

Not because I didn’t want to.
But because I did — more than I should have.

Instead, I rolled over.
Sheets cold on the other side.
Reed already downstairs, pretending we were fine.

But I stared at that line again —
You looked beautiful —
like it was a bruise I kept pressing.
Like maybe if I read it enough times, it would mean nothing.

But it didn’t.
It meant everything.

Because it wasn’t sweet.
It wasn’t kind.

It was a threat.
A promise.
A warning.

And I hated her even more for it.
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He was the reason I kept my blinds closed.

Mid-forties. Tattooed. Loud. Brawny. Rugged type.

Drives a truck that sounds like it’s got something to prove — and maybe it does.
Always shirtless when he mows the lawn, like the neighborhood begged for a private show. Sweat glistening on thick abs, tattoos curling along his shoulders. He’d glance up at just the right moment, catching me walking past in leggings like he was waiting for it. Like he knew.

Jax Carter.
Divorced. No kids.
Just a revolving door of women who never stayed the night.
They left early, hair wild, heels dangling from fingers, panties probably stuffed in their purses like souvenirs of a man they’d pretend not to miss.

And I hated him.
I told myself that every single time he looked at me like he could see straight through my clothes.

I hated that I looked back.

That I noticed every new tattoo — especially the one along his ribs that disappeared under the band of his sweats.
That I paused at my window when he got home from the gym, just to compare myself to whatever mistake he was bringing inside that night.

And I especially hated how obsessed I was with that ass — two solid, edible-looking buns that filled out his sweatpants like they were made to frame him.

I still remember the day a girl slapped it playfully when she climbed out of his truck — all giggles and smug satisfaction.
I was disgusted.
Until I caught myself watching his reaction.

He never wore underwear. Ever.
Just those soft, worn-in grey pants that clung like a second skin — stretched tight over something thick and heavy enough to stop conversations.

Even fully dressed, he looked like he was packing something that could make you forget your last name — maybe even your morals.
No shame. No filter.
Just the bold outline of a cock that didn’t need an introduction.

It looked like a warning label.
And he wore it like a badge.

I used to curse the women he brought home.
Then I realized I knew exactly why they came.

And I hated him for it.
But I hated myself more… for wishing I was next.

Jax moved in a year ago — right across the street, in our perfectly curated little cul-de-sac. Scottsdale living at its most exhausting: manicured lawns, Pinterest mailboxes, wine moms with filtered lives and barely contained breakdowns.

I’m married.
I’m not some desperate housewife in pearls and denial. Just… aware. Self-aware.

I knew what I looked like.
I wasn’t the kind of woman who turned heads at the grocery store — not on purpose, anyway. But I knew how to fill out a pair of leggings.
Skin still clear, even without makeup. Hair that usually behaved, especially when I didn’t have time to care.

Medium tits — soft, but perky enough not to need help most days.
And my ass? That was the part that always got attention.
Round, full — the kind of curve that made husbands glance twice and wives pretend not to notice.
The kind that filled out leggings like a promise.

I had an average build. Nothing dramatic.
But my face… that was my secret weapon.
Pretty in a quiet way — eyes that held your gaze a little longer than necessary, lips that made promises without trying.

I didn’t scream sex.
I whispered it.

David works in finance.
He wears the same two suits on rotation, counts macros, and sets reminders for hydration.
He’s dependable. Predictable. And he works late.
Often.

That’s when I started to notice Jax.
Not just the truck.
Not just the noise.
Him.

We fought once.
He had the music cranked too loud during one of his backyard barbecues — bass thumping, women laughing, beer bottles clinking like no one within earshot had an early meeting. I snapped. Stormed over in a tank top and thin patience, ready to remind him that not all of us lived like we were still twenty-one.

He answered the door shirtless — of course.
Leaning against the frame like he’d been expecting me, a beer dangling from his fingers, tattoos stretched across bare, golden skin.

And then, with that lazy grin, he said it.
“If you wanna come moan louder than my speakers, sweetheart, I’ll turn them down.”

I didn’t have a response. Not a real one.
I just stood there — flushed, fuming, too aware of how wet I suddenly was under my yoga shorts.

I hated him.
At least that’s what I kept telling myself.

That evening, I vented about him to a couple of the other wives on our street — slipped the complaint into conversation like it was casual, like I wasn’t still hearing his voice in my head on repeat.
“He’s so... uncouth,” I said, shaking my head like I meant it.
“I don’t know how he even got approved to live here. The board must’ve been asleep.”

But one of them — Kelly, three houses down — just sipped her wine and gave me this unreadable little smile.
Defensive.

Almost protective.

Like she knew something I didn’t.
Or maybe something I was trying not to admit.

And for a second, I wondered if I was hallucinating.
Or if she’d been over there.

God.

I hated how fast my mind went there.

Sometime that week, I saw her.

Someone new.

Mid-twenties, maybe. Confident. Effortless.
Crop top. Tight denim shorts. Barefoot on his patio like she belonged there.

Jax was shirtless at the grill — naturally. Beer in one hand, spatula in the other, tattoos slick with heat.
She wrapped her arms around his waist from behind like it was nothing — like she’d done it before.

I watched from my upstairs window. Lights off. Blinds barely tilted.

She kissed his shoulder. He murmured something.
She laughed — sharp, loud, like it was just for me.

And for a split second… I swear they looked up.
Right at my window.
Like they knew.

They didn’t wave.
Didn’t say anything.

Just laughed again. Her head thrown back, her tits nearly falling out of that flimsy crop top, nipples hard and obvious — like she wanted me to see. Like they were laughing too.

And I stood there frozen — staring, seething, unsure.

Were they actually looking at me?

Or was I overthinking it?

Was she really laughing about me?

I could’ve gone down there.
Ripped her off him. Squeezed those smug tits just to see if she laughed then.
But I didn’t.

I just watched.

And that night, when the house was dark and quiet, I lay in bed staring at the ceiling — still hearing her laugh in my skull like a goddamn echo.

And I hated her for it.
Hated how much space she took up.
Hated that I wasn’t sure… if I hated her more than I wanted to be her.

Later that night, I brought Jax up over dinner.
Casual. Like I wasn’t still thinking about that girl in his backyard.

“He had another one over today,” I said, poking at my salad. “That’s, what — the third this week? It’s like a fucking brothel over there.”

David didn’t look up from his phone. “He’s single. Let him live.”

I blinked. “Let him—? Seriously? You don’t think it’s a little shameless? Bringing women over like it’s some kind of sex parade?”

David didn’t reply.

I muttered, “This used to be a quiet street… now it’s just a rotating door for whores with no shame.”

He shrugged. “Vanessa, they’re all consenting adults. What do you want me to say?”

“I want you to say it’s disgusting.”

My voice was sharper than I meant.
“He’s loud. He’s tacky. He’s turning the whole cul-de-sac into a reality show.”

David finally looked at me. Calm. Unbothered. A little amused.

“I think he’s harmless. And whatever he’s doing? It’s not your business.”

I stared at him.
“You wish you were in his place, don’t you?”

His brow lifted — not in guilt. Just amused.
“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means you’re a man. And men always defend other men when there’s a chance it’s about sex.”

David sighed. “Jesus, can we not do this tonight?”

I pushed my plate away. Appetite gone.

“You men,” I muttered, standing. “All the fucking same.”

David was out of town for three nights.

The house felt bigger when he was gone.
Quieter. Colder.
I kept the TV on in the background just to hear voices — not that I was really listening.
I poured one too many glasses of wine. Ate dinner standing at the counter.
Told myself I liked the quiet, that I needed the break.
But I still found myself glancing out the window more than I wanted to admit.

And then it happened. The garbage disposal gave up.

It made a sick grinding noise, then nothing. Just a sink full of lukewarm sludge and a smell I didn’t want to deal with.

I was outside, tossing a trash bag, when I spotted him.
Jax. Shirtless, sweaty, bent over the hood of his truck like he was auditioning for bad decisions.

I almost went back inside.
Almost.

Instead, I called out, “You know anything about disposals?”

He looked up, cocked his head, and gave me that grin.
“The kitchen kind or the ones that come with drama?”

I crossed my arms. “Mine’s jammed.”

He dropped the hood, wiped his hands, and sauntered over like I’d invited him for more than a plumbing issue.

Inside, he didn’t ask questions — just crouched down, shirtless, tool bag in hand, working under the sink like he owned the place.

I hovered — arms still crossed, eyes very much not looking at the flex in his back.

The clunk of metal, a quick twist, and suddenly the water was gone and the drain was clear.

He stood, wiped his hands, and gave me that grin again.
“Anytime you need me to put my hands in your dirty mess, I’m happy to help.”

I rolled my eyes. “Charming.”

He leaned in slightly, just enough to make the air shift.
“No need to thank me.”

“I wasn’t going to.”

He moved toward the door with me trailing behind, and just as I opened it for him, he paused — cocky, slow.
“Oh — and tell Kelly I said hi.”

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

He smirked. “You know she knows me inside and out…”
A beat.
“If you know what I mean.”

I hated the heat that bloomed under my skin.
I hated that I didn’t say anything — just shut the door and locked it behind him.



The next day was a blur.
I had work, emails, deadlines — a calendar full of things that were supposed to matter.
I went through the motions. Answered calls. Smiled on Zoom.
Typed polite responses. Clicked “Join Meeting.” Nodded at things I didn’t care about.

But every time I passed the window, I glanced out.

I didn’t see him around.
Not that I was watching.

I didn’t know why I kept putting off dinner.
When David’s home, I usually plan something he loves — grilled chicken, roasted vegetables, the sort of meal that feels like care without words.
With him away, I drifted.
Sat on the couch. Scrolled through my phone.
Told myself I’d cook later. Then later again.

By the time hunger finally won, it was too late to bother.
I ordered pizza — thin crust, extra cheese, jalapeños and pepperoni, the kind that comes in a box warm enough to steam your fingers when you open it.
It smelled like comfort.

I ate cross-legged on the couch, licking sauce from my thumb, the napkin slipping off my thigh every few minutes.
Netflix played in the background — a thriller I couldn’t name.
The sort that starts with tension, drifts, and ends exactly how you expect.

My attention wandered.
I picked up my phone, scrolled through TikTok and Instagram, half-seeing a blur of strangers dancing, cooking, laughing.
The noise was easier than the quiet.

At some point I realized the pizza box was empty, the TV still murmuring to itself.
I muted it, then switched it off.
The sudden silence felt thick, like the walls were waiting for me to do something.

I sat there for a moment, full but restless.

My eyes drifted toward the window.

Not looking for anything.
Not exactly.

And then my gaze slid to the fridge.

I hesitated.
Then stood.

I grabbed a six-pack from inside.
Not for him. Not really.
Just… manners. Gratitude. Closure

He answered the door shirtless — again. Sweats riding low, skin damp like he’d just stepped out of the shower.

I held out the beers. “For the sink.”

He took them with a shrug, stepped aside, let me in without a word.

“Look at that,” he said. “You do have manners.”

“I just didn’t want you bragging about it to half the street.”

He tossed the beers in the fridge and turned back to face me — close, casual, shirtless, unfair.

“You always get this flustered when I touch your pipes?”

I laughed. “Wow. You must think you’re irresistible.”

He stepped forward. “No. I just know you’re not as immune as you act.”

My eyes narrowed. “Keep dreaming.”

He stepped in. Close. Heat rolled off him.
I could’ve walked away. Should’ve.

Instead, I said, “You're in my space.”

He leaned down, lips nearly at my ear.
“Then tell me to leave.”

I didn’t.
I pushed him instinctively.
He didn’t move — just caught my wrist, pulled me closer.
His mouth hovered over mine.
Then, too softly to be safe, he kissed me.
Just once.
A brush of lips — hot, forbidden, nothing like it should’ve been.
But it snapped something loose inside me.
I didn’t stop him. Not until I had to breathe.
Didn’t meet his eyes when I whispered, “This changes nothing.”
He smiled.
Low. Sure.
“Sweetheart… it changes everything.”

Before I could snap back, his mouth was on mine again — harder this time, filthier, clumsier, sucking my lips hungrily, all heat and hunger and no patience left. His hands were everywhere: sliding under my dress, gripping my hips like he owned them, dragging me tight against the thick, unmistakable bulge pressing through his sweats.

I moaned before I could stop it.

He growled in response — low, dark, primal. It wasn’t a sound of approval. It was a claim.

“Upstairs,” he muttered against my mouth, breath hot and sinful.

I should’ve said no.
Should’ve turned, run, locked the door and pretended like this hadn’t already lived in my fantasies for months.

But my legs were already moving.

He followed close behind, one large hand resting at the small of my back — not forceful, not gentle — like he was steering me straight into something we both knew I wouldn’t walk away from clean.

As soon as we stepped into the bedroom, I barely had time to turn before he was on me again — pushing me back against the wall like I was his for the taking. His mouth found my neck, hot lips dragging over my skin, teeth grazing the sensitive spot just beneath my ear.

His hands tugged at the straps of my dress, rough with need.

“You wore this for me?” he murmured, voice thick with heat as he yanked the fabric down, baring my breasts to the cool air and his scorching gaze.

I gasped when his mouth latched onto one nipple — hard, rough, relentless.
No hesitation. No teasing.
Just lips and heat and hunger, like he’d been dreaming about this moment and wasn’t going to waste a second.
His tongue circled the stiff peak slowly, deliberately, before sucking deep — wet and possessive, like he wanted to drain me.
Then he bit — sharp enough to make my back arch, just enough to make me gasp and twitch against him.
I moaned, fingers clutching his shoulders, nipples tightening under the heat of his mouth.

He released it with a soft, wet pop… only to move to the other.
No mercy. No hesitation.
His lips wrapped around the second like he couldn’t bear to leave it out — tongue flicking, teasing, then pressing flat and dragging slow until I gasped.
Then he sucked.
Hard.
The kind of suck that made my spine arch and my thighs clench, like he was drawing something straight out of me.

He went back and forth between them — one nipple, then the other — mouth greedy and wet, tongue swirling, lips tugging, teeth grazing.
He moved like a man obsessed, like he couldn’t pick a favorite so he had to taste both over and over, switching as if he needed to feel them both swell against his tongue.
Each pass left me weaker, hotter, soaking.
My nipples were flushed and stiff, swollen from attention, slick with his spit — and still he wouldn’t stop.
He sucked deep until my breasts lifted with every pull, then bit just enough to make me gasp and dig my nails into his shoulders.

He groaned like he meant it — low, desperate, vibrating against my skin.
Like my tits were driving him mad.
Like he couldn’t get enough of how they filled his mouth, how I moaned for every suck, every bite.
He grabbed one breast in his hand, kneading it as his mouth worked the other, fingers spreading wide, thumbs brushing over the swollen peak he’d just left wet and tender.
And then he switched again — dragging his mouth across the soft valley of my chest, lips open, breathing heavy against my skin as he latched on again, hungrier than before.

His stubble scratched softly across my curves, the contrast of rough and wet making my skin prickle with sensation.
My whole chest tingled — flushed, slick, glowing.
I could feel my pulse in my nipples, could feel how hard and swollen they were, caught between lips and tongue and heat.
He sucked like he was addicted.
Like he’d starve without the feel of my tits in his mouth.
And I just stood there — trembling, gasping, watching him ruin me one nipple at a time.

And all the while, his hand was on my ass — big, hot, greedy.
He didn’t just hold it.
He took it.
Fingers spread wide, grabbing a full handful like it was his to own, kneading and squeezing until I felt branded by the pressure alone.
He cupped it hard, rough and claiming, the heat of his palm sinking into my skin through barely-there fabric.
Then his grip tightened — firm, unrelenting — like he was testing how much I could take, how much give there was beneath his hand.
I gasped, hips jerking against him, body instinctively reacting to the sheer dominance of it.
He didn’t ease up.
He just dug in deeper, fingertips pressing into the soft flesh like he wanted to memorize every curve, every contour.
He pulled me closer, forcing me to grind into the thick heat of his cock — now rock-hard and straining beneath his sweats.
God, the way he grabbed me...
It wasn’t teasing.
It was filthy.
Possessive.
Like he already knew I’d let him do whatever he wanted — and he couldn’t have enough of my ass. My breath hitched. My thighs trembled.
And still, he didn’t let go.

Then he pulled me against him, grinding my body into the thick, heavy shape of his cock pressing through those worn-in sweats.
God, he was hard. So hard.
And I could feel everything — every inch, every thick, heavy ridge.
His cock strained between us like it was aching to be inside me, hot and massive and ready.
And he was still sucking my tits like they were the only thing keeping him alive.

I was soaked. Practically throbbing.

Then he spun me around, walked me back step by step until the backs of my knees hit the bed — and shoved me down with a rough, possessive push.

I sprawled out, dress bunched at my waist, panties soaked through, chest heaving.

He stood at the foot of the bed, gaze fixed between my thighs like a man sizing up his next mistake.

“These coming off,” he muttered, voice low and commanding as he hooked his fingers under the waistband of my panties.

He dragged them down slow — not to tease, but to savor. Watching every inch of wet fabric peel away like a prize he’d earned. Then he tossed them aside like they didn’t matter — like they were just a wrapper around something already his.

He pushed my knees apart with both hands and just looked — drinking me in.

“Fuck, look at you,” he rasped, voice hoarse. “So wet for me already. You hate me that bad, sweetheart?”

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t think.

Especially not when he reached into his sweats, pulled himself out, and revealed exactly what I'd been fantasizing about for months.

Thick. Heavy. Goddamn intimidating.

It wasn’t just big. It was impossible — long and wide and perfectly veined, the kind of cock that made your mouth dry and your thighs clench in the same breath. The kind you only saw in porn, or maybe in your darkest, most desperate fantasies.

Gorgeous in the filthiest way — flushed and hard, so full it curved slightly toward his stomach, thick enough at the base that I instinctively knew I wouldn’t be able to wrap my hand around it completely.
Heavy, hanging like it had weight, a slow bob as he let it loose — like it was proud to be seen. Like it dared me to look away.

My breath hitched.
My pussy clenched — hard.
And wet heat just poured between my legs, like my body knew it was about to be ruined.

I didn’t just gasp.
I stared.

Eyes wide, lips parted, completely wrecked by the raw, overwhelming visual of what he was about to put inside me.

And he saw it.

That exact moment when my confidence cracked and my hunger spiked. When I stopped pretending I wasn’t already soaking through my dress at the thought of taking all of him.

He caught it.

That dark, wicked smirk curled the edge of his mouth — like he knew he’d already won.

“Yeah,” he said, voice like smoke. “You feel that deep in your stomach, don’t you?”

I nodded, mute, breathless — because he was already climbing over me, spreading my thighs wider, dragging the head of his cock through my slick folds with a series of slow, filthy rubs hat made me whimper.

Then — without warning, without mercy — he thrust.
One hard stroke. All the way in.
Thick. Deep. Sudden.

I gasped, a sharp, helpless sound tearing from my throat as my back arched off the mattress.
It felt impossible — the sheer size of him stretching me wide, forcing me open in one relentless push.
My legs flew apart instinctively, thighs trembling as I tried to take him, adjust to the fullness, the heat, the overwhelming pressure pulsing deep inside me.

But he didn’t stop.
Didn’t wait.

He just started moving.
Hard. Steady. Possessive.
Not slow.
Not careful.

He fucked me like he meant it — like I’d been his since the moment I first glared at him across the lawn.
Like every thick, punishing thrust was his way of branding me from the inside out.

“You wanted this. Now take it.”

His voice was low, gravel dragging through lust, hips driving forward with brutal purpose.
His hands gripped my thighs, forcing them wide apart, thumbs pressing into the soft skin near my hips, holding me open like I was his to use.

Each thrust hit deep and true, pelvis slapping into the tops of my thighs with unrelenting rhythm — heavy, hot, intimate.

I could feel every inch of him.
Every ridge. Every flex.
He filled me completely — the kind of fullness that left no space for anything but him.

My fingers clawed at the sheets. My eyes fluttered shut. My lips parted in helpless, aching sounds I couldn’t control.

And then his mouth found my throat.
Hot. Wet. Demanding.

He kissed and bit his way down the side of my neck, sucking hard enough to leave proof, his tongue dragging across sweat-slick skin.

“This what you’ve been needing, sweetheart?” he growled against my jaw.
“This what you think about when he’s gone?”

I tried to answer — I did.
But my mouth barely worked.
The stretch. The rhythm. The way he filled me again and again without letting up… it stole the words before they came.
All I could manage was a sound — needy, overwhelmed, ruined.

And he loved it.
I could hear it in his breath.
Feel it in the snap of his hips, the way he leaned in tighter, like he couldn’t get deep enough.

“Fucking knew it,” he snarled, lips brushing my ear.
“Knew you’d take it like this. Knew your cunt needed this.”

His hand slid under my ass, lifting my hips higher — angling me just where he wanted.
I gasped as he pushed deeper, thick and unrelenting, the stretch sending heat through my core.

Then he did it —
Hooked my legs over his shoulders.

The change was instant.
Deeper. Tighter. Obscene. Wicked.

My knees nearly touched my chest as he folded me open, body pressing down, cock sliding in slow — deliberate, possessive.
I clutched the sheets, back arched, completely exposed.
It wasn’t soft. It wasn’t familiar. It was filthy, and it was perfect.

Each thrust hit harder now, angled just right to make me gasp — my breasts bouncing with every grind of his hips.
The wet, hungry sound of him sliding into me filled the room.


I could feel everything.
Every grind, every stretch, every inch he gave me.
Deeper than David ever reached.
And still —
I wanted more.

My hands gripped his arms — solid, flexing under my touch — desperate for something to hold as he kept going, relentless.

No one had ever fucked me like this.
Not David. Not anyone.
And Jax knew it —
knew by how I moaned for him, how I clung like a needy little slut, how my pussy squeezed his cock like it was made to keep him in.
Like my body had already betrayed me — chosen him, craved him, begged for him.

There’s fucking. There’s sex. There’s making love.
And then there’s this.

The kind of raw, filthy fucking that leaves you soaked, shaking, and starving for more.
The kind where his cock takes over — your body, your thoughts, your need. 

Makes you forget everything before this.

The kind of fucking that ruins you for anyone else.

Where you’re not a wife, not a woman, just a wet hole made to take him.

Where you stop thinking and just feel.
Where your mind blanks, your body obeys, and you forget who the hell you were before he split you open.

My thoughts? Gone.
My pride? Fucked out of me.
I wanted this. Needed it — filthy, relentless degrading.
And he gave it to me like he knew I’d beg for more.

This is about being used. About being wrecked.
And loving every second.

Any woman who’s had it knows —
it doesn’t just make you come.
It brands you. It rewires you.

His hips slammed against mine in a sharp, punishing rhythm — deep, deliberate, unrelenting.

It was in the way he watched my face — eyes locked on mine, jaw clenched, sweat dripping from his neck as he drove into me, rough and focused.

Each thrust pulled a loud gasp from my lips, followed by long, incoherent moans I’d be mortified to hear out loud if someone would play it back to me — the kind that didn’t sound like me.
But I couldn’t stop.
I couldn’t even pretend.
He was fucking me too well to fake anything.
Like he was waiting to see the exact moment I shattered.
And I did.
Right then.

Because whatever this was — raw, filthy, consuming —
God, I couldn’t get enough.

I choked out a cry, stars bursting behind my eyes, my body overwhelmed by the sheer intensity of every thrust.

This angle had me pinned — exposed, helpless beneath him, legs trapped on his shoulders as he fucked me like it was the only thing keeping him alive.

“Say it,” he growled, his voice thick with heat and control.
“Tell me you wanted this.”

I shook my head — stubborn, breathless, drowning in pleasure.
But my body betrayed me, hips rising to meet his, clenching around him like I never wanted him to stop.

“Liar,” he snarled.

And then he slammed into me — hard.
The headboard cracked against the wall with the force.
His thrusts turned relentless — sharp, rhythmic, like a piledriver in overdrive, each one hitting deep and fast, drilling into me with punishing precision.

His eyes locked on mine — unblinking, almost eerie — like he could see my eyeballs shifting in their sockets, like he was watching the pleasure take hold of me in real time.
A strange shiver jolted through me — sharp and sudden — followed by that unmistakable ache, that pee-like pressure blooming low in my belly, turning electric in my cunt, spreading in hot, urgent waves.
Pre-orgasmic. Overstimulated. Right on the edge of losing it.

He slowed — just a little — hips rolling deeper, dragging out each thrust like he was carving the shape of himself inside me.

Long, thick strokes that scraped against every nerve ending, filling me to the brim, forcing me to feel every inch.
My legs trembled on his shoulders, body taut, breath hitching with every deliberate drive of his hips.
It was too much — too good — and I felt this exquisite feeling deep in my cunt.

That’s when it hit.
My orgasm detonated through me, blinding and hot.
I screamed — didn’t even try to muffle it — as my pussy clenched around him, spasming in hard, desperate waves.
It felt endless - — like my body forgot how to stop.

And still, he didn’t stop.

He fucked me through it — hips snapping into mine with punishing rhythm, refusing to let me go.
Every thrust overrode the pulsing aftershocks still rippling through me, driving deeper, harder, like he was determined to outpace my body’s recovery.

I was still trembling, still unraveling — but he didn’t slow.

He held me there, wide open and twitching, and just kept going — dragging me toward something sharper, wetter, building fast in the wake of the last.  It felt like momentum — gushing forward again before I could even catch my breath.

He was testing every ounce of perseverance in my pussy, drilling most of his lust inside me through powerful strokes.  I felt that sensation hit me like a bullet train.

I cried out again, equally intense this time — a broken whimper as another wave of pleasure rippled through me.

Not as loud. Not as sharp.
But just as raw.

I trembled beneath him — legs limp over his shoulders, body slack with aftershock.
And still he moved.
Still he took.
Like he wasn’t done.
Like he wouldn’t be until I gave him everything.

I was trembling, wrecked, barely able to breathe — but Jax wasn’t done.
He didn’t slow.
Didn’t ask.
Just grabbed my hips and flipped me — face down, ass up, my cheek mashed into the sheets as he yanked me back into position.

“Thought I was finished with you?” he growled, one hand wrapping around the back of my neck, pinning me down.
His cock slid through my soaked folds again, teasing, threatening, soaking in how ready I still was.
“Not even close.”

I whimpered — high, needy, wrecked — a sound I didn’t even recognize.
And then I felt him pause.
He gripped my ass with both hands, spreading me, staring like he owned it.
“Fuck,” he breathed. “You’ve got a whore’s ass.”
He gave one cheek a sharp slap — then leaned down, bit into the curve just enough to make me flinch and moan. A love bite, rough and claiming.

Behind me, I heard the slick sound of him stroking his cock — slow, steady, savoring the view.
“Gets me so fucking hard just looking at it,” he muttered, voice thick with lust.
“You don’t even know what that ass does to me.”

And then he grabbed my hips like handles and slammed into me — one brutal, claiming thrust that knocked the breath out of me, burying himself to the hilt.
I screamed into the mattress, body jerking from the sheer force of it.

He didn’t give me a second to adjust — just started fucking me hard from behind, using that grip on my hips to pull me back onto him, over and over, taking me like he was owed it.

He fucked me hard — deep and punishing, his hands gripping my waist like he owned it, like he was molding me into the shape of what he needed. I was gone. Boneless. Just a mess of sensation and need.

“Look at you,” he growled, thrusting into me with relentless force, one hand locked tight on my hip, the other sliding up to grab my swinging breast.


He squeezed hard — no grace, no care — just raw, filthy pressure, true to his truck driver skills , laying into a horn with the full weight of his palm.
Crude. Loud. Unmistakable.
And fuck, it turned me on.

The rhythm of his cock slamming into me was deep and unforgiving, his strokes punching pleasure through me, making my whole body jolt with every impact.

He was hitting that spot again and again, stretching me wide around him, filling me so perfectly it felt like I was made for this — for him.

“Fuck…” he groaned, hips still driving hard.
“This pussy… amazing. So tight, so fucking greedy — like it doesn’t want to let go.”

He gave my tit another squeeze, rougher this time, thumb flicking over my nipple, and grinned when I whimpered — high, breathless, wrecked.

“You love this, don’t you?” he muttered, voice thick with lust.
“Getting fucked this deep. Handled like this. Being made to take it.”

His hand slid from my breast to my belly, pressing down — just enough to make me feel how deep he was.

“Every time I fuck you like this,” he groaned, “I swear I’m ruining this pussy. Stretching it open. Making it mine.”

“Don’t you lie, bitch. Your cunt has never experienced something like this.”

“F-fuck, Jax…” I moaned, clenching and soaked, my voice raspy.

“Oh fucking love this... Jax—fuck—Jax!”

I pushed my hips  back hard, at him chasing every brutal thrust, my ass smacking against his groin , needy and wild.

“God, stretch me open... make me loose for you—fuck me dumb.”

His hand slapped my ass, fingers digging in, and his voice dropped low — mean.

“Ah, love it” he taunted. “Your husband doesn’t talk dirty to you?”

“N-no,” I gasped, breath catching on a moan. “He doesn’t.”

He chuckled darkly.
“Yeah, love the slut that you are”


“Oh yes…” I cried, voice breaking, eyes rolling back. “That thick cock feels so good,””

“You are made for big cocks.”

“Oh yes, F-fuck, Jax…” I moaned, clenching around him.
“Keep saying that shit. Talk dirty to me — fuck, it makes me wetter.”
My voice broke around the words, sloppy and soaked in heat.
“God, I need you to wreck me.”

I pushed back onto him, greedy for more.
“Stretch my pussy, oh fuck oh yes yes .”
I choked on a gasp. “Use me. Fucking use me with that big cock.”

My fingers clawed the sheets. My thighs shook.
And when he reached around — found my clit with those rough, perfect fingers — I shattered.

Again.

Harder than before.

It raced out of me like a scream, surprising me with an achievement I didn’t know I was capable of, my body locking up as another orgasm ripped through me — a flood of heat and light and oh my fucking god.

Not from being used like this — pinned down, filled up, owned.

And Jax felt it.
Felt me pulsing around him, legs twitching, body broken open just for him.

“Goddamn,” he growled, slowing just enough to drag it out. “You fucking came again. Didn’t you, slut?” I would have slapped him if I would hear him using such dirty words at me but now these words were music to my cunt.

I couldn’t speak. I I simply nodded — face buried in the sheets, still trembling, still dripping.

Jax leaned down over me, his chest brushing my back, breath hot against my ear.

“You make the prettiest sounds when you're getting fucked,” he murmured, low and smug.
Then, in the filthiest, most casual voice—
“You are gorgeous anyway, but look mesmerizing when you have an orgasm. I should tell your husband this.”

I smiled and let him kiss me lovingly on my cheek.  He pinched and rolled my sensitive erect nipple in his fingers and said, “Nice to know you Mrs. Briggs.   Next time you argue with me, be braless”

Even wrecked, I let out a soft, satisfied purr — the only sound I could manage — and reached up to run my fingers through his hair, slow and lazy.
He leaned into the touch like he needed it, like everything in him had unraveled and only now was settling again.

We stayed like that for a while.
No words. No movement. Just the sound of our breathing and the thud of our hearts finding their rhythm again.
His weight on me felt grounding, not heavy. Like a shield. Like the last piece that made everything inside me go still.
My legs twitched occasionally from the aftershocks, and every now and then, I felt his cock still twitching inside me — still hard and reluctant.  This man had endurance that would coax the wetness of any woman.

He didn’t rush.
Neither did I.
We just lay there, tangled and slick and spent, processing ourselves in the quiet glow of what we’d just done — what we’d let each other do.

He sucked at my ears softly, then suddenly pulled out, hands gripping my waist as he flipped me onto my back in one rough, effortless motion.
“Need to see that face when I ruin you again.”

He pushed my thighs open, wide, wide, his eyes locked on my soaked pussy like he was starving for it.
Then he was on me — over me — the full weight of him pressing me into the bed as he lined up and slammed back in with one hard thrust.

I screamed, legs wrapping around his waist out of instinct, hips rising to meet his.
The stretch hit differently from this angle — deep, overwhelming, hitting every inch inside me like he’d mapped it.

His mouth was on my neck, biting, licking, groaning.
“You’re so fucking perfect like this,” he growled.
“Face flushed, tits bouncing, this cunt wrecked and dripping for me.”

He started fucking me again — man on top now, fully in control — hips snapping against mine with sharp, brutal rhythm.
The bed shook. The headboard slammed.
And Jax? He was losing it. His force bore a meditative trance-like look like he was chasing his own pleasure, using my pussy as an anchor.

Jaw clenched. Brow furrowed. Muscles pulled tight like he was hanging on by a thread.
Each thrust rougher than the last, uneven now, ragged and fast, like he was chasing the edge and dragging me with him. I reflexively scissored my legs around his lower back and grabbed his muscular ass, relishing the texture of his butt while soaking in his thrusts.

I felt it building again — pressure, heat, that dizzying sense of falling apart all over again.

Each thrust rougher than the last, uneven now, ragged and fast, like he was chasing the edge and dragging me with him. I could feel his irregular breath against my neck as he kept fucking me so deep and hard that he pushed me over with his strokes. 
.

“You gonna come for me again?” he rasped, voice cracked, teeth grazing my ear.
“Fuck, I wanna feel you lose it.”

My nails clawed at his back, hips lifting, meeting every thrust.
The pressure coiled deep, fast — tighter than before — that heat behind my clit sparking out in pulses.

“Jax—fuck—don’t stop,” I gasped.
“Right there, right fucking—oh god—”

It hit like a surge, white-hot and rushing, like my body snapped around him all over again.
And still, he kept going — fucking me through it, holding me down, looking at me and then at the wall beyond, as if trying to fight some primal urge building inside him.

I felt the shift in him.
The way his breath stuttered.
The way his grip on my hips tightened like he was holding on for dear life. I clenched his butt cheeks never letting him go.

“Fuuuck—” he groaned, deep and guttural, voice breaking as his cock throbbed inside me.

And then he froze, buried to the hilt, every muscle locked tight.

His head dropped to my shoulder, breath hot and ragged against my skin, and through gritted teeth he growled,
“Aaaghhh—fuck, take it—take all of it.”

His body shuddered.
Not just his hips — everything. Like he'd been overtaken. Claimed by something deeper than lust.

I felt him spill inside me — thick, hot, pulsing release flooding me with every twitch of his cock.
It was filthy. Raw. Real.

And the sound he made — half a snarl, half a helpless moan — didn’t match the cocky, smug bastard who'd been wrecking me minutes earlier.

It was… human. It was animalistic.

“Ah—fuck,” he growled, hips locked, cock throbbing as he came so deep it felt endless.
His jaw clenched, breath hitched — and when I looked back, I swear to God, his face had changed.

Possessed.
Half-lidded. Mouth slack. Gorgeous. Ruined.

He looked like a man in love with the way I wrapped around him.
Like he was plugged to my pussy, tethered by something he didn’t want to let go of.
Like he’d forgotten who he was — and all that mattered was staying inside me just a second longer.

I didn’t even realize it at first.
Not until I felt the wet heat between my thighs again.

He’d pulled out.

And dropped to his knees.

And he was already eating me out.

At first, I thought I was imagining it. The soft flick of his tongue… the way his hands gripped my thighs again, thumbs spreading me open like a gift he wasn’t done unwrapping.

But then I felt it — really felt it.

His mouth on me, hungry, licking up the mess he'd left inside me. Tongue dragging through slick, spent folds like he was starving — like he was trying to erase the line between his come and mine.

And he didn’t speak.

He just groaned into me. Low. Needy. Addicted.

I glanced back again — and what I saw wrecked me.

He wasn’t cocky anymore. 

He looked… Vulnerable. Open. Destroyed.

Like a man who’d found his favorite dish and couldn’t stop tasting it.

His eyes fluttered shut, jaw working as he sucked my clit into his mouth, his own release dripping from the corners of his lips like he didn’t even care — or maybe he liked it. Maybe this was how he owned me. Over and over again.

I came before I could even stop it — a deep, full-body orgasm that curled my toes and made my spine bow like a string pulled tight.

I cried out — wrecked, raw, breathless — and his grip tightened, tongue working faster, dragging out every last tremor like he couldn’t let me go.

And when I collapsed forward, shaking and soaked and boneless, he kissed my thigh like a thank you.

Then whispered — voice hoarse, shaky, and so soft I almost didn’t hear it:

“You ruined me.”

His breathing slowed first.
Still inside me. Still warm. Still twitching now and then — like his cock didn’t want to let me go either.

I stayed there, letting him rest, my body limp, wrecked in the most satisfying way I’d ever known.

One hand rested on his chest.
The other reached up to gently brush his hair off his forehead. It was damp with sweat. Soft.
His face, so smug and sharp just hours ago, looked peaceful now — lips parted, brow smooth.

His cock eventually slipped free with a soft, wet ploop, and I felt it — the slow leak of his come trailing down my thighs, sticky and warm.
My pussy ached, still fluttering, still swollen from how many times he’d pulled orgasms out of me like confessions.

I’d hated him. I knew I had.
But now… God, I couldn’t imagine hating how he made me feel.

I didn’t even know I was capable of coming like that.
That many times. That hard. That loud.
No man had ever made me feel like this — like my body wasn’t mine anymore. Like it had been waiting for him all along.

Now I understood why girls hung around him.
Why they didn’t care that he didn’t call.
Because his cock didn’t need to say a word. It spoke for him — loud, thick, and unforgettable.
And what woman would say no to the kind of man who could tear her apart and put her back together in the same night?

I kissed him — just once — slow, deep, and full of the kind of gratitude I didn’t have words for.
He stirred a little, wrapped his arm around me, and sighed into my neck like he knew I wasn’t going anywhere.

I thought about slipping out.
Going home.
But I was tired. And warm. And still dripping.

So, I stayed.

I woke to streaks of sunlight slicing through the blinds, catching on rumpled sheets still damp in places, stiff and crusty in others — the faint musk of sweat, sex, and dried cum clinging to the air.

My thighs ached. My pussy throbbed.
Everything felt used — in the best, most delicious way.

I got up quietly, padded into his bathroom like I lived there.
Sat down and took a good, slow shit — my body still open, loose, dripping just a little every time I shifted.
My thighs stuck when I moved.
My pussy felt swollen, sore in the best way, the air still thick with the smell of sex and spit and come.
No shame. Just relief. Just satisfaction.

I leaned forward, elbows on my knees, hair falling around my face as I sat there — letting it all settle.
The ache. The stretch. The slow, sticky slide of his come still making its way out of me.

My phone was still at home.
No buzzing. No excuses. No husband.

And for a minute, I didn’t care.
Didn’t want anything but this quiet, filthy stillness — like my body was still holding onto him, even after he pulled out.

I felt soft. Fucked full.
And for once… completely, shamelessly satisfied.

Then I showered — slow, indulgent.
Let the water run hot over my sore muscles, rinsing off sweat, dried come, and whatever guilt might’ve been trying to cling to me.

And for a moment, I just stood there — hands braced on the tile, head bowed, heart thudding against steam and silence.

What the fuck did I just do?

The thought wasn’t loud. It didn’t come with regret or panic. Just a strange, quiet awareness — like watching the wreckage after a perfect storm.

I thought about David. About the weight of his wedding ring. About how he hadn’t touched me in weeks.
Then I thought about Jax — the heat in his voice, the stretch of him inside me, the way he kissed me like he liked the taste of what he did to me.

And just like that… the flicker passed.

Not forgiven. Not forgotten.
Just washed away.

What remained was warmth. Ache. Satisfaction.
Only the echo of his hands on my hips and the taste of him still lingering in the back of my throat.

When I stepped out, towel wrapped loosely around me, he was there — leaning against the doorframe, eyes still heavy with sleep, hair messy, morning stubble shadowing his jaw.

And his cock…
Already half hard.

He didn’t say a word.
Just stepped closer, his hands finding my waist like magnets, the thick heat of him pressing against my ass like his body missed mine while he slept.

I dropped to my knees without thinking.
Pulled the towel open and let it fall.

Took him into my mouth — warm, heavy, still tasting faintly like me.
I sucked him slow, tongue lazy and slick, lips tight around him as I brought him fully to life, inch by inch.
He groaned — soft and guttural — one hand sliding into my damp hair, not guiding… just holding.
Letting me love his cock the way I wanted to.

When I pulled off, spit glistened from tip to base — thick and wet and messy, dripping onto my chest.

He reached for me without hesitation.

Bent me over the sink — towel bunched at my waist, mirror fogging slightly from the shower still warm in the air.

Still no words.
Just the sound of his breath. The soft drag of his cock between my folds. The gentle pressure of his hand on my lower back.

And then — he slid in.
Deep.
Slow.
Certain.

His hips rolled in a sleepy rhythm — no rush, no performance, just pure possession.
Like his cock knew exactly where it belonged and wasn’t in any hurry to leave.

My hands gripped the edge of the sink.
Head bowed. Eyes fluttered shut as I felt myself stretch around him again — already sore, already wet.

“Fucking hell,” he whispered against the back of my neck. “Is your cunt always this wet?”

I couldn’t reply, just moaned — soft, with a crackling voice — pushing back into him as he thrust deeper, filling me like it was routine now.

Like I was his first stop in the morning.

He came inside me again, slower this time.
No grunt. No growl.
Just a shaky exhale and the warmth of him spreading deep, like he was settling into home.

When he pulled out, it was quiet.

No goodbye.
No question.
Just a kiss between my shoulder blades and the whisper of a smile in the mirror as he left me dripping, bent over the sink, still panting.

When I walked back into my house, my hair still damp and my thighs still sore, I felt something I hadn’t in months:

Satisfied. 
Utterly, deliciously satisfied.
Not the kind that fades after a shower or a forced orgasm.
This was something deeper — something heavy and warm, settled between my legs and behind my ribs.

I dropped my keys on the counter, glanced at the time, and realized I still had the whole day ahead of me.
So I grabbed a hoodie, slipped into sandals, and drove to the nearest pharmacy.

Didn’t hesitate.
Didn’t feel anything, really.

Just stopped by the counter, asked for Plan B, and waited while the woman behind the register rang it up with practiced indifference.
She didn’t look at me funny.
Didn’t have to.

I looked like any other woman doing what needed to be done after letting herself get ruined by someone who wasn't her husband.

I took it in the car with a bottle of water from my cupholder, swallowed, then sat there for a minute.
Let the silence stretch.

I wasn’t panicking.
I wasn’t even thinking.

Just… feeling.
The slow throb between my legs. The faint sting when I shifted in my seat.
His come still leaking into my panties.



David came home that evening.
He smiled more than usual — kissed my cheek like he hadn’t in weeks and asked if I wanted to order in.
I said yes.
Didn’t complain about the garbage.
Or the late meetings.
Or the fact that he hadn’t touched me in what felt like forever.

He seemed… relieved.
Almost lighter.
Like the tension between us had finally broken without a word.

I even caught myself humming as I stood barefoot in the kitchen, sipping wine.
Just something soft, something meaningless — but it sat warm in my chest.
Like my body had finally exhaled.



We made love that night.

His words.
Not mine.

It started soft — the way it always did.
A few familiar kisses. Hands on autopilot. A slow slide under the sheets like muscle memory.

I climbed on top.
Straddled him. Took control.

Sank on him. Fuck, it felt so good to be home... comfortable, not chaotic.

David was quiet. Careful. The kind of thrust that asked, not took.
Not like Jax.
Jax didn’t ask for permission. He just filled me — hard, deep, loud — and made me forget where I started.

But now, as David moved inside me, slow and tentative, I couldn't help but wonder... could he tell?
Could he feel how easily I opened for him?
How loose I was?
How my pussy didn’t grip him the way it used to — how it gave too quickly, too easily?

I clenched without thinking.
Trying to fake the tightness.
Trying to pretend nothing had changed.
But I could feel it.
The difference.
The soft give. The quiet stretch still echoing inside me.

Did he feel it too?
Did he notice?

David looked up at me — a little surprised, maybe even a little lost — as I rolled my hips, slow and deep, keeping my eyes on his...

I didn’t let him guide me.
Didn’t wait for permission.

I touched myself — right in front of him — fingers circling my clit, wet and shameless.
His hands gripped my thighs, holding on as I fucked him exactly how I wanted.

I moaned.
Loud.
Raw.
Let it out like I’d been waiting for it all day — like I hadn’t already come twice in another man’s mouth just hours before.

I came first.
Tight and fast.
Let my head fall back and my body tremble around him.

He watched me like he couldn’t believe it — like I was the one surprising him.
And when I leaned forward, kissed his neck, and kept riding, he came too — soft groan, hands trembling, like he didn’t want to break the moment.



Afterward, he held me.
Whispered that I felt amazing.
That he’d missed this.
That I seemed… happier lately.

I let him say it.
Stroked his chest. Smiled.

But all I could think about was the way I still felt just a little open.
A little too wet.
How my body still ached from the way Jax had bent me over his sink that morning and filled me until I could barely walk.

I came home sore, stretched, satisfied.

And now here I was — smiling, warm, and quiet.
David thought it was because of him.

He didn’t know I was finally relaxed because someone else had fucked me properly.



The next morning, Jax was outside again.
Mowing the lawn. Shirtless. Smirking.
Same as always — cocky, loud, too much.

But I didn’t glare from behind the curtain like I used to.

I watched.

Let myself stare. Let myself remember the weight of him.
The way he pinned me down.
The way he kissed me after he filled me — like he liked the taste of what he did to me.

Because the woman who once refused to even say his name…

Had now been fucked open, filled raw, put to sleep with his cock still inside her, and woke up feeling more like herself than she had in years.

And for the first time in a long time…

I had nothing to complain about.


Confession 4: “I Let the Dirty Handyman Use Me”

Name: Charlotte Whitmore
Age: 39
City: Greenwich, Connecticut



He was beneath me.
Literally. And figuratively.

Grayson Cole — the handyman my husband hired while he was off closing some deal in Dubai.
Tattooed forearms, sunburned neck, calloused hands that said more than his mouth ever did.
Faded jeans that hung low on his hips, always smudged with something — paint, grease, or filth.
And those scuffed, heavy boots that tracked dirt across my imported Persian rugs like he meant to leave a mark.

I hated everything about him.

The way he never called me “ma’am.”
Just nodded once, barely looking at me — like I didn’t belong in my own damn house.

The way he grunted instead of answering questions — a tilt of the head, a scratch of his stubbled jaw.
Like I wasn’t worth wasting a full sentence on.

And that vulgar little habit —
scratching his cock through his jeans right there in my foyer while talking about the sink pressure like it was just another tool to adjust.
I’d even brought it up to my husband.

“Can we find someone less… feral?”
He’d just laughed.
Said Grayson was “cheap and efficient.”
I bet he was.

But what I hated most?
Was the way I kept watching him.

The way his shirt would ride up when he stretched to drill something above his head.
That strip of taut skin, the trail of sweat down his spine.
The kind of body that didn’t come from Pilates or spin class, but from lifting, hauling, working.
Ungroomed. Unapologetic. Fuckable.

I caught him once.

I was watering my orchids in nothing but a silk robe — summer clinging to every inch of me, bare legs damp with morning dew.
He was in the backyard, fixing the gate.
I felt the heat of his stare before I saw it.

Slow.
Heavy.
Possessive.

He didn’t smile.
Didn’t look away.

Just watched.

And I wanted to slap the look off his face.
Put him back in his place.
Remind him what kind of woman I was.

But I didn’t.

Instead, I let him bend me over my kitchen island — hands flat on Carrera marble, mouth open in a gasp I tried to bite down — and fuck the hatred out of me.

He didn’t speak.
Just grabbed my hips, shoved my robe up, yanked my panties down — and filled me like he’d been waiting for permission he was never going to ask for.

Every thrust was a violation I allowed.
Every grunt from his mouth was another rule broken.

And I let him.
God, I let him.

Because it didn’t matter how dirty his boots were.

Right then, I was the one on my knees.



My husband is old money.
Legacy boarding school. Lacrosse. Boat shoes with no socks.
He knows which wines to send back, which forks belong to which course, and how to win people over without ever raising his voice.

I was the trophy.
Curated.
Polished.
Prepped and plucked and trained to complete the image.

Designer heels, tight Pilates body, manicure appointments booked three weeks out.
I knew how to host a dinner party, how to fold a linen napkin into something architectural, how to smile without revealing a single real emotion.

My chin tilted just so — not too high to look arrogant, not too low to look meek.
Just enough to keep the world beneath me.

Grayson came to fix the shower.
Just the guest bathroom.
It was supposed to take a day.

By day three, he was making himself at home.

Blasting Lynyrd Skynyrd from a scratched-up Bluetooth speaker that echoed through the hallways like we were in a dive bar.
Drinking from our glassware — crystal, not some plastic water bottle — like he didn’t even realize he was out of place.
Or maybe he did.
Maybe that was the point.

He made noise.
Dropped tools.
Left sawdust on my marble floors and wood shavings on the Persian rugs.
Didn’t even wipe his boots.

He smelled like sweat, wood, pine, and testosterone — something raw, something working class, something I couldn’t put my finger on but couldn’t stop noticing.

I’d walk by and he wouldn’t even look up.
Or he would — but not politely.
Not deferentially.

No “excuse me, ma’am.”
No drop in tone like most men offered when they saw the ring on my finger.

Just a slow glance.
A smirk.
That unreadable glint in his eye like he’d already figured me out.

I called him a “tradesman” once — casually, in passing, like I was talking about the weather.
Something sharp and clinical and distancing.

He didn’t blink.

He just smirked, wiped his hands on a rag, and said:
“And you’re just a bored little housewife with no one to fuck her right.”

I didn’t even answer.
Didn’t yell.
Didn’t tell him to leave.

I just stood there — cheeks burning, mouth half-open, stunned that he’d said it, stunned that I didn’t immediately kick him out.

And that night, I couldn’t sleep.

I tossed under silk sheets, listening to the soft hum of the AC and the silence of a house too big for one woman.
I kept picturing his face.
That grin.
The way he said “no one to fuck her right” like it wasn’t just vulgar — it was true.

And I hated him for it.

I hated how smug he looked.
How unbothered.
How sure.

I hated how my thighs were pressed together under the covers.
How damp my skin felt.
How the words echoed louder in my head the longer I lay there, completely alone.

Furious.
And soaking wet.



It happened during the kitchen renovation.

The space was gutted — dust on everything, the old backsplash half torn down, plywood stacked near the windows.
I was on the phone, pacing barefoot on the drop cloths, snapping at my husband’s assistant for booking the wrong caterer for a charity brunch I didn’t even want to host.

“Not the scallops. The shrimp tartlets. The shrimp, Bethany—Jesus.”

I turned mid-sentence and saw him.

Grayson was crouched near the cabinetry, shirt off, jeans slung low on his hips.
Sweat trickled down the grooves of his back, catching in the waistband.
One hand braced on the unfinished counter, the other holding a drill.
Not looking at me — but I felt him listening.

And something in me cracked.

“Do you always eavesdrop?” I snapped, phone still at my ear. “Or is invading privacy part of the job description?”

He didn’t flinch. Didn’t even glance up at first.
Just finished driving the screw in.

Then he straightened.
Turned toward me — slow. Calm.
Expression unreadable.

“Do you always act like a stuck-up bitch when you’re this wet?”

My blood went cold.
Then hot.
All at once.
My throat dried. My hand clenched tighter around the phone.

Bethany was still droning in my ear — something about rescheduling. I hung up without a word.

“I could have you fired,” I hissed.
But even to my own ears, it sounded hollow. Thin. Shaken.

He stepped closer.
Deliberate.
Boots thudding softly against the subfloor, until he was right in front of me.

Close enough for me to smell him — sweat and sawdust and something unapologetically male.
His voice dropped, low and level.

“Do it.”
A beat.
“Fire me. But you’ll still be thinking about me when you’re fucking that overpriced vibrator in your four-poster bed tonight.”
A pause.
“Trying to make yourself come like I would, but too proud to admit you can’t.”

I slapped him.

The sound cracked through the unfinished room — sharp, ugly, reflexive.
My palm stung. His cheek turned red.

He didn’t react.

Didn’t back off.
Didn’t raise his voice.
Just stared at me like I was the one who’d crossed the line.

And then —
he kissed me.

Hard.

Hand in my hair, mouth crashing into mine like he’d been holding back since the first time we locked eyes across the foyer.
There was no hesitation, no question.
Just teeth and heat and the sound of my breath catching as his tongue forced mine open.

I shoved at him.
Then pulled him closer.
I hated him.

And I wanted more.



He shoved me back against the fridge —
hard enough that the handle dug into my spine, cold steel biting into skin.
One hand went to my hip, pinning me in place.
The other wrapped around my throat, rough and calloused — a firm grip, not cruel, but commanding.

Not tight enough to choke.
Just enough to make me feel small.

My breath stuttered.
Something inside me twisted — hot and fast — pooling between my thighs like my body had betrayed me.

He leaned in close.
I could smell him — sweat, sawdust, heat.
No cologne. No pretense.

“You’re dripping,” he growled, voice low and blunt, like he couldn’t be bothered to make it sound like a compliment.

I narrowed my eyes, lips curling in disgust that didn’t reach my lungs.
“I hate you,” I spat.

He didn’t flinch.
Didn’t blink.

His eyes raked down my body, unapologetic and slow, before he murmured:
“You hate what I do to you.”

My stomach flipped.
Because it was true.
And I loathed him even more for knowing it.

His hands moved — one gripping my thigh, hiking up my pencil skirt with a rough drag of his palm.
The fabric bunched at my hips.
His knuckles brushed my inner thigh — hot skin meeting hotter skin — and I sucked in a sharp breath.

His fingers found the lace between my legs.
Expensive. Black. Delicate.
An indulgence no one was supposed to see.

He hooked a finger under the seam and tugged once.
Then again — harder.

The sound of tearing lace cut through the kitchen — sharp, final.
He didn’t ease them down.
He didn’t slide them off.

He ripped them straight down the middle.

Like they were in his way.
Like I was.

Before I could gasp, he shoved the torn lace into my mouth —
wet, ruined, mine — stuffing it between my lips like he was plugging the truth I didn’t want to speak.

“You talk too fucking much.”

The words rumbled low in his throat, filthy and matter-of-fact, as if silencing me was just part of the job.

My breath caught.
I tried to spit the fabric out, but he gripped my jaw — rough fingers digging in, just enough pressure to hold me there.
To make sure I took it.
And I did.

The taste of myself soaked the lace.
My own arousal pressed against my tongue, bitter, electric, humiliating.
I moaned against it — surprised by the sound, how helpless it was.

He didn’t give me time to think.
Didn’t give me a second to adjust.

He spun me around, bent me over the granite island, and pulled my ass back toward him like I was just another piece of furniture in his way.
There was no warning.
No teasing.
Just the blunt, thick shock of him inside me — raw and fast, stretching me open in one brutal thrust.

I cried out, but it was muffled —
stuffed panties and pride swallowed in the same breath.

His hands gripped my hips tight.
Not lovingly.
Not even possessively.

Like a man doing a job he loved too much.

And he fucked me.

Hard.
Deep.
Unrelenting.
His sweat hit my lower back in hot, salty drops.
His belt buckle clinked against the cabinets with every savage thrust.
My knees buckled.
The stone beneath me felt cold, but I was on fire — humiliated, soaked, moaning like I was made for this and hated that it was true.

My fists curled against the granite.
Knuckles white.
Eyes blurred.
Hair falling in my face as I took every inch of him, grunting and gasping around my own ruined panties.

And when it hit me —
when the orgasm ripped through me so violently I cried out from the base of my spine —

my legs gave out.

I trembled under him, my body clenching around him involuntarily, falling apart on the inside while still pretending I wasn’t.

And he didn’t stop.

Not for a second.

He kept slamming into me —
relentless, unyielding, like he didn’t care if my body could take it, only that it did.
His grip on my hips was bruising — tight, punishing, fingers digging into bone with each thrust like he wanted to leave proof.
Not love marks. Not passion.
Ownership.

The slap of our bodies echoed off the marble floors, vulgar and constant, mixing with my muffled cries.

I was beyond words now.
Past pride.
Past pretense.

All I could do was whimper and choke —
strangled, broken sounds catching in my throat, half-moan, half-sob, the kind you make when you’re not sure if you’re coming or falling apart.

My knees were shaking, my chest pressed to the cold countertop, palms slipping against it from sweat and spit.

And still—he didn’t stop.

Not until he was done.

He pulled out suddenly — the emptiness hitting harder than I expected — and let out one raw, guttural grunt.

Then I felt it.

Hot. Thick. Unapologetic.
His come splattered across my ass, sticky and wet, painting me in uneven streaks.
Some of it dripped down between my thighs, slicking over skin still sensitive and twitching from the aftershocks.

I gasped — not from shock, not from shame — but from the sheer, overwhelming mess of it.
The air felt too thick, the silence too sharp.

Then he dragged his thumb through the release, slow and deliberate.
Smeared it across my skin in a single downward stroke, from the top curve of my ass to the inside of my thigh.
Marking me.

Branding me.

He leaned down — chest still heaving, sweat rolling off his jaw — and brought his mouth to my ear.
His voice came low. Quiet. But cruel.

“Now you look like what you are.”

He zipped up.
No rush. No guilt.
Just the metal click of his fly closing, loud in the thick, sweaty quiet.

Then he grabbed his toolbelt from the floor —
slung it back over one shoulder like he’d just wrapped up another job.

Like he hadn’t just fucked me into the granite, come all over my skin, and left me ruined.

I stayed where I was —
bent over the island, skin sticking to the cold stone, my body shaking in the aftermath.
Breath shallow.
Chest heaving.

Tears were drying under my lashes — not from sadness.
Not even shame.
Just from the sheer intensity.
From the way my body had stopped being mine for a moment.

My pussy was sore.
Used.
Throbbing.
Still open, still leaking.

My pride?
Shattered.
Lying in pieces between my knees, somewhere near the ripped panties he hadn’t bothered to pick up.

He paused at the doorway, one hand on the frame, eyes still not on me.

“Same time tomorrow?” he asked.

Not smug. Not sweet.
Just... casual. Like he was confirming an appointment.
No thank you.
No goodbye.

I didn’t answer.

Couldn’t.

The words sat heavy in my throat, tangled in the taste of cotton and salt and everything I hadn’t said.

But I didn’t cancel the job either.


Confession 5 - I Let My Ex Ruin Me One Last Time the Night Before My Wedding

Name: Sienna Harper
Age: 30
City: Charleston, South Carolina

The man who used to make me come until I sobbed —
and then disappear for a week.

Jake.

The storm I never quite escaped.

We were chaos.
Fast, reckless, uncontainable.
He’d have me against the wall of my apartment at 2 a.m., hand over my mouth so the neighbors wouldn’t hear me begging —
and by the next morning, he was gone.
No goodbye. No text.
Just silence that stretched for days until it almost felt like punishment.

I told myself it was toxic.
I told myself I deserved better.
Eventually, I believed it.

Then I met someone who was safe. Steady. Respectable.
The kind of man who could build a life, not just burn one down.

We got engaged.
There was a ring. A plan.
An itinerary.

And then one night, I found out he’d had a brief affair.
Someone from work. Someone he swore meant nothing.

I went mad.
Screaming. Crying. Throwing shit across the kitchen like I’d walked into my own cliché.

He said it was a mistake.
That he was scared. That it didn’t mean anything.
That we meant everything.

And I forgave him.
Because shit happens.
Because people are messy.
Because love is a negotiation, not a fairytale.

And months later — shit happened to me, too.

Only it wasn’t a mistake.
It wasn’t fear.
It was Jake.

And it was amazing shit.

It wasn’t supposed to happen.
It wasn’t allowed to happen.

But when it did, no one knew.

Not my fiancé.
Not my friends.
Not even my therapist.

Just me.
And Jake.
And the way he still knew my body like he’d designed it himself.

I told myself I’d blocked his number.
I told myself I wouldn’t look back.
That I was finally clean.
Finally healed.
Finally ready to be a wife.

But I still kept the old messages.

Buried in a folder on my phone.
Hidden under a fake name, buried inside notes, like some digital shrine to all the parts of me I didn’t want to admit were still alive.

And when I heard that knock on the hotel door…
just three nights before the wedding...
I already knew it was him.

Jake.

My ex.
My mistake.
My obsession.

It was just past midnight.

The hotel suite was quiet, dimly lit by the soft glow of a floor lamp.
My wedding dress hung by the window, freshly steamed, the silk catching the moonlight like it was waiting for its cue.
Champagne chilled in a silver bucket on the table — half-drunk, sweating.
My phone sat face down beside it. I hadn’t touched it in over an hour.
Music played low from the speaker — some ambient playlist I’d forgotten to change, all breathy vocals and slow instrumentals.

I was wearing a white satin robe, the kind that whispered against bare skin.
Nothing underneath.

My hair was still pinned from the rehearsal dinner, but a few curls had fallen loose around my collarbone.
My lips were still stained from the wine.
My mind was racing — a blur of place cards and vows and guest lists and a future I had meticulously designed.

Three slow knocks.

Not loud.
Not hurried.
Just... confident.

My heart stopped.
Then slammed back into motion.

I froze.
Not out of fear — but something worse.
Recognition.

Because I already knew.

Not from the knock.
But from the feeling in my stomach.
The heat.
The ache.
The part of me that had been quiet for months suddenly wide awake.

I walked to the door on autopilot.
Every step a contradiction.

I should turn around.
I should call security.
I should be asleep, rested, ready for bridal brunch and mimosas and handwritten love notes.

Instead—

I opened the door.

And everything inside me screamed don’t.

But there he was.

Leaning against the doorframe like he belonged there.
Like no time had passed.
Jake.

Leather jacket worn and creased.
White T-shirt, snug across his chest.
Faded jeans slung low, hands in his pockets, body loose like he didn’t care whose life he was about to tear open.
That same goddamn smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth.
The same cocky tilt of his head that used to make me melt in every place I swore was strong.

He didn’t look surprised.
Didn’t look guilty.
Just looked at me.

“Hi, Red.”

Two words.

And my whole body remembered.

The breath I took caught somewhere in my chest.

No one calls me that anymore.

Not my fiancé.
Not my friends.
No one.

Only Jake.

Only when he was buried inside me, dragging that nickname out in a voice like gravel and sex and promise.
Only when I was stripped bare, aching, ruined, his.

I didn’t say anything.

I just stood there — heart pounding, pulse thick in my throat, robe clinging to my skin — watching the man I told myself I’d never see again step back into my life like it was inevitable.

“What the fuck are you doing here, Jake?”

I didn’t yell. I couldn’t. My voice came out hoarse—thin with shock, thick with everything I hadn't dealt with.

He just stepped inside like he belonged here. Like he always had.

“You really think I was gonna let you walk down that aisle without seeing you one last time?”

I shut the door. Not to keep him in. But to keep me from bolting.

Twelve hours to my wedding. And here he was. Still smelling like leather and bad decisions. Still looking at me like I was something he’d already ruined once and couldn’t wait to do again.

“I’m getting married,” I said.

Jake’s eyes dragged over me—slow, unforgiving. My robe was thin. Barely tied. I hadn’t expected company.

“And I’m fucking hard just looking at you in it.”

He said it like a fact. Like the weather. Like sin didn’t exist.

“You don’t get to do this,” I whispered.

“But you’ll let me,” he said. “Because you always fucking let me. Doesn’t matter how many times you lie to yourself, or how much money he spends putting a ring on your finger—your pussy still knows who it belongs to.”

I should’ve hit him.

Instead, I stood there. Breathing heavy. Wet between my thighs from nothing but memory.

He stepped closer.

"You want me to stop?"

I didn't say a word.

He smirked. “Yeah. That’s what I thought.”

His mouth crashed into mine, all teeth and heat. My back hit the wall, my robe slipped off one shoulder, and I let him take from me like he always did—rough, hungry, like he never really left.

And maybe he hadn’t.

Not where it counted.

We didn’t make it to the bed.

He caught me the second the door clicked shut. Slammed me against the wall like he couldn’t wait another second—like the space between us had been a wound he needed to close. No words. No warm-up. Just heat and history colliding at full force.

His mouth crushed mine, tongue pushing deep, claiming me like he had something to prove. His hand tangled in my hair, pulling hard enough to make me moan into his kiss. Rough. Possessive. Like he wanted to make damn sure I remembered exactly who I belonged to.

The silk of my robe slipped off one shoulder. He didn’t hesitate. His hand slid beneath it, dragging down my stomach, between my thighs.

A groan rumbled in his chest. “Still so fucking wet for me.”

Then he dropped to his knees.

My back hit the wall as he spread my legs open with both hands, mouth diving between them like he hadn’t eaten in days and I was the only thing on the menu. His tongue was relentless—deep, hungry, obscene. The scratch of his scruff burned up my inner thighs with every flick, every rough lick.

His fingers curled inside like they’d never left me. He fucked me with them, hard and fast, while his mouth sealed over my clit and sucked. There was no finesse. No gentle build. He wanted me ruined.

I came with a cry, thighs shaking, barely able to stand.

He didn’t give me time to recover.

He stood, the muscles in his forearm flexing as he spun me around, rough fingers curling at the nape of my neck. One forceful shove sent me stumbling forward, my palms splaying out against the cold glass table by the floor-to-ceiling window. The silk robe—barely tied—slithered off my shoulders like liquid surrender, puddling around my ankles with a soft whisper.

I was bared to him.

Nipples brushing chilled glass, breath fogging up the view of the sleepless skyline. My reflection stared back at me—half-lidded, mouth parted, flushed with something darker than shame. The lights of the city flickered across my skin like a thousand watching eyes.

And then I felt him.

Hot. Hard. Unrelenting.

Pressed against my entrance, thick and pulsing with want. No condom. No hesitation. Just a low, animal sound in his chest—a growl that didn’t ask. It claimed.

Then he shoved inside me.

A scream caught in my throat—a fractured, high-pitched gasp of pain and need—as he bottomed out with one brutal, merciless thrust. My legs buckled, slick thighs trembling as he filled me, stretched me, punished me. No warning. No easing in. Just raw, ruthless penetration.

The table groaned beneath us. Each savage thrust rocked the glass, rocked my breath, rocked my mind. My nipples smeared fog and heat onto the pane, my palms slipping, my toes curling against the marble floor.

His hips slammed into my ass with a rhythm that bordered on feral. Wet. Loud. Obscene.

One hand crushed my hipbone in his grip, pinning me down like prey. The other fisted in my hair, yanking my head back until my back arched like a bow, mouth open, throat exposed. I couldn’t run. Couldn’t hide. I was his.

“This what you wanted?” he growled into my ear, voice thick with rage and lust. “Getting fucked like a filthy little whore... the night before your wedding?”

A wrecked moan spilled from my lips. I nodded. I couldn’t speak.

He laughed, dark and cruel. “You blocked my number, remember?” he hissed, thrusting harder, deeper, till I felt him in my throat. “Didn’t you?”

“I—I had to…” I choked out, the words dissolving into whimpers.

His grip in my hair tightened savagely, dragging another cry from me. “You hate me?”

“I…” I was unraveling. “I tried to.”

He slammed into me with vicious force, burying himself to the hilt. “Really?” His teeth grazed my ear. “Then why the fuck’s your pussy choking on my cock like it never forgot me?”

I moaned—long, broken, filthy. “Ohhh… f—fuck… harder…”

“Yeah,” he snarled, grinding in even deeper. “That’s what I thought.”

My head dropped. My nails clawed at the slick surface, desperate to hold on to something—anything—as he wrecked me. The glass table was a blur beneath my tear-blurred eyes, body shaking with every thunderous slap of skin.

“How’s it feel?” he rasped, his mouth trailing heat down my neck. “Knowing I’m ruining you the night before you say ‘I do’?”

A sob. A moan. A gasp. That was all I could give him.

He didn’t stop. He pressed his weight into me, voice thick and guttural, words scraping me raw.

“You gonna smile for those wedding photos tomorrow… with my cum still dripping out of this greedy, soaked cunt?”

And that was it.

My body shattered, climax ripping through me like a scream torn from the inside. My thighs trembled. My back arched. My soul fucking split open.

And still—still—he didn’t stop.

I was still shaking.

Legs weak, thighs trembling, arms collapsed beneath me. My cheek pressed to the fogged glass, breath coming in hot pants that smeared against the windowpane. My hard nipples throbbed where they’d been dragged across the cold surface. The lights outside blurred through tears and sweat and something dirtier. My robe lay somewhere behind me like forgotten silk.

Jax was still inside me.

Thick, hot, buried deep, stretching me open like it was his right. His hands roamed with slow possessiveness—one dragging down my spine, the other gripping the swell of my ass like he owned every inch of it.

Then he pulled back. Just enough to make me feel the drag of every inch.

I gasped, limp but greedy.

With one hard snap of his hips, he slammed back in—and that’s when it happened.

A loud fart escaped. Sharp. Booming. Humiliating.

It echoed in the high-ceiling suite like a slap. My body jerked in shock. Heat flooded my face. A gasp caught in my throat—part horror, part disbelief—as my own body betrayed me in the most intimate, vulnerable moment.

He paused.

A beat of silence.

Then—

He laughed.

A dark, amused, unfiltered sound that rolled through his chest and into my back like a dirty vibration.

“Told you,” he murmured, voice curling around my spine like smoke. “You’re so fucking comfortable with me.”

He didn’t recoil.

He didn’t mock.

He loved it.

I whimpered—half aroused, half mortified—as he rocked his hips, letting his cock nudge deeper inside me again, as if my little slip had made him even harder.

“You’d never let him hear that, would you?” he rasped, nosing along the back of my neck, his breath hot. “Your sweet little fiancé?”

He gave a slow, brutal thrust that made me moan into the glass.

“You’d hold everything in for him. Be the perfect, quiet, tidy little wife.”

Another thrust. Deeper.

“But with me…” he growled, lips brushing my ear now, voice almost proud, “you let your ass talk back.”

I moaned—long, broken, humiliated. My body was still trembling, still reacting to the sound that had burst out of me minutes ago, raw and unfiltered. My thighs quivered. My cunt pulsed. My face burned with shame.

And he loved it.

He grabbed my hair again—rough, possessive—pulling me upright, dragging my bare back tight against his chest. I could feel the slick heat of our sex clinging between us, his cock still buried deep inside, pulsing thick and unforgiving. My body molded to him automatically, helpless in the cage of his arms.

His mouth brushed my ear, his voice thick and dripping with filth.

“I want to fuck it out of you again,” he growled, his breath hot on my cheek. “Till this greedy little pussy forgets every other cock but mine.”

My lips parted, but no sound came out—just breath, just heat, just surrender.

Then he shoved me forward again—hard.

My palms caught the edge of the table just in time. The glass was smeared with sweat, breath, arousal. The whole damn suite smelled like sex. Like us.

And then he started again.

A brutal rhythm.

A brutal reminder.

He rammed into me with punishing force, every thrust a savage claim, a deep, raw branding. The table groaned under our weight. The window shuddered with every slap of his hips against my ass. The city watched. My reflection stared back—red-cheeked, glassy-eyed, my mouth open in silent cries.

His hands were claws at my waist. His cock was unrelenting. My skin stung where his grip bruised, where his sweat met mine. He was fucking like he wanted to ruin me.

Like I was already his wife—and he was breeding me before I said “I do” to someone else.

I whimpered. Flushed from the fart, from the stretch, from the shame that curled deep in my belly and made me wetter.

He didn’t stop.

If anything, it turned him on more.

He groaned behind me, voice cracking with hunger. “Fuck, I love how filthy you are with me.”

His balls slapped against my soaked cunt, slick with everything he’d already coaxed out of me. My inner thighs were wet. My belly tight. My brain half gone.

“I want to cum so deep,” he grunted, each thrust harder than the last, “you feel me dripping out while you smile at your fucking wedding guests tomorrow.”

I gasped. Clenched. Shuddered.

He rammed into me, again and again, each thrust sloppier, faster, more urgent. His rhythm broke. His grip tightened. His voice cracked.

Then—

He froze.

One final thrust.

His cock jerked inside me.

Throbbed.

And then he groaned—deep, low, a sound from the pit of something furious and tender—as he spilled into me.

Hot.
Thick.
Endless.

His cum poured inside me, flooding my aching cunt in waves. I could feel it coat my insides, claim my womb, leak slowly around his shaft, thick and undeniable.

He stayed buried, both hands clamped to my hips, breath ragged.

His weight sank over me.

Panting. Sweating. Ruined.

His chest pressed to my back. My hair stuck to my damp shoulders. His cock twitched again, still thick inside me, still holding me open like a lock in its key.

And then—

He leaned down.

Pressed his lips to the curve of my spine.

Soft. Possessive. Final.

And he whispered, “You’re still mine.”

The words burned hotter than the cum dripping out of me.

And I didn’t deny it.

I couldn’t.

Because it was true.

The air was thick with sex.
My thighs were slick, sore.
Jake still pulsed inside me—slow, proud, full—until he finally pulled out with a wet sound that made my skin flush all over again.

His cum dripped down my inner thighs in slow, sticky threads.

He didn’t say a word. Just stepped back, letting his eyes crawl all over me.

I stood there, naked except for the sweat on my skin and the tremble in my knees. My robe lay somewhere by the window. The city glowed behind the fogged glass.

He stared. I tried to cover myself — a stupid, belated instinct — but his voice cut through the air, rough and low.

“Put it on.”

I blinked, dazed. “What?”

He tilted his head toward the window. The silk gown still hung there — my wedding dress — delicate and elegant, steaming in the moonlight like it was waiting to be claimed.

His voice darkened.

“I want to see it on you.”
“Now.”

I should’ve said no.
I should’ve screamed at him.
I should’ve told him to leave.

But I didn’t.

Because part of me wanted him to see.
Wanted to feel what it would be like — to be dressed as a bride, soaked with his cum, ruined where no one could see.

I walked to the window, silent, naked.
Took the hanger. Unzipped the back.
Slid the ivory silk over my flushed, trembling skin.

It clung to me like sin.

No bra. No panties. Just flesh beneath bridal silk.
The fitted corset squeezed my waist tight, lifted my breasts high. The slit up the leg exposed the slick glow between my thighs.
His cum. Still leaking.

I turned around slowly.

Jake’s eyes darkened like a stormcloud.

He let out a low whistle, stepping closer but not touching me.

“Fuck…”

His voice broke a little.

“You look like a goddamn fantasy. Every guy tomorrow is gonna jerk off to you later — you know that, right?”

I swallowed hard. “Stop…”

But he kept going, stepping around me like a predator circling prey.

“That dress makes your ass look unreal… fuck. I always wanted to bend you over in it.”

He reached out — didn’t touch — just hovered his hand over the curve of my hip like he could feel the heat without contact.

“You think your sweet little fiancé knows how to fuck that body? Hmm?”
“You think he’ll know what to do with a pussy that melts the second it gets handled rough?”

I shivered. My breath hitched.

“Please…” I whispered. “Just leave.”

He stepped back.
But he didn’t move to the door.

Instead, he stared right at me — slow, shameless — and reached for the zipper on his jeans.

“No, baby,” he murmured. “You wore that for me. Least you can do is let me enjoy it.”

Then he unzipped.
Slid his hand inside.
Pulled out his cock — thick, flushed, already hard.

My heart thudded. My mouth went dry.

I remembered this.
How fast he got hard.
How easily I could bring him to the edge — even when I hadn’t touched him.

He stroked himself slow, watching me.

His cock jerked in his fist, veins thick, tip already glistening. His eyes never left mine.

“God, you’re perfect,” he rasped. “You’re gonna walk down that aisle dripping my cum… and I’m gonna be stroking to this moment for the rest of my fucking life.”

I didn’t move.

Didn’t breathe.

Just watched — frozen, flushed, soaked beneath silk — as the man I once gave everything to stood in my hotel suite, jerking his cock to the sight of me in my wedding dress.

And God help me… I was wet all over again

He kept stroking himself, slowly, lazily, like he had all the time in the world. His cock glistened in his fist — hard, flushed, thick with need — while his eyes devoured me.

I was frozen in silk.

Heart pounding. Thighs sticky.

His gaze dropped lower. Voice rough as smoke.

“Turn around, baby.”

I didn’t argue.

I turned slowly — every movement deliberate, trembling — until my back faced him.

The dress hugged every curve. My ass looked obscene in it, tight and sinful under ivory satin. I heard him groan behind me, the sound pure filth.

“Now,” he said, voice thick and low, “lift the dress.”

My breath caught.

I reached behind with both hands and slowly hiked up the gown, inch by inch. The cool air licked my bare thighs. The silk rose up past my ass — no panties, just skin, flushed and wet.

I heard the slap of his hand against his cock quicken.

“Fuck… just like that,” he rasped. “God, I missed this view.”

Then I felt him move.

He dropped to his knees behind me.

His hands gripped the backs of my thighs — strong, rough — spreading me open. Exposing everything. My ass. My dripping pussy. The slick heat between.

And then—

His mouth was on me.

I gasped — loud and shocked — as his tongue dragged up the seam of my pussy and over the tight ring of my asshole.

“Jake—!”

But he didn’t stop.

He licked me like he owned me — like he was starving. His tongue circled my hole, then pressed in. Slow. Then deeper. His thumbs spread my cheeks wide so he could bury his face in my ass, moaning like he was the one being pleasured.

Wet, filthy sounds echoed through the room.

He ate me like he’d dreamed of this — like he’d missed my ass more than anything.

“You still taste like fucking heaven,” he growled, breath hot between my cheeks.

I moaned, knees buckling.

Then I felt his fingers.

He slid two fingers between my soaked folds — dragging them through my cum-slick pussy before curling them back up… and pressing one, then two, against my ass.

I whimpered.

“You want it?” he murmured. “Want me to open you up like I used to?”

“Yes… please…”

He groaned — thick and raw — the sound rolling through his chest as he spread my cheeks wide and pushed one finger against the tight pucker of my ass.

“You want this again?” he muttered, low, hoarse, like he was losing his mind. “Want me to finger your pretty little asshole while your fiancé sleeps like a fucking idiot in the next hotel room?”

I whimpered, bent over, dress lifted to my waist, legs trembling.

“Yes,” I breathed. “Jake… please…”

He didn’t make me beg twice.

His finger breached me slowly — one thick inch at a time — stretching that tight little ring open until I gasped. His other hand stayed firm on my lower back, pressing me down, keeping me bare and obedient.

Then the second finger came.

I hissed — back arching, ass clenching — as he eased both fingers inside, spreading me open, slow and deep.

“Still tight,” he whispered. “Still fuckin’ perfect.”

His fingers started to move — pumping slowly, deliberately — curling and stretching, scissoring me open while my slick cunt clenched in the empty air.

Then his mouth was on me again.

He shifted forward, groaning like he couldn’t stay away, tongue diving straight for my clit while his fingers worked my ass from the inside.

I cried out.

His tongue flattened and dragged over my clit again. Then again. Then again — all while his fingers twisted deep in my ass like he was training it to take him.

I was shaking.

My pussy throbbed. My ass was stretched. His tongue was merciless.

“That’s it,” he growled into my cunt, voice wet and filled with worship. “Let me finger-fuck your ass while I suck your clit raw. Just like I used to. No one made you cum like this… no one.”

His breath was ragged. His jaw was slick with my taste.

The silk of my wedding dress slipped higher with every grind of my hips — bunching at my waist while my legs threatened to give out.

His fingers curled again — right as his tongue circled my clit in that rhythm I never forgot.

I shattered.

“Jaaaake—oh fuck, I’m—!”

My orgasm crashed through me like fire, ripping a scream from my throat as my whole body clenched around him.

My thighs trembled.

My ass fluttered open around his fingers.

My pussy spilled over his tongue — a gush of heat and shame and molten surrender.

He moaned like it fed him.

He didn’t stop. Not for a second. He licked me through the quake, fingers still buried deep in my ass, grinding slow and possessive as he milked every last spasm out of my body.

My legs collapsed forward. I caught myself with my palms against the bed frame. My cheek pressed to the silk runner. I was panting, sweating, broken.

My dress still on. My veil still untouched.

My body a ruin of orgasm and memory.

And Jake — Jake was still kneeling behind me, knuckles deep in my ass, face wet with the mess he’d made of me.

I’d just come. Hard. Violently. Loudly.

Bent over in my wedding dress.

For the man who wasn’t my husband.

He finally pulled his fingers out — slow, wet, watching the way my hole clenched in their absence. I was still panting, bent over, dress hiked up to my waist, thighs slick, body trembling from the force of the orgasm he’d just wrung out of me.

I barely had time to exhale.

Because then I felt him.

The thick, hot head of his cock, slick with precum, nudging against my ass — right where his fingers had just been.

“Jake—” I gasped, eyes wide.

He spit. Once. Then again. Thick and wet.

Smeared it around my hole with two fingers like he was buttering it up for ruin.

“I’ve wanted this for months,” he groaned, lining up. “Dreamed of it. The way you squeeze me back here…”

He pressed forward.

Slow. Relentless.

My mouth dropped open — a moan caught in my throat — as his cock breached me. Inch by inch, he filled my ass, stretching me, splitting me, making me gasp with every ruthless push.

“Oh my God—fuck—Jake—”

“You feel that?” he hissed, his hands tight on my hips. “That stretch? That burn? That’s me claiming my favorite fucking hole.”

My eyes fluttered.

My ass pulsed around him.

He bottomed out — balls slapping against my soaked pussy — and held there, buried to the hilt.

“You know what I missed most?” he said through gritted teeth. “This tight, greedy, little asshole of yours, my love”

He pulled back.

Slammed back in.

I screamed — more pleasure than pain — my whole body rocking forward with the force of it.

“Yeah,” he grunted, fucking deep now. “That ass was made for me. Not for your pretty little husband. Not for anyone else. Just me.”

He fucked me hard — loud, wet slaps echoing through the suite — every thrust claiming me, every stroke deeper than the last. My ass clenched around him, helpless, filled with nothing but his cock and his words.

“I love this hole,” Jake snarled, voice low and dangerous. “I fucking love your goddamn fart box. The way it squeezes me—like it’s scared and hungry at the same time.”

I whimpered into the sheets, trembling, stretched open around his thick cock. Every push felt like a jolt of fire up my spine.

He grunted, digging his fingers into my hips. “It sings for me, baby. You hear that? That sound it makes when I push in deep?”

Slap.

My ass stung, my body lurched forward.

“You ever let him take you back here?” he growled, staying buried.

“N-No,” I gasped.

Jake’s voice turned sharp. “No, what?”

“No one’s ever fucked my ass but you…”

Slap. Harder.

“Damn right,” he said, grinding deeper with slow, thick strokes. “Because this hole’s mine.”

He bent over, chest pressing to my back, breath hot and damp against my neck.

“I want you clenching around my cum while you say your vows tomorrow,” he whispered. “Wanna know I ruined this tight fucking ass before you even walked down the aisle.”

I moaned, wrecked, wide open, the stretch making my legs shake.

He pulled back just enough to slap the side of my cheek. “What’s your husband’s name?”

I whimpered. “Please, Jake…”

“Say it.”

“Keith…”

“Say it right.”

I swallowed. My voice cracked. “Keith… Jake owns my ass.”

“Again.”

“Keith… Jake owns my ass…”

He groaned darkly, slamming back into me, deep and mean. “That’s fucking right. He can have your vows. Your hand. Your goddamn name. But this—” he slapped my ass again, then held it open, drilling harder, “—this belongs to me.”

I was shaking, crying out into the pillow, every slow, brutal thrust sending filthy echoes through my body.

“Fucking tight little hole,” he muttered. “You’re gonna walk down the aisle with my dick still ghosting inside you. You know that?”

I nodded, dizzy. “Yes… oh my god…”

He stayed in, grinding deep, not coming, just owning me with every hard push of his cock. The sound of skin, of his breath, of my gasps — it all blurred into something animal.

He leaned close again, fingers sliding up to my mouth. “Suck your own taste off me later, slut. This hole’s mine. Always was.”

And I knew he was right.

Because no matter how many rings I wore, no matter what name I took tomorrow…

My ass still belonged to Jake.

He was relentless now. Thrusting into my ass with slow, brutal precision — each stroke stretching me deeper, claiming every inch like he was carving his name inside me.

“This fucking hole,” he muttered through gritted teeth. “It takes me like it misses me.”

I couldn’t speak. My mouth hung open, drool sliding down my chin, body caught between the heavy slap of his hips and the filthy tension building below.

Then I felt it — his hand snake around and down, fingers slipping between my thighs.

“You feel that?” he whispered, voice cracking against my shoulder. “You’re soaked, baby. Your pussy’s begging… while I ruin your ass.”

Two fingers found my slick entrance. He didn’t wait. He slid them in — deep, slow — curling them just right.

My whole body jolted.

“Jake—oh my God—”

“You gonna cum like this?” he growled. “Fingers in your cunt, cock in your ass… filled like a filthy little whore the night before her wedding?”

I whimpered. My thighs trembled. My pussy pulsed around his fingers, hot and swollen.

He fucked me harder — cock deep in my ass, fingers working my cunt — every inch of me claimed and used.

“Say it,” he hissed. “Tell me whose hole this is.”

“Y-Yours,” I gasped, barely holding on. “My ass is yours…”

“Louder.”

“My ass is yours, Jake. It’s yours. Fuck—don’t stop—”

He slammed in hard, grinding into me as my body tensed.

“You’re gonna cum for me,” he said, almost a snarl. “Cum while I fill your tight little fart box. Take my load in your ass like the filthy bride you are.”

And I did.

My climax ripped through me like lightning — wet, violent, endless. My pussy clenched around his fingers as my ass clamped down on his cock, milking him.

He groaned. Loud. Guttural. Filthy.

“Fucking take it,” he growled, slamming deep and staying there.

His cock twitched.

And then it came — thick, hot, searing.

He flooded my ass, pouring deep inside, the warmth blooming all through my core.

I could feel it.

The slow pulse of his cock, the stretch of my hole, his fingers still deep in my soaked cunt as I collapsed beneath him.

Neither of us moved. He stayed fully inside, both ends of me filled. Marked. Ruined.

His voice was a rasp against my ear.
“You’re gonna walk down that aisle tomorrow with my cum leaking out of your ass. And only you’ll know.”

My body was trembling — flushed, ruined, sore in places I’d feel for days.

Then he chuckled, low and smug.

“Congratulations, Mrs. Keith,” he murmured, still deep inside me. “It was a fucking pleasure taking your lovely fat ass tonight.”

He kissed my shoulder, slow and dirty.

“I owned it, didn’t I?”

I could barely speak. My voice was wrecked, lips parted, breath shallow. But I managed a whisper.

“…You do.”

And we both knew — he always would.

I was too flushed, too fucked-out to care about anything. My limbs were jelly, my skin still tingling. His cock finally slid out with a thick, wet plop, and I gasped — the sting and emptiness making my hips twitch.

I turned my head slightly… and saw it.

His cock — glossy, slick with our mess, the fat tip coated in cum that clung like syrup.

Jake gave it a lazy shake and grinned. “Loo?”

I nodded weakly and pointed.

He padded over, dick swinging, and disappeared inside for a minute. I heard water, some light grunting. Then he came back out — cleaner, but still half-hard, still there.

He stood at the edge of the bed, looked down at me, cock hanging like a challenge. “Wanna kiss it a bit?”

I blinked up at him, dazed, wrecked — and still so fucking hungry for him.

I reached.

Soft lips. A gentle press.

And then instinct took over.

My mouth opened. I took the tip in, warm and salty, and sucked slowly — like I was apologizing with my tongue. Like I was saying thank you with my lips.

He twitched. Grew.

I felt it pulse… thicken… stretch my mouth as it came alive again.

Jake groaned. “Shit…”

It was like magic. That cock — heavy, hot, greedy — grew in my mouth like a heat-seeking missile. Harder with every breath I gave it.

Jake might’ve been a bastard. Irresponsible. Reckless.

But that cock?

That cock knew me. Responded to me.

And right now, it was stiffening in my mouth like it belonged there.

I kissed the head slowly, letting my tongue swirl along the ridge, tasting the mix of his cum and my own scent still clinging to him. He groaned low — that lazy, post-nut sound that said don’t stop.

His cock twitched again in my mouth.

It was getting harder. Swelling, inch by inch, like it couldn’t resist me.

And I took it as a challenge.

I wrapped my lips tighter around him and began to suck — slow, steady, deep. My tongue pressed flat against the underside, tracing every vein, every throb. He was still oversensitive from the anal, his body jerking slightly with every flick of my tongue.

“Fuck,” he hissed. “You’re gonna make me lose my fucking mind…”

I didn’t stop.

His cock was fattening fast, and I wanted every inch back in my throat — not because he asked, but because I needed it. My cheeks hollowed as I picked up the pace, saliva pooling, spit trailing from the corners of my lips.

Jake started to grunt. Short, helpless sounds. His hands balled into the sheets beside him.

“F-fuck… you’re not even giving me a chance…”

That made me smile around his cock.

I looked up at him — eyes watery, lips stretched, throat working — and reached down to fondle his balls. Gently at first. Then more deliberately. Massaging them, rolling them, teasing with the tip of my fingers like I knew exactly what they needed.

His moans cracked open into soft, broken whimpers.

“Shit—baby—fuck—please—”

I sucked harder. Deeper. Letting my spit drip down his shaft as I bobbed with slow, pornographic rhythm. He was too raw, too fucked-out, and I wanted him completely empty.

My lips left his shaft with a wet pop — only to drop down and suck one of his balls into my mouth, rolling it slowly while stroking him.

Jake twitched. Hard.

“Oh my God… you’re gonna make me—fuck—I’m gonna cum…”

His voice was strangled. Desperate.

I wrapped my lips around his head again, moaning softly as I went back to sucking, determined to drain him dry.

“I’m gonna cum—fuck—I’m gonna fucking cum—” Jake choked out, his voice all grit and tension.

I didn’t stop. My lips stayed locked around his cock, cheeks hollowing, tongue swirling, dragging him there. His thighs jerked. His hips bucked helplessly.

And then I felt it.

The first hot spurt hit the back of my throat.

Thick.

Salty.

Relentless.

He was cumming, hard.

I tried to swallow, but he didn’t stop — he kept thrusting, shallow, shaky, still shooting, filling my mouth with more than I could handle.

I pulled back instinctively, but he grabbed my head — not rough, but desperate — and held me for one more twitch.

Another squirt.

Another groan.

My cheeks were puffed, mouth full, lips smeared with spit and his cum. I yanked my head back, gasping through my nose.

“What the fuck, Jake?!” I blurted, my voice muffled, cheeks bulging.

He was still cumming.

Still leaking.

And his cock was pointing right at me — no, right at the white satin bodice of my wedding dress, draped across the chair.

A fat rope of cum landed across it.

Then another.

And another — thick, creamy streaks painting the delicate fabric like it was his canvas.

“Oh my God—” I half-coughed, half-laughed, still holding the rest in my mouth.

Jake looked down, panting, cock still twitching in his hand. He grinned. “Oops…”

“Jake,” I gasped, swallowing the rest. My throat worked visibly. “You came on my fucking dress.”

He looked so goddamn smug.

“And you still sucked me dry,” he said, breathless.

I looked at the ruined bodice — streaked, dripping, obscene.

I yanked back, gasping, cum spilling from the corner of my lips.

“What the fuck, Jake?!” I snapped, eyes darting to where his cock was now dripping right onto the satin folds of my wedding dress.

A thick white streak curved across the bodice. Another drop slid down the lace.

He stood there, cock in hand, still twitching, still smirking.

“You ruined my fucking dress,” I spat, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand.

Jake just laughed — unbothered, proud.

“It’s just a few drops,” he said, glancing at it with zero remorse. “You know I always cum a lot.”

I glared, but he went on, cocking his head with that smug little grin.

“Lucky I didn’t shoot the first two loads on it… would’ve soaked clean through. Might’ve dripped down the aisle behind you.”

He chuckled, amused at his own filth.

I picked up a pillow and threw it at him. “Just fuck off, Jake.”

He caught it, still laughing, then zipped up, swagger casual and cocky as ever.

“I’m coming to your wedding,” he said over his shoulder, already heading to the door. “Front row. Can’t wait to see how those zips come off later…”

And then he was gone.

Leaving me standing there — lips swollen, mouth salty, wedding dress marked by him — heart pounding for all the wrong reasons.

I didn’t know what was in store for my honeymoon…
But a few hours before my wedding, my nasty ex-boyfriend had already fucked all three of my holes.

I was wrecked.

Used.

His cum was everywhere — deep in my ass, still slick between my thighs, a faint crust on my lips, and worst of all… streaked across the front of my wedding dress.

I lay there on the bed, sticky, dazed, my throat raw from sucking him dry, my pussy twitching with aftershocks. I was feeling sleepy and satisfied in the dirtiest, most fucked-out way possible.

But I had to move.

I reeked of cum.

Jake’s, mostly.

His scent was all over me — thick, sweet, musky. I could smell it on my fingers. I could feel it on my thighs.

With a groan, I peeled myself up from the sheets.

The wedding gown was still half-draped over my body. I looked down at it — satin and lace, white and obscene — and saw the faint glisten of his cum dried across the bodice and folded skirt.

My stomach flipped.

I carefully pulled it off, holding it by the clean edges. I folded it gently over the back of the chair, the stain turned inward, hidden — but still there.
It felt warm in my hands. Like it still held the heat of his body.

Then I walked to the bathroom, every step a reminder — of the stretch in my ass, the ache in my throat, the way he moaned when I sucked him through oversensitivity.

I turned on the water.

Let it run hot.

Steam filled the air as I stepped in, body shivering from the contrast — not from cold, but from memory.

I lathered slow, dragging my hands across my breasts, between my thighs, over my sore ass. I could feel his cum washing down my legs, pooling at my feet.

I tilted my head back and let the water drown my thoughts.

But the heat just made me more aware — of how full I’d been. Of the way Jake’s cock had owned me. Of the fact that I hadn’t stopped him.

Not once.

And I hadn’t told him no.

When I stepped out, I wrapped myself in a towel, wiped the mirror, and stared at my face — flushed, hair damp, lips bitten pink. I looked… different.

Ruined.
Glowing.

Somewhere between bride and slut.

I walked out into the room again, heart pounding as I looked at the dress.

Still draped neatly over the chair. Still carrying those faint, obscene streaks on the bodice.

I walked closer. Touched the fabric.

It was dry now — not obvious. Not loud. But present. Faintly stiff where it had been soaked.
A secret only I could feel when it pressed against my skin.

I should’ve changed it.

I should’ve grabbed the backup.

I should’ve said, “Fuck, no — I can’t wear this.”

But I didn’t.

I left it right where it was — still stained, still marked.

I turned off the light.

Slid under the sheets with damp skin, sore thighs, and a buzzing in my chest I couldn’t shake.

My wedding dress sat in the corner.

And it was still his.

The music swelled.

Everyone stood.

I began walking down the aisle, bouquet trembling slightly in my grip, every camera trained on me — the glowing bride.

Keith was waiting at the altar, eyes wide, emotional, jaw tight in that sweet, overwhelmed way.
He looked at me like he couldn’t believe I was real.

And I smiled.

Tried to mean it.

But halfway down…
My feet almost stopped.

Jake.

Front row.
Dark suit. Leaning back casually. Legs slightly apart. Smirking.

What the fuck?

Who invited him?

Did someone from my side think it was okay? Or did he just show up and charm his way past the seating chart?

He looked smug. Unbothered. As if he hadn’t been buried in my ass less than twelve hours ago.

And there I was — walking down the aisle, wearing the very same dress he came on.

Like a badge of honor.

The crusted spot near my ribs pressed faintly against my skin, hidden under lace and layers. No one else could see it. But I could feel it.

And I knew Jake did too.

He tilted his head slightly as I walked past. Didn’t say a word. Just smiled.

Fucking bastard.

Everything blurred after that.

The ceremony. The photos. The toasts. The fake laughter. The clinking of glasses.

Keith was glowing. Proud. In love.
And I — well, I smiled.

I danced. I posed. I played my part.

And then at dinner, as guests mingled and drinks flowed, Jake came up behind me and tapped my shoulder.

He leaned close, his voice warm, low, just behind my ear.
“Introduce me?”

I blinked, turned. Keith was right there, arm around my waist.

“Um—yeah. Sure.” I cleared my throat. “Keith, this is… Jake. My ex.”

Jake stood easily, confident smile, hand out.
“Hey, man. Heard a lot about you. You’ve got yourself quite a woman.”

Keith grinned, shaking his hand. “Guess I do. She never told me you were this tall.”

Jake chuckled. “Ah, she always did have a way of keeping some details to herself.”

Keith laughed politely, not catching the flicker in Jake’s tone.
But I did.

Every word sat like a private echo between us — things unsaid, still humming under the music.

Jake’s eyes met mine for a heartbeat too long, calm, amused, daring me to react.

I didn’t.

I smiled, took a sip of wine, and turned toward the next guest.
He was still smiling when I looked back.

Smart bastard.
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