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A friend who fills her need is a friend indeed..

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

Introduction

He was always around. Always close. Too close.
The man her husband calls his best friend — the one he trusts with secrets, laughs, bullshit and blood.

And now?
He trusts him with his wife.

Not just to flirt with. Not just to look at.
To have her.
To use her.
To make her feel things her husband only watches from the corner of the room — hard, quiet, aching.

These aren’t affairs. They’re arrangements dripping with consent. 
Deals sealed with eye contact and wet thighs.

Each wife in this book made the same decision:
To stop pretending.
To stop settling for safe sex and quiet marriages.
To let the man her husband loves show her what it means to be owned — even if her husband is in the room when it happens.



Some husbands watch.
Some film.
Some sit there, caged in denial while their best friend grabs her by the hips and takes what he’s been offered — again and again, until it’s messy, loud, and absolutely hers.

And she doesn’t look back.
She moans louder. She opens wider. She smiles deeper.

Because this is what she wanted.

Because a friend who fills her need is also a friend indeed.

The man her husband trusts… is also the man she lusts for.



Twelve wives. Twelve best friends. One line they all stepped over — and never came back from.

Some names and places have been changed — but nothing else has.

Turn the page.
You’re not here for love stories.
You’re here to see what happens when she chooses the man her husband never expected to lose to.



Confession #1 – Melanie Carter (Houston, Texas), 34

“My husband watched his best friend take me. And then he asked me to do it again.”

I’m Melanie. Thirty-four.

Married to Eric — calm, loyal, cerebral. The kind of man who reads manuals before using anything and alphabetizes the spice rack when he’s anxious. We met in college, got married right after graduation, bought a modest home in the Houston suburbs, and built a life that looked perfect on the outside. Friends called us “stable.” Family called us “solid.”

For years, I played the part.
Grocery lists taped to the fridge. White towels folded just so. Birthday cards mailed on time. My hair always neat, my smile always warm.

But somewhere in the rhythm of our predictability, something inside me started to hum with restlessness.

Then came Jason.

Jason had always been around — Eric’s best friend since they were teenagers. The kind of man who worked with his hands and carried himself like he knew exactly what those hands could do. A tattoo on his forearm, a permanent tan from job sites, a voice like gravel and bourbon. He’d drop by unannounced, crack open a beer without asking, toss his boots off near our kitchen rug without apology.

He was chaos.
Eric was calm.
And I’d spent ten years being calm.

At first, it was easy to shrug off — the occasional wink, the slow grin when I bent over, the casual brush of his arm that lingered too long. But over time, Jason’s presence started to stretch something inside me. Something tight and aching.

And I noticed the way he looked at me.
Not polite glances.
Possessive ones.

Like he could see through the yoga pants and grocery lists — right down to the parts of me that had gone untouched for too long.

It happened on a Friday.
Dinner at home. Eric had grilled steak, I’d poured too much wine. We laughed harder than usual, stories flowing, plates cleared. By midnight, Eric had slipped outside for a cigarette — a quiet habit he returned to under stress.

I stayed in the kitchen, hands in warm water, my skin flushed from the wine and something else. Something simmering.

Jason came in. Quiet. Close.
So close I felt his breath on the back of my neck.

“You always smell so good,” he murmured.
“Does he even know what he’s got?”

His voice wasn’t teasing this time. It was low. Hot. Certain.

I froze, the dish in my hand forgotten.
Because I had thought it too.
I had wanted him.
Not in a fantasy way.
In a real, wet, pulse-thudding way.

I turned, still damp from the sink, and looked up at him.
Expecting a smirk.
But what I saw instead was hunger. Pure and raw.

He reached up — gently — tucking a strand of damp hair behind my ear.
His hand lingered.
His thumb brushed my cheek, then my lips.

And in that silence, everything cracked.

I kissed him first.

Our mouths crashed together, teeth and lips and heat. His hands gripped my hips, pulled me close, pressed me back against the fridge. My robe had come loose earlier that evening — soft satin over bare skin — and it slipped off one shoulder. His fingers were calloused, rough, and they grabbed me like no one ever had.

I gasped. The sound that left me wasn’t ladylike or rehearsed — it was messy. Shameless.

That’s when the back door opened.

Eric stepped in.

He paused in the doorway, cigarette half-burned, lips parted in shock.
He saw Jason’s hand under my robe.
My thighs trembling.
My mouth open, swollen, red.

I pulled back like a woman caught shoplifting. “Eric—” I started.

But he didn’t yell.
He didn’t even move.

He just stared. Quiet. Eyes flicking from Jason’s grip on my waist to the arch in my back. His jaw was clenched, tight. But his chest wasn’t rising with anger.

And I saw it — plain as day.
The thick bulge in his jeans.

Jason didn’t say a word. He didn’t flinch.
He reached for my hand — firm, certain — and led me past Eric.
Into the living room.

I should’ve stopped it.
But when I looked back, Eric was moving.

He sat.
In the armchair.
Facing the couch.

Watching.

Jason didn’t hesitate. He pushed me down, spread my legs, and pulled my panties off with a sharp rip. I let out a startled sound — not of protest, but of release. My thighs were slick with want. His hands were rough and sure, his eyes dark with desire.

He looked down at me — then slid inside me with one brutal, beautiful thrust.

I cried out — loud, broken, real.

His cock filled me so deep I arched against the cushions. The couch creaked. The room pulsed with heat. My head rolled back as he began to fuck me — hard, fast, like he’d been holding back for years.

“You feel so fucking tight,” he growled into my ear. “He doesn’t do you enough?”

My answer was a strangled moan.
Because I couldn’t speak.
Not with my husband ten feet away, watching every inch disappear inside me.

Eric didn’t say a word.
He just leaned forward slightly. His hand resting on his thigh.

Jason grabbed my hair. Bent to kiss me. Fingers circled my clit — fast, insistent, perfect. I came with a gasp, shaking, my nails clawing at the cushions, my legs wide open and shameless.

I came for him.
With Eric watching.

Jason groaned as he pushed deeper — and came inside me with a grunt, thick and raw. His body went still. Then slowly, he stood up, panting, sweat glistening on his chest.

He looked straight at Eric. Smirked.

“Your wife’s got a wild side, man,” he said. “Didn’t know you were holding out.”

Eric stood. Walked over slowly.
And did something I’ll never forget.

He leaned down. Brushed a hand over my hair. Kissed my forehead.

Then he whispered, “Thank you.”

To Jason.
To me.
To whatever just cracked open in all three of us.

And I knew, in that stillness —
This wasn’t a one-time mistake.
This was the beginning.

It was a quiet Sunday morning when Eric brought it up. We were sitting at the kitchen island — me in his old t-shirt, legs folded under me, hair still damp from the shower. He stirred his coffee like he always did, one finger tapping the side of the mug, gaze distant but warm.

“If he wanted to do it again…” he began, without looking at me, “would you let him?”

I froze, spoon halfway to my mouth. My heart skipped, not in fear — in recognition.

Because I had already replayed that night in my head more times than I could count. The way Jason looked at me. The way Eric didn’t flinch. The way I came so hard I forgot where I was.

I set the spoon down gently.

“Yes,” I said. Just that. Nothing more.

Eric didn’t smile. Didn’t nod. He just took a slow sip, like he’d already known. Like this was just the next step in a plan neither of us had the words for yet.

And that’s how it began.

Jason started coming over more regularly. Usually after work, still in his boots and faded t-shirt, the smell of sawdust and sweat clinging to him. He didn’t knock. He didn’t ask. He knew the door would be unlocked.

Eric would already be in the living room, bourbon in hand, seated in that same armchair he sat in the first time he watched. He wouldn’t say much. Just a glance. A slight tilt of his glass.

And I’d know. It was time.

I’d undress slowly — never rushed. I made it a performance. Letting the straps of my dress fall off my shoulders, pausing at the hook of my bra, feeling the air shift the moment skin met light. Sometimes I wore lace, other times just an apron and heels. Once, I answered the door wearing nothing but Eric’s white button-down, left open.

Jason never wasted time. He’d pull me into his lap the moment I reached him. His hands were rough, firm, claiming. He always started with my ass — grabbing it, spanking it softly until I gasped, until I was squirming against the bulge growing in his jeans.

And then he’d fuck me.

Hard. No warm-up. No sweet talk. Jason didn’t make love — he took. Fast, raw, efficient. Like his only job was to remind me who this body belonged to once the heels came off.

Eric never directed him — that wasn’t their dynamic. Jason didn’t need instruction. And Eric wouldn’t try to control what wasn’t his in that moment.

Instead, Eric watched. Calm. Composed. Sometimes sipping his drink. Sometimes standing behind me, brushing hair from my face as Jason rammed into me. Sometimes he’d kiss me while his best friend was buried inside me — a kiss that told me I was still his, even as I moaned another man’s name.

There were moments when Eric struggled to stay present — not emotionally, but physically.

He’d try to hold back, to be strong and steady, to watch without losing control. But when Jason mounted me — thick cock pushing into me from behind while my moans filled the room — or when I straddled Jason, tits bouncing, hips rolling, nails digging into his chest, Eric’s restraint would shatter.

Sometimes he’d cum in his shorts without touching himself, his breath stuttering as he sat across the room, stunned by the beauty and filth of it all. Other times, it would happen before he could even sit down — the moment Jason pulled my panties off and exposed how wet I already was, he’d climax silently, his cum soaking through cotton and onto the floor.

We never mocked him for it.
Never shamed it.

If anything, it turned me on more — that just watching me be taken could unravel him completely.

And Jason? Jason never gloated. He never humiliated his friend. He understood the unspoken choreography of our three.

Sometimes he’d step out of the room after he was done — give us space. Let Eric crawl into bed behind me, slide into the heat Jason left behind, his cock pushing through the slick mess inside me. It wasn’t about comparison. It was about connection. About ownership shared, not stolen.

Other times, it was Eric who’d excuse himself quietly. Let me and Jason finish what had already started. He knew we needed that time too — to get wild, unstructured, greedy.

Jason could go longer.
Harder.
He fucked like he was born for it.

He grabbed my hips, made me bounce, held me open with one hand while spanking me with the other. He pulled my hair, growled into my neck, told me how tight I was, how lucky my husband was to have a wife who dripped this much for someone else.

Eric, though…
Eric made love. Even after I’d been wrecked by Jason.

He entered me slowly, reverently, his slender hard cock bathed in a mixture of my juices and Jason’s semen.

He whispered my name. Kissed my face.
He touched me like I was sacred — not in spite of what I’d done, but because of it.

And some nights, that’s exactly what I needed.

We had an understanding.
A rhythm.
A kind of sacred, slutty synchronicity.



The iPhone changed everything.

Jason got a new one — upgraded camera, better sound. We all chipped in for it. Half-joke, half-plan. It became our shared tool.

Eric set up a private cloud — just the three of us had access. We even gave it a name. TrioVault.

He’d label each file with something playful:
Rodeo Ride – Friday
Couch Stretch – After Dinner
Kitchen Grip – Morning Before Work

We’d sometimes watch them back on the TV.
Jason with a beer.
Eric with a glass of wine.
Me, naked between them, flushed and twitching as we watched my own body writhe and gasp on screen.

It wasn’t porn.
It was memory.
It was ours.



Sometimes Jason and I would go out alone.
He liked to show me off.

Tight dress. No bra. No panties.
We’d go to bars where the lights were low and the music was loud. His fingers would be between my legs before the second drink arrived.

Eric always knew.
Sometimes he stood at the window when I left, sipping his drink like a man who knew exactly who I belonged to — and why letting me go made me come back harder.

Other nights, the three of us went out.
Movies. Dinner. Grocery runs that ended in public bathroom quickies.

To anyone else, we looked like best friends.

Only we knew that both of them had filled me that week — one with cum, the other with comfort.



Eric, Jason, and I adapted beautifully to this polyamorous rhythm — not just in bed, but in life. What started as heat evolved into habit, then into something even deeper: home.

We still had the wild nights — moaning, dripping, Jason pulling my hair while Eric held the camera steady. But in between?

There was life.

Laughter.

Ridiculous, unfiltered, genuine us.

We farted around each other — loudly, unapologetically. Once, Jason nearly dropped his beer from laughing when mine echoed off the hardwood floors.
“Damn, Melanie,” Jason said once, laughing so hard he nearly spilled his drink. “You sure you didn’t just orgasm out your ass?”

Eric didn’t even look up from his book. He just shook his head with a small smile.
“Anyone who stays with my wife long enough learns she’s a natural. Multitalented.”

Jason smirked. “And loud. Jesus. I think no one will know this mild-mannered soft spoken lady vents out fire from both ends.”

I shot them both a look, lips twitching. “Yeah? People should see your faces when you climax.”

Jason raised his eyebrows. “What face?”

“The one where your eyes roll back like you’re being electrocuted,” I said.

Eric chuckled. “She’s not wrong. You look like you’ve seen God.”

“Okay, fine.” Jason leaned back. “Who looks better when they come — me or him?”

I paused dramatically, then cocked my head. “Depends. Are we talking first round or third?”

They both groaned.

“I will say,” I added, dragging my spoon slowly through my ice cream, “Jason does this full-body shudder, like a bull’s been tranquilized.”

Eric laughed. “And I suppose I look like a romantic poet in mid-orgasm?”

“No, baby,” I said sweetly. “You look like you just solved a physics equation and had an orgasm at the same time. It's beautiful. And deeply nerdy.”

Jason snorted. “That’s hot, honestly.”

Eric shrugged. “Precision matters.”

I rolled my eyes. “You’re both hot. You both fuck me like you’re being graded. And if I’m glowing? That’s extra credit.”

Jason raised his beer. “To extra credit.”

Eric clinked glasses with him. “And to our overachieving wife.”

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Sometimes, the jokes were filthy — casually tossed out like grenades.

“You glow better with two men fucking you regularly,” Jason would smirk, brushing my hair behind my ear while I licked cream off a spoon.

I’d laugh. “The more the merrier.”

Eric would walk by, squeeze one boob, and say, “There’s a reason women come with a pair — each tit deserves a man.”

Jason once added, “And don’t get me started on the fact she has two holes. Nature’s invitation.”

I rolled my eyes. “Technically, I have three, Jason.”

Eric raised an eyebrow. “You volunteering?”

Jason grinned. “Don’t tempt me, man. I’ve seen how she clenches when she’s close.”

“Like a velvet vice,” Eric muttered, suddenly serious, and I watched both of them stiffen under their sweatpants.

Yeah, we were that kind of household.
One minute we’re arguing over whether to order Thai or Mexican.
Next minute, I’m bent over the kitchen counter, pad thai forgotten, Jason buried inside me while Eric kisses my shoulder and whispers,
“You’re so perfect like this… full.”

Even during mundane things — grocery shopping, assembling Ikea furniture — we had our rhythm. Once, while building a new shelf, I bent down and Jason slapped my ass hard.
“Sturdy,” he said.
Eric didn’t even flinch. “Make sure you anchor it. She shakes like hell when she cums.”

They both laughed. I blushed, but secretly? I loved it.

They loved me — not just my body, but my weird, moody, loud, laughing self.

And I loved them. In different, essential ways.

Jason was fire.
Eric was earth.
And I?
I was the storm that bloomed between them.

My husband was and is always my emotional anchor, my partner-in-crime and my bestest friend. He is the one to know about everything from my weird rash to issues with my brother. He is a husband, any woman would want, someone who rubs my feet when I have cramps, putting my aspirations and interest first before anyone else.

That didn’t change. Our emotional equation can never alter. 
What changed was everything else.

Because now, he also watched me get ruined.
Now, he watched another man stretch my body, milk my orgasms, cover my thighs in seed.

And he loved me more for it.

Jason never tried to replace him.
He understood exactly what he was.

My chaos.
My craving.
The one I mounted when I needed to be owned.

Eric was my home.
Jason was my fire.

And somehow, between the two of them — I bloomed.



Jason’s girlfriend left months ago.
She said something didn’t feel right. Said the arrangement we had — whatever this was — made her uncomfortable. That he was “emotionally elsewhere.”

He didn’t argue.
Just shrugged, looked at her with that quiet finality he carries, and said,
“This is the only thing that feels real.”



We argued about everything — laundry, baseball players, which one of us left the fridge open.
Jason never separated whites and colors. Eric folded everything like it was going on display.
Somehow, it worked.

At night, we’d pile into bed and put on documentaries or thrillers. One of Jason’s arms usually ended up under my head, while my legs tangled around Eric’s. Most nights, we didn’t make it past the first 30 minutes.

Not because we were bored —
Because Jason’s hand had a mind of its own.

He’d start slow under the blanket, fingertips teasing lazy circles on the inside of my thigh.
I’d try to stay focused. Try to keep my breathing steady.
But the moment his fingers slipped inside me — gentle at first, then deeper — the room changed.

Once, during a movie that had no business being as hyped as it was, I started squirming, biting my lip, trying to stay quiet while Jason worked me over with that smug little grin on his face.

I let out a soft moan — involuntary, broken — and Eric glanced over with a raised eyebrow, completely unbothered.

Without missing a beat, he smirked and said,
“I’m just trying to find the plot holes, babe.”

Jason nearly choked on a laugh.
I buried my face in the pillow.
And neither of them let me finish the movie.

My birthday, last month, was definitely the most memorable man in a long, long time.

Jason showed up with this confident grin and handed me a small box. Inside was a lacey new lingerie set — dark green, soft as sin — and a sleek watch that honestly made me feel more expensive than I am.

“Figured you deserved something that makes you look like the trouble you are,” he said.

Eric came in a little later with a calm smile and handed me another box — delicate jewelry this time, gold and simple and beautiful. A pair of earrings and a bracelet I hadn’t even mentioned wanting, but somehow, he knew.

Turns out they’d talked ahead of time — figured out who was getting what, made sure it all fit together.

That part made me smile the most.
Two totally different men — one gifting lace and lust, the other something timeless and elegant — but both thinking of me. Planning together.

Jason winked. “He said he had the classy stuff covered, so I went with dirty.”

Eric just said, “Balance is important.”

I laughed, feeling warm all over. “Well… both fit perfectly.”

Jason raised an eyebrow. “I’d like to see that for myself.”

Eric smiled without missing a beat. “So would I.”

And just like that, I ended up unwrapping everything — including myself — right there on the couch, both of them watching like they’d just finished building me from scratch.

Later that night, I wore both of their gifts to bed.

Jason’s lace clung to my skin in all the right places.
Eric’s jewelry glinted against my collarbone.
And then I got fucked — slowly, deeply, by both of them.

One with his hands in my hair, the other with his mouth on my breast, both of them inside my body in turns — thick, warm, full of hunger.
I came with my thighs shaking, their names tangled on my tongue, my bracelet slipping halfway down my wrist as I clawed at the sheets.

It wasn’t just a birthday.

It was a reminder.

That I belonged to both of them.
That I was wanted, spoiled, ruined — beautifully.

And I fell asleep between them, wrapped in sweat, silk, and satisfaction.

No secrets. No shame.

Just a woman loved by two men.

This is our life.
Our rhythm.
Our beautiful, filthy little world.

And me?

I’ve never glowed like this.

My skin hums, warm and marked.
My smile lingers longer in the mirror now.
My scent lives in the bedsheets, on couch cushions, in the backseat of Jason’s truck.
Some nights I wake up with one of their hands on my thigh and the other’s cum still sticky between my legs.

There’s something about being fucked well —
regularly,
deeply,
without apology —
that rewires a woman.

That centers her.

That reminds her she’s not just needed, but craved.

I still belong to Eric.
He is my anchor. My peace. My man.

But Jason?

Jason unlocked a part of me I didn’t even know was missing.
He woke up the ache. The edge. The chaos I buried under yoga mats and meal plans.
He didn’t tame me. He claimed me.

So yes.

I’m their wife.
No plans for pregnancy — and honestly, it wouldn’t matter to either of them whose it was.
That’s how deep this runs. How solid we are.

I go out on dates with one and fall asleep in the arms of the other.
I dress for both. Undress for both.
Scream Jason’s name while Eric holds the camera steady, murmuring, “God, you’re perfect.”
I live in the heat between being adored… and devoured.

And I wouldn’t trade a second of it.

Because I’m not just a wife anymore.

I’m a hotwife.
And I belong to them both.


Confession #2 – Danielle Rivers (29, Denver, Colorado)
Title: Stolen by His Best Friend — And He Let It Happen

My name is Danielle. I’m 29. Married to Ryan for four years now. We live in a quiet neighborhood outside Denver — one of those places where the grass stays trimmed, the neighbors wave from driveways, and no one would ever imagine what really happens behind closed doors.

Ryan is sweet. Safe. Steady in the kind of way you’re supposed to want. And I did want it… for a while. But safe can start to feel suffocating when there’s no edge, no danger, no heat.

That danger came in the form of Caleb — Ryan’s best friend since college. Taller. Rougher. The kind of man who walks into a room and fills it without trying. Tattoos up his arms, calloused hands, a mouth that never filters. He was the guy who probably fucked half the cheerleaders back then and still made it to graduation with a smirk. I always noticed him. And he always noticed me.

When Caleb came to stay with us after a breakup, Ryan didn’t think twice. He offered the guest room. I offered kindness. Food. Short skirts. No bra. Smiles I held a little too long. I wasn’t planning anything. But I wasn’t exactly innocent either.

That Friday night, we all drank too much. Whiskey. Cheap red wine. Caleb kept watching me — openly, hungrily. And I kept giving him reasons to. The way I crossed my legs. The way I leaned in when I spoke. At some point, I started whispering little things in his ear. Things that could’ve been jokes. But weren’t.

Ryan passed out on the couch, and suddenly it was just me and Caleb, standing close in the hallway. The air between us was electric, tight.

“You want this, don’t you?” he said, low, almost a growl.

I couldn’t speak. I just nodded.

And then he pressed me hard against the wall, his mouth crashing into mine, his hand sliding between my legs like he already knew what he’d find. I was soaked.

His other hand gripped my neck — not hard, just enough to let me know I was no longer in charge.

That’s when I saw him. Ryan. Standing at the top of the stairs. Awake. Watching.

He didn’t say a word. Didn’t flinch. Didn’t move.

Caleb didn’t stop.

Later that night, when we were alone in bed, Ryan whispered something I’ll never forget. He said, “Watching him touch you was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

He was hard. Shaken. But honest.

Then he said, “Would you let him fuck you? If I asked you to?”

I didn’t hesitate. “Yes.”

The second time, it wasn’t spontaneous. It was planned. Quietly. Deliberately.

I’d told Ryan I’d do it again if he asked. And he did. Two days later. No hesitation in his voice. Just a calm, almost reverent kind of certainty.

“Wear something red,” he said.

So I did.

Red lace. Thin, sheer. The kind that barely stayed on when I walked. My nipples poked through, hard before Caleb even arrived. I wore nothing underneath. My thighs were already trembling when I came down the stairs and found Ryan in the corner chair with a glass of bourbon and that familiar look in his eyes — part awe, part hunger, part fear of just how far we were about to go.

Caleb didn’t knock. He just walked in. Confident. Silent. Like this was already his house. His room. His wife.

He looked me over slowly. No words. Just eyes trailing down my body until I felt naked under his gaze. He didn’t speak. Just walked up, grabbed my jaw, and kissed me — slow and deep — like he was reminding me who I belonged to now. I melted into it. My hands on his chest, his fingers digging into my waist, our breath hitching in sync.

He took his time undressing me. Unclipping my lace bra with one hand, sliding the panties down himself, kneeling in front of me like I was some kind of altar. I glanced over — Ryan hadn’t moved. He was watching. Glass in hand. Eyes wide. Silent.

Then Caleb spread my legs and buried his face between them.

No teasing. No buildup. Just hot, wet tongue and rough stubble against slick skin. I moaned instantly. Loud. Embarrassingly loud. My legs trembled against his shoulders, and I grabbed the edge of the couch to stay upright. He licked like he meant it — like he’d missed the taste of me for years.

Ryan watched as I broke open on Caleb’s tongue.

My head fell back, my hips bucked, my thighs clenched around him as I came — hard, gasping, desperate. I didn’t hold back. I wanted my husband to see. I wanted him to watch his best friend make me unravel.

Caleb stood and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. His cock was already out — hard, thick, ready. He didn’t wait for permission. Just flipped me around, bent me over the armrest, and pushed inside in one brutal, perfect thrust.

I cried out — not from pain, but from sheer shock at how deep he went, how right it felt.

And then he started moving. Fast. Deep. Loud. The couch creaked under us, and I could hear Ryan breathing heavier across the room. Caleb gripped my hips like he owned them. He leaned in, mouth by my ear, and growled,

“Your wife’s a fucking luscious, man. Look at her. Taking every inch. So fucking tight. So fucking desperate.”

I couldn’t even speak. My mouth hung open. Every thrust knocked sound out of me. I was soaked, shaking, stretched wide, lost in it.

I looked back — Ryan was stroking himself now. Slowly. Quietly. His mouth parted, his face flushed. His eyes never left me.

Caleb slammed into me harder, until I was moaning with every breath, until I was dripping onto the cushion beneath us. And when he came — deep, raw, thick inside me — I felt it. Every pulse. Every drop. He didn’t pull out. Didn’t ask. He just leaned back, caught his breath, then looked at Ryan and said two words.

“Clean her.”

And Ryan obeyed.

He set down his glass. Walked over. Got down between my legs and gently spread me open, eyes glazed. I felt his tongue — warm, soft — as he licked Caleb’s cum from my thighs, my folds, the messy, ruined center of me. He moaned while doing it.

And I knew.
Right there, in that moment.
We weren’t the same anymore.

Something had shifted. Broken. Opened.

But I didn’t want to fix it.

After that night, it became ritual. Caleb would text Ryan — not me — and Ryan would tell me to get ready. Some nights I wore black mesh, others just perfume. I’d stand at the door when Caleb arrived, dripping already. Ryan would sit in the same chair, bourbon in hand, cock hard beneath his jeans.

Sometimes he gave instructions. “Go slower tonight. I want to see her eyes.” Or, “Choke her while she rides you.” Or, “Finish inside her — I want to taste it.”

Other nights, he stayed silent and watched. Studied every moan, every bounce of my tits, every twitch of my thighs as Caleb used me like his personal whore.

And sometimes — when I’d been especially obedient — they both touched me.

One inside my mouth. The other buried deep in me. Hands. Tongues. Voices. I’d come so many times I lost count.

I know how it sounds. People would say I’ve been degraded. Broken. But that’s not what this is.

Because after, Ryan always kisses me — soft, slow, reverent. He tucks the hair from my face like I’m still his girl. And in a way, I am.

But I’m Caleb’s, too.

Because before he fucks me, he always whispers it. You’re mine now.

And the worst part is… I love it.

I belong to both of them.

And I never want it to stop.


Confession #3 – Vanessa Monroe (36, Phoenix, Arizona)
Title: Taken on the Pool Table — And My Husband Just Watched

I never thought I’d be the kind of woman who lets another man fuck her while her husband stands there and watches. But here I am. And the strangest part? I’m not ashamed. I’m addicted.

It started with something harmless. A game of pool.

It was a Friday night. My husband Tyler had invited his best friend Marcus over for beers, music, and a few rounds on the pool table we kept in the garage. That table had been a birthday gift from me to Tyler years ago — sleek black felt, polished wood, barely used.

But that night, I became the real game on top of it.

Marcus has always been a presence in our lives. He’s ex-military, covered in muscle, tall, dark-skinned, eyes that lock onto you like a challenge. He walks like he doesn’t answer to anyone. Always calls me “trouble” when we pass each other in the hallway, smirks like he’s already seen me naked. I used to laugh it off. Pretend I didn’t feel the way his gaze stayed a second too long. Pretend I didn’t get wet just hearing him talk.

That night, I wore a soft tank top — no bra. Just enough wine to loosen my body. Just enough heat in the room to make my thighs sticky. I bent over to line up a shot, and Marcus stepped in behind me — close. His breath hit my neck.

“You’re playing a dangerous game, Vanessa,” he murmured.

I turned just enough to let him see the smirk. “Maybe I like danger.”

Tyler laughed from the other side of the table, assuming it was all just teasing.

It wasn’t.

Marcus broke and sank three balls. Then he leaned in toward Tyler, voice low but loud enough for me to hear. “Wanna see your wife squirm?”

Tyler hesitated — surprised, I think. But he nodded. Curious. Nervous. And already hard.

Marcus came up behind me again, but this time there was no subtlety. He pressed his body against mine. I felt him — thick, hard, dangerous. His hand slid up my thigh, underneath my skirt, fingers brushing bare skin. I wasn’t wearing panties.

I gasped. My knees went soft.

He didn’t stop.

He bent me over the pool table like it was meant for this. One hand on the small of my back, the other tugging my panties down and tossing them aside — even though I wasn’t wearing any, he still made a show of it. I was already soaked.

Tyler stood there, motionless. Watching as his best friend opened me up like he’d been waiting years.

Then Marcus said it — the words that flipped the switch.

“You ever seen her beg, Tyler? Watch this.”

And he made me beg.

His fingers slid inside me, slow and thick. Two, then three. He knew exactly what he was doing. I was moaning, panting, gripping the edge of the table while my husband stood a few feet away, jaw slack, cock hard behind his jeans.

Then Marcus undid his belt.

He pulled it free with that unmistakable snap and dropped his pants. I turned my head to look — and my breath caught. He was massive. The biggest cock I’d ever seen. Thick, veiny, curved slightly upward like it was built to ruin women.

And ruin me he did.

One brutal thrust and I screamed. Loud. It wasn’t pain — it was the shock, the stretch, the sudden ownership. My legs trembled as he fucked me over the pool table, my breasts pressed to the cold felt, my ass reddening from his palm.

Tyler was still watching. Frozen. But his hand was moving now. Slowly stroking himself, his eyes locked on where Marcus disappeared into me again and again.

“Come closer,” Marcus growled. “Look at how she takes it.”

Tyler moved. Step by step. Closer to the sound of wet skin and filthy moans. I looked over my shoulder — his face was pure hunger. My husband. Watching me get fucked like a slut and loving it.

Marcus didn’t slow down. He gripped my hair, pulled me back upright, whispered filth in my ear while he pounded me. I was already cumming — hard, uncontrollably, my body twitching against the table.

He kept going.

“Say it,” he told me.

“I’m yours,” I gasped. “Fuck—Marcus, I’m yours.”

He slapped my ass. “Louder.”

“I’m yours,” I cried out. “Take me—please—fuck, I’m yours.”

And then he came.

Deep. Hot. Thick. Buried inside me while I was still shaking, still moaning, still clenching around him.

He pulled out slowly, deliberately, letting his cum drip down my thighs. My pussy was open, messy, ruined. He looked straight at Tyler, chest heaving, and said, “You’ll clean that up, right?”

Tyler didn’t speak. He just dropped to his knees.

And started licking.

I felt his tongue slide up through the mess, between my thighs, into the places his friend had just claimed. His hands held me wide open. He licked until I gasped again — from the sheer filth of it, the humiliation, the power.

That pool table isn’t for games anymore.

Now, Marcus comes over almost every week. Tyler still calls it “guy time,” but we all know what it really is. I wear dresses that slide off easily. Sometimes nothing at all under my robe. Marcus takes me wherever he feels like it. Bent over the pool table. Spread on the kitchen counter. Straddled on the garage floor with my knees raw from the cement.

And Tyler always watches.

Sometimes Marcus lets him join. Sometimes he makes him kneel in the corner like a good boy. Other times he just tells him where to stand — how to angle the light, how to hold my wrists, how to thank him after.

Marcus doesn’t ask anymore. He doesn’t have to. I’m his.

And Tyler knows it.

And still… he watches. Every. Single. Time.

Because the truth is, I’m not just his wife anymore.

I’m the toy they share. The thing they both need.

And I love every second of it.


Confession #4 – Alyssa Grant (31, San Diego, California)
Title: He Watched Me Break — For His Best Friend

My husband always used to say Liam was “bad news.” Said it with a half-smile, like it was a joke. But the truth was, he meant it. Liam had always pushed limits. Crossed lines. Stirred things just to see how far they could go.

I never thought I’d be one of those lines.

But now I’ve been crossed.
Stretched.
Owned.
And broken.
Right in front of the man I married.

And I don’t regret a single second of it.

Liam wasn’t like the others. He didn’t flirt. Didn’t compliment. He just watched. He’d come by after work, all rough stubble and rolled-up sleeves, muscles flexing with every move. Broad chest, salt-and-pepper beard, hands big enough to break you or hold you still. He smelled like leather and sweat and control.

At first I told myself I was imagining it. The way his eyes trailed me when I walked past in my robe. The way his mouth curled when I bent over to pick something up. But one day I caught him. Eyes low, locked on the space between my legs like he had every right to look.

“You really shouldn’t walk around like that, Alyssa,” he said. Calm. Deep. That voice that hit like gravel and heat. “Someone might think you’re asking for trouble.”

I should’ve walked away. Should’ve told him off.

But all I did was smile.

“What if I am?”

That was the beginning.

A few days later, we were all on the couch. Movie night. Wine. Laughter. Liam sat on one side, my husband Tyler on the other. I was nestled between them under a blanket, half-drunk and flushed. My legs were bare. I felt everything — Liam’s thigh against mine, the weight of his arm behind me, the way his breath slowed every time I adjusted my body.

Tyler got up to get another bottle from the kitchen.

And Liam didn’t wait.

His hand slid up my inner thigh, slow, deliberate, like he was testing just how much I’d allow. My body answered before I did — knees parting, hips tilting. I bit my lip.

“You’re soaked,” he whispered.

I didn’t say a word.

Then he kissed me. Deep. Slow. Possessive. His mouth claimed mine like it already belonged to him.

And when Tyler came back, I was still kissing Liam. Still clutching his shirt like I needed him to keep going.

Tyler stopped in the doorway. Frozen.

But he didn’t say anything.

He didn’t stop us.

Liam didn’t even look ashamed. He just turned his head and met Tyler’s eyes.

“You want her to stop?”

Tyler didn’t answer.

Liam smiled. “Didn’t think so.”

He pulled me onto his lap like I was weightless. My dress rode up. He shoved my panties to the side and slid inside me in one long, thick, perfect thrust.

I gasped so loud I scared myself.

It was too much — in the best way. The stretch. The fullness. The pressure. My nails dug into his shoulders. My legs trembled as I started riding him like it was the only thing keeping me alive.

Tyler sat down in the armchair and watched.

He watched me bounce on his best friend’s cock like a desperate little slut. Watched my eyes roll back. Watched my moans turn into helpless whimpers. Watched Liam grip my hips and thrust upward into me with brutal precision.

“Look at him,” Liam said in my ear. “He’s watching you break, baby. Watching you fall apart on someone else’s cock.”

I turned my head.

Tyler’s pants were open. His hand was wrapped around himself. His face was flushed, mouth open, eyes dark with lust.

He didn’t blink.

Liam flipped me over. Bent me across the couch and pushed back inside me with a growl. His hands were rough. His thrusts violent. I was screaming now — real, raw, shaking with every slam of his body into mine. I came once. Then again. Then again. My legs stopped working. My voice broke.

And still he didn’t stop.

When Liam finally pulled out, he came all over my back. Slow. Thick. Hot.

I felt it drip down my spine.

And that was when I realized — this wasn’t just sex.

He had claimed me.

And Tyler had let it happen.

Now it’s not a secret. It’s a ritual.

Liam comes over often. Sometimes it’s Tyler who arranges it — sends the text, opens the door, tells me what to wear. Other times Liam just shows up, and my husband stands aside like a doorman offering a gift.

Sometimes Liam fucks me while Tyler watches. Sometimes he makes Tyler sit in the corner, silent and hard, stroking himself while I get used like a thing.

Sometimes, when he’s feeling especially cruel, Liam makes my husband clean me up afterward — lick his cum off my thighs, kiss my trembling mouth, thank him for “taking such good care of me.”

Other nights, Liam ties me up. Binds my wrists. Spreads me open and fucks me until I’m crying, begging, wrecked. While Tyler stands there. Waiting for permission to touch his own wife.

I’m not confused anymore.

I belong to Liam now. My husband gave me away. Willingly.

And I’ve never felt more wanted.

More ruined.

More alive.


Confession #5 – Sierra Blake (27, Atlanta, Georgia)
Title: His Best Friend Knew I Wanted It

I’m Sierra. Twenty-seven. Married. Flirty. Playful. And definitely not the sweet little wife my husband thought he was getting.

It started small. Looks across the room. Accidental touches that weren’t so accidental. I’d laugh. Flirt. Pretend it was all harmless. But it wasn’t.

Because I knew what I was doing.

Andre is Tyler’s best friend. He’s also the exact opposite of him. Tall, ripped, cocky without saying a word. Alpha in a way that makes you forget how to behave. He walks in like he owns the space. Talks slow. Smiles like he’s already tasted you.

And now?

He has.

While my husband watches.
Sometimes while he begs.

It started at the gym.

Andre offered to train me. “Just helping out,” Tyler said. But I wasn’t wearing panties under those leggings. I bent low when Andre stood behind me. I moaned softly when he corrected my form. His hands stayed longer than they should have. Brushed a little lower each time.

He never apologized.

And I never told him to stop.

One night, I came home from a session still flushed. My pussy was wet just thinking about how Andre’s fingers had grazed my hips. I dragged Tyler to the bedroom, tore his clothes off, rode him hard while my mind played a different reel.

He could tell something was different.

Afterward, breathless and dripping sweat, he asked me, “Is something going on between you two?”

I didn’t lie.

“I think about Andre when you fuck me,” I said.

Tyler didn’t flinch. Didn’t yell.

He just got quiet. And hard.

A few days later, Andre came over. Just to “hang out.” Tyler poured bourbon. I wore a cropped tee with no bra. Tiny shorts that barely covered me. We played truth or dare, like we were sixteen again.

Andre dared me to sit on his lap.

I did.

He dared me to kiss him.

I looked at Tyler. He didn’t say a word.

So I kissed his best friend. Slow. Deep. My nipples brushed against his chest. My thighs tensed around him.

Andre grabbed my throat gently, leaned in close, and growled, “You wanna keep going, princess?”

I nodded.

Tyler still said nothing.

Andre stood up, picked me up like I weighed nothing, and laid me down on the floor right there in the living room. He yanked my shorts down, spread my legs, and started licking me like I was his last meal.

I was soaked. Shaking. Already halfway gone.

Tyler sat on the couch, frozen. His eyes locked on Andre’s head between my legs. On the way my back arched. The way my hands gripped the carpet.

Then Andre looked up and said, “You like watching your wife get wrecked, don’t you?”

Tyler didn’t answer.

He just unzipped his jeans.

Andre slid into me. No warning. No teasing. Just one deep, brutal thrust that made me cry out so loud I scared myself. He was thicker. Harder. Rougher than anything I’d ever felt.

He fucked me like he had a point to prove.

He choked me softly, slapped my ass hard, and whispered in my ear between grunts, “You were made for this. Made for me.”

I didn’t argue.

He turned me over and used me like a toy. Fucked me through the pillow until I screamed into it. I came. Then came again. Then once more while I was still pulsing around him.

And then he filled me.

No condom. No pulling out. Just deep, hot release inside his best friend’s wife.

When he pulled out, my pussy gaped, dripping. He looked over at Tyler — who was still stroking himself — and said calmly, “Go on. Clean your girl up.”

Tyler dropped to his knees.

And licked his best friend’s cum out of me while I lay there twitching.

It wasn’t a one-time thing.

Now, Andre takes me whenever he wants. Sometimes in our bed while Tyler watches from the corner. Sometimes on the kitchen counter while Tyler holds my hand. Sometimes in the backseat of Andre’s car while my husband waits outside.

Sometimes I’m blindfolded. Tied up. Used until I can’t speak.

Other times I’m told to look straight at Tyler while Andre makes me cum over and over again. He watches me cry and moan and beg. Watches me fall apart on another man’s cock.

And every time, I see it.

That look in Tyler’s eyes.

The look that says he knows he’s lost me.

Because I don’t belong to him anymore.

I’m Andre’s now.

And we all know it.


Confession #6 – Claudia Wren (44, Seattle, Washington)
Title: My Husband’s Best Friend Made Me Feel Young Again

I’m Claudia. Forty-four years old, full-figured, unapologetically feminine. The kind of woman who’s grown into her skin — soft where it counts, sharper where it matters. I’m not the young girl I used to be. But that’s never stopped younger men from staring at me like I’m something they’ve only dared to imagine.

I’ve been married to Daniel for nineteen years. We’ve built a stable life. Mortgage, weekend routines, shared Spotify playlists. I love him — deeply. But love doesn’t always come with desire. Over time, things got quiet. Our bodies stopped reaching for each other. The sex became predictable, like we were reenacting old habits instead of creating new ones.

And then Noah entered our world.

He was Daniel’s new coworker. Fresh out of his twenties. Lean, tall, cocky in a way that made you curious. His arms were tight with gym muscle, his jaw always dusted in that perfect five o’clock shadow. Every time he smiled, it was like he knew a secret he wasn’t going to share — not until he had you alone.

He started coming over after work for drinks, dinner, game nights. At first it felt innocent — a younger friend brought into our orbit. But the way he looked at me said otherwise. His eyes always lingered. His voice dropped when he spoke to me. His compliments landed just close enough to my throat to make me breathe a little harder.

He started testing me.

Sitting too close on the couch. Brushing past me in the kitchen. Smiling when I bent down to get something from the lower cabinet, like he wanted to be caught staring.

I started testing him back.

I wore dresses without bras. I let the robe fall open just enough to see the edge of something. I’d lean into the fridge just a bit longer when he was behind me. And every time our eyes met, I felt it — that silent agreement neither of us said out loud.

The night everything changed, Daniel had invited Noah to stay the weekend while they were attending a conference in the city. Noah had forgotten to book a hotel, and I didn’t protest when Daniel offered the guest room. I had already made up my mind.

I wore a black silk robe that night. No bra. No panties. I was in the kitchen pouring tea when Noah walked in shirtless, hair wet from a quick shower, chest still glistening. His eyes traveled over me slowly, like he was reading something he already knew by heart.

He stepped closer.

“You’ve been teasing me for weeks,” he said, voice low. “You really want me to keep pretending I don’t notice?”

I looked him straight in the eye. “I didn’t ask you to pretend.”

He reached for the belt of my robe. I didn’t stop him. His fingers untied it in one slow tug, and the silk slid apart. His hand cupped my breast. His mouth followed.

Then he turned me around, bent me over the kitchen counter, and slid his cock inside me like it belonged there.

I moaned so loud I startled myself. It was the stretch, the pressure, the way his body fit against mine like it had been made for this. He didn’t tease. Didn’t ask. He took.

And that’s when Daniel walked in.

He froze in the doorway — his wife bent over, naked except for the robe hanging off one shoulder, her body getting fucked by a man seventeen years younger. His friend.

Noah didn’t flinch.

He looked back, straight into my husband’s eyes, and said calmly, “You going to stop me?”

Daniel didn’t speak.

So Noah gripped my hips tighter and started fucking me harder.

He was loud. Shameless. His words hit like slaps.

“This is what she needed, man. You know it.”

“She’s soaked. Been waiting for this.”

“She should’ve been getting it like this every week.”

And I just cried out. I didn’t argue. I couldn’t. I was gripping the counter, shaking, coming harder than I had in years. The kind of orgasm that makes your legs give out and your voice disappear.

Daniel sat down slowly at the dining table — not saying a word. His hands moved to his lap. His breathing got heavier.

Noah kept going.

He leaned into me, one hand tangled in my hair, the other still locked around my hip. He fucked me like he had no intention of ever letting go. Deep. Rough. Unapologetic. I heard myself begging — not for him to stop, but for him to keep going. To finish. To ruin me completely.

And he did.

He pulled out just before, groaned loudly, and came all over my ass, my lower back, the robe that had once symbolized comfort and now felt like surrender.

Then he looked at my husband. Calm. Dominant.

“Clean her up.”

Daniel got up. Quietly. Came over, dropped to his knees, and licked the cum off my skin while I stood there, trembling, letting it happen.

That was the beginning.

Now, Noah doesn’t just visit. He shows up. He texts me when he’s outside. I open the door wearing lingerie I never wore for my husband. He bends me over our couch. Takes me in the shower. Pulls me onto his lap in the backseat of his car. Daniel knows better than to interrupt now.

Sometimes he watches.

Sometimes he listens from the bedroom.

Sometimes he’s told to kneel in the corner while I ride Noah slow, moaning his name with no shame, no filters, no permission needed.

It’s not about ownership.
It’s not about betrayal.
It’s about remembrance.

Noah reminded me what it felt like to be the object of desire. Of obsession. Of urgency.

And Daniel?

He’s still in this house. Still in my life.

But when I’m underneath Noah — sweating, gasping, lost — I don’t even remember Daniel’s name.


Confession #7 – Kayla Hart (25, Chicago, Illinois)
Title: He Wants His Best Friend to Breed Me

I’m Kayla. Twenty-five. The girl next door — that’s what people always say when they meet me. Sweet voice. Soft eyes. Always smiling, always polite. The kind of wife who still writes handwritten thank-you notes and leaves little folded Post-its in her husband’s lunchbox. I bake banana bread from scratch on weekends. I fold towels like hotel staff — edges aligned, corners crisp. I say “bless you” even when I’m the only one in the room.

I married young. Right after college. The kind of decision that used to be celebrated — but now? Now it just makes women laugh, like I’ve signed up for early retirement from real life.

My parents and the elders call me “well-settled.” They beam when they say it, proud that I’m not like those unruly girls wasting themselves on TikTok reels and fast fucks.

But what they don’t see — what no one sees — is the ache I carry under the smile. That deep, filthy hunger to be taken. Pinned. Split wide. Bred like I was put on this planet for one thing only: to be filled with someone else’s cum and told to hold it.

And now?

My husband has made that craving real.

Josh and I have been married three years. He’s a software engineer — sharp, gentle, soft-spoken. A little shy. I was the first girl he ever truly loved. Our sex was sweet. Tender. The kind you write about in anniversary cards.

But it never made me lose control. Not really.

Then, one night in bed, after he’d kissed my shoulder and thanked me for making his favorite pasta, he said something I wasn’t ready for.

“I have this fantasy,” he whispered, his voice shaking just a little. “Of someone else taking you. Someone I know. Someone like… Luke.”

I blinked. “Luke?”

He nodded.

Luke — his best friend since high school. Taller. Athletic. That cocky, sun-kissed energy that made every room feel smaller when he walked in. Broad shoulders, arms like carved wood, eyes that didn’t flinch.

That name dropped into my chest like a match in dry grass.

I didn’t say anything that night. But my pussy pulsed so hard I barely slept. I kept imagining it — Luke’s hands on my hips, his breath in my ear, my husband in the corner, watching.

A week later, Josh brought it up again. His voice steadier this time.

“I want you to let him. I want to see it.”

I didn’t ask why.

I just said, “Okay.”

He made the call.

The Setup wasn’t romantic. It was raw.

Josh told Luke everything — about the fantasy, about me. About what we both wanted. Luke didn’t hesitate. He said he’d be over the next weekend.

That Saturday night, I dressed in a soft tank top, no bra, lace panties I didn’t plan to keep on long. My hands were trembling. My thighs were already wet.

When the door opened and Luke stepped inside, everything shifted.

He looked at me once. Up and down. No smile. Just that calm, masculine stillness.

“So…” he said. “You want my baby in you?”

I froze. My cheeks flushed. But my body answered first — the wetness between my legs deepening, soaking through.

Josh didn’t flinch. “I want you to fuck her raw,” he said quietly. “And I want to watch you finish inside her.”

That was it.

Luke pulled his shirt off. Walked over to me like he’d done this a hundred times. He kissed me once — hard, slow, deliberate — then spun me around and bent me over the couch.

He didn’t ask if I was ready.

He tore my panties down, grabbed my hair, and shoved his cock inside me bare.

I gasped so loud it echoed.

He was thick. Longer. His hips slammed into mine like he wasn’t trying to make love — he was trying to claim me. My fingers dug into the cushions. My back arched. My eyes rolled.

Josh sat on the armchair, silent. One hand already moving between his legs.

Luke grunted, his mouth near my ear. “You feel that? That’s the shape of the man you should’ve married.”

I came.

Fast. Uncontrollably. My thighs shook. My moans hit the walls. I was already ruined, and he hadn’t even started.

He kept going. Fast. Hard. Deep. The couch creaked under us.

“You’re gonna take it all,” he growled. “You’re gonna hold it. Let it drip into your womb and sit there until something sticks.”

Josh was panting now. Rock hard, eyes wide, lips parted.

Luke kept fucking me like he didn’t care who was watching.

I came again — sobbing into the cushions, body limp, pussy clenching around every thrust.

And when Luke finally came, he stayed inside me. Buried deep. Grinding every last drop into me like he was trying to tattoo it onto my insides.

I felt it flood me. Warm. Full. Final.

He pulled out slowly. My hole stayed open. Cum spilling down my thighs.

Josh got on his knees.

And licked me clean.

Luke didn’t even watch. He just laughed.

“Get used to it,” he said. “She’s mine now — until her belly proves it.”

That night broke something open.

Now Luke comes over twice a week.

He doesn’t text. He doesn’t knock.

He just walks in, pulls my legs open, and fucks me raw. Josh watches. Sometimes strokes himself. Sometimes helps hold me down. Other times, he just waits with a towel, ready to clean me the second Luke finishes.

I don’t know when the line blurred. I just know it’s gone.

Last week, I skipped a period.

Josh hasn’t stopped smiling since.

He touches my belly at night, gently, like something might be growing.

He whispers things like, “What if it’s his?” and “You’d look so perfect with a belly full of his cum.”

And I?

I hope it is.

Not because I don’t love my husband.

But because I want him to look at me every day and remember what it cost him to give me what I really needed.


Confession #8 – Elena Cruz (33, Miami, Florida)
Title: I Let His Best Friend Ruin Me... While He Begged to Join

I’m Elena. Thirty-three. The kind of woman who walks into a room and knows she’s being watched. Full hips. Soft waist. Ass that makes men stop mid-sentence. I’ve grown into this body. I know what it does to people.

And I like it. I like being the fantasy they can't stop thinking about after I leave.

My husband, Damien, worships me. Always has. Gentle. Thoughtful. He brings me coffee just the way I like it, runs his fingers through my hair at night like I’m a porcelain doll. He’s never raised his voice. Never denied me anything.

But that’s the thing.

Worship doesn’t scratch the itch.

Queens don’t just want to be adored.
We want to be taken.

Then came Jaxon.

His best friend. Rough. Loud. The kind of man who drinks too fast, talks with his chest, and walks like every woman is already halfway wet for him. Tattoos from wrist to shoulder. Hands that look like they’ve done damage. Voice that makes you ache before you even understand why.

He started showing up more often. Late night visits. Weekend barbecues. The kind of friendship that looked innocent on the outside but crackled at the edges. I’d catch him staring when I bent over. He never looked away when I caught him.

And neither did I.

The night it happened, we were drinking in the living room — me, Damien, and Jaxon — playing cards, tossing jokes, letting the tension pretend to be fun.

Jaxon was winning. Over and over. And at one point, he leaned back with a grin and said, “Tell you what, D. One more hand. Loser gives me something he loves most.”

I laughed. “You better not mean me.”

But he didn’t laugh back. He just stared. Quiet. Serious.

“You are what I want.”

I felt my stomach flip.

Damien chuckled, trying to play it off, but I saw the shift in his eyes. He wasn’t offended. He wasn’t even angry. He was curious. Turned on.

The silence lasted a beat too long.

So I leaned forward, met Jaxon’s eyes, and said, “If you win the next hand… you get to do anything you want to me.”

Jaxon didn’t even blink.
He won the hand in seconds.

And I knew exactly what I’d just done.

He pulled me into his lap right there at the table. Kissed me deep, messy, one hand tangled in my hair, the other sliding between my thighs like he already knew what he’d find.

“You sure about this?” he asked Damien without looking away from me.

Damien nodded. Quiet. Frozen.

“Good,” Jaxon said. “Because I’m not stopping.”

He bent me over the table and pulled my thong to the side. No slow build. No drawn-out tease. He shoved his cock inside me raw, thick and hard, and fucked me with the kind of force that made the wine glasses rattle.

I cried out — not in protest, not in pain — but in sheer fucking relief.

“Fuck, man,” Jaxon grunted. “She’s so tight. You been fucking her like this? Doesn’t feel like it.”

I looked back at Damien.

He was on the couch now, pants open, his cock in his hand. Red-faced. Breathing hard. Watching every second.

Jaxon wrecked me. Bent me over. Flipped me around. Fucked my throat until my mascara smeared. He made me ride him with my hands tied behind my back using Damien’s silk tie. When I squirted — loud and hard — Damien gasped.

But Jaxon didn’t stop.
Not until I was limp. Soaked. Dripping sweat onto the cushions.

When he came, it was over my face. A thick, hot mess of it — sticky across my lips, cheeks, neck. He looked down at Damien and said it with a smile.

“Go ahead. Clean your queen.”

And my husband dropped to his knees.

He licked it up. Every drop. Off my chin. Off my breasts. Off the corner of my mouth while I laughed and moaned and leaned into the shame of it all.

That night didn’t end with a goodbye. It ended with a new rule.

Now Jaxon doesn’t knock. Doesn’t wait. Sometimes he calls Damien on the way, tells him to warm me up, make sure I’m wet. Sometimes he just shows up and takes what he wants. In the bedroom. On the kitchen floor. In the backseat of his truck.

And Damien?

Sometimes he begs to join.
Sometimes he’s allowed.
Other times, he waits outside the door until he’s called in to clean me up.

But every time Jaxon leaves, my legs still shaking, my throat still raw, my skin marked and glowing, Damien holds me like I’m his.

And I let him.
Because I still wear his ring.
But we both know what it means now.

I may be his wife.
But I’m the one who gets fucked like I’m not.


Confession #9 – Naomi Fields (30, Dallas, Texas)
Title: He Fucks Me Better — and My Husband Thanks Him

I used to be the kind of wife people wrote about in anniversary posts. Polished. Loyal. Submissive in the bedroom, but only after my husband asked sweetly and dimmed the lights. I kept my legs closed, my voice soft, and my hunger buried somewhere between meal planning and missionary.

But that woman doesn’t exist anymore.

Now?

I kneel for my husband’s best friend.
I let him bend me over any surface he wants.
And afterward, I make my husband stand there and look him in the eye… and say:

“Thank you for fucking my wife.”

Because it’s not just a ritual now.
It’s the truth.

Jordan fucks me better.

It started like a dare no one meant to say out loud.

Eli — my husband — introduced me to Jordan one lazy Saturday afternoon. Old friend from childhood. Tall. Confident. Too confident. The kind of man who makes your thighs tense before he’s even opened his mouth. Sharp jaw, rough hands, and that gleam in his eye that said he’d tasted things I hadn’t.

We had drinks, the three of us. Casual. Easy. But the way Jordan looked at me wasn’t casual at all. His eyes dropped when I leaned forward. He smirked when I laughed too loudly. His leg brushed mine under the table, and he didn’t move.

And Eli noticed.

I teased, half-drunk, playing with fire.
“You like what you see?” I asked Jordan, swirling the rim of my glass with my finger.

Jordan didn’t even blink.

“The only question is,” he said, eyes on Eli, “do you have the balls to share her?”

The room went silent.
Even I didn’t know if he was serious.
But my heart was pounding.

Eli didn’t answer right away.

Jordan stood. Stepped forward. Looked down at me like he already knew the answer.

“Say the word,” he said to my husband. “And I’ll make her scream so loud the neighbors will think she’s dying.”

Eli took a breath. Hands clenched. Face flushed.

Then he nodded.

He fucking nodded.

Jordan smiled.

That night changed everything.

He didn’t ease into it. He didn’t undress me gently. He just walked over, unzipped his jeans, and pulled out the thickest cock I’d ever seen — heavy, veined, already hard.

“On your knees,” he said.

And I obeyed.

He slapped my lips with it, gripped my hair, and pushed into my mouth like he’d been waiting years. No hesitation. No warning. He fucked my throat until I was drooling and crying, spit stringing from my lips as I choked around him.

Eli sat across the room — his cock in his hand, silent, stunned.

Then Jordan dragged me up, bent me over the armrest, pushed my panties aside, and drove into me raw.

I gasped — loud. He felt different. He was different. Bigger. Deeper. Meaner.

He fucked me like it was owed. Like it wasn’t about me at all — just about how good my body felt around his cock. He didn’t say anything soft. He didn’t slow down.

He just pounded me. Hard. Loud. Fast. The slap of skin on skin echoing off the walls.

And I couldn’t hold back.

I screamed. I came. I soaked the cushion under me until my thighs were shaking and my voice was gone.

When he finally pulled out, he painted my ass with cum — hot, messy, marking me like a trophy.

Then he looked at Eli and said, “Well?”

Eli stood slowly, flushed and shaking.

“…Thank you,” he said. “Thank you for fucking my wife.”

That was the first time.

Now?

Jordan doesn’t knock.

He walks in. Undresses. Sits down and tells me how he wants me.

Sometimes I’m waiting — already naked, on my knees.
Sometimes I’m tied up, bent over the bed.
Sometimes I’m on top of him, bouncing hard, my husband kneeling on the floor below us, watching every thrust like it’s a punishment and a gift.

And every time Jordan finishes — whether it’s in my throat, on my face, or dripping out of me — Eli leans in and whispers the same thing.

“Thank you, Jordan… for fucking my wife.”

Sometimes Jordan makes him say it louder.
Sometimes he slaps him in the face with his cock before he lets him clean me.
Sometimes he makes him watch while I suck him clean — tongue slow, eyes locked on my husband’s.

It’s not even jealousy anymore.
It’s devotion.

I’m not just his wife now. I’m the offering. The entertainment. The reminder of who holds power in this house.

And Jordan?

Jordan knows it.

He’s not just fucking me.

He’s reshaping me.

And my husband watches it happen — eyes wide, cock hard, mouth open — every single time.


Confession #10 – Brielle Carter (28, Nashville, Tennessee)
Title: I Let His Best Friend Corrupt Me… And I Loved Every Second

I never saw myself as the kind of woman who’d let another man fuck her in front of her husband. Let alone want it. But temptation doesn’t ask permission. It seeps in — slow, silent — until you stop remembering who you’re supposed to be and start aching for who you really are underneath.

And who I really am?

The kind of woman who needed to be taken.
Corrupted.
Turned into something new.

Liam and I have been married four years. He’s the kind of man everyone likes. Soft voice. Warm hands. He wakes me up with coffee. He kisses my forehead more than my lips. He’s never said no to me. Never raised his voice.

He treats me like I’m breakable.

But I was done being handled like glass.

Enter Shane.

Liam’s best friend since college. Former linebacker. Tan, inked, cocky as hell. Shane didn’t walk — he moved through spaces. That dangerous calm in his stride, that smirk that said he didn’t wait for things — he took them.

He’d always flirted with me. Harmless, right?
The comments.
The looks.
The little touches that lingered longer than they should’ve.

And I gave it back.

Short skirts when he visited. No bra under thin tanks. I'd stretch a little too far when grabbing beers. Let my laugh get a little breathier when he was around.

I told myself it was just teasing. Nothing more.

Until it wasn’t.

That night it was just the three of us, drinking around the firepit in the backyard. Summer air thick and slow. I was flushed — wine on my tongue, skin warm, thighs pressed together.

Shane sat closer than usual. His leg brushed mine. His hand draped casually behind my chair. I could feel the heat of him. The weight of that unspoken tension finally tipping.

Then Liam said it.

Quiet. Like a thought that slipped out before he could catch it.

“You know, I’ve always wondered what it’d be like to watch you with another man.”

Shane turned toward him. “You serious?”

Liam nodded, eyes on the flames. “If it was you… yeah.”

My heart stopped.
My pussy clenched.
And everything went silent.

Shane turned to me, face unreadable.

“You want this, Bri?”

I couldn’t lie. Not after what I’d been feeling for months.

“Yes.”

That one word changed everything.

Shane stood. Reached for me. Pulled me up with one hand around my wrist and kissed me — not sweet, not hesitant — like he’d been holding back for far too long. His hands grabbed my ass like it was already his. He pressed me against him, cock hard against my stomach.

Then he spun me around, bent me forward over the patio chair, yanked my panties down, and shoved my dress up around my waist.

He didn’t ask.
Didn’t wait.

He lined himself up and growled in my ear, “Tell your husband what’s about to happen.”

I looked back at Liam, still sitting by the fire, eyes wide.

“He’s going to fuck me,” I said. “And you’re going to sit there and watch.”

And then Shane slammed into me — raw, deep, thick.

I wasn’t ready. That’s what made it better.

The stretch. The pressure. The sheer force of it made me cry out, made my back arch, made my legs shake. He grunted behind me, pounding me hard, both hands locked around my waist like he was afraid I might get away.

“You’re fucking soaked,” he growled. “You’ve been waiting for this, haven’t you?”

I moaned, throat raw.

“She’s clenching like no one’s ever fucked her right,” he told Liam. “What’ve you been doing to this pussy, man?”

Liam couldn’t answer. He was stroking himself slowly, lips parted, face flushed with a mix of hunger and shame.

I was breaking. Coming. Crying out as Shane fucked me like he owned the backyard, the house, my body. My orgasm slammed into me so hard my knees buckled. I squirted, soaking the cushion beneath me, trembling and gasping for air.

Shane didn’t stop.

He flipped me onto my back, shoved my legs open, and slid back in, deeper this time. He fucked me through the mess. The sound of his cock slamming into me echoed off the patio walls.

And then he came.

Hard. Deep. Buried inside me.

He stayed there. Still. Holding my legs apart with both hands.

Breathing hard, he looked right at Liam.

“You better get used to this view.”

And Liam?

He nodded. Quietly.

Then whispered, “Thank you… for giving her what she needs.”

That was the beginning.

Now Shane comes over whenever he wants. Sometimes he texts Liam to prep me — get me naked, wet, tied up. Other times he walks in, tells Liam to stay silent, and takes me hard while my husband waits in the hallway like a forgotten guest.

He’s watched me cum with tears down my face. He’s seen me crawl across the floor with Shane’s cum dripping out of me. He’s wiped it from my mouth when I’m too used to speak.

We don’t pretend anymore.

Liam loves me.

But he knows I don’t moan like that for him.

And Shane?

He doesn’t say much after.

He just zips up, slaps my ass, and says,
“See you next time, sweetheart.”

And every time the door closes behind him, I lie there used, wrecked, filled… and smiling.


Confession #11 – Melanie Voss (35, Charlotte, NC)
Title: His Best Friend Took My Body… And Then Took Our Bed

There’s something quietly intoxicating about watching your husband’s eyes break.
Not from anger. Not from jealousy. But from recognition.

The moment he realizes it’s already over.
That the woman he married doesn’t belong to him anymore.

Not her body.
Not her loyalty.
Not even the fucking bed.

That moment happened the night I let his best friend fuck me — in the middle of our shared mattress — and told my husband to sleep on the floor.

And now?
That’s exactly where he sleeps.
Every single night.

Nate used to be the one who made the jokes. The casual, slightly-too-loud comments about how his best friend Roman had “that big dick energy.”

And Roman did.

He’s the kind of man women notice the second he walks in.
Six-four. Thick forearms, dirt under his nails, calluses that don’t go away. Years of construction work carved his body into something solid — something functional and mean.

He doesn’t talk much. Doesn’t smile for no reason. And when he looks at you, it’s never cute. It’s ownership.

We joked once, wine drunk after dinner. The three of us sitting in the living room. Roman on the recliner, Nate on the couch beside me.

Nate laughed and said, “Can you imagine if Mel ever let Roman take her? I’d probably cry before I came.”

Roman didn’t laugh.

And neither did I.

Because the idea made my thighs clench.

I wanted to know what it felt like — to be taken like that.
Not loved. Not held.
Taken.

That chance came two weekends later.

We’d thrown a small get-together. Roman stayed late. Nate told him to crash at our place instead of driving back. The guest room was made up, but I had other plans.

I wore my sheer robe after everyone left. No bra. No panties. Just a whisper of fabric over skin that had already made up its mind.

While Nate cleaned the kitchen, I leaned into Roman’s chest — close enough for him to feel the heat between my legs.

“I sleep naked,” I murmured. “Just so you know.”

He looked down at me — slow. Heavy-lidded.
“Good to know.”

I walked away without looking back.

At 1:07 a.m., there was a knock on our bedroom door.

I was already awake. Already wet.

I opened it fully nude.

Roman stood there. Shirtless. Grey sweatpants. Barefoot. No words. Just that look.

Behind me, Nate sat up in bed, blinking, confused.

“Seriously?” he said, voice cracking.

Roman didn’t answer. He stepped past me, grabbed my waist, and kissed me — rough, deep, hand fisted in my hair like he’d been waiting months for it.

I kissed him back. Moaned into his mouth. Pressed my breasts against his chest.

Then I climbed back into bed — pulled Roman down with me — and let him fuck me right there, sheets still warm from my husband’s side of the mattress.

Roman took his time. Stretched me open with his fingers. Bit my neck. Whispered filth into my ear while Nate sat on the edge of the bed, watching, silent, useless.

When Roman finally slid inside me, I gasped loud enough for the neighbors to hear.

No condom.
No hesitation.
Just thick cock driving into me like he owned it. Like he owned me.

I rode him. Clawed at him. Screamed into the pillow as he split me open in the bed where I used to be a wife.

When he finished — raw and deep — I didn’t get up.

I curled into his chest, sticky and shaking.

And then I looked over at Nate.
“Get off the bed,” I said. Calm. Final.

He blinked. “What?”

I kissed Roman’s chest. “This is his spot now. You can take the floor.”

And he did.

No pillow. No blanket. Just a broken man lying curled on the carpet, naked, silent, staring at the ceiling while his wife fell asleep in another man’s arms.

Roman never left.

He moved into our bed the next week — without asking. Without discussion. He fucks me every night now. Sometimes rough. Sometimes slow. Sometimes with his hand gripping the back of my neck, reminding me how quickly he took everything from my husband.

Sometimes he makes Nate kneel at the edge of the bed, holding the phone, filming.

Other times, he pulls out and paints my thighs with cum, then tells Nate to clean me with his tongue — every drop — while I spread my legs and press my heel into his chest.

But no matter what?

Nate sleeps on the floor.

Not once has he been allowed back up. Not even on nights I’ve cried from pleasure. Not even when I’ve begged Roman for more, shaking with my legs wide open.

Roman fucks me like he’s making a point.

And every time he does, Nate watches from the ground. Quiet. Hard. Humiliated.

Sometimes I look down at him as Roman slides in behind me, cock thick, voice rough.

I cup Nate’s cheek gently — almost tender — and say, “Say goodnight to Daddy, baby.”

And from the floor, voice low, my husband always answers:

“Goodnight, Daddy.”


Confession #12 – Rachel Thorne (32, Portland, Oregon)
Title: My Husband Signed the Contract — Now His Best Friend Owns Me

Every woman reaches a point where she stops pretending. Where the sweet smiles and soft moans give way to something more honest. Something raw. The moment when you stop faking satisfaction — and finally demand the kind of sex that ruins you.

For me, that moment came when I handed my husband a contract.

And made him sign away all rights to my body.

Not to a stranger.
Not to some faceless dominant.

But to his best friend.

Mark and I had been married for eight years. He’s the man your mother would call “a catch.” Kind. Thoughtful. The type who writes love notes in your lunchbox and always checks if you came — even when you obviously didn’t.

But in bed?

He was soft. Not just physically — emotionally. He asked before every move. Fumbled with my bra like it was a puzzle. Came too quickly and apologized too often.

I needed more.

Not affection. Not love.
Control. Force. A man who didn’t ask — a man who took.

Blake was always around. Taller. Broader. Tattooed arms and heavy-lidded eyes that followed every sway of my hips. He never hid it. He made jokes in front of Mark. Said things like, “One day you’ll let me take her off your hands, bro.”

We all laughed.

Until I stopped laughing.

The idea stayed in my mind like a splinter. Every time Mark made love to me like we were rehearsing a wedding-night scene, I thought about Blake.

Fucking me against the wall.
Pulling my hair.
Telling my husband to sit still while I screamed someone else’s name.

And one day, I acted on it.

Mark came home from work on a Wednesday — tired, carrying takeout — and found me waiting in the bedroom. Heels on. Red lace. Legs crossed on the edge of the bed.

Blake stood beside me. Fully dressed. Calm. Like he’d done this before.

Mark stared at us both.

“What the hell is going on?”

I nodded at Blake. He stepped forward and handed Mark a folder.

“Read it.”

Inside was a single-page contract. Typed. Printed. Clean.

“I, Mark Thorne, willingly surrender all sexual rights and claims to Rachel Thorne. From this point on, Blake Morrison will assume full control over her physical satisfaction. All sexual decisions — including frequency, method, and access — are at his discretion. I agree to abide by his rules without complaint.”

Mark’s hand trembled.

He looked at me.

“You’re… serious?”

I spread my legs slowly. No panties. Just open, wet, waiting.

“I’m done pretending, Mark. You either sign it… or you leave the house.”

His face collapsed. Years of trying — of trying to be enough — crashed in a single breath.

He signed.

Blake took the pen from him. Looked down at the paper. Smiled once.

“Good boy.”

That first night changed everything.

Blake stripped me without a word. Bent me over the bed, pulled my hair, and pushed inside me raw. No condom. No discussion. Just one long, hard thrust — like he was taking what already belonged to him.

Mark sat in the corner, silent.

He was locked — literally — in a small metal chastity cage Blake had brought in a velvet box. He fumbled with it at first. His hands were shaking. Blake didn’t help him. Just told him, “You don’t get to touch her anymore. You gave her up.”

I came hard. Screaming. Arching. Drenched.

Blake didn’t stop. He made me come again. And again. Until I was limp and soaked in sweat, mascara streaked, thighs trembling.

Mark sat with tears in his eyes, his cock useless in its cage.

And Blake never looked at him once.

That was the night the rules changed.

Now, Blake lives here part-time. He parks in the garage. Has his own key. His own drawer. Mark still pays the bills, still cooks the meals — but he doesn’t sleep beside me anymore.

He stays in the guest room.
I sleep in Blake’s arms.
And when Blake wants me? He takes me. Wherever. However.

Bent over the dining table. Straddling him on the back porch. Spread on the living room floor while Mark vacuums quietly in the background.

Sometimes Blake makes him watch.
Sometimes he sends him out of the room.
Sometimes he invites him back in — only to clean up the mess he left dripping between my thighs.

And yes, there’s a clause for that too.

At the bottom of the contract, Blake added one more line:

“At the end of each session, Mark will kneel and say:
Thank you, Sir, for using my wife better than I ever could.”

Every night, after I’ve been fucked raw and filled, after Blake’s cock has left me open and breathless, Mark shuffles into the room, drops to his knees, and says it.

And every night, Blake just nods.

That’s all the acknowledgment Mark gets now.

When Blake finally breeds me — and we both know it’s coming — I’ll make sure Mark is holding my hand. Watching my face. Feeling every clench of my body while someone else fills me to the brim.

Because he didn’t just give me away.

He signed the contract.

And now?

He gets to witness what that really means.
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