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Lena (Sinful Confessions, #1)


Lena – June 2018

Disclaimer – These confessions are from real psychiatric patients. Both mine and my colleagues. The names have been changed for legal reasons.

Patients name is Lena. White female aged 34. Brown hair, blue eyes, 5’4, roughly 121 pounds.

Married to Clint. White male aged 41. Brown hair brown eyes, 5’10, 218 pounds.

Ok. My husband and I are a pretty normal couple. We have a son in middle school. We both work. I am a bank teller, and Clint is a construction foreman. We make a decent living. For the most part we are happy.

One Friday last fall I came home and changed into a pair of old sweatpants and a loose hanging grey sweat top. I hate wearing a bra so I just went without. And I began cooking dinner. Same as most nights.

My husband Clint called and said he was running late. He sounded upset but I just figured he had a stressful day. I told him dinner would be ready when he got home, and he hung up. No “I love you,” nothing. Very strange.

He pulled in about a half an hour later. I could tell he was driving fast and when he got out, he slammed the door. I knew something was surely up. Then he slammed the living room door. I was exhausted and it seemed like a fight was about to break out.

Now some history here. Clint is not an alpha male. He is a good man, stable, reliable. Pays his taxes. I however, am not a good woman. I will get away with whatever I can. And I am a sucker for men flattering me. Just being honest. 

So, I met Clint in the living room, and his eyes told me everything I needed to know. I steered clear because he was very angry about something. But he had never laid a hand on me in anger before, so I was not like fearing for my safety or anything like that.

He asked me if I had anything I needed to tell him. I am too smart to admit to anything vague like that. So, I shrugged and told him I could not think of anything. But like in an instant he was in my face. Like nose to nose. His breath was hot with anger. It was foreign on him.

“Who the fuck is Eric?” He yelled. I mean like spit coming out of his mouth yelled. Luckily our son was at a friend’s cause he has never heard his dad yell at anything.

I told him it was just a guy from work. But I did not make eye contact when I said it, so I was lying. Pretty sure he knew it anyway. 

“Don’t fucking lie to me. No more fucking lies!” My sweet husband grabbed both of my arms and pinned me against the wall. I was in shock. 

“He’s nobody. I swear it.” I reiterated. I think at that point I was not sure what else to say. Auto deny...check.

“You just can’t fucking stop lying can you? I have some texts and a couple of pics that say he is a lot more than nobody Lena!” He shook me then. Not hard but just like a reflex of anger. I got a little scared. But it was kind of hot. In a weird way. I mean that is weird I know.

I started to explain. “It was one time. It did not mean anything.” The usual bullshit lies people tell when they’re caught. I started to wiggle out of his grip. But he tightened down, spun me and threw me onto the couch. 

I was in deep shock. I mean disoriented type of shock. And I was wet as hell. My sweet husband being rough had my juices flowing. I almost did not want him to calm down. Well, I righted myself on the couch pretty quickly, but he was right there again. No personal space. Just towering over me. Pissed...fucking...off. So, I told him.

“He is just a nobody that I let fuck me from time to time.” I regretted saying it the moment it came out, but I was just in shock. Just being defensive by being offensive. I did not expect what happened next.

The room spun. I felt a pain in my cheek and jaw. I was looking at the couch cushions now. I could taste the copper at the corner of my mouth. My sweet gentle husband had just smacked me. I mean bitch slapped me. I sat up out of reflex and shook my head a little.

I could hear him hazily saying something about trying it again. “I told you. I fucked him. What else do you want me to say?” I admitted again. I was trying to answer his question, but I was not sure what it was. It must have been the wrong answer because he slapped me again just as hard.

My lip was bleeding pretty good, and my head was splitting. Another hit like that I was going unconscious for sure. I sat back up again and felt him grab my shoulder. I reached up to just kind of hold him off until I could get my bearings. I could feel the smoothness of his khakis, so I knew roughly where I was. But then I realized where I had laid my hand down.

He was hard. I mean like rock hard. Instinctively I wrapped my hand around his cock through his pants. I mean that is what I always do. The world stopped for a moment. Not a sound. I just gently squoze his dick. I was just amazed how hard he was.

I looked up, still fuzzy. Clint was standing there with a blank look on his face. Hands to his sides. I don’t know what he was thinking for sure, but I imagine it was realization that he was aroused. I knew the feeling. My fucking pussy was just gushing. I liked his fucking hands on me. Damn, I like it.

I stroked his cock a few times. Trying to figure out what to do next. My mouth was watering so badly I had to keep swallowing between rasping breaths. I looked up at him again.

“You want details. That’s what YOU want isn’t it?” I stroked him a little more aggressively now and an evil smile crossed my face. “You NEED details don’t you hubby? Need to know how I sucked his cock in his truck.” I was looking at his crotch now. Watching his thick shaft move around, struggling against the fabric.

“I don’t need details of my cheating wife being a slut.” Clint said it feebly and he was choking on his own dry mouth.

“Who is lying now.” I barked back at him. “I mentioned sucking his cock and you damn near came in your pants.” I let his dick go and reached up and undid his belt. I yanked it off him, throwing it on the couch beside me.

“Bull shit.” Clint muttered but it was barely audible. His hands still hung by his sides. I think he did not know what to do with them. I undid his buttons and yanked his pants down around his knees. My little hand found his cock again, this time through his boxers. The front of them was slimy with precum.

I stuck my tongue out and let it sit for a second while I looked up at him. He was a deer in the headlights. I leaned in and pushed it against the wet spot in his undies. Then I slowly, very slowly, licked the entire spot. My tongue flicked like a snake at the end and made a little noise.

“Mmmm, Fuck I love cum.” I said while I stroked his manhood a little more aggressively. “Did the thought of his fat cock in my mouth turn you on so bad? Or was it slapping your slut wife that did it?”

I did not wait for an answer. Did it matter? I was nice and pulled the waistband out before I yanked his underwear down. They got stuck at his pants around his knees so I took both hands and pushed it all down around his ankles. His cock kept swinging around my neck and face as I did it. When I sat up, I grabbed it again, right at the base so I could dictate where it went.

“Come on hubby. Tell me what you want to hear. Or slap it out of my slut ass. Whatever works for me.” I was stroking his erection like a jack hammer now. It was so aggressive, his balls were swinging against my forearm. My fingers worked up over his bulbous head and then back down. I was squeezing so hard it had to hurt.

Clint swallowed hard, “Did...did he seduce you?” He was watching me jerk him
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