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Chapter 1: Welcome to After Midnight
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The red “ON AIR” sign glowed softly in the dimly lit studio, casting a warm ruby hue across the mixing board and the worn leather chair where Dr. Vale sat. It was 12:59 a.m., and the city outside had gone quiet enough that you could almost hear the loneliness breathing through the walls.

He leaned toward the microphone, lips brushing the pop filter with practised intimacy.

“Good evening, night owls, insomniacs, and beautiful sinners... You’re listening to After Midnight, the only show on the air where the darker your secrets, the warmer my welcome.”

His voice was velvet and smoke—deep, smooth, with just a hint of gravel that made listeners lean closer to their speakers. Some said it sounded like sin wrapped in silk. Others claimed it felt like a confession booth that actually wanted to hear every filthy detail.

“I’m your host, Dr. Vale. Not a real doctor, not even close, but I’ve got the cure for whatever’s keeping you up tonight. Whether it’s desire that won’t let you sleep, obsession that’s eating you alive, betrayal that still burns behind your ribs, or a longing so sharp it hurts to breathe... you’ve come to the right place.”

He paused, letting the silence stretch just long enough to feel intimate.

“Here’s how it works, lovers. You call in. You stay anonymous. No real names. No cities. No last names. No identifying details that could ever come back to bite you. I don’t want to know who you are. I only want to know what you did... or what you’re dying to do. Tell me the story exactly as it happened. The sweat, the shame, the thrill, the mess. The way their skin tasted. The sound they made when they came. The way your heart pounded when you knew you were doing something you could never take back.”

Dr. Vale’s mouth curved into a slow smile even though no one could see it.

“I won’t judge you. I’ve heard it all. The married woman who fucked the delivery guy on her kitchen island while her husband slept upstairs. The straight guy who keeps driving across town to visit that glory hole on 9th Street. The good girl who let her professor bend her over his desk during office hours. The man who can’t stop stealing his roommate’s dirty panties. The woman who came harder than she ever has in her life... while her husband’s best friend was buried inside her.”

He chuckled softly, a low, knowing sound that vibrated through the airwaves.

“And yes, some of you are going to make me laugh. Some of you are going to make me hard. A few of you might even make me blush—and that’s not easy to do. That’s the beauty of After Midnight. This is a safe space to be dangerous. A judgment-free zone where your filthiest truths are not only accepted... they’re celebrated.”

The host shifted in his chair, the leather creaking faintly.

“Some nights the stories will be funny. You’ll hear about clumsy threesomes that ended with someone getting elbowed in the face mid-orgasm, or the guy who got caught jerking off in his car by his very religious aunt and still somehow turned it into a hookup story. Other nights the confessions will be darker. Taboo. The kind of thing you’d never admit in daylight. The kind that makes your stomach twist even as it makes you wet or hard. That’s okay too. Bring me your obsessions. Bring me your guilt. Bring me the nights you betrayed someone you love and came harder because of it.”

He let his voice drop lower, almost a whisper.

“Tell me how it felt when you crossed the line. Describe the exact moment you knew there was no going back. Was it the first taste of forbidden lips? The way their cock throbbed against your tongue? The slick heat of someone who was never supposed to be inside you? The way your body betrayed you even while your mind screamed that you shouldn’t? I want every graphic, dripping, throbbing detail. Don’t hold back. The dirtier, the better.”

Dr. Vale took a slow sip of black coffee from a mug that read “Tell Me Everything” in faded white letters.

“Tonight is the first night of many. Over the coming weeks and months, you’re going to hear twenty raw, unfiltered confessions from people just like you. Real people with real desires and real consequences. Some will leave you laughing with your hand between your legs. Some will leave you shocked, aching, and questioning your own limits. A few might even make you touch yourself without realising you’re doing it.”

He grinned again.

“I know you’re out there listening. Maybe you’re in bed next to someone who has no idea what you’re thinking about right now. Maybe you’re driving through empty streets with one hand on the wheel and the other drifting lower. Maybe you’re alone in the dark, heart racing, wondering if you’re brave enough to call in and tell your own story someday.”

A soft electronic hum filled the brief pause.

“So here are the rules again, nice and clear:

One—no real names. Ever.

Two—no locations that could identify you or anyone else. Keep it vague.

Three—be honest. The more specific and graphic, the more I like it. Tell me how wet you were. Tell me how hard he got. Tell me how you shook when you came. Tell me what you whispered in their ear while you were committing the sin.

Four—if you’re ready to share, call the number at the bottom of your screen or on our website. The lines are open. The red light is on. And I’m listening.”

Dr. Vale leaned back, his voice taking on a more playful, teasing tone.

“I love the quiet ones who finally break. The good girls who confess to the filthiest things. The respectable men who admit they get off on being used. The couples who thought they were vanilla until one drunken night changed everything. The cheaters, the voyeurs, the exhibitionists, the ones who discovered they like it rough, or dirty, or wrong in all the right ways.”

He let out a low, appreciative hum.

“And between the calls, I’ll be here—your faithful guide through the witching hour. I’ll ask the questions that make you squirm. I’ll push you to give me just a little more detail. Because let’s be honest... you didn’t call After Midnight to be polite. You called because you need to say it out loud. You need someone to hear how fucked up and beautiful your desire really is.”

The host’s fingers drummed lightly on the edge of the console.

“So settle in. Dim the lights. Pour yourself something strong or something sweet. Slip your hand under the covers if you need to. This is your time. This is After Midnight.

Tonight, our first brave caller is already waiting on line one. But before we bring them on, I want to leave you with this:

Whatever you’ve done... whatever you’re ashamed of... whatever secret fantasy has been eating you alive in the quiet hours... you’re safe here.

This show is for the lonely, the horny, the guilty, the curious, and the unapologetically depraved.

We don’t kink-shame. We kink-celebrate.

We don’t forgive. We understand.

And sometimes... we get turned on right along with you.”

Dr. Vale’s voice dropped into that signature velvet register again.

“So go ahead, darling. Tell me your story.

Tell me how it started with just one look.

Tell me how your body reacted when you knew it was wrong.

Tell me about the taste, the stretch, the risk, the release.

Tell me what you did when you realised you couldn’t stop—even if you wanted to.

Because tonight... and every night after midnight... your secrets are safe with me.

This is After Midnight.

I’m Dr. Vale.

And the lines are open.

Caller number one... you’re on the air.

What’s your confession?”
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Chapter 2: The Grocery Delivery
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The red “ON AIR” light stayed lit. Dr. Vale’s voice came through warm and encouraging.

“Alright, caller, you’re live on After Midnight. No names, no cities, just the truth. Whenever you’re ready... tell us what happened.”

There was a nervous breath on the line, then a soft female voice, a little husky, like she’d been drinking wine alone before she worked up the courage to call.

“Hi Dr. Vale... God, I can’t believe I’m actually doing this.”

“Take your time, sweetheart. You’re safe here. Start wherever you want.”

“Okay...” She exhaled slowly. “I’m thirty-four. Married for nine years. Two kids. Nice house in the suburbs. On paper, everything looks perfect. But for the last couple of years... I’ve been so fucking bored. My husband works long hours, comes home exhausted, and our sex life has basically flatlined. Missionary once every three weeks if I’m lucky. I was starting to feel like a piece of furniture in my own house.”

She gave a small, self-deprecating laugh.

“Then the grocery delivery started. Every Thursday afternoon, same guy. Let’s call him Jake. Mid-twenties, tall, broad shoulders, tattoos peeking out from under his sleeves. He always wore those tight company polo shirts that showed off his chest and arms. At first it was just polite smiles and small talk while he carried the bags inside. But I started noticing the way he looked at me when he thought I wasn’t paying attention. Like he was undressing me right there in my kitchen.”

Dr. Vale hummed approvingly. “Keep going.”

“I started dressing up for delivery day. Nothing obvious at first. Just tighter yoga pants, lower-cut tops, a little more makeup than usual for a Thursday at home. I’d make sure the kids were at after-school activities so the house was quiet. One week it was really hot outside. I answered the door in a thin white tank top with no bra. My nipples were hard from the air conditioning and I saw his eyes drop straight to them. He tried to play it cool, but I could see the bulge starting to grow in his work shorts.”

Her voice was getting breathier now, the memory clearly turning her on as she told it.

“That day I asked him to bring the heavy bags all the way into the kitchen instead of leaving them by the door. He did. When he set the last one on the counter, I ‘accidentally’ brushed my breasts against his arm as I reached past him for something. He froze. I looked up at him and said, ‘You must get so warm carrying all those bags around in this heat.’ He just stared at me and muttered, ‘Yeah... real warm.’”

She laughed softly, a nervous, excited sound.

“I don’t know what came over me. I’d never cheated in my life. But right then I felt this rush of power and wetness between my legs like I hadn’t felt in years. I told him I had a cold drink for him in the fridge. When he turned to open it, I stepped right up behind him, pressed my body against his back, and slid my hand around to feel the front of his shorts. He was already rock hard. Thick. God, Dr. Vale, I could feel how big he was through the fabric.”

Dr. Vale’s voice stayed calm but interested. “What happened next?”

“He spun around so fast I gasped. Next thing I knew he had me pinned against the kitchen counter, his mouth on mine, kissing me like he was starving. His hands were everywhere—squeezing my ass, grabbing my tits through my thin top, pinching my nipples until I moaned into his mouth. I could feel his cock pressing against my stomach, so hard it felt like it was trying to break free.

I reached down and unzipped him. When I pulled his cock out, it was even better than I imagined. Long, thick, with a slight upward curve and a fat head already leaking precum. I stroked him a few times and he groaned against my neck. ‘Fuck, you’re so much hotter than I thought,’ he whispered. That turned me on even more.

He yanked my yoga pants and panties down in one rough motion. They got tangled around my ankles. I didn’t care. He lifted me onto the kitchen island like I weighed nothing, spread my legs wide, and just looked at my pussy for a second. I was soaked. Embarrassingly wet. He dropped to his knees right there on my kitchen floor and buried his face between my thighs.”

Her breathing had grown heavier as she recounted it.

“His tongue was relentless. He licked me like he’d been fantasising about it for weeks—long, slow strokes from my entrance up to my clit, then sucking my clit hard while he pushed two thick fingers inside me. I had to bite my lip to keep from screaming. My husband was upstairs taking a nap. The bedroom is directly above the kitchen. If he woke up and came downstairs... I tried not to think about it, but the fear made everything more intense.

I came so fast it shocked me. Hard. My thighs shook around his head and I had to grab his hair to keep from falling off the counter. Before I even finished coming, he stood up, lined up that thick cock with my dripping pussy, and pushed inside me in one long thrust.”

She let out a shaky moan just remembering it.

“Fuck, Dr. Vale... he was so deep. I felt every inch stretching me open. He didn’t start slow. He fucked me hard and fast right there on the kitchen island, the marble cold against my ass, my legs wrapped around his waist. The sound of his hips slapping against me echoed in the quiet kitchen. I could hear how wet I was—obscene, squelching noises every time he drove into me.

He kept whispering dirty things. ‘Your husband’s right upstairs and you’re taking my cock like a slut.’ ‘Your pussy is gripping me so tight—been waiting for this, haven’t you?’ Every word made me wetter.

I was close again when I heard the floor creak upstairs. My heart nearly stopped. My husband was moving around. Jake froze mid-thrust, buried balls-deep inside me, both of us panting. We stared at each other. The risk hit me like lightning. Instead of pushing him away, I clenched around him and whispered, ‘Don’t stop. Fuck me harder.’

He did. He clamped his hand over my mouth and started pounding me again, even deeper, almost brutal. The danger made my orgasm explode through me. I came so hard I saw stars, my pussy spasming around his thick cock while my husband’s footsteps moved across the upstairs hallway. I bit Jake’s palm to keep from screaming.

That pushed him over the edge. He pulled out at the last second and came all over my stomach and tits in thick, hot ropes. Some even landed on my chin. I was a mess—panting, covered in his cum, my pussy still twitching, while my husband was literally twenty feet above us.”

She paused, catching her breath. Her voice had grown softer, almost guilty, but still aroused.

“Jake quickly cleaned himself up, zipped up, and helped me down. I barely had time to pull my pants back on and wipe his cum off my skin with a paper towel before we heard my husband coming down the stairs. When he walked into the kitchen, Jake was politely putting the last few items away like nothing had happened. I was standing there with my face flushed, legs still shaky, and my husband’s cum—another man’s cum—still drying on my stomach under my shirt.

My husband asked if everything was okay. I smiled and said, ‘Just getting the groceries sorted, honey.’ Jake gave me one last heated look as he left, and I felt another rush of wetness leak down my thigh.
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