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Chapter one

The First Taste of Betrayal





The humid Bangkok night pressed against the windows of their hotel room, a cheap but gaudy establishment in the heart of the city’s red-light district. The neon lights outside flickered through the thin curtains, casting a surreal glow over the scene unfolding within. Tony, a recently divorced American in his early 50s, felt the weight of his decision as he sat on the edge of the bed, his palms sweaty and his heart racing. He had just married Rin, a bold and unapologetically sexual Thai bargirl, in a whirlwind Buddhist wedding ceremony that felt more like a fever dream than a sacred union. The scent of incense and jasmine still clung to his clothes, a reminder of the temple where they’d exchanged vows mere hours ago. But now, in this dimly lit room, the spiritual faded into the carnal, and Tony was about to experience the full force of his new wife’s desires. 

Rin stood before him, still draped in her traditional Thai wedding dress, a shimmering silk pha sin that hugged her curves in a way that seemed almost profane for such a sacred garment. Her dark eyes sparkled with mischief as she locked the door behind them, her movements deliberate and predatory. She turned to face Tony, her full lips curling into a knowing smile. “You my husband now, darling,” she purred in her lilting, accented English, her voice dripping with promise. Her gaze dropped to his crotch, and she licked her lips as if she could already taste him. Slowly, she stepped closer, her fingers reaching out to trace the outline of his cock through the thin fabric of his slacks. Even through the material, her touch was electric, sending a jolt straight to his core. Tony’s breath hitched as she pressed her palm against him, rubbing slowly, teasingly. “I show you what Thai wife can do,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry, before pushing him back onto the bed with surprising strength.

Tony fell onto the mattress, his mind reeling as he watched Rin tower over him. She was a vision of raw, unfiltered sexuality, her confidence both intoxicating and intimidating. He’d known what she was—a bargirl, a woman who sold her body for pleasure and profit—when he met her in a seedy bar just weeks ago. He’d known about her past, her unapologetic attitude toward sex and money, and yet he’d fallen for her anyway. Her boldness, her lack of shame, had drawn him in like a moth to a flame. And now, as her husband, he was about to burn.

Rin’s hands moved to the intricate ties of her wedding dress, her fingers deftly undoing the knots as she kept her eyes locked on his. “You watch, darling,” she cooed, her voice a seductive command. The silk slipped from her shoulders, revealing smooth, golden-brown skin that glistened with a faint sheen of sweat from the humid night. The dress pooled at her feet, and Tony’s eyes widened as he took in the sight of her in nothing but a lacy black bra and a matching thong that barely covered her. Her breasts strained against the thin fabric, her nipples already hard and visible through the lace. The thong clung to her hips, the outline of her pussy lips clear beneath the sheer material. She smirked at his reaction, stepping closer until she was standing between his legs. “You like?” she asked, her tone teasing as she ran her hands over her own body, cupping her breasts and sliding a finger down to the edge of her thong. “I make you feel so good, darling.”

Before Tony could respond, Rin climbed onto the bed, straddling his hips with a predatory grace. Her thighs, strong and toned from years of dancing and working the bars, clamped around him as she pressed her crotch against his growing erection. The heat of her pussy radiated through the thin fabric of her thong and his pants, and Tony groaned involuntarily as she began to grind against him, slow and deliberate. Her movements were hypnotic, each roll of her hips sending a wave of pleasure through him. “You feel that, husband?” she murmured, leaning down so her lips were inches from his ear. Her breath was hot against his skin, her words laced with lust. “My pussy so wet for you already. I want your cock inside me, darling. I want to fuck my new husband ‘til he can’t walk.”

Tony’s hands instinctively went to her hips, gripping the soft flesh as she continued to grind against him. His cock strained painfully against his pants, desperate for release, and Rin seemed to sense his need. With a wicked smile, she reached down, her nimble fingers undoing his belt and zipper with practiced ease. She tugged his pants and boxers down just enough to free his erection, and Tony hissed as the cool air hit his heated skin. Rin’s eyes gleamed with delight as she wrapped her small hand around his shaft, stroking him slowly, her grip firm and confident. “Oh, darling, you so hard for me,” she moaned, her other hand slipping into her thong to rub her clit. Her fingers moved in slow circles, and she bit her lip as she touched herself, her arousal evident in the way her hips bucked slightly. “I so wet for you, husband. You wanna feel?”

Without waiting for an answer, Rin shifted, pulling her thong to the side to expose her glistening pussy. Tony’s mouth went dry at the sight—her lips were swollen and slick with arousal, her clit peeking out from its hood, begging to be touched. She guided his cock to her entrance, rubbing the tip against her wet folds, teasing him with the heat and slickness of her. “You like my tight Thai pussy?” she whispered, her voice dripping with dirty promise as she slowly lowered herself onto him. Tony groaned loudly as her warmth enveloped him, her walls gripping his cock like a vice. She was impossibly tight, yet so wet that he slid in with ease, her pussy stretching to accommodate him. “You like how I fuck you, darling?” she asked, her tone taunting as she began to ride him, her hips moving in a slow, torturous rhythm.

Tony’s hands tightened on her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as she bounced on his cock, each movement sending a shockwave of pleasure through him. Rin leaned forward, her lace-covered breasts pressing against his chest as she kissed him passionately, her tongue invading his mouth with the same boldness she used to fuck him. Her lips were soft and demanding, tasting of the sweet rice wine they’d shared at the ceremony. She moaned into the kiss, her pussy clenching around his cock as she rode him harder, faster. “I want you to cum inside me, darling,” she whispered against his lips, her voice husky with need. “Fill me up with your hot cum. I wanna feel it dripping out of me.”

Her words pushed Tony closer to the edge, his balls tightening as his orgasm built. He thrust up into her, meeting her movements with desperate urgency, his cock slamming into her wet heat over and over. Rin sensed his impending release and rode him even harder, her pussy gripping him tighter as she chased her own climax. “Yes, darling! Cum in me!” she cried, her voice breaking as her own orgasm hit, her walls spasming around his cock. The sensation was too much for Tony. With a guttural groan, he exploded inside her, his cum flooding her pussy in hot, thick spurts. Rin moaned loudly, her body shuddering as she milked every last drop from him, her hips grinding against his until they were both spent.

For a moment, they lay there, panting and slick with sweat, the afterglow wrapping around them like a warm blanket. Rin slid off him, collapsing onto the bed beside him, her thong still pushed to the side, his cum leaking from her pussy onto the sheets. She traced lazy circles on his chest with her manicured nails, her touch gentle now, almost tender. “You happy, darling?” she asked, her voice sweet and soft, a stark contrast to the raw, filthy things she’d said just moments ago.

Tony nodded, his chest still heaving as he tried to catch his breath. “Yeah,” he managed to say, though his mind was already starting to churn with doubts. The sex had been mind-blowing, unlike anything he’d experienced in his decades-long, stale marriage back in the States. But as he lay there, staring at the cracked ceiling of the hotel room, he couldn’t ignore the nagging feeling in his gut. He glanced over at Rin, who was now reaching for her phone on the nightstand, her movements casual as if nothing out of the ordinary had just happened.

His eyes caught the glow of the screen as it lit up with a new message. He shouldn’t have looked, but curiosity—and a growing sense of unease—got the better of him. The text was in Thai, but he could make out a name and a question that looked suspiciously like a request for a meeting. His stomach twisted as he realized it was likely from a client, someone asking when she’d be back at the bar, back to her old life of selling her body to whoever had the cash.

“You’re still working?” Tony asked, his voice coming out sharper than he intended. He tried to keep it steady, to mask the jealousy and hurt that were already bubbling up inside him, but he knew he failed.

Rin turned to him, her expression unreadable for a moment before it softened into a smile. She leaned over, pressing a gentle kiss to his cheek, her lips still warm from their earlier passion. “Just for fun, darling,” she said, her tone light, almost playful. “You my husband now. I love you.” Her words were sweet, but they felt hollow to Tony, like a rehearsed line she’d used on countless men before him.

He wanted to believe her, wanted to trust that her declaration of love meant something more than just another transaction. But as he lay there, the scent of sex still heavy in the air, he couldn’t shake the feeling that he was just one of many in Rin’s life—a husband in name, but not in the way that mattered. Her idea of love, of marriage, was clearly very different from his, and the realization stung more than he cared to admit.

Tony turned his head to look at her, watching as she scrolled through her phone, her face illuminated by the harsh light of the screen. She seemed oblivious to his turmoil, or perhaps she simply didn’t care. Either way, the seed of doubt had been planted, and as the neon lights outside continued to flicker, casting long shadows across the room, Tony knew this was only the beginning of a much more complicated journey. He had married a woman who thrived on desire and control, and he was already caught in her web, torn between the thrill of her touch and the pain of her betrayal.








  
  

Chapter two

The Client in the Corner





The air in the dimly lit Bangkok bar was thick with the scent of cheap beer, sweat, and desperation. The pulsing beat of Thai pop music vibrated through the sticky floor, mingling with the laughter and slurred conversations of drunken foreigners and the women who catered to their desires. Neon signs advertising Singha beer and go-go girls buzzed overhead, casting a lurid glow over the scene. Tony sat hunched in a shadowy corner, his fingers wrapped tightly around a glass of whiskey, the amber liquid doing little to dull the storm of emotions brewing inside him. His eyes were fixed on Rin, his new wife, as she worked the room with the confidence of a predator who knew exactly how to snare her prey. 

Rin was a vision of raw, unapologetic sexuality, dressed in a tight red dress that clung to every curve of her body like a second skin. The fabric barely covered her thighs, and the plunging neckline left little to the imagination, her full breasts threatening to spill out with every movement. Her sky-high heels clicked against the floor as she moved, each step deliberate, drawing every eye in the bar to her. She stood at the center of a group of foreign men, her laughter ringing out like a siren’s call as she flirted shamelessly. Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her painted lips curved into a seductive smile as she leaned in close to one man, then another, her hands brushing against their arms, their chests, their wallets.

Tony’s jaw clenched as he watched her, his jealousy simmering just beneath the surface. He knew what she was doing—knew that this was her world, her game, her livelihood. He’d known it when he married her, had even been drawn to the thrill of her unapologetic promiscuity. But knowing and seeing were two very different things. Each touch, each laugh, felt like a knife twisting in his gut. And yet, despite the pain, or perhaps because of it, he couldn’t look away. His eyes followed her every move, drinking in the way her body swayed, the way her dress rode up just enough to hint at the lace of her thong beneath.

Rin’s gaze flicked toward him for a brief moment, catching his eye across the crowded bar. A mischievous smile played on her lips, and she winked at him, a silent taunt that sent a jolt of heat straight to his groin. She knew he was watching, knew the effect she had on him, and she reveled in it. Tony’s grip tightened around his glass, the condensation slick against his palm, as a tall, muscular European man—Lars, he’d heard her call him—approached Rin with a drink in hand. Lars towered over her, his blond hair and chiseled features a stark contrast to the grimy surroundings. He handed her the drink, and Rin laughed, her fingers lingering on his arm as she thanked him, her touch suggestive, intimate. Tony’s knuckles whitened as he watched Lars lean in, whispering something in her ear that made her giggle and press closer to him.

Just when Tony thought he couldn’t take another second of the torment, Rin excused herself from the group, her hips swaying provocatively as she sauntered over to his corner. The men at the bar watched her go, their eyes hungry, but she paid them no mind. Her focus was on Tony now, and the intensity in her dark eyes made his breath catch. Without a word, she straddled his lap, her thighs clamping around his hips as she settled against him. The heat of her body was immediate, her dress riding up to reveal the smooth expanse of her thighs and the barest glimpse of her thong. “You like watch, darling?” she whispered, her voice low and dripping with seduction as she ground her crotch against his. The friction sent a surge of blood to his cock, and he stiffened beneath her despite the storm of jealousy raging inside him. “I make you hard,” she purred, her lips brushing against his ear as she rolled her hips again, teasing him with the promise of what was to come.








