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“Bound by Tradition. Released by Desire”
 

Introduction: When Tradition Meets White Heat

What happens when a prim and proper Asian wife finally gets the chance to step outside the lines of tradition?

She was raised to be quiet. To serve. To keep her thighs closed and her mouth shut. To cook, to clean, to smile politely while her husband ignored the wet ache between her legs. For years, she believed her culture’s lies—that silence was virtue, that pleasure was not hers to claim.

But then he arrived.

A white man. Strong. Confident. Smelling like bourbon, leather, power. The kind of man who doesn’t ask. He takes. He claims. He opens her body like a locked door and fills her in ways she never thought possible.

And suddenly, the perfect Japanese wife is peeling off her apron and climbing the stairs to her neighbor’s apartment, soaked before he even touches her.
The disciplined South Indian mother is moaning in Tamil as her young white neighbor bends her over the couch and makes her scream.
The Chinese nanny is gagging on her boss’s thick cock in the master bedroom while his baby sleeps down the hall.
The Filipina student is on her knees in her professor’s office, drooling down his shaft, begging to be ruined.
The Pakistani trophy wife is dripping cum down her thighs in the back of a five-star hotel elevator.

And this is just the beginning…

This book is their truth.

Thirty confessions. Thirty women. All Asian. All prim, polished, beautiful on the outside—yet burning inside with a hunger their own men could never satisfy.

And every single one of them is unlocked by white hands. By white cocks. By men who know that under the silk sarees, under the chiffon dresses, under the hijabs and prim blouses… lies a dripping cunt begging to be used.

These aren’t polite stories. They’re not sweet. They’re raw, shameless, and brutally honest. You’ll hear their moans. You’ll taste their shame. You’ll watch as culture, duty, and marriage crumble under the weight of lust.

Because once a white bull takes an Asian wife in his arms, fills her pussy, and leaves her leaking down her thighs…

she is never the same again.


Confession #1 : Yuri, 33 – The Sushi Wife and the Snow-Skinned Stranger

(Japanese. Married. Seattle. Dutiful by day. Dripping by night.)

I used to believe silence was power.

My mother taught me that. That a proper Japanese wife folds her words as carefully as she folds the laundry. That pleasure is a thing men chase, and women endure.

I believed her—until I felt his hand slide beneath my kimono.

His skin was pale, like wet snow. Mine, flushed and trembling, burned at the contrast. He smelled like cedarwood soap and rain. He touched me like he had earned me. But I hadn’t been earned—I had been taken. Willingly. Quietly. Soaking.

His name was Chris.

My American neighbor upstairs.

White. Tall. The kind of man you see in magazines standing beside sailboats and golden retrievers. Twice divorced. Too calm. Too sure. The kind of man who didn’t ask before touching. Who didn’t wait for permission—because he didn’t need it.

That Friday night, my husband had barely shut the door behind him before I peeled off my apron and climbed the stairs barefoot, heart pounding, soaked between the thighs from thoughts I wasn’t supposed to have My cunt tingled at the memory of his eyes lingering too long on my mouth in the stairwell, hungry, certain, as if he already owned me. The thought alone made me drip through silk. And I realized—even if nothing happened, even if no lines were crossed—I would still get to spend a little time with him, to breathe his air, to be near that dangerous calm that pulled me like gravity. My feet dragged toward his door like they already knew their home.

I knocked once. He opened. No words.
He stepped aside.
I stepped in.



The lights in his apartment were low. The air smelled like bourbon and books.

When the door clicked shut, he turned to face me. I wore a pale pink robe. No bra. No panties. Just soft cotton between my soaked cunt and the storm about to take me.

His gaze swept down my body like a hand. My nipples stiffened. My breath hitched. My thighs… sticky.

“You came,” he said, voice like sandpaper and smoke.

“I had to,” I whispered.

“Show me.”

I untied my sash slowly. Let it fall to the floor. The robe parted like a whisper. My breasts—small, high, nipples dark and hard—met the cool air. His eyes didn’t blink. His jaw flexed.

“I knew you weren’t just sweet tea and sushi,” he muttered.

And then his mouth was on mine.



He kissed like he owned me.

Tongue deep. Lips rough. His hands grabbed my face like I might vanish. He tasted like whiskey and hunger. Not polite hunger—animal hunger.

When he shoved me against the hallway wall, I moaned. Loud. My hips rolled without shame. My body had been starved too long—fed on dry touches and quiet duty. This was a feast.

His fingers pushed between my thighs, found the heat there. I was wet—obscenely wet. Slickness painted his fingers instantly.

“Fucking soaked,” he growled. “You came here like this?”

I nodded.

He brought his fingers to my lips. “Taste yourself.”

I licked them. Salty. Sweet. Shameful. Divine.



He lifted me onto the kitchen counter like I weighed nothing, spreading me wide, staring like my cunt was a puzzle he’d waited his whole life to solve.

And then—his mouth.

Oh, his fucking mouth.

The first brush of his tongue made me jolt, breath catching sharp. Then he settled in, lips sealing over my clit, tongue moving in slow, deliberate circles. He worked me like a man who’d studied pussy, who knew how to ruin a woman with his mouth alone.

He sucked, then eased off, teasing, before flattening his tongue and dragging it up through my folds in long, hungry strokes. When my hips bucked, he pinned them down with his hands, forcing me to take it. When my thighs locked around his head, he only growled into me and pushed deeper, tongue stabbing inside before pulling back to flick my swollen clit.

He didn’t lick like he was tasting me.
He licked like he was playing me.
Like my pussy was an instrument, and he was a master who refused to miss a single note.

He devoured me. Not polite. Not gentle. He buried his face in me like he had to breathe through my cunt.

The scrape of his stubble burned my thighs, my heels dug into his shoulders. I clawed the counter until my nails left grooves in the wood. He circled, flicked, then trapped my clit between his lips, sucking it hostage.

My body betrayed me—rising into his mouth, desperate, until I broke.

The orgasm ripped through me, jagged and merciless.

I didn’t moan.
I screamed.

The sound tore through the kitchen like glass shattering. But he didn’t stop. He licked me through it, swallowing every cry, milking every twitch until my eyes rolled back, my thighs trembling uncontrollably.

When I finally collapsed backward, panting, ruined, he pulled away—chin wet, eyes dark with hunger.

He grinned, cocky, and said:
“You taste like the ocean and silk. Japan is always quality first… even pussy.”

The line hit me sideways — so sharp, so absurd — that I laughed. Breathless, still shuddering, I pushed his shoulder weakly.
“You’re an asshole,” I whispered, still smiling.

His grin turned feral.
“Mm. You said it.”

Before I could answer, I felt his slick fingers slide lower, past my dripping slit, pressing deliberately against my tight, puckered hole.

I gasped, my laugh catching in my throat, body tensing.
“Ohhh—fuck…”

He pushed just the tip in, testing, teasing, while his thumb rubbed lazy circles over my clit.

“Nice,” he growled, breath hot in my ear. “You called me an asshole… reminds me I should play with your asshole.”

My hips jerked, my mouth fell open. I was wrecked already, but that touch — filthy, unexpected — sent me spiraling again.

He slid his finger deeper, stretching me just enough to make me whimper, all while stroking my clit until I shook.

“God, listen to you,” he muttered, teeth scraping my neck as he worked me open. “Enjoying my finger in the hole you fart from?”

I moaned, helpless, my laugh dissolving into raw, broken gasps.

“Shut up…” I whispered — but my ass clenched tighter around him, my body telling the truth my mouth couldn’t.

His lips brushed my ear, voice low, ruthless:
“Quality control, sweetheart. Every part of you passes.”

And when he crooked his finger inside me while circling my clit harder, I shattered again — sobbing through it, my body twitching uncontrollably on the counter, taken everywhere at once.



He carried me to the bed. Threw me down hard enough that the breath rushed out of me.
Clothes tore away in rough hands, tossed carelessly to the floor.
And then—his cock.

Thick. Heavy. Veined like marble, the flushed head glistening with precum. A light pink beast of a thing, jutting proud between us, daring me to look away.
I didn’t.
I whimpered instead, my thighs parting wide on instinct, my cunt aching open for him.

He prowled forward, muscles taut, the heat of him burning against my skin as he climbed between my legs.
The blunt crown of his cock pressed against my soaked entrance—teasing, demanding, unyielding.

He leaned low, his mouth at my ear, his voice rough silk:
“I want to ruin you, my gorgeous queen. Stretch you open. Make you mine.”

I trembled, my nails dragging down his back.
“Do it,” I gasped.

And he did.
He pushed in with one long, merciless thrust—stretching me, splitting me, filling me so deep I cried out. My body clenched around him, helpless, overwhelmed, already addicted to the weight of his cock inside me.



The first thrust was a violation of everything I’d been raised to be.

My cunt stretched wide. My voice broke. My hands gripped the sheets like I was bracing for impact.

He fucked like a man unchained. Every thrust slammed deep. His balls slapped my ass. His sweat dripped onto my breasts. His name poured from my lips in broken, trembling gasps.

Chris. Chris. Oh fuck, Chris.

His hands found my throat.

Not to choke—just to hold.

To own.

“You’re not a doll,” he growled.

I nodded, eyes wide, lips open, pulse racing under his grip.

“I’m a whore,” I whispered. “Your whore.”

And I meant it.



When he came, he didn’t pull out.

His cock pulsed deep inside me, painting my womb white with thick, hot ropes of cum. My cunt clenched around him, greedy for every drop.

We collapsed in a tangle of sweat and wet and moans.

And silence.

But this silence felt like power, too.



Later that night…

I walked home with no panties on. His cum sliding down my inner thigh. My robe clinging to my skin. My heart still pounding.

I wasn’t the wife my husband left behind.

I was remade.


Confession #2: Anjali, 41 – The Silk Sari and the Snowstorm

(South Indian. Chennai-born. Married. Two kids. Living in New Jersey. Still wet from dreams she never dared speak.)

They say South Indian women are quiet fire.

Disciplined. Dutiful. Built for silence and service.

They weren’t wrong. I married at 21. Two kids by 26. A husband who barely touched me after 30. And by 40, I was living in a four-bedroom house in suburban New Jersey, dying of thirst with a smile on my face and a prayer on my lips.

But beneath my crisp cotton sarees and jasmine-scented hair, my body had never stopped burning.

Especially for him.

Ethan.
32. White. Tattooed. Taught history at the local college. Moved into the house behind ours. Called me Ma’am the first time he saw me in my garden, bent over, watering tulsi.

I felt his eyes on the curve of my hip. On the dip of my waist. On the brown of my skin soaked in sweat and morning sunlight.

That night, I masturbated for the first time in years—with two fingers between my thighs and his name on my lips.



It happened on the coldest night of December.

My husband and kids had flown to Chennai for a cousin’s wedding. I stayed behind, claiming work. But truthfully… I just wanted a few days alone to hear my own body.

The snow was coming down hard. Lights flickered. Wind howled through the windows. I wrapped myself in a deep red silk sari and poured a glass of red wine, watching the world freeze while I burned inside.

Then came the knock.

Three soft taps.

I opened the door.

It was him.

“Hi,” Ethan said, brushing snow off his jacket. “Your lights are still on. Can I charge my phone? Power’s out on my block.”

That’s all he asked.

But I saw the tension in his jaw. The way his eyes dipped to my chest. The flush rising in his cheeks when he noticed I wasn’t wearing a blouse under my sari.

“Come in,” I said.

He stepped in.

I closed the door behind him.

And locked it.



I didn’t offer him tea. I offered him my neck.

His lips found me first—just under my ear, where no one had kissed me in years. His mouth was hot. Hungry. Wet.

When his fingers tugged the pleats of my sari free, the silk unraveled like a secret. My nipples, dusky brown and hardened, met cold air and his heated breath at once.

“Jesus, Anjali…” he whispered. “You’re stunning.”

I gasped. Not from the compliment.

From the way his thumb brushed the wet spot between my legs—through the thin cotton of my petticoat, soaked through, dripping. I wasn’t just aroused. I was drenched.

He dropped to his knees.



He lifted the fabric and buried his face between my thighs.

No man had ever done that to me before. Not my husband. Not any boy I’d kissed in college behind temple walls.

But Ethan licked me like he’d found a feast after famine.

Slow. Deep. Tongue pressing and curling against my clit until my legs shook. He moaned into my pussy like he was grateful for it. His fingers spread me open, teased my hole, tasted every part of me like worship.

I came fast.

Too fast.

My thighs clamped around his face. I screamed his name. My cum slicked his chin.

But he didn’t stop.

He licked me again.

And again.

Until I was begging in Tamil, cursing, panting, sobbing for more.



When he finally rose to his feet, his cock was already out.

Big. Pale. Hard. Veined. Already leaking at the tip.

I stared.

Reached out.

Wrapped my brown fingers around his thick white shaft, and watched his breath catch as I stroked him slowly.

"Fuck, Anjali," he groaned. "You're... goddamn perfect."

I laid back on the couch. Legs spread wide. Pussy still pulsing.

"Then fuck me," I said, voice shaking. “Fill me.”

And he did.



His cock filled me like nothing ever had.

Stretching. Pushing. Making me gasp and grab his arms as he slid inside, inch by thick inch.

My walls fluttered around him. My nails raked his back. My lips trembled as I whispered “Dei… ayyo… faster…”

And he gave it to me.

Hard. Rhythmic. Deep. His hips slapping against mine. His fingers tugging my hair. His tongue claiming my mouth while his cock drilled into my soaked cunt like it was the only place it belonged.

I came again.

And again.

My voice loud and shameless in my silent Indian house.

His name on my lips.

His sweat on my skin.

His cum—when it came—hot and endless inside me, flooding my womb with thick white ropes that dripped down my thighs when he finally pulled out.



Afterward, I lay in his arms.

Naked but not ashamed.

Staring at the ceiling fan. Breathing. Laughing.

“I’ve never…” I began.

He kissed my forehead.

“I know.”



The next morning, I made him upma and fed it to him shirtless on my couch, the taste of last night still between my thighs.

When my family called from Chennai, I picked up with a smile.

“How’s everything?” my husband asked.

I looked at Ethan—still naked, still hard, his hand tracing the inside of my thigh.

“Everything’s good,” I said.
“Everything’s perfect.”


Confession #3: Mei-Lin, 25 – The Nanny Who Moaned in English

(Chinese-Malaysian. Soft-spoken. Catholic-raised. Working as a live-in nanny in Southern California.)



I used to press my thighs together at night, in the guest bedroom, while the whole house slept.

Their baby’s soft breathing from the monitor beside me. The white noise hum in the hallway. My panties soaked from one single glance he gave me that morning when I bent over to pick up a spoon.

Mr. Jensen.
Early 40s. White. Blond. Married. Rugged in that beach-worn, gym-toned way. Quietly dominant. Said my name slow—“Mei-Lin”—like he was tasting every syllable.

His wife was a lawyer, always gone. He worked from home, always there.

I didn’t plan it. I didn’t even know I wanted it, not at first. But my body did. My nipples knew. My cunt knew.

It began with tension. Lingering touches. Accidental brushes. His hand once covered mine on the blender button. Just a touch. But it burned for hours.

And then—one humid morning in July—I walked into the kitchen wearing nothing but an oversized tee and cotton panties.

He was already there.

And this time, he didn’t look away.



“You’re not wearing a bra,” he said.

His voice was low. Calm. But his eyes locked on my breasts, the way they poked against the thin cotton. My whole body stiffened, flushed.

“I—sorry,” I whispered. “I just woke up…”

He stepped closer.

“You do that on purpose?” he asked, brushing a knuckle down my arm. “Walk around this house tempting me?”

I shook my head.

But my thighs rubbed together.

He smiled.

“You’re wet right now, aren’t you?” he whispered.

I gasped.

I couldn’t lie.

So I whispered, “Yes.”



He pulled me in and kissed me hard.

Tongue deep. Teeth grazing. His hand grabbed my ass, squeezed it like he’d been waiting. The kiss made me whimper. Not moan—whimper, like I was overwhelmed by how much I needed it.

His other hand cupped my breast, thumb circling my nipple through the shirt. I shuddered. My legs went weak.

He broke the kiss. Looked down.

“Let me see what’s soaking.”

He dropped to his knees.

Hooked his fingers into my panties and pulled them down slowly—tortuously slow—dragging the damp fabric down my thighs until my pussy was bare, glistening, and on full display.

He inhaled.

“Goddamn, baby,” he said. “You’re dripping down your thighs.”



Then his tongue.

Oh God, his tongue.

He didn’t just lick—he buried his mouth in me like I was the only water in a desert. Hot, swirling, focused. He sucked my clit like he owned it. Like he was claiming it. My knees buckled.

I grabbed his hair and cried out in Chinese. My Catholic school upbringing dissolved under his tongue, burned away with every flick, every suck, every breath against my soaked, swollen folds.

And when I came—fast, sharp, violently—he moaned against me like he was proud of it.

He licked every drop, kissed my inner thighs, then stood up with glistening lips and eyes that dared me.

“Bedroom. Now.”



He bent me over the bed.

Pushed my face into the pillow. Lifted my shirt. Slid his cock between my folds without warning.

Big. Thick. Hard. Much bigger than I was used to.

I moaned like a girl being split in half. My pussy clenched, already sensitive from his mouth. His cock filled me—invaded me. And I loved it.

His hands grabbed my hips. His rhythm was brutal.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

His balls slapped against my soaked lips. My wetness splashed with every thrust. He fucked me like I was meant to be taken. Like he didn’t care if I broke under it.

I moaned in English.

I begged in Chinese.

My face rubbed into the sheets, eyes blurred with tears, cunt stretched wide around his thick white cock.

“You like being my little nanny slut?” he growled.

“Yes—yes—I love it,” I sobbed.

“You want my cum?”

I nodded frantically.

“Then take it.”



He came deep.

So fucking deep.

Hot ropes painted my walls. My pussy clenched, milking him, soaking him, pulling him deeper until we both collapsed.

I could feel it dripping out of me before he even pulled out.

I didn’t care.

I hoped it stained the sheets.



Later that afternoon…

I changed the baby’s diaper with sore thighs and trembling fingers. My panties were still damp. His scent still on my skin. His cum still leaking out with every step I took.

Mrs. Jensen came home and smiled warmly at me.

“Everything okay?” she asked.

I smiled back.

“Yes,” I said softly.
“Everything’s just fine.”


Confession #4: Lan, 36 – The CEO’s Vietnamese Plaything

(Vietnamese. Finance. Harvard-educated. Married to status. Bent over for power.)

I wore Chanel lipstick, French silk blouses, and Louboutin heels.

People called me refined. Polished. A “perfect image of East meets West.”
Vietnamese by blood. American by hustle. MBA from Harvard. Married to a handsome Vietnamese surgeon with a six-pack, no time, and no soul.

I gave the world perfection.

But beneath it?

I wanted to be used.

Fucked. Not just politely. Not delicately.

Claimed. Owned. Stretched open by a man who didn’t care about who I was—only about what he could make me feel.

That man turned out to be my boss.

Michael.
Mid-40s. White. Salt-and-pepper hair. Broad shoulders. A voice like bourbon and control. CEO of the financial firm where I was VP. Married, of course. But always watching me.

I saw his eyes on my thighs during meetings.

He never said anything.

Until one night—alone in the office, after hours—he walked in, stood behind my desk, and whispered:

“I bet you taste as expensive as you look.”



I didn’t speak. I just stood.

Slowly unbuttoned my blouse.

Exposed black lace. Hard nipples. Tan skin flushed with lust and humiliation.

I wasn’t just undressing.

I was unraveling.

He didn’t wait. He came around the desk, grabbed my wrist, and pulled me to the wall like a man starved.

Our mouths crashed together. Tongues fought. Teeth clashed. His hand slid down my back, over my ass, under my skirt. He groaned.

“No panties?” he growled.

I shook my head, breathless.

“Fuck.”



He spun me around and bent me over the desk.

Papers scattered. My chest hit cold glass. My skirt rose.

And then—

His hand.

Firm. Flat. Crack — right across my ass.

I gasped. My pussy clenched. My knees shook.

“You like that?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Say it again.”

“I like it. I like being spanked.”

“Good girl.”



He dropped to his knees.

Spread my ass with both hands. Breathed hot against my folds.

And then—

Tongue.

Heat.

Flesh.

He licked me like a promise.

His tongue traced the shape of me slowly. Up and down. Side to side. Circling my clit until my body betrayed every ounce of control I had.

I moaned so loud it echoed off glass.

“God, you taste so fucking sweet,” he growled between licks. “Soaked already.”

I could barely stand.

His tongue flicked. Sucked. Teased.

When I came, I didn’t even recognize my own voice.

I screamed into my arm, pussy pulsing, thighs shaking.



Then came the real lesson.

He stood up. Undid his belt.

His cock—thick, pale, veined—slapped against my ass.

He rubbed it between my folds, coating himself in my cum.

And then, without a word, he slid inside.

Deep. Full. Brutal.

I cried out.

Not from pain.

From how right it felt.

He fucked me like a man fucking a mistress.

Hands in my hair.

Breath on my neck.

Thrusts that shook the desk.

His cock stretched me, filled me, made me forget my name. Made me remember that I was not a trophy wife. Not a Harvard grad.

I was a dripping, moaning, panting fucktoy for a white man in a glass office at midnight.



He came inside me.

No warning.

Just a deep growl and a hot flood of cum that filled my pussy and spilled out onto the floor as he collapsed over me, still buried inside.

We didn’t speak for a long time.

Just breathed.

His cock still twitching in me. My cum and his soaking my thighs. The scent of sweat, sex, and sin clinging to my silk blouse.



Later, in the bathroom, I caught my reflection in the mirror. My lipstick was smeared, my hair tangled, my legs trembling beneath me. My pussy still tingled with every step.

And yet—I was smiling.

For the first time, I wasn’t defined by my résumé, my degrees, my surgeon husband, or the polished image of my culture. In that moment, all that mattered was the rawness of my need—and the satisfaction I had given him, and taken for myself.

Confession #5: Ritu, 39 – The Night I Knocked Next Door

(Punjabi. MBA. Married, betrayed. Mother. Toronto. Neighbor’s secret.)

I found out on a Tuesday.
A lipstick stain on his shirt collar. Not mine. A lie too quick, too clean. The silence afterward said more than his excuses ever could.

That night, we fought. Words turned sharp, then empty. He walked out to “clear his head.” I stayed back, shaking, humiliated, seething.

For sixteen years, I’d been the good wife. Punjabi dinners cooked, mortgage paid on time, family vacations scheduled like clockwork. A tidy little life built on loyalty.

And he broke it for a quick fuck.

I poured myself a glass of wine. Then another. By midnight, I was barefoot on the balcony, city lights flickering, my chest tight with rage and loneliness.

That’s when I saw Eli.

Mid-30s. White. My neighbor across the hall. Divorced. Easy smile. Always the first to hold the elevator when my arms were full of groceries. That night, he was out on his balcony too, hoodie half-zipped, cigarette glowing between his fingers.

“You okay?” he asked, voice low, careful.

I should’ve said yes. Instead, I laughed — bitter, broken.

“My husband’s fucking someone else,” I blurted.

Silence. Then he stubbed out the cigarette, eyes steady on mine.
“Then he’s a fucking idiot.”

My throat closed. My eyes burned. And before I could think, before I could stop myself, I whispered:
“Can I come over?”



His apartment smelled like coffee and cedar. Warm, messy in a way that felt alive. He poured me water, but I didn’t want water.

I wanted to forget.

I wanted to burn.

So when he set the glass down, I kissed him. Hard. Desperate. My hands in his hair, his hoodie against my cheek, my body trembling from weeks, months, years of holding back.

He kissed me back like he’d been waiting.

His hands slid under my blouse, found my breasts. My nipples stiffened instantly. I gasped, pressed closer, moaned into his mouth like I was starving.

“I shouldn’t…” I whispered.

“Then don’t stop,” he said.

And I didn’t.



He didn’t waste time. One second he was kissing me, the next he spun me around and bent me over the couch. My palms hit the cushions, heart slamming in my chest. He yanked my leggings down in one rough pull — no ceremony, no hesitation — and shoved my panties aside like they were in his way.

This man who’d always smiled politely in the hallway, who held doors and carried grocery bags, suddenly wasn’t polite at all. He was a beast.

His cock pressed against me, hot and thick, and he growled low in my ear, “Fuck… I’ve been dying to get inside this pussy.”

I shivered. My husband had never spoken like that. My husband fucked quiet, careful, efficient. This was nothing like that.

Then Eli slammed into me in one brutal thrust, filling me, splitting me open.

I cried out, my body clenching hard around him. Not from pain — from relief. From the sheer fucking rightness of it.

“Goddamn,” he groaned, hips grinding deep. “So tight. So fucking wet. You needed this, didn’t you? Needed a real cock to ruin you.”

“Yes,” I gasped, nails digging into the cushions. “Yes.”

He fucked me hard from the start. No gentle rhythm. No patience. Just relentless thrusts, hips slamming against my ass, his cock driving so deep my voice broke with every stroke.

“You belong here,” he snarled, yanking my hips back onto him. “Not with that cold bastard who doesn’t know what he has. Here. On my cock. Screaming for me.”

My moans spilled out loud, raw, shameless — the opposite of the polite sighs I gave my husband in bed. My body betrayed me, fluttering around him, soaking him.

“Listen to you,” Eli growled, pounding harder. “Moaning like a little slut for the neighbor. You love this, don’t you? Getting wrecked by me while he has no fucking clue.”

“Yes,” I sobbed, thighs trembling. “I love it. Don’t stop.”

“Not a chance,” he rasped. “I’m not stopping until you can’t walk straight. Until you forget his name and only remember mine.”

His thrusts grew punishing, brutal. The couch scraped against the floor with every slam of his hips. His breath was hot against my neck, his voice dirty and raw in my ear.

“Take it. Take this cock like you were made for it.”

I screamed, body shaking as my orgasm tore through me. My pussy clenched around him, soaking him, milking him, but he didn’t stop. He fucked me through it, chasing his own release.

“Grip me just like that,” he groaned. “Fuck, you’re gonna make me cum inside you. You want that? Want me to fill you up while he’s out there clueless?”

“Yes—yes, fill me,” I begged. “Please.”

That broke him. His rhythm faltered, his cock pulsed deep, and then I felt it — thick, hot ropes of cum flooding me, filling me so full it leaked down my thighs before he even pulled out.

He collapsed over me, sweaty, panting, still twitching inside me.

And I laughed through tears, cheek pressed to the cushions.

Because my husband? He wore perfection in public and was a ghost in bed. Eli was the opposite — quiet neighbor on the surface, savage beast when he finally had me.

And for the first time in years, I wasn’t cold.


Confession #6: Isabelle, 27 – The Professor’s Quiet Filipina

(Filipina. Devout Catholic. First-generation immigrant. Master's student in Comparative Literature. Sweet. Obedient. Drenched.)



I hadn’t worn the skirt for him.

At least, that’s what I told myself.

But as I walked into his office—bookshelves looming, blinds half-closed, late sunlight dripping over his polished desk—I felt the way it clung to my hips. The way the fabric barely covered the curve of my thighs when I sat down.

And I saw the way he looked.

Dr. Carter.  42, White. Silver-streaked hair. Deep voice. Hands that looked like they’d written ten novels and choked a hundred necks.

He was my thesis advisor.

I was his eager little Catholic Filipina, eyes lowered, voice soft, always on time.

“Isabelle,” he said, his voice curling around the syllables like smoke. “That’s quite a skirt.”

I bit my lip. Blushed.

“It’s just cotton,” I said.

He raised an eyebrow.

“Cotton doesn’t cling like that unless it’s wet.”



I froze.

Heart hammering.

Blood rushing between my legs.

I was wet. Soaked. My panties had been damp since I saw him lean back during our last seminar, fingers tapping his thigh, gaze dipping to my cleavage.

He stood slowly.

Came around the desk.

And sat beside me.

“You want to be ruined, don’t you?” he said softly, brushing my knee with a single finger. “You come in here like this. Blushing. Breathing heavy. You want me to treat you like anything but a good girl.”

I swallowed.

Nodded.

And whispered: “Please.”



His hand moved under my skirt.

Past the edge of my thigh-high stocking.

Over the sticky fabric of my panties.

He hissed. Pressed harder.

“God, baby… you’re dripping. You came in here like this?”

I whimpered. “I thought about you in the library bathroom.”

“You touched yourself there?”

I nodded. Embarrassed. Turned on beyond belief.

He pulled my panties aside. Dragged two fingers through my slick folds.

Wet sounds filled the quiet room.

“You’re obscene,” he growled. “You’re my sweet, shy Filipina—and you’re this wet for my cock?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

He brought his fingers to my lips.

“Clean them.”

I sucked them slowly, tasting my own arousal, watching his cock strain against his pants.



He stood. Unzipped. Pulled his cock out.
Long. Pale. Veined. Already hard.

My mouth dropped open.

It wasn’t just long — it was obscene, stretching up like a pale snake that had slithered free, commanding enough to make my throat ache just looking at it.

“I shouldn’t,” I said weakly.

But I was already sinking to my knees.

.



I kissed the tip.

Felt it twitch.

Slid my tongue along the underside—slow, reverent, like I was praying. My lips closed around the head. I moaned. He groaned.

“That’s it,” he muttered. “Look at you—on your knees in my office. So fucking obedient.”

I sucked him deep. My throat opened for him like a gift.

He grabbed the back of my head.

Fucked my face slow at first.

Then rough.

My saliva coated his shaft. My eyes watered. My lipstick smeared.

I was undone.

And I loved it.



He pulled me up, bent me over his desk.

My skirt flipped.

My panties ripped.

He didn’t wait.

He slid inside me with one savage thrust.

I screamed.

My wet, tight cunt clenched around him. I shook. My hands gripped the desk.

He grunted. Grabbed my hips. Slammed into me over and over.

“Filthy fucking girl,” he growled. “I bet your God’s watching. Is He proud of His good little Catholic slut?”

I moaned. “Yes. Yes. He sees me.”

He spanked me.

“Who do you belong to?”

“You,” I sobbed. “Your good girl. Your little brown whore.”



I came hard.

Tears on my cheeks.

Cum dripping down my thighs.

And he kept going.

Faster. Deeper.

Until he roared—and filled me.

Flooded me.

Hot, thick ropes of cum painted my womb. His cock twitched inside me.

We collapsed.

Breathing.

Sweating.

My rosary in my purse. His cum in my cunt.



Later that night…

I knelt beside my bed and prayed.

Eyes closed. Hands folded.

Still leaking.

Still full.

Still smiling.

Confession #7: Sofia, 44 – The Silk Hijab and the Savage White Hands

(Malay. Muslim. Married. Elegant. Respected. Untouched for too long. About to be filled like never before.)



I wore the hijab the day it happened.

It was navy blue. Silk. A favorite. Wrapped just right to frame my cheekbones. Paired with a flowing cream abaya that brushed against my heels as I walked.

To the world, I was dignity.

A Malay wife. A mother. The well-mannered woman married to a rich textile merchant who preferred golf to affection, business calls to caresses. My life was orderly, respectable. My thighs had been closed for three years. I hadn’t come in five.

But that afternoon—when the heat shimmered through the garden and I opened the door to James, the British expat my husband had hired to consult on luxury branding—I felt it.

Desire.
Unforgiving. Immediate. Unholy.

He was tall. Early 40s. White. Hair tousled like he’d just run his fingers through it. Rolled-up sleeves. A silver watch glinting on a thick wrist.

His handshake lingered. His eyes… undressed me without blinking.

I offered him tea. He took my hand instead.

“You’re exquisite,” he said softly. “And I can smell your hunger from here.”



I froze. My pulse thundered in my ears. My nipples stiffened beneath the silk of my bra.

He stepped closer. His breath grazed the edge of my scarf.

“I know you’ve been starving,” he murmured, mouth so close I could feel the heat of it against my ear. “And I want to feed you.”

I whispered, “Someone might come…”

His hand slid behind me. Grabbed my ass firmly, possessively, as though the thought of discovery only thrilled him.

He pulled me close until I felt the thick bulge straining in his trousers.

“I hope they do,” he growled.



Then he kissed me.

Hard. Wet. Possessive.

Tongue sliding past my parted lips as I gasped against him. His hand slid between my legs through the abaya, palming the heat between my thighs, pressing into the wetness he somehow already knew was there.

“You’re soaked already,” he groaned. “You wore this for me, didn’t you?”

“No,” I whispered, lying, trembling.

“Liar,” he hissed. “Good girls don’t drip like this unless they want to be used.”



He dropped to his knees.

Right there in the middle of my living room, the prayer rug just feet away.

He reached up and tugged my abaya open. Unzipped my trousers with steady fingers. Slid them down to my ankles.

And froze.

“No panties?” he growled, his voice low and sharp with hunger.

I shook my head. Embarrassed. But throbbing so hard my clit pulsed with each heartbeat.

His eyes locked on the swollen lips of my pussy, glistening and open with need.

“You’re divine,” he whispered.

And then—

He licked me.



Not soft. Not slow. Not polite.

He devoured.

His tongue parted my folds. Licked up my slick. Found my clit and flicked it mercilessly until I cried out.

I grabbed the back of the couch for balance. My knees buckled, my body quaking. My hijab slipped, strands of black hair sticking to the sweat on my temple.

I moaned. Loud. Uncontrolled.

His fingers slid inside me. One, then two, then three. Stretching, curling, fucking me open as his tongue sucked my clit.

“James—oh—fuck,” I gasped, my thighs trembling around his face.

“Say it louder,” he growled against me. “Say it with pride.”

“Fuck me!” I begged. “Please, fuck me!”



He stood. His belt clinked. His trousers fell.

And his cock sprang free.

It slapped against his abs, long, thick, veiny, already glistening at the tip. My eyes widened. My cunt clenched around nothing, desperate.

He hooked my leg up, pressed me against the wall, and shoved inside.

All the way.



I cried out.

His cock filled me completely, stretching me to the limit. My nails raked his shoulders as he slammed deep, groaning against my neck.

He fucked me like no man ever had—hard, savage, every thrust pinning me to the wall. My abaya hiked to my waist. My bra tugged down. My breasts bounced with each brutal stroke, nipples raw and aching as he bent to suck them between thrusts.

“Your cunt is like velvet,” he groaned. “Tight. Hungry. Perfect.”

I sobbed as my orgasm hit me like a breaking dam.

I shattered. Screaming. Clawing at him. My pussy clenching, milking, drowning his cock with everything I’d repressed for years.

He didn’t stop.

He held me tighter. Slammed faster. Until his voice broke, ragged and wild.

“Take it—take all of it—fuck!”

And then he came.

Deep. Hard. Flooding me.

Hot, thick pulses of cum spilled inside me. Filling me. Marking me. Giving me everything my husband never had.



We stayed pressed together, my back against the wall, his cock still buried inside me, twitching with the last of his release.

My pulse still racing. My scarf twisted, damp.

Faith forgotten.

Fulfilled.



That night, I prayed.

But not for forgiveness.

I prayed he’d come back.

And take me again.

In the quietest room of my husband’s house.

While the city’s call to prayer echoed in the distance.

With his seed still leaking from me as I whispered my devotion.


Confession #8: Rehana, 35 – The Boss’s Hands and the Bangladeshi Wife

(Bangladeshi. Married. Educated. Sharp-tongued. Polished. But untouched — until her husband's white boss visits.)



It was supposed to be a dinner.

That’s all.

My husband, Asif, had begged me to “make an impression” — his boss was visiting from New York. Some big-shot executive who’d flown in to tour the regional offices. He needed everything to be perfect. I agreed. I always did.

I wore a deep maroon chiffon saree. Light. Nearly see-through under the right light. No blouse. Just my skin beneath the pleats. My breasts framed perfectly by the drape, nipples firm from the AC… or maybe from anticipation.

I told myself I dressed like that to impress. But I knew better.

I did it for him.

Ethan.

	White. Tall. Broad. A beard that looked just a little too good on a corporate man. He had alpha stillness — a kind of silent gravity that pulled everything toward him. 


When I opened the door and saw him standing there in a tailored navy suit, eyes drifting from my face to the faint line of my cleavage under the sheer fabric…

I felt myself clench.

Right there. Soaked before he even said hello.



Dinner was polite. Jokes. Small talk. I served biryani and laughed softly when Ethan asked for a second helping.

But it was the way he looked at me—unapologetically—that made my thighs squeeze under the table.

When Asif stepped out to take a phone call, Ethan leaned in.

“I can smell your perfume,” he said.

My heart thudded.

“I didn’t think you noticed.”

“I notice everything. Especially the way your nipples push against that saree every time I say your name.”

I inhaled.

My body betrayed me with a fresh wave of heat between my legs.

“You’re married,” he said, voice low.

“I know.”

“I don’t care.”



When Asif came back, I pretended nothing had happened. Smiled. Poured more tea.

By the time he left, I was shaking.

By the next evening… he was back.



“I forgot my portfolio,” he said at the door.

I let him in.

But the moment the door closed — he kissed me.



No words.

His mouth crushed mine. His hands grabbed my ass through the saree. He owned me in seconds.

The portfolio dropped to the floor.

I gasped into his mouth as he spun me and pinned me against the wall.

“You knew what you were doing when you wore this,” he growled, fingers sliding under the fabric. “This is barely a dress. You wanted me hard the moment I saw you.”

I didn’t answer.

I just moaned.



He untied the pleats.

The saree unraveled like liquid. I stood before him — naked from the waist up, breasts bouncing slightly with each breath, nipples dark and swollen.

“Fuck…” he exhaled.

Then his mouth was on them.

Hot. Wet. Sucking.

He bit gently. Licked greedily. His tongue swirled around my nipples as his hand slid between my thighs.

“Soaked,” he whispered. “You’re fucking dripping for me.”



He knelt.

Pulled my panties down — wet fabric clinging to my folds — and spread my thighs.

His tongue found me.

He devoured me.

No gentle licks. No teasing. Just pure, mouth-fucking hunger.

His lips sucked my clit. His tongue pushed inside me. His stubble scratched my thighs in the best way. And when he moaned into my cunt — I broke.

My legs shook.

My back arched.

I came with a loud, broken cry that echoed off the marble floor.



Then he stood.

His pants dropped. His cock sprang free.

Long. Thick. Heavy. Already leaking.

He didn’t ask.

He just bent me over the dining table — the same one where I’d served his second helping — and lined himself up.

And thrust in.



I gasped. Loud.

His cock stretched me wide.

His grip on my hips bruised.

He fucked me deep. Hard. Like he was staking his claim inside my married, dripping, traitorous cunt.

The table creaked.

My moans got louder.

His balls slapped my soaked lips with every thrust.

“Tell me you’ve never been fucked like this,” he hissed.

“Never,” I moaned.

“Say it again.”

“Never—never—fuck, harder!”



He didn’t stop.

He fucked me until I came again — screaming, nails clawing at the polished wood, pussy fluttering around his cock.

And when he came?

He didn’t pull out.

He grunted and flooded me.

Hot, thick ropes of cum splashing deep inside.

His seed leaking out before he even pulled away.



We stayed like that for a moment.

Panting. Sweating. Quiet.

I looked over my shoulder.

And smiled.

“I guess the biryani made an impression.”

He smirked.

“You did.”



That night…

Asif slid into bed beside me and kissed my forehead.

“Thanks for helping with my promotion,” he said softly.

I smiled.

Still sore. Still full. Still leaking the real reason his boss smiled so much at dinner.


Confession #9: Zara, 32 – Elevator to Everything I Craved

(Pakistani. Trophy wife. Spoiled. Controlled. Stunning. Married to status, but craving rough hands.)



My heels clicked over marble like they belonged there.

And they did.

I was every inch the image: designer sunglasses, nude lipstick, a cream-colored chiffon kameez that hugged my waist and whispered with every step. Bangles. Gold. Hair pinned up in soft waves. Skin glowing from a full-body scrub earlier that day.

The hotel in Dubai was a five-star cocoon of air conditioning and polished glass.

My husband? Upstairs, asleep. Dead tired after his quarterly board meetings.

Me?

Wide awake. Wet. Dangerous.

I stepped into the elevator from the spa floor. Alone. Or so I thought.

Just as the doors began to close, a hand slipped between them. Then he walked in.

Eric.

Mid-30s. American. My husband’s newest business partner. Blue-eyed. Unshaved. Wore tailored slacks and a white dress shirt with the sleeves pushed up — forearms like stone.

We’d met that afternoon at the executive lounge.

He shook my hand. Held it longer than necessary.

And looked me in the eyes like he was imagining me spread open on a penthouse mattress.



In the elevator, silence pulsed between us.

I could feel his stare on the back of my neck. On my ass. On the outline of my thighs under that delicate fabric.

My nipples pressed against the soft inner lining of my bra.

I didn’t turn.

But I didn’t move away, either.

He leaned closer.

His breath warm against my ear.

“You look like you’re bored, Zara.”

I swallowed.

He stepped closer — so close I could feel the heat from his body behind me.

“You ever been kissed in an elevator?”



I turned.

Slowly.

Pressed my back to the elevator wall.

Looked up into his eyes — calm, blue, unapologetic.

“No,” I said. “Not yet.”

That’s all he needed.

He stepped forward and kissed me hard.



There was no hesitation.

His mouth was heat and hunger.

His tongue pushed past my lips. His hands cupped my face, then slid down to my hips, gripping them like he was about to fuck the breath out of me right there.

The elevator glided silently upward.

His hands slid under my kameez, up my thighs.

He gasped.

“No panties?”

“None,” I whispered.



He dropped to his knees.
In the elevator.
In a five-star hotel.

He lifted my leg onto his shoulder, pushed the soft cotton up, and buried his face between my thighs.

And when his tongue hit my clit — I choked on my own gasp.

“Oh—fuck—Eric—”

He devoured me.

His tongue was firm, slow, focused.

He licked in tight, steady circles. Sucked gently. Then harder.

Every swirl, every flick — precision and pressure.

The elevator floated to a stop between floors — the emergency brake tripped by a button I never saw him press.

I stopped breathing.

But I didn’t stop grinding into his face.



I came standing.

One hand against the wall, one hand tangled in his hair.

My knees buckled.

My thighs clamped around his cheeks.

My body shuddered against the mirrored walls as I whispered his name, over and over.



He stood.

Wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

Unbuckled his belt.

His cock — thick, flushed, already slick with pre-cum — throbbed in his fist.

He didn’t ask.

He didn’t warn me.

He just turned me around, hiked my kameez up to my waist…

And fucked me.



Right there. Against the elevator wall.

One arm around my waist.

The other holding my throat.

His cock buried deep — stretching, claiming, filling me like I hadn’t been filled in years.

He thrust hard.

Rhythmic. Relentless.

My tits bounced with every stroke.

The mirrored walls showed me everything — his eyes locked on my back, my body taking every inch of his cock, dripping and open.

“God, you’re tight,” he growled. “You like getting fucked like this?”

“Yes. Yes, fuck—don’t stop!”



I came again.

Violent. Wet.

My pussy clenched around him. Soaked his cock.

He groaned — low, guttural.

Held me tighter.

And then he came.

Deep.

Thick ropes of cum shot into me — flooding my soaked pussy as his thrusts slowed, his breath hot against my shoulder.



He pulled out.

Cum leaked down my thighs instantly.

I didn’t fix my dress.

I didn’t clean up.

I just stood there, trembling, grinning, full of his cum as the elevator doors opened at the top floor.

He whispered, “Room 521. Any time.”



Later that night…

I laid next to my husband.

His arm over my waist. His breathing slow and content.

Between my legs?

Still sore. Still slick. Still leaking the cum of the man who actually saw me.


Confession #10: Sana, 29 – The Gallery, the Grip, and the Glorious Ruin

(Pakistani. Fashion buyer. Upper class. Unmarried. Poised — until her first taste of white.)

I was never supposed to go with her.

Zara invited me to the gallery showing because her husband couldn’t make it. A London launch — art, champagne, men in tailored trousers with wolfish smiles.

I wore black silk. Backless. No bra. Nothing between me and the fabric but my own flushed skin. The dress whispered when I walked, clung when I breathed. My nipples already peaked from the chill of the AC, brushing silk like sparks under every inhale. My heels echoed over marble. My hair fell in loose strands against my neck. I looked like temptation. I felt like a fuse.

And when I saw him?

I lit.



Julian.

Mid-30s. Blond. Blue-eyed. Skin kissed gold like he spent weekends on yachts, not behind gallery walls. His suit was sharp, but his posture was loose — like nothing in the room could touch him.

When he shook my hand, his thumb lingered against my palm a fraction longer than necessary. Not polite. Not accidental. His eyes held mine like he was cataloging me more carefully than the art on display.

“You don’t belong here,” he said, voice smooth, lips curling into a knowing smile. “The paintings are good, but you…” His gaze drifted down my dress, then back up. “…you steal the whole show.”

My stomach fluttered. My thighs pressed together. I blushed but didn’t let go of his hand.



We slipped away after two glasses of wine.

Past the paintings. Past the guests. Past the quiet hum of cultured laughter. He led me into a back corridor — narrow, dim, smelling faintly of oil paint and polish.

Then he turned, caged me against the wall, and kissed me.

Hard. Wet. Possessive.

His mouth devoured mine, tongue sliding deep, teeth grazing. His fists bunched the silk at my hips until it wrinkled.

“You’re beautiful,” he muttered.

“I’ve never—”

He cut me off with another kiss, biting my lip.

“You’ve never been fucked by a white man?”

I shook my head, breathless.

His eyes darkened.

“I’ll be your first,” he said. “And your favorite.”



He spun me. Bent me over a storage bench. My palms hit the wood. My heart slammed.

He lifted my dress. Paused.

“No panties?”

I looked over my shoulder, hair falling into my face. “Didn’t want lines.”

His grin was sharp. “Good girl.”

Then he knelt.



His tongue was velvet and fire.

He spread me with both hands, buried his face in my soaked cunt, and licked like he was starving. Long, slow strokes up my slit. A flick at my clit that made my whole body jolt.

“Julian—oh fuck—”

My moans echoed down the corridor. His beard scratched my thighs raw, his grip bruised, his mouth merciless. He sucked my clit hard and I shattered — legs shaking, dress riding high, pussy flooding his mouth.

He licked me through it, groaning like my orgasm fed him.



Then he stood. Unzipped. Freed his cock.

It was long. Pale. Thick enough to make my cunt clench empty. He stroked it once, precum dripping down the shaft.

“Look at this,” he said, voice rough. “So ready. So wet. All for me.”

And then he shoved in.



Deep. All the way.

I cried out — high, sharp, broken. My walls stretched around him, tight and greedy, clamping down on every inch.

He fucked me with control. Not frantic. Not rushed. Just heavy, punishing thrusts that made my breasts press and slide against the cold wall.

“Filthy little secret,” he growled in my ear. “That’s what you want to be, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Fuck, yes.”

Each stroke stronger. Each moan rawer. His cock drove me open, slick and shameless. I came again, dripping down his shaft, screaming into my arm.

He groaned, shoved deep, and let go — cum spilling, flooding, pulsing into my soaked cunt until it leaked hot down my thighs.



Silence.

My dress clung to my sweaty back. His seed trickled between my legs. He zipped up, adjusted his collar, and smirked.

“You’ll come back for more.”

It wasn’t a question.

And he was right.



Back at the hotel, Zara asked me how the art was.

I just smiled. Crossed my legs under the table. Felt his cum shift and leak inside me.

Still sore. Still full. Still tasting him.


Confession #11: Nicha, 30 – Grounded, Wet, and Taken by Storm

(Thai. Bangkok-based flight attendant. Polite. Composed. Always in control — until she’s grounded during a storm in Berlin.)



I’ve spent my whole life in the air.
Tight bun. Red lipstick. Silk scarf. I glide up and down aisles with grace, never flinch, never blush, never slip.

But something happens to me when I land.
When the doors close. When the heels come off and the bun unravels. When I’m no longer serving.

I feel everything I’m told to suppress.



The storm was loud. Berlin drenched in cold rain and grounded flights. Our crew was put up at the Hilton near the airport. I was tired. Wired. Wet — but not from the rain.

I stepped out of the shower in a hotel robe, towel-drying my hair, when the knock came.

I opened it without thinking.

Ryan.

White. American. Late 30s. Tall. Pilot from another grounded crew. Clean-shaven, square jaw, low voice. We’d shared glances all through check-in, passing in the lobby, two professionals doing their jobs — but his gaze lingered.

He stared at me in the doorway, robe barely closed, legs bare.

“Sorry to bother,” he said. “The front desk said you had extra toothpaste?”

I smiled. “You came up for toothpaste?”

His eyes dipped to the open curve of my chest.

“No. I came up for this.”

And he kissed me.



I let him.

His mouth was warm, firm, tasting like mint and danger.

He walked me backward into the room. The robe loosened. Slipped.

My breasts spilled free first — full, flushed, nipples hard from the chill and from the way his tongue circled them as I gasped.

“You smell like clean skin and sin,” he said.

His hands were rough, callused from controls and throttles — now sliding down my stomach, parting my thighs, finding the wet heat between them.

“You’re soaked,” he whispered.

“You made me like this,” I said.



He dropped to his knees.
Kissed the inside of my thigh. Once. Twice. Higher each time, teasing, making my skin prickle with need.

And then—
Tongue.
Soft. Slow. Delicious.
A gentle flick over my folds, a warm lap against my swollen clit that made my breath catch in my throat.

Then harder. Focused.
The pace shifted, deliberate. His tongue pressed firmer, circling, sucking, stroking like he already knew exactly how my body would break for him.



He licked me like I was a ritual.
Like worship.
Like his entire purpose in that moment was to learn the exact language of my cunt and recite it back to me with every swirl of his tongue.

Every movement was purposeful, precise — mapping me out like a pilot tracing a route across the stars. Every stop, every flick, every suck hit the exact place that made my stomach clench, my toes curl, my voice crack into helpless moans.

I opened wider for him.
Moaned into the silence, helpless and shameless.
My head fell back, hair sticking to the sweat on my neck, as he latched onto my clit with perfect pressure and flicked faster, harder, relentless.

And when I came—
I shook. Violently. My thighs quivered and squeezed around his head. My back arched. My hands clawed the sheets until my nails bit into fabric.

I clenched, spasmed, drenched him. Flooded.
And still his mouth stayed locked to me, drinking every drop, tongue sliding through my aftershocks until I whimpered and pushed weakly at his hair.

He only pulled back when I was trembling, breathless, ruined. His lips glistened. His chin was wet with me. His eyes burned like he wasn’t close to finished.



Then he stood.
Slowly. Deliberately.

His fingers worked his belt with a metallic clink. The zipper slid down, the sound sharp in the quiet room. He shoved his trousers low on his hips and let them fall.

And then his cock—
Long. Thick. A Pale Pink Monster. Already hard—sprang free, slapping against his abs with a heavy, wet thud. Veined, flushed, the tip slick with precum that glistened under the light. My mouth watered at the sight.

I didn’t need instruction. Didn’t need words.

I bent over the bed, silk clinging to my back, the sheets cool under my palms. I arched slowly, deliberately, raising my ass high, spreading myself open for him like an offering.

I looked back over my shoulder—my hair falling loose, lips parted, eyes pleading.
“Do it,” I whispered.



And he did.

He pushed into me from behind — slow at first, savoring the way my cunt gripped him. My pussy had always been called small, tight — maybe it was just me, or maybe it was typical of us South Asian girls. My boyfriends before had been fine, appropriately sized, enough to fill me. Enough to make me cum. But nothing had ever prepared me for a cock this big, this brutal, this obscene

But Julian?
Julian was something else.

Obscene. Thick. Heavy. The kind of cock that made me gasp just from the stretch. The kind that split me open, inch by inch, until I felt my body trembling with the effort to take him.

“God, Nicha,” he groaned, his breath ragged as he bottomed out inside me. “You’re so fucking small… and you’re swallowing me whole.”

I whimpered into the sheets, my pussy clenching around him helplessly. Every slow pull made me feel empty, every push back in made me cry out at the impossible fullness.

Each thrust was deeper.
Harder.
My tits bounced wildly with every impact, my body caught between his relentless hips and the bed beneath me. His hands locked onto my waist like he was holding me in place just to prove I could take every inch of him.

And I did.
Shaking. Gasping. Loving the way his cock ruined me.

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

He fucked me like I wasn’t Thai. Or polite. Or composed.
He fucked me like I was his.

His grip tightened. His hips smacked against my ass with a rhythm that made the whole bed frame groan. The wet slap of skin-on-skin, my soaked cunt squelching, and my ragged moans filled the room, almost drowning out the roar of rain hammering the windows.

I came again — sharp, shaking, teeth buried in the pillow to muffle the scream ripping from my chest. My pussy clenched around him, fluttering, greedy, pulling him deeper with every spasm.

And then it hit me — we hadn’t bothered with protection. His bare cock was inside me, thick and relentless, raw and dangerous. The thought should have scared me. Instead, it made me gush harder, made my cunt milk him like it wanted everything he had.

He growled in my ear, savage and unrelenting. “Gonna fill you, baby. You’re mine to ruin.”

I couldn’t even speak. Just nodded, hair plastered to my face, body trembling.

When he came, he roared — low, guttural, animal. He buried himself to the hilt, cock pulsing, unleashing thick, hot floods of cum that spilled deep inside me.

I gasped, shuddering with every twitch as his seed leaked out around his shaft, slicking my thighs. But he didn’t stop. He kept moving, slower now, dragging it out until he finally pulled free — his cock still hard, dripping, smearing my ass and lower back with the last messy spurts.

I collapsed, sweaty, trembling, still leaking him down my thighs. My mind spun, my body wrecked, my heart racing with one reckless thought: I should have cared.

But I didn’t.

Not when he’d given me everything I craved.



Afterward…
We lay tangled, breathless, sweat cooling on our skin as the rain eased outside. His arm was heavy across my waist, his chest still rising hard beneath my cheek.

I traced lazy circles on his chest with my fingertip. He caught my hand, kissed it, then whispered, “You moan like you were made for it.”

I smiled against his skin. “Only when I land.”

But inside, my thoughts spun. With every lover before — boyfriends, flings, even my ex — I’d been careful. Always the one to insist on condoms, always the one to double-check, to stay safe.

And yet with him… I hadn’t even thought. I’d been reckless. Casual in a way that shocked me — casual enough to let him fuck me raw, to let him stay inside, to feel every pulse of him spilling into me.

The sex had been too good, too consuming. My body had wanted him too much to stop.

Later, I slipped into the bathroom, still sore, still dripping. I swallowed the little white pill with a sip of water, staring at myself in the mirror — hair a mess, lips bruised, thighs slick with the evidence of what we’d done.

And I didn’t regret it. Not a single bit.

Because for once, I’d let go. And the memory of him inside me — bare, brutal, unrestrained — was worth every risk.

Confession #12: Priya, 34 – The Boss, the Bar, and the Backseat Flood

(Bengali. Married. Dublin-based. Lonely. Stunning. Starved. Slowly seduced by her husband’s white boss.)



I hadn’t been touched in weeks.

Not properly. Not the kind of touch that makes you ache the next day. That makes your legs shake and your fingers search for something — someone — deeper.

My husband, Shuvo, worked late. He was smart. Ambitious. Always three steps from his next promotion.

But in chasing his future, he left my body behind.



That night, I went with him to his company’s end-of-quarter dinner. Nothing fancy. Pub-style. Loud voices. Laughter. Cold beer. Warm wine.

I wore a tight black dress with long sleeves and a slit up one thigh. No bra. Lace panties. Hair down. Heels that made my calves sing.

And he noticed.

Callum.
My husband’s boss. 40s. Irish. Broad-shouldered, sharp-jawed, always in control. He always looked at me like he was thinking filthy things — and never said a word.

Until that night.



After the third glass of red, he leaned over and said:
“You look like you’re starving for something warm inside you, Priya.”

My thighs clenched.

His voice was gravel and whiskey, thick with quiet lust.

I glanced at my husband — still mid-conversation, oblivious.

Callum smirked.

And slid a hotel room key across the table.



I didn’t take it.

Not then.

But when Shuvo got called away for a “quick follow-up with legal” and left me by the bar…

Callum came up behind me.

Leaned in.

His lips brushed my ear.

“Come with me now,” he said. “Or go home dry and empty.”

I turned.

Took his hand.

And followed.



We didn’t make it to the hotel room.

He opened the back door of his SUV and pulled me in.



His mouth was on mine in seconds.

No soft lead-in.

Just lips crashing, hands everywhere. Grabbing my thighs, my waist, my tits — his palms finding my nipples under the fabric.

“You’re not wearing a bra,” he whispered.

“No.”

“You little tease.”



He yanked my dress up.

Found the lace panties already damp.

He slid two fingers under the fabric, touched the soaked heat between my folds.

“Fuck. You’re soaked.”

“I’ve been wet since dinner,” I whispered.



He shoved the panties aside.

Dropped to his knees between the seats.

And ate me like he was starved.



Tongue hot. Movements slow. Then fast. Then ruthless.

He licked through my folds, circled my clit, sucked it into his mouth like it was his.

His hands pinned my thighs wide open.

I writhed against the leather seat, my moans filling the car, fogging the windows.

“Callum—fuck—oh my God—yes—yes—”

I came with my legs shaking. Toes curled. My soaked cunt dripping onto his mouth, his beard, the car seat.

He kept licking me through it.

Didn’t let me down.



Then he stood.

Unbuckled.

His cock — thick, flushed, fucking gorgeous — was already dripping.

He grabbed a condom, ripped it open, slid it on.

“Turn around,” he said. “Face the seat.”

I obeyed.

Hands on the backseat.

Ass in the air.

Dress up. Panties pushed aside.

He lined himself up.

And slammed into me.



I gasped. Loud.

His cock filled me. Heavy. Deep. Every inch a stretch.

He groaned into my shoulder. “Fuck, you feel so good.”

His hands grabbed my waist. And he started to fuck me.

Hard.

Rhythmic.

Wet.

The sound of slick thrusts echoing inside the SUV like a heartbeat made of sex.



I moaned.

I begged.

I reached between my legs to rub my clit as he fucked me harder.

I came again.

Soaking his cock. My pussy fluttering, clenching around him, making him groan louder.

He pulled me back harder.

Pounded me deeper.

“Where do you want my cum, Priya?”

I didn’t hesitate.

“Inside me.”

And he obeyed.



He came with a growl.

Long, deep, pulsing thrusts.

Filling the condom.

Filling me.

Filling the space between who I was… and who I wanted to be.



We sat in silence after.

My thighs still wet.

My panties still shoved aside.

His cum still warm inside me.

He looked at me.

“You’re wasted on him,” he said.

I didn’t answer.

Because I already knew he was right.


Confession #13: Sokha, 31 – Downward Dog, Upward Moans

(Cambodian. Yoga instructor. Poised. Flexible. Soft-spoken. Slowly stretched open by a white man who didn’t come to meditate.)



My body has always been obedient.

Every muscle trained. Every breath timed. Every movement a blend of control and grace.

On the mat, I’m untouchable — the way I arch, bend, hold. A temple of strength and softness. Men come to class just to stare. Some even stay after, pretending they need “alignment help.”

But only one made me want to be touched.



Matt.

Tall. Late 30s. From Canada. Quiet. Lean but strong, with forearms that flexed when he adjusted his mat and a voice low enough to make my belly flutter.

He’d been coming to class for two weeks.

Watched me with intent.

Waited until everyone left before rolling his mat slowly, eyes always on me — asking questions with his gaze.

And I let him.



That evening, the class was smaller.

Rain poured outside.

Candles flickered inside the studio.

Sweat clung to my spine after 90 minutes of deep flow. My leggings were soaked. My tank top stuck to my nipples. And when I moved into downward dog, I felt his eyes on my ass.

Lingering.

When I rose into standing position again, he stayed behind after class.

“You’re incredible,” he said.

I smiled.

He took a step closer.

Then another.

His hand brushed mine.

“I can’t stop thinking about the way your body moves.”

I swallowed.

“I’ve been waiting for you to say that.”



He kissed me.

There.

In the dim light.

With soft rain tapping the windows and incense still burning.

His hands slid down my waist, curved over my ass, gripping it like he’d dreamed of it. I gasped as his thigh pressed between mine.

“You’re soaked,” he murmured.

“Touch me and find out.”



He knelt on the mat.

Slid his hands up my legs.

Hooked his fingers into my waistband.

And pulled my leggings down — slow, deliberate — peeling them off until my thighs, my hips, my bare dripping cunt were exposed.

He exhaled.

“Fuck…”

Then buried his face between my legs.



Tongue.

Heat.

Worship.



He licked me like I was his best secret.

Slow at first. Careful. Then deeper — his tongue sliding inside, then back up to circle and suck my clit with growing hunger.

His stubble scraped my thighs.

His moans vibrated through me.

I gripped his hair, riding his face. My knees trembled.

And when I came — I bent backward, spine arching off instinct, legs shaking, pussy dripping onto his tongue.



He stood.

Dropped his shorts.

His cock — thick, flushed, beautiful — slapped against his abs.

I bent forward, hands to the mat, ass raised.

Offering.

“Take me.”



He entered me slowly.

Thick head pushing in, stretching me.

My soaked pussy clung to him, sucking him deeper.

He held my hips.

And fucked me in rhythm.

Hard. Deep. Smooth.

Each stroke made my tits bounce under my tank top.

Each moan got louder, messier.

The sound of our sex echoed in the quiet studio — skin slapping, wetness spreading, breaths breaking.



“I’ve never—” I tried to say.

He grabbed my hair.

Pulled gently.

And whispered, “You’ve never been fucked like this.”

He was right.



I came again.

Body limp.

Cunt milking his cock.

Soaked. Twitching.

And still, he didn’t stop.



His thrusts got rougher.

Deeper.

And when he came, he stayed buried inside.

Growled in my ear.

And flooded me.

Hot. Heavy. Endless.

Like he  had so much to pour inside me.



Later, I lay on my own mat.

Still naked.

Still slick with sweat and cum.

He kissed the inside of my knee.

“You’re more than flexible,” he said.

I smiled.

“Next time, we skip the class.”


CONFESSION #14: Nok, 28 – The Bartender and the Burnt Tourist

(Thai. Engaged. Bangkok. Devoted on paper. Filthy in back alleys. Her mouth tells lies — and stories.)



I wear his ring when I pour drinks.
A simple band. Rose gold. Thin and quiet, like the promises I’ve made.
He trusts me.
My fiancé.
Sweet, soft-spoken, always waiting for me to come home after my night shifts.

But the bar I work in — it’s not the kind of place where women stay faithful.
It’s where the ceiling fans barely turn. Where the walls sweat more than the people.
Where the music is loud, but the moans behind the dumpster are louder.

And I’m not the kind of woman who keeps her knees closed when the heat hits just right.



He walked in just before closing.
Sunburnt. Blonde. Sweat at the collarbone.
White tourist. Probably lost. Definitely looking.

He ordered in English, but I didn’t really listen.
I watched the way he drank water — throat pulsing, lips wet —
and imagined how he’d sound if I dragged my nails down his back while he came inside me.

I smiled.

“First time in Bangkok?” I asked, voice syrupy slow.
He nodded.

I leaned forward across the bar —
giving him a better view of the tattoo curling just under the swell of my breast,
and the way my tank top clung to me from the heat.

“Then let’s make it memorable.”

I reached for his wrist and placed a whiskey in his hand.
“On the house.”
His fingers brushed mine.
I didn’t pull away.



Out back, the alley was wet with monsoon leftovers — steamy and alive.
I pressed him against the brick wall, kissed him hard enough to taste his flight anxiety,
his desperation to disappear into something or someone.

My lips were greedy.
My tongue had no patience.
I kissed him like I’d been starving for weeks.

His hands hesitated — then slid under my top, rough and unsure.
My nipple pebbled the moment his thumb brushed it.

“Touch me like you need to,” I whispered, hot against his ear.
He did.
Oh god, he did.



I dropped to my knees in puddles and cigarette ash.
The rain had made everything slick.
My thighs were already wet — not from the weather.

He fumbled with his zipper.
I waited.
Smiling.

When he pulled it out, I moaned — the kind of moan that gives men ideas.

I wrapped my lips around him and slid down slow —
tongue swirling, jaw open, eyes locked on his.
He groaned.
Loud.

“Shhh,” I whispered, letting spit trail from my lips to his tip. “We’ll get caught.”

But I didn’t stop.
I gagged myself on his cock — again, and again — just to hear him pant.
Just to feel his thighs quake.



Then I stood.
Turned.
Pressed my palms to the wall and looked back over my shoulder.

“Now fuck me.”

He didn’t ask if I was sure.
Didn’t ask if I was taken.

He just buried himself inside me.

No condom. No warning. Just raw, desperate need.

The first thrust knocked the air out of me.
The second had me whimpering.
By the third, I was rocking back into him — chasing the slap of his hips,
welcoming the stretch, the filth, the betrayal.

He grabbed my ponytail.
Pulled.
Fucked me harder.

My ring clinked against the brick as I clutched the wall,
legs shaking,
pussy so drenched I could hear us.

He whispered something — I don’t know what.
Didn’t matter.

I came.
Hard.
Clenching around him like a fist, drenching his cock with my orgasm.
It poured down my thighs.
I didn’t care.

He came too.
Hot.
Thick.
Spilling inside me like he owned it.



After, I lit a cigarette with shaking fingers.

He looked wrecked.

I looked like a lie.

I pulled my top down, fixed my hair, and walked back inside the bar.

I slid behind the counter.
Served a vodka tonic.
Smiled at the regulars.

My fiancé texted. “Miss you. Sleep well.”

I stared at the message.

Then sent back:
“Almost done. See you soon.”

I wiped the bar clean.
My cunt still leaking onto my thighs.


CONFESSION #15: Amara, 36 – The Socialite and the Sinister Friend

(Pakistani. Married. London. Polished. Precious. She drinks champagne with one hand and lets sin part her thighs with the other.)



I was raised to be a good wife.

Heeled. Hushed. Honorable.

I married well — a man from old money, whose family dinners felt like masquerades.
I dress in pearls.
I wear perfume that smells like roses and quiet apologies.
My heels click softly on the marble floor of a house I don’t own — even though my name is on every document.

I smile at the right times.
Kiss his cheek when guests arrive.
Say “darling” and “of course” and “I’m just tired” when he reaches for me in bed.

But some parts of me haven’t slept in years.



He was my husband’s friend.
Thick accent. Foreign.
White. From Amsterdam, I think. Or maybe Berlin.
Too forward. Too confident.

He kissed me on both cheeks when he arrived, but his hands lingered too long at my waist.
He called me "delicious," half-joking, as he poured himself a drink.
I laughed.

But something inside me clenched.

Not in fear.

In recognition.



The party blurred. Laughter, wine, glittering chandeliers.
People floated around me like ghosts.
But I kept looking at him — across the room — that man with no boundaries.

And he kept looking back.

When I passed him by the hallway, he brushed his fingers across the small of my back.

Too familiar. Too knowing.

I should’ve pulled away.

I didn’t.



He found me in the guest bathroom.
Door unlocked. Lights low.

“Thought you’d hide all night,” he said.

I meant to push him away.
Truly.

But his fingers were already sliding up my thigh — past the slit of my dress,
curling under my lace panties,
finding how wet I already was for him.

My breath hitched.

He smirked.
“You’ve been wanting this.”

I didn’t deny it.



He lifted me onto the marble counter.
My dress bunched around my hips.
My pearl necklace clinked softly as I arched back, thighs wide,
his mouth tasting me like it was a five-star meal he’d waited all his life for.

He was brutal with his tongue — slow, then sudden.
He moaned into my cunt like he lived there.
My heels knocked over the soap dish.

My lipstick smeared on the mirror.

He gripped my thighs so tight I bruised.

And I came — choking on my own gasp — hands clawing at his shoulders.

But he didn’t stop.



He stood.
Pulled his pants down just enough.
Pressed the head of his cock against my soaked, twitching opening.

I whispered, “We shouldn’t—”

He pushed inside anyway.

No condom. No guilt. No turning back.

I cried out — not in pain — in relief.

He stretched me wide.
Owned every inch.

The bathroom echoed with the sound of filth.
Of betrayal.

Of need.

He fucked me like I was his.
Like I’d always been his.

His hand around my throat.
His words in my ear:
“I’ll ruin you. Again. And again. Until your cunt forgets your husband’s name.”

I came.
Twice.



When we were done, I wiped the cum off my thighs with monogrammed guest towels.

I checked my lipstick.
Fixed my necklace.

He kissed my hand before walking out.

I waited five minutes.
Walked back into the party.

My husband handed me a glass of champagne.

I smiled.
Took a sip.

“You’re glowing,” he said.

“Just needed a moment to myself,” I lied.

But I was still leaking down my thighs.

And already imagining the next party.


CONFESSION #16: Jiwoo, 34 – The Housewife and Her English Lesson

(Korean. Married. Queens, NY. Soft-spoken in public. Raw-throated behind closed doors. Her body understands what her words can’t.)



I never meant to cheat.
But the loneliness was so loud, I started moaning in dreams.

I moved to New York two years ago —
Married my husband after a whirlwind courtship in Seoul.
He works in finance. Wears a Rolex. Smells like expensive soap and absence.

He leaves early.
Comes home late.
Kisses my cheek. Never my neck.

I spend my days cooking bulgogi and cleaning a spotless apartment.
Alone.
Quiet.
Longing.

My English is broken.
My body is not.



He was recommended by a neighbor.
“Very patient. Knows how to handle shy students.”

Ben.
Tall. White. Dark hair.
American smile — easy, confident. The kind of man who leans in when he listens.

Our first lessons were normal.
Textbooks. Flashcards.
Verbs, nouns, basic structure.

But then came the private lessons.
And the way he looked at my lips when I mispronounced “hungry.”
How he held my wrist when teaching me how to say “touch.”
And the heat in his eyes when I shyly asked,
“Can… you teach me bad words?”



He came on a Wednesday.

Rainy.
Slow.
I wore a simple dress — soft cotton, no bra.

I didn’t mean to…
But I wanted to see if he noticed.

He did.

We started with pronunciation.
“Th.” My hardest sound.

“Put your tongue here,” he said, touching his teeth.
“Then blow gently.”

He watched me try.
And fail.

Then he leaned in — warm breath on my lips —
and said,
“Want me to show you with my tongue?”



I didn’t answer.
I just opened my mouth.

Our kiss was quiet — deep — like we were drinking each other slowly.
His hands slid under my dress, fingers brushing the swell of my breasts.

“You’re not wearing—”
“No,” I whispered. “Too hot.”

He pulled me into his lap, my legs straddling him on the couch.
His cock was already hard. Pressed against my panties.

He looked up at me, breathless.

“Teach me,” I whispered in Korean, grinding against him.
He didn’t know the words.
But my hips said enough.



He carried me to the kitchen counter.
Laid me flat.
Pulled my panties aside and groaned when he saw how wet I already was.

He knelt.

“Let me teach your pussy how to say please.”

His tongue was patient.
Precise.
Fucking fluent.

He licked like a man writing poetry.
Slow strokes that curled my toes.
Then fast, desperate flicks that made me cry out,
“Yes, yes, oh God yes,” in the clearest English I’d ever spoken.

I came with his fingers inside me, his mouth soaked in my sin.



But he wasn’t done.

He stood.

Unzipped.

Pressed the head of his cock against my still-twitching entrance.

“No condom?” I asked, voice shaking.

“I want you to feel every word I can’t say.”

And he pushed in.

Raw. Deep. No apology.

The stretch. The heat. The pressure.
I gasped — mouth open, eyes wide — and clutched his arms as he started to move.

Slow at first.
Then faster.
Then brutal.

He fucked me like I was a lesson he had to teach hard to make it stick.

“Say my name,” he growled.

“B-Ben,” I moaned.

Louder.

“BEN—”

He drove deeper, cock hitting something inside me that made me tremble.

My orgasm hit like a wave — legs shaking, voice breaking.

And when he came inside me, thick and hot, filling me up with words I didn’t need to translate —
I kissed him like I belonged to him.

Just for a moment.



After, we sat on the couch.
His cum leaking down my thigh.
My dress wrinkled.
My heart racing.

He pulled out the flashcards again.

“New word,” he said with a smirk.
“Insatiable.”

I repeated it.
Mouth full of meaning.
Still hungry.

CONFESSION #17: Lea, 29 – The Housekeeper and Her Employer’s Hands

(Filipina. Migrant worker. Dubai. Quiet in the hallway. Loud when no one’s watching. She mops with grace — and gets undone on imported marble.)



I came here to work.

Left Cebu with two suitcases and a prayer.
Hired through an agency.
Assigned to a gated villa in Dubai — white stone, tall glass, always cold inside.

I cook. I clean. I polish their cutlery until I see my reflection in every spoon.
I’m “the help.” The girl in the uniform. The one who makes herself small.

But I watch.
I listen.

And I see how he looks at me when his wife isn’t home.



Mr. K——. British. Mid-40s. Fit. Stern.
Smells like oud and decisions.
His voice makes you stand straighter without knowing why.

He never said anything inappropriate.
Not really.

But sometimes…
When I passed him in the hall, his eyes dropped to my legs.

Or lingered on the sweat at the base of my neck when I was scrubbing the floors.

Sometimes, I’d bend over slower than necessary —
just to feel the heat of his stare on the back of my thighs.

I hated myself for wanting it.

But I still wanted it.



One afternoon, his wife left for Abu Dhabi.

He came home early.

I was mopping the corridor, hair tied up, shirt damp from work and the Dubai heat.
He didn’t say hello. Just stood there, watching.

Then:
“You missed a spot.”

He stepped closer.
Took the mop from my hand.
Dropped it to the floor.

I stood frozen.

His fingers grazed the sweat on my collarbone.
“You’re always glistening,” he murmured.

I wanted to run.
I didn’t.



He walked behind me.
Slid one hand around my waist.
The other between my thighs — over the thin cotton of my uniform skirt.

I gasped.
My body betrayed me — arching back, pressing into his touch.

His breath warmed my ear.

“Say stop.”

I didn’t.



He lifted my skirt.

Pulled my panties aside.

And slid his fingers between my folds — slow, like he was savoring it.

“You’re soaked.”

I was.

I’d been soaked since the first time he called me “Lea” instead of “the maid.”

He knelt behind me.
Pulled me down to all fours — palms pressed to the marble I’d just cleaned.

Then his mouth…
His mouth—

He licked me like I was dessert in a glass he wasn’t supposed to touch.

Tongue stroking slow figure-eights.
Sucking my clit like he needed it to breathe.

My thighs trembled.
I bit my lip so I wouldn’t scream.

And when he slid two fingers in and curled them just right—
I came, hard, dripping onto his hand, my knees slipping on polished stone.



He stood.
Undid his belt.

“You want to be more than help?”

I nodded.

He pulled me up by the hair.

Bent me over the hallway console.
My breasts pressed to the wood.
Cheek flat against the surface I’d just dusted.

He entered me raw.
Thick.
Slow.

Every inch a punishment.

A reward.

A violation.

A promise.

He fucked me like I was his property.
Like I’d been bought.
Owned.

My moans bounced off the villa’s high ceilings.

He wrapped his hand around my throat — just enough pressure to remind me how powerless I was…
and how much I wanted to be.

He whispered filth into my ear —
words I never learned in English class,
but that my cunt understood fluently.



He pulled out just before finishing.
Painted the small of my back with his release.
His cum warm on my skin, mixing with sweat and shame.

Then he tucked himself back in, adjusted his cufflinks, and walked away.

“Clean yourself up, Lea.”



I stood there.
Used the same cloth I’d dusted the shelf with to wipe him off my back.

And when I passed the mirror on the way back to my room…
I didn’t look away.

I looked.

And smiled.

CONFESSION #18: Simran, 40 – The Wife and Her Husband’s Friend

(Indian. Punjabi. Jacksonville, FL. Married. Gorgeous. Gym-toned curves. Especially that ass. Everyone notices. But only one man acts on it.)



My husband calls me his queen.
He buys me jewelry.
Books me spa days.
Tells his friends I “still look 25” after two kids and four decades.

They nod politely.
But one of them lingers when I walk away.

Jason.

His best friend since college.
Divorced. White. Ex-Marine.
Muscles that stretch the sleeves of his t-shirts.
Eyes like Florida storms — blue, wild, and always watching.

He comes over on Sundays to watch football.
Cracks jokes. Grills steaks. Drinks beer with my husband.

But when he hugs me hello…
his hand slides just a little too low on my back.
And I feel the heat of his stare
when I walk away in leggings that hug every curve of my ass.



I caught him once.

Staring.

I’d bent over to load the dishwasher.
Wearing a loose t-shirt and nothing underneath.

When I looked up, he was in the doorway.

His jaw clenched.
His eyes heavy.
Not ashamed. Not even pretending.

Just… waiting.

That night, I came while fingering myself in the laundry room —
biting down on a towel,
imagining his cock buried inside me instead of my husband’s.



It happened the next week.
My husband was out on a job — contractor gig out of town.

Jason stopped by to “drop off a package he forgot.”
I opened the door in gym shorts and a sports bra, still sweating from my workout.

“Shit,” he muttered when he saw me.

I smiled.
“Come in. Want some water?”



He followed me into the kitchen.

I knew what I was doing — hips swaying, ass bouncing just enough.
I reached for the water bottles on the top shelf, forcing a stretch.

Suddenly, I felt him behind me.
Close.
Big.

His voice low in my ear:
“Do you even know what you do to men, Simran?”

My breath caught.

Then his hands were on my waist.
Turning me.
Pressing me against the fridge.

His lips crashed into mine —
hungry, forceful, tasting like bourbon and years of held-back lust.



He lifted me onto the counter like I weighed nothing.
Pulled my shorts down, revealing the soaked fabric of my panties.

“I’ve dreamed about this ass for years.”

He kissed it. Bit it.
Then slid my panties aside, groaning when he saw how wet I already was.

“Fuck, you’re ready.”

He pulled a condom from his wallet —
fast, practiced, like he’d planned for this.

I spread my legs wide.
He slid inside me — thick, smooth, perfect.

The first thrust knocked a whimper from my throat.
The second made me grab his shoulders.

He gripped my hips and fucked me like he needed to prove a point —
that he could do what my husband couldn’t.

His hips slammed against my ass,
the slap of skin echoing through the kitchen.

And when I came — full body shaking, clenching tight around him —
he held me close, fucking through it until he filled the condom with a deep groan.



We stood there, panting.
My pussy twitching.
My mind racing.

He kissed my temple.
Pulled out.
Tied off the condom and tossed it in the trash.

“I’ve waited long enough,” he said.
“Next time, no barrier.”



I should’ve said no.
Should’ve ended it.

But two nights later, he texted:

“You home alone?”

I replied:

“Yes.”



He showed up in a black t-shirt, smelling like sweat and leather.

This time, he didn’t waste a second.

He bent me over the couch — pulled my leggings down, no panties underneath.
No words.

No condom.

He pushed inside raw — groaning at the heat, the slick, the wrongness of it.

I cried out.
It felt too good.
Too deep.
Too real.

He whispered filth in my ear while slamming into me.

“You’re mine now. You know that?”

I didn’t answer.

But my body did —
trembling, soaked, taking every inch of him like I’d been waiting my whole fucking life for it.

When he came inside me — no protection, just pulse and possession —
I let him.

I wanted him to.



He kissed my spine afterward.

Told me to keep pretending nothing happened.

“But this ass?” he said, smacking it once before leaving.
“It belongs to me now.”

And the worst part?

He’s right.


CONFESSION #19: Linh, 27 – The Waitress and the After-Hours Customer

(Vietnamese. Immigrant. Los Angeles. Sweet voice. Tight dress. Slippery boundaries. She serves more than food — if you ask the right way.)



I’ve worked in restaurants since I was 19.
First in Orange County, now in L.A.
Vietnamese fusion — fast, loud, family-owned.

Tight uniforms. Red lips. Fake smiles.

You learn quickly how to play the game.
Laugh at the regulars’ jokes.
Bend just enough when you’re clearing plates so the tips go up.
Smile like you’re honored, not exhausted.

Most men talk at me.
Few talk to me.

But this man?
He looked like he tasted women slowly.
Not like food. Like secrets.



He came in late — half hour before close.
Tall. White. Late 30s.
Beard. Sharp jaw.
Forearms thick under rolled sleeves.

He ordered a Tiger beer and shaking beef.
Voice low. No rush.

I could feel his eyes on me the whole time I walked away.
Not like a creep. Not like he was undressing me.

Like he knew I was already undressed under the uniform.

When I brought him his plate, he said,
“You move like you’ve danced before.”

I blinked.
Nervous laugh.

“Used to. A long time ago.”

He smiled.

“You still do. I can see it in your hips.”



Something clicked in my stomach.
Not fear. Not discomfort.

Permission.



He stayed after the restaurant emptied.
Said he was waiting for his ride.
Sat at the bar while I wiped down tables.

I reached for a glass up high.
My dress rode up slightly.

When I turned —
he was right behind me.

“You do that on purpose?” he asked, softly.

I didn’t answer.

He stepped closer.
His chest almost brushing my back.

“Tell me no,” he whispered.

I didn’t.



He kissed my neck.
Gentle at first.
Then with teeth.

I dropped the rag.
Turned and pulled him into me like I’d been waiting to come undone.

His hands were big. Strong. The kind that grip and lift and own.

He cupped my ass, growling,
“Been watching you since you walked in. Wanted to see how soaked you'd be once I got my hands on you.”

I moaned — soft, high, needy.
And he kissed me again — deeper this time, claiming my mouth the way I wished someone had years ago.



He pulled me into the kitchen.
Fluorescent lights buzzing. Stainless steel cold.

He pushed me up against the prep table.
Lifted my leg over his hip.
Pressed his thigh between mine.

I was already soaked.

He pulled my panties aside — didn’t bother taking them off — and slid two fingers in with no warning.

“So fucking wet,” he murmured.
“You serve all those men with this cunt dripping like this?”

I nodded.
Couldn’t speak.



He pulled out a condom —
tore it open with his teeth.
Rolled it on slow, watching me.

“You want it?”

I swallowed.
“Yes.”

“Say please.”

“…Please.”

He shoved in.

Deep.
Thick.
Stretching me open so full I gasped.

I gripped the table, knuckles white, legs trembling.

He fucked me like he’d been dreaming about it —
slow at first, then hard, harder, pounding into me with sweat dripping from his temples, jaw clenched, eyes locked on mine.

My orgasm built in waves —
tight, aching, finally breaking when he reached down and rubbed my clit while still driving into me.

I came shaking — moaning into his neck, thighs soaked.

He groaned, pulled out, and finished in the condom.
Full. Hot. Spent.



We stood there after.
Steam on the mirrors.
Cum dripping down my thigh where it’d leaked around the base.

He kissed my forehead.

Then said:

“You ever want a shift after hours... you call me.”



I still serve drinks.
Still smile.
Still wear the tight red dress.

But now, I bend slower.

And I think about him when I do.

CONFESSION #20: Mei, 39 – The Wife and the Man Next Door

(Chinese. Married. Bay Area. Reserved. Elegant. Her body obeys her husband — but she dreams in moans. Dreams that just came true.)



I married early.

Twenty-five, in Shanghai.
A good man. Quiet. Reliable. Safe.
We moved to California for his job. Bought a house in the suburbs.
We have two children. A mortgage. A lawn we both hate mowing.

On paper, everything is perfect.

But paper doesn’t know the weight of empty nights.

Of soft, careful kisses that never linger.

Of a husband who undresses out of habit — not hunger.



I started noticing the man next door last spring.
Eric.

White. Early 40s. Divorced.
Muscles tight under worn t-shirts. Forearms darkened by the sun.
He did his own yard work, shirtless, sweat glistening on his skin.

I always said I didn’t like men with tattoos.
Until I saw his back flex when he trimmed the hedges —
that black ink wrapping around his shoulder like a secret.

Sometimes I’d linger by the kitchen window.
Pretend to wash the same glass twice.



He caught me once.

Looking.

I flushed. Pretended to be checking the weather.

He just smiled.
That kind of smile that makes your thighs clench…
because you know he knows.



It started with small talk by the fence.
Weather. Garbage pickup. Garden pests.

Then one day, I dropped a bag of groceries and he helped me gather everything.
Our hands touched over a rolling apple.

“You always smell so fucking sweet,” he said, too low for anyone else to hear.

I didn’t correct him.



That Saturday, my husband took the kids to Chinese school.

I stayed home, claiming I needed to clean.
The moment they pulled out of the driveway, Eric texted:

“Still sweet, neighbor?”

Five minutes later, he was at my door.



I wore a silk robe. Thin. No bra. No panties.

He stepped inside, and the door wasn’t even closed before his hands were in my hair.

“Been thinking about this mouth for weeks.”

He kissed me — hard. Hot. Tongue deep, greedy.

I melted.

I’d forgotten what it felt like to be kissed like a sin.



He pushed me against the wall.
Opened the robe.
Growled when he saw my breasts — full, flushed, nipples already begging.

He sucked one into his mouth, biting gently, teasing with his tongue.

“Perfect fucking tits.”

I moaned. Loud.

My robe slid to the floor.

I was naked.
Bare.
Exposed.

He dropped to his knees.
Lifted one of my legs over his shoulder and buried his face between my thighs.

His tongue was divine.
Worshipful. Cruel.

He sucked, licked, circled my clit with a focus that made me shake.

And when I came — breathless, whimpering, hips grinding against his face —
he kept going.
Tasting all of it. All of me.



Then he stood.

Unzipped his jeans.

His cock sprang free — thick, flushed, already leaking.

He rolled on a condom, watching me with that same wild hunger.

“Get on the table.”

I obeyed.

He bent me over the dining table I’d once used to fold laundry.

Now it was for something filthier.

He slid into me from behind — slow, deep, claiming every inch.

“Fuck, you’re tight.”

I gasped.
Arched.

“Please don’t stop.”

He didn’t.

He grabbed my hips and fucked me —
hard, rhythmic, skin slapping skin, the table creaking beneath us.

I came twice — legs shaking, crying out in Mandarin without even realizing it.



After, he pulled out, tied off the condom, and tossed it.

But he wasn’t done.

“You need more.”

He lifted me onto the table.
Pulled me close.
And this time — no condom.

He pushed back in, raw, bare, intimate.

I gasped — not just from the stretch,
but from the truth of it:

I wanted it.

I wanted him to come inside me.
To mark me.

To make me feel like someone’s fucking woman again.



He came hard — groaning, gripping my thighs.
Filled me deep.

And I let it happen.



I showered after.

Cleaned the table.
Folded laundry.
Put on lipstick.

By the time my family came home, I was in the kitchen, smiling.

Dinner ready.

House spotless.

Pussy still sore.


CONFESSION #21: Aiko, 38 – The Wife and the Man Her Husband Watched Take Her

(Japanese. Tokyo-born. New York transplant. Quiet. Graceful. Deeply, painfully wet. Her body obeys… until it doesn’t.)



My name is Aiko.

I’ve lived in New York for 12 years.
Married for 10.

My husband is kind.
Loyal. Brilliant.
A good man.

But in bed?

He hasn’t touched me in 11 months.



He says it’s stress.
Work. Exhaustion. Shame in his own body.
And I believe him.

But I’m still a woman.

I still ache.

My breasts still throb under silken blouses.
My thighs still clench at night.
And my pussy?
It still remembers how to beg — even if I don’t say a word.



Six weeks ago, I told him.

“If you can’t touch me… I’ll find someone who can.”

He looked at me.

Paused.

Then, almost whispering:

“Just let me watch.”



The first time, I was nervous.

We invited someone my husband met through a private online forum.
A white man. 43. Former rugby player. Broad. Blunt. Rough.

We met at a quiet hotel in Tribeca.
The lights were low.
The air smelled like roses and sex.

My husband sat in the chair across from the bed.

Fully clothed.

Silent.

Watching.



The stranger — Jack — kissed me like he was thirsty.
Like my mouth was a glass of cold water after years in the desert.

He undressed me slowly.
His hands confident, calloused.
Not careful — craving.

My bra fell away.
My breasts bounced free, nipples already tight, already begging.

“Beautiful fucking body,” he growled.

Then looked at my husband.

“You let this go untouched for a year?”

No response.

Just silence.

Eyes wide.
Watching.



He bent me over the edge of the bed.
Slid my panties down.

I was dripping.
Already.

My thighs trembled when he slid two fingers through the wet heat of me.

“She’s soaked,” he said, smiling darkly.
“You watching this?”

My husband nodded.
His pants tight at the front.



Jack rolled on a condom.
Pushed the thick head of his cock against my slit.

“You ready, sweetheart?”

I nodded.

He thrust in deep.

The stretch was intense.
Full.
Shocking.

I cried out.

My husband flinched — but didn’t stop us.

He watched as another man fucked me from behind —
his wife of 10 years, bent over, gasping, moaning in Japanese.

Jack gripped my hair.

“She likes it rough, doesn’t she?”



I came hard.
Shaking.
Cunt clenching around the cock of a man I didn’t know —
while my husband watched, hand trembling over his clothed lap.

Jack pulled out.

“I want to see her take it raw next time.”



The next time came two weeks later.

Same hotel.

No condom.

I’d shaved. Perfumed. Worn a pale pink silk dress.

My husband opened the door for him.

Didn’t say a word.



Jack threw me onto the bed.
Lifted my dress.

My pussy was already glistening.

He didn’t even ask.

He pushed in — raw, thick, bare.

My back arched.

The feeling…
God — it was overwhelming.
Nothing between us.

Every inch of him slick with me.

My husband sat just feet away — red-faced, hard in his trousers, silent as I was bred in front of him.



Jack whispered in my ear:

“I’m going to come inside you. While your husband watches. You want that?”

I nodded.
Tears in my eyes.

From shame.
From surrender.
From relief.



He held me down as he came.
Deep.
Hot.
Spilling into me, no hesitation.

I moaned like a whore.

And I didn’t care.



My husband walked over afterward.
Kissed my forehead.
Held my hand.

“You were beautiful,” he said.

And in that moment — I knew:

This was love, too.


CONFESSION #22: Diah, 35 – The Wife and the Night That Broke Her

(Indonesian. Jakarta-born. Married. Paris transplant. Always covered. Always watched. But inside — soaking. Silent. Starved.)



My name is Diah.
I married well.

He’s a diplomat — Javanese. Educated. Gentle.
We moved to Paris two years ago.
A beautiful flat in the 16th arrondissement. High ceilings. Quiet wallpaper. Rules.

I spend my days arranging flowers. Cooking. Pretending not to be lonely.

I’m 35.

My body hasn’t been touched like a woman’s in nearly three years.



My husband is kind.
But the kind of man who closes the bedroom door with soft apologies.
He says I’m beautiful — but in a removed way.

As if I’m a painting he’s afraid to smudge.

But my body is not art.
It is hunger.

My breasts ache when I brush past certain fabrics.
My thighs press together at the smallest look.
And between my legs?

I’m always just a moment from wet.



I met him in a language exchange group.
Adrien.

French. 38. Not conventionally handsome — but dangerous.
Sharp stubble. Big hands. Deep voice. That slouch of men who’ve sinned and liked it.

He corrected my French once —
then leaned close and whispered:
“Your lips say the words better than your mouth does.”

I flushed.
Looked away.

He didn’t.

He kept watching me.
Like he already knew how I moaned.



He asked to walk me home once.
I said no.

He said, “Then tell me to stop thinking about your thighs in that skirt.”

I didn’t.



One night, my husband left for Geneva.
A political conference.

I texted Adrien.

“Come.”

He replied:

“You sure?”

“Yes.”

But I wasn’t.

Not until I saw him at the door.

And all my guilt melted into heat.



I wore a simple dress. Modest neckline. No bra.
My nipples already hard under the cotton.

He kissed me the moment the door closed.
No words. Just claiming.

Tongue deep. Hands urgent.

He pushed me against the wall, grabbed my face in both hands, and growled:

“You’ve been thinking about this every time your husband touched your cheek instead of your pussy.”

I whimpered.

I didn’t say yes.

But I didn’t say no.



He lifted my skirt.
Found me bare underneath.

“You little liar,” he hissed.
“You were waiting for me to ruin you.”

His fingers brushed my slit —
already soaked, swollen, desperate.

He dropped to his knees.

Ate me like he owned me.
Tongue slow at first. Circling. Teasing.
Then fast, furious. Devouring.

I held the wall.
I moaned in Bahasa.
I came so hard my legs gave out.



He lifted me in his arms.

Carried me to the couch.
Laid me back like an offering.
Unbuckled his belt.

His cock was thick, flushed, angry.

He rolled on a condom.
Kissed the inside of my knee.

“No more pretending.”

Then he thrust in.

I screamed.



He filled me all the way.
Stretched me open with one deep, brutal stroke.

“Tight little wife pussy,” he groaned.
“You missed this, didn’t you?”

I nodded — sobbing from the shame. From the need.

He fucked me with his whole body.

Thrusts so deep the couch creaked.
His hips slapping against mine.
My dress bunched around my waist.

I came again, harder.

My pussy clenching around him. Milking him. Drenched.

He pulled out just before finishing.
Came on my belly — thick, hot, claiming.

“Next time,” he panted, “I’m filling your cunt. Condom or not.”



I showered.
Put lotion on.
Braided my hair.

By the time my husband called from Geneva,
I was in bed with the lights off.

Voice calm.

“Yes, sayang. Everything’s quiet here.”

But my pussy still pulsed.

And my thighs were still sticky.


CONFESSION #23: Soojin, 37 – The Wife and the Heat in a Cold City

(Korean. Seoul-born. Married. Lives in Hamburg. Always polite. Always restrained. Until she lets someone else's fingers find out what her husband forgot.)



We moved to Germany for my husband’s work.

Software. Long hours. Quiet dinners.
I left Seoul behind — the market chatter, my friends, my mother’s soups —
and followed him to Hamburg, where the sky is gray more often than not.

The apartment is beautiful.
Tall windows. Clean lines. White everything.
It looks like no one lives there.

Sometimes, I feel the same.



At first, we made love every week.
Then every two weeks.
Then… nothing.

He’s kind. Still.
He kisses my forehead. Buys me flowers from Rewe.
But he doesn’t look at me anymore.
Not the way I crave.

And my body?
She remembers.

She reminds me.



The man downstairs is different.
Lukas.
German. 41. Former athlete. Now a personal trainer.
Shaved head. Wide shoulders. Deep laugh.

He flirts without shame.
Tells me I smell like “a place he wants to wake up in.”
Sometimes he says it in broken Korean, just to make me blush.

I pretend I don’t hear.

But I do.



One evening, my husband got called into the office.
Quarter-end crisis. Gone till morning.

The radiator wasn’t working.

I texted Lukas:

“Would you mind checking the heat upstairs?”

He replied:

“Of course. I’ll bring my hands.”

I should’ve said no.

But my pussy was already warm before he even knocked.



He came in wearing a hoodie, sweat clinging to his neck.

I offered tea.

He declined.

Instead, he touched my wrist as I passed him the cup.

I froze.

He leaned in.

“If you tell me no, I’ll leave.”

I didn’t.



He kissed me.
Hard.
Not soft like my husband’s careful lips.

His mouth took.

I gasped into it.
Clung to his arms.
Moaned when he pressed me against the kitchen wall and grabbed my ass through my leggings.

“You’ve been wanting this,” he whispered, voice thick.

I nodded.
Desperate.



He lifted me onto the counter.
Pulled my leggings down.
No panties.

His eyes darkened.

“You’re wet already.”

He dropped to his knees.
Started licking me with slow, lazy hunger — like he had all night.

His tongue circled my clit.
Dipped inside me.
Made me cry out in Korean.

I came hard — thighs clamped around his head, fingers in his scalp, body shaking.

But he didn’t stop.

“Let me taste everything your husband forgot.”



He stood.

Undid his jeans.

His cock — thick, veiny, flushed — stood proud.

“Tell me you want it raw.”

My head was spinning.

“I… I can’t.”

He paused.

Then pulled out a condom from his wallet.

“Then I’ll make you want it next time.”



He bent me over the dining table.

The same one my husband eats rice and kimchi on.

Lukas slid in — deep, wide, stretching me open with one slow, brutal thrust.

“Fuck,” he groaned.
“You’re tight. You miss this cock, huh?”

I moaned.
Nodded.
Clutched the table.

He grabbed my hips.
Fucked me hard.

Each slap of skin echoing off the glass windows.
My breasts bouncing with every thrust.

“Tell me how long it’s been,” he grunted.

“Almost a year,” I whispered.

“Then take all of it.”



I came twice.

The second time so intense I bit into my own wrist to stay quiet.

Lukas held me close.
Thrust once more.
Came with a low growl, filling the condom.

Then kissed my shoulder.

“I’m going to ruin you next time.”



When he left, I cleaned up.
Showered.
Put on soft clothes.

My husband came home at 2am.

Kissed my cheek.
Said, “Thanks for waiting.”

But he didn’t ask why the house still smelled like Lukas’s cologne.

And I didn’t tell him.


CONFESSION #24: Nancy, 41 – The Wife and the Contractor

(Sri Lankan. Colombo-born. Suburban USA. Married. Polished. Pristine. Until a man with calloused hands and a dirty mouth left her dripping over polished floors.)



I was raised to be good.

My amma taught me how to walk with my ankles together.
How to speak softly.
How to never let my voice rise, even when my body wanted to scream.

I got married at 25.
Moved from Colombo to Virginia.
Bought a house. Had two children. Learned how to fold bedsheets the American way.

My husband works in logistics.
Always in meetings. Always on calls.
He doesn’t cheat.
He doesn’t beat.
But he hasn’t touched me in months.

He kisses my forehead.
Not my neck.

He rubs my back.
Not my thighs.



So when the ceiling in our guest room started leaking,
and I hired a contractor to come inspect it while my husband was out of town…

I wasn’t planning on letting another man rearrange my insides.

But I didn’t stop it either.



His name was Nathan.
White. Late 30s.
Blue eyes. Big hands. Dirty boots.
That kind of sweat-and-sawdust man who knows what he's doing — with tools and women.

The first time he came over, he smelled like leather and cold air.

“I’ll need access to your attic,” he said, his gaze dipping just slightly below my collarbone.

I was wearing a house dress. No bra.
I told myself it was because of the heat.



While he worked, I made him tea.

He drank it slowly, watching me over the rim of the mug.

“Your husband home?”

I swallowed.
“Not today.”

He held my gaze.
Then smiled.

“Good.”



The next visit, he brought tools.
But he never touched them.

He walked into the kitchen.
I was slicing papaya.
Juice on my fingers. My lips.

He took the knife from my hand.
Set it down.

“You’ve been wet for me since I walked in, haven’t you?”

I froze.

Then… nodded.



He didn’t ask permission.

He just grabbed me — turned me around, bent me over the kitchen island.

Pulled my dress up to my waist.
Groaned when he saw the line of my lace panties cutting into my hips.

“You have the kind of ass that ruins men.”

His hand smacked it.
Hard.

I gasped.
Bent lower.
My cunt already dripping through my panties.



He yanked them down.

Dropped to his knees.

And then… oh god.

He licked me like he’d paid for the privilege.
Like he was starving.
Tongue slow, then fast, then brutal.

My knees nearly buckled.
I moaned in Sinhala without meaning to.
“Oh god—taena meya—”
(There… right there…)

He didn’t stop.
Didn’t slow down.

He devoured me until I came — hard, shaking, juice and slick soaking my thighs.



Then he stood.

Unbuckled.

His cock — long, thick, veined — bobbed forward.

He slid on a condom.
Looked me dead in the eyes.

“You want this?”

I nodded.

“Say it.”

“…Please. I want it.”

He pushed in.

DEEP.



The stretch made me cry out.
He filled me slow at first, letting me feel every inch.

Then faster.
Harder.
Until I was slapping back against him, hips rocking, breasts bouncing, voice breaking.

The sound of his cock pounding into my married cunt filled the kitchen.

He leaned over, growled into my ear:

“This pussy’s mine now. Your husband ever fucked you like this?”

I didn’t answer.

I couldn’t.



He bent me forward until my cheek pressed to the marble countertop.

Then he wrecked me.

Hard, deep, rough.
Pulling my hair.
Smacking my ass.

I came again — stars behind my eyes, body convulsing.

He pulled out, ripped off the condom, and came all over my back.

“Next time, I’m fucking you raw.”



I wiped it off with a kitchen towel.
Straightened my dress.
Put the papaya away.

When my husband called, I answered sweetly.

“Yes, darling. The contractor fixed everything.”

He had.

And made a mess I hope never gets cleaned.


CONFESSION #25: Marissa, 40 – The Wife and the Houseguest

(Filipina. Manila-born. Married. New York. Generous smile. Tighter body than she lets on. Her husband’s intern came to learn — but left with her on his tongue.)



I’ve been married 14 years.

To a good man.
Kind. Honest. Professional.

He still kisses me goodnight.
Still calls me beautiful.
But it’s been a year since he last really touched me.

Not just the Sunday-morning roll-over kind.

I mean grip-my-hips, bite-my-neck, make-me-come-until-I-shake kind.

He’s too tired. Too busy. Too… careful.



So when he asked if Ryan, his new intern, could stay with us for a few months —
to save money while working in the city —
I said yes.

Polite. Gracious.

Even when Ryan walked in with tight jeans and wide shoulders.
Even when he called me “Miss Marissa,” with that shy little smirk.

Even when I caught him watching me as I pulled laundry from the dryer in my robe —
eyes locked on the way it clung to my ass when I bent down.



I started leaving my bedroom door open when I changed.

I told myself it was just air flow.

I stopped wearing a bra around the house.

I told myself it was just hot.

But the truth was simpler:

I wanted him to want me.



One night, my husband had a dinner with clients.
I made dinner for Ryan — grilled chicken, rice, adobo, just like home.

We ate together at the kitchen island.
He laughed. Told me my food was better than his mother’s.

I swatted his arm.
Smiled.
Blushed harder than I should have.

He stood to rinse his plate, leaned close, and whispered:

“Do you like it when I stare at you, Miss Marissa?”

I froze.

Then whispered:

“Yes.”



He kissed me.

Right there.
In my kitchen.
With dishes still in the sink.

It wasn’t sweet.

It was hungry.

His hands gripped my waist.
My ass.
Pressed me against the fridge until I could feel his cock hard against my stomach.

I whimpered.

He pulled back, just long enough to say:

“Bedroom. Now.”



I took his hand.

Led him upstairs like I was guiding sin itself.

My husband’s wedding photo stared at me from the hallway wall.

I didn’t stop.



In the bedroom, Ryan shut the door.
Locked it.

I stood there — breathing hard, robe clinging to me.

He untied it slowly.

Let it fall.

No panties.
No bra.

His eyes widened.

“Holy fuck.”

He grabbed my breasts — soft, warm, aching for his mouth.

He sucked them like he’d starved for years.
Teeth scraping, tongue circling, hands everywhere.

I was already dripping.

He knelt.

Lifted one of my legs onto his shoulder.

“Been dying to taste you.”

And then he did.



His tongue slid through my folds like he belonged there.
Slow at first. Gentle. Reverent.

Then rougher — faster.
Circling my clit until I moaned louder than I’d ever dared in my own home.

My legs trembled.

I came in his mouth —
loud, raw, shaking.

He didn’t stop until I pulled his hair and begged.



He stood.

Dropped his jeans.

His cock — hard, flushed, big — slapped against his stomach.

“Do you want it?”
“Say it, Miss Marissa.”

I whispered:

“I want your cock. Please.”



He rolled on a condom.
But looked me in the eyes:

“Next time. Bare.”

Then he pushed in.

I screamed.

He was thick. Deep.
My pussy stretched around him, soaked and aching and finally filled.

He started slow — hips grinding, cock dragging against every nerve ending inside me.

Then faster.

Harder.

Hands on my hips.
My ass bouncing with every thrust.

He fucked me like a man possessed —
like he wanted to ruin the memory of my husband inside me.

And maybe… I wanted that too.



I came again — back arched, nails clawing his shoulders, thighs trembling.

He pulled out and came in the condom — groaning against my neck, cock pulsing.

We collapsed into silence.

Sweaty.
Breathless.
Wrecked.



When my husband came home later that night, I was in bed.
Hair damp. Skin warm.

He kissed my cheek.

“You smell nice,” he said.

I smiled.

“Must be the adobo.”

But Ryan was downstairs.

And I was still leaking into the sheets.


CONFESSION #26: Vandana, 39 – The Wife and the Man Her Husband Pays to Ruin Her

(Indian. Malayali. Boston. Married. Respected. Pristine in public. But behind their townhome doors, she spreads her legs while her husband watches her get fucked.)



My name is Vandana.
I teach literature at a private girls’ school in Cambridge.
I bake. I dress modestly. I speak Malayalam at home.
I wear long skirts and smile politely at neighbors during the school run.

Most people think I’m shy.

They don’t know that every time I close the bedroom door,
I kneel between my husband’s legs…
and whisper about wanting another man’s cock inside me.

While he watches.



It started with a joke.
A whispered fantasy while drunk on wine.
I said:

“Would you watch me fuck someone else?”

He looked at me for a long time.

Then said:

“Only if I get to pick the man.”



He found Jay through a private app.

White. 42. Personal trainer.
Tattooed forearms.
Big cock. Bigger ego.

He came over on a Saturday.

I answered the door in a silk robe.
Nothing underneath.
Hair down. Lipstick on.

My husband stood behind me — fully clothed. Silent.

Jay looked at me like he already owned my cunt.

And I wanted to be owned.



I sat on the edge of the couch.

Jay came closer.

My husband poured him a whiskey.
Then sat in the corner chair — hands on his knees. Watching.

Jay ran his thumb across my lips.

“He’s really going to let me fuck you?”

I nodded.

He unzipped.
Thick. Heavy. Already hard.

I dropped to my knees.

And sucked him slow.



I made eye contact with my husband — as my lips slid down another man’s cock.

His jaw was tight.
But he didn’t stop me.

He watched as I gagged.
Spit dripping from my chin.
Jay groaning as I stroked him with both hands, twisting, moaning like a woman starved.

I swallowed him until my throat hurt.

Then Jay yanked me up.

“Time to fuck you like your husband can’t.”



He bent me over the coffee table.

Pushed my robe up.

“No panties?” he laughed.

“You’re such a fucking whore.”

I looked back at my husband. Stunned. Aroused.

He just nodded.

“She is,” he said quietly.



Jay slid on a condom.

And fucked me hard.

Each thrust knocked the air out of my lungs.
The sound of his cock pounding into my soaking cunt filled the living room.

My tits bounced with every slap of his hips.

“Tight little Indian pussy,” he groaned.
“Bet your husband’s never made you come like this.”

He was right.



I looked over at my husband.
His pants were tented.
His hands still. Eyes wide.

I moaned louder.

I wanted him to hear it all.
The way Jay’s cock filled me.
How my body shook every time he hit that spot deep inside.

Jay grabbed my throat.

“Say it. Say who fucks you better.”

“…You do,” I gasped.

“Louder.”

“You do!”



I came so hard I collapsed onto the table.

But Jay didn’t stop.

He fucked me until I came again — crying, begging, twitching.

Then pulled out.
Tore off the condom.

And finished on my ass.

Hot. Sticky. Marking me.



My husband brought me a towel.
Wiped me gently.

“Did you like it?” he asked softly.

I kissed his cheek.

“Next time,” I whispered, “he fucks me raw.”

He nodded.

“I’ll schedule it.”

CONFESSION #27: Liying, 36 – The Hotwife and the Suitor Her Husband Let In

(Chinese. Shanghai-born. Married. Lives in a glass-wrapped Manhattan condo. Graceful. Discreet. Her husband holds her hand — while another man spreads her open.)



I met my husband in grad school.

We were both driven. Disciplined. Clean-cut.

We built a life in New York.
Him in private equity. Me in design.
We had dinner parties. Pilates memberships. A golden retriever.

We looked like success.

But what no one knew — not even my closest friends —
was that when we closed the bedroom door?

He never took control.

He asked permission to touch me.
Asked if I was “ready.”
Came too fast. Never looked me in the eyes.

And slowly… quietly…
I stopped coming.



One night, I told him the truth.

That I wanted to be fucked by someone else.
Not secretly. Not in shame.
But with him watching.

He went silent.

Then said:

“Do I get to choose the man?”



We chose Ethan.

American. 40. Ivy League-educated. Tattooed hands.
Big. Blond. Sharp jaw. A smile that says he’s used to taking what he wants.

He knew what I was.

A wife.
An offering.
A good girl who wanted to be ruined in front of the man she married.



He came over one Friday evening.

Dinner was already cleared.
The lights were dim.
My husband poured whiskey. Sat in the leather chair by the window.

I stood by the kitchen island, wearing a black silk robe.
Underneath: nothing but bare, perfumed skin.

Ethan walked over. Looked me up and down.
Then looked at my husband.

“You sure?”

My husband nodded.

“She needs it.”



Ethan stepped behind me.
His hands slid down my waist.
Lower.

“You’re already wet, aren’t you?”

I gasped when his fingers found me.
Slid between my thighs.

“Fucking soaked,” he growled.
“How long have you been needing this?”

My husband sat quietly.
Watching.



Ethan spun me around.
Lifted me onto the counter.

Pulled the robe open.

My nipples were already hard.
Breasts heaving.
Heart racing.

He leaned in.
Sucked one into his mouth, biting gently.

“You going to be a good little wife and let me fuck you in front of him?”

I nodded.
Voice trembling:

“Yes.”



He dropped his pants.

No teasing.

Just his cock — thick, flushed, veiny — slapping against my thigh.

“She ever suck you like this?” Ethan asked, stroking it.

I dropped to my knees.

And took him in.



I moaned around his shaft.

Licked him slow, then deep.
Hands working his base.
Tongue swirling.

My husband shifted in his chair.
Hands clenched.
Breath shallow.

I looked up at Ethan.

He smirked.

“Don’t swallow tonight. I want him to see it all.”

I nodded.



He pulled me up, laid me back on the rug.
Lifted my legs.
Spit on his cock.

“Last chance to back out.”

I spread wider.

“Fuck me.”



He pushed in.

Deep.
No hesitation.

I screamed.
The stretch. The fullness.
It was more than my husband ever gave me.

My hands clawed at the floor.
My body welcomed him.

“You feel that?” he grunted.
“That’s what your pussy’s been missing.”



He fucked me hard.
Fast.
No sweetness. No care.

Just hips slamming. Skin slapping.
His cock driving into me like he owned me.

And my husband?

Still watching.

Hard now. Silent.
One hand pressed to his crotch.



I came once.

Then again.

Legs shaking.
Voice gone.
Juices dripping onto the rug.

Ethan pulled out.
Tore off the condom.

Stroked himself over my belly.

“Beg for it.”

“Please,” I whispered.
“Come on me.”

He did.

Hot. Sticky. Claiming.



My husband brought me a warm towel.
Kissed my cheek.

Held me as I shook.

Later that night…
he fucked me gently.
Tears in his eyes.

And I came from his touch —
for the first time in years.

CONFESSION #28: Haejin, 38 – The Wife and the Boy Who Made Her Moan in Her Mother Tongue

(Korean. Seoul-born. Married. Manhattan. She serves green tea with two hands — but when her robe hits the floor, she begs in Korean while her husband’s intern fucks her breathless.)



I used to think I had everything.

A husband who treated me with respect.
A beautiful condo on the Upper West Side.
Pilates. Korean skincare. Homemade dinners.

Every Friday night, my husband and I would curl up on the couch and watch something together.
Usually Korean shows. The romantic ones, the action ones. Even Zombie flicks.

I remember how he held my hand during the violent scenes.

But never touched my thigh.
Never kissed my neck.

Even while I sat there — wet, aching, half-drunk on red wine —
he never reached under my dress.



After the season finale of a sappy and sexually driven K-drama, he turned to me and said,
“Want dessert?”

I said yes.

But I didn’t mean fruit.

I meant:
Bend me over the couch and fuck me like you’ll die if you don’t.

But he brought out strawberries.



A few weeks later, we had a guest.

Noah — 24. White. Reddish-brown hair. Fair skin, almost pink.
My husband’s intern. Staying in the city.
A bit arrogant. Wore cologne too strong.
But when he smiled at me… my stomach fluttered.
He looked like a younger, sharper Ed Sheeran — if Ed Sheeran spent more time in the gym.

He flirted gently at first.
Thanked me too often. Complimented my tofu stew.
Called me “Miss Haejin” in that teasing way that made my nipples tighten.

A week earlier, I’d walked into the living room late at night. Noah was on the couch, scrolling his phone. My husband sat beside him, half-listening, nodding absently at something work-related.
I tried to join the conversation, but my husband barely looked up. As usual TV was on, something on Prime Video. Noah and I watched and even laughed together at few scenes. My husband didn’t acknowledge when I asked him to watch a particular scene.  Noah did.
His eyes lingered when I bent to pick up a glass, and he smiled — small, knowing.

.



One night, my husband went to Jersey for a weekend golf retreat.
Noah stayed behind to “house-sit” and feed the dog.

It was late.
We both sat on the couch.

I wore a soft navy robe. No bra.
He wore sweatpants. And a hard-on he wasn’t hiding well.

“Want to watch something?” I asked.  I was surprised to know that he loves Korean shows.

We put on a K-drama.

But we weren’t watching.



Halfway through the episode, I turned to get the remote.
My robe shifted.

His eyes dropped to the side of my breast.
Lingered.

And then he said:

“I can’t stop thinking about the way you look when you’re annoyed.”

I blinked.

“Excuse me?”

He leaned in.
“When your husband talks over you at dinner. I want to see how your mouth looks around something else.”

My breath caught.

I should’ve told him to leave.

Instead…
I parted my robe — just a little.

He reached out.
Brushed his knuckles over my nipple.

It pebbled instantly.

“Jesus…” he whispered.
“Can I taste you?”



I let him.

He lowered his mouth.

Sucked gently.
Then harder.
His tongue circled my nipple until I gasped:

“아… 젠장…”
(Ah... fuck...)

He looked up at me.
Smiled.

“I want to make you say that again.”



He dragged the robe off my shoulders.

I sat there, fully exposed, thighs damp, breath shaking.

He dropped to his knees.

Opened my legs.

“Miss Haejin…” he whispered.
“You’re soaked.”

And then he started licking me.



His tongue was greedy.
Exploring. Flicking.
Deliberate.

I clutched the back of his head as he made me come with his mouth alone.

“하… 하… 계속 해줘… 제발…”
(Ha... ha... don’t stop… please…)

He didn’t.



Then he stood.

Dropped his pants.

His cock was thick. Smooth. Flushed red at the tip.

He stroked it slowly in front of me.

“You want me inside you?”

I whispered:

“응… 나 좀 박아줘…”
(Yes... fuck me…)



He pushed me onto the couch.
Rolled on a condom.
Lined himself up.

“Tell me how tight you are.”

But I couldn’t speak.

Because when he slid in — deep, thick, unrelenting —
I moaned so loudly I slapped my hand over my mouth.

He grabbed my wrists.
Pinned them above my head.

“Let your husband hear this next time.”



He fucked me hard.

His hips snapping into mine.
Balls slapping against my ass.

My thighs quaked.
My nails dug into the cushions.

He kissed me rough.
And I whispered between moans:

“이런 거 처음이야…”
(I’ve never had it like this…)



I came.
Once. Then again.
Full-body, twitching, wrecked.

He pulled out.
Tore off the condom.

“On your tongue, or your tits?”

“가슴에…”
(On my tits…)

He stroked.
Groaned.

And came all over my chest — hot, thick, dripping down my collarbone.



After, I sat in the kitchen — still naked, robe forgotten.

He handed me water.

And said:

“You don’t need dramas. You need this every weekend.”

He wasn’t wrong.


CONFESSION #29: Meilin, 34 – The Night My Husband Discovered American Power (and Couldn't Look Away)

(Chinese. Married. New York. A quiet wife, a proud husband, and one American who proved “superpower” is best measured between her thighs.)



I was already tipsy when the teasing started.
Wine always hits different after fish hotpot and sharp conversation — and tonight, the conversation was sharper than usual.

My Chinese husband, Wei, had invited his American colleague Jesse for dinner. They’d been working on some startup launch, and it seemed only natural to welcome the “foreign friend” with food, drinks, and debate.

As the plates emptied and the bottles drained, the conversation drifted from tech and politics… to something more primal.

“China’s a rising superpower,” Wei declared proudly, swirling his baijiu like a diplomat.
“America’s still the biggest player,” Jesse countered, grinning, cocky, his blue eyes sharp in the candlelight.
“Bigger doesn’t mean stronger.”
“It’s not just about strength.” Jesse winked. “It’s about… presence.”



I should’ve stopped them. Should’ve changed the topic.

But I didn’t.

Because by then, I’d already noticed how Jesse was looking at me.
Not like my husband did — not with quiet familiarity.
Jesse looked at me like I was the dessert. Like I was the prize in this silly geopolitical pissing contest.

And somewhere in me… something opened.

I crossed my legs slower than necessary.
I laughed a little too easily.
I touched Jesse’s wrist when I refilled his glass, and I saw how his breath caught.

Wei missed it all. Or maybe… he just didn’t want to see.



By midnight, Wei threw his hands up with a half-laugh and stood.
“Enough politics. I sleep. You two can keep fighting.”

He shuffled off in slippers, yawning, muttering something about global fatigue. The bedroom door clicked shut.

The moment it did, the air changed.

Jesse leaned closer.
“So…”
His voice was low.
“…which side are you on?”



I didn’t answer.
I took a slow sip of wine, let it trickle past my lips, down my throat — and let my robe fall open just enough.

Jesse’s eyes dropped.
No pretense. No apology.

His hand reached across the table, brushed my knee. I didn’t flinch.
Instead, I let my legs part. Just slightly.
An invitation.
A dare.

I don’t remember who stood first — but suddenly we were both up, kissing like enemies making peace through fire. His hands were everywhere. My hips. My thighs. My ass.

And mine?
I was clawing at his belt before we’d even left the dining room.

He pressed me against the wall, mouth hot on my neck, his fingers sliding under my robe to find me soaked and trembling.
“Jesus…” he whispered, voice cracking.
“This is what diplomacy feels like?” I gasped.



I was bent over the dining table, elbows braced against the lacquered wood, hair tangled, robe bunched around my waist.

Jesse was deep inside me, fucking me with the kind of urgency you only get when something is too wrong to stop. His hips slammed into me, table shaking beneath us.

And that’s when I heard it.

The soft creak of a door.
Slippers shuffling on wood.

I froze —
So did Jesse —
But he didn’t pull out.

Wei stood there.
Sleepy. Silent. Then slowly blinking into full awareness.

His eyes went from me, to Jesse, to the wine bottle still sweating on the table.

And then —
He smirked.
“Ah. I see.”
His voice was calm. His humor always sharpest when danger hung in the air.
He looked at Jesse, then at me.
“So this is… American power.”

The words sank into me like heat.
My cunt clenched around Jesse, dragging a groan from him as his cock pulsed deeper.
I gasped — half in shame, half in bliss — because Wei was right there, naming it, watching me take another man inside me.

Jesse slammed forward again. The table rattled. My breasts pressed to the lacquered wood. I tried to speak — to defend myself, to laugh it off — but all that came out was a broken cry.

It was delicious. Too delicious.
Being caught. Being named. Being owned by both of them in different ways.

My body betrayed me, hips rolling back into Jesse’s thrusts even as my husband’s eyes stayed fixed on the place where I was split open for another man.



Jesse didn’t miss a beat.
“Want a closer look?”
He drove into me again, harder, making me cry out.

Wei didn’t move.
But I saw it.
His pajama pants bulged. The fabric twitched.

He was getting hard.

From watching.
From seeing his wife moaning around another man’s cock — his rival, no less.

I couldn’t hold back the laugh that bubbled up between gasps.
“Don’t worry…” I panted.
“…the Chinese… rises too. Just slower.”

Wei chuckled, stepping forward just enough to watch.
Hands folded. Expression unreadable.

But his eyes were glued to Jesse’s cock sliding in and out of me.
And to the way I started to tremble, begging in Mandarin as my orgasm crested.

“不要停…操我…操我…快点…”
(“Don’t stop… fuck me… fuck me… faster…”)



I collapsed on the table, Jesse still pulsing inside me, one hand tangled in my hair, the other gripping my hip like he owned me.

Wei?
He finally stepped closer.

Bent down.
Kissed my temple.
And whispered:
“Tell me when it’s China’s turn to… ‘emerge.’”

I laughed — dazed, breathless, utterly wrecked.

“Only when teased,” I whispered.
“…and threatened.”

The room was quiet in the aftermath — except for the sound of my own breathing and the slow drip of sweat tracing down my back.
Jesse still had his hands on me, possessive, his cock twitching inside me as if not quite done.

And Wei…

My husband stepped closer, expression unreadable, but eyes locked between my thighs.
The man who’d watched another man take his wife —
…was now visibly hard.

So I turned.
Still bent over, I shifted just enough for Jesse to slip out of me with a wet sound.

Then I faced my husband.
Smirking.
Flushed.
Sticky between my thighs.

And I said it.
Soft, sweet, wicked.

“See? The emerging superpower.”



His eyes flicked down to the bulge in his pants, so taut it looked painful.
I walked toward him, slowly, naked but unashamed, Jesse’s cum running down my leg like some symbol of surrender — or conquest.

Wei didn’t move as I knelt in front of him.
Didn’t resist when I tugged his waistband down, exposing his cock — flushed, rigid, angry-hard.

I looked up, right into his eyes, and teased:

“I thought China rose slowly.”

He hissed through his teeth as I licked him.
Long. Slow.
Tasting him while still full of the American.

Behind me, Jesse watched. Still naked. Still hardening again.
His hand lazily stroked himself as he leaned against the wall — amused, aroused, and curious.



My husband grabbed my hair.
Not gentle. Not polite.
He pushed into my mouth, face tightening as I gagged slightly — spit coating his length.

“Show him,” he growled, breath ragged.
“Show him what Chinese patience does when it snaps.”

And I did.
I took him deep, until my eyes watered.
Until my throat tightened.
Until the only sounds in the room were wet sucking, my muffled moans, and the soft slap of Jesse’s hand on his cock behind me.

Then Wei pulled out.
Grabbed my arm.
Bent me over the table again — same place Jesse had claimed me.

“Now,” he said, lining up.
“Let him watch me reclaim my fucking territory.”



When he entered me, it was different.
Tighter. Angrier.
Possessive. Claiming.

He gripped my hips like a man anchoring himself to sanity —
but fucked me like a man losing it.

Every thrust was sharp, deliberate.
Slamming into me as if trying to erase Jesse’s presence.
But he couldn’t.

Because Jesse was still there.
Watching.
Hard again.

He stepped closer — teasing the head of his cock against my lips as Wei pounded into me from behind.

I moaned around Jesse’s length while being fucked from behind — full in both ends now, stuffed, shaking, soaked.

My mouth was open.
My body, on fire.
And the room?

It was filled with wet sounds, deep grunts, and the heady scent of sweat, lust, and something deliciously taboo.



I looked up at Jesse, my mouth stretched wide around him, drool glistening on my chin.
He smirked down at me.
“So who’s the superpower now, sweetheart?”

I gagged once, pulled off with a wet gasp, spit trailing from my lips.
“Ghh—ahh—fuck…” I panted, eyes flicking toward Wei.

Through ragged breaths, I managed to laugh — short, desperate.
“Two… two-party… ahh—system now…”

Another thrust rocked me from behind and I almost lost my words completely.
I forced them out between gasps, voice high and broken:
“C–coalition… I… I vote… coalition…”

My laugh dissolved into a moan as Jesse shoved back into my mouth, muffling the rest.



From there, it spiraled.
Jesse moved behind me again, pushing gently against my other hole — the untouched one.
Wei didn’t protest.

In fact…
He watched.
Fascinated.

As Jesse lubed himself with my spit, I braced for the stretch.
And when it happened —
When I was filled in both places, both men inside me —
I screamed.

Not in pain.
In something filthy, transcendent, and utterly animal.

I begged in Mandarin.
Garbled, desperate.

“两个都要…啊…用力…我要你们两个…”
(“Both of you… ah… harder… I want both of you…”)

They fucked me in sync — Jesse’s hips slamming against mine while Wei thrust deep, deliberate, possessive.

Their groans overlapped. My cries filled the room.

And I —
I shattered.

I clenched around both of them, sobbing, shaking, my body nothing but nerve endings and raw surrender. My vision blurred. My voice broke. My whole being reduced to a trembling hole for their hunger.



They collapsed with me, tangled, sweating, our skin slick and hot, our breaths jagged in the silence after war.

We lay sprawled on the rug for a long time, none of us moving, my body still twitching with aftershocks. My thighs were sticky, my cunt still aching, both holes stretched and humming like live wires.

Finally, Jesse — still catching his breath, still half-hard against my hip — muttered with a smirk:
“So… power-sharing agreement?”

Wei chuckled low, wiping sweat from his brow, his cock soft but glistening with my slick.
“Temporary alliance. Subject to renegotiation.”

I laughed, voice hoarse, throat raw from moaning. My body was wrecked, but my hands still itched to explore.

“As long as I’m the battlefield…”

I tilted my head, smiled through the haze, and let my palms wander.

One hand cupped Jesse first — his cock heavy even when soft, still thicker than I could close my fingers around. The veins ridged under my touch, the skin loose, hot and swollen from how hard he’d taken me.

My other hand curled around Wei — smaller, cuter, almost delicate in comparison, but slick with my juices, sticky and warm, twitching under my fingertips as if trying to rise again.

I stroked them both slowly, lovingly, savoring the contrast. Different shapes. Different weights. Different men. Yet both had just emptied themselves inside me, around me, over me. Both had claimed me.

They groaned low, not quite ready but unable to stop themselves from hardening just slightly under my touch.

I looked between them, cheeks flushed, lips swollen, my voice a whisper now:
“…you two can fight as long as you want.”

CONFESSION #30: Suyin, 36 – The Night We Gave Ourselves to the American Guests

Korean. Married. Elegant. Loyal… until the night she and her Japanese best friend surrendered together to the men their husbands foolishly trusted.



We always played the perfect wives.
Me, Korean-born, Seoul-raised — now living in San Francisco in a glass condo overlooking the bay.
Aiko, Japanese, delicate and poised, like she stepped off the set of an NHK drama.

We met through our husbands — two executives from rival tech companies, turned business partners, turned friends.
They played golf. Went to conferences. Boasted about innovation.
And they were proud of us:
Elegant, well-behaved, fluent in three languages and silence.

But no one teaches you what to do when your husband stops seeing you —
not as a partner, but as part of the furniture.
Aiko and I knew that feeling too well.
The small, constant ache of being ignored gently.

So when they hosted two American guests — investors from New York, loud, confident, always teasing —
something in us cracked.
Or maybe opened.

They were put up in the Fairmont, but most evenings they were with us — dinners at our condo, late-night drinks on the balcony, laughter spilling into the glass and steel that usually held only polite conversation.

Aiko and I cooked. Poured wine. Cleared plates.
We sat at the edges of their world — wives turned hostesses — listening to talk of mergers and funding rounds.

But the Americans didn’t just talk business.
They teased us.
Asked questions. Not the shallow, obligatory kind our husbands asked — “How was your day?” — but the kind that lingered.

“Do you miss home?” one asked Aiko.
“Do you like the city at night?” the other asked me, his eyes flicking toward the floor-to-ceiling windows and then back to my legs curled under me on the couch.

Our husbands laughed it off, proud to show off their cultured wives.
But the Americans’ eyes stayed on us a little too long.
And when Aiko’s hand brushed mine under the table as she refilled my glass, I knew she felt it too — that shift. That heat.



It started after dinner.
The men drank bourbon. We sipped white wine.

Aiko wore a pale silk dress — soft as snow, just sheer enough to show she wasn’t wearing a bra.
The fabric clung when she leaned forward, her nipples pressing faintly against the silk in the candlelight.

I had on a black fitted blouse, the neckline demure but the fabric hugging every curve. Beneath my long skirt — nothing. No panties.
Not to provoke. Just because I liked the secret.

We didn’t plan to tease them.
Not consciously.
But the way they looked at us — like dessert they’d been told not to touch — lit something dangerous inside both of us.

The conversation loosened as the bottles emptied.
Jake, tall and scruffy with tattoos peeking from under his rolled sleeves, leaned back on the sofa like he owned the room. His eyes kept drifting — Aiko’s collarbone, the hem of her dress, the way her legs crossed and uncrossed.
Matt, with his Ivy League polish and sharp-edged charm, played the gentleman. He asked questions, laughed at everything, but his gaze stayed locked on my mouth every time I lifted my glass.

Our husbands eventually stumbled off to sleep after too much Suntory, muttering about early meetings and golf tee times. Their bedroom doors closed with the soft finality of permission.

That left us…
and the Americans.

The room grew quieter.
The only sounds: the hum of the city beyond the windows, the clink of ice in Jake’s glass, the soft slide of silk when Aiko shifted on the couch.

Jake smirked, eyes dark.
“So… do you always entertain like this?”

Matt chuckled, leaning closer to me, his knee brushing mine under the table.
“Or is this a special occasion?”

Aiko laughed lightly, cheeks flushed from wine.
I felt my pulse quicken.

Because for the first time in years…
we weren’t just wives, or furniture, or trophies.
We were women being watched.
And wanted.



Jake leaned forward, his voice low, the bourbon rough in his tone.
“You two always this quiet?”

Aiko smiled. Soft. Dangerous.
“We’re taught not to speak unless spoken to.”

Her words hung in the air, silk wrapping around something sharp.

Matt raised an eyebrow, his lips curving slow.
“That’s a shame. I’d love to hear what you sound like… when you stop being polite.”

The line hit me like a hand between my thighs.
I felt it then — the throb between my legs.
The wet curiosity.

Aiko’s eyes flicked to mine.
A question. A dare.
Her lips parted just slightly, pink and glistening.

I reached for the wine — hand steady, but not too steady.
The glass tipped. A thin spill traced down my blouse.
The chilled liquid clung to the fabric, turned the black sheer. My nipples stood out in sharp peaks, obvious under the wet patch.

Matt’s eyes dropped instantly, breath catching.
Jake let out a low, almost primal breath, his jaw tight.

I stood slowly, savoring the weight of their stares.
The skirt whispered against my thighs as I crossed the room.

Matt leaned back in the armchair, waiting — the kind of man who expected women to crawl to him.
I didn’t crawl.
I swung a leg over and straddled his lap, skirts hiked up, the thin fabric pooling at my hips.

His hands went to my waist on instinct, fingers digging in as if he couldn’t believe I was real.
His cock stirred hard under his trousers, pressing against me through the layers.

Behind me, I heard it — the click of Aiko’s heels on the wood floor.
Slow. Certain.
The sound of silk shifting, and then a soft, surprised gasp as Jake’s rough hands found her waist and pulled her flush against him.

“Fuck,” he muttered, voice thick with hunger, “you feel better than I imagined.”

I didn’t turn to look.
I didn’t need to.
The room was already thick with the heat of four people stepping over a line we couldn’t come back from.

Matt’s lips brushed my neck.
Aiko’s breath hitched somewhere behind me.
The air trembled.

We didn’t look at our husbands’ photos on the wall.
We didn’t care anymore.



Matt’s grip tightened on my thighs, his fingers digging hard enough to bruise. His breath came hot against my ear as I ground harder, the seam of his jeans dragging against my clit.

I whispered it like a dare, my lips brushing his skin:
“Do American men really know how to fuck foreign wives?”

His whole body shuddered. The growl that tore from his throat was low, guttural. In one motion he yanked me higher, my back smacking against the wall as my skirt bunched around my hips.

No panties.

The realization flickered in his eyes, a curse hissed between his teeth. His hand slid between my thighs, fingers pressing into my slick folds. He groaned, forehead pressing to mine.
“Jesus, you’re soaked…”

My nails dragged across his shoulders, sharp enough to make him hiss. I sank my teeth lightly into his neck and murmured, wicked:
“Kiss me. Or I’ll start with your friend.”

That did it.

His mouth crashed to mine — desperate, messy, tongue hungry. He pinned me harder, hips grinding into me while his fingers teased my entrance.

Behind us, I heard Aiko gasp, the sound of Jake’s chair scraping back. A muffled moan. A second pair of hands at work.

We weren’t quiet anymore.



I turned my head.

Aiko was on her knees, her silk dress pooled uselessly around her waist, the pale fabric already wrinkled. Jake had her hair wrapped tight around his fist, his knuckles white as he used it to guide her mouth down his cock.

Her lips stretched wide around him, spit shining at the corners. Her cheeks hollowed as she took him deeper, throat working, a soft choking sound escaping as he hit the back of her.

She moaned around him — low, guttural — the vibration making Jake’s eyes roll back.

“Fuck…” he growled, his hips snapping forward. “God, you’re fucking perfect. Does your husband know what that mouth can do?”

Aiko pulled back with a wet pop, a string of spit connecting her lips to his tip. Her eyes were glassy, lined with tears, but her voice was steady, sultry.
“My husband barely touches me.”

Then she dragged her tongue up his length, slow and reverent, before swallowing him whole again until her nose brushed his stomach.

She gagged, moaned, spit bubbling at the corners of her mouth — and when she pulled off this time, it trailed down her chin and over her chest, soaking the neckline of her dress.

She wiped it with the back of her hand, then looked up at him, eyes shining, and whispered hoarsely:
“But I love being filled.”

Jake’s chest rose sharp, ragged. His free hand tightened on her jaw, thumb smearing spit across her cheek.



Matt spun me around and bent me over the dining table, my blouse sliding up, breasts pressed flat against the polished wood.

His cock slid into me in one smooth, merciless thrust — no hesitation, no resistance. My soaked cunt swallowed him whole.

I gasped, clawing at the edge of the table for balance.
“Fuck—”

“Harder,” I whispered in Korean, breath breaking. “더 세게…” (Harder.)

He obeyed instantly, hips slamming into me with brutal rhythm, the table groaning under each thrust. My skirt bunched at my waist, his balls slapping wet against my ass.

Behind us, Aiko was bent over the couch, her silk dress hitched high, her pale skin glowing under the lamp. Jake had one fist tangled in her hair, the other snug around her throat as he drove into her from behind.

She sobbed out in Japanese, her voice high, desperate:
“もっと…深く…お願い…”
(“More… deeper… please…”)

The two languages — Korean gasps, Japanese cries — tangled in the air, mixing with the obscene slap of skin on skin, the guttural grunts of the men claiming us.

The room smelled thick — sweat, pussy, bourbon still on our breath. Like sin fermenting in the air.

Matt yanked my head back by my hair, forcing my moans louder, as my cheek pressed into the table edge. My breasts ached against the wood, nipples hard and sensitive.

Every sound — her choked whimper, my broken cry, their grunts — folded into one chorus of ruin.



Matt grunted above me, sweat dripping onto my back as his hips crashed into mine.
“You’re so fucking tight… was this what you needed?”
His voice was ragged, brutal.
“Not golf. Not business dinners. Just cock?”

I couldn’t answer.
My mouth only gave him moans, whimpers, gasps.
My body clutched around him with every thrust — soaked, desperate, greedy.

“My husband won’t even kiss me like this…” I choked out, cheek pressed to the table.
“…but I’ll let you come in me. Right now. I don’t fucking care.”

That broke him.

Matt snarled, slammed deep, and held — his cock pulsing as thick heat spilled into me. I felt it flood my cunt, scalding, forbidden. My orgasm tore through me, violent, stars bursting behind my eyes as I screamed into the wood, trembling under his weight.

Across the room, Aiko’s cries rose higher, jagged, almost breaking.
Jake had her bent over the couch, his fist still in her hair as her small frame shook. She sobbed through her orgasm, her body jerking with every thrust until Jake growled, pulled out, and stroked himself to completion.

His cum streaked across her back in hot ropes, dripping down the curve of her ass like some messy ritual.
Her almond eyes fluttered closed, tears and sweat glistening on her cheeks as she collapsed forward into the cushions.

I lay there too, panting, twitching, cum leaking down my thighs onto the polished table.

Two wives. Two men.
Used, filled, claimed.
And neither of us cared.



We lay tangled on the floor.
Four bodies. Sweat-slick. Skin still humming from what had just happened.

No regrets.
Just… satisfaction.
A beautiful, aching fullness that left my thighs trembling even as I tried to catch my breath.

The room smelled like bourbon and sex.
The rug beneath us was damp with sweat, spit, and the mess dripping out of me.

Jake leaned back on one elbow, muscles still taut, and lit a cigarette.
He blew smoke toward the ceiling, then glanced at Aiko’s bare ass, still glistening where his cum streaked her skin.

“So…” he drawled, smirking.
“When’s the next business trip?”

Aiko gave a soft laugh — breathless, half-wrecked — and let her head fall onto his thigh.

I shifted, draping myself across Matt’s chest, feeling his heartbeat slow beneath me. My body still quivered around the memory of his cock.

I kissed the rough stubble of his neck, then whispered, low and wicked:
“Whenever our husbands think the real power’s in their boardrooms…”

I smiled against his skin, tasting salt, tasting sin.
“…and not between their wives’ legs.”
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