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Delilah sprawled naked across the rumpled sheets of her shitty one-bedroom apartment. The place still smelled like cheap takeout and mildew, even after she’d packed most of her life into cardboard boxes. Those same cardboard boxes created towers that leaned against every wall like silent witnesses to the life she was about to abandon. 

Tomorrow she would marry sweet, safe, Greg. Tomorrow she would become Mrs. Gregory Harlan, CPA’s wife, and move into that tidy little suburban house with the white picket fence and the mortgage they could actually afford.

Her fingers traced lazy circles over her swollen clit, already slick and aching. She stared at the pristine white wedding dress hanging on the back of the closet door like it was some kind of cruel joke. The fabric glowed under the cheap lamp light – lace bodice, tulle skirt, everything pure and virginal. She scoffed every time she looked at it because, to her, it was the most fucking hilarious joke you could think of.

She was twenty-eight, but she looked much younger when she wanted to – sharp cheekbones, full lips that always looked like they’d just been fucked, long waves of glossy dark hair that spilled over her shoulders and down her back like ink. Her body was a weapon she’d never learned to holster – bouncy C-cup tits with dusky nipples that tightened at the slightest breeze, a narrow waist that flared into hips made for gripping, and a tight, heart-shaped ass that had almost gotten her out of as much trouble as it had gotten her into. Right now, her thighs were parted wide, one knee bent, her freshly shaved pussy glistening under her own touch. She was already soaked, the kind of wet that made her inner thighs sticky and her mind filthy.

God, she loved Greg. She really did. He was kind, steady, the kind of man who remembered her birthday and how she took her coffee and held her when the nightmares came – and they almost always came. She loved the way he talked about 401ks and Roth IRAs like they were sexy. She loved the idea of living in a new house with the backyard where she didn’t need to wonder if her car would be there in the morning or not. She thought about the barbecues they’d have there on weekends. It should have felt like it was everything that she’d ever wanted – stability, love, caring, happiness. A future that didn’t end with her waking up in a stranger’s bed with cum drying on her stomach and cheeks.

And tomorrow, marrying Greg meant she could finally quit that dead-end waitress gig at the hole-in-the-wall diner downtown – the one with the greasy plates, flickering neon sign, and her pervy boss who always “accidentally” rubbed his hard-on against her ass when she squeezed past him in the narrow kitchen. Sure, he was a decent fuck on slow nights when she was bored and horny enough to let him bend her over the stockroom crates or the prep table – quick and rough, grunting into her ear while the smell of fryer grease clung to her skin. But she hated the way he leered at her like she was just another piece of meat on the menu, and she hated the asshole customers who pinched her ass when she leaned over to refill coffee, laughing like it was their right. The tips were shit, the hours were brutal, and every shift left her feeling like she was slowly rotting from the inside out. 

Greg’s world promised escape from all that. No more smelling like fryer grease and cheap coffee. No more wondering if she’d have to spread her legs for the boss again just to make rent when the tips dried up.

Her fingers dipped lower, sliding two inside her tight heat as she let her mind drift back six months to the night they’d met at the dive bar down the street.

She’d walked into the bar from the back, already buzzing from two quick shots, short black skirt riding high, looking for trouble. Greg walked in through the front, they met eyes and his smile just melted her. Ten minutes later she was in the back seat of his sensible sedan, skirt bunched around her waist, straddling him reverse-cowgirl so she could brace her hands on the front headrest and he could get a view of her perfect ass. His cock – thick, hard, and absolutely perfect – stretched her open as she sank down, taking every inch in one eager slide.

“Fuck,” Greg had groaned, hands gripping her hips, voice wrecked. “You’re so fucking wet and warm... Jesus, you feel like heaven.”

She’d laughed, low and dirty, then rode him like she was trying to break him – hard, fast, ass bouncing, tits spilling out of her top so he could watch them jiggle in the rear-view mirror. She came violently, pussy clamping down around him, nails raking his thighs hard enough to draw blood. Greg followed right after, burying himself deep and pumping rope after thick rope of hot cum straight into her spasming cunt while she screamed in ecstasy.

After, he didn’t run away. He didn’t make up some shitty excuse and ghost her. Instead, they cuddled, and talked. She gave him her phone number and he promised to text her later – yeah right she had thought. But he did, and that’s when she knew maybe this one would be different from all the losers of the past.

But that’s because he didn’t know her – like really KNOW her. She was a slut. Always had been. Always would be. If he knew, he would never have asked her out. Guys like Greg didn’t date girls like Delilah – and they certainly didn’t marry them.

Delilah’s mind raced.  She thought back to thirty minutes before she’d climbed into Greg’s car, she’d been in the alley behind that same bar with two off-duty firemen who’d bought her those shots. They’d bent her over a filthy dumpster like she was nothing but a warm hole to use. One had shoved his thick cock down her throat until her mascara ran while the other railed her pussy from behind, balls slapping her clit, grunting about what a dirty little slut she was. They’d switched twice, spit-roasting her until both men unloaded deep inside her – the first one, the older won, let go in her mouth, flooding her throat until she swallowed every drop, then the younger one filled her cunt, filling her with a load that leaked down her thighs as she straightened her skirt. She’d walked back into that shitty bar still dripping, pussy throbbing, and practically climbed straight into Greg’s car with two strangers’ cum already warming her from the inside.

Poor sweet Greg had no idea he was sliding into sloppy seconds. Or thirds.

Delilah’s fingers pumped faster now, three of them stretching her open as the memory made her whimper. But her mind wasn’t done. It drifted further back, to the younger, equally reckless version of herself.

Eighteen years old, right after high-school graduation. A frat party in some basement laundry room that smelled like stale beer and Axe body spray. Two college guys had her bent over a running dryer, the vibrations buzzing against her clit while one fucked her soaked pussy from behind and the other used her mouth like a fleshlight. They kept switching, laughing about how tight she was, about how she was begging for it. They filled both holes twice each, pulling out only to watch their cum drip from her gaping cunt and ass before the next one shoved back in. When they finally let her up she could barely walk, thighs shiny, cum running down to her ankles. She’d grinned the whole way home.

Twenty-one, spring break, a beach bonfire in Florida. Four sun-bleached surfers took her into the dunes after she’d flashed them her tits on a dare. They ran a sloppy train on her right there in the sand – one after another, no condoms, no mercy. She was on her back, legs spread wide, then flipped onto all fours, then riding one while sucking another. Each one came inside her, thick and hot, until her pussy was a creamy, overflowing mess. She staggered back to the bonfire with sand stuck to the cum leaking out of her, grinning like it was the best night of her life.

Twenty-four, a seedy motel downtown. An older married guy in sweatpants, wedding ring glinting under the lights. She’d met him in the lobby, while he was getting change for the vending machine. She pulled him into an empty stairwell while his wife waited in their room, thinking he’d gone out for ice. He’d fucked her raw pinning her against the stairway door – her skirt around her waist, arms holding on, both legs wrapped around him as he rutted into her. He came inside her once, then made her clean his cock with her mouth, until she swallowed his second load, before he tucked himself away and went back to his room smelling like her pussy.

Delilah’s back arched off the mattress. Her fingers flew over her clit, three knuckles deep, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet apartment.

She loved Greg – loved him so much it hurt – but she also loved cock. Loved the risk. Loved the filth. Loved knowing she could make any man lose his mind inside her. And tomorrow, she could finally walk away from that pervy boss and those dead-end diner shifts for good. But it also meant walking away from her second love.

The orgasm hit her like a freight train. She cried out, thighs shaking, pussy clenching hard around her fingers as she came, juices soaking the sheet beneath her. “Oh fuck...yes...” she whimpered.

She lay there panting, heart hammering, fingers still buried inside herself. Slowly she pulled them free, glistening with her own cream, and brought them to her lips. She sucked them clean, tasting herself, eyes half-lidded in pleasure.

Then she rolled over and looked at that dress. That mother fucking dress was mocking her. Laughing at her. Delilah closed her eyes, and pulled the thin sheet over her head, hiding from the dress – and the world. Knowing that wearing that dress meant pretending to be someone she wasn’t. 

She knew what she had to do – and she cried herself to sleep thinking about it.
Morning light filtered through the cheap blinds of Delilah’s shitty apartment, doing nothing to improve the view. She stood in front of the cracked mirror, hair half-done in loose dark waves that framed her sharp cheekbones and full, fuck-me lips. Her makeup was already applied – smoky eyes and a bold red lip color that made her mouth look even more obscene – but she was still wearing only white lace lingerie under an open silk robe that barely covered her perky tits or the curve of her tight ass. The wedding dress hung behind her like an accusation. She stared at her reflection for a long moment, then picked up her phone.

She typed quickly, thumbs flying: “I love you so much, but I can’t do this.”

She hit send, threw the phone onto the unmade bed like it had burned her, and ran out the door still in the robe and heels, tears already stinging her eyes. The robe fluttered around her thighs as she half-jogged down the street, the cool morning air teasing her barely-covered body. She didn’t care who saw. She never really had.

Twenty minutes later she was sitting at the scarred wooden bar of her favorite dive, the same one where she’d first met Greg. The place smelled like stale beer and old cigarettes. She was already a
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