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Chapter one

The First Confession





Bill hated blind dates. He always felt awkward, out of place, like he was pretending to be someone else. But the second he walked into Marcelli’s and saw Becky waiting for him, all that nervousness twisted into something raw and hungry. Her red dress wasn’t just tight—it was painted on, the fabric stretched over her tits, hugging her hips, showing off every inch she wanted him to see. Her auburn hair spilled over her bare shoulders, and when she looked up and caught him staring, she smiled. It was the kind of smile that told him she knew exactly what she was doing to him, exactly how hard she was making him before he’d even sat down. 

“Bill?” she asked, though her tone made it clear she already knew. She stood to greet him, and he caught a glimpse of cleavage that made his throat go dry.

“Becky. It’s great to finally meet you.” He extended his hand, but she pulled him into a hug instead, her breasts pressing against his chest. His cock gave an immediate twitch of interest.

They sat down, Bill barely able to keep his eyes off her tits as he ordered a bottle of red wine, not even caring what kind. The conversation was just noise—work, hobbies, all the bullshit people say on first dates. Becky laughed at his jokes, leaned in so he could see even more of her cleavage, and Bill tried to act normal, tried to pretend he wasn’t already half-hard. Then her foot slid against his leg under the table.

At first, he thought maybe it was an accident. But then her foot moved again, slow and deliberate, sliding up his calf, higher. He looked at her and saw the glint in her eyes, the way she watched him over the rim of her wine glass, never looking away, letting him know she was in control.

“Can I tell you something?” Becky asked, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. She leaned across the table, close enough that he could smell her perfume—something floral with an undercurrent of musk.

“Sure,” Bill managed, his heart rate picking up.

“I’m a slut.” She said it so matter-of-factly that for a moment, he wasn’t sure he’d heard correctly. “I mean, I really, truly am. I crave cock constantly. Like, all the time. I need it in my mouth, need to feel it stretching my lips, need to taste cum sliding down my throat.” Her foot continued its journey up his leg, now brushing the inside of his thigh. “Does that bother you?”

Bill’s cock went from interested to rock hard in seconds. He shifted in his seat, suddenly aware of how tight his pants had become. “I… no. I mean—”

“Good.” Her smile widened. “Because I’m not going to stop being who I am. I love sucking dick. I love the weight of it on my tongue, the way it throbs when a guy’s about to blow his load. I love being on my knees with a cock buried in my throat, being used like the cumslut I am.”

She stared at him the whole time, her eyes wide and dark, pupils blown with lust. Bill’s brain spun, trying to make sense of it, but his cock didn’t care. What kind of girl said this shit on a first date? Who just admitted to being a slut, to craving cock, to wanting to be used? He should have been shocked, maybe even disgusted, but all he could feel was his cock throbbing, straining against his zipper, the wet spot already spreading at the tip.

Their server appeared then, a tall man in his late twenties with dark hair and an easy smile. “How’s everything tasting?” he asked, refilling their wine glasses.

“Delicious,” Becky purred, and Bill watched as her gaze traveled slowly up the server’s body. The man noticed. Becky’s attention was like a physical touch, and Bill saw the slight flush that crept up the server’s neck.

“Glad to hear it. Let me know if you need anything else.” The server’s eyes lingered on Becky a beat too long before he walked away.

Becky bit her lower lip, watching the man’s ass as he retreated. “He’s hot,” she said conversationally, as if commenting on the weather. “I bet his cock is thick.”

Bill’s jaw tightened. Jealousy hit him hard, sharp and ugly, but underneath it was something worse—something hotter. He couldn’t stop picturing Becky on her knees for the server, her lips wrapped around his cock, her eyes looking up, and Bill’s cock throbbed, aching for something he couldn’t even name.

For the rest of the dinner, the server kept finding excuses to return to their table. Refilling water glasses that were still mostly full. Checking if they wanted dessert three separate times. Each visit, Becky’s flirtation grew bolder—touching the server’s arm, laughing too loudly at something innocuous he said, adjusting her dress to show more cleavage.

Bill barely tasted his food. Every bite was just something to do with his mouth while his mind spun with images of Becky, of her mouth, of her body, of what she might do next. Desire and dread twisted together in his gut, making him feel sick and desperate all at once.

When the check came, Becky grabbed it before Bill could react. She scribbled something on the receipt, then looked up at the server with a smile that promised everything. “Why don’t you follow us back to my place when your shift ends?” She said it loud enough that Bill heard every word. “I think you deserve a good tip for your excellent service.”

The server’s eyes widened, then darkened with interest. “I… yeah. Okay. My shift ends in twenty minutes.”

“Perfect.” Becky stood, smoothing her dress over her hips. Her hand found Bill’s thigh under the table, squeezing dangerously close to his aching erection. “We’ll see you there.”

Bill drove in silence, following Becky’s directions, his hands locked on the steering wheel so tight his knuckles ached. His cock wouldn’t go down, hard and throbbing, pressing against his pants, making it impossible to think about anything else. All he could see was Becky’s mouth, her lips stretched wide around the server’s cock, her tongue licking up the shaft, cum dripping from her chin. He couldn’t stop picturing it, couldn’t stop wanting it.

He shouldn’t want this. He should be furious, should be disgusted, should tell her to fuck off for humiliating him like this. But all he could feel was his heart pounding, his cock leaking, his underwear soaked with pre-cum. He wanted it. He wanted to watch.

At Becky’s apartment, she barely had the door closed before the server arrived. She didn’t waste time with pleasantries. The moment the server stepped inside, Becky dropped to her knees in the middle of her living room, her hands already working at his belt.

“Don’t move,” she said to Bill without looking at him. “Just watch.”

Bill couldn’t move. Becky knelt in front of the server, her hands already at his belt, pulling out his cock. She’d been right—it was thick, heavy, already swelling in her grip. She stroked it, slow and teasing, her red nails bright against his skin, making him grow harder and harder until he was fully erect, ready for her mouth.

Then she took it into her mouth.

The sound was filthy—wet, sloppy, her lips sealing around his cock, sucking him in. Becky moaned, eyes fluttering shut, taking him deep, her throat working as she swallowed around the head. She pulled back with a loud, messy slurp, spit and precum stringing from her lips, and Bill’s cock jerked, desperate for any kind of relief.

“Fuck,” the server groaned, his hand finding Becky’s hair. He gripped it firmly, just like she clearly wanted, and used it to guide her movements. Becky surrendered to it completely, letting him use her mouth like a toy, her hands braced on his thighs.

Bill watched, helpless, unable to look away. His fists were tight at his sides, nails digging into his palms. Every wet sound, every moan from Becky’s throat, made his cock throb harder. He wanted to grab himself, to jerk off right there, to do anything to relieve the pressure in his balls, but he didn’t move. He just watched. He suffered.

Becky’s eyes opened and found his. Even with her mouth stuffed full of cock, even as the server thrust between her lips, she stared at Bill with undisguised mischief. She knew exactly what she was doing to him. The realization sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing through him.

“Gonna cum,” the server grunted. His hips stuttered, his grip on Becky’s hair tightening. “Fuck, gonna—”

Becky pulled back just enough that the server’s cock rested against her face as he climaxed. Thick ropes of cum erupted across her cheeks, her lips, dripping down her chin. She kept her eyes on Bill the entire time, her tongue darting out to catch the streams, her expression one of pure satisfaction.

The server sagged, his spent cock still resting against Becky’s cum-painted face. She smiled up at him, then turned that smile on Bill. It was wicked and knowing, and it made Bill’s knees weak.

“You should go home now,” Becky said, her voice slightly hoarse. The server’s cum continued to drip from her chin. “And beat off. If you can do that, we can have a second date.”

Bill nodded, unable to speak. He stumbled out, barely making it to his car before his hands were at his zipper, desperate. All he could see was Becky’s mouth, Becky’s face covered in cum, Becky’s eyes locked on his as she swallowed another man’s load. It hit him all at once, brutal and overwhelming, as he wrapped his hand around his aching cock.

He came almost instantly, gasping in the dark, his cum splattering his hand, his pants, everywhere. Shame hit him as soon as the pleasure faded, but it didn’t matter. He knew he’d come back. He was hooked. He needed more.


      ***A few days later, Bill showed up at Becky’s apartment early, too eager to wait. His mind wouldn’t stop replaying what he’d seen—her mouth stretched wide around the server’s cock, the filthy sounds of her sucking, the way she’d stared at him while another man used her face. Every time he thought about it, he ended up jerking off, shame and cum all over his hand. Now, standing outside her door, his heart pounding, his cock already half-hard in his jeans, he knew he was lost.

He knocked, and Becky answered wearing only a silk robe that hung open enough to reveal black lace lingerie underneath. The bra pushed her breasts up enticingly, and the matching panties were barely visible beneath the robe’s hem.

“You’re early,” she said with a knowing smile, stepping aside to let him in. “I like that.”

He heard voices inside—men’s voices. His stomach dropped, but his cock twitched, hardening with that same sick mix of dread and arousal. Becky pulled him in, winking, and he let her. He couldn’t help himself.

Brian stood awkwardly in the living room, his hands shoved in the pockets of his delivery uniform. Grocery bags sat forgotten on the floor near the entrance. He was muscular in the way that came from physical labor rather than gym sessions, his blond hair slightly matted with sweat, his shirt tight across his chest.

“Bill, this is Brian. He’s the grocery delivery driver.” Becky’s tongue darted across her red lips. “And he needs a tip.”

The word tip hung in the air, heavy and obvious. Bill knew exactly what she meant. His mouth went dry. Brian looked nervous, glancing between Becky and Bill, but he didn’t leave. He wanted it too.

“I want to make things more interesting tonight,” Becky said, her hand sliding down Bill’s chest, nails dragging over his shirt. “You’re going to stand outside the bedroom and watch. No touching yourself. No looking away. You just watch me be a slut for him.”

Bill should have left. Should have told her this was fucked up, that he wasn’t interested in whatever game she was playing. Instead, he nodded, his breath already coming faster.

Becky led Brian to her bedroom, her robe sliding off her shoulders and falling to the floor. The lingerie clung to her body, showing off every curve, her ass swaying as she walked. Brian followed, dazed, and Bill stood in the doorway, exactly where she wanted him.

The bedroom barely registered—just a bed, some sheets, a dresser. All Bill could see was Becky dropping to her knees in front of Brian, her hands already at his belt, ready to pull out his cock.

“You have a nice cock?” she asked, looking up at Brian through her lashes.

“I… yeah, I guess,” Brian stammered.

Becky freed his dick from his pants, and it was already half-hard, thick, and veined. She stroked it slowly, watching it swell in her palm until it stood fully erect. “Very nice,” she purred. Then she took him into her mouth.

The sound was filthy—wet, eager, sloppy. It went straight to Bill’s cock. Becky moaned around Brian’s dick, her lips stretched wide, taking him deep, her nose pressed against his body before she pulled back, gasping for air, spit running down her chin.

“Fuck,” Brian groaned, his hand finding her hair. He gripped it firmly, and Becky surrendered immediately, letting him control the pace. He thrust into her mouth, using it like a toy, and Becky took it all, her eyes watering but her enthusiasm never waning.

Bill stood in the doorway, fists clenched, cock throbbing painfully in his jeans, desperate for any kind of touch. Every wet slurp, every moan from Becky, every grunt from Brian just made it worse, feeding the fire in his belly until he thought he might explode.

He wanted it to be him. He wanted her lips on his cock, her throat squeezing him, her tongue licking him clean. But he was just the watcher, forced to stand there and see another man get everything he wanted.

Jealousy burned in his chest, sharp and bitter, but underneath was something hotter, something he couldn’t fight. Arousal, thick and overwhelming, making his vision blur. Watching Becky suck Brian’s cock, seeing her lost in it, knowing she was doing it to torment him—it made him crazy. He wanted to beg. He wanted to cum.

Becky pulled off Brian’s dick with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. She looked over her shoulder at Bill, her eyes wild with lust and mischief. “You love this, don’t you?” she asked. “You love watching me be a cocksucker.”

Bill couldn’t form words. He could only nod, his breath ragged.

“Good.” She turned back to Brian. “I’m going to let you fuck me now. But just the tip. Just enough.”

She climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs wide. Her panties had been discarded at some point, and her pussy glistened with arousal, the lips puffy and pink, completely shaved and on display. Brian positioned himself between her thighs, his cock jutting toward her entrance.

“Just the head,” Becky instructed. “Push it in and hold still.”

Brian obeyed, pressing forward until just the tip of his cock breached her opening. Becky gasped, her hips lifting slightly. Then she began to work her internal muscles, squeezing and releasing around Brian’s cockhead.

Bill stared, horrified and turned on, as Becky used just the entrance of her pussy to work Brian’s cock, squeezing and milking him with her muscles. Brian’s face twisted in pleasure, his hands tight on her thighs, his whole body shaking as he tried not to move.

“Fuck, that feels… oh fuck,” Brian groaned.

Becky’s eyes found Bill’s and stayed there. Even as she worked Brian toward orgasm with her cunt, even as pleasure twisted her features, she maintained eye contact with Bill. It was deliberate, calculated—she wanted him to see exactly what she was doing, wanted him to feel the full weight of his exclusion.

“Gonna cum,” Brian gasped. “I’m gonna—”

“Pull out,” Becky commanded. “Cum on me.”

Brian withdrew and gripped his cock, stroking it once, twice, before he erupted. Thick ropes of cum splashed across Becky’s mound, coating her shaved pussy lips, dripping down toward her entrance. He jerked himself through the orgasm, emptying completely onto her flesh while she watched Bill with a satisfied smirk.

Bill’s cock throbbed, leaking pre-cum into his underwear, the wet spot growing bigger and more humiliating by the second. He hadn’t touched himself, just like she told him, but his body was begging for release. His balls ached, his dick pulsed, his hands shook with the need to cum.

Brian sagged, spent and dazed. Becky patted his thigh. “Thanks for the delivery,” she said sweetly. “You can go now.”

Brian stumbled as he pulled his pants back up, his movements clumsy. He avoided looking at Bill as he shuffled out of the bedroom, through the living room, and out the front door. The click of it closing echoed through the apartment.

Becky slid off the bed, Brian’s cum still smeared across her pussy. She pulled on her robe, tying it loose so her tits were still on display, nipples hard and body flushed with leftover arousal.

“Come on,” she said, voice light, like nothing had happened. “Let’s get dinner. I’m starving.”

Bill followed, legs shaky, mind spinning. His cock was still hard, bulging in his pants, impossible to hide. They were just going to dinner, like any normal couple, but all he could think about was Becky’s pussy covered in another man’s cum.

Walking to his car, Bill felt the ache of need, heavy and sharp. Becky slipped her hand into his, squeezing, and even that small touch made him shiver. He knew she wouldn’t let him fuck her tonight. He’d go home hard and desperate, jerking off to the memory of her getting used by someone else.

And he knew he’d come back. He was addicted now—jealousy, humiliation, twisted arousal all tangled together inside him. Whatever Becky wanted, whatever she did to him, he’d take it. He needed it.

He belonged to her now, trapped in her web of casual cruelty and wicked smiles. He should have been scared, but all he felt was anticipation. As they drove to the restaurant, Brian’s cum still drying on her skin under her clothes, Bill could only wonder what she’d do to him next.








