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		Chapter One

		

		Noel looked on with joy and pride as Britney gripped the over-sized novelty scissors and cut the red ribbon hanging in front of the shop door. As the crowd surrounding them erupted into hoots and cheers Britney raised her fists in the air above her head and pumped them up and down a few times. “Refreshments inside!” she called out, one hand cupped over her mouth. She opened both of the double doors of the shop to let the crowd trickle inside. Noel walked up to where Britney was standing next to her dad, Jim.

		“Noel,” Jim said, nodding at him and shaking his hand. “Great to see you.”

		“Hey, Jim,” Noel replied.. He turned to Britney and smiled. “Congratulations, hun,” he said.

		“I can’t believe this day is finally here. I feel like we’ve been getting ready for this forever,” she said. Her eyes were bright and sparkling with excitement and she’d been smiling continuously for the last hour.

		“You better go inside and make sure your guests are taken care of,” Jim said, nodding towards the door.

		“Oh you’re probably right!” Britney replied. She leaned sideways and gave Noel a peck on the cheek. “I’ll see you in a bit,” she whispered, smiling.

		Noel turned to Jim as Britney disappeared inside the store. “I really want to thank-you for this again, Jim.”

		“Oh nonsense,” Jim muttered, shaking his head. “She’s my daughter. I’m happy to help.”

		“That’s really kind of you. The flower shop is all she’s talked about since you told her you were going to give her that loan,” Noel said.

		“Well I wouldn’t have done it if I didn’t think she had a good mind for business. It’s a great neighbourhood, Edwards Park. Bakery and a deli a few doors down. All these old townhouses being renovated.” He looked around to see if anyone could hear them. “Place is going to reek of money soon. I’ll bet she makes what I loaned her back in six months.”

		“You’re probably right,” Noel said, chuckling. Britney’s mind for business had come straight from her dad. “All the same you’ve made her really happy and that makes me happy, too.”

		Jim narrowed his eyes and shook his head at Noel. “You kids with your sincerity and emotional whatever you call it. Enough to make me sick. Back in my day you shook a man’s hand then had a stiff drink together and that was that.”

		Noel chuckled again and Jim joined him, clapping a hand on his shoulder.

		“What’s this I hear about a stiff drink?”

		The deep baritone voice that came from behind him made the skin on the back of Noel’s neck prickle. Jim turned to see who it was and cracked a wide smile. “Strider!” he said, reaching out and shaking the man’s hand.

		Even before he’d said his name Noel had known who it was. The voice of a man who’d haunted a good part of his younger years. A voice that brought a curious and unique mix of impending doom and nervous anticipation to Noel’s chest. He plastered a fake smile on his mouth and turned to face the man. “Strider,” he said, extending a hand.

		Strider Banks’ palm connected with his with a wallop. Noel looked up to see the same smug expression, the same cocky arrogance and the same shit-eating grin he’d always loathed.

		“What brings you out to our little reception?” Jim asked.

		Strider looked over the heads of the crowd in the store. “Heard there was a new flower shop in town. I just closed a deal on a new location and my interior designer said flowers would go over really well for Sunday brunch.”

		Noel’s stomach hollowed and he struggled to keep his smile from fading. Strider Banks strutting into Britney’s grand opening and putting in a standing order for Sunday flowers was…pretty annoying.

		“Another restaurant? What is this now, your third?” Jim asked, his tone filled with admiration.

		“This one’s out by the airport. But yeah, number three.”

		Jim chuckled and clapped Strider on the arm a few times. “Well done, man. Very impressive indeed,” he said, nodding.

		“Thanks, Mr. McIntyre. It’s a lot of hard work but I think it’ll all pay off.”

		“You cut it out with that Mr. McIntyre shit, Strider. The name’s Jim. You’re not in high school any more.”

		“Sure thing, Jim,” Strider said, grinning even wider.

		Noel resisted the urge to smirk. He’d followed Strider’s ascent in the restaurant business from a distance. There certainly didn’t seem to be anything his daddy’s money couldn’t buy him. It was petty but seeing Strider prancing around soaking up compliments for being a spoiled princess wasn’t easy to stomach.

		“Well I think I’m going to help myself to one of those lovely looking fruit cakes I saw earlier. Great to see you. You too, Noel.” Jim tucked his hands into his pockets and sauntered into the flower shop.

		“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” Noel asked once Jim was out of earshot.

		Strider leaned in a little closer, the grin twisting into a sneer. “What do you mean what do I think I’m doing? I’m being a good citizen and putting in a nice fat order at your pretty fiancee’s new flower shop,” he said, chuckling. “I would have thought you’d be happy about that. Don’t you want to see her succeed?”

		Noel eyed him. Now that they were all adults Strider didn’t have any power over him any more. He’d finished the quest of making it through his awkward teenage years and gotten the girl. The girl who used to be Strider’s girl. Something Strider seemed to still have a problem with, or so it seemed any time they ran into him. None of that bothered Noel, though. What bothered him was that Strider hadn’t forgotten his dirty little secret. A secret Noel almost couldn’t bear to face himself.

		Strider clapped a hand on his shoulder and turned him to face the flower shop, standing next to him. “What about you, fruit cake, you going in to get a snack?”

		“Shut up ass hole,” Noel muttered, chuckling.

		Strider laughed with him and squeezed his shoulder. Britney emerged from the crowd and cast a glance in their direction. A funny smile twisted across her lips when she saw Strider standing next to Noel. Strider waved and she waved back, then disappeared into the crowd again. “You know I still have dreams about those tits?” Strider asked.

		Noel shook his head and smirked.

		“No, no, seriously” Strider said, staring at him. “I’m not gonna’ let you off that easy. You still like it, don’t you? Still like hearing about your girl getting off with other guys. You still jerk off to it from time to time?” he asked, making a pumping motion with his fist.

		“Would you stop that?” Noel hissed. “Not everyone wants to watch you make a perverted fool of yourself, Strident,” he said.

		“Yeah, alright, whatever ,” Strider said, chuckling as he put his hand in his pocket. They’d formed an uneasy truce in the last few years but there was still a simmering tension between them when they saw each other. “You popped her cherry yet?” Strider asked.

		Noel took a deep breath, then sighed. “That’s private,” he replied.

		“Come on, Noel. You know you want to talk about it.” He leaned closer. “Hell if I was sleeping next to that tight, juicy pussy that’s all I’d be talking about.”

		A shameful heat rolled down Noel’s neck. He felt his cock stir in his pants. He flexed his glutes hoping to avoid getting an embarrassing erection at the grand opening of Britney’s flower shop.

		“You know how I know it’s tight, buddy?” Strider asked. “‘Cause she let me finger her that one time. I ever tell you about that?”

		“Strider would you shut up? Just shut up,” Noel snapped.

		Strider laughed again. “Why? Am I giving you the tingles? You know I’m going to have to be over here a lot, Noel. What with picking out the floral arrangements for my restaurant tables and whatnot. Lot of time goes into that. I’m sure Britney’s going to have lots of good flowers for me. You know what I really want though, don’t ya’ buddy? She give it to you yet? Come on. You can tell me. I won’t tattle.”

		“We’re saving it for the wedding night,” Noel said, Strider’s perverted whispers sucking him into the vortex of his own fantasy. The heat had engulfed his entire body now and was pulsing with his heartbeat.

		“Oh yeah?” Strider asked. “When’s that?”

		“Next May,” Noel muttered.

		“Fuck. She’s really stringing you along, keeping you waiting like that? She kept me waiting, too. I couldn’t stand it. Oh we fooled around and shit. She ever talk about that? She ever tell you about how I made her come in the cafeteria behind the garbage cans? I couldn’t stand that teasing bullshit, though. It’s like she wanted to mindfuck me giving me everything but that pussy.”

		Noel’s erection had stiffened fully and was now throbbing at each lurid thought Strider shoved into his mind. He shook his head.

		Strider grinned and squeezed his shoulder again. “You’re going to be seeing a lot more of me the next little while, buddy. And I’ve got to tell you. Any time I get around Britney’s beautiful big boobies I go a little crazy, you know what I mean? You know what I mean. You’re marrying it! And I want the same thing you want, pal. I want to get in there and pollinate her freshest flower.”

		Noel closed his eyes as a wave of arousal washed through him. The thought of Strider’s large cock plying the unperturbed folds of Britney’s pussy made his body throb.

		Strider let his hand fall off Noel’s shoulder and chuckled. “We’re going to have a lot of fun you and I. And Britney, too,” he said. He turned, walked into the flower shop and waded into the crowd in search of it’s proprietor.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		In the evening, after dinner, Britney stood up from the kitchen table and slipped around behind his chair. Her hands settled on his shoulders, then slid down to lay against his chest. “Thanks for everything you did today, Noel,” she whispered, her breath tickling the skin on the back of his neck.

		“It really wasn’t much. Moved a few chairs around and helped the caterer clean up afterwards,” he said, turning his head and smiling at her.

		“Yeah. Well, I couldn’t have done it without you.”

		“I’m glad you’re

		happy. The shop’s going to be huge. I’ve got a great feeling about it,” he said, patting the back of her hand.

		Her expression changed, her eyes searching for something in his own. “Did Strider tell you why he was there?” she asked quietly.

		He nodded.

		“That order’s going to be over five grand worth of flowers every month,” she said.

		He nodded again, slightly uncomfortable and faintly aroused at how that made Britney vaguely beholden to Strider.

		“I don’t want to make it awkward or anything but…are you feeling okay about that?” she asked.

		“About Strider’s order?”

		“Yeah,” she said, nodding.

		“Oh, of course!” he said, waving away any concern she might have had. “Yeah it’s absolutely no problem. Real nice of him to think about you, too,” he said. It was the palest lie. Strider had managed to work his way under Noel’s skin. Just not in the way Britney thought.

		She stared at him for a few moments. “Was he giving you a hard time again?” she asked, tipping her head to look into his eyes.

		He raised a hand and rubbed it over his mouth. This was even more dangerous territory than he’d been in with Strider that morning. He was pretty sure Britney knew something was up between him and Strider, just not exactly what it was. The way she talked about Strider, the moods she conjured around their exchanges about the man seemed to indicate she had a sense there was something…enticing to Noel about him. “I was kind of giving myself a hard time,” he replied.

		“How’s that?” she asked, rubbing her hand against his chest.

		“Sometimes I let myself play into his bullshit, you know?”

		She paused for a moment, studying his expression. “You shouldn’t let him get to you,” she said. “It was so long ago and it’s so immature of him to bring it up and dangle it over your head like that. You shouldn’t let it get to you.”

		He shrugged. “Eh, it doesn’t really.”

		“I can see it does something,” she said, letting her hand fall towards his stomach. “You’re always so introspective after we run into him.”

		The way she said it sent a shiver running down his back. Her tone was so alluring. Almost like she wanted him to talk more about it. He turned and met her gaze. She was wearing a slightly worried look but looked as beautiful as ever. Her ruby red lipstick from the opening hadn’t faded and she’d taken extra care with her eye makeup that morning, too. Her bright, red hair was cascading down her shoulders, framing her pretty face. He wondered if maybe he’d get lucky for being so helpful that morning. “Hey you feel like maybe going upstairs a little early. Spend the evening together?” he asked.

		She paused a moment and looked off to the side, then smiled at him. “I hadn’t thought of that but yeah. That sounds like a nice time. Let me have a shower first? I’m all sweaty and dirty from running around all day.”

		He smiled back at her as she laid a gentle kiss on his lips. As she turned and headed for the bathroom his eyes fell to her ass. She wasn’t a plus size or anything but she was curvy. Her ass was big and round. It was tight, she was at the gym three nights a week, but she could make it bounce, too. She had a beautiful pair of size thirty-six double D’s he loved getting lost in.

		He fought the urge to blurt out that he’d love it if she didn’t shower. That he wanted her dirty and sweaty. She always kept herself immaculately groomed. He loved that she did but sometimes he secretly wondered what it would be like to do her dirty. It was kind of like the thing with Strider, though. He could never quite bring himself to say it out loud.

		He scratched his head, unsettled by the unusual, dirty thoughts he was having. They seemed to pop into his mind any time he ran into Strider. Just seeing the guy got him thinking about Britney being with him. It was so weird because Britney was so straight-laced and Strider was a…pervert. That was what really bogged him down and made him ruminate over the same question over and over. What had she seen in Strider that had made her date him?

		He got up walked into the bedroom as he heard the water turn on in the shower. He turned out the overhead light and turned on the Christmas lights she’d hung up above the closet for ambiance. They gave off a bit of a dorm room vibe but the rest of the house was so well kept it didn’t matter. He lit a couple of their scented candles Britney liked to have on when they made love. Then he stripped down to his underwear and crawled under the sheets to wait for her.

		She appeared in the bedroom door about ten minutes later. She was wearing her fluffy pink bathrobe that came to halfway down her calves. She’d left the front lapels parted slightly so he could just make out the beautiful cleave of flesh her breasts made. She was momentarily silhouetted by hallway light which cast a gentle yellowish halo around her. She flicked the light off and stepped into the dim candlelight.

		Noel sat up, supporting himself on one hand. He didn’t think he’d ever tire of these moments. These pre-coital performances Britney seemed to love putting on for him. Their sex was rarely spontaneous. She wanted to look a certain way and to act a certain way as well. For that she needed time, maybe in the shower, to prepare herself. The result was always spectacular.

		As she arrived at the foot of the bed she untied the belt at her waist, then raised her hands to the lapels of the robe and let it slip off of her shoulders and onto the ground at her feet.

		Noel drew in a breath at the sight of her gloriously heavy breasts. They were very full on the bottom but the tops curved gently away from her body. The pink nipples protruded a half inch or so and the bumpy areolae were about as wide around them as the rim of a beer can. She kept the dense hair between her legs at five-o’clock shadow length and he could just make out the front cleft of her pouting vulva. His eyes lingered for a moment on the lips of her sex organ. Long enough, though, to bring a blush to his cheeks. He looked up at her and flashed a shy smile. “You look amazing,” he whispered.

		Bending at the waist, she got onto her hands and knees on the bed and started crawling towards him.

		His eyes again fell to her breasts. The way they gently swayed side to side as she moved closer was quite hypnotic. He wondered for a moment how two mounds of fatty breast tissue could inspire such awe and wonder in a man? He lacked the cognitive capacity to answer his own question as his mind settled into it’s more reptilian state.

		She crawled right up to him until their noses were touching and rubbed the tip of hers against his. “You don’t look so bad yourself,” she whispered, smiling.

		This caused him to glance down at his own body. While he wouldn’t call himself scrawny he was definitely all bone and sinew. He had a flat stomach and decent pectoral muscles. But he had the runner’s physique rather than a weight-lifter’s. Which again sent his mind back to Strider.

		At about a head taller than him, Strider’s chest and arms were packed with dense, conditioned muscle. This difference between them, along with all the others, only further piqued his curiosity about why Britney had had anything to do with Strider at all. His mind turned the barrel of the question around back onto him and he almost gasped when he considered it’s opposite: why was she having anything to do with Noel?

		“I want to do something special for you tonight,” Britney whispered. “For being so supportive about all this flower shop nonsense.”

		“It’s not nonsense,” he said, shaking his head.

		Britney smiled as she crawled back and sank down onto her forearms. She pulled the sheets covering his waist and legs back until his semi-stiff cock swayed up and out of them. A smile formed on her mouth as she regarded it. She leaned lower towards it but kept her lovely, heart-shaped ass swaying high in the air above the bed for his pleasure and arousal. Her soft hand wrapped neatly around the first two inches at the root of his five and a half-inch cock.

		He sighed and stared at her behind as she wrapped her full lips around the head and gave it a long, slow suck. The feeling of her wet mouth gliding down over the ridge of the head of his penis made him groan. He felt a connection between the tip of his cock and the spot directly between his legs that seemed to be stretching and becoming more taut with each sweep of her tongue along his shaft.

		She looked up and gazed at him with beautiful, wide eyes.

		Ordinarily he would have been aroused by how sexy she looked with his dick in her mouth. In that moment he was aroused in a different way. He couldn’t stop thinking of how vile it was, really. His gorgeous wife being dirty enough to put his cock into her mouth and suck on it. It was quite dirty, really, when you thought about it that way. And she was so pretty and always so well put together. No one passing her on the street would ever think ‘that woman probably sucked on that guy’s cock last night.’ He felt a tremendous swell of arousal at that, too. So big in fact that the tension between the tip of his penis and his taint threatened to snap into an ejaculation if he wasn’t careful. He reached down and put a hand on her shoulder.

		She pulled his lips slowly off of his cock, letting her tongue linger and flick the tip a few times. “What’s the matter?” she teased. “Don’t you like it?”

		He chuckled with her. “I like it too much,” he whispered back. “God you’re good at that.”

		She smiled and seemed pleased with herself at his comment. Rising back up onto her hands and knees she stared into his eyes. “How do you want me?” she asked.

		He scrambled sideways on the bed, making room for her on her side. “On your back. Legs apart,” he said, holding her stare.

		“Yes sir,” she said, crawling up to the pillows, rolling onto her back and squeezing her breasts together with her arms. She put her hands on her knees and slowly spread her thighs.

		He crawled between her

		legs and leaned in, kissing the soft flesh inside her right thigh. Her skin was still slightly damp and fragrant from her shower.

		She let her legs fall open wider and ran a hand through his hair.

		He looked up at her, kissed her pussy lips softly, then lay a gentle suck on the left one.

		“Ooh,” she moaned, arching her back.

		He let the soft, warm, salty taste of her wash over his tongue and tried to ignore the faint hint of soap that still lingered there.

		“Mmm, I love that,” she moaned, her hand sliding to the back of his head.

		He smiled, then kissed and licked up and down the inside of her right thigh.

		She shivered and arched her back again, a moan coming from deep in her throat.

		His cock throbbed with anticipation. He’d wanted her all day. Now he was finally going to get her. He turned his head and licked the inside of her left thigh.

		“Ohhh, yes,” she moaned.

		He kissed and licked his way slowly up her thigh, stopping about an inch below the soft crease where her thigh met her groin. He slid his tongue across her mound, parting the top of her pubic hair.

		“Mmm,” she moaned, arching her back even higher.

		He kissed the soft mound of flesh, then slipped his tongue between her outer lips and ran it gently along her inner folds.

		“Oh god!” she gasped, her hand gripping the back of his head tighter.

		He licked the same path along her inner lips again.

		“Ohhh, Noel!” she cried, her hips beginning to squirm.

		His cock surged and throbbed. The sound of her moans and her hand pressing the back of his head sent a very pleasant feeling surging through him. He always enjoyed eating her out. More so when she got carried away with her excitement and became slightly bossy and dominant. He continued the treatment, slowly licking up and down her opening and enjoying the tension building in her body.

		“Oh god, Noel. I’m going to come. Do you mind?”

		Pulling his mouth away from her sex, he shook his head and looked up at her. “I was kind of hoping for that,” he replied.

		Her smile was both grateful and wicked at the same time.

		He slid his tongue between her folds, searching for her clit. As his tongue made contact with the bumpy little organ her whole body shuddered and he could feel her hand press his head harder against her pussy. “Mmm,” he moaned, licking the sides of her clit and flicking it with his tongue.

		“Oh fuck,” she hissed.

		“I want you to come,” he whispered. “Come for me.”

		“Oh yes,” she moaned.

		He slid his tongue up and down her slit a few times, then wrapped his lips around her clit and gave it a slow, soft suck.

		“Ooooh!” she cried, her thighs snapping closed around his head.

		The feeling of her legs crushing his head sent a shudder of pleasure through him. He felt a sudden and intense desire to please her. To be subservient to her and take her orgasm into his own body and become a part of her. He opened his mouth wider and pressed it down against her pussy. His nose was pinched between her thighs, leaving him feeling like he was suffocating. He didn’t care, though. He was too intent on giving her a good orgasm.

		She moaned and writhed against his mouth.

		He licked all around her clit and felt another shudder rumble through her. Just as his lungs started to burn from a lack of oxygen she released the pressure from his head. He drew a deep breath, his cock throbbing as he realized he’d come pretty close to passing out.

		“Oh god that was good,” she said, panting. “So good.”

		“Yeah?” he asked, a grin creeping across his mouth.

		He kissed the lips of her pussy again, then began licking and sucking his way up her belly and towards her breasts.

		She moaned and let her head roll backwards, her hands going to her tits and cupping them.

		He crawled forward until his hips were over hers, then reached down and took hold of his erection.

		“That was really good,” she whispered, massaging her breasts with both hands.

		He stared down at the large mounds of flesh. He was dying to get inside her but he was a sucker for her beautiful titties. He leaned over her and sucked her left nipple into his mouth, stroking his cock and brushing it gently against her moistening pussy lips.

		“Oh, Noel!” she moaned. It was a distinct sound. Different from the one she’d made during her orgasm. Britney had a very, very soft spot for having her nipples sucked and could often come more easily from that then from intercourse.

		He brushed her hand away from her breast and wrapped his around it. Keeping his lips on her nipple, he slid his cock down to her wet entrance and slipped just the tip inside.

		“Ohhhh,” she moaned, her hips squirming and trying to pull his dick in deeper.

		He sucked her nipple deeper into his mouth, his lips and tongue working at the tender flesh surrounding it.

		She groaned and shivered.

		He held her breast tight, keeping her nipple lodged between his teeth. He slipped his cock all the way inside her.

		She arched her back and cried out, her arms reaching up and wrapping around his neck.

		His cock was already aching and ready to blow. He wanted to give her another climax. He loved the feeling of her pussy squeezing him as she came. Pulling her nipple even deeperinto his mouth he started swirling his tongue around it.

		“Oh, oh, oh!” she panted. She locked her legs behind his back and started rocking her hips, urging him to thrust faster and deeper.

		He obliged, slipping his cock in and out of her faster and faster.

		“Oh, yes, oh, yes, oh, yes,” she whimpered, her body trembling and shaking.

		He sucked on her nipple, pulling it in as far as it would go.

		“Noel! Oh, Noel! Yes! Yes!” she moaned. Her pussy gripped his cock tight and he felt a rush of arousal surge through him as it started to squeeze.

		She let out an operatic wail as her body convulsed beneath him.

		He rode the waves of her undulating soft flesh and when he felt her orgasm waning let her nipple fall out of his mouth. Reaching up around his neck he grabbed one arm by the wrist, then the other. He pinned them to the mattress on either side of her head and stared deep into her eyes. He bucked his hips harder and faster against her, his cock plunging deep into her tight and drooling pussy. A familiar rush of excitement shot through him as her eyes widened.

		“Oh! Noel! No! You can’t!” she moaned.

		Her plea only riled him up and made him fuck her even harder. They’d started talking about Britney going off birth control a few months back. That had led her to discover how much she enjoyed pretending she was already off of it. That, in turn, had led to her discovering how titillating she found play-acting that she just couldn’t let him finish inside her.

		“Oh no! Please! Noel! Pull out!” she begged.

		He groaned and squeezed his eyes shut. His mind was sucked down into the squeezing in his groin as his cock pumped hot seed from his balls into Britney. The orgasm was exquisite and long and when it abated he collapsed onto her warm body, panting to catch his breath. The skin on the back of his neck prickled when she ran her fingertips over his spine. He smiled when he felt her chuckling. “What’s so funny?” he asked. He pulled himself up off of her and gazed into her smiling eyes.

		“I feel like we’re in one of those old bodice ripper novels when I do that,” she said, giggling. They shared a laugh as he rolled off of her. But the fantasy she’d just indulged brought Strider back to mind again.

		He rolled his head sideways on the pillow to look at her. “You want to hear something funny?” he asked.

		“Of course,” she replied, rolling onto her side and pulling the covers up over her breasts. She propped up her head on her hand.

		“I told Strider today that you’re still holding out on me.”

		She furrowed her brow. “Holding out on you?” she asked.

		“Yeah,” he replied. “That we’re waiting until the wedding.”

		He saw the look of recognition form in her eyes. “You did not!” she said, aghast.

		“I did,” he replied, smiling.

		She shook her head. “That’s…so embarrassing,” she muttered. “I can’t believe you did that.”

		“What’s so embarrassing about it?” he asked, chuckling.

		“It’s personal! He has no business knowing or not knowing that!” she squawked.

		“Britney relax. He’s the one that brings this stuff up. You know I think he’s still kind of obsessed with you? I’m just messing with him.” It sent a strange thrill through him, telling her that Strider was still attracted to her, still pining for her.

		She scowled, then got a funny look in her eye . “What do you mean he brings it up?”

		“I mean it’s what we were talking about earlier. He’s always saying stuff like that. Trying to get under my skin about being your boyfriend and…”

		“He wasn’t my boyfriend,” she interrupted.

		“Oh. Well, whatever he was.” Oddly that made him even more intrigued about what it was that had transpired between Britney and Strider. As he stared at her he gave into the urge that had gripped him so many times. “Hey do you ever think about him? I mean about when you guys were…so like what were you two anyways? Back in school? If you weren’t boyfriend and girlfriend?” he asked. It was all so silly. That was almost a decade ago. Why did it titillate him so much to think about it, he couldn’t help but wonder?

		She smiled at him. “Who knows what’s up and what’s down when you’re that age. I don’t know. I can’t really remember. I don’t really think about it much,” she said, still looking a little confused by the whole thing. “He really talks about all that stuff?” she asked.

		“He’s just trying to be a shit, Britney. He wants to believe I’m still some pushover he can bully and that he’s the ‘alpha,’” he said, scratching air-quotes above his head with four fingers.

		“Doesn’t that bother you?” she asked.

		“Oh please. I left town got an engineering degree, started my own business and married the school hottie. Strider’s daddy bought him a few restaurants as a tax write-off. No, I don’t think I’m going to be terribly concerned about what a sugar baby thinks about me.”

		Britney covered her mouth

		with a hand and giggled. “Hey, you watch it now. That sugar baby’s my biggest client so far.”

		Fresh excitement rushed through him at this new twist their life had taken. He’d expected to see Strider around here and there. He hadn’t expected him to become entwined so intimately with Britney’s new flower business. “Hey, c’mere,” he said, wrapping his arms around her waist. He pulled her closer towards him. The scent of her perfume made his cock engorge. “So, this is kind of stupid, but he did…he mentioned something about the cafeteria garbage cans?” he asked, his voice low and quiet.

		Britney let out an exasperated sigh and rolled her eyes. “That’s just like him to bring something like that up. He’s such an ass sometimes.”

		He flashed a faint smile at her. He couldn’t be sure if she wanted him to keep probing about it. The arousal welling through him propelled him forward. “So, uh, what happened with that anyways?” he asked.

		She furrowed her brow. “You don’t really want to hear about that, do you?”

		In the times they’d gotten this close to the tender core of his secret he’d always deflected and changed the subject. Then he’d sulk about it for days. Not being able to summon the courage to actually tell her what was on his mind made him a little ashamed. But what kind of guy would get off on a thing like that? What would she think of him if he actually told her thinking of her and Strider turned him on?

		This time felt different somehow. This time they were both so happy about the grand opening going off without a hitch. Britney had her dream store she’d been fantasizing about. He imagined the sizzle it would add to their intimate moments if she knew this thing about him. “So here’s this funny thing,” he said, staring into her eyes.

		“Yeah? What is it?” she asked, sounding like she already knew, or at least had an idea.

		“It doesn’t super bother me when you talk about him. It doesn’t really bother me that you two were…a thing.”

		“Oh?” she asked, arching her brow.

		“What I mean is that it’s almost…kind of fun to hear about it. Like adult story time or something,” he explained.

		She furrowed her brow and now looked deeply perplexed. “Hearing about it? Adult story time?”

		A panic gripped him at the way she was looking at him. Had he read this all wrong? Did she actually have no idea about any of his perverted desires? Because that was sure as hell what the expression on her face looked like. “You know what? Never mind,” he said, chuckling and hoping he could still dismiss the subject. “It was just something bouncing around in my head. No big deal or anything. You want to watch some TV or something?”

		“No, wait. I wanted to hear what you meant. What do you mean it’s kind of fun? You want to hear about me with other men?” she asked.

		Now he could tell he really had read it all wrong. She looked disgusted at what she’d just said. He wished he’d kept his fat mouth shut. Why did stupid Strider have to show up this morning anyways? “It’s not exactly like that,” he mumbled. “Just don’t worry about it,” he said, shaking his head and looking down at the floor.

		“Now hang on a second, Noel. I want to get to the bottom of this. You want me to tell you about what I did with Strider so you can, what? Compare notes or something?” she asked.

		“What? No! God, no, Britney. Come on! You know me. You know who I am. You know I’m not like that. I would never talk about our private life with a guy like Strider.”

		“But you told him that I’m holding out on you until we get married.”

		“That was a lie, Brit. I was messing with him for fun.”

		She scowled and didn’t look at all convinced by what he’d said. “So what else did you two talk about?” she asked.

		“Look I don’t want this to turn into a whole thing, Britney. I just thought it would be funny to share with you that I was egging Strider on.”

		“Does he always do that to you? Does he always talk to you like that about me?”

		“Yes. It’s why you might be getting a weird vibe off of me whenever we run into him,” he said.

		“So seriously then. I want to know. What else did he say about me?”

		Noel sighed and looked off to the side. What was supposed to have been a fun trip off the beaten path of their intimate life was turning into detour around a massive construction zone. But Britney looked like she wasn’t about to let up the inquisition any time soon. “He just says gross things. About…about like…” He cringed at the thought of telling her what Strider had said about her pussy.

		“About what?”

		“About…you guys fooling around and stuff.”

		Her lips formed a tight line and she let out a curt sigh. “You know he’s just mad because I never had sex with him, don’t you?”

		He lowered his eyes to the bed. “He may have mentioned that.”

		“Ha!” she said, holding a hand up towards the ceiling. “I can’t believe you’re only telling me this now!”

		“I didn’t think it was going to be a big deal,” he muttered.

		“Strider Banks was a sex-obsessed pervert who had one thing on his mind the whole time I tried to be friends with him,” she said.

		He scowled at her. “You were just trying to be friends with him?” he asked. “What about the thing in the cafeteria then?”

		She scoffed and rolled her eyes. “He was so pathetic. He thought that because he had this giant dong of a penis that women would just fall all over themselves for him. Maybe some did, I don’t know. Maybe that’s where he got the idea that he was such hot stuff. I wasn’t buying any of it.”

		He shook his head. All of this was making less and less sense. It didn’t sound anything like what Strider had told him. “Strider had a giant dong of a penis?” he asked.

		“Well I’m assuming he still has it!” she said, throwing her hand up in the air again.

		“So what about the cafeteria then?” he asked after a pause.

		She rolled her eyes again. “It was after a track meet. Everyone had gone home and my parents were late picking me up. We were out by the bathrooms and he was begging me more than usual to do something with him. So I dragged him into the cafeteria, which was empty, and let him feel me up behind the garbage cans in case anyone walked in.”

		He eyed her from under his brow, his erection growing along with his interest in figuring out whether the truth was closer to Britney’s version of events or Strider’s. “Did he…did he make you orgasm?” he asked.

		“Oh god how would I know? I can’t remember that. For all I know I faked it just to get it over with.” She rolled over onto her other side and wiggled into the little spoon position against his chest.

		When she wiggled her ass against his crotch he had no time to react and pull his groin away to hide his fully engorged erection. She glanced over her shoulder at him but said nothing. He couldn’t help but notice how damp the pocket of her crotch was against the head of his stiff cock.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		The shop got so busy mid-week and into the weekend that Britney all but forgot about her biggest client. It was only when she plucked the standing order from the printer on Saturday afternoon that she remembered the amount of work she had. She walked out to the front of the shop where Melissa was just finishing up a transaction with a customer. She smiled at the lady and waited until she left the store before turning to Melissa. “Melissa I just totally forgot I’ve got about fifty arrangements to do for the Banks’ restaurant order. Do you think you could stay behind another hour until it’s time to close up the shop? You’d be doing me a real favour,” she said.

		Melissa pulled her phone out of her pocket and checked it. “I could do another forty-five. I’ve got a hair appointment at four-thirty, though. Would that help at all?”

		“Anything would be great. Thanks, Mel. I’ll tack on a little tip to your first paycheck.”

		Melissa smiled. “It’s no trouble. Don’t even worry about it,” she said.

		Britney walked back into the coolroom and set the standing order sheet down on the stainless steel table. She pulled a bucket of cut Amaryllis flowers out and placed it on the floor. Forty-five minutes later she had three quarters of the orders finished and wrapped when Melissa stuck her head into the coolroom.

		“I’ve got to go now, Brit,” Melissa said.

		“Oh, okay. Thanks again for staying. I’ll see you out and lock up fifteen minutes early for today.” She walked to the front of the shop, opened the door for Melissa, then started to swing it shut when she saw Strider’s red Corvette pull into the parking lot. The memory of what had happened, first with Strider showing up at the opening, then with Noel later that evening in bed, came flooding back. A pang of resentment gripped her, followed by a wave of guilt.

		She hadn’t exactly been honest with Noel about Strider. He’d seemed so weird,almost creepy, talking about her former boyfriend. Like he was somehow titillated that she’d ever been with another man besides him. And he’d gotten so cagey when she’d called him out on it. And then when she’d curled up to him she’d felt his full erection throb against her ass. And right after they’d just finished having sex! She’d been too tired to make it into a big deal but it was making her feel weirdly ashamed now.

		The resentment, however, was directed at Strider, who was now making his way across the parking lot with his usual cocky strut. Their relationship was firmly in the past and was staying there. Of that, she was certain. She didn’t appreciate Strider sharing secrets with Noel and she was about to tell him as much. She held the door for him as he walked in, pulling off his sunglasses.

		His eyes lazily wandered down her curvy frame. “Hey beautiful,” he said.

		She swung the door shut behind him and twisted the deadbolt locked. She put a hand on her hip and stared directly into his eyes. “What are you doing talking about us to Noel?” she demanded.

		Strider’s smug smile faded and his eyes widened. “Well good afternoon to you too. Nice to know that’s how you treat your biggest customer,” he said,

		pocketing his sunglasses. After a moment his confidence returned and he grinned at her. “He tell you how much he liked it?” he asked, walking around the counter and into the back room. “How’s my order coming?” he asked.

		She followed him into the coolroom and found him staring wide-eyed at the table with the arrangements on it. “Holy shit, Brit. These are beautiful,” he said, turning to her and looking awestruck. “You’ve got a really good eye for this stuff.”

		Her irritation towards him faded at the pleasant compliment. She had a weak spot for people telling her she’d done a good job and a weaker spot if they were large, handsome men. Even a man like Strider. She found herself blushing slightly at having described him, if only in her mind, as handsome. But he was. He had a sturdy, chiselled physique that more than made up for his personality. It was why she’d given him any chance at all back in the day.

		“You know how horny it makes me to see you looking at me like that again?”

		She blushed hotter when she realized she’d been staring at him ‘like that’ for at least ten seconds and not saying anything. “Oh don’t be ridiculous,” she clucked. She drew in a breath when he took a step towards her, his chest nearly touching the peaks of her breasts.

		“You should have seen how excited your fiancee got when I told him a little story about you and I,” he said quietly.

		She scowled at him but was intrigued to hear him describe Noel getting excited. That was exactly what she’d suspected happened when they’d talked about Strider in bed the previous week. Still she didn’t want to give Strider any ideas, or the impression that this was the way their relationship was going to proceed from here on in. He may have been a fling in the past but now he was going to be strictly a client. “Let me be clear about something here,” she said, taking a step back and holding out her hand so he didn’t follow. “You might be my biggest client but that doesn’t mean I’m going to put my relationship in jeopardy for you. I love Noel, Strider. I’m marrying Noel. That’s not going to change and I’m not letting you delude yourself that it might.”

		Strider’s grin widened and he started chuckling. “That’s the beautiful, beautiful thing here, see? All of these things can co-exist. When I heard you were marrying Noel I got this warm feeling and then I just started laughing and laughing!”

		“Laughing? At what?” she demanded.

		“At how sometimes things just work out so perfectly it feels like magic, Britney. That’s what this fucking feels like. Like someone waved a magic wand and all of a sudden everything fell into place. You, Noel, me…that fuck you and I never had,” he added quietly.

		The profane description startled her, along with what he was referring to. She felt a wave of guilt wash over her at not being totally honest with Noel. She’d told herself it didn’t matter. That it had been from a different time, a different era in her life. But every time she recalled it she blushed. The things she’d done with Strider. The dirty, disgusting, depraved acts she’d engaged in. All to feel that glorious pylon of a cock inside of herself. She’d never given him her womanhood. But she’d given him everything else he’d wanted and he’d sent her screaming to the moon and back with his hands, his mouth, the tip of that cock against her tight…

		“You’re thinking about it now, aren’t you?” he asked, grin turning sly.

		Her face flushed with even more heat and Strider started laughing.

		“You thinking about that time I nearly got it in you?” he asked.

		She looked away and touched a hand to her neck.

		He belted out three raucous ‘ha-ha-ha’s.’ “I still think about that all the time. Beautiful Britney naked on her bed getting her clit rubbed in the moonlight by the head of this thing,” he said, laying a hand on his trousers.

		“Stop that,” she whispered.

		“I still jack off over it all the time, Brit. And now I’m really going to get to finally fuck you.”

		“Okay so you need to stop talking like that right now,” she snapped. “These are unwanted sexual advances and that’s sexual harassment,” she said, pointing a finger at the floor to punctuate her point.

		He tipped his head to one side. “It’s not unwanted though, is it? Because if it really is all you need to do is say the words and I’m out of here. You think I’d be talking to you like this if I didn’t know you wanted it? I’m not crazy, Britney. No. I know you’ve been thinking about my pocket monster since the day we broke up. I still remember how you used to look at it. That hunger in those beautiful eyes of yours. Your nipples going all hard and that lemony fresh scent of your pussy slickening up.”

		“That’s disgusting!” she snapped.

		“I still remember the smell of your pussy, Britney. Now tell me none of this is true. Tell me I’ve got it totally wrong and you’ve never given me or my cock a second thought? The door’s right there and I’m out in a flash if you can say that looking into my eyes.” He gazed into her eyes.

		She felt as if a heavy weight were falling on her shoulders. The guilt was nearly overwhelming. She did love Noel. So much. But Strider was right. If there was one regret she’d carry to her grave it was that she never gave…no. It wasn’t that she never gave him her pussy. It was that she’d denied herself the pleasure of feeling his enormous, gorgeous cock inside of it. She glanced up at him. His smug face was so punchable she nearly threw one at it. “I love Noel,” she said quietly. “I’m marrying Noel.”

		Strider gave three slow nods. “And that’s the beautiful part of all of this,” he whispered to her.

		She frowned.

		“I guess Noel’s been keeping some secrets of his own,” Strider said. “Or maybe he’s just not one hundred percent sure he wants it yet. But he does. He does.”

		“Wants what?” she asked. “What are you droning on about?”

		“Noel wants to see it. He wants to watch his beautiful Britney, the object of his love and obsession getting fucked like the dirty little slut she is. Does he know about that yet?” he asked. “Does he know about what a dirty little slut he’s about to marry? Or was he telling the truth when he told me you haven’t even let him into your sweet little cherry?” He chuckled. “I had a hard time with that one. I have a feeling he’s just trying to play games because even you wouldn’t be cruel enough to hold out on him for, how long’s it been since you two got together?” he asked.

		“Two years six months,” she muttered.

		“Ouch. That gives me blue balls just thinking about it. Then again, maybe blue balls are right up his alley.”

		“What’s right up his alley? What are you freaking talking about” she asked, her exasperation boiling over.

		He leaned lower so he could look straight into her eyes. “He’s a cuckold, Britney. You’re marrying a cuckold. You know what that is? A guy who likes to watch. Which is why I’m over here talking to you like this. Because it means it’s finally going to happen. I’m finally going to feel the inside of you and you’re finally going to feel what it’s like to sit on this throne with my royal scepter up in your delicious, tight muff.” He patted his thighs with his hands.

		Britney felt her stomach hollow as her eyes fell to the crotch of Strider’s pants. There was no denying the bulge she saw there. And her memory of that bulge was making her hot. “I have to get back to work,” she said, tearing her eyes away from it and walking over to the table.

		“How long will the rest of my order take?” he asked.

		“Twenty minutes, thirty tops,” she replied, picking up a bouquet.

		“Great. I’ll just hang out. Get a coffee. Think about how good your tight little pussy is going to feel.”

		“Fine. Whatever,” she said, waving her hand and moving to the door to unlock it. She locked it up and watched Strider walk to his car, hands in his pockets. Her heart fluttered as he pulled out of the parking spot, then peeled out onto the street towards the coffee shop on the corner.

		She hurried back to the coolroom and started folding floral arrangements with shaking hands.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		He knew the moment he saw her that something was wrong. Maybe not wrong, exactly, but different. She wasn’t smiling, which was huge for Britney. She seemed lost in her thoughts, withdrawn. He smiled and patted her knee when she got into the car. “You good? How’d the first Saturday go?” he asked her.

		She seemed to relax a bit and smiled. “Really, really amazing, Noel. I blew through almost my entire inventory. I’m going to have to come in Monday because I had to order a delivery or I’d be short next week.”

		“Wow! That’s incredible!” he said, rubbing his hand along her thigh. “Can I take you out to celebrate? My treat!”

		Her smile widened and she turned to look at him. The smile faded after a moment. She reached out and put a hand on his thigh, staring at the console between them. “I need to talk to you,” she said.

		He didn’t need to be reminded that tonight was the night Strider had picked up his restaurant order. He’d spent the week trying not to think about it. Trying hopelessly to exclude it from his mind. He’d imagined this very scenario playing out in this very way and it made his cock flex and begin to engorge contemplating that it might be really happening. “Whatever happened it’s okay,” he said quietly, but a little too quickly.

		She looked up at him with disbelief in her eyes and pulled her hand away from his leg. “What do you mean by that?” she asked. She looked troubled by what he’d said.

		“I mean whatever you need to talk about. I’m sure it’s going to be fine,” he replied, nodding.

		She continued to stare at him as if something about what he’d said wasn’t adding up for her. After a while she sank back into her seat and sighed. “I had a meeting with Strider today,” she said, glancing sideways at him.

		His cock pulsed and started to throb. “I figured you would,” he said quietly. “He came over to pick up his order, right?” He sat back in his own seat and stared straight

		ahead out the windshield, unable to meet her gaze. His body tensed at the possibility that something had happened. It wasn’t pure pleasure, either. There was a gnarly line of angst running right through the centre of the feeling that got his guts all twisted up.

		“He said some very strange things to me, Noel,” she whispered.

		“Oh?” he asked. It took all his effort not to sound nervous or eager or excited or whatever it was he was feeling right now.

		“He said a lot of very…weird stuff. About us.”

		His mind was whirling. Had they actually had sex? Had Strider, in all his cocky arrogance, overwhelmed Britney’s better self and seduced her right there in her new flower shop? “Yeah? Like what?” he asked.

		She didn’t say anything for the longest time. “He told me something about you that I’m not sure what to do with,” she whispered.

		Now he did look at her. An intensely heavy weight settled over him, crushing his chest. He couldn’t breathe. “Oh. What was it?” he asked.

		She turned her body sideways in her seat and looked at him. “Like about how you like it when other men notice me?” she said, looking him directly in the eye.

		He tried to keep his expression neutral. He didn’t want her to see how his cock was surging and growing harder in his pants. “I…what did he mean by that, do you think?” he asked.

		Her expression turned very calm, almost serene. “I’d really like you to explain it, Noel. Because he told me some pretty weird things. Things that didn’t really sound like you at all.”

		A warm humiliation swept through him. He’d always hoped the day would come when he’d have the balls to tell her this. The fact that it was happening was making him feel both anxious and exhilarated. In a way he hated Strider for telling her, for doing this for him. In another way he wanted to buy him a beer and say thanks. “He told you I’m a cuckold,” he said, trying not to look her in the eyes.

		She stared at him for a long time. Finally she let out a slow breath. “So it’s true then? What he said?” She watched him closely, studying his expression.

		He didn’t respond. His eyes sank to his lap. He was glad it was out. But now he wanted to take it all back. It was too complicated to explain all the angles of it and he didn’t want it changing the way she felt about him.

		“How long have you felt this way, Noel?” she asked quietly.

		He let out the breath he’d been holding with a heavy sigh. “For as long as I can remember,” he said, feeling a wave of relief at having the secret revealed.

		She sat there, her hands in her lap, and looked off into the distance. She turned and stared straight ahead out the window for a while.

		“I’ve just always been like this,” he added quietly, hoping she’d accept it as an explanation. “I’ve been meaning to tell you. It’s not something that needs to change anything between us. It’s just something inside of me that turns me on.” A fresh wave of embarrassment washed over him. “I really have been meaning to tell you. It’s just a hard conversation to get started,” he said, turning to see how she was taking all of this.

		***

		She’d been watching him as he talked, her heart pounding at what felt like a hundred beats a minute. There had been a small part of her that had wanted to ignore what Strider had said to her. She wanted to un-hear the word ‘cuckold’ and put it all out of her mind and for all the wrong reasons.

		Strider hadn’t been wrong in anything he’d said. She still thought about him from time to time. Sometimes more often than that. A small regret still formed in her mind at never having…gone all the way with him. And now here was sweet Noel confessing his deepest darkest secret to her: that he was a cuckold. The doors that opened terrified her.

		“Are you going to let me know how you’re taking this?” Noel asked.

		She smiled and reached a hand out towards him, trying to look as calm as possible even though she was desperate to clamour out of the car and breathe in deep lungfuls of cold air outside. “I’m taking it totally fine,” she said. “It is what it is, you know? I guess I’m just trying to process it and it’s taking a little time,” she said, squeezing his thigh.

		He sighed, with what seemed like relief. “Oh god Britney I’m so glad to hear you say that,” he groaned, leaning his forehead against the steering wheel. “I don’t know if you remember or not but I tried to bring this up a few times and it seemed like I really freaked you out and I just got so nervous about you ever finding out,” he explained.

		She nodded even though he wasn’t looking at her. She felt something shift between them. It had been his secret all this time. She’d had no idea. It was their secret now, and in a way it was her secret, too. With knowledge came power. Power over Noel, in a way. He wouldn’t want her blabbing about this to anyone. It was strange but it excited her in a way she couldn’t describe. The responsibility of it excited her. “So when you said that it was okay, whatever happened, you meant it would have been okay if…” She trailed off, finding it difficult to say the rest of the sentence out loud.

		He hung his head lower and his shoulders slumped. “I know it sounds crazy,” he muttered. “But yes.”

		The excitement that had been buzzing inside her began to grow into something far more thrilling. “Even if I had…done it with him?” she asked, her heart now beating so hard she could feel the blood thumping in her ears.

		He sat up straight in his seat.

		She turned and looked him dead in the eye.

		His eyes widened slightly, then narrowed. His cock pulsed in his lap and a look of lust and desire formed in his eyes.

		“Noel? Do you…do you want me to have sex with Strider?” she asked, her voice soft. She was genuinely surprised that her question had come out so casually. A fiery lust began pulsing inside her. The craving she’d been suppressing, the desire to feel Strider’s thick tool invading her, burst forth from the rocky enclosure she’d built around it and spilled through her like hot lava.

		Noel’s lips parted and he seemed to be fighting for the right words. “I know it sounds crazy, Britney. But I fantasize about it,” he whispered, closing his eyes.

		The heat sloshing through Britney sent a trickle of arousal seeping from her centre lips, dampening her panties. She met his eyes as he turned to look at her.

		“You’re not freaked out?” he asked.

		“Strangely, not really,” she replied, shaking her head. Guilt wound it’s way through the intense lust filling her. She recalled the memory of Strider towering over her saying all of those nasty things. About how he was going to have her, about how Noel was a cuckold and how beautiful it all was because now Strider could fuck her. Should she tell Noel, she wondered? Would it hurt him? Would it hurt knowing she’d still felt desire for Strider even before her fiancee’s secret had been revealed?

		She realized it would be wrong to keep it from him. She wasn’t sure why yet but it would feel dishonest. “There’s something else I need to tell you, Noel,” she said, her voice quiet.

		He nodded slowly, his brow furrowed.

		“When Strider was at the shop, talking and telling me all this stuff, I…I’m not sure how to say this. I don’t want to hurt you.” It startled her the way he closed his eyes when she said that. Almost as if she’d hurt him already just by saying she didn’t want to. “I’m sorry. Are you alright?” she asked, reaching out to him again.

		“I’m totally fine,” he replied. “This is going to sound even weirder but here goes. There’s something about this that does hurt me.”

		Worry and regret furrowed her brow. “Oh god, Noel, I’m sorry I thought that…”

		“No, no. It’s okay,” he interrupted. “This is the craziest part,” he whispered. “I like the way it hurts. It burns, Britney. It burns so deep inside me and I like it.”

		She wasn’t at all sure how she felt about that. Sounded like maybe he needed a therapist more than he needed to try this kink out. “You like the way it hurts?” she asked, puzzled

		“I think it’s like the psychological version of that BDSM stuff. Whips and chains except for the mind and not the body.” He glanced at her. “If that makes any sense?”

		Her body relaxed at his explanation. She’d never, ever want to do anything to wilfully hurt him. But if he wanted it? Well that was a little bit different, wasn’t it? “I guess it kind of does. Now that you put it that way.”

		“What were you going to say?” he asked.

		She thought back and realized she hadn’t made her own confession. This was all so heavy and intense though. It felt like maybe she needed a time out. “You know what? Can we go do dinner first? I think I might need some time to…sort through all of this stuff.”

		He closed his eyes and nodded. “Totally. Absolutely, Brit. I’m just…I’m so happy you’re taking this so well. It really means a lot to me.”

		She smiled at him. “Take me to dinner and then maybe we’ll see what else I can do for you when we get home,” she said quietly.

		

	
		Chapter Five

		

		Dinner provided the perfect interruption to their intense discussion. Fibonacci’s was hopping, even for a Saturday night, and they fell into old habits and feeling right at home at their old haunt. There was a jazz band playing and they settled back and listened to the music, enjoying the rhythms of the restaurant as they read their menu’s. The atmosphere was energetic and vibrant, buzzing with the excited chatter of the other diners. The scent of freshly baked bread and herbs wafted through the air, filling their nostrils with a mouth-watering aroma.

		Their meal began with an antipasto platter, featuring an assortment of cured meats and cheeses. This was followed by a classic pasta dish of tagliatelle carbonara, served with crispy pancetta and a rich, creamy sauce. For the main course, they enjoyed a succulent pork chop, seasoned with rosemary and garlic. To finish, they shared a decadent tiramisu, its layers of sweet mascarpone custard and savoiardi soaked in espresso a perfect complement

		to the richness of the other dishes. They washed down their meal with a glass of crisp Chianti, the bold red wine adding an extra layer of satisfaction.

		After settling up they hurried across the parking lot, huddled in their coats against the chill winter air. As soon as they closed the car doors the silence inside was deafening. Noel pushed the ignition button and the engine quietly revved to life. Sitting back in his chair and placing his hands on the wheel he closed his eyes.

		“We just need to be normal about this,” Britney said staring at him.

		He opened his eyes and turned to look at her. “Huh?” he asked.

		“We just need to treat this like a normal thing. It’s not going to change anything between us. I love you. You still love me, I hope?”

		“Of course I do,” he quickly said.

		“We’re two consenting adults. People share kinks all the time. It just…hasn’t been our thing, is all. Or maybe it hasn’t been my thing?” she seemed to wonder. She shook her head. “It hasn’t been our thing.”

		“What are you talking about?” he asked.

		She sighed. “Look, that thing I was going to tell you earlier? I’m just going to say it.”

		“Just say it,” he agreed.

		“I had feelings for Strider when he came by the shop.” The way his eyes widened made her feel like she’d just sunk a steel blade into his heart. “Not emotional feelings, Noel. Erotic feelings,” she explained. He heaved a sigh, possibly of relief. The small emotional roller coaster ride she’d just sent him on shot a pulse of dopamine right up into her pleasure centre. She found herself becoming aroused and damp between the legs that she could do that to him just by talking. “I’ve thought about Strider since you and I have been together, Noel,” she added.

		His mouth dropped open and he took a few heavy breaths.

		When she glanced down at his crotch she saw that his cock was hardened with excitement. She dared herself to go on. She’d never seen this side of Noel. He was always sunny and polite, always with a good sense of humour. He was reliable and always there when she needed him. This was, like, the opposite of all of that. Not only did he seem not fully in control of himself, it seemed like he didn’t mind giving a little control over to her. Something about that really tickled her in just the right spot.

		“You’ve thought about him?” he asked.

		“I’ve thought about him. I’ve thought about him in a sexual way,” she admitted. His knuckles went whiter over the steering wheel and his cock throbbed in his lap. “Does that excite you?” she whispered.

		He closed his eyes, swallowed and gave a few quick nods. He looked more excited than she’d ever seen him before. More out of control, too. He liked keeping a lid on how he was really feeling and now he was just letting it all hang out. Unable to stop himself. “Will you drive us home?” she asked. “Are you okay to drive?”

		He swallowed and nodded again. Putting the car into gear he reversed out of the parking spot and pulled out onto the street.

		She watched him as they drove in silence. He seemed fine handling the car but just on the edge of…something. Like if she said anything else to him he’d become too distracted to drive. When he pulled into the driveway of their condo and cut the engine she waited for him to turn and say something. He sat there, staring ahead. “Are we going to go inside?” she asked, giggling.

		He let out a quick breath and laughed. He nodded a few times. “Yes. Let’s go inside.”

		“Everything all right?” she asked, rubbing her hand along his thigh.

		He nodded again. “Yeah. I’m just…it’s just a little scary thinking what’s inside there.”

		“Inside our apartment?” she asked.

		“What’s waiting in there. Between the two of us,” he said quietly.

		She rubbed his thigh again. “You don’t have to worry, Noel. I love you. You’re in good hands. I promise.” His sweet and slightly sheepish smile warmed her on the inside. She stepped out of the passenger side door and walked towards the elevators.

		They rode up in silence and Noel had his key ready as they approached the front door. He slipped it into the lock and held the door open for her. She walked in, hung her purse up on the hook on the wall and took off her jacket.

		Noel took it for her and hung it up along with his inside the closet. They walked into their small kitchen and they both leaned on the counters opposite each other. Noel smiled at her.

		She folded her arms over her chest and tipped her head to one side. “What are you scared of?” she asked him.

		He smiled and looked down at the ground. Putting his hands on the counter he pushed himself off of it and walked the few steps over to where she was standing. “I like who we are. I like what we have. I don’t want this one weird thing redefining any of that,” he said, gazing into her eyes.

		It soothed her seeing him return to the Noel she knew and loved. She ran her hands along the front of his shirt. “I don’t think this needs to change anything,” she said quietly. “This is just…some kink, right? It’s a sexual thing. That’s all.” she asked.

		“It is just some kink. That’s right. That’s all it is,” he said, sounding like he was trying to convince himself. He leaned in to kiss her.

		She parted her lips for him and let his tongue slip inside her mouth. It was warm and soft and gentle. Exactly the way a man should be. When he pulled back and smiled at her she smiled back. “That’s all,” she echoed.

		His smile widened. “It’s really not a big deal,” he said, his hand sliding down her side. He reached around and grabbed a handful of her ass, giving it a squeeze. “We can just have some fun with it. If you’re into that?”

		She let him kiss her again, her heart beating faster. She couldn’t believe they were talking about this so openly. They were open and honest with each other normally. But she hadn’t ever suspected Noel would be harbouring this sort of secret. Sure he seemed a little weird every time they ran into Strider. This wasn’t just weird, though. It was wild!

		Another pang of guilt gripped her insides. She wondered if she should feel bad for getting so excited. This was Noel’s kink, after all. Would it hurt him to know how much she was looking forward to exploring it? How much she was looking forward to knowing Strider, feeling him inside her? “That does sound like fun,” she whispered. “How do I know if I’m going too far?” she asked.

		“You’re already thinking of going too far?” he said, laughing.

		She shrugged. “I don’t want to do anything that’s going to make you uncomfortable.”

		He tipped his head sideways and leaned in to kiss her neck.

		She tilted her head, exposing the soft flesh. She let her hand drift up and tousled her fingers through his hair. “When he was telling me you were a cuckold,” she whispered. His body stiffened against hers. “He said it meant he was finally going to feel the inside of me with his big cock.”

		He rested more of his weight against her and groaned. She felt his stiff cock jab into the outside of her thigh.

		It was hard to believe such a simple sentence could do that to him. That she could inspire such an erotic reaction with just a few whispered words. She felt the need to try again and confirm that this was real. “The things he used to make me do to him,” she whispered.

		His grip on her arm stiffened. He pulled away, eyes down towards her breasts and wide open. “I thought…I thought you said you barely…that you two weren’t involved in anything like that?”

		She could see on his expression how much he wanted this. It was giving him an uncontrollable thrill like nothing else did. She found it exhilarating that she could do that for him. She bit her lip and gently chewed on it. “That’s the other part I was going to tell you about in the car. We were…more than just friends,” she whispered. She saw his pulse quicken in the vein in his neck.

		He stared at her. “You mean you…did stuff?”

		She nodded.

		“Like what?” he asked, his voice straining with excitement.

		“He used to make me…oh gosh I don’t think I can say it,” she said, chuckling.

		His eyes bugged. “Britney, please?” he groaned.

		She giggled again and shook her head. “I’ll tell you. I just need to think about how. I can’t just blurt it out. It’s not me.

		“Give me a hint at least?”

		She sighed and let her eyes wander off to the side. “We were a little more intimate than I described,” she said quietly. “I was adamant about not having sex with him. But we did…I let him do bum stuff, Noel.”

		“Oh my god.” Finally he dragged his eyes up to look into hers. “You never told me?”

		“What was the point? It was so long ago. I didn’t know…I thought maybe it would make you feel bad. And then we moved back and started running into him again and I didn’t want to make things awkward. I’m sorry?” she offered.

		He shook his head. “You don’t need to be sorry. It’s just unexpected, that’s all.”

		She let her eyes fall to his crotch, then looked back up at him. “That excites you too?”

		He nodded.

		That delightful tickle returned in just the right spot. It excited her as much as it seemed to be exciting him and it made her want to play with those feelings. “Take your cock out, Noel,” she whispered.

		“Here?” he asked, eyes widening.

		“I want to do it here. I don’t know why. It’s dirty,” she said, smiling at him.

		He fumbled with his zipper, his hands shaking. Reaching in he pulled out his penis. He let his hands fall to his sides and a blush rose to his cheeks, perhaps at standing in the kitchen with his cock out.

		She reached up and cupped the underside of it. Seeing it made her smile. Feeling how hard it was almost made her gasp. She didn’t know if she’d ever felt a penis that was actually rock-hard. Noel’s was. Hard as granite. She looked up at him.

		He had his chin pressed to his chest, still blushing. He looked adorably shy.

		“I wasn’t exactly a good girl, Noel,” she said quietly.

		His hands moved to the counter behind her and he gripped it. His body stiffened.

		She felt her pussy moistening at his excitement.

		But there were other ways to get off and right now she was having too much fun playing with him to worry that he was going to pop. “I’m just going to say this because it doesn’t seem to be bothering you terribly that I’m telling you all this stuff. I gave him my mouth. And I let him use my butt. But I never took him where it counts, though.”

		He huffed out a breath of air like someone had punched him in the chest. His cock flexed and a line of translucent pre-cum oozed out, dripping down onto the tile.

		Britney marvelled at her newfound power. Making Noel hard with no fondling then pushing him to the edge of an orgasm with a few whispered admissions was blowing her mind. “How badly do you want to come right now?” she asked.

		“So badly,” he grunted. His cock was hot and throbbing in her hand.

		Some perverse impulse caused her to release her grip and let her hand fall away. She had no idea why but she wanted to stretch this pained state out for Noel. If he really liked it so much she wanted to give as much of it to him as he could handle. “Put it away and lets go to the bedroom,” she said. She wondered if she’d gone too far when he glanced at her out of the corner of his eye. Relief swelled through her when he obediently tucked his cock back into his pants and zipped up.

		He let out a sheepish smirk. “That’s one hell of a flex there, lady,” he said, chuckling.

		She smiled. “You didn’t like it?” she asked.

		“I didn’t say that,” he muttered. “It was just intense,” he added.

		Her hand fell to his cock and she massaged it through his trousers. It was still throbbing hard. “That was so hot,” she whispered.

		“Was it?” he asked, his smile broadening.

		“Yes. You were so hard. And your face. And you were like, dying, and I was like ‘oh no I think I killed him’ and then I wanted to keep going and I felt so powerful.”

		Noel started laughing and it got her laughing and that was good because it had been incredibly intense. So intense she could feel it crackling between them. Power. Sexual power that she hadn’t known she’d had. But now she had his secret. And it was so tempting to play with it any way she liked. “We going to the bedroom?” she asked.

		“We’re going to the bedroom,” Noel replied.

		***

		His cock was so hard it was painful. He’d never had this kind of hard on before. He’d jerked it plenty of times to the idea of Britney with another man. But it was so much better with her actually telling him these things. He wasn’t sure if she was making up stories about being such a dirty girl with Strider but it was hot one way or the other. He couldn’t wait to see what she had in mind. He walked into the bedroom and stood next to the bed.

		It felt odd because normally their sexual routine was so prescriptive. He’d give her oral, she’d return the favour or the other way around. Then they’d pick a position and go at it until they were both satisfied. The approaching intimate moment felt unknowable and exciting and, most thrillingly of all, laced with danger.

		Britney walked up to where he was standing, wrapped her arms around his torso and looked up into his eyes, smiling. “Still want to keep playing?” she asked.

		“Yes, please,” he replied.

		She smiled wider at him. “Take your clothes off and lie down on the bed,” she said. “I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

		His excitement deflated slightly when he realized she was going to take a shower. Maybe it wouldn’t be the thrill ride he’d been looking forward to after all. He tried not to get too down about it. He took off his clothes and lay down on the bed like she’d told him too. His cock was sticking up from his lap and he was so turned on there was no way he was losing that erection.

		His eyes darted to the door as Britney walked in. She smiled, did her usual walk across the room, slipped her robe off and let it fall to the floor. His cock flexed at the sight of her huge, gorgeous breasts and her pussy exposed. She got up onto the bed and lay down on her side next to him. She put a hand on his chest and ran her fingers through his chest hairs. “You’re really not mad about that stuff I said about Strider?” she asked.

		He shook his head side to side on the pillow. “Really not mad. I promise. Was it for real? Or were you making stories up to get me riled up?”

		She looked at him with earnest eyes this time, not the playful, innocence she’d been playing at before. “It’s for real, Noel. I’m not proud of it but I really did let him treat me like…well, kind of like a slut, to be honest.”

		The admission twisted his guts in the most exquisite way. “God I can’t believe that,” he whispered, staring at her. She seemed to transform in front of his very eyes. “Why?” he asked.

		“What do you mean why?” she asked, furrowing her brow.

		“I mean you’re so not like that now. You’re so…proper and put together and lovely. Were you really that different when you were younger?” he asked.

		She laughed. “Weren’t you?” she asked.

		He looked off to the side and thought for a moment. “I suppose I was,” he muttered.

		She sighed. She seemed to sense what he wanted. “There’s not really a good explanation. I mean, I liked his big body and his big hands and…”

		“His big cock?” Noel offered.

		She chuckled again. “I suppose,” she replied.

		“Did you like him? Did you love him?”

		“No,” she said, shaking her head. “It was nothing like that.”

		“You just liked him physically?” he asked. His questions were coming fast one after the other.

		“You had other girlfriends before me, Noel. How did you feel about them?” she asked.

		he looked off to the side again and thought for a minute. “That’s not the same,” he said, shaking his head.

		“How’s it not the same?” she asked.

		“Strider’s so…he’s so different than me. There must have been something that drew you to him?” he said.

		She sighed and looked up at the ceiling. “I was young. I was curious. He’s…handsome, in a way. And he could…handle me in a certain way I’d never been handled before.”

		He balked but tried not to let it show on his expression. This was like a dream come true hearing her say all these things. She hadn’t even liked Strider and she’d let him handle her?!? That was so much dirtier than he ever could have imagined. “How did he handle you?” he asked. His body was buzzing in anticipation of her answer.

		She looked up and over him towards the window. She closed her eyes. “He was rough. We were like animals,” she whispered. “I loved the feeling of his cock. In my hands. In my mouth. Everywhere but in my pussy,” she added.

		The pulse of lust that sent coursing through him nearly made him pass out. This wasn’t Britney telling stories. This wasn’t Britney putting on a show for him so he could get off. She really meant it. She really loved the feeling of Strider’s cock. That brought the weirdest whirlwind of emotions whipping through him. Strider was a jerk, but he’d gotten used to it. Now his fiancee was telling him that she loved the feeling of the jerk Strider’s cock. The craziest thing was it only made him more aroused.

		Britney’s eyes fluttered open and she looked at him. She glanced down at his cock. “You don’t hate that?”

		“I guess not,” he whispered. “No. It’s not that I don’t hate it,” he said, lowering his eyes. “I love hearing about it, Britney.”

		She rolled towards him, one heavy breast falling against his shoulder. She reached down and wrapped her hand around his cock.

		His body stiffened. His eyes darted between hers and her tit lying on his side. He felt completely at her mercy, ready to fully submit to whatever she asked of him. He’d never put himself in someone’s hands like that. Now that he was there he realized he’d never felt safer, either.

		“You’re still close to coming, aren’t you?” she asked.

		“I’m sorry,” he replied, nodding.

		“No it’s okay,” she said, starting to stroke his cock. “Noel?”

		He clutched at the sheets as he felt the great welling of an enormous orgasm through his loins. “Hmm?” he grunted.

		“Do you think you’d ever actually want to see me having sex with Strider?” she whispered.

		He roared as a great geyser of semen gushed through his rigid cock and shot into the air before landing on Britney’s hand and his own stomach with a hot, wet splatter.

		

	
		Chapter Six

		

		She spent a great deal of the following week in a state of arousal and anticipation. Noel’s newly revealed kink turned sex from a weekly to a daily occurrence. Not just naughty cuckold whispering, either. They had a few very hot and very enjoyable sessions where they didn’t talk about it at all. But she could always tell he was thinking about it as he gazed into her eyes as he came. There was a glint in them he couldn’t hide and she knew he was sharpening the edge of his orgasm with the thought of Strider mounting her.

		She’d done the exact same thing. Every time she approached a climax she’d close her eyes and imagine it was Strider humping on top of her, or behind her, or whatever position they happened to be in. The orgasms that brought pulsed through her whole body to the tips of her fingers and toes.

		At first she’d felt a buit guilty. But it wasn’t as if she’d stopped enjoying sex with Noel. Not at all. She still found him very attractive and he was a good lover. And, most importantly, she loved him. But the illicit thoughts of her and Strider kept creeping back into her mind at the most inappropriate times. During the day while she was trying to work she’d think about the two of them in the back room of the shop.

		One night after dinner she and Noel were washing the dishes together and she found herself wondering what it would be like to kneel before Strider and take him into her mouth while Noel watched. It was a strange sensation. As if a part of her brain was becoming unbound and was taking up a whole lot more room than it used to.

		On Saturday morning she found herself donning a tight-fitting black dress that accentuated her curves and drew attention to her ample cleavage. The fabric clung to her body like a second skin,

		emphasizing the seductive lines of her figure. She put on a pair of brown leather thigh-highs that hugged her shapely calves and gave her ass an extra boost.

		Noel walked out of the bedroom in his bathrobe, rubbing the sleep from his eyes just as she was about to head out to the car. His mouth opened and his eyes went wide. “You’re going to the shop wearing that?” he asked.

		She blushed and smiled. She’d been hoping to sneak out before he got up. “What’s wrong with it?” she asked.

		He looked down her body, eyes pausing on the tops of her thighs where her dress met her stockings. “Nothing. Nothing’s wrong with it,” he muttered, shaking his head.

		She grinned and kissed him. “I’ve got a big order today and I thought I might need something a little…nicer,” she explained.

		He looked down at her legs again. “Yeah. I’d say so,” he said, his gaze lingering. “You’re not…you’re not going to do anything, are you Britney?”

		“Do anything?” she asked. “What do you mean?” She felt a pang of guilt about teasing him but it was kind of fun at the same time.

		He glanced up and their eyes met. “Are you playing with me?” he asked, a half smile curling on his mouth. His cock had formed a small tent at the front of his underwear.

		“Maybe,” she replied, giggling. “Do you like it?”

		He wrapped his hand around her, palmed her ass and pulled her closer. “Don’t do it Britney. Don’t do it without me there. It would kill me. I don’t know what I would do.” He leaned forward and kissed the side of her neck.

		The feeling of his tongue on her skin sent a shiver rippling down her spine. She was already getting a little wet between the legs from what he’d said. ‘Don’t do it without me there,’ meant that he was going to let it happen eventually. The thought was wildly thrilling, even if he was asking her to wait. That meant she’d get to play coy with Strider, which was titillating in it’s own right.

		“Promise me?” Noel asked.

		“I promise,” she whispered. It was wild that they could talk so openly about this and only a week after finding out about Noel’s secret. She leaned in and pecked his cheek then spun around. “I have to go,” she said. Opening the door she stepped outside. She smiled when he stood there in his bathrobe watching her ass swaying as she walked down the hall towards the elevators. She blew him a kiss before getting inside. She was beaming all the way to work.

		The day passed quickly but not fast enough. She found herself checking her phone every ten minutes for the time. Noel sent her a few text messages, including one that just said “I’m thinking about you and Strider.”

		That made her heart flutter and she replied “Me too.”

		After what felt like an eternity the clock ticked around to quarter to five and she saw a white van pull into the driveway. It surprised her when Strider stepped out of the driver’s side. She opened the door after he’d crossed the parking lot to the front of the shop. “Did you trade in your little sports car?” she asked.

		“Nothing little about the ‘Vette,” he snapped back.

		She rolled her eyes. Strider was a walking cliche already and hearing him call it the ‘Vette only made him more cartoonish. “What’s with the van?” she asked.

		“Packing all those orders into the ‘Vette was a pain in my ass and there was water all over the upholstery. I picked this up used the other day,” he said, jerking his thumb over his shoulder towards the van. “You got a date tonight or something?” he asked, his sleazy grin stretching across his mouth.

		“I just thought I’d put on something nice,” she replied. She spun around and could almost feel his gaze as it fell to her ass. The high heels of the thigh-highs gave her gait a little extra sway she knew Strider would appreciate. Her pussy had moistened by the time she reached the entrance to the coldroom. She glanced over her shoulder to see Strider right behind her.

		She gasped when she felt his heavy hand on her shoulder and his warm breath on her neck.

		“You ask No-el about his little secret?” he growled.

		She glanced sideways. Out of the corner of her eye she could see him looming over her, shoulders hunched, his hand possessively gripping her arm. A pulse of arousal shot from the nape of her neck to the space between her legs. She felt her pussy warming and lubricating, a natural, instinctual response to the attractive alpha-jerk trying to get inside her. “We may have talked,” she said, reaching up and swatting his hand away.

		Strider stood up straight and chuckled. “He can’t fucking wait for it, can he?”

		She walked over to the table where she had his order all arranged.

		“You didn’t dress like that to tell me to fuck off, Britney. What’s going on? When are we doing this?” he demanded.

		“You want me to help you get your order in the van?” she asked.

		He narrowed his eyes and marched over to where she was standing. “That’s so just like you. You know how fucking obvious you’re being right now? That whole act, playing hard to get, what does it do for you exactly, huh? You want it, he wants it, I want it. Can’t we just get on it?”

		She turned to face him, her cheeks flushing. He was too close. Far too close. His big, muscular chest was right in front of her. He’d leaned in so their faces were only a few inches apart. It was as if he were daring her to kiss him. It made her wonder what he would do. What would he say?

		She took a step backwards, feeling a sudden need for distance. “Maybe we can do it next week,” she whispered. She could hear the desperation in her own voice. She couldn’t keep up the act with Strider’s big, dominant body looming over like that. Tempting her.

		“Maybe we can do it next week?” he said, sounding like he was mocking her. He undid his zipper and reached into his pants.

		She gasped and clasped her hands over her mouth when he pulled out what he’d called his ‘pocket monster.’ Her eyes bugged and she found herself unable to tear her gaze away from it. She’d forgotten exactly what it looked like. She’d forgotten the way his uncut foreskin wrinkled around the globe of the head. She’d forgotten how tightly the skin stretched around the column, making the organ look perpetually flexed even when it was soft. She’d forgotten about the veins twined and twisteingall along the shaft.

		The bulging veins were what made the thing look vulgar and ugly. The veins animated the smooth arc of the shaft, making it look more like a tentacle than a human penis. The veins seemed to underline it’s purpose: a breeding muscle to be put inside her. The veins were what made her want it in her mouth.

		“Maybe we can do it next week, Britney?” he said quietly, giving the cock a squeeze.

		Her eyelids fluttered. She felt herself falling under a long-forgotten spell. A spell that had turned her from a prim and slightly uptight young adult into a wanton animal obsessed with just one thing: Strider’s enormous cock. She opened her mouth but could barely breathe to get any words out. ‘Don’t do it without me there.’ The words came as a whisper in her mind. They caused a guilt to swell somewhere deep inside her. But it was small compared to the desire that was nearly overwhelming. The cock of her dreams was sagging out of the front of Strider’s pants, calling to her. “Fall on your Knees!” it sang. Calling to her like the One Ring to it’s Golem, waiting for her to whisper ‘my precious’ into the tiny eyelet at its tip. “I can’t,” she finally said. Somehow she managed to lift her eyes to Strider’s. “He wants to see it. He wants to be there.”

		Strider’s scowl slowly lifted to a grin. He pocketed the monster, zipped his pants and stepped closer to her, chuckling. “I knew it,” he growled. Wrapping his massive hand around her neck he bent low and kissed her on the lips.

		When he pulled away her mouth stayed open from bewilderment.

		“I’ll run this order down to the restaurant then see you at your place.”

		

	
		Chapter Seven

		

		Noel breathed a sigh of relief when he saw the familiar flash of Britney’s headlights as she pulled the car into the entrance of the underground garage . It was five-thirty which meant that Britney wouldn’t have had time to do anything untoward and be home this early. He’d spent the day alternately masturbating and wringing his hands over what might happen at the flower shop. Now she was back and his again and they could escape to their fantasy world together and leave the real world to be dealt with on another day.

		He’d imagined her succumbing to Strider’s propositioning on and off throughout the day. He trusted her. But he knew everyone could have a moment of weakness. And he worried that they’d hyped his kink up so much through the week that Britney might allow herself a moment like that. He wasn’t sure if the arousal that would bring would be enough of a balm to soothe the sting of her betrayal.

		He took a few minutes to collect himself and calm himself down. When he heard the door to the apartment open he turned his monitor off and walked out of his little home office. He became a bit alarmed when he saw her standing in the darkened hallway, handbag dangling from her fingertips, her coat half-off. She looked gorgeous in her fuck-me thigh-highs. She also looked mildly terrified. “Britney?” he asked, walking up to her and reaching out to touch her arm.

		She raised her gaze to his but her expression didn’t change. Her eyes were wide and startled and her jaw hung making her mouth an “O” shape.

		“Britney are you okay? Is everything okay?” he asked, gently shaking her by the arm.

		That seemed to nudge her out of her stupor. She blinked a few times and her eyes seemed to regain focus. “Noel,” she whispered.

		“Britney, what is it? What happened? It’s okay. You can tell me,” he said. His heart and mind were racing. His heart pumping blood to try and cool his overheated body, his mind conjuring vivid images of Britney in a series of compromised positions with Strider. “Was it Strider? Did something happen with Strider?” he asked. “It’s

		alright. You can tell me. I won’t be mad,” he insisted.

		Her brow furrowed and her lip trembled.

		He took her by the hand and led her to the kitchen. He sat her down at the table and brought her a glass of water. “Drink this,” he said.

		She took a few sips.

		He sat down opposite her and tried to meet her gaze.

		She kept her eyes downcast and stared at the glass.

		“Britney?” he whispered. “Did something happen with Strider?” he repeated.

		She looked up at him. “He came into the flower shop and…started asking questions.”

		“What kind of questions?” Questions weren’t terrible. He could deal with questions, even if they’d seemed to visibly upset Britney.

		“Just whether I’d told you and whether…whether you wanted it,” she replied.

		His throat tightened but relief swelled through him at her reply. “Was that all?” he asked.

		She shook her head and stared down at her glass again.

		“Just tell me, Britney. It’s okay. It’ll be okay.”

		She took a few more sips of water then looked up into his eyes. “He started coming on really strong, Noel,” she said quietly.

		“It’s okay,” he reassured her, even as his chest was tightening.

		“He started coming on really strong and when I didn’t, you know, go for it he…” She locked eyes with him. “He took his penis out.”

		A violent shudder raced down his spine at what she’d said. The words ‘He took his penis out’ echoed through his mind. “What happened, Britney? Tell me what happened.”

		“I looked at it,” she said.

		His hands were clammy. His pulse pounded in his temples.

		“I saw it again, Noel. I saw Strider’s cock,” she whispered.

		He nodded. His cock had hardened with her revelation. His breathing was shallow and fast.

		“He put it away. I told him you wanted to be there. I told you him wanted to see it. But I…it…”

		His guts hardened as he saw her eyes lose focus and her attention drift to the memory of Strider showing off his cock. “What happened, Britney?” he whispered.

		She shook her head. “Nothing. I just wanted to touch it so bad.”

		Another violent shudder shook through him. His own cock throbbed between his legs. He imagined Britney standing in the cold room of the shop, wearing the same shocked expression she had on now and staring, dumbfounded at that prick Strider’s prick.

		Both of them startled at the sound of knocking at the front door. He looked back at Britney to find her staring at him. “Britney? Is that…”

		“It’s Strider,” she whispered. “He said he was going to come.”

		Noel’s chair screeched against the tile as he stood up and walked into the hallway. He reached the door and opened it a crack.

		Strider’s strong jaw came jutting through the crack, followed by the rest of his face, a diabolical look in his eyes. “Knock, knock,” he said, laughing.

		“Strider, what are you doing here?” Noel asked, feeling like his heart was going to pound out of his chest.

		Strider grinned and shoved the door open with his shoulder, forcing Noel to take a step backwards. “Thought I’d come over and have a little chat. See how things are going?” He stepped into the house and closed the door behind him.

		“They’re fine,” Noel replied, glancing towards the kitchen.

		“That’s good to hear,” Strider said, walking past Noel and into the living room. “Nice place you two have. Not much decoration. Could use some art,” he said, looking around.

		“You can’t just show up here uninvited,” Noel said, following him into the living room.

		Strider spun around, the grin on his face stretching into an almost demonic smile. “You don’t really mean that, Noel,” he said. He walked over to the hutch where they kept their alcohol bottles. “Ooh, Jim Beam. I’ll have one of those on ice, please.”

		Noel was just about to tell him to fuck off when, out of the corner of his eye, he saw Britney peek around the door frame, head lowered. She looked up at them from under her brow and the longing mixed with regret in her eyes and on her face were soul-crushing.

		“There she is,” Strider said, walking around the table and up to Britney.

		She took a step back and glanced over at Noel.

		“Don’t worry, Noel. It’s okay,” Strider said, his voice booming and loud. He reached up and gently took Britney’s chin in his hand. “He understands what you need.”

		Noel felt the air being squeezed from his lungs. The look in Britney’s eyes was heart-wrenching. Like a wild animal caught in a trap. She wanted this but she still didn’t trust if it was going to be okay if she got it. It was written all over her expression.

		“How about that drink, Noel?” Strider called out. “On second thought I have a better idea. Why don’t you come over here first.”

		Noel shuffled across the room and stood a few feet away from Strider and Britney. His cock was embarrassingly hard but he didn’t care. He didn’t care that Strider was there or that he’d walked in uninvited. All he wanted was for Britney to be happy. He’d do anything for that.

		“I think Britney’s still feeling a little shy about all this, buddy,” Strider said. “I think she needs a little reassurance that everything’s going to be alright.”

		Noel stepped between her and Strider. He heard Strider chuckling as he crossed the room. Picking up her hands in his he gazed into her eyes. Britney had become more assertive in the bedroom the last week. He’d enjoyed it. Now she looked more scared than anything.

		“I guess I’ll fix that drink myself,” Strider said. Walking to the hutch he grabbed the bottle of bourbon and marched into the kitchen.

		“Did you know he was coming?” Noel asked, his voice low.

		Britney nodded.

		“Do you want this?” he asked.

		She waited a beat before nodding again.

		His heart and his cock throbbed in unison. He closed his eyes and drew in a deep breath, trying to dampen his excitement and calm his raging nerves at once. He opened his eyes and saw her staring at him.

		“Do you?” she asked.

		“I do,” he replied. “It’s crazy but I do.”

		“And it’s not going to change a single thing between us?” she asked, a note of desperation in her tone.

		He raised her hands in his and pressed his lips against the backs of her fingers in a kiss. “Nothing’s going to change. I promise. Everything’s going to be fine,” he said.

		“I won’t let him in my pussy, Noel,” she whispered, glancing up at him from under her brow. “Not if you don’t want me to.” She shook her head a few times.

		He squeezed her hands in his. His mind was racing with a million dirty thoughts. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want, Brit. You can just play it by ear. But don’t worry about me. I just want you to enjoy yourself. If you want to. If you really want this.”

		She thought for a moment and gave a few more nods. “Okay,” she said quietly.

		He suppressed a groan. He could see the beginnings of that playful twinkle in her eye again. His reassurances had obviously done the trick and now she was ready to play again. But this would be so much more real than anything that had come before. This would be the real thing.

		“You two lovebirds finished with your kissy-times yet?” Strider asked, strolling into the hall, ice clinking in his glass. When Britney turned to look at him he set the glass down on an accent table, pulled his belt apart and let his pants fall around his ankles. His boxer briefs were surprisingly old and baggy for a guy that prided himself on being stylish. Reaching into them he pulled out his thick, ugly cock.

		Noel glanced at Britney. Her mouth had opened again and her eyes were wide. He didn’t know why Strider’s cock did this to her. Maybe it was because it was bigger. Maybe that old cliche was true about women preferring bigger cocks. What was fascinating was that it made her aroused at all. That she could be in the thrall of something so dirty.

		Strider took a few steps closer to Britney and stroked his cock in front of her. He tilted his head to one side and grinned, watching her as her eyes wandered along it’s swelling length. “You see that, No-el? You see that look in her eyes? Can you smell the wet leaking from her puss?”

		Noel flinched at the crass question. He glanced at Britney but she seemed unperturbed, her attention still consumed by Strider’s organ.

		Strider leaned in so his face was just an inch or so away from hers. “So? Now you’ve got your permission. Hubby’s here. What are you waiting for, sweetheart?” He turned to Noel. “Hey. Why don’t you go get your wife a pillow for her knees?”

		Noel, still in a bit of a stupor at what was happening, took a few slow steps backwards.

		“You know what?” Strider said. “Better make it two pillows.”

		Noel’s legs were shaking as he crossed the room and got two pillows off the couch. He could barely breathe. The realization of what was happening had started to dawn on him. He could feel a lump forming in his throat. This was actually going to happen. The woman he loved was going to give herself to another man, right in front of him. And he was going to watch.

		He carried the two pillows into the hallway and set them on the floor in front of Britney. He straightened and looked towards her. Her eyes were still on the cock.

		“You want to see what a dirty slut your woman can be?” Strider asked, grinning and obviously pleased with himself.

		Noel, unable to speak or move, simply blinked.

		Strider raised his other hand and held it out for Britney.

		She reached out and placed hers in it. As he clasped his hand around hers she slowly bent her knees and sank down onto the pillows.

		Strider’s grin widened. He took a step forward, dangling the head of his semi-erect cock over the tip of her nose. “I’ve been waiting for this a long time. But I always knew it was coming.” He eased his hips back and the glans of his cock hovered over Britney’s lips.

		She seemed momentarily freed of the trance his phallus had put her under. She reached up and put her hands on his thighs, keeping him from inserting himself into her mouth. She looked up at him. “I’m not letting you have my pussy, Strider,” she whispered.

		Noel’s breath caught in his throat as Strider’s grin widened

		even more. His heart fluttered when Britney glanced sideways and the corner of her mouth he could see curled up.

		“Right,” Strider growled. “‘Cause No-el hasn’t tasted that sweet flower yet either, right?” he asked, chuckling. “You two are so full of shit.”

		Britney shrugged. “I’m just saying,” she said, before letting her tongue fall out of her mouth and opening wide.

		Strider gripped his cock and pointed the head at her tongue.

		

	
		Chapter Eight

		

		Noel stumbled backwards until his back pressed against the wall. His eyes were locked on his sweet Britney, wearing her sexy/slutty black dress and thigh-highs, kneeling in front of Strider with an open mouth and her tongue stuck out. Her big breasts were heaving with each breath and she seemed as excited to blow Strider as Noel was to see it.

		Strider leaned forward and let the head of his cock fall onto her tongue. He closed his eyes and groaned. Resting a hand against the wall he bent his knees and let more of his cock slide into Britney’s mouth.

		Britney let out a tiny gasp before her lips wrapped around Strider’s shaft.

		Noel felt as if the breath was being squeezed out of him as he watched the scene playing out in front of him. Strider had his eyes closed, his head tipped back and was smiling. Britney had her hands on Strider’s thighs and was gently bobbing her head, taking in a little more of the shaft every time her face slid forward.

		Strider groaned.

		Noel could feel his pulse pounding in his temples. A shiver raced down his spine when Strider’s eyes fluttered open and the big man looked straight at him.

		“Look at that,” Strider growled. “Your man’s finally getting what he wanted.”

		Britney glanced at him out of the corner of her eye. She began to bob a little more enthusiastically along Strider’s shaft.

		Noel felt a gentle wave of humiliation wash over him but it passed as quickly as it had come. What did he care what anyone else thought anyway? Watching Britney take another man’s cock was one of the most beautiful sights he’d ever laid eyes on. He wasn’t about to ruin it by feeling bad about who he was.

		He gasped when Britney grasped the root of Strider’s cock and pulled it out of her mouth. A long, sticky strand of saliva hung from her lips to the glistening, purple head. She glanced over at him and her eyes were aflame with a desire he’d never seen before. She looked like she was in heaven and, he realized, that was just how he’d wanted to see her. “Do you really like it, baby?” she asked quietly.

		Noel nodded. His jaw moved a few times before he could push any air of his vocal chords. “Yes,” he whispered, breathless.

		A groan escaped Noel’s lips as Britney slurped his cock back into her mouth. She began bobbing even more enthusiastically along the shaft, glancing sideways at Noel from time to time as if she was desperate for his approval.

		Strider’s hips rocked back and forth as he fucked her face. His heavy breaths filled the hall and mixed with the wet sounds of Britney’s lips sliding over his cock. He was staring down at her, a smile curling at the corners of his lips. He glanced at Noel. “She’s fucking good at this, isn’t she? You ever get this kind of treatment, buddy?”

		Noel shook his head and smiled. He wasn’t going to let his guard down completely. Strider was a douchebag, through and through. And Noel was sure if he gave him an inch he’d take a mile. He was going to enjoy Britney getting debauched. But he wasn’t about to let Strider get the upper hand.

		“Do you like that, baby? You like that hard cock in your mouth?” he asked.

		She slipped her lips off of it and licked a circle around the head. “Shut up, Strider. You’re talking too much,” Britney snapped.

		Strider burst out laughing.

		Noel even coughed up an awkward laugh. Now it felt like he and Britney were just using Strider.

		“Keep sucking it, baby,” Noel said.

		Strider scowled. “Hey fuck-nuts. I’m the one calling the shots here. Your fiancee’s got my dick in her mouth not yours.” He cupped Britney’s chin with one hand and inserted his cock back into her mouth. Leaning further forward he slid it in until Noel saw the head bulging in her neck, at the top of her throat.

		Britney gagged and coughed, squeezing her eyes shut as she sneezed spittle and bile out of her nose. She reached up and slapped Strider’s thigh a few times.

		He relented and pulled his cock halfway out of her mouth.

		She leaned back and let it fall out completely. “How about a heads up, asshole?” she said, her eyes shooting daggers at him. “Or I’ll punch you in the fucking balls!”

		Noel gasped. He’d never heard her speak that way to anyone.

		Strider growled but, by his expression, seemed to know she meant business.

		“Give me a second,” Britney snapped. She shuffled back on her knees. She tipped her head and leaned the back of it against the wall, giving Strider a straight line from her mouth down her throat. She stuck out her tongue and opened wide for him again.

		Strider dared a sly smile. Pointing his cock down he slipped it past her lips against then fed it deep into her gullet. When she gagged he pulled out a few inches and slid forward again.

		Britney gagged and choked, her cheeks flushing and her eyes watering. She coughed and sputtered and her nose dripped. She kept her mouth open, though, and her eyes locked on Noel.

		“Jesus. Fuck. You like that, don’t you, you little slut?” Strider growled.

		She kept her eyes on Noel.

		Noel stared, stunned at what he was seeing. Because she really did look like she loved it. She looked like she’d been dreaming of having a cock that big shoved down her throat for a long time.

		Strider started swaying slowly back and forth. His long, thick cock sliding in and out of Britney’s lips, glistening with a sheen of spit and regurgitated bile. He had both hands up on the wall above his head now and was intently studying Britney’s face as he fucked her mouth.

		Noel rubbed a finger over his upper lip. A gooey whirlpool of emotions was swirling inside him. Awe and wonder filled a part of him. Wonder at how a man could so enjoy watching his wife being so depraved. Awe at the sight of a young, entrepreneurial woman who’d just started her own business, and who was about to be married, on her knees letting her face be fucked by another man’s cock. Beneath these feelings there was a slight layer of guilt, though. Guilt at this desire that lived inside him that had been allowed out. Sure, Britney wanted this, or said she did. But would she have pursued it if she hadn’t found out how into it he was? Strider’s grunt dragged him from his thoughts.

		“Fuck that’s too good,” Strider growled. He slowed his hips and closed his eyes to steel himself against what was obviously a rapidly approaching climax.

		Britney reached behind him and smacked her hands on his ass. She dug her nails into the hard flesh and started him rocking back and forth again. Swaying to and fro in front of her, his cock sawing in and out of her mouth.

		“Fuck hold up!” Strider barked. He reached down and tried to slow her.

		Britney grinned and craned her neck back and forth, fucking him with her mouth.

		Strider’s knees buckled. He bent slightly at the waist.

		Britney impaled her face on his cock until her cute button nose mashed against his lower abdomen, just above the root of his prick. As Strider groaned and flooded her mouth and throat with seed, she waggled her head side to side, stimulating the ridge of his cock with the muscles in her throat.

		His hand shot to the back of her head and he held her fast, his whole body twitching and trembling as he poured cum into her belly.

		Noel stood in the hallway, stunned, watching the two of them in their private moment. His eyes were darting between the pair.

		Britney was looking up at Strider with an intense, almost loving expression. Her hands were resting lightly on his thighs. Her throat muscles were working as she swallowed his load.

		Strider, breathing heavy, was staring down at her, the same intensity and lust in his eyes as was in hers. His shoulders heaved with his breathing.

		After a moment or two, Strider’s cock started to deflate and he slowly slid it from Britney’s mouth. He leaned back and stood straight again.

		As his cock slipped free from her lips, Britney’s tongue lapped around the head, licking up the stray dollops of his load. After a moment she glanced up at him and smiled. Her lips parted and she let some of the creamy mess he’d emptied into her seep past them.

		“You’re the dirtiest fucking woman I’ve ever met,” he growled. “I love it.” He ran a finger along her lips, collecting his own semen. He pressed it into them and she gave it a loving suck. She swallowed the load with his finger still in her mouth. He pulled it out and wiped the wet off on his pants. Turning, he walked over to where Noel was standing. He pulled his jacket off and handed it to Noel. “I’m going to have a shower. Get her ready on the bed for me, bud,” he said, patting Noel on the back.

		When the bathroom door slammed shut behind him Noel was roused from his stupor. He leaned up off the wall and shuffled forward towards Britney.

		She was still on her knees. She turned and wiped her mouth on the back of her hand and sat back, legs folded beneath her. She was panting, her chest heaving. She smiled and blushed. “Did you really like it?” she asked.

		Noel didn’t trust himself to speak. His cock was aching. It hadn’t softened once the entire time Strider was fucking her face. He could feel his heart pounding in his temples. “I did,” he said, his voice coming out a hoarse whisper. He dropped to his knees in front of her.

		“Do you still love me?” she asked, leaning forward, her breasts jiggling against the top of her dress.

		“God I love you so much.” He reached forward and took her face in his hands, kissing her full on the lips. Her tongue slid between his lips and he tasted the bitterness of Strider’s cum. He didn’t care.

		“Noel,” she whispered as their lips parted,

		“I want you.”

		“I’m yours, baby. I’m yours,” he whispered.

		Her eyes drifted downwards. She looked at his erection pressing against his jeans. “I’m going to give you what I gave Strider.”

		He nodded. “Okay,” he whispered.

		“Get up,” she said.

		“Okay,” he muttered, feeling himself succumbing to a trance again. He let her help him up until he was standing in front of the pillows, his crotch in front of her face.

		She leaned forward and undid the fly of his pants.

		He raised himself onto his knees so she could pull his jeans and underwear down. He sighed when his cock sprang free, bouncing back and forth in front of his stomach.

		She wrapped her hand around it and looked up at him. “This is mine,” she said, squeezing it.

		“It’s all yours,” he said.

		“I get to decide what I do with it,” she said, a note of playfulness in her voice.

		“Whatever you want, Britney,” he said.

		She opened her mouth and her tongue fell out.

		He watched, his whole body tingling, as she lowered her face towards it. His body trembled when she flicked out her tongue and ran it along the underside of the shaft, from the root to the glans. She wrapped her lips around it and slowly took him in.

		Noel let out a long, satisfied sigh. This is what he’d wanted. What he’d needed. Somehow he’d sensed this would feel so much better after he’d watched her with another man and it did. He groaned as he slid his cock deeper and deeper into her mouth.

		Britney bobbed slowly up and down along his length, her tongue working over the shaft as she moved.

		Noel let his head fall back and groaned. Her hot mouth and twisting tongue were quickly propelling him to an orgasm.

		She pulled her lips away and sat back on her heels. Her knees were wide open and even though she was still wearing her boots and her dress and her stockings he could smell the sharp stink of her arousal wafting from between her legs.

		He glanced down, wondering why she’d stopped.

		“Not yet, baby,” she whispered, grinning. “You don’t get to cum just yet.”

		He smiled back at her, delighting in how much she seemed to be enjoying their game. “Okay,” he replied, not sure if he had the strength or the willpower to resist if she kept manipulating his cock.

		“I want to tell you something,” she said.

		“Okay,” he replied, nodding again.

		“It’s naughty,” she confessed.

		“It’s okay,” he said, shaking his head. She was swiping the back of her finger gently up and down the underside of his shaft. It was taking all the strength he had in his core and upper legs not to come.

		“You know what you just saw me do with Strider?” she asked.

		“Uh-huh,” he replied.

		“That’s what he used to make me do before he’d give it to me in the ass,” she said, biting down on her lip.

		Her whispered admission tugged his trigger in an instant. He let out a sputtering gurgle as his cock hardened and blew a warning shot over Britney’s chin.

		She gasped and her eyes widened. Slapping her hands against his thighs she gobbled his cock into her mouth, then into the opening of her throat and squeezed the tip like she was swallowing.

		His knees buckled the same way Strider’s had. He bent at the waist and leaned against the wall. His attention dropped to the feeling of Britney’s hot mouth suckling at his cock and the throbs of pleasure pulsing from between his legs as he emptied his load into her. At the peak of his orgasm the vision of Strider in the exact same position flashed through his mind. He thought of Britney, on her knees and receiving both of their emissions. He thought of how sweet she would look in her wedding dress on their wedding day and how dirty she was being by letting him watch her with Strider. As his orgasm wound up he started to feel dizzy. He pulled his cock from her mouth and staggered back, dragging his hand against the wall for balance. He fell to his knees, panting, and looked up and into her eyes.

		There was a lovely, mischievous light dancing in her eyes. Her jaw was jutting out and a moment later Noel saw why. She parted her lips and let a small gush of his creamy goo spill over her bottom lip and run down towards her chin. As it reached the tiny dimple in her chin she slurped and sucked it all back into her mouth.

		“Oof,” he coughed. He dropped forward onto his hands and knees, shocked that she’d do something so dirty for him, too. She wasn’t just Strider’s slut. She was becoming his as well. He stared, wide-eyed, as she swallowed the entire ejaculation then lazily let her tongue flop out of her mouth to show him the result. “Fuck, Britney, that’s so nasty,” he muttered.

		She dropped to her hands and knees and crawled towards him across the floor. She tilted her head and kissed him again. A long, lusty kiss with lots of tongue. She pulled away with a wet smack. “Too nasty?” she whispered.

		He shook his head.

		“Good. Take me to the bedroom? I need to get fucked so bad, baby,” she whimpered.

		

	
		Chapter Nine

		

		They stood in the centre of the bedroom and Britney guided his hands. She made him undo her dress and pull it up over her head. She turned and asked him to undo her bra, then let him pull it off. Then she sat down on the bed and pointed one of her boots at him. “Help me get it off?” she asked.

		He knelt in front of her, undid the zipper on her boot, then pulled it off her foot. He did the same with the other then set both of them at the foot of the bed. He stood up and bent over her, kissing her gently on the lips, his cock throbbing between his legs.

		“You still sure you want this?” she asked him as he pulled away from the kiss.

		He nodded and tucked her hair behind her ear, staring into her eyes.

		“Aw, isn’t that cute?”

		Noel looked over his shoulder to see Strider standing in the door of the bedroom. A white towel hung around his neck and he was stroking his cock.

		“I thought I told you to get her ready for me? She’s still wearing leggings and underwear, buddy,” Strider teased.

		Noel was about to shoot a clever retort back at Strider when he felt Britney’s hand on his cheek. She turned his head so he was facing her again. “Just ignore him,” she said. “He’ll get it when he gets it.” She winked at him. “Help me out of these?” she asked, wiggling and pulling her stockings down her legs.

		He knelt in front of her again. Hooking his fingers into her stockings and panties he peeled them down her legs and off of her feet. When she parted her legs he stared at the glistening folds of her soaked pussy. He couldn’t believe having her throat fucked turned her on so much. He felt Strider’s presence looming behind him.

		“Fuck that pussy’s beautiful,” Strider growled.

		Britney looked up and narrowed her eyes at Strider. “You’re not fucking my pussy tonight, tough guy,” she said.

		Noel marvelled at how she seemed to relish confrontation with Strider. It was obvious something about it turned her on, he just wasn’t sure what it was. It seemed like something of a begrudging acceptance on her part that she wanted Strider’s body, even needed it, but wanted nothing to do with his bullshit.

		“Oh come on, Britney,” Strider said, a whiny note in his voice. “You know you want it.”

		Britney glanced at Strider’s cock and smirked. “Maybe. But not tonight. You can have the usual or you can go home,” she said.

		Noel winced at hearing her call it ‘the usual.’ The thing they used to do. Britney taking Strider’s cock into her ass like it was no big deal.

		“Fine,” Strider muttered behind him.

		“You good, baby? You okay?” Britney whispered, running her finger along the line of his chin.

		He nodded.

		She smiled, rolled over onto her side, then rose up onto her hands and knees on the bed.

		Noel gasped at the sight of her beautiful, sloppy pussy. His cock hardened when her ass cheeks fell apart showing off the tight, puckered hole she was going to let Strider use.

		“Go have a seat, baby,” she whispered, glancing around her arm at him.

		He rose and shuffled sideways a few steps. He positioned himself where he had a perfect view of Britney’s profile and a good sight line to where Strider’s cock would press into her ass. He still couldn’t believe what he was about to see her do. A shudder passed through him when he saw Strider reach out, drag two fingers along the line of her pussy then up to her ass hole.

		Britney winced and mewled when Strider pushed his middle finger into her anus.

		Strider grinned as he watched his finger disappear. First one knuckle, then the other, until almost the entire finger was seated inside her ass. “You take her in the ass a lot, pal?” he asked.

		Noel and Britney exchanged a glance. His cheeks heated up again as he shook his head.

		“Naw, I figured you didn’t. She’s probably real sweet with you, isn’t she?” he asked. He twisted his finger inside Britney. He must have done something else with it that Noel couldn’t see because Britney’s body started trembling. “She’s got a real sweet spot right here,” he said. “Spread your legs, baby.”

		Noel’s eyes bugged as Britney moved her knees apart, opening her legs even wider for Strider. She seemed to be fully under his control now that he had a finger inside her ass.

		“You got a bottle of lube around here somewhere?” Strider asked.

		Noel shook his head again. He looked up at Britney. She had her face pressed against the sheets, her ass still high in the air giving Strider full access.

		“That’s alright. I like doing it the old fashioned way anyways,” Strider said. He pulled his finger out of her ass with a wet pop then sank to his knees. He puckered his lips and spat a fat ball of saliva at her ass hole. Leaning between her ass cheeks he stuck his tongue out and pressed it against her sphincter.

		Noel gasped at the sound Britney made as Strider entered her with his tongue. A needy caterwaul he’d never heard before. She pushed back against the bed, shoving more of her ass into Strider’s face. Noel covered his mouth with his hand at the sloppy wet sounds Strider’s mouth made as he ate her ass.

		Strider brought a finger up against the apex of her pussy.

		He parted her folds and pressed the tip against the tiny button of her clit. As he continued eating out her ass he spun the finger around her sensitive bud, causing her to cry out again. Noel wasn’t sure how long that lasted. The next thing he knew Strider had pulled his mouth away from Britney’s ass and was motioning him to come closer with his free hand.

		He stepped forward, excitement throbbing through him. Britney’s pussy was a filthy mess of wet. Her back entrance was covered with a thick layer of saliva.

		“Watch this spot right here,” Strider said, pointing at Britney’s taint. He leaned in and started licking her ass again, his finger still spinning quickly around her clit.

		Noel’s eyes bugged wider. He watched the spot Strider had pointed at start to contract and relax. Her pussy lips started closing tight, then releasing, leaving her hole gaping for a moment before they tightened again.

		Britney moaned, the sound muffled by the sheets. As her orgasm began her thighs shook.

		Strider pulled his mouth away, pressed three fingers against her pussy lips and started rubbing them quickly up and down her slit.

		Britney let out a sharp cry. Her natural feminine lubricant trickled out of her pussy lips, pooling at the peak of her sex then dripping down onto the mattress.

		Strider grinned as he watched the contractions of her pussy. “That’s just the warm up. See how she’s squeezing? You ever made her squirt, buddy?” he asked.

		Noel couldn’t speak, he just shook his head again.

		“You’re in for a treat then,” Strider said. He stood up, cock in hand and climbed onto his knees on the bed. He pressed the head of his cock against Britney’s still throbbing pussy and rubbed it side to side, parting her folds.

		Britney let out a heavy breath. She swung her head around to look at Strider. “Don’t you fucking dare,” she growled.

		Strider chuckled. “Don’t take her too seriously. She’s all bark and no bite. All she wants is to be held down and fucked. Fucked her mouth. Fucked in her ass. Isn’t that right, baby?” he asked. He raised a hand and brought it down in a harsh smack on her ass.

		The impact made Noel wince. He’d never once raised his hand to hit Britney. Not even in the bedroom. His jaw dropped when he saw her rise up onto her hands and knees, then press her ass back towards Strider like she wanted more.

		“Yeah? You gettin’ excited?” Strider asked, chuckling. He smacked the other side of her ass. Lifting his cock he pressed it against her sphincter.

		Britney whimpered and shuddered.

		Strider reached over her back with his long arm. He grabbed a fistful of her red hair and pulled her head back. At the same time he pressed the head of his cock into her ass hole.

		“Ah!” Britney moaned. She rose up high on her hands, then on her fingers as Strider pulled her hair further and further back. She bent her head back, exposing her neck and revealing how incredibly stiff her nipples were at the peaks of her breasts.

		With what seemed to be a practised ease, Strider got up on one foot, then the other. He grabbed her hair with both hands and bent her body backwards as he impaled her ass with his cock until his fat balls came to rest against her wet slit. “Fuck, yeah,” he rumbled. “All these years and I still remember what this feels like. You’re one lucky bastard, No-el.”

		Noel could only stare, aghast at what he was seeing. Not only did Britney seem completely unperturbed by what was being done to her, she looked excited that it was happening. Her face and the top of her chest were pink from arousal and her nipples looked stone-hard. This was obviously what she’d meant by being ‘handled.’ Noel could never imagine himself doing anything remotely so dominant with her.

		Strider pulled his cock halfway out of her ass and held it there. “You ready to ride, baby?” he asked.

		“Fuck my ass you fucking piece of shit,” Britney seethed.

		Strider chuckled. Keeping one hand in her hair, he put the other on the small of her back. Squatting over her he started pumping his thick cock in and out of her ass.

		Noel stared, entranced by the dirty sight of Strider’s balls slapping against Britney’s soaked pussy. He couldn’t believe the lusty look of pleasure on her face. He gasped again when she reached up and pinched both of her nipples.

		“Oh yeah. Now I remember,” Strider said. He reached around and grabbed her left breast. Fondling it for a few moments, he then found her nipple with a finger and thumb and gave it a sharp twist.

		Britney let out a pained cry. Her taint began contracting again, her pussy closing and opening with it.

		“Hey No-el,” Strider said, letting go of her breast. “Why don’t you get in there and suck your fiancee’s titties? She loves that shit.”

		The fact that Strider knew about Britney’s proclivity for having her breasts suckled sent a sharp pain through Noel’s guts. He glanced at Britney, not sure if he should just insert himself into the situation.

		She looked at him out of the corner of her eye, Strider’s firm grip on her hair keeping her from turning her head. “Please, baby?” she whimpered.

		He walked to the bed and sat down, bouncing from the force of Strider’s powerful thrusts into Britney’s ass.

		“Yeah,” Strider said, letting go of her hair. “You two have a nice little moment together.”

		Britney, her whole body bouncing, turned to look at Noel. She reached out a hand and pressed it against his cheek, then pulled him into a kiss. She let out a low moan, the sound travelling down Noel’s throat into his insides. “Suck my tits, baby?” she whimpered.

		Noel leaned forward.

		Britney grabbed his shirt and pulled him down onto his back on the bed. Getting back down onto her hands she lifted a boob to his mouth and plopped the nipple in.

		Noel lost sight of Strider behind Britney. All he could see now was the breast in front of his face and, out of the corner of his eye, Strider’s ballsack swinging back and forth and slapping against Britney’s pussy.

		Strider had started grunting and the bed was bouncing up and down hard.

		Britney started moaning as he suckled and caressed her nipple with his tongue. The moan rose in pitch and approached a wail.

		“Oh it’s coming,” Strider grunted. “Fuck that ass gets tight when you’re about to come. You want an ass full of come, baby?”

		“Oh, fuck!” Britney moaned. “Fuck my dirty ass full of come!”

		Noel’s eyes popped open and his boner popped hard as steel between his legs. Hearing Britney beg to have her dirty ass filled with come was insanely arousing.

		“Fuck,” Strider grunted. “You fucking take it!” he barked.

		Britney let out a howl. Her body shook, the flesh of her breast jiggling against Noel’s face. With Strider deep inside her ass she bore down, the muscles in her core flexing. A clear stream of female ejaculate poured out of her pussy and onto the bed.

		Strider raised his hips then slammed deep into her again. He wore an angry snarl as he released into her. “Yeah, you fucking missed that I can feel it,” he growled. Rising up he drove back inside her again and held his cock deep in her interior.

		Britney’s orgasm left her with a final shudder. Her arms gave out and she collapsed, smothering Noel with her breasts. It took her a few moments to catch her breath before she found the strength to lift herself up and off of him again.

		Strider pulled his cock out of her ass. Pressing it between her ass cheeks he wiped off the juices coating it. He stepped away from the bed, chuckling. “I’ll tell you what. I’m going to leave you two lovebirds alone for now. But when I come back, Britney, I’m fucking that pussy. You’re not fucking teasing your way out of it this time. I’m gonna’ have that pussy.” He gave her one final smack on the ass before turning and walking out into the hall to collect his things.

		

	
		Chapter Ten

		

		Britney rolled onto her side on the bed.

		Noel clambered up, panting to catch his breath after she’d nearly suffocated him with her breast. He turned around and rubbed the back of his neck as his eyes roamed along the lines of Britney’s freshly defiled body.

		Her eyes fluttered open and she cast him a shy glance. “Do you still love me?” she whispered.

		He let out a disbelieving laugh. “Love you?” he asked, sinking to his knees next to the bed. “Of course I still love you,” he said. He reached out and took her hand in his. “Jesus, Britney, I can’t believe you just did that. I can’t believe we just did that.” He took a few deep breaths to try and soothe the shakes from his body. “God, Britney, are you…are you seriously telling me you like doing stuff like that? You really like it that rough?”

		She sniffled and looked down at the blankets, obviously shy about what she’d just done. “Can you come up here and hold me?” she asked.

		He scrambled onto the bed, rolled her over so she was facing away from him and wrapped his body around hers. “Baby, I love you. That was so hot,” he whispered, his cheek next to hers. “I still can’t believe it. I just can’t believe it,” he said, shaking his head.

		“When you say it like that it sounds like a bad thing,” she said, her voice a little whiny.

		“No! No, no, no! It’s not a bad thing. Britney I just…it’s like every guys dream to have a woman that’s that dirty,” he explained.

		She glanced over her shoulder at him. “Really?” she whispered.

		“Yes, really!” he said.

		She frowned, looking somewhat puzzled. “But I thought…I guess I always knew that about guys. Just not about you. You’re so kind and sensitive and thoughtful in bed. I guess a part of me was still kind of scared about how you’d react if you actually knew what I liked.”

		He rolled her over onto her back, palmed her breast and kissed her, thrusting his tongue deep into her mouth. He let his hand fall between her legs and fondled the wet lips of her pussy.

		She moaned into his mouth and arched her back at his touch.

		Pulling away from the kiss he gazed into her eyes. “I need you, baby,” he whispered. His cock was throbbing with arousal and his balls felt

		like they were going to burst if he didn’t blow a load.

		“I need you, too,” she whimpered. She spread her legs and began to pull him onto herself.

		His dirty appetites had been piqued, though, seeing Britney taking it in the ass so hard. He felt a twinge of jealousy that she’d deny him that hole after giving it so freely to Strider. A question he never would have considered asking before, formed in his mind and was out of his mouth before he could stop it. “Can I fuck your ass?” He blurted it out before he could think twice.

		Britney glanced nervously off to the side, like she was unsure if she wanted that.

		“I mean, if, like, if that would be alright,” he muttered, his confidence shaken by her reaction.

		“Oh, um, I mean, yeah,” she said. “I just never thought you wanted to do it like that. It’s gonna’ be kind of messy down there.”

		“It’s okay. I don’t mind,” he said. Truth be told he couldn’t wait to stare at the hole Strider had gaped with his thick cock.

		She narrowed her eyes at him and smiled. “Wow. You’ve got a real dirty streak I didn’t know about either,” she said.

		He smiled. Suddenly it felt like they were young again. Discovering each other for the first time and finding out they had way more similarities than differences.

		She rolled onto her stomach, mashed her face against the mattress and wiggled her ass up into the air. “Don’t be grossed out,” she said.

		“Promise,” he whispered, pecking her on the cheek. His heart was pounding and his ears were ringing, adrenaline pumping through him at what he was about to see. He crawled behind Britney, put a hand on each of her ass cheeks and pried them apart. “Holy smokes,” he whispered.

		Her normally tightly puckered ass hole was about an inch in diameter and closing quickly. Inside, the textured pink walls of her rectum were coated in the glossy, whitish cream of Strider’s deposit.

		He stared at the thick liquid as it churned and bubbled inside her. He wasn’t sure how long he’d been watching when she hoisted herself up onto her hands and knees and glanced over her shoulder at him.

		“Do you like it?” she asked, a little wary and apprehensive.

		“It’s so fucking hot, Britney. I don’t know why. It’s just so dirty,” he replied.

		Excitement lit in her eyes and she bit down on the smile that formed on her lips. “You want to see something really dirty?” she asked.

		“Uh, yeah?” he said.

		She moved her knees apart and lowered her ass so her hole was pointed at his lap. Squeezing her eyes she bore down. A moment later a cum bubble swelled out of her bottom. It popped and was followed by a gurgling wet fart.

		He scrunched his nose up, pleasantly disgusted by her vile display. “Britney. That’s so nasty. I love it,” he whispered.

		She started giggling. Her bottom rose and she pushed out another wet one. “Put it in me,” she said quietly.

		Noel didn’t need to be asked twice. Pointing the head of his engorged cock at her back hole, he pressed it in. It slid in effortlessly, lubricated by the mess of saliva and semen Strider had left inside her.

		She stayed crouched in the cat-like pose, bearing down and squeezing his cock with her sphincter.

		He groaned as he felt Strider’s juices come seeping out from between his shaft and her hole. His head was swimming with arousal as he swayed his hips back and forth, fucking what he’d previously thought would be a forever forbidden hole. He glanced up at Britney.

		She was watching him intently. Smiling and apparently very much enjoying his descent into depravity.

		It only made him hotter. He fucked his cock into her harder, gripping her hips to steady himself. He watched the way her beautiful, round rump bounced off of his pelvis each time he drove into her. His cock flexed and he realized he was far closer to finishing than he’d thought. Not wanting the good times to end so quickly, he slowed down his pace, savouring the sensation of gliding in and out of her ass.

		He was gripped by an urge to dominate her the same way Strider had. Leaning his hands on her ass he rose up onto his feet, crouching down over her and pressing her face back into the mattress. He raised his hand and brought it down onto her ass with a loud smack.

		She giggled and wiggled her ass for him.

		“Yeah? You like that?” he asked, trying his best to growl.

		She giggled again. “Fuck my ass, baby. But don’t finish. I want to do something special for you, okay?”

		His cock hardened inside her. His mind tried to conjure what could be more special than his fiancee offering him her freshly fucked ass, but came up blank. He felt like he was in heaven and his beautiful angel had just revealed her true self. He sawed in and out of her a few more times. But when she squeezed him with her pinching muscles he knew it was nearly game over. “Fuck, baby. I think I’ve gotta’ come,” he grunted.

		Britney scrambled up onto hands and knees. She shuffled forward. His cock sprang out of her back hole, bouncing in front of his pelvis. She spun around and crawled forward, grabbing his cock with one hand. She gazed up into his eyes. “After Strider fucked my ass he’d always make me clean his cock afterwards,” she whispered.

		His eyes bugged as Britney gobbled his cock into her mouth and started a violent bobbing back and forth on it. She drove it so deep into her mouth he felt the tip kiss the back of her throat.

		“Fuck!” Noel cried. He grabbed her by the sides of her head, pulling her hair. He bucked his hips back and forth, fucking her face as fast and hard as he could. It was only a few moments before he felt his cock swell and the tell-tale tingle of an impending orgasm. He gasped. “Fuck. I’m gonna’ come,” he growled.

		She pulled his cock out of her mouth, her hand moving back and forth quickly along the shaft. She pointed it towards her face and opened her mouth wide.

		The sight of her tongue lolling out of her mouth and the dirty, lusty look in her eyes sent him over the edge. “Jesus Christ!” he gasped, the first rope of his load bursting forth from the head of his cock. The stream shot out over her forehead and across the bridge of her nose, ending just below her right eye. His knees buckled. He grabbed her by the hair, holding her fast while he fired several more shots across her nose and cheeks.

		Britney giggled. She pulled his cock back to her lips and suckled at the tip, milking out a few stray dollops.

		“Oh my god,” he gasped. “I can’t believe how hard I just came.”

		She gave him a long, loving lick from the root of his cock to the head. “Mmm. Yummy,” she said.

		“Wow. Jesus, baby. I don’t even know what to say,” he muttered, staring at the mess he’d made of her face.

		She reached up and scooped some of the creamy mess off her nose. She slurped her finger into her mouth, sucked it clean then repeated the action, feeding the goo back into her mouth.

		He dropped to his knees, the muscles in his thighs feeling weak and shaky. “Britney,” he whispered, gazing at her through narrowed eyes.

		She grinned at him.

		“Why the hell have we waited this long to do this?” he asked.

		“You ready for round two?” Strider asked.

		They both turned their heads to see him standing in the doorway.

		“You’re still fucking here?!?” Noel said, his jaw dropping.

		Strider smirked and snickered.

		

	
		Chapter Eleven

		

		Not only was he still there, he was still naked and seemed completely unashamed about it. He strolled into the room like he owned the place and sat down on the armchair, hands on the armrests, legs spread wide showcasing his piece. He grinned. “You’re still the same dirty little slut you were back then, Britney,” he mused.

		Britney blushed and pulled the cover up over her body.

		“I told you I was coming back sooner than you think,” Strider said. “I’m finally fucking that pussy and you know I am. Now go take a shower and clean yourself up.”

		“You take a shower!” Britney shot back. “I’m not letting you into my pussy after you…”

		“I’m already squeaky clean, baby,” Strider said. “You two were so in the zone I could have made a fucking casserole in the kitchen and you wouldn’t have noticed. Go clean up,” he said, snapping his fingers and waving towards the bathroom.

		Britney glanced at Noel, who gave her an encouraging nod. “Give me my bathrobe then,” she muttered.

		He jumped up off the bed, grabbed her bathrobe off the floor and wrapped her up in it as she stood up from the bed.

		She padded across the carpet and disappeared down the hall.

		Her absence made Noel realize he and Strider were both still naked. He blushed and sat down, pulling the covers over his lap to hide his wilted penis. Strider was staring at him and he looked away, unable to hold his gaze. “You want a drink or something?” he muttered, desperate for an excuse to extract himself from the awkward situation.

		“Nah, I’m good,” Strider said. He looked around the room and let out an oddly wistful sigh which seemed very out of character.

		“You alright, dude?” Noel asked. Strider seemed strangely…melancholy, all of a sudden.

		“I’m fine,” Strider muttered. He locked his gaze on Noel again. “You won, pal.”

		“Won? What’d I win?” Noel asked.

		Strider smirked. “You got the girl, ass hole. I hope you’re happy?”

		Noel thought for a moment. He rubbed the back of his neck. “I mean, yeah. I am,” he said.

		“Yeah you better be!” Strider barked. “I’d have to kick your ass if you weren’t.”

		“Oh fuck off with that shit,” Noel said.

		Strider laughed. “Seriously though. You married the kinkiest bitch I’ve ever met. And I’ve met some bitches. You struck gold and you didn’t even know what you had when it was right in front of your face. Aren’t you happy I showed you what was possible?”

		Noel chuckled. “I mean, yeah. I am,” he echoed.

		Strider laughed along with him. “You really should do something about the decor, though, No-el. I got a great interior designer if you’re interested. She’s a pretty hot lay, too.”

		Noel stared at him for a moment. He was wearing his usual gruff expression. But the light in his eyes was different. They

		were filled with a certain longing it was impossible not to see. Noel felt something stir inside him. “Hey you think you’re ever going to settle down?” he asked.

		For a moment it looked like Strider was going to jump out of the chair and punch him in the face. He didn’t. He scowled, then looked away. “Fuck that shit. I don’t need all that emotional romance bullshit. Too messy,” he muttered.

		For a fleeting moment Noel saw the longing return to Strider’s eyes. Then his jaw jutted out and his expression hardened again. He turned towards the door as Britney came padding back, smelling fresh and bundled up in her bathrobe. She stood at the entrance to the bedroom, her eyes moving between the two of them.

		Strider’s sneering smirk returned as he settled back into his usual character. His eyes raked down her body, pausing at her midriff. “I’m finally gonna’ get a taste of that pussy,” he mused.

		Britney slowly turned and looked at Noel. A very naughty, very mischievous smile formed on her lips. She walked over to the bed and sat down next to Noel, her back to Strider. “Can I give him my pussy, baby?” she asked, leaning in and kissing Noel on the lips.

		The kiss, along with the dirty question, sent a wicked shudder racing down Noel’s spine. “Only if it feels right,” he whispered back.

		Her smile brightened. She leaned in until the tips of their noses were touching. “You have to really want it, too, baby. Or I’m not doing it,” she said.

		Noel closed his eyes and drew in a deep breath. “I want to see it,” he said. He felt Britney’s hand close around his. He opened his eyes and let her pull him up off the bed.

		Strider had stood up off the chair. He was standing in the corner stroking his stiff cock.

		Britney pressed Noel into the armchair. She pulled open the knot in her belt. The robe parted slightly. She raised her hands to the lapels and shrugged it off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor.

		Noel gasped at this fresh revelation of her naked body. Her nipples were already hard and her face was glowing from the hot shower she’d just taken.

		She turned, walked to the bed and daintily sat down on the edge. She kept her knees together and her hands in her lap, a gentle smile on her lips as she stared at Noel.

		Strider walked up to her, a dominant swagger in his gait as he massaged his cock. He flashed a lecherous grin as he sank to his knees. He grabbed her by the ankles and hoisted her legs into the air, sending her tumbling onto her back on the bed.

		“Oh!” she squealed, laughing and covering her mouth with both hands.

		Strider spread her legs and leaned his face down in between them. He took a deep whiff of her scent. He closed his eyes and let out a deep exhale. “So fucking fresh,” he growled. As he sank to his knees again he dragged his hands down the insides of her thighs. He let them fall lower, his thumbs slowly prying apart the petals of her sex.

		Noel watched in perverse fascination. Seeing Strider’s stubbled, jutting jaw so close to Britney’s softest spot was wildly invigorating.

		Strider’s tongue flicked out of his mouth, long and snake-like. He licked a line up from her taint, over her entrance and up the glistening folds of her outer vulva.

		Britney shook on the bed. She grabbed the sides of her breasts and squeezed them together, arching her back as he licked her again. She mewled and her toes curled as Strider flicked his tongue furiously up and down over her clit.

		“Fuck that’s delicious,” Strider muttered. He closed his lips around the top of her pussy and slurped her clit into his mouth. His cheeks hollowed as he pulled it deep and his jaw moved as he worked it over with his tongue.

		“Oh my god,” Britney moaned. Her arms fell to the bed and flailed on either side of her like she was making a snow angel in the sheets. She kicked her feet in the air high above Strider’s head, her body trembling with excitement.

		Strider slowed his pace. He pulled her clit deep into his mouth, licked it, then released letting it almost fall out before repeating the pattern. Each suckle made Britney’s body shake a little harder. Each lick elicited a new sound of pleasure. A squeak. Then a moan. Then a low groan as her hips started bucking, rubbing her pussy against his face.

		Strider turned his head and licked sideways up and down her slit. He poked his tongue into her opening and pressed it in as deep as it would go. Pulling it out he returned his attention to her clit, drawing it into his mouth and holding it there.

		Britney’s hands shot to the back of Strider’s head. She pulled his face in harder against her crotch and her hips bucked wildly as she approached her orgasm. She came with a sharp cry, wet running out of her and down Strider’s chin. As the orgasm faded her hands fell to her sides and her legs fell apart.

		Strider pulled his mouth away from her sex with a messy wet slurp. He rubbed her juices off of his face with the back of his hand and stood up, towering over her, his rigid cock bouncing in anticipation of entering her. He grabbed the head and rubbed it a few times, then pointed it at her entrance, his knees resting against the mattress.

		Britney looked down her body at him. Her eyes sank to his cock and widened. She looked as excited as Noel felt. She gasped when Strider wrapped his hands around her thighs and yanked her closer until her ass was touching his legs. He pressed the head of his cock against her sex. “I’ve been waiting for this for years,” he whispered.

		Britney bit her lip as she gazed into his eyes.

		He reached a hand out and pressed his thumb against her bottom lip.

		She pulled it into her mouth and her cheeks hollowed as she sucked on it.

		“That’s a good girl,” Strider praised. “Good girls get good dicks.” He fell forward, spearing his cock into the wet mess of her pussy.

		Britney’s eyes bugged open. She hoisted herself up onto her elbows, her tits swaying side to side. She stared down her body and watched the gnarly, veined shaft disappear into her body. Her jaw went slack. She drew in a breath and held it. The room went still. Her head fell back against her shoulders and her legs wrapped around Strider’s trunk.

		Strider pushed himself deeper into her.

		Another shiver passed through Noel as he watched inch after inch of the thick shaft sink into her body. He still couldn’t understand how watching another man enter his lovely Britney could look so beautiful. But it did and it made him hard between the legs.

		Strider paused when his ball sack settled against her ass. He reached out with one hand and grabbed her breast. He stared into her eyes as he squeezed her tit. “That’s the hottest fucking pussy I ever felt,” he whispered.

		A fierce blush rose to Britney’s cheeks. She turned her head to the side and bit down on her lip. Her gaze connected with Noel’s. She seemed momentarily startled to see him. As if she’d forgotten he was there. But a moment later she was smiling at him, her eyes glistening and her cheeks rosy.

		Strider tipped her face back straight so she was looking at him. Leaning over her he mashed his lips against hers in a hot, deep kiss.

		This time it was Noel who was startled. A pang of jealousy gripped him. Seeing Strider kiss her so passionately was almost more difficult than seeing him put his cock inside her. It drove him to the edge of his seat. For a moment he wondered if he could stand it. He raised a hand and drew in a breath, his instincts telling him he needed to break this intimate moment between them.

		Then Britney’s hands balled to fists and she beat them against Strider’s back. She pulled away from the kiss, an angry expression on her face. She narrowed her eyes at him. “Fuck me you son of a bitch,” she growled.

		Strider smirked and started chuckling. His hand shot out and he gripped her neck, which made Noel jump in his seat.

		Strider pinned her to the bed by the neck. Grinning, he pulled his cock out of her and slammed it back in.

		Britney’s legs flailed at his sides and she let out a long wail.

		Strider grabbed one leg, then other and hoisted them up onto his shoulders. Climbing up onto the bed he drove his cock in and out of her, the wet sounds of his entrance and exit reverberating around the room. When he started pulling his hand away from her neck, Britney grabbed his arm and held it in place. “You dirty slut. I’ll never get enough of how rough you like it,” Strider growled.

		His body exploded into a hard, deep fucking. With each thrust into her his balls connected with her ass with a loud smack.

		Her hands show up over his shoulders and onto his back. Her fingers curled into a claw-like shape and she dug her nails into the flexing muscles between his shoulder blades. She mewled and thrashed underneath him, helpless and totally lost in the pleasure sensations his cock was giving her.

		As the din of their fucking grew Noel felt an almost meditative calm descend upon him. His vision tunnelled on Strider’s cock plunging in and out of Britney’s pussy. The thick pollinator diving in and out of her freshest flower, ready to spew it’s seed. The thought startled him and brought a pain to his stomach. He quickly remembered she was chemically protected from potential insemination, which brought a sigh of relief and helped him compose himself.

		But he let his mind ruminate on that dark possibility. That Strider’s seed might be so potent as to overwhelm those defences. That it might penetrate into her softest place and infect her tiny ovum and cause her belly to distend with his spawn. It was a darkly erotic and surprisingly potent source of arousal. Feeling his cock throb he glanced down and saw clear pre-cum oozing from the tip. Britney’s shout snapped his eyes back up to her again.

		Strider yanked his cock out of her pussy. He grabbed her ankles and spun her onto her stomach on the bed. Gripping her by the waist he hauled her up onto her knees. He pointed his cock at her pussy and plowed into it.

		She moaned

		and her ass shook as he plundered her cunt. As he renewed his thrusting she slammed back against him, the flesh in her rump undulating in waves each time it connected with his pelvis.

		He grabbed her by the ass and held her firm. He fucked her harder, his breathing getting more laboured and the veins in his neck standing out.

		She fell to her forearms, her face mashed into the sheets. Her whole body bounced up and down the bed as Strider drove into her, their bodies crashing together like waves on an ocean. She reached a hand up, found the edge of the mattress and clung to it for dear life.

		Strider’s balls slapped her pussy, their rhythm becoming more erratic as his cock swelled inside her.

		Noel leaned forward in his seat, the sight of Britney getting so thoroughly debauched focusing his attention like a black hole swallows light. In the centre of that filthy ring, the spot Strider’s cock was pumping in and out of, he found a certain comfort. This was all there was, after all. Fucking. Pleasure. Hedonism. Nothing else would ever flood his brain with the copious volume of reward hormones he was feeling now.

		His cock began to twitch between his legs. He looked down just as Britney squealed, a prelude to her orgasm. His cock was twitching and a river of thick, pearly liquid was leaking from it. The orgasm was not without pleasure. It was not the usual, convulsive ecstasy but rather a sort of lightness as if he were floating above the chair he was sitting on. It was paired with a profound sense of calm. Having seen the love of his life getting the ever loving fuck pounded out of her made him feel invincible. It made him feel like nothing could hurt him now.

		Strider roared. He slammed his cock deep into Britney’s pussy over and over. With each thrust a splash of his seed splattered out of her, coating both of their thighs and dripping down onto the bed sheets. He tugged at her hips, pulling her up into his thrusts, using her body as a fleshy sleeve for his deposit.

		His orgasm finished abruptly. He sat back on his haunches and his cock fell out of her. His eyes dropped to her quickly closing pussy hole and he gazed at the aftereffects of it’s destruction. Reaching out he touched the cream covered folds with two fingers and brought the fingers up in front of his face, as if he couldn’t believe he’d finally done it. “Fuuuuck,” he growled. “I finally fucking got it.” His shoulders slumped.

		For a moment Noel thought Strider might fall off the bed. He looked exhausted. Britney had collapsed onto her stomach and was panting to try and catch her breath. After a long while Strider swung a leg over the edge of the bed and spun around. He turned to Noel, his cock sagging but still long between his legs. He picked up his clothing quietly and rolled it into a ball, hugging it against his abdomen. He walked to the door, then turned to look at Noel one more time. “You’re the bomb, No-el. That was the business, I’ll tell you that much.” Then he walked out of the bedroom and closed the door behind him.

		

	
		Chapter Twelve

		

		Noel stood up from the chair and stared at Britney. He looked around the room. The sheets were messed on the bed. There were clothes everywhere. The place reeked of natural lubricant and ejaculate like a sex-bomb had just gone off. He stumbled towards the bed and fell onto it on his hands and knees. Semen was still leaking out of his penis but it remained hard. He put a hand on Britney’s shoulder and shook her. “Britney? Britney!” he whispered.

		She stirred. Groaning, she lifted her head and looked back at him. “What’s up, baby?” she asked.

		He climbed over her, pushing her legs apart and settling himself in the valley between them.

		She laughed and looked back over her shoulder at him.

		He pushed his cock into her and groaned as the heat of her hole enveloped him.

		She turned away from him, mashing her face into the mattress and letting him have his way with her.

		His hands roamed up and down her body, grabbing her hips and her ass as he slowly stroked his cock in and out of her pussy. He was overcome with the desire to mark her. To leave some evidence of their union somewhere no one could mistake. He slid his hands up her back and grabbed her by the hair, yanking her up onto her hands and knees.

		“Oh fuck, baby,” she groaned.

		He started pounding her, his hands moving around her throat and holding her steady as he gave her a fast, deep fuck.

		Her arms collapsed, leaving her with her face mashed against the bed.

		He drove in and out of her, her moans vibrating up his cock and into his body. “You’re mine,” he grunted. “My dirty girl.”

		“Yours,” she whimpered. “All yours.”

		He let go of her throat and grabbed her by the hips, digging his fingertips into her flesh and squeezing her tight as he fucked her harder. He was close. Close to finishing but not quite there. He slowed his pace, grinding his pelvis against her ass and rubbing his shaft against the inner walls of her vagina. “Oh fuck,” he whispered.

		Britney wiggled her butt.

		“Yeah,” he whispered.

		“Mmm. Do you want me to finish you, baby?” she asked.

		“No,” he said, his voice hushed as he stared down at his cock disappearing inside her pussy. “Not yet.”

		She lifted her face up off the mattress and looked back at him. “Baby?” she whispered, a note of concern in her voice. “Are you okay?” she asked.

		He raised his eyes to meet her gaze and shook his head slowly side to side. “You looked so beautiful,” he whispered. “You looked so fucking beautiful getting fucked.” His throat tightened.

		She put her fingers on his abdomen and gently pushed until he slid out of her. Rolling onto her back, she reached out and took his hand, then pulled him down onto herself. She spread her legs and he crawled between them, the head of his cock like a divining rod seeking out the wet warmth of her cunt. As he slid into it she put a hand on the back of his head and pulled him into a deep kiss.

		He closed his eyes. His mind was strung between the two wet, warm points of focus. Her mouth and her cunt. The muscles in each were moving, her pussy squeezing his cock, her tongue lapping at his inside his mouth. He took both as proof of her love and let himself linger in the space between the sensations for as long as she would allow.

		Their lips parted with a wet smack and she pressed her cheek to his. “I want you to fill my pussy up with your cum,” she whispered.

		His heart beat faster and a shudder ran through his body, ending with his cock flexing deep inside her. “Fuck,” he growled.

		“Do it. Please?” she whimpered.

		The plea in her voice pushed him to the edge. His muscles tightened. He drove his cock into her and held it there, his pelvis mashing her clit.

		“Mmm,” she cooed, the sound a sweet and gentle song. “Please, baby. I’m going to come if you do it,” she begged.

		He wanted to come so badly but the feeling of being surrounded by her was too pleasurable. He moved his cock in and out of her slowly, hoping to prolong the moment.

		“My pussy’s so fool of Strider’s cum,” she whimpered. “I want you to fill me, too.”

		He groaned and dug his cock in deep.

		“Thank-you, baby. Thank-you for letting me fuck him. It felt so good. I love you. I want your come, baby. I want your come in me now.”

		He groaned again, then drew in a breath and held it. He let out a low, primal growl. Pushing deep into her he felt the shaft of his cock flood with ejaculate. He roared as he exploded inside her, his seed spraying against her cervix in a warm torrent.

		Britney’s legs wrapped around his hips and she ground herself against him, milking the cum from his body. “Fuck! Yes, baby. Fuck, that feels so good,” she moaned. She grabbed his shoulders and hugged him tight against her, her hips gyrating against him, her cunt pulsing with her orgasm.

		As the pleasure faded he lay atop her, spent and exhausted. She was kissing him on the forehead, her hands gently running up and down his back. “I love you, Britney,” he whispered.

		“I love you, Noel. Forever,” she replied.

		He nuzzled his face against her breasts, listening to her heart beat and feeling the rise and fall of her chest as she breathed.

		“Was that a good fuck?” she asked, a hint of laughter in her voice.

		He chuckled and pulled his softening cock out of her. Crawling up beside her he wrapped her in his arms. “I’ve never felt so alive,” he said. “And you, my dear, are a dirty girl,” he teased.

		She blushed and gave him a sheepish smile. “I’m so happy about us,” she said.

		He gave her a funny look, unsure of what she meant.

		“About what just happened,” she said. “I’ve always felt like…like there was this other part of me, you know. Something dark and nasty that you wouldn’t be able to deal with. And now you’ve seen it. You’ve seen that side of me. You know that I’m not all pure and good and innocent and…and you love me anyway,” she said.

		His throat tightened. He reached up and caressed her cheek. “Of course I love you,” he whispered.

		“I’m so happy,” she said. She gazed into his eyes. “I think I got it out of my system, at least,” she said, chuckling.

		He was surprised at the small wave of disappointment that sent through him. But the sight of Britney being so thoroughly debauched and enjoying it so much was going to haunt his masturbatory fantasies for the rest of his life. “Can I just ask you, and I don’t want to be a bore about this, but can you tell me what it is that you like so much about being fucked like that?”

		She sighed. “I don’t know. It’s a feeling I get. A good feeling. I don’t have to think about anything, make any decisions. I’m just a toy. A puppet. A rag doll. It’s exciting thinking about someone using me for their own pleasure. It feels good. And it’s fun.”

		He smiled at her. That was just so Britney. Feel-good fun was definitely what she was up for. A darker thought filled his mind. “You think you would have done it anyways? If I hadn’t been in on it?” he asked.

		She scowled. “Of course

		not,” she replied. “That would be wrong and there’s nothing fun about going behind your back. Most of the fun part was that you were letting me do it. And that you were here watching.”

		He wanted to believe her. He was certain she was telling him her truth. That she truly believed she never would have done it without his consent. But it fired him up real hot thinking that there was a possibility she would have done it without him. It probably would have been horrible. But, in his imagination at least, he couldn’t help but think it would have been horrible hot.

		He wrapped his arms around her tighter and pulled the sheets up to their chins as he turned out the light.

		

		Epilogue

		

		“Hey No-el.”

		Noel jumped at the sound of the low voice behind him. He turned around to see Strider’s car parked next to his. A momentary panic gripped him. He looked up to the windows of the office to see if anyone was watching. It passed quickly when he realized that, even if they were, they’d have no idea who Strider was. “What the hell are you doing here man?” he asked.

		Strider nodded towards the passenger seat of his car. “Come have a seat. I want to talk to you,” he said.

		Noel frowned. He tossed his laptop bag into the backseat of his car, then walked around Strider’s and got in on the passenger side. He swung the door shut and turned to Strider. “What’s going on?”

		Strider sighed and his shoulders slumped. He stared out the windshield at the cedar hedge surrounding the parking lot.

		“You okay?” Noel asked.

		Strider turned his head to look at him. “How’d you do it?” he asked.

		Noel scowled. “How’d I do what?” he asked.

		“How’d you bag her, Noel? How’d you fucking get Britney?” Strider snapped. “I’ve seen your dick. It’s like two inches shorter than mine. Your all scrawny and, no offence or anything, but you kind of fuck like a woman,” he said. “You, like, really good with your mouth or something?”

		Noel sat staring at him for a moment, stunned by the question. He started chuckling and settled back into his seat.

		“What’s so funny?” Strider growled.

		Noel shook his head. “Why are you asking me this?” he asked.

		Strider looked pissed off for a moment. He glared out the windshield, collecting his thoughts. “You remember I told you about that interior designer I was banging?”

		“Uh, yeah,” Noel said.

		“Well she fucking found some other guy! I fucking had her screaming every time we hooked up, dude! She was creaming all over this thing,” he said, pointing towards his crotch. “Then the other day she tells me it was nice and all but she wants to settle down and she’s met someone. I was like, ‘what am I, chopped liver?’”

		Noel stifled a laugh. “Did you really ask her that?”

		“Well, no, duh!” Strider replied. “I told her to fuck off and have a nice life.”

		Noel shook his head and looked down at his lap. It felt like a bizarre turn of events, Strider hunting him down in his office parking lot looking for dating advice. “Did you two do anything besides fuck?” he finally asked.

		Strider frowned and thought for a moment. “I took her to get a milkshake once,” he said.

		Noel sighed. “Look, I’m not sure what you’re looking for here. I think you want some advice? On how to, maybe, find a woman to settle down with yourself?” he asked.

		Strider scowled. “I just don’t get it. I’m fucking packing. I fuck like an animal. I own three restaurants. What do you have that I don’t, huh?”

		Noel resisted the urge to point out to Strider that he owned three restaurants because of daddy’s money. “Strider life’s not a competition about cock size.”

		Strider’s scowl deepened. “What are you talking about? They’re always moaning about how my cock stretches ‘em out. They fucking love it!”

		Noel drew in a breath and sighed. “Sure. They love getting fucked by your fat cock. That’s not all they love. Women’s minds work a little differently than guys. They’re not constantly trying to turn everything that happens into a porno movie,” he explained.

		Strider thought for a moment, then turned to look at Noel. “They’re not?” he asked.

		“No,” Noel replied. “They want someone who’s going to, like, you know, talk to them. Someone who knows how to listen. Someone who’s going to take care of them. Not just in bed, either. Out here. In real life. They want a partner.”

		One side of Strider’s lip lifted in a disgusted-looking snarl. “Gross,” he muttered.

		“Well, I think you’re going to have to come to terms with that. If you want more than just fucking, that is,” Noel explained.

		Strider put his hands on the steering wheel and leaned forward, sulking. “Yeah. I guess you’re right.” He sat in silence for a moment then turned to look at Noel again. “Hey you think you could help me?” he asked.

		“Help you? With what?” Noel said.

		“You know. Show me how to act and shit. Tell me what to say. Maybe we could, like, use Britney for practice.”

		Noel’s brow furrowed. “We’re not using Britney for anything,” he said, feeling a slight pang of guilt. Hadn’t he, in a way, used her for his own perverted fantasy? He dismissed the thought. “And I’d have to run it by her first.” He looked off to the side. The more he thought about it the more it titillated him, however. Thinking of teaching Strider how to put the moves on Britney was…kind of hot.

		“Well…can you ask her for me?”

		“I can ask her but I can’t make any promises,” Noel replied.

		Another silence passed between them. Strider leaned his head closer to the steering wheel. “I don’t want to be alone,” he muttered.

		Noel’s eyes widened. He found himself strangely touched by Strider’s honesty. “Let me talk to her. I’ll see what I can do.”

		Strider turned and looked at him with hope in his eyes. “Thanks, man,” he said.

		Noel pulled the door handle and swung the door open. He hoisted himself up out of the car and walked back around to his parking spot. He heard Strider roll his window down and turned around.

		“And thanks for letting me fuck her, man. Helped me work through some shit,” he muttered. Before Noel could react he rolled up the window, fired up the engine and backed out of the parking spot, his wheels squealing as he cranked the steering wheel to one side. He revved the engine and peeled out of the parking lot.

		Noel smirked and shook his head. He got into the car and turned it on. He felt a tingle of excitement in his balls as he contemplated Strider’s request. A smile formed on his mouth. Maybe their little adventure wasn’t over just yet…
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