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      It all started with a tongue-in-cheek Facebook post. Pete and Noelle were dying to go to the NFC championship game, but even if they were willing to cough up the $1500-plus the ticket agencies were asking—per ticket—they didn’t have the means anyway. It was so frustrating! Not only had it been over a decade since their team had made it that far in the playoffs, but it was also going to be a home game. The couple couldn’t imagine anything more exciting, and they had been wracking their brains looking for an answer.

      Pete really wanted to do it for his fiancée Noelle. He’d been a lifelong football fan of course, but Noelle lived and died with the team. It had started when she was a toddler, and she’d sit in her daddy’s lap when he watched the games every Sunday. It was a religion in their house. Once Noelle grew a little older, her father explained the game to her. The joke of the family was that she was the son he wished he’d had. Noelle’s brother couldn’t care less about sports, while Noelle was pissed that girls weren’t allowed to play on the local Pop Warner team. She settled for being a cheerleader, but only grudgingly. Her daddy was still proud of his little girl, especially when she kicked ass during the Thanksgiving family football games. Noelle’s dad was a great guy, and he raised an amazing woman. Cancer had taken him last year. It was so hard on Noelle, but she took some solace in the fact he had lived long enough to see her son born.

      As the couple talked about the real possibility of their team winning and qualifying for the big game, Noelle became wistful, thinking about her dad, and how all he wanted was to see his team win the Big One. They’d gone to playoffs twice in his lifetime, but lost both times. Pete was thinking about Noelle one morning while sitting at work, and threw up that fateful Facebook post. It read:

      ISO 2 playoff tickets. I have a bottle of Sam Adams Millennial in its original case, original pressings of all the Beatles albums, a disassembled Indian bike in the garage & a hot fiancée. I’d go with the beer.

      Pete posted it thinking his friends would get a good laugh, and if there was the outside chance someone he knew had tickets he could get for a reasonable price, that would be awesome. He threw in the mention of his hot fiancée just to show how desperate he was.

      Throughout the morning, his friends replied as he expected they would. They knew how attached he was to the Indian. He’d been slowly working on the bike for years. And he’d been holding onto that Sam Adams forever. A couple of his friends made cracks about his throwing Noelle into the list. One replied: Does she at least get to go to the game? Another: Noelle is worth season tickets man! With Noelle tagged in the comment, it didn’t take long for Pete to hear from her.

      [Noelle] going to trade me for playoff tickets???

      [Pete] I know how bad u want to go

      [Noelle] how about I pimp u out

      [Pete] do any of your hot friends have tickets? I’m game

      [Noelle] haha. Then u win twice

      [Pete] u know I was kidding right. R u mad?

      [Noelle] #timesup

      [Pete] really!?

      [Noelle] ur so clueless

      [Pete] r u really mad

      [Noelle] depends on who’s offering the tickets

      [Pete] !

      [Noelle] if it’s nick there might be a deal, depending on the tickets

      [Pete] ur crazy

      [Noelle] :) lmk

      Pete just shook his head and went back to work. Sometimes he didn’t understand his fiancée. In one short text conversation, she went from accusing him of being insensitive to implying she’d screw his friend Nick for playoff tickets. The funny thing was, he couldn’t be entirely sure Noelle wouldn’t do it. She loved teasing him about how hot Nick was whenever she caught him looking at another woman.
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      Their townhouse was dark and cold when Pete got home, so he cranked up the heat and started dinner. Noelle picked up their son from daycare on her way home, so she always arrived home later than Pete. She swept into the house like a whirlwind, setting their son up with an activity before coming back into the kitchen to fetch a glass of wine.

      Noelle was the kind of woman who always commanded attention when she entered a room. It wasn’t just that she was beautiful—she certainly was—but she had an infectious spirit and an energy that demanded notice. Pete had never had trouble getting girlfriends, but still, none of his friends could believe he was dating someone like Noelle. Most of Pete’s former girlfriends had been the type to defer to their man, but Noelle gave as good as she got.

      “Hey, babe,” she said, giving him a peck on the cheek while he worked on a stir fry in a skillet.

      “How was your day?”

      “Long. Lots of people through the office, but no real leads.” Noelle shrugged. “What can you expect? It’s winter. People aren’t looking for homes right now.”

      “At least it gives you plenty of time to shop on the internet.”

      “Very funny. I wasn’t the one goofing off on Facebook today.”

      “You aren’t really angry, are you?”

      “Why would I be angry that you offered me up for playoff tickets? What girl doesn’t want to be reduced to a commodity and traded for a sports event?”

      Pete tried to read her, but Noelle had the best deadpan of anyone he’d ever met. “It’s the NFC championship game. I thought you’d understand,” he replied, with a goofy grin.

      “If I do it for tickets, not money, is it still prostitution?”

      “Noe, I wasn’t really offering you up for tickets. It was a joke.”

      “Okay. So if I decide to take someone up on their offer we can both share a good laugh. Ha ha. I’m going upstairs to change. Be right back.”

      Noelle turned and strutted out of the kitchen. She wore tight black pants, and despite his quandary, Pete couldn’t help staring at her butt. Noelle really did have a great ass. He was lucky to have such a hot fiancée. He should try not to screw it up so much.

      Upstairs, Noelle shed her work clothes and changed into colorful leggings and a tank top under a hoodie. The tight, white blouse and pants she wore to work weren’t very comfortable, but they accentuated her assets, and since she worked in sales Noelle understood appearance was important. Noelle was annoyed that her looks mattered when it came to getting ahead, but that didn’t mean she was above using them to do it. As long as they could remain respectful—and didn’t leer—Noelle could let them look. And if they couldn’t behave, her dad had made sure she had a mean left hook.

      Noelle had to laugh at how clueless Pete was. His post was tone deaf, given the current #metoo climate, but she wasn’t really angry. Pete was a sweet guy, and she knew he meant well. He knew she’d do anything to go to that game. Well, almost anything. Noelle didn’t know if she was ready to fuck someone for playoff tickets, but then again…if the guy was hot and the seats were really good, who knew… Anyway, Pete wasn’t the jealous type, and she never seriously thought he was pimping her out for tickets, and she did smile when she saw he called her his hot fiancée. He was just too easy to mess with. She would let him off the hook—in a little bit.

      Returning to the kitchen, Noelle made a show of checking Facebook on her phone. “I’m a little disappointed I don’t have any offers yet. Ryan said he’d think about taking the Indian off your hands, but no mention of me. Should I feel insulted?”

      Pete studied her. He was pretty sure she was yanking his chain, but not sure enough to press his luck, so he stayed quiet.

      “I bet you’d be more upset about having to give up the Indian than me,” she commented, looking archly over her phone at Pete. He turned and stared at her with an exasperated sigh.

      “I would totally give up the bike before you.”

      Noelle smirked. “That’s because I’m the one you can ride. You’re never getting that motorcycle out of the garage.”

      “Noe!”

      “I'm just messing with you. I know you wouldn’t trade me for playoff tickets. Probably.”

      “Damn, Noe. You’re merciless.”

      “Sorry, babe. It’s just so fun.”

      “If it was 50-yard line seats, I bet I wouldn’t have to offer you. You’d offer yourself.”

      Noelle looked thoughtful. “Maybe.” She crossed the kitchen and put her arms around him.

      Pete squeezed her sweet, round ass. “Just have him use a condom. I don’t want you bringing anything home.”

      “All us whores use them. Don’t want to cut our careers short.”

      Noelle kissed him, and Pete was finally, fully relieved. He loved her spirit, but sometimes he wished she was a little more chill. They were due to be married next June. He was 32, Noelle 29. Pete wondered if he could handle another fifty years of this.

      That was the last they spoke of it that night. They shared dinner, put their son to bed, and made love. The sex was more spirited than usual. Noelle was always enthusiastic, but that night she was on fire. Pete didn’t know what got into her, but he wasn’t complaining. Pete had a brief flash of his fiancée dressing up like a hooker to pay for her playoff tickets, and ended up coming very fast. Luckily, she was already done.
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      They didn’t talk about the playoff tickets again for a couple days. It was Tuesday, and the game was Sunday evening. Pete didn’t think any tickets would materialize, and Noelle hadn’t given it another thought, except to laugh at how his friends razzed him on Facebook. Pete checked the ticket agency website a couple times, but prices were only going up, not down. For half a second, Pete considered dipping into their house fund. Noelle would probably be thrilled, but Pete knew he would regret it. He was the practical one. Noelle was more focused on the now. She would just go to the game and have fun and not think about the financial setback.

      Pete was in the bedroom checking the online news when his phone chimed with a new message. Noelle was taking a bath. He flicked over and saw he had a private message from Erik, an old friend from college. They commented on each other’s posts online, but they weren’t really close anymore. Pete didn’t even know the last time they’d talked, but he missed his college bros and his frat days felt like they were a thousand years ago. He opened the message.

      [Erik] saw your offer. I’m interested

      [Pete] really? U have tickets?

      Pete felt a surge of excitement. Maybe he could do this for Noelle.

      [Erik] my company has a box. They think I’m some kind of hotshot. I’m sure bringing a couple guests wouldn’t be a problem

      [Pete] that’s awesome man. I didn’t even know u were local

      [Erik] moved here for a job with Kirk Capital last year. I have a condo downtown

      [Pete] u always did plan to live like Wall Street. Congrats. Let’s barter. It’s the Indian, isn’t it?

      Pete remembered how into vintage cars Erik was, so it followed he’d be interested in the Indian. Erik had commented he was jealous when Pete posted pictures of it online. It would kill him to part with the bike. He thought of passing it down to his son, but Pete would do this just to see the smile on Noelle’s face when he told her.

      [Erik] nah. I could just go buy one if I wanted. Just got a sweet ’68 Camaro.

      [Pete] I’d love to see that

      [Erik] I’ll give you guys a ride in it sometime. Bet your hot fiancée looks great with the wind blowing in her hair

      [Pete] u have no idea

      [Erik] I have plenty ideas bro. don’t worry about that

      [Pete] r u serious about the game?

      [Erik] I am if you are

      [Pete] what do u mean?

      [Erik] you offered a trade and I’m interested. I’ve only seen pictures online, but your girl is hot bro.

      Pete stared at his phone. Erik couldn’t be serious, could he? Did Erik really think he was offering up his fiancée for playoff tickets? How could he think that? This wasn’t Indecent Proposal. Real people didn’t actually do these things. Pete was proud Erik wanted Noelle, but he was pissed if Erik was serious.

      [Pete] r u being real?

      [Erik] I don’t joke about deals bro

      [Pete] u thought I was serious about Noelle?

      [Erik] she’s hot bro. had to ask. If you guys aren’t interested, no big deal

      Pete wanted to reach through the phone and punch his college friend. It was a very big deal. Erik always had been a jerk. He was the kind of guy who loved to play the big shot, and he’d always been particularly competitive with Pete. They had always shared a lot of good-natured ribbing about girls and grades and sports—especially girls. The guys had the same taste in women, and often went after the same girls on campus. The women who liked cocky alpha males went for Erik, Pete got the ones who were into someone more real. Pete never took it seriously, but he always had the sense that their competition was very real for Erik. Well, Pete thought, if life’s a competition it sounds like Erik’s won, with his fancy job and downtown place. Pete and Noelle weren’t doing too badly, but they weren’t on Erik’s level financially. Pete knew he was ahead in other ways. He had a babe like Noelle, for one thing.

      Pete fired off an angry, Fuck off, but then felt bad, and added a winking smiley face. Erik had to know he wasn’t serious about the offer—he was just being Erik. Pete did realize, however, that it gave him a chance to get back at Noelle for how she’d jerked him around the other day. He went down the hallway to where she was enjoying her bath.

      The door was closed and the curtain drawn, the better to keep the heat in. Pete peeled the curtain back, and for a moment he just had to stare at his naked fiancée. It was a view he’d never get tired of.

      Noelle was tall, with long legs and a body that was more athletic than bombshell, but Pete loved how fit she was. Noelle had worked hard to snap back into shape after the baby. Her hips were narrow, but her tits were full and beautiful. Pete was a big guy—over 6 feet—with big hands, but her round, firm tits still spilled over his hands when he grabbed them. They’d grown with pregnancy, and stayed bigger, much to his delight. Her hazel eyes had a feline tilt, and a wide smile curved up to apple cheeks that begged to be pinched. Noelle had the sweet look of the girl-next-door, but Pete knew how wild she could be. They’d started dating after a one-night stand. In the five years they’d been together, Noelle’s hair had gone from beach blonde, back to her natural chestnut, then to the once-popular ombre look. Currently she was a honey blonde, and it fell past her shoulders. This was Pete’s favorite color on her.

      Noelle felt him staring and looked up from her magazine. She knew that look. Pete wanted to jump on top of her in the bath. Noelle wouldn’t mind—she’d been considering getting off before getting out anyway—but the small tub in their townhouse barely held her. One day, when they were rich and living in their dream home, she would have a giant Jacuzzi tub, and Noelle would enjoy Pete there at her leisure. Or perhaps a boytoy, she thought naughtily.

      “Can I help you?” she asked.

      Pete sat on the closed toilet and rested his phone on the vanity. “Just thought you’d like to know that we have an offer for those playoff tickets.”

      “Really?” she chirped, excitement rising in her.

      “Yeah, but he’s not looking for the Beatles records.”

      “Really?” This time her tone was annoyance. Noelle didn’t like it when Pete played with her.

      “Yeah, one of my buddies from college has access to a luxury box and thought we might be interested.”

      “And he thinks I’ll screw him for the tickets?”

      “He said you offered a trade and I’m interested. She’s hot.”

      “Are you serious?”

      “Why would I lie?”

      Noelle’s mind was reeling. This couldn’t be a real thing. She didn’t love all of Pete’s friends, but she couldn’t imagine any of them thinking she’d trade herself for sports tickets—even if a few of them leered at her every chance they got. Noelle didn’t mind that. She was the kind of woman who liked attention, but she didn’t want anyone to think she was cheap.

      “Who is it?”

      “This guy I went to school with, Erik. You’ve never met him. I think the last time I saw him was homecoming the year after I graduated.”

      “Let me see. Show me what he said.”

      Pete handed over the phone. Noelle would be proud he’d defended her honor. She might even be so proud that she’d let him come in her mouth tonight, and that hadn’t happened in ages. Pete watched her carefully as she read, tapping her manicured nails against the back of his phone. At first her eyes went wide, but then they narrowed as she read. He couldn’t quite tell what she was thinking, as usual.

      Noelle had a lot of thoughts about Pete’s exchange, and Erik’s offer, not all of them suitable to share with her fiancé. She knew she should be outraged, and part of her was because it was expected, but she liked that this guy was so keen to sleep with her. Noelle wondered if becoming a mom had changed her, if it was the end of her life as her own woman, but Erik’s interest showed her she still had it. Noelle was annoyed that Erik thought she was so cheap that she could be bought for a couple football tickets—even if it was the playoff game—but her darker side liked the idea of doing something so sordid. She’d slept with guys for less. She’d slept with guys for nothing and gotten bad sex in the deal.

      The hidden truth was that Noelle had always had a dark side when it came to sex. She knew it was a reaction against her parents’ urgings to be perfect and proper, and Noelle was oh-so-good at playing that game. Outwardly, she maintained a magazine-ready perfect life. She had the handsome fiancé, the perfect child, she kept their townhouse as chic as she could on their budget. She even cultivated a cool, shabby-chic look with her wardrobe. But on the inside, Noelle had always had a bad girl dying to come out and play. She’d had a fake ID as a teen, and was sneaking out of the house to go to clubs while still in high school. Noelle had always messed around with hot, rough-around-the-edges older guys. In her younger days she wasn’t that discriminating about the guys, as long as something about them did it for her. No one knew about that side of her. Not her best friend, and certainly not Pete. She knew her fiancé saw her as the good, though a little spoiled, girl from the suburbs.

      Noelle wondered if she would ever let Pete see the other side of her. She didn’t know if he could handle it. Pete liked their perfect little life just as much as she did. He liked having the pretty, perfect fiancée. Noelle doubted he could handle knowing that pretty fiancée had dark fantasies of sex with strangers, being held down and taken, being spanked and used roughly. Pete was a good lover—more than good—but she had accepted there were just some things she wouldn’t get from her fiancé. It was so very wrong, but thinking about fucking a stranger for playoff tickets scratched that suppressed itch. At least, that’s what her dark side whispered in her ear .

      “You’ve talked about Erik, right? He was in your frat?” she asked.

      “Yeah, I’m sure I’ve mentioned him. We hung out a lot in school. I guess we didn’t have that much in common outside of school. He was fun to party with, but kind of a jerk. I guess he still is.”

      Noelle shrugged in the tub. “I don’t know. I’ve known tons of guys like him. They aren’t so bad if you don’t take them seriously. You just have to take them for what they are. Let’s see this Erik.” She clicked through to his profile.

      Pete was confused. Noelle was full of surprises—one of the things that excited him about her—but he did not expect this reaction. He thought she’d be disgusted, call Erik a pig, and maybe torment him a little more about the initial post. Then she would hail him as her hero, and they’d go to bed. Noelle didn’t seem very angry. If he didn’t know better, Pete would have sworn she seemed almost interested. It couldn’t be. Not Noelle.

      Pete loved his fiancée, loved her spark, but she’d always confounded him on some level. On the surface they had a lot in common, and they had a great life, but he sensed there was a part of her she always held back, and temperamentally they weren’t the great match they seemed. They got along because Pete was so laid back, which gave Noelle the room to be how she was. Pete had always thought he’d end up with a more nurturing type, like his mother. Sometimes, when she really confounded him, he wondered if they would even still be together if not for their son. Were the other things they had together enough? But they had their son, and Pete would never be apart from him. Besides, Noelle was fun and sexy, and he loved her, so he dealt with the other things.

      “What are you doing, Noe? Why are you looking?” he asked.

      “Can’t a girl be curious?”

      “I guess, but what’s the point?”

      “Just curious,” was her unsatisfying reply.

      Noelle was impressed by Erik’s profile. First of all, he was hot. He had a cocky smile and light hair he wore tight on the sides, longer on top. His eyes were challenging, and she liked a challenge. Shirtless photos on the beach told her he was built. They also showed off the tribal tattoos that would be hidden by a dress shirt. She thought tattoos were hot. They helped give the right man a bad boy look which she liked. She encouraged Pete to get some, but he always said it wasn’t his thing. Erik’s profile had a lot of pictures of him out and about, including a lot of him with beautiful women. She liked that. If Erik didn’t have standards, it wouldn’t mean as much that he thought she was hot. Based on his Facebook profile, Noelle thought Erik was the kind of guy she’d have let take her home from the bar at least once, before she met Pete.

      The longer she spent poring over Erik’s profile, the more uneasy Pete felt. He didn’t need her paying that much attention to Erik. Besides, he didn’t want her poking around too much on his phone. There were some Instant Messages he didn’t want Noelle to see. Nothing incriminating he’d initiated, but still.

      “Here, give it back,” he said, holding out his hand.

      “What’s up? You’ve never been the jealous type.” She handed the phone over.

      “It’s not that. Just… what’s the point? Why aren’t you angry?”

      “I don’t know. It’s kind of hot, in a forbidden, sexy fantasy kind of way, isn’t it?”

      “Is it?” Pete didn’t get it at all.

      “Wouldn’t you be pleased to know that some hot girl wanted to screw you?”

      “Yeah, I guess. You think Erik’s hot?”

      Noelle pried her 5’6” frame out of the tub and made a show of stretching, letting the water cascade down her long, pale body. She stepped out of the tub and stood in front of Pete, between his legs as he remained seated. Her tits were right in his face, pale nipples stiffening in the cool air. He loosely held her narrow hips.

      “Not as hot as you, babe, but yeah, he’s a good-looking guy. Can’t a gal have a dirty thought here and there that’s not about you?” She leaned forward, wet hair dripping down onto him.

      Pete had trouble thinking clearly with his nude, soaked fiancée presenting herself to him. He liked the idea of Noelle having dirty thoughts. It wasn’t the type of thing they really talked about. Pete wasn’t a particularly kinky guy, so he didn’t really go there. What other dirty thoughts did Noelle have?

      “Sure, I mean, I guess. Uh, how dirty are your thoughts?”

      Noelle smiled broadly and pressed a wet knee into his crotch, leaving a wet spot. She felt him rising to the occasion. For the first time in years, she felt on the edge of letting her mask slip and giving Pete a peek at the pervert lurking inside. But she was afraid of how he would react. He already seemed confused.

      “Oh, they can get very dirty, babe. Maybe Erik would think a few minutes on my knees would be worth those playoff tickets.”

      Pete stared up at her and couldn’t believe the words coming out of her mouth. He knew she was just messing with him, but she’d never messed with him like this before. He had no idea what to say.

      Noelle was turning herself on, so she kept going. She sank to her knees on the bathroom floor, thankful for the soft bathmat. Now she looked up at Pete, and she licked her lips. “A blow job just lasts a couple minutes, right? Seeing our team playing in the big game is something we’ll always remember. Maybe I wouldn’t mind doing it…for us.”

      “Noe…” Pete groaned, watching her take his cock out. Her eyes were on fire; he almost saw flames shooting out of them. He’d never seen such a wicked look on her face.

      Noelle swallowed his cock, or at least what she could easily suck on the first go. Pete was not small, one of the things she liked about him. She didn’t think of herself as a size queen, but a tiny thing just wouldn’t satisfy her. If she could deep throat someone with no effort it wasn’t worth bothering. Her fingers closed around his shaft and she tightly sucked the rest, dragging his head across the roof of her mouth, while her tongue worked the underside. Her mind went to Erik, and she wondered how big he was. Erik wouldn’t give up those tickets for a blow job, but such a preliminary act wouldn’t satisfy her either.

      Pete gasped and moaned as he watched his fiancée go down on him. He smoothed her wet hair back. He’d always loved watching her go down on him, she got so into it. Noelle sucked him as if she were savoring the taste of his dick, relishing the texture of it against her tongue, enjoying the way it filled her mouth and stretched it open. He tried not to think about how she’d gotten so good at it. They never discussed their sexual pasts.

      Erik flashed into his head. Was Noelle thinking about Erik while she blew him? Pete couldn’t help himself. He pictured Noelle slipping into the bathroom of the luxury box with his old college friend. He saw Erik holding her head and fucking her sweet mouth, and then Noelle emerging with a flush on her face and the lipstick smeared on her smiling lips. Paid for, she’d say. Pete would never want that in real life, but the fantasy made the cum bubble up in his balls, and before he could warn Noelle, he was exploding in her mouth.

      Noelle knew his tells, so she normally knew when he was going to come. He just never did it that fast. She had her free hand between her legs, rubbing her clit. She wanted to climax too, but Pete was too fast tonight. Noelle usually didn’t let him come in her mouth—it didn’t seem ladylike to her—but tonight he didn’t give her a choice. So Noelle went with the flow and took him to the back of her throat and let him blast away. She was out of practice and choked a little, but she swallowed it all. It reminded her of the good old days, and she sucked him harder, determined to get every last drop. She deserved this, not necessarily in a good way but still a fulfilling one.

      Pete loved the way she attacked his cock. Still sucking, she relaxed her throat and his head was drawn in. it felt so amazing he thought he’d pass out. He’d never felt that trick before, but tonight Noelle was sucking his dick like she was possessed.

      Eventually Noelle let him drop from her mouth and wiped her lips on her hand. She was frustrated because she hadn’t orgasmed. He needed to address that. Noelle stood and grabbed both his hands. “Come on, you’ve got to take care of me now.”

      Noelle dragged him to the bedroom, no longer worried about being ladylike—not for the moment. She just wanted to climax.
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      Noelle sent a friend request to Erik first thing in the morning. She didn’t have a plan, but she was too curious just to let this go. She wanted to see what happened. Erik took the bait immediately and followed up with an instant message. Since things were slow at work, Noelle had plenty of time to sit and chat online.

      [Erik] hey beautiful. Nice to hear from you

      [Noelle] Pete showed me ur message

      [Erik] he didn’t seem impressed by my offer

      [Noelle] did u think he would be? Would u?

      [Erik] depends on what’s on offer and the girl

      [Noelle] do u routinely trade ur women away

      [Erik] didn’t say that. some aren’t as serious tho and some like that sort of thing

      [Noelle] ur a swinger?

      [Erik] I like to have fun

      [Noelle] me too :)

      [Erik] good to know. How fun are you

      [Noelle] why should I tell u that?

      [Erik] u friended me. Maybe you’re more impressed by my offer

      [Noelle] I never said I was impressed

      [Erik] interested?

      [Noelle] it’s interesting. Does that sort of thing work for you a lot?

      [Erik] never tried trading tickets for sex before

      [Noelle] but you’ve paid for it. don’t worry I don’t judge

      [Erik] :) like I said I like to have fun. Have you been paid for it before

      Noelle snorted a suppressed laugh at her desk, and a couple of the other salespeople looked over. She managed to look sheepish and returned to her phone. Erik was cheeky, she’d give him that. Not many guys would have the nerve to ask that, especially of a friend’s fiancée. She liked it.

      [Noelle] not with cash. Lots of ways guys pay for it

      [Erik] hahaha too true. We always end up paying

      [Noelle] I’m worth it. I promise

      [Erik] am I going to find out

      [Noelle] look at my pictures again. Do I look that cheap

      [Erik] I looked at those pix honey. You’re fucking hot. You look great in a bikini

      [Noelle] tnx

      Noelle couldn’t help it. Erik telling her how hot she was made her tingle deep inside. She knew the picture he referred to. She only had one bikini picture on her profile. It was at the beach, the summer after her son was born. Noelle had been so proud of how her body had bounced back that she wanted to show it off. It was a black and white bandeau bikini, and she wore a big straw hat. She made Pete take a dozen pictures before she had one suitable for social media. The compliments came pouring in when she posted it. She would do it again, but she’d choose a different bikini. Looking at the picture now, Noelle didn’t like the way that top smooshed her boobs together.

      [Erik] you’re not cheap honey. I could sell those tickets for 5 grand each. That’s 10 grand! Makes you very expensive!

      [Noelle] ok u got me there

      [Erik] send me a pic. Let me know how you look today

      Noelle thought of a snappy comeback, but she didn’t type it. She decided she wanted to send Erik a picture. It wouldn’t be anything racy. She knew better than that, but she wanted to send something. Noelle told her boss she was going to go over to the model home and check up on things. No one was coming in, so she didn’t care. Noelle threw on her coat and left.

      Erik had a good point she thought, as she walked across the common area. If those playoff tickets were worth ten thousand dollars, she wouldn’t be a cheap whore. She would be a high-priced call girl—one of the highest priced, she imagined. Noelle liked the thought she was the kind of woman someone would pay ten thousand dollars to fuck. The tingling inside turned to dampness in her panties. The last time something struck her like that, Noelle had a threesome with cousins because they said she couldn’t handle it. She had showed them.

      The model home was impeccably designed and the interior would make a fine backdrop for her picture. Noelle stripped off her coat and checked herself in the mirror. She plumped her hair and touched up her Red Revenge lipstick. The black blazer accentuated her figure, so she left it on, but she opened an extra button on her blouse. She rehearsed a couple poses, and then set up her phone on the granite countertop, propped against a candle stand.

      “Cheese,” she said, smiling for the camera. Her phone had a function allowing her to take a selfie by calling out a word. Cheese was the default. Noelle tried a couple more poses, and snapped several more photographs. After thumbing through them, she shed her blazer and took several more, trying to make the most of her tits in her tight blouse, and her butt in the black pencil skirt she wore. Noelle finally had a photo she liked—after filtering it—and sent it off to Erik.

      Erik replied promptly: Nice but I was hoping for fewer clothes

      Noelle smirked. Of course he was. Her naughty side was tempted, but she wouldn’t go there. She was too smart to give him a bargaining chip like that.

      [Noelle] sorry Charlie. Not this time. You’ll have to use ur imagination

      [Erik] I’ve got a vivid imagination and I know how you look in a bikini

      Noelle had other bikini shots on her phone and she was tempted to send him one, but she resisted.

      [Noelle] I should get back to work

      [Erik] will I see you Sunday

      [Noelle] we’ll see. xo

      Noelle tucked her phone away before she could get herself into real trouble. She didn’t even know why she’d started down this road. Could she really do something like this? It would be devilish fun. Not only would she get to go to the game, but she’d get to indulge her darker sexual side. But even if Noelle would do it, Pete would never give his permission, would he? Perhaps he could be convinced? Noelle had high confidence in her feminine wiles.
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      Pete was suspicious the moment Noelle got home from work. She was overly chipper, and enthusiastically affectionate. Noelle wasn’t normally cold, but she was the kind of woman who would give him the cheek for a kiss if she didn’t want her makeup smeared. That evening, she kissed or hugged him every time she passed. She even massaged his shoulders from behind while he sat at the kitchen table after dinner. His antenna really went up at bedtime. The couple had been watching the latest Netflix hit together when Pete realized how late it had gotten.

      “I’d better head on up. I have an early morning,” he said.

      Noelle was snuggled into his side, head resting on his chest. She leaned up and slowly kissed him, saying, “Give me ten minutes, and then come up.”

      Pete didn’t have time to question her before she hopped off the couch and trotted upstairs. He wondered what kind of sexy surprise she might have for him, and as his prick stiffened, his suspicions faded into the background. At the beginning of their relationship Noelle had used to spring surprises on him all the time; she seemed to enjoy being a little sex kitten for him. Over time, as they became more familiar, that went away. Pete didn’t read too much into that. It was just how things went for long-term couples.

      Time expired, and Pete practically ran up to the bedroom. The nightstand lamp was lit, giving the room a dim glow. Noelle was kneeling in the middle of the bed, a smile on her red lips. She’d touched up her makeup. The lilac pink babydoll was pushing her tits together alluringly, and was see-through, leaving nothing to the imagination. Her pale nipples stiffly pushed through the dot mesh, and Noelle was lazily playing with them. Her legs were slightly parted, allowing him a view of her shaved pussy. Pete froze in his tracks and took in the sight of her.

      “I was starting to think you weren’t coming up,” she cooed.

      “Sorry, I didn’t set a timer,” he said.

      Noelle smiled. “No matter. You’re here now.”

      She went on all fours and crawled to the end of the bed, while beckoning Pete closer with a crooked finger. He stood at the foot of the bed and fought to restrain himself: he felt ready to pounce. Noelle ran her hands up inside his t-shirt, raking her nails through his chest hair. Pete shivered. She straightened as she teased him, so they were face to face.

      “There’s something I need to tell you, and I don’t want you to get mad at me,” she said, her voice girlish.

      Dread gripped Pete’s stomach. He knew something was up. He wondered what she’d done that required all this. But his cock stayed hard. Noelle was just so damned sexy.

      “What is it?”

      “I’ve been thinking about your scheme.” Noelle kept teasing his chest, but dropped her other hand down, pushing it inside his sweatpants. She purred when she gripped his hard cock. “I’ve been thinking about it a lot, so…I contacted your friend Erik today.”

      That tempered Pete’s arousal, although in turn Noelle’s pumping his dick tempered the cold fire suddenly shooting through his veins. “Why did you do that?”

      “I’m curious. I want to know what kind of guy would throw that out there, and why he wanted me.”

      “You’re hot, Noe. It’s obvious.”

      “That’s sweet of you to say, but it’s been a long time since I heard another guy say it.”

      Pete almost asked the obvious question: Why do you need another guy to say it, but he didn’t. He wasn’t sure what to say. He sensed a trap, but couldn’t figure out what form it would take, and he knew it would be dangerous to accuse Noelle of something if that wasn’t her intent.

      “Are you mad, babe?” she cooed, eyes smoldering at him. He saw those almost flames again. Noelle saw the confusion on his handsome, bearded face. Her interest had nothing to do with her love or attraction to her fiancé, but she didn’t know how to explain that.

      “I’m not thrilled. I don’t think I like you talking to other guys behind my back.”

      “I didn’t. I’m telling you now, aren’t I? I’d never sneak around, babe. I love you too much.”

      “But it’s weird, Noe.”

      Noelle leaned closer, brushed his lips with hers. She felt him trembling, and knew she had him. She just had to make Pete feel comfortable. “I just wanted to see what he wanted. We had a good chat, he flattered me, it turned me on, and now you’re getting the benefit. So what’s wrong with that?”

      This is the benefit, he wondered. It made him ask, “What did Erik say?”

      “He told me he’s serious about his offer. He told me how hot I am. I think he really wants to fuck me.” Noelle squeezed his cock harder, emphasizing the word fuck.

      “Fuck, Noe. Of course he does.”

      “Doesn’t that turn you on, babe? Don’t you like knowing other guys want me, but you have me? I like knowing my man is hot; do you like knowing I’m hot?”

      Sure, Pete could admit he liked having a hot fiancée, but he wasn’t looking for other guys to fuck her. They could only look if they didn’t touch. Pete was scared that Noelle had something more than looking in mind. And yet, the situation turned him on in ways he didn’t understand. Or it could have just been her talented hand on his cock. Either way, his defenses crumbled. Pete ran his hands up her sides and cupped her tits through the lace. When he touched her nipples, Noelle moaned. When he pinched them, she cried out. Noelle liked being handled rough.

      “Hmm, I think you like this idea as much as I do, babe.”

      “I don’t know what you’re playing at, Noe.”

      “Maybe I just like imagining being that hot girl, that daring girl—the one who’d screw Erik for playoff tickets.”

      “Noe…you can’t…you’re a mother…”

      “A mother can’t be a whore?” she challenged.

      “Noe…”

      “You liked that I was a whore the night we met.”

      “Noe, don’t say that,” he pleaded. Pete was torn. He didn’t like hearing her talk that way, but it enflamed him, so instead of saying more he mauled her tits.

      “I fucked you the night we met. Earlier, your hand was up my skirt in the bar. Doesn’t that make me a whore, Pete? I’m still that girl. I still need it, babe.”

      “Fuck it, Noe.”

      Pete pushed her back on the bed. He didn’t know what was coming over him, but he went with it. He shed his clothes and was on top of her in a flash. Noelle was drenched when he touched her. Noelle was always ready for sex, but this was crazy. He’d hardly touched her. Pete barely paused before pushing right into her.

      “Gawd…yes!” she cried. “Fuck your whore, babe!”

      Pete grunted and took her with quick, violent thrusts.

      “Yes! You missed this, didn’t you...using me like a whore!”

      “Fuck…Noe!”

      “Tell me, Pete!” she demanded. “Tell me!”

      “Yes, dammit! Fuck, Noe!”

      Noelle couldn’t help herself. Her proper mask had slipped, and she was showing Pete a glimpse of her dark side. She loved how his cock filled her—loved how roughly he was taking her. She hadn’t had this from Pete in such a long time, if ever. Pete had been different in the beginning, but not quite like this. Noelle felt an anger in their sex that was new. Her dark side exulted in it.

      “I got wet when Erik said he wanted to fuck me,” she gasped. “He wants to use me. He wants me to be a whore. It’s so hot, babe.”

      Pete grew angrier. He fucked her harder. He wanted to punish her.

      “Whore…” The word slipped out without Pete even thinking.

      “Yes, babe! I’m…so…bad…”

      “You…fucking…want…it…”

      “Yes…I want it…want to be…a whore…”

      Pete stretched her knees up over his forearms, pressing her into the bed. He pounded his fiancée like he was possessed. They weren’t making love. They were fucking. Pete had forgotten how good fucking felt. Had he become so wrapped up in Noelle the mother and fiancée that he’d lost his passion? The fear made him pound her harder.

      Noelle squealed as she climaxed, curling her toes and clawing at the sheets. Her cunt clenched around Pete’s cock, and he still drove into her. She loved his cock. He was thick and hit all the right places. She wasn’t even down from her first orgasm when she came again, her body going rigid.

      Pete came so hard that it felt like all his energy poured out of him. He pumped into his fiancée and groaned her name, grinding into her. His entire body seemed to pulse. Pete crumpled onto her, drained, and Noelle clutched at him, holding him tight.

      “Damn, babe, that was amazing! You were incredible,” she praised.

      Pete couldn’t speak. He just rested on her warm body and tried to shut out his thoughts. He didn’t want his concerns impinging on how either of them felt in that moment.

      “I love you, babe,” she said, kissing him.

      Pete finally peeled himself away and stared at the motionless ceiling fan above the bed. He was overheated and wished he knew where the remote was. Pete licked his dry lips and finally voiced what was on his mind. “You weren’t just teasing me, were you? You did contact Erik.”

      Noelle rolled onto her side and toyed with his chest hair. “I told you I did, babe. I don’t want to keep secrets from you.”

      “You think we should do this, don’t you?” His voice dripped with dread.

      Noelle caught his tone, but pressed on. “I don’t know. But honestly? I am thinking about it.”

      “Why, Noe? Why do you want to do that? Aren’t you happy?”

      “I don’t know that I do really want to do it, but I have been thinking about it. I think about being there when we win and go on to the big game. Wouldn’t you love that too?”

      Pete wasn’t convinced her excitement was about football. “If you want to go that badly, we could just bite the bullet and buy the damn tickets.”

      “We could…”

      “It’s not just about the tickets, is it, Noe?”

      “I don’t know what to say. I don’t know how to explain it,” Noelle said. She probably could, but she was afraid of how he would react. Noelle didn’t fully understand her darker desires, so how could she expect Pete to?

      “Are you bored?”

      “No! You know I love our life,” she protested.

      “I thought I did.”

      “I do, babe. It’s not about you. I do love you, and I want to marry you.”

      “But you also want to fuck someone else.” Pete couldn’t keep the hurt out of his voice. Now that he was down from the bliss of his orgasm, reality was setting in, if this was reality. He wasn’t sure, but his paranoia told him that it was.

      “It’s not that, not really. How do I put this?”

      Noelle paused, and they were both silent. Pete was afraid he was witnessing the implosion of their relationship, and Noelle was afraid to say the wrong thing and cause that implosion. She didn’t know why she’d started this, but she had, and now she couldn’t let go of it. That meant she had to find a way to explain herself to Pete—a way that wouldn’t make him hate her, if that was possible.

      “Baby, it’s the situation, not the guy. Erik is hot, but I don’t need to go out and get some hot guy. I have a hot guy. If he tried to pick me up, I’d turn him down. I’d never be unfaithful to you.”

      “But…”

      “But, I think about doing it for the tickets—doing it for such a scandalously wrong reason, and—I don’t know—it does something to me.”

      “So, you want to be a whore?” Pete knew it sounded colder than he meant it.

      “I don’t want to be a whore. I could have done that if I wanted. You know how many girls I knew in school who had sugar daddies? I didn’t go that route.”

      Noelle had known girls in school who had older friends who helped them with rent, and school, and books—and vacations and dinners. It wasn’t that Noelle wasn’t interested, she just couldn’t imagine some creepy older guy climbing on top of her. None of her kept friends ever had a hot sugar daddy. Noelle chose not to share that with her fiancé.

      “It’s a fantasy, I guess. It’s a fantasy of being that free, and that naughty. And I don’t know why, but it’s got me, babe. It’s got its hooks in me.”

      Pete stared dazedly at the ceiling fan. He couldn’t look at Noelle. He didn’t know if he was about to scream or cry. He couldn’t believe this! Did he know Noelle at all? He would never have guessed that the woman who wanted the perfect little life with him had something like this crawling around inside her. Pete asked himself, Should I have known?

      Their whole relationship played through his head like a movie, but he rewound and focused on the early days. Noelle had shown a wild streak back then. Their sex was raw and wild, and Noelle was ready, anytime, anywhere. He remembered her pushing their boundaries, but she always did it subtly, making it seem more his idea. Over time Noelle had cooled off, and Pete wondered if that was because of him.

      “Aren’t I exciting enough for you?” he asked.

      Noelle sighed. She didn’t know how to make him see this the way she did. She wasn’t stupid. She understood how he felt and why he felt that way. Noelle just wished she knew the magic words to get Pete on board—if she even decided to do it. She still told herself she was unsure.

      “Babe, it’s not about you, I promise. It’s me. I guess there’s something wrong with me if I want this. I guess I’m a freak.”

      “Don’t say that about yourself,” he replied, unconvincingly.

      “What respectable woman would even consider doing this, let alone want to? I know it’s wrong.”

      “Lots of people have kinky fantasies. It doesn’t make you a terrible person.”

      “How many people would really follow through with them?”

      “I don’t know.”

      Pete felt the ground shifting beneath him. He had felt attacked, and now he was soothing Noelle. She wanted to fuck another man, and he was telling her it wasn’t bad. Pete was more confused than ever. Which side of this argument am I on?

      “So, you don’t hate me?” she asked.

      “I could never hate you, Noe. I love you. You’re the mother of my son.”

      “I don’t want to hurt you.”

      “But…”

      “But maybe this is something we could have fun with. I saw how turned on you just were.”

      “It wasn’t real, Noe. It was bedroom talk.”

      “The real thing could be even hotter. Can’t you imagine me all tarted up? Erik drooling all over me?”

      “And then him having you.” Pete’s voice was low, almost a growl.

      “And me coming back to you. When you get to punish me for being such a little whore. I think you’d like that. Or…we could make it a threesome. That could be hot too.”

      Pete just couldn’t make his mind go there, even if thinking of Noelle behaving like a whore gave him a strange tingle in his balls. He certainly didn’t see himself in a threesome if another man was part of the deal. He didn’t want to see Noelle moaning for another man. Another woman, maybe…

      “That’s not my kind of threesome,” he said.

      Noelle smiled wickedly and stroked his thigh. “We could do the other kind too. I’m open. That could be a lot of fun.” It wouldn’t be Noelle’s first time enjoying another woman.

      “Really?” Pete perked up.

      It wasn’t something he ever would have asked her for, but like a lot of other men, it was a fantasy he’d always had. He just always thought it would stay that way, especially now that he was practically married. Could he do that with Noelle? Again, she was the mother of his son. It shouldn’t, but somehow that made it hotter, if only because it seemed so wrong.

      “I’d do anything for you, babe,” she cooed. Noelle kissed him. “Why don’t we let this go for tonight, cool down, and just think about it?”

      “That’s probably a good idea,” he agreed.

      Neither of them slept well that night.
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      The couple was cautious and reserved around each other over the next couple days. Pete kept trying to reconcile his wholesome image of Noelle with the troubling revelations, and it kept throwing him from one extreme to another. When he got angry and jealous, he wanted to toss her out and be done with her, except that he couldn’t imagine not seeing his son every day. If he abandoned his hang-ups and just thought about Noelle doing as she suggested, it was hot and forbidden, but that required Pete to set aside a lot of what he believed about women, morals and relationships. He knew some people could just go crazy-kinky and throw it all to the wind. There were cheaters and swingers out there, people with open marriages, people with secret lives, but Pete didn’t think he was wired that way. Pete was just too normal. The biggest problem was, he didn’t want to lose Noelle, and he feared that was exactly what would happen if he didn’t get on board.

      Noelle walked on eggshells around Pete. She could see he was conflicted but didn’t want to push him to talk about it. She knew her fiancé well enough to know he would come to her when he was ready to talk. The clock was ticking though, and this opportunity could pass them by if they didn’t act on it soon. Noelle felt guilty for ever bringing it up—for feeling what she felt—for letting her dark side out for even a moment—but she couldn’t control that any more than she could control the tides. The episode made her wonder if she could remain with Pete long term if he couldn’t let her run wild, at least sometimes. Even if Pete gave her the perfect life she craved, could she suppress her other side forever? Could she truly be happy in a life of unsullied respectability?

      In the meantime, she kept receiving messages from Erik, asking if he would see them on Sunday, and expressing how excited he would be to see her. Noelle couldn’t help flirting back, but she made no promises, and refused his requests for sexier selfies. There was a line she would not cross—unless Pete gave her permission to.

      On Thursday night, Pete stopped Noelle in the kitchen after dinner, with a hand covering hers. He simply said, “Let’s do it.” Noelle didn’t question him, she just smiled and kissed him. Nothing showy, just a brief kiss expressing warmth and gratitude. Pete watched her leave the kitchen, wondering what he’d set in motion, and what their relationship would look like when it was done.

      Alone, Noelle smiled, and even hopped up and down in excitement. She felt her pussy getting wet just thinking about trading herself for those playoff tickets that Sunday. Noelle snatched up her phone and sent Erik a quick message: We’re on. She ignored his follow up texts, except to tell him they would work out the details. Now that she knew it was happening, Noelle started thinking of ways to make it fun for Pete.

      Shopping was the first order of business. Noelle found a sexy little team sweater dress online and was able to get it from Amazon with two-day delivery. Lingerie came next, and she found a green and white bra and g-string set that matched the team colors and would do wonders for her bust in that clingy dress. The g-string was a must to avoid panty lines. Noelle wanted to model the outfit for Pete, but he was moody, so she wasn’t sure how he would react. She would have to change that. She did not want to drag a miserable fiancé to the game on Sunday. Noelle pressed Pete the night before the game.

      Pete was watching TV in the den when he sensed Noelle standing in the doorway. He looked over and his jaw dropped. Noelle wore a clingy sweater dress in green and white, their team’s colors, with silver panels on the sides. A team logo was in front, just under a wintry pattern. It vaguely resembled a ski sweater. The dress looked amazing on his fiancée. It hugged her curves nicely, and was very short, making her long legs look fantastic.

      His cock pulsed to life as he stared at her. They’d hardly touched each other since the other night. Pete had been horny much of that time, but he was afraid of what their sex would be like. The angry sex had been hot, but it felt off to him. Pete always enjoyed making love to Noelle, and that had been far from making love.

      “How do I look, sailor?” she asked, resting a hand on a cocked hip.

      “You know you’re hot,” he replied, eyes sweeping up and down her bare legs.

      “But do I look like the kind of woman you’d want to trade playoff tickets for?”

      The mention of the arrangement brought a pang to his gut, but a surge to his prick. This must be the outfit for Erik, he thought. Erik would love it. Pete loved it, and he was annoyed it was for another man. He was annoyed she was giving herself to another man. Pete wanted to grab her and shake some sense into her. He also got harder.

      “Are you asking if you look like a whore?”

      There was an edge to Pete’s voice, and it made Noelle quiver. She answered softly. “Yes.”

      “I’d hire you.”

      Noelle walked closer, stopped directly in front of him. She smiled down at her fiancée and grabbed the sweater dress, pulling it over her head. She wore nothing under it. Her normally pale nipples were dark and hardened with excitement. She always kept her mound fully shaved, and he could see her glistening pink lips. He wanted her. He wanted her badly.

      “Am I worth ten thousand dollars?”

      Pete answered by pushing his sweatpants and boxers down. His cock sprang up, pointing at her. He grabbed Noelle roughly by the hips, forced her to straddle him. She gasped when he stabbed inside her.

      “I think he’s getting you cheap. I’d pay a million dollars to fuck you, Noe,” Pete growled.

      “Fuck me, babe.” Her eyes drilled into him. “Fuck me hard.”

      It was quick and violent sex, not the way the couple usually made love. Pete held her by the hips and slammed her up and down on him. Noelle threw her head back, honey blonde hair cascading down her back as she rode him. She loved this side of Pete, even if it took something extreme to bring it out of him.

      She shifted and leaned forward, her hands on his shoulders. Noelle stared deeply into his eyes as she took over, pile-driving her cunt down onto his invading cock. Dirty talk didn’t flow as it had the other night, but they were both intensely in the moment. They did converse, but only through moans and grunts. And extreme body language. Noelle came first, crying out and hanging on him as her pussy convulsed around him. Pete came right with her, flooding his seed inside her. They clung to each other, neither willing to let go. Noelle thought maybe things would be okay after all.
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      On Sunday Pete and Noelle were mostly quiet once they dropped off their son at the grandparents’ and made their way down to the stadium. Each was nervous for their own reason. Pete didn’t know if he could go through with it and feared the consequences if he couldn’t as much as he did the ones if he let Noelle go ahead and do it. He even imagined himself telling her not to, and Noelle doing it anyway.

      Noelle was nervous at the imminence of seeing Erik and going through with it, but she was more excited than nervous. Her real nerves were centered on Pete and just how he would react when they got there. She thought it was just as likely he would punch Erik in the face as let her go off with him.

      The tickets to the luxury box didn’t come with parking, so they had to spend forty bucks to park in the main lot with everyone else. Pete protested but did it anyway. Noelle was vaguely insulted. She thought she was worth Erik throwing in the parking. It was unseasonably warm that Sunday, which Noelle appreciated given her little dress, but she still kept her coat hugged tightly around her. The walk to the stadium was hell in her spiked, strappy heels. The security guard at the gate took his time and enjoyed waving his wand over Noelle’s curves.

      They didn’t have actual tickets, but instructions to go to a special gate, where their names would be on a waiting list. Pete didn’t trust Erik and half expected to get all the way down there only to find he was fucking with them—maybe part of him hoped for that. But their names were on the list, and they were handed passes and directed to a private elevator. Once on the luxury box floor, they were directed down a curving hallway to their suite. Noelle was practically bouncing with excitement, and Pete felt guilty for being so uptight. This was supposed to be a fun experience, he remembered.

      The suite was crowded with almost thirty people, and they didn’t see Erik at first. A banner—identifying his company—hung on the one long wall, above a buffet of the stadium’s best high-end foods. A small, curved bar was pushed into one back corner—occupied by a cheerful, bow-tied blonde—and a door to a small bathroom was in the other back corner. The suite was long rather than wide, with several high-top tables, and leather couches on the wall opposite the buffet. Big, flat-screen TVs were hung everywhere, and the front of the box was a giant window onto the stadium, with two tiers of seating reserved for the room’s occupants directly in front of it. Most of the people in the suite milled around rather than sitting up front. This was the warm-up party. The game would start in about an hour.

      Pete took Noelle’s coat and hung it on a hook in the back. She immediately drew the attention of several men around her—and daggers from a couple women. Pete didn’t think his fiancée looked like a hooker, but she was definitely a woman dressed to be noticed, and he saw her basking in the attention. He slipped a possessive arm around her waist, proud that the other men were jealous she was his—his for the moment.

      “Are you from the Wilmington office? I don’t recognize you guys,” asked an older gentleman with steel-gray hair. Everything about him screamed money. He smiled warmly at Noelle.

      “No, we’re guests,” Pete said, tightening his hold on Noelle’s waist. The guy was talking to him but staring at her. Pete couldn’t blame the man. Noelle’s legs looked amazing in those stockings and heels.

      “Of Erik Randolph,” Noelle added, returning the man’s smile. He was attractive, in that paternal, older man sort of way. His naked interest brought extra color to her cheeks, which were already painted with blush. She had gone dramatic with her make-up, wanting to look her part tonight. She’d thickly applied her sluttiest shade of red lipstick.

      “Yes, of course. Erik mentioned he had guests coming tonight.”

      Pete caught the emphasis, and had an uncomfortable feeling that Erik had been gloating about their deal. If Pete got any confirmation, he’d lay the bastard out. The way this man kept looking at Noelle only lent weight to Pete’s suspicions. Before things went further, Erik materialized from the crowd.

      “Guys! You made it,” Erik called, throwing his arms wide.

      “You didn’t think we would?” Noelle asked, with a challenging smile.

      Erik smirked. “No, I didn’t think you’d back down.” He turned his attention to Pete. The men shared a tense handshake. “It’s been too long, brother.”

      “Yeah, too long,” Pete grumbled.

      Seeing Erik in the flesh reminded Pete of all the things he’d always disliked about his college friend. The tall, broad blonde man wore impeccably aged jeans and a team sweater over a fitted shirt with French cuffs. He and Noelle almost looked like a couple, leaving Pete to wonder if she’d shared a picture of her dress with Erik. The way Noelle looked at Erik made his stomach knot.

      Noelle hadn’t shared her dress with Erik, she wanted it to be a surprise. They were just thinking on the same page. The way Erik’s eyes swept over her made Noelle tingle. He was even more handsome in person. This is going to be fun, she thought.

      “Guys, this is Mr. MacMillian, the founder of our firm,” Erik said.

      Noelle’s eyes twinkled as she turned back to the older man. “So that’s your name on the banner?”

      “The bigger the letters, the better. Please, call me Julian.”

      “Of course, Julian. I’m Noelle. This is my fiancé Pete.”

      “Pete,” Julian said, dismissively. “You fellas don’t mind if I escort Noelle to get a drink, do you?”

      “Go for it, sir,” Erik said.

      Pete said nothing, irked that Erik was giving the permission, but saw he didn’t have any way of objecting that wouldn’t make him look like an ass. Noelle gave him a kiss on the cheek and linked her arm in Julian’s. The crowd closed behind them. He wasn’t giving her away to Julian, but somehow it felt like it. He gritted his teeth. You can do this, he thought.

      “What’s going on, bro?” Erik said, clapping Pete on the shoulder.

      Pete shrugged off his hand. “You don’t need to bother with the small talk.”

      “Bro, come on. No one is making anyone do anything here.”

      It burned Pete that he was right. When he didn’t speak, Erik went on, “Listen, she contacted me. What was I supposed to do?”

      Be a real bro, Pete thought. He knew that was too much to expect from Erik. “Yeah, what could you do? Of course you had to try and fuck my fiancée.”

      “Don’t be like that. If you’re going to hate me…”

      “We’ll do it,” Pete snapped. She’ll do it, he thought. Happily. “We’re here. We’re not going to back out.” It was crazy, but somehow Pete felt like welching on the agreement would be even worse than going through with it.

      “I thought you were down with it, really. When Noe contacted me, I thought you were one of those couples, y’know?”

      Pete hated hearing him call her Noe. “What couples?”

      “Like an open relationship, or swingers, or one of those couples where the guy gets off on the girl going out to play.”

      “We’re not like that. We weren’t anyway. This wasn’t my idea.”

      Pete had no idea what Erik meant by one of those couples, even though he’d heard of swingers, and knew what an open relationship was. Pete never thought he’d be in an open relationship, but was he now? Through all of this, it had never occurred to him that he should just go out and find some other woman to fuck, but maybe he should. How would Noelle react to that? He doubted she’d be as free with him as she expected him to be with her. Despite all that, he began thawing toward Erik—slightly. Perhaps he really had believed Pete and Noelle had some kind of arrangement.

      “If you’re really going to hate me, we don’t have to do this,” Erik said.

      One of the problems Pete had always had with Erik was that he could never tell when his friend was being sincere. He didn’t know if Erik truly felt bad for him, but he didn’t want Erik feeling sorry for him either. Pete bristled. He leaned in close and whispered to his friend.

      “No, we’re doing this. You don’t need to know what arrangement Noe and I have, or what we’re getting out of it. But listen to me very carefully, bro, you keep this to yourself. No bragging to your friends, no telling anyone from the frat. If I ever hear word that this got out to anyone I know, I will fuck you up.”

      “I get it, bro. I’d never tell any of our friends. This is just our little arrangement. Come on, let’s have some fun with this. Do you want me to bring one of the girls from the office over?” Erik suggested.

      “Don’t do me any favors.” Pete was annoyed Erik thought the women he worked with were his to pimp out. It told him exactly what Erik thought of his fiancée, and Pete wanted to throttle him for it. But it was better to let Noelle learn that for herself.

      Noelle saw the boys from the other side of the room and sensed their tension. It was time to get back. She’d already disengaged from Julian. He was charming, but not who she was here for. After she had moved his hand from her ass for the third time, she excused herself. He promised to see her again, and Noelle smiled and nodded. It was a ding to her feminism, but Noelle didn’t mind humoring men like him if she got something out of it.

      Noelle held a glass of wine in one hand and used the other to tug down the back of her dress. She hadn’t thought about walking around in the thing. She’d be pulling at the hem of this snug sweater dress all night, lest her stocking tops show. Noelle had decided to wear the garter belt and stockings after seeing the bumps wouldn’t be noticeable under her dress. She put an extra wiggle in her hips, hoping to draw their attention, and made her way to the boys.

      “Do you boys need me to keep you civil?” she asked, squeezing between the men. She pressed into Pete’s side, but Erik was so close they were almost touching. Pete’s arm slid around her again, his hand resting on her hip.

      “Of course not. We were just catching up,” Pete said, plastering on a smile. He realized, belatedly, that it was better to take the high road. He was only giving Erik another victory by showing he was pissed off.

      “Yeah, I haven’t seen this guy in years. Now that we live in the same town I’ll have to see you guys more often,” Erik said.

      “That would be great,” Pete said, grinding his molars.

      “We’ll have you out to the house sometime,” Noelle said, playing along. If tonight went well, she’d love it, but she doubted her fiancé would ever want to see Erik again.

      “I’ll bring the wine,” Erik said.

      “Speaking of drinks, Pete doesn’t have one. I’m going to take my man and show him to the bar.”

      “Then I’ll catch up with you guys later,” Erik said, bowing away.

      Noelle steered Pete to the bar, asking, “Are you okay?”

      “Yeah, I’m getting there. This is really happening.”

      “If…”

      “Don’t, Noe. Just don’t.  This is happening, and I’m on board.”

      “Really?”

      Pete forced that smile again. “Really. If we’re doing this, we’re doing it, and I’m not moping all night. Now let me get that drink.”

      Pete and Noelle stuck close together until the game started, but once it was underway they happily joined the crowd in cheering. Noelle had no trouble finding them seats at the front of the suite, although Pete felt like a tagalong. After the home team scored the first touchdown, he focused on the game.

      Noelle spent as much time jumping out of her seat as she spent in it, challenging the short dress to keep her covered. Once she jumped up pumping her arms as she cheered, and not only was she flashing her stocking tops to the men around her, she nearly flashed her ass as well. She tugged the dress down, but not before several guys noticed that her thong wasn’t covering much. Noelle pretended she didn’t notice, but she was warmed inside from the way they leered at her. She saw that Pete caught the guys looking as well, and he had the oddest expression on his face. Noelle could have sworn Pete liked the men looking at her.

      Pete knew he should slow down, but he’d started having a good time and the beers were free, so he kept going. As his buzz grew, the gnawing feeling in the pit of his stomach eased. His team was handily winning and the party was great. He saw the other guys paying extra attention to his fiancée and he didn’t even mind. She looked sexy in that little dress. They should be checking her out. The guys loved exchanging high fives with Noelle because of the way her dress rode up when she raised her arms, and he appreciated the view too.

      Erik had been floating around all night, popping over to see how they were doing, but he spent most of his time networking with clients. Noelle liked to think he was consciously being smart enough to give them space. With the game well in hand in the third quarter, Erik focused his attention on Noelle. Pete nodded along with the conversation, but he didn’t make much effort to follow it. He was feeling good, and he liked the way Noelle came alive when she was talking to Erik. She no longer tried to hide her excitement, and it reminded Pete of how she had been when they first met. He hadn’t seen that devilish gleam in her eyes in a long time. It helped convince Pete that this could ultimately be a good thing.

      Noelle saw the glazed look in Pete’s eyes, and his silly smile, and she knew he was drunk. Where he’d been uncomfortable and stiff with Erik before, he was downright friendly now, taking no note of Erik’s hand on her hip. Erik drew her closer, and Pete still didn’t seem to care. Noelle pressed against Erik and put her arm around his waist. He felt solid and strong. His hand drifted from her hip toward her ass. She let him, testing Pete’s reaction. Her fiancé either didn’t notice or didn’t care. Pete was also unconcerned when Noelle told him she was going back to the bar to get a drink with Erik.

      “Have fun,” Pete replied, watching his fiancée disappear into the crowd with Erik. He wished he was soberer so he could make sense of the weird mixed feelings he felt from watching Noelle cuddling up to Erik.

      “What can I get you, beautiful?” Erik asked, back at the bar. Most backs were turned toward them as everyone was watching the game.

      “You don’t have to try so hard,” she told him smiling.

      “Oh no?”

      Noelle leaned in close, her hand on his chest. “You’ve already bought me, haven’t you? The hard part is over.”

      “You seem to really like this part of it.” Erik fully palmed her ass. She let him.

      “I’m having fun.”

      “How about a kiss?”

      Noelle looked around the room to make sure no one was paying attention to them. She felt badly since she’d come with Pete, but she leaned in and kissed Erik. It was soft, sensual and quick. Their lips clung together when she peeled back, and she flicked her tongue over his lips. Erik practically growled, and she gave a musical little laugh.

      “Slow down. You’re not going to fuck me right here,” she whispered.

      “We could go into the bathroom.” Erik’s eyes were on fire.

      “Do you want to waste your opportunity with me on a bathroom quickie?”

      “Then how is this going to work? We’re going somewhere afterward?”

      Noelle stayed pressed to him, enjoying the heat of their bodies together. “I thought we’d go to your place.”

      “Is Pete coming along?”

      “I don’t think that’s a good idea,” she said, looking to where Pete was by the front glass. He was chill now, but he wouldn’t be when he sobered up. I’ll order him an Uber. We’ll go together to your place.”

      “I like what I’m hearing, beautiful.”

      “Good. I’m looking forward to it.”

      Noelle gave him another kiss and returned to her fiancé.

      The game was a blowout in the end, and the home team was headed to the big game. It was all cheers and toasts, high fives and hugs. Noelle got a lot of hugs. She didn’t mind, she loved the attention. Pete stayed close by her side but was okay with all the attention she received. As people began to filter out of the party, Erik came over and asked if they were ready. Noelle told him to give them a second, and she pulled Pete to the side.

      “This is it, babe. I’m going to go to his place, unless you…”

      “No, do go. You have to go.”

      Noelle was strangely disappointed Pete didn’t put up more of a fight. She wanted him to let her go, but she didn’t want him to be too comfortable with it. “I’ll come home right after. I promise.”

      “I trust you, Noe. It’s okay, really.” Pete pulled her tight and they kissed.

      Noelle was becoming disconcerted by how well he was taking it. “I don’t think you should drive. Take an Uber home. I’ll come back here for the car.”

      “Sure, Noe. If you think that’s best.”

      “Are you really okay, babe? Something seems wrong.”

      “Really. Go. Do it.”

      They took the elevator to the parking lot together, and it was time to part ways. Pete looked at his fiancée standing with Erik, ready to leave with him, and he felt that pang again. Confronted with what was about to happen, Pete couldn’t hide from his feelings any longer and felt like a condemned man approaching his executioner. He wanted to tell her not to do it, but he wouldn’t. He also felt his cock stiffen as he looked at Noelle with Erik and thought about what she was about to do. He hated that. He stepped up to Erik.

      “Take care of her, bro,” Pete said.

      “I will, Don’t worry.”

      “I love you, babe,” Noelle said.

      That somehow made it worse for him. Pete turned and walked away, but he did pause and turn to watch his fiancée disappear with Erik. Fuck, he thought.
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      Noelle was hit with a flash of intense guilt as she walked away with Erik. She wanted to turn back to Pete but she didn’t, afraid of what she might see. Her guilt, however, was short lived. As soon as she was in the back of the Uber Black with Erik and he pulled her to him, she forgot all about her guilt. Noelle'd had just enough wine to make everything a little bit easier.

      The backseat of the Escalade was big, but Erik didn’t allow any space between them. As they frantically kissed, Noelle awkwardly shrugged out of her coat, one arm at a time. Her dress rode up as she pushed at Erik, and now she didn’t care. Her heart was pounding in her ears. Noelle couldn’t believe she was really doing this, but now that she was, she desperately wanted it and wouldn’t hold back. Erik’s hand slid from her ass to her hip, where he toyed with her stocking top, and back to her ass again.

      “I love the fucking stockings,” he murmured, between kisses.

      “I’m playing the part,” she said, and nibbled his lip.

      Erik twisted her up onto his lap so she was suddenly facing him and straddling him. Noelle yelped. She was sure the driver was watching them, but rather than worrying her, that made it hotter. She ground herself into his lap, and Erik pulled her in by the butt, kneading her ass cheeks, fully exposed because of her g-string. The short dress was over her hips. Erik nuzzled into her fragrant hair and nibbled on her neck.

      “You’re so hot I could fuck you right here,” he growled.

      Noelle’s answer was a moan.

      Erik wedged a hand between them, and then she was grinding on that. He pushed her soaked panties between her lips, pinching her clit. She cried out and ground harder.

      “Take it out,” he ordered.

      Being commanded made Noelle feel like a whore. She knew what would happen. She wanted it. Noelle hadn’t seen it going this way, but it was sexy and dangerous, and she loved it. Noelle wanted to fuck Erik in that Uber. She wanted to make that driver’s head spin. Noelle wrestled his belt open.

      Erik tore her thong away with a yank. It hurt for a moment when the strap bit into her flesh, and that felt like a just punishment. His cock was so hot in her hand it felt like it would burn her. Noelle raised up and pressed it to her shaved mound.

      “No condom?” Erik asked.

      Noelle shook her head. She knew she was supposed to use one, but she was on birth control and she didn’t want to stop. The bastard better be clean, she thought as she sank onto his cock with a deep moan.

      “Oh fuck….oh fuck…” he moaned. He held her waist tightly and stared up at her, mouth hanging open.

      Noelle loved the power she felt over him. She worked her hips in little circles and squeezed him with her Kegels. It was a trick Noelle had learned early, and it always blew guys’ minds. The best was when she could make a guy come while hardly moving at all. She wanted to play that trick on Erik, and it looked to her like she just might succeed. He throbbed inside her, and Noelle thought that if he lost it now, he’d better have enough left to give her the pounding she needed later. It was fun toying with him, but Noelle needed to be fucked.

      “That’s fucking incredible, beautiful. Oh shit. You’re fucking magic,” Erik marveled.

      “Yeah? Are you going to come for me, baby? I want to feel you fucking come inside me,” she cooed, before thrusting her tongue into his mouth. She knew the driver’s ears were burning, but that was all part of the fun of her dark side coming out to play.

      Noelle was sure she would have had him if the ride had been longer. But in a couple minutes the Escalade glided to a halt outside one of the fancy condo buildings downtown. She reluctantly climbed off his lap and pulled her dress down. Erik grinned up at the driver as he said, “Thanks for the ride.”

      “My pleasure,” the driver said, in a light Caribbean accent.

      Erik offered her a hand, and Noelle slid across the backseat, blowing a kiss at the driver. She froze as she got out of the vehicle. A pinhole camera was directed at the interior of the vehicle. The driver likely had the whole thing on video. Noelle shivered with fear and excitement. That better not end up on the internet, she thought, while a tiny part of her hoped it might. Her ruined thong remained on the floor of the SUV, forgotten and ignored.

      The condo was a huge loft with exposed brick, an upscale kitchen, and a living room area delineated by a large, expensive rug. The bedroom lay behind a dividing screen. Noelle thought it looked very much like the abode of a single male with a lot of money but not much taste. She didn’t care. She wasn’t there for the ambiance.

      Noelle tried to contain her impatience when Erik offered her a drink. She sensed he was trying to treat her like a date for the benefit of his friend, but that wasn’t what she was tonight. Noelle didn’t want to be treated like his date. Her reply was simple.

      “That’s not what I’m here for.”

      Erik smirked and leaned back against the counter, crossing his arms. “What are you here for, then?”

      “I don’t know. You’re the one paying. What did you want me for, Erik? You said the value of those tickets was, what, ten thousand dollars? Did you spend all that money just to have a drink with me?”

      “No, I have all kinds of plans for you tonight.”

      Noelle smiled. She grabbed the bottom of her dress, and in a swift motion, pulled it over her head. Erik looked stunned, pleasing her. She shook her hair out and posed in her lingerie, wondering if it looked better with her thong missing. Did he have it? Noelle gave him a long moment to drink her in, then gestured toward the screen dividing the loft.

      “Is the bedroom back there?”

      Not waiting for an answer, Noelle spun and walked away, her heels clicking on the shiny wood floor. She didn’t look back to see if he was following, but felt his eyes burning into her swaying round ass.

      The bed was a huge, king-sized playground on a platform, and Noelle guessed it had already seen more than its share of action. It was perfectly made now, with soft-looking, deep plum sheets. She primly sat at the foot of the bed—despite her state of dress—and waited for Erik, who was a few steps behind. She arranged her hair over her shoulders and hoped she presented a pretty picture when he came into the bedroom.

      Erik arrived directly in front of her and ran his fingers through Noelle’s hair when she looked up. The hunger she saw in his eyes made her shiver. She was ready to be taken, but Erik seemed intent on making her wait.

      “You’re so fucking beautiful. I can’t believe it,” he said.

      “More beautiful than your other whores?”

      “What makes you think I pay for it?”

      “Because I know men like you.”

      “Maybe I’m not who you think I am.”

      Noelle smirked. “I know exactly who you are. You’re the kind of guy who would fuck his friend’s fiancée.” His fingers tightened in her hair. Noelle liked it.

      “I’ll give you that. It’s possible I want you more because you’re Pete’s. We went head to head over girls a lot back in the day.”

      “Who usually won?”

      “Depended on the girl.”

      “Well, this doesn’t mean you win anything. You’re only renting me. Pete gets to keep me.”

      “You like this idea of being a whore, don’t you?”

      “Let me put it like this, we’re both getting something out of this. I have my own reasons for being here.”

      “Then I won’t disappoint you.” Erik smiled down at her. “If you want to be a whore, then I’ll treat you like one.” Erik dragged at her lip with his thumb. “Give me that mouth, beautiful.”

      Noelle had his cock out in a flash and played with it while it stared her in the face. It was still slick from her cunt, making it easy to stroke. She batted her pretty eyes up at Erik and rubbed the head on her ruby lips, smearing it with lipstick, while smearing her lips with precum. Erik groaned and pushed forward, burying himself in her mouth. Noelle barely had a chance to catch her breath before Erik pressed at the back of her throat.

      Erik wasn’t particularly huge. Pete was probably thicker, but the piece of meat didn’t matter as much as the skill in using it, and Erik used it insistently to fuck her mouth. His fingers tightened in her hair, and he took her mouth in a slow, steady rhythm. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, and she worked her tongue against his shaft. It had been a long time since a man had taken charge and fucked her mouth like that, and Noelle needed a minute to adjust—choking when Erik tried to force it past the back of her throat.

      “C’mon, any good whore should know how to deep throat. Suck that cock good, beautiful. Show me you’re worth the money.”

      His words rang in her ears, enflaming her. Noelle relaxed and took him into her throat. It took concentration, but she did it. She even played with his shaved balls, which made Erik moan and thrust harder. Noelle had to relax her neck and relax her will into letting him take charge, fucking her mouth with deep strokes. When her lips locked around the base of his shaft, Noelle’s head swam as she fought to breathe. Erik waited until her eyes went wide and were watering before he let her go. His dripping cock slipped from her mouth, and Noelle panted.

      “That was a little rough,” she coughed.

      Erik looked concerned. “Sorry, I thought you…”

      “But I didn’t say to stop,” she interrupted, eyes challenging him.

      Erik laughed heartily and grabbed her by the head, dragging Noelle sideways and down until her head hung over the side of the bed. Noelle almost laughed, thinking he watched too much porn, but she couldn’t once he jammed his cock back into her mouth. With her head hanging off the bed, Erik could aggressively fuck his cock right down her throat. Noelle struggled against him, but Erik didn’t take heed, using her mouth and throat like she was his personal fuck toy. Which of course she was—for the night. Noelle made gagging noises, and Erik just fucked her throat harder, forcing her to sneak in her breaths whenever she was able, which wasn’t often. It was frightening, but Noelle loved it. It was why she was here. She snaked a hand down her body and played with her pussy.

      “You wanna be a whore, Noe? I’ll fucking use you,” Erik grunted through gritted teeth, cramming his cock down her throat.

      Noelle couldn’t believe the sounds coming from her own mouth as he used her. No one had ever treated her like this. It scared her, but she couldn’t remember ever being this aroused. She rubbed her clit furiously, and was so close to a climax, but Erik got there first. He held his cock in her throat and blasted his load right down it. Noelle was struggling for air and seeing stars when he finally freed her.

      “Oh my god,” she coughed, rolling onto her side, her chest heaving.

      “Shit, are you okay?” Erik said, rubbing her back.

      Noelle glared back at him, eyes wild. “Stop apologizing and fuck me.”

      “You’re crazy, you know that, beautiful?”

      Noelle saw he was now only semi-hard, so she grabbed his cock and tugged on it. Erik groaned and watched her play with his dick. He was growing, but slowly.

      “I wanna see you play with yourself. I wanna see you make yourself come, beautiful.”

      It had been a long time since a guy had asked for that. Too long. Noelle rolled onto her back in the center of the bed and spread her bent legs wide, digging her heels into the comforter. Her cunt was already soaked, and she moaned the moment she touched it. Noelle stared directly at Erik as she touched herself.

      “You like to watch? You like to watch pretty girls get themselves off?” she asked, her voice low and breathy.

      “I like watching dirty girls like you, beautiful.” Erik knelt on the end of the bed, positioned between her legs. He rubbed his cock.

      “I can be very dirty if you want me to be.”

      “I know you can. Does Pete know how dirty you are?”

      The mention of her fiancé brought Noelle a pang of guilt, but it didn’t slow her down. “I think…I think he does now. Mmm…” Her attention was focused far more on getting herself off than on the conversation.

      “I bet he likes you dirty. Does he like having a little slut fiancée?”

      “I…mmmm…yes…”

      Noelle was focused on her clit now, and she closed her eyes and imagined Pete watching her like this. Her excitement burned brighter. She didn’t know if Pete liked her dirty, but she hoped so. Being dirty for her sweet fiancé made it so much hotter.

      “Ahhh…” she cried.

      “So fucking hot, Noe. Fuck, you’re hot. Love those damn stockings. Love a girl who knows how to be hot. Show me your tits, beautiful.”

      She reached back, opening her bra with a quick flick, and pulled it off. It was funny they’d gotten so far and she hadn’t taken it off. Noelle had nice tits, and guys usually went right for them. They were different after the baby, softer, and Noelle worried maybe they weren’t as hot. Erik was the first one to see her like this—aside from Pete—and she craved his approval. Noelle groped her breasts and pulled on her pale nipples, one hand flying rapidly here and there—all the while rubbing her pussy with the other.

      “Oh fuck…oh fuck…damn, Noe…” Erik groaned.

      Erik’s excitement did it for her, and Noelle arched her pelvis off the bed as she climaxed, her cries echoing through the big loft apartment. She loved that she was free to be as loud as she wanted, with no fear of waking a child. She was still panting and quaking when Erik pounced on her, shoving her legs back and ramming his cock into her with a soft, wet noise. Noelle had planned on making him wear a condom this time, but he didn’t give her the chance. No matter; it was dirtier this way.

      “Oh god!” she cried. Erik had pulled her legs up, her knees shoved against her breasts, her heels way up by her ears. Noelle had danced all through high school and was rather flexible.

      “Fuck…beautiful…you’re so hot I can’t take it,” Erik moaned, pounding his cock into her.

      “Fuck me, baby. Fuck me hard. God! Yes! Yes! Like that! Mmm…” Noelle cried out, playing the part of the eager whore. It didn’t require any acting.

      Noelle had never really come down from her first orgasm, so Erik quickly had her coming again. She howled and locked her legs around him, while her cunt tightened on his shaft.

      “Fuck that’s good…damn…Noe…” he gasped.

      “Yeah…yeah…you gotta come…” she grunted, barely getting the words out.

      “Not yet, beautiful. I’m going to have my fun with you.”

      Erik maneuvered them both and Noelle ended up on top, rocking on his cock. She loved being in control, making sure he hit all the right spots. He started out holding her hips, but Erik couldn’t help himself and grabbed her tits. He wasn’t gentle, and Noelle didn’t want him to be. He pulled her nipples, gripping them tightly between thumbs and forefingers, and she cried out in ecstatic pain, locking her pussy around him. Erik arched off the bed, spiking his cock inside her. Noelle bounced on it harder. The friction ruined her stockings, but she didn’t care. Noelle didn’t care about anything but fucking this guy as hard as she could. She reached down to rub her clit and instantly came again.

      “Oh god! Yes! YES!” she screamed.

      “Fuck yeah! Come for me, beautiful! Come on my cock!”

      “Yes!”

      Noelle melted down onto him after she came. She needed a moment to catch her breath, but Erik barely gave it to her. He slithered out from beneath, knelt behind her and pulled Noelle’s butt into the air. He definitely watches too much porn, she thought. Noelle appreciated using different positions, but he didn’t need to change every five minutes.

      “That’s one sweet ass,” he said, slipping his cock back into her slick, well-worn pussy.

      Erik held her by the garter straps and pummeled her with his cock. He was rougher than ever, and Noelle couldn’t help reacting, crying out as she pushed back at him. Perhaps not in the beginning, but in recent years it always felt like she had to hold back with Pete—just a little—and it was awesome just to let go and be as slutty as she wanted. Noelle hung her head down, face veiled by her hair, and felt her tits bouncing beneath her as Erik roughly took her.

      “Mmm, that hurts so good, baby! Harder, baby! Fuck me!” she cried.

      Noelle was confused when Erik paused. She didn’t think he had come. He leaned down, flattened over her back, and whispered. His words sent shivers down her spine.

      “I want your ass.”

      Noelle didn’t answer. Pete never did that. He’d never once asked for it, but that didn’t mean she’d never given it up.

      “I paid for it. Give me your ass, beautiful.”

      She nodded hard. “You’re entitled. Fuck my ass,” she whimpered.

      Noelle did a lot of whimpering when Erik took her ass. He was plenty slick from her pussy, and he lubed her tight knot with his fingers first, but Erik had a nice-sized pole, he didn’t waste any time on relaxing her, and it had been a long time. Her backdoor was nice and tight, and it screamed with pain when Erik first pushed inside. Noelle gritted her teeth and whimpered, knowing it would get better. The pain felt like a punishment, and Noelle liked being punished for being such a filthy whore. She hoped Pete would fuck her ass too. Maybe when she told him that Erik did it?

      Erik took his time working into her ass, and by concentrating on deep, slow breathing Noelle was able to relax. The burning pain subsided as she succeeded. The hurt turned into a pleasant tingle, and slowly but surely Noelle began pushing back at him, burying Erik all the way in her ass.

      “Shit, you’re eager, beautiful. Work that ass,” Erik taunted.

      “Mmm, feels so good, baby. Fuck my ass good, Erik,” she cooed.

      “Goddam, Noe. You’re a little ass whore, aren’t you?”

      “I’m your everything whore, baby. Bought and paid for. Now use me like one, baby. I want you to come in my ass.”

      “Fuck me. Pete must fuck this ass all the time,” Erik groaned, hands gripping her cheeks tightly.

      “I’m all about you right now, baby. I’m yours tonight.”

      Erik grabbed her long hair and twisted it around his fist. He jerked Noelle’s head painfully back and she cried out, her ass clenching around his prick. This was exactly what she wanted.

      “Yes! Oh god yes!” she cried. She reached down between her legs and stroked her clit.

      “Fuck…fuck…Noe…”

      “Fuck me, baby! Fuck me!”

      He did not last long in her ass at all. He jammed into her one final time and she felt his load pulsing into her asshole. Noelle rubbed her clit like crazy and climaxed right with him, making her ass clench even harder on him, increasing his intensity and hers.

      “Fuuuuccck…” Erik cried.

      Erik fell back and sat on his heels, staring at her shaking butt. Noelle needed a moment to catch her breath, and then scurried off the bed and scampered to the bathroom. She was tempted to shower, but she wanted Pete to see her as a whore, so she cleaned up just enough that she wouldn’t make messes when she left. She came out to find Erik in bed, the sheet pulled over him. He watched her cross the room and looked disappointed when she grabbed her bra and put it back on.

      “You’re going to rush out on me?” he asked.

      “Isn’t that why you pay for it?” Noelle smirked.

      “It’s just, this is a little different.”

      Noelle fastened and straightened her bra. She leaned over and kissed Erik, inserting her tongue only briefly. “I had a great time. You’re a great fuck, but this isn’t really different from using any other whore. I’m Pete’s. This was just one night.”

      “What if I want to hire you again?”

      “I don’t know if I’ll be for hire again. This was a special occasion.”

      Noelle really thought of this as a one-off, but it had been a lot of fun. She could see doing it again, if Pete said yes. That was a big if. She smiled down at Erik and said, “But make me another offer sometime, and maybe I’ll think about it.”

      Erik reached for her, but she spun away.  Noelle had to get home. She retrieved her dress from the floor in the living room and wiggled into it. Erik came out, just wearing boxers. Noelle fluffed her hair, but it stayed a mess. It would have to do.

      “I guess this is good night then,” he said.

      Noelle stood close and ran her nails over his chest. “Yes, it’s good night, sweetie.” She kissed his cheek. “It was fun.”

      “You were fucking hot, beautiful.”

      “Happy to leave a satisfied customer.”

      Noelle waited in the lobby for an Uber back to the stadium, where her car sat. Her coat covered her dress, but Noelle looked tired and her stockings were a torn mess. The Uber driver gave her a knowing look, but didn’t say anything. Noelle sat in the back of the car, imagining what he must be thinking. It turned her on so much she almost gave him a show by playing with herself, but didn’t. The drive was short, and soon she was headed home. It was time to face the music.
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      The house was eerily quiet when Noelle returned home, and for a frightening second, she thought Pete might have left her. She expected to find him waiting up for her and had braced herself for a fight. Noelle worried what scenarios may have been burning through Pete’s worried mind while she was with Erik. Noelle was confident she could bring him back to her side—if he was still here. Noelle didn’t realize she was holding her breath until she saw Pete’s keys on the kitchen counter. Thank god! He was home, but where?

      The downstairs was empty. Noelle kept silent instead of calling out, and softly made her way up to their bedroom. The nightstand light was lit. Pete was sprawled in the middle of their bed, stripped to his boxers, which were around his knees. She felt bad but couldn’t suppress a giggle at finding him that way. Instead of waking him, Noelle kicked off her shoes and gingerly crawled onto the bed. She twisted her hair into a knot and leaned forward to cover his prick with butterfly kisses.

      Pete groaned, and his cock pulsed to life, but he didn’t wake. As he stiffened, Noelle took him in hand and stroked him. She got low and flicked her tongue up the underside of his shaft, pausing to lick his balls. Pete shouldn’t have had to take care of himself. It was her job to make sure he was satisfied. His cock twitched and grew harder, and she silently took him in her mouth. She sucked him slowly and lovingly, soul kissing his cock as he grew harder. Noelle relaxed and took him past the back of her throat. Pete was thicker, so she had more trouble than with Erik, but she controlled the pace. No gagging, no excitement, just loving envelopment.

      Pete’s eyes flickered open. Noelle’s mouth on his shaft was heaven. It was the perfect way to wake up. He looked down to see his beautiful fiancée earnestly sucking him with her eyes closed. It felt like she was making love to his cock. He didn’t think about what she’d been doing all night—only what she was doing now. He moaned, and she looked up at him.

      “Noe, that’s…”

      Noelle paused, her pursed lips on his flared head. She slowly worked her tongue over him and watched him shiver. That was enough. He wanted her. She needed him. Noelle crawled up the bed and mounted him.

      “Babe, I missed you,” she moaned, working her muscles as she slowly, rhythmically rode him. He saw tears in her eyes, but no anguish on her face, only love and a bit of gentle sorrow as she gazed at him.

      Pete ran his hands up her legs, feeling her ruined stockings. He forced his mind elsewhere, grabbing her narrow hips up under her dress. He watched her moving on him, her eyes now closed, enjoying him. It was weird, he thought, but Pete loved making love when she was partially dressed. Watching her sensually fuck him in that clingy sweater dress made his cock surge.

      “Mmm…babe…you feel so good…” Noelle moaned.

      Pete’s imagination ran wild. Had she moaned like that for Erik? He easily pictured his fiancée bent over, screaming his friend’s name. Did her pussy feel different or was it just in his mind? She was as wet as he’d ever felt her. His hands roamed her body under the dress. She felt the same—so sexy.

      Noelle opened her eyes and watched Pete. She was relieved not to see anger there. She only saw love. As he touched her, she pulled the dress over her head, and her thick honey blonde hair tumbled out of its loose knot. Pete’s outpouring of love made her feel guilty. Noelle wanted to be punished.

      “I was so bad, babe. I was such a whore…” she moaned.

      “It’s okay, Noe. I love you.”

      “Punish me, babe. I’m bad.”

      Pete half-heartedly smacked her ass, but he wasn’t into it. Pete didn’t want to punish her, and that surprised him. He watched her ride him, watched her tits bouncing in her bra, and was just happy she was his. He realized he didn’t care what Noelle did, so long as she came home.

      “I love you, Noe. I don’t care.”

      “Babe…I’m a whore…”

      “And I love it,” he moaned.

      Pete thumbed her clit, pressing and rubbing hard.

      “Yes! Yes! Mmm…”

      Noelle rode him harder, faster. Pete knew just how to toy with her clit, and her climax came on in a rush. She wailed and just shook on top of him. The sensations of her muscles clenching around him did Pete in, and she felt him blast inside her.

      “Oh, babe, yes!” she cried.

      Noelle came down and cuddled in his arms. Again she felt near tears. “I love you, babe.  I love you so much.”

      “I love you, Noe. I’ll always love you.”

      “Promise?”

      “We’re in this together. A schmuck like Erik isn’t going to come between us.” Pete stroked her hair. Noelle clung tightly to him.

      “Why aren’t you angry?”

      “My feelings are…complicated. I was angry before. I didn’t know if I could get through tonight. But you know what? We’re a team. If you need something, I want you to have it.”

      “Even something like this?”

      “Even this. As long as you’re cool about it, and don’t treat me like some kind of cuckold, I can live with it. It’s more important our family stays together. Besides, I think it’s kind of sexy.”

      “What is?” she asked.

      “I think your bad side is hot. You’ve got this crazy, uncontrolled part of you, and that’s hot.”

      “I don’t want to just go out and fuck other guys.” Her words came out in a rush.

      “I get that, Noe. Like you said, it was the situation. And I don’t want you just going out and fucking other guys. But—I don’t know—I guess it turns me on that you have this craving to be bad. I don’t want you to have to hide it from me. I think you’ve been doing that.”

      “Do you mean it?”

      “I do.”

      “Did you get off thinking about us tonight?” Noelle asked, remembering how she’d found him.

      “I don’t think I’m into you fucking other guys—like it doesn’t get me off. I’m not one of those guys. But I did like seeing you at that party, with all the guys wanting you. I liked seeing you flirt with Erik, even if it made me a little angry. I guess it turns me on knowing you’re being bad, but I want to stay fuzzy on the gory details. I did get myself off thinking of you with him, but I didn’t picture anything specific, just how hot you were and how hot he thought you were. I can’t pretend any of that makes sense.”

      “You don’t have to make sense, babe. I love you just how you are. I am the luckiest girl in the world.”

      They silently held each other after that. Noelle’s mind was blown. She hadn’t thought Pete was capable of going there with her, and she felt terrible for misjudging him. She should have shown him her dark side so much sooner. She still didn’t know if he could handle all of it, but she would hold him to his word and see how it went.

      Noelle thought about how it felt being Erik’s whore, and she tingled from head to toe. It felt like part of her had woken from a long slumber, and she didn’t know if it was ready to go to sleep again. Noelle didn’t know if she could go back to being the good girl—not without letting her wild side out every now and then.

      Pete held Noelle and felt her breathing slow. Everything was peaceful as she fell asleep, but worries nagged at the back of his mind. He’d meant what he said to Noelle, but he knew he’d opened a door, and Pete was afraid he didn’t know if he was ready for what might come through. The only thing he was sure of was that life with Noelle would never be boring. Maybe he had a dark side of his own she could help him uncover.
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