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Iwrite sexy romances.  I used to publish under xleglover and Flash of Stocking on various sites.

My stories are romances, so they explore the feelings, emotions and relationships of the characters.  My stories are also erotica, so the sex scenes are explicit.  Often very explicit. 

My stories have an emotional edge to them.  The characters have thrilling adventures, but there’s pain there too, at least for some of them. 

I try to write stories that seem like real life.  Yes, the situations are extreme, but I hope you come away thinking, “Yes, I can see how that might happened.”

My wife is my muse, the love of my life.  She is the Jennifer in my stories, the Sarahs, the Zoeys.

You can find my books wherever e-books are sold.  If you’d like to join my mailing list or would like to send me a question or feedback, please email me at peteandrews1701@gmail.com. 
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CAST OF CHARACTERS

Hudson – He’s 26.  He’s gorgeous and has a hot bod.  He’s a Master of the Universe, a sure thing for partnership in his company.  He’s in love with Zoey.

Zoey – She’s 23.  She’s beautiful and has a dancer’s body with long shapely legs and small breasts.  She’s dating Hudson, and they fit together as they are both Beautiful People.  She’s attracted to Hudson because he’s a Real Man – confident, dominate and controlling.  She’s a bottom and Hudson is her top.

Greg – He’s 26.  He works in the same company as Hudson.  He’s shy, meek and awkward, and has little chance to make partner.  Girls might say he’s cute, but typically they don’t notice him.  Greg is tall and has big hands and feet, and those things bode well for another part of his body.

Camilla – She’s 45 and the most powerful partner in the company where Hudson and Greg work.  In the business world, she’s relentless and commanding.  They call her the Dragon Queen.  She has two boys in college.  She is a very hot MILF.

Maynard – He’s 45 and married to Camilla.  He’s like an older version of Hudson, with one important exception.  He’s a professor at Fordham University.  Camilla and Maynard are in love, but their relationship is complicated.  For one, he has a taste for young flesh.

Sidney – She’s 23.  She and Zoey are best friends from college.  They don’t see each other much, as their lives have gotten busy.  She’s the opposite of Zoey.  Brunette, busty, hourglass figure.  Careerwise, she’s very successful.  You might say she’s a young Camilla.  Although she’ll never marry.  She likes playing the field.

Kimmy – She’s 19, a sweet pretty Chinese girl who has a crush on Greg.  She’s a college student and works part time in the used bookstore below his apartment.  She’s also a virgin. 
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CHAPTER 1
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THIS STORY CONTINUES right after the end of Be Careful What You Wish For - Book 1
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GREG GOT HARD AGAIN as Zoey kissed him.  She pushed him off, laughing.  “I’m starving,” she said, grinning at him.  Greg was grinning back.

It was lunchtime.  Zoey’s breakfast had been small, just a little cottage cheese and 1 slice of low-cal bread, because the role she was up for – the dancing and speaking part in the off Broadway musical—was a petite high school girl and she couldn’t risk gaining any weight.  (Zoey’s agent steered her towards all the high school – and younger – roles, because Zoey looked so young with her blond hair, blue eyes and angelic, sweet face).

Giving Greg another smile, Zoey got out of bed and walked to his kitchen.  She was naked and Greg watched as she walked away.  His cock got harder as he watched.  Zoey had the best ass, and shapely legs that went on forever.

By the time Greg caught up to Zoey, she was looking in his refrigerator and he was fully hard. 

Zoey couldn’t believe what she saw in Greg’s frig.  Nothing.  It was empty except for a quart of milk, a couple beers, and a few old take-out containers.  “What the heck Greg, you don’t have any food,” Zoey said incredulously.

“I eat out mostly,” Greg said. 

Zoey turned to look at him.  She saw his hard cock and laughed.  “Will you put that monster away,” she said smiling.  “I need food before we do anything else.”

Greg’s spirits lifted.  There was going to be something else!

Zoey got dressed in Greg’s bathroom.  It was weird, but even though they were lovers, she still felt uncomfortable getting dressed in front of him.

When she left the bathroom, Greg was waiting for her, sitting on the edge of his bed.  She still needed to put on her ankle boots.  Greg’s eyes were on her feet.  “You have pantyhose under your jeans?” he asked.  When they were frantically tearing their clothes off, he hadn’t noticed.

That’s when Zoey knew for sure that Greg was really into legs and feet (just like Hudson).  She moved towards him until she stood in front of him.  She reached to the bottom of her top and raised it.  The pantyhose extended above her jeans, to just below her belly button.  “Yeah, I am,” she said with a sexy voice.

Greg’s eyes bulged out.  He had never seen a girl wearing pantyhose under jeans.  He ran his fingertips along the silky pantyhose, and along the waistband.  “This is sexy,” he said.

“We’ll play with this later,” Zoey promised.

“Yeah?” Greg asked excitedly.

Zoey nodded. “Now come on, I’m starving,” she said with a grin.

Greg suggested they go back to Java Books for lunch.  He didn’t say it, but he wanted something close, so he could get Zoey back into his bed sooner.  His motives were so transparent (again, he wore his emotions on his sleeve), that Zoey couldn’t help laughing.

Jacob wasn’t the only one who knew Greg.  All the employees at Java Books knew Greg because he spent so much time there.  They all liked the shy Greg.  He loved books, so they had that in common, and he had helped many of them with financial advice (often passing tips he had gotten from Hudson).

All the employees had heard the sex going on in Greg’s apartment.  The sounds weren’t as loud outside Jacob’s office, but Zoey had screamed so loud, and they’d rocked his bed so violently that everyone knew what had been going on.  If Zoey had known they’d heard, she would’ve been mortified and never gone back to Java Books.  But she didn’t know how thin the walls and ceilings were in the building.  Greg didn’t know either.

The employees clustered around the entrance as Greg walked in.  They were all curious to see the girl he had scored with.  They were surprised when they saw Zoey.  Even with her hair in a ponytail and no makeup, she was movie-star beautiful and super-hot.  The employees gleefully (and some enviously) whispered and gossiped as Greg and Zoey walked by, saying that Greg was really hitting above his batting average.

Jacob had a small deli along with his coffee shop in the back of the store.  Greg ordered an Italian panini and a Coke.  Zoey ordered a salad with lo-cal dressing on the side, and mineral water with a lime.

They sat at the little round table in the back again.  This time, Zoey sat even closer to Greg, so close their knees brushed together. 

Zoey was feeling closer to Greg.  Not just physically, but emotionally.  She couldn’t help it.  To her, sex was more than just a physical experience.  It was emotional too.  And especially after the incredible sex they just had. 

In fact, all their sex had been great.  Each time it got better.  It was impossible not to feel something after the incredible, intense sexual pleasure he gave her.

Even before they got intimate, Zoey liked Greg, as a friend.  Now he felt like ... well, more than a friend.

Zoey thought of Hudson, and she immediately felt guilty.  Her fiancée had given her permission to have sex with Greg.  Not to “like like” him.  She felt like she was betraying Hudson.

She abruptly stood up, saying “I have to talk to Hudson.”  Greg forlornly watched her walk away.

Zoey found a private spot among the stacks of books.  She texted Hudson.

[image: ]

ZOEY:  Can you talk?

Hudson:  I can’t.  I’m in a meeting with the Dragon Lady and a client.

Zoey:  Did you see the video?

Hudson:  Not yet.  Probably can’t until tonight. 

Zoey:  Well, we’re eating lunch.

Hudson:  Did you do it?

Zoey:  Yes.  It’s in the video.

Hudson:  Did he make you cum?

Zoey:  Yes

Hudson:  On his cock?

Zoey knew “on his cock” meant cumming during vaginal intercourse.  She texted “Yes.”

Hudson:  Once?  Or more than once?

Zoey hesitated.  She still wasn’t sure how much to tell her fiancée, how much he wanted to know.  But she decided she had to tell him the truth. “3 times”

Hudson’s response was immediately.  “Holy fuck!  That’s so hot!”

Zoey was relieved by his answer.  He wasn’t mad.  She texted “I love you.  I wish you were here.”

Hudson: Me too babe.  Tomorrow I’m going to fuck your brains out.

Zoey grinned.  She texted:  I can’t wait.  I’m dying for you to be inside me.

Hudson:  Even though you’ve got Greg’s big dick?

Zoey:  He’s nothing compared to you. (she added hearts and kisses)

Hudson:  Got to go. Camilla’s looking pissed I’m texting.  Talk to you tonight.  Love you.
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“I LOVE YOU TOO,” ZOEY silently mouthed.  She read the texts again.  She felt better.  Hudson wasn’t mad, he was happy, excited.  She was doing exactly what he wanted her to do.

She looked over to where Greg was sitting.  He was talking to Kimmy.

Zoey watched Greg and the pretty, skinny Asian girl talk.  Were they flirting?  Zoey frowned, feeling jealous that Greg was flirting with another girl.  Touching her engagement ring on her finger, she knew that made no sense, but she couldn’t help how she felt.

Zoey walked back to the table.  Kimmy looked up as Zoey approached.  “Hi again,” Kimmy said.

“Hi,” Zoey said with a friendly smile. 

Jacob called Kimmy over.  He needed her help since it was the lunch rush.  She said quick goodbyes, then joined Jacob behind the counter.

Zoey wanted to ask Greg about Kimmy.  She seemed like perfect girlfriend material.  So what she was a virgin and wanted to wait to have sex.  That was actually a good thing, commendable.

But before Zoey could say anything, Greg moved his hand under the table, reaching under Zoey’s blouse.  He touched the pantyhose above her jeans.  “This is so sexy,” he whispered with a grin.

“Greg are you crazy?” Zoey whispered back with a laugh.  She pushed his hand away.  “Your friends are right there.  And I’m supposed to be your platonic friend engaged to your friend from work, remember?”

As Zoey said this, neither of them knew that everyone in the bookstore were already aware that they’d been fucking earlier in Greg’s apartment.

“I can’t stop thinking about it,” Greg said, still grinning.

Zoey looked down at Greg’s crotch.  She could see his erection outlined in his pants.  She looked around.  When she saw that no one was looking, she reached down and gave him a quick squeeze.  Her eyes went wide.  He was only half hard, yet still his monster reached a few inches down his thigh.  “Does it like, always look like that?” she asked.  “I mean, I never noticed it before.  Before, you know, we started doing it.”

“When I adjust things you can’t really see it,” Greg said.

“When you adjust?” Zoey said incredulously.  “How do you freaking adjust with that thing?  Do you have a secret compartment in your leg or something?”

Greg grinned.  He said, “Well, adjusting won’t work now.  I’m getting hard.  Sitting next to you.  Probably guys always get hard whenever you’re around.”

Zoey laughed.  Okay, that was a line.  But still, it was a sweet thing to say.

And, Zoey admitted to herself, the reason she was still here was because she wanted another go with Greg. 

She grinned at Greg and whispered, “Come on, let’s go upstairs.”
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ZOEY WAS BENT OVER Greg’s sofa as he pounded her from behind.  She was naked, except for her pantyhose.  At her suggestion, Greg had torn a hole in the crotch so he could fuck her in the sexy nylon.  His thumbs were curled in the waistband of the pantyhose as he fucked her from behind.  If anything, doing her in the pantyhose made his cock even harder than before.

Greg fucked Zoey hard, and each thrust pushed her onto her tip toes.  He was especially lustful from the feel of the silky pantyhose rubbing against the front of his thighs as he pushed in and out.  Zoey was so sexy!  He had never met a girl who regularly wore stockings and garter belts or allowed herself to get fucked in pantyhose.  She was his wet dream!  And she wasn’t just a dream, she was here with him!

This was the first time they’d fucked standing up, and again it was a different experience.  It worked and felt good to Zoey because of Greg’s big dick, but also because he was taller. 

Zoey was 5’ 3”.  Greg towered over her, a foot taller, so he had to bend his knees to get inside her.  And, at that angle, when he pushed forward, he pressed harder against her front wall.  This motion was like a vacuum as it sucked in her clit and caused the thickness of his cock to rub harder over her super-sensitive button.  And also from this angle, his big thick cock did wonderful things to her g-spot.

It didn’t take long before Zoey was cumming.  She couldn’t believe it.  This orgasm was even more intense than the others!  If the others were like fireworks exploding inside her, this was like a nuclear bomb.  She screamed again as the orgasm slammed her body!

Zoey’s scream was heard downstairs in Java Books.  The staff laughed and joked about it.  But father figure Jacob frowned worriedly as Kimmy rushed to be by herself.  She found a private nook surrounded by old books.  She hugged her arms around herself and tried not to cry.

After her orgasm finally subsided, Zoey was left whimpering and incoherent.  Her knees feel out from under her, and she would have fallen to the floor, but she was still impaled on Greg’s hard thick cock.  He gently helped her to the floor.

Greg hadn’t cum, so he began moving again. 

“Wait, wait,” Zoey said gasping.  She couldn’t take any more.  At least not at that moment.  “I’m sorry, but ....”

Greg got the message.  Disappointed, he pulled out of her.  Zoey clenched her jaw as his long hard python slid out of her, rubbing against all her girl pleasure spots which were now super sensitive.

Zoey knew she couldn’t leave him like this.  She took off the condom, then said “How do you want to cum?”

Greg looked confused.  She asked, “My hands or my mouth?”

Greg didn’t hesitate.  “Your mouth,” he said excitedly.

Zoey grinned at his eagerness.  She lowered her head and took him into her mouth. 

Greg was too big to get more than a few inches into her mouth.  So, in the end, she used both her mouth and hands.  When he came, she swallowed all his jizz, although it was an effort because he came a lot.  Clearly, his big balls stored a lot of sperm.

They lay on the floor, both of them panting, both of them spent.  Greg picked her up and carried her to the sofa.  She was surprised and impressed.  She was petite and didn’t weigh much, but she didn’t weigh nothing either, and yet he easily picked her up.

They lay on the sofa, with Greg spooning her from behind.  His arms were around her, and he was softly kissing the back of her head.  Zoey felt content and satisfied.  She could easily stay like this.  It felt good to be in his arms.  It felt good to be with him.

With a start, Zoey realized what she was doing.  It wasn’t right to snuggle with Greg this way.  It wasn’t right to feel this way.  Sex was one thing.  She had permission to have sex with Greg.  But not this.

Also, she saw the time on Greg’s wall clock.  It was almost 5pm.  Shit!  She’d spent the entire day with him.  They must’ve spent more time in the bookstore than she realized.

Hudson was in Chicago, an hour behind.  He might call at any time.  She didn’t want to still be with Greg when he called.

Zoey eased out of Greg’s arms and stood up.  She sputtered something about having to take care of some errands.  She carried her clothes into bathroom and hurriedly dressed. 

When she emerged, Greg was waiting for her.  “Thanks for today,” he said with a lopsided grin.  “I had a really good time.”

Greg had the way of saying the simplest things, and yet making them monumental, because he was so genuine and sincere.  He was more authentic than anyone she knew, wearing his feelings on his sleeve.  It charmed Zoey, and even melted her heart a little.  She had the urge to kiss him.  But that would be crossing the line.  She should only kiss him when they were having sex. 

Because kissing at other times meant something else.  It meant feelings.  Zoey was engaged to Hudson.  Sex with another man, okay, that was sowing wild oats.  It was kinky fun that both she and Hudson got off on.  But having feelings for that other man?  No, that was wrong.  She couldn’t go there.  She couldn’t allow herself to go there.

So instead, Zoey gave him a quick platonic “see you later” hung.  “I had fun too,” she said.  She said it kind of flippantly, in order to downplay the moment.  Then she was off to catch a taxi.

Later at home, Zoey took a long hot shower, paying extra attention to her private girl parts.  She dressed in yoga pants and a loose top.  She realized that Hudson probably wouldn’t call for an hour or two, after having dinner with Camilla.  She was still glad she came home.  It wasn’t right to spend so much time with Greg.

Zoey needed to talk to someone about what was going on with Greg.  She immediately thought of one person.  She was the only one she could talk to about this. 

Partly, she wanted to talk about the incredible sex she was having.  And this person knew all about sex.  Sometimes Zoey felt she lived her life for it.

And of everyone she knew, this person might be able to understand what she was going through.  And she wouldn’t judge her.  She wouldn’t give her a lecture about stepping out, or spending the entire day fucking a man who wasn’t her fiancée. 

Yet, they hadn’t talked in some time.  They kept up via social media.  But they hadn’t talked – really talked – well, Zoey couldn’t remember when.  Even though she lived in New York City too.

In college, they’d been close.  Best friends.  But their lives had diverged, both of them taking different paths.  And this person didn’t like Hudson.  And Hudson didn’t like her.  They were like oil and water.

Still, Zoey didn’t have anyone else.  So, she decided to call her best friend from college.

Sidney.

But not now.  She didn’t have time.  Hudson was going to call her soon.
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CHAPTER 2

Hudson was happy Camilla didn’t want to go to dinner.  She said she wanted to see a friend.

Hudson saw Camilla with her friend in the hotel lounge as he walked through the lobby.  He was surprised.  Her friend looked young.  Twenty?  Maybe younger than that – 19 or even 18.

They looked like more than friends.  They were sitting close on one of the love seats, and Camilla had her hand on her friend’s thigh.

Hudson knew Camilla was 45 and was married to a man her age, Maynard.  Could she be having an affair with a young man – a boy, really—less than half her age?

Camilla abruptly turned her head towards Hudson.  For a moment they locked eyes, and Camilla smiled. 

Hudson quickly hurried away.  He was not faithful to Zoey, so he certainly wasn’t judging Camilla if she cheated on her husband.  But he didn’t want to get involved.  He didn’t want to know about her infidelity, if that’s what it was.  Camilla was the most powerful partner at their firm, and he needed her support to make partner.  He wanted their relationship to stay focused on business.  He didn’t want it to get complicated.

And anyway, Hudson was consumed by what Zoey was doing with Greg.  He had the entire evening for himself.  And he had a couple hours before Zoey would expect him to call.  He hurried to his hotel room. He wanted to watch the videos before calling her.

Hudson undressed and got into bed, with his computer beside him.  He surfed to the secure website and saw there were 2 videos.  One in the morning, and another in the afternoon.  The morning video was longer.  From the timestamps, he saw Zoey had been with Greg until 5pm.

She’d been with him all day.  She spent the entire day fucking him.

Hudson greased up his hand with Vaseline and began to slowly stroke himself, thinking about things.  His fiancée spent the entire day fucking another man.  Hudson felt that vise close around his heart, the jealousy that made him angry and hurt, but also so thrilling, so delicious. 

Hudson played the morning video.  By the time it was over, he was shaking.

He’d watched Zoey cum on Greg’s cock 3 times.  From intercourse.  Three times.

Put aside she came on Greg’s cock and had never cum on his.  Had Zoey ever cum 3 times so fast with him?  During one fuck?  No, she hadn’t. 

And Hudson could tell that each of those orgasms had been really intense.  Had Zoey ever cum so hard with him?  Ever?  No, never.  But she came 3 times like that with Greg, during one fuck.  One fucking fuck.

In the video, Zoey said “Greg, god, your cock feels so good ... come on, I want all of it!”

Then she begged him—she begged him!—“It feels so good, don’t stop Greg, please don’t stop!”

Hudson was slammed with feelings of insecurity, of sexual inadequacy.  He had to admit the reality.  Greg fucked Zoey better than him. 

How was that possible? 

Greg was shy.  Timid.  Awkward around girls.  He had just been let go at work and was still unemployed.  By a lot of metrics, he was a loser.

Hudson was better than Greg in every way.  Except one.  Greg had a porn star cock.  And Hudson’s dick, at best, was average-sized.  Yet earlier, Zoey texted him that Greg was “nothing compared to you.”  Was she lying?  Didn’t she know he’d watch the videos and know she was lying?

Hudson was so angry, so jealous!

His body was shaking after watching the morning video.  But it was more than anger and jealousy.  It was also because he was so turned on.  Watching the video had been awful. Devastating.  And it was also the most exciting thing he had ever seen in his life.

Hudson replayed the end of the video.  After cumming for the third time, Zoey had laughed like she couldn’t believe what Greg had just done to her.  And Greg had tenderly kissed her, and asked if she was okay.  Zoey looked up into his eyes – she fucking looked up into his eyes! – and just as tenderly, said “yeah I’m okay Greg.”  Then she kissed him.  Not a lustful kiss.  But a romantic kiss.  She fucking kissed Greg like he was her boyfriend!  Zoey made out with Greg like he was someone special to her!

That scene killed Hudson.  It destroyed him.  But also, when he watched it again, his body lurched and he came really hard, and he grunted “OH FUCKING GOD!” as jizz shot from his dick and splashed against his chest.

Hudson was left panting, his cum covering his chest and hand.  He cleaned himself up.  He thought about calling Zoey.  But it was still early.  He had time to indulge himself.

He surfed the internet to his favorite site, ourhotwives, and checked threads he had bookmarked.  The posters were men like him – they got off on their girls with other men. 

The threads that aroused him the most were more than just fucking.  Those threads were in a section called “Cuckold.”  The threads there touched on topics that Hudson found exhilarating.  Like, a dude’s wife didn’t just fuck another man.  She dated him.  The man wasn’t just her lover, he was her boyfriend. 

Hadn’t Zoey done exactly that today with Greg?  Gone on a date with him?  Hadn’t she looked up into his eyes and said “yeah I’m okay Greg” like he was her boyfriend, not just a human dildo?

These thoughts made Hudson feel weak inside.  It churned his insides, tore at his heart ... at his manhood. He was breathless.  And he was hard again.  He greased up his cock again with Vaseline and begin to slowly stroke himself.

He read more threads from the Cuckold forum (he was becoming adept at mousing with his left hand while he jerked off with his right).  Something that was almost universal from the posts, was most of the cuckolds had smaller than average dicks. 

Another commonality was cucks got off on jealousy, and feelings of insecurity and anxiety.  Often, feelings like that were rolled up into one word – angst.  For cuckolds, angst tore at their guts, it ripped them apart, but it also fueled their fantasies and kept their cocks perpetually hard.

Hudson could identify with all of this. 

After reading all his bookmarked threads (and a few others), Hudson watched the afternoon video.  He watched Greg fucking Zoey standing up.  She was wearing pantyhose and bent over a sofa as he took her from behind.  With each thrust, he pushed her onto her tiptoes, making her sexy legs look so fucking hot. 

Then Zoey came, and the orgasm was so intense it looked like she passed out.  Zoey finished him with her mouth, then Greg snuggled her on the sofa. 

He snuggled her.  Zoey – his fiancée, the girl he loved – she snuggled in another man’s arms.

Seeing that, Hudson came again.
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“YOU WATCHED THE VIDEOS?” Zoey asked a few minutes later when Hudson called.

“Yeah, they’re really hot babe!” Hudson said.

“You really think so?” Zoey asked anxiously.  “You’re not mad?”

“Why would I be mad?  You did exactly what I told you to do.”

“You get it’s just sex, right?” Zoey asked, anxiety still in her voice.  “It’s like you said.  Greg’s just a human dildo.”

“Well, you really got off on that dildo,” Hudson said with a chuckle.

“I mean, well ...,” Zoey sputtered.  “He’s like a new toy.  You know?  It’s always more fun with a toy when it’s new.”

“So, I guess I’m no fun since I’m not new,” Hudson teased.  He had a grin in his voice, but Zoey heard an edge there too.

“Hudson baby, don’t say that,” Zoey said.  “You’re not a toy.  I love you.  You’re my fiancée.  I’m marrying you.  Greg ... I’m just messing around with him.  Just sowing wild oats, like you said.”

“I know babe, don’t worry about me, I’m having a great time,” Hudson said cheerfully.  “I already jerked off twice watching the videos.”

“Really?  Already?” Zoey said with a smile.  She felt relieved that Hudson wasn’t upset.

“Oh yeah babe.  You look so good getting fucked,” Hudson said excitedly.

Zoey laughed and blushed too.

“I’m probably gonna rub my cock raw watching the videos tonight,” he said.

“Well don’t do that,” Zoey said, still smiling.  “I want you tomorrow.  I need you Hudson.”

“I don’t know babe.  After getting Greg, you’re probably gonna be disappointed with my cock,” Hudson teased.  He had a grin in his voice, but again Zoey heard an edge there too.”

“Hudson that’s not true,” Zoey insisted.  “It’s not true at all.  If this is hurting you, let’s stop.  It’s over.”

“I don’t want to stop,” Hudson said.

“Hudson ....”

“It’s what you said, you’re just messing around,” Hudson assured her.  “It doesn’t mean anything.”

“You really mean that?”

“Yes,” Hudson said.  “I’m getting off with you getting off on Greg’s big cock.  I’m not worried about it.  Do you really think I’d be worried about Greg?”

“No, of course not,” Zoey assured her fiancée.  “He’s nothing like you.  I mean, he’s sweet ... but he’s nothing like you.”

Hudson’s insides seized up again at hearing Zoey call Greg “sweet.”  But he forced his voice to remain cheerful.

He said, “See?  We’re just having some kinky fun.  We’re not gonna be one of those married couples where sex gets old.  I’m gonna be hot for you forever babe.  I’m gonna fuck you all the time.  I’m gonna used up your body.”

“Okay baby, you go ahead and use up my body,” Zoey cooed with a giggle.  Then, getting serious, she said,  “I want you to be hot for me forever.”

“I want you to keep fucking Greg, Zoe baby,” Hudson told her.  “That gets me so hot.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.  I think about you all the time babe.  I’m not kidding.  My dick’s been hard all day.”

“So ... me with Greg,” Zoey hesitantly said.  “That really gets you hot?  I know you’ve told me, but I’m still getting my head around it.  I guess I just want to make sure.”

“You’ve got my ring on your finger babe,” Hudson reminded her.  “You’re the girl I want to marry.  You’re not a plain vanilla girl.  You’ve got some bad girl in you.  I want that.”

“I think you just called me a slut,” Zoey joked with a laugh.

“You are a little slutty,” Hudson said with a grin.  “Just a little.  And I like seeing you open your sexy legs for Greg’s big cock.”

“God Hudson,” Zoey said with another laugh, smiling and shaking her head.

Then Hudson said, “And, you know, I get you might be feeling something for him.”

Zoey’s smile disappeared.  “What?” she asked hesitantly.

“I know the kind of girl you are babe,” Hudson said.  “Sex isn’t just physical for you.  You’re not that kind of girl.  You need to like the dude, if you’re gonna fuck him.  That’s why you’re not really a slut.  You’re a good girl.”

“I’m not sure if that’s a compliment or what,” Zoey said with an uncertain laugh.

“I’m just saying, you’re probably feeling different about Greg,” Hudson said.  “That’s okay.  It’s human nature.  It’s who you are.”

“Okay ....,” Zoey hesitantly said, not certain what Hudson was saying.

“So, are you?”

“Am I what?”

“Are you feeling different about Greg?”

When she didn’t respond, Hudson pressed, “Come on.  Tell me.  You won’t hurt my feelings.”

When Zoey still didn’t answer, Hudson said, “I’m your best friend right?  You can tell me.”

“You are my best friend,” Zoey said.  “You’re my soul mate.”

“See?  You can tell me anything.  So, are you feeling different about Greg?”

Zoey still hesitated.  Then she cautiously admitted, “Yeah, sort of, I guess.  I mean, I think if you have sex with someone more than once, you’re bound to feel something.  It’s like what you said, it’s human nature.”  Then with that uncertain laugh again, she added “I’m not actually sure I get it though.”

“You mean, you’re not sure about what you’re feeling?”

“Right,” Zoey said.

“I know what you’re feeling,” Hudson said.  “You’re crushing on Greg.”

“I don’t think that’s it,” Zoey said with a skeptical laugh.  “I mean, this is Greg we’re talking about.”

Hudson laughed and said, “Once you saw how big his dick is, you don’t think he’s a loser anymore, is that it?”

Zoey laughed uncomfortably.  She never thought Greg was a loser.  But she was smart enough not to say that to Hudson.

“So, you’re crushing on Greg,” Hudson said again.

“Hudson, I’m engaged.  To you.  How can I be crushing on another man?” 

“You think you’re not going to crush on anyone else for the rest of your life, just cause we’re married?” Hudson asked.  “Of course you will.  It doesn’t matter.  It’s just a crush.  It doesn’t mean anything.  It’s not gonna affect you and me.”

“So, you’re saying, you’re okay with that?” Zoey asked with a frown.

“That’s what I’m saying.  I’m okay with it because I get it.  It’s human nature.  And it’s the kind of person you are.”  With a chuckle, Hudson said “You ever think you’d be crushing on Greg?  Loser Greg?”

Zoey frowned again.  “No,” she said.

“So, you are crushing on Greg?” Hudson asked pointedly. 

“I mean, I guess,” Zoey said, doubt in her voice.  With more certainty, she said “I guess I am crushing on him.”

Hudson sucked in his breath, and his cock jerked in his hand.  She admitted it!  My fiancée has feelings for another man!

Hudson’s body folded over at the waist with his insides clutching up.  This was awful.  Zoey had a crush on Greg!  But god ... it was so fucking hot!

“That’s hot Zoe,” he said lustfully. “That’s fucking hot.”

Zoey heard the excitement in his voice.  “Are you masturbating?” she asked.

“Yeah babe,” Hudson said breathlessly.  “What you just said, it’s really hot.”

Zoey pushed her hand down into her yoga pants, into her panties.  “You want me to keep fucking him baby?” she asked.

“Oh yeah Zoe baby, I do,” Hudson said excitedly. 

“I ...,” she hesitantly began.  Then she admitted, “I want to keep fucking him.”

“Oh god Zoe!  Oh fuck that’s so hot!” Hudson moaned into the phone. “You little slut!  You want Greg’s big cock!”

Zoey was stroking her clit as she remembered that day.  “I could’ve actually fucked him again,” she admitted with a giggle.

“Oh baby, baby,” Hudson moaned.  He was stroking himself faster now, his orgasm building.  “You should be there baby.  Fucking him again.  You could sleep over with him.  Fuck Greg all night long.”

“Sleep with him?” Zoey asked doubtfully.  “I’m not sure about that.”

“Why?”

“Sleep with him ... it doesn’t feel right ....”

“Why not?” Hudson asked, his head swirling with cuckold lust.  “If you don’t want to sleep in his apartment, he can come over to our place.”

Zoey shook her head and said, “I don’t want him in our bed Hudson.”

Hudson stopped stroking himself, her words freezing him.  He hadn’t thought of that.  Another man fucking his fiancée in HIS bed.  Zoey screaming as she came on Greg’s cock in HIS bed.  The concept was so disturbing, so hurtful, yet wicked and exciting.

“You’re gonna have to do something babe,” Hudson told her.  “Greg’s given up other girls.  He’s only got your pussy to take care of his needs.”

“And that’s what you want,” Zoey said as she continued to rub her clit.  She wanted to hear Hudson say it again.  To make sure. “You want me to take care of Greg’s needs?”

“Yeah Zoe baby,” Hudson said lustfully.  “I want you to be a slut for him.  Let him use your body for his pleasure.”

“Want to hear something crazy?” Zoey said.

“Yeah.”

“Greg actually has a girl who’s into him,” Zoey said.  “Kimmy.  She’s a cute Chinese girl.  She’s clearly into Greg.  They’ve dated.  But she’s a virgin.  She wants to wait until she’s married.”

“Oh shit,” Hudson said with a laugh.  “Greg can’t catch a break.”

“I know,” Zoey said with a giggle.

“But, think about it,” Hudson said.  “Greg trying to get his cock into Kimmy’s virgin pussy.  You think she knows how big it is?”

“He said they’ve messed around, so I guess,” Zoey said.  “But I know what you mean.  That would seriously hurt.”

“Greg would ruin her tight, virgin pussy,” Hudson said. “Kimmy needs a little dick like mine to break her in,”

“Hudson, you’re not little,” Zoey said immediately.  “You’re normal.  I love your cock.”

“She says she loves my cock,” Hudson thought to himself as he frantically stroked himself.  “But she doesn’t beg for my cock.  She doesn’t scream when I fuck her.  She doesn’t cum on my cock.”

With these thoughts swirling in his head, Hudson came.
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CAMILLA WAS ON TOP of Metro, her latest boy toy.  They were both naked, although Camilla still wore stockings and her 4-inch Jimmy Choo stiletto high heels.  She moved up and down on Metro’s cock as he fondled and groped her big tits.

Camilla met Metro at a college pickup bar close to Loyola University the last time she was in Chicago.  Guys went there to pick up girls.  Camilla went there to find young men to play with.  And the wickedness of corrupting a religious Jesuit boy tickled her pussy.

Camilla knew she wanted Metro as soon as she saw him.  A slim boy.  She could tell he was fit from the way his chest filled out his fitted shirt.  He had a tight ass, which she could tell from his tight jeans – they were almost tight enough to be skinny jeans. 

Metro was a tad taller than she liked.  He was taller than her husband Maynard.  Still, Camilla was still taller than Metro in her heels.

Metro was handsome in a cute way.  So, he was exactly her type – a slim, fit, pretty boy.  And she liked pretty boys who wore skinny jeans.  Metro had a sexy, feminine look with his pretty boy face and skinny jeans. 

Metro resembled her husband, Maynard.  That’s what she targeted when hunting for cock.  Someone who looked like Maynard.  Just younger.  Camilla liked that Metro – at 18-years-old—was young enough to be her son.  Being with such a young boy was wicked and that tickled her pussy.

It had been easy for Camilla to seduce Metro and get him into her bed.  And being able to seduce young, pretty boys was important to her. 

She knew it was easy for Maynard to get into the pants of the young coeds at his college.   Those barely legal girls were at the age when their faces and bodies were still perfect.  Camilla knew those girls were prettier and sexier than her.  Maynard knew it too. Age took their toll on women.   

So, being able to seduce and bed young men was important to Camilla.  She always told Maynard about her conquests.  She wanted her husband to know his wife was still pretty enough, and sexy enough, to seduce men into her bed.  And not just any men.  Young, handsome, sexy men who women (of all ages) would willing open their legs for.  Metro fit that bill.  That’s why Camilla targeted him.

Camilla feared the day when she wouldn’t be pretty enough and sexy enough to get the Metros of the world into her bed.  What would she do then?  What would Maynard think? Camilla didn’t like to think about it.

Like almost all shortish, slim, pretty boys, Metro’s penis was small, barely 5 inches and thin.  Her husband Maynard was the only slim, short, pretty boy she knew who had a big cock.  That was why she loved him so much.  She respected him.  She considered him a real man.  It was why she lusted for her husband.  Why she would do anything for him. 

Still, Camilla would cum on Metro’s small cock.  All she had to do was close her eyes and think about Maynard with his latest conquest.  What was her name?  Oh yes ....

Cagney.

18-year-old Cagney.  With her perfect face.  Her perfect breasts.  Her perfect ass.

She remembered how Cagney sneered at her contemptuously.  At her!  She was powerful!  Rich!  The most influential partner in her firm!  A mover and shaker in her industry!

Yet, Cagney – an 18-year-old nothing! – smirked deridingly at Camilla like she was the one who was nothing. 

Cagney looked at Camilla that way because she knew Maynard wanted her body more than his 45-year-old wife’s body.  He wanted her pussy more than his 45-year-old wife’s pussy.

After a few moments of these thoughts and memories swirling in her head, Camilla came on Metro’s cock.
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AFTER HANGING UP WITH Zoey, Hudson collapsed onto the bed.  His emotions were all over the place.  He was confused.  He didn’t know where he was going.

Was he a cuckold?  How could he deny it?  He wanted his fiancée – the love of his life – to fuck other men.  He got hot that Greg could make her cum on his cock, and he couldn’t.  He got hot that Zoey made sounds with Greg that she never made with him.

He couldn’t deny he was a cuckold.

But how could that be?  Hudson was a Master of the Universe.  He bent other men to his will.  How could Hudson be a pathetic cuckold?

And a cuckold to Greg?  Greg was a failure.  How was it possible that a loser like Greg could fuck Zoey better than him?  How was it possible that Greg – Greg! – was cucking him?

Hudson was disgusted with himself.  And he was beginning to doubt himself.  He was beginning to doubt his manhood.

Hudson needed a shot in the arm.  Something to boost his ego.  And he knew what he needed.

He took a quick shower.  Dressed in his expensive Italian suit.  Splashed on cologne.

Then he took an uber to the bar from last night, Baptiste.  He spotted her right away because she was the hottest woman there.  Dana.  The hot cougar he fucked last night.

Dana was talking with 2 men.  No, 3 men.  They looked like tough guys.  All of them competing to get into the pants of the hot cougar.

He walked up to Dana, ignoring her other suitors.  Hudson wasn’t a big guy.  He was about 5’ 8” in his expensive Italian shoes.  He was ripped for his size, but these guys were taller and bigger.  Hudson didn’t care.  He was a winner.  He was a Master of the Universe. 

“Hello Hudson,” Dana said, a smile coming to her sexy painted lips. 

“Come on,” Hudson said, holding his hand out to her.

Dana looked at Hudson.  She liked looking at him.  He was simply the most handsome man she had seen in a long time. 

Without a word to the three men standing around her, Dana stood up and took Hudson’s hand.  He led her out of the bar, smirking triumphantly at the other men.  A few minutes ago, Hudson had felt like a cuckold.  Now, he felt like a man again.
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HUDSON DIDN’T TOUCH Dana or say anything as they rode the elevator to the 3rd floor, or as they walked to room 329. 

Once inside her room, Dana asked “Would you like a drink?”

Hudson didn’t respond.  Instead, he walked up to her.  She was wearing a silk ivory blouse and short black skirt.  Black hose and high heels.  In the heels, she was a little taller than Hudson.

Still not saying a word, he reached up and unbuttoned her blouse.  When it was unbuttoned down to her waist, he opened it and looked at her.  Last night their sex had been frantic, with clothes flying everywhere.  This time he was going to take his time with this married cougar.

Dana’s bra was beige and lacy, with scalloped trim.  Her nipples were hard and denting the lace.  Her stomach was soft.  Not firm like Zoey’s, but mostly flat.

Hudson touched the pendant around her neck.  “Kyle has good taste,” he said.

“Yes, he does,” Dana said.  Kyle was her husband, and he gave the pendant to her on their last anniversary.  “You fuck me better though.”

Hudson smiled.  That was what he needed to hear.  It was exactly what he needed to hear.

The bra attached in the front.  Hudson undid it, and the cups fell away.  He looked at her breasts.  They were very nice.  Large, much bigger than Zoey’s.  Pear shaped.  Firm with barely any sag.  Exactly as he remembered them from last night.

“Your breasts are beautiful,” Hudson said.

Dana smiled at him.  “They’re natural too,” she said proudly.  “One of the benefits of never having children.”

Hudson cupped her breasts with his hands, gauging their weight.  They were much heavier than Zoey’s.  Her nipples were bigger too.  He thumbed them and Dana moaned.

“If you’re going to do that, you should at least kiss me,” she said with a helpless laugh.

Hudson put his hand on the back of Dana’s head, lacing his fingers in her soft curls.  He pulled her face to his, and she whimpered at the way he was taking control.  Hudson smashed his lips against hers.

Hudson gave Dana the fucking of her life.  For the second night in a row.  Dana couldn’t get enough of Hudson.  He had a gorgeous face and a sexy hard body. 

Hudson was turned on by Dana too.  Her body was so different than Zoey’s.  More full figured, curvier and softer.  She had nice legs, but she wasn’t leggy like Zoey. Her body wasn’t as firm – “tight as a drum”—like Zoey’s, but still she was sexy.

Hudson knew how to pleasure a woman’s body.  After working Dana with his tongue and fingers, he had her writhing on the bed, and begging him to make her cum.  He gave her a massive orgasm with his tongue smashed against her clit and fingers in her pussy and ass.

Then Dana took Hudson’s cock out of his pants.  He was apprehensive after watching the videos and seeing Greg’s huge cock, worried Dana might find him too small.  It made no sense since they’d been together last night, but that showed how Zoey with Greg was fucking up his head.

But there was no need to worry.  Dana was as excited for Hudson’s cock tonight, as she was last night.  “Your cock is as beautiful as the rest of you,” she lustfully said just before eagerly taking his manhood into her mouth.  She went down on him, and he came in her mouth, faster than he usually came with Zoey.  The cougar knew how to give head.  And she eagerly swallowed all his cum.

They rested for a moment, recovering from their orgasms.  But they continued to kiss and fondle.  Dana couldn’t get enough of Hudson’s body.  Clearly the 40-something woman was into younger men (the tough guys at the bar had also been 25-30ish like Hudson).  She had very skilled hands.  Soon, Hudson was hard again.  Dana grabbed a condom from her bag and hurriedly rolled it down his shaft.

Dana was on her back, her legs open.  Hudson was between her legs, his cockhead pressed against her pussy lips.  He hesitated.  Again he thought about Greg’s big cock, and how Zoey reacted to it.  And he thought about his much smaller dick.

Then Dana begged, “Don’t tease me Hudson!  Please!  I want your big cock inside me!”

That was exactly what he wanted to hear.  Again, Dana fueled his ego.  A beautiful, sexy woman calling his cock “big,” and begging him to fuck her.

Hudson pushed his cock into Dana.  As he penetrated her married pussy, she grunted and grimaced like he was too big for her.  Her reaction inflamed him and made him feel like a man!

Hudson knew how to fuck a girl.  He knew how to position his thrusts, how to vary the timing, he knew how to rotate his hips to hit all her pleasure spots.  He used all his skills and experiences on Dana.  He was soon rewarded as she gasped and whimpered, “oh my god Hudson you’re making me cum!”

Hudson allowed himself to cum only after Dana came, but really, he didn’t care about his own pleasure.  He was just happy to have made a beautiful, sexy woman like Dana cum on his cock.  Zoey had never cum on his cock.  Never. Hudson missed that.  His male ego missed – needed—that. Especially after how Zoey reacted with Greg.

Afterwards, Hudson and Dana were on their backs on the bed, gasping for air.  She laughed delightedly as she said, “God you’re a good fuck!”

Dana rolled to him, and he put his arm around her.  Hudson asked, “How is sex with Kyle?”

Dana got on an elbow and looked into Hudson’s face.  “So, you’re one of those guys who likes to talk about spouses?”

“You said I’m better,” Hudson reminded her.  When the cougar didn’t answer, he said, “Look.  I’m curious.  If it makes you uncomfortable—.”

“I don’t mind,” Dana said.  “I love Kyle.  We have sex.  It’s nice.  I travel for business a lot.  I meet interesting people.  Like you.  You’re more handsome than Kyle, if that’s what you want to hear.  Your body’s hot.  Do you like hearing that?”

Hudson stared at Dana.  “Maybe,” he said.  Then he hesitantly asked, “Who’s bigger?  Me or Kyle?”

“You want the truth?  Kyle is.  But new is hot.  Young is hot.  And you’re new and young.  So ....”

When Hudson didn’t respond, Dana laughed.  She said, “You’re one of those guys who like to fuck other men’s wives. Right?”

Hudson laughed at the irony.  Greg was cucking him with Zoey.  Yet, Dana thought he was a bull. 

“I fuck you better than Kyle?” Hudson asked.

“I told you.  Yes.”

“Even though my dick is smaller?”

Dana frowned at Hudson.  “Are you hung up on that?”

Hudson frowned too.  Yes, he was hung up on that.  After watching the video.  After watching Zoey with Greg.  Yeah, he was hung up on that.

Before he could say anything, Dana asked, “How do I compare to Zoey?”

“You’re got bigger tits,” Hudson answered. “You give better head.”

Dana gave Hudson a tight smile.  He didn’t answer her question – not really.  But she didn’t answer his question either.

Dana smiled and said, “Well, maybe I can give you more of that.” 

Dana took Hudson’s cock into her mouth.  And then they fucked again.
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CHAPTER 3

Zoey called Sidney the next morning.

“Zoey!” Sidney yelled into the phone.  They hadn’t spoken in months.  “Oh my god, I thought you were dead!”

Zoey grinned into the phone.  Sidney would always be Sidney.

First, they caught up.  Sidney yelled at Zoey for having to find out about her engagement on Facebook.  “I’m the maid of honor, right?” she said.  Back in college, when they were best friends, they promised each other they’d be the maid of honor in each other’s wedding. 

Zoey wasn’t as close to Sidney now, but she didn’t really have anyone else, and Sidney as the maid of honor would make it a fun wedding.  That was for sure.  So, she said, “Of course you are.”

Sidney grinned and her pussy began to tingle.  She liked Zoey a lot.  In college they had been BFFs, and while they had drifted apart, she still felt close to her, almost like a sister.  That made fucking Zoey’s boyfriend – now her fiancée! – behind her back even more wicked and exciting!  And now she was going to be Zoey’s maid of honor!  Sidney decided at that moment she was going to fuck Hudson the night before their wedding.  It was deliciously evil, and Sidney knew she was going to do it!

After a few more minutes of catching up, Zoey hesitantly said, “There’s something I need to talk to you about.”

“What?” Sidney asked, her curiosity piqued.

“Well, it’s about this guy—,” Zoey began.

Sidney instantly connected the dots.  “Zoey are you having an affair?” she excitedly asked.  “What’s his name?”

“It’s Greg ... and it’s not exactly an affair,” Zoey said.

“But it’s something!  You’re cheating on Hudson!  Tell me everything!” Sidney said with lecherous glee.

Zoey told Sidney the story.  When she was done, Sidney was speechless.

Sweet, innocent Zoey was having an affair with a loser geek, Greg.  And she – for the first time in her life – was having vaginal orgasms with that geek.  But it wasn’t really an affair because Hudson knew about it.  In fact, he’s the one who started it.  And he was encouraging Zoey to be with Greg more.

“Holy shit!” Sidney thought to herself.  “And I thought my life was crazy!”

Finally, Sidney asked, “So, you’re fucking Greg, but you agreed to marry Hudson anyway?”  There was skepticism in her voice.

“I told you, Hudson is part of this,” Zoey said.  “It’s not so much I’m having sex with Greg.  It’s more like, Hudson and I are having threesomes with him.”

“It doesn’t sound like threesomes to me.  And I should know.  I’ve had my share of threesomes,” Sidney deadpanned.  Zoey laughed but was pretty certain her friend wasn’t joking.  Sidney was a wild girl.  In college, her nickname was “Sin Sidney.”

“But put that aside for a minute,” Sidney said.  “Why are you marrying Hudson if Greg is the one giving you the fucks of your life?”

“Because I love Hudson,” Zoey said.  “Sidney, look ... this isn’t what I want to talk about.  I know you don’t like Hudson, but I’m marrying him, so stop talking about that.”

Sidney could help grinning.  Zoey thought she and Hudson hated each other, and at first, she didn’t like him.  He was too arrogant, good looking and smart alecky for his own good.  Even now – even though they were secret lovers – she wouldn’t call him a friend.  They were fuck buddies, nothing more.  It didn’t surprise Sidney that Zoey thought she and Hudson didn’t like each other, because they didn’t like each other.  They just liked to fuck.

“Okay, whatever, but people who say sex isn’t a big part of a relationship are crazy,” Sidney said.

“Hudson and I have great sex,” Zoey insisted.

“But it’s better with Greg,” Sidney said.  “Don’t lie and say it isn’t.  Hudson has never made you cum.”

“Yes, he has.  All the time,” Zoey said.  “Just not through intercourse.  I haven’t cum that way with any man.  Until Greg.”

“So, what is it about Greg?” Sidney asked.  “Is he a sex god or something?”

“He’s actually really shy.  Like, scared of his own shadow.  But, well, you know ... remember that time we argued about whether size matters?”

“Oh my god, I get it now!” Sidney said, laughing delightedly.  “Greg is hung!  That explains it all!  I told you Zoey, bigger is better!”

“Sidney ...,” Zoey said grinning.  She lowered her voice and said conspiratorially, “He’s freaking huge.  And oh my god, the sex.  It hurt at first, but now ... god ... I freaking almost pass out.”

“From the orgasms?”

“Yeah.”

“I told you!” Sidney said gleefully.  “Big dicks are completely different than small dicks!  Don’t you love how it stretches you?”

“Oh. My. God. YES!” Zoey said with as much glee.  “That stretching, it feels so freaking good!  And his cock touches me everywhere!  Like, my g-spot!  He’s the first man to ever touch me there!”

“So how big is Hudson, that he can’t hit your G?” Sidney asked with an evil grin.  She knew the answer of course.  She’d been intimate with Hudson many times.  She had firsthand knowledge of Zoey’s new fiancée.

While Sidney did like bigger over smaller, she never had any problem cumming on Hudson’s cock.  She actually didn’t understand Zoey’s issue.  With Hudson and his gorgeous face and hot bod – and the boy knew how to touch girls – how could you not cum, even with his little dick?

But it was fun pretending to be ignorant with Zoey.  So, with that evil grin on her beautiful face, Sidney said, “I mean, obviously Hudson’s not as big as Greg or we wouldn’t be talking about this.  But how big?”

“Sidney, come on, that’s private,” Zoey said.

“Oh, come on,” Sidney pressed.  “It’s like Hudson telling his buddy your bra size.  It doesn’t mean anything.  And I need this information to really understand this romantic triangle that’s going on.”

“It’s not a romantic triangle!” Zoey insisted.

“I’m kidding,” Sidney said with a laugh.  “So, tell me.  How big is Mr. Master of the Universe?”

Zoey frowned at how Sidney made fun of Hudson’s Master of the Universe thing.  After some hesitation, she said, “He’s about 5 inches long.”

“And how thick?” Sidney asked.  Forcing herself not to laugh, she asked, “Would his dick, when it’s hard, fit inside a toilet paper roll?”

“Are you serious?” Zoey said with a laugh.

“Just answer the question!” Sidney said with a laugh.

Zoey thought about it, and said “Yes, I think it would.”

“So, Hudson’s got a small dick,” Sidney said.  She was grinning ear to ear.  This was fun!

“Short and thin,” Sidney said.

Zoey objected, “It’s not small.  He’s average.”

“You can think that if you want,” Sidney said with a knowing laugh.  She knew 5 inches long and toilet paper roll thin was below average.  In fact, Hudson’s dick was probably the smallest that had ever been inside her.  She didn’t mention that to Zoey, though.

“So, how big is Greg?  Compared to Hudson?”

“He’s about twice as long,” Zoey said.  “And really thick.  I can’t get my hand around it.”

“Oh my god,” Sidney said with a laugh.  “Poor Hudson.”

“Don’t poor Hudson,” Zoey said with a glare into the phone.  “He doesn’t have anything to worry about.”

“I know, I’m just joking,” Sidney said.  “Yes, I know Hudson is gorgeous, and he’s got a hot bod.  I’d fuck him in an instant.”

Zoey was deathly silent.

“I’m just kidding Zoe!” Sidney said, laughing.  Her pussy was tingling.  “I do fuck him, bitch,” she thought to herself with that evil smile again.

“Whatever,” Zoey said irritably.

“Don’t whatever me,” Sidney said, the grin still in her voice.  “I’m just trying to make a point.  Hudson is a hottie.  Greg is hung.  So, what are you worried about?”

“I’m not worried.”

“You sound worried,” Sidney said. 

“Well, I mean ...” Zoey sputtered.  “Isn’t it weird that Hudson wants me to be with Greg?”

“No,” Sidney said with a shrug.  “Lots of guys are into that.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah.”

“You’ve been with men like that?”

“No,” Sidney admitted.  “I’ve never been with a guy long enough to get to that point.  You know me.  I hate being tied down.  But I’ve talked to girls, and their boyfriends were into that.  And it’s all over the internet.  Voyeur, wife swapping, key parties.  It’s probably more mainstream than you think, it’s just taboo so you never hear about it.” 

“So, you think it’s okay?” Zoey asked, unsure.  “You think it’s okay, what we’re doing?”

“Zoey you’re so lucky and you don’t even know it,” Sidney said with a laugh.  “You’ve got a hot boyfriend – sorry, fiancée – and you have a free pass to fuck a well-hung sex machine.  Most girls would kill for that deal.  So yes, I think it’s okay.  Just go with it.  Enjoy yourself.”

With a start, Sidney realized she meant every word she said.  Zoey was lucky!  She had the best of both worlds. 

A part of Sidney even envied Zoey.  She never wanted to get married and be saddled down with the same man for the rest of her life.  But if she could have a loving husband and a free pass to fuck any man she wanted, then ... well ....

“So, when am I going to meet Greg?” Sidney asked.

“Ha ha.  Never probably.  Or maybe at the wedding, I guess.”

“Fuck that,” Sidney said.  “I’m your maid of honor.  I’m taking you and Hudson to lunch this Saturday so I can toast you guys.  And you’re going to invite Greg so I can meet him.”

“You’re freaking crazy,” Zoey said a laugh.  “I mean, lunch sounds awesome.  But I’m not inviting Greg.”
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“YOU LOVE FUCKING GREG?!!!” Hudson hissed as he pounded his fiancée later that night in the loft apartment.

“I do!” Zoey said, her legs open and pushing her hips forward to meet his thrusts.

“You cum on his cock?!  You screamed on his cock?!”

“I did Hudson, I did!”

Hudson pounded her, punishing her pussy!  “You begged him to fuck you!  I saw it!  You fucking begged him to fuck you!”
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AFTER THEY WERE DONE, Zoey and Hudson lay side by side, on their backs, panting.  After a few moments, she rolled over to him.  She got up on an elbow to look into his face, tenderly stroking his chest.  “Are you okay about everything?” she asked.

“About the videos?” Hudson said.

“Yeah, and ... you know, everything,” she said.

“I told you I’m getting off on it.”

“Yeah, I know, but ... you know, begging for Greg’s cock, I guess I did do that, but it was just the heat of the moment.”

“I don’t remember you ever begging for my cock like that,” he said with a chuckle.  “I guess size does make a difference.”

Zoey studied her fiancée’s face, trying to read beyond his smile and the levity in his voice, to see if he was upset.  “I mean, it is different,” she admitted with a shrug.  “That doesn’t mean it’s better.  You’re the best lover I’ve ever had.  If I say things with Greg, it’s just because he’s new.”

“I get it babe,” Hudson said with an understanding smile.  “It’s NRE.”  He was referring to the infatuation of being in a new relationship.  New Relationship Energy.

“I’m not in a relationship with Greg,” Zoey said immediately.

“What do you call it?” Hudson said with a chuckle.  “You said you’re crushing on him.”

“But that’s not a relationship,” Zoey insisted.

Hudson tenderly stroked his fiancée’s cheek.  “Don’t worry about it, babe.  I know it doesn’t mean anything,” he assured her.  “We’re just messing around, having fun before the wedding.”

“Okay ...,” Zoey said, still feeling unsure.

“So, hang out with Greg when I’m traveling.  Fuck him,” Hudson said with a lecherous grin.  “Sleep over if you want and fuck him all night.  Just make me videos.  Or we’ll do it sometime when I can watch you with him.”

Zoey laughed and said, “God Hudson, you’re incorrigible.”

Hudson laughed.  He said, “You know it babe.”

“Okay, well ...,” Zoey sputtered.  She wanted to change the subject, so she said, “So, anyways, I want to tell you something.  I talked to Sidney.  She’s gonna be my maid of honor.”

“Oh,” Hudson said, surprised.  And alarmed.  Although he hid his emotions.

“Are you okay with that?” she asked. She looked worried because she knew they didn’t get along, which was true. But that wasn’t it for Hudson.  Sidney was unpredictable.  He always got cautious when they talked about her.  For reasons he couldn’t tell Zoey.  For obvious reasons.

“It’s just, she’s still my best friend,” Zoey said.

Hudson frowned.  He was in a box.  He had no choice. 

“Sure, of course.  She’s a good choice,” Hudson said with a forced smile.

Zoey looked relieved.  Then she cautiously said, “So, I sorta told her about Greg.  I’m sorry, but I needed to talk to someone about it.”

Hudson looked shocked at his fiancée.  She told Sidney?  Of all people – Sidney?

He clenched his teeth, slowly counting to 10 to cool his anger.  He didn’t want to be harsh with Zoey.  She was a gentle girl and always got upset when they argued.  But how could she tell Sidney, of all people?  She’d throw this in Hudson’s face.

Hudson wasn’t looking forward to the next time he saw Sidney – now his fiancée’s maid of honor.
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CHAPTER 4

Zoey had a restless sleep.  She was still trying to get her head around Hudson’s desires.  And her own desires.  And feelings too.

Hudson was still sleeping.  He was on his back, and during the night he’d thrown the blankets off.  Usually he slept in boxers, but they’d fallen asleep after making love a second time last night.

Zoey looked at her fiancée, and his naked body.  Even now, after years of being together, his beautiful face and body took her breath away and made her knees weak.  Hudson was gorgeous, he looked like a movie star.  He wasn’t a tall man – when she wore heels they were the same height – but his body was lean and chiseled, with well-defined pecs and abs, and sinewy legs.

Zoey looked at Hudson’s cock.  He was almost hard with morning wood.  She lightly ran her nails around his root and under his balls.  He softly moaned in his sleep, and his cock became fully hard.

Zoey studied her fiancée’s hard cock.  It was beautiful, just like the rest of him.  The skin was light colored, smooth and unblemished.  The head wasn’t any wider than the shaft.  There weren’t any veins to mar the beauty of his penis.  His hard cock looked like a perfectly formed cylinder with a tapering pointed end, like a classic missile vibrator.  Pale soft skin instead of cold stainless steel.  His balls were smallish and tightly packed in a snug sack. 

Hudson also shaved his penis and balls and used hair remover between his ass cheeks.  They joked that, while Zoey had a Brazilian, Hudson had a Man-zilian.  In fact, Zoey had more hair down there than Hudson, because she kept a short, thin landing strip.

So, there was no pubic hair to detract from the beauty of Hudson’s cock.  Just like the rest of him, his cock was gorgeous.

It wasn’t big though. It was like what Sidney said.  His hard cock would probably completely fit inside a toilet paper roll – both length-wise and girth-wise.

Then Zoey thought about Greg’s cock.  It was so different than Hudson’s.  His cock was dark and uneven colored, with thin veins running up the sides.  A thick vein ran the length of the underside.  His cock ended with a bulging, mushroom shaped head.  His balls were big (like his penis) and in a loose sack.  And Greg had lots of pubic hair.  Zoey was pretty sure he didn’t trim.

Unlike Hudson’s, Greg’s cock wasn’t beautiful.  If anything, it looked ugly.  Scary even.

And so freaking masculine!

Zoey shivered.  She realized she was getting aroused thinking about Greg.  She knew that wasn’t right.  Here she was, right next to her gorgeous fiancée and his beautiful body.  Yet she was getting aroused thinking about another man.

Zoey lowered her head and took Hudson’s cock into her mouth.  Even though she tried to focus on Hudson, she couldn’t help comparing his cock to Greg’s.  With Greg, she could barely get any of his cock into her mouth.  At most she was able to swallow the bulbous head and maybe a couple inches of his shaft, and for that she had to strain her mouth open and breath through her nose.  With Hudson, she could easily swallow all of his cock by just forming an O with her lips.  And his tip barely touched the back of her throat.

Zoey forced these thoughts of Greg from her head.  She wanted to concentrate on giving Hudson pleasure.  She sucked him and licked his shaft up and down.  He stirred.  “Baby, what are you doing?” he asked sleepily.

“Morning sleepy head,” Zoey cooed with a smile, his cock still mostly in her mouth.  Then she went back to sucking him.

Hudson quickly woke up as Zoey bobbed on his cock.  His thoughts drifted to Dana.  His cock had been in her mouth just 2 days ago.  There was no doubt that it.  Dana – with 20 plus years of more experience—was better at giving head.  It felt wonderful in Zoey’s sweet mouth.  All blowjobs felt great. But Dana had been better.

Hudson didn’t feel guilty about cheating on Zoey.  He was special.  He was entitled.  So, with his conscience free of any guilt or remorse, he was able to enjoy the sexy wicked taboo of Zoey going down on him after his cock had been in another woman’s mouth not too long ago.

Zoey got a condom from the side table and rolled it onto Hudson’s shaft.  Then she got on top of him, guiding his cock into her.  Once again, she couldn’t help comparing him to Greg.  With Hudson, there was no sensation of stretching.  Yes, there was resistance as his cock entered her.  But not that painful delightful experience that she got from Greg’s thickness.  And there wasn’t that feeling of fullness.

Again, Zoey pushed these thoughts from her head. 

As Zoey rocked back and forth on his shaft, Hudson looked at Zoey and compared her to Dana again.  Zoey was prettier by far.  There was no comparison.  Her body was younger, tighter.  He reached up and cupped her tits. Her little high school breasts barely filled his palms.  Dana’s breasts, in contrast, were more than a handful.

Dana’s pussy was tight for a 40-something woman.  Zoey’s pussy was tighter, but not as tight as she normally was.  Was that because she was still stretched from fucking Greg’s big cock a couple days ago?

Hudson knew the answer was yes.  He got hotter with the realization that Zoey’s pussy was loose from fucking Greg.  All thoughts of Dana disappeared, replaced with memories of the videos of Greg fucking his fiancée.  Stretching her pussy with his big thick cock.

“I’m not going to last long,” Hudson urgently warned.  “I want you to cum too.”

Zoey nodded.  She reached down and stroked her clit as she rode Hudson’s cock.

She closed her eyes.  She usually kept her eyes open, but this time she closed her eyes.  Hudson knew she was thinking about Greg.

He suddenly got angry.  But also so hot.  “She’s thinking about Greg,” he thought.  “She’s fucking me, but thinking about him.”  These thoughts pushed him over the edge, and he came.  As he came, Zoey was furiously rubbing her clit with her eyes clenched closed, and she came too. 

She collapsed on top of Hudson, both of them panting.  She gasped, “God that was really good.”  She leaned up on an elbow to look into his face.  He wasn’t smiling.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Yes, I’m good,” Hudson said.  He forced a smile.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, definitely,” he assured her.  He was lying.  He didn’t know how he felt.  His insides were churning.  He was only sure of one thing.  He wanted to see Zoey with Greg again.  He was like a drug addict.  He knew it wasn’t good for him, but he couldn’t resist.  He needed another hit.

“Well, we better get going,” Zoey said with a kiss on his lips.  “We have a busy day.”

Their day was packed with wedding to-dos.  They had a meeting with the minister, tours of possible reception venues, and interviews with a couple of wedding bands.  If they had time, Zoey also wanted to stop by a florist in Greenwich she had heard about. 

After, they had a late lunch with Sidney, to celebrate their engagement.  Zoey had purposefully not invited Greg.  Hudson was traveling so much.  The only time they had together was the weekends.  Zoey promised herself she wouldn’t think about Greg anymore, at least that weekend.  She wanted to think about only her fiancée.
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IT TURNED OUT THAT lunch wasn’t only with Sidney.  As the newly anointed maid of honor, she took it upon herself to make it an elaborate engagement party at the very bright and cheery Tavern On the Green restaurant in Central Park.  It seemed that Sidney had invited everyone Hudson and Zoey knew in New York City.  To fit everyone, she rented an entire wing of the iconic NYC restaurant, and the guests were greeted with effervescent flutes of Dom Perignon.

“Sidney, this is really something,” Hudson said, clearly impressed.  “If you need some help with the check—.”

“Put your wallet away Adonis,” Sidney said with a smug grin.  “I can handle it.”

Hudson frowned.  Soon after they met, Sidney had given him the “Adonis” nickname.  It wasn’t a compliment.  She always said it like a sneer, like she was saying “don’t be so full of yourself—you’re not as handsome as you think you are.”

Even worse was when she called him the Master of the Universe.  Once at a party, he talked about his favorite book, Bonfires, and mentioned how the market wizards on Wall Street – and he included himself in this group – were Masters of the Universe, just like the ones in the book.  Sidney heard him and, since then, used the label mockingly when she wanted to make fun of Hudson.

“So, you’ve done well,” Hudson said making small talk.  “I heard you got a promotion?  You’re VP of something now?”

“I’m S-VP of something,” Sidney said with a wry smile at him.

Hudson nodded.  He was impressed.  Sidney was the same age as Zoey.  To be a senior vice president at only 23 was an achievement.  And Hudson knew that “something” was a major, global marketing firm.

Details of her promotion were new to him.  He saw Sidney more than Zoey, but when they got together, it wasn’t to talk.  It was to fuck.

Hudson gave Sidney an up and down look.  Sidney was nothing short of a bombshell.  Perfect brunette hair, beautiful face, big tits, curvy body, long legs, very expensive (and sexy) dress and heels.  She looked like a glamourous movie star.  Or a very expensive hooker.  Maybe a mix of the two.

“You see something you like?” Sidney said, that smug grin still on her beautiful face.

“I never said you weren’t a looker, Sidney,” Hudson said.  “It’s just too bad you’re not as beautiful inside as outside.”

“Ha.  Always the charmer, Hudson,” Sidney said with a laugh.  Then she whispered, “If you want some of this body, all you have to do is call.  You’re more sexy now that you’re engaged to my best friend.”

Hudson couldn’t help grinning.  He whispered back, “You’re an evil bitch, Sidney.”

Sidney laughed.

Then, whispering again, Sidney said, “So, Zoey tells me you got a kinky thing going on.”

Hudson frowned and steeled himself.  He knew she was about to slam him about his fantasies of Zoey with Greg.

Sidney read his thoughts and laughed.  “Don’t worry about it, Adonis,” she said.  “I’m Sin Sidney, remember?  I never judge anyone else.”

Hudson felt relieved.  Maybe Sidney wasn’t a bitch – about everything, at least. 

Sidney looked over the crowd of guests.  She asked, “So which one is Zoey’s new favorite person?”

“Greg’s here?” Hudson asked, surprised.

“I invited him,” Sidney said.  “He RSVP’d.”

“Did Zoey know he’d be here?” he asked. His stomach began to churn.

“I told her I wanted to meet Greg,” Sidney said with a shrug. She batted her eyelids and with feigned innocent, asked, “She didn’t tell you?  Hmmm ... I wonder why not?”

Hudson frowned.  Sidney was a bitch.  A troublemaker.  She was always trying to drive a wedge between him and Zoey.

“How’d you get Greg’s number to invite him?” he asked.

Sidney laughed, saying, “It’s called a phone Hudson.  I know where you work.  They were happy to give me a list of your friends when I said I was throwing you and Zoey an engagement party.” She looked over the crowd again and asked, “So where is lover boy?”

“Could you be a little discreet?” Hudson hissed in a lowered voice.

“I AM being discreet, Hudson,” Sidney said, grinning.  She was clearly enjoying this.  “I threw this big party so I could meet Greg without him knowing I know he’s dicking your pretty fiancée.  I assume you’d rather him not know that I know.”

Hudson clenched his jaw, annoyed at Sidney.  Yet, he was hard in his pants.

“So, where is Mr. Climax?” Sidney joked with an evil grin.

Hudson glared at her.  He looked around the room.  He saw Greg and his frowned deepened.  “He’s over there,” he said.  The vise was squeezing his heart again.  “Talking to Zoe.”

Zoey was surrounded by a crowd of people, all well-wishers congratulating her on their engagement.  Greg stood next to her.  Hudson studied her.  Was she paying more attention to Greg than the others?  Was she standing closer to him than the others? Jealousy flared inside him.

Sidney studied Hudson, seeing his discomfort.  Then she looked at Greg for the first time.  She sized him up quickly.  Tall.  Slim.  Dark wavy hair. Ordinary looking.  Geeky-looking.  Nothing like Hudson, who always looked like he just stepped out of the cover of GQ. 

Sidney turned her attention to Greg’s crotch.  Again, she sized him up quickly.

“Okay, I get it,” she said to Hudson.  “Greg’s a big boy.”

“How can you tell, all the way over here?” Hudson asked.

“Zoey told me,” Sidney said.  When she saw the surprise in Hudson’s face, she said, “Girls talk about size, Adonis.  We compare men.  Your sweet fiancée told me Greg’s is bigger than yours.”  Then in a whispered voice, she added, “Not that I need her to tell me.  I’ve got firsthand experience that you’re, shall we say, size-challenged.”

Sidney laughed when Hudson glared at her.  Still whispering, she said, “Just joking, Hudson.  You know I think you’re hot.”

Sidney then looked back at Greg.  “Anyway, I can tell Greg’s big just by looking at him.  The way his pants hang on him.”  Seeing Hudson’s skeptical look, she laughed and said, “I’ve spent a lot of my life looking at men’s cocks.”

Hudson couldn’t help but chuckle and shake his head.

Sidney smiled and said, “So, you surprise me Hudson.  I’m not judging you.  I just never thought you’d let another man one up you.”

“Greg’s not one upping me,” Hudson said defensively.

Sidney leaned in and whispered, “You can’t make Zoey cum.  Greg can.  With his much bigger dick.  I’d say he’s one upping you.”  With a laugh she added, “Maybe I should give him a try.”

Hudson frowned at Sidney but didn’t reply.  Her words, though, made his cock throb in his pants.
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ZOEY WAS SURPRISED when she saw Greg at the lunch.  She hadn’t invited him on purpose.  She didn’t want to see him.  She wanted to focus her attentions on Hudson.

At the same time though, she was glad to see him.  In fact, she experienced a little heart flip when she saw him walk in the door.  Jeez.  She felt like she was back in high school, crushing on a boy.  And this, at her freaking engagement party!

She anxiously looked around for Hudson.  Despite his “I’m really into this” and “we’re just messing around” attitude, she still worried about him getting jealous, and hurting his feelings.  And she certainly didn’t want any of their friends to suspect anything.  So, she decided to be polite but aloof to Greg, and not pay too much attention to him.

But then Greg walked directly towards her.  And her heart did a little flip again.

And because she now had intimate knowledge of his equipment, she was able to see it move in his pants as he walked to her.  She thought about what his cock looked like, and all the wonderful things it did to her.  And her knees got weak.

Shit!  She was getting wet for another man, at her freaking engagement party!

A few moments later, Greg was standing next to her.  She gave him a platonic hello hug.  She kept her hips back as she hugged him, because the last thing she needed at that moment was to feel his big thing pressing against her.

Zoey chatted with Greg, along with everyone else.  She was careful not to pay him any special attention.  A few times though, she glanced at his trousers.  She couldn’t help it.  And each time, because she knew what to look for, she could see his big cock outlined in his pants.  She started thinking about it inside her.  She thought about how good it made her feel.  She thought about how hard it made her cum.

She got flushed.  This was not good.  She sputtered an excuse and hurried to the bathroom.

The Tavern had individual bathrooms.  Zoey found an empty one, went inside and locked the door.  She couldn’t believe what she was about to do.  But the urges had started during her morning sex with Hudson, and now with the object of her lust so close, she needed release if she was going to make it through lunch.

Zoey put the lid down on the toilet.  She hiked up her skirt and pushed down her panties.  She saw they were wet.  Her thighs were moist too.  That’s how hot Greg had gotten her.

Zoey sat on the edge of the seat.  She parted her legs.

She slid her hand down between her opened legs.  She couldn’t believe that shy, timid Greg had reduced her to this.  Beating off in the bathroom like it was high school, with her panties around her ankles.

Zoey closed her eyes and thought of Greg as her fingers slipped up and down her wet folds, parting flesh.  She pictured the object of her lust as she caressed back her hood and dabbed at her clitoris. Her fingers swirled, whipping pleasure through herself, as she remembered how it felt when he was inside her, stretching her so, making her feel so full, hitting all of her feminine pleasure spots.

“Oh wow, oh wow,” she panted, eyes open again, taking a moment.  Then she closed her eyes again, and her fingers danced as she remembered Greg taking her from behind, making her cum so hard.  Zoey breathed hard as her pedicured toes curled inside her Manolo Blahnik high heels, the stilettos scratching against the tile floor, her orgasm close. 

Then Zoey came, one hand fucking her pussy, the over smashed over her mouth to stifle her moans.  She clapped her thighs shut on her hand, trying to stop her own swirling finger from driving too much pleasure and making her cry out past her cupped hand.

Zoey sat for a minute on the close toilet, trying to compose herself, gasping and head swirling, waiting for her breathing to return to normal.

Then she used paper towels to dry between her legs.  She stood up and pulled up her panties and fixed her stockings.  Then she pushed her skirt down.  She washed her hands with lots of soap and hot water, and then adjusted her hair, her makeup, her blouse and skirt.  She felt shaky in her high heels, but she rushed back to find Hudson, to rejoin him at their engagement party.
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CHAPTER 5

Sidney ordered the Maine lobster eggs benedict. Hudson got the braised lamb and roasted baby vegetables.  Zoey, sitting between her fiancée and maid of honor, picked at a plate of grilled vegetables.  She wasn’t a vegetarian, but you would think that from what she ordered at restaurants. But then, as an aspiring actress, she was always watching what she ate.

Greg sat two tables over.  Hudson saw him looking at Zoey.  Constantly.  He was annoyed.  Was it that hard to be cool about it?  Then again, all the men in the room were checking out his fiancée.  She was that hot.  Although he had to admit that many were also checking out Sidney. 

There was hunger in Greg’s eyes as he undressed Zoey with his eyes.  That got Hudson hot, and he was hard in his pants.

Zoey was looking at Greg too.  Stealing glances at him.  She was more subtle about it than Greg, but Hudson noticed.  They were eye fucking each other!

“Are you okay?” Sidney whispered to Zoey on the other side of Hudson.

Zoey leaned over and whispered into Sidney’s ear, her voice low so Hudson couldn’t hear.  “I’m going freaking crazy.”  Her hand had done little to put out the fire between her legs.  If anything, her longing for something big inside her was even stronger.

“About Greg?” Sidney whispered back.  Zoey nodded.  “Hudson’s really into it.”

Zoey looked surprised.  “He told you that?”

“I can tell,” Sidney said confidently.  She suggested, “Why don’t you tell him you want to fuck Greg tonight?”

“This weekend’s supposed to be about us,” Zoey said.  “We’re freaking celebrating our engagement.”

“How better to celebrate?” Sidney said with an evil grin.

Zoey thought about it.  Sidney’s idea was crazy.  But Hudson did say he wanted to see her with Greg again.  And the fact he was traveling so much meant there were limited opportunities for him to see them together. 

Why not tonight?  That’s what Hudson wanted, right?

With those thoughts in mind, Zoey turned to Hudson.  She smiled at him and put her hand on his thigh.  He asked, “Are you and Sidney talking about what I think you’re talking about?”

Zoey nodded.  Hudson looked passed her to Sidney.  Sidney had a mischievous smile on her face.  The bitch truly was the devil.

Then Hudson looked at his fiancée.  Her cheeks were flushed, and her sexy pouty lips parted.  She was aroused.  She had a major cum face on.  “You want his cock,” Hudson whispered.  It was a statement, not a question.

Zoey still couldn’t directly say she wanted sex with another man, not to Hudson’s face.  So, she sputtered “I thought it might be fun to mess around tonight.”

Hudson was holding her hand.  The diamond of her engagement ring sparkled in the sunlight streaming through the big atrium windows.  He rubbed the diamond with his thumb.  “She wants him,” he thought to himself.  “She wants another man.”

Hudson’s heart was pounding.  Daggers of jealousy slashed through his heart.  Yet it was the most thrilling moment of his life. 

“I’m in control,” Hudson told Zoey, his voice a low raspy voice.

“You are,” she agreed, putting her hand over his.

“You’re my girl,” he said urgently.

“Of course I am,” she assured him, squeezing his hand.

Hudson’s cock was pounding in his pants.  He whispered, “Go into the bathroom with Greg.  Give him your bra and panties.  Tell him to meet us after this is over.  At Tanner’s.  And tell him to bring condoms.  His size condoms.”

Zoey stared at Hudson, a smile coming to her beautiful face.  Her fiancée was a kinky bad boy.  And she loved it. 

She texted Greg, “Meet me at the bathrooms.  But be cool about it.  Please!”

Then she leaned in and kissed Hudson.  “I love you,” she told him.

“I know,” Hudson said with a grin, stealing Han Solo’s line.  Zoey grinned back.  Then he kissed her. 
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ZOEY GAVE HUDSON A squeeze under the table, feeling his hard-on in his pants.  She gave him a sexy, mischievous grin. Then she moved towards the bathroom.

Once Zoey was gone, Sidney (having heard everything) moved into her empty seat.  “You are a very kinky boy,” she whispered into his ear, both awe and surprise in her voice. 

Hearing Sidney’s voice cleared his head.  He became his Master of the Universe self again.

“Greg’s just a dildo we’re fucking around with,” Hudson insisted.

“You can tell yourself that,” Sidney said with a laugh.  “But the real question is, why is pretty Zoey getting so wet for a dildo?”

Hudson glared at Sidney.

“Want to hear a girl secret?” Sidney said with an evil grin on her face.

Hudson looked at her with disdain but nodded.

“It’s called the toilet roll test,” she said.  “That’s how we compare guys.  Does he fit inside or not?  That’s the test.  And I’m not talking about your thumb.  You get what I’m saying, Adonis?”

“You’re truly an evil bitch, Sidney,” Hudson hissed disgustedly.

“I am,” Sidney agreed with a delighted laugh. 
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“I’M HERE,” ZOEY WHISPERED to Greg through the crack in the door.  She nervously looked back and forth.  Luckily, the hallway to the bathrooms were empty except for Greg.

Greg stepped in and Zoey quickly locked the bathroom door.  “You were staring at me all lunch,” Zoey said in a chastising tone.  “And I thought you were going to grab my hand when we were standing next to each other.  You have to be cool about this Greg.  You can’t do that.”

“I know ... I’m sorry,” Greg sputtered, looking guilty.

Zoey frowned at him.  “And I’m Hudson’s girl,” she reminded him.  “You can’t hold my hand anyways.”

“I know but, it’s just ...,” Greg sputtered again.  “I guess, I just ... I’ve been thinking about you a lot.  I know we just saw each other.  But I’ve missed you.”

Zoey’s pursed her lips.  But there was a partial smile there too.  Once again, his innocent genuineness charmed her.  She thought he was probably the most authentic person she had ever met.

“Well, we’re friends,” she said.  “And we’re intimate.  We’ve shared a lot.  So, it’s natural to feel that way.”  After a moment, she admitted, “I’ve been thinking about you too.”

“You have?” Greg said, his anxious face breaking into a big smile. 

“Yes, I have,” Zoey said with a lopsided smile at him.  She moved closer to him.  She tilted her face up to him, her lips parted.

Greg wrapped his arms around Zoey and lowered his face to kiss her.  She got up on her tip toes to meet his lips.  They hungrily kissed each other, their tongues dancing.

As they kissed, Greg got fully hard and his hard-on pressed against her stomach.  She reached down and put her palm over his erection.  The memory of squeezing Hudson’s hard-on just moments ago was still fresh in her mind, and feeling Greg was so different. Greg was so much bigger.

Zoey liked Greg’s bigger size.  She liked his tallness, how she had to get on her tip toes – even in 4-inch heels – to kiss him.

She still thought Hudson was hot.  Of course she did.  He was her fiancée.  He was the most handsome man she had ever met.  He had a hard, sexy body.  And his cock was beautiful.  Hudson was gorgeous.

But at that moment, Zoey was lusting over Greg.  It was infatuated with him.  Maybe it was the newness of it all.  It was NRE and she was crushing hard.

And she was freaking going out of her mind for his big cock to be inside her again!

As they hungrily sucked face, Greg’s hands were on her body, exploring her, fondling her breasts, moving under her skirt.  Zoey was just as passionate, thrusting her tongue into his mouth.  Feeling his hand move under her skirt, she raised her leg and wrapped it around his thigh, opening herself to him, making it easier for him to touch her.  One hand was inside his jacket, clutching his shirt, and the other was pressed against his erection, rubbing him over his pants.

Zoey knew if they continued, they were going to fuck.  This was crazy!  This was her engagement party!  She had already fingered herself over this man!  And now she was going to let him fuck her!  At her engagement party!

Suddenly there was a knock at the door.  It was Sidney.

“Zoey, are you in there?” Sidney asked urgently.  “People are leaving.  They want to say goodbye.”

Zoey pulled away from Greg.  They were looking at each other, both of them panting. 

She moved to him.  “Unzip my dress,” she told him.  “Unsnap my bra.”

Greg didn’t understand, but he did as she asked.  With her bra unsnapped, Zoey was able to pull the straps off her arms without taking her dress off.  She pushed her bra into Greg’s hand.  “Zip me back,” she said.

Once her dress was zipped back up, she reached under her dress and pulled down her panties.  She gave them to Greg.  They looked at each other as Greg stood there with her bra and panties in his hand. 

“Let me leave first,” she warned.  Greg nodded.

“Do you know Tanner Smith’s?” Zoey asked.  “It’s close to Carnegie Hall.  Meet us there.”

Greg nodded.  He had never heard of Tanner Smith, but he could Google Map it.

“Do you have a condom?” she asked.

Greg shook his head no.

Zoey looked at him incredulously.  Was Greg the only single man in the world who didn’t keep a condom in his wallet?  She knew Hudson had one.  But his would never fit Greg.

That thought sent a shiver down Zoey’s spine and made her knees weak.  Hudson’s little condom would never fit Greg’s big cock.

“Get a condom before you go to Tanner’s,” she told him.

Greg nodded.

“And Greg ...,” Zoey began.  She touched his chest.  She had a desperate look on her beautiful face as she said, “Get more than one.  Get a box.”
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SPEAKEASIES WERE POPPING up all over the place, and Tanner Smith (everyone called it Tanner’s) was one of them.  Tanner’s did a better job than most with giving it a Prohibition feel.  People came for the moody lighting, jazz music and the scratch made cocktails.

It was late afternoon, moving towards the evening, so the bar was packed with the pre-theater crowd.  Greg was already there when Hudson and Zoey arrived.  He had picked a standard 4 top table, with 2 chairs on either side.

Hudson sat across from Greg.  Zoey was about to sit next to him when he stopped her.  “Sit next to Greg,” he told her.

Zoey looked questioning at Hudson as she sat next to Greg.  Hudson looked at both of them and said, “Tonight you’re on a date.”

Zoey’s lips parted with surprise.

“It’s your second date actually,” Hudson said.  He looked at Zoey as he said, “Your first date was the other day, when you spent all day with him.”

“I lost track of time,” Zoey sputtered.

“I’m not mad,” Hudson assured her.  “It got me hot.”

Zoey and Greg stared at Hudson, not saying anything. 

“So, you’re dating,” Hudson said.  “When I’m traveling, you’re not just hooking up, you’re dating.”  He grinned at Greg and said, “I’m sure you don’t mind dating my fiancée.  Especially since you’ve given up other girls.”

Zoey frowned.  “Can I talk to you?” she said to Hudson.  Then looking at Greg, she said “Can you give us a minute?”

Greg was moving to get up when Hudson said, “Wait Greg.  You have them?”

When Greg looked like he didn’t understand, Zoey whispered “My bra.  And panties.”

Greg’s mouth opened as he remembered.  He nodded to Hudson.

“Give them to me,” Hudson ordered.  Greg reached into his pocket and gave Zoey’s black lacy bra and panties to him.  The delicate materials fit into the palm of his hand.  “We’ll see you in a minute,” he said, dismissing Greg.

“Hudson this is crazy,” Zoey said once Greg was gone.  “It’s going too far.”

“You’re crushing on him.  You admitted it.  And the whole time at lunch, you were eye fucking him,” Hudson said.

“And now you’re using that against me?” Zoey stammered.  “You said it was okay.”

“It is okay,” Hudson assured her.  “I’m not mad Zoey.  I just told you, it gets me hot.”

“But, you want us to date?  Really date?” Zoey asked incredulously.  “That’s crazy.  Aren’t you jealous?”

“Yes I’m jealous!” Hudson hissed.  “I can’t think straight, I’m so jealous!  But also this is fucking exciting.  I wanna play around with this.  And clearly you’re loving riding Greg’s big dick.  So that’s what we’re doing.  Messing around before the wedding.  Getting it out of our system.” 

He grinned at her and joked, “Don’t you want one more fling before you’re stuck with me for the rest of your life?”

“I don’t think of it as being stuck with you,” Zoey said sourly with a frown.  “I want to be with you.  I don’t want another fling.”

“But you wanna fuck Greg, right?” Hudson said with a knowing smile at her.  “If we dump Greg right now, and you didn’t get any of his cock tonight, you’ll be disappointed, right?”

Zoey didn’t deny it.  “It’s just, he’s new,” she said cautiously.

“That’s what I’m saying,” Hudson said.  “We’re just messing around.  Having fun.  By the wedding, Greg won’t be new anyone.  It’ll be out of our system.”

“What if I want to stop before then?” Zoey asked.

“Then we’ll stop,” Hudson said with a reassuring grin.  “Like I said before, it’s your body.  It’s up to you.”

Zoey looked down at her feet, processing all this.  Maybe she WAS lucky, like Sidney said.  She had Hudson, and now he was offering her Greg too.  There was no denying she was having fun.  It was the sex –awesome sex – and also the thrill of a new relationship.  Maybe Hudson was right.  It would be fun to have one more fling before getting married.

Hudson leaned closer and said, “So when we’re together, like now, you’re with Greg.  Not me.  You’re dating him.  I’m the friend hanging with you two.”

He grinned and joked, “You still remember how to date, right?”

“I’m not sure,” Zoey said with a helpless laugh.  She was being honest.  She and Hudson had been together so long—been together in a serious committed relationship—she wasn’t sure she knew how to date anymore.

“Suppose we do this, I date Greg, like you want,” Zoey said.  “I don’t want to lead him on.”

“He’s an adult, babe, he knows we’re just fucking around,” Hudson said sagely.  With a grin, he said, “Zoe baby, you’re his wet dream.  He’ll take any of you he can get, for as long as he can get.”

Hudson was holding her lingerie in his hands.  He thumbed the panties.  They were wet.  “Your panties are soaking.  Did Greg get you this way?” he asked.

“We kissed in the bathroom,” Zoey admitted.

“He fuck you there?”

“No.”

“You want him to fuck you?”

Zoey hesitated, then admitted “Yes.”

Hudson’s breath caught, like a gasp.  “That’s good babe,” he moaned.  “That’s so good.”

“You like that?”

“Yeah.  I like that.”

“Are you hard?”

“You know I am.”

“I still can’t believe it,” Zoey said incredulously.  “We want me to have sex with another man.  And now you want me to date him too.”

“Yeah baby, that’s what I want,” Hudson moaned.  “God I’m so hot right now I might fucking cum in my pants.  That hasn’t happened since high school.”

Zoey giggled.  His words actually made her feel better about everything.

“So, this is really hot for both of us,” Zoey said, part statement, part question.

“That’s what I’m saying,” Hudson said.  “Now, don’t you think you should go back to your date?”

Zoey found Greg at the bar.  “Hi,” she said as she ponied up next to him.  With a grin she said, “So I guess we’re dating now.”

“That’s good with me,” Greg said with a grin.  He said it so enthusiastically, it made Zoey laugh.

“Kinda weird though,” he said.

“Just kinda?” she said with a laugh.

Then she got serious.  “You know we’re just messing around, right?” she said.  “I mean, I don’t want you to get attached.”

A melancholy smile came to Greg’s face.  “Is it okay if I get a little attached?” he asked.

Zoey looked down, blushing.  Blushing for shy, timid Greg!  Yet he was constantly charming her.

“Greg, you know ...,” she said, smiling into his eyes.  “You have to stop being so sweet.”

For a moment they didn’t say anything.  They just smiled at each other. 

“Anyways, you just have a little baby crush on me,” Zoey said.  “You know, you should ask your friend Kimmy out again.  She’s pretty.  And she’s clearly into you.”

“I promised not to see other girls,” Greg said.

“I think that meant sex,” Zoey said.  “You promised not to have sex with other girls.  But Kimmy wants to stay a virgin, so she’s perfect.”  With a grin she joked, “Don’t worry, I won’t think you’re cheating on me if you go out with her.  Don’t you like her?”

“We’re just friends,” Greg said.

“Really?  Why?  She’s pretty, and sweet.  I mean, wanting to stay a virgin until she gets married ... you don’t find many girls like that anymore.  Being her first one – her only one – that’s kinda something, right?”

“Yeah, maybe,” Greg said with a shrug.  “I do like her.  I guess we might eventually get together.”  He put his hand on Zoey’s back, right above her ass, and said, “Right now I’d rather spend time with you.  So, if we’re dating, how does that work?  I call you up and ask you out?”

“I guess that’s still how it works,” Zoey said with a helpless laugh.  “I haven’t dated in a long time.”

There was a small dance floor off to the right.  It was crowded with couples slow dancing to the mellow jazz tunes.  “You wanna dance?” Greg asked with a grin, offering his hand.  Zoey smiled back.  She put her hand in his and they moved to the dance floor.
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HUDSON CLUTCHED THE etched crystal tumbler of Highland Park scotch with both hands.  His hands were fists, gripping the tumbler so tight you could see the whites of his knuckles. 

His insides were churning as he watched Zoey with Greg at the bar.  This wasn’t a friendly, platonic conversation.  Greg stood close to her, inside her personal space.  And he had his hand on her back.  It was practically on her ass.

Hudson grimaced; his jaw clenched tightly closed.  He was furious with jealousy.  But it was so delicious!  He felt weak inside, his head spun, his cock was ready to explode.  He hated watching them together, but he couldn’t take his eyes off them.  It was so fucking thrilling!

His heart was in his throat as he watched them move to the door floor.  They were holding hands!  Seeing them holding hands was like a dagger to his heart, but god it was so good too!

Then at the dance floor, they turned to each other.  Greg wrapped his arms around her waist, and she stepped into his space.  Hudson watched as they began swaying to the music. 

Zoey’s hands were inside his jacket, holding him as they danced.  Her cheek was on his chest. 

“Oh god,” Hudson softly groaned as he watched their intimacy.  He hadn’t exaggerated before, he was seriously at risk of cumming in his pants. 

The waitress approached.  “Another one?” she asked Hudson.

Hudson realized his glass was empty.  “Yeah, thanks,” he said.

“Another round for your friends too?” the waitress asked.

“Yeah, sure,” Hudson said distractedly.  His eyes were still glued to Zoey and Greg dancing.

The waitress followed Hudson’s eyes.  “You know, I saw you walk in with her,” she said.  “I thought you were together.  But I guess she’s with him.”

Hudson’s insides seized up at the waitress’s words.  Then he found himself saying, “Yeah, they’re together.  She’s his girlfriend.”

As he said “his girlfriend,” his head was spinning so hard he felt close to passing out.

“Are you okay?” the waitress asked.  “Can I ask you something?  I hope you don’t mind.  Are you a model?  You look like a model.”

Hudson looked at the waitress, seeing her for the first time.  She was late 20s or early 30s.  Curly long red hair.  Pretty.  Her starched white blouse strained to hold in her big breasts.  Her legs looked nice in the black mini-skirt and nude hose.  She wore shiny black Mary Janes on her feet.

“What’s your name?” Hudson asked.

“Teri.”

“I’m Hudson,” Hudson said.  “I’m not a model.  I work on Wall Street.  You look like a model though.  You’re beautiful.”

“Oh, god, thanks,” Teri said.  She was blushing now.  “Actually, I am a model.  I waitress between gigs.”

“I get that,” Hudson said.  “It’s like that movie, La La Land, right?”

“Exactly!” Teri said excitedly.  “Oh god I love that movie!”

“What do you model?” Hudson asked.

“You know those color ads in the newspaper?  The annoying ones that always fall out?” Teri said with a laugh.  “I’m in some of those.  Until I get my big break.”

“Hey, I get that,” Hudson said.  With a grin he teased, “I bet you’re a lingerie model.”

Teri blushed again.  She said, “I’ve done some of those.”

“So Teri, do you get a break?” Hudson asked.  “Want to get a cigarette?”

“Well, I mean, I kinda have a boyfriend,” Teri stammered.

“You kinda?” Hudson asked with a grin.

Teri laughed nervously.  “I don’t know why I said it that way,” she said.  Then she said more definitively, “I have a boyfriend.”

“What’s his name?” Hudson asked.  He asked without thinking.  For some reason he wanted to know her boyfriend’s name.

“Ah, Tony,” Teri answered awkwardly, clearly surprised to be asked her boyfriend’s name.

Hudson slowly nodded.  Tony and Teri.  A cute name for a cute couple.  He wondered if they were serious.  Teri wasn’t wearing a ring, but that didn’t mean anything.  Teri was a very pretty girl.  Probably Tony worshipped her.  He probably loved her more than anything. She probably was his life.

Hudson grinned and said in a friendly voice, “I just wanna see if you want a cigarette.”

Teri hesitated, then said “I get a break in 15 minutes.”
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GREG AND ZOEY WALKED back to the table.  His arm was around her.

“Fucking Greg’s getting more ballsy,” Hudson thought to himself.  “Putting his arm around Zoey, right in front of me.”

Zoey looked questioning at Hudson, like she was silently asking “Is this what you want?”

“We’re thinking about going to my apartment,” Greg announced.

Hudson looked sharply at Greg, then at Zoey.  He asked her, “You talked about this?”

Zoey nodded.  Hudson understood.  They were on a date.  They couldn’t exactly go to his loft apartment to fuck.  They had to go to Greg’s place.

“So baby, what do you want?” Zoey asked.  “Do you want to come with us and watch?  Or wait at the loft apartment?”

Hudson gripped the tumbler of Highland Park hard, his head spinning as she said “come with us.”  US!  They were the couple now.  And he was the tag-along, the third wheel.

The jealousy inside him spiked, like sharp daggers to his heart.  Yet, his cock was so hard he felt like he was going to burst.

“You go.  I’ll meet you there,” Hudson managed to say.  His throat was so dry from excitement his words came out like a croak.

Zoey nodded.  Greg, looking excited, tightened his grip around her waist, and led her out of the bar.

“What the fuck am I doing?” Hudson thought to himself as he watched his fiancée walk out of the bar with another man.  Yes, the other man was Greg, a loser.  But he wasn’t a loser when it came to the size of his dick.  And Zoey – his girl! – she had a fucking crush on him!

Hudson sensed someone approach him.  It was the waitress, Teri. 

“So, are you ready?” Teri asked.  She held a pack of cigarettes in her hand.

Hudson looked at her for a long moment.  Then he nodded.
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HUDSON HAD TERI UP against the brick wall in the alley behind the bar.  Her blouse and bra were open, and he was fondling her naked, big breasts as they made out.

Hudson was going to give Teri the fucking of her life!  He was going to make her cum on his cock!  He was gonna cuckold Tony just like Greg was cuckolding him!

Hudson smashed his lips against Teri’s, thrusting his tongue down her throat.  His hands were on her big tits.  He took sadistic pleasure thinking about how Zoey’s were so much smaller. 

Hudson’s thoughts darted between Teri who he was kissing and groping, and Zoey in Greg’s apartment.  Were they already fucking?  Was she screaming out his name as she came on his big cock?

Hudson focused his thoughts on Teri as he reached down and jerked up her tight black mini-skirt.  It had been so easy to get her here.  Surely this wasn’t the first time she cheated on Tony. 

And Dana, the cougar he fucked twice in Chicago.  She cheated on her husband Kyle.  It made Hudson wonder how many wives/girlfriends cheated on their husbands/boyfriends.

And then there was Zoey.  It hadn’t taken much effort to convince her to fuck Greg.  And now it was pretty clear she lusted after him.  She had a fucking crush on him.

It made Hudson wonder if all girls were cheating sluts.

Hudson pulled down Teri’s nude pantyhose and lacy black thong panties until they were around her knees.  She had her hand on his crotch, rubbing his hard-on. She moaned as Hudson moved his hand down and fingered her clit. 

Teri urgently worked on Hudson’s belt and zipper.  He helped her, pulling down his pants and boxers.  For the first time, she put her hand on his bare cock.  On his thin, 5 inches.

Hudson sensed something as she touched him.  Was it surprise?  Disappointment?  Or was it his imagination?

Abruptly, he asked, “Is Tony’s cock bigger?”  He didn’t know why he asked.  But for some reason, he needed to know.

“What?” Teri asked, surprised by his question.

Hudson couldn’t bring himself to ask again.  Then something devastating happened!  His cock got soft!

Teri tried to stroke him back to hardness, tugging on his limp dick.  But he wouldn’t get hard!  This had never happened to him!  Hudson had never been so embarrassed!

After a few minutes, Teri pulled away.  “I’m sorry but I’ve got to get back to work,” she said as she snapped her bra, buttoned her blouse and pulled down her skirt. 

Hudson nodded curtly.  He was too humiliated to say anything.  He pushed his limp dick back into his pants.  They parted without another word.
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HUDSON UBERED TO THE address Greg had given him. 

There was a bookstore and coffee café on the first floor.  He decided to go inside, to collect his thoughts before joining Zoey and Greg.

Hudson ordered a double expresso in the small coffee bar at the back of the bookstore.  He was served by a young, very pretty Chinese girl.  Her name tag said her name was Kimmy.

Normally he would flirt with a girl as pretty as Kimmy, but Hudson didn’t have the heart for it after his humiliation with Teri.  He thought, “That never happened before. What’s wrong with me?”

As Kimmy served the expresso to Hudson, there were sounds coming from the apartment upstairs.  Sounds of sex.  Sounds of Greg fucking Zoey.

It was clear Kimmy heard the sounds too.  It was impossible not to hear.  She had a sad look on her pretty Chinese face. 

Hudson didn’t notice Kimmy’s expression, because he was focused on the sex sounds coming from above.  His cock got hard.  He glared at his erection, as if saying to his cock, “NOW you get hard?  Where were you before when I needed you?”

Hudson couldn’t resist anymore.  He gave Kimmy his credit card for the bill.

Kimmy looked at the name on the credit card.  Normally she didn’t.  Names of customers didn’t matter to her.  But this man was so handsome.  Probably the most handsome man she had ever seen in her life.

The credit card said his name was Hudson.

Then moments later, she noticed through the bookstore’s glass door that Hudson walked up the steps to Greg’s apartment.  She knew Greg was with Zoey again.  And she knew the sounds coming from above were from Greg and Zoey making love.

And Hudson’s going up there?  What’s going on?
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AFTER PAYING HIS CHECK, Hudson walked the one flight up to Greg’s apartment. 

They had left the door unlocked. 

He found them in Greg’s bedroom.  Zoey was on her back, naked except for stockings and high heels.  Greg was pounding her pussy. 

Hudson watched them fuck for an hour.  The entire time, Greg stayed hard.  They fucked missionary, doggy, and with Zoey on top.  She came multiple times, each time screaming and clawing at the sheets.  Greg lasted, only cumming at the end, with Zoey on her back. She was kissing him and running her fingers through his hair as he finally came with his cock deep inside her. 

Only when Greg pulled out – he was wearing a condom – and collapsed onto his back did Zoey notice him. 

“Oh Hudson, you’re here,” she said looking guilty.  She felt guilty, because for the last hour of Greg fucking her, she hadn’t thought about Hudson at all. 

“That was the plan, right?” Hudson snapped, feeling jealous and angry and hurt.

Zoey got off the bed and moved to him.  She sat in his lap, straddling his thighs.  She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him.  “Let’s go home,” she whispered into his ear.

“You don’t want to stay and fuck Greg more?” Hudson said bitterly.

“No, I don’t,” Zoey said, kissing him again.  “I want to go home.  With you.”

A few minutes later, Kimmy saw Hudson and Zoey walking down the stairs through the glass door.  Zoey was clutching Hudson’s arm.  Kimmy frowned her pretty face, not understanding what was going on.
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CHAPTER 6

The next Monday, Hudson was sipping a Highland Park with one large square ice cube as he looked thoughtfully over the palm trees.  He was in Vegas, the pool at the Mirage.  Camilla was off somewhere, probably fucking one of her boy toys.

Hudson wondered if Maynard, Camilla’s husband, knew about her infidelity.  Maybe he got off on his wife with other men, like he did with Zoey.  Or maybe Camilla was just a cheat.  Like he was.  Like the married girls he cheated with.

Hudson didn’t judge Camilla either way.  He was curious though.  He wondered if he would ever find out.

This week was Vegas, and today’s meetings with Camilla had gone well.  They closed 2 big deals.  The deals were worth millions.  Hudson wasn’t sure what he contributed to make the deals happen, if anything.  He didn’t say much during the meetings.  Camilla made it clear she was the lead negotiator and he should speak only when she directed a question at him.

Camilla had been so pumped about the deals – she was already counting her bonus checks – she’d offered to go down on Hudson.  She was joking of course, but he suspected she would’ve done it if he wanted. 

In the past, he may have gone for it.  Camilla was a very sexy MILF, hotter even than the last older woman he’d been with, the cougar Dana in Chicago.

But after the disaster on Saturday with the waitress – he couldn’t even remember the bitch’s name – he was gun shy about doing anything with his boss.  If he throat-fucked the Dragon Lady, he’d have a conquest no one else at their company would ever be able to match.  On the other hand, the possibility of going limp in her mouth was too humiliating to even consider.

What the fuck was wrong with him?  Why wasn’t he able to close the deal with that cheating slut waitress?

Yes, he had recovered, he gave Zoey a hard pounding when they got home on Saturday after her hookup with Greg, and then again yesterday.  He had reclaimed her. 

But he couldn’t deny it.  He’d seen her a few times with Greg now, both in person and in the videos.  And she didn’t make the same sounds with him.  Her body didn’t writhe uncontrollably like that with him.  She didn’t cum like that with him.  And he still hadn’t been able to make her orgasm on his cock.

All of this was fucking up his head.  It was hurting his confidence.  That’s what happened the other day with Teri.  Yeah, that was her name. Teri. 

The bitch had taken out his cock, and she’d been disappointed with his size.  She didn’t say it, but he saw it in her face.  Probably his dick was smaller than her boyfriend’s.  That was why his dick had wilted and gone limp.

Hudson looked over the Mirage pool.  It looked like a fucking tropical island.  But the tall, lush palm trees pissed him off as they reminded him of Greg’s big dick. 

“Funny seeing you here,” a voice said to the side.  Hudson looked over.  It was Sidney!

“Sidney!  What the fuck are you doing here?!”

Sidney grinned and said, “Well, Adonis, to be honest, I was having so much fun talking to you Saturday, I thought I’d join you here in Vegas.  Zoey mentioned you were here this week.”

“What, you can just take off work like that?” Hudson asked skeptically.

“I am working Hudson,” Sidney said with a laugh.  “I’m a S-VP, remember?  I make my own schedule.  I’ve got clients in Vegas.”  She motioned to the chaise lounge next to him.  “So, can I sit down?”

Hudson gave her a whatever wave of his hand.  Sidney laughed again and sat down. 

“So, did Greg rock Zoey’s world Saturday night?” Sidney asked with a grin.  “Actually, I already know.  She called me last night.”

“She called you?  What’d she say?”

“She said, now she knows what a toe-curling orgasm is,” Sidney said, an evil mischievous grin on her face.  “And sorry Adonis, she wasn’t talking about you.”

Hudson glared at Sidney.  Then he thought about the timing.  Zoey called her last night.  This was after they had sex after getting home from Greg’s on Saturday night.  And after their sex on Sunday, in the morning and the afternoon.  So, he had fucked his fiancée three times before she called Sidney.  But on the phone with Sidney, Zoey talked about Greg, not him. 

Had Zoey been thinking about Greg all 3 times they fucked? 

Sidney saw the distress on Hudson’s face and softened.  She realized she may have taken the teasing too far.  “Look Hudson,” she began.  “I’m sure Greg’s just a new toy she’s playing with.  Like you said.  A dildo.”

Hudson glared at Sidney again.  He said, “Don’t pity me, Sidney.  I don’t want your fucking pity.”

Sidney gave him a whatever shrug.  She glanced at his crotch.  His cock was pitching a tent in his bathing suit.

She grinned and said sarcastically, “Oh, sorry Hudson, I forgot.  You like hearing about Zoey getting fucked by a big cock.”

Hudson saw she was looking at his crotch.  He looked down and realized he was hard.  His cheeks flushed red.  He was embarrassed, but he couldn’t deny what she said.  Talking about Zoey with another man – with Greg – got him hot.

“So, do you know where your pretty fiancée is?” Sidney asked with a smug grin.  “Like, right now?”

“What are you talking about?” Hudson said with a sneer back at her.

“Last night, she told me she was going to hook up with Greg today,” Sidney told him.

Hudson stared at Sidney.  Zoey hadn’t mentioned that to him.  He immediately got jealous, and angry.  He got on a plane for work, to make money for their future, to provide for her, and yet she goes off to fuck her lover behind his back as soon as he’s gone?

But Hudson knew that was unfair.  Greg was more than her lover.  He was her boyfriend when he was away on business.  It was his idea.  She had every right to see him.

Still though, the jealousy burned through him.  The thought of them together – the angst – it made him feel weak.

“Why don’t you check?” Sidney said.  “Use your phone to see where she is.”

Hudson stared at Sidney again.  Then he went to “Find My iPhone.”  His heart sank when he saw Zoey was at Greg’s.  He softly moaned.

“What’d you say?” Sidney asked.

Hudson shook his head.  He didn’t want to talk to the bitch anymore.

“Why don’t you call her?” Sidney suggested.  “See what she’s doing.”

Hudson’s insides fluttered at the thought.  All of a sudden, he had an intense desire to talk to Zoey. 

He abruptly stood up.

“Where are you going?” Sidney asked.

“I can’t exactly call her here!” Hudson angrily hissed.  Then he turned and rapidly walked to his hotel room.  He didn’t notice Sidney following him.  Inside his room, he was surprised to see her there.

“Get out!” he demanded.

“Come on Hudson,” Sidney said as she closed the door to his room.  “It was my idea.”

Hudson glared at her.  But he let her stay.  He pressed Zoey’s number on his contacts list.

As the phone rang, Sidney reached over and pressed the speaker button.  “I wanna hear,” she said.

Before Hudson could object, Zoey answered.

“Baby?” Zoey asked.  She was short of breath, panting.  She was fucking Greg at that very moment!

Hudson felt weak inside.  “You’re with Greg?” he asked.

“Um, yeah ... is that okay?” Zoey asked.  She was panting, struggling to speak.

“Yeah, it’s okay,” Hudson said.  His insides were churning, and his head felt like it was about to explode.  He managed to joke, “He’s your boyfriend right?”

“Yeah,” Zoey said, managing a half laugh.  Their heavy moans were clear over the open line.  “Hudson baby ...,” she said between pants.  “Can I call you back?”

Zoey didn’t wait to hear his answer.  She hung up.

For long moments, Hudson was silent.  He felt numb, jealous, heartsick, angst.  His knees were weak, and he staggered to sit on the bed. 

Hudson was aroused too.  So aroused, his hands were shaking.  His body was shaking.

“I think she came,” a voice said.

Hudson looked in the direction of the voice.  It was Sidney.  He had forgotten she was there.

“What?” Hudson asked.  His head was spinning so hard, he didn’t understand what she said.

“On the phone,” Sidney said with a delighted grin.  “I think I heard your sweet Zoey cum on Greg’s cock.”

Hudson stared at her.  It was like he was seeing her for the first time today.

Sidney was a smokehouse.  Lush wavy brunette hair that went past her shoulders.  A beautiful face.  Big breasts.  A tiny waist.  Curvy hips and a tight ass.  Long shapely legs that went on forever.

Sidney was wearing a black bikini that was mostly made out of thin strings.  The small triangles of the top barely contained her big tits. 

She wore corked, ankle strap high heel sandals that made her long legs even longer and shapelier.  She was smiling at him. 

Sidney stood up.  She untied the strings at her neck, back, and hips.  In moments the black bikini was on the floor, leaving her in just the corked sandals.

She arched her back, posing for him.  Still smiling, she said, “You want some of this body?  Come on Hudson.  Don’t let Zoey and Greg have all the fun.”

Hudson took off his shirt and bathing suit. He stood completely naked in front of Sidney.

Sidney smiled as she looked over his naked body.  Hudson was a very handsome man.  Very handsome.  And he had a killer body.  She liked looking at him as much as he liked looking at her.

Hudson moved close to Sidney.  He pulled her to him and kissed her.

Hudson knew how to pleasure a woman.  He knew where to touch a girl, and how to touch her. 

The other day, Sidney joked about having a go with Greg.  Hudson wanted to prove to her – and to himself – that he was a better lover than Greg.

Hudson caressed, licked and sucked Sidney’s breasts and nipples until she was panting and writhing under his lips and tongue. 

Then he ate her pussy.  Hudson was especially good at eating pussy.  He edged her along, bringing her to the brink many times, but never letting her cum.  Sidney was writhing, clawing at the sheets, begging him to let her cum.

“Please make me cum!” she begged after Hudson had been working on her body for over 30 minutes.

“Beg me,” Hudson ordered.  He was in complete control.

“I am begging you, asshole!” Sidney whined.  “Make me cum!  Please!”

But Hudson ignored her pleas.  He pulled her into his arms and kissed her.  He caressed her tongue with his and roamed her lush body with his hands.  Again, he fondled her breasts, rubbed her clit, fingered her pussy.  Then he moved a hand behind her and gently fingered her little puckered rosebud.  But still he wouldn’t let her cum. 

“Hudson, god, please!” Sidney begged with frustration.  She reached between their bodies and grabbed his cock.  “Fuck me!  Please!  Please fuck me!”

Hudson finally gave in.  He pushed his cock into her pussy.  She was soaking, and that made him feel good, as he knew he got her that way. 

Sidney’s pussy wasn’t as tight as Zoey’s.  It still felt good though.  It felt really good.

Hudson began fucking Sidney, moving in and out, rolling his hips, adjusting his angle.  He might have a small dick, but he knew how to fuck. 

Sidney was already so turned on, it didn’t take long.  Within just a few moments, she arched her back and moaned as she came. 

Hudson was close too.  Within moments, he was cumming.  At the last moment, he pulled out.  Sidney took his cock in her hand, stroking him fast to make sure he had a good orgasm.  She pointed his dick to the side so his cum hit the bed instead of her body.

For a few moments, they lay next to each other, panting.  Then Sidney moved to get up.  “I’ve got to go,” she said.  “I’ve got dinner with a client.”

Hudson didn’t care.  He watched Sidney wiggle her perfect body back into the black bikini.  His cock began to stir but he didn’t try to talk her into staying.  They didn’t have claim to each other.  They were barely friends.  They just liked to fuck each other.

“You came on my cock,” Hudson said as Sidney was about to go.

Sidney shrugged.  She said, “I don’t have Zoey’s issues.  And you know I think you’re hot.”

“Why can’t I get Zoe to cum on my cock?” Hudson asked. 

Sidney shrugged again and said, “I don’t know.”

“Do you think Greg’s hot?”

“No,” Sidney said.

“I’m hot.  He’s not,” Hudson said.  “Why can he make her cum, but I can’t?  It can’t be all about size.  I make you cum.”

Sidney shook her head.  “I told you, Hudson.  I don’t know.”

With a last look at Hudson, Sidney turned and left.  After she was gone, Hudson stared at the ceiling for a long time.
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CHAPTER 7
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MONDAY—ZOEY’S POINT Of View
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A COUPLE HOURS AFTER Hudson left for the airport to fly to Vegas with Camilla, Greg called Zoey.  “Are you busy today?” he asked.  “You wanna hang out?”

“Hudson just left for Las Vegas,” Zoey said.

“So does that mean you’re not busy?” Greg pressed.  “Let’s hang out then.”

Zoey hesitated.  It didn’t seem right to rush off to see Greg so soon after Hudson left on his business trip.

“Are you hungry?” Greg continued.  “I’ll buy you lunch at Java, and we can read books.”

Zoey couldn’t help smiling.  Greg and Hudson were so different.  Greg’s idea of a good time was hanging out in a used bookstore.  Hudson was all about the bright lights of New York City, fancy restaurants, and Broadway.  Zoey loved Hudson’s lavish lifestyle – it was exciting.  But she had to admit that Greg’s more simple, down-to-earth way of life had its own charms.  It was homey, relaxed, comforting. 

And of course there was the sex.  Their sex on Saturday had been awesome.  And now, speaking with Greg, she wanted to do it again.

She inwardly giggled.  She was becoming a freaking nympho.  Since getting home from Greg’s on Saturday, she and Hudson had done it 3 times.  And sex with Hudson had been good.  Their sex was always good.  Yet here it was, Monday morning, and she was already thinking about sex with Greg again.

“So, you’re asking me out on a date?” Zoey teased as she smiled into the phone.

“Well yeah,” Greg said, a smile in his voice too.  “Since Hudson isn’t here, you’re my girlfriend again, right?”

“I guess,” Zoey said with a laugh in her voice.  “Okay, I’ll be over.”

Zoey spent a lot of time getting ready.  She was still getting her head around “dating” Greg, while at the same time being engaged to Hudson.  She knew this was all a game of course, something to spice up their sex life before the wedding.  But still, she had bouts of uncertainty.  Also, she had pangs of guilt over how much she was enjoying sex with Greg, and also her growing feelings for him.  Especially about her growing feelings for him. 

It was Hudson who wanted it to be about more than sex.  He wanted her to “date” Greg and be his “girlfriend.”  But still, she couldn’t help feeling she was betraying the man she loved.

So, even though she was going on a “date” with Greg, Zoey didn’t want to go all out dressing for him.  She didn’t want to dress for Greg the way she would for Hudson.  So, she put her hair into a ponytail and wore little makeup (and no lipstick).  She chose a dark blue (almost black) velvety dress that was short (ending way above her knees) and had a V neckline but was casual and didn’t hug her curves.  She wore funky fishnet pantyhose instead of silky nylons.  And she put on clunky black shoes rather than high heels. 

The outfit was one she’d wear running errands around the city or going shopping with a girlfriend like Sidney, so it lessened the guilt she was feeling from seeing Greg just a few hours after kissing Hudson goodbye for his business trip.

But still, when she got to Greg’s apartment, he couldn’t take his eyes off her.  “God, you look amazing!” he gushed, his eyes moving up and down her body, then lingering on her long legs.  He moved close and traced a finger along the diagonal lines of the fishnet hosiery.  “This is so cool!  Thank you for wearing this!”

Zoey laughed and shook her head.  It was so easy to please Greg.  On the other hand, Hudson probably wouldn’t look at her twice in this outfit.  If she wasn’t all dolled up with lipstick, stockings, high heels and a tight dress she had to pour herself into, he didn’t pay that much attention to what she was wearing.  She didn’t blame Hudson.  They had been together for years, so it was natural. 

Still, it felt awesome getting Greg’s unabashed adoration.  That’s what made new relationships so thrilling.  Everything was new and exciting.

“Are you hungry right now?” Greg asked as he moved even closer.  He wrapped his arms around her tiny waist and pulled her to him.  He nuzzled her neck as he said, “We can get lunch now, or maybe later.”

Zoey’s eyelids fluttered as Greg kissed up her neck, to just below her ear.  The boy was really getting to know her body.  He was getting to know just how she liked to be touched and kissed.

And his big erection pressed against her stomach.  She began to breathe hard and get wet between her legs.

“We’ll eat later,” Zoey said, and they kissed.
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FORTY-FIVE MINUTES later, Zoey’s dress and bra were scattered on the floor.  She was naked except for the fishnet pantyhose and clunky black shoes.  Greg was completely naked, and his big cock was hard as steel.  He was on top of her, and she was moaning and writhing from his kisses and caresses.

Greg was getting more comfortable with Zoey, and thus bolder.  As he took off her dress, 45 minutes ago, he told her he wanted to explore her, to get to know her body better. 

Now, almost an hour later, he was still doing that.  He was using his lips, his tongue, and his fingers.  His cock was still rock hard, but so far he hadn’t used it on her.

For the last 30 minutes, Greg had been concentrating on Zoey’s breasts.  He used his hands to caress them, and his lips and tongue on her nipples. 

“Greg, god ...,” Zoey moaned as he caressed the sensitive underside of one breast while rotating his thumb and pointer finger around the nipple of the other.  His touch had gone from awkward to surprisingly good, and he was getting better as he got to know her body better, as he got to know where and how she liked to be touched.

“You’re driving me freaking crazy,” she groaned, writhing under his lips and fingertips.

“Your breasts are so sensitive,” Greg observed.  “Especially your nipples.”

“Yeaaaaah,” Zoey agreed, a helpless laugh in her voice.  Then she sucked in her breath and squirmed as Greg licked and twirled his tongue around her other nipple.

“Greg, god, come on, fuck me,” she begged.  His cock was big, and hard, and heavy against her thigh.  She wanted it inside her!  Little did she know that in Las Vegas, her maid of honor would soon be similarly begging her fiancée to fuck her, albeit with his much smaller cock.

“Can I ask you something?” Greg said.

“Yes!” Zoey snapped, although there was the same helpless laugh in her voice.

“Have you ever cum, from just playing with your breasts?” Greg asked as he thumbed both of her hard nipples.

“Noooooooo,” Zoey said, her answer coming out like a long moan.  In fact, she’d always wanted to try that.  But Hudson had never suggested it, and she’d always been too timid to ask.

“We’ll try that sometime,” Greg promised.

“Okay ...,” Zoey said with that same helpless laugh, her head spinning.

“But I want to do something else first,” he said.

“What?” Zoey asked with excited anticipation.

Greg moved down her body, kissing and licking her sexy flat stomach until he got to her long, shapely legs.  He ran his hands down her thighs and calves, loving the feel of her fishnet pantyhose.  Then he kissed and licked along the angled lines of the fishnets, moving from her firm thighs, to her knees, and then to her shapely calves.  He spent long moments kissing and caressing her slim ankles, and then he even kissed and licked the shiny leather of her clunky shoes.

“Greg,” Zoey giggled, thinking him silly as he kissed her shoes.

Greg sheepishly grinned at her.  “I can’t help it,” he gushed.  “Every inch of you is so beautiful and sexy.”

Zoey found herself grinning back at him.  He was so nice and sweet, and he always made her feel so good about herself!

Then, abruptly, Greg flipped Zoey onto her stomach.  Then, in a single movement, he pulled her pantyhose down and stuck his tongue into her ass.

“Oooohhhhh fuuuuuck!” Zoey moaned as he rimmed her.  He was holding her firm cheeks apart as he licked her rosebud.

“Greg – god!” Zoey moaned, squirming under him.  What he was doing was so bad, so nasty!  Yet it was so thrilling!

Greg had done this to her before.  That time, he had rimmed her ass with his tongue while rubbing her clit with his finger.  She had cum so hard!  And now, with his tongue still probing her rosebud, she felt his fingers moving to her pussy.  He was going to do it again!

“Oh shit! Shit!” she cried as he found her clit.  He rubbed her pearl as he licked her ass.  She was gonna cum!

Then, suddenly, her phone rang.  She glanced at the screen.  It was Hudson!  Fuck!

She wanted to ignore the call.  But she couldn’t.  It was her freaking FIANCÉE after all.

Zoey forced herself to push Greg’s mouth and hands away.  “Greg, stop, stop,” she panted.  “It’s Hudson.”

Zoey rolled over onto her back as she brought the phone to her ear.  “Baby?” she asked.  She was short of breath, panting. 

“You’re with Greg?” Hudson asked.

“Um, yeah ... is that okay?” Zoey asked.  She was panting, struggling to speak.  She looked over at Greg.  He was panting too, and he looked bothered that she interrupted things.

“Yeah, it’s okay,” Hudson said.  He sounded tense.  Then he joked, “He’s your boyfriend right?”

“Yeah,” Zoey said with a half laugh.  As she talked to her fiancée, she continued to look at Greg.  She gave him a warning look as he moved towards her.  She shook her head “no” rapidly as he gripped the back of her knees and slid her towards him.

“Just keep talking to him,” Greg whispered with a mischievous grin.  Zoey’s pantyhose was already down to almost her knees.  He rapidly rolled on a condom.  Then, taking his sheathed cock into his hand, he maneuvered himself to get a good angle, then he pushed his cock into her pussy.

Zoey clenched her teeth to prevent moaning at being penetrated by Greg’s big cock.   He felt even bigger because the pantyhose around her knees prevented her from opening her legs.

Greg didn’t try to get it all the way inside her.  When he was halfway in, he pulled almost out, and then pushed in again.  He did it again, and again.  Greg was fucking Zoey even as she spoke on the phone with Hudson.

She was panting, moaning, looking into Greg’s eyes even as she held the iPhone to her ear.  She was close to cumming.  “Hudson baby ...,” she said between pants.  “Can I call you back?”

Zoey didn’t wait to hear his answer.  She hung up and carelessly tossed the phone onto the bed.

Greg grabbed her hips and pushed all the way inside her.  “Oh shit!” Zoey cried.  She rolled her head back and her body seized up as she came.

Greg rolled Zoey over onto her hands and knees.  Somewhere in her head – she was still panting from her orgasm – she registered that he was able to flip her over while still staying inside her.  That’s how freaking big he was!

Then Greg was fucking her hard from behind.  As in the past, because of the leverage of his tallness, and his big thick cock, he hit all her pleasure spots.  Zoey came on his cock two more times, seeing stars and screaming each time, and then Greg growled as he finally came.  When they were done, they both fell onto the bed, panting, their hearts pounding, their bodies tingling from their intense orgasms.

“That was ... freaking ... amazing,” Zoey gasped after a few moments, the words coming out like a series of sighs.  Greg pulled out.  The top of the condom was heavy with his sperm.  He disposed of the condom in a handful of tissues, then collapsed onto his back next to Zoey.  She still lay spread eagled on her stomach, still trying to catch her breath.  They lay like that for long moments.

Finally, Greg said “You wanna get lunch now?”

Zoey raised herself up onto an elbow and looked at him.  His body was covered in sweat, just like hers.  Her eyes traveled down his body.  Greg wasn’t ripped like Hudson, but he was lean and sinewy.  He actually had a sexy body, especially with that big thing between his legs.  He had a lot of body hair too, which she wasn’t used to.  Hudson naturally didn’t have a lot of body hair, and he shaved off all his pubic hair.

Zoey thought it was sexy that Hudson was bare like a porn star.  But, she thought Greg’s body and pubic hair were sexy too.

Zoey’s eyes focused on Greg’s cock.  It was still half hard and lay heavily on his thigh.  It was so freaking sexy.

Zoey reached for it, wrapped her hands around it.  Greg groaned at her touch. 

Zoey said, “This is what I want for lunch.”  Then she lowered her head and went down on him.
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HUDSON SAT DESPONDENTLY in his hotel room after Sidney left.  He knew he should be celebrating.  He had rocked Sidney’s world.  She might not admit it, but to her, he was the Master of her Sexual Universe, until the promiscuous slut hooked up with her next conquest. 

Hudson was relieved he stayed hard with Sidney.  If his cock softened, as it did with that waitress Teri, it would have been an unbearable, humiliating experience.

So, today was a success.  Helping Camilla to close two big deals and making the beautiful and sexy Sidney cum on his cock.

But then why was Hudson unhappy?

He knew why. 

Because Zoey, his fiancée, the girl he loved, she was at that moment with another man.  She clearly was getting off on Greg’s big cock.  Greg was able to regularly get Zoey to cum on his cock.  Hudson had never been able to do that.

Zoey must’ve gone to Greg as soon as he left for the airport.  Was she that desperate for him?  The thought made Hudson feel jealous, and anxious, and hurt.  It was the cuckold angst.  It tore into him, like a machete to his gut.  To his heart.  To his manhood.

Yet still ... thinking about them together ... thinking that Zoey couldn’t wait to see Greg again ... thinking that his fiancée was involved in a physical and romantic relationship with another man ... it stirred something inside him.  Something thrilling and intoxicating.  Hudson’s soft cock began to stiffen.

Then his phone rang.  It was Zoey!  He jumped for it.

He steadied himself.  He didn’t want her to hear the angst he was feeling.  Then he pressed the “answer” button and calmly said “Hey Zoe baby, are you good?”

“Yeah, I’m good,” Zoey said hesitantly.  “Are you in your room?  Why so early?  Is everything okay?”

“Yeah, everything’s great,” Hudson said cheerily.  “We closed a couple big deals so Camilla decided to kick off early.”  With a chuckle, he added, “Sorry if I called you too early.  I hope I didn’t interrupt your fun with Greg.”

“So ... you’re okay with everything?” Zoey asked hesitantly.

“About you and Greg? Of course I am.  He’s your boyfriend right?” Hudson said with another chuckle.  “You’re my little slut though,” he teased.  “Running off to get some of Greg’s cock as soon as I go to the airport.”

Zoey was relieved that Hudson wasn’t angry with her.  He sounded happy that she hooked up with Greg, so she got into her fiancée’s good spirits.  “Well, I didn’t plan to,” she said with a grin in her voice.  “He called me, and then, you know, I decided to go over.”

Hudson felt immense relief roll through his body.  It was like that big vise unclutching his heart.  Greg called her, not the other way around.  For some reason, that made Hudson feel better.

As the angst seeped away, Hudson began to feel more emboldened about his fantasies.  He said, “So did Greg make my little Zoe baby cum hard today?”

“Oh my god baby,” Zoey said with a delighted giggle.  “He ate my ass, Hudson, like he did before.  I was almost cumming when you called.”

“Oh god that’s so sexy,” Hudson moaned into the phone.  He was hard now.  He scooped Vaseline from the plastic container to lubricate his hand, and then began jerking off. “You should’ve let him make you cum while you talked to me.”

“Really?”

“Oh yeah, god.  I love to hear you cum.  It would’ve made me blow too.”

Zoey giggled again.  With mischievous delight in her voice, she said, “Well, while we were talking, he put his cock inside me.”

“Oh fuck!” Hudson moaned.  “So, he was fucking you while we talked?  Oh god that’s so hot!”

“Are you hard baby?” Zoey asked, an excited smile in her voice.  “Are you playing with yourself?”

“Oh yeah baby, I am,” Hudson said, stroking his hard shaft.  “I’m jerking off with my Vaseline fist.  It feels like your tight pussy.  Well, the way your pussy used to feel.  I’m sure Greg ruined your sweet pussy with his big dick, so now you’re loose.”

“Oh my god Hudson,” Zoey said with a laugh.  “Greg ruined my pussy huh?  Well maybe my pussy is loose now.”

“Oh gawwwwwd,” Hudson moaned.

“You like hearing that baby?” Zoey teased with a grin.

“Oh god Zoe baby, that’s so good,” Hudson said excitedly.  “So, you really love Greg’s big cock?”

“Well, it doesn’t suck,” Zoey said with a giggle.

“Say you love it,” Hudson pressed.  “Say you love cumming on Greg’s big cock.”

“Okay,” Zoey said, giggling again.  “I love cumming on Greg’s big cock.”

“You love his cock.”

“I love his cock.”

Then Hudson said, “You love Greg.”

Zoey’s smile disappeared and her mouth opened with surprise.  “What?” she said, not understanding.  “I don’t love Greg.”

“But you admitted you’re crushing on him,” Hudson reminded her.

“Well, yeah,” Zoey admitted.  “But I don’t love him.  I love you.”

“But it’s more than just sex,” Hudson pressed.  “You’re in a romantic relationship with him.  You’re crushing on him.  You’re in like with him.”

“Is that what you want?” Zoey asked, uncertainty in her voice.

“Yeeeeeeesssssss!” Hudson hissed.  “Say it baby!  It’s so hot!  Say you’re in like with Greg!”

Zoey hesitated.  Was she in like with Greg?  She definitely liked him.  She liked hanging with him, even beyond the sex.  And what did “in like” mean anyways?  Was it really anything more than “crushing on Greg”?  And Hudson clearly wanted her to say those words.

“So yeah,” Zoey finally said.  “I guess I’m in like with Greg.”

“Oh fuck!” Hudson moaned.  His body jerked and convulsed as he came.

They were silent for a few moments, as Zoey heard Hudson panting into the phone.  She didn’t know how she felt about being “in like” with Greg.  Things seemed to be progressing fast, from fooling around in bed, to being boyfriend/girlfriend and dating, to now being in like with Greg.  All this confused Zoey.  Especially because, well, she had to admit, she was developing feelings for Greg.

Zoey wanted to change the subject, to lighten the tension of their conversation, so she said, “You won’t believe what happened later, Hudson.”

“What?” he asked.

“After we had sex, we went down to the bookstore downstairs.  You know, Java Books?  They have a little café there.  We went for a late lunch.”

“Yeah?” Hudson said, prompting her to continue her story.

“Well, the owner, Jacob, he pulled Greg over,” Zoey said.  “He said they could hear us in the store!  Like, the walls are thin, so they could hear us having sex upstairs!”

“Seriously?” Hudson said with a laugh.

“Oh my god Hudson, I was so mortified!” Zoey said.  “I’m never going there again!  I’ve never been so embarrassed!”

“So, you know what you have to do then?” Hudson said.

“What?”

“Bring Greg to our loft apartment,” Hudson suggested.

Zoey was surprised.  She asked, “You mean, even when you’re not there?”

“Yeah babe,” Hudson said.  His cock was getting hard again.  “I want you to fuck Greg in our bed.  God that’s so hot!”
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CHAPTER 8

Their business in Vegas was so successful, that Camilla decided to give them both a long weekend.  So instead of flying home Friday, Hudson flew back Thursday.  Camilla decided to stay in Vegas for another day.  Hudson suspected she planned to have some sexy fun with one of her young boy toys. 

Normally Hudson would call Zoey to let her know he was coming home a day earlier, but he decided to surprise her.  Frankly, he wanted to spy on her.  Would he find her with Greg?  The possibility made his heart ache, and also his dick incredibly hard.

After his plane landed, Hudson took an uBer to their loft apartment.  When he arrived, it was around 2pm.  There was a 3-hour time difference between Vegas and NYC, so it was 11am in Vegas.  Zoey would assume he was in meetings with Camilla.  Would she take this opportunity to be with her lover?

Hudson’s heart was pounding and his insides churning as he slowly opened the door.  He was being as silent as possible.

He heard it immediately.  Sounds of sex.  Coming from their bedroom.

“God, oh god ...,” Hudson softly moaned.  His fiancée was fucking another man in their bed.  Their bed!  It hurt so much.  Feelings of jealousy and angst churned inside him. These dark feelings felt hurtful yet so delicious at the same time.

Hudson saw clothes scattered around the floor.  Clearly, they’d rapidly undressed, hungry for each other. 

Hudson saw Zoey’s bra and panties.  They were midnight black.  He thought black lingerie on blondes was so hot, and when Zoey found that out, she began wearing them all the time.  For Hudson.

Now she was wearing the sexy lingerie for Greg. 

Hudson groaned again.  How could something feel so hurtful, yet so good, at the same time?

Hudson quietly approached the bedroom.  The door was wide open.  He was able to get a full view of the bedroom without being seen.

Zoey and Greg were both naked.  Zoey was on her hands and knees at the edge of the bed.  Greg was standing up on the floor, behind her, fucking her from behind.  This was not the timid Greg he’d come to know.  He was pounding her hard, his hands gripping her slim hips, his jaws clenched and growling with each thrust.

Zoey cried out each time he rammed into her.  Her beautiful angelic face was flushed and contorted with a mixture of pleasure and pain, and her long blond hair was strewn all about.  Her fingers clutched at the sheets like she was holding on for dear life as Greg used her hot body for his pleasure. 

Greg pulled out all the way each time before thrusting back in.  It was when he was pulled out that Hudson was able to see the immense size of his manhood.  Very long, but even more impressive was its thickness.  And then when he pushed back in, Zoey’s pussy lips would disappear into her, and her hole would expand and stretch tight around his girth. 

Greg’s cock got thicker from the head to the base, and each time he pushed in Zoey cried and whimpered as he pushed in farther.  At first Hudson thought she was in pain, but then she said, “Oh Greg baby, you’re fucking me so good!  So freaking good! You’re gonna make me cum again!”

Hudson didn’t know what hurt more.  That Zoey called him “baby.”  Or that Greg was able to make her cum on his cock, and he never had.  Hudson’s only consolation was she was still making Greg wear a condom.

Then Greg put his hands around Zoey’s neck, lifting her at the waist so now her back was against his chest.  He still fucked her hard, but in this position the angle of his cock was different.  It seemed to work, as soon Zoey’s moans and gasps were even more intense, and the way her body shuddered and writhed was like in a triple X porn movie, except this was real. 

With a sinking heart, Hudson realized something.  Something he saw in the videos, but now he was seeing it in person, and that made it even more devastating.  Zoey had never made sounds like that with him.  Her body had never reacted that way with him.  Was it all because of Greg’s big cock?  No, as he watched the scene in front of him, Hudson had to admit it wasn’t.  The mother fucker knew how to use it too.  Greg knew how to fuck.  He was good at it.

Hudson didn’t know how he felt.  At one level he felt incredibly turned on.  But he was jealous too, and insecure about his own sexual abilities and the size of his cock compared to Greg, and anxious that the girl he loved preferred another man in bed rather than him.

But Hudson’s thoughts were interrupted as Zoey’s body exploded in a massive orgasm.  She screamed as orgasmic pleasure rocked her tight body, her moans and words incoherent as Greg continued to fuck her through her orgasm.  Then when it was finally over, she collapsed onto the bed, onto her stomach.  Greg fell down with her, his cock still impaled deep inside her, his chest on her back (although he held most of his weight on his elbows).

As Zoey panted into the comforter, her body shuddering with post climax aftershocks, Greg pulled her hair back and tenderly kissed the back of her neck and shoulders.  It was a tender, loving moment, and Hudson hated Greg for it.

Eventually, Zoey looked back at Greg over her shoulder, and she smiled into his eyes.  Greg smiled back.  Then they kissed.  It was a tender kiss and seemed to convey so much emotion.  Seeing it, Hudson clenched his fists and felt the searing pain in his chest.

Eventually Greg rolled Zoey over onto her back.  It was then that Hudson saw how sweaty they were.  How long had they been doing this?

Then Greg began fucking her again.  It wasn’t like before though.  He was still going in deep, but he was going slow.  They were kissing, and their arms were around each other, and Zoey’s slim lovely legs were around Greg’s thighs. 

This wasn’t fucking.  This was making love.

Hudson felt his eyes watering up at the sight.  He still felt intensely lustful, but now the cuckold angst was too much.  It hurt too much.  A heartsick groan escaped his lips.

Zoey heard it, and her head snapped towards his direction.  She saw him and her eyes went wide.  “Hudson!” she gasped.

She immediately pushed up on Greg’s chest.  “Get off, get off Greg!” she said urgently.

Greg looked over and saw Hudson there.  He frowned, clearly disappointed, but he pulled out.  He was still rock hard in the condom and looked frustrated from not getting sexual release.  Hudson almost felt sorry for him.  Almost.

Zoey hurriedly wrapped a sheet around her and practically ran over to Hudson.  “Hudson, baby, I didn’t know you were coming home early,” she said, hugging him.

Earlier that week on the phone with Zoey, Hudson had been able to hide his feelings from her.  But now he couldn’t.  His feelings were too raw.  “It doesn’t look like you missed me,” he spat out bitterly.

Zoey looked at him.  She saw the hurt on his face and it devastated her.  “Oh baby!” she cried out.  Her eyes teared up as she hugged him.  “Of course I missed you!” she said, hugging him tight.

Feeling Zoey’s body pressed against his was a salve to his soul, to his ego, and his wounded heart.  It didn’t make all the hurt go away.  But it allowed the cuckold angst to fuel his passions instead of tearing out his heart.  More than just fuel, it was like gasoline on a fire.

“Go back to Greg,” Hudson said into her ear.  “Let him finish.”

When Zoey gave him a questioning look, he urged “Do it.  I wanna watch him fuck you more.”

Zoey felt Hudson’s hard cock pressing into her thigh.  She reached down and palmed his hard-on, and with a lopsided grin joked, “I guess Greg still needs my body for his needs.”

Hudson grinned back at her.  Then he looked over at Greg, at his still hard, huge cock.  “Yeah, I think he does,” he said, his voice hoarse from lust.  “Go to him.”

Zoey gave Hudson another look, then walked back to Greg, dropping the sheet as she moved towards him. 

Hudson was in fuck cuck mode now.  He said, “Zoe, put on high heels.  I wanna see Greg fuck you in high heels.  The ones with the sexy red soles.”

Zoey gave her fiancée a lopsided grin.  She stepped into 4-inch, shiny black Christian Louboutin stiletto high heels. 

Then she got back on the bed, both Zoey and Greg on their knees.  Greg moved to kiss her, his lips on hers.  Zoey kept her eyes on Hudson for a moment, then she gave into her passions and kissed Greg back.

A few moments later, Zoey was on her back with Greg on top of her.   Her long shapely legs were on his shoulders as he fucked her, with her pretty feet in the Louboutins with the sexy red soles.

This time Greg was going faster and harder, working towards his orgasm, as he was concerned Hudson would make them stop and he’d go home with blue balls.

Zoey told herself she wouldn’t cum again with Greg.  Hudson was clearly all over the place with her being with Greg, bouncing between hurt and horniness, and she didn’t want to cause him any more pain.

But as Greg’s cock moved in and out of her pussy, touching all her feminine pleasure spots, her body betrayed her, and she felt an orgasm building inside her.  Greg sensed it too, as he’d gotten to know the signs of her body, the way she moaned, the way she moved.  So, he worked on her, keeping his own orgasm at bay as he rotated his hips and changed the angle of penetration, fucking her how he had learned she loved to be fucked.  He timed it just right, and they both came at the same time.

Zoey was panting and her head was spinning as she came down from another orgasm.  It had been a really intense one – all her orgasms with Greg were intense – and they usually left her gasping, tingling, and disoriented.  Then she remembered Hudson, and she looked over at him with concern. 

Zoey saw her fiancée with his pants around his knees, his deflated cock in his hand, his cum dribbling from his cockhead from his own orgasm.
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CAMILLA WAS STILL IN Vegas, but she wasn’t with a boy toy.  She was with her husband Maynard.  And Cagney, his student in his freshman Theater Arts class.

Each semester, Maynard pick a new girlfriend.  He picked from among the fresh-faced coeds where he taught, Fordham University.  Maynard was handsome, dashing, and well-endowed – and surprisingly, a charismatic and popular teacher—so he found it easy to seduce the young girls who admired him.

Maynard had specific tastes in girls.  He preferred young.  The younger the better. Usually, his girlfriends were freshmen or sophomores.  He made sure to teach the highly popular modern cinema survey class, so he had ample opportunity to reconnoiter the incoming freshman girls – or what he jokingly referred to as the “ripe and pristine freshman class.”  Sometimes he replaced “freshman” with “barely legal,” and “class” with “pussy.”

Cagney was an 18-year-old freshman.  She was 27 years younger than Camilla who was 45.  She was younger than her two sons.

A potential girlfriend for Maynard had to have breasts better than Camilla’s.  His wife was 36D and while her mature breasts were still alluring, there was noticeable sag after breast feeding two babies and years of gravity.  Cagney was also 36D, but her young tits were glorious.  They were firm and perky; they seemed to defy gravity.

A potential girlfriend had to have a tiny waist and a firm, flat stomach.  Camilla’s tummy wasn’t bad for a 45-year-old woman, but it was soft and somewhat paunchy. Cagney’s tummy was tight as a drum.  Maynard liked to joke he could bounce a quarter off her stomach.  In the summer, Cagney often wore crop tops that showed off her tight sexy tummy.  A crop top would not flatter Camilla.  If she wore one, it would look like a middle-aged woman who was trying too hard (with little success).

A potential girlfriend had to have long, shapely legs.  Camilla’s legs were nice, especially when she wore stockings and high heels.  But despite dieting and a rigorous exercise routine, and the best dieticians and personal trainers money could buy, there were hints of cellulite on the back of her legs.  And a 45-year-old’s thighs could not be as slim, firm and tight as an 18-year-old’s.  It wasn’t possible.  Cagney’s legs were to die for, the kind of legs a movie starlet would insure for millions of dollars.  

A potential girlfriend had to have a strikingly beautiful face.  A youthful face that didn’t need makeup to hide imperfections.  A face that looked younger than her age.  Camilla was beautiful, and her face could pass for a woman in her thirties (rather than 45).  Cagney was 18 but her face made her look younger.  Her face made her look barely legal (and maybe not even legal).  Her face was perfection.

Camilla couldn’t compete with Cagney.  And she knew it.  Maynard knew it.  And Cagney knew it.

And that was the last requirement.  A potential girlfriend had to have the confidence, and frankly the meanness, to put Camilla in her place.  To taunt Camilla with her youth and ripeness.  To demean and humiliate Camilla with the knowledge that Maynard – her husband and the love of her life – desired the young girl more than her.

Cagney was on top of Maynard in bed, reverse cowgirl, with her back against his muscular chest.  She was rocking back and forth on his big thick cock.

Camilla was on her knees.  Licking Cagney’s clit, as her husband fucked the young student.

“Cagney is so tight, Camilla,” Maynard moaned as he fucked the 18-year-old.  “She’s tighter than you.”

Camilla whimpered, tearing up at her husband’s words.  Yet she continued to lick the student’s pussy.

“Her breasts are perfect,” Maynard said.  He was fondling Cagney’s perfect tits as he fucked her.  “Your tits sag, Camilla.  Maybe you should get a lift.”

“They got that way because of your children!” Camilla cried, tears flowing down her cheeks.  “And you hate fake breasts!  You won’t touch me if I did that!”

Cagney grabbed Camilla’s head and pressed it against her clit.  She said, “Stop talking! Lick me!  He doesn’t touch your saggy tits anyways!  Make me cum and maybe I’ll let you lick my juices off Maynard’s cock!  And his sperm from my pussy!”
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SOMETIME LATER THAT night, Maynard was sipping champagne as Cagney lounged in the bathtub.  Camilla’s emotions were still on edge.  She was trying to recover after being thoroughly humiliated, so she needed something stronger than champagne.  She was drinking 25-year Pappy Van Winkle bourbon.

“So how did this week go?” he asked.

“I closed two deals,” Camilla told her husband.

“Good,” Maynard said, pleased that their wealth – his wealth – would increase from her work today.  Even though Camilla was the breadwinner in their marriage, making 1000 times his modest college professor salary, Maynard controlled their finances.  Everything was in his name.  Financially, Camilla was completely subservient and at the mercy of her husband – like everything else in her life.

“Your bonuses from today will help fund Cagney’s trust fund,” Maynard said. 

Camilla frowned.  At the end of the semester, Maynard gave his girlfriend a generous parting gift.  One million dollars put into a trust fund and payable when she graduated college.  In a couple of months when the semester ended, Maynard would give the money she earned – her money – to Cagney.   

Maynard always did this.  He spent her money like it grew on trees.  And usually the money was for other girls.  He gave her money to other girls.  Yet, Camilla had no money.  She had to ask Maynard – beg him – whenever she wanted to buy something.

“I bought this for Cagney,” Maynard said, handing a small velvet box to his wife.

Camilla opened it.  Inside was a necklace with a large diamond.  A huge diamond.

“The diamond is bigger than my engagement ring!” she cried.  “She’s only 18-years-old!  She doesn’t deserve something like this!”

Maynard shrugged.  What did he care?  He had a lot of money.  Camilla made a lot of money for him – and for his lovers. 

“I want to see the diamond between her breasts,” he said.

“Why don’t you give it to me?!” she cried.  “I’ll wear it between my breasts!”

Maynard shook her head, looking pityingly at his wife.  They both knew the answer.  Cagney’s breasts were better than Camilla’s. 

“I bought you the shoes,” he reminded her.  Earlier that day, Maynard had bought Camilla new designer high heels.  Since he controlled their money, she only got new clothes when he permitted it.

“So, tell me about young Hudson,” Maynard said, deciding to change the subject.  He enjoyed torturing his wife – it got him hot – but he did love her.  And he liked hearing about her conquests.  Even at 45, she was still desirable enough to seduce young, handsome men like Hudson.

Camilla used her hand to wipe the tears from her face.  She composed herself, then said, “His fiancée Zoey is having an affair with Greg, the boy I recently fired.”

Camilla was wearing a silk robe.  Underneath she wore a lacy shelf bra, matching thong panties, a garter belt and stockings.  On her feet, she wore 5” Manolo Blahnik stiletto high heels.  The Manolo high heels were the ones Maynard bought Camilla that afternoon, and they were expensive costing $1500. She was delighted to get them.  Not only did she loved shoes, she loved it whenever Maynard bought her gifts.  It was affirmation he still loved her.

“Hudson finds a girl in most cities we go to,” Camilla said.  “And he’s having an affair with Sidney, Zoey’s maid of honor.”  It wasn’t hard for Camilla to spy on the people who worked in her company.  The head of IT was in her back pocket, so she had complete access to Hudson’s and Greg’s phones and computers.  Zoey’s too, after Hudson’s devices infected hers.

“Hudson is intimate with his fiancée’s maid of honor?” Maynard said with surprise, suddenly very interested.  “And Zoey is intimate with Greg?  So, they cheat on each other?”

Camilla shook her head.  “Hudson is cheating.  Apparently he considers himself a Master of the Universe from that silly Bonfires book.”

Maynard chuckled and Camilla grinned.  She was starting to feel better, even though the reason for her recent humiliation was in the other room, relaxing in a bubble bath.

“Hudson knows about Zoey and Greg,” Camilla said.  “It excites him.”

Camilla showed the videos of Zoey and Greg having sex.  She had access to the secure website of course, since she had access to everything in Hudson’s life.

“An impressive manhood on a thoroughly unimpressive young man,” Maynard said, referring to Greg.  “His cock is almost as big as mine.”

Camilla flushed.  The mention of her husband’s cock ignited a fire in her loins.  She had not yet cum that night.  Maynard hadn’t let her cum yet.

Maynard looked even more intrigued.  He said, “So Hudson is a cuckold.  Just like you’re a cuckquean.”

Camilla looked shamefaced.  She hated being called a cuckquean.  And she didn’t like being equated to Hudson, who was in her opinion a nothing.

Maynard grinned and added, “And Zoey’s Greg is like my Cagney.”

Camilla’s cheeks flushed even redder, a wave of delicious humiliation washing through her sexy – but far from perfect – MILF body.  She hated – but loved – her husband calling that young slut “my Cagney.”

“Zoey is quite beautiful,” Maynard said as he watched the videos.  “Lovely legs and behind.  Too bad her breasts are so small.  Still, I hope she doesn’t get fake tits.  That would ruin her body.”

“That’s why I’ve never had work done on my breasts,” Camilla reminded him.  “And now mine are no longer perfect.  Because I took care of your children.”

Maynard gave his wife a sympathetic look.  He gently said, “Camilla, I love you, but your breasts were never as perfect as Cagney’s, even when you were her age.”

“Maynard, that’s so cruel,” Camilla said, but her words came out like a moan.

Maynard reached over and opened Camilla’s robe.  With his eyes on her breasts in the bra, he said, “I’m just being truthful.  Cagney never has to wear a shelf bra with all that underwire to make her tits look perky.”

“Oh Maynard ...,” Camilla cried with a soulful groan.  Her body was on fire with desire and lust.  She slipped her hand into her husband’s robe and put her hand on his very large manhood. 

“Please make love to me,” Camilla pleaded.  “I want you inside me.  And you haven’t let me cum yet.”

At that moment, Cagney walked out of the bathroom.  She was naked.  She had rubbed lotion all over after getting out of the bath, so her perfect 18-year-old body was super soft and smelled like roses.

“Come here Cagney.  I have a gift for you,” Maynard said with an affectionate smile at this semester’s girlfriend.

When she was next to him, he opened the box and showed the young coed the necklace with the huge sparkling diamond.

“Oh my god!  It’s so beautiful!” Cagney said happily.  “I love it!  Thank you Maynard!”

Maynard smiled, pleased Cagney was happy.  “Camilla, please stand up.  Next to Cagney,” Maynard ordered.

Camilla reluctantly stood up next to Cagney.

“Take off your robe.  And your bra,” Mayard said.

Camilla looked pleadingly at her husband, silently begging him not to do this to her.  Cagney looked amused at the older MILF.  She had an idea what Maynard had in mind.

When Maynard showed no sign of relenting, Camilla reluctantly slipped the robe off her shoulders and took off the bra.

Camilla was desirable and no man would give up the chance to fuck her if given the chance.  But standing next to the much younger Cagney, her imperfections were crystal clear.

Camilla wasn’t as pretty and certainly not ripe and fresh faced like Cagney.

Camilla’s stomach was soft and had a slight paunch to it whereas Cagney’s was tight and firm.

Camilla’s legs were shapely but her hips and thighs were a tad thick, whereas Cagney’s legs were long and slim and achingly desirable.

The biggest difference – and the one that mattered to Camilla the most, because it mattered to Maynard the most – was Camilla’s 45-year-old breasts versus Cagney’s 18-year-old breasts.  Both were 36D.  But Camilla’s sagged with the nipples south of the border.  Whereas Cagney’s were perfect – firm and ripe with upturned, north of the border nipples.

Maynard looked at his wife and his girlfriend for long moments, staring mostly at their breasts.  “Well, Camilla,” he said with a disapproving sigh.  “At least your breasts are natural.”

Cagney laughed while Camilla was shame faced and humiliated.

“Camilla, put this on Cagney,” Maynard said, handing the necklace to his wife.

Camilla was ready for this.  She had expected it.  So, she was able to keep it together as she put the outrageously expensive diamond necklace – bought with money she earned! – around Cagney’s elegant neck.

The length of the necklace’s gold chain was perfect.  The large sparkling diamond fell and nested between the cleavage of Cagney’s breasts, emphasizing their perfection and perkiness.

“Now, Camilla, doesn’t the necklace look better on Cagney than you?” Maynard asked.

Camilla looked at the necklace on her rival.  Maynard always demanded the truth, so she honestly said, “Yes, it looks better on her.”

Cagney smirked and said deridingly, “It’s what Maynard said.  At least your saggy old tits are natural.”

Maynard laughed.  Camilla felt like she wanted to die.  Yet, her pussy throbbed with desire. 

“Please Maynard,” she begged.  He knew what she wanted.  She wanted him to give her permission to cum.  Preferably his cock inside her, but even her hand would do.  She needed release!

“Camilla, step out of the Manolo Blahniks,” Maynard ordered.

“What?” Camilla said, not understanding.

“You heard me,” Maynard said with a stern voice.

Camilla slowly and reluctantly stepped out of her new, beautiful Manolo Blahnik high heels.

“The shoes are yours Cagney,” Maynard said to his 18-year-old girlfriend.  “Why don’t you put them on?”

“No Maynard they’re mine!” Camilla cried with alarm.  There were tears in her eyes.  “You bought them for me!”

Cagney got the super expensive diamond necklace!  At least let her keep the Manolo Blahniks!

“Camilla,” Maynard warned in a stern voice, glaring at his middle-aged, submissive wife.  Then with an affectionate smile and voice, he said to Cagney, “Try them on.  I want to see you in them. I’m sure they’ll make your lovely legs look even more beautiful.”

“Maynard ...,” Camilla sobbed.

With a superior and triumphant grin on her young, beautiful face, Cagney stepped into the 5” Manolo Blahnik stiletto high heels.  She immediately said, “They’re too big!  The ugly cow has fat feet!”

Maynard laughed.  “Well, Camilla, I guess the shoes are yours after all.”

It was too much.  Camilla fell to her knees and sobbed.

Maynard grinned – and his cock throbbed – as Camilla sobbed, completely defeated and humiliated.  It got him hot to put the “Dragon Queen” in her place. 

At the beginning, their marriage had been a female led relationship (FLR), given Camilla’s youth, beauty and sexy body, her smarts, her ambition, and her unfailing ability to make boatloads of money.  Their marriage changed over time.  After being pregnant with their two sons, Camilla became insecure about her looks, and she became more dependent and subservient to Maynard who kept getting more handsome and charming as time passed.

Camilla was into short, slim, pretty boy men – that’s why she married Maynard.  She came to learn that it was rare for such men (she called them “pretty boys”) to have long, thick cocks.  Maynard – her pretty boy husband – had such a big cock.  And at the same time that she was becoming insecure about her own looks and body, she became obsessed with her husband’s pretty boy face and his large manhood.

Maynard used that to his advantage.  He forced Camilla to put all their property and fortune into his name.  Even her lucrative partnership with her company belonged to Maynard, although her partners did not know this.  Camilla might lose her power over her mostly male partners if they learned she was submissive and completely subservient to her husband.

In any case, it was a fact that if Maynard divorced Camilla, she would be ruined and destitute.  She would be a middle-aged woman with fading looks who used to be rich and powerful.  Camilla’s partners would not help her.  After years of being brow-beaten by the Dragon Lady, they would celebrate her downfall.

And when Maynard found out his wife was a cuckquean – a wife who got off on her husband having sex with younger, pretty, sexier girls than she – Maynard took control of Camilla sexually as he had done financially.  Now he regularly slept with young, beautiful girls, including the new girlfriend he took each semester.  Yes, he allowed Camilla to have a free pass too, but that only brought her deeper under his control.  Maynard knew his wife was insecure and fearful about the day when she wouldn’t be pretty enough and sexy enough to seduce handsome young men into her bed, and that insecurity only increased his domination over their marriage and her life.

“Lick Cagney’s pussy, Camilla,” Maynard ordered.  “Make her cum.”

“Don’t make me Maynard!” Camilla begged, tears flowing down her voice.

“Once you make Cagney cum, I’ll allow you to orgasm,” Maynard promised.

Camilla stared at her husband.  She needed an orgasm!  She needed release!

Camilla turned her head and began licking Cagney’s young, pristine pussy.

“Ahhhhhh,” Cagney moaned as Camilla worked on her.  Camilla knew how to eat pussy.  She wasn’t into girls, but this wasn’t the first time Maynard made her service one of his young lovers.

Camilla soon drove Cagney to an orgasm.  Then she looked hopefully at Maynard.  She wanted her husband to make love to her!  She wanted to cum on his beautiful cock!

Maynard chuckled as he produced a strap on dildo and tossed it to Cagney.  “Fuck my wife,” he told his girlfriend.

“God Maynard, you are soooo evil,” Cagney said with a delighted grin as she strapped on the rubber dildo.

Camilla looked horrified.  “No Maynard!  I won’t let her touch me!” she cried, tears flowing down her cheeks again.

“This is your only choice, Camilla.  If you want an orgasm, you have to let Cagney fuck you.  In your ass.  I’ll let you touch yourself as she fucks your ass.”

“No, Maynard, don’t do this!” Camilla cried. 

Cagney laughed.  She pushed the older woman onto her hands and knees.  “Beg me to fuck your ass, Camilla.  Or no orgasm for you.”

Camilla was utterly defeated.  This was the lowest point of her life.  Yet, her body was on fire!  She needed to cum!”

Camilla weakly said, “Fuck my ass Cagney.”

Cagney poured lube on the big dildo and pressed the head against Camilla’s asshole.  With a delighted grin at Maynard, she said, “Say please.”

Tears poured from Camilla’s eyes as she said, “Please fuck my ass, Cagney.”

Camilla cried out in pain as Cagney penetrated her asshole with the big dildo.  She rapidly stroked her clit with her fingers as the young coed enthusiastically fucked her ass.
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CHAPTER 9

Hudson and Zoey took a break from Greg.  It was Zoey’s idea, as she was worried about her fiancée, and about how their kinky games with Greg might be affecting their relationship.  She could tell he got incredibly turned on whenever she was with Greg, but he got upset too.  Actually, she was happy he got upset, and jealous, as otherwise she might doubt his love for her. 

For his part, Hudson was relieved to take a break.  Things were getting too intense.  Zoey was getting too close to Greg, and not just sexually, but emotionally too.  Hudson could tell, and he wasn’t surprised, because she wasn’t the kind of girl who could have repeated sex with a man and not develop feelings for him.

As days and then weeks went by, and they reconnected as a couple, Hudson’s feelings of doubt, jealousy and angst faded away.  His cuckold desires grew stronger, and he started fantasizing about Zoey with Greg again.  He jerked off to the fantasies, repeatedly watching the videos from before, sometimes multiple times a day.  During this time, he was having more sex with his greased hand than with his fiancée Zoey.

[image: ]

SOMETIMES ZOEY FELT melancholy and found herself looking off into the distance.  She missed Greg and felt sad.  It was really like breaking up with a boyfriend, which was crazy since she was engaged to be married. 

And going cold turkey from sex with Greg was an unexpected experience too.  She longed for the fullness of his cock.  She longed for the sensations of being stretched to her limits.  She longed for the freaking insane orgasms! 

One time, she was looking for something in her purse, and she found condoms.  There was a normal sized condom – Hudson’s.  And a magnum XL condom – Greg’s.  Hudson was at work, so she took a moment to open them and roll them out.  Greg’s was freaking twice the size of Hudson’s!

She thought about Sidney’s toilet roll test.  Hudson’s little cock could fit inside one.  She had begun thinking of it that way, his “little cock.”  She wasn’t being mean, it was just a description, like “Hudson’s 5’8” and doesn’t have a lot of body hair.”

And it wasn’t that their sex wasn’t good.  It WAS good.  Hudson was gorgeous and had a hot bod, and he was experienced.  But there was no getting around it.  Intercourse – penetration sex – it wasn’t as good with Hudson.  Not compared to Greg.

And while she felt guilty feeling this way, she was kinda annoyed with Hudson too.  She had been perfectly happy with just him.  What she didn’t know, she didn’t miss. But he had pushed her to be with Greg, and she had discovered what a big cock was like.  What other girls, like Sidney, were always talking about.  And now, without Greg, she felt like she was missing something.  It was like opening Pandora’s box.  Now she knew size mattered, and she missed getting it from Greg.

But Zoey loved Hudson, and not for a moment did she doubt wanting to marry him.  So as best she could, she forced herself to stop thinking about Greg, and she re-devoted herself to being a good fiancée to Hudson and planning their wedding.
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“SO HOW’S MR. CLIMAX?” Sidney asked as she sipped a flute of champagne.  They were in an expensive bridal boutique on the Upper West Side.  They were alone at the moment in the dressing room.

“Sidney, I’m freaking trying on wedding dresses!” Zoey scoffed.  She adjusted this way and that, looking at herself in the mirror.  “What do you think of this one?”

“I’m thinking Hudson would probably cum all over himself if you let Greg fuck you in it,” Sidney said with an evil, mischievous grin.

“Oh my god,” Zoey said with a laugh.  “You’re crazy.  And anyways, the Greg thing is over.”

“Really?” Sidney said, surprised.  “So, Adonis actually got tired of it?”

“Well, not exactly,” Zoey said with a shrug.

Sidney looked at her friend.  Then she got it.  “He liked it too much,” she guessed.  Then after a moment, she added “And so did you.”

When Zoey shrugged again, she knew she was right.

“So, how’s your sex life, now that you’re back to just Hudson’s little toilet roll dick?” Sidney asked.

“Will you stop!” Zoey hissed.  “He’s my fiancée!  You’re my freaking Maid of Honor!  And you’re supposed to be helping me pick my wedding dress for my wedding with Hudson!  I don’t want to talk about another man – Greg! – when I’m doing this!”

“Okay, okay,” Sidney said with a laugh, holding out her hands in surrender.  But this conversation wasn’t over.  It was too much fun!  She just needed to get some vodka into Hudson’s blushing bride.
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THAT HAPPENED A COUPLE hours later, at the Prohibition bar.  Zoey sipped a Belvedere dirty martini and Sidney had a Blanton’s bourbon.

Zoey had a bag with her, of lingerie from the boutique.  This was the lingerie she would wear under her wedding dress.  As her Maid of Honor, Sidney bought the lingerie for her, as an early wedding gift.

“So anyways, it just got to be too much,” Zoey said, trying to explain why they stopped with Greg.

“Too much good?” Sidney asked, pressing.

Zoey shrugged.  Then after a moment’s hesitation, she admitted “I never thought size mattered that much.  Now I get it.  But Hudson, he was getting upset.  I mean, it got him hot, and he said he wasn’t upset, but I could tell he was.”

“And what about you?” Sidney asked.

Zoey hesitated again, then she said “It’s like what you said.  I liked it too much.”

“You liked fucking Greg too much?”

Zoey nodded.  She looked down, avoiding Sidney’s eyes.

Sidney saw it and said, “There’s an and there.  What aren’t you telling me?”

Zoey shrugged, once again hesitating.  Finally, she admitted, “I was starting to feel something for Greg.”

“Well, that makes sense,” Sidney said reasonably.  “You were spending a lot of time with him, right?  So, it’s just normal.”

“I guess,” Zoey said uncertainly.

“So that’s why Hudson got pissed?” Sidney asked.  “He got off on the sex part, but he didn’t want you getting attached?”

“No, that’s the crazy part,” Zoey said.  “Hudson wanted me to date Greg.  Not just fuck but date him.  He called Greg my boyfriend.  And when I told him I was starting to feel something for Greg, it got him really hot.  He wanted me to spend more time with him.  He got me to admit I was in like with Greg” – she used her fingers to put air quotes around “in like” – and it got him really hot when I did.”

Sidney frowned, thinking.  “You know, I told you I know people who are into this.  Guys like Hudson, who get off seeing their girls with other guys.  They’re called cuckolds.”

Zoey grimaced at the term.  “That’s not Hudson,” she insisted.

Sidney scoffed.  “Zoey, I know Adonis thinks he’s Mr. Master of the Universe, and maybe he is at work, but we’re talking about sex now.  He’s a cuckold.  Everything you say about him says so. 

Zoey shook her head.  She didn’t know a lot about “cuckolds,” but she knew it wasn’t a favorable term for men.  “Hudson isn’t a cuckold,” she insisted again.  “You know him.  He’s confident, arrogant even sometimes.”

“But I’m talking about sex,” Sidney said.

“I’m talking about sex too!” Zoey said with a huff.

Sidney was silent as she processed Zoey’s words.  She had firsthand experience of sex with Hudson, but of course she wasn’t going to tell her best friend that.  And yes, he was aggressive in bed, and was a decent lover.  But the last time they hooked up in Vegas, Hudson was clearly insecure about his little dick versus Greg’s big dick, and the fact he couldn’t get Zoey off with his dick but Greg could.

“Look, if you don’t believe me, you can test it tonight,” Sidney said.

“What do you mean?” Zoey asked.

Sidney motioned to the bag that was hanging on Zoey’s chair.  “Model the lingerie for Hudson tonight,” she said.

“I’m supposed to save that for my wedding,” Zoey objected.  “And he’s not supposed to see it until then.”

“I’ll buy you more fucking lingerie for your wedding!” Sidney huffed.  They both laughed.

“Wear the lingerie tonight.  Tell him it’s for the wedding,” Sidney said again.  “Then bring up Greg.”

“How do I do that?” Zoey asked.

“I don’t know.  Figure something out,” Sidney said.  With a grin, she added, “Blame it on me.  Hudson already thinks I’m evil.  Tell him I said he probably wants Greg to be the first man to fuck you on your wedding day.”

Zoey’s eyes opened wide.  “You are freaking evil,” she said.  “And if I say that, what’s that supposed to do?”

“See how Hudson reacts,” Sidney told her.  “Then talk to him.  I think you both need to talk about this.  You need to figure this out.  Before the wedding.  Before you get married.”
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CAMILLA OPENED THE letter.  It was that month’s statement from the bank.

The statement showed the balances in their checking, savings and money market accounts.  There was a lot of money in those accounts.  And Camilla knew almost all of that money was from her hard work and career successes.  Maynard made little money as a college professor.

Then, as she always did, Camilla glanced at the owner of the accounts.  They all belonged to Maynard.  Just like all their investments belonged to Maynard.  Just like their New York penthouse and South Beach condo and cottage in Provence all belonged to Maynard.  He owned everything.  Even though she made all the money, she had to ask his permission to spend any of it.  And she knew he spent more of their money – her money – on other girls like his current girlfriend, Cagney. 

It was humiliating.  Devastating.  Crushing.  Soul destroying.  Utterly unfair and unjust. 

All this made Camilla’s pussy tingle. 

Camilla turned to look in the full-length mirror.  She was naked, and she turned this way and that, looking at herself from every angle.  She knew her face was still attractive.  She knew men – the young, pretty boys she desired – she knew they still found her body fuckable. 

She also knew Cagney was prettier and sexier.  She knew Maynard desired his current girlfriend more than her.  This knowledge made Camilla’s pussy tingle even more.

Camilla lay down on the bed she shared with Maynard.  It was their marital bed. 

Last night, Maynard had fucked Cagney on this bed.  She still could smell the scents of their sex in the air.

Camilla slowly played with herself, rubbing her clit with one hand, and caressing her nipples with her other.  She closed her eyes and replayed in her head last night’s sex of Maynard and Cagney.  She soon came.

As she panted from her orgasm, she thought about Hudson.  Maynard was right.  She was a cuckquean.  She hated when Maynard called her that, but in private moments like this, she admitted the truth to herself.

Hudson was a cuckold.  He was a pretty boy like Maynard.  But Maynard was a real man.  Whereas Hudson was a nothing.  He was a pretty boy cuckold.  She kept him around because she liked looking at him.  But he was a nothing.  In fact, since he was a cuckold, he was less than nothing.

At that moment, Camilla decided she would torture Hudson.  It would be fun.  And fair too since Maynard regularly tortured her.

And if Camilla’s torture destroyed Hudson?  Ruined his life?

Well, Camilla didn’t care.  Because Hudson was less than nothing.

[image: ]

Hudson and Zoey’s story continues in ~~ Be Careful What You Wish For - Book 3
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