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I write 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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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.  His cock is huge!  He’s a professor at Fordham University.  

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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THIS BOOK STARTS IMMEDIATELY After The End Of Book 6
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ZOEY FOUND HUDSON SITTING by himself at the small pool on the other side of the resort.  He was the only one at this pool.

Zoey sat down next to her husband.  She saw he still looked hung-over.  “How are you feeling?” she asked.

“Do you care?” Hudson said stubbornly.

Zoey rolled her eyes and he saw it.  “So now you roll your eyes at me?” he said angrily.

“I rolled my eyes because you’re being a baby,” Zoey said.  It was a harsh thing to say, but her voice was soft and gentle.  “Everything that’s happened, everything I’ve done with Greg, we talked about,” Zoey reminded him.  “I warned you.  And you agreed to everything.  You even encouraged me to do things.”

“Whatever,” Hudson said dismissively.  Yes, she was right, everything she said was true.  But it still hurt.  He still felt destroyed.

Zoey sighed at how obstinate Hudson was being.  “It is you and me,” she said, responding to what he said earlier.  “It’s not Zoey and Greg.  It’s Zoey and Hudson.”

Hudson scoffed.  It sure didn’t seem that way.

Zoey sighed again.  “How is this – what I’m doing – not everything you want?  How is this not your dream cuckold fantasy?”

“You wore the jailbait outfit for Greg!” Hudson said accusingly.  “That was mine!  Now it’s Greg’s!”

Zoey looked at Hudson incredulously.  “What are you taking about?” she said.  “I wanted to deny you.  I know you get off on that.  Denial only works if I’m denying you something you really care about.  And I know you really care about the jailbait outfit, so that’s why I picked it.”

“But now it’s Greg’s!” Hudson angrily yelled in a loud voice.

“It is not, Hudson!” Zoey said, her voice rising now too.  “I did it one time with Greg!  It still belongs to you!  It still belongs to us!  And anyways, Greg added to the jailbait outfit!  You got so hot when he called me your niece! Don’t deny it Hudson!  You did!”

“So, you’re saying, I should thank Greg?” Hudson said with an angry glare.

Again, Zoey sighed.  “I’m not saying that, Hudson.  I’m just saying ... I don’t know what I’m saying.  I just don’t want you to be mad at me anymore.”

The newly married couple were silent for long moments.  Then Zoey pulled an icy water bottle and a bottle of Motrin from her bag.  “You should take this,” she said, handing the water bottle and two Motrin to her husband.  “It’ll help you get over your hangover.”

Hudson popped the pills into his mouth and drained the water bottle.  

“At least that’s something,” Zoey thought to herself.  “At least he didn’t throw them at me.”

Looking at his wife, Hudson sarcastically asked, “Greg give you that bikini?”  His tone was accusatory. 

Greg had given the bikini to Zoey, just that morning.  The bikini was black with a gold chain around her neck, and matching gold chains running along her hips to connect the front and back of the bottoms (which were little black triangles).

The bikini top was also two little black triangles covering her breasts, with the gold chain running around her neck.  The thin black strap running along her back crisscrossed at her front, just below her breasts.  Zoey looked sexy and beautiful, especially with gold hoop earrings that Greg had also given her.  

Hudson noticed the earrings and said, “And he gave those to you too, right?”

Zoey frowned at Hudson.  Abruptly, she stood up.  She pulled on the top strings and bottom strings of the bikini, and they fell off her body.  Then she took off the earrings.  Now she was completely naked.

Zoey carried the bikini and the earrings to the trashcan.  Hudson saw what she was about to do and said, “Don’t do that.  Zoe, come on, don’t do that.”

Zoey threw the bikini and earrings into the trash can.  “Oh my god, Zoe,” Hudson sighed.

Zoey walked back to Hudson.  She was completely naked!

“Feel better now?” Hudson said sarcastically.  Waving his hand around the pool, he said, “People will see you.  There were people here just before you got here.  Kids too.”

“I don’t give a fuck,” Zoey said.  She pushed Hudson down onto his back on the lounge chaise.  She pulled his bathing suit off.  He wasn’t wearing the black Speedos, but she obviously wasn’t going to mention that now.

Hudson’s penis was soft.  She knew how to get him hard.  She ran her fingertips along his inner thighs.  She knew he loved this, but while his cock was stiffening, it didn’t get fully hard.

Zoey said, “Which of your nieces do you fantasize about, baby?  You can tell me.  I won’t judge you.  I’ll pretend to be any of them.  No matter how young she is.”

“Oh god,” Hudson moaned.  Suddenly he was fully hard.

Zoey straddled Hudson’s hips on the chaise.  She reached down and guided his hard cock into her pussy.  “Uncle Hudson, we can’t do this,” she whined in a little girl voice.  “You have to stop, Uncle Hudson.  I’m a virgin and I’m trying to save myself.  I’m not even in high school yet.”

“Of fuck!” Hudson cried.  He was cumming!

Zoey knew it too.  She quickly rose up so his cock fell out of her pussy.  Then she used her hand to finish her husband off.

Hudson was panting, his spunk all over his chest.  “So, you’re still denying me?” he gasped between pants.  “You didn’t make me wear a condom this time, but you didn’t let me cum inside you.”

“I was pretending to be your niece, Hudson,” Zoey said.  “It makes it more real, right?  If you pull out so you don’t get your niece pregnant?”

Hudson stared at this girl.  At his new bride.  Who was this person?

“You like playing the pregnancy game, baby?” Zoey asked.  “You like the idea of Greg getting me pregnant?  I do forget to take the pill sometime.  And Greg always cums inside me.  Is that what you want, baby?  Do you want Greg to get me pregnant?  Do you want Greg to breed me?

Zoey looked down at her husband’s dick.  Despite just cumming, he was already hard again. Yes, all this got Hudson hot.  He did fantasize about this.

“What do you want to do, baby?” Zoey asked.  “Do you want me to play the game with Greg, or not?  Just don’t get mad at me – it’s not fair – when I play the game too good.”

Mike turned away, feeling both angry with Zoey, and ashamed of himself.  And embarrassed that there was no doubt now, that Zoey knew about his pregnancy fantasies.

“Don’t even try to tell me last night was about me,” he said.  He was angry but at least he wasn’t yelling anymore.  “You didn’t even know I was there.  You forgot all about me.”

Zoey didn’t deny it. She had forgotten about her husband.

“Last night got intense,” Zoey admitted.  “I mean, sex with Greg is always intense, you know that.  But all this stuff about Sophie, his step-mother.  I just found out about that.”

“Don’t give him shit about it,” Hudson told her.  “Fantasies are fantasies.  I don’t have a step-mom, but if I did, I’d probably want to do her too.”

Zoey rolled her eyes.  “Oh god, all men are creeps,” she said with a laugh.

Hudson grinned at her.  They both felt the walls between them melting.

“I’ll be honest with you,” Zoey said.  “I don’t want Greg to go.  But if you want him to go, I won’t be mad.”

“But you’ll be disappointed, right?”

Zoey shrugged.  Then she wrapped her hand around Hudson’s cock, which was hard again.  “Tell the truth Hudson,” she said as she looked into his eyes.  “If I said I wouldn’t be disappointed, then you would be disappointed, right?”

Hudson didn’t say anything, which told them both she was right.

“So if Greg stays, what happens?” Hudson asked.

“I think you know, Hudson,” Zoey said.  “I think you know I can’t control myself when I’m around Greg.”

Hudson was breathing hard.  His cock was hard.

Zoey was breathing hard too.  Her cheeks were flushed and her nipples hard.

This talk got them both hot.

Hudson stood up, pulling up his swim trunks.  Then he went to the trash can.  He reached in and retrieved the black bikini and the gold hoop earrings.  He gave them to Zoey and she put them back on.

“You just have to promise, we’ll take a break now and then, and we’ll talk like this,” Hudson said.

Zoey nodded, and said, “I promise.”

Hudson reached for his wife’s hand so they could walk to the main pool together.  But Zoey pulled her hand away.

“I’ll meet you at the pool,” Zoey told her husband.  “You go back to our room.  Put the Speedos on.”

Hudson looked at Zoey’s face to see if she was playing.  But she wasn’t playing.  Her voice and her face were serious.

“This is your last warning, Hudson,” Zoey said sternly.  “If I see you not wearing the Speedos again, I will ruin your orgasms for the rest of our honeymoon.  I will.”

Hudson stared at Zoey – his wife – for long moments.  Finally, he nodded his head.  He turned and headed towards their honeymoon suite.
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CHAPTER 2
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When Hudson got to the pool, he saw Zoey and Greg were in the pool with all their new friends.  He didn’t like seeing his wife with her lover standing so close together, but at least they were with other people.  They weren’t alone.  It bothered him though that Greg was whispering something into Zoe’s ear.

“There’s your new hubby,” Greg whispered to Zoey as he saw Hudson approach.

“Yes, I see him Greg,” Zoey said.

“How hot would it be if you and me left right now, before he got here?” Greg whispered.  “Everyone would see you leaving with me.  And poor Hudson in his bikini bottoms would stop in his tracks as he watched us walk away.”

“God, Greg you are seriously evil,” Zoey whispered back.  She looked at Hudson in the Speedos.  Greg called them bikini bottoms, but Zoey thought of them as his panties.  She felt a tingling between her legs as she thought this nasty though.

“You’re a bad influence on me Greg,” Zoey said.

“You get off on it as much as me,” Greg said knowingly.  “Putting Hudson down.  Mr. Master of the Universe.  Don’t deny it.  I see it in your face.”

Zoey saw Hudson looking bothered because he saw her talking to Greg.  She liked that look on her husband.  It turned her on.  She called it his “pouty face.”  Just like he called it her “cum face” when she got hot.

“We can’t do that,” Zoey whispered.  “Not so soon after last night.  Anyways, don’t you have to meet Kimmy?  What exactly did you tell her?”

“I can get you off before Kimmy gets here,” Greg said confidently.

Zoey shuddered at Greg’s words, and his confidence.  More and more, he was showing her the Real Greg.  And the Real Greg was an asshole.  But Hudson used to be an asshole too.  Before he realized he was a cuckold and went from Alpha man to Beta boy.  The fact was, Zoey was attracted to confident men.  To assholes.  

And the fact Hudson went from alpha to beta – to panty boy – and Greg went from shy and meek to alpha – for some reason that turned her on to no end.

“What did you tell Kimmy?” Zoey asked again.

“She knows I’m into you.  And you’re into me,” Greg said.

“But she knows Hudson and I just got married, right?  So how is this going to work, getting Kimmy to pay attention to Hudson so we can have more time together?”

“So, you want to spend more time with me?” Greg asked.  For a moment, he was showing the old Greg, the one who was shy and insecure.  That was Greg, alpha one moment, and vulnerable the next.  Zoey couldn’t help being charmed by him.  She knew she was crushing hard on him, it wasn’t just physical, and she knew that was crazy since she just got married.

“I think you know I do, Greg,” Zoey said, looking down at her feet under the water.  She was practically blushing.  Blushing!  For Greg!  She never would have thought it possible.

“I’ll explain it to her,” Greg said.  He reached his hand under the water and rubbed Zoey’s clit over the bottoms he had just bought her.  “You look so hot in this bikini.  But the earrings, they made you look really pretty, and sweet too.”

Zoey stared at Greg, her heart doing flips.  “Stop saying such sweet things,” she said as she looked into his eyes.  They shared a moment, an intimate moment, looking into each other’s eyes.  

Then Zoey forced herself to look away.  She noticed all their friends were looking at them.  “You go meet Kimmy,” Zoey said.  “I have to spend time with my husband.”

––––––––
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ZOEY MOVED THROUGH the water to the pool edge, where Hudson was standing.  “You look really sexy in those bikini bottoms, baby,” she teased.  She had told him Greg called the Speedos his bikini bottoms.

A soft moan escaped Hudson’s lips.  His cock twitched in the Speedos.  He was already hard from watching Zoey and Greg standing so close together and whispering in the pool.  The Speedos were skintight, so his erection was apparent to anyone who looked, despite his small size.

Hudson knew it so he jumped into the pool next to his wife.  “What were you talking about?”

“With Greg?”

“Yes, with Greg!” Hudson said impatiently.

“I’m gonna spend the night with him again,” Zoey announced.

“Again?” 

“You can watch,” Zoey said.  “Don’t leave this time.  You can watch all night.”

“All I can do is watch?” Hudson asked.

Zoey reach down and cupped his erection.  The way they were standing, no one could see.  “I’ll make you happy, baby,” she promised.

“You’ll get me off, but I doubt I’ll be happy,” Hudson said bitterly.

Zoey gave Hudson a pretend pout.  She said, “I know that’s your angst talking.  You’ve got your pouty face on, so I know you’re really hot.”

“Have you already fucked today?” Hudson demanded as he pushed Zoey’s hand away.

“No,” Zoey said. “I woke up and saw you weren’t there.  I came right home.  You were passed out on the bed.”

Hudson nodded.  That was something.  At least she came right home to find him.  

Of course, Hudson didn’t know Zoey had masturbated looking at his little cock and thinking nasty things about him compared to Greg.

“Then what happened?” he asked.  “You put on Greg’s bikini?  Then you met him at the pool?”

Zoey frowned.  “You were passed out.  What was I supposed to do?”

“Before all this started,” Hudson said, waving his hand around the pool, “You would’ve stayed with me, until I woke up.”

Zoey pursed her lips.  He was right, of course.  But things had started.  Now she had both Hudson and Greg to think about.   

Zoey knew she and Hudson were going in circles about this.  He wanted her to be with Greg, but he didn’t too.  Was it like this for all couples in this lifestyle?

But maybe it was her fault.  She could’ve stayed with Hudson this morning until he woke up.  And maybe she shouldn’t have been standing so close to Greg in the pool just now and whispering with him.  She could’ve just sat on chair and waited for Hudson to join her at the pool, since she knew he was coming after putting on the Speedos.

Something needed to change, or else they were going to drive each other crazy.

She made a decision.  Until now, she’d been unsure about Greg’s idea.  But now ....

“Come on, let’s go to our room,” Zoey said, pulling Hudson out of the pool.  “I need to talk to you about something.”
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Greg was waiting for Kimmy when she arrived at the resort in the lobby.  They smiled and hugged hello.  

Greg was surprised by Kimmy’s appearance – her hair was longer now, passed her shoulders.  He inwardly shrugged.  He preferred girls with shorter hair, but he didn’t care about Kimmy.  The only girl he wanted was Zoey, and her hair was short.  And she had cut her hair for him!

Greg carried Kimmy’s bag as they walked to her bungalow.  It wasn’t too far away from Hudson and Zoey’s honeymoon suite.

“So, what’s this all about Greg?” Kimmy asked as she sat on the edge of the bed.  “You said you need a favor?”

“You remember Zoey?” Greg asked.  “The girl I’m dating.”

“Are you dating?” Kimmy asked, not understanding.  “I thought you’re just hooking up.  Didn’t she and Hudson just get married?  Or did that not happen?”

“Yeah, the wedding happened,” Greg said with a frown.  Clearly, he wasn’t happy Zoey was now married.  “They’re here, now.  They’re on their honeymoon.”

Kimmy’s eyes went wide, and her lips parted in surprise.  “Then – why – are – you – here?” she asked with shock in her voice.

“You’ve probably figured out there’s something going on between me, Zoey and Hudson, right?”

Kimmy shrugged.  Of course she knew something was going on.  She wasn’t dumb.

“Do you know what a hot wife is?  What a cuckold is?”

“I – guess ...,” Kimmy hesitantly said.  Those things were mainstream now.  There were TV series about hot wives and cuckold husbands.  “I’m not exactly an expert.  I don’t know anyone like that.”

“Actually, you do,” Greg said.  “Zoey is a hot wife.  And Hudson is a cuckold.”

Kimmy slowly nodded.  She wasn’t surprised about Zoey.  It made sense, since she was Hudson’s fiancée – now his wife – yet was having sex with Greg.  And if Greg was telling the truth, they were having more than sex, they were dating.

But Hudson being a cuckold didn’t make sense.  Kimmy’s impression was cuckolds were weak men.  They were men who couldn’t sexually satisfy their girlfriends and wives.

But how could that be Hudson?  He was so handsome – gorgeous!  And he had a really sexy body.  

Like anyone would be, Kimmy had gotten curious about Hudson after seeing him at Java Books, so she did a little digging on Facebook and Instagram.  She’d been able to look at Hudson’s and Zoey’s social media pages via Greg, since he was a common friend.  So, Kimmy looked at a bunch of pictures of Hudson.  

There was no doubt in Kimmy’s mind that Hudson was one of the most handsome, sexiest men she had ever seen!  And she remembered seeing Hudson at Java Books, wearing those tight jeans.  Boy, he had a sexy ass!

Hudson wasn’t the tallest person in the world, but he was taller than her.  And Kimmy had Googled Hudson - it looked like he was a high-powered Wall Street broker. 

“Okay, Greg, whatever,” Kimmy said.  “So, Zoey’s a hot wife and you’re in a relationship with her.  And Hudson is into that because he’s a cuckold.  So, I get why you’re here.  Why am I here?”

Greg grinned and said, “Remember you told me you didn’t want to be a virgin anymore?”

Kimmy frowned.  “I didn’t exactly say that,” she said.  “I said it might take me forever to find a husband, and do I really want to wait that long to have sex?”

“Yes, exactly,” Greg said.  “And that’s why you’re here.”

“What?” Kimmy said, not understanding.

“How would you like to spend some time with Hudson, while I’m with Zoey?”

Kimmy’s eyes got big, and her lips parted.  “Are you crazy?  You want me to have sex with Hudson while you have sex with Zoey?” she asked with incredulity.

Greg gave her a knowing grin and said, “I can tell you’re attracted to him.”

“I mean, every girl’s probably attracted to Hudson, he’s really good looking,” Kimmy sputtered.  “But he’s with Zoey.  They just got married.  I don’t want a husband to cheat on his wife.”

“It wouldn’t be cheating,” Greg assured her.  “Zoey knows about you, just like Hudson knows about me.”

“You talked to Zoey about this?” Kimmy said, shocked.  “What did she say?”

“She’s okay with it,” Greg said.  “Okay, I get it you’re shocked.  But things like this happen in this lifestyle.”

“You mean, Hudson’s and Zoey’s lifestyle?” Kimmy asked.

“Yes.”

Kimmy frowned.  She said, “I’m not sure I want to be part of their lifestyle.”

“You said you don’t want to be a virgin anymore,” Greg said.  “Can you think of someone better than Hudson to do that with?  Zoey knows about you, just like Hudson knows about me.  So no one gets hurt.”

“I don’t know Greg,” Kimmy said, looking uncertain.  “This all sounds crazy.”

“Look, just think about it, okay?” Greg said.  “Enjoy the pool, get room service, whatever, have fun.  This vacation is all on me.  And then later, we’ll talk about it again.  Okay?”

Kimmy hesitated, still looking uncertain.  Then eventually, she nodded her head yes.
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“What do you want to talk about?” Hudson said warily when they were in their honeymoon suite.

Zoey didn’t answer at once.  She was still conflicted about this.  

She didn’t like the idea of Hudson with another girl.  The prospect made her jealous.  Ideally, she wanted both Hudson and Greg all to herself.  

But the way things were now, it wasn’t fair to Hudson.  He got off on his cuckold angst, but he got hurt when she took things too far.  And Zoey couldn’t trust herself not to take things too far, not when it came to Greg.

It still amazed Zoey that it was Greg – Greg of all people! – to get her this way.   To get her so boy crazy!  To get her so dick crazy!  But that’s how it was, and Zoey knew she had to do something to make things fairer to Hudson.

And Zoey hoped if she hooked Hudson up with a girl – with Kimmy – she’d feel less guilty about things.  She’d feel freer to really let herself go with Greg.  To really let Greg do whatever he wanted with her body.  This thought made Zoey shiver and she felt a tingling begin to grow between her legs. 

“What?” Hudson asked again.

Zoey gave her husband a sly grin.  Then, as he watched, she took off the new bikini Greg had given her.  She kicked off the flip flops she was wearing and stepped into the Christian Louboutin Ariella wedge espadrilles.  The 4-inch cork sandals made her legs look even longer than they were, and achingly sexy.

“You wear them when he fucks you?” Hudson asked.  He was frowning like he disapproved, but she heard lust in his voice.

“Sometimes,” Zoey said.  She pushed Hudson’s chest, so he sat on the edge of their bed.  She got on her knees and curled her fingers into the waistband of the black Speedos.  As she pulled them down his legs, she said, “Let’s take these panties off.”

Hudson frowned.  “I thought Greg called them my bikini bottoms,” he scoffed.

“He does,” Zoey said with a grin at her husband.  “I call them your panties.”

Hudson groaned.  “God Zoe, that’s really mean,” he said, the words sounding like a moan.

“Your cute ass looks so sexy in these panties, baby,” she teased.  “Maybe I’ll make you wear panties under your pants.  Your cute ass would look sexy in thongs.  A g-string would be even better.”

“Why are you talking like this?” he asked.  His throat was hoarse with excitement.

Zoey could tell he was aroused, from both his voice, and the way his cock was rock hard.  “This is what you want, right baby?” she said.  “You don’t want me to think about you sexually.  So, if I call them your panties, I’ll desire your little dick even less.  Not that I desire you at all nowadays, not with Greg here.  His cock is so incredible, baby.  I love it inside me.  It makes me feel so full.  I love the way it stretches me.  You’ve never made me feel that way.”

“Zoey, god ...,” Hudson moaned, his voice full of despair but lust too.

Zoey pushed Hudson back, so he was laying on the bed.  She straddled his hips and reached for a condom.  She rolled the condom down his hard shaft.  

“I thought girls don’t put condoms on cuckolds,” Hudson said bitterly.

“I guess this is your lucky day,” Zoey teased with a grin.  “Or do you want me to be your niece again, and pull out like before?  I bet I know the one you’re hot for.  Alison, right?  She’s blonde and so sweet.  Naughty, naughty, Hudson.  Alison’s so young.”  Zoey rolled the condom down his hard dick.

“Zoey ...,” Hudson gasped.  “Put my cock inside you.  Please.”     

Zoey hovered above Hudson, the head of his sheathed cock barely touching her pussy lips.  “It’s Alison, right?” she teased.  “You can tell me, baby.  Just admit it.”

“Zoey, come on!” Hudson begged.

“Greg has an idea,” she told her husband.  “To make things more fair for you.”

“What?” Hudson warily asked.  His head was spinning, both from lust and the abrupt change of subject.

Zoey decided not to beat around the bush.  She said, “Greg wants to set you up with a girl.  So you have someone to be with, when I’m with him.”

Hudson got angry.  “How kind of him,” he said sarcastically.  “What, Zoe? You don’t think girls are attracted to me anymore?  You don’t think I can pick up a girl if I want to?”

“I know you can, baby.  I know girls are attracted to you,” Zoey said soothingly.  “But I don’t like the idea of you with another girl.  I’m not like you, the idea of you with someone else doesn’t excite me, not at all.  So, if we’re going to do this, I need to control things.  I want to pick the girl.”

“And you’re okay with me being with a girl?” Hudson asked, still feeling angry, and hurt.  He knew Zoey was a jealous person.  All their relationship, she’d gotten insanely jealous whenever she felt he was giving a girl too much attention.  Now she wanted him to hook up with another girl?  This was crazy.

“I just said I’m not,” Zoey insisted.  “But it’s only fair.  And it’s only for now, on our honeymoon.  This is a one-time free pass.  It goes away when we get home.”

“So, who is this girl? Have you already picked her?”

“I’ll be honest, Hudson, Greg picked her,” Zoey said.  “But I think she’s a good choice.”

“Who?” Hudson demanded.

“Her name’s Kimmy,” Zoey said.  “I think I may have mentioned her.  She’s Greg’s friend, from the coffee place where he lives, Java Books.”

Hudson did remember Kimmy.  The Chinese girl.  Young.  Skinny.  Pretty.  Very pretty.

Hudson remembered something else, too.  Zoey said Kimmy was a virgin.  Was she still a virgin?

Zoey answered his unspoken question, saying, “She’s still a virgin.  If that means anything to you.  Which I’m sure it does.”

“You sound bitter about this.”

“I told you I don’t like the idea,” Zoey said with a frown on her face.  “But it’s only fair.”

Hudson thought about saying, “Then let’s stop doing this and go back to just you and me.”  But the fact was, he didn’t want to stop.  Despite all the heartache and angst, Zoey being with Greg still turned him on.  And he was intrigued by the idea of Kimmy.  And clearly Zoe didn’t like the idea.  It would be sweet to make her feel some of the pain he was feeling.

“So, what do you think?” Zoey asked.

“I thought Kimmy’s saving herself for her husband?” 

Zoey shrugged.  “I guess she’s changed her mind.  We can ask her.”

“We?” Hudson said.

Zoey shrugged again.  “We’re going for drinks tonight,” she said.  

“Is Kimmy legal to drink?” Hudson joked.

Zoey laughed.  “This is the Caribbean.  Everyone’s legal to drink.”

“Then what?  After the drinks?”

“Then I go with Greg,” Zoey told her new husband.  “And you can get to know Kimmy better.”

“This is crazy Zoe,” Hudson lamented.

“I know,” Zoey said, and they both laughed.

Then she pulled his hands up to cup her breasts.  Once he began fondling her, she moved a hand down and guided his hard cock into her pussy.

Hudson moaned as his cock went balls deep into his wife’s pussy.  She was looser now after months of getting fucked by Greg’s big dick, but her pussy still felt amazing.  He wondered if Kimmy was tighter.  Of course she would be tighter, since she was a virgin.

“Are you thinking about Kimmy?” Zoey asked as she moved up and down on his cock.

“No,” Hudson lied.

Zoey frowned.  “Don’t lie to me Hudson,” she said.  “Just like you don’t want me to lie to you.  If this is going to work, we have to be honest with each other.”

Hudson hesitated.  Then he nodded.

Zoey leaned forward and wrapped her arms around his neck.  They kissed as they made love, although their thoughts were on other people.
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CHAPTER 5
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Greg picked Kimmy up at her cabana.  She wore white short-shorts, a black bustier top, and black high top Converse sneakers.  She wore little makeup, just a little lipstick.

“What?” Kimmy asked as Greg looked at her a moment too long.

“I’ve never seen you dress this way,” he said.

Kimmy shrugged.  She said, “You only see me at work, and we’re supposed to wear Java Books t-shirts and jeans.”  She motioned to herself, and said, “This is supposed to be a date, right?”

“It’s just ...,” Greg began as he looked at the black bustier.  The tight bustier emphasized how small Kimmy’s breasts were.  It screamed to the world, “I’m flat-chested!”

Kimmy read Greg’s thoughts, and said, “I know I’ve got little boobs.  I’m not gonna stuff my bra or anything.  The advantage of little boobs is, I don’t have to wear a bra.”

Greg laughed.  “Okay,” he said with a grin.  He felt his cock stir in his pants.  Kimmy always went braless?  That was hot!  And he liked her sassy attitude.  That was something he had always liked about his friend.

––––––––
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HUDSON AND ZOEY WERE already at the bar when Greg and Kimmy arrived.  The newly married couple rose up to introduce themselves to the young Chinese girl, but things were awkward of course because of the situation.  

Kimmy was also intimidated by Zoey.  She was so beautiful, like a super model!  And so sexy!  Zoey wore a super short dress that looked painted on, and towering high heels.  They were probably close to the same height in bare feet, but in the heels, Zoey towered over her.  The heels must have been at least 4 inches high!  Maybe 5!  How was she even able to walk?  And she wore nylons in this heat?

Kimmy was just as intimidated by Hudson.  God he was so gorgeous.  And so sexy in the tight jeans and snug shirt he wore.   He and Zoey definitely made an attractive couple.  She still couldn’t believe Hudson was a cuckold who liked watching his wife with other men.  And she couldn’t believe Zoey was a hot wife and was hooking up with Greg.  Why in the world would Zoey be interested in Greg when she had Hudson?

Things continued to be awkward as the four-some sipped their drinks.  Kimmy was only 19 but on this Caribbean island, she could legally drink – although she got carded because the young Chinese girl looked younger than 19.  She looked like a high school freshman.  Or even younger!

“I guess we’ll be going,” Greg eventually said, and both he and Zoey stood up to leave.

“Wait,” Kimmy said.  She nervously looked at Zoey and asked, “Can I talk to you?”

––––––––
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KIMMY AND ZOEY MOVED to a secluded part of the bar.  “You’re so pretty,” Kimmy said enviously as she looked at Zoey.

Zoey smiled.  “So are you,” she said honestly.

“Not like you,” Kimmy said.  She looked down at Zoey’s feet.  With a laugh, she joked “How can you walk in those things?” 

Still smiling, Zoey said, “It takes a lot of practice.  And they hurt if I wear them too long.  But boys like them.”

“I guess boys don’t like these so much,” Kimmy said, motioning to the black high top Converse sneakers she wore.

“I don’t know about that,” Zoey said.  “They make you look young.  Younger than you are.  And Hudson likes that.”

Kimmy looked questioningly at Zoey.  “And you’re okay with that?” she asked.  “If we ... you know ... if we go to bed together?”

Zoey shrugged.  She looked and felt conflicted.  “Greg explained what’s going on?” she asked.  

Kimmy nodded.  “You and Greg are a thing.  And Hudson likes that.”

Zoey laughed, but it was without any humor.  Was she a thing with Greg?

“Anyways, I’m just trying to make it fair for Hudson.  I do love him.  Even though what we’re doing is kinda wild.”  With a laugh, she added, “Well, not kinda.”

Kimmy grinned.  She said, “I’m not judging you.  Just cause I’m a virgin doesn’t mean I’m naïve.  I’ve got crazy fantasies like everyone else.  That’s why I don’t want to be a virgin anymore.  Why should everyone else have all the fun?”

“What kind of fantasies?” Zoey asked, clearly intrigued.  She liked this girl!

“Well, you know,” Kimmy said looking sheepish.  “Black men?”

Zoey laughed.  “Oh my god!  I need to introduce you to my best friend, Sidney.  She tried to hook me up with her black boyfriend on my wedding night.”

Kimmy’s lips parted in shock.  “Her black boyfriend?” she said with amazement in her voice.  “On your wedding night?  So what happened?”

“I’m not into black men,” Zoey said.  “I am into Greg.  So, I was with him.”

“On your wedding night?” Kimmy said, looking and sounding even more amazed.  She moved her hand to her lips as she processed this information.  Then she giggled and said, “That’s hot!”

Zoey giggled too.  She definitely liked this girl!

“Where was Hudson?” Kimmy said as her amazement turned to intrigue.

“He was there,” Zoey said.  “He wants to see me with other men.  With Greg.  But he gets jealous and upset too.  That’s why you’re here.  To make things more fair.  And to answer your question, yes, it’s okay with me if you have sex with my husband.”

Kimmy stared at Zoey, processing all this.  Then she slowly nodded.
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“ARE YOU HUNGRY?” HUDSON asked Kimmy after Zoey and Greg left the bar.  Luckily none of their new friends were at the bar to see them leave, or else there would be more stares and gossiping tomorrow at the pool.

“No.  I had a late lunch,” Kimmy said.

Hudson nodded.  He couldn’t remember the last time he ate, but he wasn’t hungry.

“You look nervous,” Hudson said.

“I am nervous,” Kimmy said with a half laugh.  “I’ve never done anything like this before.”

Hudson nodded again.  He didn’t understand himself.  Kimmy was pretty.  She was young.  Her ass and legs were sexy.  She was practically flat-chested but that didn’t bother him.  She was a virgin!

And she was a sure thing.  Why wasn’t he all over her?  Why hadn’t he already deflowered her?

He knew why.  His confidence was shot.  What if Kimmy looked disappointed when she saw the size of his dick?  What if he got soft as they were doing it?  Or, even worse, what if he couldn’t get hard at the beginning, so he couldn’t even claim her cherry?  Hudson knew he wouldn’t be able to survive the humiliation.  Zoey would hear about it and lose even more respect for him.

And the reality was, Hudson didn’t want to be here with Kimmy.  She seemed nice.  But the only girl he cared about was Zoey.

He wanted to watch Zoey with Greg.

Hudson had a demented, masochistic thought.  Kimmy was young and inexperienced.  Maybe he could be her teacher.  Introduce her to things. He could show her the difference between little and big cocks.  He could show her why size matters.  The idea of demeaning himself to this young, pretty Chinese girl got his dick hard.  It made him feel like shit too, but for a cuckold, the two often went together.

Hudson drained the rest of his scotch and then abruptly stood up.  “Come on,” he said.  He led Kimmy out of the bar and towards Greg’s bungalow.  

“Where are we going?” Kimmy asked as Hudson walked to the back of Greg’s bungalow.  He took Kimmy’s hand, and they went through the gate and silently crept through the fenced patio to the sliding glass doors.

Like last time, the curtain was partially open.  Hudson and Kimmy were in darkness and the inside was lit by a bedside lamp, so they could clearly see inside, without risk of being seen themselves.  They could also hear what was being said through the glass doors.

Kimmy gasped when she looked into the bungalow.  Zoey was on her back in the bed.  She was completely naked, except for thigh high stockings and high heels.  Greg was on top of her.  They were kissing, and he was slowly fucking her.

“What are we doing here?” Kimmy whispered.

“You want to know why my wife fucks Greg?” Hudson whispered back.  “Why she wants to fuck him instead of me?”

Kimmy stared at Hudson.  In fact, she was curious why Zoey was with Greg instead of Hudson.  Greg was cute (in a geeky way) but not nearly as gorgeous as Hudson.

Hudson and Kimmy silently sat on a bench.  Their eyes were locked on the action going inside the bungalow.

Then they heard Zoey moan, “You feel so good inside me, Greg.  I love how you stretch me.  I love how you fill me up.”

Kimmy whispered, “Doesn’t it bother you to hear her say that?”

“Yes,” Hudson said.  He pulled his cock from his pants.  He was hard.

Kimmy gasped seeing Hudson’s manhood for the first time.  Hudson’s cock was beautiful, just like the rest of him.  The skin was light colored.  Tight, smooth and unblemished.  The head wasn’t any wider than the shaft.  There weren’t any veins to mar the beauty of his penis.  When he was hard, his cock looked like a perfectly formed cylinder with a tapering pointed end, kind of like a smooth missile vibrator.  Pale soft skin instead of cold stainless steel.  

Kimmy knew she was wet, both from watching Greg and Zoey, and also seeing Hudson’s sexy cock.

Kimmy’s head snapped back to the action inside the bungalow when she heard Zoey cry, “I cumming Greg!  You’re freaking making me cum!”

Kimmy watched as Zoey urgently grabbed Greg’s arms and repeatedly moaned, “Oh god oh god oh god oh god ....”  Then her back arched and she screamed – she screamed! – as bolts of orgasmic pleasure exploded through her body.

“Zoe just came on Greg’s cock,” Hudson said, looking sad.  “We’ve been together for years, and I’ve never gotten her to cum that way.”

Kimmy looked at Hudson.  He looked so sad.  She felt sorry for him.  Yet, he also looked excited.  He was breathing hard.  She glanced down.  She saw he was slowly masturbating as he watched his wife with Greg.

“Do you always watch when they’re together?” Kimmy asked with a whispered voice.

Hudson shook his head no.  “Sometimes it’s too much for me to watch,” he said.  “And sometimes when I want to watch, she doesn’t let me.  She wants to be with Greg without me there.  I guess she feels less inhibited.”

“That’s ... mean,” Kimmy said.  She didn’t want to be judgmental, she didn’t know the rules of this lifestyle, but still, it seemed mean to treat your husband that way.

“That’s why you’re here, so she doesn’t have to worry about me so much,” Hudson said.  “It’s okay though.  That’s part of it.”

“Part of it?”

“Being a cuckold,” Hudson said.  “Denial is part of it.  You see how Zoe dressed tonight?  Sexy, right?  And she’s still got her stockings and high heels on.  She’s dressing like that for Greg.  She never dresses that way for me anymore.  That’s called ‘denial’.”

“I don’t know a lot about the cuckold fantasy,” Kimmy hesitantly said.  “But you don’t look like a cuckold to me.”

Hudson laughed.  It was a bitter laugh.  He used to be a real man.  He used to be a Master of the Universe.  But no longer.  Now he was a shell of the powerful, charismatic man he used to be.  Now he was just a pathetic cuckold, jerking off watching his wife with another man, instead of fucking the pretty Chinese girl sitting next to him and taking her virginity.

They watched as Greg tenderly kissed Zoey’s face and lips as she recovered from her orgasm.  After a few long moments of intimate kissing, Zoey whispered to Greg, “Let me on top.”  She knew he had not cum yet.

The couple shuffled positions on the bed, and after a moment, Greg was on his back with Zoey on her knees straddling his mid-section.  She hovered above Greg, his cock almost touching her pussy lips.

Kimmy saw Greg’s cock for the first time.  Her eyes went wide.  “Wow, that’s really big,” she said, awe in her voice.

“Now you see why Zoey wants to fuck Greg instead of me,” Hudson said, bitterness and excitement in his voice.  “Look at his cock.  Now look at mine.  Zoe wants to be stretched.  She wants to be filled up.  He can do that for her.  I can’t.”

Kimmy looked at Greg and then at Hudson.  To her, Hudson’s cock still looked sexier.  It was clearly smaller than Greg’s, but it looked like the perfect manhood.

“I don’t think size is everything Hudson,” Kimmy whispered.  “Greg’s penis scares me.  I could never get something that big inside me.”

Hudson laughed.  Another laugh filled with bitterness.  “That’s because you’re a virgin,” he said.  “No offense, but you don’t know better.”

Hudson and Kimmy watched as Zoey reached down and used her hand to guide Greg’s monster cock into her pussy.  It went in easily, all the way to the hilt.  

“See?” Hudson said.  “Zoey’s pussy used to be tight like yours.  But now Greg has loosened her up.  He probably still thinks she’s tight.  But to me her pussy feels loose.  Now when we have sex, I don’t feel that much, and she doesn’t either.  Greg’s big cock has ruined Zoey’s pussy for my little dick.”

“You say these terrible things, but I can tell you’re turned on too,” Kimmy said as she watched Hudson continue to stroke his hard cock.

Hudson shrugged and said, “That’s what it’s like to be a cuck.”

“How do you know how tight I am anyways?” Kimmy asked.

Hudson answered without taking his eyes off the girl he loved with another man.  “You’re a virgin Kimmy,” he said.  “Of course your pussy’s tight.”

Hudson and Kimmy watched as Zoey slowly moved up and down on Greg’s shaft.  They were looking into each other’s eyes.  

Greg reached up and cupped her tits.  “You like when I do this?” he asked as he rubbed her nipples with his thumbs.

“You know I do,” Zoey moaned.  Kimmy saw that Zoey’s breasts were small.  Not as small as hers, but still small.  Big enough though, that Zoey probably had to wear bras.  Kimmy had never graduated from training bras.  That’s why she almost always went braless.  

Kimmy heard Zoey asked, “Does Sophie have little high school breasts like me?”

Greg frowned.  “Why do you always talk about her?”

“Because I want to understand you, Greg,” Zoey said.

Kimmy whispered to Hudson, “Who’s Sophie?”

“Greg’s stepmother,” Hudson answered.  “He’s got the hots for her.”

“Really?” Kimmy said with a giggle.  She was learning more and more about Greg.  And the cuckold/hot wife lifestyle.  She was definitely intrigued by all of this.  It was hot!

Kimmy watched as Zoey slowly moved up and down on Greg’s shaft.  She rose up until just the tip of his cockhead was inside her, and then pushed all the way down until he was balls deep.

Kimmy couldn’t believe the massive size of Greg’s cock.  So long, and thick.  How was Zoey – a tiny petite girl like her – able to take all of it into her?

Kimmy appraised Zoey, the way girls do.  Her face was beautiful, like a movie star.  Her blonde hair was soft and lush – when they first met, her hair was long, halfway down her back.  Now it was short, around her ears.  Kimmy wondered why Zoey cut her hair.  She wore her hair short because her black hair was fine, like many Asians.  But if she had lush, thick hair like Zoey, she would definitely wear it long.

Kimmy studied Zoey’s naked body as she slowly moved up and down on Greg’s cock.  Zoey’s breasts were small but noticeably bigger than Kimmy’s, who was practically flat-chested.  They both had eraser-sized nipples.  

Both girls were slim, with flat tummies.  But Zoey’s body was more toned, and firm.  Her legs were amazing.  Kimmy had nice legs, she knew that, but Zoey’s were incredible, and the high heels and stockings made them look even better.  “Maybe I should wear stockings and heels,” she thought to herself.  Then she inwardly giggled.  She wouldn’t be able to walk in those 4-inch (5-inch?) stiletto high heels.  She wondered how Zoey did it, how she walked so gracefully in those monsters.

Kimmy knew she was pretty and sexy.  She got hit on all the time, and that was part of the reason she didn’t want to be a virgin anymore.  The exciting temptation to go all the way with a handsome man was getting too strong to resist.

But Kimmy knew she wasn’t in the same league as Zoey.  Zoey was special.  No wonder Greg (and Hudson) were clearly captivated by her.

“Greg you feel so good inside me,” Zoey moaned.  Now she wasn’t moving straight up and down as much, but more swoping down and up, grinding her pelvis against Greg’s.  Her beautiful face looked labored, and her eyes were clenched shut as she said, “Fuck Greg, I’m close again.”

Kimmy was startled when she heard Hudson’s voice.  She was so focused on the action inside the bungalow, she forgot he was there.

Hudson’s voice was hoarse with excitement and lust, as he said, “Zoe’s rubbing her clit against Greg’s fat dick.  And the way she’s moving, his dick’s rubbing against her g-spot, both going in and out.  She’s gonna make herself cum again on his cock.  She’s gonna cum hard.”

Kimmy looked at Hudson as he said this.  He was still jerking his little cock.  She couldn’t help thinking of his penis as “little” after seeing Greg’s big thing.  She still thought his cock was sexy.  But it was way smaller than Greg’s.

Kimmy looked back at the action in the bungalow when she heard Zoey say, “You’re so freaking big, Greg ... I’m so close ... you’re stretching me so good.”

“I’m stretching your married pussy,” Greg joked with a grin.

“Yeah, yeah,” Zoey said with a half laugh.  The laugh was labored as her orgasm was getting close.  

“Hudson stretch you like me?” Greg asked.

“You know he doesn’t,” Zoey said.  “I fucked him earlier.  Just like this, with me on top.  I barely felt him inside me.”  With a half laugh, she added, “I made him wear a condom.”

Greg laughed.  “So, he didn’t get you off?  Not even with his tongue?”

Zoey shook her head no.  She said, “I wanted to wait for you to get me off.  I didn’t wanna be cheated from that.  You make me cum so hard with your big cock.  Like you’re about to do – again!”

“Oh fuck!” Zoey screamed a moment later.  Her head rolled back and her back arched.  Time seemed to stop with the “Oh fuck!” scream still on her open, pouty lips, as her orgasm crested to its peak and then stayed there for long moments.  Then Greg violently jackrabbited up and down, up and down, frantically stroking Zoey’s clit and g-spot with his long, thick cock, sending her orgasm crashing down like a tidal wave hitting the beach.  Zoey cried out incoherently as bolts of intense orgasmic pleasure shot through her body.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god ...” Zoey said over and over again as she collapsed onto Greg’s chest.  She was amazed.  It was like that all the time after cumming on his big, magnificent cock.  Sex with Greg just got better and better.

“Bikini boy ever make you cum like that?” Greg asked with a superior, triumphant grin on his face.

Zoey laughed at Greg’s joke about Hudson’s Speedos.  She said, “They’re more like panties.”

Greg laughed.  “Seriously?”

“Yeah,” Zoey said with a grin.

“You oughta make him wear real panties under his pants,” Greg said.

“I’m thinking about it,” Zoey said, and they both laughed.

“So, panty boy ever get you off like that?” Greg asked again with a grin still on his face.

“No, panty boy hasn’t,” Zoey said with a grin back at her lover.  “Never.  Not even close.”

Kimmy frowned hearing this talk between Zoey and Greg.  Watching her new idol Zoey with the big dicked Greg was exciting – probably the most exciting thing she had ever seen in her life – but the things they said were so mean.

She looked over at Hudson.  He looked sad, and distraught.  But his cock was soft and his hand was wet.  He had cum listening to his wife humiliating him with her hung lover.

Abruptly, Hudson stood up and stuffed his limp cock into his pants.  Without a word to Kimmy, he walked away.
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CHAPTER 6
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Kimmy was about to leave too, when she heard Greg say to Zoey, “Stay on top.  But turn around.  Reverse cowgirl.  I wanna look at your sexy ass as you fuck me.”

“Okay,” Zoey said with a giggle.  Her face was flushed, and she was still breathing hard from her orgasm a moment ago.  With Greg’s hard cock staying inside her the whole time, she twisted around so her back was to Greg’s face.  

Kimmy was alarmed when she saw Zoey was now looking straight at her!  She panicked, thinking Zoey could see her.  But she calmed dawn when Zoey showed no sign that she could see out into the patio.  Kimmy remembered she was in darkness so she could see into the bungalow, but they couldn’t see her.

Zoey began moving up and down Greg’s cock again.  Kimmy could see her face clearly.  Even though Zoey had just cum – she’d watched her have 2 orgasms in fact – her pretty face began showing arousal again.  

Kimmy saw something else too.  She saw Zoey was completely hairless from the neck down, she had no pubic hair.  Kimmy had to admit, the look was sexy.

Kimmy watched as Zoey’s beautiful face became more and more aroused.  The pleasure – the ecstasy! – she got from riding Greg’s big cock was easy to see.  

And it was exciting, like watching the best porn movie ever!  The beautiful and sexy Zoey – a ten out of ten – rocking up and down on Greg’s long, thick cock.  Kimmy was able to see Zoey’s pussy lips stretched tight around Greg’s fat shaft.  She knew that was what Zoey meant about being stretched.  Did it feel as good as she said?  Kimmy couldn’t imagine that big thick cock inside her.  But now she was curious to know what being stretched like that – being filled like that – felt like.

Kimmy was soaking wet, and with Hudson gone, she could no longer resist.  She unbuttoned her white short-shorts and pushed a hand into her panties, to her pussy.  She rubbed herself as she watched Zoey ride Greg’s cock.

The arousal on Zoey’s beautiful face – her slightly parted, pouty lips—her hard nipples – the way her toned stomach and firm thighs rippled as she moved up and down – all that turned Kimmy on.  She wasn’t into girls, had never been bi-curious – but for the first time, she wondered what it would be like to be with a girl.  No, not any girl.  With Zoey.  Kimmy didn’t know it, but she was developing a girl crush on Zoey.

Kimmy managed to pull the black bustier down, exposing her breasts.  They were little more than perky nipples on her flat chest.  But they were very sensitive, especially her nipples!

While Kimmy rubbed her clit with her right hand, she swirled her fingertips softly over her breasts and then around and over her nipples.  This was how she always masturbated, usually watching black porn on her iPad – she usually watched videos of well-hung, muscular black men with tiny Chinese girls who looked like her.

As she masturbated, Kimmy focused on the ecstasy on Zoey’s pretty face.  She focused on her little, bare pussy stretched tight around Greg’s thickness as she moved up and down on his cock.  She focused on Greg’s hands as he wrapped around her front and cupped and fondled Zoey’s little boobs.  What did he call them?  Zoey’s little high school breasts.  Where did that come from?  But it fit Zoey, because she looked young enough to be in high school (just like Kimmy did).

Kimmy had never been so sexually excited in her life.  She couldn’t help feeling envious of Zoey.  To feel such pleasure!  To have that look of complete and total ecstasy covering her face!  Would she ever experience that in her life?

“You feel so good inside me Greg,” Kimmy heard Zoey moan as she continued moving up and down his thick shaft.

“You mean, inside your cheating married pussy,” Greg joked.

Zoey smiled, and said, “Yeah.  Your big cock feels so good inside my cheating, married pussy.”

“You said you couldn’t feel Hudson’s cock when he was inside you?”

“I felt him,” Zoey said.  “But not a lot.”

“Not like me?”

Zoey smiled again.  It was a smile of arousal, excitement.  Kimmy could tell she liked talking about Hudson.  She liked to put him down.

“No Greggy, not like you,” Zoey said.  “He’s tiny compared to you.”

“Don’t call me that.” Greg said with a frown.  “Only Sophie calls me that.”

“You like fantasizing about Sophie,” Zoey said.  “I can tell, Greg.  Your cock jerks whenever I say her name.  Is that the real reason you want me like this, reverse Cowgirl?  So you can pretend I’m your stepmother?”

Greg moaned, and that’s when Zoey knew he was fantasizing he was fucking Sophie!

But Greg insisted, “I know you’re not Sophie.”

“Why?  Because she has hair down here?” Zoey asked with a grin in her voice as she moved Greg’s hand down to her mons.  Zoey was completely hairless from regular waxings.

“How would I know that?” Greg snapped.  

“Okay, that answers one question,” Zoey thought to herself.  “Greg has never seen his stepmother without clothes on.”

“So, how do you know then?” Zoey asked.

“Because Sophie has a tattoo here,” Greg said as he slid his fingertip across Zoey’s lower back.  

“Oh,” Zoey said.  “Let me guess.  It’s a black tribal.”

“Yeah.”

Zoey twisted around so now she was looking at Greg’s face.  His hard cock was still impaled inside her.

“Is that why you want me to get a tat there?” she asked.  “So I’ll look like Sophie?”

“You already look like Sophie,” Greg said.

“So I’ll look more like Sophie?” Zoey asked, looking Greg in the face.

“Well ... yeah,” Greg hesitantly admitted.

“So, you do have a thing for Sophie,” Zoey asked.

“It’s not like she’s my real mom,” Greg hurriedly said.  “I don’t even think of her as my mother.”

“I’m not judging you Greg,” Zoey said gently.  She rubbed his chest soothingly, the way she did with Hudson when he was upset.  “I’m just trying to understand.”

“I spent a lot of time with Sophie growing up,” Greg said.  “My mom died young.  So, yeah, I guess I have a crush on her.”

“And Sophie has short hair like me?” Zoey asked.

“Almost exactly like yours,” Greg said.  “But she’s a brunette.  Dark brown hair.”

Zoey grinned mischievously and said, “I bet you’d love it if I dyed my hair dark brown.”

“Oh god yes!” Greg said excitedly.  “Will you do that for me?”

Zoey laughed.  “Hudson would kill me,” she said.  “He loves blondes. Long blonde hair.  That’s why he noticed me at first.  And he is my husband, Greg.  I’ve already cut my hair for you.  I could never dye it brown.  I couldn’t do that to Hudson.  But maybe I’ll wear a brown wig sometimes for you.”

“Well, okay,” Greg said, sounding disappointed but knowing this wasn’t the time to push things.

“Now fuck me Greg,” Zoey said.  “I know you haven’t cum yet.  Fuck me however you want.”

Greg grinned.  He flipped Zoey onto her back, so they were in the classic missionary position.  He put Zoey’s stockinged legs over his shoulders.  This was his favorite position.  He could look at Zoey’s beautiful face as he fucked her, and feel the nylons of her stockings rub against his shoulders.

Greg pounded Zoey hard.  He was already close to cumming, especially after talking about Sophie.  

Zoey gripped the sheets for dear life.  With his big cock and tall frame (for leverage), whenever Greg fucked her hard like this, it was like he was literally fucking her brains out.  

Greg soon went over the edge.  As always, when he came, he ejaculated strong jets of sperm.  Zoey loved feeling those jets hitting her inner walls.  

Just then, as they both cried out, Zoey turned her head towards the sliding glass doors.  At that moment, a car drove by, its headlights illuminating the patio.  

And that’s when Zoey saw Kimmy sitting there, one hand inside her white short-shorts, the other caressing her breasts.
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Camilla ached for release.  She wore the chastity device.  A band of hard plastic attached to a belt around her waist, that was custom molded to her body, and snugly curved so it covered her pussy and the crack between her ass cheeks.  While wearing it, no one could touch – she couldn’t touch – her most intimate woman parts.  The belt locked, and Maynard – her husband – had the only key.  So, he controlled her orgasms.  He controlled when she was allowed to cum.  If she was allowed to cum.

It had been a long, humiliating evening.  When the evening started, Maynard gave her a diamond necklace.  She was overjoyed with the gift, and she loved the way the large – very large – diamond nested between her generous cleavage.  

Maynard was with Cagney when he gave her the necklace.  Cagney was his girlfriend, an 18-year-old freshman at Fordham University where Maynard was a professor.  In fact, Cagney was his student (she was sure to make an A of course).  She was 27 years younger than Camilla, who was 45.  She was younger than their two sons.

Each semester, Maynard picked a new girlfriend.  He picked from among the fresh-faced coeds where he taught, Fordham University.  Maynard was handsome, dashing, and well-endowed – and a charismatic and popular teacher—so he found it easy to seduce the young impressionable girls who admired him.

Maynard had specific tastes in girls.  He preferred young.  Legal, but 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.”

This semester, Cagney was Maynard’s girlfriend.  Physically, Cagney was better than Camilla in every way.  Her breasts were better than Camilla’s.  Camilla’s were 36Ds 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 with upturned nipples.

Cagney had 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.  Around campus, 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 to look young (with little success).

Cagney had long, slim, 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.  

And Cagney had 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 attractive, and her face could pass for a woman in her thirties (rather than 45).  But she couldn’t compete with Cagney’s youthful, perfect, 18-year-old face.

Camilla was a MILF, a cougar, but she couldn’t compete with the ripe, voluptuous, achingly-hot, 18-year-old Cagney.  She knew it.  Maynard knew it.  And Cagney knew it.

At that moment, though, Camilla wasn’t thinking about Cagney (even though she was standing just a few feet away).  Maynard – her husband, the man she loved more than anything – he had given her a gift!  A diamond necklace!  And the diamond was huge!  It was much bigger than the diamond Cagney wore around her neck.  Camilla knew Maynard gave that necklace to Cagney, but hers was better!  Maynard loved her more than he lusted over Cagney!

But then Cagney laughed and ruined it all.  “You stupid fat cow, the diamond’s not real,” the young freshman said with a mocking laugh.  “It’s cubic zirconia!  My diamond is real—yours is fake!  You know why?  Because my tits are perfect, and yours are loose and saggy!”

“What? Maynard, no ...,” Camilla cried.

Maynard gave his wife a pitying smile.  “I’m sorry, my dear, but it’s true,” he said.  He cupped Camilla’s breast with one hand, and Cagney’s with the other (all 3 of them were naked, except for the necklaces the girls wore around their necks).  “Your breasts used to be nice, but not anymore.  And you must admit, even in your prime, your breasts were not nearly as firm and sexy as Cagney’s.”

Camilla began to cry, but Cagney showed no mercy.  She made the 45-year-old woman get on her knees and eat her out.  

Camilla 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 girlfriends.

Camilla soon drove Cagney to an orgasm.  Then she looked hopefully at Maynard.  She wanted her husband to make love to her!  

But then Maynard got onto the bed with Cagney.  He fucked the 18-year-old coed.  All Camilla could do was watch.  Because of the chastity device, she couldn’t even pleasure herself!

“Cagney is so tight, Camilla,” Maynard moaned as he fucked his student, the young freshman.  “She’s tighter than you.  So much tighter than you.”

Camilla whimpered, tearing up at her husband’s words.  “You’re so cruel, Maynard,” she cried, yet her voice was full of lust.

“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!”

Their sexy talk often went this way.  Camilla was a cuckquean, a woman who got off watching her husband with other girls.  She loved – yet hated – being humiliated and demeaned.  Maynard knew it.  It got him hot to shame his wife and show her who was in control in their marriage. He was in control, he dominated Camilla, even though all their wealth came from Camilla’s brilliance and hard work.  It didn’t matter that Camilla made all the money – he owned everything, all their houses, their cars, their portfolios, their assets, their incomes.  Camilla actually had to ask her husband for spending money.

“Please make me cum!” Camilla begged, her eyes teary, after Maynard got Cagney off with his cock.  Maynard was still hard, he hadn’t cum yet, and Camilla hoped her husband would make love to her.  She couldn’t remember the last time he made love to her.

Maynard dismissively threw the chastity belt’s key to his wife.  “Get yourself off, Camilla.”

“No, Maynard, please!” Camilla begged.

Maynard laughed mockingly.  He pulled Cagney’s perfect face to his groin.  He wanted to feel the 18-year-old’s pouty lips around his cock.  That’s where he wanted to cum, in the freshman’s mouth. Not in his wife’s old, loose, used up pussy.

Tears fell down Camilla’s cheeks as she watched Cagney go down on her husband.  She hated Cagney!  And at that moment, she hated Maynard too!

But she needed release!  She needed to cum!

Camilla unlocked the chastity belt and took it off.  It felt so good to be able to touch her pussy again!  It had been weeks!

With a shaking hand, she masturbated as she watched her husband with the young 18-year-old freshman.
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LATER, CAMILLA WAS in the guest room.  Maynard always slept with Cagney in their master bedroom when she stayed over, relegating Camilla to the guest room.

Camilla couldn’t sleep.  She was still shaky after that evening’s ordeal.

She decided to check on Hudson.  She enjoyed his plight, and it always took her mind off her own issues with Maynard and Cagney.

Camilla controlled the IT department at their company, so she had control of Hudson’s devices.  And, through Hudson, she had control of Zoey’s, Greg’s, Sidney’s, and now Kimmy’s devices too.  She could read their emails and texts.  She could look at their photos and videos.  She could also listen and watch in real-time, via the cameras in their smartphones, pads and computers – even their smart watches.

It didn’t take long for Camilla to catch up on Hudson’s sordid life.  His new bride, Zoey, seemed to be in love with Greg – certainly in lust.  They recruited a friend, Kimmy, to spent time with Hudson so they could spend even more time with each other.  

Camilla shook her head disapprovingly when she found out Hudson had not done the deed with Kimmy.  And the young Chinese girl was a virgin!  Wasn’t the allure of new VIRGIN pussy enough to get Hudson to be a man again, at least long enough to pop the 19-year-old’s cherry?

Camilla was attracted to short, slim, pretty boy men.  She had come 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.  That’s why she fell madly in love with Maynard.  Why she still worshipped him.  Maynard might be a pretty boy, but he was all man.  He was a real man.

Hudson was a pretty boy too – he was extremely good key candy.  But from her spying, she knew he had a small penis.  Camilla had no respect for little dicked pretty boys.

Yet, Camilla used to respect Hudson somewhat, because he cheated on Zoey during their business trips together, and he was even having an affair with Sidney, Zoey’s best friend and maid of honor.  That proved that Hudson had balls, even despite his little dick.  At least he used to.  Now though, even that small smidgin of respect was gone, as Hudson had gone full cuck.  Full pathetic cuck.  

When Camilla woke the next morning, she got ready for a weeklong business trip.  Before leaving, she checked on Maynard.  He was still asleep with Cagney.  He was spooning her! She stared at them for long moments, feeling both heartsick, and aroused.  She couldn’t resist.  She fingered herself to an orgasm as she looked at her sleeping husband lovingly snuggling with his 18-year-old freshman girlfriend.

With a heavy heart, Camilla went to the airport.  She seethed at the thought that Maynard would probably fuck Cagney all day long, as he didn’t have any classes today.  Worse, he would lavish attention on the young big-titted bitch – attention he should be giving his wife!

On top of that, Maynard would likely not call her all week – he didn’t care what she did, as long as she came home with a big salary and even bigger bonuses.

At least Maynard didn’t make her put the chastity device back on.  

After arriving in Vegas, Camilla had a few meetings.  She found that she missed Hudson (who was still on his sexless honeymoon).  If nothing else, he was good eye candy, and now and then he might say something interesting.  Hudson amused her like a pet.

Later that night in the hotel bar, she sipped on expensive Pappy Van Wrinkle bourbon.  She didn’t need to ask Maynard for spending money when she was on business trips, as she had an unlimited expensive account.  That was one of the reasons she constantly traveled for business (in addition to, of course, closing big deals and bringing home the big bonuses that her husband demanded).

Camilla allowed herself to be picked up by a handsome, 30-something man.  She often hooked up with strangers on her business trips.  She needed the hard fucking that Maynard rarely gave her.  And she needed to feel desired.  She needed to feel like she was still attractive.  She needed to feel like she was still a hot MILF, a hot cougar.

Yes, being a cuckquean, she wanted to be demeaned and humiliated by Maynard.  She wanted to be constantly reminded that his current girlfriend – that bitch Cagney – was prettier than her, sexier than her, firmer than her, tighter than her, younger than her -—in every way, better than her.

But to maintain some self-esteem – and to satiate her sexual needs, which were considerable – she allowed herself to be picked up by strangers.

Camilla had 5 requirements.  The man had to be young, 20s or young 30s.  He had to be handsome.  He had to be well hung.  He had to be white.  And he had to be married.

The last requirement was the most important.  Camilla liked to get married men to cheat on their wives, as it was further proof of her own desirability.  And she wanted to cuckold their young wives.  Maybe someday, she would seduce Cagney’s future husband, and cuckold the bitch the way she was being cucked now.  

It was easy for Camilla to attract handsome, well hung, married white men.  Maybe her face and body were lacking when standing naked next to a young ripe slut like Cagney.  

But Cagney was a hot MILF.  A hot cougar.  Her face was attractive, her breasts big, and she had nice legs (especially in stockings and stiletto high heels).  She also exuded power – Cagney was a powerful woman in business, despite being a cuckquean in bed – and men got off on making powerful woman submit to them.  Getting a powerful woman onto her knees and sucking them off.

After Camilla’s tryst with tonight’s young man – after he got her off, and she got him off – she abruptly kicked him out of her hotel room.  She had no interest in tender kisses or snuggling – she only wanted those things from her husband Maynard.

Camilla was smoking a cigarette and sipping Pappy Van Wrinkle when her thoughts returned to Hudson.  Even though she didn’t respect the boy, she felt a kinship with him.  He was a cuckold, and she was a cuckquean.  They were two sides of the same coin.

Except, Hudson was out of control.  He was full blown cuckold.  He didn’t have any balance.

At the rate he was going, the boy was eventually going to shoot himself in the face.  And Camilla didn’t want that.  Hudson might have a tiny dick, but a boy as pretty as Hudson should never do anything to harm his perfect face.

Camilla made a snap decision.  She called her personal assistant and canceled the rest of her meetings in Vegas.  And she booked a flight to the Caribbean.

Camilla was going to join Hudson on his honeymoon.
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CHAPTER 8
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Kimmy was mortified when Zoey approached her the next morning.  “Let’s get coffee,” Zoey said cheerily, and they went to the resort’s coffee shop.

“Was Hudson with you last night?” Zoey asked when they were sitting with their expresso drinks.  “On Greg’s patio?”

Kimmy’s cheeks went red with embarrassment.  For some reason, though, Zoey’s directness and non-judgmental way of talking about last night made it better.

She responded, “He didn’t tell you?” 

Zoey shook her head.  “He said he didn’t want to talk about last night.  What happened?”

“I’m sorry I watched you with Greg,” Kimmy said still looking embarrassed.  “It was Hudson’s idea.”

“Did you and Hudson ... you know,” Zoey asked.

Kimmy shook her head.  “No, we didn’t do anything,” she said.  “He led me to Greg’s patio, and we watched you guys.”

“Oh,” Zoey said.  She was surprised but pleased too.  She was conflicted about her husband with Kimmy, or any girl.  She wanted to make things fairer for her husband, but at the same time she didn’t like the idea of him with another girl.

“So, all you did was watch?” Zoey asked.

Kimmy’s cheeks turned even more red with embarrassment.  “I played with myself,” she admitted.  With an embarrassed laugh, she added, “I couldn’t help it, you and Greg were hot.  But I didn’t start until after Hudson left.  He left after cumming.”

“He masturbated too?”

Kimmy nodded her head yes.  “He got really excited watching, too,” she said.  “But he didn’t look happy.  You guys ... you guys said some really mean things about him.”

Zoey slowly nodded, trying to remember all that she and Greg said last night.  She grimaced at the memories.  She said, “You know, that kind of talk excites Hudson.”

Kimmy shrugged.  “He did look really excited.”

Zoey smiled at hearing that.  She knew her husband.  He hated it, but loved it too.  That was the conflict with his angst.

“So, he didn’t touch you at all?” Zoey asked, wanting to return to what Hudson did with Kimmy last night.

Kimmy shook her head no but didn’t elaborate.  She wanted to talk about other things.

“I guess I kinda understand now why you’re attracted to Greg,” she hesitantly said.  She was embarrassed, but curious too.  And she was in awe of Zoey.  She enjoyed talking to her.  It was like talking to her idol.

She said, “Hudson’s gorgeous, but Greg’s penis is so much bigger.  Is it true?  Bigger is better?  I mean, I told you how I fantasize about black men.  I watch things on the internet – okay, porn – and their penises are so big.  But I always figured that was just for show, to get people to watch.  And Greg is even bigger than those black men.  So, sex is really better?  With Greg?  Even though Hudson is so handsome?”

Zoey laughed.  She liked Kimmy.  The young 19-year-old was inexperienced, but she was worldly too, and curious.  She certainly wasn’t like a celibate nun.  Zoey was happy Kimmy had decided not to wait for her wedding night for sex.  Why wait to experience such amazing pleasure?  She just didn’t want it to happen with Hudson.

“We probably should be drinking something stronger than coffee to talk about this,” she joked, and Kimmy laughed.  

“Greg is better than Hudson in bed,” Zoey said honestly.  “And I know it sounds horrible to say that since Hudson is my husband, but he actually gets turned on when I compare him to Greg.”

“Really?  I’d be really jealous and hurt if my husband compared me like that to another girl.”

“I know, right?  Me too,” Zoey agreed.  “But it’s part of the cuckold fantasy.  Hudson does get jealous and hurt, but those emotions get him excited too.  He calls it his angst.”

“Huh,” Kimmy said contemplatively, processing what Zoey just told her.  She decided at that moment to do some internet research about cuckolding.  Like all sexual fantasies, it was wicked and demented, but she found herself intrigued too.  And more than a little bit turned on.

“Doesn’t it hurt?  I mean, Greg’s penis is so big,” Kimmy asked.

“It did at first, and it still does at the beginning,” Zoey said.  “But I’m getting used to him.  But, Kimmy, you have to be careful if you date a black man, or white, whatever, who’s really big.  Because it’ll kind of ruin you for normal size men.”

“So, you mean, sex with Hudson isn’t as good anymore?” 

Zoey shrugged and said, “Truthfully, no.”

“Hudson said that last night,” Kimmy said.  “He said your pussy – I can use that word with you, right? – your pussy used to be tighter, but Greg’s loosened you up.  He said when you have sex, he doesn’t feel that much, and you don’t either.  He said Greg’s big cock has ruined your pussy for his little dick.  He actually used those words – his little dick.”

“He likes saying that, it gets him hot, that Greg’s ruined my pussy for him,” Zoey said.  “I guess it’s true though.”

Kimmy nodded, again looking contemplatively as she considered what Zoey just said.  “So, you don’t have sex with Hudson anymore?”

“I do, yes.  He is my husband,” Zoey said with a shrug.  “I mean, it’s not a hardship,” she quickly added.  “Hudson’s handsome and he’s really fit.”  With a giggle, she said, “And he’s got a really good tongue.”

Kimmy covered her face with her hands as her cheeks went red with embarrassment.  “You’re right, we should be drinking vodka or something, talking about this,” she said with a giggle.  Embarrassed by her embarrassment – she didn’t want Zoey to think she was a silly unsophisticated girl – she blurted out, “I might be a virgin, but I’ve done lots of things.  Oral sex.  I like doing it.”

“Receiving or giving?” Zoey joked with a grin.

“Both,” Kimmy joked back with a laugh.  “But ... okay, I’ll just say it ... I give a wicked blow job.”

Zoey laughed.  She definitely liked this girl!

Kimmy looked at Zoey and hesitantly asked, “Can I asked you something?  It might be too personal”

“I think we’re passed that now,” Zoey said with another laugh.

Kimmy grinned.  Then she asked, “I saw you don’t have any ... you know ... you don’t have any pubic hair.  Most girls in porn videos don’t either.”

“Well, my life is kinda like a porn movie,” Zoey joked.  Both girls laughed again.

Kimmy said, “I’ve thought about getting one.  A Brazilian.  But, does it hurt?”

“Getting waxed is better than shaving or creams, as they might cause a rash and that’s definitely not sexy,” Zoey said.  “It hurts but it’s not horrible.”

“Maybe I’ll get one sometime,” Kimmy said wishfully.

Zoey looked at Kimmy and considered a moment.  Then she abruptly stood up and grabbed Kimmy’s hand.  “Come on,” she said.
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ZOEY TOOK KIMMY TO the resort’s spa.  They were lucky, someone had just cancelled so there was an immediate opening.  Zoey went into the treatment room with Kimmy and stood off to the side as the pretty, 19-year-old Chinese girl got her first Brazilian.  Kimmy scrunched up her face in pain a few times as the therapist waxed off her pubic hair, but as Zoey said, it wasn’t horrible.  The procedure took less than 30 minutes.  

The therapist left the treatment room, leaving Zoey and Kimmy alone.  Zoey was fully dressed but Kimmy was naked from the waist down.

Zoey walked around so she was facing Kimmy, who was still lying on the table with her long, slim legs parted.  “Sorry, I don’t want to be weird, I’m just curious,” she said as she looked at Kimmy’s pussy (which was now completely bare).  

Kimmy flushed red as Zoey looked at her naked – and now hairless – private parts.  Zoey sensed Kimmy’s uneased and quickly explained, “I just wanted to see ... you look the way I used to look.”  With a grin, she said, “Your va-jay-jay.  It looks like mine used to look.”

Kimmy’s unease was replaced by curiosity.  She got up on her elbows and looked at her vagina.  She asked, “What do you mean?”

Still looking at Kimmy’s pussy, Zoey said, “My lips used to be slim, and pressed together.  Just like yours.  Now my lips are kind of puffy, and they gape apart a little.”

“You sound sad,” Kimmy said.

“Not really,” Zoey said with a shrug.  “It’s just evidence of me with Greg.  If I had sex with only Hudson for the rest of my life, probably my va-jay-jay would look like yours forever.”

“You mean, it’s evidence that Greg’s ruined your pussy,” Kimmy joked with a grin.

“Ha, ha,” Zoey laughed.  “You’re catching on to all of this.”

“Hudson doesn’t mind, that Greg’s changing you?” Kimmy asked.  She was intrigued by all of this!

“It gets him hot, actually,” Zoey said.  “You know, I cut my hair short for Greg.  And I painted my nails blue for him.” She held up her 10 fingers, showing the Carolina Blue nail polish.  “Hudson hates it.  But it gets him hot too.”

“It’s his angst,” Kimmy said.

“Yeah,” Zoey said with a nod.  She was thoughtful for a moment, then said, “I’m thinking about doing something else for Greg.  Getting inked.”

“A tattoo?  For Greg?  You talked about it last night.  A black tribal on your lower back.  A tramp stamp.  Sophie has one.”

“You really learned a lot last night,” Zoey said with a laugh.  “Yeah.  It gets Greg really hot.  Another Sophie thing.  But Hudson hates tattoos.  He would kill me if I got one.”

Thinking about it, Kimmy hesitantly said, “But if it’s part of his angst, won’t it get him hot too?”

Zoey stared at Kimmy, feeling shocked.  Until that moment, she had not realized it.  But Kimmy was right.  Getting inked for Greg would turn Hudson on!

Abruptly, Zoey moved towards the door.  “You better get dressed, and I’ll see you later,” she said.  

“Where are you going?”

“I wanna find Hudson,” Zoey said.  “I’m kinda feeling it.”

“Feeling it?”

Zoey grinned.  “Hudson calls it my cum face,” she said.  Using Kimmy’s word from before, she added, “He’s got a wicked tongue.  And I want it on my va-jay-jay now!”  
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Zoey found Hudson in their honeymoon suite.  “You didn’t go to the pool?” she asked.

“Where were you?” he asked accusingly.  “With Greg?  Again?”

Zoey grinned and said, “You’ve got your pouty face on, baby.  You got hot thinking I was with Greg?  Sorry, but no.  I was with Kimmy.”

“Why her?”

“I wanted to know what happened last night,” Zoey said honestly.  “You are my husband.  And you wouldn’t tell me.  So I asked her.”

“And what did she say?”

Zoey grinned again.  “She said you didn’t fuck her.  You didn’t even try.  You sat on Greg’s patio and watched us.  You masturbated watching us – that was your only sex last night.”

“You sound like you’re enjoying this,” Hudson said sullenly.

Zoey roughly took Hudson’s perfect face in her hands and asked, “You like how we called you panty boy last night?”

“Fuck you Zoe,” he snarled, but he didn’t pull away from her hands.

“So, thong or g-string?” Zoey teased with a grin.  “You don’t want to show panty lines.”

“You’re enjoying this too much,” Hudson said as he finally pulled his face away from her hands.

Zoey grinned.  She didn’t answer, but her smile made it clear she was enjoying this.

“So, I guess you think even less of me now,” Hudson said bitterly.  “I’m not man enough to take a teenager’s virginity.  I’d rather jerk off to you with another man.  How’d you like Greg’s fat cock rubbing against your clit and g-spot?”

“How did you know?” 

“I could tell, Zoe,” Hudson said, the bitterness still in his voice.  “I know you.”

Zoey gave him a pretend pout and said, “And you’re mad cause you’ve never done that?  Not with your little dick?”

“Thanks a lot, Zoe, you’re really nice,” he spat out.

Still grinning, Zoey said, “Are we going to have this conversation every time?  You saying how you hate me with Greg, but both of us knowing you love it?”

She moved close and palmed Hudson’s crotch over his pants.  She said, “You’re so freaking hard, baby.”

Zoey quickly pulled Hudson’s pants down.  She moved him to their bed so he sat on the edge.  She got on her knees and wrapped her hand around his hard dick.

“What else did you hear last night?” she purred as she slowly jerked him.

“You told Greg how he stretched you so good.  You told him I’ve never stretched you like that.  You told him we fucked yesterday, and you could barely feel my cock inside you.  He got you to cum, and you told him I’ve never given you an orgasm like that.”

“And haven’t I told you all of this?  Many times?” Zoey asked as she licked up Hudson’s shaft.  “So, why are you upset?”

“I don’t know, Zoe, you’re having all the fun, but for me it’s not as easy!” Hudson said angrily.

“I gave you a free pass with Kimmy,” Zoey said as she continued to slowly stroke her husband.  “She’s pretty, right?  Really young.  Tiny tits, even smaller than mine.  Nice legs.  She’s your type, Hudson.”

“She’s not blonde,” Hudson said stubbornly.

Zoey laughed at his obstinance.  “She’s here for you to fuck, Hudson, not live with for the rest of your life.”

Hudson glared at his bride.

“You’re missing out, baby.  I hear Kimmy gives really good head.  And her pussy looks like mine used to look.”

“What?” Hudson said, not understanding.

Zoey stood up and quickly undressed.  “Take off the rest of your clothes,” she told him, and he did.

Zoey got on the bed, on her back.  She got on her elbows and parted her long, shapely legs.  “You see how my pussy has changed since I’ve been with Greg?  The lips are puffy, and they’re parted some?”

Hudson nodded as he looked at his wife’s pussy.  She was right.  Before she started fucking Greg’s big cock, her pussy was pristine with slim lips that were tightly pressed together and barely a shade darker than the surrounding skin.  Now, the lips were fuller – as she said, puffier.  They were a few shades darker.  And the lips gaped open a bit.

“Yeah,” he said with a husky, aroused voice.  “Fucking Greg’s big cock so much changed your pussy,” he said.  “So what’s your point?  Is this you torturing me more?”

Zoey laughed.  “God baby, you so love being the victim, right?” 

“Fuck you, Zoe!” Hudson hissed.

Zoey managed not to laugh again, but she gave him a pretend pout that was just as bad.

“I’m just saying, baby, that Kimmy’s pussy looks like mine used to look,” Zoey said.  “That makes sense, I guess, since no dick’s ever been inside it.  So that’s another reason for you to fuck her.  And I just got her a Brazilian, so she’s completely bare from the neck down.  She looks even more like a teenager, and I know you love that.”

“I love how you’re doing everything you can to get rid of me, so you can be with Greg and his big cock even more,” Hudson snapped.

“That’s right baby, I do want to spend more time with Greg’s big cock inside me,” Zoey cooed.  Her eyes were heavy lidded and her voice was husky.  More and more, this nasty, hurtful talk of demeaning Hudson and comparing him unfavorably to Greg turned her on.    

Zoey pushed Hudson onto his back and straddled his face.  “Greg has stretched my pussy,  baby,” she purred.  “I’m still tight for his big cock, but I’m loose for yours.  And I don’t have the perfect teenager’s pussy anymore, do I?  Greg’s taken that from you.  Just like he’s taken my long hair from you.  You’re losing, and Greg’s winning.  You’re a loser baby.”

“Oh god Zoey!” Hudson moaned.  He grabbed her thighs and pulled her pussy down onto his face.  He licked her frantically while listening to his wife as she continued the nasty, hurtful talk.

“I get why you didn’t try to fuck Kimmy,” Zoey said as Hudson licked her pussy.  Her words came out like husky moans.  “You were afraid she’d laugh when she saw your little dick, right?  She saw the difference – she couldn’t exactly miss it, no one could.  She told me how Greg is so much bigger than you, and she asked me if it hurt.  I told her it did at first but I’ve gotten used to it, and now I love it.  He makes me cum so hard.  You’ve never made me cum like that baby.  Not even close.  I can’t imagine ever having just your little dick again, baby.  And I doubt Kimmy wants you to be her first, not anymore.  I get it too, you know?  Kimmy is a pretty, sexy girl.  She deserves a real man to be her first.  Not a loser like you, with your tiny, loser dick.”

Talking nasty like this, with Hudson’s skilled tongue lapping at her clit, Zoey quickly reached her climax.  She moaned and arched her back as she came.  It was a good orgasm, although not nearly as intense and pleasurable as with Greg.

Hudson was circle jerking his short, thin dick with his right hand as he ate Zoey out.  He was listening closely to what his wife was saying as he licked her.  When she said, “Not a loser like you, with your tiny loser dick,” it was too much.  Hudson’s body tensed and then convulsed as he experienced a delicious, cuckold fueled orgasm.  

Zoey saw the sperm dribbled out of her husband’s little cock, and she couldn’t help comparing him to Greg again.  When her lover came, he shot powerful jets of sperm deep into her womb.  For a moment, she thought about what would happen if she went off the pill.  Probably, Greg would get her pregnant, not Hudson, because his cock reached deeper into her, and his balls produced more sperm than her husband’s.  Also, if she went off the pill because she wanted a baby, how exciting would it be to deny Hudson her pussy, so there would be no doubt that Greg would be the father?

Zoey told these thoughts to Hudson, and he was instantly hard again.  The cucky definitely had a pregnancy fetish!  But then, so did she, because she felt her own arousal already growing again.  

“God, we are so fucked up,” Zoey thought to herself.  But at that moment, at this time in her life, she wouldn’t want it any other way.
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Zoey was in her bikini and getting ready to go to the pool when she noticed that Hudson was still naked on the bed.  “You’re not going to the pool?” she asked.

Hudson shook his head no.  He knew Zoey would be around Greg all day and lavishing him with attention, and he just didn’t feel like getting the stares and hear all the gossiping from their friends.  Were they really friends?  Hudson didn’t think so, not with how the gossiping voices sounded so delighted and thrilled.  Was that how people were?  They wanted brides to cheat on their new husbands?  Maybe it made them feel superior.

Whatever.  Anyway, the last thing Hudson wanted to do was be at the pool with everyone.  He said, “I think I’ll just hang here a while.”

“Okay, well, if I’m not at the pool when you get there, you know where I’ll be,” Zoey said with a grin.

Hudson scowled.  Of course he knew.  She would be at Greg’s bungalow, getting her brains fucked out by his big cock.

“Okay, whatever,” he said dismissively.  She grinned at him, and he knew she thought he was playing the victim again, even while his dick was hard from the idea that their “friends” would watch delightedly as she walked away from the pool next to Greg.

“At least don’t hold his hand when you walk to his bungalow with him,” Hudson said sarcastically.

Zoey laughed.  “Okay, I’ll try to control myself,” she joked playfully.

Then she was gone.  And Hudson was alone.

“Great honeymoon,” he sarcastically said to the empty room, already feeling lonely.

A moment later there was a knock at the door.  “What, she forgot her key?” Hudson said, thinking it was Zoey.

He got up from the bed – still naked – and walked to the door.  When he opened the door, he saw it wasn’t Zoey.

It was Camilla!

Hudson was so shocked to see his boss – the Dragon Queen!—that he stood there like a statue, not knowing what to do or say.

Camilla gave Hudson a long up and down look.  She had seen him naked before of course, but always in pictures and videos, never in person.  Hudson’s fit body was even sexier in person.  Except for his dick, which was tiny.  It was so small, it didn’t qualify to be called a “cock.”  It was a dick.

“Are you going to get dressed, or stand there looking like an idiot with no clothes on?” Camilla said scornfully.  Hudson finally came to his senses and scrambled to dress.

––––––––
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CAMILLA LED HUDSON to a secluded bench to talk.  She said, “I’ll be direct, Hudson.  I’m not supporting you for partnership.”

Hudson felt himself falling into the abyss.  Her pronouncement wasn’t a surprise, but it was still terrible to hear.  He used to think of himself as a Master of the Universe.  What a joke.  He was a loser, that’s what he was.  His career was a shambles.  His marriage, his sex life, they were a shambles too.  He was a failure.  He was a loser.

“You came here to tell me this?” he asked feeling disheartened.

“No. I came here to get you to be a man,” Camilla said.

“What?” Hudson said, not understanding.

“I know everything, Hudson,” Camilla said. “I know your wife is having an affair with Greg.  I know you’re a cuckold.  I know you’re so pathetic you couldn’t take Kimmy’s virginity last night.”

Hudson stared at her.  How did she know all his?

“Believe it or not, I identify with you,” Camilla said.  “We are two sides of the same coin.”

“What?”

Camilla waved her hand dismissively.  She said, “You’re supposed to be smart.  Figure it out.”

Hudson thought about what Camilla said.  Two sides of the same coin.

Camilla knew he was a cuckold.  Could she be a cuckquean?  Was that possible?

Camilla was rich.  Successful.  Powerful.  How could she be a cuckquean?

But then, he used to consider himself a Master of the Universe.  And he was a cuckold.  So logically, that meant Camilla could be a cuckquean, even though she clearly was a Master of the Universe.

Camilla gave Hudson a moment to process all of this.  Then she impatiently said, “I’ll say this just once.  You can be a cuckold, but still have respect for yourself.  You don’t have to be weak, or pathetic.  At least when you’re not around Zoey.  Fuck Kimmy.  Take her virginity.  You’ve cheated on Zoey before.  With Sidney.  With other girls.  You can be a man, Hudson, and be a cuckold.”

Hudson stared at Camilla, feeling shocked.  She knew about Sidney?  And the other girls?

“That’s all I have to say,” Camilla said as she stood up to go.  If she hurried and caught the next flight, she could be home in time to have dinner with Maynard.  She hoped he would make love to her.  She so wanted to feel his big cock inside her.  Especially after seeing Hudson’s tiny nub.  She would laugh at Hudson in her head as she reveled in her husband’s big cock pounding her tonight.

“Don’t bother to come back to work,” Camilla said.  “Our policy, as you know, is up or out.  So, you’re out.”

At that moment, Camilla’s iPhone dinged with an incoming text.  She looked at the screen and gasped.  She collapsed to the ground and began to sob.

“Camilla, what?” Hudson asked.  His head was spinning from all that she just said to him.  And now this?

Camilla curled into a ball as she sobbed uncontrollably.  Her phone was next to her, and the text was still on the screen.  Hudson picked up the phone and read the text.  He saw it was from her husband Maynard.

“Camilla,” Maynard’s text said.  “I’ve decided to marry Cagney.   Sorry, darling.  Your face and body simply do not compare to Cagney’s 18-year-old ripeness.  I’ll be divorcing you, of course.  And you will NOT fight the divorce.  My lawyers are drawing up papers where you will give me 95% of your ownership in your company.  If you work hard, the remaining 5% should be more than enough for to have a modest lifestyle.  If you do not sign this document, I will release to the public the most humiliating videos of you in all your cuckquean glory.  That will ruin your life and your career.  Don’t bother to come to the house.  This is no longer your home.  It’s Cagney’s.  You’ve been replaced.  Sorry, darling.”

Maynard’s text proved that Camilla was a cuckquean.  And she had taken her fantasy to the extreme.  Not only did her husband control her sexually – Hudson wondered if she at that moment was wearing a chastity belt—he also apparently controlled her financially.  Even though Camilla was the most powerful and successful partner in their company, it was clear from the text that Maynard controlled all their wealth.  Once he divorced her, she would be penniless.

Hudson had a sudden inspiration.  Feeling some of his old Master of the Universe bravado, he announced, “I can switch ownership to you.”

“What?” Camilla said, looking up at Hudson.  Her makeup was ruined from all the crying.  She looked defeated and hopeless.  “What did you say?”

“I’m good with computers,” Hudson said.  “I’ll hack into your accounts and public records and change ownership to you.  You’ll own everything, and Maynard will have nothing.  He’ll be at your mercy.”

Camilla looked hopeful.  “But he’ll still have the videos of me,” she said.

Hudson shrugged like that wasn’t a problem.  “Where are they?  In the cloud?  I’ll delete them.”

“But he has videos on his phone and computer too,” Camilla said.

“I’ll delete those too,” Hudson promised.  He was still holding her phone.  “I’ll use your phone to hack your accounts and get into Maynard’s devices.  Just like you obviously did to me.  I just need your phone’s password.  What is it?”

Camilla hesitated.  Looking suspicious, she asked, “How do I know you won’t double cross me?”

“You know about me,” Hudson said.  “You think I want people to know I’m a cuckold?  You think I want people to know Zoey fucks Greg, not me, because his dick is big and mine is small?  If I hurt you, you hurt me.  Don’t worry, Camilla.  I won’t double cross you.”

“Then what do you get out of this?” Camilla asked, still looking suspicious.

“You make me a partner,” Hudson told her.  “I’ll delete the videos, I’ll make you the owner of everything, and then you make me a partner.”

A smile came to Camilla’s face.  This she understood.  Hudson was offering a business deal.  More than anything else, Camilla understood business.  He would do something for her, and she would do something for him.  Quid pro quo.

They shook hands, sealing the deal.  Camilla revealed to Hudson her phone’s password.  He installed an app on her phone so he could access it remotely whenever he wanted, and then she took her phone and her small carry-on bag and left for the airport.

Camilla didn’t say where she was going, and Hudson didn’t ask.  He didn’t care.  

Now he had a path to partnership.  Now he was better than Greg, at least career-wise.  Greg’s mom-and-pop financial planning business could never compete with partnership at a powerful, lucrative Wall Street firm where, every year – every quarter!—money rained down on its partners.  Hudson would be a Master of the Universe again, and Zoey would see it.  She would see he was the real man – her man—not Greg.  Greg might be well-hung, but a lot of dudes had big dicks, and Hudson would be big where it mattered the most – his wallet!

Hudson saw things clearly now.  The future was bright.  He would wean Zoey off Greg and steer her to other big-dicked lovers.  Maybe their lifestyle would transition to an open marriage instead of cuckold, with both of them having fuck buddies outside their marriage.  Hudson reveled at the prospect of Zoey’s heart breaking as he brought a parade of sexy, beautiful women into his bed.  Maybe he would even experience some girl-girl action, with Zoe doing whatever he wanted to stay in his good graces.  Maybe he would even see Zoey doing it with Sidney!  Maybe he would turn Zoey into a cuckquean like Camilla!  Hudson relished the possibilities.  For the first time in a long time, he looked forward to the future.  He felt like a man again!

Maybe Hudson would eventually put Zoey in a chastity belt.  Hudson grinned at that idea.  How sweet would it be, if after all that happened, she gave him complete control of her tight, sexy body, and he controlled her orgasms?  Maybe he’d let her take off the belt only when he wanted to watch her fuck a big-dicked man.  

Hudson felt himself getting hard.  Camilla was right.  He could be both a cuckold, and a real man.  

Hudson grinned.  For the first time in a long time, he felt good about things.  He felt good about the future. He felt good about himself.
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CHAPTER 11


[image: image]


Hudson went to the pool.  There was no sign of Zoey and Greg.  He saw Kimmy sitting by herself.

She was wearing a black, string bikini that left little to the imagination.  Hudson had to admit, this 19-year-old Chinese girl had a tight body.

Kimmy had tiny tits, practically flat chested.  (Zoey had small breasts too, but no one would call her flat chested.)  Kimmy didn’t try to hide the fact she had little breasts.  Her bikini top was just two little triangles connected with thin strings.  It did nothing to enhance her cleavage.  In fact, if anything, the bikini top screamed “I have tiny tits!”

It was the same yesterday, with the black bustier she had worn.  Kimmy didn’t seem to mind having little breasts, and in fact, she seemed to want everyone in the world to know she had little breasts.  Hudson kind of respected that.

“Where is everybody?” Hudson asked as he sat next to Kimmy.

Kimmy whispered, “Greg and Zoey just left.”

Hudson looked around the pool.  Their new “friends” were staring at him, obviously intrigued and delighted, so it was clear they had seen Zoey walking away alone with Greg.

“You don’t need to whisper, Kimmy,” Hudson said.  “Everyone knows Zoe is fucking Greg.”

“Doesn’t it bother you, that everyone knows?” Kimmy asked as she glanced around the pool at all the staring eyes focused on them.  She was still whispering.

When Hudson shrugged, she looked down and saw his Speedos were dented with an obvious erection.  That morning she surfed the internet to find out more about cuckoldism, so she knew immediately what was going on.  She said, “It excites you, that people know.  Do you want them to know you know about Zoey and Greg?  Or do you want them to think Zoey’s cheating on you, behind your back?”

Hudson looked at Kimmy.  Up to that moment, he didn’t really think much of her.  He didn’t think much of any girl other than Zoey, because he was so focused on Zoey.  But all of a sudden, he found Kimmy interesting, because her question was interesting.

“It depends,” Hudson said.  “Those people over there, I don’t care either way because I’ll never see them again.  But some people I know, people I used to work with, they work for Greg now.  And it gets me hot they suspect Zoey’s cheating on me with Greg.”

“So, when is it better if people know you know?” Kimmy asked.

“With Sidney,” Hudson said. “She’s Zoe’s best friend, and maid of honor.  She knows about Zoe and Greg, and she knows I know. She makes fun of me.  She taunts me, saying Zoey doesn’t want sex with me anymore after being with Greg, saying I better go down on Zoey a lot or else she’ll be getting all her orgasms from Greg on our honeymoon, shit like that.  So, with Sidney, it’s more exciting that she knows I know.”

Kimmy slowly nodded as she processed this information.  She said, “You get off on humiliation.  A lot of cuckolds do.”

Hudson laughed.  He asked, “Since when are you an expert on cuckolds?”

“Everything’s on the internet,” Kimmy said with a grin.  Hudson couldn’t help laughing again.  He found himself growing comfortable around this young Chinese girl.

“So, why are you still a virgin?” Hudson asked.  “You really want to save yourself for your husband?”

Kimmy shrugged.  “It was a good thing to say, when no one ever asked me out,” she said.

Hudson was surprised.  “No one ever asked you out?  You know you’re pretty, right?”

Kimmy motioned to her chest.  “Most guys want girls with big tits,” she said.  

“You don’t seem to mind having small breasts,” Hudson said.

“You mean this bikini?  And the bustier yesterday?”

Hudson nodded.

Kimmy shrugged and said, “My mom’s flat chested.  So’s my grandmom.  And my older sister.”  She motioned to her chest again, and said, “So, I knew this was my fate.  I eventually accepted myself.”

Hudson laughed.  He said, “Sorry.  I’m not laughing at you.  You and I both lack in the size department.  But I’m not dealing with it as well as you.”

“I’m not sure about that,” Kimmy said.  “Your penis is small.  Well, you’ve sexualized that.  Most cuckolds have small penises, right?  So, you’re making it work for you.”

Hudson stared at her, again feeling surprised by her words.  She had a lot of wisdom for a 19-year-old girl.

“Okay, so how have you sexualized your small breasts?” he asked.

“I figured out some men are into small breasts,” Kimmy said.  “So, I started dressing to emphasize my little tits.  I go braless a lot – I don’t need the support—and you won’t believe how often I catch men looking down my blouse.  I get asked out a lot now.  And hit on.”

Kimmy grinned.  She was feeling herself now.  She said, “I play into it, too.  You know, the pretty rice-girl, little boobs, the barely legal – or is she legal? – thing.”

“Rice-girl?” Hudson said with a laugh.  “I’ve never heard that one before.”

“Wanna see what I wore for Halloween?” she asked with that same Cheshire Cat grin.  She found the picture on her iPhone and showed it to Hudson. 

Hudson’s eyes went wide.  The picture was Kimmy in a schoolgirl outfit – not one of those from Frederick’s of Hollywood with high heels, stockings and a garter belt, but one that could almost pass for an authentic school uniform (which of course made it look 100 times sexier and naughtier).  The outfit had a thin, midriff white top that revealed her sexy flat tummy; a short red picnic-table patterned skirt that barely covered her shapely butt; white knees socks; and shiny reddish Mary Janes.  

Kimmy’s long black hair was in ponytails, and her lips were painted red.  In the picture, she was kneeling on her haunches, and looking at the camera with an innocent, longing look.

(Author’s note:  This picture of Kimmy is the cover of this book.)

Hudson was at a loss for words. Finally, he said, “Wow ... are all your Halloween outfits so ... authentic?”

Kimmy laughed.  She touched the iPhone’s screen with her fingertip and said, “Imagine that little rice-girl on her knees with a dick in her mouth.”

Hudson’s eyes went wide again.  “You went down on your date wearing this?” he gasped.

Kimmy nodded, still wearing that Cheshire Cat grin.  She said, “I might be a virgin but I’m not exactly innocent.  I give a wicked blowjob.  I had my boy shaking and begging me to let him cum.”

“Your boyfriend?” 

“I don’t have a boyfriend,” Kimmy said.  “Would I be here if I had a boyfriend?”

“So, who was the lucky dude?” 

Kimmy shrugged and said, “Just a customer from Java Books.  We’ve been flirting for a while.  I guess he’s got boyfriend potential, but, well ....”

“What?” 

Kimmy shrugged again, and said, “He’s not black.”

Hudson laughed.  He couldn’t believe his girl.  How could she be only 19-years-old?

“How exactly are you still a virgin?” he asked with the laugh still in his voice.”

“I just told you,” Kimmy said.  “I wanna lose my virginity to a black man.”

Hudson laughed.  “Sorry, I’m not laughing at you,” he said.  “It’s just, I mean, the way you just come out and say things, it makes me laugh.”  

Kimmy grinned and said, “My mom says I have no filter.”

Hudson laughed again.  “I see that,” he said with the laugh still in his voice.

Hudson looked at the picture of Kimmy in her Halloween schoolgirl uniform.  It kinda looked like Zoey in the jailbait outfit.  Not really, but definitely the same theme.

Wait a minute ....

“Did you tell Zoey about this outfit?” Hudson asked.

“What?  No,” Kimmy said.  “This was back at Halloween.  I didn’t even know Zoey then.  I mean, I knew of her – I’d seen her with Greg at the bookstore.  But no.  Why do you ask?”  

“Nothing,” Hudson said.  “Forget it.”

Wanting to change the subject, he asked, “So, I ask again, why are you still a virgin?  Black men don’t drink coffee?”

“I mean, how would I make that happen exactly?” Kimmy said looking helpless.  “I don’t even know any black men.  Sure, black men come into Java Books.  But no one I’m attracted too.”

Then she had a thought.  Sudden inspiration.  “Could you, you know, set it up?  Pick someone for me.  Someone safe.  Someone, you know ... well endowed.  Cuckolds do that all the time, right?  Pick the man for the girl.  You can watch too, if you want.  You can, you know ... have sloppy seconds.  If you want.”

Hudson shook his head no.  “It doesn’t work that way,” he explained.  “It only works if the girl is special to me.  It doesn’t have to be love, but love has gotta be possible.  We have to at least be dating.  Being married or engaged – like with Zoey – is best, but girlfriend is good too, if it’s a serious relationship, or moving in that direction.  I like you, you’re nice, but we don’t have that relationship.”

Kimmy looked thoughtful as she processed this information.  Eventually she said, “That’s why you didn’t want to have sex with me last night, right?  Because you’re exclusive to Zoey, even though she’s intimate with other men.  That’s how cuckolding works, right?  The husband is faithful even though the wife isn’t.” 

Hudson shrugged noncommittally.  That wasn’t exactly right.  He wanted Zoey to want him to be exclusive to her.  And yes, as Kimmy just said, that was part of the cuckold fantasy.  

Zoey used to be that way; that’s what made cheating on her exciting (especially with Sidney, her best friend and maid of honor).  But now she wanted him to be with other girls, so the cheating taboo was ruined.  And it also didn’t jive with his cuckold fantasies.

Then Hudson remembered what Camilla said.  You can be a cuckold and a real man.  She also said, “Fuck Kimmy.  Take her virginity.”

Feeling the Master of the Universe bravado he had before with Camilla, he grinned at Kimmy and said, “Maybe someday you’ll show me how wicked your blowjobs are.”

Still feeling herself, Kimmy grinned back and said, “It’ll be easy with you, cause your dick is so little.”

Hudson’s eyes went wide, and his jaw dropped.  He said, “Where the fuck did that come from?”

When Kimmy laughed, Hudson grinned and said, “When Zoey says shit like that, it just blows my head.”

Kimmy laughed again, but she knew he wasn’t joking.  She looked at her watch and said, “You wanna go over there?  Zoey told me they’d be back by now.”

“What do you mean?” Hudson asked, not understanding.

“Zoey and Greg ran an errand first,” Kimmy said with a grin.  “They’re probably at his place now, doing the nasty.”  Kimmy showed Hudson a keycard.  “Greg gave me this.  We don’t have to watch from the patio this time.  We can go inside and watch them, you know, up close and personal.”
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Hudson didn’t bother to knock.  He was letting Greg fuck his girl.  So, the fucker didn’t deserve any niceties.  Hudson scanned the card key and walked in without any announcement.

Kimmy followed close behind into Greg’s cabana, excited at what she was about to witness.  Her idol, Zoey, getting her brains fucked out by her big-dicked friend, Greg.  She was passed being shy or modest.  She was gonna have her hand down her bikini bottoms as soon as the action started!  And she might even take off the bikini.  She was curious to see Greg’s and Hudson’s reaction to her newly bare, little rice-girl Brazilianed pussy.

Greg and Zoey were back from their errand.  They were on the bed, both completely naked except for the Christian Louboutin Ariella wedge espadrilles on Zoey’s slim, pretty feet.  The 4-inch cork sandals made her legs look long and shapely as she lay on her back on the bed.

Greg was between Zoey’s parted legs.  He was eating her out.

Hudson and Kimmy sat on a sofa next to the bed.  Greg had pushed it close to the bed so they would have an up-close view of all the action.

Zoey noticed them as they sat down.  She looked at Hudson.  He saw she had her cum face on.  Her cheeks were flushed and she was breathing hard as Greg played his tongue against her clit.

“We’ve been waiting for you, baby,” Zoey said, her words labored, as it was hard to talk with Greg pleasuring her with his tongue.  “Greggy isn’t as good as you going down on me, but he’s still good.”

“Greggy?” Hudson asked.

“Sophie calls him that,” Zoey said.  

“He hates when I call him Greggy, but he loves it too,” Zoey said.  “Because he has a major crush on his step-mom.  And I look like Sophie.  That’s why Greggy’s always been so obsessed with me.”

Greg raised his face from Zoey’s pussy.  His lips were wet with her juices.  “That, and because your pussy is so tight and feels amazing around my cock.”

Zoey laughed, and then moaned again as Greg returned his tongue to her clit.  She gave Hudson a playful, pretend pout and said, “But not so tight anymore for you.  Sorry baby.”

Kimmy said to Zoey, “Because Greg’s ruined your pussy for Hudson’s little dick.”

Zoey giggled.  “You’re a fast learner, Kimmy.”

Zoey saw Kimmy had her hand down her bikini bottoms.  She was slowly playing with herself as she watched the action on the bed.

“Take off your bikini, Kimmy,” Zoey told the pretty, 19-year-old Chinese girl.  “Let the boys see what we did this morning.”

Kimmy wiggled her bikini bottom off her behind and down her legs.  She took off her bikini top too.  She stood up, giving everyone a clear view of her slim, tight, sexy, rice-girl body.  

Greg raised his head and looked Kimmy up and down.  His eyes focused on her bare pussy and nodded approvingly.  “Nice,” he said.  He looked at Zoey and grinned.  “Maybe I’ll fuck her and take her virginity, since Hudson can’t do the deed.”

Zoey laughed.  “No Greggy, your cock is all mine.”  She looked at Hudson.  He had his pants down around his ankles and he was slowly stroking his cock.  Zoey’s and Greg’s teasing tore him apart, but it also got him so hard, his head was spinning.

“You could do Kimmy right now, baby,” Zoey told her new husband.  “You have my permission.  Go ahead.  Take Kimmy’s virginity.”

“You really want that?” Hudson asked.  His voice was heavy and labored, both from heartache and lust.

“No,” Zoey said honestly.  “I don’t like the idea.  But it’s only fair.”

“You know, I’m right here,” Kimmy joked with a grin.

Hudson didn’t hear Kimmy’s joke.  He felt himself breaking inside.  He didn’t want Zoey to share him!  That’s not how it worked! 

“I can’t believe you, Hudson,” Greg said as he got up on his knees between Zoey’s open legs.  “You used to be so full of yourself.  So confident.  A Master of the Universe, right?  What a joke.  Now you’re not man enough to take a 19-year-old’s virgin pussy.  What the fuck happened to you?”

“No, come on Greg, that’s too much,” Zoey said.  

Greg ignored her words.  He positioned his cock at Zoey’s pussy lips, and then pushed into her.

Zoey groaned and arched her back at the sudden penetration.  She was getting use to Greg’s massive size, but at the same time, she would never get used to it.  He was just so big!

“You feel so good inside me, Greg!” Zoey moaned.  “I love how you stretch me so much!  How you fill me up!”

She looked at Hudson and tauntingly said, “Play with your little dick, baby, as you watch me cum on Greg’s big cock!”

“Hudson ever make you cum on his dick?” Greg asked.

“Never!” Zoey screamed as she got closer to cumming.

Greg laughed, looking triumphant.  He looked at Kimmy and said, “The guy who fucks you for the first time should at least be man enough to make you cum.”

Greg turned back to Zoey.  He was pounding her hard and fast, and could tell she was moments from cumming.  “Who’s your man, Zoey?”

“You are!” Zoey screamed.

“Who owns your pussy?”

“You do!” 

Greg timed it perfectly.  Just as Zoey’s body exploded in an orgasm, he asked, “Who do you love, Zoey?”

“I love you Greg!  I love you!” Zoey screamed as she climaxed, and bolts of orgasmic pleasure shot through her body.

Zoey wrapped her arms around Greg’s neck, and she passionately open-mouthed kissed him as he fucked her through her orgasm.  

Greg gave Zoey some time to recover from her orgasm.  Not much time, though. She was still gasping for air as he rolled over, so now he was on his back and Zoey was on top.  

“Fuck my cock, Zoey,” Greg ordered.

Zoey was still gasping as she began moving up and down on Greg’s hard, long shaft.  “Yeah, I’m gonna fuck you Greggy.  I’m Sophie now.  You fuck me so much better than your father. You feel so much better inside me.  Cum inside me Greggy.  Shoot your sperm into me.  Make me pregnant.”  Greg felt his orgasm building.  They were playing this game all the time now, where Zoey pretended to be Greg’s stepmother.

Zoey turned to look at Hudson.  She said, “You like hearing that, baby?  You like that idea?  Another man getting me pregnant.  A better man, like Greg, getting me pregnant.  You like that baby?  You want that?”

Now Zoey was playing into Hudson’s pregnancy fantasy, at the same time she was playing with Greg’s Sophie fantasy.

But Hudson wasn’t hearing anything that she said.  His entire focus was on Zoey’s lower back.  He felt numb as he looked at his wife’s lower back.

There, just above the swell of her sexy ass, there was a black tribal tattoo.

A tattoo!

Zoey had inked herself.

Zoey – his wife – had allowed another man to tattoo her.
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“You fucking let Greg brand your body!” Hudson screamed at Zoey once they were back in their honeymoon suite.

“It’s a henna, Hudson,” Zoey told him.  She kept her voice calm, hoping it would help calm her husband.

“You let him tattoo you!” Hudson screamed.

“Baby, calm down,” Zoey said, putting a soothing hand on his chest.  “It’s not real.  It’s only a henna.  It’s temporary.”

“That doesn’t matter!” Hudson yelled.  “You know I hate tats!  I’ve told you, over and over! You should have talked to me!”

“And you know I’ve always been interested in body art,” Zoey said, still purposefully keeping her voice calm.  “And we are talking about it.  Now, we’re talking about it.  This is just a try out.  A henna, a temporary tat, in a couple weeks it’ll be gone.  It’ll let us see if we want a real one for me.”

“But you got it for Greg!” Hudson screamed.  “You got what he wanted!”

“If I’m gonna get a henna to try out, why not make it part of this game we’re playing?” Zoey said, trying to reason with her husband.  “Greg’s got a thing for his step-mom.  I look like her.  She has a tribal on her back.   So, he wanted me to get a tribal.”

“You already cut your hair for him,” Hudson growled bitterly.  “Are you gonna dye your hair black next, to look even more like his step-mom?”

Zoey grinned and said, “I think her hair’s brown.”

“You’re joking about this?!” Hudson said incredulously.

Getting serious, Zoey said, “It’s part of your angst, baby.  Me, cutting my hair short for Greg.  Doing my nails his favorite color.  Letting him ink me.  It all gets you hot.  And if I let Greg make me a brunette, even though I know you love me blonde?  You’d love it.  You’d hate it.  But you’d love it too.  And anyways, I can always wash the dye out and be a blonde again.”

Hudson wasn’t happy with her assurances.  He said, “So, you’re gonna get a real tattoo then?” His voice was weak.  He felt defeated.  He was defeated.

“I haven’t decided yet,” Zoey said defiantly with her chin up.  “Honestly?  I’m leaning towards doing it.”

“Even though you know I hate tats?” Hudson asked.  He couldn’t believe what Zoey was saying.

Zoey felt emotionally exhausted, just like Hudson.  She said, “All our relationship, you’ve controlled me.  I’ve always done what you wanted me to do.  Or didn’t want me to do.  I like it like this.  What we’ve become.  We’re more even now.”

“How are we even?” Hudson asked.  “You’re controlling everything now.” 

Zoey shrugged.  She knew that of course.  She was in control.  Their roles had reversed.  She was the top now.  And Hudson was her bottom.

Hudson shook his head, like he was reading her thoughts.  “You think you’re in control,” he said bitterly.  “But you’re not.  Greg controls you.  You’ve just switched me for him.  And so where does that leave us?”

“It’s not like that Hudson,” Zoey said.  “This is like a new relationship, with Greg.  Sure, there’s infatuation.  NRE.  There’s that with every relationship.  But it’ll wear off eventually.  And then it’ll be just me and you again.”

Hudson shook his head again.  “This is more than infatuation,” he said.  “Just now.  You said you loved him.”

“There’s probably some of that,” Zoey admitted with a shrug.  “It’s impossible to be so intimate with someone for so long, without feelings developing.  But admit it Hudson.  You want me to fall in love with Greg.  Admit it.  It’s more angst for you.  It turns you on.”

“You can’t use that against me!” Hudson spat out angrily.  “There’s a difference between sex fantasies and real life!”

“Then why did you want Greg here, on our honeymoon? And on our wedding night?” Zoey said.  “You want this as much as me, Hudson.  Now, I’ve got this thing going on with Greg.  And we have to let it play out.”

“Thing?” Hudson said with a bitter laugh.  “You mean your love affair with Greg?  Your obsession with him?”

“If I’m obsessed with Greg, it’s because of you.  You started all this.  You pushed me,” Zoey pointed out.

She motioned to her body with her hands.  “So, do you want to do it with me?” she asked.

“I don’t want a pity fuck, Zoe!” Hudson spat out.

“It’s not a pity fuck!” Zoey impatiently yelled.  She squeezed her eyes shut and counted to 10, to calm herself.  She didn’t want to yell.  She knew this was hard for Hudson.  She knew he loved and hated it.  It was her job to stay calm.

With a soothing voice, she said, “Hudson, baby, it’s called sex with your wife on our honeymoon.  You watched me with Greg.  Now you reclaim me.  That’s how it works, right?”

Hudson turned away.  Despite Zoey’s words, he still felt like she was doing this because she had to, instead of wanting to.   “We’ll do it later,” he said.  He forced his voice to be calm.  He didn’t want Zoey to think he was rejecting her.  He could never reject her, especially when it came to sex.  But he had other plans.  

“I just need to clear my head,” Hudson said.  “You go to the pool.  I’ll meet you there.”

Zoey looked at Hudson for long moments, trying to read his thoughts.  Finally, she nodded her head.  “Okay, I’ll meet you at the pool,” she said.  She threw a few things into her bag – suntan lotion, her Kindle, her water bottle – then gave him a kiss.  “Don’t be too long,” she said as she walked out the door.

Hudson was motionless for a few moments.  He wondered if she would immediately jump into the pool to wash the sex off her body.  And probably Greg’s sperm was leaking from her pussy and wetting her bikini bottoms.  A splash in the pool would help cure that too.

Hudson got hard from these thoughts.  Actually, he was already hard, so he just got harder (if that was possible).  Zoey was right, the angst did turn him on.  Zoey getting a real, permanent tattoo – letting Greg really brand her – did get him hot.  The prospect of Zoey becoming a brunette for Greg did get him hot.  

Hudson’s vision of the future from not too long ago was destroyed.  Things would never go back to the way they used to be.  He would never be in control again.  Zoey was in control.  She was his top, and he was her bottom.  That was how it was going to be from now on.  Because he was a cuckold.  And in a cuckold relationship, the wife always had the control over the husband.

But Hudson still had hope in what Camilla said – you can be a cuckold and a real man.
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When Hudson went to Kimmy’s cabana, he found she was packing.

“Where are you going?” he asked after Kimmy let him in.

“Home,” Kimmy said.  “This scene is wild, but it’s not for me.  I mean, maybe I could get into it, but I’m not ready for all this.”

Hudson grinned and said, “You need to lose your virginity to a big black cock before you cuckold your boyfriend with big black cocks,” he joked.

“Yeah,” Kimmy said with a laugh.  “And probably I need a boyfriend first.”

“Why don’t you have a boyfriend?” Hudson asked.  “You’re pretty enough.”

Kimmy laughed again.  “You know, the way you said that, doesn’t sound like a compliment.”

Hudson laughed too.  “Well, I can solve one of your problems,” he said.

“What?”

“I’ll find a black man for you,” Hudson said.  “I’ll set it up.  I’ll make sure he has a big dick, and’s a decent dude.”

Kimmy looked at him suspiciously.  “You said that doesn’t work for you,” she reminded him.

“This isn’t about my cuckold fantasy,” Hudson said.  “This is about getting you fucked and losing your V-card.”

“Any why would you do this for me?”

“Because you have to do something for me first,” Hudson said.

“What?”

Hudson took off his clothes and sat on the sofa.  “You have to give me one of your wicked blowjobs,” he said.

Kimmy gawked at the suddenly naked Hudson sitting on her sofa.  “Are you crazy?” she asked, shocked.

“You make me cum, and then I’ll eat you out and make you cum,” Hudson said.  “On one condition.  You don’t tell Zoey.  Or Greg.”

“Why?  We have Zoey’s permission to be together,” Kimmy reminded him.

“Because if Zoe doesn’t know, then that means I’m cheating on her,” Hudson said.  “Now take off your clothes.”

Kimmy looked doubtful.  “I don’t know about this,” she said.

“I cheat on Zoey with Sidney,” Hudson abruptly announced.  “I’ve done it before.  Many times.  And I’ll do it again.”

“What?  Who’s Sidney?” Kimmy said, trying to catch up.

“Sidney is Zoey’s best friend,” Hudson told her.  “And her maid-of-honor.  And I’ve been fucking Sidney for years.  Zoey doesn’t have a clue.  It’s hot to cheat.”

Kimmy furrowed her brow, trying to make sense of all this information.  Then she noticed there was tingling between her legs.  “That’s so ... demented,” she finally said.  “So you’re a cuckold, and you cheat on Zoey?  How does that work, exactly?”

“You talk too much,” Hudson said.  “Take off your clothes.  Get on your knees.  And suck my cock.”

A smile slowly came to Kimmy’s pretty 19-year-old Chinese face.  These people – Hudson, Zoey and Greg – were psycho, sex maniacs, but also the most interesting people she had ever met in her life.

Kimmy took off her clothes and dropped them on the floor by her feet.  She stood in front of Hudson for long moments, to let him look at her body.  She was skinny and flat chested, but she liked her body.  It had taken some time, but now she liked her body.  

Yes, her tits were small.  Barely A cups.  But her stomach was flat.  Her legs were long and shapely.  Her ass was firm.

Kimmy had a tight rice-girl body, and she knew men desired her.  Lot of men.  Even despite her tiny tits – or, for some men, because of her tiny tits.

Kimmy got on her knees and took Hudson’s hard, little dick into her mouth.

Kimmy had learned that licking and sucking were only part of – what she called – a wicked blowjob.  She also used her hands.  Or more precisely, her fingertips, and her manicured fingernails.  That’s what made her blowjobs special.

As she licked and sucked on Hudson’s cuck, she ran her fingertips up his calves, along his inner thighs, around his ankles, even along the soles of his feet.  Kimmy knew how, and where, to touch a man.  She used a light, teasing touch.  

Also, she didn’t limit her mouth and tongue to his cock.  She licked along his sandbar, that super-sensitive space between his balls and asshole.  And she didn’t mind getting nasty and rimming his ass with her tongue.  

Kimmy built Hudson up to the brink of an orgasm, then she pulled back.  Her goal was to draw out the man’s pleasure.  And frustrate him.  Edge him along.  Make him beg her to let him cum.  This way, when he finally came, his orgasm would be epic.

“You are very good at this,” Hudson choked out after she had been working on him for 10 minutes.  His heart was pounding, and he could barely think, much less talk.

Kimmy lifted her face off Hudson’s cock and looked at him.  “This isn’t even my A game,” she said with a grin.  “I’ve got to hurry to catch my plane.”

Hudson laughed.  But the laugh got caught in his throat as Kimmy went down on him again.

Kimmy worked on Hudson for another 15 minutes.  She edged him along.  He did beg her to let him cum.  And when she finally did, his orgasm was epic!

“Wow ... fuck ...,” Hudson gasped after she finally lifted her head.  “That was amazing.”

Kimmy grinned.  Her lips were wet from her spit and his ejaculation.  “So, you gonna do me now?” she asked.  She was beyond horny.  Her pussy throbbed.  She had gotten herself off earlier while watching Greg fuck Zoey, but giving head always got her hot.

Kimmy scooted onto the bed.  Hudson got between her open legs.  For long moments he looked at Kimmy’s 19-year-old, pristine virgin pussy.  Zoey was right.  Her pussy did look like how hers used to look.  Before Greg ruined it.

Hudson worked his magic on Kimmy’s pussy and clit.  He was just as good at eating pussy as Kimmy was at giving head.  He returned the favor and tortured Kimmy for over 20 minutes.  Repeatedly, he brought her to the edge, and then pulled back.  He had her whimpering and begging to let her cum.

When he finally did, she screamed and thrashed around for what seemed like minutes as bolts of orgasmic pleasure ripped through her tight, flat-chested, 19-year-old body.

After recovering from their orgasms, they both dressed, and Kimmy finished packing.

“When will you set it up for me?” Kimmy asked as she was about to leave.

“It might be a few weeks,” Hudson said.  “I’ve got to take care of some things first.”

“Things about Zoey?” she asked.

Hudson smiled sheepishly.  “With me, it’s always about Zoey,” he said with a laugh.  Kimmy laughed too.

Then she asked, “How will you know if he’s – you know – if he’s big?”

“Don’t worry, rice-girl.  I’ll take care of it,” Hudson joked with a grin.

Kimmy grinned back.  She hesitated.  “I feel like we should hug,” she said.

Hudson laughed again.  They hugged, and then they went their separate ways.
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Hudson spent the rest of the day working on Camilla’s accounts, assets and properties.  He also hacked into the cloud and Maynard’s devices and found all the sex videos of Camilla.  He watched a few, and he was shocked at what he saw.  After watching the videos, he would never again think of Camilla as the powerful, successful, wealthy Dragon Queen.  Now, he would think of her as a weak, pathetic cuckquean.

And at that moment, he realized Zoey saw him the same way.  As a weak, pathetic cuckold.  And he knew his wife would never see him as anything else.  No matter what she said, no matter her assurances, things would never go back to how they used to be.  Zoey would never again desire him sexually.  She would never see him as a real man.  From now on, he would be panty boy.

This disheartened Hudson and broke his heart.  But yet, he was breathing hard, and his cock was like steel.  A part of him – a big part – didn’t want Zoey to desire him sexually.  A big part wanted her to seek out other men – other real men, like Greg – to give her what she needed.  What he couldn’t give her.

It was late when he finally got done, when he completed what he thought of as the Camilla Caper.  Although he knew this was just the first step.  The second would be when he met up with Camilla back in New York City.

Hudson went to Greg’s cabana.  He knew Zoey would be there with him.  

They were naked on his bed.  Zoey was on her hands and knees, and Greg was fucking her from behind.  As he pounded her pussy, his eyes were locked on the black tribal on Zoey’s lower back.

“You’re fucking me so good, so good, so good,” Zoey moaned as Greg rammed his cock in and out of her pussy.  Hudson knew Greg was destroying his wife’s pussy even more, making her looser and looser so soon she wouldn’t be able to feel his little dick at all then they made love.

After a few moments, Greg noticed Hudson.  Hudson was now sitting on the same sofa as before, his pants around his ankles, and he was slowly circle jerking his hard little cock.

“Your hubby just got here,” Greg said.  “You want his little dick?”

Zoey turned her pretty head and looked at her husband.  Her eyes were on his cock.  “I’m sorry, baby, but no, I want Greg inside me, not you.”

“You love my cock?” Greg said.

“I do, I love it!” 

“You love me?”

“I love you, Greg, I do!” Zoey said.  She looked at Hudson again, and said, “I’m sorry Hudson, but I can’t help the way I feel!”

“Who’s your man?” Greg asked.

“You are Greg!”

“Not Hudson?”

“No Greg!  Hudson isn’t a man like you!”

Hudson didn’t say anything as Greg and Zoey derided him.  As they humiliated him.  In fact, all their mean, nasty words fueled his cuckold lusts.  He felt destroyed inside, but what Zoey said earlier was right.  He lived for his cuckold angst.  He wouldn’t want it any other way.

The rest of their honeymoon went the same way.  Zoey mostly stayed with Greg.  She spent almost every waking (and sleeping) moment with him.  They had sex constantly, and openly paraded around together as a couple in front of their new friends.

Hudson mostly stayed in the honeymoon suite, alone.  Zoey would visit him briefly once or twice a day.  She would sit on his face, and he would get her off, eating Greg’s creampie in the process.  And she would get him off too.  Usually with her hand.  Although she would let him inside her pussy too, and he always came fast even though he felt her pussy getting looser and looser (or maybe that was his imagination – what he hoped was happening).

The honeymoon finally ended.  Hudson and Zoey flew home together, and Greg flew home by himself.  Sitting next to Zoey on the plane, it was the first time in days he felt like she was his wife, instead of Greg’s.  Like before, Zoey assured him she would eventually tire of Greg and it would be just the two of them again.

But Hudson knew she was wrong.  Zoey would never tire of Greg.  He was the man in her life now.  Zoey’s heart and her body belonged to Greg.

Hudson might be her husband, but he would only get Greg’s leftovers.  Greg was Zoey’s #1.  Hudson was a third wheel, a distant #2.

Soon, Zoey would get a real tattoo on her lower back.  For Greg.

Soon, she would dye her hair brown and become a brunette.  For Greg.

Greg was now Zoey’s everything.  And Hudson, he was just a third wheel.  An after thought.  A man she used to adore and love with all her heart, but now only gave pity fucks to now and then.

Greg had won.  And Hudson was the loser.
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“What did you do!” Camilla screamed at Hudson as soon as he walked into her office.  “We can’t access our accounts!  And half the money is gone!”

Hudson closed the door and calmly said, “But everything’s in your name.  All your portfolios, the cars, the houses, your other real estate, everything.  I put them all in your name, just like I said I would.”

“But half my money is gone!”

“I only took the cash and cryptocurrency,” Hudson said calmly.

“You took millions!”

“Twenty-one million, five hundred seventy three thousand, four hundred sixty five dollars,” Hudson said.  “My fee.”

“But you said I just had to make you partner!”

Hudson shrugged.  “You really believed that?”

“I’ll call the police!  The FBI!”

“I also deleted the videos of you, just like I said I would,” Hudson said.  “You’re still very wealthy, Camilla.  And you can make more money.  What’s important is, now you own everything.  Maynard is fucked.  He has nothing.  He’s ruined.  He has no leverage on you.  Do you think his girlfriend – what’s her name, Cagney?  Do you think Cagney will want to marry a college professor if she has to live on a college professor’s salary?  You have all the control, Camilla.  You can kick Maynard to the street if you want.  Or keep him, and make him kiss your ass.”

“That doesn’t help me if I can’t assess my accounts!  My portfolios!” Camilla angrily screamed.  “They’re locked!”

“That’s right.  And I have the key,” Hudson said, holding up his phone.  “I text you the password, and then you’ll have access to all your accounts.”

“What do I have to do to get the password?” Camilla asked looking suspicious.

Hudson moved closer to Camilla.  He put his hands on her breasts.

“How dare you!” Camilla yelled, pushing Hudson’s hands away.

Hudson put his hands on Camilla’s breasts again.  “You will do what I want,” he said as he began fondling her big tits through her dress and bra.  “Or I will delete the password and then you’ll never get your money back.  And maybe I’ll email some of your videos to Maynard, so he’ll control you again.”

“You said you deleted the videos!”

“I did.  From Maynard’s devices.  And his cloud accounts.  But I kept copies for myself.”

“You bastard!” Camilla yelled.

“It’s okay, Camilla,” Hudson said as he continued to grope Camilla’s breasts.  “I do own you.  But I only want your body every now and then.  You might even enjoy it.”

“Never!” Camilla swore.

“Camilla,” Hudson said in a hard voice.  “Pull up your dress.  And then lean over your desk.”

Camilla looked furious and her eyes shot daggers at Hudson.  After long moments, she relented, realizing she had no choice.

Camilla pulled up her dress.  Hudson was pleased she wore real stockings and a garter belt to go along with her stiletto high heels.  Then she turned so she was facing her desk, and leaned over so her tits pressed against the shiny mahogany surface.

Hudson pulled out his cock.  He jerked Camilla’s thong panties to the side, then he pressed the cockhead against her asshole.

“Not there Hudson!” Camilla yelled.

“You’re not in control, Camilla. I am,” Hudson said as he penetrated her ass with his cock.  “Don’t worry.  I’ll fuck your pussy next time.”

Hudson roughly fucked Camilla’s ass.  He reached around to her front and squeezed her tits so hard, she yelped in pain.  He was tempted to make her undress completely so he could see all of her (he particularly wanted to see – and play with – her big tits), but he had time to fully explore her body later.

Just before cumming, he pulled out, jerked Camilla down to her knees, and made her take his dirty dick into her mouth and swallow his cum.

When he was done, Hudson texted Camilla the password.
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A FEW MONTHS LATER ...
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“SO, TONIGHT’S THE NIGHT?” Kimmy asked.  She looked nervous.

“It is,” Hudson said.  They were in Kimmy’s little efficiency apartment.  It was in the building next door to Java Books.  

Hudson looked around the apartment and said, “Your apartment’s as small as your tits.”

Kimmy punched Hudson’s arm.  “But not as small as your little dick,” she said, and they both laughed.

“So, when’s he getting here?” Kimmy asked.  “What’s his name?”

“His name’s Hudson,” Hudson said.  “And he’s already here.”

“What?” 

Hudson moved closer to Kimmy and boldly put his hands on her breasts.  Like always, Kimmy was braless and wore a skin-tight top that screamed to the world she was flat chested.  

Hudson massaged Kimmy’s little breasts over her top and thumbed her rapidly hardening nipples.  

“But what about Zoey?” Kimmy asked.  She was breathing hard.  Hudson was turning her on.

“Zoey is Zoey,” Hudson said.  “She’s on a date with Greg.”

“So, it’s the same?” Kimmy asked as Hudson pulled her top above her little A-cup breasts.

“She loves Greg,” Hudson said as he thumbed her hard, pencil-eraser nipples.  “She says she still loves me.”

“Do you have sex?” Kimmy asked as Hudson pulled her jeans and panties down her legs.

“You mean intercourse?” Hudson asked.  “Sometimes.  I think because she wants me to see how her pussy’s getting looser and looser from fucking Greg’s big cock all the time.  I always cum fast when I’m inside her though.  Zoey’s pussy will always be the best for me, no matter how loose she gets.”

“So you still love her?” Kimmy asked as Hudson guided her to her bed.  They were both naked now.  She got onto the bed and Hudson got on top of her.

“I can’t live without her,” Hudson said as he looked down at the virginal, 19-year-old Chinese girl.  

Kimmy reached up and ran her hands over Hudson’s muscular arms and chiseled chest.  “You’re so handsome and sexy, Hudson,” she said.  “I still can’t believe Zoey’s so into Greg, no matter how big his cock is.”

“It’s okay,” Hudson said.  “I’ve got Zoe.  And I’ve got other girls too.”

“You still cheat on her?” Kimmy asked.

“That’s what I’m doing now,” Hudson said as he pushed his cock into Kimmy’s pussy.  “Fuck you’re tight,” he gasped.

“I’m tight the way Zoey used to be?  Before Greg?” Kimmy teased.

Hudson moaned at her words.  “You’re a bad girl Kimmy,” he said as he pushed deeper into her pussy.  He tore her hymen, taking her virginity.  He began fucking the deflowered rice-girl slow, and then faster, and then harder.

Hudson pulled out before cumming.  He didn’t want to get Kimmy pregnant.  The only girl he wanted to get pregnant was Zoey.  But he didn’t know if that would ever happen.  She might want Greg to be the father.  Hudson tried not to think about that.  It always got him hard, but made him heartsick too.

“Do you still cheat with Sidney?” Kimmy asked as they lay next to each other on her bed.

“Sometimes,” Hudson said.  “Last week.  It’s hot to cheat.  Especially with Sidney.”

“Because she’s Zoey’s best friend?” Kimmy said.

“And maid of honor,” Hudson said.  “It gets Sidney hot too.  To fuck her best friend’s husband.”

“You people are crazy,” Kimmy said with wonder and awe.

Hudson didn’t answer.  Later that night, he would watch Zoey with Greg.  And they would demean him, humiliate him.  Make him wear panties.  As they always did.  It excited Zoey and Greg to put him down.  To remind him he wasn’t a real man.  It excited him too, but it also tore him apart.

But now, at least, he had learned he could be a cuckold and a real man.

“I’m working on getting into Sophie’s pants,” Hudson told Kimmy.

Kimmy’s eyes went wide.  “Greg’s step-mother?”  she said, shock in her voice.

“It’s gonna happen,” Hudson said confidently.  “We’ve made out.  My hand’s been in her bra.  And in her panties.  Just a matter of time.”

“Does she know who you are?”

“You mean, does she know I know Greg?” Hudson said.  “No.  I’m just a good looking guy she met at the Starbucks.”

“Are you gonna tell Greg, if you sleep with his step-mom?” Kimmy asked.

“No,” Hudson said.  “It wouldn’t help me.  Zoey might get mad.  She would get mad.  As then she’ll know I’m cheating on her.”

Hudson got up and dressed.  “I’ve got to go,” he said.  “Sorry about the bait-and-switch.  I’ll still set you up with a black man if you want.”

“Don’t apologize.  Tonight was great.  I’m happy you’re my first.  And you know, I’m available, if you want to cheat on Zoey more with me.”

Hudson smiled.  He gave Kimmy a long, passionate kiss.  As he left, he said, “I’ll be back, pretty little rice-girl.”
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THE END
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​BONUS – DARRENZ’S INTERVIEW WITH PETE ANDREWS (UPDATED OCT 2024)
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DarrenZ is a long-time reader and a big supporter, which I greatly appreciate.  He's on Literotica and Medium and is an author himself.  He contacted me and asked if I would answer a few questions, so here's my interview with DarrenZ.
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Q: First “xleglover”, your old handle on Literotica and OurHotWives is obviously "crossed legs lover", a reference to your love of hose covered legs, correct?

That’s right.  And before xleglover, I wrote as Flash of Stocking.  I actually can’t remember why I switched from Flash to xleglover.  And now I write as Pete Andrews.

I published the short stories I wrote as Flash of Stocking in 3 short story collections.
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Q: Obviously, you are yourself a fan of the genre. You've mentioned (often within your works but also in posts) stories in the genre and authors that inspired you. Can you share some here for your fans who might be interested?

Some of my favorites, in no particular order (with some of the books I like), are:

	KT Morrison (Maggie, Losing His Wife)

	Max Sebastian (Madeleine)

	Kirsten McCurran (Hot Dates)

	Arnica Butler (Zoe)

	Kenny Wright (Training)


And an honorable mention to David McManus.  I hope someday he finishes his series. No, I am not David McManus.
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Q: What came first, some of your shorter stories like “Aroused by Cheating” and “Opening Pandora’s Box” or what folks refer to as “Timeline Alpha”, the first Mike & Jen saga that started with “He Fucked My Girl”?

The short stories came first.  I have since published those shorts in Wife Watching Game And Other Stories, Wife Dates Another Man And Other Stories, and Losing My Wife To Another Man.  And Opening Pandora’s Box is complete now as a 5-book series.  All my books are wherever e-books are sold.

You mentioned the series that began with He Fucked My Girl.  That was never intended to be a series.  But I read David McManus’s 2 books, and it was such a mindfuck, it inspired me to write the sequel to HFMG, All In My Head.  That book was my attempt at an angsty mindfuck, where the husband is imagining things about his wife (or maybe not imagining). And then the series just kept going after that book.  I plan to publish an updated version of that series eventually.  And the sequel, Anna and Peter’s Story.
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Q: Some of those shorter stories had much harsher endings for the fated couple. Do you still like them? Will we see them again in an anthology or shorter releases?

Yes, many have dark endings.  A few of the darkest are in the second Flash of Stocking collection, Wife Dates Another Man and Other Stories.

With a short story you have more freedom to have an unhappy or crazy ending, because as a writer I’m not as invested in the characters.  

And sometimes it’s fun to write crazy short stories.  To explore wild things.  I just published a collection of shorts, Son's Fat Black Friend Stole My Wife & Other Stories Of Milfs Getting Bred.  Just from the title, you can tell the stories in this collection are crazy.  Although one story in the book is kind of sweet, I think.

With a long series, the characters become alive, so I want the characters to have a happy ending too. 

But not all my stories have happy endings.  And books I read that don’t have happy endings tend to stick in my head the longest.  Like, KT Morrison’s Maggie series did not end the way I was hoping.   But because of that it had more of an impact on me.  
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Q: What was the story inspiration for "He Fucked My Girl"?

He Fucked My Girl was inspired by something that happened my freshman year in college.  Not to me.  But to people I knew.  The 2 guys were roommates.  One guy had sex with a girl in their dorm room while his roommate was in his bed.  The roommate told me about it.  So that memory eventually inspired the beginning of HFMG.  

And Jen’s lover in HFMG and the sequels – Ricky – is based on that guy who had sex with the girl.  So, in real life, the alpha guy (Ricky) was Jen’s actual lover, and the shy guy (Mike) was the one in the other bed.  In real life, Mike didn’t have sex with Jen.  He just listened as Ricky fucked Jen twice. 

By the way, the Allie in many of my stories is based on the real Jen’s best friend.  The real Jen (my wife) is blonde and her BFF is brunette – brown with reddish highlights (like Allie).  
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Q: I still re-read HFMG 4 on a frequent basis. Wedding night cuckolding is a particularly favorite fetish for me and you’ve written at least one other wedding night tale. What makes wedding night cuckolding so good in your opinion?

Wedding night is great because you only have one wedding night.  It’s those “it happens only one time” experiences that can really up the tension in a story and are fun to write.  

Another one is losing your virginity.  My take would be a girlfriend who gives her virginity to a man not her boyfriend.  Maybe because the boyfriend is a cuckold and has denial fantasies?  

Or a mean (but pretty) girl who takes a rival’s virginity with a strap-on.  That’s kind of chilling.  Or maybe that girl takes her rival’s boyfriend’s virginity.  

That’s the fun part about writing, you’re limited only by your imagination.  The hard part is trying to set things up so when the characters do something crazy, the reader goes away thinking, “okay that was freako but I can kinda see why they did that.”
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Q: Your "Timeline Alpha" is so elaborate and follows the couple on a lot of ups and downs in the lifestyle, not to mention all sorts of subplots. Literally when I got into it I lost sleep for most of a week reading through it. Exceptional storytelling that I could easily see translated into multiple seasons of a tv series. What was it like writing these stories and where did you get your inspiration for the various lovers and the story points?

I think of this as the Jen and Mike series.  But your label is good too.

I’ve already mentioned how He Fucked My Girl and All In My Head were inspired.  Then I just kept writing.  When you write a series the characters become alive and it’s like they’re the ones talking as I type the words.  At some point I thought of the title, Life After We.  So, the plot kind of crystalized after that.  Then after LAW, I realized there was more to the story, so that’s when I wrote Cheating and Rivals.

That series has 6 books that I will eventually update and publish:

	He Fucked My Girl

	All In My Head

	Making It Work

	Consequences

	Life After We

	Cheating and Rivals







Q: In several of your Mike & Jen sagas, the couple splits for periods. I thought the choice as an author to have that happen was incredibly brave and yet they always come back together. The elasticity of their relationship is kind of the cornerstone of your work. The fact that they are largely the same two people in the stories reminds me of works like Cloud Atlas or The Fountain. Are Mike and Jen fated to be together and is this type of relationship their destiny in whatever multiverse they’re in?

My wife and I are not in the lifestyle.  So, I don’t know how it really works.  The emotions, I mean.

But I don’t see how a married couple can be in the lifestyle without problems happening.  Especially when part of what the husband loves about it is the angst.  And when jealousy amps up the husband’s desire to see his wife with the other man.  Especially when it’s not a one-night stand, but a regular fuck buddy where eventually feelings develop.  

I read posts of people on ourhotwives who do this in real life.  Of course, we never know when it’s real or not.  But I’ve noticed how many of those threads just end all of a sudden.  So, I think the hotwife and cuckold lifestyles are bound to have issues between the husband and wife.  

So, in my stories, I’m trying to be realistic as I see it.  I try to capture the emotions that result from adding another man to a loving marriage.  And sometimes those emotions might lead them to separate or even divorce.

Sometimes people email me thoughts (at peteandrews1701@gmail.com) and I’ll share a couple here.  These comments have been edited only to remove possible personal information.  
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HERE’S AN EXCERPT FROM an email from one reader:

Your stories are tough for me to read. I’m a very emotional person, and when I read your stories, I am always rooting for love, and for Mike and Jen as a couple. Not in small part because I so identify with Mike as a cuckold. While I’ve never been so lucky (or cursed) to actually experience cuckolding of that nature, it is without a doubt the hottest, most powerful fantasy I can think of. When I imagine myself being cuckolded for real, I get so worked up it’s hard to breathe and I feel my whole body trembling. Reading Faithful Wife’s Fall from Grace, I was on the verge of being sick to my stomach throughout the entire story until the end when Mike and Jen finally got back together. Them getting back together made me cry (I know I can be such a wimp sometimes).
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AND THEN I WAS VERY privileged to get this long email from another reader, a woman.  I assume most of my readers are men, so I’m always grateful for feedback from women.  This is a long email, but I thought it was worth including it all.

Mr. Andrews - I'm writing, a bit out of the blue, but in response to an interview you gave about your writing, stories, perspective on a lifestyle that I've lived for the better (well longest) part of my marriage. My "husband" and I read your series, Faithful Wife’s Fall From Grace, and found it to be something we could relate to. While it was that ... relatable ... it brought back many of the highs and lows we still work through. 

In your interview, you made the comment that marriages like ours (like the ones you write about) must encounter issues between the husband and wife. Immediately following that comment, you wrote something akin to "Maybe I'm wrong ... if so, reach out to me..." 

In our experience, you aren't wrong and I can't imagine a couple not having issues of some kind ... if there is a real bond between them.

Our story departs from Jen and Mike on several fronts, of course. Every marriage is as different as the individuals who make them are different.  

Starting on a bit of a side note, we read your original stories about Jen and Mike ... at least until Jen started seeing men other than Ricky and Scott. We resonated more with Faithful Wife’s Fall From Grace because of Scott's presence throughout. Our story centered around one primary "protagonist" as well.  

Our protagonist, is someone I actually grew up with. He was my first real boyfriend and was the first man I had sex with ... and the only man I had sex with before I met and fell in love with and married my now husband. I'll refer to my protagonist as Jason. 

Jason and I had similar, dysfunctional home lives. The difference between Jason and I was that we wanted different things because of our formative years ... while also (on some level) needing the same thing from one another. 

I wanted stability and security in a relationship. Jason wanted the reckless abandon he grew up knowing. But we both needed what we really connected on. Sex. Or at least sex with each other. 

I didn't know it at the time, because of a lack of experience, but Jason is extremely endowed. In that, Scott felt familiar. I knew Jason was big ... but not how big until I met my now husband (who is mostly average). Also, Jason loves sex ... which fuels him to be really really adept at it. He's very big and he's very skilled ... a good, but not so good combination for someone who wants to be satisfied with the man she loves. 

All that to say, Jason was constantly causing issues in my dating, engaged and then married life with Stuart. 

The issues that we faced? 

	infidelity (on my part obviously). I just couldn't say no to Jason and Jason would never stop pursuing me. As much as he shaped me for sex with him, I was one of a few that could fully take him and love it when he's as aggressive and selfish as he wants to be. I cheated while I dated and was engaged to and married to my now "husband" (Stuart) 

	Stuart and I broke up several times while dating. it was heart wrenching but as much as I promised never to do it again ... I could never keep those promises. 

	Jason's abilities and my responses to him, gave Stuart insecurities he would have never had without me or Jason in his life. 


	One night, Stuart heard Jason "hooking up" with a roommate of mine which confirmed some salacious rumors that were going around about Jason. (We all went to a small college). It also worked to back up some stories about me that Stuart had heard about me and Jason. Stories that didn't seem to add up to my otherwise innocent persona and cutesy appearance. 

	Stuart and I truly loved each other (I think I'm capable of real love. If I am, only Stuart gets that from me). So we kept getting back together. That would give Stuart confidence when I was choosing him over Jason. But when I cheated and I confessed, it would break him down. (I don't relish that). 

	After being on again, off again we realized that we couldn't or wouldn't ever break up for good. So Stuart and I agreed that I could "date" Jason secretly. Allowing that messed with Stuart's confidence and made him question how much of a man he was. 

	Eventually, he started asking questions and admitted that the whole thing actually turned him on. That gave me confidence ... like gas on a flame. The flame was attractive for both of us but it was also destructive. I started loving those discussions and they started to cement our roles, sexually. In everything else, Stuart is an alpha. In sports. In career. In demeanor. All of that made it all the more thrilling for me to "cuckold" him (we didn't know at the time that cuckolding was a real thing or that it had a name.) 

	That led to Stuart wanting to be closer to my "dates" with Jason. I'm skipping a bunch here, but eventually Stuart would listen to Jason fucking me from a different room. (I don't use that word often but it’s the best description of what Jason and I did) 

	Jason started exerting more dominance ... which I loved ... but pushed Stuart away. It destroyed me ... but did more damage to Stuart in terms of how he viewed himself and how he viewed sex. 

	I would say that that damage is what led Stuart and I back together, time and time again. I have a theory on this ... but for a man that can't experience the same kind of sexual intensity with a woman that other man can with her, cuckolding can replace that or be a surrogate for that kind of intensity. With cuckolding, he can feel those rushes and euphoric heights that he can't otherwise replicate ... and so sex was changed for Stuart. I regret that because Stuart is a good lover. 

	Stuart and I eventually got engaged. We tried to focus on us but I couldn't resist. I cheated again and after a while, the guilt made me confess. We broke the engagement ... but then resumed our engagement under the old rules of don't ask / don't tell. It didn't last. 

	Stuart walked in on me and Jason. For the first time, he witnessed what I had described so many times ... further entrenching him. He saw how big Jason is and how my responses looked ... not just sounded. 

	After seeing it several more times, Stuart eventually broke off the engagement because of how low the whole thing made him feel about us and himself. To my own shame, I never stopped with Jason, but the break up had really messed with my self-worth. I couldn't stand the way I had hurt the one man who gave me the love and security no one had ever given me before. I didn't feel worthy of love at all ... much less his. At the same time, Stuart didn't feel worthy of my respect, or the respect of other women At least, not as a lover. Jason, was so broken by his upbringing that he didn't seem to really care. He tried to show empathy, but I don't believe he's capable. 

	I know it will sound unbelievable (or maybe not if you believe your stories could be true), but eventually Stuart and I reconnected (unexpectedly) and started talking and eventually got back together. We were both resolved to start with a clean slate. 

	Amazingly, it lasted through our renewed engagement and into 2 years of our marriage. We had moved about an hour away ... far enough from where Jason lived and worked (the same town we went to college in) but close enough that Stuart could maintain his growth in a company he interned at during college. 

	But we were both somewhat longing for the wildness of what we had before with Jason in our life ... in my life. 

	Jason had gotten married and then divorced because of his own infidelity. His wife wasn't as understanding of Jason's extracurricular sexcapades as Stuart had been of mine. She divorced him and moved away. She married again and seems happy without Jason in her life. I'm happy for her. I knew her as an acquaintance in college. 

	But Jason started pursuing me again. This time I asked Stuart's permission. After lots of talk and after putting various rules in place ... he agreed. 

	But like Jen, I took things way too far. I had started researching alternative marriages and came across what we had been doing ... cuckolding. I became an "expert" on what Stuart and I needed and tried to push every envelope. (I can explain those if you want or have any interest). 

	The biggest issue was the history that Jason and I had. It made him feel like he was owed a certain amount of time with me ... and his natural, dominant personality pushed him to take more and more and more of me from Stuart. I thought it was doing something for Stuart that he was now conditioned to want ... but all it was doing was tearing me away from him. And him from himself. And it was making me question what I wanted. Your description of Jen feeling love for Scott is consistent with me and what I feel/felt for Jason. 

	Eventually Stuart and I were completely and pervasively broken. And Jason was just Jason. We divorced and I kept up with Jason. I knew I didn't love him ... but i liked the feelings he made me feel ... even if they weren't real. 

	After 3 years ... Stuart and I reconnected. Talked. Got back together. I call him my husband ... but we're not officially married. We live together as a married couple ... but we're not. We don't have children ... which we always wanted. We didn't think ours was a good relationship for children. Maybe having children would have helped me to focus on family. But we didn't think it was worth the risk. I make up for my lack of children by teaching kindergarten. Stuart is successful in his business. We aren't bursting at the seams with money, but we're comfortable. We genuinely love each other ... and care for one another. But because of Jason's presence in our story ... we're not as "whole" or "complete" of a couple as we might have otherwise been. There's an unspoken regret in our relationship. We've spoken of it "out loud," but it persists in unspoken ways. 


I still see Jason. We both still need his presence because of how our sex has changed because of him. 

Believe it or not, that's our story and how allowing another man into our story has caused issues that we will always have to deal with. 

I hope you are well and that life is happy for you and your Jen. It was almost scary how much your characters resonated with us ... all 3 of us. Somehow, it also comforted us ... maybe we're not so alone in our "issues" 

Thanks for writing - Leah
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Q: You’ve written Mike & Jen through several different timelines and Jen has had a multitude of different lovers. Fans have often debated or just shared their own thoughts on who they have preferred as a lover to Jen. Who is your favorite lover for Jen that you've written and why? Who is your favorite of Jen’s lovers from Mike's perspective? In retrospect, is there any one lover that you could have written more about, explored more with, but cut short for the story's sake?

I don’t know if I have a favorite really.  So, since I don’t really have an answer, allow me to change your question.  If this was a movie, who would play Jen?

My first choice would be the real-life Jen, my wife.  But I doubt she would go for that (LOL!).

My second choice would be a young Susan George.  Her movie All Neat In Black Stockings even has a cuckold angle to it.  And then of course there is Straw Dogs .... 

My third choice would be Sara Suzanne Brown (Killer Looks), although she is too busty to be a realistic Jen.
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Q: YOU'VE DELVED INTO a lot of different aspects of the lifestyle in your stories:

wife sharing; cheating; hotwife; cuckolding; voyeurism; boyfriend; neighbors; in-laws; interracial; gangbangs; domination/submission; size queen; small penis humiliation; chastity; denial; feminization; bisexual wife; coaxed bi for husband; pregnancy risk; cuckold pregnancy; weddings/honeymoons;  separations (fake or actual); stripping; prostitution; age gap; tattoos & piercings; rape fantasies. (I'm sure there are some I missed.)

Are there some that appeal to you more than others, maybe some that could be considered favorites?

Probably my favorites are cuckold, cheating, pregnancy risk, condom play, risk of losing wife, dating and humiliation.   I’m trying to branch into other things, like cuckquean.  I’m writing a story involving a pretty and ambitious young girl, Emma, and the stories have a cuckquean (and cuckold) angle to it.  

Age gap adds tension.  A couple getting involved with a man they know (like a neighbor or work colleague) adds tension.  A husband getting humiliated because he’s a poor lover, especially if friends find out his wife has sex with other men, is always fun to write.

Wedding rings are a favorite topic of mine.  On my covers, if the wife’s left hand is showing, I try to show the wedding ring (unless in the story the wife is not wearing her wedding ring).  

The wife changing her appearance for her lover is fun to write, especially if permanent like a tattoo.
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Q: Were there any sections of your stories where you struggled with where to go with it once you got them into it? Do you plot ahead or go where the story takes you?

I don’t like how Husband’s Fantasy Backfires and Aroused By Cheating ended.  But sometimes the characters take you places you don’t expect.  

I’m currently re-writing Husband’s Fantasy Backfires.  Book 1 was just released.  

I think Aroused by Cheating will eventually be re-written and released in a short story collection.
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Q: Tiny Dancer was a radical departure from our typical Mike & Jen in how they started out, although still meeting in college. They felt like very different versions of themselves than in the other stories. What do you think makes this series something your fans still talk about?

So, the beginning where Sarah (Jen) is with the older man in the car is a real story.  It happened to a girlfriend of my wife (the real Jen) when they were teenagers (not the Allie friend, someone else).

In Tiny Dancer, I took that beginning and made Sarah an erotic dancer based on an article in a local newspaper about students who make money dancing.  I’ll never forget a quote from one of the students.  It was something like:  “If you’re young and pretty and have a good body, you can make good money dancing, and I need it for college.”

I took that beginning, and then added Mike, who Sarah immediately friend zones.  Mike is completely in love with Sarah of course.

So, the plot of TD is what happens to Mike and Sarah with that beginning.  And the title is from Elton John’s song.  Tiny Dancer is now complete as a 3 book series. 
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Q: "Be Careful What You Wish For" is your latest Mike & Jen saga with a very different Mike in the beginning and a single lover for Jen. This story has been on pause for a bit and your fans desperately want a continuation. Any plans to do this?

Yes, I will finish it.  I’m working on the next book now. 

By the way, Greg is real.  I even used his real name (Greg).  The scene in the first chapter where Mike, Jen and Greg are passing around a joint is based on an evening the 3 of us had in real life, when Jen and I were dating (we were not engaged yet) and Greg was hanging out with us in my condo.  If things had happened just a little differently, I’m pretty sure the real Jen would have had sex with the real Greg.
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