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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.  

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

CAST OF CHARACTERS


[image: image]


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

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

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

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

Maynard – He’s 45 and married to Camilla.  He’s like an older version of Hudson, with one important exception.  He’s a professor at Fordham University.  Camilla 

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

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

and Maynard are in love, but their relationship is complicated.  For one, he has a taste for young flesh.

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

Kimmy – She’s 19, a sweet pretty Chinese girl who has a crush on Greg.  She’s a college student and works part time in the used bookstore below his apartment.  She’s also a virgin.  
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THIS BOOK BEGINS IMMEDIATELY After The End Of Book 5
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THE NEXT MORNING, HUDSON and Zoey had wedding things to do before leaving on their honeymoon.  They had to get together with family and whatever guests were still around for brunch and to open the wedding presents.  

Hudson was happy that Greg was nowhere to be seen.  With Zoey sitting next to him and being affectionate all morning, he began feeling like himself again.  He felt like they were reconnecting.  Even better, everyone was treating them as a couple.  Which they were of course, but at times over the last few months, and especially last night, Hudson felt like it was Zoey and Greg who were the couple, and he the third wheel.

After brunch, Zoey disappeared somewhere with her parents and aunts and uncles.  Hudson assumed they were taking pictures or something.  The guests were leaving, and he found himself alone.

That didn’t last long.  Sidney approached him.

“So, you finally got some of Zoey, huh?” Sidney said grinning.  Clearly she’d already gotten the details of last night from Zoey.  “Shot off kinda quick though ... you better work on that.”

Hudson’s eyes grew wide.  “She told you that?” he asked, surprise and anxiety in his voice.

“She mentioned it,” Sidney said with a shrug.  “I’m just saying, you’re competing with the climax machine.  You have to do better than a hormone crazy high school boy.  But here, I got you a wedding gift.  Maybe it’ll help.”

Sidney handed him a box.  Hudson opened the lid. Inside was a dildo.

“You’re giving me a dildo?” he asked incredulously.

“It’s not a dildo,” Sidney said.  “It’s a penis extender.  You put your cock into the end, and just like that, no more pretty boy pussy, you’ve got a man’s cock.”

Hudson’s cheeks reddened.  He also felt his cock stirring in his pants.  “Zoey called it that?  A pretty boy pussy?  She said it’s not a man’s cock?” 

“She said Greg calls it that,” Sidney said.  “Which you have to admit, it’s funny, and not that off the mark.”

“Fuck you Sidney!” Hudson hissed.

Sidney laughed.  “But no, your sweet new bride did not say your penis isn’t a man’s cock.  But Hudson, seriously.  Yours compared to Greg’s.  What do you think she thinks?”

Now Hudson’s cock was rock hard in his pants.  “I don’t want your fucking wedding gift,” he hissed, pushing the box back to her.

“Oh just take it,” Sidney insisted.  “If you end up not using it, then, whatever.  But it’ll help you.  You won’t feel as much inside the sleeve, so you’ll last longer.  And anyway, it won’t matter if you cum early, as your pretty Zoey will have this big thing inside her.”

Hudson scowled at her.  In the end though, he took the cock sleeve.  He rushed to their room while Zoey was still busy with her family and stuffed it into his suitcase.

But before leaving Sidney, Hudson asked “Last night, Zoey and Greg talked about doing something.  She said she would.  And he wants her to do something else.  She said no, but he’s pressuring her.  Do you know what’s going on?”

Sidney shrugged.  “I have no idea,” she said.  “Zoey doesn’t tell me everything.  Why don’t you ask her?  Has she ever lied to you?”

Hudson didn’t answer right away as he thought about it. “I don’t think so,” he said.  But now he wasn’t feeling good and secure, the way he had felt during the brunch.
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THEIR FLIGHT WAS UNEVENTFUL. Zoey was happy and bubbly, looking forward to their honeymoon, and that made Hudson feel good.  Ten days of just them, and she was looking forward to it and not mentioning Greg at all.  

Hudson was somewhat surprised by what Zoey was wearing.  She wore her hair in a ponytail using a hair band, although it was a short ponytail because of her new short hair. No makeup, with black leggings and a sports top, and sneakers.  It was a comfortable outfit for a plane ride, but he had heard that brides picked special outfits for each day of the honeymoon, including the travel days.  Hudson himself was dressed in casual yet sophisticated resort-wear (linen jacket and shirt, cuffed chinos and Italian loafers).  Like always, he looked like he had just stepped out of the cover of a men’s fashion magazine.

Still, with her pretty looks and sexy body, Zoey turned a lot of heads in the airport and plane, especially in the leggings that did wonders to show off her tight sexy ass and long shapely legs.

With the ocean underneath them, Hudson asked Zoey about it.  She grinned and hugged his arm, and whispered, “I thought it might be fun to deny you a little bit.  You know – the way I wore high heels for Greg but flats for you.”

“Oh my god,” Hudson groaned as he got hard immediately in his cuffed chinos. 

“I thought it might be fun to play our game a little bit,” she went on to explain.

“Yeah, yeah,” Hudson said.  He was practically panting and it made Zoey giggle.

But then Zoey snuggled into his arm and she drifted off into a light nap.  Holding her, it reassured Hudson, so much so that the “little game” she wanted to play turned him on but didn’t trigger his angst or make him feel anxious or jealous.  She was his wife.  She belonged to him.  With those comforting thoughts, he drifted off to sleep too.

Their resort was in a Caribbean island.  While there were some singles there, most of the vacationers were couples and many were newlyweds like Hudson and Zoey.

Zoey was excited to go to the pool as soon as they arrived, so she disappeared to freshen up and put on her bathing suit.  A part of Hudson knew that if she was with Greg instead of him, she’d be more excited for sex than the pool.  But he didn’t allow his mind to go there.  She was his wife.  She belonged to him.  

While Zoey was in the bathroom, Hudson rummaged through her suitcase.  She hadn’t packed any “dress to impress” clothes.  The dresses and skirts were knee length.  None of the blouses were tight or revealing.  No stiletto “fuck me” heels, only fashionable 2” heels along with flats and flip flops.  Her bathing suits were bikinis but not at all revealing much less daring.  Her lingerie was lacy but no thong panties and all the bras had cups (so they would hide her nipples).  No stockings or any other hosiery.

“You don’t like what I packed?” Zoey asked as she emerged from the bathroom.  She was grinning.  She wore a bikini but all her private parts were completely covered.  

“You’ll look very wholesome,” Hudson joked.

Zoey laughed.  “Most of these clothes are what I used to wear before we started playing with Greg,” she pointed out.  

“So, you have Greg clothes and Hudson clothes?” Hudson asked.

Zoey laughed again, and said, “Maybe, if you want to call it that.”

Hudson felt his stomach turn queasy, and his dick getting hard.  “Is that your plan?  You’ll dress sexy for Greg – but with me, you’ll dress like a librarian?”

Zoey laughed yet again.  “You’re being very funny today,” she said with a grin. She moved to him and put her palm on his crotch, finding him erect.  Giving him a knowing look, she said, “I knew you’d be hard.  You’d love it if I did exactly that.”

With his cuck passions ignited, Hudson pulled her into his arms.  He said, “How about honeymoon sex first, then the pool?” 

Zoey giggled and wriggled away, saying, “We can’t Hudson.  People are waiting for us.  Remember I told you about the people I met on the resort’s Facebook page?”

Now Hudson remembered.  Zoey had met other couples on the FB page when researching the resort.  His heart sank.  The last thing he wanted was to have to be social around people.  He wanted his new bride all to himself.

But Zoey was a social butterfly and excited to meet new friends.  She quickly walked to the pool in her flip flops, with Hudson barely keeping up.

For the rest of the afternoon, Hudson and Zoey socialized with other married couples around the pool.  Everyone was about the same age, mid-20s to mid-30s, and (other than Hudson and Zoey) had been married for a few years.  

Hudson and Zoey were the only newlyweds in this new friend group, and because of that they got extra attention.  But they also got more attention because they were both so good looking.  Zoey was drop dead gorgeous and she had a tight, petite body (which was obvious even in her conversative bikini).  She was easily the prettiest girl in the group.

Likewise, Hudson was easily the most handsome man.  And while not a body builder, he had a nice beach body with well defined pecs and arms, a firm stomach, and slim yet muscular legs.  

Hudson and Zoey were the “Beautiful Couple,” and everyone quickly gravitated to them, the way it was in high school where everyone gravitated to the football quarterback and prom queen (although Hudson had never played sports in school; his beach body was gained from the gym and working with expensive personal trainers).

The last few months, Hudson had changed a lot – and not for the better—and it was mostly because of 2 people, Greg and Camilla.  Because of Greg, he questioned himself sexually.  He no longer had the same confidence around girls, especially Zoey.  It didn’t matter he had a handsome face and hard body.  What matter was he was insecure about his ability to satisfy girls in bed.  And while he always knew he wasn’t the biggest guy, the way Zoey reacted to Greg’s much larger endowment cut at his ego and confidence.

And Hudson was barely holding onto his job.  Partnership was no longer a certainty, and he felt like nothing more than Camilla’s lapdog who carried her luggage on their business trips.  Even worse, his diminished career standing and lower prospects were well known both in and outside his firm.  He was pretty sure Greg knew, and that irked him even more given how successful he had been building his own business.  Zoey worked for him, and Sidney was one of his biggest clients!

Despite all that, with all the attention Hudson was getting from the husbands and wives of this new friend group, he began feeling like his old self again.  He was the alpha dog among the husbands, and he could seduce any of the wives into his bed if that’s what he wanted.  Socializing around the pool, Hudson began feeling like the “Master of the Universe” again.

Hudson glanced over at Zoey, curious to see her reaction.  Was she proud to have the dominate husband among this group of people?  Was she jealous he was getting so much attention from the wives?

Instead though, Zoey gave him a smirk, like she found it all funny.  What the fuck?  What did she find funny?  

Zoey even gave him a roll of her eyes.  What did that mean?!
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EVERYONE DECIDED TO go to dinner together.  Back in their room, Zoey immediately hopped into the shower to get ready.  Hudson was disappointed she wasn’t at all interested in pre-dinner sex.  They were on their honeymoon after all, they had time for a quickie, and he was certain she’d be all over Greg if he was here instead of him.  

But Hudson was reassured because Zoey had been affectionate to him all day.  She’d given him a lot of PDA in front of their new friends, so they all no doubt figured they were a lovesick newlywed couple, and Zoey had eyes for no one except her handsome, hot husband Hudson.

Zoey dressed in a knee length dress with little makeup.  Hudson couldn’t remember the last time she’d worn a dress so long.  And the dress, while fitted somewhat, didn’t cling to her body at all.  Underneath, she wore lingerie that was more cute and sweet than sexy.  On her feet she wore flats, and no hose.

Hudson knew she was playing this game of dressing sexy for Greg, and plain for him.  It was a form of denial, and it turned him on.  But it irked him too, especially as he remembered the smirk and eye roll from earlier at the pool.  He snapped, “You could at least wear stockings.  It is our honeymoon.”  Hudson had a fetish for stockings and she knew it.

Zoey gave him a pretty pout and rubbed his arm, saying, “I would baby but it’s so hot here.”

Hudson frowned.  He didn’t really believe her, because it got chilly in the Caribbean at night.  But he let it go.  And he felt better at dinner, as again Zoey only had eyes for him and gave him a lot of PDA in front of their new friends.

When they got back to their room, Hudson was feeling like his old self again.  He was feeling alpha and he wanted to fuck his new bride, he wanted to control her, he wanted to ravish her.

So, Hudson pulled Zoey onto his lap on the edge of the bed, and began kissing and fondling her.  He was in control!  He was her top, and she was his bottom!

But then Zoey changed it all.  She stood up and said, “Do you want to know why I love fucking Greg so much?”

Before Hudson could answer, she said, “He’s so thick, I really love the way he stretches me.  I love that sensation of being stretched.”

“And he’s so long, it feels so good,” Zoey continued.  “I think my clit and g-spot, or whatever, you know, those sex nerves, they’re far up inside me, and Greg hits them.  I think I’ve told all this to you before, but I know you like to hear it.”

And just like that, it all changed.  He was no longer alpha-Hudson.  He was cuck-Hudson.  He was beta-Hudson

“You like hearing it, right?” Zoey cooed into his ear, her breath tickling his libido and making him shiver.

“Yeah,” Hudson said with a husky voice.

“It’s not just his cock either,” Zoey said.  “He’s really a good lover.  Did you ever think that?  That Greg would be a really good lover?”

Hudson was breathing hard now.  “He’s better than me?  A better lover?” he asked, his words coming out like a moan.

Zoey kissed Hudson’s cheek.  Then she whispered into his ear, “Yeah baby.  I used to think you were the best.  But then, well, Greg ....”  

“Oh goooood,” Hudson groaned.  It hurt so much, but it felt so good too.  It felt so good! So delicious!

“I didn’t use to understand when girls said they could fuck all night,” Zoey said, still softly talking into Hudson’s ear.  “Now I do.  When he makes me cum, oh my god ... it’s like an explosion inside me ... sometimes I think I pass out.  But, it’s like, it’s never enough ... I always want more.”

“Fuuuuck ...,” Hudson groaned. He felt like he was going to fucking cum in his pants!

“Greg, he’s gotten, aggressive with you,” Hudson said, remembering their wedding night sex.  He was so excited, it was hard to talk.

“Yeah, he’s gotten really alpha,” Zoey agreed.  Her cheeks were flushed and her eyelids heavy as she talked about her lover.  She had her cum face on.

“Like how I used to be?”

“No baby,” Zoey said.  “He’s better. It’s like, you pretend to be alpha.  That’s not really who you are.  I see it now.  Greg, he’s alpha, for real.”

“Oh god,” Hudson softly groaned.  He was bent over and leaning on the bed.  Zoey’s words were cruel and crushing, but still he felt lightheaded with lust.

Zoey grinned at her new husband’s reaction to her words.  What could only be described as demeaning words.

“It gets me hot to say things like that to you,” Zoey said excitedly.  They both quickly undressed.  This time Hudson was on top.  Again he entered her pussy with almost no resistance.  Zoey moved her hand down to play with herself.  Hudson pumped into her.  Within moments he came.

“Okay ...,” Zoey said with a helpless laugh.  “God ...,” she added, feeling frustrated.  She hadn’t been close to an orgasm.

“I’m sorry,” Hudson said, feeling worthless for cumming so fast.

“It’s not your fault,” Zoey assured him.  “I got you too worked up.”

With a grin, she ran her manicured fingernail (still painted blue, Greg’s favorite color) across his lips.  She said, “But you can’t leave me like this mister.”

Hudson knew what was going to happen next, and he let it happen.  Zoey pushed him onto his back, and she climbed onto his face.  She didn’t have to order him this time.  He immediately began licking her pussy, trying not to think about eating his own sperm.

“Oh yeah, that’s good,” Zoey moaned, her eyes closed and her head rolling back.  “That’s it, baby, eat your cum.”  After a few moments, she came.

Then Zoey felt off Hudson’s face, collapsing on the bed next to him.  “That was good baby,” she said with a laugh.  It reminded Hudson of how she and Greg had laughed after sex on their wedding night.

“You’ve got the best tongue,” Zoey said as she snuggled into his arm.  Moments later she drifted to sleep.

It took longer for Hudson to fall asleep.  He was conflicted, but overall he thought it had been a good day.  He felt better connected with Zoey, and her teasing added spice to their sex life.  The way she talked about Greg made him jealous and anxious, but they pushed his cuckold buttons.  It was like a low level buzz that kept him turned on all day, but not enough to push him emotionally over the abyss.  With those good thoughts, he fell asleep.
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THINGS GOT BETTER FOR Hudson.  The next morning, he woke up with his cock in Zoey’s mouth.  “Hey baby, good morning,” his new bride said with a smile, her lips wet with his precum.  She sucked him for a few more moments, then got on top of him.

Zoey guided his cock into her pussy.  “Don’t cum,” she warned him as she moved her hand to her clit.  She furiously rubbed herself as she rode him up and down.  “Don’t cum Hudson,” she said again.  

Hudson forced himself to think about anything but sex.  He thought about the Mets.  He thought about politics.  He thought about the economy.

“Oh god I’m almost there,” she moaned as she continued to finger herself.  She looked down into Hudson’s eyes and taunted, “Fuck me hard Hudson!  Fuck me like a man!  Fuck me like Greg!”

Zoey’s sexy body tensed as she came.  Her lips parted and she wailed out a low moan as the orgasm rolled through her body.  Hudson came too.  Her words cut at his manhood, but they also pushed him over the edge.

Afterwards they took a shower together.  No sex, but Hudson loved washing her hair and body.  Zoey did the same, and she also manscaped his cock, balls and crack (using a razor and hair removal cream).  Hudson kept himself hairless down there like a porn star, and Zoey used to do that for him, but not for a long time (not since Greg).  So he loved it, and it make him feel even more that they were connecting together.  He forced himself not to think about what she’d said moments ago in bed.

“I like you like this,” Zoey said after he was shaved clean, with the shower water still spraying them.  Hudson didn’t have a lot of other body hair.  None on his chest, and just fine hairs on his forearms and calves.  He didn’t have a lot of pubic hair either, which made it easy to stay hairless.

“Greg doesn’t shave?” Hudson asked, knowing that his rival had a turf of pubic hair and a tangle of hair on his chest and legs.  For once, he felt superior.

“Your cock is too beautiful to have hair,” Zoey replied, cupping his cock.  She could hold his entire soft cock in the palm of her hand.  “I actually like Greg with hair.  It’s very masculine.”

What she said before came rushing to the surface.  “So I’m not masculine?” Hudson snapped.  He thought about how Greg called his penis a “pretty boy pussy” and it got him angry.

“You said that, not me,” Zoey said with a slight mischievous grin.  “You’re getting hard though.  I think you want me to say Greg’s a man and you’re not.”  She began stroking his hard cock.

“I want you to tell me the truth,” Hudson hissed.  “Stop fucking with my head!  Just say what you want to say!”

Now Zoey was licking along the side of his shaft.  “I think you have a very pretty cock, that’s what I want to say,” she said as she licked.  “And Greg has a very ugly cock.  It gives me a lot of pleasure.  But that doesn’t mean I don’t love your cock.  I do.”

“I want you to grow your landing strip back,” Hudson abruptly announced.  All their relationship, Zoey had kept a thin, trimmed landing strip above her clit.  She used to jokingly say she kept it because she wanted to prove to him she was a natural blonde.  Months ago, though, she had let Greg shave it off, making her completely bare.

“You’re my wife now.  I want you to grow it back,” Hudson insisted.  He was trying to reassert his place in her life.  In her pecking order.  He was number one.  He was, not Greg.

Zoey didn’t answer at once.  Finally she said, “I’ll think about it, baby.”
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AND THEN ZOEY SWALLOWED Hudson’s cock into her mouth.  She swallowed all of him with little effort.  Hudson couldn’t remember the last time she’d blown him.  Within moments he came, and Zoey easily swallowed all of his jizz.

Later as they put on their bathing suits, Zoey pulled one from her suitcase.  It looked to be one of her bikini bottoms.  But she handed it to him.  “Wear this today,” she said.  “It’s a wedding gift.”

It was a black Speedo.  Hudson normally wore board shorts. 

“Seriously?” he asked looking doubtful. 

“It’s very European, and there’re a lot of Europeans here,” she said.  It was true.  He’d noticed a number of men at the pool yesterday wearing Speedos.  “And your fan club will probably like seeing your tight sexy ass.”

“My fan club?” Hudson asked with insincere modestly.  

“Our new friends.  The wives.  Don’t pretend like you don’t know who I’m talking about,” she said giving him a knowing grin.

Hudson laughed good naturedly.  He put on the Speedo and looked in the mirror.  Actually he looked pretty good.  He was slim and muscular, and his stomach was firm.  And yes, his ass did look good in the Speedo.  He looked a lot better in the Speedo than those men from yesterday, that was for sure.

But the Speedo left nothing to the imagination.  His cock was outlined in the stretchy fabric.  Anyone looking at him would see he had a small cock.

Zoey was looking at his crotch.  She was thinking the same thing.

“This is a wedding gift?  From Greg?” Hudson asked sarcastically.

Zoey laughed.  “That would be funny,” she said.  “I think he likes putting you down.”

“And you’re okay with that?” Hudson sneered with a scowl.

“It gets me hot actually,” Zoey said with a shrug.  “I know that’s horrible.  But don’t try to play innocent.  Greg consummated our wedding, not you.”  With a laugh in her voice, she added “That’s a pretty big ‘fuck you,’ right?”

Hudson glared at her.

“No, it’s my wedding gift to you,” she said.  With a grin, she said, “I like the idea of people seeing your sexy ass and your pretty cock.  I guess I’m a voyeur.”

Hudson’s face was getting flushed.  Zoey was putting him down, just like Greg.  She was going to humiliate him by showing his “fan club” he had a small cock.  

“Let’s go,” Zoey said, slipping into her flip flops and grabbing her beach bag.

“You go,” Hudson said.  “I’ll meet you there.”

Zoey laughed, her eyes on his erection.  “Okay,” she said, knowing what he was about to do.  And then she was gone.

Hudson couldn’t go to pool with an erection, not in this Speedo.  He pulled off the Speedo and went into the bathroom.  He closed his eyes and jerked himself.  Zoey’s words replayed in his head, like in a video loop.

“Greg consummated our wedding.  Not you.  Greg consummated our wedding.  Not you.  Greg consummated our wedding.  Not you....”  

Moments later Hudson came, shooting his spunk into the toilet.

When Hudson got to the pool, Zoey was talking to the wives of their new friend group.  The husbands were huddled at the bar, watching sports on the multiple TVs.

The wives turned to look at Hudson as he approached.  He saw them look up and down his body, taking long looks at him.  Hudson was charged with a major ego boost, and he knew they liked what they saw.  

Zoey approached him. She was carrying a bottle of sun screen.  She moved so he had to rotate to face her.  Now his back was to the wives.  “Let me get your face,” she said rubbing lotion on his face.  With a grin she added “And this way, your fan club can get a good look at your sexy ass.”

Then she lowered her voice and said, “I’m pretty sure all the guys are bigger than you.  I can tell when they sit down, especially when their bathing suits are wet.  None as big as Greg, but bigger than you.  Don’t you think that’s unfair?  All the wives get to play with bigger cocks than me.”  She was grinning to show she was joking, but still her words cut at his insides.  

Before Hudson could respond, Zoey finished with the lotion on his face and ran a fingertip across his lips.  She said, “You owe me some of this later.”

Hudson stared at her.  Her message was clear.  He couldn’t satisfy her with his cock.  He had to use this tongue to do that.

Hudson was self-conscious the rest of the day.  The ego boost he felt earlier was gone, as he was insecure the wives were checking out his package in the Speedo.  And his bravado and feelings of superiority among the husbands were gone too.  He felt diminished next to them, especially since all of the husbands were taller than him (Hudson was a shade under 5’ 8”, and all the husbands were close to 6’ or taller).

At least Zoey was still giving him all her attention, and giving him a lot of PDA. Their new friends started calling them the “newlywed love birds.”

The group went to dinner together again.  Zoey wore another tasteful yet conservative dress, with sweet but not sexy lingerie underneath.  And she was bare legged again.  She applied barely any makeup, just a little lipstick.

She saw Hudson looking as she slipped her pretty feet into low heeled shoes.  She gave him a lopsided grin and joked, “A wife shouldn’t be taller than her husband.”

Her words made his stomach queasy.  It reminded him how he felt inferior to the other husbands, who were all taller than him.  He mused about how his psyche had changed so much since yesterday.  He knew it was because of Zoey’s teasing.  It was hurtful and tore at his manhood, yet it was delicious too and kept him constantly on edge – constantly turned on.

As they were about to leave to join the others, Zoey complimented him on what he was wearing.  She gave him a playful slap on the behind and said, “I like when you wear skinny jeans.  They show off your sexy ass.”

Hudson frowned.  “These aren’t jeans,” he said.  “And girls wear skinny jeans, not men.  These are slim fit chinos.”

“Okay Hudson, whatever,” Zoey said with a laugh.

Hudson’s frown deepened.  Her laugh sounded like she was making fun of him.  “What does Greg wear?” he asked.  

“Not slim fit chinos,” Zoey said with another laugh.  She emphasized “slim fit” like she was putting air quotes around it.  Another put down. 

Zoey looked at Hudson’s crotch and said, “He could never get his thing in those pants.”

Hudson felt his cheeks going flush.  More humiliation.  He felt himself getting dizzy with cuckold angst and lust.

Zoey moved to him and pressed her palm against his crotch.  “You’re hard baby,” she cooed.  Then she pressed her fingertip to a spot next to the zipper and, with a giggle, said, “You better change your pants though.  You’ve got a wet pre-cum spot here.”
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LATER THAT NIGHT, HUDSON and Zoey were naked in bed.  “I’ve got an idea,” Zoey said.  She moved Hudson up in the bed, so his back was flat against the bed’s headboard.  Then she straddled his hips.  

Zoey moved her hand between their bodies.  As she lowered herself, she used that hand to guide Hudson’s cock into her pussy.

“In this position, you can’t get as deep.  Maybe you’ll last longer this way,” Zoey explained.  Then she began moving up and down on his shaft.

Zoey was right.  Sitting upright the way he was, only about 2/3 of his cock penetrated her on each downward stroke.  That meant he was giving her only about 3 inches.  And a thin 3 inches at that.

After a few moments, she laid her forehead against Hudson’s shoulder and gave a helpless laugh.  “I don’t think this’ll work,” she said, frustration in her voice.  She wasn’t being mean.  She was just sexually frustrated.

“I guess it’s a let down to be with me,” Hudson said, bitterness in his voice.  “After you’ve had Greg’s big cock for so long.”  Then sarcastically, he added what she’d said last night, “Oh yeah, it’s not just his big cock.  He’s a great lover too.  And his cock looks so manly, unlike my little pretty cock.”

Zoey moved her head so they were looking at each other.  “I’m not going to deny it,” she said honestly.  “And don’t sound so hurt and get on your pouty face.  You like it as much as me.  Or if it’s your angst talking then I guess it’s okay.  Just don’t make it sound like it’s my fault.”

Hudson looked away.  He felt frustrated and defeated.  “You probably wish Greg was here,” he said bitterly.  “You probably wish he was inside you right now, instead of me.”

Zoey shrugged.  “It would be fun if he was here,” she admitted.  

Hudson looked back at her, incredulity and anguish in his eyes.  “You miss him?  You just saw him 2 days ago, and you miss him?”

“I’m not saying I miss him,” Zoey said, rubbing the back of his neck to soothe him.  “I’m just saying, it’d be fun if he was here.”  Then she gave him a grin and said, “Greg consummated our wedding.  Isn’t it kinda, I don’t know ... logical, that he would be here on our honeymoon?  To keep consummating me?”  She giggled at her own joke.

Hudson remembered Zoey and Greg’s pillow talk from their wedding night.  He said accusingly, “You told Greg you’d try to convince me to let him come.  I heard you.”

Zoey didn’t deny it.  But she didn’t completely agree either.  “I said I’d ask you.  I didn’t say I’d try to convince you.  That’s a big difference.”

Hudson frowned at her, not entirely agreeing.  He said, “He wants you to do something.  I heard him.  What is it?”

“Don’t worry, I’m not going to do it,” Zoey said.

“What is it?!” Hudson demanded.

Zoey hesitated, then shrugged and said, “Greg’s got a thing, practically a fetish, for tattoos.  Not just any tattoo, but like a tribal on my lower back.”

Hudson’s eyes went wide with alarm.

“Don’t worry baby,” she soothed.  “I told him you hate tats.  I’m not going to do it.”

She began moving up and down on Hudson’s shaft again.  She kissed his face, and whispered into his ear, “So, should we invite Greg to join us?”

Hudson thought about Greg inking Zoey’s back.  Zoey getting a tat for Greg.  It was so wrong.  So deliciously wrong.

“If we invite him,” Hudson began, his voice husky with cuckold lust.  “Who will you be with?  Me?  Or him?”

“You baby, of course,” Zoey assured him.  “We’re married now.  Of course you.”

But Hudson wasn’t so sure.  With that in mind, and as he was about to climax, he said “Yes.  Let’s invite him.”
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INTERLUDE 1 - GREG’S Story
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GREG’S PHONE RANG.  “Hello?” he asked.

“Hey buddy,” the voice said.  “When are you coming to visit?  Sophie misses seeing you.  Me too.  It’s been forever.”

Greg’s insides went dark.  It was his father.  Yet also, a thrilling shiver bolted through him at the mention of Sophie’s name.

Greg hated his father.  It hadn’t always been that way.  When he was young, he idolized him.  He was a big man, a charismatic man’s man.  He looked up to his father like a superhero.  Back then, the only person he loved more than his father was his mother.  

But that ended when dad divorced his mom to be with another girl.  Mom died 2 years later.  Greg always thought it was because of a broken heart.

This happened when Greg had been young.  Dad divorced his mom and married the girl who did his hair.  Sophie.

At the time, Sophie had been in her 20s.  Now she was in her 30s.  Dad was in his 40s.

When his mom died, Greg had to move in with his dad and Sophie.  His stepmother.  He hated his dad, but he liked being around Sophie.  Sophie was the prettiest girl he had ever seen in his life.  She had an angel face, and short dark hair that was soft and shined in the sunlight.  She was petite and long legged.  Her legs were slim and shapely and went on forever.  

Sophie stopped working in the salon when she married dad, because dad was a successful businessman.  Dad was handsome and charismatic, and that helped him close business deals where he made handsome commissions.  Sophie was his young trophy wife. 

Sophie liked Greg.  Back then, he was very shy and meek, and because he was so young, she called him “her Greggy.”  She encouraged him to call her “mom.”  He never did though because he thought it was a betrayal of his real mother.  His only mother.  So he always called her “Sophie.” 

Greg was especially shy around Sophie, because she was so pretty.  She always wore clingy tops and short skirts, because she knew she had a good thing and wanted to keep his father’s eye on her.  After all, dad had left mom for a younger girl.  Sophie didn’t want that to happen to her.  So, she did all she could to stay pretty.  It worked too.  If you looked at her today, you would think Sophie was in her 20s, not 30s.

Greg always sneaked looks at Sophie.  God she was so pretty.  He especially liked it when she got on her tiptoes to reach for something in a high cabinet.  She had the best legs.  Sometimes – not always – but sometimes she wore hose around the house.  And sometimes high heels too.  Greg especially liked looking at her on those days.  When she wore hose and high heels, it was like he felt weak in the knees.

Greg wondered if she noticed him looking, but she never said anything.  Thank god because he would have been mortified if she ever said anything.  Still, his shyness didn’t stop him from sneaking looks at her.  Greg always got hard when he got a peek down her blouse or a look up her skirt.  

Like all girls, Sophie sometimes didn’t wear a bra around the house.  Greg tried extra hard to look down her blouse on those days, to see her breasts.  Oh my god they were so perfect!  Sophie had little breasts, like perfectly shaped pears, with little nipples that always seemed to be hard like little erasures.  

Greg was still a virgin but masturbating a lot, as young boys do.  When he jerked off, he always fantasized about Sophie.  It was weird to fantasize about his stepmother.  She wasn’t his real mother, but still.  But he couldn’t help himself.  

A few years after dad married Sophie, Greg was lying in his bed, jerking off to his stepmother.  She was at the market, but she must have come home early because she suddenly came into his room with an armful of his laundry. Her eyes went wide seeing him jerking off.  

“Oh my god, sorry!” Sophie said and moved back to the door.  But before she left, she glanced back and looked at his penis.  She looked for a long moment.  

For a couple of days, Greg and Sophie were both too embarrassed to talk about it.  But then, one day while his dad was working, Sophie sat him down on the sofa.  She told him it was normal for young boys to masturbate.  There was nothing wrong with masturbation.  He shouldn’t feel embarrassed at all.  

Greg WAS embarrassed, and he was blushing the whole time she talked to him.  On top of that, he was getting a boner!  She looked so pretty!  And when she sat down, her skirt rode up her legs, and he could see most of her thighs.  God they looked so pretty!

As they sat next to each other, Sophie seemed to stare at Greg’s crotch – at the growing erection in his pants – for a long time.  She smiled at him and reached for his hand.  She squeezed his hand, and assured him again he shouldn’t be embarrassed about masturbation.  Then, as she continued to squeeze his hand, she moved his hand over slightly, so it pressed against her upper thigh, just below her skirt.

Oh my god!  Greg’s head swirled so much he felt like he was going to pass out!  He was touching her bare leg!  And oh god – her skin felt so firm, and so soft!  Her skin felt like silk!

Now Greg was fully hard, so hard it hurt in his pants.  Sophie was still staring at the tent in his pants.  Then abruptly she stood up and walked out of the room.  He heard the door close as she went into the bedroom she shared with Greg’s father.
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SOPHIE GREW UP CATHOLIC and always went to church.  Dad never went, he didn’t believe in religion.  Greg always went with Sophie, and he was glad dad never went, because that way he was able to be alone with Sophie.  

And when she went to church, Sophie always wore skirts or dresses with hose and high heels.  When they were reading scripture or singing hymnals, he pretended to be looking at the bible or hymn book but really he was staring at Sophie’s beautiful legs.

Almost every night, dad fucked Sophie.  Greg could tell, as they were loud and the house seemed to shake.  

Greg hated his father even more whenever he had sex with Sophie.  He got so jealous and upset he couldn’t think.  Often, dad took Sophie into their bedroom after getting home from church.  It seemed he liked it too when she was dressed up.  Greg had seen porn on the internet and knew girls often wore stockings and high heels during sex.  He jerked off and always came so hard when he fantasized about Sophie wearing stockings and high heels as his father fucked her after church.

Greg loved summer best of all the seasons.  First of all, there was no school so he could spend all day at home with Sophie.  And in the summer, Sophie wore little tops with thin straps (he later found out they were called spaghetti straps) and short shorts that barely covered her behind.  

With Sophie showing so much skin, he constantly had a boner, and was jerking off all the time.  He was checking her out all the time, especially on those days she went braless, or wore these little white stretchy shorts that showed off her behind so well it made his insides flutter.

At some point, Greg realized that Sophie was looking at him too.  That is, looking at his crotch.  In the summer, he wore cut off sweats a lot, and he was always half hard just because of hormones, and also because Sophie was so pretty.  Greg wasn’t sure at first, but he started paying more attention, and yes, Sophie was stealing looks at his crotch.  At the tent in his loose cut-off sweats.  

Sophie started going into her bedroom a lot, locking the door behind her.  Greg didn’t give it much thought, and it gave him a chance to jerk off without risk of her running into him.  He was too young – and too innocent and naïve – to imagine that she too might be taking care of herself.

Around mid-summer, Greg broke his right arm when he fell off his bike.  He had been goofing around with his friends, celebrating his 18th birthday.

Greg was really upset about breaking his arm because that meant he couldn’t go to the pool.  But after a couple of days, he realized the true shittiness of having his right arm in a heavy cast.  He couldn’t jerk off!  He tried with his left hand, but it just didn’t feel right.  After a few days of no orgasms, he thought he was going to go crazy!

One afternoon Greg and Sophie were watching Netflix.  Well, she was watching the movie, and he was looking at her long pretty legs in those little, stretchy white shorts.  He knew he was going to get a boner, and he knew he should stop looking, but he couldn’t help himself.  She was just so pretty!

All of a sudden, the audio of the movie stopped.  Greg realized Sophie had paused the movie.  She was looking at his crotch and growing erection.

She said something.  But her voice was so low he couldn’t hear.  “What Sophie?” he asked.

“I said, um ...,” Sophie stammered.  She coughed to clear her voice.  She looked nervous and unsure.  

“I asked if you’re, um, if you’re able to take care of yourself, with that big cast?” Sophie asked. Her eyes were downcast as she said this, like she couldn’t meet his eyes.

Greg instantly went red.  He was mortified.  Had she really just said that?

“I guess probably not,” Sophie said.  Her eyes were on his right hand.  The cast ran around his thumb and up to almost his elbow.  It would be clear to anyone who thought about it that he couldn’t wrap his right hand around his penis to masturbate.

“It must be difficult,” she said.  “I know you’re at the age that boys think about sex a lot.”

Greg’s cheeks went even more red.  Why was she saying these things to him?

Sophie frowned like she was torn about what she wanted to do.  

Then she looked at him.  “Maybe I can help you, Greggie,” she said, her voice so low it was like a whisper.

She moved closer to Greg on the sofa.  She put both her hands on the big tent in his cut-off sweats.  “Okay?” she asked.

“Okay,” Greg said.  He was so excited, his hoarse voice was barely audible.

Sophie gripped the waistband of his sweats and pulled it down.  Underneath Greg wore boxers.  She pulled those down at the same time.

“Oh my god,” Sophie whispered with wonder, her eyes going wide as Greg’s hard cock came into view.  With a nervous giggle, she looked at Greg’s face and said, “My god Greggie, you’re so big.”

Sophie was mesmerized by the sight of Greg’s hard penis.  It was so long, and thick.  It looked dangerous, like a weapon.

Greg’s father was a big man himself.  Sophie had no complaints about his size.  Greg’s manhood was bigger though.  Noticeably bigger.

The word “manhood” echoed in Sophie’s head.  The word snapped her to her senses.  She was a devote Christian after all.  Even at 18, Greg was a boy, not a man. This was wrong.  

“Please don’t tell your father!” she whispered urgently as she pulled her hands away.  She sounded scared.  Her marriage wasn’t romantic like a Disney movie, but she was faithful and had never strayed, and she didn’t want to lose Greg’s father.  He had saved her from a life of styling hair where often she couldn’t pay her bills.  She loved her life now.  Now she was the wife of a successful businessman and lived in a big house in a posh neighborhood. She didn’t want to lose that.  She didn’t want to go back to her old life.

Sophie hurried away, urging again, “Please don’t tell your father!”

Greg’s head was spinning.  His hard cock ached.  Sophie had been about to touch him, stroke him, make him cum.  He was both disappointed and relieved she had stopped.

As Greg looked at her back as she hurried away, he promised, “I’ll never tell dad.  I’ll never tell anyone.”

But that was a promise he would not keep.
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THE NEXT FEW DAYS, it seemed like Dad and Sophie were always in their bedroom, with the door closed.  They were having sex.  Greg could hear the sounds.  His father’s grunts.  Sophie’s moans.  The bed repeatedly slamming the wall.

After what happened the other day, Greg was confused and jealous.  Why was Sophie having sex with his dad?  He hated his dad.  He blamed him for his mother’s death.  Yet, he adored Sophie.  Why did she let him have sex with her?

What Greg didn’t know, was Sophie felt guilty after the other day.  And horny.  And even though their marriage wasn’t romantic like in the movies, she liked sex with his father.  He had a good body, he was a good lover, and he had a big cock.  Not as big as Greg’s, though.  Although Greg didn’t know that.  He never thought about it, never compared his manhood to his father’s, not until later in his life.

That summer, while Greg’s arm was in the cast, Sophie got a tattoo.  She didn’t want one, but his father was insistent.  And maybe she relented because she felt guilty.  And she wanted to hold onto the life his father gave her.

On the long July 4th weekend, Sophie and his dad went on a Virgin cruise, and when they came back, she had a tattoo from the onboard tattoo parlor.  It was jet black on her lily-white skin, and on her lower back just above the swell of her sexy behind.  He later found out it was called a tribal.  

Greg hated that his dad forced Sophie to do something she didn’t want.  And yet, he admired his dad too.  He was so powerful.  He could get people to do anything he wanted, including getting the beautiful Sophie to get a tattoo.  To get the beautiful Sophie to permanently brand her perfect, unblemished body.

At his dad’s insistence, Sophie began wearing low rise jeans and skirts, so you could see the tribal.  Again, Greg admired his father’s power, even while hating him.

Sophie’s tattoo was right above her shapely behind, and it looked amazing when they went to the neighborhood pool and she wore a bikini.  He looked at it whenever he thought she (and his dad) wouldn’t catch him.  He often masturbated fantasizing about Sophie in her bikini or tiny shorts, and the black tribal tattoo.

One time Sophie took Greg with her when she got her hair done.  She was a natural brunette with brown hair.  She kept it short but at the time it was a little longer than usual, almost to her shoulders.  Sophie added reddish highlights and styled her hair so it was layered and cut to just below her ears.  

Greg was hard the entire time as he watched Sophie in the salon chair.  He found it hard to breathe as clips of her dark hair fell to the floor.  As each strand fell to the floor, it was like she was revealing herself to him.  From that moment, he was obsessed with girls with short, dark hair.

Sophie wore flip flops at the salon, and much of the time he stared at her small pretty feet. He loved how she painted her toes blue.  He found out later the color was called “Carolina Blue.”  When they left the salon, he was sporting a tent in his pants, and all the stylists (they were all women) giggled at the sight.  

Greg was mortified and his cheeks went red.  When they saw the size of the tent, they joked to Sophie about her step-son's "big one," and her cheeks turned red too.  

As Greg got older, the differences between himself and his dad became more apparent.  Greg wasn’t handsome – he got his looks from his biological mother, not his dad, and she was mostly plain.  He was tall like his father, but not muscular (although he was strong from wrestling in high school).  And he was insanely shy, not outgoing and charismatic like his father.

Greg inherited his father’s big endowment.  In fact, his penis was bigger than his father’s.  But he didn’t know how to use it, and actually was embarrassed by his large size.  He lost his virginity in college, but sex was never good.  Girls were scared of his size, and he didn’t have the experience or confidence to give girls pleasure.

Greg had a few girlfriends but nothing serious.  He was already in love, with Sophie, and no girl could ever compare to her.  As she aged, she only got more beautiful and sexy to him.  Sophie wanted children but his dad wouldn’t hear of it.  He didn’t want any more kids. And he didn’t want to blemish Sophie’s pristine body with pregnancy and childbirth.  He wasn’t much of a father to Greg; he considered children to be anchors around his good time.

Also, he didn’t want Sophie pregnant.  He wanted her to keep her looks and her tight body.  One time, he joked to Greg, “Never let your wife get pregnant, boy.  You don’t want to bulldoze your playground, right?”

As always, Sophie did what his father wanted, and never had children.  Greg was the closest she ever got to a child, and she loved him.  His father got what he wanted though.  Sophie kept her youthful looks, and her covergirl face and tight body always turned heads.

When Greg began work after college, he was immediately drawn to Hudson.  Hudson was like his father.  Not a mountain of a man like his father.  But he was handsome, confident, charismatic, seemingly larger than life.  It was ironic that Greg hated his dad, yet he was drawn to Hudson because he had much of his dad’s traits and personality.  Hudson wasn’t tall though, or a big man.  And Greg would find out later that Hudson had a small thin dick, unlike the big cock his dad (and he) had.

Then one day, at a company function, Greg met Hudson’s girlfriend.  

Zoey.

When he first saw her, he thought he was looking at Sophie.  They looked almost the same, although Zoey was clearly younger, years younger, and had long blonde hair instead of short brown.  But still, Hudson's girlfriend reminded him of Sophie.  If anything, Zoey was prettier than Sophie, which before that moment Greg didn’t think was possible that any girl could be prettier than his stepmother.

Hudson was arrogant and an ass (like his father), but he was sometimes nice to Greg.  And Zoey was super sweet.  She was nice to everyone, including Greg.

Greg immediately crushed on Zoey.  He hung around Hudson more, he did his bidding at work, so he would have more chances to be around Zoey.  People called Greg Hudson's minion, but Greg didn't care if it meant he would be able to see Zoey more.

Greg still adored Sophie, but his attentions now focused on Zoey.  She was about his age, after all.  And she was so pretty.  Even prettier than Sophie.

But he knew Zoey was out of his reach.  Why would she ever be interested in him, when she had Hudson, a Master of the Universe?  She was out of his reach.  He was doomed to adore her from afar.

Then one evening, Hudson shared Zoey’s body with Greg.  And even though he didn’t know what he was doing, he made her orgasm on his big cock.  He made her explode on his cock.  

Zoey was left panting, speechless, staring incredulously at the shy, meek, awkward Greg.  The first man – the only man – to make her cum solely through intercourse, without any fingering of her clit.

Zoey—gasping and her body still tingling—stared in amazement at Greg.

And at that moment, his life changed.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

CHAPTER 3


[image: image]


Hudson and Zoey didn’t invite Greg to join them on their honeymoon right away.  In fact, the next day, they didn’t talk about it at all. They showered together again that morning, and again Zoey shaved Hudson’s balls, cock and ass.  “I love seeing you bare like this,” she enthused.  “Your cock is as bare as my pussy.”

Hudson frowned as he wasn’t sure whether to take that as a compliment, because she’d also said she liked Greg with pubic hair because it made him look so “masculine.”  Zoey saw the frown and smirked.  Then she smiled encouragingly and said. “You don’t want any pubes to show when you’re wearing the Speedos.  That would ruin the look.”

Hudson’s frown deepened.  “I don’t think I’ll be wearing the Speedos again,” he said.

Zoey gave him a pout.  “But I love seeing your tight ass in the Speedos,” she playfully whined.  Then she added, “If you put on the Speedos, I’ll give you a blowjob.”

Hudson’s eyes widened.  No man would turn down a blowjob.  “Okay,” he quickly agreed.  He answered so fast it made Zoey giggle.

After they dried off, Hudson got on his back on the bed and Zoey got on her knees next to him.  He was naked but she’d put on one of the hotel robes before getting on the bed.

Zoey took his hard cock into her mouth.  Hudson noticed how she easily took his entire hard cock into her mouth.  He knew she struggled with Greg because he was twice his size – more than twice – in length and girth.

That thought made him lightheaded with cuckold lust.  He reached to fondle Zoey’s breasts, but the angle made it difficult to work his hand into the thick robe.

“Take off the robe,” he said breathlessly.

Zoey shook her head.  She stopped sucking him for a moment and said, “Remember?  I’m denying you.”

“Oh god ...” Hudson groaned.  Already she was denying him by not dressing sexy.  Now she was denying him by not showing him her body while giving him a blowjob.

This was too much.  Her mouth plus the mind fuck were too much. Quickly he was close to cumming.

Zoey sensed it.  Just as Hudson was about to cum, she did the unbelievable.  She dropped his cock from her mouth.  And she didn’t replace her mouth with her hands.  Instead, she let his cock dangle there without any physical stimulation.

Then Hudson was cumming.  Semen spurted from the head.  But without any physical contact, he got an orgasm without any pleasure.  And this had happened so suddenly, he didn’t have the chance to use his own hand to finish himself off.

For the first time ever, Zoey had given Hudson a ruined orgasm.  Ejaculation without any pleasure.  A soft dick but still yearning inside.

“Why did you do that?” Hudson gasped.  

Zoey gave him a lopsided grin.  She grinned at him!

“You’re my cuckold,” she said simply with a serious face.  “I shouldn’t have to beg you to wear the Speedos.  You’re supposed to do what I say.”

Hudson stared at her, shocked.  When he first met Zoey years ago, she was meek, submissive. He had been the unquestioned alpha in their relationship.  But now?

Then, Zoey was pushing him back down onto his back and crawling up his body.  She had her cum face on.  All this had aroused her.

Zoey lowered her pussy down onto his mouth.  “Make me cum Hudson,” she ordered him.  With his head spinning, Hudson reached up with his tongue and worked his magic until she came on his face.  His cock was half hard, the yearning and need for pleasure still there.  
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HUDSON DIDN’T OBJECT again to wearing the Speedos.  At the pool though, he continued to be self-conscious, thinking that everyone (especially the wives) were making fun of the small bulge he made in the skintight, black Speedos.  He no longer felt like a Master of the Universe among these new friends.  He felt lesser.

Around these new friends, though, Zoey gave him all her attention and a lot of PDA, so much so that no one doubted that she had eyes only for her new husband.

After the pool, Zoey dragged Hudson to one of the boutiques in the hotel.  She bought him 2 shirts.  

That evening, they went out as a group again to dinner.  Zoey again wore a long shapeless dress with flats, no hose, barely any makeup, her hair up in a short ponytail.  Under the dress, she wore a plain white cotton bra and panties (not a thong). She was playing the denying game, and he was hard all night because of it.

Zoey said she wanted him to wear the slim chinos (she still called them his “skinny jeans”) and one of the new shirts.  The shirts were tailored, and they fit him like a tight glove.  “Your ripped chest looks so sexy in this shirt,” Zoey said as she ran her hand up and down his chest.  But Hudson felt uncomfortable.  He wasn’t used to wearing such tight clothes.  Men didn’t wear shirts this tight.   It was common for girls to wear body hugging blouses, but not men.  He felt self-conscious all night.

When they got back to their room, Hudson was afraid she might not show him her body like earlier, but they made out and she let him undress her.  They moved to the bed, and he moved to get on top of her ripe, naked body.  But she stopped him, and she got on top instead.

“I can feel you better this way,” she explained.  She was straddling his hips, his hard cock pointing up to her pussy.  But she didn’t put him inside her immediately.  Instead, she reached towards the side table.

When she pulled her hand back, she was holding a condom.

She handed the condom to Hudson.  “Put this on,” she said.  “Maybe it’ll help you last longer.”

“I thought you’re on the pill,” Hudson said, shock in his voice.

“I am, this isn’t about that,” Zoey said.  “It’ll help you last longer, so I have time to cum too.”

Hudson frowned at her.  Then he said, “At least you can put it on me.”

Zoey shook her head no.  “Wives don’t put condoms on their cuckold husbands,” she said.  “That’s what your websites say.  The cuckold ones you read all the time.”  Then she grinned and added, “At least I still let you inside me.”

Hudson’s eyes opened wide at her words.  Who was this woman?!

Zoey grinned at his expression.  She teased, “Don’t worry.  If I ever stop letting you fuck me, I’ll still get you off with my hand.  I’ll use Vaseline too, just the way you like it.  You’ll probably like it better that way.  My hand will be tight, like my pussy used to be.”

Hudson was breathing heavy, his cock dribbling pre-cum from excitement.  She was pushing his cuckold buttons.  Was she saying all this to turn him on, or did she really mean it?

“Put the condom on Hudson,” she said again.  “If you want to fuck me.  Or I’ll just sit on your face again.”

Hudson hesitated another moment.  Then he ripped open the foil wrapper and rolled the condom on his hard dick.

“God boy,” Zoey said grinning at him.  Then using her hand, she guided his cock into her pussy.  He entered her easily, without any resistance.  Zoey began moving up and down, and immediately brought her hand to her pussy to play with herself.

They fucked in silence for a few moments.  Then Hudson asked, “Do you want him here?”

Zoey shook her head.  “You have to decide,” she said.

“I thought you were in charge,” he spat out.

She shook her head again.  “It was your decision to let Greg replace you on our wedding night,” she said.  “You have to decide if you want him to replace you on our honeymoon too.”

Hudson moaned and his cock pulsed in her pussy.  Her words were so hurtful, but so delicious too, like gasoline on the cuckold fires burning inside him.

“Do you miss his cock?” Hudson asked.  “Do you miss him?”

“Do you really want to know?” she asked.  He nodded his head yes.

“Both,” Zoey said.  Hudson moaned again.  God, it hurt so much.  It hurt so fucking good!

Zoey saw the anguish on his face and her heart softened.  Trying to soften the blow, she said, “I can’t have sex with someone if I don’t like him too.  You know that’s how I am.”

Hudson nodded.  He did know that.

“You said it would be different now,” he reminded her.  “Now that we’re married.”

She shrugged and said, “Things change when it’s 3.  I think we’ve figured that out by now.”

They were silent again for long moments, as Zoey moved slowly up and down his sheathed dick.  She lazily played with herself.  

Finally, looking down into his eyes, Zoey asked “So, what do you want to do?”
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Interlude 2 - Continuing From the Beginning of Chapter 2
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GREG’S PHONE RANG.  “Hello?” he asked.

“Hey buddy,” the voice said.  “When are you coming to visit?  Sophie misses seeing you.  Me too.  It’s been forever.”

Greg’s insides went dark.  It was his father.  Yet also, a thrilling shiver bolted through him at the mention of Sophie’s name.

But he had Zoey now.  He missed her desperately, even though it had only been a week since she left on her honeymoon with Hudson.

His heart sank at the thought.  She was married now.  How could he say “he had Zoey now” when she was married to another man?

And to a man he despised.  He despised his father too, but at least he respected him.  Greg had nothing but contempt for Hudson.  He was nothing more than a pretty boy with a beach body earned not through sports or hard work, but using expensive personal trainers at the gym.  His “partnership” with Camilla was a joke and everyone knew it, all Hudson did was carry Camilla’s luggage.  And he had a tiny pretty boy pussy and had to use his tongue to get Zoey off.

Hudson’s muscles were fake.  His “Master of the Universe” bullshit was fake.  People assumed he was a great lover but that was fake too.

Greg hated Hudson.  Hudson was fake yet he had Zoey.  Greg was authentic, yet he didn’t have her.  What Greg had with Zoey was fake—he was just a sex toy in Hudson’s twisted demented cuckold fantasies.

“Greg boy, are you there?” his father asked on the phone.

Greg snapped out of his reverie.  He didn’t feel the way he used to about his step mother, not since his intimate relationship with Zoey began.  But Zoey wasn’t here, and she would be gone for another week.  It would be nice to spend the evening with Sophie, even if it meant he’d have to see his father.

“Okay, I’ll come over tonight,” Greg said.

“Good.  Be here at 7 sharp,” his father ordered.
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WHEN GREG ARRIVED AT his family home, he heard grunting and moaning upstairs.  His father and Sophie were having sex.

Greg looked at his watch.  It was 7pm.  Exactly when his father told him to arrive.

Greg fumed.  His father planned this.  His father knew Greg had a crush on Sophie.  This was his way of belittling Greg, putting him into his place.

Greg listened to Sophie moan.  He suspected she didn’t love his father.  He didn’t treat her well.  Outside of sex he barely paid any attention to her.  But marrying his father meant she could leave the hair salon and live a life of luxury.  She lived in this big beautiful house, she had a nice car and beautiful jewelry. And, as he listened to her moan and cum, it was another reminder that she loved it when his father fucked her.

Greg thought again of Zoey.  She loved Hudson, at least that’s what she said.  But their sex life wasn’t passionate.  They were the opposite of Sophie and his father.

Moments later, Greg’s father came bounding down the stairs.  He was tucking in his shirt and had a big grin on his face.  

“Hey Greg, got to get some beer,” his father said as he scooped up his car keys.  His voice got low as he grinned conspiratorially and said, “Just fucked a load into Sophie.  She wore shorts today, really short and tight, teasing me with those legs of hers, and her sexy ass.  She’s a horny bitch and I gave her what she wanted.”  

Greg’s father grabbed the front of his pants like Michael Jackson, and said, “That slut can’t go a day without getting some of this.  She begs me for it.  Good thing she’s on the pill.  Don’t want to get her pregnant and ruin that firm body and tight pussy.”

Greg didn’t say anything.  Sometimes dad said things like this about his sex life with Sophie.  Greg never knew how to respond.

Dad laughed and then he was gone, heading out on his beer run.

A few minutes later, Sophie came down the stairs.  She was wearing a sweet sundress.  Her brown hair was short, just barely past her ears. In the past, she’d worn her hair longer.  Always short but sometimes to her shoulders.  For over a year now though, she’d worn her hair this way, shorter, just a little past her ears.

Greg loved her short, brown hair!

Sophie looked beautiful as usual, but flushed.  Her cheeks were rosy.  She looked freshly fucked.  And she looked satisfied.  Content.  Sexually satiated.

“Hi Greggy,” she said, smiling at him.  She sounded happy.  Happy after getting fucked by his father and cumming all over his big cock.

Without thinking, Greg blurted out, “Would you ever be in a sexless marriage?”

“What?” Sophie said, not understanding.

“What’s more important in marriage?  Sex or love?” Greg demanded.

“Greggy, what are you talking about?” Sophie asked.

“This is really important,” Greg implored.  “Could you ever see yourself married to a man you’re not physically attracted to?  That you don’t want to have sex with?”

Sophie still didn’t understand, but she realized this was important to Greg.  So, she thought about his question.  Finally, she answered, “No, I don’t think I could be.  Sex isn’t the only thing in a marriage, but it’s something.  Your father ... well, I think you know he’s not the most romantic man.  But he’s a good provider.  And I am attracted to him.  I always have been.  And, well, I can’t imagine being married to a man I don’t want to have sex with.”

Greg stared at Sophie.  So many thoughts ran through his head.  One name ran through his head.

Zoey.
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CONTINUING FROM THE End of Chapter 3
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ZOEY WAS SLOWING MOVING up and down on Hudson’s sheathed cock, lazily playing with herself.  She looked down into her new husband’s face and asked, “So what do you want to do?”

Hudson hesitated.  He knew what he wanted.  But he knew it was dangerous.  This was a crossroads.  He could make Zoey his again.  Only his.  They could be exclusive again, the way a married couple should be.

Or he could give in to his cuckold desires.  And risk everything.  Again.

“I want to invite Greg here,” he said.

Zoey grinned slightly, like she’d known what his answer would be.

“You have to say it,” she insisted.  “You have to say Greg replaced you on our wedding night.  And now you want him to replace you on our honeymoon too.”

“You said it would be different now,” he said again.  “Now that we’re married.”

“You’ll be there.  It’ll be more like a threesome now,” Zoey promised.  “But Greg will be number 1.  And not just the sex part.  I’ll be with Greg, and you’ll be with us.  The third person in our threesome.”

“Oh god Zoey!” Hudson groaned.  Her words tore at him!  But they were so delicious!

“So say it, if that’s what you want,” Zoey pressed.  She had her cum face on.  This conversation was turning her on too.  She had 2 fingers pressed to her clit, masturbating as she slowly rode Hudson’s condom-covered cock. 

Hudson hesitated a moment longer.  Then with a lustful hoarse voice, he whispered, “Greg replaced me on our wedding night.  Now he’s going to replace me on our honeymoon.”  At that moment, Hudson and Zoey both came.
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THEY DIDN’T CALL GREG immediately.  “We have to get ready first,” Zoey said with a grin to Hudson.

Zoey made Hudson take her shopping at the boutiques in town.  She made Hudson buy her tight dresses with plunging necklines, clingy blouses that were so thin you’d be able to see her bra (or nipples if she went braless) and mini-skirts that barely covered her ass.  She took Hudson to a Christian Louboutin store where she made him buy her pointy toe stilettos and ankle strap heels with the sexy red soles.  Then she took him to a lingerie boutique where he bought her sexy bras, panties, bustiers and stockings.

“You said it was too hot here for stockings,” Hudson angrily said when they were back in their room.

Zoey shrugged but didn’t reply.  She had a slight smile on her pretty face.

Hudson angrily waved at all the new clothes, shoes and lingerie.  “So you bought all these new clothes for Greg?  To wear for him?  Including stockings?” he asked bitterly.

Zoey moved close to him.  “You know the answer right?” she asked, looking into his face.  She saw turmoil there.  “I know you’re hurt.  But I also know it gets you hot.” She pressed the palm of her hand on his crotch over his pants.  He was hard.  “Right?”

Hudson scowled at her but didn’t deny it.

She took a step back and grinned at him.  She said “And anyways, shouldn’t a new bride dress sexy for her man on their honeymoon?”

Hudson groaned and he felt weak kneed.  His cock was so hard in his tight chinos that it hurt.  If she kept saying things like that he was going to fucking cum in his pants!  Zoey saw his arousal and giggled.

Next Zoey dragged Hudson to the salon in their resort.  “I have an appointment,” she said.  “When we get there, I want you to tell the stylist to cut my hair shorter.  To just above my ears.”

Hudson’s throat was suddenly dry.  “Why?” he croaked out.  “Isn’t it already short enough?”  He felt weak.  This felt like too much.

Zoey normally wore her blonde hair long, down her back.  Hudson liked it that way.  He called it “bra strap length.”  But she’d cut it short for their wedding.  For Greg, because he liked short hair better.  Currently it was a couple inches off her shoulders.  It was layered though so looked lush and full.

“It’s already short enough,” he protested.

Zoey gave him a sympathetic smile but shook her head.  “Greg wanted me to cut it to my ears.  But I thought that might be too much for you.  But now that you’re giving him our honeymoon, I think I should cut it the way he wants.  Since I’m his girl.  I should cut my hair the way he wants, right?”

Hudson stared at her, not able to speak.  His head was spinning.  His heart was pounding.  Breaking.  Cuckold angst filled him.

Zoey pulled Hudson into the salon.  She sat in the chair.  The stylist smiled and asked “I’m Chelsea.  So, what are we doing today?”

Zoey looked at Hudson expectantly.  When he didn’t say anything, she said “Hudson baby, how do you want Chelsea to cut my hair?”

Hudson swallowed hard.  He finally said “Shorter.  To above her ears.”

Hudson was flush and he felt like he was going to pass out.  His cock was so hard.

“And can you touch up my nails?  The same color?” Zoey asked with a grin at Hudson.

Chelsea took Zoey’s hand in hers to better see the nail polish.  “Sure.  I have this color,” Chelsea said.  “It’s called Carolina Blue.  After the college.”

Zoey grinned again at Hudson.  “It’s called that after the college,” she repeated with a laugh in her pretty voice.  

Hudson had a tortured look on his handsome face, and his hands were balled into fists.

Chelsea looked at the newlyweds curiously for a moment, then said, “I’ll get the nail polish.  I’ll be right back.”  

Once the stylist was gone, Zoey said “You can go back to the room and wait for me.  I have another appointment after this.”

“What?” Hudson croaked out.

Zoey whispered, “I’m getting a wax.  I want to make sure my pussy is silky smooth.”

Hudson looked aghast.  “I told you I want you to grow it back,” he said.

Zoey shook her pretty head and gave her new husband a teasing grin.  “You know how Greg likes my pussy.  Completely bare.”

Hudson grunted and lurched as he came in his pants.
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LATER IN THE ROOM, Zoey opened Hudson’s suitcase.  “What are you doing?” he asked.

“I hid some clothes here,” Zoey said with that same teasing grin.  “I figured you’d want Greg to join us.  And I knew it would get you excited if you watched him fuck me in things I used to wear only for you.”

Hudson watched as she opened zippers and pulled out a few items.  He couldn’t tell what they were.  Then she pulled out something bigger and heavier, a brown paper bag.  She looked puzzled.  “What’s this?” she asked.

Hudson’s eyes went wide.  It was the dildo Sidney had given him!

Zoey took the dildo out of the bag.  Her jaw dropped.  “You brought a dildo?” she asked, astounded.  Then she saw the hole in the end, next to the fake balls.  She didn’t understand it at first, but then things clicked in her pretty head.  “You want to wear this?  When we have sex?”

Hudson didn’t know what to say.  He couldn’t say Sidney gave it to him.  She might suspect the funny business he was doing with Sidney, and the last thing he wanted Zoey to know was he cheated on her.

Zoey gave Hudson a lopsided grin.  “Let’s see,” she said.  She walked to Hudson and got on her knees.  She pulled down his pants.  Hudson wasn’t hard so she stroked him until he was.  Then she put his cock inside the penis extender.

“Wow,” she said as she looked at his new cock.  “You’re as big as Greg now.”

Zoey quickly undressed and got on the bed.  She licked her hand with spit and lubricated her pussy.  “Come on baby, fuck me with your big cock,” she said.  “Let’s see if you can fuck me as good as Greg.”

Hudson hesitated.  Then he got onto the bed between Zoey’s open legs.  He held the base of the dildo as he pressed the head into his new bride’s pussy.

“Oh yeah, oh yeah, you’re stretching me,” Zoey said.  But then as he pushed the dildo in a couple inches, she said “No, stop.  Take it out.  This isn’t working.”

“What?  What’s wrong?” he asked as he pulled the dildo out. 

“It doesn’t feel right,” Zoey said.  She took hold of the dildo and pulled it off so now she was looking at his not quite 5-inch, thin cock.  “It’s not you.  You’re too pretty to have a big cock like that.”

Hudson’s anger flared.  “What?!” he said angrily.  “Now you’re calling me a pretty boy the way Greg does?!”

“Hudson come on,” Zoey said softly, reaching up and rubbing his chest.  Soothingly, she said, “You’re so handsome, you are pretty.  It’s the same as calling you beautiful.  It’s a compliment.”

“Bullshit!” Hudson said angrily.  “You want me to wear tight pants!  Speedos!  You make me wear those tight shirts!  It’s like you want me to be a girl!” 

Zoey didn’t say anything.  She looked down, avoiding his eyes.  

“What?!” he demanded, knowing she wasn’t telling him something.  “Tell me!!!”

“Don’t be mad,” Zoey said warily.  “It was just a joke.”

Hudson’s eyes glared into her.  “What?!!!!” he demanded.

“I mean, you’ve always worn tight pants,” Zoey sputtered.  “But the Speedos and tight shirts ... well, they were Greg’s idea.”

Hudson’s jaw dropped.  “What?” he said sounding shocked.

“I mean, Hudson, come on baby,” Zoey said soothingly, again rubbing his chest.  “You’ve always been sort of Metro.  It’s not an insult.  And anyways, you look good in Speedos and tight shirts.  You have a really good body, and those clothes show it off.”

“Greg’s trying to turn me into a girl!” Hudson growled.  “He’s trying to make you see me as less of a man, so you’re not sexually attracted to me!”

Zoey stared up at Hudson (he was still on top).  Then she said, “I thought that was the whole point.  You’re the one who wants Greg to replace you in bed.”

Hudson stared back at Zoey.  He didn’t have a response to that.  Because she was right.

Zoey gently pushed Hudson off her, so he was on his back.  She reached over to the nightstand for the Vaseline.  She greased up her hand and wrapped it around his cock.  He was still hard despite this talk (or maybe because of it).

“Does this feel good, baby?” she asked as she slowly stroked him up and down. “Does my hand feel tight?  The way my pussy used to feel?  Before Greg’s big cock stretched me out?”

“Oh god,” Hudson moaned.

“You do look sexy in your skinny jeans and tight shirts, and in the Speedos,” she told him as she continued to stroke his cock.  Then she added, “Although, yeah, kinda feminine too.  I guess that’s what Greg wants.  To put you down.”

There was a delighted sparkle in Zoey’s eyes, and her cheeks were flushed.  This talk was getting her hot.

“But I mean, look,” she said as she used her other hand to grab the dildo.  She stood it up next to Hudson’s hard penis.  “Your cock does kinda look pretty next to this monster.  I’ve told you Greg’s is ugly.”

“But you’d rather fuck his right?” Hudson asked.  He was panting, close to cumming.

Zoey still held the dildo next to Hudson’s cock.  The dildo – the same length and thickness as Greg’s cock – towered over his.  She looked into Hudson’s eyes and said, “If you were a girl, which one would you pick?”

When he didn’t answer, she pressed, “Which one baby?”

Finally, Hudson admitted, “His.”

Zoey moaned and stroked Hudson harder and faster.  Moments later he came.  Then, hot and flushed, Zoey sat on Hudson’s face, and he ate her out to orgasm.
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LATER THAT DAY, ZOEY called Greg and invited him to join them on their honeymoon.  He agreed immediately of course.  

After the call ended, Greg thought about it, especially after his conversation with Sophie.  Then he made a phone call.  

When the person answered, Greg said, “Hi.  It’s me,  Greg. Can I talk to you about something?  I need a favor.”
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Hudson and Zoey were at the pool, mingling with their new friends.  Zoey was on her phone.  She hung up and approached Hudson.

“That was Greg.  His plane landed,” she whispered.  “He just got into a taxi.”

Hudson nodded.  Yesterday he insisted they not pick Greg up at the airport, as their friends would think it weird to pick up a single guy at the airport on their honeymoon.  To his surprise, Zoey had agreed without any pushback.  

Their story was going to be, Greg was an old friend who just happened to be vacationing at this same resort.  This morning they’d casually told their friends this, so they wouldn’t be surprised seeing Hudson and Zoey spending time with Greg.  

Hudson’s insides were queasy, remembering what Zoey had told him how things were going to work once Greg arrived: “You’ll be there.  It’ll be more like a threesome now. But Greg will be number 1.  And not just the sex part.  I’ll be with Greg, and you’ll be with us.  The third person in our threesome”
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ABOUT AN HOUR LATER, Greg arrived and they formed a circle with their friends around the pool.  Introductions were made.  All very casual.  Zoey remained standing next to Hudson, close to him, like the newlyweds they were.  Greg stood across from them in the circle.  Zoey was treating him consistent with the story they’d told everyone – Greg was just a casual friend from home who just happened to be here at the same time they were here.

Hudson was reassured somewhat.  The queasiness in his stomach calmed down a bit.

Then Zoey whispered, “Greg needs lotion, or he’ll burn.”

She moved to her bag for the bottle of lotion.  It was hot so most people eased into the pool.  When Zoey got to him, Greg was by himself in the pool.

Zoey handed him the bottle, and Greg rubbed lotion on his neck, his arms, and the part of his chest above the water.  Then Zoey took the bottle back and applied lotion to Greg’s face.  It was a friendly gesture among friends, but still a little too intimate for a new bride to be doing with a man not her husband.  

Everyone noticed.  It was the first evidence that there might be something between Zoey and this new person to their group, Greg.  Maybe they’d been boyfriend/girlfriend in the past?  

That didn’t make sense though.  Greg wasn’t ugly and he seemed to be fit, but he didn’t have Hudson’s handsome looks or sexy ripped body.  The only thing Greg had on Hudson was his height.  He was about a foot taller.  They didn’t know, of course, what he had in his bathing trunks.

“How has your honeymoon gone so far?” Greg asked as Zoey applied lotion to his face.  They were talking quietly so no one could hear.

“It’s been fun,” Zoey said.

“Fun?  Really?” Greg asked skeptically.

Zoey laughed.  “What?  You don’t think Hudson and I have fun together?” she asked with a grin.

Greg gave her a skeptical look.  “So, have you fucked him?” he asked.

Zoey rolled her eyes as she said, “Yes, Greg, my husband and I have made love.”

“But he didn’t get you off, right?” Greg scoffed.  “And his tongue and your fingers don’t count.”

Zoey gave Greg another whatever roll of her eyes.  “I should get back to Hudson,” she said.

“Why?” Greg asked.

“Why?” Zoey repeated, incredulity in her voice.  “These are our new friends, Greg.  We have to be discreet.”

“If these people think you and me are a thing, you know it’ll get Hudson off,” Greg said with a knowing grin.  “And you’ll get off on it, too.  That’s why you got Hudson to wear those bikini bottoms.  Right?  It was my idea, yeah, but you got into it.  Anyway, why do you care about these people?  After your honeymoon, you’ll never see them again.”

Zoey laughed and shook her head at Greg calling the Speedos Hudson’s bikini bottoms.  She thought about what he just said.  Was he right?  After all, she planned to dress sexier (and be sexier) now that Greg was here.  Their new friend group would certainly notice.  Did she want them to notice?

“I have to get back to Hudson,” Zoey said again.  She joined Hudson in the pool along with everyone else.  The mood was awkward, as people were already wondering what was going on between the newly married honeymooners and their friend Greg.  They weren’t looking at Zoey, Hudson, and Greg, but it was obvious they were intentionally forcing themselves not to look at Zoey, Hudson, and Greg.

Hudson and Zoey floated away from everyone else, so they had a moment of semi-privacy.  

“Why’d you do that?” Hudson whispered.  “Put lotion on his face?  Everyone looked at me, like, what the fuck is she doing?”

“Everyone knows Greg is our friend,” Zoey whispered back.

“He can’t put lotion on his face himself?” Hudson said sarcastically.  He reminded her, “We agreed to be cool around everyone.”

“I told Greg that.  I just reminded him we have to be discreet,” Zoey said defensively.  Then she glanced down.  In the skin-tight Speedos, it was apparent Hudson had a hard-on.  Remembering what Greg said a moment ago, she grinned and said, “I think you want everyone to think there’s something going on between me and Greg.  It gets you off.  It’s part of your angst.”

Hudson glared at her but didn’t deny it.  Instead, he said, “I’m surprised you’re not fucking yet.  He’s been here a whole hour.”  He said it sarcastically, but Zoey heard lust in his voice.

He was aroused.  And she was aroused too.

Something about torturing him.  About putting him down.  It was sexualized in her now.  It got her hot.

Zoey moved her hand into the water and touched the front of Hudson’s Speedos, at his crotch.  She said, “Greg says these are your bikini bottoms.”

“Fuck him!” Hudson growled, but the jerk of his hard cock gave him away.  Greg’s demeaning words pressed his buttons.  They pressed her buttons, too.

“Come on, we should go to our room to get ready for dinner,” Zoey said, grabbing Hudson’s arm.

Once in their room, Zoey pushed Hudson onto his back on their bed, and quickly took off the wet bikini.  She climbed her sexy, tight petite body up his chest and sat on his face.

“Eat me, baby,” she ordered as she pressed her pussy onto his lips.  

Hudson didn’t hesitate.  He licked her and Zoey quickly came.  

She fell off his face and landed on her back next to Hudson.  “God, you’re so freaking good at that,” she said between pants.

Hudson wiped his face with the sheet.  He pulled down the Speedos and said, “What about me?”  His cock was hard.

“You can fuck me if you want,” Zoey said without any enthusiasm in her voice.

“Thanks for being so into it,” Hudson said sarcastically.

Zoey laughed and rolled over to him.  She was on her side looking at her husband.

“Sorry,” she said with the laugh still in her voice.  Looking at Hudson’s erection, she said, “It’s just with Greg here now, it’s hard for me to get excited about your little guy.”

Hudson groaned and winced in pain.  “Shit, Zoe, that’s a bitchy thing to say,” he said.

Zoey laughed again.  “I’m just joking.  I’m not horny because you just got me off.”  She traced her fingertip across his lips and added, “In a really good way, too.”

Hudson shook his head.  He didn’t believe her.  “If Greg was here you’d still be horny.”

Zoey didn’t deny it.  

“That’s the point, though, right?” she said.  “That’s why Greg’s perfect for your fantasies.  That’s why you let him replace you on our wedding night, and you’re letting him replace you on our honeymoon.”

Hudson groaned and winced again.  What she said was true, but it still hurt to hear her say it so plainly.  But he wouldn’t want her to sugarcoat it.  The pain turned him on.  It was part of the angst that kept his dick hard.

Zoey reached for the bedside table and got a condom.  “Here,” she said, handing the thin square package to him.

Hudson frowned at the condom.  “You’re seriously going to make me wear this?  Again?  You could at least put it on me.”

“I told you,” Zoey teased.  “Wives don’t put on condoms for their cuckold husbands.  And this is the last one we have, so if you want to be inside me again, you have to buy more.”

“Hurry up, Hudson,” Zoey urged as she rolled onto her back.  “I have to start getting ready soon.  You know how long it takes me to look pretty and hot for you.”

“For me?  You mean for Greg,” Hudson said sourly as he rolled the condom down his hard shaft.

Zoey grinned.  She opened her legs as she pulled Hudson on top of her.  

Zoey didn’t guide Hudson’s cock into her pussy.  He had to do that himself with his hand.

Hudson pushed his hard cock into his new bride.  Her pussy was looser than it used to be – before Greg stretched her out – but still it felt exquisite to be inside her.

He was determined not to cum fast.  If he could hold off (like he used to be able to), maybe next time Zoey wouldn’t insist he wear a condom.  So, as he moved in and out of Zoey, he thought about sports, the stock market, the sequence of prime numbers, anything to prevent him from cumming and let him last longer.

But then Zoey teased, “I know I’m not tight like I used to be, but enjoy it baby, I won’t be even this tight the rest of our honeymoon after Greg gets done with me and ruins my pussy even more for your little dick.” 

That’s all it took.  “Oh fuck!” Hudson moaned, and then he was cumming into the condom.
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CHAPTER 7
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It was a new Zoey at dinner tonight, and their new friends noticed.  She wasn’t wearing a loose-fitting dress and practical flats that people had become accustomed to.  She wasn’t makeup free with her short hair up in a ponytail as she’d done so far this trip.

This was the real Zoey, at least the Zoey she’d become since being with Greg.  This Zoey showed off her tight, sexy body in a dress that looked airbrushed on.  In a dress that ended inches above her knees that revealed her long, shapely legs.  Legs that were even longer in 4-inch Christian Louboutin So Kate high heels with the sexy red soles.  This Zoey wore heavier makeup, so she looked like a glamorous movie starlet instead of the sweet, church going girl-next-door.

Their new friend group wondered if the changes in Zoey were because of the arrival of Greg.  It didn’t make sense, because Zoey was way out of Greg’s league.  But what else could explain this abrupt change in the new bride’s appearance?

The rumors and speculation intensified as people watched Zoey interacting with Greg.  All through dinner, she was touchy-feely with Greg in ways a new bride should not be with a man not her husband.  Especially with that new husband sitting right next to her!

The delighted gossiping among the group also extended to Hudson, of course.  He was in Zoey’s league looks-wise.  But he was passive—accepting even – as Zoey gave Greg as much of her attention as him.  Things had definitely changed.  Up to this point, Zoey had eyes only for Hudson; he was the focus of her entire existence.  Now though, with Greg and Hudson sitting on either side of her at dinner, it was hard to tell which man she was paired with.

The wives of the new friend group were reconsidering their opinion of Hudson.  Initially, they thought he was extremely handsome and super-hot, like a GQ model.  They saw him differently now though, even though he looked the same.  He was diminished in their eyes.  Part of it was the way he allowed his new wife and Greg to flirt so openly as they sat right next to him.   How could any man – any real man – put up with that?

And part of it was seeing Hudson wearing those tight black Speedos at the hotel pool.  They hid nothing, so all the wives now knew Hudson had a small package.  

As dinner was winding now, Hudson pulled Zoey to the corridor leading to the bathrooms.  It was empty so they had a private moment.

“What happened to being discreet?” he asked angrily.  “You were flirting with Greg all dinner!  In front of everyone!”

“We just talked about this,” Zoey said.  “It gets you hot if people think I’m having an affair with Greg.  Right?  And Greg said it doesn’t matter anyways, because we’ll never see these people again after our honeymoon.”

It stung Hudson that Zoey was quoting Greg.  “You’re taking his side?” he spat out, feeling hurt inside.

“I’m not taking his side,” she insisted.  “But you have to admit he’s right.  We’ll never see these people again.  So we can have fun with the situation.”

“You mean, you and Greg can have fun,” Hudson said sourly.  “While all those people think I’m a loser and laugh behind my back.”

“You’re not a loser, baby,” Zoey said soothingly with a calming hand on his chest.  “If you think about it, you’re the biggest winner because you get to live out your fantasies.”

Hudson stared at Zoey, studying her, trying to read her thoughts.  Was she being honest, was this what she really thought, or was she patronizing him and laughing behind his back like all their new “friends.”

He decided to take her at face value and believe she was being honest.  He wanted to believe she was being honest.  After all, she was right – what she was doing with Greg was making his fantasies come true.  Maybe he should just go-with-the-flow and enjoy things.

Zoey read her new husband’s thoughts and said, “Just enjoy it, baby.  Don’t try to control things, just let things happen.  Things might get rough with Greg here ... just enjoy it and know that I love you.”

“What do you mean, things might get rough?” he asked with a frown.

“I don’t know,” Zoey said with a helpless look.  “Greg does things I don’t expect.  He surprises me.  And he gets fixated on things.  Like me getting a tattoo.  Don’t worry, I told you, I won’t get one.  I’m just telling you.  Greg is more alpha than I ever thought.”

“And you don’t think I’m alpha anymore, do you?” Hudson said bitterly.

Zoey smiled consolingly and squeezed her husband’s arm.  She gently said, “Can a cuckold be alpha, baby?  Do they go together?”

“Maybe I’m not alpha anymore sexually,” Hudson hurriedly said.  “But in everything else ....”

Still giving him that consoling look, and still speaking gently, Zoey said, “It’s more than sex, Hudson.  You’re different now.  I think that’s why you’re not doing so good at work.  It’s okay, Greg is paying me a lot of money, we’ll be fine.  I’m just saying, you’re different now, and it’s not just in bed.  I think being a cuckold means you’re more passive, submissive even.  They go together, I think.”

Hudson looked pained.  That’s how Zoey saw him now?  As a submissive cuckold?  Not just sexually, but in everything?

And the reminder she worked for Greg, and he paid her a big salary and big bonuses – that made it worse.  Greg, who was beating him sexually with the girl he loved, he was now also beating him professionally.

Zoey saw the pain in Hudson’s face and gave him another encouraging smile.  “It’s okay, baby.  I like how things are.  I like I’m seeing the real you.  I used to be your bottom, but now you’re my bottom.  And I like it, it turns me on.  

Now I’m Greg’s bottom.  He’s my top now.  And I like that too.  

You know I’m submissive.  Greg plays with that better than anyone I’ve ever been with.  Even you, baby.  

When you tried to be alpha, when you tried to be a top, it never felt right.  Now I understand why.  And it’s better this way, it’s better we’re being true to who we really are.  

There’s nothing wrong with that, baby.  You shouldn’t feel bad about that.”

“I shouldn’t feel bad you don’t think I’m a real man anymore?” Hudson spat out bitterly.

Zoey gave her husband a lopsided, knowing grin.  “I think that turns you on.  It’s part of your fantasy.  Your angst.”

Hudson’s pained expression didn’t go away.  And he hurt inside.  But he knew she was right.

Zoey said, “Greg and I were talking, and he thinks I should go to his bungalow tonight.  You know how loud I get with him, and our honeymoon suite is close to other rooms.  Greg’s bungalow is kind of isolated.”

“Another Greg idea, huh?” Hudson said bitterly, but he saw the logic of Greg’s reasoning.

Zoey shrugged, not trying to deny she was supporting what Greg wanted.  After all,  he was her top now.  She was his bottom, and a bottom was subservient to her top.  The way she used to be with Hudson.  But no longer.

“Greg wants to be alone with me tonight,” Zoey announced.  “He said you can watch after tonight, but he wants me to himself tonight.  He says that’s only fair since you’ve had me all to yourself so far.”

Hudson’s eyes went wide.  Indignant, he said, “A husband is supposed to have his wife all to himself.  That’s his right as her husband.”

Zoey pressed her lips together, always a sign she didn’t agree and was losing her patience.  “That’s how it works in most marriages,” she said.  “But it was your idea for Greg to replace you on our wedding night.  And your idea for Greg to replace you on our honeymoon.  Are we going to have to talk about this over every little thing, Hudson?  It’s getting kind of old.”

Hudson scowled.  He didn’t think Zoey spending a night alone with Greg on their honeymoon – leaving him all alone – was a “little thing.”  But he decided not to fight it.  He knew it was a battle he couldn’t win.  He didn’t have a moral leg to stand on since all this had been his idea.

“So when will you come home?” Hudson asked, both of them knowing home meant their honeymoon suite.

“Tomorrow morning, probably,” Zoey said.

“Probably?!” Hudson said, alarmed.  “You might be with him tonight and tomorrow morning?!”

“I told you, Hudson, I can’t predict what Greg’s going to do,” Zoey said, clearly losing her patience again.  “And I told you, if Greg’s here – and that was your decision – he would be my number one, and you would be number two.  I told you all this Hudson.  Why are you talking like this is all new to you, and I’m the bad guy.  I told you how this was going to work.  And you did it anyway.”

Hudson winced like Zoey had slapped him across the face.  It was true, she had told him all this.  Still, being turned into a discarded third wheel just days after they got married was hard for him to handle.

“We better go,” Zoey said as she looked over Hudson’s shoulder at their dining companions.  “Everyone’s leaving.”
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ONCE BACK AT THE RESORT, Greg lingered around Hudson and Zoey while their friends dispersed to their rooms or to the bar for a nightcap.  Once they were alone, Zoey kissed Hudson and then left with Greg to walk to his bungalow.  Hudson watched their backs disappear as they walked away.  At least Zoey wasn’t holding his hand.  But she was walking close to Greg, closer than a new bride should be walking with a man not her husband.

He began walking to the honeymoon suite when he remembered.  They were out of condoms.  If he wanted to make love to Zoey when she got home, he would have to buy more.

Hudson walked to the gift shop in the lobby.  A pretty, skinny girl was behind the register.  She was young, maybe in high school.  

She was Chinese, which was a surprise, because this was a Caribbean island and he hadn’t seen any other Asians.  The girl — because she was Chinese, and petite, and young, and very pretty — she reminded him of that Chinese girl who worked at Java Books, the place beneath Greg’s apartment.  “What was her name?” Hudson thought to him, as he had read her name tag once.  “Kimmy,” he thought.  “Her name’s Kimmy.”

The Chinese girl was looking at Hudson, her eyes looking at his face, down his body, and then back again.  This happened all the time in his life.  He knew he was a handsome, sexy guy.  Hudson felt proud of himself, knowing this girl had the hots for him.  He wished Zoey was here to see this.  She used to always get jealous when other girls flirted with him.  He would love to see Zoey jealous now.

Hudson moved to the shelf where contraception was displayed.  The boxes were labeled with the size of the condom.  XXL, XL, L and Regular.

Hudson’s size was Regular.  He picked up a box of Regulars and moved to the register.  He turned the box upside down so the size — Regular — couldn’t be seen.

The Chinese girl submissively looked down as Hudson approached.  “Are you local here?” he asked.

“No, my parents just have a condo here,” the Chinese girl said.  “We live in Miami.  We’re here a lot though, so I work in this gift shop sometimes.”

“I’m Hudson.  What’s your name?”

“I’m Li,” the pretty young girl said.  She seemed embarrassed talking to Hudson, and looked down at her feet.

Li was clearly an immigrate from China.  Her English was perfect, but carried a sweet Asian accent.

“Your accent is pretty, Li,” Hudson said with a smile.  “You’re pretty too.”

Li beamed with a big smile at Hudson’s compliment.  Her cheeks also turned bright red as she blushed.  Again she looked down at her feet, not able to meet Hudson’s gaze.

Hudson had done this many times.  Used his looks and sweet talk to get into a pretty girl’s pants.   He knew he could have Li if he wanted.  How sweet would that be?  Fuck this young, pretty Chinese girl in his honeymoon suite.  That would be sweet revenge against Zoey.

For a moment he was the old Hudson.  The Master of the Universe Hudson.  The Hudson who got any girl he wanted into his bed.  Yes, he cheated on Zoey, but he was entitled.  His looks, his hot bod, they made him entitled.  He even fucked Sidney, Zoey’s best friend, her fucking Maid of Honor.

Hudson handed the box of condoms to Li, to check out.  Initially she couldn’t find the bar code, so turned the box over.  The size — Regular — came into view.

Hudson was suddenly anxious.  Was Li no longer interested in him, now that she knew he had a small dick?  Not a XXL or XL dick, or even a L dick, but a Regular dick.  A small dick.  Maybe she was like the wives — what Zoey called his Fan Club — who lost interest in him when they saw his small mound in the Speedos.  Maybe she was like his new bride, a size queen.  A girl who could only orgasm with a long thick cock in her little, petite Chinese pussy.

Hudson hurriedly paid for the condoms and bolted from the gift shoppe.  He couldn’t risk taking Li to his bed, and risk seeing disappointment in her face when she saw his small manhood.  He couldn’t risk freaking out and going soft like what happened to him in the past.  His ego wouldn’t be able to handle it.  Things were already bad enough.
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HUDSON HURRIED TO HIS honeymoon suite.  Despite what just happened with Li, and the humiliation of Zoey flirting with Greg all dinner — or because of it — he was rock hard and desperately needing an orgasm.

Hudson threw off his pants and got into bed on his back.  He greased up his hard cock with Vaseline, then he slowly circle jerked himself as he thought about what Greg was doing with Zoey’s body.  He thought about how she was responding to him.  He thought about how she was cumming on his big cock.  He thought about Zoey snuggling with Greg as they slept together.

The last part – Zoey snuggling into Greg’s chest with his arms around her as she slept with him – that’s the part that hurt the most, but it was also what pushed him over the edge.  He grunted loudly and his body lurched as he had a powerful orgasm.

Hudson was exhausted – physically and emotionally – and he drifted off to sleep.  
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HUDSON WOKE WITH A start.  His first thought was—“Where’s Zoe?” – because her side of the bed was empty.  Then he remembered.  She was with Greg.

He shot a glance at the clock.  It was 230am.  He’d only slept for a few hours.  

Hudson felt lonely and his heart ached.  Most of all, though, he was curious what Zoey and Greg were doing.  He decided to walk over to Greg’s bungalow.  Maybe he could spy on his new wife through a window of Greg’s bungalow.

Once there, Hudson scouted around and discovered that Greg’s bungalow had it’s own private pool surrounded by a tall, landscaped fence.  He moved through the gate and silently crept around the patio to the sliding glass doors.

The curtain was partially open.  Hudson was in darkness and the inside was lit by a bedside lamp, so he could clearly see inside, and they couldn’t see him.

Hudson saw that Zoey was on her back in the bed.  She was completely naked.  Greg was on top of her.  They were kissing, and he was slowly fucking her.

No, not fucking, Hudson realized.  They were making love.

How long had they been doing this?  How many times had Zoey already cum?  How many times had Greg already deposited his seed inside her?

After watching for a few minutes, Hudson couldn’t resist.  He took his cock out of his pants.  It was still greasy with Vaseline, so it was easy for him to circle jerk his cock with the thumb and forefinger of his right hand.

Hudson realized he could hear inside through the glass doors when he heard Zoey softly moan, “Oh god Greg, you’re making me cum again.  I’m almost there.”

“Go ahead, Zoey, cum for me again,” Greg said.  He kissed her and seemed to bear down harder and deeper into Zoey.  Zoey kissed Greg back as she neared her climax.

Hudson watched as his bride’s body tensed and her pretty toes – painted Carolina Blue—curled as she came on Greg’s long, thick cock.  As she came, she moaned into Greg’s mouth as he kissed her through her orgasm.

Greg continued to kiss Zoey as she came down 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.

Hudson had a clear view of Greg’s cock.  It was hard, and long, and thick, and shiny with their love juices.  Hudson couldn’t help marveling at the size of Greg’s manhood, so much bigger than his own.  Still, it killed him that Zoey loved it so much.  “Other girls don’t care about size so much,” he bitterly thought to himself.  “Sidney doesn’t care.  I get her off.  Why can’t I get Zoey off?”

These thoughts made Hudson sad and angry.

Hudson 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.  

“Fuck she’s so loose,” Hudson thought.  “He’s stretched her out so much, I won’t be able to feel anything.  And she won’t be able to feel me either.  The mother fucker has ruined her pussy.”  

Hudson groaned in pain from these thoughts, but also in lust.

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.  He said, “Your breasts are perfect.”

Zoey smiled at him.

“Hudson calls these your high school breasts?” Greg asked.

Zoey nodded and said, “Sometimes.  I think he likes I’m petite and I have little tits.  He likes I look like a little girl sometimes.”

For some reason, Greg’s thoughts flashed to his step-mother, Sophie.  Her breasts were the same size as Zoey’s.  He always felt guilty thinking about Sophie sexually, although his memories flashed to just a few days ago when he was at his father’s house, and he heard his father and step-mother having sex in their bedroom.

Now, his cock was inside Zoey, a girl just as pretty – prettier even – as Sophie.  Being inside Zoey, and thinking about Sophie, gave Greg an extra lustful charge.

“Where are you?” Zoey asked.

“What?”

“Where are you?” Zoey asked again.  “You were someplace else just now.  Who were you thinking about?”

When Greg didn’t answer, Zoey’s thoughts went to Kimmy, the 19-year-old, sweet pretty Chinese girl who worked at Java Books.  Zoey considered Kimmy her main rival for Greg’s affections.  There was no reason for that, since Greg had repeatedly told her he wasn’t interested in Kimmy.

Maybe Zoey considered Kimmy her main rival because the Chinese girl was so young, and pretty – and a virgin!  Zoey found it hard to believe Greg wasn’t all over Kimmy for that fact alone, to be the man to take her cherry.  She knew given the same circumstances, Hudson would aggressively pursue Kimmy so as to take her virginity.  Although that was how Hudson used to be.  Would he act the same way now?

Zoey knew it was crazy to worry about whether she had a rival with Greg.  She was committed to another man, after all, married in fact.  Greg was just a fuck buddy.  But she couldn’t help herself.  Greg had gotten into her heart – as well as her pants – and she couldn’t help feeling possessive over him.

“Were you thinking about Kimmy?” Zoey asked.

Watching and listening outside, Hudson’s eyes got big.  How was it both he and Zoey thought of Kimmy tonight?

Greg looked surprised, too.  “Why are you thinking of Kimmy?” he asked.

Zoey shrugged.  She didn’t know why.  There was just something gnawing at her.

Greg stared at Zoey as she continued to slowly move up and down on his cock.  Did she know somehow?  Was this female intuition?

Greg wasn’t ready to talk about Kimmy.  Not yet.  So, he said “I was thinking about Sophie.”

Zoey frowned.  “Who’s Sophie?” she asked.

“She’s my dad’s wife,” Greg answered.  “He married her after my mom died.  Sophie’s my step-mom.”  After a moment’s hesitation, he added, “You remind me of her sometimes.”

“Oh,” Zoey said.  “How?”

“You kinda look like her,” Greg said.  “She’s tiny like you.  And especially with short hair.  Sophie has short hair like yours.  Her’s is brown, though.”

“Oh,” Zoey said with a softer voice.  She thought about all of Greg’s ex-girlfriends.  They all had short, brown hair.  Was Sophie the reason?  

Did Greg have a boyish crush on his step-mother?  It wasn’t an outlandish idea.  It probably happened a lot when a boy was young when his father re-married (Zoey knew Greg’s mom died, and his father remarried when he was young).

And it would explain a lot of things.  Like why he’d always been fixated on her.  Even before they became intimate, from the moment they met, Greg had been fixated—borderline obsessed – with her.  If Greg had a crush on Sophie, and she looked like Sophie, it would explain a lot of things.

For some reason, Greg blurted out, “She calls me Greggy. I don’t know why. She’s the only person in the world who calls me that.”

Being inside Zoey’s exquisite pussy and thinking – and even talking – about Sophie was too much.  Greg moaned, “I’m about to cum!”

Zoey moved harder and faster on Greg’s cock.  “Cum inside me baby!  I want to feel you cum inside me!”

“You’re my slut!  My cheating married whore!” Greg growled.

“Yes!  I’m your slut!  Your cheating married whore!” Zoey repeated.

Greg thrusted powerfully up into Zoey, and then he was orgasming and shooting his virile sperm into Zoey’s young, fertile womb.  As was often the case, feeling the powerful jets of Greg’s cum hitting her inner walls pushed Zoey into an orgasm, and she added her cries to Greg’s as orgasmic pleasure flooded their bodies.

And then Zoey collapsed onto Greg’s chest.  With his cock – softening but still massive – still inside her, they lovingly kissed and fondled, their bodies intertwined so it was like they were one – it was like Zoey was Greg’s bride, instead of Hudson’s.
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HUDSON STAGGERED AWAY from the sliding glass doors.  If you saw him, you would think he was a creepy peeping Tom with his pants around his ankles, his dick deflated to a nub after cumming, and his right hand wet with his spunk after masturbating himself to orgasm.  

But Hudson didn’t care how he looked.  His head was spinning after hearing Zoey say, “Yes!  I’m your slut!  Your cheating married whore!”

Where did that come from?
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CHAPTER 8
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“I should go,” Zoey told Greg as she pulled off him.  His long dick slid from her pussy.  

“Wow,” she added with a half laugh at the sensations of his big python cock sliding out of her, causing all her girl sensitive spots in her pussy to tingle – even after just cumming moments ago.  She was used to it by now, but then, she’d never be completely used to it.

“I thought you’re sleeping here tonight,” Greg said reaching for her.

“I think I should get back to Hudson,” Zoey said, pulling away from him.  “He was upset about being alone tonight.”

After dressing, Zoey leaned over and kissed Greg.  “I’ll see you tomorrow,” she said.  Greg looked disappointed but didn’t press for her to stay.  As she just said, there was always tomorrow.
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HUDSON WAS SURPRISED to see Zoey walk into their honeymoon suite.

“You’re still awake,” Zoey said as she kissed her husband – exactly the same way she kissed Greg a moment ago.

“I couldn’t sleep,” Hudson said.  He felt wide awake from his earlier nap, and hearing Zoey shout out, “Yes!  I’m your slut!  Your cheating married whore!” not too long ago.

Hudson sat on the edge of the bed.  Zoey stood in front of him.  He put his hands on the back of her thighs, which were exposed by her short dress.

“Where are your stockings?” Hudson asked.  “Still denying me?  You’ll only wear them for Greg?”

Zoey laughed.  “They’re someplace in Greg’s room, I think,” she said.  “Torn, probably.  He was rough pulling them off me.”  She pressed her flat, sexy tummy against Hudson’s handsome face.  She teased, “But yeah, even if they weren’t ruined I wouldn’t put them back on for you.  I am denying you baby.”

“Ugh, god Zoe, you say the meanest things,” Hudson moaned.  

Zoey laughed again.  “I know you love it.”

“Where are your So Kates?” Hudson asked, seeing her bare feet and referring to her Christian Louboutin pumps.

“Here,” Zoey said, dropping them onto the floor with a clunk.  She’d been holding the backs of the heels with two curled fingers.  No way she would leave her precious Louboutins behind.

“Not wearing heels for me either?” Hudson asked as he continued to caress the back of Zoey’s firm, shapely thighs.  “Denying me more?”

“My feet hurt,” Zoey said honestly.

Hudson pulled the skirt of Zoey’s dress up.  “I need you babe,” he said as he grabbed her ass.  She wasn’t wearing panties.  Her thong was in Greg’s bungalow too.  “Greg ruin your pussy tonight?  I wanna feel your loose pussy.”

Zoey laughed.  She didn’t fight as Hudson pulled her onto the bed, onto her back.

They kissed as Hudson reached behind Zoey and pulled down the zipper of her dress.  Then he pulled the dress off her shoulders, and the skirt of the dress up, so the dress was around her waist like a wide belt.  

Zoey was braless.  She hadn’t left her bra in Greg’s room, though.  She’d gone braless tonight, the first time she’d done so at the resort.  All the husbands in their new friend group had noticed, seeing her little hard nipples denting the thin silk of her dress.  Many of the wives noticed too.  Zoey going braless – and the timing of it—fueled more gossip and speculation that there was a thing between her and Greg.

Hudson pulled down his boxers, freeing his hard cock.  He moved up Zoey’s long slim legs and was about to push into his wife when she stopped him.  

“Condom, Hudson,” she reminded him.

“I wanna feel you bare,” he said.

“No,” Zoey said firmly.  “Only Greg is allowed inside me bare.”

“Oh god Zoe ...,” Hudson moaned.  She wasn’t even trying to pretend anymore that she was doing the condoms for him, to help him last longer and extend his pleasure.  Now the truth was coming out.  She wasn’t denying her pussy to him – not yet at least—but he was only allowed inside her sheathed.  Only Greg was allowed in her pussy bare.

“You get condoms?” Zoey asked.

“Yeah, I got condoms,” Hudson said.  “The check out girl, she laughed at me when she saw they were small size.”

“She did not,” Zoey said with a laugh.  In fact, Li had not noticed the size of the condoms when she checked out Hudson.  She had been too tongue-tied and intimidated by the handsome, sexy man talking to her.  And she wouldn’t have cared anyway, she was too young and inexperienced to know anything about condom (or penis) size.  But at this point, Hudson was so insecure about the size of his dick, he was seeing ghosts and imagining the worse.

Hudson quickly got a condom from the box and rolled it down his hard shaft.  His latex-covered cock went in balls deep into Zoey’s pussy without any resistance.

“Fuck you’re loose!” he growled.  “Greg ruined your pussy!  I can’t feel anything!”

“I’m extra wet – Greg came inside me,” Zoey said. “So, that’s part of why I’m loose.  He hasn’t ruined me for you.”

“Not yet maybe,” Hudson said.  “If he keeps fucking you, stretching you out, your pussy will be completely ruined for me.”

“You sound like you want that,” Zoey said.

“Is that what you want?” Hudson demanded.

“It still feels like he’s stretching me when he enters me,” Zoey said.  “He always says I feel tight.”

“So, all you care about is whether Greg gets pleasure from your pussy,” Hudson said with bitterness, and also lust, in his voice.

“That’s not true, baby,” Zoey insisted.  “I care about you too, Hudson.”

“How many times?” Hudson asked.

“What?”

“How many times did he cum in you?”

“He always cums inside me,” Zoey said.  “Unless he wants to cum in my mouth.  Or my tits.  Or my face.  He’s allowed to cum wherever he wants.  But I like it best when he cums in me.  I love feeling his sperm hitting my walls.  Lots of times I cum again from that.”

“So, you love fucking Greg more than me?” Hudson asked as he pounded her pussy.  He often asked this.

“You know I do, baby,” Zoey said, telling the truth.  She knew truth was important for her husband’s fantasies.  He didn’t want her to hold back.

“Greg’s way better than you.  There’s no comparison.”

“Oh god Zoey!” Hudson growled, and then he was cumming in the condom.  

After he was done, Zoey said, “Pull out, baby.”  She didn’t want him to go soft while inside her as then the condom might come off.

As Hudson pulled out, Zoey reached down and held the condom around his rapidly deflating shaft.  She couldn’t help noticing the difference between Greg and her husband.  With Hudson, she didn’t feel any of the pleasure she’d felt with Greg when he pulled out of her less than 15 minutes ago.  She smiled at this.  It used to make her feel guilty, but now comparing Hudson and Greg got her hot.

Zoey took the condom off Hudson and held it in her fingers.  That was another difference between the two men.  Hudson didn’t produce nearly as much sperm when he came as Greg.

“You don’t want my sperm inside you Zoey, is that it?” Hudson said bitterly.

Zoey rolled the condom in tissues and threw it away.  “Is this your angst talking, baby?”

“What happens when we want a baby?” Hudson asked belligerently.  

“You know I’m on the pill,” Zoey said.  “I’m safe with Greg.  When we decide to start a family, I’ll go off the pill.”

“I didn’t see you taking it today,” Hudson said.

“I took it, Hudson,” Zoey assured him.

“The pill’s not perfect.  If you keep letting him cum inside you, he might get you pregnant.  You don’t believe in abortion.  What are we gonna do then?”

“I’m pro-choice, Hudson, you know that,” Zoey said.

“But you won’t ever abort a child,” Hudson said knowingly.  

Zoey didn’t deny it.  She was pro-choice — and her choice would always be to have the baby.  She would never personally abort a pregnancy.  It would destroy her soul if she did.

“So what will we do then?” Hudson asked again.

Zoey looked at Hudson.  She saw arousal in his handsome face, even though he had just cum.  Did he hope she would forget to take the pill?  Did he want her to be unprotected?  Did he have a pregnancy fetish, the way some cuckold husbands did in those stories she had read on the literotica and ourhotwives websites? Did the prospect of Greg getting her pregnant turn Hudson on?

“It sounds like you want Greg to get me pregnant,” Zoey said.

Hudson turned away.  He couldn’t look Zoey in the face.  In fact, he did fantasize about another man impregnating his new bride.  But he didn’t want Zoey to know.  He didn’t want her to know how extreme his fantasies were.  He suspected Greg knew and he was afraid he would tell Zoey.

Zoey considered Hudson – now her husband.  On the one hand, being married to a man with cuckold fantasies certainly was not what a girl dreamt about growing up.  On the other hand, it made life fun and exciting.  And wicked and sexy.  Sidney was right, she had the best of both worlds, and she wasn’t sure if she’d go back to a plain vanilla sex life.  Maybe eventually, but certainly not now.

“I should tell you something,” Zoey said.  “Greg’s started calling me a slut.  A whore.”

Hudson’s heart leaped.  He was hoping she would bring this up, since he didn’t want to let her know he spied on her.  That would make him look even more pathetic than he already did.

“How do you feel about that?” Hudson asked, knowing Zoey was a feminist and an advocate of women’s rights.

Zoey shrugged and said, “I mean, it’s only pillow talk.  Honestly, it kind of turns me on, being treated like that.  Being treated like a bad girl.”  With a laugh, she added, “Anyways, I have kind of become a slut.”

“You’re a slut for other men.  Not for me,” Hudson pointed out.

“I think I’m a pretty naughty girl with you, too,” Zoey said with another laugh.  “Anyways, that’s part of it, right?  It makes it even more wicked that I’m a bad girl with Greg, but not with you.”

“Yeah,” Hudson said.  The one word came out like a moan.  “That’s the whole point of the cuckold fantasy, if you think about it.”

“I get that,” Zoey said.  “So, you’ll love that Greg’s also saying I’m a cheating married slut.  Just like I know, at some level, it gets you hot our new friends think I’m cheating on you with Greg.”

Hudson softly moaned.  It did turn him on.  

Still, he said, “We have to be discreet, though.”

“Why? I told you, Greg said it doesn’t matter, we’ll never see these people again,” Zoey said.

A pained expression came over Hudson’s face.  “I hate when you quote him,” he said.

“I can’t help it, baby,” Zoey said.  “Greg’s in my life.  Just like you’re in my life.  I quote you a lot too.”

“I’m supposed to be more important than him,” Hudson said.

“I never said you weren’t,” Zoey said.  Then she pushed Hudson onto his back.

“Will you do something for me, baby?” she asked sweetly as she straddled his chest.  “Will you make me cum?  I’ll fall asleep easier if I have an orgasm.”

Zoey moved so her knees were straddling Hudson’s face.  He looked at her pussy.  It was red and swollen after getting fucked by Greg’s big cock.  It looked used, which it was.  And while he didn’t see any of Greg’s sperm, he knew she was full of it.

Yet, Hudson remembered what Sidney said: “Do you want Zoey to get all her orgasms from Greg?”

So, while the idea disgusted him, he raised his head and began licking Zoey’s messy pussy.

“Oh yeah baby,” Zoey cooed.  “You’re so good at this.”

It took a while for Zoey to cum, since Greg had given her so many orgasms the night before.  But the nastiness of Hudson licking her pussy while she was full of Greg’s spunk got her hot.  She had become such a wicked, naughty girl, and she loved it!

When she finally came, she arched her back and moaned softly as the pleasure rolled through her body.  Her orgasm wasn’t like with Greg, where it was akin to a tidal wave of orgasmic pleasure violently crashing down.  With Hudson and his wonderful tongue, it was more like a soft ripple over a placid lake.  

Zoey rolled off Hudson’s face and fell onto her back next to him.  After panting heavily for a few moments, she rolled over towards him.  “It’s so sexy when you eat me out when you know Greg’s cum is in me,” she said, wiping his wet lips with her fingertip and then licking it.

She looked down Hudson’s body and saw he was erect.  “It gets you hot too.  Obviously,” she said with a laugh.

Hudson shook his head.  “I’m not hot from that,” he insisted.  “I get excited whenever I go down on you.”

“Yeah, right, baby,” Zoey said with another laugh.  She didn’t believe him.  “I think being a cuckold means you’re my bottom and Greg’s bottom.  You used to be so alpha, but now it’s Greg who’s alpha – over me and you – and that gets you hot.”

“God Zoey,” Hudson moaned.  “You say really mean things.”

Zoey gave him a playful pout.  “I’m just telling you what I think.  You want me to be open with you, right?”

Hudson did want Zoey to tell him everything.  And not sugarcoat anything.  But still, sometimes the things she said were hard to hear.
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Hudson and Zoey showered together the next morning.  As before, she shaved Hudson’s balls, cock and ass.  “I love seeing you with a Brazilian,” Zoey joked with a grin.

Hudson frowned.  Girls got Brazilians, not men.  But he didn’t say anything.  In fact, the way Zoey (and Greg) put him down kinda turned him on.  More than “kinda” actually.  Maybe their put-downs were becoming sexualized inside him.  Maybe it was the machoistic humiliation that got so many cucks off.

After toweling off, Zoey watched carefully as Hudson pulled on the skin-tight, black Speedos.  “I like how you wiggle your cute ass when you put on the Speedos, baby,” she said with a grin.  “They make your tight body look so sexy.”

She moved towards him and brushed her hand against the small bulge Hudson’s manhood made in the front of the Speedos.  “They don’t leave much to the imagination, though,” Zoey said.  With a pretend pout, she said “I’m sorry baby, but I guess your fan club knows you’re not the biggest down here.”

Hudson’s cheeks flushed.  His “fan club” were the wives in their friend group.  When they first met, they all thought he was so gorgeous and hot.  But then Zoey made him wear the Speedos, and all the wives found out he had a small dick.  They lost interest in him, especially when they saw how much attention Zoey gave Greg, who despite not being in Hudson’s league looks-wise, was very tall and had very big hands and feet (all evidence of a big penis). 

Hudson watched as Zoey put on one of her new bikinis.  It was a string bikini, and it wasn’t scandalous, more than a few of the wives wore similar bikinis (although they didn’t have Zoey’s firm, sexy body).  Still, compared to the “grandma” bikinis she’d worn so far, it was clear this was a new Zoey.

What was a bit scandalous were the shoes Zoey put on her pretty feet.  Gone were the casual flipflops she’d worn so far to the pool.  This morning, she put on platform cork sandals.  Zoey later told him they were Christian Louboutin Ariella wedge espadrilles.  While not fuck-me-pumps like stilettos, they were almost 4 inches high and made Zoey’s beautiful long legs look even longer.

At the pool, their new friends immediately noticed the change in how Zoey dressed.  It was like last night’s dinner, where she had worn a short, clingy dress that looked painted on and showed off her tight, sexy body.

Just before leaving for the pool, Hudson asked, “What’s in the bag?”  He was referring to the bag of clothes Zoey had pulled out of the suitcase a few days ago.

“I told you,” Zoey said.  “Something I used to only wear for you.  I thought it’d get you hot if I wore it for Greg.”

“What?” Hudson asked.

“It’s a surprise, baby,” Zoey said with a kiss.  “Come on, Greg’s already at the pool.”

––––––––
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ZOEY PICKED A LOUNGER next to Greg.  Their friends noticed how she made a beeline to sit next to Greg.  Hudson did his best to ignore the questioning and judgmental looks from their friends.

“Nice shoes,” Greg said as Zoey dropped her bag on the lounger.

“I try not to be taller than Hudson,” Zoey teased, looking at Hudson and then back at Greg.  “But now that you’re here ....”  She laughed and Greg grinned.

Hudson got it, of course.  In flip flops, Zoey was about the same height as him, maybe a shade shorter.  But in the cork platform sandals, she was a few inches taller than her husband, while still being a head shorter than Greg.

“Being taller gives a man useful leverage,” Greg joked, and Zoey laughed again.  “Right Hudson?”

“Fuck off Greg,” Hudson said with a scowl.  Despite his brave words, he felt diminished standing next to Zoey and Greg, since both of them were obviously taller than him.  Greg laughed and Zoey gave her husband a sympathetic look.

Hudson looked away, his insides in knots.  Zoey’s sympathy was worse than Greg’s mocking laugh.  It was emasculating.

It was only the morning.  Hudson wasn’t sure how he was going to make it through the day, with this torment.

Then he realized he was hard, and his erection in the tight Speedos were apparent to anyone who looked.  He mumbled an excuse to Zoey, and then he jumped into the pool.

Some of the husbands joined Hudson in the pool, seeing that as an opportunity to quiz him about Greg.  It was clear they all suspected Zoey was having an affair with Greg.

Hudson did his best to sidestep their questions.  But, he got a charge when he revealed, “No, Zoe’s never dated Greg, but they spend a lot of time together because they’re friends and she works for him.”

Zoey working for Greg was new juicy information and the husbands pounced on that.  Hudson told them Zoey worked as Greg’s office manager.  When someone asked, “What do you mean they spend a lot of time together?”, Hudson got another charge when he said, “I travel for work a lot, so sometimes after work Zoey and Greg hang out together.”

One of the husbands asked “They hang out alone together?  Where?”

Hudson’s cock jerked in the Speedos when he answered, “Sometimes his apartment.  Sometimes our apartment.”

Another husband said, “That doesn’t sound like hanging out.  That sounds like dating.”

Hudson feigned indignation and replied, “How can Zoey date Greg, when she’s married to me?”

At that moment, Hudson and the husbands looked over at Greg and Zoey.  He was putting suntan lotion on her back.  Zoey turned her head and said something to him, as she reached back and untied the string at her neck, and the string at her back.  Now she was naked from the waist up, and Greg put more lotion on her back.  By the way he moved his hands, it was clear he was caressing her in a way that was completely inappropriate since she was on her honeymoon and Greg was not her husband.

Then Greg became even bolder.  He caressed his fingertips across Zoey’s side, over the mounds of her little high school breasts pressed against the lounger as she lay on her stomach.  He did it again, from her arm to her hip, and back again.  Then he did the same thing to Zoey’s other side.

Greg said something to Zoey.  After a moment, she nodded.  She reached behind her to re-tie the strings at her neck and her back.  

Zoey rose up from the lounger.  She glanced at Hudson.  He saw she had her cum face on.  Greg’s caresses had aroused her.

Everyone saw the same thing as Hudson.  Zoey was turned on.  Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes heavy-lidded.  Her tits provided more evidence.  Her little eraser-sized nipples were hard and denting the triangles of her bikini top.

Then Zoey did the unthinkable.  With another fleeting glance at Hudson, she got up with Greg, and they walked away together.  They weren’t holding hands, but they were walking close together.  Everyone knew – everyone – what they were about to do.  They were going to fuck.

The husbands looked at Hudson to gauge his reaction to what they had just seen.  They waited for him to do something, silently asking, “Are you really going to let this happen?  To your new wife?  On your honeymoon?

Hudson avoided their eyes.  He didn’t want them to see he was breathing hard, and his cheeks were flushed.  Despite the cold water, his cock was rock hard.  With the erection in his Speedos, he was trapped.  He couldn’t get out of the pool.  He couldn’t follow Zoey and Greg.
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“What do you want to talk about?” Zoey asked Greg once they reached a private alcove away from the pool.

Greg pulled her to him and kissed her.  Zoey giggled as she pulled away.  

“Greg are you crazy?” she said with a laugh in her voice, looking around to make sure no one was around to see them.

Greg grinned at her.  “Who cares if anyone sees?  It’ll be fun if all your stuck-up friends think you’re cheating on Hudson – on your honeymoon!”

“My friends aren’t stuck-up,” Zoey said with that laugh still in her voice.

“You get off on it as much as Hudson,” Greg said knowingly.

Zoey shook her head but didn’t deny it.  In fact, her pussy tingled as she thought about what Hudson must be going through at that very moment.  He, and all their friends, no doubt thought she and Greg were having sex.  How deliciously wicked would it be for a bride to do that to her new husband on their honeymoon, with all their friends knowing!  She was tempted to take Greg to their honeymoon suite and fuck his brains out right now!

Zoey mentally shook herself and forced herself to focus on the moment.  “What do you want to talk about?” she asked again.

“I have an idea to get Hudson to agree to let us keep seeing each other,” Greg said.  “You want that right?”

“I do want that,” Zoey said.  The two smiled into each other’s eyes.

“We should find Hudson a girl,” Greg abruptly announced.

“What?”

“Find Hudson a girl,” Greg said.  “She can keep him company when we’re together.  It’ll make it easier for him.  He won’t miss you as much.”

Zoey frowned at the idea.  “What makes you think I don’t want him to miss me?” she asked.

“I’m just saying, it’ll give him something to do,” Greg said.

Zoey pursed her lips, always a sign she didn’t approve of something.  She’d always been insanely jealous over Hudson.  She hated seeing other girls hitting on him.  And girls always hit on him because he was so handsome, and his body was so sexy.  Sidney – her best friend and Maid of Honor—even suggested one time they have a threesome.  She was probably joking, but it didn’t matter, Zoey had killed that idea immediately.

Was it different now, though?  Zoey clearly wasn’t as much in awe of Hudson anymore.  She still loved him of course, she had married him after all, but he wasn’t so god-like or Adonis in her eyes anymore.  

Part of it – a big part – was sex.  It used to be, she thought sex with Hudson was great, and he was the best lover she had ever had.  How wrong – naïve – she had been!

Now she knew what real sex was!  Now she knew how important it was for a man to be tall, so he has leverage in bed.  How important it was for a man to have a strong core, so he has stamina and the strength to contort her body to give her the most pleasure.  And most of all, she now knew how important it was for a man to have a large endowment, so he could stretch her the way she had come to love, and he could reach those female pleasure nerves she had inside her.   

Greg had all this, everything single one.  Hudson didn’t have any.

But it wasn’t just Hudson’s physical limitations that made her think lesser of him.  Zoey had always been attracted to and admired strong men.  She used to think of Hudson as a strong man.  But now?  No, not really.  How could she possibly think a man was strong if he allowed his woman to be taken by other men?  

Greg, though, was strong.  He was a real man.  Not just when it came to sex, but with everything.  Like, the way he was building a successful business from nothing.  And the way he was so commanding and forceful.  And manipulating.

The way he was manipulating things now.  

Zoey knew what Greg was up to.  He was trying to hook up Hudson with a girl, to weaken her ties to her husband.  To make them both non-exclusive to each other.  To throw a wrench into their new marriage.  To make their marriage a true open marriage.  

Once their relationship was open – once that became the new normal – Greg knew his relationship with Zoey would continue for certain.  Hudson couldn’t exactly complain if he was fucking another girl.

Did Zoey want this?  After all, she’d always been so possessive of Hudson.

But things were different now.  Hudson wasn’t the man he used to be.  And she wasn’t the girl she used to be.

“I’ll think about it,” Zoey finally said.  “I better get back.  Hudson’s probably going crazy.”

Greg grinned at her.  He curled a finger into the front of her bikini bottoms and tugged.  This allowed him to look down her bikini bottoms.  He had a clear via of her pussy.

“I can’t wait to smash this,” he said with the grin still on his face.

Zoey laughed.  “You were smashing me all night.”

“I wish you stayed with me,” Greg said.

“I had to get back to Hudson.”

“He can’t fuck you as good as me,” Greg said.

Zoey laughed and shook her head.  “Marriage isn’t only about getting smashed, Greg.”

They both laughed.

Zoey said, “Hudson wants me to grow it back.”

“What? The landing strip?” Greg said with a frown.  “You know I want you bare.”

“Well, I am still bare, right?” Zoey said with a half laugh.  Her thoughts flashed to Greg’s step-mother, Sophie.  Was she bare, too?  And did Greg know if she was or not?

Was it possible?  Had Greg been intimate with his step-mother?  Had Greg turned his father into a cuckold, the way he had turned Hudson into a cuckold?

Zoey knew these were wicked thoughts – the devil’s thoughts.  But still she shivered, her pussy tingling as she thought these naughty things.

Zoey marveled how much she had changed since becoming intimate with Greg and playing out Hudson’s cuckold fantasies.  She might still look sweet on the outside, but inside she was anything but sweet.  She was a bad girl.  And she loved it!

Greg saw Zoey shiver, and asked, “What?”

Zoey laughed and shook her head.  She certainly wasn’t going to ask, “Greg, do you and Sophie fuck?”

She turned to go but Greg grabbed her hand.  “Think about what I said,” he told her.  “It’ll make it easier for us.  And when you think about it, it’s only fair for Hudson.”

Zoey stared at Greg for a long moment.  Then she turned and walked back to the pool.  To her husband.
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Zoey was gone only about 30 minutes.  She was alone when she walked back to the pool.  Greg went to his bungalow, thinking – hoping – she would talk to Hudson about his idea.

She sat next to Hudson, who was sitting in a lounger somewhat separated from their friends.  They looked at each other for long moments.

“Did you have to do that?” he whispered, anger and hurt in his voice.  “You couldn’t wait?”

There was also something else in his voice – excitement.  It was in his face, too.  Hudson was aroused thinking she had just had sex with Greg.  He was aroused by all the stares he got when she went off alone with Greg 30 minutes ago.

“We didn’t do anything,” Zoey said.  With a grin, she added, “But I bet you wish we did.”

Hudson frowned.  “What’d you do then?” he asked.

“We just talked.”

“About what?”

Zoey shook her head.  She wasn’t ready to talk about Greg’s idea.  Not yet.  She was still processing it herself.

“What’d you say to everyone when I left with Greg?” she asked.

“I said you spend a lot of time with him,” Hudson said.  “Because you’re friends, and you work for him.  People got really interested when they found out you work for Greg.  He’s your boss.”

“Did you tell everyone you might get fired soon, so then we’ll be living just on my salary?” Zoey said with a teasing grin.  “So, if that happens, Greg will control your money.  Just like he already controls your wife.  So, then, Greg will be your boss, too.  Did you tell people that baby?” 

“Ugh, god Zoey,” Hudson moaned.  “Does Greg really control you?”

“He controls my body,” Zoey said.  “He controls my mouth.  My pussy.  He controls my orgasms.  So yeah, baby.  I’d say Greg controls me.  Maybe he even owns me.”

“Zoe ...,” Hudson moaned, pain and arousal written across his handsome face.

Zoey grinned.  Hudson was hard and his erection was denting the front of the Speedos.  She folded a towel and put it on his crotch, so as to hide his hard-on.  “You might want to stay here until you calm down,” she said with a laugh in her voice.  Then she got up and said, “I’m gonna be social a little.”

Zoey walked over to their friends.  They were clustered together and looking at both her and Hudson.  It was clear they were gossiping about them.

As she approached the group, though, all eyes turned to her in the racy string bikini and the 4-inch, Christian Louboutin Ariella wedge espadrilles.

“Hey Zoey, looking good,” one of the husbands said.  His eyes darted between her painted, candy apple red lips (this was the first she’d wore lipstick to the pool) and her breasts that were barely covered by the bikini top – which was 2 small triangles connected by thin strings.

“Thanks Arnie,” Zoey said with a smile at him.  It was a testament of her newfound sexuality – her new found nympho-ness – that she often caught herself wondering how a man was in bed when she spoke to him.  She immediately decided that this man would be a dud.  No one named Arnie could be good in bed.

As the husbands checked out Zoey’s tight, sexy body, the wives surrounded her.  They gleefully questioned her about Greg.  And about Hudson.  She had fun answering their questions.  It made her feel bad.  Deliciously bad.

No, she wasn’t having an affair with Greg.

No, she and Hudson weren’t swingers – they weren’t having threesomes with Greg.

Yes, she worked for Greg – he was her boss – and yes, they spent a lot of time together – alone, just the two of them, because Hudson traveled a lot for work – but their relationship was just friends.  Platonic friends.

Okay, yes, Greg had a crush on her – he always had, from the day they met – but it was just a harmless crush.  After all, she was Hudson’s girl.  Maybe she did encourage him a little – maybe that’s why she was suddenly dressing sexy –it was flattering to get the attention of men, right?  And anyways, Hudson was benefiting from her dressing sexy.

Where had she and Greg just gone?  They grabbed a cigarette, and it was no smoking around the pool.  She didn’t smoke often because Hudson hated it, so maybe Greg was sort of a bad influence on her, but a smoke now and then wasn’t terrible, right?

Zoey’s answers caused even more gossiping and rumors among their friends, and she loved it.  Their whispers and stares tickled her pussy.  She knew Hudson got off on it too, although he wouldn’t admit it.

Zoey and Hudson went back to their honeymoon suite.  She was tempted to sit on his face – she was horny and her body craved an orgasm – but she wanted to be hot for Greg tonight.  It was like edging herself.  She could tell Hudson wanted a quickie before getting ready for dinner, but if she was denying herself, she certainly wasn’t going to give him any relief.  

After showering, Zoey reached for the small bag she had brought from home.  Inside was an outfit she had bought years ago and wore for Hudson on special occasions.  He loved seeing her wearing it, it always led to super-hot sex.  It would lead to super-hot sex tonight, too, but it would be with Greg, not him.  

Zoey knew it would kill Hudson to see her wearing the outfit, knowing she was wearing it for Greg, not him.  She grinned, imagining her husband with his pouty face on.

“You’re wearing that?” Hudson asked moments later, his eyes getting big when she emerged from the bathroom.

“This is the outfit I brought from home,” Zoey said with a grin.  She did a sweet pirouette on her tiptoes, and asked, “Do you think Greg will like it?”

“Zoey, god ...,” Hudson groaned as he looked at her.

Zoey was wearing a tight, long-sleeved, knitted ribbed midriff top that scooped in the front to reveal the swell of her cleavage.  The top ended just a couple inches below her breasts, so it showed off her sexy flat tummy.  The cups of her bra were heavily laced – so heavy the lace showed through the top’s thin knitted material.  The thin straps of the bra around Zoey’s shoulders were revealed by the wide scoop of the top.   

Below she wore a short flared mini-skirt.  The mini-skirt was low-rise, so the back of her thong became visible whenever she bent over.  And the skirt was very short, ending just a few inches below her pussy.

Zoey wore sheer tan pantyhose under the skirt – the skirt was much too short to wear thigh highs.  The hosiery made her legs look even more silky smooth than they were, and achingly hot.  And, the stretchy top of the pantyhose was visible above the low-rise mini-skirt.

On her feet, Zoey wore the Christian Louboutin Ariella wedge espadrilles from the pool.  

This was a special outfit because it was the one she wore years ago on a date with Hudson.  They had just begun dating.  Zoey wore the outfit for Hudson because it made her look young while emphasizing her best assets – her long legs, flat tummy, and tight ass.  The top also showed her weakest asset – her little A cup titties – in their best light.  Although Zoey later found out that Hudson actually preferred small breasted girls, especially skinny blondes (like Zoey), because he got off on the barely legal look.

Since that early date, Zoey wore the outfit only on special days, like on Hudson’s birthday and the anniversary of their first date.  

Angst covered Hudson’s handsome face as he said, “You’re really going to wear this for Greg?”

“I’m wearing it for you baby,” Zoey said with a sweet smile.  “After all, it is our honeymoon.”

Then with a teasing grin, she added, “Although I’m pretty sure Greg’s gonna be smashing this little, married pussy.”

“Oh god Zoe,” Hudson groaned.  Her words were so painful he doubled over at the waist.  Zoey grinned.  She knew her cucky husband loved this, no matter how he complained!

“You know I told you Greg calls me slut, a whore?” Zoey said.  “He calls me a cheating, married slut.”

When Hudson didn’t say anything, she asked, “How do you feel about that, baby?”

After a moment’s hesitation, Hudson said, “Well, you are married.  And you are sort of cheating on me.”

“Did you really just say that?” Zoey asked with a laugh.  “Like, you don’t know exactly what I’m doing.  But I get what you’re saying.  Now I get why wives cheat on their husbands.  It’s exciting.  So, it’s exciting, and wicked, to pretend I’m cheating on you when I’m with Greg.  And when he says I’m a married slut, it just adds to it.”

“Did you tell him to say that?” 

“No,” Zoey said.  “I think Greg and me, we have a connection.  He knows how to push my buttons.”

Hudson suddenly looked distressed and desperate at hearing his wife say she has a connection with her lover.  Seeing the expression on his face, Zoey squeezed his hand and leaned into him.  “Don’t worry, baby.  I have a connection with you, too.  We have a connection with each other.  Right?”

“Yeah,” Hudson said, but the angst gripping his insides didn’t go away.
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Hudson and Zoey and their friends – and Greg of course – had a quick dinner and then went to a club for dancing.  Zoey had the attention of every male in the club.  She looked like a high schooler with her youthful face, blonde hair, blue eyes, flat chest and long legs, but she looked sexy and achingly hot too.

As she often did, Zoey bopped around like a social butterfly.  Tonight though, she was flirty with many of the husbands.  This didn’t go over well with the wives, but they were more interested in the dynamic between Zoey, Hudson and Greg.

Zoey started the evening hanging onto Hudson’s arm as she’d done most of their honeymoon, but as the evening wore on she began paying more attention to Greg.  She danced more with Greg than Hudson, and between sets of the local reggae band, she talked more with Greg than her husband.

Greg acted boldly with Zoey, standing inside her personal space and touching her in ways bordering on intimate – certainly not the way a new bride should allow a man (not her husband) to touch her.

“I like what you’re wearing,” Greg told Zoey during one of the band’s breaks.  He was looking down the front of her scoop top.  

“Hey cowboy, my eyes are up here,” Zoey joked with a grin.  Greg grinned back.

“Hudson calls this my jailbait outfit,” Zoey said.  “He says I look like I’m in high school when I’m wearing it.  He likes the barely legal look.”

“Jailbait sex isn’t barely legal.  It’s ILlegal,” Greg pointed out.

“It depends on the state, right?” Zoey joked.  “Anyways, it’s just fantasy, it’s harmless since I’m obviously not a teenager.”

Greg looked at Zoey.  He wasn’t sure about that.  Zoey was youthful looking and could always pass for a girl years younger than she was, but in this outfit?  She did look like jailbait.  She looked fucking hot.  Greg didn’t think he’d ever seen her showing so much skin in public (other than in bikinis at the pool).  He couldn’t wait to sink his cock into this super-sexy, married slut.

“When’d you wear this for him last?” Greg asked.

“The anniversary of our first date,” Zoey said.  With a conspiratorial grin, she said, “He likes dressing up in a suit, like he just got off work.  We went to the Chuck E. Cheese in the Bronx.”  With a laugh, she added, “I mean, when was the last time you went to Chuck E. Cheese?  But anyways, we went there, and Hudson pretended I’m his niece or something, or I’m the babysitter of his kids.”

Greg’s eyes went wide.  “Are you serious?” he asked, shocked.

“It’s just harmless roleplaying,” Zoey said with another laugh.  She raised her right foot slightly and said, “In these Louboutin’s I look older, but when we do this, I wear my black Converse high tops.  Then I really look jailbait, and Hudson in his suit looks way older than me.  After Chuck E. Cheese we went to a motel – you know, one of those places they charge by the hour?  I went in with Hudson to book a room.  He wanted the people in the lobby to see me with him.”

“So, they’d think he was about to fuck his niece or babysitter?” Greg said.

“Right.”

“And you played the part?” Greg asked.

“Of course I did,” Zoey said.  “Hudson wanted people to think – I mean, not that he was forcing me—but I wasn’t that enthusiastic about the idea.  About going to bed with this older man.”

Greg shook his head disapprovingly.  “I never knew Hudson was so sick,” he said.

Zoey laughed.  “He’s not sick, Greg,” she insisted, defending her husband.  “People have fantasies.  There’s nothing wrong with that.”

She gave him a knowing grin, and said, “I think you like the idea of doing a married woman.  You know ...  calling me a cheating married whore.  That was new.”

Greg grinned.  “I like the idea of one particular married woman.  You.  And Hudson treated me like shit for so long.  I mean, he was nice too.  But he always thought I was a loser.  And he treated me that way.  I guess I like making Hudson the loser.  Me fucking his wife makes him a loser.  Fucking his wife better than him makes him a loser.”

Zoey grinned at Greg and said, “You do fuck me better than Hudson.  And this talk is getting me hot.”  She moved closer and surreptitiously cupped the mound in his pants.  “I want this inside me, Greg.  I’m going crazy for it.  Even though we just did it this morning, I want this big, scary thing inside me again.  Like, right now.”

Greg looked proud, and triumphant.  He said, “You know when you say things like that, you’re agreeing Hudson’s a loser.”

“I think Hudson wants to be a loser.  To you.  I think it turns him on.  It’s part of his cuckold fantasy.”

Greg grinned.  He was loving all of this.  He said, “Let’s get out of here.”

“Okay,” Zoey grinned.  

Greg glanced at the rest of their group.  They were all looking at the two of them – but pretending they weren’t looking.

“We should grab a cab back, and make Hudson follow in a separate cab,” Greg said with a devious smile on his face.

“That’s an evil idea,” Zoey said with a laugh.  “But I can’t do that to him.  There are limits, Greg.”

Greg didn’t push it.  He was winning and Hudson was losing, so he didn’t need to push it.
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HUDSON, ZOEY AND GREG shared a taxi back to the resort.  Once there, they went to Greg’s bungalow because it was somewhat remote whereas the honeymoon suite was close to the rooms of their friends.

Zoey and Greg were all over each other immediately.  Hudson sat in a chair next to the bed to watch, and thrill to another man with the girl he loved.

Greg’s hands were all over Zoey’s tight sexy body, but he didn’t undress her.  Instead, he fondled her over her jailbait outfit.   The only thing he took off Zoey were the wedge espadrilles.  Without the expensive designer cork sandals on her pretty, petite feet, Zoey immediately looked younger – the way she looked younger when she wore the black Converse high tops at Chuck E. Cheese.

After about 5 minutes of heavy kissing and petting, Greg pulled away.

“What? Greg?” Zoey asked, confused, her lips seeking out his.

Greg pushed Zoey away.  “Hudson, you go first,” he said.  “Zoey’s your niece.  So, you get to have her first.”

Hudson gasped at Greg’s words.  Zoey told Greg his fantasy?

But he would think about that later.  Zoey – his niece – looked so fucking good!  He wanted to dick her now!

Hudson and Greg exchanged places.  Hudson got between Zoey’s open legs.  He caressed her silky, stockinged calves as he looked up her flared mini-skirt.  Her thong was blue – Carolina blue! – it matched the color of her fingers and toes!

But the color of her thong was muted as he was looking at it through her tan pantyhose.  Hudson wasn’t going to take the pantyhose off.  Her legs looked too delicious in the pantyhose!  Instead, he reached up her legs and tore a hole in the pantyhose, at her crotch.

Hudson moved up Zoey’s legs until his dick was brushing against the hole in her pantyhose.  He was consumed with lust and was about to push in when Greg said, “You better wear a condom, Hudson.  You don’t want to get Zoey pregnant.  You’re not on birth control, Zoey?”

Zoey played along with Greg’s roleplaying.  She looked into Hudson’s eyes as she said in a little girl voice, “I’m not on the pill yet, Uncle Hudson.  So you better wear a condom.  Or you might get me pregnant.”

“Oh fuck!” Hudson gasped as his eyes opened wide with shook.  He felt like he was going to explode! Zoey and Greg were playing with all his fantasies.  His cuckold fantasy.  His fantasy of sex with a young girl.  And his pregnancy fantasies.

From somewhere, Greg handed Hudson a condom.  He hurriedly opened the small square package and rolled the condom down his hard cock.

Hudson pushed into Zoey and began fucking her hard.  But Zoey barely reacted to his pounding.  No moaning, no heavy breathing, no cum face.  In reality, Zoey was so turned on, Hudson’s cock inside her felt good, and she had to force herself not to moan.  But now she was pushing his cuckold buttons.  She wanted to dick with his head and make him think she wasn’t getting any pleasure from his penis inside her.

It was too much for Hudson to take.  Within only a couple of minutes, he was moaning and wasting his sperm by cumming into the condom.

Hudson rested his forehead in Zoey’s bosom, gasping after cumming.  Greg didn’t let him recover.  He tapped Hudson’s shoulder and said, “My turn.”

Hudson pulled out of Zoey.  He took off the condom and threw it into the trash before collapsing into the chair next to the bed.

“It’s Uncle Greg’s turn,” Greg said to Zoey as he was about to push into her pussy.

“What about a condom?  You don’t want to get her pregnant,” Hudson said, still roleplaying.

Both Zoey and Greg ignored Hudson.  Looking up into his eyes, Zoey said, “You’re not my Uncle Greg.  You’re Greggy.  And I’m not Zoey.  I’m Sophie.”

Greg gasped at her words.  What?!  What did she just say?!

Zoey reached up and tenderly stroked Greg’s face.  “Make love to me Greggy,” she sweetly said.  “I want you to.”

Greg’s head was exploding.  He pushed into Zoey’s pussy.  Oh my god!  She felt so good!  Sophie’s pussy – his step-mother’s pussy – it felt so good!

Greg couldn’t control himself.  He began fucking Zoey hard.  Usually he could last a long time, he wasn’t a wimp like Hudson.  But after only a couple minutes, he felt himself about to cum.

Zoey sensed Greg was about to cum.  She reached up and tenderly stroked his face again.  She said, “Cum inside me Greggy.  I want you to make me pregnant.  I want you to make your father a cuckold.”

OH GOD!!!!!!!

OH FUCKING GOD!!!!!!!

Greg slammed his cock into Zoey’s pussy as he ejaculated ropes of his sperm into her womb!

Feeling the powerful jets of his jizz hitting her walls sent Zoey over the edge.  They both screamed as their orgasms slammed their bodies at the same time.
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Afterwards, Greg was spent.  And confused.  Fantasies he’d pushed into dark recesses of his mind had suddenly come to the surface.  He felt confused.  And vulnerable.  

Zoey sensed his mood and hugged him to her chest.  She was still in the jailbait outfit, but Hudson’s fantasies were forgotten now.  Hudson was forgotten.  For Zoey, at that moment, it was all about Greg.

Hudson had never heard of Sophie until tonight, but he was smart and put the puzzle pieces together.  Greg had a thing for his step-mother.  Hudson knew Greg’s birth mother had died young, and he had a shaky relationship with his father.  They were friends after all, at least had been before all this started, and Greg had shared this information.  But he had never mentioned his step-mother Sophie.  In fact, until tonight, Hudson hadn’t known his father had remarried.

Hudson felt forgotten.  Because he was, at that moment, forgotten.  Zoey was tenderly stroking Greg’s back and kissing his lips.  Seeing his wife’s affection for this other man tore at Hudson’s sole.

Hudson felt he had lost something too.  His fantasy around the jailbait outfit was destroyed now.  Zoey had destroyed it.  The outfit was no longer for him.  It was for Greg.  Zoey had given the jailbait outfit to Greg.  Just like she gave him her body.  Her mouth.  Her pussy.

Her heart.

Hudson couldn’t stand this.  He couldn’t stand being in the same room with Zoey giving her everything to Greg.  He left Greg’s bungalow.  Zoey made no move to stop him from leaving.  Hudson wondered how long it would take for her to notice he was gone.

Hudson went to the bar and ordered a scotch.  And then another.  And another.  Luckily none of their friends were there, but Hudson was beyond caring.

Two hours later, Hudson was completely wasted.  Two of the hotel’s staff helped him – practically carried him – to the honeymoon suite.  When they knocked, Zoey didn’t answer.  When they opened the door, Zoey wasn’t there.

The two men grinned at each other.  They, like the resort guests, had noticed the new bride hanging around the new arrival.  The hotel staff were gossiping about Zoey and Greg, just like their new friend group.

And now they were in the honeymoon suite.  Hudson was drunk out of his mind, and Zoey was nowhere to be seen.  The two men of the hotel staff suspected Zoey was with Greg in his bungalow.  And she was letting Greg have his way with her newly married body.

And the two men were right.  At that moment, Zoey was impaled on Greg’s huge, hard cock.  He was riding her body to one orgasm after another.  And she still hadn’t realized Hudson was no longer there.  In fact, she had forgotten all about her new husband.  

The two men dropped Hudson onto the bed.  As they left, one of the men picked up Zoey’s panties from yesterday and brought it to his nose.  The second man laughed as the first man took a deep inhale of Zoey’s scent.  They were laughing as they left the honeymoon suite, the first man stuffing Zoey’s panties into his pocket.  He planned to jerk off into the panties later, fantasizing about abusing the young bride’s tight, sexy body.
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ZOEY OPENED HER EYES as the morning sunlight streamed into Greg’s bungalow.  “Oh god, what time is it?” she lamented.  She was naked – Greg was too – and their bodies were tangled together.

“Greg, get up,” she said, pushing his shoulder.  

Greg sleepily opened his eyes.  “What’s wrong?” he asked.

“I passed out, that’s what’s wrong,” Zoey said as she pulled herself away from Greg.  She got up and began putting the jailbait outfit back on.  She looked around for her husband.  He wasn’t there.  When had he left?  Zoey guilty realized she’d forgotten all about him.

After role playing as Sophie (the first time when Hudson had watched), Greg had been confused and vulnerable.  But after a few minutes, he got over it.  “Keep pretending you’re my step-mother,” Greg told her.  He was already hard again.  He rolled onto his back so now Zoey was on top of him.  

Zoey reached down and guided Greg’s cock into her pussy.  Even though he had just been inside her, his long thick cock stretched her pussy, and she loved those sensations. 

“God Greggy, your cock feels so good inside me,” Zoey cooed, pretending to be Sophie.  “You’re so much bigger than your father.  You feel better in me than your father.”

“Oh god Sophie!” Greg moaned.  He reached up and cupped her little breasts – Zoey’s were the same size as Sophie’s.  He squeezed and kneaded them.  

Like before, there was no way Greg could last long while roleplaying like this.  “I’m gonna cum,” he groaned.

Saying the same thing as last time – because it drove him crazy – Zoey urged, “Cum inside me Greggy.  I want you to make me pregnant.  I want you to make your father a cuckold.”

Then Zoey – Sophie – wrapped her arms around Greg’s neck, and she kissed her “step-son” as once again their orgasms wrecked their bodies at the same time.

Sometime later, Zoey pretended to be Sophie as she went down on Greg, sucking him until he came in her mouth.  

Then after he was hard again, Greg fucked his “step-mom.”  This time he was able to last, and he made Zoey cum multiple times on his big hard cock before he finally finished.  At this point, Zoey was Zoey again, and Greg hissed as he unloaded his sperm into her, “I’m cumming in your married pussy!  I’m gonna fuck a brat into you and make Hudson a real cuckold!”

After cumming, they were both satiated and exhausted, and passed out with their arms and legs still tangled together.  
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ZOEY WAS DRESSED AGAIN in the jailbait outfit.  She sighed looking in the mirror.  The outfit was appropriate last night when they were clubbing, but here at the family resort it was definitely out of place.  At least she wasn’t wearing the 4-inch wedge espadrilles.  She held the backs of the espadrilles in curved fingers of her hand.

“I’ll see you later, Greg,” Zoey said as she was about to leave.

“At the pool?”

“Yeah,” Zoey said.

“Wait, here,” Greg said as he handed her a small bag.  “I got this for you.”

“What is it?” Zoey asked.

“A bikini,” Greg said with a grin.

“Oh god,” Zoey lamented with a laugh.  “Can I wear it in public?”

“It’s not too scandalous,” Greg joked with a big grin.  Zoey laughed again.

“I’ll see you,” Zoey said as she gave Greg a long, lingering kiss.  Looking serious, she said, “I think we need to have a talk about Sophie.”

Greg’s smile disappeared.  “I’m not sure I’m ready for that conversation,” he said looking defensive.

“Greg, after last night, I think I’m entitled to know,” Zoey said.  “And we’re friends.  And I care about you.  I want to know about your step-mother.”

Greg smiled again, his heart leaping when she said “I care about you.”  Still, he was hesitant to open up about Sophie.  So, he cagily said, “We’ll talk about her.  Sometime.”

Zoey frown at the “sometime,” but she didn’t have time to debate this.  She had to get home to Hudson.
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ZOEY WALKED INTO THE honeymoon suite and found Hudson passed out on the bed.  She knew immediately he was drunk.  The entire suite smelled like scotch.

Zoey dropped the espadrilles on the floor.  She walked over and sat on the side of the bed and shook Hudson’s shoulder, trying to wake him up.  But he was dead to the world.

“Oh Hudson,” Zoey sighed.  This was not the honeymoon she had dreamed about all her life.  But so much had changed the last few months.  She had changed.  Hudson had changed.

Hudson was on his back as he slept.  Zoey looked down at his crotch.  She reached for his pants.  She unbuckled the belt, undid the snap and pulled the zipper down.  She pulled his pants down, and then his boxers too.

Zoey looked at her husband’s penis.  It was completely soft and barely an inch long.  She knew when it was hard, it was 5 inches long – almost 5 inches – and thin.

Zoey considered Hudson’s cock to be beautiful.  When it was hard, it was completely unblemished and perfectly, symmetrically formed, a smooth pale cylinder with a curved top.  Hudson kept himself completely hairless around his cock and between his ass cheeks.  Just like her, Hudson had a Brazilian.

Zoey had always considered Hudson beautiful, hairless cock to be so manly, but now she wasn’t sure.  Well, that wasn’t true.  She was sure.

Greg’s cock was manly.  It was long and thick.  It wasn’t smooth – big and little veins ran up the sides.  It wasn’t symmetrically – it was thicker at the base and the head, and it curved slightly.  It wasn’t unblemished and pale – Greg’s cock was dark and had irregular formed splotches here and there that were darker in color than the rest of the shaft.  

And Greg had pubic hair around his cock and running between his ass cheeks.  The hair wasn’t unruly, but it was there.  On his chest too.  And his arms and legs.

Hudson’s body was naturally, almost hairless (expect for his head of course).  So it didn’t take much for Hudson to give himself Brazilians.  Zoey knew he used a cream called No Hair Crew about every week or so.

Greg’s cock was scary looking.  It was ugly.  But it gave Zoey so much pleasure.  Now, it was Greg’s cock that Zoey considered to be manly.

And Hudson’s?  Zoey still thought it was beautiful.  But she no longer thought it was manly.  Instead, she thought it looked ... feminine.

Zoey thought about Hudson wearing those tight black Speedos.  She grinned thinking about how it was Greg’s idea for Hudson to wear the Speedos and the skinny jeans.  She thought about Hudson stuffing his little penis in the Speedos and skinny jeans.  Hudson was handsome, gorgeous, but he certainly wasn’t manly.

Greg called the Speedos Hudson’s bikini bottoms.  That made Zoey grin again.  Then she had a wicked thought.  No, not bikini bottoms.  But panties.  Hudson’s panties.

Zoey wrapped her thumb and finger around Hudson’s cock – the way she knew he masturbated – and began to slowly pump up and down.  Hudson was still passed out, but the stimulation made his cock get hard.  

“You going to wear your panties for me again, baby?” Zoey whispered as she stroked Hudson’s hard cock.  She reached under the flared mini-skirt she was wearing – she was naked under the skirt, her panties someplace in Greg’s bungalow – and began playing with herself.  God, she was soaking.  “Greg came so much inside me,” she whispered to her sleeping husband.  “I’m full of his sperm, baby.”

Zoey remembered her sexy talk with Greg when she told her lover, “Cum inside me Greggy.  I want you to make me pregnant.”

She remembered how earlier, Hudson looked aroused at the possibility she wasn’t taking her birth control pill regularly, especially since Greg didn’t use condoms and typically came inside her instead of pulling out.

And Zoey remembered when she had roleplayed as Hudson’s niece, when his head practically exploded when she teased in her little jailbait girl voice, “I’m not on the pill yet, Uncle Hudson.  So you better wear a condom.  Or you might get me pregnant.”

And Zoey remembered how earlier, as Greg was about to cum again in her pussy, he hissed, “I’m cumming in your married pussy!  I’m gonna fuck a brat into you and make Hudson a real cuckold!”

As Zoey circle jerked Hudson’s thin cock, and she rubbed her clit, she whispered, “Greg cums so much inside me, baby.  All his sperm inside me.  You’re right, sometimes I forget to take the pill.  And anyways, the pill doesn’t always work.  So, Greg might get me pregnant.  How will you feel baby, if my tummy gets big with Greg’s baby?  Do you like that idea?  Do you fantasize about Greg impregnating me?”

Zoey moaned and her back arched as she came on her fingers.  “God, god,” she panted to herself.  “I’m getting even more wicked.”
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Zoey showered and put on the bikini Greg gave her.  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 criss-crossed at her front, just below her breasts.  Zoey looked sexy and beautiful, especially with gold hoop earrings that were also in the bag Greg gave her.  The gold hoop earrings matched the gold strings of the bikini.  Her short hair made it easy to see the hoop earrings.  

Zoey was impressed with Greg.  The bikini was revealing, but it was beautiful too.  And he bought her matching earrings too.  She was very impressed with Greg!

Zoey put the espadrilles on her feet.  She checked on Hudson again before leaving.  He was still sleeping heavily.  She knew he was going to have a wicked hang over when he finally woke up.
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ALL EYES TURNED TO Zoey as she approached the pool.  Her friends marveled at how much she had changed since Greg arrived.  Before, she had been a pretty, sweet, girl-next-door girl.  Now she looked like a super sexy, glamourous movie star or model.

Zoey’s eyes searched for Greg.  She smiled when she saw him.  He was sitting away from the rest of the group.

Zoey sat with her friends initially, explaining that Hudson had a bit too much to drink last night and was sleeping it off.  After about 30 minutes of mingling with her friends, she moved to sit next to Greg.

“This would be easier if you sat with everyone else,” she said as she sat down.

“But not as fun, right?” Greg joked with a grin.  “I know you think it’s sexy if your friends think we’re having an affair.”

Zoey laughed and shook her head.  She was feeling less worried about what her friends thought.  Greg was right.  After this vacation, she would never see them again.

She considered the word vacation.  This wasn’t just any vacation.  It was her honeymoon.  And her new husband was drunk and passed out.  And she – despite showering – was still full of another man’s sperm.

Greg seemed to read her thoughts as he asked, “Where’s Hudson?”

“He’s passed out.  I think he drank too much scotch last night.”

“After leaving us?”

Zoey nodded.  “I guess the role playing was too much for him,” she said.

“When did he leave?”

Zoey shrugged.  She didn’t know.  She had not talked to him yet.

Zoey rubbed lotion on Greg, and he rubbed lotion on her.  Their friends across the pool paid attention.  “They definitely think we’re doing it,” Zoey said.

“And they’re right,” Greg said with a grin.  Zoey laughed.

About an hour later, Hudson staggered up to the pool.  He saw Zoey and Greg and moved towards them.  He walked slow, like every step was a hammer to his head.

“I’m glad to see he’s wearing the bikini bottoms,” Greg joked.

“Be nice Greg,” Zoey said as she stood up.  She moved to meet her husband.  As she did though, she thought to herself, “Not bikini bottoms.  Panties.”  She managed to keep a straight face though.

“How are you feeling baby?” she asked as she hugged him.

“Like shit,” Hudson said gloomily.

“You shouldn’t have drunk so much,” Zoey said.

“I didn’t have anything else to do,” Hudson said, acting like the victim.

Zoey gave him a pretend pout.  “You could have stayed with me and Greg,” she said.

“You and Greg, huh?” Hudson said bitterly.  “How did that happen, Zoe?  It used to be you and me.  Now it’s you and Greg.”

Zoey gave her husband a pretend slap against his arm.  “Don’t be so dramatic, baby.  You know what I mean.  Anyways, when did you go last night?”

“When did you realize I was gone?” Hudson shot back, the bitterness still in his voice.

Zoey looked away, feeling guilty.  The truth was, it had taken a while before she realized her husband had left.

“Do you want to go back to our room?  I’ll take care of you,” Zoey said.

“Don’t give me pity Zoe!” Hudson hissed.  “I don’t need your pity fucks!”

Zoey counted to 10 to let Hudson calm down.  Then she gently said, “I wasn’t talking about sex.  I was talking about taking care of you, the way a wife takes care of her husband.  That’s all.”

“And where will Greg be while you’re taking care of me?” Hudson hissed.  “Fucking you from behind?”

Hudson angrily stormed off.  Zoey slumped her shoulders.  She knew she had messed up.  She needed to pay more attention to her husband.  She knew she was spending too much time with Greg.

Zoey went back to Greg and sat down.  “Maybe you’re right,” she said.

“About what?”

“Maybe Hudson should have a girl,” Zoey said.  “He could spend time with her when I’m with you.  I don’t like the idea.  I mean, I’ve always been so possessive, and jealous, over Hudson.  But I don’t know.  I guess I don’t feel that way as much now.”

“You mean, now that you’ve got me,” Greg said with a big grin on his face.  He was winning!  This was another win for him!

Zoey frowned at Greg.  She liked this new Greg, this alpha-Greg.  But sometimes he got on her nerves.  She realized though, that sometimes Hudson had got on her nerves.  Back when she thought he was alpha.

“So, how will this work?” Zoey asked.  “How do we find a girl for Hudson?  I’m not even sure he wants a girl.  He’s never mentioned it.  I mean, maybe if I said he could sleep with Sidney he’d go for that, but I could never do that.  She’s my best friend.  And anyways, I’m not sure she’d be interested in Hudson.  She seems all about black men lately.”

Greg still had that big grin on his face.  “I know how to do this,” he said confidently.

Zoey looked at him.  “How?” she asked.

Greg said, “When was the last time – if ever – that Hudson was with a virgin?”

“What? I mean, I wasn’t a virgin when we met ...,” Zoey sputtered, not sure what Greg was talking about.

Then all of a sudden, it hit her.  She knew who Greg was talking about.

“Kimmy,” Zoey said with shock in her voice.  “Your friend from Java Books.  You want to set Hudson up with Kimmy.”

“I invited her,” Greg said.

“What?”

“I invited Kimmy to join us,” Greg said, still looking confident.  “She’s arriving today.”

Zoey gawked at Greg.  What?!!!! 

What did he just say?!!!!

––––––––
[image: image]


Hudson and Zoey’s story continues in ~~ Be Careful What You Wish For - Book 7
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