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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 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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We were in bed.  I was naked, on my back.  Zoey was still dressed.  She’d been out on a date with Greg.  Her hand was greased up with Vaseline and she was slowly stroking my hard dick.

“You had fun?” I asked.

Zoey nodded.  “I always have fun with Greg,” she said.

I was breathing hard.  When she said things like that, it tore at my guts but also got me so excited.  “He fuck you good? You cum hard on his cock?” I excitedly asked.

Zoey smiled, because I always asked the same things.  “Yes and yes,” she said with a grin.

“You do have that just fucked look,” I said with a grin back.

“Well, I guess that makes sense since I am,” she said back.  We both laughed.

“We have the strangest conversations,” I said as we smiled at each other.

“We do,” Zoey agreed, and we both laughed again.

I got serious again as she continued to stroke me.  I asked, “You’ve been fucking Greg for months now.  Is it still just as good?” 

“Yeah, it is,” Zoey said.  “If anything, it’s better.  I’ve never been with someone so big.”  She laughed and said, “And I guess size does matter.  I think it depends on the girl.  I’ve been reading about it, and I think my clitoris and g-spot, or whatever, you know, those sex nerves, they’re far up inside me, so size makes a difference.”

I felt a wave of jealousy and angst wash over me.  “I guess my cock has no chance of reaching those nerves,” I said.

Zoey looked at me, as she tried to decipher how I was feeling.  “You have the most beautiful cock I’ve ever seen,” she said.  “I’ve told you, Greg’s cock is ugly, scary even.  And I think you’re the most wonderful man to let me have this experience.”

We were silent for long moments.  Zoey continued to stroke me, but she did so with a light touch to edge me along.  

“Are you upset it’s ending?” I asked.  I was talking about her relationship with Greg – her intimate relationship—ending soon since our wedding was next week.

“Upset’s not the right word,” she said, looking away from me at the floor.  She looked melancholy.

“Then what?”

“I don’t know ...,” she sputtered.  “I mean, it’s kinda like breaking up with a boyfriend, you know?  We joke about Greg being my boyfriend, but really he kinda has been.  It’s weird since I’m with you, but ... you know?”

I was breathing even harder now.  “It makes sense how you’re feeling,” I said as my cock got even harder in her hand.  “You’ve spent a lot of time with him.  More than with me, with me traveling, and you working for him now.  You’ve definitely had sex with Greg more than me.  So, it is like you’re breaking up with your boyfriend.”

“I’ll get over it,” Zoey said with a shrug and a weak smile.  “I knew all this was going to end, just like Greg knew it was going to end.”

“Is Greg upset too?” I asked.

Zoey shrugged but didn’t answer.  I was sure he was upset though.  And she knew he was upset. 

“We’ve learned a lot about each other,” I said.  I grinned and added, “Like, we’ve learned you’re a size queen.”

Zoey laughed.

Still grinning, I said “And you’re a nympho for big cocks.”  Zoey laughed again.

“I’m actually not joking,” I said.  “We’ve been together for years.  In all that time, you’ve never been so into sex.  At least with me.”

Zoey shrugged.  She didn’t deny it.  She said, “It’s not just big cocks.  It’s Greg.  He’s actually a really good lover.  I never would have thought it, but ... anyways ....”

I groaned at her words, and my hard cock twitched in her hand.  She felt it and looked questioningly at me.  “I always thought Greg was a loser,” I said.  “A nice guy, but a loser.  But the fact he fucks you better than me, it really gets me hot.  That’s just part of it though.  You have feelings for Greg.”

Zoey felt my cock twitch and frowned at me.  “It gets you hot I’m mixed up it’s ending?” she snapped.  “That’s real nice Hudson.  It’s like, you get off on me feeling bad,” she said with a hard look at me.

“You don’t think I’m going through shit too?” I added with the same sarcasm in my voice.  “Seeing how you react with Greg, seeing you falling for him, you don’t think that kills me?  I don’t remember the last time I’ve been inside you.  And you never start anything.  You’re happy to just jerk me off.  You never even put my cock in your mouth anymore, much less your pussy.”

Zoey frowned again.  “You told me you didn’t want to be part of my sex life,” she reminded me.

“I didn’t know you’d enjoy it so much!” I snapped.  “I didn’t know you’d give it all to Greg!”

“Well, if it’s so horrible, why are you still so freaking hard?” Zoey snapped back.  She angrily pulled her hand away from my hard cock.

We were silent for long moments.  I pulled my boxers back on, and the emotional turmoil made me go soft.

Eventually, I said “Do you still love me?  Do you still want to marry me?”

Zoey’s eyes went wide.  She looked at me like I was crazy.  “Of course I still love you!  Of course I still want to marry you!”

“What if I told you I’m not the Master of the Universe that you thought I was?” I said.  “Or I thought I was?”

“What?”

I gritted my teeth as I shook my head.  I said, “Camilla’s a total bitch.  I don’t know where I stand with her.  I don’t know where I stand with the company, or on making partner.”

Zoey looked shocked.  “Why haven’t you told me this?”

“How could I tell you, Zoe?” I said with exasperation.  “Greg already fucks you better than me.  Now he’s going to make more money than me?  Now he has a brighter future than me?  How do I tell you that?  Why would you ever stay with me?” 

Zoey took my hands and squeezed them.  She looked into my eyes as she said, “I love you, Hudson.  We’ll figure it out.  And sex, yeah, Greg and I do have a connection.  But that’s just, I don’t know ... people sometimes just have a physical connection.  It’s impossible to explain.  I’m sure you’d get off more physically with Scarlett Johansson or Kate Upton, or whoever, than me.  You know?”

I nodded.  My heart was pounding in my chest again.  Zoey’s words were reassuring but not a 100% endorsement of my work situation.  “We’ll figure it out” wasn’t that satisfying.  Especially since she was coming home lately enthusing about how great Greg’s business was doing, and how it was growing so fast.  She used to talk about my career prospects that way.  Now she was talking that way about Greg’s.

And, she’d just admitted that she got off more with Greg than me.  I knew that already of course, and she’d told me that before, but whenever she said it, it tore at my guts, it made me insanely jealous, and it got me delirious with cuckold lust.  

I was hard again.  The erection of even my not quite 5-inch cock was noticeable in my boxers.  Zoey saw it and gave me a sly smile.  She pulled down my boxers and scooped Vaseline into her palm.  She wrapped her greased hand around my shaft and pumped up and down.  She grinned as I moaned.

“You know, I’ve learned about you too,” she said as she slowly stroked me.  “You’re not as alpha as I thought you were.  I still can’t believe you let Greg have me.  And you get off he fucks me better than you.  Before all this started, I never would’ve thought that possible.”

My stomach was really churning now, and my chest felt tight like I was having a heart attack.  “And how does that change how you think about me?” I managed to choke out.

“It’s just, I don’t know ...,” Zoey said with a thoughtful look.  “I mean, I still love you.  But I guess it does change how I think about you sexually.”

“Oh god,” I softly moaned.  Her words were horrible, they tore at my manhood.  But they got me so hot I felt like I was going to explode!

“How? How?” I desperately asked.

“I think you know,” Zoey said, looking into my eyes.  “I don’t desire you sexually like I used to.  You said you want Greg to be the man in my sex life, and well, he is.  I desire him.  He’s actually more confident, more aggressive, than I ever thought.  More than you, that’s for sure.”

I moaned again, and I jerked my hips up, trying to fuck her hand.  But Zoey loosened her grip to prevent me from cumming.

“And something else,” Zoey said, now stroking me with a looser grip.  “You said I never try to start intercourse with you.  Okay, that’s true.  But you never try to start anything either.  I’m on the Pill now.  I would’ve thought you’d want to do it since we don’t have to use condoms.”

“Do you make Greg use condoms?” I asked breathlessly.

“You know I don’t.”

“Where does he cum?  Inside you?” I asked, practically panting now.

“Usually inside me.  Most times inside me.”

“Did he cum in you tonight?  Are you full of his sperm?”

“Yes.”

“Fuck ... god,” I moaned again.  God, it hurt so much.  It tore at my soul.  But the cuckold angst also made me delirious with desire.

“You haven’t answered me,” Zoey said, pressing for a reason.

“Maybe I like your hand better,” I told her bitterly.  “It feels tight, like your pussy used to feel.  I’m sure Greg’s stretched you out.  He’s ruined your pussy for me. I probably wouldn’t feel much.”

Zoey pursed her lips, clearly not convinced by my answer and ignoring the bitterness in my voice.  “I think it’s part of you not being in my sex life,” she said.  “That gets you off.  And it gets you off more if you think I’m denying you.  If you think I’m giving my pussy only to Greg.”

I groaned, her words making me delirious with cuckold lust.  “Is that what you’re doing?  Denying me?”

“No,” Zoey said honestly with a shrug.  “I would never deny you.  Maybe I haven’t started anything, but I’m your fiancée, I love you, you can do anything you want with me.”

After a moment, she added “But maybe I will now.  Deny you. Until after the wedding.  To get you back for getting off on me feeling sad about breaking up with Greg.  Until the day after the wedding, all you get is my hand.  Greg gets my mouth and pussy.”

“That’s how it is now,” I pointed out.

“But now I’m saying that’s how it is,” Zoey said, still looking into my eyes.  “Greg owns my mouth and pussy.  Not you.  You don’t get me back until the day after our wedding.”

I stared back at her.  I knew what I should do.  I should tell her to fuck off, and then throw her onto her back!  She belonged to me, not Greg, she was mine!  Her body was mine! I should jump on top of her and then fuck her slutty cheating pussy!

But instead, I meekly said “Okay.”

Zoey’s eyes widened.  She shook her head and said, “You really are different than who I thought you were.  I still love you, but you’re different.”

Her face showed disappointment, but also ... what was it?  Excitement?  Did she get off denying me?  On us changing positions, with me being her bottom instead of the other way around?

We stared at each other for long moments.  With my heart in my throat, I asked, “Is Greg different than you thought?  Do you love him?”

“I told you I desire Greg,” Zoey said.  “I never would’ve thought that was possible.  And it’s more than desire – I crave him.  I get wet when I’m in the same room with him.  It gets me wet thinking about him.”

After a moment, she said, “I’m turned on talking about him now.”

She looked into my eyes as she said this.  I thought she was being harsh.  Usually during our sexy pillow talk, Zoey was gentler with how she said things.  But now, it was like she was trying to hurt me.  Maybe she really was mad because she thought I was getting off on her misery.  

But that wasn’t it.  Her being upset wasn’t what turned me on.  What turned me on was she was upset because she was breaking up with Greg.  That he meant that much too her.

Zoey though, couldn’t stay mad at anyone.  Especially with me.  So, in a softer voice, she said “But I don’t love him.”  With a shrug, she added “I admit, sometimes I feel love for him when we’re having sex, or right after.  I think if you’re intimate with someone long enough, that’s bound to happen, it’s just human nature.  But feeling love for someone isn’t the same as being in love.”

I stared at her.  My fiancée, the girl I loved more than anything in the world, just told me she felt love for another man.  The thought made me queasy, sick to my stomach.  Yet why did it turn me on so much?

“Can you cum now?” she asked me.  “My hand’s starting to hurt.”

“Yeah, I want to cum,” I panted.  “Take off your clothes.  I want to see your sexy body.”

Zoey shook her head no.  “No.  I told you.  Greg owns me.”

“You said your pussy and mouth,” I said, suddenly panicked.

“Greg owns my entire body,” Zoey announced.  “You won’t see my naked body until our wedding night, when Greg’s fucking me.  But I’ll finish jerking you off now, like a pity orgasm.  Don’t complain, or you won’t even get that.”

My head was swirling with so many emotions.  How had it come to this?  I had lost so much.  But soon, after a few moments of stroking me with a tighter grip, I came all over Zoey’s hand.
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CHAPTER 2
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“Can you talk?” I whispered into the phone. 

“Where’s Zoey?” Sidney asked.  

“She’s in the shower,” I said looking at the closed bathroom door. “I don’t have much time.”

“So, what do you want to talk about?” Sidney asked.  There was a grin in her voice that seemed to indicate she knew exactly what I wanted to talk about.  

“Have you been talking to Zoey?” I asked.  “Have you been egging her on?”

“About what?” Sidney asked innocently.

“You fucking know what!” I angrily hissed.  

Sidney laughed.  “Okay, okay, if you’re talking about your cuckold fetish, then yes, Zoey and I’ve been talking,” she said.

“What’d you talk about?” I asked.

“Actually, she called me up,” Sidney said.  “She said you told her you wanted Greg to be the first man to fuck her on her wedding night.”  

It was true.  A couple weeks ago I told Zoey it would be super-hot if Greg was the first man to have her on our wedding night.  We’d been dancing around the idea for months, but still Zoey had been surprised when I suggested it.  Initially she resisted but she eventually gave in.  In retrospect, it didn’t seem to me she had fought too hard against the idea, but maybe that was just my insecurities about her and Greg.

Sidney laughed and said, “God Hudson, you are the kinkiest man I’ve ever met.”

“God what a fucking bitch,” I thought.  But I didn’t say it, because I needed more information from her.  “What did you tell her?”

“Zoey already told me you two weren’t doing it much, if at all,” Sidney said.  “So, I told her to make it official.  She should cut you off until after the wedding.”

“So, it was your idea,” I said under my breath.  I was relieved.  It wasn’t Zoey’s idea to cut me off, it was Sidney’s.

“What happens next?” Sidney asked eagerly.

“What do you mean?”

“What happens next in your demented cuckold fantasy?” Sidney asked.  I noticed she was breathing hard.

“Are you fucking beating off?” I asked, astonished.

“Yeah, I am,” Sidney admitted with a laugh.  “I’ve told you I get off on demented, and you’re mega demented.  Tell me, Hudson.  What happens next in your cuckold saga?  I’ll be your wingman too if you need help.  Like, if you want your pretty Zoey walking down the aisle with her pussy full of Greg’s cum, I’ll run interference so Greg can get his big dick into your sweet bride before the wedding.”

I stared at the phone.  Suddenly I was breathing hard too.  “Sidney ...,” I croaked out in a husky voice.  “Zoey’s got a date with Greg, that’s why she’s getting ready.  It’s their last chance to see each other before the wedding, because our families are arriving tomorrow.  Are you busy?  Can I stop by?”

Sidney laughed.  “Are you looking for a booty call?  When was the last time you had sex?”  She mockingly added, “I mean real sex, not Zoey jerking you off with Vaseline.”

I gritted my teeth at Sidney’s mocking voice.  Zoey told her about the Vaseline?!  It was humiliating.  In the past, I would’ve cussed her out and then slammed the phone down.  But now, her idea about Zoey walking down the aisle freshly fucked by Greg made me breathless with cuckold lust.  I needed – NEEDED – pussy.  If I didn’t get pussy until the day after the wedding, I was going to explode.

“Sidney,” I said, keeping my voice steady.  I knew if I got angry, I’d have no chance of hooking up with her.  “Can I stop by later?”

“First, answer my question.  When was the last time you had sex?” she asked.

“With you.  In Vegas,” I said.

“Fuck Hudson, that was 2 months ago,” Sidney said astonished.  “You haven’t had pussy in 2 months?”  She laughed and mockingly said, “I thought you were more of a player than that.  Does your dick even work anymore?”

I gritted my teeth again, controlling my anger. “I don’t want to cheat on Zoey anymore,” I said.

“But you want to hook up with me?” Sidney said, laughing.

“You’re different,” I said.  Sidney WAS different.  It was hard to explain.  She was involved in this “saga.”  Sex with her didn’t feel like cheating.

“Please Sidney,” I said.  I was begging now.  “If I don’t get some pussy, I’m gonna go out of my mind!”

Sidney laughed again.  “Wow, I never thought I’d hear Mr. Master of the Universe begging me for anything,” she mocked.  “But being faithful to Zoey – other than me – is admirable, I guess.  Okay, sure.  Stop by and we’ll fuck.  But make sure you bring condoms.”
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I WALKED TO THE BEDROOM.  I was quiet, not wanting Zoey to hear me.  The door was closed.  I silently opened it.  It was ridiculous I was having to sneak around my own home with my own girl, but that’s where my life was now.

Zoey was half dressed, in just her bra and panties.  She was standing in front of the full-length mirror, pinning up her long blonde hair.  Lately she’d worn her hair up at work and on dates with Greg. For a moment she didn’t see me, but then she noticed me in the mirror.

She immediately turned around to look at me and grabbed her robe to cover her body.  “Hudson, you have to get out,” she said.

I walked towards her and gave her a friendly grin, trying to act reasonable and confident.  “Come on, we’re getting married in less than a week,” I said with a light-hearted voice.  I reached up and pulled at the robe.  “You’re not naked anyway.  I just want to watch you get dressed.”  With a light-hearted laugh, I added, “You’re getting ready for a date with Greg so I don’t think he’ll mine.”

For a moment, Zoey held the robe close to her body.  But then she let me pull it away.  “I guess you’re right,” she said with her own light-hearted laugh.

I nodded as I looked Zoey up and down.  God, she looked so good.  My cock began to stiffen, and I felt like I was salivating.

She wore a heavily embroidered, light blue bra and matching panties.  I knew they were thong panties as I’d seen her backside when I first opened the bedroom door.  I’d never seen the lingerie before.  My heart ached at the realization she was buying lingerie for Greg that she’d never worn for me. 

The bra was a push up bra to enhance her small cleavage.  Zoey found push up bras uncomfortable, so she wore them only for special occasions, like my birthday or when I took her to a really nice restaurant.

“Is this a special occasion?” I asked her.  I forced a grin and kept my voice light.  I didn’t want her to get defensive, and I didn’t want her to know how much this was killing me.

Zoey looked me in the eye and said, “It’s the last time Greg and I will be alone. So, I guess it is.”

“He’ll be with us on our wedding night,” I reminded her.

“Yes, I know but ...,” she sputtered, her voice trailing off.  She looked away from me, her face covered with melancholy.  She was sad about ending her relationship with Greg.  

I moved towards her.  I reached up and touched the blue sapphire around her neck.  It was the necklace Greg had given her.  She always wore it now, even when she wasn’t with Greg.  

The sapphire nested in the swell of her breasts in the push up bra.  The light blue of the bra enhanced the intense blue of the Sapphire.  I realized that, not only had she bought the bra special for Greg, she picked the color so it went with the Sapphire he had given her.  The realization made my gut wrench even more.  God it hurt so much.

“Do you think we’ll get back to where we used to be?” I asked with my heart in my throat.  “When you dressed special for me?  When you desired sex with me?”

Zoey looked disbelieving at me.  She snapped, “You’re the one who didn’t want me to think of you in my sex life.  And who wants Greg to be the first man to have sex with me on our wedding night.”  

She was right.  I knew she was right.  But it still was a blow to hear her say this so harshly.  

I sat on our bed, suddenly emotionally exhausted.  I said, “This is all fucked up.  It’s exciting but fucked up.  It started out as a fantasy, to sow our wild oats while we’re still young, but it’s gone too far.  Now you’re pissed.  And I’m ... I’m not sure what I am.”

Zoey sat down next to me.  She shrugged and said, “I guess fantasy eventually turns into reality.”

I looked at her.  I asked, “So you love Greg?”

Zoey shrugged again.  “I don’t know,” she said, looking unsure.  “It’s like what you said.  It’s all fucked up.  I care about him.  I know that.  And he cares about me.  He knew the rules, we both did.  We knew it was just a game.”  After a moment, she added, “But I guess at some point it became more than a game.”

Zoey saw I was hard in my pants.  Despite all the angst – or maybe because of it – I was hard.

She put her hand over my hard-on.  She gave it a soft squeeze, and gently said, “I need to finish getting ready.  Would you mind waiting outside?  Or I’ll be late.”

––––––––
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WHEN ZOEY CAME OUT of the bedroom, it took my breath away.  She wore an outfit I’d never seen before.  A short leather mini-skirt that barely covered her ass and revealed most of her wonderful legs.  Dark stockings and ankle strap heels that matched the color of the skirt.

But what really blew me away was the blouse.  It buttoned up the front and was loose at her wrists.  And it was COMPLETELY see-through.  Her light blue push-up bra was easy to see through the blouse.  

She had never worn anything so daring with me.  Never.  Not even close.

Add to that her beautiful face, and she was achingly hot.  She was amazing.  She took my breath away.

Zoey wore her blonde hair up.  Lately, she always did when she was going out with Greg, and when she went to work (where she would see him of course, since she worked for him as his office manager).  I didn’t understand it.  I loved her long blonde hair.  I joked about how I always wanted it to be “bra strap length.”  And Zoey had always preferred her hair long and down, even back in high school.  Even back in grade school.  In all her family’s photo albums, there were practically no pictures of Zoey with her hair up.

But even with her hair up as now, she still looked amazingly gorgeous and super-hot.

She walked up to me, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor.  “How do I look?” she asked me in a soft voice.

“You look amazing!” I gushed.  She smiled.  It was a sad smile though.  Her impending breakup with Greg was still heavy on her mind.

Zoey moved closer until her knees touched my knees (I was sitting and she was standing).  She said, “I was thinking about what you said, about getting back to where we used to be.  You know, I could cancel with Greg tonight.  We could start getting back to where we used to be right now.”

“You’d do that?” I asked, surprised.

“Yes.”

“What about our wedding night?” I asked.

Zoey pursed her lips.  She said, “Well, I mean, I think ‘where we used to be’ is supposed to be just you and me.”

My heart was pounding.  This was my chance to get Zoey back, to make her just mine again.  But that would mean losing out on my fantasy of watching another man fuck my new bride on our wedding day.

In the end, my cuckold desires beat out my good sense.  I forced a grin and said, “We’ll only get married once.  We’ll only have one chance for another man to fuck you before me on our wedding night.”

And then, to make it sound like this wasn’t all about me and my cuckold fantasy, I added, “And anyway, I think you and Greg need tonight.  For closure.”

Zoey gave me a tight smile and nodded her head.  “Yeah, I guess you’re right,” she said.  She looked disappointed.  It shamed me, because I knew her disappointment was with me.  She was disappointed I wasn’t manning up and telling her to dump Greg and stay here with me.  I was being idiotic of course.  I was showing her again that I wasn’t the man she used to think I was.  

Then her pretty face took on an expression of determination, and resoluteness.  It was like, in that moment, she made a decision on an issue she had been wrestling over with herself for some time.  

Zoey said, “So anyways, I want to tell you something. I want to give Greg a present.  You know, for our time together.  Something he can remember.”

I nodded slowly.  I was suddenly wary and apprehensive.  

“Not anything permanent, like a tattoo or something like that,” she said.  “I wouldn’t do that to you.  But something important.  Something temporary, but important.”

I nodded again, feeling even more wary.  

Then Zoey dropped the bombshell.

She said, “I don’t know if I told you – or maybe Greg’s told you – but he likes girls with short hair.  So, I’m going to cut my hair for him.  I’m going with Sidney tomorrow morning, before our parents arrive.”

“What?!” I said, shocked and alarmed.  “But the wedding pictures!  The videos!  You’ll have short hair in them!”

“I know, that’s the point,” Zoey said.  “I know you like me with long hair – I like long hair – I’ll grow it back.  But I’ll give Greg a picture of me in my wedding dress, and I’ll have short hair in it, so even though it won’t be permanent, it’ll sort of be permanent, and he’ll know I did it for him.”

“And then on our wedding night, when I’m with Greg in bed,” Zoey continued.  “Well, since I’ll have short hair, it’ll be like I’m his and not yours.  Which is what you want anyways, right?”

I stared at Zoey, not knowing what to say.
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A moment later, there was a knock on the door.  Greg.  The last couple months, he often picked Zoey up at our loft apartment for their dates.  It was dangerous as we risked our neighbors seeing Zoey dressed sexy and going off with another man.  But I’d discovered that the risk was a turn on.  Just like Greg and Zoey’s co-workers suspecting they were having an affair.  This was something else I’d learned about myself in my exploration of cuckoldism.  It wasn’t just the risk either.  It was also the humiliation.  

Jealousy, humiliation, anxiety, feelings of inferiority – they all were part of cuckold angst.  They all made me feel shitty, but also got me deliriously turned on.

Zoey didn’t give me another chance to change my mind.  With the knock still hanging in the air, she stood and went to the door.  She opened the door and Greg walked in.  

Zoey closed the door, and then they hugged and kissed.  She had to raise up on her tip toes to kiss him, even in her 4-inch high heels (because Greg was so much taller).  She didn’t need to do that with me, because when she wore heels, she was a touch taller than me.  Was that further evidence that Greg was more of a man than me?  Like his bigger cock?  Like the way he gave Zoey screaming orgasms on that cock?  These thoughts tore at my insides, and also made me lightheaded with cuckold lust.

It wasn’t a long kiss.  They parted and Zoey put a wrap around her shoulders.  With the wrap on, you could still tell her blouse was see-through, but now at least you couldn’t see her light blue bra.  The wrap did nothing though to hide the fact she was wearing a mini-skirt that barely covered her ass.  If our neighbors saw her walk out with Greg, they would no doubt suspect that Zoey was having an affair.  Cheating behind my back, less than a week before our wedding.  God I was so fucking hard in my pants.

“Can you hold these?” Zoey asked Greg.  She handed him her iPhone, ID and lipstick.  Greg put them in his pocket.  This gesture tore at my insides.  All through our relationship, Zoey asked me to hold her things because she didn’t carry a purse when drinking; she was too afraid of losing her purse somewhere (it had happened a few times in her life).  I was her man, so of course she asked me to hold her stuff.

But now Greg was her man.  And she asked him to hold her stuff.

Oh God.  It hurt so much.  Yet I was so hard in my pants.

I didn’t say anything as I watched them together.  Zoey looked at me and I guess she saw the pain on my face.  She came to me and from somewhere produced a small plastic bag.  As she handed the bag to me, she gave me a sly, mischievous grin and said, “I never gave you this.  Remember when I went with Greg to that wedding in Buffalo?”

I looked at the bag.  It was full of delicate white lacy cloth.  Then I realized what it was.  Her bridal lingerie, the strapless bra and panties, that she’d worn at the wedding with Greg.  I flushed and found it hard to breathe.

“I thought you were gonna wear this under your wedding dress,” I choked out.

“The smell’s pretty intense now,” Zoey replied, still grinning at me.  “Probably everyone would smell the cum when I walked down the aisle.  So, Sidney bought new lingerie for me.”  Then, to make sure I understood why the lingerie smelled so intensely of dried cum, she added “Greg always cums so much.”

I groaned.  “More than me?” I said in a husky whisper.

“A lot more,” Zoey said.  “But then, his balls are bigger, so I guess he makes a lot of sperm.  He’s quite a man that way.”

I moaned again.  Oh god!  I was going to fucking cum in my pants!

Zoey gave me a kiss on the cheek.  Then she left with Greg.  I sat motionless for long moments, holding Zoey’s soiled lingerie, my body shaking with desire.
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Hudson was fucking Sidney moments after entering her apartment.  Her pussy felt exquisite!  After so long of being pussyless, it felt amazing to have his cock in a woman’s pussy.  Fucking a girl as beautiful and sexy as Sidney made it even better.  In terms of hotness, Sidney was 1B to Zoey’s 1A.

Hudson didn’t last long, but still Sidney came on his cock.  Hudson pulled out, tore off the condom and came on Sidney’s sexy flat tummy.

Hudson fell onto his back, so they were lying side by side in her bed.  Both were breathing hard.

After a few moments, he asked, “How do I feel inside you?  Compared to those black guys you date?”

Sidney shrugged as she sat up and lit a cigarette.  Then smelling the smoke, Hudson realized it was weed, not tobacco.  After taking a long drag, she said, “What do you want me to say?  Your dick’s smaller.  But you usually make me cum.”

“How was your orgasm? Was it just as good as them?” Hudson pressed.

Sidney laughed.  She said, “You’re really into comparing your cock to other men.  I guess it’s a cuck thing.  I wonder if all cuck’s have small cocks.  But to answer your question, yours IS the smallest I’ve ever fucked.  You have a great body, but your dick is definitely below average.”

Hudson flushed with embarrassment from Sidney’s unfavorable opinion.  But his cock twitched and began hardening again.  

Sidney noticed his growing erection.  She grinned and shook her head.  “You know, before, if I insulted you, you’d rage at me.  Now you get off on it.  You’ve really changed, Hudson.”  Then she added, “You’re a lot more interesting now.”

Hudson glared at her.  He got out of bed and picked up his clothes.  “Thanks for the fuck,” he said, trying to regain some of his dignity.

“Leaving already?  But we just started,” Sidney said with the grin still on her beautiful face.  As she wiped Hudson’s cum from her flat stomach with the sheet, she said, “Like, you asked about my orgasms.  You actually make me cum pretty hard.  You see?  Sex isn’t all about cock size.  You know I think you’re hot, no matter how small your dick is.  I get wet sometimes just looking at your handsome face.  See?  I just admitted that to you, so now you’ve got something on me.  And it gets me hot knowing you’re dying for pussy, because your pretty Zoey is giving it all to Greg.”

“And it’s super-hot fucking my best friend’s fiancée, the week she’s getting married, and I’m her fucking maid of honor,” Sidney added with a delighted grin.  

“You don’t feel guilty about cheating?” Hudson asked.

“I told you before, you’re the one cheating, not me,” Sidney said flippantly.  “And anyway, Zoey will never find out so who cares?”

“You’ve done this before? Fucked your girlfriend’s husbands?”

“No comment,” Sidney said with a grin and shake of her head.  “Let’s talk about you.  Do you want me to set things up so Greg fucks Zoey before the ceremony?”

Hudson began breathing harder, and now his cock was fully erect.  He said, “She said you bought her new bridal lingerie.  Can I see it?”

Sidney grinned at Hudson.  Then, she jumped out of bed, pulled on an oversized t-shirt, and grabbed a shopping bag.  She reached into the bag and laid out Zoey’s new bridal lingerie on the bed.  Hudson stared at it, studied it.

This lingerie set was different than the original.  Both were off-white and satiny.  Both had thong panties of delicate lace.  But this new set didn’t have the unlined, lace trimmed see-through bra.  Instead, this new set had a strapless corset. While covered in soft lacy silk, the corset had stiff ribbing running up and down, and tied crisscross in the back.  

“You picked this?” Hudson asked Sidney as he ran his fingertips along the corset.  The hard metal ribbing was designed to enhance a woman’s figure, especially when tied like a tourniquet in the back.  It would give a woman curves where she wanted more, and flattened her where she needed it.  But Zoey didn’t need this, her figure was already perfect.  

“Zoey told me what to buy,” Sidney said.  She had a mischievous glint in her eye, like a comedian about to tell the punchline of a joke.

Hudson looked at her questioningly.  He knew he was being played, but he had to know.  “Why’d Zoey pick this?” he asked.  

“I know you like flat chested girls like Zoey,” Sidney began.  “You call her tits her ‘little high school breasts,’ right?  But most men like big breasts.  And you can’t seem to get enough of mine.”  With a knowing grin, she motioned to her large, proud breasts.  

“So anyway, there’s nothing better than a corset to enhance a girl’s cleavage,” Sidney continued, the mischievous glint in her eye.  “And your sweet Zoey wants to look alluring in her wedding dress for Greg.”

I stopped breathing, and I felt a heaviness in my chest.  Sidney’s words were like a saber to my heart.  “So, not only is she cutting her hair for Greg, now she’s buying her lingerie for him?” I said bitterly.

Sidney laughed.  “She IS cutting her hair?  She said she was thinking about it but hadn’t decided yet for sure.”

“She’s decided,” I said sarcastically.

“And what did you say?  Did you tell her no?”

“She didn’t ask me,” Hudson said, annoyed.

“You’re her fiancée.  You’re about to get married.  You could’ve said no, Hudson.  It doesn’t matter if she asked you or not.  You didn’t say no because it gets your dick hard.  Just like your dick is hard right now.”

Sidney grinned at me, like she was daring me to tell her she was wrong.  

“Why do you enjoy this so much?” I hissed at her.

“Because I never imagined Mr. Master of the Universe would turn into a pussy whipped cuckold,” Sidney said delightedly.  “And I never thought prissy good girl Zoey would turn into a slut for big cocks.  You know my boyfriend, Damien?  My very black boyfriend?  He knows all about your kink and he’s dying to fuck Zoey.”

“You tell people about me?” I asked suddenly concerned.

“Don’t be a kill joy Hudson,” Sidney scoffed.  “I haven’t told people.  I told Damien.  Focus Hudson.  Did you hear what I just said?  Damien wants to get into Zoey’s pants.  You’d love that, right?  Think about it.  Your wedding night.  Your sweet new bride gets banged by Greg AND Damien.  What do you think Hudson?  You think Zoey is ready for some big black cock?”

I stared at Sidney.  My heart was pounding.  I couldn’t breathe.

“Oh my god, this is so hot!” Sidney said excitedly.  She pulled me onto the bed, and pushed me between her open legs.  “Eat me out and make me cum!” she said, pulling up her t-shirt and playing with her breasts and nipples.  “And jerk off your little dick!  Pretend like you’re eating Damien’s and Greg’s cum from Zoey’s pussy!”

“You want that right Hudson?” Sidney continued, her voice getting more urgent and lustful.  “That’s why you let Greg fuck Zoey without condoms.  You want her to make you eat his creampies.  You just don’t know how to ask her.  Don’t worry.  I’ll tell Zoey for you.  Make me cum with your pretty face and I promise I’ll tell Zoey for you.”
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Hudson didn’t want another go with Sidney after getting her off with his tongue.  She was willing, beaconing him over with a sexy smile and open legs.  And he was rock hard and filled with lust.  But Hudson didn’t want Sidney.

He wanted Zoey.

Hudson took a taxi to Greg’s apartment.  The ride over, he was obsessed by the memory of seeing Zoey’s new bridal lingerie, and the knowledge she wanted a corset to enhance her cleavage because she thought Greg would like that.  

Zoey wanted to look sexy for Greg on their wedding day, because he would be the man making love to her that night, not Hudson.

Making love to the new bride.

“This hurts.  It really hurts,” Hudson thought to himself as it felt like his heart was locked in a tight vise.  Anguish and despair were written across his gorgeous face, yet his insides were an inferno of cuckold lust, and his cock was so hard it hurt in his pants.

Hudson arrived at Greg’s apartment building.  He stood on the sidewalk, not moving for long moments.  He didn’t know what to do.  He had come without a plan. He knew Zoey was up there with Greg in his apartment, getting fucked by his big cock.  Hudson knew he couldn’t go up to the apartment, he wouldn’t be welcome.  Why did he come here?

Hudson saw the sign of the used bookstore on the first floor underneath Greg’s apartment.  Java Books.  He went inside and walked to the back, where the coffee café was located.

Hudson ordered a double expresso from a very young, very pretty Chinese girl.  Her name tag said her name was Kimmy.  He remembered her from the last time he was here.

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

It was clear Kimmy heard the sounds too.  Everyone in the bookstore did. It was impossible not to hear.  

There were snickers and laughs among the customers and staff.  Someone said, “Greg’s crushing Zoey again.”  Everyone laughed.  Not Kimmy though.  Instead, she had a frown on her pretty, innocent face.

Hudson took the coffee and staggered to one of the tables.  “People know her name,” he thought to himself, feeling pained and miserable.  “She’s been here so much — Greg’s fucked her so much – they know her name.”

Hudson stared into the sea of black expresso as he listened – as everyone listened – to Greg fucking his fiancée.  Kimmy looked at him from behind a stack of books.  She remembered him too.  His name was Hudson.  He was the most handsome man she had ever seen in her life.

The last time he was here, he went up to Greg’s apartment while he was making love to Zoey.  And then later, she saw Hudson and Zoey emerge from Greg’s apartment.  As they walked down the stairs, Zoey was clutching Hudson’s arm.  

Kimmy talked to Greg later that week about Zoey and Hudson.  It wasn’t hard to get him to talk.  They were friends, and he seemed proud to tell her about his relationship with Zoey, who was as pretty as Hudson was handsome.

Greg told her he was in an intimate relationship with Zoey.  Zoey was engaged to Hudson, and the couple was sowing some wild oats before their wedding.  Zoey really liked him though, so “who knows what might happen.”

Greg left it at that – “who knows what might happen.”

Later, Kimmy thought a lot about her conversation with Greg and this information about Hudson and Zoey.  Even though she was a virgin, she wasn’t naïve.  She knew lots of people had unconventional sex lives, especially here in New York City.

What Kimmy didn’t understand, though, was why Zoey was having sex with Greg.  Greg was nice enough, and he was cute.  Maybe she even had a crush on him.  But Hudson was gorgeous!  He looked like a movie star.  He wore expensive designer clothes and looked to be very fit.

Kimmy continued to watch Hudson from behind the books.  He never touched his coffee.  He looked distressed and sad as he listened – as they all listened – to Greg making love to his fiancée.  Kimmy felt sorry for him.  Maybe he and Zoey were sowing their wild oats, but it was clear it wasn’t turning out like they thought, at least for him.

Hudson abruptly stood up and left the bookstore.  It was clear he couldn’t take it anymore.  Kimmy watched as he walked out of the bookstore.  Her last thought before he left was, “Hudson’s behind looks really sexy in those tight jeans.”  
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Zoey stared at herself in the mirror.  Sidney, also looking at the mirror, said “You look good with short hair.”

“I guess,” Zoey said uncertainly, touching her blonde locks.  Moments ago, her blond hair was long, at “bra strap length” the way Hudson preferred it.  Now her hair was above her shoulders.  The stylist had layered her hair, so it looked even more full and lush than before, but it was short now, a couple inches off her shoulders.  Most of her long blonde hair lay scattered on the hard tile floor of the hair salon.  Never in her life had her hair been so short.

“Is this crazy?” Zoey said, the uncertainty still in her voice.

“Not crazy – demented maybe,” Sidney said with a laugh.  Thinking of her best friend’s fiancée – who had his tongue in her pussy yesterday! – she said, “Hudson will hate it.”  And then laughing again, she added “And love it too.”

Sidney ran her fingers through Zoey’s hair the way girls do.  She lowered her voice (so the people around them couldn’t hear) and, with delight in her voice, said “Greg is going to fuck you so hard when he finds out you cut your hair for him.”  

Sidney saw guilt flash across her best friend’s face.  “Look, I know you feel guilty,” she said consolingly.  “But Hudson is getting off on all this.  Shit, he’s the one who started all this.  And tell the truth, you cut your hair as much to get back at Hudson as to get Greg’s dick hard.  You’re pissed at Hudson for making you end things with Greg.”

“What else am I supposed to do?” Zoey asked.  “I can’t exactly have a lover after I’m married.”

“Why not?” Sidney asked.  “You think Hudson’s suddenly not going to be a cuckold after you guys are married?  You can’t just turn it off, it’s like an orientation.  He’ll want you to keep fucking other men, so if you’re going to do that anyway, why not keep fucking Greg?”

Zoey stared at Sidney.  She honestly hadn’t considered the possibility of continuing this “lifestyle” after the wedding.  She always thought she and Hudson would go back to being just them after this sowing wild oats period.

But now that she thought about it, she wondered if Sidney was right.  Would Hudson want to keep sharing her with other men?  Only months ago, she couldn’t imagine him ever wanting that.  It was unthinkable.  He had always been so alpha and competitive around other men, he would never allow another man to touch her much less have sex with her.  But now Hudson didn’t seem so alpha.  He actually seemed submissive, at least about sex, and especially when it came to Greg.

Sidney’s idea was enticing.  As if talking to herself, she softly said “I like having it both ways.”  Then, realizing she’d spoken her thought aloud, she laughed to cover her embarrassment.  

Sidney grinned knowingly at her.  “I told you, right?” she said.  “You’ve got the best of both worlds.  Hudson takes care of your heart.  Greg takes care of your body.  The perfect man.  Too bad it takes 2 to make the perfect man.  

Zoey shrugged and softly said, “Yeah, too bad.”

Sidney continued grinning at her.  It was a delighted, mischievous, evil grin.  She said, “But I guess Greg helps take care of your heart now, too.  Am I right?”

Zoey stared at her but didn’t answer.
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HUDSON’S HEART POUNDED.  He fidgeted in his seat.  He squeezed his hands into fists, trying to calm down.

He and Zoey were at dinner with their parents.  It was starting, people were arriving for their wedding that Saturday.  The parents were excited about the upcoming nuptials.  The mothers excitedly talked with Zoey about her wedding dress, and they both loved her new, short hair.

It was Zoey’s new, short hair that was driving Hudson crazy.  She’d really done it!  She’d slashed off her hair, cut it short for Greg!  For Greg!

It tore at Hudson’s gut, at his heart!  Yet it also got him so hot he could barely function!  He was so hot he was afraid he’d fucking cum in his pants!

He needed to get Zoey home.  Now!  Alone!  

When she had gotten home from the salon earlier, they’d had no private time together because their parents had already arrived.  He needed release!  He needed Zoey to make him cum!
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FINALLY, DINNER WAS over. The parents were off in their taxis, going to their respective hotels.  The rest of the week was packed full of wedding events with friends and family, but at least tonight they were alone and had some privacy.

On the sidewalk outside the restaurant, Zoey looked at Hudson.  In her high heels, they were about the same height.  Zoey was actually a little taller.

“You never said if you like my new hair,” she said.

“You look amazing!” Hudson enthused as he looked at her.  He was being honest.  Zoey was a head turner no matter what, always the prettiest girl in the room.  With long hair, she looked more like a sweet, innocent supermodel.  In contrast, the short hair gave her a sexy, sassy urban vibe.

Zoey gave her fiancé a lopsided grin and twirled a finger through her now short locks.  “Kinda like a just fucked look, right?” she joked.

Hudson looked uncertain.  She was right though.  It was windy outside, and her short hair was a little disheveled, and that did give her a “just fucked” look.

“It costs a lot of money to get a just fucked haircut,” Zoey joked.  Finally, Hudson laughed.

He moved towards her.  He touched her hair and said with a husky, lustful voice, “Let’s go home.  I need you really bad right now.  Your hand.  I need it.”

But Zoey stepped away.  “No,” she said with finality.  Then seeing the alarm and angst on her fiancé’s face, she added in a softer voice, “Remember?  We agreed no sex until the honeymoon.  Not even my hand.”

Hudson calmed down, as they had agreed to that.  Just that morning.  They agreed to no sex until the honeymoon.  Zoey was saving herself for Greg, and then only he would have her on their wedding night.  Their entire wedding night.  All this heighten the cuckold thrill of Greg consummating their marriage.  Hudson would finally get his turn with his new bride the next day, when their honeymoon started.  Only then would he be given the right as the husband to his wife’s body.    

Then Zoey announced, “I’m going over to Greg’s.  To show him my new hair.”

Hudson’s eyes went wide, and his stomach began churning again.

“We agreed no sex,” he quickly reminded her.

“I said no sex with you,” Zoey said.  “I never said anything about Greg.”

“Oh god,” Hudson softly groaned.  His knees felt weak.  Her words were cruel, horrible, yet so delicious!

Hudson’s insecurities and anxiety were peaking, the most they’d ever been.  “Do you think you’ll ever sexually desire me again?” he asked, his voice like a whimper.  He hated himself for asking as he knew the question made him look weak and pathetic, but he had to know.

Zoey hesitated, remembering what Sidney said earlier, that Hudson would want to keep sharing her with other men even after the wedding.  After a long moment, she asked, “Is that what you really want?”

Hudson didn’t respond.  He didn’t know what to say.  They stared at each other for another long moment.

Finally, Zoey gave him a soft kiss on the lips.  “I’ll see you later,” she said.

“When?” Hudson said immediately, again knowing the question made him look needy and weak, but he couldn’t help it.  “When will you be home?”

Zoey gave him a consoling smile, but then her words were like more daggers to his heart.  “I’m going to sleep over with Greg.  So tomorrow morning.  Don’t worry.  I’ll be home early.  Before everything starts.”
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“I’m not sure this ‘saving myself for my husband’ thing is as great as people say it is,” Kimmy said to Greg.  They were in Java Books sipping expresso drinks.  Kimmy was on break, and Greg was hanging around the bookstore which he often did when he wasn’t working ... or with Zoey.

“Do people actually say that?” Greg said with a laugh.  He wore a confident grin on his face.  “I think what people really say is, sex is great, and you should do it early and often.  So, I don’t know why you’re waiting.”

Kimmy frowned at Greg.  He used to be so shy and nice, and caring.  Now he was kinda like an arrogant jerk.

“You seem to be doing it a lot with Zoey,” Kimmy said.

“Were you working last night?” Greg said with that confident grin again.

“Yes, I was working,” Kimmy scoffed.  “And yes, everyone in the bookstore heard you with Zoey.”

Greg’s grin got bigger.  Clearly he liked people knowing he was in a sexual relationship with a girl as pretty and sexy as Zoey.

“Is she still getting married?” Kimmy asked.  “To Hudson?”

“This Saturday.”

Kimmy’s eyes went wide with shock.  “She’s getting married on Saturday, and she was with you last night?”

“What can I say?” Greg said with a triumphant grin.  He was clearly pleased with himself.  “I do things to Zoey that Hudson can’t.”

Kimmy shook her head disgustedly.  “God, Greg,” she lamented.  “You know, Hudson was here.”

“When?” 

“Last night,” Kimmy said.  “While you and Zoey were doing it.  He looked really sad.”

Kimmy expected Greg to look guilty and remorseful.  Instead, Greg grinned like he was happy Hudson was in misery.  He shrugged his shoulders and said, “You know what they say.  Shit happens.”

Kimmy didn’t know what to say.  She felt Hudson regretted what was happening.  She felt sorry for him.  She still didn’t understand why Zoey was in an intimate relationship with Greg when she had such a gorgeous, sexy man as Hudson as her fiancé.  Especially since Greg didn’t seem nice and caring like he used to be.

It didn’t matter that Kimmy was at a loss for words, because Greg suddenly forgot she was there.  Because at that moment, Zoey walked into Java books.  She was smiling at Greg.  And her hair was short now.  It was shorter, even, than Kimmy’s.
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GREG WAS HAPPILY SURPRISED to see Zoey when he saw her in Java Books.  They weren’t supposed to see each other again until her wedding night.

He hurriedly ushered her upstairs to his apartment.  It was only when they were inside that he noticed her hair.

Greg’s eyes went wide at seeing her short hair.  He reached out and touched her short locks that now were inches above her shoulders, just passed her ears.  “Oh my god you look so beautiful!” he gushed.

Zoey smiled, then looked hesitantly at him.  Speaking almost shyly, she said, “I did this for you.  To show you how much you mean to me.”

Greg’s heart soared and he grinned ear to ear.  He pulled her deeper into his apartment and they made love all night.  But they didn’t head to bed immediately.  Instead, Zoey sat Greg on the sofa while she stood before his open legs.  

Slyly smiling at him while she brushed a strand of blonde hair behind her ear, she swiped on her iPhone until she found the playlist.  It was a special playlist, called “Sexy.”  It had songs like Eyes Without a Face, Pony, Buttons, She’s Always In My Hair and Cream.

It was a special playlist, and she had only played it for 2 guys before.  First, her high school and college boyfriend, the boy who took her virginity.  His name was Keith.

And second, for Hudson.

Now she was going to play it for Greg. 

Zoey hit play and Usher’s Nice & Slow started playing.  As it began, she moved deeper between his open legs until her knees touched his crotch. She bent at the waist and leaned towards him, putting her arms around his neck.  “Have you ever gotten a lap dance?” she said in a sultry voice, kissing him.

“No,” Greg said, his voice full of excitement.

Zoey smiled inside.  This was Greg. Of course he hadn’t gotten a lap dance before.  It wasn’t too long ago that he was the shy boy who was awkward around girls.  

Years ago, when she asked Hudson the same question once they’d gotten serious, he’d grinned and dodged the question.  So, his non-answer told her he had gotten lap dances before. 

“Here’s how it works.  I can touch but you can’t,” she said, turning so he faced her back.  She reclined into him so her back pressed against his chest, and then she moved up and down in sync with the music, his face buried in her soft, short blonde hair.

As she slowly gyrated on him, she brought his hands to her tummy, so as she moved up and down his hands slid from her stockinged thighs over her tummy to just below her breasts.

“God,” Greg groaned.  He closed his eyes and enjoyed the experience.  His times with Zoey were the best of his life.  It was bittersweet though, because he knew it was ending soon.

They made love all night.  As always, their sex was passionate, and Zoey lost count of the times Greg made her cum.  Greg came twice in Zoey’s pussy and once in her mouth.  Now that she was on the pill, she never made Greg wear condoms.  She liked feeling him inside her skin-to-skin.  She liked feeling him shoot his sperm inside her when he came.

They managed to sleep a few hours.  Zoey woke up early.  Greg reached for her, wanting to go again.  But she pulled away.  “I’ve really got to go,” she said.  “More people are arriving, and Hudson and I have things to do all day long.”

Greg frowned but he knew there was nothing he could do.  He reached for Zoey’s neck and touched the blue sapphire hanging from the chain.  Zoey had put it on while ubering to Greg’s apartment last night.

“Will you wear this for me?” he asked.

“You mean, today?” Zoey asked.

“Today,” Greg said with a nod.  “And on your wedding day.  Don’t take it off until you leave for your honeymoon.”  When Zoey hesitated, he grinned and said, “You’re supposed to wear something blue, right?”

Zoey managed a weak smile.  She said, “Let me talk to Hudson.”

“You know he’ll get off on it,” Greg snapped, his voice coming out harsher than he intended. 

Zoey cast her eyes down.  She wasn’t a confrontational person.  With a soft voice, she said again “I’ll talk to Hudson.”
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Hudson was agitated when Zoey walked into their apartment.  “You’re late,” he said.  He was already dressed.  Their parents and other family would arrive shortly to go to breakfast.

“I have time,” Zoey insisted, hurriedly moving towards the bathroom.

“Wait!” Hudson said irritably.  “Can you give me some time too?  Or does Greg get everything?”

“I’m sorry,” Zoey said, moving towards Hudson and hugging him.  “I’m just nervous about today.  Our families meeting and spending all day together.  You know?”

Hudson wasn’t convinced.  “It seems like all you think about nowadays is Greg,” he said with bitterness in his voice.

“That’s not true Hudson,” Zoey said, hugging him tighter.

“Did Greg fuck you this morning?” Hudson accused.  “Is that why you’re so late?”

“No, I swear, I came home as soon as I woke up,” Zoey said honestly.  Then she admitted, “I guess we were up kinda late last night though.”

“Fucking, right?” Hudson said, the bitterness still in his voice. Zoey didn’t answer so he knew he was right.

Hudson grabbed her shoulders, pulling her close.  He pressed his face against her neck.  Normally his face would be covered by her long blonde hair, but she had hacked off her beautiful blonde hair yesterday.  For Greg.

He inhaled deeply, smelling her.  Mixed with her feminine scent, there were masculine undertones.  Greg.  And she smelled like sex.  She smelled like dried sperm.

“Did Greg cum on you?” he hissed.

“One time,” she told him.

“I thought you like him cumming inside you,” Hudson accused bitterly.  “I thought that was the point of going on birth control.  So you could fuck him without a condom.  And feel him cum inside you.”

Zoey wasn’t going to take this.  She didn’t like Hudson putting this all on her. What they were doing was as much on Hudson as her.  He started it.  At every step he pushed her to go farther. She wasn’t going to be the one at fault here.  Not her alone at least.  It was both their fault.  Besides, she was coming to understand that Hudson’s angst, his anxieties, when he acted out with her ... those things were part of the turn on for him.  

It was kinda like Hudson got off on being the victim.  Maybe, part of the cuckold fantasy was masochism    So, it was easier for Zoey to say what she said next.

Zoey pulled away, not from his grasp, but enough so she could look into his face.  She said, “Yeah, that is why I went on birth control,” she agreed.  “Feeling Greg inside me skin-to-skin is so amazing.  And you’re right, I love feeling him cum inside me.  He always cums so much, feeling it hitting me inside, sometimes it makes me cum again.”

“Oh god ...,” Hudson groaned, pulling her close again.  He inhaled her, smelling the sex, smelling Greg’s cum on her body.  “But he came on you?” he asked again.  “Not inside you?”

“Greg went kinda crazy last night,” Zoey said.  “He pulled out once and said he wanted to cum on my face.  But I think mostly he really wanted to cum in my hair.  Since I cut it for him.  To mark me.”

“Oh fuck Zoey!” Hudson moaned.  He ran his fingers through Zoey’s hair.  He was used to feeling her long lush locks of golden blonde hair.  But those were all gone now. Now he felt only a bob, a stylish pixie cut.  And yes, he did feel it now.  Parts of her hair were matted.  Greg’s dried cum.  That’s why the aroma of sex was so prominent.

“What did Greg say about your new hair?” he excitedly asked.

Zoey didn’t answer at once.  She moved her hand down and placed it on Hudson’s crotch.  He was hard of course.  She rubbed him over his pants, making him moan.  Then she unzipped his pants and took out his cock.  She spit on her hand for lubrication since the Vaseline bottle was in their bedroom, and began stroking him as she said, “He loved it.  He said he couldn’t believe you let me cut it short.  I told him it was my decision.  I told him I did it for him.”

“Oh god, fuck,” Hudson moaned.  Her words were so terrible, they hurt so much, but they felt so good too.

Zoey looked down at Hudson’s cock in her hand as she stroked him.  She seemed to be studying it.  Hudson asked, “Are you comparing me to him?”

“It’s kinda hard not to,” Zoey admitted with a sheepish grin.  “I was just with him.”

Hudson felt his knees go weak.  When she said things like that, “I was just with him,” it made his insides swirl with cuckold angst and lust.

“So, how do I compare?” he choked out.

Zoey looked at Hudson’s hard penis, studying it.  “He’s a lot bigger,” she said.  Then with a giggle, she added “Obviously.”

“Oh god,” Hudson groaned, doubling up at his stomach.  Her words were so delicious!

“Does he fuck you better than me?” he asked.  “Is he a better lover than me?”  He already knew the answers, but he wanted to hear her say it.  The pain felt so good!

Zoey stroked Hudson’s cock harder as she said, “Way better, baby.  Way better.”

“Oh fuck,” Hudson groaned.  He said breathlessly, “Don’t you worry you’ll miss his cock?  Don’t you worry I won’t be enough for you?”

Zoey didn’t answer his question.  Instead, she stroked him faster and said, “You need to cum fast.  Because I need to jump in the shower before everyone gets here.”  

“I thought it was abstinence until the wedding,” Hudson reminded her.

“Do you want me to stop?” Zoey said opening up her fist.  

Hudson immediately said “No!”  

Zoey laughed as she closed her hand around his hard cock and began stroking him again.

“I think you should at least get my hand now, after what Greg got last night,” she teased.  “But this is the last thing you’re getting from me until our honeymoon.”

“Because Greg gets you on our wedding night?” Hudson asked excitedly.  

Zoey nodded and said, “That’s right.  He gets to consummate our marriage.  My body is his – not yours – until our honeymoon.”

Hudson stared at Zoey, his entire body feeling like it was in a tight vise.  The lump in his throat was so big he couldn’t speak.

When Hudson didn’t say anything, Zoey said, “You’re giving your husband rights to Greg, right?  So that’s what it is.  Greg will consummate our marriage, not you.”  She said this with an edge in her voice.

Hudson heard the harsh tone in her voice, and said, “Are you mad?”

“I’m not mad,” Zoey said with a resigned shrug.  “Surprised, I guess.  I’m still surprised by all this.  In a million years I never thought you’d share me with other men.  That it would excite you.  But I really like Greg.  He’s surprised me as much as you.  So no, I’m not mad.  I guess I’m glad all this happened.”

Hudson couldn’t respond.  His head was swirling with emotions, lust and confusion.

After a moment, Zoey said, “You just asked if I’ll missing Greg’s cock?”

Hudson still couldn’t speak, so he nodded.  He was so excited inside, even that was a struggle.  It took all his will power to stop himself from shaking uncontrollably with excitement.

“I was thinking,” Zoey began.  “If you want to keep sharing me after we’re married, well, I’d be okay with that.  As long as I get a say with who I sleep with.  And I’d like it to be Greg.”

Hudson groaned and his knees gave out.  He fell to the sofa, landing so he was sitting on the edge of the sofa.  Zoey got on her knees and continued to stroke his hard cock.

“You’d still work for him?” Hudson croaked out.

“Would that be a problem?” Zoey asked back.  “His business is doing really well so I make a lot of money.  And you said you and Camilla aren’t getting along.  So, we might need the money Greg pays me.”

Hudson was so excited now his body was shaking.  Zoey asked, “Are you okay?”

Hudson ignored her question.  With a low raspy voice, he asked, “Do you plan to keep being with him more than me?” 

Zoey looked thoughtful, considering his question, and said, “I’m with him a lot because I work for him.  And you’re traveling all the time with Camilla.  And anyways, you want me to spend time with Greg.  You’ve told me that a million times.  So I guess the answer is yes.”

This was all too much for Hudson.  He urgently grabbed Zoey and pulled her to him.  He buried his face in her short hair, smelling Greg’s sperm caked in her matted locks.  Then he cried out as he came in Zoey’s hand.

Hudson was breathing hard, his heart pounding as he recovered from his orgasm.  Eventually he released Zoey, and she let go his cock.  It was already soft, just over an inch.  She stared at it, and Hudson knew she was comparing his manhood to Greg’s again.  Now since his lust was sated, that knowledge made him feel sick inside.

“Just let me think about it,” he said through heavy pants.  

Zoey looked into his face for a moment, then nodded.  She kissed his lips, and then went into the bathroom to get ready.
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The rest of the day was all about family.  All the women – Zoey’s mother, sister, grandmother, aunts, and the women on Hudson’s side of the family – they all excitedly gushed about Zoey’s new short pixie haircut. 

It was a full day.  First a tour of their loft apartment.  Then breakfast at a local, famous diner.  Then the Empire State Building and MOMA.  Then lunch.  Then the Statue of Liberty.  Then a long expensive dinner.

Hudson paid for the entire day, for everyone.  And he was paying for the rehearsal dinner and most of the wedding reception, since his and Zoey’s parents didn’t have much money.  Hudson had insisted on paying for everything back when he was still a lock for partnership, and not just any partnership, but a lucrative, high-powered partnership.  But now his career was up in the air, and he was worried about how all of this were draining his savings.  

During dinner, when it seemed like everyone was ordering the most expensive items on the menu, Zoey sensed Hudson’s concerns.  She leaned over and whispered, “I can help pay for this.”

Hudson felt devastated by her words.  Completely emasculated.  During their entire relationship, he had always been the provider.  He had never asked Zoey to pay for anything, and while she offered sometimes (out of politeness), this was the first time ever that she was serious about the offer.  

Hudson forced a confident grin and said, “Why would you ever say that?  I’m good.”  

Zoey smiled back, but Hudson could tell hers was as fake as his.  She knew he was having money problems.  She knew he was no longer a lock for partnership.  Soon, he might be looking for a new job.

The rest of the dinner, Hudson couldn’t help wondering why Zoey still wanted to marry him.  His cock was tiny compared to Greg’s.  He couldn’t fuck her as good as Greg.  And now, his career was cratering while Greg’s was a rocketship.  

On top of that, she might be in love with Greg.  She was at least “in like” with him.  And now, just that morning, she told him she wanted to keep seeing Greg after the wedding.  She wanted to continue her intimate – and romantic – relationship with Greg after the wedding.

Hudson was feeling intensely insecure when dinner finally ended.  All he wanted to do was spend the rest of the night alone with Zoey.  Even if they didn’t have sex, just holding her and sleeping next to her would calm his insecurities.  After all, they were getting married in just 2 days.  Once Zoey was his wife, then she would definitely be his, and he could figure out the “Greg thing” later.

But Zoey held back as the rest of the family began ubering to their respective hotels.  When they were alone, she whispered to Hudson, “I was thinking about seeing Greg tonight.”  After a moment, she added “Is that okay?”

Once again, Hudson felt devastated as, again, she was picking Greg over him.  “You just saw him last night!” he hissed in a low voice.

“I know, but ...” Zoey said.  “I don’t know if I told you, but Greg’s in a club wrestling league.  And he has a match tonight.  I just want to see him wrestle.”

“You can see him wrestle some other time!” Hudson said with exasperation.

“Yeah but,” she began, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear.  “I know this is going to sound weird, but I kinda want to see him wrestle before the wedding.  You know.  While I’m a single girl.”

Hudson felt his heart breaking.  Again.  He said, “You’re not a single girl.  You’re engaged.  To me.  To me – not Greg.”

Zoey frowned as she said, “I know that of course.  But I’ve been seeing Greg for months.  I can’t just turn that off.”

“We’re getting married in 2 days!” Hudson hissed.

“I know that.  Of course I know that,” Zoey said, her voice taking on a more reasonable, conciliatory tone.  “I’ll only be gone an hour or two.  I don’t know how the matches go so I don’t know exactly when he wrestles.  But definitely before midnight.”

“You won’t go to his apartment?”

“No.  I just want to see him wrestle,” Zoey promised.

“You won’t fuck him?”

“I won’t” Zoey promised again.

Hudson finally agreed.  His emotions where all over the place.  But like always, the cuckold angst made his cock so hard it hurt in his pants, and his head spun with cuckold lust.
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As Zoey left for the local high school gymnasium where the wrestling meet was being held, Hudson swiped on his iPhone for an uber to go home, but stopped.  He needed a drink.  He went back to the bar and sipped a Highland Park scotch, trying to get his emotions under control.  Trying to sort things out.

He couldn’t figure out Zoey.  In the beginning, she was reluctant to start this “game” with Greg.  He pushed her, he knew that.  But now, it seemed like she was doing the pushing.  She didn’t want to end things with Greg.  She wanted to keep seeing him even after they were married.  The question was, how did she want to keep seeing him?  Like now, as a steady boyfriend?  Or maybe an every now and then lover, like a friend with occasional benefits?

Over the last few months, since starting this lifestyle, Hudson had tried to figure himself out, tried to feel out the boundaries of his cuckold fetish.  After reading a lot of stories and blogs on the internet, he decided he wanted Zoey to have boyfriends, not just lovers and certainly not one-night stands.  A big part of his cuckold fantasy – maybe the biggest part – was the emotional element.  He wanted Zoey to really like her boyfriend, to be “in like” with him.

But Hudson didn’t want Zoey to completely fall in love with her boyfriend.  He didn’t want a poly relationship.  Ideally, Zoey would have a series of boyfriends, with Greg just being the first one.

Hudson thought as he took another sip of the Highland Park, “Isn’t this exactly what I want?”  

“I should be happy Zoey wants to keep seeing Greg after the wedding, right?  And I should want Zoey to want to continue to be Greg’s girlfriend, as well as being my wife, right?”

But they were about to get married, for god’s sake.  And yet, this entire week, most of Zoey’s attention had been on Greg, not him.  In fact, other than the family activities, ALL of Zoey’s attention had been on Greg.  

And sexually, yeah Hudson got it, right now she was in lust with Greg.  But it wasn’t that long ago that she desired him. It wasn’t that long ago that Zoey was satisfied with just him.  So, now, couldn’t she give at least something to Hudson?  Like her mouth, or pussy.  Or maybe just a sweaty, naked, groping make out session.  But no, for months, all she’d given him was her hand.  She barely even kissed him anymore (at least passionately), and he rarely saw her nude except when he watched Greg fucking her.

Hudson was jealous, insecure, confused, and had major cuckold angst.  Yet his concerns were alleviated because the wedding was just 2 days away, and not even once had Zoey expressed any reservations about their upcoming marriage.  And, despite all these negative emotions and angst, despite feeling like a third wheel, despite being denied sex with his fiancée, it was all so thrilling and exhilarating!  He was constantly aroused and hard.  More than that, he’d never felt more alive in his life.

Hudson made a snap decision.  He threw 2 twenties on the bar and then rushed out.  He headed for the high school gymnasium where Greg’s match was being held.
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HUDSON SAW ZOEY IMMEDIATELY in the bleachers.  It was easy since, as usual, she was the prettiest girl there.  He looked around and saw Greg with his club team on the other side of the gym.  The place was packed so it was easy to go unseen in the crowd.  Without fear of being seen by either of them, he focused his eyes again on Zoey.

Hudson saw Zoey talking to some girls her age, and maybe a little older.  Wives and girlfriends of Greg’s teammates?  Probably.

He focused again on her.  He saw that she had put on the sapphire necklace around her neck, the one Greg had given her.  As always, seeing her wearing the necklace felt like a punch to his gut, but she typically did wear the necklace when she was with Greg, so he was used to it by now.

Then Hudson noticed that Zoey had her right hand over her left hand, as she chatted with the women.  He frowned at the sight.  Was she hiding her engagement ring from these women?

Hudson’s suspicions were confirmed a moment later.  The women were distracted by a pin in one of the matches.  In that moment, Zoey stealthily slid her engagement ring off and stuffed it in her little round purse.  

Hudson’s knees grew weak.  He felt his emotions falling off a cliff, into an abyss.  But then he remembered ... the weekend Zoey went with Greg to the wedding, she hadn’t worn her engagement ring.  It was just easier to not get all the awkward questions from the people Greg knew.  That memory calmed Hudson a bit.  Still, both his heart and his dick ached.  

Greg wrestled 3 times.  The first 2 times he won (once with a convincing pin), climbing the ladder.  Finally, in the semis, he lost by just 2 points.

Greg immediately climbed the bleachers towards Zoey.  They kissed, and it was a kiss of lovers, not platonic friends.  It was a kiss with tongue.  

Hudson was amazed at how Zoey had changed.  Before, she’d been worried about being seen by people they knew when she was out with Greg.  Now, she openly kissed him in public.  Hudson reasoned, as Zoey probably had, that there was little chance of anyone they knew seeing her, because who even knew that adult club wrestling even existed?  Certainly, no one they knew was into wrestling (other than Greg). But still, the change in Zoey was amazing.  It both thrilled Hudson, and worried him.  

Greg and Zoey chatted with the women for a few moments, then made their way down the bleachers and out of the gym.  Hudson waited a few moments then followed.

Hudson found them in a classroom that was in a causeway between the gym and main school.  He was able to watch and hear everything from a darkened hallway.  

They were making out.  Greg’s hands were on her ass, kneading her tight shapely cheeks.  He’d pushed up her skirt, exposing her ass, her thong, her stocking tops.  As they sucked face, Greg worked his fingers into the thin delicate fabric of the thong.  He glided his fingers between her shapely buns, caressing around and over her sensitive anus.

“Oh god,” Zoey grunted as Greg’s finger flicked over her super sensitive asshole.  With his other hand, Greg attacked her front the front, pushing his hand into the front of her thong panties and then pressing a finger into her pussy.  He began finger fucking her, and Hudson could tell Zoey was already super horny for Greg by the slippery sounds of her wetness as Greg moved his finger in and out of her.

Abruptly, Zoey pulled away from Greg’s hands.  “We can’t do this here,” she breathed, panting.

“Let’s go to my apartment,” Greg urged.

“No, Greg ...,” Zoey said, still breathless from their kissing and fondling.  She still had her cum face on as she pulled down her skirt.  “I promised Hudson.  I have to go home.”

“Okay, then I’ll fuck you here,” Greg said.  He sounded angry and demanding.

“Greg, no,” Zoey said in an apologetic voice.  “I promised Hudson.”

“You promised him what?” Greg demanded, clearly angry now.  “You promised we wouldn’t fuck?”

Zoey nodded, looking meek and apologetic at Greg.

“So, that cuck can’t give you what you need!” Greg angrily said.  “Not only he can’t give it to you, he doesn’t even try!  And now he doesn’t want you to get it from me?!”

“Greg, please,” Zoey pleaded in a conciliatory voice, putting a calming hand on his chest.  “I mean, think about it.  In 2 days, I’m getting married.”

“And then you’re really going to break up with me?” Greg scoffed bitterly, incredulity in his voice.

“I’ve told you I don’t want to do that,” Zoey assured him.  “I’ve told Hudson I don’t want to do that.”

“You have?” Greg said hopefully, his face brightening.  “What did he say?”

Zoey shook her head, indicating it was too early to really talk about this.  She said, “He’s really into this fantasy.  Me with other men.  Sidney’s actually trying to hook me up with her boyfriend.  Damien.”

Greg’s eyes narrowed.  “You mean that black guy?” he said, anger creeping into his voice again.  “Are you into black guys?”

“No, not really,” Zoey said with a shrug.  “Sidney said she mentioned it to Hudson.  Her idea was you and Damien doing me on my wedding night.”  With a laugh she added, “You know how demented Sidney is.”

“No, I do not want that!” Greg growled, his anger back.  “I don’t want you with any other man!”  

Zoey, always the peace maker, put a calming hand on Greg’s chest again.  “Greg, baby, don’t worry,” she soothed.  “I’m not going to do anything with Damien.  I told Hudson already, if it’s anyone, I want it to be you.”

Then Zoey got onto her knees.  She rubbed his hard-on as she said, “I promised Hudson we wouldn’t fuck.  But I’d never leave you hanging like this.”  

She pulled down Greg’s wrestling singlet and pulled out his cock.  She had to struggle with it since he was already hard, but soon she was holding his long thick shaft in her hands.  She parted her lips and took him into her mouth.  Because her hair was short now, she didn’t even have to pull her hair back as she blew him.
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Hudson watched as Zoey went down on Greg.  She was on her knees, her hands around Greg’s thick shaft, moving back and forth, her pretty head bobbing in sync with her hands.

Hudson felt weak.  He felt furious at Greg.  Furious at Zoey.  Betrayed by Zoey.  

He knew he should stomp in there and kick Greg’s ass.  That’s what he would have done in the past.  That’s what a real man would do.

So, then, why was he standing still, like a frozen statue, as his fiancée sucked the dick of another man?  Was Hudson still the man he used to think he was?

Hudson’s eyes focused on Zoey’s ass.  The way she was on her knees, with the pointy toes of her high heels dug into the floor and the stilettos pointed at him, her skirt was alluringly tight around her hips and ass.  And also, her skirt had risen high up her thighs, so the lacy tops of her thigh high stockings were partially revealed.  The sight of it all, especially with Greg’s cock in her mouth, her head bobbing back and forth—Zoey looked so fucking sexy it took Hudson’s breath away.

He was so proud of her.

He was so happy they were getting married.

He wanted her to be doing this right now with Greg.

But their conversation from a moment ago ... it was clear Zoey was talking to Greg behind his back.  Hudson felt jealous, hurt, betrayed.  But then thinking more, he realized that of course Zoey and Greg talked.  They were in a relationship.  A romantic sexual relationship.  They spent a lot of time together.  Of course they talked when he wasn’t around.  And it was predictable and reasonable that they would talk about when their relationship would end – or wouldn’t end.

Hudson knew he was making excuses for Zoey.  She shouldn’t have talked to Greg about continuing their relationship after the wedding until she’d talked to him.  Until they both agreed to it.  

But he was learning more and more that he couldn’t control things.  He couldn’t dictate to Zoey, or Greg.  He’d noticed both of them deferring to him less and less.  Zoey didn’t ask his permission most of the time.  She just did what she wanted to do.  And Greg was no longer the timid shy loser he used to be.  Now it was Greg who was confident, Greg who was aggressive, Greg who called him a cuckold and derided his sexual abilities.

All this cut at Hudson’s heart, his pride, his manhood.  But yet, his cock was so hard it hurt!

Hudson’s attention was brought back to the couple in front of him, by the sound of Zoey gagging on Greg’s cock.  His fingers were laced in her hair, controlling her movements, pulling her closer on each thrust to force more of his cock down her throat.  

“You love this cock, don’t you, you love it, don’t you?” Greg hissed as he fucked her face.  Zoey’s answer was a gurgle as she struggled to take him in her mouth and down her throat.  Her lips and chin were wet with Greg’s pre-cum and her own spit, and it dribbled down her neck so now her blouse was wet and soiled.

But Greg wasn’t satisfied with just soiling her blouse.  He abruptly reached down and grabbed it, then violently tore it open, the buttons flying everywhere, her lacy bra now revealed.  Hudson heard Zoey moan at what Greg did.  “She likes it,” he silently realized.  “She likes when he’s rough with her.”

“You’re gonna miss my cock, aren’t you Zoey?” Greg taunted as he continued to fuck her pretty face.  “You’re gonna hate it when all you’ve got is Hudson’s little dick, right, right?”

Zoey gurgled again.  Hudson hated Greg for what he said, but he hated more that he couldn’t hear Zoey’s answer.

Then Greg was groaning as he came.  Hudson watched Zoey’s cheeks balloon out as they filled with Greg’s cum, and then her throat muscles worked overtime as she swallowed his jizz.  He came too much for her to swallow it all, so some of it trailed down her chin and neck, her chest, and then between her cleavage in her lacy bra.

Greg was panting as Zoey eventually let his cock slip from her mouth.  Hudson saw that even though his cock was now soft, his dick was still bigger than his when he was fully hard.

Zoey looked up and smiled at Greg with awe and delight.  “God Greg, you are a bad boy.  And you cum so freaking much.”  She laughed and wiped her face on his wrestling singlet that was now around his knees.

Greg grinned.  He was still panting though, leaning against the wall.  “I wanna fuck you tomorrow,” he told her as he pulled up the singlet.  

Zoey looked at him doubtfully as she stood up.  “How’s that gonna happen?” she asked skeptically.  “I’m busy all day.  And then there’s the wedding rehearsal, and then the rehearsal dinner.”

“I know you want to,” Greg said confidently.  “You can’t get enough of my cock.”

“Oh my god you are such a jerk,” Zoey said, but she laughed, making it clear she didn’t really think he was a jerk.

Shaking her head, she tried pulling the blouse together.  The blouse was ruined though, most of the buttons ripped off.  “How am I gonna get home?” she asked with a helpless smile.

Greg ignored her question.  “So, you’re not saying no?” he said with that confident grin again.  “We’re going to fuck tomorrow.  Because you need my cock.”

“Greg, are you listening to me?” Zoey said.  “My freaking wedding rehearsal is tomorrow!”

“I know it is,” Greg said, giving her a mischievous grin.  “I’m gonna fuck you before the rehearsal.  So, when you walk up the aisle, your pussy is full of my cum.”

Zoey stared at Greg, her lips parting in shock.  Then, they both started laughing.
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CHAPTER 12
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Hudson was waiting in the loft apartment when Zoey got home. He was seething.

He got even more angry when he saw she was wearing Greg’s t-shirt.  “I told you never to wear his shirt!” he growled at her.

Zoey gawked at Hudson.  After all she’d let Greg do to her, this was what he was worried about?  But she quickly recovered, knowing she wasn’t exactly on higher moral ground here.  

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she said apologetically.  She pulled off Greg’s t-shirt, leaving her in just her bra.  “Greg accidentally ripped my blouse,” she said, pulling the ruined blouse out of her bag to show Hudson.

“Don’t fucking lie to me!” Hudson yelled.  “I was there!  I saw him rip it off you!”

“You were there?” Zoey asked, shocked.

“Sorry, I guess I shouldn’t have spied on you,” Hudson said sarcastically.  “I shouldn’t have seen my fiancée on her knees blowing another guy TWO FUCKING DAYS BEFORE OUR WEDDING!”

Zoey winced at Hudson yelling at her.  She hated when anyone was angry with her, especially Hudson.

She counted to 10 to let him calm down.  Then in a reasonable voice, she said, “You knew I was seeing him tonight.”

“You said you were just going to watch him wrestle!” Hudson said, still yelling.  “You said you weren’t going to fuck him!”

“I didn’t fuck him!” Zoey said.  Now she was yelling too. She knew she was getting defensive, but she couldn’t help it. “Hudson – what the heck?  I’ve been having sex with Greg for months now.  Now you’re upset I went down on him?”

“It’s more than that!” Hudson answered.  “I heard you!  You talked to Greg about seeing him after the wedding, before we decided about it!  You talked to Greg about fucking you tomorrow, before our rehearsal!  You betrayed me Zoey!”

Zoey’s lips parted as she realized why Hudson was so angry.  It wasn’t the blowjob.  It was her conversation with Greg.  Hudson felt betrayed.

She pulled him to the sofa.  He resisted at first, but then he gave in.  She made him sit down.  Then she crawled on top of him, straddling his thighs.  “I didn’t betray you,” she began in a soft soothing voice.  “First of all, Greg brought up the idea of fucking me before the wedding rehearsal.  It was his idea, not mine.  If you were there like you said, then you know I’m telling the truth.  And you know I didn’t say yes.  I would never agree to something like that without talking to you.”

“You laughed!  You both laughed!” Hudson said, pain in his voice. “You were disrespecting me!  How do you think that makes me feel?”

Zoey didn’t deny laughing.  She said, “Yes, I laughed, because it caught me off guard, and it was such a crazy idea, and I felt awkward and you know how I laugh sometimes when I feel awkward.  But I understand that it made you feel bad.  I’m really sorry about that, baby.  But I wasn’t disrespecting you.  I just laughed because it was just such a freaking crazy idea.”

“Don’t call me baby!” Hudson growled.  “Don’t call me baby if you’re gonna call him baby!”

Zoey’s lips parted, as if trying to remember if she called Greg that.  She finally said, “Hudson ... did I call him that?  I swear to god, I don’t remember.  And if I did, I’m so sorry.  Of course, I shouldn’t call Greg baby.  You’re my baby, not him.”

Hudson was still frowning.  “But you did talk to him first about seeing him after the wedding,” he accused.  He was still angry, but at least he wasn’t yelling now.

“I didn’t talk to him first,” Zoey said.  “We talked about it.  I told you if you want me to keep seeing other men, then I want it to be Greg.  And you seemed to like the idea.”

“I told you I would think about it!” Hudson said, his anger returning.  “We never decided!  You talked to him about it before we decided!”

“Okay, yes, I did,” Zoey admitted.  “But I couldn’t help it.  You know I’m having a hard time ending with Greg.  And Greg is too.  And you want me to keep seeing other men after we’re married.  So, I don’t know ... it just kind of felt natural to mention it to Greg.

Hudson frowned but at least he wasn’t yelling.  He said, “Even if I do want to keep sharing you with other men – and I haven’t completely decided – I don’t want you to see one man permanently.  I’m your only permanent man.  That’s what I don’t like about Greg.  He’s becoming too permanent.”

Zoey was silent for a few moments, processing what Hudson just said.  Then with a reasonable, thoughtful tone, she said “Okay, I understand the idea about not being with a man for too long.  But, when you think about it, how long is too long?”

Hudson frowned because Zoey was negotiating instead of just giving in and dumping Greg.  Feeling annoyed, he blurted out, “Definitely less than a year.”

Zoey shrugged like this was not a problem.  “Oh, well then, I’ve been with Greg way less than a year,” she said with that same reasonable tone.  She thought about the calendar and said, “I think it’s only been about 4 months.”

“But you see him too much,” Hudson said, feeling more and more agitated.  “You’re with him more than me.  And you’re obsessed with him.  This week’s our wedding week.  But for you it’s all about him.”

“Hudson, it’s your idea about our wedding night,” Zoey reminded him.  “And yes, it’s our wedding week, but it’s also the end of my relationship with Greg, so don’t you see I’m kinda being pulled in 2 directions?”

“So, if I called off the wedding night with Greg, you’d be okay with it?” Hudson said challengingly.

Zoey frowned.  She shook her head and said, “No, I wouldn’t be okay with it.  I thought it was crazy at first, but now I’m kinda psyched for it.  I mean, it’s naughty and wrong, and that’s what makes it exciting.  I think that’s what makes it exciting for you, too.”  She paused a moment, to let that sink in.  Then she said, “And I guess I should say, Greg’s idea about tomorrow kinda turns me on too.”

Hudson’s body shuddered.  What she said was horrible and hurtful, yet so thrilling and delicious too.  

Zoey saw Hudson was aroused by what she said.  She took the opportunity to take off her bra and then wiggle out of her tight skirt.  Now she was naked except for her panties, thigh high stockings and high heels.  She also took off Hudson’s clothes.  

She looked down at his cock.  He was hard.  

“Comparing me to Greg again?” he asked bitterly.  “That asshole asked if you’re gonna hate it when all you’ve got is my little dick.  Your mouth was full of his cock when he asked so I didn’t hear your answer.  So, what’s your answer?”

Zoey gave him a tight smile.  “You know, you act so hurt all the time.  I think I’m gonna call it your pouty face, like you call it my cum face,” she joked, smiling into his eyes so he knew it was a joke.  Then she teased, “But you’re always hard whenever you’ve got your pouty face on.  Why is that?”

“Answer my question!” Hudson demanded.  Her teasing and calling it his, “pouty face” were making him even more annoyed.

Zoey reached into the side table for a plastic bottle of Vaseline.  “I’ll answer your question,” she said handling him the jar.  “But I wanna watch you grease up your little dick and beat off while we talk.”

“I thought you weren’t gonna give me anything until our honeymoon,” Hudson reminded her.  He added sarcastically, “You’re even letting me see you naked.  How kind of you.”

“I’m not giving you anything,” Zoey said.  She scooted her butt to the end of the sofa, so now she was sitting sideways on the sofa with her high heeled feet next to Hudson’s thigh.  “You’re going to play with yourself.  That’s you giving it to yourself.”

She pulled her panties down her long legs.  “I’m going to play with myself too while we talk,” she said, as she moved her left hand to her breast and began caressing herself.  Then she moved her right hand to her pussy and began to slowly circle her clit with a fingertip.  “I didn’t take my clothes off for you.  I did for me, so I can touch myself.  Come on Hudson.  Grease up your cock and jerk off.  I wanna watch you.  It turns me on.  I got hot going down at Greg.  And you wouldn’t let me fuck him.  So I’m going crazy.  Let me what you jerk off your little dick, so I can cum.  I really need to cum.”

“God Zoey, you say the meanest things,” Hudson said, but his words came out like a moan.

Zoey heard the lust in her fiancée’s voice and smiled.  She teasingly pressed the stiletto of her high heel into his thigh.  “Come on, grease up your cock and stroke yourself,” she urged him.  “I wanna see it.”

Hudson scooped Vaseline from the jar onto his right palm.  Then he closed his fist around his cock, stroking up and down, lubricating himself.  Then, he opened his fist, and circled his shaft with just his thumb and index finger, and began to slowly stroke himself.  This is how he always masturbated, with just his thumb and index finger. With his short, thin shaft, this is all he needed, and it felt the best this way.  

Zoey watched Hudson as he stroked himself.  It didn’t escape her notice that he used only his thumb and index finger to masturbate.  Later, she would Google it.  Hudson’s way of masturbating was called “circle jerking.”  One internet site said circle jerking was favored by men with short, thin penises. 

Zoey couldn’t help comparing Hudson to Greg.  She’d watched Greg masturbate before, and he had to use his entire fist, and sometimes he used both hands at times.  No way could he jerk off with just his thumb and index finger.  They weren’t enough to hold his big, heavy manhood. All this sent a shiver through her.

Her eyes still on Hudson’s cock, she said, “Your cuckold fantasy, it’s gotten into my head.  It gets me hot.  When I’m with Greg – like, when he’s fucking me – sometimes I think about you all alone with your pouty face on, and all you’ve got is your hand, you’re jerking yourself off like now, while Greg has my mouth, my pussy, he’s fucking me.  And that gets me hot.  Sometimes thinking that makes me cum.”

“I can’t explain why I’m like this now,” Zoey continued.  “Maybe because I’ve been a good girl all my life, and all of this is so naughty, and demented, and wicked.  I guess maybe I’m more like Sidney than I thought.  It’s sexy to be slutty.  To be a naughty, bad girl.”

With a giggle, she added, “It helps that Greg fucks me so good.  I mean, it’s like, before Greg, I didn’t even know what sex was.  He’s really opened my eyes to what pleasure really is.”

“Oh god, Zoey ....,” Hudson moaned.  Her words were so terrible.  They tore at his gut, his heart.

Zoey pressed the stiletto into his thigh again.  She asked, “Do you like hearing this?  Or do you want me to stop?”

“Don’t stop,” he immediately hissed, stroking himself faster.  “Keep going.”  

She gave him a loving, understanding smile.  “You’re a big part of this.  You might think I’m all about Greg, but that’s not true.  I don’t think I could be a real slut like Sidney.  I mean, she’s a slut but she doesn’t have a man to ground her.  But I have you.  You want me to do it.  So, it’s okay.  Do you kinda get that?”

Hudson nodded.

“And it’s more than that,” Zoey said.  “You know, before we started this, sometimes you were kinda distant with me.  I knew you loved me, but sometimes I had to practically beg you for attention.  Ever since I started having sex with Greg – especially since I started being romantic with him – now you give me all your attention.  And that makes me happy.  Does that make you feel better?  That I really want your attention?”

Hudson nodded again.

“So, this is what I want,” Zoey said in a soothing, loving voice.  “Tomorrow, I want Greg to fuck me, and then we’ll do our vows together, at the rehearsal, and you’ll know I was just with him, and I have his cum inside me.  And then the next day, after our wedding, I’ll be Greg’s not yours, he can do whatever he wants with me, and you’ll let him.  You’ll give him your husband rights, and you’ll watch as he fucks me all night, and makes me cum over and over.  You’ll let Greg consummate our marriage, not you.  That’s what I want.  Okay?”

“Okay,” Hudson said weakly, the 2 syllables barely audible because his throat was so dry from lust.  He was stroking himself even harder now, and Zoey was too.  This conversation was turning them both on, and they were both close to cumming.

As she frantically fingered herself, she looked into Hudson’s eyes and said, “And then, after we get back from our honeymoon, I’ll be your hot wife, and you’ll be my cuckold husband.  Greg will still be my boyfriend.  It won’t be like now, between you and me, we’ll have sex again, real sex, but I’ll be fucking Greg, too.”

“So, it’ll be like now, I won’t be part of your sex life?” he asked bitterly.

“I just said we’ll have real sex.”

“But it’ll be just pity fucks, right?” Hudson asked with that same bitterness.

Zoey smiled and asked, “It gets you hot to call it that?”

Hudson glared at her.  “When you’re horny, you’ll go to Greg to get off, not me.  You’ll go to him when you need sex.  You’ll fuck me only because I’ll be your husband and you have to.  So yeah, I call that pity fucks.”

“Isn’t that how your cuckold fantasy works though?” Zoey asked.  “The wife is supposed to want her lover more than her husband.  Yes, I want Greg more than you, he fucks me better than you, but you already know that, and that’s what you want anyways.  All I’m saying is, if you want me to keep seeing other men, it might as well be Greg.”

Hudson didn’t respond.  His head was spinning, his heart beating wildly.  

His eyes drifted to her legs.  Her long, slim, gorgeous legs.  She was in thigh high stockings, and her feet were still in her So Kate high heels.  

Hudson’s eyes were drawn to her knees.  Her stockings were scuffed there, with runs.

Zoey followed Hudson’s eyes and saw the runs.  She said, “I guess that must’ve happened when I was on my knees ... it was a concrete floor, and Greg was rough.”

Hudson ran his fingertips over Zoey’s laddered stockings.  His insides boiled as he remembered how Greg held the sides of her head and fucked her face.  Her sweet, beautiful face.  Greg used her mouth, and Zoey had let him.  More than that.  She wanted Greg to use her.  She wanted Greg to continue to use her.  

And for him, what?  He would get pity fucks.  Greg would get everything he should get as her husband.  Greg had replaced him.  Loser Greg had replaced him.  Hudson had to admit it.  He was the loser now.  
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CHAPTER 13
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The next day, everyone was gathering at the church for the wedding rehearsal.  Hudson was in the pews, chatting with family.  Zoey wasn’t in the church, at least the part of the church he could see.  She’d disappeared with Sidney a few moments ago.  Greg wasn’t there.  He hadn’t been invited.

Hudson was on edge.  He didn’t know if Zoey was really going to go through with this.  And if she was, he didn’t know the plan.  He was worried.  While Greg wasn’t invited, their entire family was, and many of their close friends.  It was like most of the invitees from the wedding were also invited to this rehearsal ceremony.  The church was quickly getting packed.  How could Zoey possible do this without people suspecting something?

Suddenly Sidney was next to him in the pew.  Seeing that the maid-of-honor wanted to talk to the groom, the family around him politely left to give them privacy.  Hudson and Sidney went into one of the side rooms to talk.

“Did you put Zoey up to this?” Hudson demanded. 

“You mean what’s about to happen?” Sidney whispered back with an evil grin.  “Or continuing to see Greg?”

“You did put Zoey up to it.”

“Okay, I admit, we talked about it, but do you really think Zoey’s being forced into this?  She wants you, and she wants Greg.”  Then she added with another evil grin, “And yeah, today WAS my idea.  You didn’t convince her to let Damien fuck her tomorrow, so that’s my little fuck you to you.  You can think of it as my wedding gift.”

“Fuck you Sidney,” Hudson scowled.  

Sidney laughed.  “It’s not like it was very hard to convince Zoey.  Your sweet bride’s really discovering her inner slut.  And it doesn’t hurt that Greg rocks her world.”

Hudson’s scowl grew even darker, making Sidney laugh again.  With mischief in her voice, she said, “Sorry Hudson.  But Zoey’s moved from sliders to Whoppers.  You and I both know she’s never going back to just your little slider.” 

Hudson’s face flushed red.  He looked down.  Despite Sidney’s taunting – or maybe because of it – his heart was beating wildly, and his cock was hard in his pants.  Still, he was jealous and hurt, and wasn’t sure where he stood with Zoey.  He lamented, “I don’t even know why she still wants to marry me.”

“Because you’re gorgeous and you look really sexy naked,” Sidney said.  “You went to all the best schools.  Every girl in this church thinks you’re an amazing catch.  And believe it or not, she does love you.”

“Then, why does she want to keep seeing Greg?”

“Because he’s opened her eyes to what sex really is, and she doesn’t want to give that up,” Sidney said.  “Like I said, Whoppers versus sliders.”

Hudson glared at her.  He deadpanned, “Is this you trying to make me feel better?”

Sidney laughed again.  “Look, don’t feel bad,” she said.  “True, you don’t curl her toes.  But neither did any of her old boyfriends.  It’s just the way it is.  Zoey and Greg are sexually compatible.”

“Why are you even here talking to me?” Hudson scoffed.

Sidney said, “I’m here to tell you the plan.  In a minute, I’m going back to Zoey.  You’re going to mingle and tell everyone that me and Zoey are working on some last-minute bridesmaid issues.  That’s all you have to say.  People will understand because there are always issues with the bridesmaids.  That’ll buy us some time.  We won’t need much.  Greg’s already with Zoey.  They were making out when I left them, so he’s probably already inside your pretty bride.”

Hudson swallowed hard.  Fuck.  This was really happening.  “Then what?” he asked with a shaky voice.

“Then your sweet bride walks up the aisle with her pussy messy with Greg’s sperm,” Sidney answered with an evil grin.  “She’ll meet you at the altar, and you’ll do your thing with the minister.  Try not to look like the world is ending.  You don’t want your family to think anything’s wrong between you two.”

Sidney added, “And don’t worry.  I’ll help her with her make up, so she won’t look just fucked.”

“God Sidney,” Hudson moaned.  His moan was of both lust and misery.  

Sidney moved to leave.  At the same time, she cupped his erection that was clearly tenting his pants.  “You might want to take care of this,” she said giving his hard-on a squeeze.  “You don’t want everyone to see how little a stiffy you have.”

Hudson cheeks burned red with shame.  Sidney laughed as she left to rejoin Zoey and Greg.

Hudson stood motionless for long moments, breathing hard, his heart pounding.  Then he moved to the adjoining bathroom to jerk off into the toilet.
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“WE HAVE TO DO THIS fast,” Zoey said, panting between kisses.

“I know,” Greg said, his hands roaming over Zoey’s body as he tongue kissed her.  Her dress was unzipped.  Zoey had picked the dress with Hudson months ago, before she started seeing Greg.  It was a special dress, since it was for their wedding rehearsal.

Now though, Greg was going to fuck Zoey in the dress, not her fiancée.

The top of the dress was down, bundled around her waist.  Also, her bra lay on the floor.  Greg was cupping and caressing her small perky A cup breasts as he kissed her.

“Greg don’t get anything on my dress,” she warned, again between kisses.

“I won’t,” he promised as his lips moved down her neck.  He nibbled and sucked her neck.  

Zoey moaned, she loved when he kissed her there.  But it alarmed her too.  “Greg baby, don’t leave any marks,” she warned.

Greg pulled back.  Frowning, he said, “Do you really want to do this?  You keep telling me what I can’t do.”

Then before she could answer, Greg reached under her dress and ripped off her panties.  He took the panties and stuffed them into her mouth.  “Just shut up while I fuck you, okay?” he growled.

Then he reached down and released his cock from his pants.  He lifted Zoey so the edge of her shapely ass was on the dressing table.  Then he rammed his cock into her.  

Zoey grunted into the panties.  She’d been fucking Greg for months now, she was used to him now, but still, he was really thick so he always stretched her.  She’d come to love that feeling of being stretched, of feeling completely full.

Greg fucked her hard and fast.  Zoey held onto his arms for dear life.  She moaned into the panties as he made her cum.  As she came, the intense pleasure made her curl her painted toes in her Jimmy Choo high heels.  She called out his name, “Greg!  Greg!” as orgasmic pleasure flooded her tight sexy body.  It was good her cries were muffled by the panties in her mouth, or ease her voice might have carried into the church.

Greg pulled the panties from Zoey’s mouth.  Then his lips were on hers.  Zoey kissed him back, parting her lips.  Greg pushed in his tongue, and their tongues danced as he continued to fuck her.  A few moments later, Greg pushed in deep, gripping her hips to stay that way, and then ejaculated his sperm deep into her womb.

Greg and Zoey stayed that way for long moments, holding each other, Zoey’s arms and legs around Greg’s body as she perched on the edge of the table.  Then their heads shot to the side as they heard clapping.

It was Sidney with a big smile on her face.  “Nice porno show,” she said with a mischievous grin, still clapping with her hands.  “But let’s wrap it up, okay kids?  There are like 200 guests out there waiting for you to practice getting married to Hudson.  And Hudson’s shitting himself, so let’s have some mercy on him.” 

Zoey and Greg both nodded at her.  They were both still panting, although Greg began to pull out.  Sidney watched.  It was the first time she’d actually seen Greg’s cock.  She was impressed.  This skinny white boy actually had a bigger cock than her black boyfriend Damien.  Seeing the tool – the very impressive tool – between his legs, she wouldn’t mind having a go with Greg herself.  But she knew she’d never do that.  This triangle between Zoey, Greg and Hudson was too much fun.  She wouldn’t do anything to ruin that.

Greg saw Sidney looking.  After he was completely out, he stood there for a long moment, so she could have a good look at his manhood.  He flashed her a confident grin, like he was saying “I bet you’d love it if I fucked you.”

Sidney was surprised.  She thought of Greg as timid and shy.  He’d changed a lot.  He was a lot more confident, and sure of himself now.  She thought to herself, “That’s what fucking a gorgeous girl like Zoey does for a boy.  It turns that boy into a man.  A cocky, aggressive man.”

In this love/lust triangle, Greg was what Hudson used to be – alpha.  Now Greg was alpha, and Hudson was beta.  Sidney couldn’t help grinning inside as she thought had far Hudson had fallen.  It got her hot.  She wished she had helped Hudson with his “little” problem a few minutes ago.  How wicked it would be if his sperm was inside her, just like Greg’s sperm was inside Zoey now, as the couple practiced their wedding vows.

Sidney forced those sexy thoughts from her head.  They didn’t have much time.

She made Greg get dressed fast.  She shooed him from the room (using a side door that led directly outside).  Then she helped Zoey get dressed and with her hair and makeup.

“There’s no way I can wear these,” Zoey said, taking off the 4” Jimmy Choo high heels.  “I still feel wobbly inside.”

“I thought of that,” Sidney said.  From a bag, she pulled out Zoey’s black, pointy toe Mia flats. 

“So, you’re not getting tired of Greg yet?” Sidney asked as Zoey slipped her slim, pretty feet into the flats.

“No way,” Zoey said.  “I mean, every time we do it, he makes me feel like a freaking virgin.”

Sidney laughed.  “I know what you mean.  Damien’s huge.  Although not as big as your climax machine though.”

Zoey laughed back.  She felt a sense of pride that Greg was bigger than Damien.  Then she thought about Hudson, and how he was so much smaller.  The thought sent a sexual charge though her.

“It’s crazy,” Zoey said to her best friend.  “I just thought of Hudson.  I don’t know why, but comparing him to Greg kinda gets me hot.  It used to make me feel guilty, like I was betraying him, and there is still some of that.  But now it’s kinda morphed in my head.  I told Hudson last night that his fantasy has kinda become my fantasy.”

“I think it’s more than that,” Sidney said with a sagely shrug.  “You’ve always been a bottom to men.  Greg’s your top now.  Hudson used to be, but now it’s Greg.”

“What’s Hudson then, to me?” Zoey asked looking curious.

“Hudson’s your bottom,” Sidney told her.  “And you’re getting off being his top.  That’s why it gets you hot comparing him to Greg.”

Zoey’s lips parted with surprise.  “You really think so?” she asked, as this had never occurred to her.

“Hudson wants to be your bottom,” Sidney assured her.  “It’s part of being a cuckold.  He’s Greg’s bottom too.  Although he hates it.  That’s part of what gets him off.”

“I’ve figured that out,” Zoey said as she slowly nodded.  With a grin, she added, “I call it his pouty face.”

Sidney laughed.  “I’ve seen that look,” she said.

Zoey slowly nodded again, although she didn’t say anything as she processed what Sidney said.

After a few moments, she said with a helpless smile, “Am I really going out there without panties?”

“You’re full of another man’s cum,” Sidney said sarcastically.  “You really think commando is a problem?”  Both girls laughed.

Zoey turned to the door and took a deep breath.  “Well, I guess it’s time to do this,” she said.

“I guess it is,” Sidney agreed.  “You don’t want to drive Hudson completely crazy.”  The girls laughed.

As Zoey began walking to the door, Sidney grabbed her friend’s arm.  

Sidney pulled Zoey close, and hissed into her ear, “Make sure you really stick it into Hudson’s heart.  He’ll get his pouty face on, but you know he’ll love it.”
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CHAPTER 14
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Zoey smiled at Hudson as she approached him at the altar.  The minister was standing there, smiling too.  The bridesmaids and groomsmen stood in their customary places.  Sidney, the maid of honor, walked a little ahead of Zoey.  She gave Hudson a knowing grin and teasingly jabbed an elbow into his side as she walked by to join the bridesmaids.  The crowd settled into the pews.  The only person from the bridal party who was missing was Sam, Hudson’s best friend.  They were roommates in college and frat brothers.  Sam was a lawyer and involved in a big case.  He planned to arrive tomorrow morning before the wedding.

Zoey moved to stand next to Hudson at the altar with the minister in front of them.  She gave him a sideways grin, and then Hudson knew she’d really done it.  She’d fucked Greg.  Her pussy was full of his sperm.

Hudson’s head spun.  He barely heard the minister as he described the ceremony that would happen tomorrow.  His knees felt weak, so he lowered his head to try to regain his equilibrium.  It was then that he saw what Zoey was wearing on her feet.  Black flats.  She’d arrived at the church wearing high heels.  Now she was wearing black flats.

Hudson knew immediately the cause.  Greg had fucked her so hard, and she’d cum so hard on his cock, that now she could barely walk.  Her knees were probably as jittery as his.  So, she’d ditched the high heels for flats.  

Hudson wondered if Zoey’s body still tingled.  Did her pussy still throb?  Did she wish she had more time to have another go with Greg?  Did she regret having to stand here with him?  Did she wish she was still with Greg?

Cuckold angst washed over Hudson.  It was like a tidal wave, arching high over his head and then splashing down violently. It hurt so much, it tore at his heart.  But it was so fucking delicious too!  He’d never felt so alive, so aroused!

Hudson was brought back to reality when the minister said “Hudson, are you listening?  This is the part when you kiss the bride.”

Hudson was so deep into cuck space that he wasn’t able to say anything.  He heard Sidney wisecrack, “Maybe Hudson’s traditional.  He doesn’t think he should kiss Zoey until the real wedding.  But that’s only for virgin brides.  And we all know Zoey isn’t a virgin.”

Everyone laughed.  Even Zoey laughed.  Hudson felt like he was the butt of the joke, even though Sidney’s joke was a dig against Zoey, not him.  Because he knew what Sidney would say next if they were alone:  “No, Zoey’s not a virgin.  She’s a nympho, she can’t get enough sex.  Too bad Hudson, she’s a nympho for Greg, not you.”

Hudson’s cheeks flushed with embarrassment.  And then Zoey betrayed him – she humiliated him – when she grinned and said, “I think we should be traditional and not kiss until tomorrow.”

Everyone laughed again.  Hudson felt his cheeks getting even redder.
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“ARE YOU OKAY?” ZOEY whispered.  People were gathering at the restaurant for their rehearsal dinner.  As typical, everyone headed to the bar, so Hudson and Zoey had a few moments of privacy.  “You’ve got a major pouty face on.  Am I right, that when you’re pouty, that means you’re seriously turned on?”

“Yeah, I’m fucking turned on,” Hudson whispered back, telling the truth.  “So, you did it?”

“I did,” Zoey said with a grin.  “We did.  Me and Greg.”

“You’re really okay?” she asked again.  “I know you say that’s what you get out of it.  The heartache.  It hurts but it gets you hot too.  So, you’re okay?”

Hudson was grateful she was so concerned about him.  It eased his feelings of jealousy and being a third wheel.  “I call it angst, but yeah I’m okay,” he said.  He looked down at her feet and said, “Seeing you wearing flats instead of high heels, and knowing why, it kills me, but I love it too.”

Zoey grinned at him and said, “Greg really pounded me.  No way I could walk in those high heels.”

Hudson felt lightheaded again.  “It’s more than that,” he said.  “You dress sexy for him, not me.  You wear high heels for him, and flats for me.  You give him your pussy, not me.  You see what I’m saying?”

Zoey nodded slowly.  Whenever they spoke, she learned more about his cuckold fantasy.  With a crooked grin, she said, “So you must’ve loved I didn’t kiss you at the rehearsal.”

“It was devastating,” Hudson said honestly.  “But so hot.”

“Then you’ll love this,” she said with a wicked grin.  “I’m not wearing panties.  Greg took them.  His cum is leaking from me.  I’ve already had to go to the bathroom twice to wipe my thighs.  And my stocking tops are soaking.”

“Oh god, Zoey,” Hudson moaned.  He pulled her to him.  He needed to hold her.  “Save the stockings for me.”

Zoey giggled.  “Okay,” she agreed. “You can add them to your collection.  Like my original wedding lingerie.”

It was too much.  Hudson had to kiss her.  He wanted to shove his tongue down her throat.  He moved to kiss her but she pulled away.

“No Hudson you can’t kiss me,” she said.

“Are you really serious about not kissing me until tomorrow?” he asked with disbelief.

Zoey said, “Until our honeymoon, Greg will be the only man who kisses me.”  

Hudson groaned.  He felt like he was going to cum in his pants.
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LATER BETWEEN THE ENTRÉE and dessert courses, Hudson and Zoey had another quiet moment.  “You know we’re not sleeping together tonight,” Zoey abruptly announced.

“What?!” Hudson said, his eyes going wide.

“It’s tradition Hudson,” Zoey said.  “On our wedding day, you can’t see me until I walk down the aisle.”

“I fucking hate these traditions,” Hudson fumed.  Zoey laughed.  It delighted her that she was the complete center of his universe.

“I just wanted to tell you,” she whispered with that evil smile again.  She teasingly flicked her fingertip across his chest.  “I’ve invited Greg to spend the night with me.”

It felt like a knife through his heart.  It felt like the walls crashing down on him.  Yes, he was a cuckold, the angst got him hot.  But this was too much.

“Zoey, god ...,” he gasped, the pain in his face and voice.

“You know I belong to Greg until our honeymoon.”

“But you’re marrying me tomorrow,” Hudson reminded her.

“I’m talking about my body,” Zoey said.  “My body is Greg’s.”

Hudson softly moaned.  But even though this conversation was delicious, it still tore at his heart.  “Your heart, though, right?” he said, seeking reassurance.  “Your heart belongs to me.”

“It’s more complicated than that,” Zoey whispered.  “You know I really like Greg.  I love you.  But I really like Greg too.”

“You like him so much you want to keep seeing him even after we’re married,” Hudson spat out, the angst too much now.  

“You would hate it if I said I wanted to go back to plain vanilla sex,” Zoey said.  “Be honest.  You would hate it.”

“But all I’ll get is pity fucks,” Hudson said, continuing their conversation from before.

“You don’t make me cum from intercourse,” Zoey said, saying something they both knew.  She touched her finger to his lips.  “But I still think your tongue is amazing.”  

Hudson’s insides were churning.  He wasn’t able to respond. 

When he didn’t say anything, Zoey said “So anyways ... I want you to know, I’m going to wear my new wedding lingerie for Greg tonight.”

“You’re going to let him fuck you in your new wedding lingerie?” Hudson chocked out.

Zoey nodded, smiling wickedly again.  “I’m sure he’ll cum on my bustier.  And make my stockings run.  I’ll wear them under my wedding dress tomorrow.  I promise.”

“You make it sound like I want this!” Hudson spat out.

“Hudson baby, I’m getting to understand you and your fantasies,” Zoey said looking into his eyes.  “Of course this is what you want.”  Then with a smile she added, “You’ll be able to add them to your collection.”
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LATER THAT NIGHT, ZOEY opened the door to the loft apartment.  She smiled when she saw it was Greg. 

Zoey was wearing only a silk robe.  When Greg was inside, she opened the robe.  Greg grinned lustfully when he saw she was wearing her wedding lingerie.  A strapless bustier with boning running up and down, with flowers and delicate vines patterned in the silky ivory lace.  The bustier had garters that held up sheer white stockings with heavily laced stocking tops.  

Zoey’s thong panties were made from the same lace as the bustier.  It was embroidered in delicate flowers and hearts.  On her slim, pretty feet, she wore 4-inch ivory bridal heels.  She had decided that tonight, she would let Greg fuck her in the heels.  But tomorrow at their wedding and reception, when she would be on Hudson’s arm, she would wear flats.

Ironically, Hudson gave her the idea.  For Greg, she would dress sexy in high heels.  What people called fuck me pumps.  For Hudson, she would wear flats, that were pretty and sweet, but definitely not sexy.   Sexy for Greg, plain for Hudson. The idea got her hot.
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Zoey was still asleep, but a soft moan passed her pouty lips.  Her eyes slowly opened.  She was disoriented.  She was still sleepy, but her body was on fire.

Then as she fully woke up, she realized that Greg had one of her nipples in his mouth.  And he was slowly and softly fingering her clit.

“Oh fuck Greg,” she moaned, her body writhing under his lips and fingers.  With a laugh in her voice as she arched her back, she said “You’re freaking unsatiable.

They’d fucked late into the night.  The first time, Greg had fucked her in her new bridal lingerie, pulling out at the last moment to splash the ivory bustier with his seed.  The second time, he came inside her.  While she eventually took off the lingerie – by then it was soiled with their combined love juices—she kept the panties on, so they became soaked with his cum as his sperm leaked from her well-used pussy.  “A wedding gift for Hudson,” she joked, grinning at Greg.  Greg laughed. 

At 1am, Zoey insisted they go to sleep as she didn’t want to be tired on her wedding day.  Greg didn’t argue, but then in the middle of the night – around 4am or so – she’d woken with Greg’s cock inside her again after he’d pulled her panties aside.  He slowly fucked her as she awoke completely.  Their sex heated up then, Greg putting her long, shapely legs over his shoulders and pounding her hard.  Zoey came again on his cock, screaming out his name as pleasure ripped through her body.  When Greg came moments later, he again filled her with his sperm.  As she fell back to sleep, Zoey adjusted her panties, so the delicate bridal lace became even more soiled from Greg’s sperm leaking from her ravaged pussy.

And now Greg was moving on top of her, getting ready to fuck her again.  Zoey opened her legs for him.  She pulled the panties to the side, noticing the lace was still soaked from last night.  She grunted when he penetrated her.  No matter how often they did it, he still always stretched her, and she loved those sensations of being pushed to her limits.

“You’re going to make me sore for tonight,” she warned him as he began moving in and out.

“I want you full of my cum all day today,” Greg said.

Zoey laughed.  “So, that’s why you’re fucking me so much?” she asked.

“Yeah, I want my cum leaking down your legs under your wedding dress,” Greg said grinning at her as they fucked.  

Zoey laughed.  “God Greg you’re as kinky as Hudson,” she said smiling up at him.  She raised her ass up to meet his thrusts, his wicked words adding to her growing lust.

“And I want to take all your horniness, so when you’re saying your vows, you’ll feel no passion for Hudson.  You’ll feel like you’re marrying your brother.”

“Oh fuck Greg!” Zoey moaned.  His words were so nasty and wrong, but they turned her on so much!  She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him down to kiss her as they fucked.  They both came moments later.

Afterwards they laid on their backs, panting.  Eventually, Zoey got out of bed, knowing she had to begin getting ready.  Greg turned onto his side to look at her.  Her admired her backside, especially her tight ass and long shapely legs.  Her thong panties ran between her sexy cheeks like dental floss.  “Are you going to miss my cock on your honeymoon?” Greg asked her, grinning confidently.  

Zoey looked back at him and laughed.  “You’re seriously getting full of yourself,” she joked, smiling at him.  It still amazed her at how much he’d changed.  He was no longer a shy, meek, awkward boy.  He understood now the pleasure he could give to a woman.  And he was successful in business too (Zoey knew better than anyone, since she was his office manager and did his books.)  

But then, she had changed too.  And so had Hudson.

Her eyes moved lower, to his manhood.  Even soft, his cock was big against his thigh, like a sleeping python.  His penis wasn’t beautiful like Hudson’s.  It looked scary, and she’d come to understand that when it came to men’s cocks, scary was sexier than beautiful.  And big was better than small.  Even though she’d just cum, she felt a tingle in her pussy.

“Yes,” Zoey said honestly.  “Don’t worry though.  Hudson will make me cum.  He has the best tongue ever.”

Greg frowned at her answer.  She noticed and said “Don’t frown Greg.  I love Hudson.  I love fucking you too.  But that doesn’t mean I don’t love Hudson.”

Greg’s frown deepened but he didn’t argue the point.  Instead, he said “Will you do something for me?  Will you wear my necklace today?”

Zoey wasn’t surprised by his question.  In fact, part of her had hoped he would ask.  It would be a terrible betrayal to Hudson to wear Greg’s necklace during the wedding, and the prospect got her super-hot.  “Yeah, I’ll wear it,” she agreed, her voice husky from growing arousal.

“What’s your favorite color?” she asked abruptly.

Greg was startled by the question.  He answered, “Blue.  Why?”

Zoey shrugged.  “Just wondering,” she asked, the tingling in her pussy growing stronger.

Zoey was just getting out of the shower when Sidney arrived at the loft apartment.  “How was Greg?” she asked.  “Still the climax machine?”

Zoey laughed but rolled her eyes too.  “He’s freaking amazing,” she said gleefully.  “God ... I get wet just talking about him.”

Sidney grinned.  God this was so much fun!  Sweet, innocent Zoey was getting married today, but was insatiably hot for another man.  Sidney loved wicked, and this was deliciously wicked!  

And sweet Zoey wasn’t so innocent anymore.  Back in college, she was the bubbly blue-eyed coed that everyone loved and admired, popular with everyone, and dating Penn State’s handsome and NFL-bound quarterback.  She was voted the “nicest girl I’d like to fuck” in the fraternity poll at Penn State (Sidney was voted the “bitchiest girl I’d like to fuck” in the same poll).  When Zoey broke up with the quarterback and got serious with Hudson, everyone thought she had upgraded because Hudson was so handsome and clearly going to be successful.  Zoey was admired and envied by everyone who knew her.

But would people back in college and their friends in NYC still be so envious of Zoey if they knew how tiny Hudson’s dick was?  If they knew he had never made her cum from intercourse?  If they knew he was close to getting fired at his job?  And would they still hold Zoey in such high regard if they knew she was regularly fucking a big-dicked man who wasn’t her fiancé?

Sidney loved Zoey like a sister, but she loved corrupting people, and corrupting sweet Zoey and Adonis-like Hudson was just too much fun!  

“I can barely walk, Greg fucked me so much,” Zoey said in that gleeful voice.  She had a wicked smile on her face as she said, “He said he wanted to fill me up, so I’ll be leaking his cum when I’m in my wedding dress at the church.  And he wanted to take all my horniness, so I’ll feel like Hudson’s my brother when he’s putting the ring on my finger.”

Sidney’s eyes widened in shock.  She said, “Holy fuck, Greg is seriously evil!  I love it!”

“I know, right?” Zoey said, giggling.  “And it gets me hot too when he puts Hudson down like that.  I don’t know why.  I know it’s horrible, I should be defending him, but it just gets to me.”

“I know why,” Sidney said with a knowing look.  “Look, couples are supposed to be monogamous, right?  That’s not for me, but I’m just saying what’s conventional.  The man is supposed to be possessive of his girl.  Now think about Hudson.  He GAVE you to Greg.  He stepped aside and encouraged you to take Greg as your primary sex partner.  I mean, when was the last time you and Hudson had sex?  I’m not talking about hand jobs, I mean real sex.  Months ago?  And Greg fucks you so good you don’t even miss it.  So, all that’s bound to make you think more of Greg, and less of Hudson.  You don’t respect him like you used to.”

“Wow – that’s kinda harsh,” Zoey said with a frown clouding her pretty face.

“Am I wrong?  Tell me where I’m wrong,” Sidney challenged.  “And I can tell you’re aroused by all this.  Don’t even try to lie to me, I know you too well.”

Zoey looked at her feet, feeling embarrassed.  “I don’t know,” she mumbled, like she was talking to herself.  “It’s Hudson’s cuckold fantasy.  When we first started doing this, I read stories and blogs on the internet about cuckold couples, to try to get inside Hudson’s head.  I thought they were so weird.  The people were so strange. But now when I read them ....”  Zoey hesitated.  She looked embarrassed as she admitted, “The stories get me hot.”

“And now you’re one of those cuckold couples,” Sidney pointed out.  “You’re one of those strange people.”

“Thanks a lot,” Zoey said with a grimace.

“I’m not judging you,” Sidney assured her.  “You know the crazy things I’ve done.  If anything, I’m envious.  You get the best of both worlds – Hudson and Greg.  Hudson said you can keep seeing Greg after the honeymoon, right?”

Zoey nodded.  

“So, you see?  Hudson’s really into this,” Sidney said.  “You know what I think?  You should embrace all those kinky stories you read.  If it gets you hot to throw shade at Hudson, to compare his little boy dick to Greg’s big manly cock, then do it to his face.  It’ll probably get him hot too.”

“You really think so?  You don’t think he’ll get upset?”

“You’re the one who told me he gets off on – what does he call it?” Sidney asked.  Then she remembered.  “Cuckold angst.  You told me you call it his ‘pouty face.’  So, aren’t you already doing it?”

“I guess ...,” Zoey said, her voice trailing off.  “I just don’t want to be mean about it.”

Sidney shrugged and said, “Maybe he wants you to be mean.  Maybe he’s a masochist.  That’s part of the cuckold kink, isn’t it?”

“I think so,” Zoey said, nodding and looking thoughtful.  “Hudson’s told me it’s better when it hurts.  It gets him more turned on.”  Then she noticed the time.  “Oh fuck.  We’re really late.  We have to meet the other bridesmaids to do our nails.”
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“HEY BABY.  CAN YOU come home for a minute?” Zoey asked.  She was talking on the phone with Hudson after getting home from the nail salon.

“I thought we’re not supposed to see each other,” Hudson snapped.

Zoey frowned.  “Are you mad at me?” she asked.

“I just don’t get why you’ve spent more time with Greg than me this week,” Hudson said angrily.  

Zoey counted to 10 to let her fiancée cool off.  Then she said patiently, “I asked you about everything.  You could have said no.”

“It didn’t seem like I could say no,” Hudson said sourly.

“Of course you could,” Zoey said, continuing to use her soft, patient voice.  “Are we going to argue?  Or are you coming here?  I want to see you.”

“Really?  You wouldn’t rather see Greg?” Hudson scoffed.

Zoey knew Hudson.  She knew he was angry and hurt, but she heard arousal in his voice too.  Before she could respond, Hudson said “Why do you want to see me anyway?”

“Well, because I love you.  And because we’re getting married today,” Zoey said.  “You still want to marry me, don’t you?”

“Of course I do,” Hudson said, somewhat sheepishly.  “Why do you want to see me?” he asked again.

“Well, like you said, I’ve been with Greg a lot this week.  And I’ll be with him again tonight,” Zoey said.  “You won’t get me tonight.  You’ll get to watch me with Greg, but you won’t get me.  So, I thought it was only fair I spend some alone time with you now.”

“How kind of you,” Hudson said sarcastically.  But Zoey heard the tremble in his voice.  He was majorly aroused.

“Now don’t get your pouty face on,” she teased with a smile in her voice.  

“So, what?  You’re going to give me a pity fuck?” Hudson spat out.

“Hudson baby,” Zoey said, her voice suddenly deadly serious.  “I’m not yours today.  I’m Greg’s.”

“We’re getting married!”

“You know what I mean,” Zoey said.  “Of course, my heart’s yours.  But my body’s Greg’s.  So no, we’re not having sex.  Not until our honeymoon.”

“Lately I’m not even sure your heart is mine,” Hudson said sourly.  “You always talk about how much you like Greg.”

“Of course my heart is yours.  I love you,” Zoey insisted.  “Yes, I do have feelings for Greg, too.  I think that’s bound to happen when people have been so intimate like we’ve been.  And don’t lie, you want me to have feelings for Greg.  It gets you hot.”

“God Zoey ... you’re killing me,” Hudson groaned, the words coming out like a moan.

“Are you excited baby? Are you hard?” Zoey asked in her sweetish voice.

“Yessssss!” Hudson hissed lustfully.

“So come over then,” Zoey urged him.
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WHEN HUDSON ARRIVED at the loft apartment, he and Zoey stood looking at each other for long moments, standing in the foyer.  It felt awkward for Hudson, even though this was his house.  This was HIS castle, he shouldn’t feel awkward.  But he did.

Zoey was wearing a silk red robe that was fringed with delicate lace.  He hadn’t seen it before.  Seeing his questioning look, she said, “I got it for our wedding night.”  Then she added, “I wore it for Greg last night.”

Hudson gulped.  His head was spinning.  He moved forward to hug her, but she stepped back.  She said, “I told you Hudson.  Today I’m Greg’s.  No hugging or kissing, unless we have to in front of people.”

“God Zoey, you’re killing me,” Hudson said desperately.  “I really need it.”

“You need an orgasm?” Zoey asked.  “Didn’t you beat off last night?”

“Yes, but, I need YOU.  I’m dying here.”

Zoey giggled.  “Come here,” she said, taking his hand and leading him to the sofa.  He sat down while Zoey stood before him.  Then she opened the robe.  “I’m wearing this under my wedding dress today.”

Hudson gulped again as he looked at his bride in her wedding lingerie.  A strapless bustier with boning running up and down, with flowers and delicate vines embroidered in the silky ivory lace.  The bustier had garters that held up sheer white stockings with heavily laced stocking tops.  

Zoey’s thong panties were made from the same lace of the bustier.  It also was embroidered in delicate flowers and hearts.  On her slim, pretty feet, she wore 4-inch ivory white bridal heels.  

“You wore this for Greg last night?” Hudson asked, his words coming out like a moan.

“Yes,” Zoey said.  “You can tell.  See?” She pointed to a spot on the bustier.  “He came on me here.  His cum is mostly dry now.  And you see where my stockings are laddered?  He fucked me so hard he made them run.”

Hudson felt weak.  His head spun so much he felt like he was going to pass out.

“I took everything off after the first time,” Zoey said, continuing.  “I didn’t want to completely smell like sex today.  But I left the panties on.  They’re soaking.  I took a shower of course, but Greg’s still leaking from me.  And the panties are soaked with his cum.”

“He fucked you more than once?” Hudson asked.  He was so turned on his voice was trembling.

“Oh my god Hudson, he fucked me all night long, and this morning too,” Zoey said gleefully.  “You know what he said?  He said he wanted to take away all my horniness, so today at the wedding, I won’t have any sexual desire for you.  He said he wanted me to feel like I’m marrying my brother.”

Hudson looked up at Zoey.  His face was contorted with pain, hurt, jealousy and fear.  “Is that how I feel to you?” he asked.  He looked panicked.  “Like I’m your brother?  You don’t feel anything sexually for me?”

“No that’s not true,” Zoey told him.  “I think about sex all the time now.  I want it all the time.  I think I’m a nympho or something.  But it’s not all because of Greg.  It’s you too.  I think it’s mostly you.  Sex isn’t all physical, you know.  It’s mental too.  And your fantasies, and this thing we’re doing, like this week, it’s the greatest mind fuck ever.  Don’t you think so?”

“Yeah, I guess,” Hudson said.  Then deadpanned he added “But I’m getting tired of my hand.”

Zoey laughed, and Hudson grinned.

“Sidney asked me when was the last time we had sex.  Real sex.  I can’t remember.  Do you?” Zoey asked.

Hudson thought about it.  He should know.  But at this point, things were all jumbled around.  “No,” he said.  “It’s been a long time.”

“Months,” Zoey agreed.  “Does that turn you on?” she asked, remember the cuckold stories she’d read.  “Being denied my pussy, while I give it to another man?”

“Yes,” Hudson croaked out, his throat dry from arousal.

“Do you wonder what Greg’s done to my pussy?  Fucking me all these months with his big cock.  You used to say my pussy was really pretty – a tight little slit.  You used to say my pussy fit your cock like a tight glove.  Do you think about what Greg’s done to my pussy?”

Hudson nodded.  “I think about it all the time,” he said, his voice a hoarse, husky whisper.

“I can’t remember the last time you saw my pussy,” Zoey said.  “Do you want to see it now?”

Hudson nodded again.

Zoey pushed Hudson down, so he was on his back on the sofa.  She climbed onto the sofa, so she straddled his face.  Hudson’s eyes were glued to her panty covered pussy.  Zoey reached down, curved a finger in her panties, and pulled them aside to let her soon-to-be husband see her pussy.

Hudson’s eyes got big at the sight.  Before she started fucking Greg, her pussy had been a short slit with slim lips tightly pressed together, the skin just a shade darker than the surrounding skin.  

Now though, her lips were puffy and red, and they gaped open.  Greg’s cock had ruined her pussy!  He’d ruined her!

“Is my pussy still pretty, baby?” Zoey asked sweetly.

A tear came to Hudson’s eye.  An incredible wave of sadness passed over him.  He couldn’t help it.  There was no doubt Greg had stretched her.  He doubted he would feel anything when they finally had intercourse on their honeymoon.  And she wouldn’t feel anything either.  Greg had made it impossible for him to ever give pleasure to Zoey with his cock.  

“Is my pussy still pretty?” Zoey asked again.

“Yes, it’s still pretty,” Hudson said.  What else could he say?  

Zoey saw the tears welling up in Hudson’s eyes.  She said in that same sweet voice, “Greg’s ruined my pussy, hasn’t he?”

Hudson groaned.  It was a mournful moan of defeat.  And lust.

“Will you do something for me?” Zoey asked.

Hudson nodded yes.

“Will you make me cum with your tongue?” she asked.

Hudson’s eyes were still on her pussy.  He could see Greg’s cum leaking from her gaping lips.

Before Hudson could answer, Zoey moved forward so her pussy was over his face.  She lowered her pussy onto his mouth, grabbing his hair at the same time.  “Make me cum baby,” she urged him.

Hudson hesitated only a moment.  He reached up with his tongue and began licking her clit.  As he did, Zoey squeezed her insides so Greg’s sperm fell into her fiancée’s mouth.
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“Oh god ....,” Zoey softly moaned as her head rolled back.  She’d just climaxed on Hudson’s tongue.  She moved her hands from his head to the back of the sofa, panting as she came down from the orgasm.  

After a few moments, she moved off Hudson’s face.  She sat next to him as he moved to a sitting position too.  She saw that his lips and face were wet from Greg’s cum.  He had a sour look on his face.  From reading cuckold stories, she knew that some husbands liked eating their wives’ lovers’ creampies.  Clearly that wasn’t part of Hudson’s fantasy.

Part of her felt guilty for forcing him to do something he didn’t want to do.  Another part, though, liked having power over Hudson. 

“I can tell you’re mad at me,” Zoey said.

“Why’d you do that?” Hudson said looking cross as he wiped his face with his arm.

“I don’t know,” Zoey said honestly.  “What we were talking about, it just got me hot.”

“So then Greg didn’t take all your horniness,” he said sarcastically, the cross look still on his face.

“I guess not,” Zoey said with a shrug.  “My pussy’s sore though.  Greg really did give it to me last night.  And this morning.”

Hudson stared at her.

“I’ll be ready for him tonight though,” she said.  “I mean, I’ll probably still be sore.  But I’ll still want him to fuck me.”

Hudson continued to stare at her.  “Why are you telling me this now?” he said with a low throaty voice.  His face looked tortured.

“You said you want me to tell you everything,” Zoey said.  “It gets you off.  Right?”

Hudson nodded.  He did get off on it.  But it hurt so much.

Zoey got on the floor between Hudson’s legs.  With her palms, she rubbed his cock over his pants.  “You’re so hard baby,” she cooed.  She smiled at him and said, “Did you grease up your cock last night, and beat off thinking about me and Greg?”

Hudson couldn’t deny it.  That’s exactly what he did.  So, he nodded.

Zoey pulled down his pants.  From the side table, she got a bottle of Vaseline.  She scoped some of the clear gel into her palm and wrapped her hand around Hudson’s hard cock.

“Is this how you do it baby?” she asked as she began to slowly stroke him up and down with her greased up hand.  

A soft moan escaped his lips.  God, it felt so good!

“See baby?  My hand’s still tight,” Zoey purred as she slowly stroked him up and down.  “Is this how my pussy used to feel, before Greg ruined me for you?”

“Oh god Zoey!” Hudson moaned.  He wasn’t able to stay quiet any longer.  Her words were so nasty and hurtful, yet so delicious too.

“Do you see my nails baby?” Zoey said as she slowly stroked him.  “It’s Greg’s favorite color.  I painted them blue for him.  Does that get your hot?”

“Yeeeessssssss!” Hudson hissed.  He loved it!

“Won’t my blue toes look really sexy in my white bride stockings?” she teased.

“Oh fuuuuuck!” he moaned.

Zoey stroked him harder and faster.  “Cum for me baby!” she urged him.  

Moments later, Hudson came.  He came hard, 3 jets of his cum shooting from his cock and falling onto Zoey’s hands and his stomach.  His ejaculation was more than usual, but not nearly as much when Greg came.  For some reason, this comparison between Hudson and Greg sent a shiver down her spine.

As Hudson recovered from his orgasm, panting hard, Zoey used a towel to wipe her hands.  Then she smiled at him as she wiped his cock and stomach.  She looked at his cock as it rapidly deflated.  When soft, it was spongy and just over an inch.  She couldn’t believe the difference between Hudson and Greg.  When soft, Greg’s was still thick and long, like a sleeping python.  Once again, comparing her soon-to-be husband to her lover sent a shiver down her body.

“Wasn’t that worth coming over baby?” Zoey said smiling sweetly at him.  “I’ve been spending so much time with Greg this week, I just wanted to make sure you’re having fun too.”

Hudson nodded as he panted heavily.  He knew it wasn’t the same, not even close.  Greg got her pussy and mouth, and he got her hand.  But still, he just had to make it to tomorrow.  Once on their honeymoon, she would be all his again.  

“I have to get to the church to get ready.  Sidney’s picking me up in a minute,” Zoey told him.  She stood up and pulled on jeans and a casual top.  Hudson noticed she wore her bridal lingerie under her clothes.  

Then Zoey walked a few steps to retrieve something.  She moved back to Hudson and opened her hand into his.  “Can you put this on me?” she asked.

Hudson looked down at what she put into his palm.  It was Greg’s Sapphire necklace he’d given her.

Hudson stared at the necklace for long moments.  Then he looked at Zoey.  “You’re wearing this today?” he asked.

“Yes,” Zoey told him.  She gave him a grin and joked, “The bride has to wear something blue, right?”

She said it as a joke, but Hudson knew she was serious.  She was wearing this necklace for Greg.  When they got married, she’d be wearing Greg’s necklace.

In the clarity that comes after an orgasm, he thought about how much he’d lost.  It wasn’t that long ago that Zoey was all his.  Back then, she was happy with their sex life.  She was happy with the size of his cock.  She was happy with his love making skills.  She used to say he was the best lover she’d ever had. 

And she had adored him.  He was her entire life.  He was her only man.  

Now, it had all changed.  Now she had Greg.  And it was out of control, like opening Pandora’s box.  Now she preferred Greg in bed.  It wasn’t just physical; she had feelings for Greg too.  And, with Hudson traveling so much, and Zoey working as Greg’s office manager, as well as all the times they were together on dates and having sex, she was with Greg more than him.

Zoey was wearing Greg’s necklace. She cut her hair short for Greg.  She painted her nails Greg’s favorite color.  It seemed like she was more Greg’s than his.

Hudson’s eyes drifted down, to Zoey’s feet.  Her jeans ended a little above her ankles.  On her feet were silk covered flats.  He’d never seen them before.  Her usual flats were black, pointed toe Mia flats.

Answering his unspoken question, Zoey said “I got these flats for our wedding.  I’ll wear heels for Greg tonight.”  Seeing the torn expression on Hudson’s face, she said “You told me it gets you hot when I dress sexier for Greg than you.  Remember?”

Hudson nodded.  He had told her that.  He asked hopefully, “You’re doing this for me?  All you’ve done with Greg – you’ve done it for me?”

Zoey gave him a sympathetic smile.  “It started that way,” she said.  “But I think you know it’s gone way past that.”

Hudson swallowed hard.  Regret and sorrow filled him.  He had been so stupid.

“But there’s a bright side,” Zoey said, trying to lighten the mood.  She stuck out her foot to emphasize the bridal flats she wore, and said, “This way, you’ll be taller than me in our wedding pictures.”

Hudson felt like she’d just punched him in the gut.  Maybe she was trying to be nice, and just joking, but she’d just reminded him that Greg was much taller than him.  When she wore 4-inch heels, she was about the same height as him.  But Greg was still a head taller than her even then.

Also, their wedding pictures would show Zoey wearing Greg’s Sapphire necklace.  Her blue fingernails.  The flats rather than heels.  And most of all, her short pixie haircut.  And underneath her wedding dress, the 3 of them would know she wore the bustier Greg had cum on.  And the panties soaked with his sperm.

It was all too much.  Hudson’s head was spinning.  He ached inside.  The pain was unbearable.

“Hudson, baby,” Zoey said.  “You’re hard again.”  

Hudson looked at her.  She was looking at his dick.  He looked down.  She was right, he was hard again.

Zoey’s phone rang.  She looked at the screen and said, “It’s Sidney.  I’ve got to go.”

She turned around and said, “Can you put the necklace on me?”

Hudson felt too stunned to move.  He noticed that she didn’t have to pull up her hair, the way she used too.  Now, her hair was short enough that her entire neck was exposed.  So, her hair wasn’t in the way of putting on a necklace.

“Hudson, um, sometime this century?” Zoey joked with a grin.

Hudson managed to move.  His hands were shaking as he put the necklace around her elegant neck.  Greg’s necklace.

Zoey turned around.  She saw that his hands were shaking.  She said, “Are you okay?”

With a throaty low voice, Hudson said “No.”

Zoey grinned at him.  “I know you’re okay,” she said confidently.  “You’ve got your pouty face on.  You’re super turned on.  You love it I’ll be with Greg tonight.  Don’t you?”

Hudson couldn’t deny it, so he nodded.

Zoey’s grin grew bigger.  “You might want to take care of this,” she said, touching the head of his hard dick with her fingertip.  “You don’t want our guests to see you with a stiffy as I’m walking down the aisle.”

Then she touched Hudson’s lips and said, “And don’t brush your teeth, okay baby?  I want to taste Greg’s cum when you kiss me at the altar.”
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Hudson’s stomach was churning.  He was in the church in a tuxedo, waiting for the wedding to begin.  It was like yesterday at the rehearsal, but worse.  Now the church was completely packed with all the guests (not just those who were invited to the rehearsal), and it seemed like they all wanted to chat with him.  

Hudson did his best to be social and cheery, but he didn’t want to talk to anyone.  He couldn’t think straight.  He just wanted to get through the wedding, so Zoey was his bride, and then get through tonight. Tomorrow, when they left for their honeymoon, she would be his again. That was the light at the end of the tunnel.  Until then, it was like living in a nightmare.  It was torture.

He glanced over the many guests and saw Greg.  They locked eyes.  Then Greg’s lips curled into a smug smile.  He looked so superior, like he was the winner and Hudson was the loser.  Greg looked triumphant.

Hudson couldn’t stand it.  He looked away from Greg, breaking eye contact first.  Giving Greg another victory.  No doubt he looked even smugger now.  

What had happened to him?  It wasn’t too long ago that Hudson had been the winner, and Greg the loser.  Now it all seemed reversed.  What used to be his, now was Greg’s.  How had this happened?

Then a terrifying thought occurred to Hudson.  Did Zoey tell Greg about this morning?  About how he ate her out with her pussy full of his cream?  Was that why Greg looked so smug?  Hudson’s cheeks flushed at the humiliating thought.  

It would be the ultimate betrayal if Zoey told Greg.  But lately, it seemed like she got off on his angst.  She liked to see (what she called) his “pouty face.”  Like this morning, when she sat on his face after being with Greg all night long.  She’d practically forced him to go down on her. She’d never done that before.  

Zoey said she’d asked him over this morning because she wanted to make him cum, to make sure he was enjoying all this too.  But was that really it?  Was it really she wanted to make him eat Greg’s creampie?

Another disturbing thought, something Hudson had forced himself not to think about, but now he had to think about it.  When he ate Zoey out this morning, he knew he was eating Greg’s spunk.  It wasn’t just the knowledge that she’d been with Greg all night.  It was also how she tasted (muskier), and how her juices were more milky (thicker) than normal.  

Yet, even with that knowledge, he hadn’t hesitated to go down on Zoey.  And he’d stayed hard the entire time.  

What the fuck was wrong with him?  He wasn’t into the creampie (cleanup) part of the cuckold fantasy.  Yes, he’d done it once with Sidney after Damien had cum in her, but that was just the situation, a one-time thing.  He had been repulsed by it then, and he was repulsed by it this morning.  But then, why had he stayed hard this morning?

And why was he hard now?

Hudson was broken out of his reverie as he heard someone say, “It’ll start soon.”

Hudson jerked his head to the voice.  It was Sidney.

“Zoey’s with her dad,” Sidney said.  “The ceremony will start soon.”

Hudson nodded.  He was about to say something when Sidney stepped back.

“Sorry,” she whispered with an evil grin.  “I don’t really want to smell your cum breath.”

Hudson’s eyes went wide.  Zoey told her!  She fucking told her!

“So, does Greg taste as good as Damien?” Sidney teased, still wearing that evil grin.

“Fuck you Sidney!” Hudson hissed in an angry, whispered voice.  Sidney laughed.

How could Zoey tell her?!  How could she?!!!!

Sidney seemed to read his thoughts.  “Don’t worry, she won’t tell Greg,” she assured him.  “Not that it’ll matter.  Greg will see it for himself.”

“What are you talking about?!” Hudson hissed angrily.

Sidney’s grin turned even more evil.  “I know you’re feeling insecure about Greg,” she said.  “Are you really going to let him give Zoey all her orgasms tonight?”

When Hudson didn’t say anything, Sidney said “Do I really need to spell it out for you?”

“I get it!” Hudson angrily hissed.  Sidney laughed again.

Then she moved close.  She surreptitiously brushed her hand against his crotch.  She felt his erection.

“I knew you’d be hard,” Sidney said with that evil grin.  She whispered, “I thought about coming over last night.  It doesn’t seem fair that Zoey’s getting all the fun.”

“You wouldn’t rather fuck Damien with his big black cock?” Hudson bitterly spat out.

Sidney shrugged.  “Damien and I aren’t exclusive,” she said.  With a grin and a motion to herself, she added “Do you really think I’d ever give any man exclusive access to this body? Anyway, it would’ve been hot to fuck Zoey’s fiancé the night before her wedding.”

“God you’re a bitch,” Hudson derided.  “You’re supposed to be her friend.  You’re her fucking maid of honor.”

“I know,” Sidney said with a laugh. “That makes it even hotter.  And besides, you’re very handsome, pretty even.  I’ve told you that.  Pretty face makes up for small dick in my book.  Unlike your Zoey, I’ve never had a problem cumming on your cock.”

“Thanks a lot,” Hudson said sarcastically.  He frowned.  He didn’t like how she called him pretty instead of handsome.

Sidney laughed and said, “Maybe sweet Zoey will realize someday that big cock is easier to find than pretty boy looks.”  Hudson didn’t know how to take that.  It was one of those things that sounded like a compliment but could also be a backhanded insult.  You never knew with Sidney.  

With another laugh Sidney added “Although I guess Zoey isn’t so sweet anymore.  She’s realized that size does matter.  And you know, it’s only a matter of time before she gives Damien a try.  Everything they say about black men is true.”

Then Sidney gave Hudson a thoughtful look and said “But I guess Zoey is too into Greg to give Damien a chance.  How does that make you feel Hudson?  It’s your wedding day, and she’s infatuated with another man.”

Hudson suddenly found it hard to breathe.  Feeling the need to defend himself, he said “Zoey wanted to see me this morning.”

“I know she did,” Sidney said.  “I told her she had to.  It’s not fair to give Greg everything.  Not on your wedding week.  She has to give you something.  The idea of giving you a pity fuck actually got her hot.  But what did she actually give you?  A hand job right?”

Hudson’s eyes grew wide.  This morning was because of Sidney?  It was Sidney’s idea, not Zoey’s?  He felt crushed.  

Seeing the distress on his face, Sidney barely concealed a delighted grin.  “Calm down Hudson,” she said with fake concern for him.  “You don’t want all your guests to think something’s wrong.”

“You’re the reason why Zoey wanted to see me this morning?” he asked.  He felt desperate.  He had to know.

“Don’t worry Hudson, I’ve got your back,” Sidney assured him.  “I’ve been talking to Zoey a lot about you.”

“About what?” he demanded.

Sidney shrugged and said “About you being a cuckold.  You know, it was a shock to Zoey at first.  She always thought you were so alpha, so masculine.  Now she sees you’re not.  But don’t worry.  She still loves you.  It was easier for her to accept the new you – the real you—because she has Greg.  Her sex life is better than ever.  And the manly things she used to get from you, she gets from Greg.  So don’t worry.  Everything’s good.  She’s still marrying you, right?”

Hudson glared at her.  He spat out, “You’re evil!  You’re manipulating all of this!  You’re making Zoey think less of me!  You’ve always wanted to break us up!”

“How can you say that?” Sidney said with feigned indignation.  She was loving this!  It was so much fun!

“I’ve been completely supportive,” Sidney insisted.  A slow smile came to her face as she said, “Zoey’s actually gotten into it.  She’s got the best of both worlds.  A pretty boy husband.  And a big dick boyfriend.  She’s gotten into your cuckold fantasy.  It was a shock at first, when she found out you weren’t the man she thought you were.  But your fantasy gets her hot now.  And she’s got Greg.  Like I said, the best of both worlds.  Honestly, I envy her.  I wish my sex life was demented – exciting—like hers.  Damien is fun, but black on white isn’t the taboo it used to be.” 

Hudson stared at her.  His heart was pounding.  His dick was so hard it hurt.

Sidney saw Hudson’s torment – and lust – all over his pretty face.  “Come with me,” she said.  “Don’t worry about people seeing.  People will just think we’re doing last minute wedding shit.”

Hudson followed Sidney, out of the chapel and down the halls of the church.  She led him into an empty room, the place where the young kids had bible study.  She turned to him and said, “I think we need to take the edge off, or you’ll never get through this.”

Sidney got on her knees and opened Hudson’s pants.  Just before she put his cock into her lipsticked mouth, she said “See?  I told you I’ve always been supportive.”  Then Sidney sucked Hudson off.
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Hudson stood at the altar as Zoey walked up the aisle with her father, with Canon in D Major playing in the background.

Sidney’s blowjob had given him little release.  It didn’t help that, just as he climaxed, she loosened her lips around his shaft.  Not quite a ruined orgasm, but it reduced his pleasure.  She did it on purpose, and that was confirmed by the grin on her face as she stood up.

The bitch!  And making it even worse, even though he’d gotten hardly any pleasure, the orgasm took away whatever libido shield he had against the hurtful emotions of Zoey being in love with Greg.  Hudson had stopped thinking about her feelings for Greg as being “in like.”  He admitted the truth to himself.  Zoey loved Greg.  

Zoey was smiling at him as she walked up the aisle towards him.  She was beaming.  Seeing her that way, it should have made him feel good and reassured him.  But all he saw was her short hair.  And the sapphire around her neck.  And underneath her wedding dress, he knew she wore lingerie that Greg had already soiled with his cum.

Hudson was hard again.

He barely heard the minister as he recited the traditional wedding vows.  When he put the ring on Zoey’s finger, all he saw was the blue nail polish.  Seeing her nails painted Greg’s favorite color made him groan inside.  It made his hard cock jerk with cuckold lust.

Then they kissed.  As their guests clamped, Zoey hugged him and whispered into his ear, “You taste like Greg’s cum.”

Zoey’s words killed him.  They were like a knife in his heart.  They emasculated his manhood.

But still his cock was rock hard.

Then Zoey whispered, “Are you as horny as me?  I can’t wait for tonight.”

Hudson felt his emotions falling off the cliff.  He felt like he was falling into the abyss.  For a moment, he allowed himself to think that Zoey considered them a team.  That this was THEIR game, that HE was her man, that she belonged to HIM, and Greg was just a meaningless pawn.

But then Hudson remembered that Zoey loved Greg.  And he remembered what Sidney had said:  “She’s gotten into your cuckold fantasy.  It was a shock at first, when she found out you weren’t the man she thought you were.  But your fantasy gets her hot now.  And she’s got Greg.”

As their guests headed for the reception, the bridal party took wedding pictures.  At one point, the photographer asked Zoey to kiss Hudson on the cheek.  Wearing flats (instead of high heels), she had to raise up on her tiptoes to kiss him.  After the photographer snapped the picture, she whispered, “That’s how I kiss Greg.  I have to get up on my tiptoes.  Even in heels.  He’s so tall.”

Hudson groaned “You’re killing me Zoey.”

Zoey giggled.  She knew her words tortured him, and she always knew he got off on the angst.  But for Hudson, being teased this way on their wedding day, after all that had happened this week, and what was about to happen tonight, it was too much.  He felt like he was falling into the abyss.  

During the reception, Hudson saw Zoey talking to Greg.  Wearing flats, he was well over a head taller, almost 2 heads.  So she had to look up to talk to him.  For some reason, that image tore at his heart.  He hated Greg was taller than him.  He hated Greg had a bigger dick.  He hated Greg fucked Zoey better than him.

Hudson hated Greg.  And he hated Zoey.  At that moment, he hated Zoey.

And he hated himself.

Hudson needed a moment.  He needed to piss, so he went to the bathroom.  Wanting some privacy, he went into a stall to piss.

After a moment, he heard 2 men walk in.  He recognized their voices.  It was Larry and Bill.  They used to work with Hudson at his investment firm.  Like Greg, they’d been fired because of the firm’s up or out policy.  Now, Larry and Bill worked for Greg at his company.  Zoey worked there too, as Greg’s office manager.

“Zoey’s fucking hot in that wedding dress,” Larry said.

“You still think she’s putting out for Greg?” Bill asked.

“It’s pretty obvious, don’t you think?” Larry said.  “They’re alone a lot at the office.  They go to lunch together.  And I’ve seen them leave the office together.”

“And the way she dresses at the office – those tight tops and short skirts,” Bill said.  “She’s dressing for someone.  And it’s not Hudson.  He’s never around.  I hear he’s still doing business trips with Camilla.”

“More like carrying her suitcase,” Larry said with a laugh.  “I heard Hudson’s gone downhill.  Barely hanging on.  He got zero bonus this year.  I heard Camilla’s keeping him around only because she likes his face.  The fucking pretty boy.  He’s probably eating her out on their trips.”

Both Larry and Bill laughed, delighting in Hudson’s fall from grace.  Then Bill said, “If Zoey’s opening her legs for Greg, maybe we have a chance to fuck her.”

“That’s what I’m thinking,” Larry said.  “Let’s keep our eyes open for chances.”  They high fived and returned to the reception.

Hudson was breathing hard after they left.  His head was spinning as he tried to process all that Larry and Bill said.  He needed to talk to Zoey, but not now, and not tonight.  Maybe on their honeymoon.

––––––––
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“I WAS LOOKING FOR YOU,” Zoey said when Hudson got back to the reception.  “I was worried.  Where were you?”

Hudson looked at Zoey’s face.  Was she telling the truth?  Had she really been worried about him?

“Just ... nothing ...,” he sputtered.  “I’m good.”

“Okay,” Zoey said, looking into Hudson’s face.  It was like she was trying to read what he was feeling.  “So ... do you want to go?  Our guests can stay, but we can leave if we want.  Everyone will think you’re just excited to take me to bed.”

“They don’t know it’ll be Greg taking you to bed,” Hudson said sourly.  “I don’t get any of you tonight.” 

Zoey gave him a pretend pout.  “Don’t be like that,” she said.  “This was your idea.”

“Maybe I’ve changed my mind,” Hudson said with a hard look at her.  “You’re my wife now.  My — Wife.  Maybe I want you tonight.  Greg can go to hell.  How do you feel about that?”

“Well, I guess I’d be disappointed,” Zoey said hesitantly — and defiantly.  “I thought this was crazy when you first talked about it, but now I’ve gotten my head around it, and I’m kinda looking forward to it.  It’s so naughty, to let another man have me on our wedding night, while you watch.  The wickedness gets me hot.  Doesn’t it get you hot?”

“What bothers me is Greg,” Hudson said.  “Okay, I admit it, I pushed you to him.  But I never wanted you to fall in love with him.”

Zoey tried to respond but Hudson cut her off.  “Let’s just stop the ‘in-like’ bullshit,” he snapped.  “Just admit you love him.”

Zoey frowned at Hudson and pursed her lips.  “This is not something we should talk about here,” she whispered.  “I married you.  Not Greg.  Doesn’t that tell you something?”

Hudson shook his head.  He was confused.  He didn’t know anything anymore.

Zoey took his hand.  “Let’s just stick with our plan” she urged him.  “Tomorrow we’ll be on our honeymoon, and it’ll be just us.  We’ll have a lot of time to talk.  Okay?”

Hudson stared at Zoey for long moments.  Then slowly, he nodded his head yes.  

Zoey smiled and took out her phone.  “I’m texting Greg to leave now,” she explained.  “We don’t want to leave at the same time.”  After putting away her phone, she said, “Come on.  Let’s say goodbye to everyone.”

Hudson thought about Larry and Bill.  They already suspected that Zoey and Greg were having an affair.  Yes, it was a good idea not to leave at the same time.
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Greg was waiting outside the door to their wedding suite — in plain sight! —  when Zoey and Hudson arrived.  “The fucking idiot!” Hudson thought.  “Why didn’t he hide somewhere, instead of waiting at the door to our fucking room!”  

Hudson quickly looked up and down the hallway.  Luckily, no one was there.

“Shall I carry my bride over the threshold?” Greg offered with a grin as he looked at Zoey in her wedding dress.  

Hudson glared at him.  When he saw that, Greg shrugged and said, “That’s the game we’re playing tonight, right?”

Zoey didn’t seem to notice the tense exchange between Hudson and Greg.  She giggled and said, “I should change into these.”

She pulled out bridal, satin covered high heels from her carry bag.  They were 4-inch stiletto heels, sexy fuck-me-pumps.  She slipped off the flats and stepped into the heels.  “I can see a lot more from up here,” she joked.  Greg laughed at the joke.  Hudson’s cheeks reddened.  Now both of them were taller than him.  Why did that bother him so much?

“We need to hurry,” Hudson said urgently, opening the door to their wedding suite.  Again he anxiously glanced up and down the hall.  It was still empty, but for how long?

“It’s okay Hudson, everyone is still at the reception,” Zoey said, squeezing his arm.  He knew she was trying to be reassuring, but he felt like she was patronizing him.  And how could she be so nonchalant about this?  If any of their guests saw them, there would be a lot of uncomfortable questions with Greg here.  It reminded Hudson again of Larry and Bill’s conversation.  They suspected Zoey was having an affair with Greg.  How discreet were they being at the office?  Not discreet enough, apparently. 

Greg easily swooped Zoey into his arms.  He was thin, but apparently he had a strong core, and his tall frame gave him good leverage.  Zoey squealed with delight as he picked her up, immediately wrapping her arms around his neck.  

In that instant, the image of Zoey in Greg’s arms was burned into Hudson’s head.  His new bride, in her virginal white wedding dress and her satin covered high heels.  In the arms of another man.  Delighted to be in his arms.  Gleeful and squealing as he carried her over the threshold into the wedding suite.  Excitedly anticipating that other man to make love to her, to consummate their marriage.

There was a lump in Hudson’s throat.  His heart was breaking.  He fought back tears.  His cock was hard, yes.  All this was thrilling, yes.  But the price he was paying for this experience was so high.  Again Hudson felt like he was falling into the abyss.

Greg carried Zoey into the wedding suite, with Zoey squealing and flapping her sexy stockinged legs back and forth like an excited little girl, both of them grinning into the other’s eyes.  With a heavy heart, Hudson followed them into the room, closing the door behind him.  He locked the door too.  The last thing he wanted was drunk people like Larry and Bill to burst into their room as a wedding gag, and see Zoey impaled on Greg’s cock.

Greg quickly undressed.  Zoey helped him.  Soon he was naked except for his boxers.  He was already hard and his erection formed a huge tent in his boxers.

They sat on the edge of the bed.  They kissed, their arms around each other.  Their kisses were passionate and urgent.  It was so erotic, to see Zoey still fully clothed in her wedding dress, kissing Greg who was almost naked.

Zoey ran her hands over Greg’s body as they kissed.  Her fingertips raked over his bare chest and arms.  Hudson’s jealousy flared seeing her touch him that way.  It was more evidence of how much she was into him.

Greg pulled away from Zoey’s lips.  She seemed disappointed, her eyes still closed as she lunged forward to try to reconnect with his lips.  Greg asked, “You like seeing that Hudson?”

It took a moment for Hudson to realize Greg had asked him a question.  “What?” he asked, not understanding.

“You like seeing us kiss?” Greg asked.  “When we first hooked up, you asked us to kiss.”

Hudson slowly nodded, remembering.  Back then, he was in control.  It was Greg who was meek, and Hudson who called the shots.  He had ordered them to kiss.  It wasn’t a request, it was a demand.  Now though, their roles were reversed.  Greg was in charge now.  And Hudson felt like a shadow of his former self.

“Yeah,” Hudson said through a choked throat.  “I like seeing you kiss Zoey.”

“You like seeing this?” Greg asked as he reached up and put his hand over Zoey’s breasts.  He caressed her, squeezing and fondling her breasts over the delicate material of her wedding dress.

His hand was much bigger than the mound that Zoey’s little high school breasts formed in her wedding dress.  But that was the point.  Greg was fondling Zoey’s breasts in her wedding dress.

“Yes, I like seeing that,” Hudson admitted, his voice a throaty whisper.

“Stop teasing me,” Zoey said.  She wrapped her arms around Greg’s neck, impatiently pulling him down to kiss her again.  She WANTED him to kiss her.  The roles had reversed for her too.  When all this started, she hadn’t really been interested in Greg.  She liked him as a platonic friend, but wasn’t at all interested in him sexually.  Now, whenever she saw Greg—whenever she thought about him – her pussy got wet with an aching need.

As they kissed, Zoey reached down and pushed Greg’s boxers down.  She used the pointy toe of her high heel to drag the boxers down his legs and off his feet.  Then  she wrapped both hands around his shaft.  It took both hands, because he was so long and thick.  So fucking solid and heavy.

“I will never get used to how big this is,” Zoey said between kisses.  She licked her hands, and then began to slowly stroke him up and down.  Incredibly, Greg’s already huge erect cock seemed to get bigger.

Greg laid back on the bed, his hands behind his head as he luxuriated in Zoey’s slow hand job.  Zoey looked at Hudson and said, “Take off your clothes baby.  Greg’s naked.  I want you naked too.”

Hudson hesitated for a long moment.  Then he took off his clothes.  He sat back down, now naked. 

Zoey continued to slowly stroke Greg’s cock as she looked at Hudson’s penis.  He was hard and his erection stood straight up.  But he was much smaller than what she now held in her hands.

Zoey looked at Greg’s cock, and then back at Hudson’s.  “Greg’s cock is ugly.  It’s big, but ugly.  Scary even.  Your cock is smaller, but beautiful.  It’s the prettiest cock I’ve ever seen.”

“Pretty?” Hudson said sarcastically.  It reminded him of how Sidney called him pretty.  Had the bitch coached Zoey on what to say?  But then, Larry called him a “pretty boy” too.

Greg was now up on his elbows, looking at Hudson and listening to their conversation.  “Embrace it Hudson,” he said.  “You’ve got a pretty boy pussy.”

“Fuck you, Greg!” Hudson growled.  He was half out of his chair when Zoey quickly moved to him.  She sat on his lap and wrapped her arms around Hudson’s neck.  In addition to consoling him, her movement prevented him from getting into a fight with Greg.

“He’s just joking,” Zoey whispered into Hudson’s ear.

“You’re defending him?!” Hudson asked incredulously.

“I’m not defending him,” Zoey insisted.  “I’m just saying he was joking.  Anyways, you do have the most beautiful cock I’ve ever seen.  Size isn’t everything.  I love your cock.”

“Don’t call it pretty,” Hudson snarled.

“Okay, I won’t, I’m sorry,” Zoey quickly said.  “Unless ....”

“Unless what?!” Hudson snapped.

“Calm down baby,” Zoey whispered soothingly into his ear.  “I know the angst gets to you.  Maybe sometimes you want me to call it pretty?  Maybe it’ll get you hot?”

Hudson grimaced.  He knew Zoey’s idea was Sidney’s.  The bitch was stealing his masculinity!  She was manipulating Zoey to think less of him as a man!

But still ... the prospect of being ... feminized that way ... Zoey calling his cock a pretty boy pussy ... why did it send a demented thrill through him?  

And then Hudson realized what felt so wonderful wasn’t just Zoey on his lap, but Zoey in her wedding dress on his lap.  The slippery softness of her satin and silk wedding dress felt exquisite against his bare cock and thighs.

“Okay, you can call it that sometimes,” Hudson said with an aroused, husky whisper.  “But only when we’re alone.  Not with Greg there.”

“Okay, I promise, never with Greg there,” Zoey promised, giving him a kiss on his cheek.  “So, um ... can I go back to Greg?”

Hudson looked at Zoey.  At his new bride.  There was arousal in her beautiful face.  She had a major cum face on.  And it wasn’t because of him.  He knew it was because of Greg.

“Okay,” Hudson said, his heart breaking even more.

“Tomorrow will be here soon,” Zoey promised, kissing him again.  Then she moved back to Greg, the swishing of her wedding dress and click-clack of her high heels on the hardwood floor easy to hear in the silent room.

The room was silent, but the sexual tension was sky high.  Greg was sitting on the edge of the bed now, his legs apart, his big cock erect and laying against his stomach.  Unlike Hudson’s smaller penis, Greg’s cock was too big and heavy to stand up without support from his (or Zoey’s) hands.

Zoey moved between Greg’s open legs.  With her there, Hudson could only see his new wife, standing in her wedding dress, and Greg’s bare legs from the knees down.

Greg moved his hands onto Zoey’s ass.  He squeezed and fondled her cheeks.  But with the many layers of Zoey’s wedding dress, Hudson doubted he (or she) could really feel anything.

Greg moved his head so he could see Hudson.  He asked, “Do you want the first time to be in the wedding dress?”

The question twisted Hudson’s insides.  Both “in her wedding” dress, and also “the first time.”  Clearly Greg meant to take Zoey more than once tonight.  This didn’t surprise Hudson, but hearing him say it was jarring.

Zoey looked over her shoulder at Hudson and gave him a consoling smile.  It was like she was saying “See?  Greg is trying to be nice.  He’s involving you in everything.”

Her smile destroyed him.  Why was she taking his side in everything?!  

“So, wedding dress on or off?” Greg asked again when Hudson was slow to respond.

“On,” Hudson finally answered.  He hated even to talk to Greg.  He hated Greg.

Greg immediately pulled Zoey onto the bed, making her shriek with delightful laughter.  He tickled her and made her giggle and laugh even more, and for a while they play wrestled.  The way they acted together, THEY seemed like the newlyweds on their wedding night.  It tore at Hudson’s heart, and he was flooded with cuckold angst, but at the same time, deep down, he knew that this was exactly what he wanted.

Soon the playing stopped and they were passionately kissing.  Greg’s hands moved under Zoey’s wedding dress, and Hudson caught sight of her bridal white stockings and garter belt, and her pretty feet in those Jimmy Choo bridal heels.

Zoey’s hands were back on Greg’s cock, stroking them.  Then she moved on the bed so her face was at his stomach.  Holding his shaft with both hands, she lowered her head and took his cock into his mouth.

Hudson moaned at the sight.  Oh my god!  He’d never seen anything so sexy!  His sweet Zoey, his new bride, in her wedding dress with a big cock in her mouth!  Hudson’s head was spinning!  He felt like he was going to pass out!

Zoey’s pretty head bobbed up and down on Greg’s cock, her lips and hands moving up and down at the same time.  Her face got wet with her own saliva and Greg’s pre-cum, and that mixture dripped down her chin and neck, and onto the front of her wedding dress.  Hudson knew that this was just the beginning of the special dress getting soiled, and that knowledge thrilled him.

Greg had one hand in Zoey’s hair – her pixie cut short hair – so he was able to control her movements.  With his other hand, he pulled his shaft back towards his stomach.  Zoey got the message, and she began kissing and licking his big balls.  Hudson knew those balls were full of sperm, and knew that Greg intended to shot that sperm into Zoey’s womb.  

For a moment, Hudson wondered if Zoey was regularly taking the pill.  For the longest time, she wasn’t on birth control because she was allergic to the pill, and they used the pull out / rhythm method to avoid pregnancy.  But that approach was too risky once Greg was in the picture, especially since Zoey wanted to experience his cock bare.  Luckily, Zoey wasn’t allergic to a new version of the pill, so she’d gone on birth control.

But why did the possibility of Zoey not being on the pill – her fertile womb being completely unprotected – thrill him so much, especially as he looked at Greg’s big balls that were full of his virile seed.  Hudson shook his head.  If Greg got Zoey pregnant, it would kill him.  He would probably shoot himself or throw himself off a bridge.  Still, the possibility got him incredibly hot.  It made his body tremble, especially as he watched Zoey in her wedding dress going down on Greg.

Greg spread his legs wider and pushed Zoey’s head down.  “Yeah, god, lick me there,” he moaned.  Zoey was now licking Greg’s sandbar, that sensitive skin between where his balls ended and his asshole.  

Greg looked over at Hudson.  Hudson’s eyes were heavy lidded with lust, and he was slowly stroking his cock with his right hand.  Actually, he didn’t need his entire hand to jerk his short, thin cock.  He only needed his thumb and index finger formed in a tight circle.

“Hudson,” Greg began, his words a heavy pant. “I know it’s your rule ... but wouldn’t you love to see Zoey in her wedding dress licking my asshole?  Wouldn’t something nasty like that really get you off?”

Hudson and Zoey had 3 rules:  (1) Zoey is not allowed to lick Greg’s ass; (2) she’s not allowed to let him ass fuck her; and (3) she’s not allowed to fall in love with Greg.

Zoey had already broken rule 3, Hudson thought.  So why did it matter?  And Greg was right, the prospect of Zoey licking his ass while wearing her innocent wedding dress was incredibly hot.  Like the idea of Greg shooting his virile seed into Zoey’s unprotected, fertile womb, it made his body tremble with cuckold lust.

Zoey had stopped licking Greg’s balls and sandbar, and was now looking at Hudson, waiting for his answer.

Hudson looked for some sign on her face.  Some clue of what she wanted. Finally he said “It’s up to you, Zoe.”

Zoey hesitated.  She lowered her eyes.  Did she look ... disappointed?

Greg laughed.  “Hudson, you’re really off your game,” he said.  “Zoey doesn’t want it up to her.  She wants to be told what to do.”  

“Like this,” Greg said as he grabbed Zoey’s hair with both hands and shoved her pretty face up between his ass crack.  He forced her lips to his asshole.

“Lick it,” he ordered.  Zoey did as he commanded.  She licked his asshole.  Greg rolled his head back and groaned.  “Fuck that feels good,” he moaned.

Hudson couldn’t believe the change in Greg.  He was no longer meek and shy.  And he couldn’t believe the change in himself.  Of course he knew Zoey was submissive.  Why hadn’t he taken charge and commanded her?  Was this part of being a cuckold?  Becoming weak ... becoming less of a man?

Hudson was distracted from these negative thoughts as he watched the action on the bed.  Zoey – his new bride – was in her wedding dress and licking another man’s asshole.  In her wedding dress!  Licking Greg’s asshole!

“Let’s try this,” Greg said as he positioned Zoey on her back.  He straddled her head, knees on either side of her beautiful face, and then lowered his ass onto her beautiful, sweet face..  “Stick your pretty nose into my crack,” he ordered her.  “And fuck my ass with your tongue.”

Zoey obeyed Greg’s orders..  “Fuck yes, that feels good,” Greg moaned.  “God it feels so good.”

“Oh god,” Hudson moaned in a barely audible whisper.  With Greg squatting on her head, he couldn’t see any of Zoey’s face.  All he could see were the lace and silk of her wedding dress, and the bottoms of her Jimmy Choo bridal heels. But then somewhere in his head he registered that they weren’t Jimmy Choos.  The soles of the heels were bright red.  They were Christian Louboutin’s.  Later, Zoey would tell him they were from the So Kates bridal collection.

Greg abruptly got impatient with this foreplay.  It was clear he wanted pussy.  He rose off Zoey’s head and threw her onto her hands and knees.  He jacked up her wedding dress, exposing her tight ass and toned thighs, the thin material of a thong running up between her butt cheeks, the garters that held up her stockings pressing into her thighs.  

Greg jerked her thong to the side. Then he positioned his cockhead at her pussy lips.  He rubbed the thick head up and down her lips.  “You want this?” Greg asked.

“Yes!” Zoey said.

“You want my cock?”

“Yes! I want your cock Greg!  Please, give it to me!”

Greg rammed his cock into Zoey’s pussy.  The sudden penetration, and the immense thickness, made her scream!  “Oh god!” she cried, banging one fist onto the mattress.

Greg fucked Zoey fast.  “You like it? You like it?” he asked as he pounded her.

“Oh yes!  Yes!  It feels so good!” Zoey cried.  Moments later – it didn’t take long – she cried “I’m cumming!  I’m cumming!”

Zoey’s body spasmed as she orgasmed on Greg’s cock.  She cried out loud and her blue painted fingernails dug into the mattress.  As she screamed out her orgasm, she lifted her head and her beautiful face was distorted in a mix of agony and extreme pleasure.  That image of Zoey’s face as she came on Greg cock on their wedding night was seared into Hudson’s brain.

“I’m gonna cum too!” Greg groaned moments later.  Hudson knew he usually took longer to cum, but perhaps the situation (being the first man to take the newly married bride) and the extra stimulation of having his ass licked was too much for him.

Greg looked at Hudson.  “Where do you want it?  On the dress?”

Hudson shook his head.  He was so turned on – and tortured – that his body was shaking again.  Through a lust filled voice, he said “Cum in her married pussy.”  It was the first time he had ever said that.  But it wouldn’t be the last.

Greg grabbed Zoey’s hips, and with final mighty thrusts, he came and flooded Zoey’s newly married pussy with his cum.  He ejaculated millions of his virile seed into her fertile womb.  At that moment, Hudson hoped she had forgotten to take the pill so she was unprotected.  He hoped that Greg had just inseminated his new bride on their wedding night.

When it was over, they both collapsed onto the bed, Greg naked and Zoey tangled up in her wedding dress.  They were both panting.  

Then they began laughing.  The way intimate and familiar lovers laugh after another session of mindblowing sex.

Seeing them acting that way sent searing daggers into Hudson’s heart.  It tore at his soul, especially after the way he had acted.  Hudson felt like Greg had set him up.  He was just like Sidney, doing everything possible to demean him in Zoey’s eyes.  

Hudson hated Greg.  And he hated Zoey too, because he couldn’t figure out how she was blind to what Sidney and Greg were doing.  

Hudson stood up.  He wasn’t thinking, he was running on instinct.  He moved to the bed.  He still hadn’t cum, and his erect cock bounced up and down with each step.

In moments, Hudson was standing next to the bed.  Zoey was next to him, laying on the bed, with Greg on the other side of her.  They were still laughing and holding each other, lovers basking in their wild sex and amazing orgasms.  Then Zoey sensed Hudson next to her.  It was like, before that moment, she’d forgotten he was even in the room.  

Zoey turned to look at Hudson.  Greg did too.  They waited, unsure what was to come next.

Hudson glanced at her left hand.  The gold wedding ring he’d put on her finger earlier that day was there.  So was her diamond engagement ring.  Both were evidence that she belonged to him.  But he didn’t feel that way.  

Hudson needed to reassert himself.  He needed to reassert his manhood.  He needed to reassert is position in Zoey’s life.  She was HIS wife!  Not Greg’s!  She was HIS!

So Hudson grabbed Zoey’s head, his hands digging into her short hair.  As Greg had done moments ago,  Hudson shoved his cock into her mouth.  He fucked her face.

It took only moments before Hudson was cumming.  He was too turned on to last.  As he climaxed, he gripped Zoey’s hair tighter as he pounded once – twice – three times into her mouth, ejaculating his cum down her throat.

Hudson was spent, gasping, as he pulled out of Zoey’s mouth.  His cock rapidly deflated, going from 4 inches to 1.  

Zoey wiped her lips with the back of her hand.  She was barely breathing hard.  She’d easily taken his small cock.  Then she said, “Well, that was unexpected.”  Greg laughed and she grinned at him.

That grin destroyed him.  Not Greg’s laugh, he didn’t give a fuck about Greg.  But Zoey’s grin destroyed him.  It made him feel like a third wheel, an intruder on her wedding night sex with Greg.  An intruder!

“Let’s get this off,” Greg said as he began unbuttoning Zoey’s wedding dress.  Zoey giggled and positioned herself so he had easier access to the line of little satin covered buttons running down her back.

Then Zoey seemed to remember that Hudson was there, still standing next to her.  She looked at her new husband and said “Um, Hudson, do you want to help Greg undress me?”

Hudson stared at her.  He couldn’t believe she’d just said that.  Putting him second to Greg.  Asking whether HE wanted to HELP Greg.

Hudson shook his head no, then staggered back to the chair.  He dropped into it, feeling despondent.  He felt like he was falling into the abyss again.

Zoey looked at him, concern on her face.  But then Greg was kissing her neck as he unbuttoned her dress, kissing the side of her neck behind her ear.  Her cheeks soon got flushed as she became aroused again.

Greg pulled off Zoey’s wedding dress and tossed it onto the floor.  Hudson’s eyes settled on the pile of satin and silk on the floor, carelessly discarded.  Just like Zoey had discarded her faithfulness to Hudson.  Her wedding vows.  Discarded her loyalty to him.

Yes, Hudson knew his hands were all over this.  He had pushed her to Greg.  But it still hurt.  It hurt a lot.

Greg grinned lustfully when he saw her wedding lingerie.  She looked hot!  A strapless bustier with boning running up and down, with flowers and delicate vines patterned in the silky ivory lace.  The bustier had garters that held up sheer white stockings with heavily laced stocking tops.  

Zoey’s thong panties were made from the same lace of the bustier.  It was embroidered in delicate flowers and hearts.  Hudson saw her panties were soaking, both from her juices and Greg’s cum.

Greg was already hard again.  He kissed her, his hands roaming over her tight body encased in the sexy lingerie.

Then abruptly, he flipped her onto her hands and knees.  Suddenly he raised his hand and slapped her ass hard!

Zoey yelped.  Without warning, Greg slapped her ass again, and then again, each time harder.

Zoey screamed with the third slap, and Hudson could see her beautiful eyes watering up with tears.

“What the fuck?!” Hudson angrily yelled.

Greg looked at Hudson with derision and growled “Don’t ruin it!”  Then he turned back to Zoey and violently slapped her ass again.

Zoey’s ass cheek was turning red.  Her petite sexy ass cheek.

Hudson was ready to protest again but then he saw Zoey’s face.  The cheeks on her face were red too – flushed.  He had seen that look before.  Many times.  She had a major cum face on.  Zoey was turned on!

Greg pressed his long body over Zoey’s back, grabbing her arms.  She couldn’t move, she was completely at his mercy.

“So you got married today pretty girl?” Greg snarled out.  “You a new bride?”

“Yes ...” Zoey said with a trembling whisper. She sounded afraid.  

“You know what’s going to happen, right?” Greg said as he moved his hand to her front and cupped one of her small breasts.  “I’m gonna fuck the new bride.”

“Please no ...,” Zoey begged.

“What? You never thought you’d get force fucked on your wedding day?” Greg mocked sarcastically.  He sounded evil, like a different person.

“Please no, no ...,” Zoey begged, her voice small and scared.

Hudson understood of course.  This was a game they played.  Zoey had fantasies about being forced, about having no control, and he knew they’d played this game before, while wrestling in Greg’s old high school gym.  He wondered how often they played this game.  And to do it today of all days.  On their wedding day.  But maybe that was the point.  The idea of Zoey getting forced and taken on her wedding day was so wicked.  And Zoey seemed incredibly turned on.  Clearly Greg was in tune with the nuances of her desires.

From somewhere, Greg produced a knife.  It was a real knife, and looked scary.  Zoey’s bustier laced up the back.  He used the knife to cut each of the strings.  They cut easily, so Hudson knew the knife was very sharp.  Suddenly their roleplaying had gotten real.  At least it felt that way.

When he was done, the bustier fell off her body and hit the bed underneath her.  It was held to her only by the garter straps still connected to her stockings.  With 4 flicks of his thumb and finger, Greg expertly unsnapped the garters.  

Next Greg cut off her panties.  Now she was naked except for her stockings and heels.  Her stockings were real silk stockings, not thigh highs, so without the garters holding them up, they’d fallen down her thighs and bunched up around her knees.

Greg placed the blade – the sharp side – against Zoey’s ass.  “Don’t move,” he warned.  “This is a very sharp blade.  If you move your ass, it’ll cut you.”

The blade was so sharp that even though he wasn’t pressing it down hard, a thin red line formed on her ass cheek.  “That hurts,” Zoey whined.  Now tears were flowing down her cheeks.  

Hudson was about to spring up again and go to her rescue, but Greg shot him an angry glare.  Hudson understood.  If he did anything, said anything, he would burst the bubble of this make believe fantasy.  It would no longer feel real to Zoey.  And he could tell that despite her tears and protests, she was still incredibly turned on.

“Don’t fight me,” Greg warned in a hard voice.  He moved the razor sharp blade close to her face.  Her beautiful face!

“I won’t,” Zoey promised.  Her voice was trembling.  “Please don’t hurt me.”  Her eyes were on the knife that was pointed at her cheek.  “Don’t cut my face.  Please.”

Greg put the knife down.  He rolled Zoey onto her back.  He roughly threw her legs apart.  He moved up between her legs, holding himself on his knees and looking down at her.  Zoey’s beautiful face was a mixture of fear and arousal.

He took his hard cock in his hand and rubbed the bulbous head up and down her pussy lips.  It sent a chill through her.

“You know what’s happening here, right?” Greg asked as he continued to stroke his cockhead up and down her pussy lips.  “You know what I’m gonna do to you?”

Zoey nodded.  “Please use a condom,” she asked.

Greg laughed.  “I don’t think so,” he said contemptuously.  “I get a chance to fuck a pretty girl on her wedding day.  No way I’m using a condom.  And don’t ask me to pull out.  I’m gonna fill your married pussy with my cum.”  

Greg ran the side of his thumb up her sexy flat tummy.  “Maybe you were hoping to make a baby with your new hubby tonight.  Well, it’s gonna be me getting you pregnant, not him.”

Hudson gasped.  Did Greg really just say that?  Did he know he fantasized about that?  How could he know?

Greg heard Hudson gasp.  He looked over at him, and grinned.  Hudson’s heart sank.  Greg did know!

Hudson immediately felt fear and anxiety.  Would Greg tell Zoey?  That her new husband fantasized about another man (Greg) getting her pregnant?

“Take my cock and put it in your pussy,” Greg told Zoey.

“Please don’t make me.”

“Do it or I will cut up your face!” he growled.  “And then you won’t be so pretty anymore!”

“No please don’t cut my face,” Zoey begged, the tears rolling down her cheeks again.  She immediately moved her hands between their bodies.  She took his cock and guided him to her pussy.

Greg pushed in.  He moaned feeling Zoey’s pussy walls clamping around his cock.  “Fuck your sweet married pussy feels good,” he moaned.

Greg worked himself balls deep into Zoey.  He began fucking her.  At first, she didn’t respond, going limp.  She was being a convincing victim.  Just letting it happen and hoping it would be over soon.

But then her body began betraying her.  Greg’s big cock felt too good.  Her body began responding to him.

“No, please, just finish,” she said through clenched teeth.  She was trying to will herself not to cum.

Then Greg moved his hands to her little high school breasts.  He cupped them and used his thumbs to rub her hard nipples as he continued to long stroke her pussy.

“No, don’t do that, please,” she said.  But her words came out like a moan, and her body was tensing.  She was on the brink of cumming.

“Think about your new husband,” Greg said looking into her eyes.  Zoey was looking back into his, her lips pressed together, still trying not to cum.  

“Can he make you cum like this?” Greg asked as they looked into each other’s eyes.

“Oh god fuck,” Zoey moaned, and then her head was rolling back and her back was arching as her body climaxed.  Greg fucked her through her orgasm, bearing down so the thickness of his cock rubbed hard against her clit, extending her pleasure.  

“Oh god oh god oh god,” Zoey babbled as her orgasm went on and on.  

She was panting when her orgasm finally ended.  She was looking up at Greg, an amazed look on her beautiful face.

“Can he make you cum like that?” Greg asked.  He was still fucking her, but now moving slow.  “Your husband.  Can he?”

Zoey still had that amazed look on her face as she slowly shook her head no.

“Do I fuck you better than Hudson?” he asked.

Zoey didn’t hesitate.  “Yes,” she said.

Then Greg came.
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AFTERWARDS, GREG AND Zoey lay together, holding each other.  It was intimate, but sober.  None of the laughter and euphoria of their earlier after-coupling (had that been just an hour ago?).  Zoey had just been forced by Greg.  And now, their role playing was over, and they were reconnecting.

Seeing them this way – holding each other, their heads close, whispering, kissing – it was worse than seeing them fucking.  It was worse than watching Zoey cum on Greg’s cock.  

Hudson couldn’t hear all of their whispers.  But he did hear Zoey tell Greg (with awe in her voice), “That was the most freaking amazing thing ever.”

Zoey seemed to remember that Hudson was in the room.  She pulled away from Greg and looked at him.  Awkwardness filled the room, and Greg said, “I think I’ll try out the hot tub.”  (The bridal suite included a spa tub in the bathroom.)

“That sounds good,” Zoey said with a smile at him.  “I’ll be there in a minute.”

Hudson’s heart sank again.  “I’ll be there.”  Not “we’ll be there.”  But “I’ll be there.”

Greg was discreet enough to close the bathroom door behind him.  Zoey patted the bed next to her and said, “Hudson baby, come here.”

Hudson got into the bed next to Zoey.  They lay on their sides looking at each other.  She brushed her short blond hair behind her ear and said, “That was intense.”

“Did you like it?” Hudson asked.

Zoey took a moment to answer.  Then she hesitantly said, “I think it might be how your fantasy is.  You don’t like it exactly.  But you get off on it.  I’m not proud of my fantasies.  I’m ashamed actually.  But it’s just how I am.  Like your angst.  You hate it, but you love it too.”

Hudson slowly nodded.  He got it.

He was hard.  He hadn’t cum since fucking Zoey’s face.  She wrapped her hand around Hudson’s cock.  She could hold his entire hard cock in her palm, so different than with Greg.  She looked at him and he knew he was thinking the same thing.  His cock was tiny compared to Greg’s.

“I can’t give you what Greg gives you,” Hudson lamented.  “You just said it.  He’s better than me.”

Zoey didn’t ever try to deny it. 

Instead, she said, “But that gets you hot, right?” 

She began stroking him.  “I’ve never felt you so hard.  You get off on the angst.  Like how I cut my hair for Greg.  And how I wore his necklace today, and did my nails.  And how I wore flats for you, but high heels for him.  You get off on the angst.”

“But it kills me too,” Hudson said, his voice trembling from emotion but also arousal.

“All that excites you.”

“It does,” Hudson admitted.  “But it kills me too.”

“You don’t think it kills me a little too, when Greg does what he just did, and I cum from it?” Zoey asked.

Hudson stared at her.  He hadn’t thought of that.

“Sidney says we’re lucky,” Zoey told him.  “We both get off on your fantasy.  She says that means we can explore it more.  You know ... push the limits.”

“Like what?” 

“Like this,” Zoey said as she pushed Hudson down onto his back.  She moved up his body and straddled his face.  Her used pussy was inches from his nose.

Her lips were pussy and red, and they gaped open.  Greg’s cum oozed from the lips.

“This gets me so hot,” Zoey said, her voice husky now from arousal.  She squeezed his head between her knees and laced her fingers into his hair.  Hudson could push her away if he wanted, but instead he remained passive.

Zoey lowered her used pussy onto Hudson’s face.  She didn’t ask him, she just did it.  “Lick me and make me cum baby,” she said as she began rubbing her pussy back and forth across his face.  

Zoey pulled away enough to look at Hudson’s face.  His face was smeared with Greg’s sperm and her own love juices.  She moaned at the sight.  “God you look so sexy,” she said.  She lowered her pussy onto his mouth again.  “Lick me Hudson.  Do it,” she urged him.

Hudson reached up with his tongue and began licking her clit.  Zoey moaned and rolled her head back, her knees clamping harder around his head.  “You’re so good at this,” she cooed.  With that encouragement, Hudson began to furiously lap at her pussy.

“Oh fuck yeah,” Zoey moaned.  She pulled his hair tighter, pressing her pussy even harder against his mouth.  “Eat Greg’s cum.  Doesn’t it taste good?  So masculine?”  She was getting close to cumming again.

To the side, Greg had opened the bathroom door.  He watched as Hudson licked Zoey’s pussy, his little dick – his pretty boy pussy – rock hard and sticking straight up into the air.  He had a smug smile on his face.

Greg moved to the bed.  He pushed Zoey off Hudson’s face and onto her back.  He climbed over Hudson and onto Zoey.  

“Thanks for getting her warmed up for me again,” he said derisively.  “I’ll take it from here.”  Then Greg pushed his big hard cock deep into Zoey’s body.

Greg fucked her fast.  Zoey was wild, moaning and screaming.  The way she reacted to Greg so different from the way she reacted with Hudson.  

Because Hudson had gotten her close, Zoey came fast on Greg’s cock.  She came so hard, her body convulsed, and she screamed out like a mad woman.

Hudson felt disheartened and dejected. He remembered what Sidney said:  “Are you really going to let Greg give Zoey all her orgasms tonight?”  At that moment, Hudson knew he wouldn’t be giving Zoey any pleasure tonight.  She’d get it all from Greg.
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CHAPTER 20
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After recovering from their latest coupling, Zoey turned to Hudson and said, “Hudson, do you mind giving me a minute with Greg?  Maybe you can try out the hot tub.”

Hudson felt like he was dying inside after what had just happened.  Now his new bride wanted privacy with her lover?  After already giving all of herself to him?

Hudson felt defeated.  So, without protest, he staggered to the bathroom.  He was still aroused, and he glanced down.  His cock was rock hard and sticking straight out, perpendicular to his body.  His small cock didn’t have the volume or weight to sag from gravity.  He thought that Zoey’s little high school breasts also would never sag.  But, while girls would see that as a plus, they would always feel sorry for a man like Hudson with so little endowment – no matter how they might always insist that “size isn’t important.”

Hudson glanced back at the bed, and with horror saw that Zoey was looking at him.  She was looking at him, looking at his cock.  His cock that was so short and thin it didn’t suffer the effects of gravity.  Unlike Greg’s.  At that moment, Greg’s cock was soft after just cumming, but it was still noticeably longer than Hudson’s, and much thicker.  When he was hard, if he stood up, his cock was so long and solid and heavy that it would sag down towards his thighs.

Greg was looking at Hudson too and had a smug superior look on his face.  Zoey was giving him an encouraging smile.  But he saw it as pity.  Poor Hudson with his little dick, thank god she had Greg to satisfy her.  That’s what Hudson thought she was thinking.  It made him mad.  It was also humiliating.  

But again, the humiliation sent a charge through him.  It sent more blood to his dick, making it pulse.  Hudson saw the smug look on Greg’s face, and he felt inferior to him.  How could that be?  How could it ever have gotten to this, that he, a Master of the Universe, could feel inferior to meek loser Greg?

But Greg wasn’t meek anymore.  He wasn’t a loser anymore.  Now, Hudson felt like he was the loser.  Especially when it came to sex with Zoey.  Yet that humiliating thought sent another thrilling charge to his dick.  

“This is so fucked up,” Hudson thought to himself.  He hurried to the bathroom and closed the door.

Inside the bathroom, Hudson looked at the hot tub.  It held no appeal to him.  He went back to the door.  He cracked it open.  His hand moved to his hard cock.  He wanted to watch Zoey with Greg.

He expected them to be snuggling and whispering sweet nothings to each other.  But they weren’t, and he was both relieved and disappointed.  

They were both sitting up in the bed.  They were talking.  Hudson couldn’t hear what they were saying, but their conversation seemed to be heated.  Greg didn’t look happy, and Zoey had her hands on his chest and arms, trying to console him.  It didn’t seem to be working though, as Greg’s frowns got deeper.  

Then Zoey said something, and Greg’s frown turned into a smile.  They both turned slightly, and Hudson was able to read their lips.  

Greg, smiling now, said “You’ll really do that?  You want that?”

Zoey, smiling back at him, said “I do want that.”  

Greg’s smile grew bigger, and now there was a mischievous glint in his eyes.  “Have you thought about what I said?”

Zoey laughed and rolled her eyes.  “You never give up, do you?  I told you, Hudson’s not into that.”

“He’ll come around.  It’s sexy,” Greg said.

Zoey shook her head and laughed again.  Then she wrapped her arms around Greg’s neck and kissed him.

Hudson’s insides were boiling over.  What were they talking about?

Then, he watched with shock as Greg got out of the bed and dressed.  He said something to Zoey, and she giggled.  He sat on the side of the bed and reached for her feet.  She pretended to fight him, but it was just play.  He pulled off her high heels, and then her stockings.  He tossed them on the floor.  Now Zoey was completely naked.

With a big grin on his face, Greg said something to Zoey.  Her eyes got wide, and she laughed.  Greg laughed too.

Then Zoey affectionately caressed the side of his face and kissed him.  They looked into each other’s eyes for long moments, then Greg got up and left.

Hudson stared at the bed, with just Zoey on it now.  What the fuck had just happened?

Then Zoey said in a gentle soft voice, “Hudson you can come back now.”

Hudson hesitantly left the bathroom.  He oddly felt embarrassed and exposed, being naked with his hard cock sticking out.

“Where’s Greg?” he asked.

“I sent him away,” Zoey said.  “It is our wedding night.  We’ve had our kinky fun.  So, I thought it was time for just you and me.”

Hudson felt anger grow inside him.  Oh, so now she was going to be the sweet wife?  Now she was going to be loyal to him, take his side in things?  After, what, how many times did she cum tonight on Greg’s cock?  After she sat on his face and made him eat Greg’s jizz?  After denying him her pussy for months, after giving herself completely to Greg for months, NOW she was going to be his sweet wife?

Hudson felt anger burn inside him like a hot furnace.

But he also felt ... disappointed.  Was the thrill over?  Was tonight the last hurrah, and now they were going to be monogamous again?  As these thoughts passed through Hudson’s head, he felt his arousal dissipating, and his cock deflating.  

Zoey answered his unspoken question a moment later.  With a lopsided grin, she said, “And anyways, I thought you might like to see how I feel.  You know ... after Greg’s fucked me for –-.” 

She glanced at the clock.

“Almost 3 hours.”

Suddenly the cuckold lust surged inside Hudson, and his cock was hard again.  He rushed to the bed, and his frenzied excitement made Zoey giggle.

Hudson moved to get between Zoey’s legs, but she stopped him.  “I want to be on top,” she said as she pushed him onto his back.  She straddled his hips, holding herself up on her knees.

“Greg said something to you before he left, after he took off your stockings and high heels.  You laughed.  What did he say?”

Zoey’s eyes got wide like they had when Greg said whatever he said.  “You saw him take off my shoes and stockings?” she asked.

Hudson nodded yes.

With a mischievous grin, she said, “I told him I was going to let you inside me.  He took them off, because he said he didn’t want to let you fuck me with any of my wedding lingerie on.  

“Oh my god the asshole!” Hudson said, but his words came out like a moan.

“Greg has gotten kinda alpha,” Zoey said, still grinning down at Hudson.  “I actually think it’s sexy.”

Hudson’s jealousy flared and his stomach turned queasy at her words, but then she reached down and wrapped her soft palm around his cock.  “It’s been a long time since you’ve been inside me,” she said.  “Months.”

“I know,” Hudson said back.  God, she looked so beautiful and sexy as he looked up at her.  Even with her short hair, even with all her make up gone.  Her breasts looked so enticing.  They were small, yes, but so perfectly shaped, and her nipples were upturned and perky.

He wanted to touch them, but he hesitated.  It’d been so long since they’d done anything sexual like this, on the brink of intercourse.

“I’m going to cup your breasts,” he said, hesitantly moving his hands upward.  His words were not a question exactly, not exactly asking for permission, but they certainly were not a commanding statement.

“Um, okay,” Zoey said with a half laugh, and her tone was exactly like before, when she said “well, that was unexpected” after he’d fucked her face.  Hudson cursed himself!  He had to be more commanding!  He had to be more alpha!  The way he used to be!

But then, if he wanted to be more alpha, why had he allowed Zoey to be on top and in control of everything?

Hudson’s hands reached Zoey’s perfect tits, and he cupped them.  With a grin, Zoey said “Do they still feel the same?”

“You mean, before Greg started fucking you?” Hudson snapped.

Zoey laughed.  “Yeah I guess so,” she said.  Then she gave him a playful, pretend pout.  “Oh, don’t get your pouty face on baby.  I’m just teasing.  Anyways that’s what we’re doing now, right?  To see if my pussy still feels the same to you.”

“Yeah ...,” Hudson chocked out through a lustful dry throat.  He looked down between her legs.  She still kept herself completely hairless.  She used to have a tiny landing strip there.  But Greg had shaved it off. 

Zoey’s pussy lips were puffy and red.  They gaped open.  Greg’s cum oozed from them, making her upper inner thighs wet.  

Holding his cock, Zoey lowered herself onto him.  Hudson’s cock slid into her pussy easily, without any resistance.

Zoey didn’t move with his hard cock balls deep inside her.  “So how do I feel?” she asked.

“I can ... barely feel your walls,” Hudson gasped out.  He was so beyond turned on it was hard to talk.  “Like, I feel ... barely any ... pressure at all.  And you feel ... really wet ... slippery.”

“Greg always cums a lot,” she told him, as explanation for why she was so wet.  She moved up a little, to test it.  “Feel that?” she asked.

“I barely felt it,” Hudson gasped.  Her pussy was so loose and slippery, her upward movement barely felt like anything.

Hudson felt like he was going to cum.  Despite barely feeling anything, Zoey’s loose, well-used pussy – her ruined pussy—was the most exquisite he had ever felt!

“I can’t feel much either,” Zoey told him.  “I mean, I can tell you’re inside me but ....”

“So, you’re not getting any pleasure?” he asked.

“No baby, sorry,” she replied.  “Not physical, at least.”

“Oh god ...” Hudson groaned at her words.  Her words hurt so much, they cut at his manhood, but they were so delicious too!

“Don’t worry, I’m going to do Kegel exercises,” Zoey said as she began slowly moving up and down.  “Sidney’s teaching me.  She says that’s how she stays tight, even though all her boyfriends are black and really big.  Bigger than Greg even.”

Hearing her say Greg’s name burned him.  His head swirled with cuckold lust.  “Does he feel tight inside you?” he asked.

“You know he does, baby,” Zoey said.

“Does his cock give you pleasure?” 

“You know it does,” Zoey said.  “He makes me cum almost every time.”

“Oh god ...,” Hudson moaned.  “And my cock has never made you cum.”

Hudson was in full cuck mode now.  Without thinking, he blurted out, “Don’t do the exercises!  I want your pussy to stay loose!  I want Greg to stretch your pussy out so it’s perfect for him but ruined for me!”

Zoey froze mid-stroke.  Her lips parted and she looked down at Hudson in shock.  “Oh my god that’s the hottest thing you’ve ever said,” she said with a gasp.  Suddenly her passions were ignited.  She shot her hand down her body.  She rapidly rubbed her clit as she moved up and down on Hudson’s cock.  “Don’t cum.  I want to cum,” she said.  She closed her eyes and said, “Say what you said again.  Say it, Hudson.  And hold off, don’t cum.”

But it was too much for Hudson.  He lurched and came inside Zoey’s pussy.  He had lasted barely 60 seconds.

“I’m sorry,” he apologized.  Between pants, he said, “It’s just that it’s been a long time ....”

Zoey gave a helpless laugh.  “That’s okay,” she said.  Hudson had cum way before she’d gotten even close to an orgasm.  “Maybe we can do it again later.”

But Zoey drifted off to sleep soon after.  Hudson though stayed away a long time, looking up into the darkness.  Like always, after cumming he always regretted the choices he’d made.  It was better this time, since he was next to Zoey.  But he feared losing her.  He was her husband now, but he wasn’t the object of her sexual desires.  And after tonight, he knew it would never go back to the way it used to be.  

He thought about how it would be better if she moved on from Greg and found another man to pleasure her.  Maybe they could even move to more of a cuckold/hot wife lifestyle, so she had multiple lovers instead of focusing on just Greg.  It would get Hudson really hot to watch from a distance as Zoey allowed herself to be seduced by a stranger in a hotel bar.  Or get banged by a couple of well-hung college kids.  Or allow herself to be taken by one of Sidney’s black boyfriends.  Maybe as they reconnected over their honeymoon, he could move things in that direction.

––––––––
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