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

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

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

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

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

You can find my books wherever e-books are sold.  If you’d like to join my mailing list or would like to send me a question or feedback, please email me at peteandrews1701@gmail.com.  
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Hudson – He’s 26.  He’s gorgeous and has a hot bod.  He’s a Master of the Universe, a sure thing for partnership in his company.  He’s in love with Zoey. 

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

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

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

Maynard – He’s 45 and married to Camilla.  He’s like an older version of Hudson, with one important exception.  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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THIS STORY BEGINS IMMEDIATELY after the end of Be Careful What You Wish For Book 3
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LIKE GREG, MOST OF the people at the wedding grew up in Buffalo.  They’d gone to high school together, and a few (including Greg) had gone to Buffalo University.  So, the weekend was like a big high school reunion.

I got a lot of looks from the men at the rehearsal dinner, and more than a few approached me and tried to flirt.  They didn’t seem to care I was with Greg.  I learned that Greg had the reputation of being a geeky guy, which sorta didn’t surprise me.  After all, that’s how I saw him, at least until recently.

Hudson always encouraged me to flirt with other men.  He always said I was his “bubbly social butterfly,” and he liked seeing other men get hot for me since I’d be going home with him to his bed.  Now though I understood how all this fit into his fantasy of me with other men.

Greg was different.  I could tell he didn’t like it when men approached me.  So, I stayed close to him the entire time, holding his arm, and I politely brushed off the men who tried to flirt with me. 

“My friends are surprised my girlfriend’s so hot,” Greg told me when we were sitting down for dinner.  “You’re the prettiest girl here.  By far.”

I couldn’t help smiling.  Every girl likes compliments.  I tried to be modest though and said “The bride’s really pretty.”  She was, too.  

“She’s pretty,” Greg agreed.  “She was very popular in high school.  She was a cheerleader.”  Then he looked at me and asked, “Were you a cheerleader?”

“Guilty,” I said with a grin and shrug.  “My senior year, I was cheerleader captain.  And the prom queen.”  With a laugh, I said, “Yeah, I was that girl.”

Greg gave me an evil grin.  He moved close and whispered into my ear, “I can’t wait to fuck your cheerleader and prom queen pussy later.”  As he said this, he edged his hand under my skirt.

I snorted a laugh.  But his sexy words and hand on my thigh sent a tingle down my spine.  If only his old high school friends knew how alpha he’d become, and how big his equipment was inside his pants.  It made me wonder, so I asked, “Were you ever intimate with anyone in high school?  Do the girls know how big you are?”

“I dated Halley for a while,” Greg said.  “And Mindy.”

“You mean, the bridesmaids?” I asked.  I’d met the wedding party earlier, when we arrived at the rehearsal dinner.

“Yes,” Greg answered.

I looked at the girls on either side of Cathy (the bride) at the head table.  Both Halley and Mindy were brunettes with short, shoulder length hair.  I thought about Kimmy Chang.  She had black hair, also short.  Did Greg prefer short haired brunettes, the way Hudson liked long haired blondes?

“So, you ever do the nasty with them?” I teased, grinning at him.

“I got the farthest with Mindy,” Greg said.  “When she saw how big I was, she got scared, and that was the end of that.”  He looked pleased with himself when he said this.

“Back in high school, I would’ve been scared too, probably,” I admitted.  “I was sorta scared now when I first saw you.”

Now he looked even more pleased with himself. “But you’ve gotten use to me,” he said.

“I’m not sure I’ll ever get used to you,” I said with a helpless laugh.  “But that’s part of what makes you so much fun.  So exciting.”

Greg grinned, clearly pleased with my words.  

We had to pause our sexy talk as the server refilled out wine glasses.  Already I had a couple dirty martinis during the cocktail hour, and now I’d had at least 2 glasses of chardonnay.  I was seriously feeling tipsy, and I think Greg was too.

Once the server was gone, Greg said, “So, probably back in high school, girls weren’t scared of Hudson when they saw his cock.”

“I can’t believe you just said that,” I said, my tone like an offended harrumph.  

“I’m just saying,” Greg said, trying to look innocent.  “Would you have been scared of Hudson’s cock back in high school?”

I narrowed my eyes and pursed my lips at Greg.  I didn’t want him to diss my fiancée, because that just made me feel guilty again about how much fun I was having with him.  The problem was, Greg’s hand was still between my legs, and now his fingers had reached my panties.

“You’re so wet Zoey,” Greg said.  It was true.  I was soaking.  It seemed like I always got that way whenever I was with him.

“Are you going to wash your bra and panties?  Before the wedding?” he asked.

“Yes,” I said.

“Don’t,” Greg said.  He had an evil smile on his cute face.  “Wear them exactly like this under your wedding dress.  I mean, after I fuck you in them.”

My eyes went wide, shocked.  The naughtiness of what he was suggesting made me even more wet.

My thoughts turned to Hudson.  I knew he’d want me to tell him what Greg just said.

At that moment, I also noticed the other people at our table looking at us.  I realized we’d been completely rude by ignoring them up to that point.  So, I spent the next 30 minutes chatting with them as the appetizers were served.  I found out they were relatives of the bride and groom.  I wasn’t at my “social butterfly” best though, because Greg kept his freaking hand between my legs the whole time, caressing the bare skin above my stocking tops.  Thank God for long tablecloths!

“Can I have my lipstick, and phone?” I asked Greg.  He reached into his coat pocket and handed them to me.

I touched up my lips, glancing over at Greg as I did so.  He was looking at my mouth as I brushed the red lipstick on my lips.  

Then I turned to the woman sitting next to me.  She was the groom’s aunt.  

“Can you take a picture of us?” I asked her, handing my phone to her.  I moved close to Greg and he put his left arm around me.  His right hand was still caressing my thighs just below my panties.

“Thanks,” I said after the picture was taken, then I took a few moments to text Hudson.  We were still sitting close so Greg was able to read my phone as I texted with my fiancée.

As I was about to send the picture to Hudson, I noticed a video.  I asked Greg, “You took a video?”

Greg nodded.  “When I fucked you,” he said.  “Before we fell asleep.”

I thought about it, remembering I’d cum really hard that time.  It’d been really nasty too, with me climaxing on Greg’s cock with his finger up my ass, I knew Hudson would love it.  

So I texted the video and the picture the groom’s aunt had just taken to Hudson.  That was a mistake though.  I only found out later that I shouldn’t have sent Hudson that particular video.

But I wasn’t thinking straight, not with all the alcohol, and Greg still had his hand up my skirt.  So I did send the video to Hudson.  I also texted to Hudson: “We’re at the rehearsal dinner.  Greg’s hand is between my legs!”

After a moment, Hudson texted back:  “Oh fuck that’s so hot!  Are you wet baby?”

Me:  “I’m soaking!  I sent you a picture and video too.”

Then I added, “I invited Greg to our wedding.  And I told him I’m wearing my bridal lingerie.”

Hudson: “I’ll look at them later.  What did he say about the lingerie?”

I looked at Greg and gave him a smirky smile, then I texted:  “He said I shouldn’t wash them.  I should wear them exactly like this under my wedding dress.  After he fucks me later in the lingerie.”

Hudson:  “Oh fuck that’s so hot!  Greg’s turning into a real bull!  I definitely want you to wear the lingerie the next time he fucks you!”

Greg chuckled as he read Hudson’s text.  “Shut up,” I told him, bumping my shoulder against him.  But I couldn’t help grinning too.

I was enjoying this, because Hudson was clearly into all of this.  That eased my guilt about having so much fun with Greg.  

Then I remembered what Sidney said, about going all in with Hudson’s fantasy.  So I texted:  “So Greg’s my bull, and I’m a hot almost-wife with that chain around my ankle.  I guess that means you’re my cuckold almost-husband.”

This time Hudson didn’t respond as fast.  After a few moments, he wrote “Yeah, I’m your cuckold.”

Greg chuckled again as he read Hudson’s text.  I barely heard him, though, as I read and re-read the words on my phone.

I was still getting my head around Hudson being a cuckold.  My gorgeous, ripped, successful and super alpha Hudson.  He was a man among men, and I loved that.  It was one of the things that attracted me to him.  I shook my head, as I still couldn’t believe he had these fantasies.

I didn’t want to think any more about Hudson being a cuckold, so I sent off a quick text: “I’ll call you when we get back to the hotel.  I love you.”

“Come on,” Greg said, interrupting my thoughts.  He was getting up from the table, and pulling me up to join him.

“What?” I asked.

“Come on,” he said again, pulling me up onto my feet.  He took my hand and began leading me away.  

I manage to sputter to our table mates, “We’re, ah, gonna get a quick smoke.”

“We don’t smoke,” Greg said after we were away from the table.

“I had to say something!” I said with exasperation.  I sensed everyone in the ballroom looking at us. “Where are we going?”

Greg led me out of the big ballroom.  I felt like everyone was watching us.  He quickly moved me down the hall, and after about 10 feet, he shoved me into an empty storage room that was next to the ballroom.

“Greg, what the fuck?” I asked him. 

He pushed me up against the wall.  He undid his pants and pushed it down so it gathered around his knees.  He quickly rolled a condom onto his hard cock. Then he pulled up the skirt of my dress.

“Let’s give Hudson what he wants,” Greg hissed into my face as he rolled a condom onto his big dick.  He didn’t pull my thong down.  Instead, he pulled the material to the side as he rubbed his big cockhead up and down my wet slit.  “I’m gonna fuck you in these panties.”

My eyes went wide.  I got off on sex in semi-public places, and the rehearsal dinner was literally happening on the other side of this wall.  But what he said was so naughty!  It made my head spin with lust!  And then I wanted to be even more wicked!

“Take off the condom,” I told him.

Greg hesitated.  “You’re sure?” he asked.

“Yesssss!” I hissed.  Since I wasn’t on the pill, I kept careful track of my cycle.  But honestly, at that moment I wasn’t even thinking about that.  I just wanted to be a nasty, hot fiancée.

Greg ripped the condom off his dick and threw it onto the concrete floor.  He bent his knees, then he pushed into me.  I groaned as he penetrated me.

Greg grabbed my leg and pulled it up, so he had a better angle to get deeper inside me.  I grabbed his arms, digging my nails into his forearms and clenching my teeth as he stretched and filled me with each inch of his big cock. 

“Oh god oh god oh god,” I moaned.  This was the first time he had been bare inside me, and it felt different without a condom.  I hadn’t realized it before, but the condom must have smoothed him out, making his cock like a sleek smooth missile vibrator.  

Now though, since he was bare inside me, and since my pussy was stretched so tight around him, I could feel every contour of his cock, I could feel the big vein running along the underside of his shaft, I could feel the curved mushroom shape of his big cock head.

Oh my god!  It felt so good!  I was shocked at how much better it felt!

“Oh you feel so good Greg!” I moaned as he pushed deeper inside me.  “It feels so good!”

“Yeah yeah you feel good too Zoey!” Greg said, panting hard, as he felt my pussy skin-to-skin for the first time.  

He got mostly inside me, and then he just stopped, and we looked into each other’s eyes.  We stayed that way for long moments, panting hard, looking at each other.

Then Greg began moving inside me.  I clutched his forearms even harder, because I could not believe how good it felt!  His big bulbous cockhead was like a rake scrapping along my inner walls and rubbing all my pleasure spots.  My stretched pussy lips – contorted by his huge size – flexed and molded to the contours of his shaft as it moved in and out of me.  

It felt so good!  And I came really hard!  It was a glorious orgasm, one that I had never experienced before in my life.  I could NOT believe how good it felt without a condom!  I never wanted to use a condom again!  Not with Greg, anyways.  Never again.

After I came, Greg began fucking me harder and faster.  The sensations of being fucked bareback by his amazing cock were like fireworks exploding in my body.  I was whimpering, babbling incoherently, another orgasm quickly building in my body.

Greg was breathing hard too, and he said “I’m almost there.  Where do you want me to cum?”

“Cum inside me!” I said immediately.  It was stupid.  I wasn’t on the pill.  Greg was inside me without any protection.  It wasn’t the riskiest time of the month for me, but it wasn’t the safest either.  And really, a man’s sperm inside a girl not on any protection was never a good idea. But I was so caught up in the moment, I wasn’t thinking straight.

Greg growled as he plunged all the way into me, deeper than any man had ever been in me.  He grabbed my hips and kept his cock impaled inside me, as he ejaculated streams of his seed into me.  I could feel his sperm splashing against my walls, and that sensation pushed me over the edge and I came again.  My pussy spasmed around his cock, milking more of his virile sperm into my unprotected and fertile womb.

Greg held me tight for long moments as we both came down from our orgasms.  He still held one of my legs against his hip, and my other foot was teetering on tip toes.  Greg’s cock was still deep inside me, but I felt it softening.

We stared into each other’s eyes as we thought about what we’d just done.

Finally, Greg let my leg down, and he pulled his cock from me.  I saw his shaft was covered with his milky cum, but I knew most of his sperm was still deep inside me.  

We fixed out clothes.  I adjusted my panties and pulled down my skirt as Greg fixed his pants.

“I need to go to the bathroom,” I told Greg.  He nodded.  We left the storeroom and he waited outside as I went into the bathroom.

I was hoping the bathroom would be empty.  But it wasn’t.  And of course you know who was there, right?  The bride and her bridesmaids.

They stared at me as I walked to the sink.  It was like doing the walk of shame.

The bride asked, “Did you and Greg just do it?”

I knew I was busted.  I was mortified with embarrassment, standing there and looking just fucked, and I was afraid I’d ruined her rehearsal dinner.  With my head down, I said with a small voice, “I’m sorry.”

Then the bride grinned and said, “Girl, you’re my hero!”  Soon we were all laughing and joking around.  I guess you could call it a chick bonding moment.  They helped me pull myself together so I looked presentable.  

Greg and I walked back to the rehearsal dinner with the bride and her bridesmaids, and now suddenly I was part of the in-crowd.  We stayed at the rehearsal dinner for another 2 hours, and most of that time I was chatting and laughing with the bride and her friends with Greg beside me.  

I was distracted though.  I wanted to get back to our hotel room.  I wanted more sex with Greg.  I was like a nympho.  But I couldn’t help it.  I wanted to do it bareback again.  I wanted to experience that again.

And I was also distracted because Greg’s cum was leaking from me.  I could feel my inner thighs getting moist, and it was running down to my stocking tops.  And I knew my panties were soaked with his sperm.  I wondered if Hudson would like that.
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My heart leaped when I saw the text from Zoey.  It said “We’re at the rehearsal dinner.  Greg’s hand is between my legs!”

The loneliness and sadness I was already feeling with Zoey being away became almost overwhelming as I read and re-read her text.  The text was a reminder – not that I needed reminding – that the girl I loved was spending the weekend away with another man.

The second sentence of Zoey’s text – “Greg’s hand is between my legs!” – was like a dagger through my heart, but also it made my cock so hard it hurt in my pants.

I texted back and forth with Zoey, putting on a brave face even as the angst tore at my insides.  I was relieved when she ended our chat with the text:  “I’ll call you when we get back to the hotel.  I love you.”

I stared at her last words – “I love you” – for a long time.  My nerves were on edge.  I missed Zoey, I was jealous, I was anxious, I was lonely.  I was in a dark place feeling dark emotions, even though my insides were sparkling with delicious cuckold lust.  The “I love you” at the end of her text helped to calm me.  “Zoey loves me.  She loves me, not Greg,” I told myself.  

My cock was hard again, even though I’d jerked off not too long ago.  Then I remembered the photo and video in her text, and my cock twitched and got even harder.

I dipped 2 fingers into the big plastic jar of Vaseline and greased up my cock.  Then I began to slowly stroke myself as I opened the photo.

It was a picture of Zoey and Greg, sitting at their table at the rehearsal dinner.  They were sitting close, smiling into the camera.  They looked happy to be together.  They looked like a couple.

My chest tightened up as I stared at the picture.  I was getting what I wanted – my fiancée in a romantic relationship with another man.  It was so thrilling.  The jealousy and anxiousness were still there, but seeing Zoey IN A RELATIONSHIP with Greg was so deliciously thrilling that my charged-up libido overwhelmed those dark emotions.

I casted the video to the TV so I could watch it on a high-def big screen.  I also cranked up the audio as I wanted to hear every moan and whisper.

In the video, Zoey was tied up.  Seeing her tied up made me pause.  I knew Zoey was a bottom, and seeing her tied up made her look even more submissive.  It also amazed me though, that GREG tied her up.  Greg!  I didn’t think he had the balls for that.  For not the first time, I was reevaluating my thoughts about him.

I watched as Greg pulled off his clothes.  Zoey’s eyes were on his cock, and so were mine.  His dick was seriously big, both long and thick.  I watched as he pushed his big cock into Zoey’s pussy.

“Greg go slow,” Zoey said in the video.  “You’re so freaking big.  Go slow, go slow.”

“You’re still so tight, even though I fucked you before in the car,” Greg said.  I could tell he was struggling to get inside her.  Then he said, “Hudson with his little dick, he hasn’t stretched you out.  Your pussy’s still so tight.”

I frowned at hearing Greg say, “Hudson with his little dick.”  The asshole!  How dare he say that about me, especially to my girl!

But then my heart sank as Zoey didn’t respond.  She didn’t defend me.  

Instead, she moaned, “Oh fuck that feels good!” as he stuffed more of his cock into her pussy.

“How’d you know to do that?” Zoey asked as he began fucking her.  She was looking up into his eyes. “Touch the back of my knee.”

“Hudson told me,” Greg said.

“Really?” Zoey asked, surprised.

“Yeah,” Greg said.  “You liked it?”

“I freaking loved it,” Zoey said.  With a wonderous voice, she added, “God.  My first nipple orgasm.”

“Hudson’s never done that to you?”

“No,” Zoey said, grinning at him.

My heart sank again.  Greg gave her a nipple orgasm.  I never had.  I’d never even tried, not really.  And he was able to make her cum on his cock, another thing I’d never been able to do.  My insecurities spiked, and jealousy and angst tore through me.  Yet still, it got me hot that Greg did things to her that I couldn’t.  How fucked up was that?

I watched as Greg fucked Zoey.  I could tell she was getting close, and she confirmed it by saying “You’re gonna make me cum again. Don’t stop.”

I watched as Greg licked one of his fingers.  He reached under Zoey.  My eyes went wide as I watched him push that finger up her ass.  That pushed her over the edge.  

“Oh shit, I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” Zoey cried as she came hard.

I watched as Greg tenderly kissed Zoey’s soft lips as she panted from her orgasm.  Then he looked into her eyes and said, “I think about you all the time Zoey.”

Zoey looked back into Greg’s eyes, and it was clear she liked what he just said.  She liked that Greg thought about her all the time.

They were sharing a moment.  An intimate moment.  It was harder watching that than the fucking.  The jealousy and angst were tearing me apart.  Yet, my cock was so hard.  It never softened.  If anything, I got harder.

And Greg wasn’t done.  He fucked her hard, and for a long time.  At some point he untied Zoey and flipped her onto her stomach.  As he fucked her, Zoey was screaming, her body convulsing in what seemed like a continuous, massive orgasm.  

She was screaming, jabbering incoherently, her body jerking around, her hands clawing at the sheets.  She never reacted that way with me.  Never.

Eventually the video ended.  I realized my dick was soft in my hand.  At some point I’d cum.  I was breathing hard, my heart pounding.  I felt devastated, in that dark place again.  I felt like I was spiraling down into a deep dark void.  I felt like I was losing my girl to another man.
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“Can I have my lipstick?” I asked Greg.  The rehearsal dinner had ended and we were back in our rental car.

“Why don’t you get it?” Greg said back with a teasing grin.

I gave him a sly grin back.  “Jerk,” I said with a joking voice as I reached my hand into the front pocket of his pants.  As my fingers curled around my lipstick, I couldn’t help feeling his cock pressing against my hand.  “How is it not freaking uncomfortable whenever you put on your pants?” I joked.

Greg laughed.  I laughed back.

“I’m not laughing about that.  Something else.”

“What?” I asked him.

“You just reminded me,” he said.  “About when I used to wear my wrestling singlet.  I used to wrestle in high school.  The singlet wasn’t so comfortable.”

“Oh.  I didn’t know that,” I said, my lips parting with surprise.  This tidbit of information was like a missing piece of a puzzle I was putting together in my head about Greg.  It explained why he was so strong, yet so thin.  Wrestling had given him a really strong core.

Then I thought about Greg trying to hide his big thing in a skintight wrestling singlet.  It made me laugh.  But it also kind of turned me on.  “I’d actually like to see you in a singlet,” I said with a teasing smile at him.

I still had that nasty “bad girl” feeling as his cum leaked down my thigh.  I decided to tell him something that I’d only shared with Hudson.

“You know how sometimes there’s a girl wrestler, on a boys’ wrestling team?” I whispered.  “I’ve always wondered if boys get hard wrestling a girl, especially if she’s pretty.”

“I’ve never met a pretty girl wrestler,” Greg said with a laugh.  

“Yeah, but, what if she was pretty?” I whispered.  “Can I tell you something?  It’s kinda a fantasy I have.”

Greg suddenly got serious, and he was looking intently at me.  He nodded.

“Like, sometimes I fantasize I’m on the wrestling team,” I whispered.  “And I’m practicing with one of my teammates, a boy.  It’s after everyone else is gone, so we’re alone in the gym.  As we’re wrestling, he starts touching me.  I mean, not wrestling touching, but touching touching.  And I feel him getting hard.  I get scared and try to get away.  But he pins me down.  And then ... well then, he fucks me.”

Greg’s eyes were still tearing into me as he asked, “So you fantasize about that kind of stuff?”

I suddenly felt like an idiot for telling him.  Yes, I did fantasize about that kind of stuff.  People called it dubious consent, or dubcon for short.

Up to that point in my life, I’d only told Hudson.  And Sidney of course, I told her everything.  Lots of girls had dubcon fantasies, but it wasn’t exactly mainsteam.  I didn’t want Greg to think I was a freak.  

(I didn’t know Sidney had already told Greg about my fantasies.  I didn’t find that out until later.)

So, I lied.  “No, of course not,” I sputtered, my eyes down at my feet.  “I’m just talking about, you know, a girl on the wrestling team.”

Greg gave me a lopsided grin and said “You really want to see me in a singlet?  My high school’s not too far from here.  And I still have a key to the gym.”

––––––––
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GREG DIDN’T ACTUALLY have a key.  But he told me the team hid a key under a rock for those who wanted to get in extra practices, and they were still using that same hiding place.

We went to the wrestling gym, which was off the main gym that had the double basketball courts.  I watched as Greg undressed – he took off all his clothes including his underwear – and then he put on a singlet.  It was pretty funny, because there was no way to hide his bulge in the tight-fitting one-piece uniform.  Everyone must’ve known how big he was in high school, and it made me wonder about the moms who saw him wrestle.  Young high school girls might be scared by his size, but experienced moms (cougars and MILFs) might have other ideas about a cute, shy boy who sported a huge package.

And now, Greg looked even more ridiculous in the singlet because he was hard.  The way his big erection distorted and strained the thin stretchy fabric of the singlet would’ve been comical, if it hadn’t looked so freaking hot.

“Why don’t you put one on too,” Greg suggested.  “I’ll teach you some wrestling moves.”

“Really?” I said with a half laugh.  I was kind of nervous and butterflies were swirling in my stomach, after the talk we’d had earlier.

“Yeah, definitely.  Put one on,” he said.  It turned out his high school did have some girl wrestlers in the past, although they were rare.  But they had some girl singlets that were my size.  Greg found one and gave it to me.

I undressed in front of him.  His eyes were on me the whole time.  We both laughed when he saw my thighs were damp (his cum was still seeping from my pussy).  I wiped myself with a paper towel before pulling on the singlet.  It was really tight on me.  Skin tight.  Like Greg, I was naked underneath.

Greg pulled a few mats off a big pile and arranged them on the floor.  Then he walked me through a few moves.  I’d never wrestled before, but the moves weren’t completely unfamiliar to me, because when I was a cheerleader back in high school we cheered at the wrestling matches.  Not all of them, but at the big ones, like Districts and States.

Then we began wrestling, going through the motions at first.  We experimented and figured out we had to do it with me on all fours and Greg above me.  He was too tall and lanky, and me too tiny compared to him, for the reverse to work.

I’m proud to say I wasn’t a complete wuss.  I scored a few points, mostly with escapes.  I was kinda like Greg.  I wasn’t muscular, but a lifetime of dancing had given me a strong core.  And I was smaller and quicker than Greg, so that let me wriggle away a few times.  Most times he pinned me, but even then I went down fighting.  We were both breathing hard and sweating after about 30 minutes of sparring.

We wrestled again, and Greg trapped me with one arm around my neck, and his legs scissored around my legs.  I couldn’t move, and I knew he was about to twist me to my back and pin me.

But he didn’t do that.  Instead, he did something completely unexpected.

He moved his head close to mine, then with the flat of his tongue, he licked from my chin up my face to my forehead.  It was a sloppy lick, leaving saliva on my skin.

“What the fuck Greg!” I yelled.  Then he did it again, with me completely unable to move because of the way he had me trapped.

It wasn’t a sexual thing the way he licked me.  It was degrading.  Humiliating.

Then Greg moved me so I was looking up at him.  My shoulders were pressed against the mat so I was probably pinned, but I wasn’t thinking about wrestling anymore.  Neither was he.

Greg said, “Open your mouth.”

“Why?”

“Open your slutty mouth!” he yelled.

I was shocked.  Greg had never yelled at me before.  And he’d never called me a slut.  It kinda scared me.  I parted my lips, opening my mouth.

Greg spit into my mouth.

What the fuck?!!!!!!

“Swallow it,” he ordered with a hard voice.

I glared at him.  I wasn’t going to fucking swallow his spit!

But then Greg adjusted his head lock of me, so he was pulling on my arm.  It hurt!  It was like he was pulling my arm from the socket!

I swallowed his spit and cried, “Stop Greg!  That hurts!”

He let up on my arm.  Then he ordered “Open your mouth again.”

“Noooo,” I whined.

He pulled on my arm again, harder this time.  It really hurt! My eyes watered with tears as I opened my mouth.  I had no choice.  I opened my mouth, even though I knew what he was going to do.

Greg spit into my mouth again.  This time I swallowed it without being told, and he eased up on my arm.  “You’re hutting me Greg,” I cried, tears flowing down my cheeks.

“Let me go,” I whined.  I still couldn’t move from the way he had me trapped.

Suddenly, Greg jerked down my singlet, pulling it all the way down to my waist.  Then his arm quickly returned to my neck, head locking me again.  With his free hand, he groped my bare breasts.  He was rough, squeezing my breasts and twisting my nipples.

“That hurts Greg!” I whined.  “Stop!  I don’t want this!”

Then Greg pulled my arm again, even harder this time.  It hurt so bad!  And he was still roughly groping my breasts.  That hurt too!  I started to cry.

“That hurts Greg!” I cried through tears.  “It really hurts!  Please stop!”

Greg eased up on my arm and breasts, but the pain still lingered there. He yanked my singlet over my hips and down my thighs.  I felt his cock pressing against my ass.  At some point he had pulled down his singlet too.

I was still trapped and couldn’t move when he penetrated me.  He fucked me hard from behind.  He groped my tits as he pounded me.  He was rough!  The whole time I was crying.

“Greg, no, no, noooooo,” I whimpered, tears flowing down my cheeks.  “I’m not on the pill, I’m not on the pill,” I reminded him as he pounded me bare back.  “You can’t cum in me.”

It was a fast fuck, only a few minutes.  When I came, it was like, a super nova exploding inside me.  It was so intense I saw a flash of bright light, like fireworks, in the back of my eyes.  I screamed as I came, although it probably sounded more like a wail through my tears.

Greg kept fucking me hard.  He still had me head locked with his arm, and my lower body was trapped by his legs.  I was completely helpless as I sensed he was about to cum.

“I’m not on birth control Greg,” I reminded him again, tears still flowing down my cheeks.  I added, “I’m getting married ... please ....”

Greg roared like a wild animal as he was about to cum.  He pulled out and then moved up my body.  With one hand he grabbed my hair.  He pulled my hair so hard I yelped with pain.  With his other hand he pointed his cock at my face, furiously stroking himself.  With another roar he came, splashing his cum all over my face.

When he was finally done, he collapsed onto his back next to me, breathing hard.

I was breathing hard too.  I was on my back, looking up at the ceiling.  My heart was pounding.  

With my face covered with Greg’s cum, I stared up at the ceiling of the gym, my head spinning.
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After a few moments, Greg got up.  Somewhere he found a towel and handed it to me.  I was disoriented and, well, shocked, by what had just happened, but I thought about Hudson.  I asked Greg, “Can you take a picture of me first?”

Greg retrieved my iPhone from his pants pocket.  He keyed in my password – Hudson – and pointed the camera at me.  I didn’t smile when he took a picture of my cum-covered face.

“Can you back up, so Hudson will be able to see the whole thing?” I asked.  Greg moved back so my entire body was in the picture.  I was naked except for the singlet that was around my knees, and I was propped up on my elbows on the mat.  And my face was dripping with Greg’s cum.  

Greg took the picture, and then I took the towel and wiped my face and neck.  I wiped between my legs too, because his cum was still oozing from my pussy from before.  

“Are you okay?” Greg asked.  He looked uncertain.

I didn’t answer for a long moment.  Then I said, “I’ll live.”  

I stood up and wiggled into my dress, then stepped into my So Kate high heels.  I didn’t bother putting my underwear or stockings back on.  Greg got dressed too, looking wary and unsure. 

“Let’s go home,” I said to him.  Greg quickly cleaned the mats and put them back on the big pile.  Then we headed to our rental car.

Once in the room, I went straight for the in-room bar.  I poured 2 little bottles of Absolute vodka into a glass of ice and took a big gulp.  

“Are you okay?” Greg asked me again.

“Do you want anything to drink?” I asked him.

“Yeah, a beer,” he said.  I got a St. Pauli Girl from the bar. I opened it for him, and handed it to him.  

“Can I have my phone?  I want to call Hudson.”

Greg reached into his pocket and handed me my phone.  I started for the balcony, but he said, “I’ll wait out there, and you can call me from here.”

I gave him a weak smile.  It was the first time I’d smiled to him since ... well, since we “wrestled.”  That’s how I named it in my head.  When we wrestled.

“That’s sweet, but I like the fresh air,” I said.  Then I grabbed my coat and went out to the balcony, closing the door behind me.

It wasn’t too cold, especially for Buffalo, and the crisp air felt good against my skin.  I put my coat on, sat in one of the lounge chairs with my feet curled underneath me, and called my fiancée.

I could tell immediately that Hudson was upset.  He said, “I watched the video.  You two ... you’re really something.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“The way he fucks you.  The way you respond to him.  The way he makes you cum.”

“Hudson, he’s just new, that’s all,” I assured him.  “We were like this when we first started dating.”

“No, we weren’t,” he said.  “You’ve never been that way with me, the way you respond to him.  The way you sound with him.”

I didn’t know what to do, what to say.  Hudson sounded so upset.  I felt horrible.

“Greg fucks you better than me, right?” he asked.

“No Hudson he doesn’t,” I insisted.

“Don’t lie to me!” he said.  His voice was filled with anger and hurt.  “If this is going to work, you always have to tell me the truth!”

I didn’t say anything for a long moment.  Then I asked, “What do you mean, if this is going to work?”

“If you’re gonna keep seeing him,” Hudson said.

I was surprised.  Hudson was clearly upset, yet he wanted me to continue this thing with Greg?

“You want to keep seeing Greg, right?” Hudson asked

I hesitated, then I told Hudson the truth.  “Yes,” I told him.

I heard Hudson moan over the phone.  This was something I was learning.  When Hudson was the most upset, that was also when he was the most turned on.

“Are you playing with yourself baby?” I asked with my sexiest voice.

“Yesssss,” Hudson hissed, the word coming out like a long throaty moan.  “Tell me what you did tonight.”

I started feeling better about Hudson.  He was upset, but he had told me many times it gets him hot when he’s jealous.  

With a whisper, I asked him, “Hudson, did you tell Greg about my – you know – my fantasies?  About being forced?”

“You mean, your dubcon fantasies?” he asked.  We didn’t talk about it a lot – I was too embarrassed to talk about it much – but we talked about it enough that he knew what they were called.

“Yes,” I said.

“No.  What happened?”

I wasn’t sure how much I wanted to tell Hudson, because I was still coming to grips about it myself.  “You know how we role play sometimes?” I asked.  A few times we’d done that.  Although never as intense as tonight.  Hudson never seemed to be into it, not like Greg was tonight.

“Greg did that tonight,” I said.

“Wow,” Hudson said, sounding shocked.  “Are you okay?  How do you feel?”

“I mean, I’m fine,” I assured him.  Even though I definitely was not fine inside.  When Hudson and I role played, I could tell it wasn’t real, and it wasn’t very satisfying.  It was like an itch I had, and it was never fully scratched when Hudson and I played.  But what happened with Greg, it felt real.  I wasn’t ready to tell Hudson that though.  I wasn’t sure I’d ever tell him.

“I’m just wondering how he knew about my fantasy,” I mused.

“He gave you a nipple orgasm,” Hudson said, his voice sharp.  “He’s the only man to ever make you cum on his cock.  He fingers your ass while he’s fucking you, and makes you scream like you’re going fucking crazy.  So, it makes sense he’s figured out your dubcon fantasy.  He’s your perfect lover, right Zoey?  Greg fucks you better than me, right?”

I hesitated, warning bells going off in my head.  This was something else I was learning.  Hudson got off on the jealousy and all that – he called it “cuckold angst”—but he also needed reassurance too.  

“You’re my man baby,” I assured him.  “If you told me to come home now, I would.  If you told me to never see Greg again, I would.”

“Really?” he asked.  His voice was hopeful, even desperate.  I frowned into the phone.  This was a side of Hudson I never knew existed.  I was seeing it more often now.  I wasn’t sure how I felt about it.

But no matter what, I loved him.  So, I said with conviction, “Definitely.  Absolutely.”

“But you’d be upset right?  If you never saw Greg again?”

I heard arousal in his voice.  This was the yin and yang of his cuckold fantasies.  “Yes, I’d be upset,” I said truthfully.  “It would be kinda like breaking up with a boyfriend, you know?  There’s always pain, loss ... even when it’s the right decision.”

Hudson moaned into the phone.  “That’s so fucking hot,” he groaned.  

I couldn’t help feeling amazed.  And confused. I was still getting to know the bounds of Hudson’s cuckold fantasy, so sometimes the things he said were so wild it amazed me.  

“Greg fucked me at the rehearsal dinner,” I told him with a husky voice.  He jerked off as I told him the story.  He asked me lots of questions.  He was so excited his voice was trembling.  He practically screamed into the phone when he came.  

Then Hudson was quiet for a long time.  He sounded melancholy when he said, “You know, being replaced is part of the cuckold fantasy.  You know what I mean?  Like, when the husband is replaced in his wife’s sex life by her lover.  It’s what cucks want.  What they dream about.  But when it actually happens in real life ... it’s hot ... but it’s a real kick to the gut too.”

“Hudson baby,” I said in an imploring voice.  “Greg has not replaced you.”

“I know,” Hudson said with a laugh.  It sounded strained though, and forced.  “I’m just ... getting my head around everything.”

“You want me to come home?  I’ll leave right now.”

“There’s no flight at this time of night.  And anyway, I want you to stay,” Hudson insisted.  “The whole weekend.  I want you to be his the whole weekend.  You’re wearing his necklace right?  And you’re not wearing my ring.”

I thumbed Greg’s sapphire around my neck.  And no, I wasn’t wearing Hudson’s engagement ring.

“I’m wearing the hot wife anklet,” I joked, trying to ease the tension.  

Hudson chuckled, but then we were both silent for long moments.  Then Hudson said, “So you’re sleeping with Greg tonight.  Sleeping sleeping.  That’s a first.  Another step in your relationship with him.”

“It’s just freaking sleeping Hudson,” I said, trying to make light of it.

“Do something for me, okay?” Hudson said.  “Don’t wear his shirt when you sleep.”  With another strained laugh, he said, “It’s a stupid thing.  But it would really kill me if you wore his shirt.”
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“EVERYTHING OKAY WITH Hudson?” Greg asked when I came back into the room.  He was laying in the bed with his back prompted up against the headboard.  “Everything okay with you?”

As I took off my coat, I gave him a weak smile and said, “Yeah.  Everything’s good.”

I reached under my arm and unzipped my dress.  I shimmied out of it.  When it got over my hips, it fell into a pile around my feet.  I was naked now, except for my high heels.  I kept the So Kates on as I got on the bed.  I straddled his hips.  I looked into his eyes as I wrapped my arms around his neck.  Then I kissed him.  He kissed me back.  I parted my lips and pushed my tongue into his mouth.  He tongued me back.

As we kissed, I unbuttoned his shirt.  I ran my hands over his chest.  He wasn’t well defined like Hudson.  But knowing him now, I could feel his strong core and it turned me on.  I kissed him harder as I caressed his body.

Greg caressed me back, running his hands over my back, my ass and my breasts.  He kissed up my neck and rubbed my nipples, making me moan.

Greg hurriedly undressed, flipping me over onto my back in the process.  He got between my legs, his cock hard and pointing at my pussy.  He reached over for a condom but I stopped him.  

“You don’t need that,” I told him.

Greg looked pleased, but surprised.  “Are you sure?” he asked.  “Before—.”

He was talking about when we wrestled.  “That was different,” I said.  “We were role playing.  If someone is treating me that way ... a man ... you ... I can’t let him cum in me.  I can’t let him get me pregnant.  You get that, right?”

Greg slowly nodded as he processed what I just said.  “It makes it feel more real, if you act like that,” he said, his words part statement, part question.

“Yeah.  But now we’re not role playing.  We’re you and me again.  And I want to feel you inside me again.  Skin-to-skin.  Like at the rehearsal dinner.”

A few minutes ago, when I told Hudson the story about the rehearsal dinner, I didn’t mention that Greg didn’t use a condom and that he had cum inside me.  I didn’t tell Hudson, because I didn’t want him to tell me not to do, what I wanted to do.  I wanted Greg to fuck me again skin-to-skin, without a condom.  I wanted to experience it again.

“You could get pregnant, if I cum inside you again,” Greg reminded me.

I looked into his eyes as I said, “I’ll risk it.”

Greg smiled, clearly happy.  Then he pushed his big, condom-less cock into my completely unprotected pussy.

Oh god it felt so good!  It was just like at the rehearsal dinner.  Since we were skin-to-skin, and since my pussy was stretched so tight around him, I could feel every contour of his cock, I could feel the big vein running along the underside of his shaft, I could feel the curved mushroom shape of his big cock head.

It felt so good!  Skin-to-skin sex was always better.  But this was SO much better!  I had never felt anything so good!

Greg lifted my legs, so my high heeled feet were next to my ears.  He fucked me so hard!  And so good!  I screamed as I came over and over again!

Finally, Greg was almost there as sweat soaked our bodies.  “Where should I cum?” he asked.

I didn’t hesitate.

“Cum inside me!” I screamed.  I wanted to feel him cumming inside me again!

Greg didn’t have to be told twice.  He grabbed my hips and roared as he pumped hard into me!  Deep into me!  Once, twice, three times!  Each time flooding my pussy with his cum!

After, we held each other close for long moments, breathing hard into the other’s face.  Finally, he pulled out and, like before, I felt his cum drain from my pussy and down my leg and between my ass cheeks.  And then, exhausted, we both fell asleep.
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WHEN I WOKE UP, IT was still dark outside.  It took me a moment to realize where I was.  Oh yeah, I’m with Greg at the wedding, I thought to myself.

Then I realized my body was on fire.  Greg was awake and kissing my neck and cupping and caressing my breasts.

“Greg, god, it’s early,” I sleepily whined.  But his kissing and caressing were quickly waking me up.  I moaned and arched my back as he twirled his tongue over my nipple.

“You’re okay, with what I did at the gym?” he asked me as his hands roamed my body.

“How did you know to do that?” I asked.

Greg hesitated.  Then he said, “Your friend Sidney told me.”

“What?” I asked, shocked.

“I ran into her at Java books,” Greg said kind of sheepishly.  “And she told me you were into that.”

I was silent, processing this information.  As I thought about it, I realized I wasn’t surprised that Sidney had met up with Greg.  She was a free spirit – something I’d always admired about her – and I knew she was intrigued and delighted by this triangle between me, Hudson and Greg.  It didn’t surprise me that she’d arranged to meet with Greg so she could tell him how to push my buttons.

That didn’t mean I wasn’t going to kick her ass though.  

Then it occurred to me ... Sidney was a slut ... and she knew that Greg was (in her words) a climax machine.  

With a frown, I asked, “Did Sidney seduce you?  Did you fuck her?”

“What? No,” Greg said innocently.

“Because I would NOT be okay with that,” I told him.  Then I realized, it wasn’t just Sidney.  I didn’t want Greg with any girl.  Not Sidney.  Not Kimmy.  I wanted him for myself.

I knew that wasn’t fair. But it was how I felt.

“I didn’t do anything with Sidney,” Greg swore.  “I swear, nothing happened.”

“Okay.  Good,” I said, appeased but feeling kind of stupid.  And confused.

“So, you’re okay with what I did?” Greg asked again.

I was silent for a long time.  Then I finally said in a soft, low voice, “It felt really real.  And you hurt me.  It really hurt.”

Greg looked stricken.  He began to say something, but I stopped him.  

“Don’t say you’re sorry,” I told him.  “It’ll ruin it.”

Greg looked at me like he didn’t understand.  But then his demeanor changed.  It was like, he was morphing from the shy, meek Greg that he used to be, to the confident, aggressive Greg that I was seeing more often.  It was happening as I looked at him.

He gave me a confident grin – so confident it looked like an arrogant grin – and said, “You’re a submissive slut, and it was the best sex of your life.  I’ll do it to you again.  You won’t know when.  And you’ll love it.”

My lips parted.  I was shocked.  And suddenly, intensely turned on.  Even though I’d cum just moments ago, I wanted him again.

I reached down between our bodies.  I touched his cock – he was hard again (was this boy always hard?!)—and said, “I want this inside me.”  Before he could say anything, I added “You don’t have to use a condom.”

“Are you sure?” he asked, becoming the shy/meek Greg again.  “Is it safe?”

It absolutely was NOT safe.  Especially not 3 times in the span of a few hours.  I was freaking full of his sperm!  But I didn’t care.  I wanted him bare inside me again.  I wanted him to fuck me skin-to-skin again.  I wanted him to cum inside me again.  It wasn’t safe – it was dangerous! – but I didn’t care.  Because it felt so fucking good when he fucked me bareback.  And I wanted that again.

Our sex was slow and soft.  We kissed and hugged and caressed each other the whole time.  I guess you’d say we made love instead of fucked.  We came at almost the same time.  I wrapped my legs around his thighs, to make sure he came inside me.

When Greg pulled out, he pulled me into his arms.  We were both exhausted, so this was how we slept, with me in his arms, my head snuggled into his chest, my arm holding him tight.  

Just as I was falling asleep, I heard Greg whisper, “I love you Zoey.”
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When I woke up, the sun was shining into our hotel room. I looked at the clock.  It was after 10am.  My thoughts flashed to Hudson.  I knew I should call him, and I began feeling guilty again.  I looked down and saw the gold anklet around my left ankle.  I reflected that I probably wasn’t really “hot wife” material because of the way I always felt guilty about leaving my almost-husband to be with my “boyfriend.”

Thinking about my “boyfriend” – Greg – I looked over to him.  He was still sleeping. During the night, he’d thrown off the blankets, so he was on his back, completely naked.  I looked at his lean body.  He wasn’t overtly muscular like Hudson, but I had first-hand knowledge that he was really strong, and that made him sexy.  

I looked at his sleeping face.  Greg was no doubt cute, and if he did something with his hair, he’d probably be handsome.  

Then I looked at the monster Greg had between his legs.  I felt my body beginning to stir.  Even though my pussy was definitely sore from all the fucking we’d done yesterday – how many times did we do it?  Honestly, I’d lost count.  But even though my pussy was sore, it was beginning to tingle with a longing for more.

I thought about Hudson again.  I knew he was probably awake and waiting for my call.  This actually was a good time to call my fiancée, with Greg still sleeping.  But I knew my talk with Hudson would include some serious stuff, and I wasn’t ready for that conversation yet.  

So, I lowered my head.  I kissed along Greg’s inner thighs.  Then I took his soft cock into my mouth.  He began to stir, and he began to harden in my mouth.

“Zoey, what?” Greg said as he rubbed the sleep out of his eyes.  

I lifted my mouth off his cock.  My lips still touched his big cockhead as I smiled and said, “Good morning sleepyhead.”  Then I took him into my mouth again.

After he was completely hard, I moved up his body until I was straddling his hips.  I took his cock into my hands, aiming it at my pussy lips.  I saw that he was spewing pre-cum, and I knew that clear liquid was just as virile and capable of impregnating me as the sperm in his balls.  I didn’t hesitate, though, to rub his cock head between my pussy lips to better lubricate him with my juices.

“Zoey, do we ....” Greg said as he reached for a condom.

I shook my head as I said, “No, we don’t need that.”  Then I pushed down, allowing his bare cock to penetrate my body.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, my head rolling back.  “You feel so good, Greg baby.”

And god, he did feel good!  And like yesterday, he felt even better without a condom!

This was why I didn’t call Hudson.  He’d tell me to use condoms.  And I wanted to experience this one more time.

“Let me control it,” I told Greg as I slowly moved up and down.  “I’m kinda sore from yesterday.  So let me control it.”

Greg nodded.  He reached up and cupped my breasts, rubbing my nipples with his thumbs.  “That feels good baby,” I moaned, my breathing getting labored as I moved up and down.

“I like it when you call me baby,” Greg said, looking into my eyes.

I looked back into his eyes, my lips parting and my breathing getting heavier as the orgasm built inside me.

Then suddenly my orgasm hit.  My body tensed and my head rolled back as the wave of pleasure rolled through my body.  “Oh god, oh fuck,” I mewed as I continued moving up and down his shaft, extending the orgasmic pleasure.

When it was over, I collapsed onto his chest, breathing hard, my heart pounding.  After a few moments, Greg rolled me onto my back and began fucking me missionary.  He knew I was sore so, like last night, he moved slow and soft.  We kissed and hugged and caressed each other the whole time.  I came again, this one not as intense but still making my entire body tingle.

“I’m close,” Greg said.  “Where should I cum?”

“You probably should pull out,” I told him in a low voice.  

Greg nodded.  His face was strained as he moved faster and harder inside me.  Then suddenly he pulled out, loudly grunting as he stroked himself and shot his cum onto my stomach and pussy lips.

He remained on top of me, breathing hard, supporting his weight with his arms.  I reached between us.  I took his cock into my hands.  Even though he was softening, he was still ridiculously big.  I rubbed his cock head through the pool of cum on my stomach, coating his manhood in his own sperm.  I had the urge to put his cock back into me.  But I knew that was a crazy idea.  This was all crazy.

“I need to call Hudson,” I whispered to him.

Greg nodded.  He rolled off of me.  I found a towel and wiped his cum from my body.  Then I bundled up into my robe and thick socks and went out to the balcony to call my fiancée.
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I hugged the robe around me as I sat in the lounge chair, curling my feet under me.  The sun was out and shining down at me, but still it was chilly.  It was freaking Buffalo after all.

I looked at the clock on my phone.  I frowned and my heart sank, seeing how late it was.  Almost noon.  Had we fucked that long, for almost 2 hours?  No way.  Maybe we had dozed off after our sex, and we didn’t even notice.  We were doing it so much, our bodies were craving rest.

I called Hudson and he didn’t answer until the fourth ring.  “Hey,” he said.  “What happened?  You guys sleep in?”  

Hudson laughed to make it sound like a joke, but I could hear strain and anxiety in his voice.  It made me wonder if he purposefully waited to the fourth ring to answer, to make it seem like everything was cool and he wasn’t at all concerned about me spending the weekend with another man.  Feelings of guilt once again hit me.

“So yeah, I’m sorry for not calling sooner, it was kinda a late night,” I said.

“What?” Hudson asked with forced levity in his voice again.  “You fuck him again after he forced you?”

He was talking about our “wrestling.”  “He didn’t force me,” I said in a small voice.  “Not really.”

I could practically hear Hudson frowning into the phone.  “So did you?” he pressed.

“I mean, yeah,” I sputtered.  “We had sex again.”

Now Hudson was silent.  After a few moments, he said “You must’ve fucked him all night if you’re just waking up.  It’s almost lunch time.”

“Um, well ...” I sputtered again.

“Or maybe you fucked him after waking up,” Hudson said.  

When I didn’t answer, he said “Did you?”

“Yeah,” I said in that small voice again.

“So, you knew I’ve been waiting for you to call,” Hudson said, bitterness in his voice.  “But you fucked him first.  Then you call me, what, after cumming on his cock again?”

“I’m sorry,” I said, my voice even smaller.  I felt horrible.  So horrible, my eyes started tearing up.

“Do you love him?” Hudson asked in an accusing voice.

His question came out of nowhere.  It was such a surprise it dried up my tears.  “No, I don’t love him,” I said.  “Of course not.  No.”

Hudson was silent and so was I.  Last night, I was pretty sure Greg had said he loved me. I didn’t want to mention this to Hudson, not until I figured everything out.

“I need to tell you something though,” I said anxiously. I was wrong, and I needed to own up to it.  I didn’t want to talk about it, but I knew I had no choice.  I decided it was like a band aid.  It was better to rip it off quick, rather than going slow.

So, I said, “Last night, Greg and I, we didn’t use condoms.  And he came inside me.  Not every time, but ....”

I grimaced as I waited for Hudson to yell at me.  With a hard voice, he said “I didn’t say you could do that.”

“I know.”

“Are you safe?”

“It’s not the worse time,” I said.  But then, telling the truth, I admitted, “It’s not the best time either.”

Hudson let out a disgusted breath.  “What the fuck Zoey!” he said scornfully.  “What the fuck!”

“I know!  I’m sorry!  I’m sorry!” I said, the tears welling up my eyes again.

“You have to get Plan B!” he ordered.

“I know.  I will,” I promised.

“Like, right now!” he said, practically yelling into the phone.

“I will!” I promised again.

“Did you think about doing that?” he asked.  “Were you going to do that before I said so?”

“I was already going to do it.  I swear I was,” I said.  After a moment, I added “That’s kinda why ... I mean, after it happened the first time, I knew I’d get plan B, so I wasn’t so worried about condoms.  You know?”

Hudson was silent for long moments.  Then he said, “It sounds like you liked fucking him bareback.”

There was still bitterness in his voice.  But for the first time this morning, I began hearing some arousal too.

“Did you?” he pressed after I didn’t respond right away.  His voice was urgent, the way he got during our sexy pillow talks.  I imagined that he had Vaseline in his hand now, and he was stroking himself.

“Hudson baby,” I saw, trying to be sultry.  “Have you cum a lot baby?  Yesterday and today?”

“God yeah babe,” he groaned.  “I’m practically rubbing my dick raw.”

“What have you been thinking about?” I asked.

“I’ve been thinking about Greg fucking you,” he said, his words coming out like a moan.  “I’ve been thinking about you cumming on his cock.  Do you cum on his cock every time?”

I thought about it.  I wasn’t completely sure, since “every time” covered a lot.  So, not being completely certain, I said “I think so.”  Still, I heard Hudson moan into the phone.

“Maybe someday I’ll be able to make you cum on my cock like he does,” he said.  “Or maybe my cock’s not big enough for that.”

I heard both bitterness and arousal in Hudson’s voice.  I was still getting to know his fantasy.  How much he wanted to know.  How to say things.  I took a chance and said, “Greg’s cock is freaking amazing.”

“Oh god!” he moaned.  “Fuck Zoey!  You’re gonna fucking make me cum!”

I was amazed at how quickly Hudson went from being upset to the brink of an orgasm.  “You’re okay then?” I hesitantly asked.

“I’m not happy,” Hudson admitted.  “I’m not happy you’re away so long.  I’m not happy you’re with Greg. I’m not happy he’s fucking you so much and making you cum so much. I’m not happy you think he’s a better lover than me.”

“I do not think that Hudson.”

“Yes, you do,” he said knowingly and with finality.

We were both silent again.  “But that’s okay,” he finally said.  “If there’s not an edge to it ... you know what I mean?  If I don’t feel crappy about things, then I don’t get off on it as much.”

I frowned, trying to figure out all the double negatives in what he just said.  Hudson made it easier for me to understand when he added, “It’s what I told you before.  I want you to make me feel jealous.  It gets me hot.”

“Just don’t fall in love with him,” he added, a frown in his voice.

“That won’t happen Hudson,” I assured him.  “I mean, it’s ridiculous for you to even say that,” I added, getting defensive.

“Really? You didn’t call me until now, so you could fuck him bareback again, right?” he accused, skepticism and bitterness in his voice.

Hudson shamed me because he was right.  “I didn’t let him cum inside me,” I said with a small voice.  “This morning.  I made him pull out.  That’s something, right?”

Hudson didn’t answer right away.  Then he asked, “Did you wear his shirt last night?” 

“I didn’t.”

“What did you wear then?”

“I mean ...,” I sputtered.

“At least tell me the fucking truth!” he growled.

“Look ...,” I began, getting defensive again. Then I forced myself to calm down. “Hudson, I didn’t wear his freaking shirt,” I said in a calm voice.  I was forcing myself to hold my patience in check.  Why did it matter what shirt I wore to sleep anyways?!!!

“What did you wear then?” he demanded.

“I mean, well ...,” I sputtered.  “Nothing.  I didn’t wear anything.”

It took Hudson a moment to process that, then he laughed.  It was a real laugh this time.  His laugh made me smile.  We ended the call by saying we loved each other.
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GREG WAS WAITING FOR me when I came in from the balcony.  I sat on the edge of the bed, next to him.  I put my hand on his thigh and said, “We have to go to the drug store.  I have to get a plan B.”

“What?” he asked, not understanding.

“Greg, I’m not on birth control,” I reminded him.  “I need a morning after pill.”

“Oh,” he said, finally getting it.
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IT WAS A SOMBER MOMENT.  It always was, at times like this.  I bled a little, so I knew it worked (yeah, I’d done this before; it was inevitable, not being on the pill and all).

The drug store was a little store in downtown Buffalo.  Not a big store like Duane Reed or something, but a little mom and pop place.  That kinda made it harder to get a pill from them, but easier too, since I knew I’d never see these people again.

“Are you okay?” Greg asked after I came out of the bathroom.

“I’m fine,” I told him.

I guess I was too abrupt, but he looked concerned and asked, “Are you pissed at me?”

“I’m not mad,” I told him.  “It’s just ....”

“Can we just ...” I began, then sputtered out.  “Can we just take a walk?” I took his arm, and we walked down the street.  I needed air to clear my head.

I was a liberal Democrat.  But I was anti-abortion.  How crazy, inconsistent, was that?  Anyways, I didn’t care what other people did, but personally I could never get an abortion.

In my head though, birth control was acceptable.  I wasn’t on the pill not because of my beliefs, but because my body couldn’t handle the hormones.  

And this wasn’t the first time I’d taken plan B.  Once I’d taken it with Hudson.  But I didn’t like taking it, because it was one step closer to an abortion.  So, I needed to walk to clear my head and reset my – I don’t know – reset my Zen I guess.

We window shopped, mindlessly walking from store to store.  Soon we were standing in front of a Sephora and that reminded me.

“Come on,” I said, dragging Greg into the store with me.

“You need makeup?” he asked.

“They sell men’s stuff too.”

“What?” Greg asked, sounding clueless, and it made me laugh.

“Hudson uses L’Oreal,” I said, eying Greg as we stood in front of the men’s section.  “But I think you’re more of a Johnny B guy.”

“Zoey, what are you talking about?” he asked, sounding clueless again.  Again it made me laugh.

I squirted some Johnny B Mode styling gel into my palm.  It was from the sample tube. Then I rubbed it into Greg’s unruly hair.  Then I smushed and teased his hair this way and that, and when I was done, I made him look into a mirror.  

“What do you think?” I asked.

“Wow,” Greg said, looking amazed at himself in the mirror.  “I look pretty hip.”

“Greg do me a favor,” I said.  “Never say that again.  Calling something hip is like, so last century.”

“Oh,” Greg said, looking shocked.

I laughed.  God!  He was so adorably cute!

“Come on,” I said with the laugh still in my voice as I grabbed his arm.  I bought the Johnny B for him, and then we decided to go back to the hotel.  

Once back in the room, Greg ordered a light lunch from room service, and I looked around for my bridal lingerie that I’d worn yesterday.  When I found them, I noticed there were some caked on splotches of cum on the bra, and the panties were still moist from Greg’s and my combined juices.  They smelt like sex.  I put them in a zippered pouch of my suitcase.  When I turned around, Greg was looking at me.

“Do you like it when men look at you?” Greg asked.

“What?  Where did that come from?”

Greg shrugged.  “I just see men looking at you all the time,” he said, a frown on his face.

“Does it bother you?” I asked.  “You know, I can’t help it if men look at me.  And before you say anything, last night, I wore that dress for you.  And anyways, if anything, girls dress for other girls, not men.  Ask any girl and she’ll tell you it’s true.”

“I suppose Hudson likes it when men look at you,” Greg said, his face getting hard.  “I really don’t understand why he gets off on this.  You with me.”

“Well, I guess we’re lucky then, that he’s like that,” I said.  “Or else I wouldn’t be here with you.”

“You say we’re lucky,” Greg said, emphasizing “we’re.”  “So, that means it’s not just me.  You want to be here with me.  It’s not just Hudson pushing you to do things.  You want to be here with me.”

“Yes Greg, of course I want to be here with you,” I assured him.  “I really like you.  And our sex, I mean, it’s freaking incredible.”

“But it’s more than just the sex, right?” Greg pressed.  “Because we feel something too.  You and me.  We feel something.  Because I think I –.”

I stopped him by putting my finger on his lips.  “Don’t say that word Greg,” I told him, knowing he was about to say he loved me, like he did last night.  “All this is fun, and I do like you a lot.  It’s not just sex, I like you a lot.  But you have to remember, we’re just having fun.  Because I’m getting married.  You and me, we’ll always be friends, but what we’re doing, it won’t be forever.”

“Yeah, okay, I get it, I mean, I know that,” Greg said.  He reached out to my neck and rolled the blue sapphire between his thumb and finger.  

“Will you do something for me?” he asked.  “While we’re doing this ... while we’re being intimate.  Can you wear this sometimes?  I mean, when you’re not with me.  It would make me happy knowing you’re wearing it.”

“I don’t know Greg,” I said hesitantly.  “I really like it, I think it’s awesome.  But I think I need to ask Hudson if I can do that.”

Greg nodded, his face a half frown.  He said, “You know your friend Sidney?  She told me she might be able to throw some work my way.  Her and some of the other execs at her company.  They might hire me to run their portfolios.”

“Oh Greg, god, that’s awesome!” I said excitedly.

“I’ve got some other clients lined up too,” he said with a grin.  “It’s a lot of work.  I might have to hire a couple people to help with the overflow, and rent office space somewhere.  And I’m thinking of hiring someone part time, too, to help with HR and all, setting that all up.”

“Greg, I’m so happy for you!” I said.

“So, you know, I’m not a loser if that’s what you’re thinking, because I didn’t make partner.”

“Greg, I never ever thought that,” I told him.

“Hudson did.”

“He did not.”

“Yes, he did,” Greg said, looking into my eyes.

I didn’t say anything.  Because he was right, Hudson did think Greg was a loser because he didn’t make partner.  

Without really thinking it through, I said, “You know, with the HR stuff, maybe I can help.  That’s actually what I majored in.  Dance was my minor and Broadway’s been my dream, but it’s not really going anywhere, and I’ve been thinking I might need a real job someday.  If I help you set things up, it’ll be something I can put on my resume.”

“Really?” Greg said, his eyes going wide.  “I’d love that,” he said enthusiastically.  “I’d love your help.”

“Okay, we’ll then, okay ....”  I was already regretting my offer.  I mean, I did need to pad my resume if I was ever going to get a real job.  But I was concerned with how Hudson would react to me spending even more time with Greg.  I knew he loved it, but hated it too.

But then Greg was unbuttoning my blouse and leading in to kiss me.  And then I was kissing him back, and working on the buttons of his shirt, all the while feeling his big erection pressing against my thigh.  And as we rolled onto the bed, kissing and exploring each other, thoughts of Hudson drifted away.
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I was shaking when I got off the call with Zoey.

She let Greg fuck her without a condom!  She let him cum inside her!

This delighted and terrified me.  What if Greg got her pregnant?  I knew her views about abortion.  Could I raise another man’s child?

And there was no doubt she thought Greg was the better lover.  Being exposed to him had really opened her eyes to the advantages of a big cock.  I’d always known my cock was below average in size.  But I always figured I could make up for it with my looks, my bod, and my technique.  

But the fact was, I’d never gotten Zoey to cum on my cock after years of trying.  Yet Greg seemed to do it with ease.  And he was special.  He was the only man to ever get her to cum this way from intercourse.  And by playing with her nipples!

Greg was special in other ways too.  I knew Zoey really liked him.  If things had happened differently, would she be dating him for real?  You wouldn’t think so, they weren’t an obvious match as a couple.  Yet, Zoey was with him now for the whole weekend, and I could tell she WANTED to be with him.

Lately I’d been reading a lot of cuckold stories on literotica and ourhotwives and other internet sites.  The fantasies of the wife preferring the bull in bed, the bull replacing the husband in the wife’s sex life, and the wife giving her pussy exclusively to the bull and thus denying her husband – all those fantasies got me incredibly excited.  They disturbed me but got me fucking hot too.

And then there were the extreme cuckold fantasies.  The bull getting the wife pregnant.  The wife falling in love with the bull.  The husband losing his wife completely to the bull.  Those fantasies thrilled me too.

Was that where we were heading?  Could I handle it if it happened?

Maybe the better question was, did I WANT it to happen?

All the pieces were there.  I just needed to nudge a little bit here, or tweak a little bit there.  If I did that, I might be able to make any of those fantasies come true.

Did I want that?  Where exactly was I taking this?  What was my end game?

I jerked off twice, and I would have done it again, but I had to pull myself together for the call with Camilla.  I took a shower, then reviewed my notes to prepare for the call.
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ABOUT 2 HOURS LATER
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CAMILLA LIKED MY IDEA – new predictive investment software.  She seemed skeptical at first but eventually gave me the go-ahead to work on the software.

This was my new ticket to partnership.  I still had to go on business trips with Camilla.  For some reason she insisted I continue to go with her, even though I still didn’t know my role in the meetings and half the time she got short and irritated with me.  But I was confident I could go on the business trips with Camilla and still write the software.    After all, the core of my idea was math—just math—and math was my thing.

With Camilla taken care of, I was able to re-focus on Zoey.  They were probably getting ready to go to the wedding.  I hoped she’d call me before they left for the church.  But I wasn’t going to call her, because I didn’t want her to think I was a pathetic cuckold wimp.  So, I sat on the sofa and stared at my phone, waiting.  
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CAMILLA PURSED HER lips as she ended the call with Hudson.  Predictive investment software.  She scoffed at the idea.  It was impossible to predict the market.  Whether it was the smartest person in the world or the fastest computer doing it, it was not possible to predict the stock market, not at the micro level.  Hudson was wasting his time.

She had been about to tell him that, and chew him out for wasting her time, when she had an inspiration.  She would let pretty boy Hudson waste his time on the software.  Then, when he failed, he would be even more under her control.  His career, his reputation, his integrity, his manhood – they would all be under her control.  She would own him even more than she already did.

Camilla’s head turned as the door to the master bedroom opened.  Her husband Maynard walked out with his current 18-year-old girlfriend, Cagney.  

The master bedroom was hers, it was for her and her husband.  But more often lately, Maynard and Cagney slept there.  And had sex there.  Camilla slept in the guest bedroom.  And her sex life was mostly limited to watching Maynard as he made love to Cagney.

Maynard wore a robe.  Camilla was certain he was naked underneath.

Cagney was naked except for the huge sparkling diamond necklace around her elegant neck, the ungodly expensive diamond Rolex around her slim wrist, and the 5” Manolo Blahnik stiletto high heels she wore on her feet.  The high heels were the same as Camilla’s but a smaller size, as the 18-year-old’s pretty feet were slimmer and more petite than Camilla’s.  The Rolex with its concentric rings of diamonds used to belong to Camilla, but Maynard made her give it to Cagney.

Camilla knew the jewelry cost close to half a million dollars.  And they belonged to Cagney, a college freshman who had no right to own such expensive jewelry.  What was worse, Maynard used her money to buy those gifts for Cagney.  Although Camilla knew the money wasn’t hers anymore.  She’d signed papers giving her husband ownership of everything.  Camilla was the Dragon Lady and the most powerful partner at her firm, but in her purse she barely had enough money to buy a latte at Starbucks.

Camilla felt disheartened at her situation.  Having no control over her financial life, and the man she loved – the man she adored – preferring younger women (barely legal girls!) with their fresh, beautiful faces and tight, perfect bodies, over her.  She couldn’t remember the last time Maynard made love to her.  She couldn’t remember the last time his glorious cock was inside her.  When he allowed her to cum, it was typically via her own hand.  She couldn’t even do that now, as Maynard insisted she wear a chastity device that denied her access to her own pussy.  Maynard controlled her entire life, including her orgasms.

As the bitch Cagney looked smugly at her, Camilla knew tonight would be a long ordeal of humiliation and debasement aimed at her.  She looked forward to it—the prospect made her pussy tingle and ache.  Yet, she knew she would lose a little more of herself tonight.  As she lived this life of being a cuckquean to her husband, she gradually lost more of her soul.

Camilla’s thoughts drifted to Hudson.  She knew about his affairs.  She knew about Zoey’s intimate relationship with Greg.  Camilla had no respect for Hudson because he was a slim pretty boy with a little dick, so unlike her powerful and masculine husband Maynard.  She especially had no respect for Hudson because he was a cuckold.

But, Camilla wondered if the swings of excitement and devastation she experienced as a cuckquean was the same for a cuckold.  She despised Hudson, although at that moment she felt some allegiance with him.  She realized that, sex-wise, they were opposite sides of the same coin.
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“Can you take a picture of us?” I asked after we entered the church.  I handed the usher my phone.  “Um ... can you make sure to get both of us?” I asked as I stepped closer to Greg.

“Hudson will want to see both of us,” I explained to Greg in a whispered voice as the usher led us to our seats. “He’ll want to see me with you.”

Greg shrugged – he looked irritated – but he didn’t say anything.  Once we got to our pew, I whispered “I’ll be back in a minute.  I just want to call Hudson.”

Greg nodded tersely but again didn’t say anything.

I found a quiet corner of the big foyer.  I texted the picture to Hudson with the message “Just got to the church.”  Then I called Hudson.

He answered immediately.  “You look really hot,” he enthused.  

“Thanks,” I said smiling into the phone.  I was wearing a sleeveless light pink dress with my hair up.  It was a little tight along my chest, tied at my waist with a sash, and flaring out a little with the skirt.  Unlike yesterday’s dress, which was more sexy, this one was more dainty I guess.  And fortunately Buffalo was warmer today so I wouldn’t freeze in the short, sleeveless dress.

I wore light pinkish stockings and matching, sweet pink high heels.  The heels were cute with a rhinestone studded strap around each ankle, and another one just below.  The gold anklet was around my ankle, and Greg’s sapphire necklace was around my neck.  The blue of the sapphire actually went really well with the light pink of the dress. 

“You look so young,” Hudson enthused.  “I love it when you look like a schoolgirl.”

“Okay, well ...” I said with a laugh.

“I bet Greg’s looking to crush that,” Hudson said, looking at me in the picture.  “Or has he already done you in that dress?  Is your pussy full of his cum?”

“Hudson, no,” I whispered back.  “We’re using condoms again.”

“So, you got the plan B right?” Hudson asked.  “Have you fucked since then?”

“I mean ... yeah and yeah,” I said.

Hudson was silent for long moments.  Then he said, “So you’re okay?  After taking the morning-after pill?”

“I spotted a little after taking it, so I know it worked,” I said in a hushed voice.  “But I’m good.  I feel good.”

“Good enough to fuck Greg,” Hudson said sourly.  His harsh accusing voice made me wince.

“I don’t get it,” I said helplessly.  “Yesterday I said I’d come home, but you told me to stay.  You said you want me to be his the whole weekend.  That includes sex right?  But now, it’s like, you get mad if we have sex.”

I sensed that now Hudson was wincing.  “I know I’m going back and forth,” he admitted.  “You know how I said jealousy gets me hot?  The idea of Greg fucking you better than me gets me hot too.  Greg replacing me in your sex life gets me hot.  But all that makes me sick too.  It makes me want to throw up.”

“So, what do you want me to do?” I asked with an imploring voice.

“I’m just happy you’ll be home tomorrow,” Hudson said with a laugh.  It was another one of those forced laughs.  “I don’t know ... if you were away for a week with Greg, I’d probably go jump off a bridge or something.”

“Then let’s not plan on me going away for a week with Greg,” I deadpanned.  We both laughed, and that helped to ease the tension.

“Don’t freak out when I go ballistic,” Hudson said.  “It’s just me venting.  But I’m not mad at you.  I’m fucking hot as hell.  Constantly.  I want you to be there with Greg.  If anything, I want you to do more.”

“I’m not exactly sure how we could do more,” I said. With a laugh, I added “We’ve done a lot already.”  

“You invited him to our wedding right?” Hudson asked.

“I told you I did.  He said he’ll come.  What exactly are you planning?”

“I haven’t decided,” Hudson admitted.  “But you only get married once.  You only have one wedding day.  And one wedding night.”

“It’s our special day,” I said.  “It’s supposed to be just me and you.  You still want Greg to come?”

“Yes.”

“Why?” I asked.

“It’s what you just said.  It’s supposed to be just me and you,” Hudson said.  “And that’s what makes it hot.”

At that moment the church bells started ringing.  “I guess I better go,” I said.  “It’s about to start.”

“Okay.”

“So, you’re okay?” I asked, looking concerned into the phone.

“I don’t want you to call me again,” Hudson said.  “Not until you’re on the plane tomorrow.  I want you to be completely his.  I want you to feel like you’re his.”  After a moment he added, “The idea of you belonging to another man.  It gets me fucking hot.  I want to experience it.”

“I want you to experience it.”
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The wedding was beautiful.  I won’t go into the details because people reading this probably don’t care.  I will say Greg kept his arm around me the entire time.  And I let him.  I gave into it, like Hudson wanted me to.  I was Greg’s girl until I got home tomorrow.

“What’d Hudson say?” Greg asked.  We were at the reception, which was being held as the same room as the rehearsal dinner last night.  I could tell Greg hadn’t been popular in high school because we were in the Siberia of tables.  But I didn’t care.  In fact, this was better because we had more privacy to talk.

“He said you probably wanted to crush me in this dress,” I said with a grin at him.  “He said it makes me look like a young schoolgirl.”

“It makes you look sweet,” Greg said as he ran his fingertip across the satiny material along my shoulder.  “This is how I think of you actually.  Not the super model Zoey.  But the sweet girl-next-door Zoey.  I like seeing you dressed like this, because that’s who I think the real Zoey is.”

I stared at Greg, amazed at what he just said.  Because he was right.  I grew up a tomboy.  The real me was holey jeans, no makeup and sneakers.  I liked to glam up sometimes, like young girls would dress up Barbies, but that wasn’t the real me.  

And it amazed me that Greg had figured that out.

“I think Hudson likes the super model Zoey,” I said.  “He likes a pretty girl on his arm.  And he likes me to dress young, like now, because then it’s like, he gets to fuck the barely legal girl.”

“And you’re okay with that?”

“Look, I know Hudson loves me,” I quickly said.  “He’s just very physical driven.  All men are.  You are too Greg.  Maybe you think I’m sweet, but the reason you want in my pants is because you think I’m pretty and hot.”

“I’m just saying, Hudson is all about him,” Greg said.  “Look, he’s my friend, he’s letting me be with you.  But he’s selfish and you know it.  Like, you like ass play.  You love it.  But he never does that for you.”

“You have fantasies,” Greg continued.  He didn’t have to mention our wrestling last night.  We both knew what he was talking about.  “But does Hudson do them for you?  Does he even try?”

“Are we really talking about all this at a wedding reception?” I said in a hushed voice.  “Anyways, Hudson has tried.  And he has done me there once.  It was my first time ever.”

“Once?  He did it because he wanted to be the first to fuck your ass,” Greg said.  “Once he had that notch in his belt, he hasn’t done it again because he’s not into it. He doesn’t think about whether you’re into it.”

I shook my head.  “Can we not talk about Hudson like this?” I said.  “It seems wrong.”

“But you wish he did it again, right?” Greg pressed.  “Right?  Just admit it.”

“Okay, yes, I wish he did,” I said with an exasperated voice.  “But that’s not how I am.  I like my man to control things, I don’t tell him what to do, that’s not how I am.  Why are we talking about this anyways?”  

Then I gave him a hard look and said, “And don’t freaking think about fucking my ass. I’m not kidding Greg.  You’re too big.  I would not like that, and I am not kidding.”

He frowned at me but didn’t reply.
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ABOUT AN HOUR LATER we were dancing. When the song ended, he dragged me into the storeroom from last night.

“I’m not into this tonight Greg,” I told him.  I was still irritated with him from our earlier conversation.

“You know why I think you dress like a little girl?” Greg hissed.  “You wear your hair up, and you wear this sweet dress, so you look like a teenager. You know why I think you dress young like this?”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I said dismissively, trying to move past him.

Then he stopped me in my tracks when he said, “Because you think it’s hotter for a young, barely legal girl to get forced.  Like last night.  You dressed like a young high school wrestler.  I bet your fantasies are you in high school, aren’t they?  Not 23-year-old Zoey.  But 18-year-old Zoey.”

My mouth dropped open in shock.

“What the fuck Greg,” was all I was able to say before he was pushing me down to my knees. He pushed me down hard!  Then suddenly his pants were around his ankles, and he was shoving his big hard cock into my mouth.

Greg forced his cock deep down my throat.  Deeper than anyone had done before.  I gagged, and for long moments I couldn’t breathe.  Not able to breathe, I started to panic, and my arms flailed around.  By the time I remembered I could breathe through my nose, he was pulling back and then shoving himself down my throat again.

I’d never been taken this way before.  Never.  Yes, I’d given my share of blow jobs.  And I’d joked to Hudson and former lovers about getting my face fucked.  

But this was the first time I was REALLY getting my face fucked.

Greg gripped my head hard, his fingers tightly laced through my hair, so I couldn’t move my head as he rammed his cock into my mouth.  It was like last night when he had me in the wrestler head lock.  I couldn’t move at all.

Greg was slamming my mouth so fast and hard, I felt my spit drooling down my chin and neck, and soiling the front of my dress.  

It seemed to go on forever, but in reality it was just a few minutes.  Just before Greg came, he pushed deep down my throat and held his cock there.  Then his balls erupted and gobs of his cum shot down into my throat.  If you want to know what it felt like, imagine stuffing a thick garden hose down your throat and turning the water on.  It was terrible.  I panicked again.  I thought I was going to die.  Was this what water boarding felt like?

When he was done, he pulled out and leaned against the wall, breathing hard and looking down at me.

I was gasping and collapsed to the floor.  I coughed repeatedly, and I don’t know how I didn’t throw up.  My head spun.  I was reeling from how fast and violently this had all happened.

Greg pulled me up to my feet.  My knees were weak, and I wobbled in my sweet pink heels.  

Then, suddenly, Greg pushed me against the wall.  He jerked up my skirt and shoved his hand down my panties.  He curled two fingers into me and hissed “You’re soaking!”

Greg finger fucked me.  He fingered me hard, just as hard as he’d fucked my face moments ago.  He found my g-spot with his fingers, and his thumb furiously rubbed my clit.  He stimulated both my g-spot and clit at the same time.

It took only moments.  I came hard!  So hard by eyes exploded in fireworks! 

I was about to scream but Greg clamped his other hand over my mouth, which was good because I was sure everyone at the reception would’ve been able to hear my scream through the thin wall.

Greg finger fucked me through my orgasm.  My climax went on and on.  When my orgasm finally subsided, I felt weak and not able to stand up. I would’ve fallen to the floor, but Greg held me.  He hugged me and lavished tender kisses over my face.

When I recovered somewhat, I was afraid Greg was going to take me back into the reception.  I was a mess, and everyone would know what had happened.  But instead Greg led me to our rental car.  Luckily no one saw us. We went back to the hotel.

We didn’t talk as Greg drove through the darkness.  I was still breathing hard, and my head still spun.  

I would never forget last night’s wrestling, or what just happened.  They were the two most intense sexual experiences of my life.
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CHAPTER 10 – THE REST OF SATURDAY AND SUNDAY
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We were all over each other as soon as we walked into our hotel room.  “I want you inside me now!” I hissed as I frantically worked on his pants.

Greg hands were under my skirt, jerking my panties down my legs.  I was so wet!  So wet my thighs were coated with my juices.  So wet the top of my stockings were soaking.  

Greg got my panties to my knees and then flipped me around and pushed me down onto the bed on my hands and knees.  He was really getting rough with me, taking what he wanted instead of asking.  God I loved it!

If he had fucked me bareback at that moment, I wouldn’t have been able to resist him.  But I heard him rip open a condom and then roll the latex down his shaft.

“Oh gawd!” I groaned as Greg pushed into me.  Despite my arousal and wetness, it was still an effort to take him inside of me.  He was so freaking thick!  But it felt so good.  I loved the sensations of feeling so full, and so stretched.

Greg fucked me deep and hard, and I loved it!  I was delirious with passion, and soon my moans and chants were indecipherable as he relentlessly pounded me.  “Oh Greg you feel so good!  I love your cock!  I love the way you fuck me!  I love it! I love it!  I love you!”

I came fast, and when my climax hit, I saw stars again.  This time Greg didn’t stop me when I screamed.  

Greg kept fucking me.  I was surprised at his stamina, at the way he was able to pound me so relentlessly.  But maybe I wasn’t as surprised anymore, now that I knew he had a strong core from being a wrestler.  It didn’t matter anyways, because all I knew was I loved the way he fucked me.  I loved it!  I was chanting and moaning again when my body climaxed again.  “Oh god Greg you’re making me cum again!” I cried, slamming my fists into the mattress as orgasmic pleasure shot through my body.

Finally Greg came, and then he collapsed on top of me.  We lay there for long moments, both of us panting.  Eventually Greg pulled out, threw the condom in the trash, and rolled to his back.  I rolled to my back too, so our sides were touching.  Then we both started laughing, because our sex was so fucking incredible, it was almost funny how good it was.

After just lying on the bed for a while and not talking, I realized I was a freaking mess.  I was still in my dress, and the front was wet from my earlier drool.  The skirt was up around my waist, my stockings were falling down my thighs, and my panties were around my knees.  My heels were somewhere in the room, having fallen off when Greg manhandled me.

I staggered out of bed and took off my panties, and then my dress.  I was rolling my stockings off my legs when I noticed how laddered they were around my knees.  It made me think about how they got that way – earlier, with me on my knees as Greg took my mouth.  The memory made me shudder.  Like how thinking about our “wrestling” made me shudder.

As I continued to roll the stockings off my legs, it was a challenge to take off the gold anklet since I was tired and still tingly from our sex.  I’d worn the anklet on the outside of the stockings.  I made a mental note to wear the anklet on the inside of my stockings from now on.  Hot wives have to live and learn, right?

With the stockings off, I almost threw them in the trash.  Normally I would throw ruined stockings like these away.  But with these, I stuffed them in the zippered pouch of my suitcase, adding them to my bridal bra, panties and garter belt that were already there.

I looked at Greg.  He was looking at me.  At my naked body.  The only thing I still had on was his sapphire necklace around my neck.

Greg moved towards me but I laughed and said “No way cowboy.  Maybe later.  Right now I need a drink.”

I did too.  There was only so much my body could take.  But more than that, I was still processing what had happened earlier in the storeroom.  And last night in the wrestler’s gym.  

And also ... in all my chants and moans just now, with Greg pounding me and making me cum so hard (twice!), did I say “I love you”?  

Intermixed with my incoherent chants of “I love the way you fuck me” and “I love your cock,” did I tell Greg I loved him?

God.  I needed a freaking drink.
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WE DIDN’T BOTHER TO shower.  Our bodies smelled like sex, but with the big wood fireplace of the hotel’s lounge, no one would be able to tell.  I let my hair down, brushed it, washed the makeup off my face, then squeezed my body into skinny jeans and a fitted white blouse.  

Greg wore loose jeans and a button-down shirt.  I squirted more Johnny B gel into his hair and helped him style it again.  I made him look in the mirror as I did it so he could learn to do it himself.

As he turned, his cock brushed against my side.  He was hard in his pants.  “Doesn’t it hurt with that monster in your pants?” I asked with a laugh.  “I seriously can’t see how you do it.  It’s like high heels, it hurts if I wear them all day.”

“That’s why I wear baggy pants,” Greg said, grinning at me.

“Oh,” I said, my lips parting in surprise.  Well, that was eye opening.  All this time, I thought Greg wore baggy pants because he was geeky and unfashionable.  Now I learned he wore baggy pants because he had a monster sex instrument between his legs.  I promised never again to pre-judge men who wore baggy pants.

“Can I have my lipstick?” I asked Greg.  He’d carried my lipstick and phone tonight, just like last night, because I hated carrying a purse when I knew I’d be drinking.  I was a scatterbrained dumb blonde that way, as too many times in my life I had gone clubbing and left my purse behind somewhere.

My lipstick for that evening was bright red.  They were the kind that looked wet. Greg watched me as I brushed it on my lips.  I looked at him looking at me.  When I was done, I pushed the lipstick back into his front pocket.  Then I brushed my hand across his crotch.  The boy was freaking hard again!

I was tempted to jump into bed with him again.  But no.  My body needed a reset.  And I needed alcohol to calm the emotions and confusion that were swirling inside me.

Greg reached for my hand as we walked to the hotel bar.  I held his hand as he held mine, and we walked close, our sides brushing against each other as we walked.  I had to admit, it felt good to hold his hand.  

The bar was mostly empty, which made sense, since this hotel was where the wedding party was staying, and everyone was still at the reception.  We sat at the bar.  I ordered a dirty martini and Greg got a 7 & 7.  Greg held my hand as we waited for our drinks.

“You know, this weekend’s been nice,” Greg said with a smile at me.  “That we can be, you know, out in public like this, and not have to worry about anything.”

“I was just thinking that,” I said, smiling back at him.  Back in NYC, I obviously couldn’t risk people seeing me with Greg.  So, we mostly hung out at his apartment or mine, or the bookstore on the first floor of his apartment building.  So now, it was fun being able to be with Greg without having to worry about being seen by people who knew me or Hudson.

“I’m surprised you’re not calling Hudson,” Greg said.

“He told me not to call him anymore,” I said.  “He wants me to feel like a real couple with you.  You know ... he wants me to feel like you’re my real boyfriend.”

“So do you feel that way?” Greg asked.

I hesitated a moment, but then said “Yeah ... I kinda do.”  I smiled into his eyes, and he smiled back.

The bartender returned with our drinks.  “Speaking of you-know-who,” I said, giving Greg a grin.  “Can I have my phone?”

Greg reached into his pocket and handed me my phone.  I typed in the password – HUDSON – and asked the bartender “Can you take a picture of us?”

Greg moved close, putting his arm around me.  I pressed my body against his and put my arm around him.  In front of us on the bar, we were holding hands.  With that pose, we smiled into the camera as the bartender took our picture.

I thought about texting the picture to Hudson, but he told me not to contact him until I got on the plane.  So, I decided to save the picture until I saw him tomorrow.

“You wanna really blow Hudson’s head?” Greg asked with a grin.

“What?”

“Change your password to Greg,” Greg said.

For a moment, my eyes went wide and my lips parted.  Then I laughed and said “Oh my god, that’s evil.”

Greg laughed too.  “Go ahead, it’s a joke,” he said, still grinning at me.

I was grinning back at him.  Then I thought, what the heck, it would be kinda funny and probably Hudson would get off on it.  I’d change it back after showing it to Hudson.  So, I punched the keys and changed my iPhone password to GREG.

“Now we really are a couple,” Greg said with a laugh.

“I guess we are,” I said with a laugh back.  Then our laughs turned into smiles.  Greg reached for my hand, and we squeezed each other’s hand.

Then it got awkward.  At least for me.  I knew I shouldn’t be feeling what I was feeling.  This was supposed to be just a game, and in real life I was committed to another man.

I used the martini as an excuse to let Greg’s hand go.  I took the martini and took a big gulp.  “Oh my god I love olives,” I gushed as I washed down the vodka with one of the olives from the little wood stick.

“As much as sex?” Greg asked with a grin.

“Not as much as sex.  Now chocolate, I probably like that as much as sex,” I joked.  We laughed.

“We’ll have to do this again,” Greg said.  “Go someplace for a few days where we can be together in public.”

“Maybe,” I said in a quiet voice, my eyes looking down.  I was feeling awkward again.

Greg seemed to catch my mood, as he quickly added “With Hudson’s permission of course.”

His words made me feel better, as they reminded me I was here with Hudson’s permission.  Hudson wanted me to be here with Greg.  I wasn’t cheating on Hudson.  There was no reason for me to feel guilty.  I was doing exactly what Hudson wanted me to do.

I looked at the mirror behind the bar.  I looked at us.  

It was weird.  The word “us.”  At that moment, it meant me and Greg.

I said, “You know, I never thought I’d be here with you.  I mean, together with you.  But it’s nice.  You’ve really surprised me.  In a good way.  You’re way more than who I thought you were.”

I smiled at him, and this time, it was me who reached for his hand.
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WHEN WE GOT BACK TO our room, we undressed each other as we kissed.  We weren’t as frantic this time, although still as passionate.

We made love.  Mostly with Greg on top, penetrating me with slow, deep strokes.  He kissed my lips, my neck, my nipples ... he made me cum once on his cock, and then again.  

Then Greg pulled out, and I didn’t understand at first, but he moved so his cock was at my face, so I guessed he wanted to 69.  I pulled off the condom and tossed it away, then took his cock into my hands and mouth.  

Greg’s lips touched my pussy, and I didn’t think I could cum again, not after all the sex we’d had already.  But then he moved lower, and his tongue licked across my ass.  I moaned as he swirled his tongue over and around my sensitive asshole.  

And then my body seized up as he pushed two fingers into my pussy.  He expertly found my g-spot.  Like before in the storeroom, he fingered my g-spot as he rubbed my clit with this thumb.  And this time, he was also licking my ass.  

Oh my god it felt incredible!  I was moaning and writhing on the bed, which was amazing because I’d already cum so much.  Greg edged me along for what seemed like forever, and soon I was begging him to let me cum.  

At one point he paused and said, “Say you love me again.”

I hesitated, then said “I love the way you fuck me.”

Greg paused a moment more, then went back to what he was doing.

When he finally did let me cum, my orgasm was so intense my body shook, my toes curled, and I cried out.  

I was spent, I couldn’t move.  I thought Greg would push inside me again, to finish.  But instead, he stroked himself over my breasts.  I could barely move, but I managed to move a hand between his legs and caress his balls.  

He came on my breasts and stomach.  I was half asleep as I felt his warm cream covering my front.  Greg collapsed next to me, and he put his arm around me as we both passed out.
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THE NEXT MORNING WHEN I woke up, the hotel room still smelled like sex.  I felt Greg’s cum dried and caked on my breasts and stomach.

I looked at Greg.  He was already up and looking at me.  I grinned and said, “You fucked me so good last night.”  Then I traced my fingertip along his lips and said, “You have an amazing tongue.  Along with an amazing cock.  I love the way you fuck me.”

Greg smiled, but it was kind of a thoughtful, sad smile.  Then he moved towards me.  He was already hard.  I reached for a condom and quickly rolled it onto his shaft.  I was on my side, and so was he.  I raised my leg, and he entered me that way.  

Greg fucked me slow, rocking back and forth.  We didn’t say anything, and it was kinda melancholy, because later that morning we’d fly back to NYC.  Our weekend together was ending.

We kissed and fondled each other as we made love. When I came, it was a gentle orgasm that made me arch my back and roll my head back, my lips parting in a long moan.  

Greg hugged me and kissed me hard when he came, his hips pumping into me.  I hugged him back, moving my hips in sync with his, trying to make his orgasm good.  

When he was done, we held each other that way for long moments.  Finally, we pulled apart.  It was time to get ready to go home.

We showered.  I purposely shower by myself, not with Greg, as I was transitioning in my head (and heart) to being Hudson’s fiancée again.

I had packed a special outfit for the trip home.  It was a short wool skirt and a clingy cashmere sweater.  I rolled cable knit tights up my legs, and slipped my feet into shiny black, pointy-toe Mia flats.  I wore my hair down with just a little makeup, so I looked younger than I was.

It was one of Hudson’s favorite outfits.  He said it made me look like a boarding school high schooler, and it got him hot when I looked sweet and barely legal.

For the first time in 3 days, I was dressing for Hudson and not Greg.  Although, dressing young had a new meaning for me now, after what Greg said.  It was something I’d have to think about.  One of the many things I had to think about.

I didn’t hold Greg’s hand or let him put his arm around me.  I was Hudson’s girl again, and I needed to get back into that mindset.  

Greg seemed to understand, and he didn’t push anything.  We actually had a good time driving back to the airport and on the flight home.  By that point, we were really good friends and it turned out we had a lot in common.  We laughed and talked the whole time.

Just before taking off, I texted the picture from last night to Hudson with the message:  “On the plane now.  I miss you so much!  Can’t wait to see you!  Love, Zoey. xoxoxoxoxo”

Somewhere in the sky, between Buffalo and NYC, I reached into my purse for my engagement ring.  I put it on my finger.  I took off Greg’s sapphire necklace and put it in my purse.  Greg avoided looking at me as I did this.

Our flight landed.  Greg and I walked to the baggage area, where I knew Hudson would be waiting.  I made sure not to walk too close to Greg.  I didn’t want Hudson to see me walking too close to Greg.
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CHAPTER 11
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I stood a little off to the side at the airport’s baggage claim, so I could see Zoey and Greg before they saw me.  

My nerves and emotions were frayed.  Telling Zoey not to call me had been a mistake.  Last night had been torture.  I’d been miserable.  It wasn’t the sex, or knowing Greg fucked Zoey better than me.  Instead, it was the knowledge she was with him for such a long time.  She was with him on a weekend long date, as his girlfriend.  

I wanted that of course, it got me fucking hot.  But it tore me apart too.  Not being able to talk to her, even text her, made it worse.  It’d been misery for me.  I’d jerked off a few times, but each time afterwards, my emotions fell off the cliff and it felt like I was falling into the abyss.

Last night when I told Zoey not to call me, part of it was a test.  I wanted her to say, “I miss you too much baby, I have to call you!”  But she didn’t say that, she didn’t push back at all.  That really cut at my heart.  I felt hurt and jealous, and frankly, mad at Zoey.  

It turned me on too, the cuckold angst of being replaced and forgotten.  I jerked off to it, but again after cumming, my emotions fell off the cliff.

So here I was in baggage claim, hiding behind a fake tree.  I wanted to see Zoey before she saw me.  Was she holding his hand?  Was she walking close to him?  Was she still acting like she was his girlfriend?

Most importantly—did it look like Zoey loved Greg?

Zoey’s text this morning was a lifeline.  Especially the way she said, “I miss you so much!” and “Can’t wait to see you!”  I jerked off to the picture of her and Greg at what looked like a bar after the reception.  But then after cumming, I drifted off into the abyss again.  So here I was, going to the airport early so I could find a good spot to spy on them as they walked into baggage claim.

It seemed like I waited forever, but finally they came into view.  They weren’t holding hands, and they weren’t walking close together.  I judged they were about a foot apart.  Closer than you’re walk with a work colleague, but about right for a good friend, someone you cared about.

Someone you cared about ....

Even worse, they were laughing and talking as they walked. Zoey was speaking with her hands, something she always did when she was having a good time talking to someone.  She was giving him all her attention, like he was the only person in the universe.

Seeing that really hurt.  It also got me hot.  My cock was hard.  But now, after a long weekend of being apart, the cuckold angst was pushing me off the cliff again.  It hurt more than it turned me on.  Seeing them together, laughing and talking, it tore me apart.

I took a few steps back – away from the fake tree – so it wouldn’t look like I was spying on them.  Then I took a step sideways, so I was in their view.

It took a few moments for Zoey to recognize me.  When she did, her eyes went wide.  Did she look guilty?  Or happy to see me?

Zoey stopped talking to Greg and moved an extra step away from him.  Then she yelled “Hudson!” and ran over to me.

Zoey flew into my arms and I hugged her tight.  She hugged me back, and I buried my face into her silky blonde hair.  God I needed this!  I needed this!

I was the one to let go first.  I could have held her forever, but I wanted to be cool and strong – I wanted to be manly—so I let her go first.  It was an awkward moment, with Zoey next to me, and Greg across from us.  The two of us looking at him.  The dynamic changing from Zoey with him to Zoey with me.

Finally, wanting to be the alpha dog, I forced a lighthearted, confident chuckle and gave Greg a big friendly handshake.  Then I led all of us to their baggage carousel.

At the baggage carousel, Greg wandered a few steps away as we waited for the bags to arrive.  He wasn’t too far away, and it would have been natural and even polite for Zoey to stand between us, so as to not make Greg feel like an outsider.  But my insides were still churning, so if she had done that, I might have lost it and fallen over into the abyss.

But Zoey didn’t do that.  She stayed on the other side of me, away from Greg.  She held my hand as we waited, and that made me feel so good.  

Zoey kept her eyes locked on the luggage carousel, and so did Greg.  It was like, they were purposely trying not to look at each other, because they knew that would upset me.  It hurt my pride that she was pitying me that way, and hurt even more – and caused a lot of pain – because it made me wonder if Zoey would rather be with him instead of me.

Zoey must’ve sensed my tension, because she looked at me and whispered, “Are you okay?”

I gave her a curt nod but didn’t otherwise answer her as I was so emotional, I didn’t trust my voice.  She gave me a worried look and moved from holding my hand to hugging my arm. 

Greg’s bag arrived first.  He picked it up, and again it would have been natural for Zoey to go over to him to say goodbye. After the weekend they spent together, it would have been natural for her to give him a friendly goodbye hug, and maybe even a kiss on the cheek that lingered close to his lips.  Again, if she’d done that, it would have been a dagger to my heart.  

But Zoey didn’t go over to Greg.  Instead, she gave him a friendly wave, and said, “It was fun Greg.  See you later.”

I looked at Greg.  He had disappointment written on his face.  He was clearly hoping for a goodbye that was more than “see you later.”

But then he pulled himself together. He smiled at her, and said, “I had fun too Zoey.  I’ll see you later.”  Then he glanced at me, and his smile disappeared.  He said “See you later Hudson.”  I nodded at him.  Then he turned and walked away.

Zoey kept her eyes locked on the luggage carousel, and didn’t look at Greg as he walked away, not even a glance.  But again, her focus on the luggage carousel seemed artificial and forced.  

Once Greg was gone, I said “You don’t have to ignore him because you’re afraid you’ll hurt my feelings.”

“It’s not that,” Zoey said, hugging my arm tighter.  “It’s just ... it’s just kind of awkward, that’s all.”

“It didn’t seem awkward when I saw you walking with him down the concourse,” I said bitterly.  “You were having a good time, laughing and talking with him.”

“Am I not supposed to be friends with Greg?” Zoey asked.

“You’re not supposed to be best friends,” I said.

“He’s not my best friend.  You’re my best friend,” Zoey insisted, hugging my arm even harder.

I was silent for long moments, trying to get my emotions under control.  Finally, I asked, “Then what do you mean it’s awkward?”

Zoey looked like she didn’t know how to explain it.  “I mean, you know ...,” she sputtered.  Her answer died out as she found it hard to put her feelings into words.

I was pretty sure I knew what she was going through. I’d read enough stories and journals on literotica and ourhotwives to know (especially the cuckold and poly forums).  “You’ve having a hard time being with him all weekend, and then all of a sudden he’s gone, and now you’re trying to reconnect with me,” I said.

Zoey looked like she was about to disagree, then her face changed, like she was resigning herself to the reality of the situation.  

“It’s weird having to reconnect with you -—you’re my fiancée – it’s not supposed to work that way,” she said with a frown.  Then she asked, “Does it bother you?  That I’m kinda mixed up right now?”

“Yes,” I admitted, forcing a laugh to reduce the tension.  My insides were really churning now.  “But I’ve told you.  Jealousy gets me hot.  The cuck angst gets me hot.”  

“So, that’s what you want?” Zoey asked.  “That’s why you wanted me to go with Greg to the wedding in Buffalo?  That was your plan?  You wanted me to grow close to Greg?  You wanted me to feel something for him?”

I stared at her.  “You know, you’re killing me here,” I said.  I added a laugh at the end to make it sound like a joke, but I was dying inside.

“I guess I don’t understand,” Zoey said, looking like she didn’t understand what I said.  She didn’t understand what I wanted.

“Yes, I wanted all that,” I said.  “But it kills me too.”  I forced a laugh again, to make it clear to her that I wasn’t mad.  Then I said, “I know I sound crazy, like I’m all over the place.  I don’t really understand all this myself.”

Zoey was silent for long moments, her eyes locked on the baggage carousel again.  Then she whispered, “It worked.”

“What?” I asked, as I couldn’t really hear what she said.

Zoey looked at me.  “It worked,” she said.  “I have gotten close to Greg.  I do feel something for him.”

A soft moan escaped my lips.  I was so hard it hurt.  Yet also my heart was being torn apart.

Still, I needed more.  I needed her to say it.  “You mean, you feel something romantic for Greg,” I said.

Zoey hesitantly asked, “You really want me to answer that?”

“You always need to answer my questions.  Never lie.  Never hold back.  You have to tell me,” I urged her.

Zoey hesitated again.  Then she whispered, “Yes.”

“Say the words,” I hissed.

Zoey hesitated for long moments, before she finally said, “I feel something romantic for Greg.”

“Oh god,” I moaned.  This was so good.  So good.

Horrible.  Devastating.  But so good.

I looked at her, and we stared at each other for long moments.  Finally, with my heart in my throat, I asked, “Are you saying you’d rather be with him right now, instead of me?”

Zoey’s eyes went wide, like she was shocked by my question.  “Of course not,” she said.  “I want to be with you.  I really missed you this weekend.”

There was a big lump in my throat.  I felt so emotional at that moment, I didn’t trust myself to say anything.  Finally, we saw her suitcase coming to us on the baggage carousel.  
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WE WERE IN OUR CAR, a sleek black Tesla.  It had all the bells and whistles and could drive itself from here to San Fran.  It had cost well over 175 Gs.  We didn’t use it often though, being city people.  It mostly stayed in the garage parking underneath our loft apartment complex.  But it was useful at times like this, when going to the airport.  And I knew Zoey loved the car, just like she loved the loft apartment.

I was about to start the car, but Zoey put her hand on my arm, stopping me.  “You believe me, right? That I missed you?” she asked.  “I mean, I can have fun with Greg, and still miss you.  Both can happen at the same time.”

“I believe you,” I said, my heart still in my throat.

“I really mean it Hudson,” Zoey insisted.  “I thought about you all the time.  Like, at the rehearsal dinner, and the wedding and the reception, I was comparing those places to the places we picked.”

“I believe you,” I said again.

Zoey looked into my face for long moments, like she was trying to read my emotions and figure out if I was telling the truth.  Then, finally, she put her hand on my crotch.  She rubbed me and said, “You’re so freaking hard Hudson.”

I was breathing hard as she unzipped my pants and pulled my cock out.  “Does this feel good?” she asked as she stroked my hard shaft with her soft hand.

“Yes,” I moaned.  “Your hand feels so fucking good.”

Zoey’s hands were small, and they fit her petite body.  Yet, she was able to easily hold my entire hard cock in her fist.  I asked, “Are you able to hold Greg’s cock with one hand?”

Zoey looked at my face, like she was again trying to read my emotions.  Then, after a moment, she said, “No.”

I moaned and my cock jerked in her hand.

She stroked me slowly as she said, “I have to use both hands.  And even then, it’s kinda hard to hold it.”

I was so excited my body was shaking.  “Tell me more,” I pleaded.

“Last night he fucked my face,” Zoey said.  “I mean, really fucked my face.  He had his cock so far down my throat I couldn’t breathe.”

“Why didn’t you pull away?”

“I couldn’t,” she said.  “He was holding my head.  I couldn’t move.  I just had to take it.  It was like the other night, when we wrestled.”

I stared at her, not knowing what to say.

“You know, it was Sidney who told him,” she said.

“Told him what?”

“About my dubcon fantasies,” Zoey said.

I stared at Zoey again, shocked.  What game was that bitch Sidney playing?!!

“Do you think I dress young because I want men to take advantage of me?” she asked.

Her question took me by surprise.  All I could say was, “What?”

“I dress young sometimes because you like it.  Like now,” Zoey said.  “But sometimes I dress young because I want to look young.  Greg said I do that because my real fantasy is for men to take advantage of the young me.  The 18-year-old me.”

“I don’t know if that’s why you do it,” I said thoughtfully.  “But if it’s true, then I think it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard.”

“Really?  You don’t think I’m a freak?” Zoey asked.

“Of course you’re not a freak,” I assured her.  “You know how many girls have the same fantasy as you?  Just google it, you’ll see a lot of girls do.  You’re not a freak.  You’re normal.”

“Oh my god, do you know how much better I feel now?” Zoey said looking relieved.  “Since Greg said that, I was sure I was a crazy ass freak.”  She smiled into my eyes and said, “This is what I mean.  You’re my best friend.  I could never talk about this with anyone but you.  And you always make me feel good about myself.”

Zoey was still slowly stroking me.  She was edging me along.  I asked, “Did it get you hot when Greg fucked your mouth?”

“Yes,” Zoey admitted.  “It got me so hot, that right after, he fingered me, and I came so hard.”

“When did this happen?”

“It was at the wedding reception,” Zoey said, getting more excited.  “He was doing this to me, in a storeroom right next to the freaking reception.”

I stared at her again.  My heart was sinking.  I felt like I couldn’t compete with Greg.  

How was this possible?  This was loser Greg!  Yet he was doing things with Zoey that I never could.  Things that wouldn’t even occur to me.

I looked down at my hard cock in her hand.  My cockhead barely extended past her fist.  I said, “I guess my cock is a disappointment to you.  After being with Greg all weekend.”

Zoey gave me that shocked look again.  She said, “Hudson I would never be disappointed with you.  With any part of you. I love you.  And anyways, your cock is the most beautiful cock I’ve ever seen in my life.  I swear to God I’m telling the truth.”

“So, what’s Greg’s cock look like then?” I asked.

“Honestly.  It’s ugly,” Zoey said.  Then with a laugh, she added, “And kinda scary.”

“I think a man would rather have a scary cock than a beautiful cock,” I said sourly.

Zoey shook her head, disagreeing with me.  “Why would you say that?” she said.  “I don’t think that.”  She looked at my cock for a long moment.  Then she said, “Girls like beautiful things.”  Then she lowered her head and took my cock into her mouth.  
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“But you don’t get as much pleasure from my cock,” I said to Zoey.  We were in bed in our loft apartment, laying on our sides looking at each other.  We were both still fully dressed and continuing our sexy talk from before in our car.

Zoey didn’t deny it. She said “I think it’s kinda like, you know, Greg’s new.  It’s like that movie we watched once, 9 ½ weeks.  I’m just kinda infatuated with Greg.  You know?  And I think that affects my sex with him.  I don’t think it’ll last forever.”

Zoey didn’t deny she got more pleasure from Greg than me!  My head swirled with cuckold lust!

“You don’t have to worry about hurting my feelings,” I assured her with a soft kiss to her lips.  “It gets me hot.”

“Okay, well, okay ...” Zoey said hesitantly.

“Remember last night?  I told you the idea of Greg fucking you better gets me hot.  Greg replacing me in your sex life gets me hot.  So, you don’t have to worry about hurting my feelings.  You’re saying exactly what I want to hear.”

“You also said you don’t like it,” Zoey reminded me.  

“There’s got to be an edge to it, to really do it for me,” I explained.  “Last night – this whole weekend – it was shitty for me because you weren’t here.  But you’re here now so I feel better.  Now all that negativity from last night – all that cuckold angst – it turns me on.  It’s thrilling.”

“And talking like this, it’s part of us reconnecting,” I said.  “So, it’s really important that you tell me the truth, and you tell me everything.  Don’t worry about hurting my feelings, or think something’s too terrible to tell me.”  With a laugh I added, “Probably the more terrible, the more I’ll like it.”
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“OKAY,” I SAID AGAIN, feeling wary inside.  I would tell Hudson the truth.  But what was the truth?  What if he asked me, “Have you told Greg you love him?”

I guess I did say that, in the heat of the moment.  Or did I?  I still wasn’t sure.

But anyways, saying “I love you” in the heat of the moment didn’t count.  I didn’t think it did.  People always said things they don’t mean during sex.

“So, you get more pleasure from Greg than me?” Hudson asked again.

“Yes,” I said, answering more directly this time.  Hudson moaned and shuddered.

“Greg fucks you better than me?” he asked.

This was something I was learning.  Hudson liked to ask the same question different ways.  And he liked to ask questions even though he already knew the answer.

“Yes,” I told him truthfully.

“Oh god Zoey!” Hudson moaned.  Now he was so excited his body was shaking, like he’d been in our Tesla.

“Why?  What does he do?” he asked.  His voice was shaky with excitement.

“I mean ...,” I sputtered.  It was hard answering Hudson’s questions, because I felt uncomfortable comparing him to Greg.  But another thing I was learning was, he wanted me to compare him to Greg.

“He’s bigger than you. I mean, obviously,” I said with a nervous laugh.  “And, I don’t know, I never thought size mattered that much, but I see now it does.  I mean, Sidney’s told me that forever, and now I get it.  And Greg’s actually a good lover, which is really surprising. I never would have thought that, but he is.”

“He’s more aggressive than I ever thought he’d be.  And he understands me.  I mean, you do too of course, but since Greg and I haven’t been intimate for very long, compared to you and me, it’s kinda surprising.  I’m not just talking about my dubcon fantasy, and Sidney told him that so it doesn’t really count anyways.  But the way he made me cum from just playing with my breasts and nipples.  And—-.”

“What?  Tell me,” Hudson pressed.

I felt my cheeks get red.  It was embarrassing to admit, but I said, “Greg figured out I like ass play.”

“I know that!” Hudson said, sounding offended.

“I know baby,” I soothed, giving his hand a reassuring squeeze.  “I said you understand me too.  Of course you do.  But ... you don’t really touch me there.  And, you have to admit it Hudson, you’ve never licked me there. You’ve seen Greg do it and how I really get off on it, but you still haven’t done it.”

“Well sorry I’m not your dream lover like Greg!” Hudson said angrily.

“Hudson ...,” I said imploringly, reaching out and squeezing his hand again.  “You said you want me to tell you everything.”

Hudson grimaced as he knew I was right.  With a frown, he said, “I guess I’m just not into that.”

“I’ve done it to you,” I pointed out.

“Not a lot,” he said.

“Not a lot,” I agreed.  “But I’ve done it.”

Hudson grimaced again.  Then he asked, “Have you licked Greg there?”

“No,” I said.  “Not yet.”

“Not yet?  There’s no not yet about it, Zoe.  I don’t want you to do that to him.”

“Okay,” I said hesitantly.  “But don’t you think that’s kinda unfair?  Since he does it to me?”

“I’m sharing you with him!” Hudson said angrily.  “I’m letting him fuck my fiancée!  So I decide what’s fair!  I decide!”

“Okay, you’re right, I won’t do it,” I promised, again rubbing his chest to calm him down.

“Wait a minute,” Hudson said.  “Has he fucked you in the ass?”

“What?  No way.  He’s way too big for that.  And I told him that too.”

“But that’s not the point!” Hudson said.  He was very agitated now.  “I’m the only man to fuck you there, and it’s gonna stay that way!  You will not let him fuck your ass!”

“Okay, okay,” I said.  “I told you I wasn’t anyways.”

“But the reason is because I’m saying you can’t do it!” Hudson said.  He was practically yelling.  “You belong to me!  You do what I say!  You don’t do what I say!”

“Okay, okay, of course I belong to you, I won’t let him do that, I promise,” I said soothingly.  To help calm him down, I grinned and said, “So I guess we have 2 rules.  I don’t lick Greg’s ass.  And I don’t let Greg fuck me in the ass.”

I said it jokingly, but Hudson was 100% serious.  “No, there’s another rule,” he said.  “You don’t fall in love with him.  He can be your friend, you can get close to him, you can feel NRE or whatever, but you cannot fall in love with him.  If you ever feel like you might be falling in love, then you have to tell me, and we end this.”

“Okay, 3 rules,” I agreed. Then I grinned again and said, “Or not wearing his shirt, is that rule number 4?”

This time Hudson grinned back.  “I guess that one doesn’t make it to a rule,” he said.  “I’m just asking you not to do that.  And I guess sometimes, depending on what’s happening, it might be hot.”

“Okay then, if I put on Greg’s shirt and you don’t like it, just tell me and I’ll take it off,” I said, still grinning at him.

“Okay,” Hudson agreed, and for long moments we smiled at each other.  

Then we were kissing.  Then we were undressing each other.  Then Hudson was on top of me.  I reached over for a condom.  I rolled it down his shaft.  Then he pushed into me.

“Fuck you’re so loose!” Hudson said as he entered me.  “How many times did he fuck you?”

I was ready for this.  I knew Hudson would ask, so I’d counted the times on the plane ride home.  

“The most times on Friday,” I said looking up into his face as he moved in and out of me.  “Greg fucked me 7 times.”

“Oh my god!” Hudson moaned.  “What about Saturday?”

“Just 3 times,” I said.  “But also, that’s when he fucked my face and fingered me at the reception, and then in the hotel room he licked my ass and fingered me again.”

“Sunday?”

“Just once, when we woke up.  Then we came home.”

“Eleven times,” Hudson said with astonishment in his voice.  “No wonder you’re so loose.  Greg really stretched you out with his big cock.”

I remembered how Hudson really got off on the idea of Greg stretching out my pussy.  So, I said to him, “Yeah baby, Greg really ruined my pussy for your little dick.”

“Oh fuck!” Hudson growled.  His body lurched and he came.
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“ARE YOU OKAY?” I ASKED a few moments later.  Hudson had rolled off of me and had been quiet for a few minutes.

“Eleven times,” Hudson said as he stared up at the ceiling.  “That’s a lot.  And in just 2 days.”

“Three days,” I said.

“No.  You traveled Friday morning and flew home early today.  So, it wasn’t even 2 full days.”

“I told you,” I said.  “Greg’s just new.”

Hudson shook his head, disagreeing with me.  “We never had that much sex when we started dating,” he said.  “We’ve never had that much sex in 2 days, period.  It just amazes me how much you’re into Greg.  I never thought it possible.  I mean, Greg ....”

“I never would have thought it possible either,” I admitted with a shrug.

“So, you admit you’re really into him,” Hudson said.

“I thought ...,” I sputtered.  “I thought I already said that.”

“I just want to hear you say it.”

I shrugged and said, “Okay ... I’m really into Greg.”

Hudson moaned.  I put my hand on his chest.  “Your heart’s beating so hard baby,” I said.  Then I looked down and saw he was hard.  “And you’re already hard again.”

“Did you cum?” Hudson asked, asking about our sex a few moments ago.

I shrugged again.  “You know I didn’t.  But that’s okay.”  I added with a joking grin, “I’ve already gotten my share of orgasms this weekend.”

“Greg’s already replaced me in your sex life,” Hudson said.  “You don’t need me for your orgasms.  You get all you need from him.  He takes care of all your horniness.”

“Yeah, I guess he takes care of all my horniness,” I repeated with a teasing smile.  “And that gets you hot, right?” 

“So, Greg has replaced me,” Hudson said, pressing me for an answer.

“Is that what you want?” I teased.  I wrapped my hand around his cock.  “God Hudson, you’re so freaking hard.”

Hudson moaned at the touch of my hand around his shaft.  “Yes,” he said huskily.

“What?”

“Yes, that’s what I want,” he said.  “I want Greg to replace me.  But it kills me too.”

“I don’t want to kill you,” I said.

“But it’s already happened, right?” he pressed again.

Sometimes I didn’t know where sexy play ended, and real life began.  I heard excitement in Hudson’s voice, but worry and hurt too.  I didn’t know how to respond.

“You want to keep seeing Greg, right?” Hudson asked.

“Not if it hurts you.”

“But if it’s up to you, you’d keep seeing him,” Hudson pressed.

“I guess,” I said with a shrug.  Then, knowing he wanted the truth, I said, “Yes, I want to keep seeing Greg.”

Hudson was breathing hard, and his cheeks were flushed.  I glanced over at his bedside table.  On the top was a jar of Vaseline.  I reached for it.  I opened the jar and scooped some of the heavy jell onto the palm of my hand.  Then I wrapped my greased-up hand around his hard shaft.  

“Is this how you do it?” I asked as I slowly stroked his cock with my Vaseline lubricated hand.

“Yessssss,” he moaned.

Closing my fist tight around his cock.  I asked, “Is this how my pussy used to feel?  Before Greg ruined my pussy for you?”

“OH MY GOD ZOEY!” Hudson cried as he came in my hand.
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WE WERE LYING IN BED, both of us still naked.  She’d washed off my cock and her hand with a warm wet towel.  Now we were snuggling with Zoey in my arm.  It felt so good to have her body pressed against mine.

“I need to tell you something,” Zoey said after a few moments.  

“Okay,” I said feeling wary.

“I mean, I need to ask you something,” she said.  “I won’t do it if you don’t want me to.”

“Okay,” I said, feeling even more wary. 

Zoey got up on an elbow to look at me.  “Greg’s business is doing really well.  Sidney’s even hiring him to do stuff,” she began.  “So, he’s going to hire some people, and he needs to set up some HR.  And I said I could help him with that.  It’ll be something I can put on my resume, in case I want to get a real job someday.”

“You’ll be working for him?”

“No, not like that,” Zoey said.  “It’ll be like, I’ll be a consultant.”

“But Greg’ll be your boss,” I said.

“I mean, yeah, I guess,” she said.

Suddenly my heart was pounding again, and my head was swirling.

“I’m sorry I’m throwing this at you all of a sudden,” Zoey said.  “It’s just, you’re traveling tomorrow, and Greg wants me to start tomorrow because he’s already made offers to people.”

A lump was in my throat.  “So, you’ll be spending even more time with him,” I said.

“I won’t take the job if you don’t want me to,” Zoey said.  Then her eyes drifted to my cock.  I was hard.  She said, “Do you want me to take the job?”

No, I didn’t want Zoey to be with Greg even more.  The idea made me sick.  But another part of me realized that this was my chance to nudge things farther along.  The cuckold angst was tearing at my insides, but also, it was so thrilling, it was so exhilarating!  

“I guess you’ll be fucking even more,” I said to her.  

Zoey stared at my face.  It was what she’d done a lot lately, reading me to try to figure out what I was feeling.  

She teasingly ran a painted fingernail down my chest and asked, “What do you think about that?  You want Greg’s big cock to ruin my pussy for you even more?”

I shuddered and moaned.  “I want you to do it!  Go work for him!” I said excitedly, all my cuck fantasies spilling out.  “I want you to spend more time with him!  I want Greg to fuck you so much he replaces me in your sex life!”

“Just remember the rules,” I told her.  “Tell me.  What are the rules?”

“I don’t lick Greg’s ass,” Zoey said, kissing my lips.  “He doesn’t fuck me in the ass.”  She kissed my lips again.  “And if I feel like I’m falling in love, we stop.”  She kissed me again.

“Yeah, okay, okay,” I said, nodding rapidly.

Zoey was still scrapping her nails over my chest.  She was still kissing me.

Then she moved down my body, kissing my chest.  I thought she was going to blow me.  But she moved lower.  She pushed my legs apart.  She dipped her face low, and began licking my asshole.

Oh my god!  She was licking my asshole!

As she rimmed me with her tongue, she stroked my cock with her hand.  I got so hard my cock was like granite.

Abruptly Zoey stopped.  She got on her hands and knees with her ass facing me.  She looked over her shoulder at me.  With a lustful look on her face, she said “You can fuck me in the ass if you want, Hudson.  I want you to.”

I got up onto my knees, behind her.  I knew what I should do.  Fuck her in the ass and reassert my dominance over her.  Reclaim her body as mine.

But for some reason, I couldn’t bring myself to do it.  I tenderly kissed and caressed her back, and then rolled her over onto her back.  I looked at her face.  She looked disappointed.  She wanted me to fuck her ass.  But I just couldn’t do it.  I wanted to love her.  I wanted to worship her.  I just couldn’t do it.

I rolled on a condom, and then I made love to her.  I wanted her to cum, so as I moved in and out of her, I said “Play with yourself.”

Zoey snaked her hand between our bodies, and she stroked her clit as I made love to her.  

We were looking into each other’s eyes.  I asked, “Do you have to play with yourself when Greg fucks you, to cum?”  I knew the answer, but I wanted her to answer.  It got me hot.

Looking into my eyes as she fingered herself, Zoey shook her head no.  

“Say the words!” I said urgently.

“No, I don’t have to play with myself to cum when Greg fucks me,” she said.

“But you do with me,” I said.

“Yes,” she replied.  “I do with you.”

I moaned and my cock jerked.  Her answer was so horrible, yet so thrilling.

“Because my dick’s small, and his dick’s big,” I said excitedly.  “Greg fucks you better than me.”

“Yeah he does,” she said.

“OH FUCK!” I cried as I came.
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The next day, I flew to Vegas again.  Camilla and I would be there all week, for business meetings.  I wasn’t in a good place on the flight out.  I was already missing Zoey, and the cuckold angst was pushing me to bad places emotionally.  Knowing she was seeing Greg today to start working for him made it worse.  Fortunately, Camilla was meeting me in Vegas, so I had the entire flight to pull myself together.  

Between meetings, we stopped for coffee as we often did.  Camilla asked me about Zoey, and how our wedding plans were coming along.  That was a shock.  She had never before asked about Zoey.  I was surprised she knew Zoey’s name, or the fact we were engaged and getting married soon.

Then Camilla asked how Greg was doing.  That was a bigger shock.  The Dragon Queen never asked about ex-employees.  To her, ex-employees were losers and not worth talking about.

Camilla’s probing about Zoey and Greg made me wonder if she knew what was going on.  That possibility alarmed me, as it would be devastating to my career and partnership chances if she knew about my fantasies and Zoey’s intimate relationship with Greg.  I couldn’t exactly be a Master of the Universe and a cuckold.  Powerful men – real men – didn’t let share their girls with other men.

Fortunately, Camilla didn’t probe too hard about Zoey and Greg, and I changed the subject as fast as I could.  

Our meetings weren’t disasters, but they weren’t victories either.  We didn’t win any new clients.  Camilla seemed annoyed with me, as she often did.  She didn’t want to talk about the software I was writing in my spare time.  She didn’t seem as enthusiastic about my predictive stock market idea as she had when we talked the other day.  

I began wondering whether I should begin looking for another job.  My software idea might not save me with Camilla, and it would be devastating if I got fired.  What would Zoey think if that happened?  The only advantage I still had over Greg was my job. If I got fired, I’d be another loser like Greg, and I didn’t have his big dick.

It didn’t surprise me when Camilla didn’t invite me to dinner.  She told me she had other plans.  I assumed she planned to hook up with one of her boy toy lovers.  I was perfectly fine with that.  I needed alone time to think about whether I should be making a career change.

I was lounging by the pool among the palm trees when a tall brunette in a black bikini and cork platform sandals came up to me.  I was barely surprised to see it was Sidney.

“You’re stalking me, right?” I said dryly.

Sidney laughed dismissively.  “In your dreams,” she said as she sat in the lounger next to me.  

“Why are you here then?”

“You’re not the only one who’s figured out Vegas is the place to close deals,” she said.  “So, your pretty fiancée yelled at me this morning. For telling Greg about her fantasies.”

“Why did you do that?” I asked with a hard look at her.

“Because it’s fun,” Sidney said with a grin.

“God you’re a bitch,” I said with a scowl.  Sidney laughed.

“And you hired Greg?” I said accusingly.  “Why Greg?  Why didn’t you throw the work my way?”

“I didn’t think your company took financial planning work.  I thought that was beneath you,” Sidney said.  Then her eyes went wide with surprise.  “Wait a minute.  Are you telling me you’re still in the doghouse with your boss?  What’s her name?  Camilla?”

I shook my head, not wanting to get into it.  I said, “Don’t say anything to Zoey, okay?”

“Are they firing you?” Sidney said, looking astonished.

“I’m not getting fired,” I told her, although honestly I wasn’t sure.  “Just don’t say anything to Zoey.  Or Greg.  Okay?  Swear to me you won’t say anything.”

“I’ll swear but it’s gonna cost you,” Sidney said.  

“Cost me what?”

Sidney stood up.  “Come on,” she said as she walked away.
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A FEW MINUTES LATER, we were in her hotel room.  She was staying at the Mirage like me, but her room was 3 times the size of mine, and much more opulent.

Sidney saw me looking amazed at her room, and she quipped, “This is the kind of room they give to people who aren’t about to get fired.”

I glared at her.  She laughed.

Then she pulled the string at her neck.  And pulled the string behind her back.  And pulled the strings at her hips.  She pulled those 4 strings, and her bikini fell to her feet.  She stood completely naked except for her platform sandals.

I looked her up and down. I took my time.  Sidney was a knockout.  You could debate who was prettier, Sidney or Zoey.  You could debate who had the better ass, the better legs.  You could debate what was better, big perfect tits (Sidney) or small perfect tits (Zoey).  But there was no doubt that Sidney was gorgeous.

“I’ve been busy and working a lot, so I haven’t had much time for myself,” Sidney said as she sat on the edge of the bed.  She spread her legs and said, “I need to cum, and you want me to keep your secret.  So, get on your knees Hudson and eat me out.”

I hesitated only a moment.  Yes, Sidney was a bitch.  An evil bitch.  But what man could resist her?

It took only a few minutes.  Soon Sidney was arching her back and moaning as she came on my tongue.

“Fuck Hudson,” she gasped as she collapsed onto her back.  “Zoey always says you have an amazing tongue.  And she’s right.”

I hurriedly stripped off my t-shirt and swim trunks and got between her legs.  I was going to fuck the bitch!

But Sidney squeezed her thighs together, stopping me.  “Wait lover boy, give me a minute,” she said.  She looked me up and down, taking her time like I’d done to her moments ago.  “You are a seriously gorgeous man.”

“So, what then?” I snapped.  “You won’t fuck me because my dick’s too small?”

Sidney laughed.  “First off, I have fucked you before.  Many times.  You know that, so stop being a whiney bitch.  And second, I didn’t say I wasn’t going to fuck you.  I just said give me a minute to catch my breath.”

“Whatever,” I thought to myself.  I sat next to her on the bed.  My dick, which was rock hard just a moment ago, began to soften.

“So, Greg really rocked Zoey’s world this weekend,” Sidney said after a few moments.

I looked at her.  “She told you that?” 

“She did,” Sidney said.  “After she finished bitching at me, she gave me the scoop on this weekend.”

“What did she say?”

Sidney eyes were on my cock.  I was hard again.  She spit on her palm, and then wrapped her hand around my hard shaft.  “She said she really likes Greg,” Sidney said as she began to slowly stroke me.

I couldn’t help moaning.  Sidney grinned delightedly.  “Did you really tell Zoey you want Greg to replace you sexually?”

My eyes went wide.  Zoey told her that?!

Still, Sidney’s words made my head spin with cuckold lust.  “She told me Greg fucks her better than me,” I said.

“Of course he fucks her better than you,” Sidney said flippantly.  “You’re small and he’s big.  Size does matter.  I’ve been telling Zoey that for years.  I’m actually proud of her, that she’s finally letting her inner slut out.”

“Does she love him?” I asked.

“She didn’t say that,” Sidney said.  “But my opinion?  She’s headed that way.  Maybe she already loves him, and just doesn’t know it yet.”

I moaned again, and Sidney gave me a curious look.  “Does that get you hot?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said.  I don’t know why I was admitting this to her.  We weren’t friends, we were barely civil to each other.  But ironically, Sidney was the only person I could talk to about this, and it helped me to share my feelings with someone.

“I don’t know why it gets me hot,” I added.  “It’s fucked up.”

“Yeah it’s fucked up,” Sidney agreed.  Her voice was hoarse and her eyelids heavy.  She got on top of me, straddling my hips.  She lowered herself onto me, using her hand to guide my cock into her pussy.

“Don’t cum,” she said as she began riding me.  “Stay hard.  I’m close.”  Then with a hard look at me, she said, “And don’t you dare cum in me.”
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EARLIER THAT MORNING
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“HELLO?” SIDNEY SAID into the phone.

“You freaking told Greg about my fantasies?!” Zoey screamed into the phone.

Sidney laughed.  “Good morning, Zoey,” she said with a grin.  “How was the weekend with your climax machine?”

“I can’t believe you told him,” Zoey sighed into the phone.  

“Oh, I was helping you out, and you know it,” Sidney playfully scoffed.  “So, how was it?  Did he do it?”

Zoey hesitated, then said with a small voice “Yes.”

“And?” Sidney prompted.  “How was it?”

“It felt real.  It was scary,” Zoey said.  Then she added, “It was amazing.”  She told Sidney about the wrestling, and getting face fucked by Greg.

“Oh my god, I’m getting hot just listening to you.  I might have to try out the climax machine for myself,” Sidney teased.

“Don’t you dare,” Zoey said with a hard voice.  Sidney laughed.

“So, you really are crushing on Greggy boy,” Sidney said.

“I’m not crushing,” Zoey said.  “We’re just fucking.”

“Yeah right,” Sidney said sarcastically.

“You’re the one who told me to go for it.  Best of both worlds, remember?” Zoey reminded her.

“I remember.  I think you’re doing the right thing,” Sidney assured her.  “I mean, Greg’s huge, and clearly he’s a dirty boy.  Hudson’s a catch but he’s hung up about his small dick.  Me?  I’d have a lot of fun with that.”

“What do you mean?” Zoey asked.

“I don’t know,” Sidney said with a shrug.  “Hudson’s probably giving you signals, right?  What’s he saying?”

Zoey hesitated, then said, “He likes when I say Greg fucks me better.  He says he wants Greg to replace him in my sex life.”

“Wow.  Hudson really is a cuckold,” Sidney said, amazed.

“What would you do then?” Zoey asked.

“I’d give Hudson what he wants,” Sidney said.  “Greg gets your sexy bod.  Greg gets your pussy.  Hudson gets his hand.  It’s what he wants.  I told you, I’ve been around cuckolds before.”

“I can’t stop having sex with Hudson,” Zoey scoffed.

“Oh my god, you’re such a dumb blonde,” Sidney said sarcastically.  “You’re not getting it.  Hudson will be the one to suggest it.  Just go with it when he brings it up.”

“Really?”

“It wouldn’t surprise me.”

“Wow,” Zoey said, amazement in her voice.

“Yeah right.  I’m sure you won’t mind having even more of Greg’s big dick,” Sidney said with a grin.

“Well ...,” Zoey said grinning back, and both girls laughed.

“Where are you anyways?” Zoey asked.

“I’m at the airport,” Sidney said.  “I’m meeting some clients in Montreal.”  Then nonchalantly, she asked, “Hudson traveling again?”

“Yeah,” Zoey said.  “He and Camilla are in Las Vegas this week.”

The 2 BFFs chatted for a few more minutes.  After hanging up, Sidney walked up to a travel agent.  “I need to change my flight,” she said.  “I need a ticket to Vegas.”
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LATE MONDAY AFTERNOON 
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I OPENED THE DOOR.  I was surprised to see Greg.

“Greg, what are you doing here?” I whispered.  I looked nervously down the hall.  Luckily the hallway was empty.

I quickly ushered Greg into my apartment.  After closing the door, I said “Greg you can’t just come here.  What if our neighbors saw you?  They know Hudson travels all the time.  What if they see a strange man come into my apartment?”

“They’ll think you’re having an affair,” Greg joked with a grin.

I frowned at him.  But then suddenly, we were all over each other.

We sucked face as we tore at each other’s clothes.  God I wanted him so bad!  It was like I was a bitch in heat!  It’d only been a day since we last had sex, but I so wanted him inside me!

We were both naked as Greg began moving me towards the master bedroom.  I pulled my lips from his and said, “No, Greg ....”  I couldn’t let Greg fuck me in Hudson’s bed, not with my fiancée not here.  That still didn’t seem right.

We collapsed onto the sofa, still kissing and groping each other.  From somewhere, Greg produced a condom and he quickly wrapped up his cock.  

He pushed my legs apart, and I reached for his shaft to guide him into me.  Greg pushed into my pussy while his tongue was halfway down my throat.

Oh my god he felt so good!  He made me feel so full, and I loved the way he stretched me!

Greg fucked me hard, and at some point he flipped me over onto my stomach.  He fucked me like a freaking dog in heat, and I loved it!

My face was buried in the sofa cushion, and I was moaning and whimpering into the pillows.  Greg’s hands were everywhere, caressing my breasts, my ass, the back of my knees, and he was sucking on the back of my neck below my ear.  He did all this while he long stroked my pussy!  It felt so good, and I was seeing stars as I felt my body getting ready to explode. 

I looked back at him, and immediately his lips were on mine.  At that moment, my orgasm hit.  Greg kissed me as orgasmic pleasure ripped through my body.

Moments later, Greg came.  His long legs tensed, and he pushed forward, grabbing my hips.  On the back of my ass, I felt his balls tensing and jerking, and I knew he was ejaculating into the condom.  At that moment, I wished he was inside me bare without a condom.  I wished I could feel him cumming inside me.

Greg collapsed on top of me for a few moments, then he pulled out and rolled off.  I rolled over onto my back.  Greg pulled off the condom, stuffed it in some tissues and threw it into the trash can.

We lay next to each other on the sofa, both of us breathing hard.  Then we both laughed.  It’d been a short but amazing fuck.  So freaking amazing.

“God I needed that,” I said as I grinned at him.

“We were only apart one day,” Greg pointed out.

“Oh, so you’re saying you didn’t need me?” I said with a playful sarcastic voice.

“I’m not saying that,” Greg said.  “But at least you have Hudson.  I’m assuming you had sex.”

“Of course we had sex,” I said.

“So, Hudson doesn’t do it for you?” Greg teased with a grin.

I knew he was trying to one up my fiancée.  In the past, I wouldn’t have taken the bait.  But after all that Hudson said, and all that Sidney said, I felt more comfortable with playing along.  

So, I wrapped my hand around his cock – which was still freaking big even though he was half soft – and joked, “Hudson’s isn’t this big.”

“Hudson didn’t make you cum?” Greg asked.

“Yes he did.”

“But not with his little dick.”

I frowned at Greg’s little dick comment.  But he was right.  I had cum with Hudson during our love making, but with my hand.  “You know you’re the only man who’s made me cum that way,” I said.  Then I gave him a sly grin and said, “You like that, don’t you?”

“Of course I like that,” Greg said, grinning back at me.  Then he lowered his head to kiss me, but I pushed away.  

“Come on Greg, we have to get going,” I said, squirming away from him.  “I was about to get ready for work.  We’re meeting your new employees today.”

“I’m the boss, we can be late,” he said as he reached for me.

I darted from his hands.  “Come on Greg, we have to get going,” I said with a laugh.  

“But you’re coming home with me tonight, right?” Greg said.

He looked so cute at that moment.  So earnest.  And yeah, he did have that big thing between his legs.

I tenderly put my hand on his cheek, and said “Yes, I’m coming home with you tonight.”

I felt like I was crossing more boundaries with Greg.  I knew things had to end eventually.  The game we were playing had to end eventually.  But I tried not to think about that.  For now, I was enjoying what Sidney said – the best of both worlds.  And, like Sidney said, I was just going with it.

I managed to shoo Greg from the bedroom so I could get ready for my first day of work.  After taking a shower and doing my hair and makeup, I put on one of my only “business” dresses.  It was a collared dress that buttoned up the front.  It didn’t show any cleavage and ended around my knees.  I didn’t want to look like a tart in front of Greg’s new employees.  First off, I had to work with these men (Greg had told me both of his new employees were men).  And second, I didn’t want them to get suspicious that there was something going on between me and Greg.  Afterall, I was wearing Hudson’s engagement ring around my finger.

Still, I wanted to look nice.  So, I tied a scarf around my waist to make the dress a little more form fitting.  And I wore high heels.  Underneath, I wore a lacy black bra and matching thong panties, and black lacy top stockings.

I grinned as I thought about how I was dressing.  The conservative dress was for work.  The sexy lingerie and fuck me heels were for later with Greg.

Well, I thought the dress was conservative, but as soon as he saw me, he gushed over how sexy I looked, and his hands were all over me.  I giggled, pushing him off.  “Sorry I’m wearing my hair up, but I’m trying to look professional,” I told him.

“No, actually, I like it better when you wear your hair up,” Greg said.

“Oh,” I said, feeling surprised.  Hudson hated when I wore my hair up.  He always said he wanted my blonde hair to be long (he called it “bra strap length”) and down.  But Greg liked it when I wore it up?  That surprised me.

But maybe it didn’t surprise me.  I remembered how Greg seemed to prefer short-haired brunette girls.

“Can you do something for me?” Greg asked.  “Can you wear the sapphire necklace?”

“Um well ...” I sputtered.  “I’m already wearing your anklet,” I said, lifting up my right ankle to show him.  I’d learned to wear the anklet under my stockings, instead of on top.

“Yeah but that’s more for Hudson,” Greg said.  “It would make me feel good if you wore the necklace.  Especially today.  Today’s really the launch of my company.  Frankly when the firm fired me, I didn’t think I’d get this far.”

I couldn’t really say no to that.  It was a big day for him.  “Of course I’ll wear your necklace,” I told him.  “And I think it’s amazing how much you’ve done.  I’m really proud of you.”

Greg was all smiles at my compliment.  And I wasn’t just saying it, I meant it, I was really proud of him, and impressed too.  His smile got even bigger when I put on his sapphire necklace.

I was happy to make Greg happy.  But wearing his necklace around my neck, I felt like I’d crossed another boundary.

––––––––
[image: image]


THINGS GOT TENSE LATER at his office.  It turned out I knew both men he hired, Larry and Bill.  They used to work with Hudson at the firm.  Like Greg, they’d been fired because of the firm’s up-or-out policy.  

“Why didn’t you tell me Larry and Bill were the people you hired?” I whispered to Greg when we had a moment alone.  

“Why’s it matter?” Greg whispered back.  “Probably everyone knows Hudson.  Wall Street’s a small world.  Larry and Bill just see you helping me with HR.”

I frowned.  This was not good.  If Larry or Bill suspected something was up between me and Greg, it’d certainly get back to Hudson’s firm.  I didn’t want the people there thinking I was cheating on him.  And his firm was so cut throat, it might hurt Hudson’s standing there if people thought his soon-to-be wife wasn’t faithful.

I had to decide whether or not to keep working for Greg.  The thing was, I wanted to keep working with him.  I really did want to improve my resume.  And to be honest, I liked the idea of seeing him.  What Sidney said earlier was right.  I was majorly crushing on Greg.

But that didn’t help my situation with Larry and Bill.  I needed advice.  And there was only one person who could help me.  I called Sidney.  I knew by now she’d be in Montreal, and maybe her client meetings were over.
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CONTINUING FROM THE END OF CHAPTER 13
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I GRINNED DELIGHTEDLY and asked, “Did you really tell Zoey you want Greg to replace you?”

Hudson’s eyes went wide.  He clearly didn’t think his pretty fiancée had shared that bombshell with her BFF.  He looked lustful though when he said, “She told me Greg fucks her better than me.”

“Of course he fucks her better than you,” I said.  I motioned to his small dick and said, “You’re small and he’s big.  Size does matter.  I’ve been telling Zoey that for years.  I’m actually proud of her, that she’s finally letting her inner slut out.”

“Does she love him?” Hudson asked.  He looked concerned and aroused at the same time.

“She didn’t say that,” I told him.  “But my opinion?  She’s headed that way.  Maybe she already loves him, and just doesn’t know it yet.”

My words made Hudson moan.  I gave him a questioning look.  “Does that get you hot?” I asked.

“Yes,” Hudson said.  “I don’t know why it gets me hot.  It’s fucked up.”

Oh my god this was so much fun!  Definitely worth a side trip to Vegas!  I had rescheduled my Montreal meetings for tomorrow.

Hudson was demented, and I loved demented!  And Zoey – who I loved like a sister but annoyed me sometimes with her holier-than-thou sweet girl attitude – she was turning into a nympho size queen!  It was all so exciting!

Especially Hudson, with his gorgeous face and hot body.  He had everything going for him, except for his little dick.  I never would have thought that Mr. “Master of the Universe” was a sissy cuckold.

“Yeah it’s fucked up,” I said.  Even though I’d cum on Hudson’s lips moments before – the cuckie had a seriously talented tongue – I was already hot again.  I moved on top of him, straddling his hips.  I reached down and guided his cock into my pussy.  Because of his small size, he entered me easily.

“Oh yeah,” I moaned as I moved up and down.  It felt good.  I liked being on top, because I liked looking at Hudson.  It was always hotter fucking a good-looking guy, and Zoey’s fiancée was seriously good eye candy.  

“Don’t cum,” I told him as I grinded on his cock.  “Stay hard.  I’m really close.”  I didn’t have Zoey’s prissy-girl issues.  I came easily, even from a little dick.  Especially if that little dick was connected to a body and face like Hudson’s.  

I gave him a hard look and said, “And don’t you dare cum in me.”

“Why don’t you want me to cum in you?” Hudson asked me with a glare.  “My dick’s not good enough for you?”

“Don’t act like a victim Hudson, I mean god, I’m fucking you right?” I scoffed.  “You know I’m into black men, right?  I only let black cum inside me.”

“Seriously?” Hudson asked, looking surprised.

“We all have our kinks,” I said with a shrug as I moved up and down on his cock.  “I’m a queen.  You know what that is?”

“Queen of Spades,” he said.

“Yeah,” I said, breathing hard.  I was really close.  “That’s my thing right now.”

“So why are you fucking me?” Hudson asked.

“I don’t fuck just black men,” I told him.  “And this thing between you, Zoey and Greg is just too hot.  And anyway, it’s hot fucking my best friend’s fiancée.”

“Fuck you’re evil,” Hudson said.  It made me laugh.

“Yeah I’m a bad girl,” I said, still laughing.  

Then my orgasm hit.  I shuddered and rolled my head back as a wave of pleasure rippled through my body.  Afterwards, I held onto Hudson’s hard pecs, and I tried to catch my breath.

“I’m not done yet,” Hudson said, fucking me harder.  He reached up and grabbed my tits.  I let him.  Since I’d already cum, I didn’t care what he did, as long as he didn’t cum inside me.

Then my phone rang.  We both saw the caller ID, and said at the same time, “Fuck it’s Zoey!”

“Don’t answer it!” Hudson said, looking alarmed.

“Just shut up!” I said as I grabbed my phone.  I put my finger to his lips as I pressed the answer button.  I put it on speaker so he could hear.

“What’s up girlfriend?” I asked cheerily.  Oh my god this was so hot!  I was talking with my best friend with her fiancée’s cock in my pussy!

“I’ve got a situation,” Zoey said sounding glum.

“What?”

“You know I’m doing work for Greg’s new business?” Zoey said.  “I’m doing the HR – health care, benefits and shit.”

“Yeah.”

“Sidney, I know Greg’s new employees!” Zoey said sounding panicked.  “Larry and Bill!  They used to work with Hudson!  They know Hudson!”

“So?” 

“So?!!!  Sidney, don’t you get it?  What if they suspect what’s going on with me and Greg?”

The wheels were turning in my head.  I looked at Hudson.  He had a lustful look on his gorgeous face.  And I sensed his lust wasn’t just because of his cock inside me.

I hit the mute button and asked, “It turns you on that Larry and Bill might think Zoey’s cheating on you with Greg?”

I had my answer when Hudson moaned, and his hard cock jerked inside me.  Oh my god this was getting better and better!

I hit unmute and said to Zoey, “I wouldn’t worry about it.  It’ll probably get Hudson off if Larry and Bill think Greg’s getting into your pants.”

“You really think so?” Zoey asked.

“I’m pretty certain,” I said.  I grinned at Hudson as I said, “Just ask your cucky fiancée.  It’ll probably make him cum in his pants.”

“That’s good because I really want to help Greg with his new business,” Zoey said.

I gave Hudson a mischievous grin as I said, “Don’t give me that shit about helping with the business.  You just want to spend more time with Greg.”

“Okay, well, you’re right,” Zoey admitted.

Hudson looked like he was about to moan so I clamped my hand down on his mouth.

“Do you love Greg?” I asked, my hand still covering Hudson’s mouth.

“I don’t, but ....”

“But what Zoey?  Tell me!”

“It’s just, you know, this weekend at the wedding,” Zoey said hesitantly.  “One time when we were having sex ... I might have told Greg I love him.”

I felt Hudson’s cock jerking inside me and I knew he was about to cum.  I quickly got off him and squeezed the base of his cock hard, stopping his climax.  I glared at him to warn him to stay quiet.

“What do you mean, might?” I asked.  “Did you tell Greg you love him, or didn’t you?”

“Well, if I did, it was during sex and that doesn’t count.”

Hudson was so aroused now his body was practically shaking.

“I don’t know,” I said, putting my hand over Hudson’s mouth again to stop any moans.  “You know what they say.  It’s when you’re having sex that you really bare your soul.”

Zoey was silent, not answering.

“You should tell Hudson,” I told her.  “It’ll probably turn him on.  You told me he said he wants Greg to replace him.  Well, this is part of it.”

“It’s one of our rules,” Zoey said, her voice a desperate whisper now.  “If I feel like I’m falling in love with Greg, I’m supposed to tell Hudson.”

“So?  There you go.”

“But if I tell Hudson, he might tell me to stop seeing Greg,” Zoey said, the desperation still in her voice.  “And I don’t want to stop seeing Greg.”

I frowned into the phone.  I hit the mute button again and looked at Hudson.  I asked, “What do you want me to say?  I can tell Zoey this is all getting too fucked up and she needs to end it with Greg.”

“Don’t tell her that,” Hudson said.  His voice was so lustful and hoarse I could barely hear him.  “I don’t want her to stop seeing Greg.”

I stared at Hudson, shocked.  But then my shock turned into a delightful grin.  He was a kinky boy, and I loved kinky!

I hit unmute and said, “Don’t worry about it, Zoey.  You’re just crushing on Greg, that’s all.  And he’s the climax machine.  I wouldn’t want to stop seeing him either.”  

“Really?  You really think it’s okay?” Zoey asked sounding grateful and relieved.

“Definitely,” I said confidently.  “I mean, it’s not like you’re canceling the wedding, right?  So, I say go for it.  Enjoy the best of both worlds.  That’s what I’d do.”

We spoke another few minutes, and then I ended the call and tossed my phone on the bed.  I hurriedly pulled Hudson on top of me, and I growled “Fuck me!”

Oh my god I was so hot!  This was getting better and better!
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We had meetings scheduled for all week and were supposed to fly home Friday.  But I couldn’t wait that long to see Zoey, so I told Camilla I had to leave a day early on Thursday.  She wasn’t happy when I left, and said she was rethinking her support on my partnership.

I stewed on that the entire flight home.  I knew I was toast if I lost Camilla’s support.  Not only would I not make partner, but they’d toss me out on my ass just like they’d done to Greg.  Then where would I be?  Especially with Zoey?  She already didn’t see me as part of her sex life.  So, I was already diminished in her eyes.  If I got fired, how would that affect our relationship?

I knew I should turn around and go back to Vegas to finish out the work week with Camilla.  But I needed to see Zoey.  And these thoughts – the idea I’d be diminished even more in Zoey’s eyes if I got fired – these thoughts got me hot.  How fucked up was that?  They rolled my guts, they hurt my pride, but they got my dick incredibly hard.

I had to see Zoey.  I had to know what she was doing.  With Greg.  What was she doing with Greg?

I didn’t tell Zoey I was coming home early.  Like I’d done before, I wanted to surprise her.  

I got home around 6pm.  I quietly entered the loft apartment.  As soon as I entered the apartment, I heard sounds of sex from our bedroom.  My bedroom!  Zoey was fucking Greg in our bed!  

I quietly crept to the bedroom.  The door was wide open, so I could easily see everything without fear of being seen myself.

Both Zoey and Greg were naked on the bed.  Zoey was on her back, and Greg was licking and caressing her nipples.  Zoey’s face was flushed, and her lips parted.  She was breathing hard.

Greg’s lips and tongue were playing with one of her nipples.  He had one hand between her legs, caressing her inner thighs.  With his other hand, he was cupping her other breast and rubbing her nipple.

He spent a lot of time doing that.  Zoey’s body writhed under his lips and hands, and soft constant moans were coming from her parted lips.

“Greg it’s not going to work,” Zoey said in a whiny, little girl voice.  “I need to cum.  Just freaking make me cum.”

But Greg ignored her.  He continued to work on her nipples.  Not only did his hands never move to her pussy, he made no move to mount her.

I realized what he was doing.  Greg was trying to give Zoey a nipple orgasm.  

“Greg, god, please ...,” Zoey whined, desperation in her voice.  “Just make me cum.  Please!”

Then I watched as Greg’s hand – the one caressing her inner thighs – moved down her leg, to her knee.  His fingertips swirled over her knee.  Then, he curled his hand around her knee so now his fingertips were touching the back of her knee.  His fingertips ran circles over this ultra-sensitive flesh, and he rapidly flicked his tongue over her nipple.

Suddenly Zoey cried out “Oh god!”  

She was cumming!  She loudly moaned and her back arched as the orgasmic pleasure rolled through her tight body.

I turned away from the bedroom, my back pressed against the wall.  My heart was pounding.  My guts were churning.  Zoey had told me about Greg giving her a nipple orgasm, but I’d never seen it happen.  Now I had.  

Just like I’d never made Zoey cum on my cock, I’d never given her a nipple orgasm.  I felt lightheaded, both from the feeling of inadequacy, but also from cuckold lust.  

I turned back to the bedroom, my hand moving to rub my hard cock over my pants.

Greg had his arms around Zoey, and she was snuggled into his chest.  She was breathing hard, panting, and he was comforting her as she recovered from her orgasm.

The intimacy between them made me so jealous, it tore at my soul.  But fuck, my dick was so hard!

After a while, they started kissing.  It started slow, but soon became passionate.  They fondled each other as they sucked face.

Greg rolled on top of Zoey, and she parted her legs.  He moved up and down, rubbing his cock over her pussy.  “You want this?” he asked.

“You know I do,” Zoey said, arching her back to try to get him inside her.

“Tell me you want my cock.”

“I want it!” Zoey said desperately.  “I want you inside me!”

“Tell me you love my cock,” Greg said with a grin.

“Oh god I love your cock!” Zoey enthusiastically gushed.

Greg’s grin grew wider.  “Let me fuck you without a condom,” he said.

“Greg no we can’t,” Zoey said.

“You’re safe now, you told me,” Greg pressed.  “And it’ll feel so good.”

“I know it’ll feel good,” Zoey agreed.  “But I can’t.  I promised Hudson.  He has to agree to it.”

“Come on,” Greg pressed further.  “Hudson’s not here.  He’ll never know.  And I’ll pull out.  I promise.”

Zoey hesitated.  I could tell she was wavering.

Greg could tell too, as he pushed the tip of his bare cock into her.  “Come on,” he said.

Zoey moaned and arched her back.  “That’s so freaking unfair,” she said with a helpless half laugh.

“I told you it’ll feel good,” Greg said as he smiled down at her.  He pushed another inch into her.

“Oh fuck!” Zoey moaned, her head rolling back.  “I know it’ll feel good, it always feels better skin-to-skin.”  

She put her hands on his chest to stop him from pushing in anymore.  But she didn’t tell him to pull out.

Again, she hesitated.  Finally, she asked, “You swear to god to pull out?” 

“I swear,” Greg promised.

“And ... probably we shouldn’t tell Hudson,” Zoey said looking guilty.

Greg kept a straight face, but I could tell he was holding back a big grin.  He said, “It’ll be our secret.”  

Then Greg took Zoey’s hands into his.  He dug his toes into the mattress, and then he pushed his big cock deep into my fiancée’s body.  Into her unprotected body.  Without a condom.

I turned away from the bedroom.  I was so angry my body was shaking.  “MOTHER FUCKER!!!!!” I screamed inside my head.  Greg was pressing Zoey to do things he knew I didn’t want!  And he was encouraging her to keep secrets from me!  The mother fucker!!!!

I knew I should rush into the room and beat the shit out of Greg!  But then I heard Zoey gush out “Oh my god it feels so good this way!”

I felt jealous, I felt like she was betraying me.  But also, I was so turned on, my knees were weak.

I turned back to the bedroom.  Greg was fucking her hard, and she was responding to him, moaning and writhing to meet his thrusts.  She reached up and wrapped her arms around his neck and brought his head down to her.  They kissed as they continued to passionately fuck.

“Oh god, I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” Zoey chanted as she broke her lips away from Greg’s.  She screamed as her orgasm hit.  “Oh god Greg you’re making me cum!”

Zoey’s body shook in convulsions as her orgasm slammed her body.  My heart sank.  She never responded that way with me.  She never came so hard with me.  Never.  Not even once.

Greg fucked Zoey through her orgasm, but now he was going slower.  Also, he adjusted his body so he was pressing up against Zoey’s pussy walls, and he was rotating his hips.  I knew what he was doing.  He was using his big fat dick to rub against Zoey’s g-spot.

“No Greg I can’t take any more,” Zoey said in a whiny voice.

“It’s okay baby,” Greg cooed with light kisses to her face.  “We’ll do it like last time.”

“No Greg I just need a minute,” Zoey said.  “I’m too sensitive right now.”

“Just let it happen,” Greg said with more kisses to her face.  “Just like last time.  You loved it.”

Greg kept fucking her, going slow, pressing up, rotating his hips.  Slowly, Zoey’s passions reignited.  “Oh god, it feels so good, so good ...,” she moaned.

“It feels even better this time without a condom, right?” Greg asked with a grin.

“Oh god yes, so much better, so much ...,” Zoey moaned.  Then she was pushing up against Greg, grabbing at his arms and back, her movements even more frantic and desperate than last time.  “Oh fuck Greg!  You’re making me cum again!  Oh god!  Oh god!”

I turned away.  My head was spinning, and my heart pounding.  I felt something wet.  I’d cum in my pants without even touching myself.  That shamed me.  Made me feel like less of a man.  And I felt despair.  I felt inadequate.  I felt lost.

My original plan was to eventually walk into the bedroom and watch as they fucked.  But now I couldn’t bear to be in the same room with them. 

So, I moved down the hall and took out my phone.  I felt so emotional, I didn’t trust my voice.  I texted Zoey, “Hey baby – I miss you so much, I came home early.  Just landed in LaGuardia.  Can’t wait to see you.”

It took a moment but then I heard Zoey say, “Oh god!  Hudson is home! You have to go Greg!”

“What?” 

“Just give me a sec,” Zoey said.  I moved back down the hall and peeked into the bedroom.  Zoey was on her back, texting on her iPhone.  Greg was on his knees between her open legs.  His cock was still rock hard.  He hadn’t cum yet.

A moment later, I got this text from her:  “Oh baby!  I’m so happy you’re home!  I can’t wait to see you! Hurry home!  XOXOXOXO!”

“Are you seriously kicking me out?” Greg asked with disgust.  “I haven’t cum yet.”

“Hudson just landed,” Zoey said.  “It’ll be at least an hour before he’s home.”  She reached up and pulled him down to her.  She kissed him as she reached between their bodies.  

“I would never leave you like that baby,” she told him as she wrapped her hands around his cock and guided him back into her.  “I want you to cum.”

They kept kissing as Greg began moving inside her again.  I couldn’t watch anymore.  I quietly left the loft apartment.

I went down to the garage, to our Tesla.  The garage was empty, so I got clean shorts and slacks from my suitcase.  After dressing, I got into the Tesla to wait.

I looked at the concrete wall through the windshield of the Tesla.  I tried to calm myself down.

But it didn’t work.  45 minutes later, I was still breathing hard, my heart was pounding, and my hands – my whole body – were shaking.

If I had any doubts before, all those doubts were gone.  I was a cuckold.  Zoey – my future wife—was cuckolding me.

This was no longer a game.  It wasn’t just a fantasy.  This was reality.  This was my life.  My real life.  

And it wasn’t just physical sex.  There were emotions there too, between Zoey and Greg.  A familiarity.  Intimacy.  It was clear from what I’d just witnessed that they were doing things together that I was no part of.  They were developing a history together.  The kind of history that couples build together.  And that made sense, because they were a couple.

How was I feeling?  I was jealous.  Angry.  I felt inadequate.  I felt betrayed.  I felt like a third wheel.  I felt scared.  I felt like I was walking off a cliff into an abyss.

It didn’t help that my career was going nowhere, while Greg’s was going so good he was hiring staff (including Zoey!).  

I couldn’t help laughing.  It wasn’t a ha ha laugh.  It was “I can’t fucking believe it” laugh.  I used to be a Master of the Universe, and Greg was a loser.  It used to be, Zoey was all mine in body and soul.  Now I felt like I was losing her to Greg.  Was I the loser now?

But here’s the thing.  And people who are not cuckolds will not understand this.  But I didn’t want to stop it.  If anything, I wanted to push things farther, like adding gas to a roaring fire.  

I was beginning to understand that being a cuckold was like being a drug addict.  You shoot bad shit into your arm, and you don’t crave less, you crave more bad shit.

It was about an hour since our texting.  I gathered myself as best I could, grabbed my suitcase, and then headed back to the loft apartment.
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Zoey was waiting for me when I walked in the door.  There was no sign of Greg.

She jumped off the sofa and rushed over to me.  She hugged and kissed me and said, “I’m so happy you’re home early.  I feel like we’re never together anymore.”

The anger and resentment suddenly boiled over inside me.  “Do you really care?” I said bitterly.  “You seem happy with Greg.  He was just here, right?”  To give me cover, I added disgustedly, “This place reeks of sex!”

Zoey pursed her lips.  “You told me you wanted me to work for him,” she reminded me.  “You call Greg my boyfriend.  You say you want him to replace you in my sex life.”

“You admit he was just here!” I said accusingly.

“Yes,” Zoey admitted.  “But as soon as you texted, I told him he had to go.”

“Were you fucking when I texted?” I asked.  I knew the answer of course, but I wanted to see if she would lie to me.

“Yes,” Zoey said with a shrug.

“Did you tell him to go right then?” I asked.  “Or did you let him finish?”  Again, I wanted to see if she would lie to me.

“Why does it matter?” she said evasively.

“It matters Zoey!” I yelled.

“I let him finish, okay?” she said.  “It didn’t affect you.  I knew it would take at least an hour for you to get home.  Greg finished and left, and I still had time to take a shower.”

I was calming down.  It made me feel good that she was telling me the truth.

“I need to tell you something though,” she said sheepishly.  She hesitated a moment, then said “We did it in our bedroom.”

“In my bed?” I asked.

“Yes ... I’m sorry,” she said apologetically.  “It’s just, the sofa’s so small.  I changed the sheets ....”

I moved to her.  I pulled her to me.  “It’s okay,” I said, my voice husky with lust.

“It’s okay?” she asked.  “You don’t mind we did it in our bed?”

I pulled her closer so now our bodies were pressed together.  God, she felt so good!  I loved her tight, leggy, dancer’s body.

I bit and sucked on her neck.  “Next time don’t change the sheets,” I told her.

Zoey giggled.  “God, this is getting you hot,” she admired as she reached between our bodies and felt the hardness in my pants.

A few moments later, we were both naked in our bed.  “Did Greg make you cum good?” I asked.  I had seen everything of course, but I wanted to hear her say it.

“Oh god yeah,” Zoey cooed.  “He does this thing.  He makes me cum but keeps fucking me.  He’s good at finding my g-spot.  I don’t like it at first, cause I’m so sensitive from just cumming, but then it starts feeling good, and when I cum, God, it’s like an explosion!”

“Better than the first orgasm?” I asked.  

“Oh god Hudson, so much better!” Zoey gushed.

“Is that all he did to you?”

“He ah ...,” Zoey began, suddenly looking nervous.  “Before all that, he made me cum by playing with my nipples.”

“He gave you a nipple orgasm again?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“You don’t have to worry about telling me all this,” I assured her.  “I want you to tell me everything.  That’s what I get from this.”

“Okay,” she said.  Looking directly at me, she said “It’s just, I know we’ve talked about this a kazillion times, but I still don’t really get it. I mean, you’ve always been so alpha and so competitive.  But now, you’re kinda getting off on Greg beating you.”

I felt my heart lurch in my chest.  “How is Greg beating me?” I demanded, my voice a husky gasp.  “How?!”

My cock was rock hard and twitching.  Zoey noticed and a sly smile appeared on her pretty face.  I felt like she was testing me, but I didn’t care, especially when she took my cock in her soft hand and slowly stroked me.  “It turns you on that Greg’s beating you?” she asked with that sly smile. 

“How is he beating me?” I asked again, my voice urgent and even desperate now.  

“Well ....” Zoey said, drawing out the 4-letter word.  “Greg fucks me better than you.  Greg makes me cum harder than you.  Greg’s a better lover.  When I think about sex – and I think a lot about sex nowadays” – a giggle – “I think about Greg, not you.”  

“Oh god!” I cried, my body tensing and lurching up.  Zoey giggled again.

She let go of my cock and reached over to the night table.  She scooped Vaseline into her hand and wrapped her hand around my cock again.  

“Oh fuck that feels good!” I moaned as she stroked me with her greased up hand.

“You like this better than my pussy?” she teased with a grin. “Don’t you want inside me?  To feel how Greg’s stretched me out?”

“I like your hand,” I excitedly panted.  “I like your hand.  And maybe my little dick’s not worthy of your pussy.”

“Ha,” Zoey laughed.  “Maybe not.”

“Do you love him Zoey?” I pressed.  “Do you?”

“I haven’t broken any of our rules,” Zoey said.  

I nodded.  We had 3 rules.  She doesn’t lick Greg’s ass.  She doesn’t let him fuck her ass.  If she feels like she’s falling in love with him, she tells me.

“So, where are we going with this?” I asked.

“Tell me what you want,” she said back as she continued to slowly stroke me with her greased hand.

“I want you to keep seeing him,” I excitedly said.  “I want you to keep fucking him.  When you’re with him, you belong to him, not me.”

Zoey hesitated a moment, then said “I can do that.”  Then after a moment, she grinned at me and teased, “That doesn’t suck.”

“But I want to talk to you about something,” Zoey said.  I stared at her, feeling like she was about to tell me something terrible, something horrible.

“I’ve been thinking about trying the pill again,” Zoey said.  “There are new pills now.  Non-allergenic.  I want to try it.”

“Why?” I asked, my heart in my throat.

“You know,” Zoey said.  “Skin-to-skin’s always better.”

“Skin-to-skin with me?” I asked.  “Or with Greg?”

“You know the answer to that,” she said with that teasing smile.

“I need to hear you say it!” I said desperately.

Zoey smiled at me for a long moment.  Then she said, “Greg.”

“Oh fuck!” I cried.  My body convulsed and I came all over her hand.
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THE NEXT TWO MONTHS were a blur.  I continued to travel with Camilla and somehow managed to keep my job.  

Zoey stopped auditioning for Broadway gigs.  She began working for Greg full-time.  After setting up his HR, she began working as his office manager.  Greg’s staff doubled and then doubled again as his business soared.  There were rumors among his staff that there was a “thing” between Zoey and Greg.  Those rumors got back to me, since I knew most of Greg’s staff.  It thrilled me that people thought they were having an affair.  My dick was constantly hard and often during the day I was breathless with cuckold lust and angst.

Zoey went on the pill and didn’t have any allergic reactions.  She stopped making Greg wear condoms.  Often, he pulled out and came in her mouth or her body, but just as often, he came inside her.  Zoey told me she loved feeling him cum inside her, and sometimes she orgasmed from the sensations of his powerful sperm blasts hitting her walls.

Did I fuck Zoey bareback?  No, not during those 2 months.  In fact, I couldn’t remember the last time I was inside her.  We joked that we were abstaining from sex before the wedding, as couples often do.  But of course, Zoey was fucking Greg all the time, practically every day (and often, more than once a day).  Our sex life was reduced to me going down on her, and her using her greased up hand on me.  The truth was, Zoey didn’t need me for sex.  Greg took care of all her horniness.

Most weeks, I was only home on the weekends and traveling the rest of the week.  Usually, we went out with Greg on Saturday.  I never got tired watching Zoey and Greg together in public.  It was horrible and always made me jealous and feeling desperate, but the angst made me breathless with cuckold lust.  And it was always amazing watching them fuck.

And then it was the week of our wedding.  

––––––––
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Hudson and Zoey’s story continues in ~~ Be Careful What You Wish For - Book 5
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