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CAST OF CHARACTERS

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kimmy – She’s 19, a sweet pretty Chinese girl who has a crush on Greg.  She’s a college student and works part time in the used bookstore below his apartment.  She’s also a virgin. 
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CHAPTER 1
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THIS STORY BEGINS IMMEDIATELY after the end of Be Careful What You Wish For Book 2
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LATER THAT NIGHT AFTER Zoey talked to Sidney, she and Hudson were having sex in their loft apartment.  Their sex was -—okay.  It had been that way lately.  Kinda plain vanilla sex. 

Maybe it just felt that way after the kinky wickedness of bringing another man into their sex life.  But also, Zoey had noticed that Hudson wasn’t his normal “Master of the Universe” self in bed.  He wasn’t as aggressive in bed, and sometimes seemed hesitant.  On top of that, sometimes it took some time for him to get fully hard, and that had never happened before.

He was hard now though, and Zoey planned to take advantage of it.  She had always been sensual, which might surprise some people.  Many people didn’t understand that, even though she looked young and innocent with her blonde hair and blue eyes, that didn’t stop her from having a high sex drive.  And if anything, the experience with Greg had pushed her closer to being a nympho than a nun.

Zoey got on top of Hudson because she could control things better that way.  She kissed her fiancée and whispered “Are you almost there?  Can you hold off?”

“Yeah, I’m good, I want you to cum,” Hudson said.

Zoey nodded as she rode Hudson’s cock.  She pushed down, so when she grinded, his shaft rubbed against her clit.  She knew she wouldn’t cum this way though.  So, she brought her hand down and rubbed herself.  Then, because she’d talked about him with Sidney earlier, her thoughts drifted to Greg.  She closed her eyes and fantasized about Greg as she rode Hudson’s dick and rubbed her clit.

After a few moments, Zoey breathed “I’m cumming.”  Then she slowly rolled her head back as she climaxed.  She softly moaned as the orgasm rolled through her body.

After cumming, she opened her eyes and smiled weakly at Hudson.  She leaned down and wrapped her arms around his neck, and kissed him.  “That was so good,” she said with a sweet giggle.  “You fuck me so good.”

Hudson knew she was lying to make him feel good.  He had seen her close her eyes.  He knew she’d been thinking about Greg.  And anyway, with him, she only came by fingering herself.  Greg was the only man to ever get Zoey to cum on his cock.

And their sex wasn’t as passionate as with Greg.  With Greg, she was wild and out of control.  Insatiable.  With him, she wasn’t nearly as animated.  Just now, she’d barely moaned when she came.

Hudson should be hurt and angry from this, and insanely jealous.  And he was, particularly jealous, and anxious.  But these feelings fed this cuck fantasies.  They fueled his passions.  He came soon after that. 

Zoey hugged her fiancée for long moments after.  Then she pulled off Hudson, being careful to prevent the condom from falling off his softening rod, since she wasn’t on birth control.  Over the years, she had tried variations of the pill, but her body always had an adverse reaction to the hormones.  So, Zoey and Hudson used condoms, or the pull out method during her safe times of the month. 

Zoey looked at Hudson’s wilting cock.  When he was fully hard, he was about 5 inches.  Now though, his softening cock was at most 3 inches, and the condom was loose around his shaft.  She knew when he was completely soft, his penis was a nub of about 2 inches.

Hudson flushed, as he saw Zoey looking at his diminishing manhood.  She was clearly looking at it, if only for a few moments.  Then she seemed to realize she was staring, so she looked up at Hudson and gave him a loving smile, and then she used some tissues to roll the condom off him.  She tossed the tissues in the trash before curling into Hudson’s arms.

It felt good holding her.  But Hudson couldn’t help thinking that she’d been comparing his cock to Greg’s.  At some level, it thrilled him.  But it also made him anxious, especially now after cumming. 

Hudson was still coming to grips with this “cuck” fantasy, and he was learning how his body reacted to it.  When he was hot and bothered, what people called “cuckold angst” – the feelings of inadequacy, jealousy, anxiousness – those feelings fueled his desires like gasoline on fire.  But after cumming, when he was satiated, the angst tore at his guts.

Hudson was determined not to reveal his fragile emotions to Zoey.  He might have cuckold fantasies, but he wasn’t going to be one of those pathetic, weak cucks.  He certainly didn’t want Zoey to see him that way.

So, Hudson pretended like nothing was wrong.  He pretended like he’d been – as Sidney would say – Adonis in bed.  Even though he knew he hadn’t, especially compared to Greg.

Hudson forced a grin and brushed a lock of blonde hair from Zoey’s face, and asked, “So, how’d your day go today?”

Zoey said, “You know, I went wedding dress shopping with Sidney.”

“How is Sidney?” Hudson asked with a voice that said “how is my worst nightmare?”

Zoey laughed at his tone of voice.  She said, “You know, as crazy as ever.”

So far, she hadn’t mentioned Sidney’s idea, the “test.”  She hadn’t worn the bridal lingerie to bed.  She didn’t want to talk about Greg with Hudson.  She knew it was dangerous to hook up with him again.  The voice in her head said, “Hudson’s a great catch and you love the guy to death.  So keep your knees closed and don’t play with fire with Greg.  Marry Hudson.  Stay away from Greg.  Don’t fuck up your life.”

But what Sidney said bugged her.  Clearly Hudson got off seeing her with Greg.  What were his fantasies, exactly?  What Sidney said made sense—this was something they had to talk about.

“Why?  What did she say?” Hudson asked.

Zoey laughed and shook her head.  “Crazy shit,” she said.

Hudson was intrigued now.  “What did she say?  Tell me,” he pressed.

“Sidney’s like, insane,” Zoey said, shaking her head again.  “She bought me lingerie for the wedding.  You know, for under my wedding dress.  She said I should model it for you.”

“Okay ...,” Hudson said, not understanding what was crazy about that.

Then Zoey said, “Sidney said you probably want Greg to do me in it.”

Hudson’s eyes went wide.  “You mean on our wedding day?” he asked.  “That’s what she said?”

Zoey nodded.  She noticed he was suddenly breathing hard.

“What did she say, exactly?!” he demanded.

“Are you sure you want to hear this?”

“Yes!” Hudson insisted.

Zoey said, “She said you probably want Greg to be the first man to fuck me on our wedding day.”

Hudson moaned, “Oh god.”  He was clearly aroused. 

Zoey’s eyes got big with surprise.  She thought, “Shit!  Sidney’s right!”

“Zoey oh god, god ...,” Hudson said, the words rushing out like a long moan.

Zoey looked down at his penis.  “Hudson baby, you’re hard again already,” she said with awe.

“Put on the lingerie,” Hudson told her.

“You’re not supposed to see it until the wedding,” Zoey reminded him.

“Put it on!” Hudson demanded.  It was an order, but also it sounded like a desperate plea.

Zoey looked at Hudson for a moment, hesitating.  Then she got off the bed, picked up the bag containing the bridal lingerie and went into the bathroom, closing the door behind her.

When she came out, Hudson was sitting on the edge of the bed, looking expectant and anxious.  And excited.

Hudson saw she had redone her makeup and hair.  Zoey was always a knockout, but when she made herself up, she was drop dead gorgeous, like a super model. That’s how she looked now, and she wore her hair up the way she might on their wedding day.

Her pouty lips were painted red and looked wet.  Hudson knew if she wore that lipstick at their wedding, every man in the church would be fantasizing about those lips around his cock as she walked up the aisle.

She wore only a white bra and matching panties.  The bra was strapless and had delicate lace around the cups.  The cups were practically see-through, although her nipples were hidden by embroidery.  The cups were joined by a sweet bow of white lace.

The panties rode low on her hips.  Like the bra, it was mostly see-through at her mound, although with swirls of embroidery.  At the center, where the top of her landing strip would be if she had one—she was still keeping herself completely waxed after Greg shaved her bare at Hudson’s urging—there was a lace bow that matched the bra.  The back was a thong that sexily rode up between her slim yet shapely cheeks.

Hudson was breathing hard, his heart pounding.  This was what she planned to wear under her wedding dress.

Greg might be the first to have her that day.  He might see her dressed this way, roam his hands over her tight body, feel the silk and lace of this lingerie, take it off her. 

Greg might be the first man to be with Zoey after they said their vows and exchanged wedding rings.  After they danced for the first time as husband and wife.  After Zoey playfully smashed wedding cake into Hudson’s face.  Greg might be the first man to have Zoey.  Greg.  Not Hudson.  Not Zoey’s new husband.

“Oh god Zoey ...,” Hudson moaned, his eyes burning as he looked at her, his voice a mix of pleasure and agony.  His hands were fists, his gut churning, his cock hard as steel.

“There’s a garter belt too,” Zoey said with a soft voice.  She was still trying to process Hudson’s reaction to all this.  “And stockings.  Syndey bought heels for me too.  You know – bridal heels covered in satin.”

“Oh god ....,” Hudson moaned.  Not just a bra and panties, but Zoey’s long legs in silky stockings, her ass framed by a lacy garter belt, and her pretty feet in high heels making her shapely legs look even alluring.  Hudson closed his eyes and pictured his Zoey wearing this full bridal lingerie ensemble, looking so sweet and innocent yet also devastatingly – achingly – beautiful.

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

“What did you say?” Hudson asked, his voice urgent and desperate.  “When Sydney said that – what did you say?”

“I told her she was crazy,” Zoey said.  “I told her it didn’t matter, because I’m not doing that with Greg anymore.  And anyways, he’s not even invited to our wedding.”

“Who would take off your dress?” Hudson abruptly asked.

“What?”

“Who would take off your wedding dress?” he urgently asked.  His face was a mix of misery and lust.  “Me or Greg?”

“Hudson ...,” Zoey began, uncertainly in her voice.

Hudson pulled her to him.  He was sitting on the edge of the bed and she was standing up, so he pressed his cheek against her sexy flat stomach.  “We’ll invite him,” he said with a husky, aroused voice.  His body still shook with excitement.

Zoey pushed Hudson back so she could look into his eyes.  “I don’t think that’s a good idea,” she told him seriously.

“You could see him this week,” Hudson said.  “When I’m traveling.  Like you used to.”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Zoey said again.

“You can’t tell me you don’t miss his cock,” Hudson said as he looked back into her eyes.  “You can’t tell me you don’t miss him.  I see you mopping around.  You miss him.  Don’t lie.”

Suddenly the emotions hit her.  She put up barriers, forced herself not to think about Greg, focused her entire being on Hudson and their wedding.  But now those barriers suddenly disappeared, and the emotions hit her.

Zoey did miss Greg.  It wasn’t just the sex.  Not seeing him hurt.  It was like breaking up with a boyfriend.  There was emptiness there.  And it was all so confusing, since she was already committed to another man.  Hudson.  How can she feel these feelings about Greg, when she loved Hudson, and was going to marry him?

“I don’t understand what you want,” Zoey said, looking and feeling bewildered, her voice trembling with emotions now.  “If I see him again ... how is this supposed to end?”

“We’ll get married, and live happily ever after,” Hudson said.

“Do you really think it’s that easy?” Zoey asked.

“Why wouldn’t it be?” Hudson asked.

Zoey stared at him.  She didn’t understand him, she never had when it came to this.  He seemed so flippant about it all, like it didn’t matter. Like, she could be his fiancée one second, and be Greg’s lover and girlfriend the next second, and then go back to being Hudson’s fiancée the second after, and that part with Greg – what she did with Greg – what she felt for him – all that didn’t matter.  All that was forgotten.

But it did matter.  And she couldn’t forget.

Hudson seemed to understand her struggle.  “I get it,” he said.  “You’re a good person.  A good girl.  You don’t have casual hookups.  You can’t have sex with a guy unless you’re in a relationship with him.”

“And you’re okay with that?” Zoey asked, still looking bewildered.  “I just don’t understand – I’ve never understood – how you’re okay with me having sex with another man.  Being in a relationship with another man.  Doesn’t it make you jealous?”

Hudson pulled her to him, hugging her.  “It does make me jealous!” he told her, practically growling with rage and lust.  “It makes me crazy jealous!  But that’s part of it!  That’s what makes it so exciting!”

Hudson took a moment.  He squeezed his eyes shut, trying to compose himself.  Finally, he said, “I don’t understand it myself.  But honestly, if you were just hooking up with guys, that wouldn’t do it for me.  I want you to like the guy.  I want you to spend time with him.  Like you were doing before with Greg.”

Zoey stared at Hudson, not really knowing how to respond.

“At first, I didn’t have much respect for Greg,” Hudson said.  “I mean, I like him, I’ve always liked him.  But I didn’t consider him a threat, and that made it easier for me.” 

Hudson hesitated, as if considering whether to reveal the rest.  But this was Zoey, and he felt it important to tell her.  And he wanted to tell her.  Because telling her turned him on.

“I never thought you’d go for him the way you have,” he finally admitted.  With a lopsided grin, he added, “I guess what they say is true.  Opposites attract.”

Zoey gave Hudson a slight smile, but it was an uncertain one.

“But what I’ve realized is, that turns me on even more,” he said.  “And I want to see you with him again.”

They stared at each other for long moments.

Hudson reached behind her and unsnapped her bra.  He pulled it off her arms.  Then he tugged the panties down her long legs.  He put them aside before he pulled her into his arms.

“I want Greg to be the first man to fuck you in this lingerie,” he told her. 
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CHAPTER 2

It was awkward seeing Greg again.  It had been over a month since she saw him last. 

“Why’d you call me?” Greg asked.

“Because I wanted to see you,” Zoey said.

“After dropping off the face of the earth for a month?” Greg said, his voice bitter. 

Zoey could tell he was upset.  She put her hand over his and squeezed.  “Hudson and I needed to take a break,” she said gently.  “It was starting to get hard for us.  So we needed a break, to think things through, to reconnect.”

“So, now you’ve reconnected, and you expect me to just come running back to you?” Greg spat out angrily.  “That’s all I am?  A big dick? A fuck toy?”

Zoey winced, his bitterness hitting her like a slap to the face.  “You’re more than that Greg,” she said earnestly.  “You’re way more.  Why do you think it was hard for me?  Why I needed space?  Because I liked being with you too much.”

Greg’s eyes went wide and his mouth opened in shock.

“But I need to be completely open with you,” Zoey said as she squeezed Greg’s hand again.  “Hudson and I are doing this, we’re playing this game with you.  But I don’t know how long we’ll do this.  Eventually we’ll stop.  We can have a lot of fun until then.  But I just want you to know.  It’ll stop eventually.”

Greg looked away, his jaw tightening.  He was silent for a long moment, like he was struggling with himself.  Then he looked at her and forced a grin, saying “But we’ll always be friends, right?”

“Always,” Zoey assured him, grinning back and squeezing his hand again.

“But listen,” she added in a soft voice.  “All that about you not seeing other girls.  You don’t have to do that anymore.  It’s not fair to you.  Hudson agrees.  We’re practicing safe sex anyways, so it doesn’t matter.”

Greg slowly nodded.  He looked more disappointed than happy.  “Hudson promised we could do it sometime without a condom,” he said with that forced grin again.

“Well, I’m not exactly sure it was a promise,” Zoey said.  “But I’ll talk to him.”  With a mischievous grin, she added “I’d kinda like that too.”

Greg smiled, and this time it was genuine.

“So, um, does that mean you haven’t been with anyone, since the last time we were together?” Zoey asked.  Her hand was still over his, but now she was softly caressing the top of his hand.

“I haven’t,” Greg confirmed with a shake of his head.

“So, you must have some really freaking needs then,” Zoey said, her grin turning wicked.  With a sultry voice, she asked “Do you need me to take care of your needs Greg?  Do you need to use my body to take care of your needs?”

Now Greg’s smile was even wider.
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ZOEY AND GREG WERE making out, hungrily kissing and groping.  Greg fumbled with the buttons of her blouse, then pushed his hand into her bra.  Zoey was rubbing his erection over his pants.  They breathed heavily into the other’s mouth as their tongues stabbed and danced.

Then Zoey was working on his belt.  He was so hard in his pants she couldn’t get the zipper down.  “Help me,” she said urgently.  Greg quickly forced the zipper down, then he raised his ass as they both pulled his jeans down to his knees.

Zoey took his hard cock into both her hands and then just looked at it for a moment.  He was so fucking big!  And it was heavy and so solid, and it seemed to pulse in her hands.

Then she noticed something.  Greg had shaved himself bare!  Her eyes went wide at the realization.  She took her hands away so she could get a better look at him. 

Jeez ... with all the pubic hair gone, his cock looked even bigger!

“You like it?” Greg asked.  “I did it for you.”

Zoey melted a little at his words, and she gave him a crooked grin.  “I told you before, you have to stop being so sweet.”  Then she looked at his cock again.  “It’s so freaking sexy,” she said.  She lowered her head and took him into her mouth.

The sensation of going down on him without all the pubic hair was so different.  Greg was like Hudson now, as her fiancée regularly manscaped and kept himself bare like a porn star.

But then, Greg was nothing like Hudson.  She could take all of Hudson’s hard cock into her mouth with little effort.  With Greg though, she had to stretch her mouth as wide as it could go and strain to swallow just his big head and a few inches of his shaft.

Zoey’s lips moved up and down, her blonde hair bobbing along with her pretty face.  She stroked him too with her hands, which she’d lubricated with some spit and Greg’s own pre-cum.

After a few moments, Greg moaned “Oh god, Zoey, I’m close, I’m gonna cum.”

Zoey released his cock long enough to look up into his eyes and said, “Go ahead and cum Greg baby.  I want you to.”  Then she swallowed him again.

She knew if Greg hadn’t had a girl for a month, he wouldn’t last long, and she wanted to give him this.  She bobbed up and down faster, using her hands to stroke his thick shaft harder and faster. 

Seconds later, Greg’s body seized up and he let out a long moan.  His cock exploded in Zoey’s mouth, her cheeks ballooning out as he flooded her with his cum.  Zoey’s throat muscles worked urgently to swallow it all.

When Greg was finally done, he collapsed onto his back on the bed, saying “Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god ....”
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HUDSON’S HANDS WERE unsteady as he sipped the Highland Park scotch.  He was at a bar a couple blocks from the loft apartment.  His insides were churning, and his cock was hard as steel in his pants.  And his eyes were glued to his phone.

He had insisted that Zoey be alone with Greg this first time after their “hiatus.”  He had given her a confident grin and said “We took a break from Greg, so you and me could reconnect.  So it’s only right that Greg gets you alone tonight, so you two can reconnect as a couple.”

It seemed to make sense at the time, and it had turned Hudson on to imagine Greg reclaiming his wife and renewing their relationship.  Becoming a couple again.  But now the cuckold angst was boiling inside him.  It made his head spin, and his hands were shaking. 

But still, he wanted this.  It was like a drug, and he was an addict. 

Zoey had promised to text him as soon as they were done.  So, he kept his eyes glued to his phone, desperate to hear from her. 
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AS GREG LAY ON HIS back, panting, Zoey wiped her lips with a corner of the sheets.  Then she laid down next to Greg, on her side, looking at him as he breathed heavily. 

She felt a tenderness and affection for him.  When she had agreed with Hudson to start things up with Greg again, she’d promised herself to confine it to just physical this time.  Sure, she’d be friends with him outside of bed, but their friendship would be completely unromantic.  No more “boyfriend/girlfriend” or “in like” shit.  They’d be friends with benefits, have great sex, and that was it. 

But now she felt like she was on the brink of breaking that promise to herself.  Now that she was with Greg again, she realized how much she’d missed him.  And she did feel affection to him.  It was crazy, she never thought she’d go for timid, shy Greg, but she felt a connection with him.  And that connection – those feelings – they made her insides flutter and all gooey. 

And Hudson wasn’t helping.  He had urged her to be alone with Greg tonight, so they could “reconnect as a couple.”  Zoey knew in Hudson-speak, “couple” meant romance as much as physical sex.  So Hudson – her fiancée – was saying it was okay to have feelings for Greg.  It was crazy.  Insane.  So freaking dangerous.

Greg turned to her, on his side now, and he smiled into her eyes.  And Zoey melted inside.

“Shit,” she thought to herself.  “This is not good.”

Then they were kissing.  And it wasn’t the urgent, hungry kissing of moments ago.  Their kisses were more romantic and loving.  It was the kissing of a couple who shared a connection, an intimacy, that went beyond the physical pleasure of sex.

But soon their kissing did become urgent and passionate.  They hurriedly finished undressing each other.  Zoey reached down to his manhood.  He was hard again and so freaking big.

Greg reached down too, and when his fingers touched her pussy, Zoey squeezed her eyes shut and moaned.  She looked up into his eyes.  She desperately said, “Oh Greg ... I want you inside me.”

Abruptly, Greg flipped Zoey onto her stomach.  She was shocked by the suddenness of his action.  And the forcefulness.  Greg was no longer so timid and shy.

Greg pulled Zoey up onto her hands and knees.  He got behind her and pushed her legs apart, so she was open to him.  He quickly rolled on a condom.  Then, taking his sheathed cock into his hand, he pushed into her.

Zoey gasped, both at the sudden penetration, and the way Greg was being so aggressive and take charge.  Gone were the days when she had to be the initiator.  Now he was in control.

Greg pushed in, and it hurt because after a month apart her pussy wasn’t used to his size.  But with the pain, she still felt the delicious sensations of being stretched and so full.

Then Greg was fucking her.  Pounding her hard.  He grabbed her long blonde hair in his fist and jerked her to him, making her turn his head to him.  Greg thrust his tongue down her throat, even as he jack-hammered his cock into her pussy.

Greg was in control, he was using her body, he was the aggressor.  He was powerful, and Zoey was weak.  He was the top, and Zoey was the bottom.

And she loved it!

Zoey whimpered as he fucked her, moaning, gasping, clawing at the sheets.  And then she was screaming as she came all over his cock.
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TWO HOURS LATER, HUDSON was frantic. His hands were fists, his entire body trembling.  The cuckold angst was debilitating. 

He kept his eyes locked on his phone.  Finally – finally! – he got a text from Zoey.  It said “Come home baby.”
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CHAPTER 3

Greg was gone when I got home.  Zoey was waiting for me and immediately hugged me.  “Are you okay?” she asked into my chest. 

I didn’t know how I felt.  My insides were still churning, although at least my body wasn’t trembling like before at the bar.  I definitely didn’t have my normal Master of the Universe mojo.  But I didn’t want to show that weakness to Zoey.  I didn’t want her to think of me as one of those pathetic cuckold wimps you read about on the Internet.

So, I forced a confident grin into my voice and asked “So, you reconnected with your boyfriend?”

I said it like a joke, and Zoey laughed.  “You’re really not gonna get off that,” she said.

“Get off what?”

“Calling him my boyfriend,” Zoey said.  “Making this about more than just sex.”

I hesitated.  I felt uncertain.  In truth, I probably could deal with this better if it was just sex.  But adding emotions to it made it so fucking delicious.  And anyway, I knew Zoey couldn’t just fuck nameless guys.  She wasn’t like that.  That would make her feel like a slut.  No, if we were going to do this, it had to be with someone she liked.

“Hudson ...?” Zoey asked uncertainly when I didn’t say anything.  She pulled back a little and looked at me.  God she was so pretty.

I pasted that fake, confident grin on my face again, and said “We’ve already talked about this.”

Then I moved to kiss her, but she turned her head so all I got was cheek.  I didn’t understand, and when she saw my look, she explained in a soft voice, “He came in my mouth ... and I didn’t know if you want me to clean up.”

I stared at her, my eyes going wide.  I felt like my head was exploding, and I found it hard to breath.  Then suddenly, I was smashing my lips against hers.  I thrust my tongue into her mouth, frantically tonguing her like a madman.  I tasted something different.  Something bitter, salty.  I knew I was tasting Greg’s sperm in her mouth.

It disgusted me, but it made my head spin and I didn’t pull away.  I kept kissing and tonguing her.  I knew I was going deeper down the cuckold rabbit hole, but I couldn’t help it, I was a man possessed.

I rushed Zoey into our bedroom.  The room smelled like sex!  The bed’s sheets were tossed everywhere, and there were wet spots on the mattress.

The cuckold lust boiled inside me!  And seeing – smelling - the evidence of their sex inflamed me even more!

I threw Zoey onto the bed.  I attacked her, pulling off the t-shirt she was wearing (she was naked underneath), and jerking off my clothes.  I looked at her body.  Her nipples were puffy from Greg’s sucking, and her pussy lips were red and swollen, and they gaped open.  Oh my god she looked so freshly fucked!  She looked so used!

I rammed my cock into her pussy.  I barely felt anything!  Her normally tight pussy was loose!

“Greg stretched you out!” I hissed as I pounded her.  She didn’t say anything.

“You love Greg’s big dick Zoe baby?” I excitedly said as I pounded her.  “His dick’s big, bigger than mine, right? You cum hard on that big dick?  Did you? Did you?”

Zoey still didn’t answer, but it didn’t matter.  I was so fucking turned on!  I fucked her hard!  I gave her everything I had! 

I pinned her arms above her head, the way I knew she loved.  I moved inside her, finding the right angles, rotating my hips, the way I knew she loved.  I was aggressive with her, treating her like an object, abusing her body, the way I knew she loved. 

I was a MAN!  She was my fiancée, and I was a Master of the Universe, and I was fucking her brains out!

And I was fucking her bareback too!  I didn’t care about the risks!  I was going to fuck my sperm into her!  And if I got her pregnant, then good!  She belonged to me, so if I wanted to impregnant her then it was my right to do that!

But then I noticed something.  She wasn’t moaning.  She was barely breathing hard.  She was moving her hips with me, but there wasn’t passion there. 

Zoey was engaged.  She was loving.  She was returning my kisses.  She was caressing me.  But she wasn’t aroused.  She didn’t have her cum face on.

Sure, she’d just cum with Greg.  Maybe she was satiated.  But I knew – I knew in my heart – that if it was Greg instead of me fucking her, she’d be moaning, writhing, clawing at the sheets, screaming out his name, cumming on his cock.

But with me, barely anything.

Suddenly all my doubts and insecurities returned and washed over me.  Now Zoey knew sized mattered.  I knew it too.  And in the size department, I was lacking.  Greg’s cock was bigger than mine.  Much bigger.  And he was a tall mother-fucker, with long arms and long legs.  He had leverage, angles, positions, that I didn’t have.

Was Zoey thinking about Greg right now?  Was she wishing it was him here with her now, instead of me?

And then my worst nightmare happened.  My cock wilted.  It went soft.

“Hudson baby, what’s wrong?” Zoey asked, looking concerned as my limp dick fell out of her loose pussy.

I frankly can’t remember what I said.  Some lame excuse about jacking off too much, and work shit popping up in my head at exactly the wrong time.  She bought my lies.  She’s trusting that way. 

We snuggled together, spooning like we always do, Zoey the little spoon, me the big spoon, and she quickly fell asleep.  I stayed up a long time though, looking into the darkness, trying to figure out what the fuck was going on with me.


[image: ]

CHAPTER 4

The next week was Vegas again.  The Sin City atmosphere was conducive to closing big deals.  But it wasn’t going that well.  Camilla wasn’t happy with me.  Our results were still good, the same really.  But she I needed to up my game. 

I honestly didn’t know what I was doing wrong.  Because I still didn’t understand what my role was, what I was supposed to be doing. 

It didn’t matter though.  It was clear Camilla was growing impatient with me, and I knew it was only a matter of time before she cut me loose.

I was beginning to realize that agreeing to work with Camilla had been a stupid move.  I’d already been on partnership track, a sure thing.  Now, things were going so bad, I was afraid she was going to kick my ass out of the company.  Bye bye partnership.  Then I’d just be another one of those losers looking for a job.  And it was hard getting a good job on Wallstreet if a powerful, well-connected person like Camilla was talking shit behind your back.

I didn’t tell Zoey.  I didn’t want her to think I was a loser.  I was already insecure about my sexual abilities.  I already felt she preferred Greg over me in bed.  If, on top of that, I was an unemployed loser, then why would she even want to stay with me?  Zoey was so fucking pretty and sexy, she’d find a replacement “Master of the Universe” in 2 seconds. 
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IT WAS ANOTHER LOUSY day of meetings.  I mean, we closed another big deal, but after the meeting, Camilla yelled at me.  She fucking yelled at me!  She was so disgusted she didn’t want to go to dinner with me.  Instead, she went off by herself, probably planning to hook up later with one of her boy toys.  Between Zoey and Camilla, I felt about as low as I ever had in my life.

I was at the bar at the Bellagio, sipping a Highland Park scotch.  I was seriously thinking about getting drunk, but I knew if I showed up tomorrow hungover, Camilla seriously would fire my ass.

My phone rang, and my heart jumped, hoping it was Zoey.  But it wasn’t Zoey.  It was Greg.

What the fuck?  Why was he calling me?

After standard hellos, he said “I had fun the other night.  With Zoey.”

I scowled into the phone.  Of course he had fun, sticking his dick into my girl. 

“Okay, well, good for you,” I said coldly.  “That’s why you called?  To tell me that?”

I expected Greg to back off.  To apologize for his bullshit.  So, I was surprised when he said, “No.  I’m calling to say you can’t play me that way anymore.  I won’t stand for it.”

I glared into the phone and snapped, “What the fuck are you talking about?!”

Again, I thought Greg would back off.  That was the timid Greg I knew.  The Greg who was afraid of his own shadow.

But he was different now.  This was the new Greg.

“Hudson, look, I played by all your rules,” Greg said, his voice firm and unwavering.  “But you can’t dick with me.  If you want me to stop seeing Zoey, then fine, I’ll stop.  But you can’t do this start-and-stop-and-start stuff.  Come on, that’s not fair.  It’s not fair to me or Zoey.”

“Don’t you dare talk for her!” I angrily hissed.  “Zoey’s mine!  You don’t talk for her!”

Again, Greg didn’t back off.  His voice still firm, and dismissive even, he said, “I think we’re way past that Hudson.  All that stuff about Zoey taking care of my needs ... well, I think really, I’m taking care of her needs.  I’m giving Zoey what she wants.  What she’s not getting from you.  And I think we all know it.  All of us know it.  Zoey knows it.”

My eyes went wide.  I couldn’t believe he just said that.  How dare he say that? To me?

And suddenly – and I despised myself for it – my dick was hard.  Rock hard.

“That’s a pretty low blow dude,” I said, my throat suddenly dry.

Still Greg didn’t relent.  He pressed on, saying, “Alls I’m saying is, I’m a man too.  I’ve got my pride.  You can’t treat me like a sex toy.  Like a dildo Zoey uses sometimes and then tosses into a drawer.”

“Then what do you want?” I asked.  I felt exasperated.  I mean, he was already fucking my girl.  What else did he want?

“Two things,” Greg said. 

“What?” I said impatiently.

“I need a date.”

“What?” I said, not understanding.

“I’ve got a wedding next weekend,” Greg said.  “Someone I went to college with.  I don’t want to go alone.  I want Zoey to be my date.  It’s in DC. It’ll be the whole weekend.”

“You want to take my fiancée with you for an entire weekend?” I asked incredulously.

“That’s how weddings are nowadays,” Greg said.  “They’re big weekend events.  There’s an app with the schedule.  Isn’t that how you guys are doing it?”

I didn’t know.  Zoey was mostly planning our wedding.  We were going to have a fucking app?

But I didn’t care about that.  My head was spinning, my insides churning about what Greg wanted.  I thought about Zoey with him for an entire weekend.  Non-stop sex. Non-stop romance.  Kissing.  Holding hands.  Sleeping together.  Waking up together for morning sex.

“Oh god,” I thought, my body suddenly trembling with cuckold lust. 

“Look, Hudson ...,” Greg said.  For the first time he sounded hesitant and uncertain, like the old Greg. “I hope you’ll understand this next part. I want to impress my old college friends.  So, Zoey ... I don’t want her to wear her engagement ring.  You get that, right?  It would ruin it for me if people knew she was engaged.  I know it’s a big ask, but, I mean, you get it, right?”

“Oh god, oh fuck,” I softly moaned.  My Zoey talking off her engagement ring to be with Greg ... to be his.  His!  There were explosions going off inside my body.  My cock throbbed.  It ached!  If we kept talking like this, I was going to fucking cum in my pants.  I hoped to god Greg hadn’t heard me moan.

“I have to think about it Greg,” I told him.  Somehow, I managed to keep my voice from shaking.  “What’s the second thing?”

“I want to give Zoey a gift,” Greg said.  “Just a necklace.  Nothing expensive.  As a thank you, for the time we’ve been together.  I wanted to check with you first.  Out of respect.”

I stared into the phone. At least Greg was still showing me some respect.  But giving Zoey jewelry?  I was her man.  She was supposed to get all her jewelry from me, not some other man.  But still, the prospect made my hard cock twitch.  I felt lightheaded with cuckold lust.  And pained with cuckold angst.

“I have to think about it,” I said, again concentrating so my voice didn’t shake.

“Well, I have to know soon,” Greg said, a frown in his voice.  “The wedding is next weekend.  I can call and ask her right now.”

“I don’t want you to ask her!” I angrily said.  “I told you I’ll think about it!  She’s my girl!  It’s up to me!”
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I BOLTED TO THE BATHROOM outside the bar in the lobby.  Luckily, it was empty.  I rushed into a stall, locked it, and then pulled out my hard dick.  It only took a couple jerks before I exploded into the toilet. 

Afterwards, I was panting and breathing hard, and feeling like a pathetic cuckold wimp.  I stuffed my limp dick back in my pants and went to the sink. 

I threw water onto my face, and then looked at the mirror.  I was a good looking guy.  I had a good body.  Okay, maybe my dick wasn’t the biggest.  Maybe I wasn’t the tallest dude.  But I knew I could pick up a good looking girl if I wanted to.

I considered it.  Right now, at that moment, I felt like a loser.  I was fucking up at work.  My fiancée preferred another guy in bed instead of me.  So maybe I should pick up a girl and take her to bed.  It would make me feel better.  It would restore my confidence.  My manhood.

But I was scared.  What if I went limp dick?  That had happened twice now.  With that waitress Teri, and the other night with Zoey. 

Or maybe I wouldn’t go soft, but the girl would see my little dick and be disappointed.  Either way I couldn’t deal with the humiliation.  Not the way I was feeling. If one of those things happened, I’d probably throw myself off the roof of the Bellagio.

I left the bathroom and went back to the bar.  I sat down and ordered another Highland Park, not sure what I was going to do.  Then I heard someone behind me say, “So we meet again at the Bellagio.”

I turned.  It was fucking Sidney!

“What the fuck are you doing here?” I asked, shocked.

Sidney laughed.  “Don’t worry Adonis, I’m not stalking you,” she said with a dismissive wave of her hand.  “I have business here this week, and Zoey said you were here when we talked this morning.  She said you always stay at the Bellagio, so I looked for you.  And here you are.”

“Why are you looking for me?” I asked, narrowing my eyes at her.  The last time in Vegas, we fucked.  But it wasn’t like I enjoyed Sidney’s company.  She looked good as always, but if we fucked and I got limp – got limp with Sin FUCKING Sidney! – she’d never let me forget it.

But Sidney had no intention of fucking me.  She said, “I’m hooking up with a new guy tonight.”  She had a nasty grin on her face.  How can such a beautiful face contort into such a nasty grin? 

“Good for you,” I said nonchalantly, trying to pretend I wasn’t interested in her sex life.  But actually, I was intrigued.  I gave her an up-and-down look.  Fuck she looked hot.  She wore a dress that looked painted on.  It showed a lot of cleavage and ended way above her knees.  She also wore dark stockings and stiletto fuck me pumps.  Her hair and makeup were perfect, so she looked even more beautiful and sexy than usual.

In my opinion, Zoey was prettier and sexier than Sidney.  But to be honest, it was a toss-up, depending on whether you preferred blonde or brunette, long legged or busty.

“You like what you see?” Sidney said with a smug grin.  “And yeah, I’m wearing stockings and a garter belt.  I know that’s your thing.  You’re into legs.” 

“Why are you telling me this?” I asked with exasperation.  I didn’t need any sexual stimulation after talking to Greg.  I was already looking at blue balls tonight.  “And why are you here?  You haven’t answered my question.  Why’d you look for me?”

“Well, since you happen to be here without your pretty Zoey,” Sidney said, her grin turning even more nasty. “By the way, your sweet fiancée told me Greg curled her toes again the other day.”

“Fuck you Sid,” I hissed.  She laughed.

“So why are you here?” I demanded.

Sidney wore that nasty smile again, with mischievousness thrown in.  She said, “I thought you might want to watch me get fucked.”

My eyes went wide, and my jaw dropped.

“His name’s Damien, and he’s very black,” Sidney said, still grinning.  With a laugh she added, “You know what BBC stands for Hudson?  So, think of tonight as your research for Zoey’s next lover.”

“Fuck you Sidney,” I said again.  And Sidney laughed again.

“So, you don’t want to watch?” she asked cheerily.  She was fucking enjoying this.  “We’ll pretend we’re married.  Damien’s into that.  He likes fucking wives in front of their cuckold husbands.  At least, that’s what his profile says.”

“So, where’s your wedding ring then?” I asked looking at her ringless left hand.

“Got that covered,” Sidney said.  She moved a ring from her right hand to her ring finger.  It was a simple gold band, so it looked like a wedding ring.  “I do this when I don’t want to get hit on.”  She added with a laugh, “Not that it stops guys.”

“You’re so fucking full of yourself,” I sneered.

“You know all men want to fuck me.  Just like all men want to fuck your pretty Zoey.  Think how lucky you are, Hudson.  It would be too bad if a cuckold like you had a wife who was a dog.”

Sidney moved closer, putting her hand on my thigh so it brushed across my cock. “So, are you game?” she asked.  “You’re hard so I know you want to.  And if you’re a good boy, maybe I’ll even give you a happy ending.  Sloppy seconds.  Just like you get from Zoey after she’s been with Greg.”

I couldn’t help it.  I moaned.  Sidney heard it and laughed.  Then she got another gold ring from her bag and put it on the ring finger of my left hand.
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EARLIER THAT MORNING

Zoey was studying a script for an audition next week when her phone rang.  It was Sidney.

“Hey, what are you doing?” she asked.

“I’m about to get on a plane to Vegas,” Sidney said. “Business.”

“Oh.  Hudson is in Vegas too this week.  He left yesterday.”

“Okay, well ...,” Sidney said, thinking.  “Maybe I’ll look him up for a drink.  I know he hates me.  I’ll buy him a drink and call a truce, at least until after the wedding.”

“He doesn’t hate you Sidney,” Zoey insisted.

“Yes, he does,” Sidney said.  “That’s okay, I know I’m a bitch, and I teased him a lot about Greg at your brunch.  So, he’s staying at the Bellagio again?”

“Yes, I think so,” Zoey said.

Sidney filed that information away.  Then she asked, “So, how is Mr. Climax?”

Zoey laughed.  “Well, you know, I told you we were taking a break,” she said.  Then she lowered her voice and said, “But I saw him this weekend.”

Sidney grinned into the phone. She was all about scandal and debauchery.  “How was he?” she asked with a delighted grin.

“He was ... freaking ... amazing.  Again,” Zoey said another laugh.  With her eyes sparkling, she said, “Oh my god Sidney.  It gets better every time.”

Sidney giggled, delight in her voice.  “I told you!” she said gleefully.  “How’s Adonis dealing with it?”

“I don’t know.  He’s hot and cold about it,” Zoey said, the smile disappearing.  “He’s the one who pushed me to see Greg again—.”

“Oh don’t bullshit, you wanted that boy’s cock again,” Sidney teased.  “You just told me you loved it.”

“No seriously, it was Hudson,” Zoey insisted.  “Okay, I admit, it was fun.  But Sidney, I’m getting freaking married.  I don’t want to screw this up.”

“You certainly don’t want to lose Hudson’s wallet.”

“Sidney come on,” Zoey said with a frown in her voice.  “You know I’m not marrying Hudson for money.  It’s a lot more than that.  I love him.”

“Okay, sure, whatever.  But then, why are you fighting it?  You’ve got the best of both worlds.  Hudson’s a catch.  And Greg’s a climax machine.  Why not just go with it, if that’s what Adonis wants?”

“I am going with it,” Zoey insisted.  “I just told you.  I freaking fucked Greg this weekend.”

“Yeah, but I can tell you’re not all in,” Sidney said sagely.

Zoey was silent for a few moments.  Then, sounding uncertain, she said, “It just feels wrong.  There are consequences, you know?  I just feel like this is gonna blow up in my face eventually.”

“But it might blow up if you don’t go all in,” Sidney pointed out.

“What do you mean?”

“Look, Hudson’s a cuckold,” Sidney said.  “I know you don’t like that word, but he is.  He’s a good-looking guy, he’s got a good job.  If you’re not giving him what he wants, they’ll be another pretty girl who will.”

Zoey gawked at the phone.  “Do you really think so?” she asked, feeling alarmed.

“I’m not saying Hudson is cheating on you,” Sidney lied.  Of course Hudson was cheating on Zoey.  He was cheating with her.  And she probably wasn’t the only one.  “I’m just saying, if Hudson wants this, and you’re getting off on it too, then what’s the problem?  Just go all in and enjoy yourself.”
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CAMILLA WAS WITH MAYNARD in a sex club on the outskirts of Vegas after dumping Hudson at the Bellagio earlier that evening.  They were both naked.  Except, Camilla wore a belt.  Attached to the belt was a band of hard plastic that was custom molded to her curves and snugly curved between her legs.  It was a female chastity device.  While wearing it, she couldn’t touch – no one could touch – her pussy or asshole.

The club was like a college bar.  Most of the people there were in their 20s and 30s.  Maynard and Camilla were easily the oldest people there.

Still, Maynard was in high demand among the young, pretty girls because he was handsome, charming, and very well-endowed.  He was in the process of sampling some of those young, pretty girls, enjoying the feel of his cock in their eager mouths and youthful pussies.

Camilla would have been in demand too among the young, handsome men, because she was an attractive cougar.  And because many young men – boys really—enjoyed fucking women who were old enough to be their mothers.  But her pussy and ass were off limits to their fingers, tongues and cocks because of the chastity device.

The chastity device prevented Camilla from any sex.  It denied her cumming.  And Maynard liked that.  He liked controlling – and denying – his cuckquean wife’s orgasms.

Camilla needed to cum.  She watched her husband as he pleasured himself with the young female flesh all over the club.  Maynard always picked girls who resembled his wife with long brunette hair and hourglass bodies.  The girls were younger versions of Camilla with young, perfect faces and bodies.

The girls Maynard picked were better than Camilla.  They both knew this.  It was obvious, anyone could tell just by looking at Camilla next to the young girls.  And this fact got both Maynard and Camilla – especially Camilla – super hot.

It destroyed Camilla too.  Especially when the young girls laughed at Camilla when they saw her wearing the chastity belt.  No one else in the club wore such a thing.  What self-respecting girl would allow her sex to be locked up?

And it tormented Camilla’s pride and soul that she, the powerful Dragon Queen, was mocked by the young girls who, other than their youth and ripe looks, were nothing compared to Camilla.  But to Maynard, that’s what he wanted – girls who were younger, prettier and sexier than his wife.  That destroyed Camilla too.  And it got her so excited that she was going to burst if she didn’t cum soon.

Later in their opulent penthouse room at the Bellagio, Maynard was sipping champagne as Camilla gulped heavy pours of 25-year Pappy Van Winkle.  She needed the bourbon to calm her nerves – she was still jittery from the humiliation and stimulation at the sex club.

Camilla still wore the chastity belt.  “Maynard, please take it off and fuck me,” she begged her husband.  “I need you inside me.  I need to cum.  I need release.”

Maynard ignored his wife’s pleas.  He asked, “How is young Hudson?”

With her pussy throbbing and no relief in sight, Camilla spitefully said, “I’m going to destroy him.”

Maynard smiled.  He didn’t care either way, but he found this interesting.

“Why?” he asked, with an intrigued look on his handsome face.

“He’s a pretty boy like you,” Camilla said.  “But he’s not a real man.  He’s a cuckold.  And he has a tiny dick.”  She knew this from reading Hudson’s texts with Zoey and looking at his internet browsing.  She had access to all of Hudson’s devices through viruses and malware installed by her company’s head of IT, who was in her back pocket.

Maynard laughed and said, “You might still get pleasure from his tongue.  I know how you enjoy cumming on a pretty face like Hudson’s.”

Camilla shrugged.  She didn’t want Hudson’s tongue, at least at that moment.  And if she was honest with herself, she didn’t know exactly why she hated Hudson.  Maybe the person she really hated was Hudson’s fiancée.  Zoey was young, only 23, and was very pretty.  Prettier than Maynard’s current girlfriend, Cagney, and prettier than all the girls in the club tonight. 

Zoey had a slim, tight body and long, shapely legs.  Her ass was firm and sexy.  Fortunately, she had tiny tits so Maynard wouldn’t be interested in her.  But sometimes he took flat-chested girls into his bed if they were pretty enough and looked good in high heels, and Zoey was certainly all that. 

That possibility caused Camilla to hate Zoey.  But to also shiver in delight at the prospect of her husband fucking Zoey with his big cock while pathetic, cuckold Hudson watched helplessly.  These thoughts made Camilla’s pussy tingle, making her need an orgasm even more.

Camilla shook her head.  “I want you, Maynard!” she pleaded.  “Please make love to me!”

Maynard tossed the key to his wife.  He said, “Here.  Take off the chastity belt.  You can self-gratify yourself.”

“No Maynard! I want you!” Camilla cried.

Camilla looked hopeful as Maynard walked towards her.  But he abruptly grabbed her hand and took the watch off her wrist.  It was an expensive Rolex with dozens of perfect, sparkling diamonds winding around the face in concentric circles.  It was worth over a quarter million dollars.

“What are you doing?” she cried.

“Cagney said she liked this,” Maynard said.  “I’m giving it to her.”

“No!  It’s mine!”

Maynard glared at his wife and pointed his finger at her face.  “No Camilla.  Everything is mine.  This watch is mine.  And now it belongs to Cagney.” 

Camilla sobbed and Maynard shook his head disapprovingly.

He pressed his finger against his wife’s chin like a parent would do to a child.  He said, “You have nothing.  You are nothing.  Everything you have, you have through me. Remember that.”

Then Maynard turned away.  With a dismissive wave of his hand, he said, “Now, make yourself cum.  But do it now.  The belt’s going back on, so if you haven’t cum by then, well, that’s your fault.”

“No ...,” Camilla lamented and began to weep.  She mourned the loss of the watch.  She mourned the loss of her wealth, her independence.  She had given everything to Maynard.  She had even given him control of her orgasms.

Camilla couldn’t bear the thought of not getting release.  She quickly took off the chastity belt.  Then she rapidly frigged herself.  In moments the 45-year-old cougar’s sexy body exploded in a massive orgasm.
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CHAPTER 5

Damien was a large man.  Tall, like Greg’s height, but with broader shoulders.  And, like Sidney said, he was very black, his skin like charcoal.

He was well dressed.  No tie, but a jacket and nice slacks.  He was also very confident. He walked into Sidney’s suite (she was in the Bellagio too) like he owned the place.  Like Maynard and Camilla, she was also in a penthouse, but in a different wing of the Bellagio.

Normally I’d be on even footing with a dude like Damien.  I wouldn’t be intimidated by him at all.  Even though he was taller and bigger than me.  Normally my personality and will would crush him.  I was a Master of the Universe.  He was a minion, nothing more.

But this wasn’t normal.  First of all, I was feeling off my game.  Second, I was playing the cuckold husband whose wife was about to get fucked in front of me.  And third, Damien had a big dick. Sidney told me as much.  I assumed much bigger than mine.

When he walked in, he gave Sidney a hug and kiss on the cheek.  He shook my hand.  He was dressed in a suit. He looked like one of those black dudes in those DFW Knight videos on the internet.

Damien took Sidney’s hand and sat her down on the sofa next to him, leaving me the arm chair.  Before I could sit down though, Damien said, “Let’s get to know each other.  Hudson, how about you get us drinks?”

It wasn’t a request, it was a demand.  I bristled at that, I didn’t like being ordered around.  But before I could say anything, Sidney said “Hudson baby, can you make me a Grey Goose dirty martini? 

Sid’s request struck a cord inside me.  Sidney calling me “Hudson baby” (Zoey’s pet name for me) and asking for a dirty martini (that was Zoey’s drink; Sidney usually drank bourbon).  Now I knew the game.  Sidney was going to pretend to be Zoey.  The prospect made my cock twitch.  So, it was easier for me to go with it when Damien said “Scotch for me.  Johnnie Walker Blue if you’ve got it.  If not, I’ll settle for the Black.”

“What an arrogant asshole,” I thought to myself.  This was a fucking hotel room.  Did he really think the room bar would have a Walker Blue?

But when I walked to the bar, I saw they did have Blue.  And Highland Park too.  Shit.  How much did Sidney pay for this room?

I mixed the drinks.  When I returned, Sidney and Damien were making out.

I watched them as I balanced the 3 drinks in my hands.  Sidney’s hard nipples dented her dress, and they were easy to see.  No way she was wearing a bra.  And her skirt was hiked up, showing the lace of her stocking tops.  I started to breath hard, and I was erect in my pants.

They finally broke apart, both of them breathing hard.  Sidney’s face was flushed, and she giggled as she said “wow.”  It was strange hearing Sidney giggle.  This one sounded “silly girlish.”  You could say a lot about Sidney, but she wasn’t ever a silly girl.  It wasn’t in her DNA.

Then I remembered.  Sidney was pretending to be Zoey.  And my sweet Zoey often came across as silly.  She also sometimes came across as a silly dumb blonde.  I found that charming, but I never mentioned it since I was sure she would be offended.

“Hudson, all of a sudden I’m thirsty,” she said to me, reaching for the martini in my hand.  She had that silly girlish giggle in her voice.  It was weird seeing Sidney acting like a different person.  Even though I knew she was pretending to be Zoey, it was disconcerting. 

“Yes, I’ll take mine too Hudson,” Damien said.  When I handed out the drinks, he gave it a taste and said “Ah, you got the Blue for me.  But you forgot the ice.  One cube please.”

I frowned at that.  I wasn’t his fucking waiter.  But I went ahead and got him his fucking piece of ice.

“Is this your first time doing this?” Damien asked Sidney.

“Not the first time,” Sidney said looking at her feet.  She looked shy and was blushing.  Who was this girl?  “You’ll be my second.”

“My first was Greg,” Sidney said.  Looking over at me, she said “He used to work with Hudson.  We’re friends.”

“Greg?” Damien said.  “Doesn’t sound like a brother.”

“No, he’s white, and skinny,” Sidney said, looking at Damien’s broad shoulders. “He’s tall though, like you.  And ...” Her voice trailed off.  She gave me an uncertain look.  Shit!  If Sidney had been wearing a blond wig, I could easily think she was Zoey.

“And he’s got a big cock,” Damien said, grinning as he finished her sentence.

“Well, yeah,” Sidney said with an embarrassed, helpless laugh.

“And Greg’s cock is bigger than Hudson’s,” Damien said knowingly, grinning at me but then looking back at Sidney.

Looking into my eyes, and with sincerity written all over her beautiful face, Sidney said “Hudson’s the best lover I’ve ever had.  But, you know ... we’re just kinda experimenting.  While we’re young.”

“Here’s to experimenting!” Damien said with a big grin.  We clinked glasses, and then after taking a drink, he said to me, “Hey Hudson, how about you top me up?”

I scowled but then Sidney gave me a look.  It was the kind of look Zoey would give me.  Loving yet pleading, as if saying “Just go with it baby.  It doesn’t mean anything.  We’re just playing.”

So, I went to go get the fucking Walker Blue bottle.

When I got back, Sidney was on her knees between Damien’s open legs.  I distractedly filled up his glass, and then he said, “Unzip your wife’s dress Hudson.  Show me her breasts.”

I stared at him for a moment.  Then I got down on my knees behind Sidney.  I reached for the zipper.  I admit, my hands were shaking.  I unzipped her dress.  Halfway down, I saw bare skin, so I was right she was braless. 

Once the zipper was down, I curled my thumbs into the straps at her shoulders, and I pulled the dress down her arms.  I had to tug since it was tight.  Like I said, it was like it was painted on her body.

“Very nice,” Damien said, his eyes on Sidney’s bare breasts.  “Very, very nice.”  Then he looked at me and said, “Hudson, show me how your wife likes her breasts touched.”

I hesitated.  Sidney looked back at me, over her shoulder.  She gave me a smile, the kind of encouraging, loving smile Zoey would give me.  Then she nodded her head, asking me to do what Damien wanted.

I reached around her and took her breasts into my hands.  Unlike Zoe’s, Sidney’s tits were more than a handful.  And while I couldn’t see them since I was behind her, I knew they were beautiful.  Perfectly shaped, D cups, firm with perky nipples.  (Zoey’s were perfect too, but As).

I’d been with Sidney enough to know how she liked to be touched.  I caressed her breasts.  I caress the sensitive undersides.  I caressed around and across her nipples.  I thumbed her nipples.

Soon my caresses got to Sidney.  She looked back at me, her eyes heavy-lidded and her cheeks flushed.  If she was Zoey, I’d say she had her cum face on.

I let one of her breasts go and grabbed her hair in my fist.  I jerked her face to me, and I smashed my lips against hers.  I was pleased when she kissed me back, tonguing me as much as I was tonguing her.

Our kissing was interrupted by Damien.  “So, I see you two have a good sex life,” he said.  He was smiling.  He wasn’t bothered at all by our kissing, even though she was his for the night.

Sidney turned back to Damien.  I dropped my hands from her breasts.  Still breathing hard, she said “We do.”  And it wasn’t even a lie.  We did have a good sex life, except Sidney wasn’t my wife.

“Why are you bringing other men into your lives?” Damien asked.

“I told you,” Sidney said.  “We’re experimenting.”

“You’re experimenting with bigger cocks,” Damien said.

Sidney hesitated, just like Zoey would, and then she nodded.

“How big is Hudson’s cock?” Damien asked, grinning at me.

Sidney hesitated again, then said “About 4 and a half inches.”

“Five inches!” I hissed in a low but firm voice.  I knew I’d made a mistake when Damien roared with laughter.

“I guess when you’re that size, you count every half inch,” he joked, laughing.

Sidney turned to look at me and hurriedly apologized.  “Sorry, sorry.”  She said it just like Zoey would have.  This was getting on my nerves!

Then she looked at Damien and said, “Hudson’s definitely 5 inches!” 

Damien roared with laughter again.  My cheeks flushed.  I was completely humiliated.

“How big is Greg?” Damien asked after he finally stopped laughing.  He didn’t ask Sidney.  He asked me.

“How the fuck would I know?!” I said angrily.

“You’ve seen it.  Right?” he asked knowingly.  He’d been with cuckold couples before.  He knew the dynamics.

“Yes,” I admitted with a shrug.

“So, how big is Greg?”  Damien asked again.  “Compared to you, how big is he?”

I scowled at him but didn’t say anything.

Sidney looked at me.  “Just tell him Hudson baby,” she urged in her sweet-Zoey voice.  “Why’s it matter?  And it gets you hot anyways, right?”

I wanted her to stop calling me “Hudson baby”!  And stop talking like Zoey!

But she was right.  I was soooo fucking turned on.  Talking about this was pushing all my cuckold buttons.

“He’s about twice as big,” I finally said, my cheeks hot.

“About twice?  Or twice?  Which is it?” Damien pressed.

“Twice, okay?!” I angrily said.

“Okay, Hudson, calm down, now we’re getting somewhere,” Damien said with a grin.  He was enjoying this.  “Length or girth?”

“What?”

“Hudson, you’re a cuck so don’t pretend like you don’t know what I’m talking about,” Damien said.  “Is Greg bigger in length or girth?  Or both?”

I balled my hands into fists.  I had never been so humiliated in my life.  Wanting to get this over with, I angrily spat out, “Both!”

“See Hudson, that wasn’t so hard, was it?” Damien said with smile.  It was a friendly smile, like he wanted to be friends.  I’d rather he sneered at me.  I didn’t want to be his friend.

“So, be honest,” Damien said with that friendly grin plastered on his jet-black face.  “Is Greg exactly twice bigger than you?  Or a touch more than that?  If you had to guess.  A touch more?  Or a touch less?”

At this point, I felt defeated.  I admitted, “More.”

Damien’s smile went from friendly to evil.  And mocking.  And triumphant. He wasn’t trying to be my friend.  He was trying to demean me.  Take away my manhood.  Emasculate me.

I was done with this!  Fuck Sidney!  I was leaving!

Sidney sensed my mood and turned to me.  She hugged me like Zoey would and whispered into my ear (her voice so low Damien couldn’t hear), “Calm down Hudson.  I’m showing you.  You think Greg is bad? This is what it would be like if you let a man like Damien get his hands on Zoey.  He’d treat you like this in front of her.  At least Greg hasn’t done that, right?”

I leaned back from Sidney, staring at her.  She looked into my eyes and silently mouthed, “stay.”  Then she turned back to Damien. 

“Can you please leave Hudson alone?” she said, defending me like Zoey would.  Then she reached for his belt and said, “Can we, you know ...?”

Fuck she sounded like Zoey!  It was creeping me out!

“You wanna see it, huh?” Damien said, grinning at Sidney, and then at me.  The smug bastard!

Sidney worked on his belt and zipper (with Damien helping), and then he raised his ass as she pulled down his pants.  He wore no underwear.  And he was completely shaven.

Sidney and I both stared at his cock.  It was like a thick black python and ran down his muscular jet black thigh.  And he wasn’t even fully hard.  Still, I could tell he was bigger than Greg.  Bigger!

Damien took Sidney’s chin in his big black hand.  He said, “You’ve got a pretty mouth.  Let’s see how good it is at sucking cock.”  Then he put his hand on top of her head and pushed her face down to his lap.

Damien groaned as Sidney went down on him.  I moved to the armchair for a better view.  It was amazing to see beautiful Sidney, with her lush dark hair and big perfect tits exposed, on her knees, the pointy toes of her shiny high heels sticking into the floor, sucking the big black cock. 

But this wasn’t Sidney.  It was pretend-Zoey sucking Damien’s cock.  Was this my future?  Zoey moving on from Greg, and taking a black man as her next lover?  Her next boyfriend?  The black man humiliating me in front of Zoey?  Cuckold lust made my head spin and my guts churn.  And my cock so hard it hurt.

I was so hot at that moment.  “Fuck it,” I thought to myself.  I pulled out my cock and stroked myself as Sidney – no, Zoey – worked her magic on Damien’s manhood.

Damien looked over at me, looked at my dick.  Our cocks were so different in color and size, it was almost like we weren’t the same species, and I knew it.  And Damien knew I knew.

“You know what’s happening, right Hudson?” Damien said to me, his eyes glazed over with lust as Sidney gave him head.  “Sidney used to be satisfied with your little dick.  But now she knows better.  A few minutes ago, she said you two have a good sex life. But you know that’s changing, right?  Soon, she won’t have any use for your little dick.  She’ll want men like me.  And men like Greg.  You know that, right Hudson?”

I moaned as Damien taunted me.  My nostrils flared, his words like throwing gasoline on the cuckold inferno burning inside me.  My heart was pounding in my chest.  I wanted to scream to him, “Her name is Zoey, not Sidney!”

“When was the last time you fucked your wife Hudson?” Damien asked, motioning to Sidney on her knees, as she continued to suck him.

“This weekend,” I said honestly.  “After she’d been with Greg.”

“Then you reclaimed her,” Damien said, probing for more information.

I hesitated.  Then I said, “Yes.  But I got soft.  I wasn’t able to finish.”

Damien gave me a knowing look.  “You’re intimidated by Greg.”

His words were like a slap across my face.  A punch to the gut.  Me?  Intimidated by loser Greg?  Greg? No way.

No way!

But then, a couple hours ago, I hadn’t pushed back against Greg’s demands.  All I said was, “I’ll think about it.”  Why didn’t I tell him to go fuck himself about taking Zoey away for the weekend, about taking off her engagement ring, and about giving her jewelry? 

And, I wasn’t pushing back against Damien now.  What was happening to me?  I used to be a Master of the Universe.  Now look at me, my dick in my hand as my pretend wife was on her knees sucking off a black man.  I was pathetic.

A pathetic cuckold.

Still pretending to be Zoey, Sidney took Damien’s cock from her mouth.  Her lips and chin were wet with her spit and his pre-cum.  She looked so fucking sexy!

With a soft, reassuring Zoey-voice, Sidney said, “It happens to everyone baby.  Sex gets kind of stale.  That’s why we’re experimenting now.  And what Damien said isn’t true.  I’ll always love sex with you.  You’ll always be my favorite lover.”

I looked at Sidney.  But when I spoke, she wasn’t Sidney.  She was Zoey.  And something inside me snapped.  I bitterly spat, “Then why don’t you move the same way with me, like you do with Greg?  Why don’t you make the same sounds?  Why do you cum for him, but never for me?  Why do you always rush out to see him as soon as I’m gone?”

“Hudson baby, Greg’s just new, that’s all,” Sidney said lovingly in her Zoey-voice. 

It was too much!  I was too raw!

“Stop acting like her!” I screamed.

Damien gave me an inquisitive look.  Sidney frowned at me, then went back to sucking his cock.

Damien looked down at her brunette head as she sucked him.  He asked her, “If you’re so into Greg, why’d you plan this with me?”

Sidney again took Damien’s cock out of her mouth, her lips wet.  She answered him, but she was looking at me.  “I’m not so into Greg.  Like I said, he’s just new. But we were in Vegas this week anyways, and Hudson wanted me to hook up with another man.  He’s afraid I’m getting too close to Greg.  So, he doesn’t want me to see just Greg.  Even though he wants me to see Greg even more than I already do.”

We were all silent for long moments.  Both Sidney and Damien were looking at me.  Sidney still had Damien’s cock in her hands.  I had my cock in my hand, too.  I was still rock hard.  Cuckold lust tore through my body.  Maybe because of that, I blurted out, “Greg wants to take her away for the weekend.  He wants her to be his date at a wedding he has to go to.”

Sidney’s lips parted in surprise.  Of course, this was news to her.

“So, do you want her to go?” Damien asked me. 

Sidney recovered fast.  Before I could say anything, she said, “He wants me to go.  But he doesn’t.  He’s all mixed up about it.”

“Do you want to go?” Damien asked her.

Sidney looked at me for long moments before answering.  Then she said, “I do want to go.  But I won’t if Hudson doesn’t want me to.  I don’t want to hurt him.”

I stared at Sidney, not saying anything.
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I WATCHED DAMIEN FUCK Sidney for over an hour.  The entire time I imagined it was Zoey on the bed with the big black man.  I came twice in my hand.

I was surprised when Sidney let him cum inside her.  She later told me they’d exchanged STD tests while texting earlier, and both were clean.  But still, it surprised me she let him cum inside.  I was certain Zoey wouldn’t have done that.

After they were done, Damien left quickly.  He said he had to meet some friends.  He said he was open tomorrow if we wanted a repeat.  But of course there would be no repeat.  At least involving me.

When he was gone, I grabbed a towel to clean myself up.  Then I began to pull up my pants when Sidney stopped me.  “Take off your clothes Hudson,” she said.  “Don’t you want your happy ending?”

She had a teasing, wicked smile on her beautiful face.  She was back to being Sidney.  Sin Sidney.  She was no longer pretending to be my sweet Zoey.

Sin Sidney in Sin City.  It almost made me laugh.

I gave her a long look.  She looked fucking hot.  With her tussled hair, smudged lipstick and flushed cheeks.  She looked just fucked. It was so sexy!

And then her big, luscious breasts.  Her firm taut stomach. 

Sidney was naked, wearing only the lacy black garter belt, tan stockings and those shiny black high heels.  At her knees, the stockings were beginning to ladder, from kneeling on the floor between Damien’s open legs.

The sight of her inflamed me.  I’d already cum twice in my hand, but now I wanted pussy.  And now I wasn’t seeing her as Zoey anymore.  I saw Sidney.  And I wanted her.  I put up with Damien’s bullshit.  Now it was my turn with this slut!

I quickly undressed, my cock hard again.  I launched myself onto the bed.  Sidney laughed delightedly and squeezed her legs together, teasing me.  I didn’t care.  I immediately ran my hands up and down the silky nylon, kissing along the runs at her knees, and along her shapely calves.

I picked up her left foot, holding the smooth shiny leather of her high heel. I was boiling over with lust!  I kissed the top of her foot while caressing the high heel with my fingers.

Sidney laughed again, kicking me away with the stiff pointy toe of her high heel.  “Zoey told me you’re into feet,” she said with a grin.  “But not now Hudson,” she said, opening her legs.  “Come here.  I want your tongue.”

My eyes went wide, shocked.  I looked at her pussy.  Like Zoey, she was completely bare of any hair.  But Damien had ruined her pussy with his big cock.  The lips were red and swollen, and they gaped open.  I could see his creamy spunk leaking from her pussy and flowing down between her cheeks.

“You’re fucking crazy if you think I’m going down on you,” I said.  “After Damien fucking came in you.”

“If you want to fuck me, first you have to make me cum with your tongue,” Sidney told me, a grin on her face.  “Besides, I’m still showing you what it’s like to be a cuckold.  So come on cucky, come get your first creampie.”

“Fuck you Sidney!” I growled.  I jerked her legs fully apart and got between her open knees.  I was done with this shit!  I was going to fuck this bitch!

Just as I was about to push into her, she slapped me across the face.  “Don’t you dare!” she snarled at me.  “If you stick that thing into me, I swear I’ll yell rape!  And I’ll tell Zoey!  I’ll tell her you forced me! I swear I will!”

I hesitated, startled by both the slap and her words.

Then Sidney’s voice softened.  “But if you go down on me, then I’ll let you fuck me.  And I promise to make it really good for you.  I promise.”

I hesitated.  I might have cuckold desires, but I wasn’t a cuckold.  At least, not one of those pathetic, wimpy cuckolds.  Eating a creampie would be crossing a line.  I would be one of those pathetic, wimpy cuckolds.

Seeing my hesitation, Sidney gave me a seductive grin.  She raised her leg and ran her silky stockinged calf against my cheek.  “Come on Hudson, don’t you want to be inside me again?” Then she pressed the stiletto of her shiny high heel into my pecs.  “Don’t you want to get back at Zoey, for loving Greg’s cock so much?  For cumming on his cock so much?”

I still hesitated, but now I was breathing hard, my heart pounding.  And my dick was steel.

“You planned this,” I said.  “That’s why you let Damien cum inside you.”

Sidney grinned that evil, mischievous grin.  She said, “I told you.  I’m helping you with your cuckold fantasies.  Admit it.  The idea of eating out Zoey after Greg’s cum inside her gets you hot.”

I moaned at Sidney’s words and her smile got bigger.  “Go for it, Hudson,” she urged me.  “Isn’t it better to see if you like it with me, before trying it with Zoey?”

What the fuck, I thought.  I curled my hands under her knees and pulled her ass towards me.  Then, pushing her knees apart again, I lowered my face to her well-used pussy and went down on her.

Sidney’s pussy was very wet.  And smelling musty in a masculine sort of way.  She tasted bitter, and salty.  I had no doubt I was eating Damien’s sperm, as much as Sidney’s girl juices.  My first creampie.

Sidney seemed to be really into it.  “That’s it, Hudson!” she lustfully hissed.  She grabbed my hair and pulled me harder to her mound.  “Eat it all up!  Stick your tongue into my pussy!  Oh that’s right you pathetic cuckold!  Eat all Damien’s cream!  And make me fucking cum!”

To my relief, Sidney came fast.  She threw her head back and arched her back, and she screamed as she came.  It actually made me feel good the way she reacted to me.  The way she thrashed away on the bed as I ate her, and screamed when I made her cum.  When was the last time Zoey screamed and thrashed around like that with me?  I couldn’t remember.

“Oh my god, you are soooo good at that,” Sidney gasped as she panted.  In the afterglow of her orgasm, she giggled delightedly and stretched her body like a cat, saying “You’ve got a great tongue Hudson.”

I couldn’t help it, I grinned at her words.  Her unabashed compliments made me feel good about myself.  It made me feel like a Master of the Universe again.

Now it was my turn.  I wiped my lips on the sheet.  Then I moved up her body and got between her legs, but she stopped me. 

“Just give me a minute, Hudson,” she said, still panting.  “If you want me to cum again – on your cock—you’ve got to give me a minute.  Let’s just talk a minute.”

“Okay, talk,” I said, moving to lay beside her.  Moving confidently, I cupped my hand over her breast.  I squeezed and fondled her.  I mean, I wasn’t going to be in bed next to a nearly naked Sin Sidney and not grope her beautiful tits.

Sidney laughed.  “There you go again,” she said.

“What?” I asked.  I was still smiling from her compliments. “After what we just did, I’m not allowed to touch you?”

“It’s just the way you do it Hudson,” Sidney said.  “I mean, you can’t decide if you’re alpha or a cuck.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” I asked, frowning at her.

“Don’t get salty, I’m just saying,” Sidney said.  “Before with Damien, you were in full-on cuck mode.  I mean, he treated you like a cuck, and you didn’t do anything about it. Most men would’ve punched him in the face, but you just went with it.  But now that Damien’s gone, you wanna be all alpha with me.”

I stared at her, not knowing how to respond.

“Look, you do whatever you want,” Sidney said.  “But if you get off on being a cuck, then just be a cuck.  Stop fighting it.  Accept who you are.”

“I am not a fucking cuckold!” I hissed at her.

“Why? Because you think you’re a man?” Sidney said sarcastically, emphasizing the word “man” so as to put air quotes around it.  “Look Adonis.  You can be a wimpy cuckold when you’re fucking, and a man the rest of the time.  Sex is part of life.  It’s not all life.”

“So what?  Now you’re a philosopher?” I said sarcastically.  “A sex therapist?”

“Whatever Hudson,” Sidney said dismissively.  “I’m just saying, when it comes to sex, you can’t be alpha one second and a cuck the next.  If you ask me, I think that’s why you went soft with Zoey.  You’re flipping back and forth so much, your libido’s all fucked up.”

I stared at her, again not knowing how to respond.

“Anyway ...,” Sidney said.  She grinned and moved her hand to my hard cock, stroking me up and down.  “You wanna fuck me now?”

Whatever.  I didn’t care what she said.  As long as I got her pussy.

I rolled on top of her.  She opened her legs, and I caressed her bare skin above the heavily laced stocking tops.  I positioned my cock at her pussy, but before I pushed in, she said, “Wait.”

I frowned at her.  What the fuck now?

Sidney reached inside her purse.  She pulled out a condom.  What the fuck?!

“I’m clean Sidney,” I assured her.  And I was.  I’m not a complete dick.  I wasn’t faithful to Zoey, but I certainly didn’t want to pass anything to her.  So I got myself regularly tested.

“I believe you,” she said.  “So am I.  But it’s not about that.  And unlike your sweet Zoey, I’m on the pill.”

“What then?  Because you let Damien bareback you.  You let him fucking cum in you.”

“But Damien’s not a cuckold,” Sidney said.  Now she was grinning wickedly at me.  “You are.  So, if you wanna fuck me, you have to wear a condom.  You’re not bareback worthy.”

My eyes opened wide.  It was then that I got it.  This whole thing was about humiliating me.  Sidney hated my guts, she had for years, and all this was about demeaning and humiliating me.

“What’s your choice?” Sidney said, still grinning.  “Put on a condom.  Or I’ll get you off with my hand.”

“You’re a bitch!” I hissed at her.

“Guilty,” Sidney said with a laugh.  Then she looked down between our bodies.  “And you’re still hard.  I think you’re getting off on this.”

She was right.  My head was swirling with cuckold lust.  I grabbed the condom from her hand, hurriedly ripping open the foil package, and then rolling the latex down my shaft. 

I pushed my cock into her.  She was loose from being with Damien, so I went in easily.  Still, she felt good.  Incredibly good.  This was Sidney, any man would want to fuck her.  Just like any man would want to fuck Zoey.

I looked down into her face as I fucked her.  “Do you think I should let Zoey go with Greg to the wedding?” I asked, my words coming out like heavy pants.

“Yes.  I think you get off on it,” Sidney said knowingly.

Then Sidney flipped us around, so she was on top.  “If I’m gonna cum, we have to do it this way,” she said.  She began grinding her pussy over my cock, finding the right angle, moving for her pleasure.  Soon she was breathing hard.  She closed her eyes and said, “Don’t cum Hudson.  Stay hard.  Don’t cum.”  Then after a few moments, she said “Squeeze my tits Hudson.  Rub my nipples.” 

I did as she asked.  Then, a moment later, her head slowly rolled back and her lips parted, and then her sexy body tensed as an orgasm rolled through her. 

I should’ve been happy she came on my cock.  But really I’d had little to do with it.  She’d used my cock like a dildo, and her orgasm had been nothing like she’d gotten from Damien. 

The confidence I’d felt moments before began ebbing away.  Then with horror, I felt my cock softening.  Oh, fuck no!  Not now!  Not with Sidney!

Sidney felt me softening in her.  But instead of mocking me, she said, “You know what else, Hudson?  Zoey will want to go to the wedding with Greg.  She might not say it, but she’ll want to.”

“How do you know?” I asked.  My cock was suddenly hard again, and Sidney began moving up and down on my shaft.

“Because I know she loves fucking him,” Sidney said.  “And I know she really likes him.  I think she’s inhibited when you’re around.  I think she wants to be alone with Greg.”

My face burned and I felt that familiar twisting in my gut.  “She told you she really likes him?” I asked.

“I can tell,” Sidney said, still moving up and down on me.  “She’s my best friend.  I can tell when she’s really into a guy.”

“Oh god,” I groaned, the delicious yet painful cuckold angst making my head swirl.  I was so close to cumming.

“Before, what you said to Damien,” I said, panting.  “That I’ll always be her favorite lover.  Do you really believe that?”

“I think she’ll always tell you that,” Sidney said, looking into my eyes as she rode me.  “But I think she’ll be lying.  She’ll say that because she won’t want to hurt your feelings.”

I stared back up at Sidney.  What she said was twisting my gut.  But it was also pushing my buttons.

“Do you think I should let her go then?” I asked.  I was so excited my voice was trembling.

“Yes,” Sidney said. 

“Why?”

“Because you’re a cuckold,” Sidney said. “And that’s what cuckolds do.  They send their wives off to be with other men.”

I was breathing hard, looking up into Sidney’s face, her words tormenting me yet also edging me closer to cumming.  “But when she gets home,” I said, panting.  “Will she still be mine?”

“I think she’ll still be yours Hudson,” Sidney said.  “But she won’t be all yours.  I don’t think she’s all yours now.”

Then she added, “And that’s what you want, right?”

I came.  And Sidney was true to her promise.  It was an incredible orgasm.
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CHAPTER 6

Camilla ended our Vegas business trip early.  The trip was successful as we closed some big deals, but she said she wasn’t happy with my performance. She told me she needed time to evaluate next steps and my place in the project.  She told me to expect a call on Saturday. 

I worried she was about to replace me with someone else, and that would kill my chances at partnership.  I’d be like Greg, on the street looking for a job, or doing financial planning for mid-income losers.  Except I didn’t have the advantage of his big dick.

On the flight home, I thought about what Sidney said.  About going all-in cuck, because that was where my desires were.  I had to admit she was right.  I used to be a player and fucked hot chicks like Sidney.  I picked up girls in bars, fucked hot MILFs and cougars, prowled college campuses and scored with pretty, barely legal coeds (including a virgin or two).  I bedded wives and girlfriends who belonged to other men. 

All this was thrilling.  Exhilarating.  I was a stud, a Master of the Universe.  I had the looks, the body, the charisma to get pretty much any girl I wanted.

This was who I was before and after Zoey.  Yes, I cheated on Zoey.  That added to the thrill.  Cheating.  I didn’t feel guilty about cheating.  I was entitled.  Because I was a Master of the Universe.

Zoey didn’t suspect anything.  She was trusting by nature.  And I was too smart.  Too cunning.  That added to the thrill too.  Cheating, and getting away with it.

But everything was different now.  None of that compared to the thrill I got seeing Zoey’s legs in the air as she got fucked by Greg.  Or thinking about Zoey on a date with Greg.  Holding his hand.  Crushing on him.  Giving him romantic kisses.

Thinking about this got me hard, and I had to adjust myself so my erection didn’t show.  I had a lot to think about.  The wedding.  The gift Greg wanted to give Zoey.  And what I was going to do if I got fired from my job.
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THE GOOD NEWS WAS I was home early, on Wednesday.  I was apprehensive when I got to the loft apartment.  Would I catch Zoey with Greg, like the last time I came home early? 

I was both relieved and disappointed when I opened the door and found Zoey alone by herself.  She squealed with delight when she saw me (I hadn’t told her I was coming home early).  She ran to me and jumped into my arms.

Fifteen minutes later we were in bed, naked, with me on top and my dick inside her pussy.

As I fucked Zoey, I looked down at her.  God she was so beautiful, like a movie star.  And so sexy with her perfect high school breasts and tight body.  She looked up at me with her sweet blue eyes, and looked so lovingly at me, I had no doubt she loved me.  And I loved her.  At that moment, I found myself asking why I stepped out with those other girls when I already had the best girl in the world.

But then I noticed something.  Even though she was looking lovingly at me, she wasn’t moaning.  She was barely breathing hard.  She was moving her hips with me, but there wasn’t passion there.  It was like the last time we’d done it.  Zoey didn’t have her cum face on.  She wasn’t passionate for me at all.

And then, just like last time, my dick started to soften in the condom.

Zoey felt it, and a concerned frown crossed her beautiful face.  Then she said, “I thought about calling Greg today.”

This surprised me.  Zoey rarely brought up Greg.  It was always me who initiated our sexy talk.

“You did?” I asked, my cock stirring back to life.

“Yes.”

“Why didn’t you?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said looking uncertain.

“Yes you do.  Tell me,” I pressed.  “Come on, I want to know.”

Zoey hesitated, then said, “Sometimes I think I like it too much.”

My cock was immediately rock hard.  “You mean, you like the sex too much?” I urgently asked.  “Or you like Greg too much?”

Zoey hesitated again, then said “Both.”

“Ugh god, fuck!” I groaned, fucking her harder now.  “You should’ve called him babe!  You should’ve fucked him!”

Earlier on the plane, I decided to tell Greg to fuck off about the wedding and the gift.  My focus had to be on work, and I didn’t need the major distraction of Zoey going away with him for the weekend.  I had some ideas about our meetings next week.  I wanted to polish them up and make a pitch to Camilla when she called on Saturday.  Hopefully then she’d give me one last chance before firing my ass.

But all that thinking went out the window as the cuckold fires reignited and burned inside me.

“I talked to Greg,” I said as I stroked my rock-hard cock in and out of her pussy. 

“You did?” Zoey said, surprised.

“Yeah.  He’s got a wedding this weekend.  He wants you to go.”

“You mean, he wants us to go,” Zoey said.

“No,” I said.  “He wants you to go with him.  As his date.”

Zoey stared up at me, not responding.

“What do you think about that?” I asked.  I didn’t want to cajole her to go.  If she went, I wanted it to be because she wanted to go, not because I pressured her to go.

“I think,” Zoey began, being hesitate, and nervous.  “I think it might be fun to go.”

I was breathing hard, my heart pounding as I fucked her. I slowed down my thrusts as I wanted our sex to last. 

“Oh fuck Zoey that’s so hot,” I moaned.  “You get it’s the weekend?  It won’t be just sex.  You’ll sleep with him.  I mean, sleep sleep with him.”

“I get it,” Zoey said.

“And you’re good with that?” I asked, my heart in my throat. 

“I think, this might be a fun next step in our game,” she said.

I gasped and my eyes went wide.  Then I smashed my lips against hers, saying over and over, “I love you, I love you.”  Moments later, I came hard.
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ZOEY

I thought about calling Sidney to tell her she was right.  I went all in on Hudson’s fantasy, and he really responded to it.  When he got home early yesterday, I mentioned Greg when he got soft during our lovemaking, and he immediately got hard again. 

We made love again last night, and then again this morning.  Each time I talked about Greg, and our sex was passionate.

It was more than the sex though.  Even when we weren’t in bed, Hudson couldn’t get enough of me.  He lavished attention on me.  It was like when we first met, when we were going through that infatuation stage of a new romance. 

I loved all the attention he was giving me.  So, Sidney was right.  Playing into Hudson’s fantasies was making our sex life better, and our life outside of sex better.

But I didn’t call Sidney because she has a way of getting into my head.  Back in college, when I got into trouble – risqué trouble – it was always because of Sidney.  She has a way of bringing out the bad side of me – the naughty side of me.

I was already too freaked about going away with Greg for the weekend.  I didn’t want Sidney to egg me on into doing something I would regret.

The prospect of spending an entire weekend with Greg made my knees weak, and made my heart do flips.  I knew it was the NRE and infatuation of a new relationship, just like it had been with Hudson years ago. 

It still shocked me to feel this way about Greg.  I mean, Greg, really?  He was definitely not my type.  But there was something about him that I really liked, and it wasn’t just that big thing between his legs.  And recently, Greg had become more confident, more assertive.  Maybe he was sorta becoming my type.

I was careful about revealing my excitement to Hudson.  I knew he wanted this, but I was beginning to learn that he could only take so much of me with Greg before it got too painful for him. 

I was worried about leaving Hudson alone all weekend by himself.  We were already not seeing each other that much because he was traveling all the time.  But he promised me he had a lot of work to do because he had a big call with Camilla on Saturday.  And secretly, I was kinda happy that Hudson would be here at home while Greg and I went to the wedding, because I always felt kinda inhibited with Greg when Hudson was watching.

Things happened fast.  Greg and I were leaving Friday morning, so I only had Thursday to pack. 

I called Greg Thursday morning to get the link to the wedding app, so I could figure out what to pack.  As I quickly scanned the schedule, I was excited and wanted to talk to Greg about the weekend.  I wanted all the scoop about the bride and groom, his friends and the other people who would be attending, and Buffalo (that’s where the wedding was).  I’d never been to Buffalo – never really thought about going there – but the events they planned for the wedding sounded like a lot of fun.

But I spoke to Greg only long enough to download the wedding app and quickly scan the schedule.  I didn’t feel it was fair to Hudson to spend too much time talking to Greg.  I’d have lots of time to talk to him about the wedding when he picked me up tomorrow.  Hudson worked from home today, so other than the quick call with Greg and packing for the weekend, I gave him all my attention.

Greg did say one thing during our call that made me pause.  He asked if I was okay with not wearing my engagement ring this weekend.  He said he’d talked to Hudson about it, and he agreed to it.

I mean, I got it, I couldn’t exactly wear my ring if Greg was introducing me as his girlfriend.  But I was surprised that Hudson hadn’t mentioned it.  And honestly, I was disappointed and hurt that he’d agreed to it.  Still, I was the one going away with another man for the weekend.  So, I decided to keep my mouth shut and wait until he brought it up.

Hudson gave me space as I picked clothes for the weekend.  But he did kinda hover around, watching me from the periphery.  A few times, I saw him looking through my suitcase when he thought I wasn’t looking.  He got hot and bothered each time, as he saw the short skirts and high heels I was packing.  I admit, it turned me on that he was getting hot thinking about me dressing sexy for another man.  It was weird, but sexy at the same time, in a naughty kinky way.  Of course, this whole game we were playing with Greg was naughty and kinky.
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HUDSON

It was Thursday night.  Zoe and I were getting ready for bed.  We were going to bed early, as Greg was picking her up early tomorrow morning.

Zoey walked up to me, holding something in her hand.  “What do you think about this?” she asked, opening up her hand.  My eyes opened wide when I saw what she was holding.  It was the bridal bra and panties that Sidney had bought her for our wedding.

When I didn’t respond, Zoey said “I was thinking about wearing this for Greg.”

It felt like my insides seized up.  My throat got suddenly dry.  “I think that’s a good idea,” I managed to croak out.

Zoey smiled slightly.  She pressed the bridal lingerie against my face, over my nose.  She asked, “What do you smell baby?”

I inhaled deeply and said, “They smell new.  They smell a little like your perfume.”

She nodded.  She’d worn the bra and panties once, briefly, to model for me.  A little of her perfume had rubbed off onto them.

“You know they won’t smell the same, after I wear them for Greg,” Zoey said.  “After he fucks me in them.”

“Oh fuck!” I groaned.  My knees went weak, and I had to grab the dresser to keep from collapsing.

Zoey grinned at me.  “Let’s go to bed and I’ll take care of this,” she said, putting her hand over my erection.

We quickly got into bed, hurriedly undressing.  Zoey was about to get on top to mount me, but I stopped her.  “No.”

“What? Why?” she asked.

I put my hand over Zoey’s pussy.  With a grin, I said “I think you need to stay fresh for Greg.”

Zoey laughed and gave me a playful roll of her pretty blue eyes.  “Oh, you do, do you?” she teased.  “So, nothing for this until I get home Sunday night?” she asked, giving my cock a squeeze.

“You’ve got your mouth,” I said, and Zoey laughed again.

My hand was still over her pussy.  I gave it a squeeze.  With a grin, I said, “Greg’s really gonna be crushing this.  Three days of fucking you. You’re not gonna be able to even feel my little dick when you get home.  You like Greg’s cock more than mine anyway.”

Zoe frowned at me, then said, “That’s not true. I’m just having fun with Greg because he’s new.  You know, NRE.”  She affectionately squeezed my hard cock and said, “This’ll always be my favorite one.  You’re the best lover I’ve ever had in my life.  You’ll always be the best.”

My breath caught at her words.  It was so close to what Sidney had said.  That, if Zoey said to me, “you’ll always be my favorite lover,” she’d be lying.

“Are you okay?” she asked when I didn’t say anything.

“Yeah, it’s just ...,” I sputtered.  I laid down on my back, with my back propped up against the pillow.  Her hand was still wrapped around my shaft.  I put my hand over hers, and moved it up and down, saying “Stroke me.  But go slow.  I don’t want to cum too fast.”

Zoey nodded.  She took her hand off me, long enough to lick the palm of her hand.  Then she began to slowly stroke me.

The way we were positioned, she was using her left hand to jerk me off.  The diamond of her engagement ring sparkled in the lamp light.  I said, “I want you to really feel like his girlfriend this weekend.”

“Well, I like him, you know that,” Zoey said as she continued to slowly stroke me.  “But I can’t force myself to feel that way.  I’ll feel what I feel.  You know?”

“Yeah, but I think you should take this off this weekend,” I said, tapping her engagement ring with my finger. 

“I wondered when you were going to mention that,” Zoey said.  “Greg said you talked about it. He said you agreed to it.”

I frowned, and suddenly I was furious.  What the fuck?!  I told that mother fucker not to say anything to Zoey!  I told him it would be my decision, and I’d talk to her about it!

But then I heard Sidney’s voice in my head: “When it comes to sex, you can’t be alpha one second and cuck the next.” 

What was I?  A cuckold?  Or a man?

I forced myself to calm down.  I asked, “What did he say?”

“Just that, it would be awkward if I wore my ring since I was supposed to be his date,” Zoey said.

“Did he say anything else?” I asked.

“Like what?”

“Like, you belong to him this weekend, so that’s why you shouldn’t wear my ring,” I said.  And with saying that, I felt myself moving further towards being a cuckold.  I felt my manhood ebbing away, because I knew I wasn’t going to call Greg out on crossing a line with my girl.

The feeling was thrilling, exhilarating!  I was so excited, my body began to tremble.

Zoey felt me trembling.  She tenderly placed her cheek against my chest to calm me down.  “You’re so excited baby,” she softly said.  “Is that what you want?  You want me to belong to Greg this weekend?”

“Yeeesssss!” I excitedly hissed.  “I don’t want you to think about me this weekend!  I want you to give yourself to Greg!”

“I can’t not think about you.  I love you,” Zoey said with a kiss to my chest.  Then with a mischievous grin, she said, “But probably when he’s inside me, I won’t be thinking about you.”

“Oh fuck Zoey!” I cried, my body arching.  I was so close to cumming!  But she was holding my cock loosely, edging me and preventing my climax.

“I need to tell you something else,” I panted.

“What?” Zoey asked.  She moved her hand lower to my balls.  She scraped her manicured fingernails across the tight sack, making me moan again.  I loved when she did that, and she knew it!

“He wants to give you a necklace,” I said.

“Greg?  A necklace?”

“Yes.  He wants to give you a gift,” I said.

Zoey stopped stroking me.  She got up on an elbow and looked into my face.  “And how do you feel about that?” she asked tersely.

“You sound pissed,” I said.

“I’m not pissed Hudson, it’s just ...,” Zoey sputtered.  “I mean, this is probably a little thing given everything, but you’re really okay with another man giving me gifts?”

“You just said it,” I said back.  “This is a little thing given everything.”

Zoey sighed in frustration.  “It’s just, sometimes I wish you were more exclusive with me.  More possessive.  I’ve never understood how you can share me with another man.”

“I don’t see you complaining when you’re on your back with Greg’s big dick inside you,” I snapped.  “When you’re screaming out his name, and cumming on his cock.”  I was getting just as annoyed as her.

Zoey winched at the anger in my voice.  “You’re the one who started all this,” she reminded me.  “And anyways, I don’t freaking scream out his name.”

I gave her look, silently saying “Yes you do.”  But I didn’t want to fight. 

“Look, it’s only a fucking necklace,” I said.  “Greg said he didn’t spend much for it.  Just wear it this weekend.  Then you don’t have to wear it again.  In fact, I don’t want you to wear it after this weekend.  I’ll fucking throw it away myself.  And I’ll buy you a new one, something expensive, to replace it.”

What I said seemed to appease her, as she leaned into me and caressed my chest.  “You don’t have to buy me anything,” she said in a sweet, little girl voice.

“Oh don’t bullshit, you love when I buy you things,” I said with a grin at her.

“Okay, well, yeah,” Zoey said with a sweet laugh.  “But it doesn’t have to be expensive.  At least, not too expensive.”  She laughed again, and my grin got bigger.

Zoey’s hand moved back to my cock.  I was still hard. 

“You ready to cum baby?” she asked as she stroked me up and down.

My breathing got heavy again.  When I nodded, she moved down my body and took my cock into her mouth.
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24 HOURS EARLIER

“You’re Greg, right?”

Greg turned to the voice.  “Oh yeah,” he said with recognition.  “From the engagement party.  You’re Sidney, right?  Zoey’s maid of honor.”

Sidney looked around at the shelves heavy with used books in “lightly read” condition.  They were in Java Books.  Greg often worked in the bookstore as he tried to build his fledgling financial planning business.  At the moment though, he was taking a break as he browsed through the science fiction books.

“You got a minute?” Sidney asked.  Greg nodded.  He led her back to the coffee bar.  They settled into a private corner table after getting expresso drinks.

“I hear you’re taking Zoey away this weekend,” Sidney whispered.

“She told you?” Greg asked.

“Zoey tells me everything,” Sidney said.  It was a lie.  Zoey would probably eventually tell her, but she learned this from Hudson while in Vegas.  “But let’s keep this between us.  I think you’ll understand in a second.”

Greg nodded but didn’t say anything.  He looked inquisitively at her.

“You don’t know me,” Sidney said with a grin.  “But I love sex.  And I think you can see by looking at me, that I get as much sex as I want.  From pretty much anyone I want.”

Greg nodded again, but still didn’t say anything.

“I love wicked, naughty sex,” Sidney said, still grinning.  “And right now, there’s no one more wicked than Hudson and Zoey.”

“Okay,” Greg said with a nervous laugh.

“So, I thought I’d give you some tips,” Sidney said.  “For how to rock Zoey’s world.”

“I think I’m doing a pretty good job at that,” Greg said with another nervous laugh.

“Okay, that’s good, you’ve got some balls,” Sidney said.  “But get rid of the laugh.  Only losers laugh like that.”

Greg was quiet, chastised by Sidney’s harsh rebuke.

“You’ve got to understand, Zoey’s into confident men,” Sidney said.  “I hear you’ve got a big dick.  That’s good.  But if you really want her to be into you, you have to be confident.  Why do you think Zoey’s so into Hudson, even though he’s got a pencil dick? Because he’s so confident, that’s why.” 

“Well, I think I get that ...,” Greg said hesitantly.  And timidly.  “I’ve started being that way with her.”

Sidney shook her head.  “You’re talking like a loser, Greg,” she scoffed.  “Don’t be shy.  Don’t be timid.  Be confident.  Talk like you’re confident.  You have to be a man with Zoey.  And don’t treat her like she’ll break.  Zoey’s a sub.  She’s submissive.  She wants you to control her.”

Sidney looked at Greg.  She asked him, “You want to know what her deepest, darkest fantasy is?”

“What?” Greg asked.

“She fantasizes about being taken,” Sidney told him.  “Without her permission.  It’s about control.  She’s submissive.  She wants to be controlled.  You fuck her as hard as you can fuck her.  She’ll love it.  You use her, you abuse her, you humiliate her, do all of that.  Don’t ask for permission.  Just do it.  I promise you, she’ll love it.”

Greg slowly nodded, taking all of this in.  “Why are you telling me all this?” he asked.  “Why are you helping me?”

“I told you. I love wicked, depraved sex,” Sidney said, grinning again.  “And I like seeing how all this is getting in Hudson’s head.  And changing Zoey.”

“Zoey’s changing?” Greg asked, looking hopeful.

“Oh yes,” Sidney said with a laugh.  “Because of you, she’s changing a lot.”
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CHAPTER 7 – FRIDAY PART 1

“Are you sure about this?” Zoey asked Hudson as she hugged him.  “You’ll be okay alone?”

“Yeah, I’ve got a lot of work to do,” Hudson assured her as he hugged her back.  “I’m gonna miss you though.  And I’m gonna be really jealous.  But that’s part of what makes it hot for me.  So, I want you to make me really jealous this weekend.”

“Okay, I’ll try,” Zoey said with a laugh.  She felt his erection pressing against her.  “You want me to take care of this before I go?” she asked with a grin at him.

“Yeah, I oughta send you to Greg with cum breath,” Hudson joked. 

Zoey laughed.  Then she remembered Sidney’s advice to go all in on Hudson’s cuckold fantasy.  So, with a teasing grin, she joked back, “Maybe Greg will send me back to you with cum breath.”

Hudson’s eyes went wide, and his body seized up.  He hugged her even harder and gasped, “Oh fuck, you’re gonna kill me if you say things like that!”  He repeatedly kissed her face as he said, “I love you, I love you, I love you!”

Zoey was gratified at how she was getting to know how to push Hudson’s buttons.  And she was delighted by his reactions.  She loved the way he lavished attention on her.  It made her feel so good inside, that the man she loved treated her like a goddess.  Like he adored her.  Like his whole life was centered around her.

Zoey still wished he was more possessive of her.  But intellectually, she understood that she couldn’t have it both ways.  She couldn’t have Hudson wanting her exclusively and being possessive of her, and also do the things she was doing with Greg.  And she liked doing those things with Greg.  She was really excited by this weekend.

But Zoey knew she needed to take care of Hudson too.  So, she cupped his erection over his pants, and said “So?”

Hudson shook his head and said, “I’m tempted baby.  But your uBer will be here in a minute.  And I don’t want you to be late.”

Hudson felt an exhilarating chill pass through his body.  He was depriving himself of his fiancée’s charms, so she could catch a plane to go away for the weekend with another man.  The cuckold angst felt so delicious!

Just before Zoey left, Hudson said, “Wait.  Let me take a pic.”

“You want a selfie of us?” she asked, not quite understanding.

“No, just you,” Hudson said, taking out his phone.  “Don’t pose.  Just be natural.”  He snapped a few pictures of her. 

Seeing Zoey’s questioning look, he explained, “I want before and after pictures.”

“Before and after?” Zoey asked, still not understanding.

“These are the before pics,” Hudson said, holding up his phone.  “This is a big deal.  Your first weekend away with your boyfriend.”

“Ha,” Zoey laughed.  “My first huh?  So, you think there might be a second?”

“If you like him enough,” Hudson said, the jealousy and cuckold angst spiking inside him.  “Maybe there’ll be a third too.”

“I don’t know about that Hudson,” Zoey said.  “We’re running out of weekends.  We do have a wedding coming up, you know.”

“Maybe we’ll bring Greg with us on our honeymoon,” Hudson said.

Zoey’s lips parted in surprise.  Then once again, she remembered Sidney’s advice about going all in.  So, with a teasing grin, she said, “You’re saying, Greg will be the man to fuck me on our wedding day?  And he’ll be the man fucking me on our honeymoon?”

Hudson’s insides seized up at her words.  “You want that?” he asked.

“I’m teasing Hudson,” Zoey said, still grinning.

Hudson grabbed Zoey’s shoulders.  “You want that?” he asked again, more urgently this time.

“Hudson baby,” Zoey said soothingly, as she rubbed his chest.  “I’m just teasing.”
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ORIGINALLY, THE PLAN was for Greg to pick Zoey up and then they’d uBer to the airport together.  But Hudson and Zoey worried about their neighbors seeing her with a suitcase, getting in a car with a man who wasn’t her husband.  And they worried about someone they knew seeing her walking through the airport with Greg.  So finally, they decided to travel separately to the airport, and meet at the gate.

Zoey saw Greg as she approached the gate.  He moved to kiss her, but she nervously looked around and whispered, “Be cool Greg.”  Instead of a romantic kiss on the lips, Zoey gave him a platonic hello kiss on the cheek.  She whispered, “Be patient Greg.  We’ve got all weekend.”

Greg’s face broke out into a conspiratorial smile.  He looked her up and down, lustful hunger in his eyes, but he managed to keep his hands to himself as they waited for the plane to board.

Once on the plane, Greg once again moved to kiss her and hold her hand (they were sitting next to each other).  But once again, Zoey held him off.  “Just wait,” she whispered, again looking around nervously.

Eventually the plane took off and, a few minutes later, the bell clanged, indicating that it was safe to get up and go to the bathroom.  “I’ll be right back,” Zoey whispered to Greg.

Zoey got up and slowly walked down the aisle, looking at every passenger.  At the rear of the plane, she went into the bathroom, even though she didn’t need to go.  After a few minutes, she exited the bathroom and walked back to her seat with Greg at the front.  She double checked each person’s face.

“Okay,” she said to Greg as she sat back down.  She felt less stressed.  “We’re good.  I don’t see anyone I know on this plane.”

Zoey put her hand over Greg’s and smiled at him.  She suddenly felt hesitant though, and kind of shy.  The reality of the situation hit her.  She was going to be with Greg for 3 whole days.  That was a long time to spend with someone.

And while she spent time with Greg on their “dates,” it was mostly at their apartments, or at Java Books.  So this was like going away for the first time with a new crush.  In fact, it was exactly that!  And she felt kinda shy and nervous.  And it was weird she felt this way, while at the same time being engaged to Hudson.  The craziness of this game they were playing really hit her (for not the first time).

Greg moved to kiss her, but Zoey pulled back.  “I’m not really into PDA,” she said.  “I mean, holding hands is okay,” she added, squeezing his hand.  “But I’m not into kissing in public.”

Greg remembered Sidney’s advice to be more in control, to be more of a man with Zoey.  He was already feeling more confident lately around Zoey, and Sidney’s advice emboldened him more. 

So, he put his hand behind her head and said, “You’re my girlfriend this weekend.  And I want to kiss you.”  Then he smashed his lips against hers, thrusting his tongue down her throat. 

When they finally pulled away, both of them were panting.  Zoey stared wide eyed at him.  This was not the shy, timid Greg from before.  This Greg was new. 

And she liked this Greg.
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I SMILED AT GREG.  There were little fireworks going off in my stomach.  I moved my right hand to my left, and I began sliding my engagement ring off my finger.  “I wore it to the airport, in case I ran into someone,” I explained to Greg.  I grinned and said, “I don’t want anyone to think I’m running off for the weekend with my lover.”

I said it as a joke, but it was true!

I put the ring in a zippered pouch of my purse.  “Don’t let me forget I put it here, or I’ll freak,” I told him. 

“Thanks for agreeing about the ring.  We’re gonna have fun this weekend,” Greg said, grinning at me.  He moved his arm around me, and I snuggled into him.  Greg raised the seat divider and pulled me closer.

That kinda surprised me, that he was being so bold with me.  I mean, insisting on kissing me, and then pulling me closer to him.  This definitely was not the timid Greg from before.  I didn’t mind, but I was curious.  So, I said, “Don’t take this the wrong way.  But lately you seem, well, more sure of yourself.”

He hesitated a moment, then said, “You know Java Books?  Since they saw me with you, the girls there have been paying more attention to me.”

“Oh,” I said.  I think I blushed, and I gave him a short, embarrassed laugh.

“They all saw how hot you are,” he explained.  “And then they heard us doing it.  They heard you screaming—.”

“I get it Greg,” I said, with another embarrassed laughed.  “So, have you, um, hooked up with any of them?  With Kimmy?”  Kimmy was the young, pretty Chinese girl who had a major crush on Greg. 

“I told you,” Greg said.  “Kimmy wants to wait until she’s married.”

“Well, girls say that Greg,” I said.  “But she’s really into you.  If you ask her out, and show her you’re into her, then maybe—.”

Greg interrupted me, saying, “I’d never do that.  I respect her too much.  She feels the way she feels.  I respect that.”

“Oh.  Well, that’s really sweet Greg,” I said, and I meant it.  His answer surprised me, and was disarming too.  I wasn’t a virgin when I met Hudson.  But if I had been, I know he would’ve done everything he could to be the first man in my pants.  Even if I wanted to wait until I got married, that wouldn’t have stopped him.  It made me pause, thinking about the differences between Greg and Hudson.

“Kimmy and I have gone on a few dates though,” Greg told me, pride in his voice. 

“Oh.”

“And we’ve done it,” he said.  “Everything except intercourse.”

“Okay, I get it,” I said.  I looked down at my feet.  I felt jealous.  I had no right to feel jealous, but I did.

“Then why didn’t you ask her to the wedding?” I asked him.  “Why me?”

Greg shrugged.  “Look, I get it,” he said.  “You and Hudson are fooling around, and I’m your fuck toy.  I like Kimmy.  Who knows, maybe someday we’ll get serious together.  But I like pretending you’re my girlfriend.  And I like pretending I’m your boyfriend.  So that’s what I want to do, as long as it lasts.  I don’t want Kimmy.  Not now at least.  I want you.”

I stared at him, melting inside.  The fireworks were going off in my stomach again.  I squeezed his hand and said “You’re way more than a fuck toy Greg.  Way more.”

We stared into each other’s eyes for long moments.

Then I looked down.  I realized he was hard.  It was impossible not to notice.  His erection was like a freaking bat running down his leg.  And I realized that I was tingling between my legs.  I had no doubt I was wet.

I was still holding his hand.  I moved our hands slightly, so now my knuckles slightly pressed again his hard-on.  “I cannot wait until this is inside me,” I whispered to him, as I slightly rubbed his erection with my knuckles.
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I DIDN’T KNOW ANYONE in Buffalo.  Neither did Hudson.  So, we decided ahead of time that I didn’t have to worry about running into anyone I knew.

That meant I was able to hold Greg’s hand as we walked through the Buffalo airport, our hips touching.  At the Avis rental car counter, Greg put his arm around me, and I didn’t stop him.  Then he moved his hand down my back to my ass.  He groped my ass in front of the other people in line.  Again, I was amazed at how confident and bold he was being with me.

My body was responding to him, though.  I was tingling all over.  I was a freaking nympho in heat, and I still was coming to grips with it was Greg who got me this way.  Greg!

Once we were in the car, I said to him, “How far to the hotel?”

“About 20 minutes.”

I looked into his eyes and said, “I don’t think I can wait that long.”

Greg looked back in my eyes for a moment, then he slammed the gas to the parking lot of an old deserted warehouse that was close to the airport.

As soon as he turned off the car, we were all over each other.  Open mouth kissing, groping each other.  In the rental car, we struggled to take off our clothes.  Greg managed to open my blouse and push up my bra.  He helped me pull down my jeans and panties to my knees.  I helped him pull down his jeans and shorts too.

I crawled on top of him, straddling his thighs.  As we sucked face and he groped my tits, I reached between us to his cock.  I hurriedly rolled a condom on him.  Then I guided his cockhead to my pussy.  I slowly lowered myself on him.

I was soaking, but still it took long moments before he was all the way inside me.  He was so freaking long and thick!

“Greg you feel so good inside me!” I gasped.  And he did!  I cannot tell you how wonderful it was to feel so full, and so stretched!

Greg began moving, but I stopped him.  “Just ... just stay still for a minute,” I gasped. I wanted this moment to last, I wanted to bottle it so I’d remember it forever, these incredible, wonderful, awesome sensations of his big huge cock inside me.

And then it happened.  All of a sudden, it just happened.  It surprised the shit out of me.

I freaking came on Greg’s cock!

Without moving, without kissing or touching, with just his cock inside me, I came!

It happened so fast, so unexpectantly, that all I could do was cry out his name “Greg!” as this intense orgasm ripped through my body.

Then he was fucking me.  Even in the confined space of the car, he fucked me hard.  He held my hips and thrusted hard up into me, over and over again.  Then Greg pulled my hair back, exposing my neck, and he kissed and bit my neck like a wild man!

I was moaning, wailing as he fucked me so hard.  My first orgasm had barely ended before I felt another one building inside me.  Fuck!  He was fucking me so good!

At that moment, I was sex crazed.  But as he kissed and bit at my neck, I had enough good sense to say “Greg baby, no marks.”  I didn’t want to meet all his friends with hickeys on my neck.

I came hard. Greg must’ve been holding off, because moments after I came, he came too.  For long moments after, we stayed like that, me on top of him, both of us half dressed, our arms around each other, panting.

We finally made it to the hotel.  That’s when I remembered Hudson.  Our plane had landed over 2 hours ago, and I hadn’t called him yet.

I instantly felt guilty.  Hudson had encouraged me not to think about him this weekend, but I never thought that would actually happen.  I mean, I loved him, he was my fiancée, how could I not think about him? 

But it was true, it had happened.  Since getting on the plane with Greg, and certainly when we were fucking in the rental car, I hadn’t thought at all about Hudson.

I also felt guilty because I promised to send Hudson pictures and videos.  But I hadn’t sent him anything.  Honestly, until that moment, I’d forgot about my promise to him.

We got to our room.  I said to Greg, “Can we take a picture?”

Greg came to me.  He put his arm around me as we smiled into my phone.  With my extended arm, I took the selfie.

Then I moved away from Greg.  “Give me a sec, okay?” I said.  I went out to the balcony.  I texted the picture to Hudson, and then called him.

“Are you okay?” he asked.  He sounded frantic.  “Is everything okay with the plane?”

“Yes, yes baby, we’re good,” I said. “Our plane landed on time.  About 2 hours ago.”

“Then why didn’t you call?” Hudson asked, a frown in his voice.

“I texted you a picture.”

“But why didn’t you call me?” Hudson asked again.

I felt guilty.  But then I thought about Sidney’s advice, to go all in on Hudson’s fantasy.  And I thought about how he reacted earlier to my teasing.  So instead of apologizing, I said “We already fucked once.  In the rental car.”

“Oh my god!” Hudson gasped.  His words sounded like a lustful moan.  At that moment I knew I had said exactly the right thing.

“Did he make you cum?” Hudson asked.  There was urgency in his voice.

“Hudson ... I came from just Greg inside me,” I told him.  “We weren’t even moving.  Just his cock inside me made me cum.”

“Oh fuck Zoe baby, that’s so good, so fucking good,” Hudson moaned into the phone.

He hesitated a moment.  Then he asked “Is this picture at the airport?”

“No, it’s from a minute ago,” I said.  “We’re in our room.”

Then I felt Greg behind me.  He pulled my hair to the side and began kissing up my neck.  I began seeing stars in my eyes, and that spot between my legs began tingling again.

Greg was definitely getting to know my body.  He was kissing up my neck, behind my ear.  Then he unbuttoned my blouse, and pushed up my bra like he did in the car.  This time though, instead of the hurried groping, he took his time with me, caressing my breasts, thumbing and rubbing my nipples.

I still had the phone to my ear.  Hudson could hear my breathing getting heavier.

“What’s happening?” Hudson asked urgently.

“Greg ...,” I began.  It was getting harder to talk.  “He’s kissing my neck.  His hands are inside my bra.”

“Oh god,” Hudson groaned.

Greg moved his hands lower.  He undid my jeans and pushed a hand down my panties.  I moaned when his fingers touched my clit.

“What’s he doing now?” Hudson asked, urgency in his voice.

“His hand ...,” I croaked out.  It was practically impossible to talk or keep holding the phone to my ear.  “His hand’s in my pants.”

“Oh fuck!” Hudson groaned.  Part of me wondered if he just came.  But mostly I was distracted by what Greg’s lips and hands were doing to me.

“Hudson baby,” I said.  “I call you a little later, baby.”  Then I dropped the phone.
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HUDSON

I was shaking after Zoey hung up.  She hung up on me!  I couldn’t remember her ever hanging up on me. 

I felt like my head was going to explode.  Terrible emotions were churning inside me.  But I was so fucking hard, and I needed to cum.

I rushed to the bathroom.  I took out my cock and rapidly stroked myself.  After just a few jerks, I exploded.  My orgasm was so intense I cried out.  My jizz hit the water in the toilet.

I was panting after cumming, and my knees felt weak.  I put my hand on the sink to steady myself. 

Those terrible emotions were tearing my guts apart.  I felt insanely jealous that Zoey was with Greg!  And furious that she liked to fuck Greg better than me!  And mixed with that fury was more jealousy, and fear.  It scared me that Zoey preferred another man over me.

I staggered back to my desk.  I had to finish prepping for my call with Camilla tomorrow. 

But I couldn’t focus.  I couldn’t stop thinking about Zoey with Greg.  How could she prefer another man over me?  Especially Greg!  Even after months of them fucking, it was hard for me to get my head around it.  It was hard for me to accept.

Well, fuck her!  I thought about going out that second and picking up a girl!  Picking up two girls!  I knew I could do it!  And I’d fuck their brains out!  I’d make them cum on my cock!  Fuck Zoey!

But I didn’t want any other girls.  Yeah, I was a cheat.  But it was just a game for me.  To see if I could.  I didn’t really want other girls.  The only girl I wanted was Zoey.

I thought about what Sidney said: “You can’t be alpha one second and cuck the next.”

So, for a moment, just for a test, I gave into it.  I went full cuck.  Just for a moment, to test myself.  I accepted that I’m a cuckold.  I accepted it.

Zoey spending the weekend with another man.  I accepted it.

Zoey loving Greg’s big cock.  Thinking mine is too small.  I accepted it.

Zoey cumming on Greg’s cock.  Never cumming on mine.  I accepted it.

Zoey liking sex better with Greg.  Zoey reacting differently with Greg.  Zoey crushing on him.  Zoey infatuated with Greg. 

I accepted all of it.

Then something strange happened.  My head was clear.  I was hard again too, and I wanted to jerk off again.  But I didn’t.  I made a deal with myself.  I’d work hard for a few hours.  And if I made good progress, then I’d treat myself.  I’d call Zoey up, get an update on what was happening.  And I’d beat off the rest of the night. 

So, I started working.  And something amazing happened.  It happened gradually, but eventually, I felt like I was getting my mojo back.  I felt like a Master of the Universe again.  Not when it came to sex, not when it came to sexually satisfying the girl I loved.  But for work.

It was like trying on new shoes in the shoe store.  They felt sorta okay.  Maybe not long term, maybe tomorrow or next week they wouldn’t feel good, but right now they felt okay.

So that’s who I was, at this moment.  I was a cuckold when it came to sex.  Outside of sex, I was a Master of the Universe.

It felt sorta okay.  Like those new shoes.  I decided to try it out, at least this weekend.
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CHAPTER 8 – FRIDAY PART 2

Iworked for 3 hours straight.  I looked at my notes on the computer, reviewing and double checking the math.  Yes, it would work.  I was sure it would work.  And I was certain Camilla would be pleased.

I felt calmer now.  I felt better about myself, more confident. 

And I felt at peace with myself.  I knew who I was now.  I accepted what I was.

I wasn’t a self-reflective person.  That wasn’t my thing.  I didn’t think deep, philosophical thoughts.  But at that moment, I wondered if this was what it was like for a gay man (or woman) to admit to himself that he’s gay.  If that person felt the calm and peace that I was now feeling.

Now that I had admitted to myself that I was a cuckold.

I got my phone and pulled up the picture Zoey had sent me.  It was a selfie, Zoey standing next to Greg, both of them smiling into the camera.  Greg had his arm around her, and she was leaning into him.

They looked like a couple.  They were a couple.  Zoey and Greg.

Zoey had taken the picture with her outstretched right hand.  I could see her left hand.  She had taken off her engagement ring.

Oh god.  The jealousy burned inside me.  The cuckold angst rolled through my body.

It felt so delicious.  It made me lightheaded.  But it also made me desperate to talk to Zoey.  I needed to hear her voice. I needed to stay connected to her.

I called her number.  Her phone rang, and then went to voice mail.  “Hey, it’s me, Zoey, you know what to do” I heard her say in a lighthearted voice and a sweet giggle at the end. 

I thought about leaving a message.  But no.  I didn’t want to sound pathetic, or desperate.  But I felt desperate!  What were they doing?  Why didn’t she answer her phone?
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AS MY PHONE BOUNCED on the floor, Greg pushed 2 fingers into me.  “Oh god,” I moaned at the sudden penetration.  Back before we started the “Greg game,” I never noticed that his fingers were so long.  But they were long, and now he had 2 inside me, finger fucking me.

Then Greg dragged me from the balcony back into the hotel room.  Things happened too fast for me to react. 

Greg tore off my clothes, then threw me onto the bed.  And then from somewhere, he pulled out some ropes.  Ropes! 

He tied me to the bed, so I was spread-eagled.  “Greg what the fuck?!” I cried.

But then his lips were on mine, and he was kissing me.  I was completely naked, tied up, and he had his freaking tongue down my throat!

I was panting when he finally stopped kissing me.  “Greg, what—-?” I asked breathlessly. 

Then he tied a scarf over my eyes so I couldn’t see.  Now I was tied up and blind.  This had all happened so fast.  What was going on?

His hands were on me.  He was rubbing something wet and slick on me.  I smelled lilac.  He was rubbing massage oil on me, all over my body.

“Greg, what are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m gonna make you cum,” he said.

“Oh ... okay,” I said, still confused about what was going on. 

“You know how your breasts, your nipples, are so sensitive?” he asked.

“Yes,” I said, nodding into the darkness.  It was darkness for me with the scarf around my eyes.

“I’m gonna make you cum from just playing with your breasts,” Greg said.

My body seized up, and I felt like my head exploded.  What did he just say?  What did he fucking just say?!

“Don’t say anything,” he said.  “Close your eyes.  Let me make you cum.”

It’s hard for me to describe what Greg did to me.  He started on my neck, kissing me just below my ear.  His hands were all over my body, caressing me with a light touch.  Being tied up and blindfolded – I felt so completely helpless!  It made his kissing and touching even more erotic.  I was panting hard, my heart screaming in my chest.  My body was all tensed up, writhing as he worked on me.

I said he caressed all over my body, but that’s not true.  His fingers and lips came close to, but didn’t touch, my pussy or my clit.

He spent a lot of time on my breasts though.  And my nipples.  A lot of time.  Being blindfolded and tied up, I lost track of time.  How long did he kiss and caress me?  An hour?  Two?  I don’t know.  But for sure longer – much longer – than any other man had ever worked on my body without fucking me.  Including Hudson.

And God I wanted an orgasm!  I was desperate for it.  “Enough Greg!” I begged more than once.  “Just freaking make me cum!  Please!  Fuck me!  Make me cum!”

But he ignored my pleas.  He kept kissing and caressing me, mostly on my breasts and nipples.  I was going out of my mind!  I pulled at the ropes, wanting to finger myself to orgasm.  But while the ropes weren’t tight – they weren’t hurting me, they were made of silk or something else soft – I couldn’t get loose.  “Let me go!” I cried, frustrated, my body desperate for release.

At times as he worked on me, my breasts – especially my nipples – got so sensitive it was painful.  Seriously painful, like it made my eyes water up.  Greg listened to my whining though, and he eased up.

A few times I almost came.  But without stimulation on my pussy and clit – even my ass – I wasn’t able to get over the hump.  “It’s not working Greg, it won’t happen!” I cried in frustration, tears in my eyes.  “Please just fuck me!  Please!  I need to cum!”

But Greg kept working on me.  And then, with his tongue licking one of my nipples, and his hand thumbing over my other, I felt my body again slowing building towards an orgasm.  But as I got close to the edge, things began puttering out again, and I knew I wasn’t going to cum.  It was so fucking frustrating!

But then Greg did something crazy.  While still working on my nipples, he reached under my leg with his other hand.  He reached under my knee.  He caressed the back of my knee with the pads of his fingers.

That’s what it took to send me over the edge.  “Oh – fucking – god!” I cried out, and my head rolled back, and my toes curled as waves of pleasure rolled through my entire body.  It felt like tingly, blissful, incredible pulsations of orgasmic energy through my entire body, not just around my clit.

My first nipple orgasm!

Oh my god!  It was freaking amazing!

It was freaking crazy!

“Greg, god, Greg ...,” I panted.  He pulled the scarf from my eyes.  I barely noticed, as my body was tingling all over, and my head was swirling. 

I realized I was still tied up, completely naked and spread-eagled on my back.  My thoughts flashed to Hudson.  I felt guilty for hanging up on him.  I said, “Greg, can you take a picture of me?  Use my phone.”

Greg nodded and reached for my phone.  “What’s your password?” he asked.

“Hudson.”

Greg frowned at me.  I frowned back at him.  He was my fiancée!  Of course Hudson was my password!

“Greg, come on,” I said impatiently. “Take a picture.  I promised to send him pictures.  Then untie me.  My arms are starting to hurt.”

Still frowning, Greg punched in my password, then took a picture of me.  Then he put my phone next to us.

“Can you untie me?” I asked him again.  I didn’t notice – and I didn’t find out until later – that after Greg snapped a picture of me, he swiped to the video camera and he hit “record.”  And when he put my phone next to us, he propped it up on a pillow, so it was taking video of us.

“No,” he said.

“No what?”

Greg was still dressed.  He quickly pulled off his clothes.  My eyes naturally focused on the big thing between his legs.  He was hard.

“No what?” I asked again.

Greg got between my open legs.  “I’m not going to untie you,” he said as he rolled a condom down his hard shaft. 

“But my arms hurt,” I said with a little girlish whine.  “Greg ...,” I said as I felt his big cockhead press against my pussy lips.  I had a “don’t you dare” tone in my voice.

But he ignored me, and he pushed into me.  “Greg, go slow,” I told him.

“But you’re so wet,” he said.  He was right.  I was soaking.  But still ....

“You still have to go slow,” I said.  I clenched my teeth as he pushed in deeper.  “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.  His brow was creased as he labored to get inside me.  “Hudson with his little dick, he hasn’t stretched you out.  Your pussy’s still tight.”

Greg pushed in more.  “Oh fuck that feels good!” I said.

“You feel good Zoey,” he said as he inched inside me.

“You feel so good Greg,” I said back, looking up into his eyes.

Soon Greg was all the way inside me.  He started moving in and out.  He fucked me slow, so my arms didn’t hurt so much.  And being tied up, helpless as he fucked me, so submissive to him, made it all so much more exciting and erotic. 

“How’d you know to do that?” I asked as I looked up into his eyes.

“What?” he said, looking back into my eyes.

“Touch the back of my knee.”

“Hudson told me,” Greg said.

“Really?” I asked, surprised.

“Yeah,” Greg said.  “You liked it?”

“I freaking loved it,” I said honestly.  I added with wonder, “God.  My first nipple orgasm.”

“Hudson’s never done that to you?”

“No,” I said, again being honest.  Then seeing the pleased look on his face, I gave him a lopsided grin and said, “You like that, don’t you?”

He grinned at me, silently answering my question. 

“I can’t believe he told you about my knee,” I said.

“He told me a while ago, when we first started this,” he said.  With a grin he added “I’ve been saving it.”

“Ha,” I laughed.  We smiled into each other’s eyes, sharing a long intimate moment.  He was still fucking me though.

His hands roamed my body as he moved in and out, cupping my tits and thumbing my nipples.  He took long strokes in and out of me, slowly pulling all the way out, then slowly pushing all the way in.  He was so long, each time seemed to take forever, and he was so thick my pussy lips clamped tightly around his girth so I felt every contour and vein of his shaft.  It felt so good!

“You’re gonna make me cum again,” I said through labored breathing.  “Don’t stop.”

“I thought you wanted me to untie you,” he teased.

“Greg - Don’t – Freaking—Stop,” I said, emphasizing each word.  God I was really close.  And I didn’t want him to untie me.  I liked feeling so helpless and submissive.  I liked feeling so controlled.  I imagined it must be how a girl must feel when she was being forced.  Yeah, I was a freak but I couldn’t help the way my head worked.  I couldn’t help the kind of things that turned me on.

I watched as Greg licked one of his fingers.  He reached under me.  He pushed that finger up my ass.

“Oh shit!” I cried.  That’s pushed me over the edge.  My orgasm slammed my body.  “Oh shit, I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”

But Greg wasn’t done.  He shifted from slow to fast, pushing hard into me, once, and then again, and again.  His powerful thrusts hit my clit and g-spot, somehow making the orgasm go on and on.  I rolled my head back and parted my lips, and I screamed as orgasmic bolts of pleasure ripped through my body. 

By the time my body calmed down, I was panting and seeing stars.  I think I passed out a minute.  He was still inside me, but he had stopped moving.  He was giving me tender kisses on my lips.

“How do you think of doing things like that?” I asked, still panting, my heart still pounding in my chest, the stars still in my eyes.  I wasn’t asking about any one thing.  I was talking about all of it.  Tying me up.  Giving me a nipple orgasm.  Caressing the back of my knee.  Fingering my ass.  Fucking my brains out at the end to draw out my orgasm.  And that was all just this morning!

Greg looked into my eyes and said, “I think about you all the time Zoey.”

I looked up into his eyes.  I didn’t say it, but I thought, “Oh. Wow.”

Those fireworks were going off in my stomach again.  Or maybe they were butterflies. And my heart was doing flips. 

Wow.  Wow.

“And I’ve been reading things on the internet,” he added.  That made me laugh.

I was grateful for the levity.  Because that distracted me from thinking about emotions.  I could just focus on the physical parts.

Then Greg untied me. “Now it’s my turn,” he said with a playful, menacing grin at me.

“Okay,” I said with a weak helpless smile. I felt kind of scared, but in a playful, excited way.

Greg flipped me over onto my stomach.  He got behind me and pushed in.  Then he really fucked me hard, digging his toes into the mattress for more leverage, using this long body to shift the angle of penetration.

Oh my god.  Greg fucked my brains out.  And he made me cum again, and again, and again.

I heard someone screaming.  A girl, she was screaming.  Then I realized it was me. 

When he was finally done, I felt like jelly and barely coherent.  I was on my stomach, my face in a pillow, breathing hard, not moving.  I wasn’t able to move. 

Greg pulled out of me.  Somewhere in my head I registered that he was being careful, to prevent the condom from falling off. 

He moved away for a second and I assumed he was throwing away the condom.  He did do that.  But what I didn’t find out until later, he pressed “stop” on my phone to stop the recording.

Then he was back, his naked body pressed against mine.

“Just give me a second, and I’ll get up,” I muttered into the pillow.  I remembered the schedule on the wedding app.  There was a lunch today, at the Buffalo Botanical Gardens.  A lunch and a tour.  We were already late.  We had to get moving or we’d miss it entirely.  But at that moment, I wasn’t able to move.  Greg had fucked the life out of me.

“It’s okay, we can miss the lunch,” Greg assured me.

“Yeah?  We can?” I said tiredly.

“Yeah.  You’re tired,” he said, kissing me on the cheek.  “Let’s take a nap.”

“Okay, if you say so,” I said, barely audible.  I was already half asleep.  I managed to roll to my side, the way I always slept.  “Greg baby.  Come here, baby.”

Greg moved to me.  I reached behind me for his arm.  I pulled him to me so his front pressed against my back.  I hugged his arm to my breasts as he spooned me. 

We fell asleep, spooning that way.  The same way I slept with Hudson.

What I didn’t know was, when my phone hit the ground earlier, it flipped the mute switch.  So, my phone didn’t ring when Hudson called a few moments later.  By then, I was asleep in Greg’s arms.
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CHAPTER 9 – FRIDAY PART 3

When I woke up, the sun was low in the sky.  I looked at the clock.  6pm.  God, it was late.  We were going to have to hurry, or we’d miss the rehearsal dinner along with the other stuff we’d already missed.

Greg was still asleep, lying beside me.  I looked at him.  Then I thought about Hudson.  God, it’d been hours since I last called him.  It made me feel guilty.  Then I remembered how I practically hung up on him, and I felt more guilty. 

I knew I had to call Hudson, but then I looked at Greg again.  He looked cute, sleeping there.  His brown hair was tussled around his face.  Greg was cute, and I thought he would probably even be handsome if got a nice haircut and wore more stylish clothes that better fit his tall, lean body.  I thought about how I could help him with that.  Go with him to a hair salon, and go clothes shopping with him.

These thoughts made me feel warm inside.  And it would be fun, we could make a day of it.  I thought about how we’d hold hands as we shopped from place to place.  We’d laugh and joke with each other as I’d try to get him to cut his hair in a style that took him out of his cute but kinda nerdy comfort zone. 

These images in my head made me feel even warmer inside.  It made me smile as I looked at Greg’s sleeping face.

Then reality hit me.  What the fuck was I thinking about?  I was freaking engaged to be married.  To Hudson.  How could I be thinking these thoughts about another man?

All this confused me.  What was I doing here with Greg?  And I still didn’t really understand how Hudson got off on me being here with Greg.

But the crazy part was, I wanted to be here.  I was thankful to Hudson that I had his blessing to be here with Greg. 

And then my eyes traveled down Greg’s body.  He was naked, and while sleeping he’d tossed the blanket mostly off him.  His body was long, and lean.  He wasn’t muscular like Hudson, but his body was hard, and he had a strong core.  I knew that from the way he fucked me.

Thinking about Greg fucking me sent a chill through my body.  My eyes traveled down to his penis.  I stared at it.  Greg’s cock was so different than Hudson’s. 

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

And because it was small – not too long, not too thick, with smallish balls in a tight sack – his penis had a pretty look to it.  Especially since he kept himself completely shaved.

Greg’s wasn’t like that at all.  First off, it was big.  Really big.  Even now, being soft, his cock was bigger than Hudson’s when fully hard. 

And Greg’s cock wasn’t pretty like Hudson’s.  It was ugly.  Scary even.  Dark and uneven colored.  Thin veins running up the sides.  And a big thick vein running up the underside.  With a bulging, mushroom shaped head.  And big balls in a loose sack.

I knew from experience how freaking big it got.  Long and thick. 

But it wasn’t just his big cock.  It was Greg.

God.  Who would’ve known?

The first man to make me cum from intercourse.  The first man to make me cum from just breast play. 

And more than that.  Licking my ass while fingering my clit.  Fingering my ass while fucking my pussy.  Who would’ve known Greg had all this in him?

Shy, timid Greg.  Although, with a smile, I thought that maybe he wasn’t that timid anymore, as I remembered how he tied me up, and how confident and aggressive he was being with me.

Just looking at him and thinking these thoughts, it aroused me, and made me tingle between my legs.  And it made me feel a warmth about him.  A closeness.  Intimacy.  I was crushing hard on this man, even though I was engaged to Hudson.

Hudson. 

God. 

Thinking about my fiancée made me feel guilty again.  And confused too.

I needed to call him.  I silently got off the bed and found a robe.  I wrapped it around me (I was naked, like Greg), and with my phone in my hand, I went out to the balcony like before.

It was colder in Buffalo than New York City, so I wrapped the robe tighter around me.  I looked at my phone.  Hudson called once but didn’t leave a message.  And he didn’t send any texts.

That made me frown.  Was he angry I hung up on him and didn’t call back?  Or was he so into his fantasy, he was giving me space to be with Greg?

I knew I couldn’t figure it out by just staring at my phone.  So I called him.  Hudson, of course, was at the top of my favorites list.

He answered immediately, which made me feel a little better.  “Are you okay?” he asked, sounding anxious.

“Yes, I’m fine,” I said.  “Sorry.  We fell asleep.  Greg’s still sleeping.”  Then I added awkwardly, “I’m sorry I ended our last call so fast.”

“He was fucking you?” Hudson asked.  There was excitement in his voice.

“Well, Greg was being bad,” I said, and I couldn’t help a giggle.  “And it led to more sex.”

“More sex?  You mean you’d already done it?”

“Yeah, we actually did it in the rental car,” I said with another giggle.  “God, what a high school move.”

“Wow ... I knew you were into him, but wow,” Hudson said.  There was amazement in his voice, but I couldn’t tell if he was bothered.

I was trying to figure out how to respond, when he said, “So you’ve been fucking all day.”

“No,” I said.  “I mean, I told you.  We took a nap.  We missed the lunch.  But Greg said it didn’t matter.”

“That must’ve been a long nap,” Hudson said. 

“No, not really,” I said, doing the math in my head.  “A couple hours I guess.  More like an hour and half.”

“Have many times have you done it?” he asked.

“I mean, once in the car, like I just told you,” I said, feeling defensive.  I felt like he was interrogating me.  “And once in the room.”

“You’ve been in the room for hours,” Hudson said.  “What else have you been doing?”

“Well, I mean ...,” I sputtered, still feeling defensive.  “The time in the room ... it was kinda long.”

There was a long moment of silence.  Then Hudson said, “Okay ....”  Then there was more silence.

It was an awkward moment.  I didn’t know what to say.  I was feeling vulnerable at that moment.  Was I doing something wrong?  Was Hudson mad?  But I thought he wanted me to be here with Greg?

Finally, Hudson said “I like the picture you sent.  You and Greg look like a couple.  It’s hot.”

“So, you want us to be a couple?” I asked him.  I knew he did. I knew he wanted me to see Greg as more than a fuck buddy.  He wanted me to be his girlfriend.  To see Greg as my boyfriend.

But at that moment, I needed the reassurance from Hudson.

“Oh god yeah, Zoe baby,” Hudson gushed, his words sounding like an excited moan.  “That’s exactly what I want.”

I immediately felt better, feeling relived.

I said, “You just kinda sounded jealous a minute ago.”

“Of course I’m jealous,” Hudson said immediately.  “But I told you.  Jealousy gets me hot.  I want you to make me jealous.”

“Okay, well, then ...,” I said with a giggle, feeling even more relieved.

“What are you doing now?” Hudson asked.

“We have the rehearsal dinner,” I said.  “We actually have to bolt, or we’ll be late.”

“But tell me something you’ve done,” Hudson said.  “You don’t have to tell me everything, not now.  I know you have to get going.  But tell me something that’ll make me jealous.”

“Are you playing with yourself?” I asked.

“Oh yeah Zoey honey,” Hudson said excitedly.  “I’ve got my hand all greased up and I’m jerking myself.  My hand feels like your tight pussy.  Or at least how your pussy used to feel, before Greg’s big cock stretched you out.”

“Oh my god Hudson, thanks a lot,” I said with a big grin.  Then with a playful sultry voice, I teased “But yeah baby, you’re right, Greg’s ruined my pussy for your little cock.”

“Oh fuck Zoey!” Hudson groaned.  “If you keep talking like that, you’re gonna make me fucking cum!”

I couldn’t help giggling.

“Tell me something.  Make me jealous,” he said.  There was an excited grin in his voice.

“Okay, well ...,” I said with another giggle.  I was definitely feeling better now.  The fact that Hudson was in such good spirits, and so excited about what I was doing ... well, it made me feel less confused and conflicted about what I was doing.  The guilt I felt moments ago was gone.

“You won’t believe this,” I told my fiancée, delight in my voice.  “Greg tied me up.  He freaking tied me up, Hudson.  And you won’t believe this.  He made me cum from just playing with my breasts!  It must’ve taken almost an hour, playing with my breasts and nipples!  And he never once touched my pussy or my clit – it freaking drove me crazy!”

“I was going out of my mind!  And did you really tell him about my knee?  About how sensitive I am behind my knee?  That’s what got me over the edge.  When he caressed me behind my knee.”

I was so into telling Hudson this story, that I didn’t realize he wasn’t saying anything.  After a few moments of silence, I asked “Hudson baby ... are you still there?”

There was another long moment of silence, and then he said, “Yeah.  Wow.  That must’ve been really something.  I didn’t even know that was possible.”

I immediately got worried, as he sounded really bothered.  I said, “Are you okay baby?”

“Yeah, I’m good,” he said.  “I told you to make me jealous, and you sure did.  At least Greg did.”  He laughed like he was making a joke, but I could tell it was forced.  He sounded really hurt, and it worried me.  I started feeling guilty again.  Then he said, “At least he used what I told him about your knee, so I guess I’m sort of part of it.” 

He sounded so sad and upset.  It made me feel horrible.  But before I could say anything, he said “My cock’s so fucking hard right now.  I don’t think I’ve ever been so hard.  What you’re doing with Greg, it’s fucking amazing.  It makes me jealous, it seriously kills me, but I love it.  I’m glad you’re there with him.  I’m glad we’re doing this.”

“Really? You really are?  Because I feel kinda guilty.  Actually, I feel really guilty.  It doesn’t feel right, being here with him, with you all alone at home. It feels wrong.”

“But this is what I want,” Hudson insisted.  “I don’t want you to feel guilty.  This weekend you’re his.  You’re his girlfriend.  That’s what I want.”

“Well, okay,” I said hesitantly.  I looked into the room.  Greg was just waking up, getting out of the bed.  His big, soft dick flopped back and forth between his lean thighs.  It looked like a freaking python, and it sent a chill through me.  “I guess I can do that,” I said with an awkward laugh as I continued to stare at the big thing between Greg’s legs. 

Greg looked around the room, looking for me.  He finally saw me out here on the balcony, and my insides did a flutter when he smiled at me.  I smiled back at him, and we locked eyes. 

“You just have to tell me everything,” Hudson said.  Hearing his voice jarred me, and I finally looked away from Greg.

“I will,” I promised, focusing on my fiancée again. 

“Everything,” Hudson said.  “Not just the sex parts.  You have to tell me how you’re feeling.  And you have to tell the truth.  You can’t hold anything back.”

“I will,” I promised again.

Hudson said, “You’re still in like with him.  I can tell.  Right?”

“Yeah, I guess so,” I said in a soft voice.  I was looking at Greg again, and he was looking back at me.  He started moving towards me, but I held him off, holding up 1 finger, telling him I’d be done in 1 minute.  “I mean, yes, I’m still crushing on him.  I’m in like with him.”

“So, you’re in like,” Hudson said.  “And you’re with him all weekend ....”

His voice trailed off, but it was like a question.  He didn’t say it, but I knew what he was asking. 

“Am I falling in love with Greg?  By the end of the weekend, will I be in love with Greg?” 

But neither of us asked the question that was hanging out there.  We were both silent for long moments.  It was an awkward silence. Finally, I said, “Anyways, I guess I better get going.”

“Yeah.  You have to get to the rehearsal dinner.”

“Yeah.”

We were silent again.  It was awkward again.  Finally, I said “So, bye then.”

“Bye,” Hudson said back.  “I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said.  Then we hung up. 

I looked back into the room.  Greg was still looking at me.  He smiled at me, and I smiled back.  And then I moved to him.

I opened the screen door and walked into the room.

“You were talking to Hudson?” he asked.

“Yes,” I said.  My eyes were on his cock.  He was soft, but it hung heavily down his legs.

“I guess we have to get ready for the rehearsal dinner,” he said.

“Yes,” I said, my eyes still on his cock.  I untied the robe and let it drop from my shoulders. 

I moved to him, and when we were almost touching, I got down on my knees.  “I’m gonna make you cum with my mouth,” I told him, a sly mischievous grin on my face.  “Because when we get back from the rehearsal dinner, I want you to last a long time.”
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CHAPTER 10 – FRIDAY PART 4

Itook Greg’s cock into my hand.  He was soft so I was able to hold him with just one hand.  I licked around the head and up and down the shaft.  He moaned and began to grow and get hard.  With my other hand, I scraped my nails along the back of his thigh.  He moaned again and very quickly he was fully hard.

Now it took both of my hands to hold his cock.  It wasn’t that he was just long and thick.  His penis, when it was hard, was really heavy and solid. 

I took a moment to look at it.  His cock was so sexy and masculine.  It looked scary too, and that made it even more sexy.  I still couldn’t believe that I was able to take this huge, big thing all the way inside my body.

“I like the way you shaved,” I told him as I looked up into his face.  I was slowly stroking his shaft.  “It’s so sexy.”

I needed lubrication.  I swished my tongue in my mouth.  Then I let him watch as I parted my lips over his cock, and let my spit slowly drool out of my mouth and on to his thick shaft.

“Oh god Zoey that’s so hot!” Greg moaned. 

I smiled up at him.  I’d done this before with Hudson of course, and with other men before Hudson.  Guys liked it when girls get nasty.

I began stroking him again.  He reached down and cupped my naked breast.  I winched, saying “I’m still kinda sensitive from before.”

Greg asked, “Did you tell Hudson what I did to you?”

“I did.”

“Has he ever done that to you before?”

I took Greg’s cockhead into my mouth.  As I sucked him, I shook my head no.

“What did he say?” Greg asked.

I took his cock out of my mouth, and then licked the precum from his cockhead.  “He couldn’t believe it,” I told him.  “He didn’t think it was possible.”

He grinned, and his cock seemed to get bigger and harder in my hands.  Clearly he liked what I said.

And I got it.  Men were competitive, and Greg had just one-upped Hudson.  It was probably even more gratifying because Hudson was so alpha and so successful at everything.

“Has Hudson gotten you off with his cock yet?” Greg asked.

I took Greg’s cockhead back into my mouth.  I sucked and licked him for a few moments, my hands stroking his shaft up and down.  Then I took him out of my mouth and said, “No.  You’re the only man to make me cum that way.”

Greg’s cock jerked in my hand as he reacted to my words.  He didn’t grin though.  Instead, his face was serious, even a little sad.  He said, “You’re gonna miss me when you break up with me.”

I parted my lips in surprise.  I couldn’t believe he just said that.  We stared at each other for long moments, Greg standing up over me, me on my knees looking up at him with his big hard cock in my hands.

“I will miss you,” I finally said, admitting the truth.  We stared at each other for another long moment.  Then I took him back into my mouth.  We didn’t talk anymore until I made him cum.
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AFTER GREG CAME IN my mouth – and he always came so much, I practically gagged to swallow it all – we had to rush to even be fashionable late.  Which was good, as it didn’t give us any time to talk about what we just talked about. 

I jumped into the shower first, because it always took girls longer to get ready than guys.  I locked the bathroom door, because I didn’t want Greg to get any ideas about getting in the shower with me.  That might sound strange, given all we’d done.  But showering with a man is really intimate, at least to me, and I was already confused enough about what was going on.  I didn’t want to cross another line that would make things worse.

When I emerged from the shower, Greg had a sour face.  I guess he noticed I locked the door.  He didn’t say anything as he walked past me into the bathroom.  I noticed he left the door wide open.

Sigh.

I blow dried my hair.  I planned to wear it down.  That was different, as on our other dates, I mostly worn my hair up or in a pony tail.  On those dates, I didn’t want to glam up for Greg the way I did for Hudson.  But this weekend, my goal was to dress to impress, as I wanted to look extra pretty for Greg when he introduced me to his friends.

Greg came out of the bathroom with his hair damp.  He started getting dressed.

After my hair was done, I moved to my suitcase.  I pulled out the bridal lingerie Sidney had bought me.  The bra was strapless and trimmed with lace, with the cups see through except for a few swirls of delicate embroidery.  The cups were joined by a delicate white ribbon.

I put the bra on, and then the matching panties.  The panties also had a ribbon, in the front, just above my pussy.  It was a thong in the back.

The lingerie set had a matching garter belt.  I put it on.  Then I rolled sheer white stockings up my legs.  I attached the garter belt snaps to the lacy stocking welts.

Then I stepped into high heels.  They were new.  Christian Louboutin So Kates, a mix of pink, orange and yellow patent leather with a slender, almost 5-inch stiletto heel.  They were ungodly expensive, but Hudson spoiled me and always told me to buy whatever I wanted.  I admit my closet was bursting with high heels.  I love buying shoes.

I felt Greg’s eyes on me as I dressed.  He moved to me.  He was mostly dressed now.  He ran a hand down my back as he said, “You look really hot in that.”

I smiled at him.  He had something in his hand.  We sat down on the edge of the bed and he handed a small rectangular box to me.

“I want to give you a gift,” he said.  “For coming with me this weekend.”  After a moment he added, “Hudson said it was okay.”

I nodded, as Hudson and I had already talked about this. 

Greg grinned and said, “Actually it’s two gifts.  One for you, and one for Hudson.”

I looked up at him, not understanding.  I opened the small rectangular box.  Inside was a necklace.  A gold chain with a blue stone.  A sapphire.

“I know your birthday’s in September,” Greg said.  “Sapphire is your birthstone.”

The necklace was really pretty.  I knew sapphire wasn’t expensive, not like diamonds or precious stones like emeralds.  But still it was a sweet gift.  Really sweet.  I felt the fluttering of my insides again. 

“It’s really pretty Greg,” I said, smiling at him.  I felt emotion welling up in me.  “Thank you.  It’s really ... it’s really a sweet gift.”

“Let me put it on you,” Greg said as he smiled back at me. 

I held up my hair as he walked behind me.  He put the necklace around my neck and clasped it closed.  I flushed when his fingertips touched the back of my neck.  The sapphire rested a couple inches above my bra.  I touched it with my fingers, rolling the blue sapphire between my thumb and finger.

There was a little pouch in the box.  Seeing me looking at it, he said, “That’s Hudson’s gift.”

I gave him a questioning look as I opened the pouch.  Inside was a thin gold chain.

I looked at Greg, not understanding.  He grinned and said, “It goes around your ankle.  They say if a married girl wears it, it means her husband – or for you, your fiancée – he lets you sleep with other men.  I thought Hudson would get off on it.”

I didn’t know what I thought about the chain.  Growing up, a girl doesn’t dream about the man she loves wanting her to have sex with other men.  But here I was.

Greg bent down on one knee and put the chain around my ankle.  “It’s supposed to go around your left ankle,” he explained.  “That means you’re a hot wife.  That’s what they’re called.”

I frowned.  The label hot “wife” implied Hudson and I would keep doing this – keep playing this “game” – after our wedding.  I didn’t want that.  But then, stopping the game meant not being with Greg anymore.  I didn’t want that either.

It’s like what Sidney said.  I wanted the best of both worlds.  I wanted to be Hudson’s wife.  And I wanted Greg as my lover too.

This was all too confusing.  I didn’t want to think about it anymore.  To change the subject, I stood up.  “Hey, can you take a picture of me?” I asked.  I unlocked my phone with the “Hudson” password and handed it to Greg. 

Greg took a few pictures of me, from the front, sides and back.  Then, he zoomed in and took a picture of the sapphire necklace around my neck, and the gold chain around my left ankle.

“Give me a sec, okay?” I said, moving over to the balcony door.  I didn’t go out, because I wasn’t dressed, and it was too cold anyways.  I faced the door (my back to Greg) as I texted Hudson.

“I’m wearing this tonight,” I texted Hudson as I sent him pictures of me in the bridal lingerie and So Kate heels.

Hudson responded almost immediately.  “God you look so hot!  Is that the necklace?”

Me: “Yes.  It’s a sapphire.  My birthstone.”

Hudson: “I know that’s your birthstone.  I give you diamonds because that’s what you told me you like.  I’ll give you sapphires if you want.”

Me: “I know that baby. I’m not comparing you to him.  Don’t be mad.”

Hudson: “I’m not mad.  I think it’s hot you’re wearing his necklace.  It drives me crazy, but it gets me hot too.”

Me: “So I’m making you jealous?”  I added a mischievous, smiling devil emoji. 

Hudson: “Yeah babe, so jealous, you’ve got my cock rock hard.”

Me: “Then you’ll love this.”  This time I added 3 smiling devils, and I sent Hudson the closeup of the gold chain around my ankle. 

Me: “Greg says a married girl who wears a gold chain around her left ankle is a hot wife who has sex with other men.”

This time Hudson took a few moments to respond.  Then he texted “So Greg wants to keep fucking you after we’re married?”

Now it was my turn to hesitate.  I looked over my shoulder at Greg.  He was watching me as I texted with Hudson. 

Me: “Greg said I’ll miss him when I break up with him.”

Another pause.  Then Hudson texted “What did you say?”

I wrote “You want me to always tell the truth, right?”

I hesitated, but then I hit send.

“Yes, always,” Hudson texted back immediately.

My fingers went to the sapphire again, rolling it between my thumb and finger.  Then I wrote “I told him I will miss him.”

Again I hesitated, longer this time.  Finally I hit send.

It was a few moments before Hudson responded.  Then he said “That’s the hottest thing you’ve ever said.”

I stared at his text for a long time, my heard swirling.  I felt confused, conflicted – mostly confused.

Hudson: “Are you still there?  Have you invited Greg to our wedding?”

Me: “You really want me to?”

Hudson: “Yes”

Me: “Is that a good idea?”

Hudson: “I want you to invite him.”

Again I stared at his text for long moments.  I didn’t know how to respond.  Finally he sent another text: “Have you told him you’re wearing your bridal lingerie?”

Me: “No.”

Hudson: “I want you to tell him.”

Again I didn’t know how to respond.  Finally I texted: “I have to go or we’ll be late.”

Hudson: “Okay.  I love you baby.”

Me: “I love you too.”

Hudson: “I do really love you.  And it drives me crazy but turns me on that you have a boyfriend you’re really into.”

I stared at Hudson’s text for a long moment, then I texted back “I really love you too baby.”
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GREG WATCHED AS I DID my makeup and finished dressing.  My dress was light pink and strapless.  It was tight around my chest, almost like a bustier.  Then the skirt flared out, ending a few inches above my knees.  Since it was so short, I’d have to be careful, or I’d be flashing my stocking tops. 

“Can you zip me?” I asked Greg.  He rushed over.  I held up my hair as he zipped me up. 

Then I showed him 2 lipsticks.  “Which do you want?” I asked him.  “Bright red, or brownish red?”

“Bright red,” he said immediately.  I laughed.  Men were all the same.

Greg watched me as I brushed on the bright red lipstick.  “I like the way it makes your lips look wet,” he said as he looked at my newly painted lips.

“You like thinking about my lips around your cock,” I said with a laugh.  Greg laughed too, knowing I was right.

“Can you hold these for me?” I asked him.  I was holding my cellphone, ID and the lipstick.  I didn’t want to bring my purse, because I get forgetful sometimes and I didn’t want to risk losing my purse (especially with my engagement ring in the pocket).

Greg nodded, and he put my phone, ID and lipstick into his pocket.

As we drove to the rehearsal dinner, Greg asked “What did Hudson say about the necklace?”

“It made him jealous to see me wearing it,” I told him truthfully.  “But he told me I’m yours this weekend, so ....”

“Really?  He said that?”

“Yes.”

“So, I guess I can do this then,” Greg said as he put his hand on my knee.

“I guess so,” I said with a laugh.  My body began to tingle as he caressed my knee and moved his hand up my thigh.

When his hand moved under my flared skirt, I laughed and said, “Just don’t crash Greg.”

My insides seized up when his fingertips touched my panties.  I reflectively parted my legs for him.

“Zoey, god, you’re soaking wet,” Greg said as he fingered me over the delicate material of my panties.

I sucked in my breath as he ran a circle over my clit with his finger.  I was soaking!  I still couldn’t believe I got this way for Greg.  I was in serious lust with him.  Just being close to him made my nipples hard and my pussy wet.

I finally pushed his hand from my skirt.  I didn’t want to show up at the rehearsal dinner all hot and bothered.  I squeezed my knees shut and tried to calm my breathing.

“What did he say about the chain?” Greg asked after a few moments.

“They’re called anklets Greg,” I told him.

“Oh.”

“It’s like what you said,” I said with a shrug.  “It got him hot.”

“So, is Hudson gonna share you after the wedding?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” I said with another shrug.  “And it’s my body Greg.  So, I have a say.”

“Are you saying you won’t do it even if Hudson says he wants you to?”

“I’m not saying that,” I said.  “He’ll be my husband.  So, it’ll be my job to make him happy.  I’ll do what he wants me to do. I’m just saying, I have a say in it.”

Greg and I were silent for a few moments as we drove in the darkness.  Then I asked, “Speaking of the wedding—would you like to come?  You can bring a date if you want.”

Greg smiled, clearly happy with my invitation.  “I do want to come,” he said.  “I don’t want to bring a date.”

“You could bring Kimmy,” I suggested.

Greg shook his head no.  “We’ve already talked about that.”

We were silent again as we each thought about the wedding.  My wedding, not the one we were going to.  Then I said, “You know the bra and panties I’m wearing?  And the garter belt and hose?  They’re my bridal lingerie.  I’ll be wearing them under my wedding dress on my wedding day.”

The sexual tension rose in the car.  Greg asked, “Why are you telling me this?”

“Hudson told me to tell you,” I said.  “I told you.  I do what Hudson says.”

“If you do what he says, what do you mean by you have a say in it?” Greg asked.

I shrugged.  It wasn’t like I had thought this all through ahead of time.  I was thinking out loud.

I said, “Like, if Hudson wants another man to be the first man to have me on our wedding day, then I’ll do that for him.  But I’ll pick the man.”

Greg pulled over and stopped the car.  He asked, “Who will you pick?”

I looked into Greg’s eyes and said “You.”
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Hudson and Zoey’s story continues in ~~ Be Careful What You Wish For - Book 4
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