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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kimmy – She’s 19, a sweet pretty Chinese girl who has a crush on Greg.  She’s a college student and works part time in the used bookstore below his apartment.  She’s also a virgin.  
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CHAPTER 1
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THIS STORY CONTINUES right after the end of Be Careful What You Wish For - Book 1
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GREG GOT HARD AGAIN as Zoey kissed him.  She pushed him off, laughing.  “I’m starving,” she said, grinning at him.  Greg was grinning back.

It was lunchtime.  Zoey’s breakfast had been small, just a little cottage cheese and 1 slice of low-cal bread, because the role she was up for – the dancing and speaking part in the off Broadway musical—was a petite high school girl and she couldn’t risk gaining any weight.  (Zoey’s agent steered her towards all the high school – and younger – roles, because Zoey looked so young with her blond hair, blue eyes and angelic, sweet face).

Giving Greg another smile, Zoey got out of bed and walked to his kitchen.  She was naked and Greg watched as she walked away.  His cock got harder as he watched.  Zoey had the best ass, and shapely legs that went on forever.

By the time Greg caught up to Zoey, she was looking in his refrigerator and he was fully hard.  

Zoey couldn’t believe what she saw in Greg’s frig.  Nothing.  It was empty except for a quart of milk, a couple beers, and a few old take-out containers.  “What the heck Greg, you don’t have any food,” Zoey said incredulously.

“I eat out mostly,” Greg said.  

Zoey turned to look at him.  She saw his hard cock and laughed.  “Will you put that monster away,” she said smiling.  “I need food before we do anything else.”

Greg’s spirits lifted.  There was going to be something else!

Zoey got dressed in Greg’s bathroom.  It was weird, but even though they were lovers, she still felt uncomfortable getting dressed in front of him.

When she left the bathroom, Greg was waiting for her, sitting on the edge of his bed.  She still needed to put on her ankle boots.  Greg’s eyes were on her feet.  “You have pantyhose under your jeans?” he asked.  When they were frantically tearing their clothes off, he hadn’t noticed.

That’s when Zoey knew for sure that Greg was really into legs and feet (just like Hudson).  She moved towards him until she stood in front of him.  She reached to the bottom of her top and raised it.  The pantyhose extended above her jeans, to just below her belly button.  “Yeah, I am,” she said with a sexy voice.

Greg’s eyes bulged out.  He had never seen a girl wearing pantyhose under jeans.  He ran his fingertips along the silky pantyhose, and along the waistband.  “This is sexy,” he said.

“We’ll play with this later,” Zoey promised.

“Yeah?” Greg asked excitedly.

Zoey nodded. “Now come on, I’m starving,” she said with a grin.

Greg suggested they go back to Java Books for lunch.  He didn’t say it, but he wanted something close, so he could get Zoey back into his bed sooner.  His motives were so transparent (again, he wore his emotions on his sleeve), that Zoey couldn’t help laughing.

Jacob wasn’t the only one who knew Greg.  All the employees at Java Books knew Greg because he spent so much time there.  They all liked the shy Greg.  He loved books, so they had that in common, and he had helped many of them with financial advice (often passing tips he had gotten from Hudson).

All the employees had heard the sex going on in Greg’s apartment.  The sounds weren’t as loud outside Jacob’s office, but Zoey had screamed so loud, and they’d rocked his bed so violently that everyone knew what had been going on.  If Zoey had known they’d heard, she would’ve been mortified and never gone back to Java Books.  But she didn’t know how thin the walls and ceilings were in the building.  Greg didn’t know either.

The employees clustered around the entrance as Greg walked in.  They were all curious to see the girl he had scored with.  They were surprised when they saw Zoey.  Even with her hair in a ponytail and no makeup, she was movie-star beautiful and super-hot.  The employees gleefully (and some enviously) whispered and gossiped as Greg and Zoey walked by, saying that Greg was really hitting above his batting average.

Jacob had a small deli along with his coffee shop in the back of the store.  Greg ordered an Italian panini and a Coke.  Zoey ordered a salad with lo-cal dressing on the side, and mineral water with a lime.

They sat at the little round table in the back again.  This time, Zoey sat even closer to Greg, so close their knees brushed together.  

Zoey was feeling closer to Greg.  Not just physically, but emotionally.  She couldn’t help it.  To her, sex was more than just a physical experience.  It was emotional too.  And especially after the incredible sex they just had.  

In fact, all their sex had been great.  Each time it got better.  It was impossible not to feel something after the incredible, intense sexual pleasure he gave her.

Even before they got intimate, Zoey liked Greg, as a friend.  Now he felt like ... well, more than a friend.

Zoey thought of Hudson, and she immediately felt guilty.  Her fiancée had given her permission to have sex with Greg.  Not to “like like” him.  She felt like she was betraying Hudson.

She abruptly stood up, saying “I have to talk to Hudson.”  Greg forlornly watched her walk away.

Zoey found a private spot among the stacks of books.  She texted Hudson.
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ZOEY:  Can you talk?

Hudson:  I can’t.  I’m in a meeting with the Dragon Lady and a client.

Zoey:  Did you see the video?

Hudson:  Not yet.  Probably can’t until tonight.  

Zoey:  Well, we’re eating lunch.

Hudson:  Did you do it?

Zoey:  Yes.  It’s in the video.

Hudson:  Did he make you cum?

Zoey:  Yes

Hudson:  On his cock?

Zoey knew “on his cock” meant cumming during vaginal intercourse.  She texted “Yes.”

Hudson:  Once?  Or more than once?

Zoey hesitated.  She still wasn’t sure how much to tell her fiancée, how much he wanted to know.  But she decided she had to tell him the truth. “3 times”

Hudson’s response was immediately.  “Holy fuck!  That’s so hot!”

Zoey was relieved by his answer.  He wasn’t mad.  She texted “I love you.  I wish you were here.”

Hudson: Me too babe.  Tomorrow I’m going to fuck your brains out.

Zoey grinned.  She texted:  I can’t wait.  I’m dying for you to be inside me.

Hudson:  Even though you’ve got Greg’s big dick?

Zoey:  He’s nothing compared to you. (she added hearts and kisses)

Hudson:  Got to go. Camilla’s looking pissed I’m texting.  Talk to you tonight.  Love you.

––––––––
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“I LOVE YOU TOO,” ZOEY silently mouthed.  She read the texts again.  She felt better.  Hudson wasn’t mad, he was happy, excited.  She was doing exactly what he wanted her to do.

She looked over to where Greg was sitting.  He was talking to Kimmy.

Zoey watched Greg and the pretty, skinny Asian girl talk.  Were they flirting?  Zoey frowned, feeling jealous that Greg was flirting with another girl.  Touching her engagement ring on her finger, she knew that made no sense, but she couldn’t help how she felt.

Zoey walked back to the table.  Kimmy looked up as Zoey approached.  “Hi again,” Kimmy said.

“Hi,” Zoey said with a friendly smile.  

Jacob called Kimmy over.  He needed her help since it was the lunch rush.  She said quick goodbyes, then joined Jacob behind the counter.

Zoey wanted to ask Greg about Kimmy.  She seemed like perfect girlfriend material.  So what she was a virgin and wanted to wait to have sex.  That was actually a good thing, commendable. 

But before Zoey could say anything, Greg moved his hand under the table, reaching under Zoey’s blouse.  He touched the pantyhose above her jeans.  “This is so sexy,” he whispered with a grin.

“Greg are you crazy?” Zoey whispered back with a laugh.  She pushed his hand away.  “Your friends are right there.  And I’m supposed to be your platonic friend engaged to your friend from work, remember?”

As Zoey said this, neither of them knew that everyone in the bookstore were already aware that they’d been fucking earlier in Greg’s apartment.

“I can’t stop thinking about it,” Greg said, still grinning.

Zoey looked down at Greg’s crotch.  She could see his erection outlined in his pants.  She looked around.  When she saw that no one was looking, she reached down and gave him a quick squeeze.  Her eyes went wide.  He was only half hard, yet still his monster reached a few inches down his thigh.  “Does it like, always look like that?” she asked.  “I mean, I never noticed it before.  Before, you know, we started doing it.”

“When I adjust things you can’t really see it,” Greg said.

“When you adjust?” Zoey said incredulously.  “How do you freaking adjust with that thing?  Do you have a secret compartment in your leg or something?”

Greg grinned.  He said, “Well, adjusting won’t work now.  I’m getting hard.  Sitting next to you.  Probably guys always get hard whenever you’re around.”

Zoey laughed.  Okay, that was a line.  But still, it was a sweet thing to say.

And, Zoey admitted to herself, the reason she was still here was because she wanted another go with Greg.  

She grinned at Greg and whispered, “Come on, let’s go upstairs.”

––––––––
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ZOEY WAS BENT OVER Greg’s sofa as he pounded her from behind.  She was naked, except for her pantyhose.  At her suggestion, Greg had torn a hole in the crotch so he could fuck her in the sexy nylon.  His thumbs were curled in the waistband of the pantyhose as he fucked her from behind.  If anything, doing her in the pantyhose made his cock even harder than before.

Greg fucked Zoey hard, and each thrust pushed her onto her tip toes.  He was especially lustful from the feel of the silky pantyhose rubbing against the front of his thighs as he pushed in and out.  Zoey was so sexy!  He had never met a girl who regularly wore stockings and garter belts or allowed herself to get fucked in pantyhose.  She was his wet dream!  And she wasn’t just a dream, she was here with him!

This was the first time they’d fucked standing up, and again it was a different experience.  It worked and felt good to Zoey because of Greg’s big dick, but also because he was taller.  

Zoey was 5’ 3”.  Greg towered over her, a foot taller, so he had to bend his knees to get inside her.  And, at that angle, when he pushed forward, he pressed harder against her front wall.  This motion was like a vacuum as it sucked in her clit and caused the thickness of his cock to rub harder over her super-sensitive button.  And also from this angle, his big thick cock did wonderful things to her g-spot.

It didn’t take long before Zoey was cumming.  She couldn’t believe it.  This orgasm was even more intense than the others!  If the others were like fireworks exploding inside her, this was like a nuclear bomb.  She screamed again as the orgasm slammed her body!

Zoey’s scream was heard downstairs in Java Books.  The staff laughed and joked about it.  But father figure Jacob frowned worriedly as Kimmy rushed to be by herself.  She found a private nook surrounded by old books.  She hugged her arms around herself and tried not to cry.

After her orgasm finally subsided, Zoey was left whimpering and incoherent.  Her knees feel out from under her, and she would have fallen to the floor, but she was still impaled on Greg’s hard thick cock.  He gently helped her to the floor.

Greg hadn’t cum, so he began moving again.  

“Wait, wait,” Zoey said gasping.  She couldn’t take any more.  At least not at that moment.  “I’m sorry, but ....”

Greg got the message.  Disappointed, he pulled out of her.  Zoey clenched her jaw as his long hard python slid out of her, rubbing against all her girl pleasure spots which were now super sensitive.

Zoey knew she couldn’t leave him like this.  She took off the condom, then said “How do you want to cum?”

Greg looked confused.  She asked, “My hands or my mouth?”

Greg didn’t hesitate.  “Your mouth,” he said excitedly.

Zoey grinned at his eagerness.  She lowered her head and took him into her mouth.  

Greg was too big to get more than a few inches into her mouth.  So, in the end, she used both her mouth and hands.  When he came, she swallowed all his jizz, although it was an effort because he came a lot.  Clearly, his big balls stored a lot of sperm.

They lay on the floor, both of them panting, both of them spent.  Greg picked her up and carried her to the sofa.  She was surprised and impressed.  She was petite and didn’t weigh much, but she didn’t weigh nothing either, and yet he easily picked her up.

They lay on the sofa, with Greg spooning her from behind.  His arms were around her, and he was softly kissing the back of her head.  Zoey felt content and satisfied.  She could easily stay like this.  It felt good to be in his arms.  It felt good to be with him.

With a start, Zoey realized what she was doing.  It wasn’t right to snuggle with Greg this way.  It wasn’t right to feel this way.  Sex was one thing.  She had permission to have sex with Greg.  But not this.

Also, she saw the time on Greg’s wall clock.  It was almost 5pm.  Shit!  She’d spent the entire day with him.  They must’ve spent more time in the bookstore than she realized.

Hudson was in Chicago, an hour behind.  He might call at any time.  She didn’t want to still be with Greg when he called.

Zoey eased out of Greg’s arms and stood up.  She sputtered something about having to take care of some errands.  She carried her clothes into bathroom and hurriedly dressed.  

When she emerged, Greg was waiting for her.  “Thanks for today,” he said with a lopsided grin.  “I had a really good time.”

Greg had the way of saying the simplest things, and yet making them monumental, because he was so genuine and sincere.  He was more authentic than anyone she knew, wearing his feelings on his sleeve.  It charmed Zoey, and even melted her heart a little.  She had the urge to kiss him.  But that would be crossing the line.  She should only kiss him when they were having sex.  

Because kissing at other times meant something else.  It meant feelings.  Zoey was engaged to Hudson.  Sex with another man, okay, that was sowing wild oats.  It was kinky fun that both she and Hudson got off on.  But having feelings for that other man?  No, that was wrong.  She couldn’t go there.  She couldn’t allow herself to go there.

So instead, Zoey gave him a quick platonic “see you later” hung.  “I had fun too,” she said.  She said it kind of flippantly, in order to downplay the moment.  Then she was off to catch a taxi.

Later at home, Zoey took a long hot shower, paying extra attention to her private girl parts.  She dressed in yoga pants and a loose top.  She realized that Hudson probably wouldn’t call for an hour or two, after having dinner with Camilla.  She was still glad she came home.  It wasn’t right to spend so much time with Greg.

Zoey needed to talk to someone about what was going on with Greg.  She immediately thought of one person.  She was the only one she could talk to about this.  

Partly, she wanted to talk about the incredible sex she was having.  And this person knew all about sex.  Sometimes Zoey felt she lived her life for it.

And of everyone she knew, this person might be able to understand what she was going through.  And she wouldn’t judge her.  She wouldn’t give her a lecture about stepping out, or spending the entire day fucking a man who wasn’t her fiancée.  

Yet, they hadn’t talked in some time.  They kept up via social media.  But they hadn’t talked – really talked – well, Zoey couldn’t remember when.  Even though she lived in New York City too.

In college, they’d been close.  Best friends.  But their lives had diverged, both of them taking different paths.  And this person didn’t like Hudson.  And Hudson didn’t like her.  They were like oil and water.
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