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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 – FRIDAY PART 5
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THIS STORY BEGINS IMMEDIATELY after the end of Be Careful What You Wish For Book 3
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LIKE GREG, MOST OF the people at the wedding grew up in Buffalo.  They’d gone to high school together, and a few (including Greg) had gone to Buffalo University.  So, the weekend was like a big high school reunion.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” Greg answered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Greg grinned, clearly pleased with my words.  

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

“Greg, what the fuck?” I asked him. 

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

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

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

“Take off the condom,” I told him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And I was also distracted because Greg’s cum was leaking from me.  I could feel my inner thighs getting moist, and it was running down to my stocking tops.  And I knew my panties were soaked with his sperm.  I wondered if Hudson would like that.
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