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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kimmy – She’s 19, a sweet pretty Chinese girl who has a crush on Greg.  She’s a college student and works part time in the used bookstore below his apartment.  She’s also a virgin.  
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THIS STORY BEGINS IMMEDIATELY after the end of Be Careful What You Wish For Book 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.
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