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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.  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​CAST OF CHARACTERS



[image: ]




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.  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 1
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We were in bed.  I was naked, on my back.  Zoey was still dressed.  She’d been out on a date with Greg.  Her hand was greased up with Vaseline and she was slowly stroking my hard dick.

“You had fun?” I asked.

Zoey nodded.  “I always have fun with Greg,” she said.

I was breathing hard.  When she said things like that, it tore at my guts but also got me so excited.  “He fuck you good? You cum hard on his cock?” I excitedly asked.

Zoey smiled, because I always asked the same things.  “Yes and yes,” she said with a grin.

“You do have that just fucked look,” I said with a grin back.

“Well, I guess that makes sense since I am,” she said back.  We both laughed.

“We have the strangest conversations,” I said as we smiled at each other.

“We do,” Zoey agreed, and we both laughed again.

I got serious again as she continued to stroke me.  I asked, “You’ve been fucking Greg for months now.  Is it still just as good?” 

“Yeah, it is,” Zoey said.  “If anything, it’s better.  I’ve never been with someone so big.”  She laughed and said, “And I guess size does matter.  I think it depends on the girl.  I’ve been reading about it, and I think my clitoris and g-spot, or whatever, you know, those sex nerves, they’re far up inside me, so size makes a difference.”

I felt a wave of jealousy and angst wash over me.  “I guess my cock has no chance of reaching those nerves,” I said.

Zoey looked at me, as she tried to decipher how I was feeling.  “You have the most beautiful cock I’ve ever seen,” she said.  “I’ve told you, Greg’s cock is ugly, scary even.  And I think you’re the most wonderful man to let me have this experience.”

We were silent for long moments.  Zoey continued to stroke me, but she did so with a light touch to edge me along.  

“Are you upset it’s ending?” I asked.  I was talking about her relationship with Greg – her intimate relationship—ending soon since our wedding was next week.

“Upset’s not the right word,” she said, looking away from me at the floor.  She looked melancholy.

“Then what?”

“I don’t know ...,” she sputtered.  “I mean, it’s kinda like breaking up with a boyfriend, you know?  We joke about Greg being my boyfriend, but really he kinda has been.  It’s weird since I’m with you, but ... you know?”

I was breathing even harder now.  “It makes sense how you’re feeling,” I said as my cock got even harder in her hand.  “You’ve spent a lot of time with him.  More than with me, with me traveling, and you working for him now.  You’ve definitely had sex with Greg more than me.  So, it is like you’re breaking up with your boyfriend.”

“I’ll get over it,” Zoey said with a shrug and a weak smile.  “I knew all this was going to end, just like Greg knew it was going to end.”

“Is Greg upset too?” I asked.

Zoey shrugged but didn’t answer.  I was sure he was upset though.  And she knew he was upset. 

“We’ve learned a lot about each other,” I said.  I grinned and added, “Like, we’ve learned you’re a size queen.”

Zoey laughed.

Still grinning, I said “And you’re a nympho for big cocks.”  Zoey laughed again.

“I’m actually not joking,” I said.  “We’ve been together for years.  In all that time, you’ve never been so into sex.  At least with me.”

Zoey shrugged.  She didn’t deny it.  She said, “It’s not just big cocks.  It’s Greg.  He’s actually a really good lover.  I never would have thought it, but ... anyways ....”

I groaned at her words, and my hard cock twitched in her hand.  She felt it and looked questioningly at me.  “I always thought Greg was a loser,” I said.  “A nice guy, but a loser.  But the fact he fucks you better than me, it really gets me hot.  That’s just part of it though.  You have feelings for Greg.”

Zoey felt my cock twitch and frowned at me.  “It gets you hot I’m mixed up it’s ending?” she snapped.  “That’s real nice Hudson.  It’s like, you get off on me feeling bad,” she said with a hard look at me.

“You don’t think I’m going through shit too?” I added with the same sarcasm in my voice.  “Seeing how you react with Greg, seeing you falling for him, you don’t think that kills me?  I don’t remember the last time I’ve been inside you.  And you never start anything.  You’re happy to just jerk me off.  You never even put my cock in your mouth anymore, much less your pussy.”

Zoey frowned again.  “You told me you didn’t want to be part of my sex life,” she reminded me.

“I didn’t know you’d enjoy it so much!” I snapped.  “I didn’t know you’d give it all to Greg!”

“Well, if it’s so horrible, why are you still so freaking hard?” Zoey snapped back.  She angrily pulled her hand away from my hard cock.

We were silent for long moments.  I pulled my boxers back on, and the emotional turmoil made me go soft.

Eventually, I said “Do you still love me?  Do you still want to marry me?”

Zoey’s eyes went wide.  She looked at me like I was crazy.  “Of course I still love you!  Of course I still want to marry you!”

“What if I told you I’m not the Master of the Universe that you thought I was?” I said.  “Or I thought I was?”

“What?”

I gritted my teeth as I shook my head.  I said, “Camilla’s a total bitch.  I don’t know where I stand with her.  I don’t know where I stand with the company, or on making partner.”

Zoey looked shocked.  “Why haven’t you told me this?”

“How could I tell you, Zoe?” I said with exasperation.  “Greg already fucks you better than me.  Now he’s going to make more money than me?  Now he has a brighter future than me?  How do I tell you that?  Why would you ever stay with me?” 

Zoey took my hands and squeezed them.  She looked into my eyes as she said, “I love you, Hudson.  We’ll figure it out.  And sex, yeah, Greg and I do have a connection.  But that’s just, I don’t know ... people sometimes just have a physical connection.  It’s impossible to explain.  I’m sure you’d get off more physically with Scarlett Johansson or Kate Upton, or whoever, than me.  You know?”

I nodded.  My heart was pounding in my chest again.  Zoey’s words were reassuring but not a 100% endorsement of my work situation.  “We’ll figure it out” wasn’t that satisfying.  Especially since she was coming home lately enthusing about how great Greg’s business was doing, and how it was growing so fast.  She used to talk about my career prospects that way.  Now she was talking that way about Greg’s.

And, she’d just admitted that she got off more with Greg than me.  I knew that already of course, and she’d told me that before, but whenever she said it, it tore at my guts, it made me insanely jealous, and it got me delirious with cuckold lust.  

I was hard again.  The erection of even my not quite 5-inch cock was noticeable in my boxers.  Zoey saw it and gave me a sly smile.  She pulled down my boxers and scooped Vaseline into her palm.  She wrapped her greased hand around my shaft and pumped up and down.  She grinned as I moaned.

“You know, I’ve learned about you too,” she said as she slowly stroked me.  “You’re not as alpha as I thought you were.  I still can’t believe you let Greg have me.  And you get off he fucks me better than you.  Before all this started, I never would’ve thought that possible.”

My stomach was really churning now, and my chest felt tight like I was having a heart attack.  “And how does that change how you think about me?” I managed to choke out.

“It’s just, I don’t know ...,” Zoey said with a thoughtful look.  “I mean, I still love you.  But I guess it does change how I think about you sexually.”

“Oh god,” I softly moaned.  Her words were horrible, they tore at my manhood.  But they got me so hot I felt like I was going to explode!

“How? How?” I desperately asked.

“I think you know,” Zoey said, looking into my eyes.  “I don’t desire you sexually like I used to.  You said you want Greg to be the man in my sex life, and well, he is.  I desire him.  He’s actually more confident, more aggressive, than I ever thought.  More than you, that’s for sure.”

I moaned again, and I jerked my hips up, trying to fuck her hand.  But Zoey loosened her grip to prevent me from cumming.

“And something else,” Zoey said, now stroking me with a looser grip.  “You said I never try to start intercourse with you.  Okay, that’s true.  But you never try to start anything either.  I’m on the Pill now.  I would’ve thought you’d want to do it since we don’t have to use condoms.”

“Do you make Greg use condoms?” I asked breathlessly.

“You know I don’t.”

“Where does he cum?  Inside you?” I asked, practically panting now.

“Usually inside me.  Most times inside me.”

“Did he cum in you tonight?  Are you full of his sperm?”

“Yes.”

“Fuck ... god,” I moaned again.  God, it hurt so much.  It tore at my soul.  But the cuckold angst also made me delirious with desire.

“You haven’t answered me,” Zoey said, pressing for a reason.

“Maybe I like your hand better,” I told her bitterly.  “It feels tight, like your pussy used to feel.  I’m sure Greg’s stretched you out.  He’s ruined your pussy for me. I probably wouldn’t feel much.”

Zoey pursed her lips, clearly not convinced by my answer and ignoring the bitterness in my voice.  “I think it’s part of you not being in my sex life,” she said.  “That gets you off.  And it gets you off more if you think I’m denying you.  If you think I’m giving my pussy only to Greg.”

I groaned, her words making me delirious with cuckold lust.  “Is that what you’re doing?  Denying me?”

“No,” Zoey said honestly with a shrug.  “I would never deny you.  Maybe I haven’t started anything, but I’m your fiancée, I love you, you can do anything you want with me.”

After a moment, she added “But maybe I will now.  Deny you. Until after the wedding.  To get you back for getting off on me feeling sad about breaking up with Greg.  Until the day after the wedding, all you get is my hand.  Greg gets my mouth and pussy.”

“That’s how it is now,” I pointed out.

“But now I’m saying that’s how it is,” Zoey said, still looking into my eyes.  “Greg owns my mouth and pussy.  Not you.  You don’t get me back until the day after our wedding.”

I stared back at her.  I knew what I should do.  I should tell her to fuck off, and then throw her onto her back!  She belonged to me, not Greg, she was mine!  Her body was mine! I should jump on top of her and then fuck her slutty cheating pussy!

But instead, I meekly said “Okay.”

Zoey’s eyes widened.  She shook her head and said, “You really are different than who I thought you were.  I still love you, but you’re different.”

Her face showed disappointment, but also ... what was it?  Excitement?  Did she get off denying me?  On us changing positions, with me being her bottom instead of the other way around?

We stared at each other for long moments.  With my heart in my throat, I asked, “Is Greg different than you thought?  Do you love him?”

“I told you I desire Greg,” Zoey said.  “I never would’ve thought that was possible.  And it’s more than desire – I crave him.  I get wet when I’m in the same room with him.  It gets me wet thinking about him.”

After a moment, she said, “I’m turned on talking about him now.”

She looked into my eyes as she said this.  I thought she was being harsh.  Usually during our sexy pillow talk, Zoey was gentler with how she said things.  But now, it was like she was trying to hurt me.  Maybe she really was mad because she thought I was getting off on her misery.  

But that wasn’t it.  Her being upset wasn’t what turned me on.  What turned me on was she was upset because she was breaking up with Greg.  That he meant that much too her.

Zoey though, couldn’t stay mad at anyone.  Especially with me.  So, in a softer voice, she said “But I don’t love him.”  With a shrug, she added “I admit, sometimes I feel love for him when we’re having sex, or right after.  I think if you’re intimate with someone long enough, that’s bound to happen, it’s just human nature.  But feeling love for someone isn’t the same as being in love.”

I stared at her.  My fiancée, the girl I loved more than anything in the world, just told me she felt love for another man.  The thought made me queasy, sick to my stomach.  Yet why did it turn me on so much?

“Can you cum now?” she asked me.  “My hand’s starting to hurt.”

“Yeah, I want to cum,” I panted.  “Take off your clothes.  I want to see your sexy body.”

Zoey shook her head no.  “No.  I told you.  Greg owns me.”

“You said your pussy and mouth,” I said, suddenly panicked.

“Greg owns my entire body,” Zoey announced.  “You won’t see my naked body until our wedding night, when Greg’s fucking me.  But I’ll finish jerking you off now, like a pity orgasm.  Don’t complain, or you won’t even get that.”

My head was swirling with so many emotions.  How had it come to this?  I had lost so much.  But soon, after a few moments of stroking me with a tighter grip, I came all over Zoey’s hand.
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CHAPTER 2
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“Can you talk?” I whispered into the phone. 

“Where’s Zoey?” Sidney asked.  

“She’s in the shower,” I said looking at the closed bathroom door. “I don’t have much time.”

“So, what do you want to talk about?” Sidney asked.  There was a grin in her voice that seemed to indicate she knew exactly what I wanted to talk about.  

“Have you been talking to Zoey?” I asked.  “Have you been egging her on?”

“About what?” Sidney asked innocently.

“You fucking know what!” I angrily hissed.  

Sidney laughed.  “Okay, okay, if you’re talking about your cuckold fetish, then yes, Zoey and I’ve been talking,” she said.

“What’d you talk about?” I asked.

“Actually, she called me up,” Sidney said.  “She said you told her you wanted Greg to be the first man to fuck her on her wedding night.”  

It was true.  A couple weeks ago I told Zoey it would be super-hot if Greg was the first man to have her on our wedding night.  We’d been dancing around the idea for months, but still Zoey had been surprised when I suggested it.  Initially she resisted but she eventually gave in.  In retrospect, it didn’t seem to me she had fought too hard against the idea, but maybe that was just my insecurities about her and Greg.

Sidney laughed and said, “God Hudson, you are the kinkiest man I’ve ever met.”

“God what a fucking bitch,” I thought.  But I didn’t say it, because I needed more information from her.  “What did you tell her?”

“Zoey already told me you two weren’t doing it much, if at all,” Sidney said.  “So, I told her to make it official.  She should cut you off until after the wedding.”

“So, it was your idea,” I said under my breath.  I was relieved.  It wasn’t Zoey’s idea to cut me off, it was Sidney’s.

“What happens next?” Sidney asked eagerly.

“What do you mean?”

“What happens next in your demented cuckold fantasy?” Sidney asked.  I noticed she was breathing hard.

“Are you fucking beating off?” I asked, astonished.

“Yeah, I am,” Sidney admitted with a laugh.  “I’ve told you I get off on demented, and you’re mega demented.  Tell me, Hudson.  What happens next in your cuckold saga?  I’ll be your wingman too if you need help.  Like, if you want your pretty Zoey walking down the aisle with her pussy full of Greg’s cum, I’ll run interference so Greg can get his big dick into your sweet bride before the wedding.”

I stared at the phone.  Suddenly I was breathing hard too.  “Sidney ...,” I croaked out in a husky voice.  “Zoey’s got a date with Greg, that’s why she’s getting ready.  It’s their last chance to see each other before the wedding, because our families are arriving tomorrow.  Are you busy?  Can I stop by?”

Sidney laughed.  “Are you looking for a booty call?  When was the last time you had sex?”  She mockingly added, “I mean real sex, not Zoey jerking you off with Vaseline.”

I gritted my teeth at Sidney’s mocking voice.  Zoey told her about the Vaseline?!  It was humiliating.  In the past, I would’ve cussed her out and then slammed the phone down.  But now, her idea about Zoey walking down the aisle freshly fucked by Greg made me breathless with cuckold lust.  I needed – NEEDED – pussy.  If I didn’t get pussy until the day after the wedding, I was going to explode.

“Sidney,” I said, keeping my voice steady.  I knew if I got angry, I’d have no chance of hooking up with her.  “Can I stop by later?”

“First, answer my question.  When was the last time you had sex?” she asked.

“With you.  In Vegas,” I said.

“Fuck Hudson, that was 2 months ago,” Sidney said astonished.  “You haven’t had pussy in 2 months?”  She laughed and mockingly said, “I thought you were more of a player than that.  Does your dick even work anymore?”

I gritted my teeth again, controlling my anger. “I don’t want to cheat on Zoey anymore,” I said.

“But you want to hook up with me?” Sidney said, laughing.

“You’re different,” I said.  Sidney WAS different.  It was hard to explain.  She was involved in this “saga.”  Sex with her didn’t feel like cheating.

“Please Sidney,” I said.  I was begging now.  “If I don’t get some pussy, I’m gonna go out of my mind!”

Sidney laughed again.  “Wow, I never thought I’d hear Mr. Master of the Universe begging me for anything,” she mocked.  “But being faithful to Zoey – other than me – is admirable, I guess.  Okay, sure.  Stop by and we’ll fuck.  But make sure you bring condoms.”

––––––––
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I WALKED TO THE BEDROOM.  I was quiet, not wanting Zoey to hear me.  The door was closed.  I silently opened it.  It was ridiculous I was having to sneak around my own home with my own girl, but that’s where my life was now.

Zoey was half dressed, in just her bra and panties.  She was standing in front of the full-length mirror, pinning up her long blonde hair.  Lately she’d worn her hair up at work and on dates with Greg. For a moment she didn’t see me, but then she noticed me in the mirror.

She immediately turned around to look at me and grabbed her robe to cover her body.  “Hudson, you have to get out,” she said.

I walked towards her and gave her a friendly grin, trying to act reasonable and confident.  “Come on, we’re getting married in less than a week,” I said with a light-hearted voice.  I reached up and pulled at the robe.  “You’re not naked anyway.  I just want to watch you get dressed.”  With a light-hearted laugh, I added, “You’re getting ready for a date with Greg so I don’t think he’ll mine.”

For a moment, Zoey held the robe close to her body.  But then she let me pull it away.  “I guess you’re right,” she said with her own light-hearted laugh.

I nodded as I looked Zoey up and down.  God, she looked so good.  My cock began to stiffen, and I felt like I was salivating.

She wore a heavily embroidered, light blue bra and matching panties.  I knew they were thong panties as I’d seen her backside when I first opened the bedroom door.  I’d never seen the lingerie before.  My heart ached at the realization she was buying lingerie for Greg that she’d never worn for me. 
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