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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.  Also also – gulp – the Jess’s.

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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Jess – She’s 38 with two young kids.  She’s been married to Rob for over 15 years.  Jess is a 5’7” leggy blonde with small perky breasts.  Jess is slim and in loose clothes, one could mistake her figure to be somewhat boyish.  No one seeing Jess would think she was anything but a girl, though.  Not with her pretty face that looks like a glamorous model’s when she does herself up, and her long, shapely – to die for – legs.

Rob – He’s 45 and fell in love with Jess the first time he saw her.  He didn’t waste any time, either, proposing to the pretty, leggy blonde soon after they started dating.  

Tina – She’s 38 and has been BFF with Jess since high school.  They were roommates all through college.  Tina is somewhat short at 5’2”.  She’s full-figured with a classic hourglass figure.  Her legs aren’t slim like Jess’s, but they are shapely.  Tina divorced Chris after she caught him cheating with a much younger girl.  After a period of mourning over her failed marriage, she’s gotten boy crazy – almost like she’s punishing Chris—allowing herself to be picked up by one young man after another. 

Darius – He’s 25 and tall, with thick wavy black hair that he usually wears slicked back off his face.  He’s Greek with a dark complexion.  Darius is ruggedly handsome and has a bad boy swagger to him.  Jess thinks of him as Mr. Tall-Dark-and-Handsome.

Tyrone – He’s almost 40.  And very black.  Tyrone is in good shape for a man his age, but not chiseled like Darius and most of the other Stallions.  His manhood doesn’t qualify as a big black cock.  He prefers white pussy, and he gets his share because he’s a drug dealer and sells the highest quality shit.  For the prettiest girls, their money isn’t good with him.  Only their bodies.  He’s an amicable, accommodating man – until he’s not – until he wants something from you.  It’s not smart to cross Tyrone.
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CHAPTER 1
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THIS BOOK STARTS IMMEDIATELY after the end of Book 3
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JESS WOKE THE NEXT morning with a terrible headache.  She drank water and took Advil, but even after the headache went away she felt terrible.  She’d acted like a cheap slut seducing Harry.  She felt dirty and ashamed.  

Her body started to shake and she hugged a pillow, but the shakes wouldn’t go away.  Life seemed dreadful.  She knew what would make her feel better.  With trembling hands, she injected heroin up her arm.  She anxiously sat on the edge of the bed, head cradled in her arms, waiting for the euphoria and bliss.  But they didn’t come, and after a few minutes she started to panic.  How could she make it through the day feeling like this?  Her body shook again, worse this time, anxiety and dread sweeping over her.  “I can do this!” she swore determinedly.  After a few minutes she managed to pull herself together.   

She took off the t-shirt and panties she’d worn to bed.  Walking to the shower, she glanced into the mirror and abruptly stopped.  She looked horrible!  She’d gained so much weight around her belly, ass, hips and upper thighs.  She remembered the cruel things the neighborhood wives had said to her last night.  The shakes returned and she collapsed to the floor, weeping, hugging her knees to her chest.

She crawled to her dresser and opened her lingerie drawer.  She took out the bottle of blue and red pills, hidden under the flimsy bras and panties.  She opened it with quivering hands and swallowed a pair into her mouth.  She gripped the edge of the dresser, praying for the pills to make her feel better.  After a few minutes it finally came, the wonderful euphoric feelings of ecstasy, and she breathed a sigh of relief.

Feeling much better, Jess walked back to the shower.  She swayed a little as she walked; she always felt tipsy when she was high, like being a little drunk.  She looked into the mirror again, and felt better now about what she saw.  Okay, maybe she wasn’t as thin as before, but her legs were still long and shapely, and her face still pretty.  Clearly men still found her desirable.   She thought of last night.  She felt guilty about seducing Harry, but the episode confirmed her desirability; it had been so easy to get him.  And of course there was Zack.  He clearly found her more desirable than his wife Millie.  In fact, she knew she was prettier than all the neighborhood wives, and that made her feel better.
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A FEW DAYS LATER, ROB and Jess had just put their kids down to sleep when Jess’s phone rang.  She looked at the caller id – it was Tyrone.  “I’ll just be a minute,” she said to her husband, walking into the den for privacy.  She brushed her hair behind her ear and said, “Hello? Tyrone?”

“Hey Jessie,” Tyrone said.  “I need you to do me a favor.  You remember Bob and Jeffrey?  They’re in town and want to see you.”

“You mean tonight?”

Jess could practically hear Tyrone frown.  “I’ve never said no to you, have I?” he said, an impatient edge in his voice.

No, he hadn’t, Jess had to admit.  He always gave her drugs whenever she asked.  And she hadn’t missed the edge in his voice, causing the chill of fear to run up her spine.  “Of course I’ll meet Bob and Jeffrey tonight,” she said trying to sound cheerful.

“I knew I could count on you Jessie,” Tyrone said, returning to his charming persona.  “Wear something nice – how about that black dress from a few weeks ago?”

Jess knew the dress he was talking about—the “freezes-over” dress.  She didn’t want to wear it, but his request sounded like a command.  “Okay,” she agreed.

A little while later Jess stepped into Rob’s home office.  His jaw dropped when he saw her.  “Wow,” he said awestruck.  “I’m betting you’re not dressed up like that for me.”

Jess gave him a tight smile.  Sometimes his timidity got on her nerves.  Any other husband would demand to know what she was doing.  He just accepted she was going out.  

“It was a spur of the moment thing,” she said, leaning over to give him a quick goodbye kiss on the cheek.  His pants were already tented, yet she saw the beginnings of an anxious expression on his face.  She felt another stab of annoyance, and left before she said something she’d regret later.

As Jess rode to the city in a taxi, she felt uneasy wearing the freezes-over dress.  It didn’t hide anything, showing the bulges around her tummy, hips and ass.  The taxi driver stared at her in the rear-view mirror.  Even though it was dark and he couldn’t see, she shifted in her seat and pulled down her dress, covering up the slight bulge of her upper thighs above the elastic stocking tops.  

Jess also felt uneasy about being with Bob and Jeffrey again.  When it was just Tyrone, she could convince herself she was partying with a friend, a Stallion.  But with Bob and Jeffrey, she had to admit the truth, that she was trading sex for drugs.  

Feeling her anxiety grow, Jess reached into her purse for the small container of blue and red pills.  She’d shot up heroin earlier that day but not taken any pills.  She swallowed the pills, knowing she’d need them to calm herself and make it through the evening.  

She felt better after a few minutes, the drugs helping her to feel confident and sexy.  Even wearing the freezes-over dress no longer bothered her as much.  She saw the taxi driver still staring at her, and she smiled at him.

Tyrone kissed Jess open mouth as soon as she walked into his Central Park apartment.  “Fuck! You look hot!” he gushed looking at her, his hands running under her dress.  

Feeling punch drunk from taking the pills, Jess giggled and pushed his hands away.  “None of that, I’m here for your friends, not you,” she said teasingly.

Tyrone’s face darkened.  Jess yelped as he suddenly grabbed her hair and jerked her head back.  He ran his finger across her cheek and neck.  It reminded her of the knife he’d once threatened her with.  “You’re here for whatever I want,” he said in a low dangerous voice.

“I know, I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” Jess said fearfully.

Tyrone’s friendly smile returned and he helped her back to her feet.  “Go fix yourself up babydoll, and then we’ll start the party,” he said patting her behind.

Jess compliantly went into the powder room, her body trembling from fear.  She tried to calm down but her body wouldn’t stop shaking.  But she feared staying in the bathroom too long, so she hurriedly fixed her hair and makeup, and then came out.  

Tyrone noticed the fearful quiver in her step. “Good,” he thought to himself.  “Jessie’s a pretty girl, but she has to understand her place.”  

He gestured her to come to him.  Jess sat down next to him, nervously crossing her legs.  The motion caused her short dress to hike up her legs, exposing the bottom of her lacy stocking tops.  She moved to pull the skirt down but he stopped her, placing his large black hand on her thigh.  His thumb softly caressed the lace.  He’d always admired her legs, especially how they looked in stockings. 

“You look good in this dress.  Always wear them this short,” Tyrone told her.

“Well ... um ... okay,” Jess said.

Tyrone ran his hand through her blonde hair.  “And let your hair grow longer.  Down to your ass.”

“Okay.”

Tyrone smiled, pleased with her obedience.  “Show me some love before you go see my friends,” he said.

He spread his legs, and what he wanted became clear to her.  Jess got on her knees between his spread legs.  She undid his pants and pulled them down his legs.  He sighed as she wrapped her soft hand around his erection.  Then he groaned as she took him into her mouth.  

Going down on him, Jess actually felt relieved and her fear lessened.  Giving head was something she was good at, and she knew she could keep him from getting angry with her again by giving him pleasure.

Tyrone didn’t last long, and after she swallowed his jizz, she got back to her feet, pulling her dress down.  Tyrone watched as she reapplied her lipstick, and then he led her to the guest bedroom where Bob and Jeffrey waited.

The father and son were more confident and demanding with Jess this time.  Maybe because this was the second time they’d had her.  The father, Bob, walked around Jess like she was a piece of meat.  “What have you been doing, spending all your time at an all-you-can-eat buffet?” he said, derisively slapping her ass.

Jess forced a smile, knowing Tyrone would get angry if she lashed out at Bob.  “She’s still pretty,” the son, Jeffrey, insisted.

Bob took Jess’s chin in his hand and moved her head back and forth, as if inspecting her.  “Yeah, she is,” he finally agreed, and then he pushed her down onto her knees.  “And I’m gonna fuck her pretty face,” he said unzipping his fly.

Holding the back of Jess’s head, he pushed his cock into her mouth, making her gag.  He fucked her face so hard and fast that saliva and precum seeped from her mouth and down her chin and neck.  A few moments later Bob grunted and came, shooting his spunk all over her pretty face. 

Jess didn’t even have a chance to wipe the spunk from her eyes before Jeffrey pushed hard on her back, forcing her down onto her elbows.  He roughly pulled up her skirt up and spit onto his cock, and then forced himself into her ass.  She cried in pain, tears coming to her eyes and mixing with Bob’s spunk still dripping off her face.  Jeffrey fucked her hard and then he twisted her around, stuffing his dirty cock into her mouth and making her gag as he shot his spunk down her throat.  She gagged and almost threw up as she swallowed it, some of it drooling out the corners of her mouth.

Jess heard Bob laughing.  “I love ass-to-mouth action!” he said approvingly to his son.

All of this had happened in less than 10 minutes.  Having seen enough (to make sure Jessie would do whatever Bob and Jeffrey wanted), Tyrone walked to the door.  “Enjoy yourself,” he said, knowing the father and son had just begun their fun with Jess.

“Hey Tyrone,” Bob called out to the black man.  “Next time, get us a slut with bigger tits.  And not so fat.”

Tyrone gave him a “whatever” shrug, and then left.
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JESS STAGGERED FROM the bedroom 2 hours later, feeling used and humiliated.  The father and son had fucked her repeatedly in all her holes, and she literally dripped with their cum.  She went into the bathroom and collapsed, hugging her knees to her chest.  She wept, feeling cheap and ashamed, like a worthless slut.  

Jess finally got up and tried to clean up, but her hair was matted with spunk, and her dress soiled with sperm and other sex juices.  She didn't want to take a shower in Tyrone's apartment, and she didn't have any other clean clothes anyway, so she left the bathroom to go home, her body still quivering from the terrible demeaning experience.

Jess didn't want to see Tyrone, but he came out to meet her.  "You okay?" he said, putting his hand on her shoulder.

Jess shook her head and jerked away from his hand, not wanting him to touch her.  He was her real tormentor after all.

"No need for that Jessie," Tyrone said reproachfully.  Then he handed her a pair of pills.  These were green and yellow.  "Take these, you'll feel better."

Jess looked warily at the pills, but the prospect of feeling better was too alluring.  She took the pills and swallowed them.  It took a moment, but then her body began tingling and rapturous euphoria gushed through her.  She couldn't believe how wonderful the pills made her feel, it was like the ordeal with Bob and Jeffrey had never happened.  
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