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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, 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 Arthur1701@tutamail.com.  
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CHAPTER 1
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THIS BOOK BEGINS IMMEDIATELY after the end of Book 13
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JEN STEPPED AWAY, LOOKING defensive and warily at the big black man. “What do you want?” she asked in a throaty whisper.

Jamal laughed. “Don’t worry Jen,” he said with a friendly grin that showed off his gold teeth. “I’m not trying to blackmail you or anything like that.”

“Then why did you say that?” Jen asked guardedly. “It’s like you’re stalking us.”  She added, “And anyways, Joey is not my brother-in-law.  We’re close, but he’s not Mike’s brother.  Not legally at least.”

Jamal shrugged uncaringly, like that was a difference without a distinction.  He said, “I’m not stalking you.  But I’m interested in you. And your husband. I’m intrigued by your lifestyle. You call it your game, right? And then when I saw you the first time, I became even more interested. You are one of the most beautiful girls I’ve ever seen.”

“What do you mean, you’re interested in my husband too?” Jen asked, still looking wary.

“Will you allow me to show you?” Jamal asked.

“Show me what?” Jen said guardedly.

“It’s better if I show you. I promise you’ll be perfectly safe.”

Jen hesitated for long moments, looking at Jamal. Then she nodded yes.

Jamal led Jen into the next apartment. “We’ll have more privacy here,” he said. When Jen hesitated at entering the apartment, he said “I promise I won’t touch you. You’re perfectly safe, I swear.”

Jen allowed Jamal to lead her inside. The apartment was empty. Jen looked around nervously. “I’ll be right back,” Jamal said, and he stepped into the next room and closed the door.

Jen fidgeted in her high heels, wondering why she had agreed to come here. She was all alone with Jamal. She barely knew him. What if he did try to rape her? Actually, there was no try about it. Jamal was a big man, and he looked strong. She’d be helpless if he tried something.  

Jen shuddered at the possibility. But was the shiver down her spine because of fear, or something else? She remembered what Jamal has whispered into her ear. “Have you ever fantasized about a black man raping you?”

Jen shivered again. Yes, she had fantasized about that. More times than she would want to admit.  

A few minutes later the door opened and Jamal stepped back into the room.

Jen’s eyes went wide when she saw him. He was completely naked!

“Don’t be alarmed,” Jamal assured her. “I won’t touch you. I’ll stay right here.”

“Why did you take off your clothes?!!!!” Jen said with alarm, turning her eyes away from the black man’s naked body.

“To show you what I have to offer,” Jamal said.

“What?!” Jen snapped, not understanding.

“I want to be your lover Jen,” Jamal said. “I want to play your game. With you and your husband.”

“What ...?” Jen said in a softer, hesitant voice. She was still looking away.  But she wanted to look at him.

“Look at me Jen,” Jamal urged her. With a chuckle, he added “Don’t be shy. You’ve seen your share of male bodies, I think.”

Jen hesitated. But then she couldn’t resist. She looked at the black man.

Jamal was tall in his bare feet, as tall as Blake. He had a really nice body. Muscular and well defined. Lean, toned, hard. He had a washboard stomach. He had some hair on his legs, and a happy trail of short bristly black hair that went from his penis to just below his belly button, but otherwise he was shaved with no pubic hair.

Jen’s eyes focused on his cock. It was ... impressive. Long and thick. It looked like a python running down his muscular thighs. And he wasn’t even hard.

And Jamal was so black. His body was jet black.

“Have you ever had black cock?” Jamal asked nonchalantly, as he watched Jen look at his manhood.

Jen finally tore her eyes away from his cock and looked at Jamal’s face. “Yes,” she said honestly.

“A lot?”

“Not a lot.”

“What do you think of me?”

Jen shrugged and admitted, “You’ve got a nice body.”

“I can tell you have a nice body too Jen,” Jamal said, looking her up and down.

“Even though my tits are small?” Jen said sarcastically, referring to his earlier comment.

Jamal laughed. “I was just trying to get you riled up,” he said. “It worked too. You’re here with me now. I bet you never thought you’d be alone with me naked.”

“You’re right about that,” Jen said with a laugh as she shook her head in wonder.

“So you can go now,” Jamal said dismissively. “I’m sure Joe’s wondering where you are.”

“Okay ...,” Jen said uncertainly. Was she relieved Jamal wasn’t making a move on her? Or disappointed?

Jamal seemed to read her thoughts and smiled knowingly. “I know I could have you right now if I wanted,” he said confidently. “But you have to work it out with Joe, I’m sure. And in any case, I want to talk to Mike first.”

“What?” Jen said, again not understanding. “Why?”

“I want to meet your husband,” Jamal said. “Now you should go. I don’t want Joe to worry about you.”

Jen stared a Jamal for a long moment. Then she turned and left.
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LATER, JEN AND JOE were gasping on his bed. Her Lara Croft outfit lay carelessly thrown on the floor, along with Joe’s toga.  

Jen was on her elbows and knees as Joe had fucked her doggy style. He had made her cum twice, both times really hard, and Joe had just cum inside her. As he pulled out, his sperm flooded from her well used pussy. Joe collapsed onto his back, still panting. Jen did the same, then rolled over towards him and wrapped an arm around his chest.

“God you fuck me so freaking good!” she gushed as her body still tingled from their fucking. Her orgasms had been SO intense. She wondered if that was because of the cocaine she’d had earlier.  Or maybe seeing Jamal naked.

Joe grinned at her and said, “Have I ever told you how good your pussy feels?” He wrapped his arms around her neck and kissed her. Jen kissed him back and started getting aroused again as he began to fondle her body.

“No, stop,” she said, pulling away. “I’ve got to get home.”

“Stay for a while,” Joe said. He ran his hand up Jen’s thigh to try to turn her on again. He wanted Mike’s wife again. More than that, he wanted to be with her more. “You just got here. Stay.”

“Joey I can’t,” Jen said, again pulling away from his hand. “I promised Mike I wouldn’t be too late. I’ve got to go.”

“Why? To give Mike his Valentine’s day fuck?” Joe said. He said it like a joke, but there was an edge to it. “Why do you still fuck him anyway? With his little dick.”  

Jen didn’t tell Joe that she wasn’t fucking Mike, not a lot anyway, with his cock in a cage. But even still she didn’t like the tone of his voice. “Joey, come on,” she said soothingly. “He’s my husband. And practically your big brother.”

“How do you even respect him? I mean, it’s Valentine’s day and you’re here with me, not him,” Joe shot back.

Jen got out of bed and gathered her clothes. She said, “First off, I respect Mike. A lot. Second, I spent most of Valentine’s day with Mike. Of course I did. He’s my husband. And last, he’s the reason why I’m with you. Because he let me. If Mike said no I wouldn’t be here. So be nice okay?”

Jen tugged on the nude pantyhose. Then she wiggled back into the bodysuit. As she reached between her legs to snap the snap, Joe knowingly said, “You’re not even bothering to wash off. Because Mike wants you this way.” 

“Yes, Joey, Mike wants me this way,” Jen snapped. “God Joey, why are you being such a jerk? I don’t ask you about those girls – you know, all those girls you flirted with tonight? All those girls you’re probably having sex with?”

Joey grinned as he heard the jealousy in her voice. “I’ll stop seeing them if you want,” he said. “Just say the word, and I’ll be exclusive to you.”

Jen pulled on the tiny brown shorts. The she sat down wearily next to Joe on the bed. “No Joey,” she said. “You can’t be exclusive to me. You know that. Because I can’t be exclusive to you. Because of Mike. Right now we’re having fun, but eventually you’ll find a girl and you’ll fall in love and you’ll get married.”

Joe looked into her eyes and said “Even if that happens, I’ll still want you.” He put his hand on her thigh, just below her pussy, and said “I’ll still want this.”

“Joey you’re talking crazy,” Jen said, pushing his hand away. “You know that can’t happen.”

Jen got off the bed and sat in his desk chair. She leaned over as she put on the brown boots. By silent agreement, they decided not to talk about the future anymore.  

“So what’s up exactly with Jamal?” Jen asked. “I talked to him some, and you know, he’s not a normal person.”

Joe laughed.  Then his eyes narrowed. “Did he hit on you?” he said, the words coming out like a growl.

“Joey, chill okay? I’m just asking.”

“Are you thinking about getting involved with him?” Joe asked in an accusatory tone. His voice was laced with jealousy.

“Joey, I’m just freaking curious about the man,” Jen said with exasperation. “Like, where does he get his money? His apartment’s huge. NYU pays professors that much?” Jen was also thinking about the gold in Jamal’s mouth. That had to cost a fortune.

“I think he consults,” Joe said. “He knows a lot about black people. How they think.”

“You mean, the African-American demographic? He consults on that?” 

“I guess,” Joe said with a shrug.

“So, is he with someone?” Jen asked, changing the subject from money to romance. “Does he have a girlfriend? Is he really serious about the black versus white stuff, or is he bullshitting?”

“Jen ...,” Joe said seriously. “I do not want you to do anything with Jamal. He’s my friend. Do not get involved with him Jen. I would not be good with that.”

Jen sat on the bed next to Joe. She put her hand on his thigh and gently said “You can’t make those kind of rules Joey. I don’t belong to you. I belong to Mike. Only Mike can make rules like that.”

“So I’m nothing to you!” Joe spat out bitterly, pushing Jen’s hand away. “I’m just another fuck toy for your game!”

“Joey you know that’s not true!” Jen said desperately, reaching for him. “You know you’re special to me!”

“Then I need something from you!” he insisted. “Something no one else gets!”

“What do you want?”

Joe thought about it for a moment. Then he said “It won’t be like you just said. That when I get married, we’re over. I never want it to be over. That’s what you have to give me. You have to promise it’ll always be like this.”

“Joey, are you freaking crazy? That means you’ll be cheating on your wife,” Jen pointed out.

“I don’t care,” he said defiantly. “I won’t get married if that means I can’t be with you anymore. So that’s what I want. Promise it’ll always be like this.”

“God Joey ...,” Jen lamented. “How can I promise that? I’m married, remember? We might not always play the game. Or maybe Mike might want me to stop having sex with you. What do I do then?”

“You tell him to fuck off!” Joe said angrily.

“Joey ... god ...” Jen sighed unhappily. She thought for a moment. Then she said “I can promise this. If Mike says we can’t be together anymore, I’ll try to talk him out of it. I’ll try really hard. That’s the best I can do Joey.”

––––––––
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I JUMPED UP WHEN I heard a key turning in the lock. I hurried to the door and was already there as it opened. My heart leaped when I saw my wife, the girl that I loved since the moment I saw her in college.

“Baby,” I said, pulling Jen into my arms. “I missed you.” My words came out like a relieved sigh.

I hugged her. I could smell traces of her perfume, and the strawberry-vanilla of her shampoo. I smelled other things too. Alcohol and cigarette smoke from the party. A man’s cologne. And the sweat of sex.

I tugged the jacket off her shoulders and looked at her. “You’re still Lara,” I said, seeing her outfit.

“I am,” Jen said with a grin at me. “How’s Anna?”

“Still sleeping,” I said. “I just checked on her.” Then I asked, “You have fun?”

“I did. A lot of fun.”

“I guess Joe had fun too,” I said.

“I think so,” Jen said with a lopsided grin.

“Did he ... ruin you?” I asked, my heart pounding.

Jen giggled. “I guess you’ll have to see for myself,” she said. 

I pulled her close again, pressing my body against hers. My cock was swollen and leaking pre-cum. I lustfully said “I’d rather feel for myself. Are you too tired?”

“I’m okay,” Jen said. “Come on, let’s go baby.”

We went into our bedroom. I took off my clothes but Jen stayed dressed as Lara Croft (although she did take off the boots, showing me her pretty feet in pantyhose). Then she got the key and unlocked the cage. She took it off. My cock was free!

My cock was soft. From experience, I knew it would take some time to get an erection after being in the cage. Looking at my dick, Jen wrapped her hand around my soft shaft. It felt wonderful! For 2 weeks my cock had been denied any human touch. Now my sexy wife had her small soft hand around me, and it felt glorious!

Jen saw the pre-cum and she lowered her head and took my cock into her mouth. She pressed her soft pouty lips around my shaft, and used the flat of her tongue to lick up and down. As she did, her long braided hair fell onto my chest.  

I gasped. The mix of sensations were almost too much, especially after being caged for 2 weeks. It was like being sensory deprived for 2 weeks, and then coming out into the full sun into a loud rock concert. Even though my cock was still soft, it was like a sudden, massive flood of pleasure. It was so intense, it was almost painful.

“Jen wait, stop,” I pleaded, pushing her head off my cock. Jen looked surprised. She looked at my cock – I was still soft – and then at me.  

“Are you about to cum?” she asked. “Even though you’re soft?”

I shook my head, looking (and feeling) unsure. I didn’t know the answer. I felt the urge to cum. I wanted to cum. Desperately. Yet I wasn’t sure I could cum. What was wrong with me? Do other caged men have this problem? I’d read a lot about male chastity, but nothing this specific.

“Let’s just, can we talk a while?” I said. I looked at the clock. It was almost 4am. Even though it was late, and she was tired, and all her makeup had long since washed off, she still looked beautiful. Heart stopping, head turning beautiful, the kind of beautiful you usually only saw on magazine covers and in movies.  

“Are you too tired?” I asked her, not able to take my eyes off her pretty face.

“I’m fine,” Jen assured me. She moved up the bed and we both shifted so we were facing each other. She held my soft cock in her hand. “I need to tell you something. I did some coke tonight. I think that’s why I’m so wired.”

“Jen ... cocaine?” I said, frowning at her.

“It just seemed like the thing to do,” she said, looking sheepish as she knew that was a lame answer.

“I want you to be safe baby,” I told her.

“I will be, I promise,” she assured me. Then she said, “Blake texted me.”

“When?”

“When I was in the uber.”

“What’d he want?”

“He wanted to get together,” Jen said. “He wasn’t happy when I told him I was going to a party. I guess I should see him this weekend.”

“Jen he’s not your husband!” I snapped. “You don’t have to see him if you don’t want to!  You’re not obligated to him!”

“Mike baby, it’s okay,” she said with a soothing hand to my chest. “He’s not forcing me. It’s not obligation.  I want to see him.”

Jen silenced me with her words. My chest was tightening up. She noticed I was upset. “Calm down baby,” she said soothingly, putting her soft hand on my chest again. “I don’t care really if I see him.”

“But you just said you wanted to,” I said, my voice trembling from emotion.

“I mean, only if it works out,” Jen said. “Maybe I’ll see him, maybe not.”

I was silent as I processed that. I was confused. Often when we played the game, I couldn’t figure out what was going on in my wife’s head, even though I felt like I knew her better than any other person on the planet.

My eyes drifted down to her hand as she stroked my dick. She wasn’t stroking as much as squeezing it, since it was soft. The head was still oozing pre-cum, which provided lubrication. My small soft cock easily fit in the palm of her small hand.

Jen was looking at my cock too. I said, “I guess there’s a big difference. Between me and Joe.”

“Well ... yeah ...,” Jen said as she continued to look at my manhood, if you could even call it that.

“Joe make you cum?”

“Yes.”

“How many times?”

“Twice.”

“On his cock?”

“Yes.”

“Good?”

“Really good,” Jen said. “Although it might have been partly the coke too. That always makes things more intense.”

I stared at my wife for a long moment. She had become so wild. Dressing to show off her body. Fucking whoever she wanted. Taking drugs. It was all so exhilarating!  

I moved closer and kissed her. “Jen,” I said without moving my lips from hers, while pressing my tongue against hers. “I love you so much!”

We made out for a while. I cupped her breasts and felt her nipples through the thin bodysuit. She kept squeezing my cock and moved her leg over mine, rubbing my calf so I felt the nylon of the nude pantyhose. I was hungry for her! I wanted my wife!

When I pulled away I was gasping. She was breathing harder too, but not passionately like the way she always got with other men. It was a reminder that I didn’t turn her on like other men. She might love me, but sexually I wasn’t what she desired.

But as long as she loved me, that was enough. As long as she came home to me, that was enough. I’d let her be with other men. Because I wanted her to be happy. That’s how much I loved her. I’d let other men enjoy her body, as long as I got all the rest of her.

Jen seemed to sense my thoughts. She kissed me and said, “I love you Mike.”

“Do you really?”

“Yes baby,” Jen assured me. “I love you. I’ll always love you.”

“But as a friend though, right? I’m friend-zoned,” I said. I couldn’t help some bitterness creeping into my voice. But I didn’t want to start a fight, so I forced a smile and said “That’s okay. This is what I want. It was my idea.”

“Mike ...,” Jen said softly. She kissed me again, then looked into my eyes as she said, “I tease you about being friend-zoned, but you’re not. Of course you’re not. You’re way more than a friend. Way way more. You’re the most important man in my life. You are Mike.”

Jen’s words warmed me. I pulled her into my arms. “I just need to hold you,” I said, squeezing her tight. “I need to fill up the Jen meter.”

Jen hugged me back. The hug turned into kissing, and we made out again. I was so hungry for her. It was more than physical. In fact, it was probably more emotional than physical. I needed to feel her love for me. I needed to feel that I was still part of her life.

I kissed her open mouth, urgently, pushing my tongue into her mouth, desperately seeking out her tongue. Jen didn’t resist me at all. In fact she was willing. She opened her mouth to meet mine, and she caressed her tongue against mine. It was exactly what I needed! It wasn’t just me, she was kissing me back, we were kissing each other. It filled my heart! It filled my soul!

“So I need to tell you something,” she said when we finally broke apart. We were still on our sides, looking at each other. Jen’s hand was still playing with my cock. I was getting harder but not there yet. She wasn’t complaining though. She was being patient with me.

“What?”

“Jamal. He knows about us. He knows who you are. He knows Joey’s like your brother. He even knows Anna’s name.”

I almost jumped out of the bed with alarm. “Why’d you wait so long to tell me?! Is he trying to blackmail us?!”

“No Mike, it’s okay,” Jen said with a soothing hand to my chest. “He’s interested in us. He knows your fantasies and mine. He says he wants to play the game with us.”

“What? Seriously?”

“Yeah,” Jen said. “He actually flashed me.”

“He flashed you?”

“He took off all his clothes and stood in front of me completely naked,” Jen said.

My mouth dropped. “You’re kidding?”

“No, I swear I’m telling the truth,” Jen said with a laugh.

“Did he try anything?”

“No. Actually he was a perfect gentleman. Even though that sounds weird since he was naked in front of me.”
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