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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 peteandrews1701@gmail.com.  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 1
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THIS BOOK BEGINS ABOUT a week after the end of Book 10
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THIS WAS MY BIG DAY.  I was being promoted to full partner based on my work on Sapphire 1 and 2.

I was only 36.  Old for an NFL quarterback, but young for Wallstreet, especially at my firm.  I was going to be the youngest full partner ever.  The last youngest partner had been 39, so I was not only beating but crushing that record!

Full partner came with a big raise and even bigger bonuses.  And there were major perks.  I got a big expense account, a company car (a Mercedes), and access to the company jet, a Gulfstream G650.  A jet!  

I still appeared on CNN as a business correspondent.  People called me a “Master of the Universe” (from Tom Wolfe’s Bonfire of the Vanities).  I had pretty reporters like Jasmine Kelly wanting to interview me.

The success of my career reassured me.  As a man.  And with my wife.  

I was more successful than any of her lovers.  They might have big dicks and fuck good, but that wasn’t the measure of a man.  I was a good provider.  Jen didn’t work, so she relied on me to bring home the bacon.  And I did.  I brought home a lot of bacon.  

I was a good husband.  I never demeaned my wife.  We rarely had harsh words.  I was supportive, encouraging and most of all, loving.  I loved Jen more than life itself.  I would do anything for her.

And I was a good father.  I spent a lot of time with Anna.  We were really close.  

Good husband and father, and good provider.  They were the measures of a man.  Yes, sex was important.  But hadn’t I taken care of that too?  Yes, I did.  I took care of my wife.  I gave her what she needed, and what she wanted.  The fact that it wasn’t me was secondary.  All that mattered was I was taking care of Jen.  No other man could take care of her, and love her, like me.

There was a big reception tonight to congratulate me.  Jen was coming of course.  I was so excited for her to be here.  In the game, I was the cuckold husband.  I was weak and inadequate.  I was needy, insecure, and even pathetic.  I was the lesser man.

But here at work, I was successful.  I was powerful.  I was a Master of a Universe.

I wanted Jen to see that.  I wanted to remind my wife that I was a real man.  Not her lovers.  But me.  I was the real man, not them.

In the late afternoon, Jen called.  “So, I want to ask you something,” she began.  She had a mischievous smile in her voice.  

“What?” I said, a smile in my voice too.

“Well, I just got back from Cam’s,” she said.

“Oh.  You saw Cam today?” I asked, surprised.  

“Yes.”

“I mean, you saw him, saw him?” I asked.

“Mike ...  yes,” she said.

I frowned into the phone.  Jen had sex with Cam today.  On my big day, she had sex with another man.

We hadn’t talked about it.  I didn’t tell her not to see Cam.  I just assumed, on my big day ....

“Anyways, I told Cam about your promotion,” Jen said, the mischievous smile back in her voice.  “He said something.  So, I want to ask if you want me to do it.  Tonight, at the reception.”

“Do what?” I asked.

“I can’t tell you.  It would ruin it if I told you,” Jen said with a grin.  “Don’t worry, it’s not over the top.  But I think it’ll get you hot.”

I paused, processing her words and my emotions.  Jen wanted to play the game tonight.  Because of what Cam said.  On my big day.  She wanted to play the game.

“Mike, are you okay?” Jen asked over the phone.

“What did Cam say about my promotion?” I asked.  “When you told him.”

“He’s really impressed,” Jen said.  “Mike, he knows who you are.  He’s googled you.  He’s seen you on TV.  He really respects you.”

I frowned into the phone.  I hated when she defended Cam.  It felt like she was taking his side over me.  She used to do it all the time with Scott.  Now it was Cam.

“Do you talk to Cam about Anna?” I asked.

“What?”

“Anna,” I said sharply.  “Do you talk to Cam about Anna?”

“I mean, he knows about Anna,” Jen said.  “But I don’t talk to him about her, not really.  Mike baby ... I’m sorry.  It’s just something Cam said.  I thought you’d like it.  But it’s upsetting you.  I won’t do it.”

“How long were you with Cam?” I asked.  Anger and jealousy were in my voice.

Jen knew I was upset.  “Just the normal thing,” she said guardedly.  “I went to his place after the gym.”  She hesitated, like she was thinking.  She must’ve figured out why I was upset because she said, “You know, I shouldn’t have seen him today.  Not on your big day.  But Mike baby ... it’s still your big day.  Cam doesn’t mean anything.”

Cam didn’t mean anything?  Then why did she see him?  I knew why.  She couldn’t help herself.  She had a longing, and she knew her husband couldn’t do anything about it.  Her husband – me – couldn’t give her what she needed.  So, she went to a man who could.  

But why was I so upset?  Isn’t this exactly what I wanted?  I was a cuck, and Jen was cucking me.  So why did it bother me so much?

I forced myself to calm down.  I forced the dark emotions away.  “It’s okay.  You didn’t do anything wrong,” I told her.  I forced a grin into the phone and added “You know how I get.”

“This is your day,” Jen said.  “I’m so proud of you Mike.  You’re so wonderful.  I won’t do that thing.”

“What is the thing?”

“It doesn’t matter,” Jen said.  “Maybe I’ll do it some other time.  Not today.”

“No, Jen, I want you to do it,” I said.  

“Are you sure?  It’s not over the top.  I think you’ll like it.”

“Yes, I want you to do it,” I told her.
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I WAS EXCITED TO SEE Jen.  I admit, I wanted to show her off.  And not because of the game.  My wife was beautiful, and I knew she’d be dressed sexy.  It would feel good to have her on my arm as we mingled at the reception, and as I got recognized for being the newest full partner.

Traffic was heavy so Jen was late.  She met me at the reception.  When I saw her, I was kind of disappointed.  She wasn’t dressed sexy.  She wore a loose dress that ended passed her knees.  The dress was elegant but not sexy.  It didn’t show any cleavage and was loose on her body, and it didn’t show much of her lovely legs.

Jen wasn’t wearing any hose, not even pantyhose.  And instead of high heels, she wore flats.  On top of that, she wasn’t wearing any makeup that I could tell, and had her hair in a ponytail.

Jen was still beautiful.  My wife could wear a burlap sack and she’d still be beautiful.  But she wasn’t dressed sexy.  In fact, it looked like she had barely dressed up at all.

We hugged and kissed hello.  Then she grinned at me.  “Disappointed I’m not wearing spikey high heels?” she asked with a mischievous smile in her voice.  

“Not at all baby, you look beautiful,” I quickly said, giving her the smart husband answer.

Jen looked at me knowingly.  “You are disappointed,” she said with that mischievous smile on her beautiful face.  Then she moved closer to me and whispered, “This is what Cam told me to do.  He told me not to dress up for you.”

“What?” I said dumbly.  I might be a Master of the Universe, but I didn’t understand what she was saying.

Jen moved closer to me and whispered into my ear, “Cam told me not to dress up for you.  I told you he’s competitive.  He said he wants to keep my sexiness for him.”

“So, what do I get?” I asked, my throat suddenly dry.

“You get a loose black dress,” Jen said with that wicked smile.  “Cotton bra and panties.  No lace.  No thong.  No hose.  No high heels.  That’s all you get baby.”

“Jen ...,” I groaned in a low voice.  This was not the place for this.  I was being recognized.  The youngest full partner.  In few minutes I was going to have to stand in front of my entire firm and give a speech.  It was not a good time to be in cuck-space.  Not a good time to have a boner in my pants.

“You know what else Cam said?”

“What?” 

Again, Jen moved closer.  “You don’t get my pussy tonight,” she whispered into my ear.  “Or my mouth.  All you get is my hand.”

“Ugh, god Jen ...,” I moaned.  If she kept talking like this, I was going to fucking cum in my pants!

Jen put a soothing hand on my chest.  “Calm down Mike,” she said in a soft voice.  “I’m doing this for you.  Because I love you and I’m so proud of you.”

I grabbed her arm and hissed into her ear, “Did you cum on Cam’s cock today?”

“Yes.”

“Did he cum inside you?”

“Yes.”

“Are you going to sit on my face tonight?”

Jen looked at me.  She grinned at me.  That wicked, mischievous grin.  “Oh yeah baby,” she cooed, her words coming out like a soft moan.  “Tonight, you’re gonna eat Cam’s cum from my pussy.”

At that moment I was called up to make my speech.  I gave Jen a long look.  

“I’m so proud of you Mike,” she told me, smiling into my eyes and squeezing my hand.  “I love you so much.”  Then I moved to the stage with Jen walking with me and holding my arm.
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LATER THAT NIGHT I was sitting on the edge of the bed.  Jen was standing in front of me, still fully dressed.  My hands were on her hips, caressing her.  Feeling what she was wearing under her dress.

“You’re not wearing a thong,” I said as I felt her panties under the dress.

“I told you I wasn’t,” Jen said.  “Just plain white cotton panties.”  With a grin she added “Back in high school we called them grandma panties.”

“But you hate panty lines,” I reminded her.

“Don’t have to worry about that in this dress, mister,” Jen pointed out.  “It’s so loose.”

“You wouldn’t wear this dress with Cam,” I said.

“Nope,” Jen agreed.  “I work hard to keep my body.   I want Cammy to see it.”

“Or Joe,” I said, remembering the tiny dress she’d worn the last time we saw Joe.  When he fucked her up the ass.

“Or Joe either,” she agreed.

I looked into her eyes.  “Or Scott,” I said.

Jen looked back at me.  She could see I was in major cuck-space.  She said “Remember?  I always went braless with Scott.  Because that’s what he wanted.  So yeah.  I’d never wear this dress with him.  It’s not nearly sexy enough.”

I groaned with lust.  I thought about Black Hair.  She’d never wear this dress for him either.

“But you wore this dress for me,” I said.  I was so excited that my voice was shaky.  As I caressed her hips and ass and felt the unsexy panty lines, I added “And these panties.”

“That’s right,” Jen said.  She was looking in my eyes.  “You don’t get a sexy dress Mike.  You don’t get sexy lingerie.  You don’t get stockings or high heels.  Even on your special day, you don’t get any of that.”

“So, you’re denying me?” I asked.

“I am.”

“Because Cam said so?”

“Yes.  Because that’s what Cam wants,” Jen said.  “But also because I don’t think about you that way anymore.  I get off on your tongue.  You have an amazing tongue.  But not your cock.  Your cock’s too small.  It’s too thin.  You can’t stretch me.  You can’t reach the places that make me feel good.”

“Oh god Jen ...,” I groaned, lurching forward so my cheek pressed against her stomach.  I was close to cumming.  “Are you telling the truth?” I asked desperately.  “Is this all the truth?”

“Yes Mike.  Every word is true.”

“Oh god,” I moaned.  I was close to cumming in my pants again.

“It’s time for you to make me cum,” she told me.  She pushed me up onto the bed, onto my back.  Then she reached under her dress and pulled down her panties.  I saw she really had worn plain white cotton panties.  Granny panties.  They were plain, not even edged in lace.

Jen moved up my body and straddled my chest.  “Ready to eat Cam’s cum?” she said.  She was aroused.  She had a major cum face on.  This talk was arousing her as much as me.

I looked up into her face and asked, “Does Cam know I know?” 

“No,” Jen replied.  “He still thinks I’m cheating on you.”

We locked eyes.  It wasn’t just Cam.  She was cheating on me with Black Hair too.  Really cheating.

“You know, I’ve thought about telling Cam,” Jen said.  “You’d love it.  You’d get to see us together all the time.  And I’d get something too.”

“What?”

Jen brought her hand to my mouth.  She traced my lips with her fingertip.  She said “I want to see Cam’s cock in your mouth.  I want to see him cum in your mouth.”

I stared at her.  There was an edginess to her tonight.  It was almost like she was angry about something.  But what?  She was the one denying me.  She was the one taunting me.  I hadn’t done anything except barely avoid embarrassment at the reception.  Somehow I’d made it through my speech.  Fortunately, the bar was low for me as everyone knew I hated public speaking.

Jen moved over my head.  As she lowered her pussy onto my face, she said “Think about that as you eat me out.”  

I immediately began licking her.  “Oh yeah Mike. I love fucking your face,” she moaned.  She grabbed my hair and rubbed her pussy hard against my nose and mouth.  “Yeah cucky.  Can you taste it?  Cam’s cum?  You like it cucky?  You like eating Cam’s cum?  Oh god that’s so hot!”

Jen came fast.  Faster than usual.  Afterwards we laid on our sides, looking at each other.  We were both still dressed.

“So you’re not gonna dress sexy for me anymore?” I asked as I brushed my fingers across the bosom of the loose, shapeless black dress.

“Maybe not,” Jen said.

“You’re my wife,” I reminded her.

“Yes,” she agreed.  “But you’ve been replaced.”  She reached down to my crotch.  She felt my erection.  I was so fucking hard.  “You’re clearly okay with it,” she said.

Jen unbuckled and unzipped my pants, and took out my hard cock.  She began stroking me, using my precum for lubricant.

“You’re not gonna give me your pussy?” I asked.

“Nope,” she said with a shake of her head.  “Not my mouth either.  I’m keeping those for Cam.”

“But you’re my wife.  Your pussy belongs to me.”

Jen stopped stroking me, taking her hand off my cock.  “So, take me then,” she said tauntingly.  “Come on Mike.  Do it.  Be a real man for once.  Just once, be a real man. Come on, do it.  Fuck me.”

I didn’t move.  I laid there on my side, looking at her and unable to move.  Her words were thrilling, but so harsh.  Without any love or tenderness.   I couldn’t believe she was talking to me like this.  Especially on my big day.  Was this Cam’s idea too?  Getting Jen to demean me, to humiliate me, to make me feel like nothing, on this day of all days?

Then it got worse.  Jen laughed.  It wasn’t a ha-ha laugh.  It was a taunting, derisively laugh.  

She said, “You know, if I said that to Cam, he’d be fucking my brains out now.  Joey too.  But you just lay there.”

“I guess I’m not a man like Cam and Joe,” I said.  There was bitterness and jealousy in my voice.  “I guess I’m just a pathetic cuckold.”

“Maybe you are,” Jen said harshly.

My eyes went wide.   “Do you really think that?” I asked.  I was shocked.  Jen had never taken the game this far.  She had never questioned my manhood, much less called me a “pathetic cuckold.”  Now she was?

Jen looked at me thoughtfully.  She wrapped her hand around my cock again, but this time her fist was loose, and I could barely feel anything.  She said, “I think maybe I should give you a ruined orgasm.”

“Jen, no, please!” I pleaded.  I pushed my hips up, desperate for her to grip me harder.  But it just resulted in me thrusting my cock into her open hand.

Jen laughed.  It was another dismissive laugh.  “Do you need an orgasm, Mike?” she asked.

“Oh god yes!  Please make me cum!” I begged.  It made Jen laugh again.  But at least she closed her fist and gripped me tighter.  

She said, “You have to admit, you are acting like a pathetic cuckold right now.”

“Jen, god ...,” I lamented.  As a cuckold, humiliation turned me on.  Being compared unfavorable to her lovers turned me on.  But there were limits.  And Jen was pushing up against those limits – pushing passed those limits.  Despite my arousal, she was making me feel like shit.

Then, abruptly, Jen glared at me.  “I saw that slut Elaine tonight,” she spat out.  “Does she still work for you?”

“No.  She’s on another team,” I said honestly.  

Elaine worked in my firm.  She used to work for me.

Elaine was young and beautiful.  She was fresh faced and very pretty.  She had a sexy body.  Curvy.  Big chest.  Nice legs.  She always wore tight skirts and high heels.  And she had a major crush on me.

Before, back when she was hot and heavy with Scott, Jen suggested I date Elaine to give me something to do since I was alone so much.  I ended up dating a different girl – Bitsy.  Jen knew all about Bitsy.  She also knew I did, in fact, have sex with Elaine.

That’s why, when Jen and I got back together, I transferred Elaine to a different team.  It was just easier that way.  Elaine didn’t complain because it came with a promotion and a big raise.

“Do you still think she’s pretty?” Jen snapped.

“No,” I said immediately.

“Liar!” Jen growled.  She opened her fist again.  “Don’t freaking lie to me Mike!  Or I will freaking ruin your orgasm!”

“Okay, okay,” I hurriedly said.

Jen squeezed my cock.  She squeezed a little too hard and it made me wince.  “If you ever put this in another girl again, I swear I’ll cut it off!” she said.  

“I won’t,” I assured her.  “You’re the only girl I want.”

Jen nodded.  She didn’t smile at me, but she began stroking my cock again.  “You know I see Bitsy sometimes,” she told me.  “She’s married now.  Did you know that?  She lives on the other side of Monclair.  I run into her sometimes.  She asks about you ....”

I shook my head.  I didn’t know any of that.  I’d lost touch with Bitsy completely.  She was a nice girl, but I had no desire to see or talk to her.  That part of my life was over.

Jen was looking at my cock as she slowly stroked me.  “Anyways, I don’t get why any girl would want this,” she said harshly, giving my cock a squeeze.  “It’s so tiny.”

“Jen ...,” I moaned through heavy breathing.

“I wonder if slut Elaine would still want you if she saw you with a cock in your mouth,” Jen said.  “Maybe that’s what I’ll do.  I’ll take a picture of you blowing Cam.  I’ll take it when he’s cumming in your mouth and his cum is dribbling down your chin.  Then if I ever see slut Elaine looking at you the way she looked at you tonight, I’ll show her the picture.”

Then Jen looked at me.  She glared at me.  “You are all mine, Mike!” she hissed.  “ALL – MINE!”

Before I could respond, she yelled “Fuck it!”  Suddenly she was crying.  Sobbing.  She ran into the bathroom and slammed the door shut.

I laid in bed, shocked.  What the fuck just happened?

––––––––
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IT TOOK A WHILE TO fall asleep.  Finally I did but it was a restless sleep.  I dreamed though.  I dreamed that Jen was on top of me, and we were making love.

My eyes slowly opened.  I realized I was breathing hard.  I looked down.  Jen had my cock in her mouth.  She was licking and sucking me.

She looked up at me and saw I was awake.  She moved up my body.  I saw she was naked.  I was naked too, she must’ve undressed me as I slept.

Jen reached down and guided my cock into her.  She leaned over and wrapped her arms around my neck.  She kissed me and ran her tongue into my mouth as she rocked back and forth on my cock.  I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her back.  We were like that, hugging and kissing, as we were joined as one and making love.

Afterwards we were laying on our sides, looking at each other.  “I’m sorry I went so psycho last night,” she said as she held my hand.  “Seeing the way Elaine looked at you last night.  It made me remember.  I hate thinking about you with another girl.  I can’t believe I pushed you into it.  I was so stupid.”

“I honestly don’t remember Elaine looking at me,” I said.  “I barely noticed she was there.”

“Well, she was there,” Jen said deridingly.  “I mean, seriously Mike, don’t you have a dress code?  Are girls really allowed to wear skirts that short?”

“This is the me-too age, so I’m not allowed to answer that,” I deadpanned with a straight face.

“Fuck you Mike,” Jen snapped.  But then we both laughed.

Jen began to nervously play with my hands.  “Sometimes I wonder if we’re doing the right thing,” she said.  “Playing the game again.”

“We both get off on it,” I reminded her.

“We do,” Jen agreed.  “But look how it ended last time.”

“This is nothing like last time,” I assured her.  “Last time I never saw you.  You were always with Scott.  Now we’re together all the time.  We get to reconnect.”

“That’s true,” Jen said.  “But ....”

“But what?”

Jen looked at me.  “I really get off on it, Mike,” she said.  “It scares me how much I get off on it.”

“I get off on it too,” I assured her.  “Like last night.  I like what you did.  The way you denied me, and the things you said.  It really got me hot.  And I like the way it gets you hot.”

“Really?” Jen said with a grin at me.  It was her first real smile since the reception last night.  “It DID get me hot.  This’ll sound terrible, but I like ... I like being mean to you.”

“You like humiliating me,” I said.

“Yes!”

“I like it too,” I told her.  “Sometimes you’re too nice.  Like you’re holding back.  I don’t want you to hold back.”

“You want me to humiliate you?” 

“Yes.  And the fact you denied me because Cam said so.  That’s really hot too.”

“But it gets you upset.”

“Jen ... by now you know that’s part of being a cuck,” I told her.  “If it doesn’t hurt, it’s not working.”

“I do know that,” Jen said with a nod of her head.  “Okay, well ...  you better be careful what you ask for, mister.  You might get it.”

Then she glared at me, and said, “And it’ll be worse for you if I ever have to be in the same room again with that slut Elaine.”
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CHAPTER 2
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We showered together.  It was a long shower.  I washed her hair.  I washed her body.  Jen washed mine.  We hugged and kissed.  It wasn’t about sex.  It was about intimacy.  About reconnecting.

Was I hard?  Yes, I was hard.  Just being in the same room with my wife got me hard, so of course I was hard showering with her.  But I didn’t try to get inside her.  She didn’t need me for sex.  She needed me to love her.  To support her.  To take care of her. To be her provider, her devoted husband, and a good father for Anna.  

So that’s what I did.  I took my time washing her hair.  I rubbed her neck and shoulders.  All the while I was erect, and my hard cock pressed against her tight, sexy body.  But I never tried to get inside her.  And Jen never encouraged me.  

I think last night was a turning point in our game.  It was brought on because Jen got upset over seeing Elaine, but still it triggered something.  I was Jen’s cuckold.  After last night, that fact seemed more real than a game.  

Now, we knew who we were, our roles.  And my role was not her sexual partner.  Not anymore.  I was her husband.  But for her sexual needs, I’d been replaced by better men like Cam and Black Hair.  And even the young man I considered my brother, Joe.

Jen wasn’t going to deny me her body.  We would still have sex.  But when we had intercourse, it would be because Jen needed the emotional connection with me. Not because of any physical desire.  Sometimes she might give it to me out of a sense of obligation, since she was my wife.  Or because she felt sorry for me, because she knew I really needed release.  But she wouldn’t be doing it out of physical desire for me.  We were passed that.  And it was exactly how I wanted it. 

After showing, we got dressed to pick up Anna.  She had spent the night at Steph’s house.  It was Saturday morning and we planned to spend the whole weekend doing family things.  I was really looking forward to it.

I was surprised as I watched Jen get ready.  She put on a sexy bra and matching thong, skinny jeans and a body-hugging top that had a swooping neckline to show off her small cleavage.  Also, she slipped on high heels.  High heels!  On top of that, she spent more time than normal (for a Saturday morning) on her makeup and hair.
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