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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.  
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​BEFORE THE WEDDING
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“It’s not cheating if we agree it’s not cheating,” I said.

“That’s what Colt said?” Jackie asked.

“That’s what he said.”

“Wow,” Jackie said.  She was shocked, and silent as she processed what I just told her.

My name is Sarah and Jackie’s my older sister.  I’m engaged to Colt.  Our wedding is in 3 months.  And last night, Colt told me we should see other people  – for sex! – before the wedding.  His idea was to sow our wild oats before we got married.  Of course, after we were husband and wife, we would be faithful to each other “til death do us part.”

“Is there someone in particular Colt wants to sleep with?” Jackie asked.

“He said it’ll be better if we don’t tell each other details like that,” I said.  “His idea is, we both have a hall pass for 3 months.  But we don’t talk about it with each other.  So, we don’t hurt each other’s feelings.”

“Are there rules? Like he can’t fuck mom?” 

I laughed.  “No, there are no rules, but come on.  We’re not gonna do anything stupid.”

“We,” Jackie said.  “You said We.  So, you agreed to his crazy idea?”

I shrugged and gave my older sister a helpless look.  “You know how I am with Colt.”

Jackie sighed.  Yes, she did know.  Sarah was desperately, madly, in love with Colt.  It was understandable.  Colt was an extremely handsome and sexy man with a muscular, athletic body.  Confident, charismatic, wildly popular, a man’s man.  He was one of the golf pros at the local country club.

Sarah was pretty in a wholesome way.  Fresh faced and sweet.  But not a girl anyone would think a man like Colt would ever be interested in.  Jackie suspected Colt was interested in her sister because she was a doctor who made lots of money.  Sarah could easily support both of them in their lavish lifestyle, allowing him to dabble in golf and whatever else drew his interest, without any pressure to be a breadwinner.

Jackie had to admit Colt treated Sarah nice.  And as far as she knew, he had never cheated—but that just meant he had never been caught.  Jackie knew Colt was most requested golf pro among the country club wives, so he had lots of opportunities to get sexy cougars and MILFs into his bed if he wanted.  

Later that night, Jackie told her husband Nate about Colt’s idea of a hall pass until the wedding.  She expected her husband to be judgmental and critical of the idea, as he was a conversative church going man who took the wedding vows serious (“thou shall not cheat”), but Nate’s reaction was more than judgmental and critical, he became agitated and livid, angrily raising his voice as he tore into the idea.  

“I’ve never liked Colt,” Nate spat out.  “He’s too much a Casanova for your sister.  And your sister’s sweet.  I can’t believe she’d go along with this idiotic hall pass idea – it’d be cheating on Colt and even though I can’t stand the man, cheating is wrong.”

“They say it’s not cheating if they both agree to it,” Jackie said gently, not wanting to anger her husband more.

“You know that’s bullshit,” Nate angrily said.  Jackie didn’t think there was any point in responding to her husband, and anyway, she agreed with him.
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NATE COULDN’T SLEEP.  He kept thinking about Colt and Sarah’s hall pass arrangement.  

Nate looked over at his wife, Jackie.  When he was sure she was asleep, he silently got out of bed and went into the bathroom, locking the door behind him.  He fished his cock out of his boxers.  He began to stroke himself, pointing his cock at the toilet.

Nate fantasized about his sister-in-law Sarah as he jerked off.  She was 15 years younger than Jackie, an oops baby.

Nate had first met Sarah when she was barely 14, all blonde hair and long legs.  She was flat chested, her breasts not yet developing.  He called her Little Sarah back then because she was so petite and skinny.

Nate had always had a thing for his sister-in-law.  Part of it was the age difference – Nate had always gotten off on the barely legal thing, and when he first met Sarah she wasn’t legal.  He never touched her or did anything creepy with her, of course.  But he had jerked himself off fantasizing about Little Sarah more than a few times.  And pretended it was Sarah – not Jackie – when he made love to his wife.

Now Sarah was 24.  She was no longer flat chested, although her breasts were still small.  Probably A-cups.  Her legs were still long and very shapely.  And while still skinny, she’d developed some curves around her hips and behind.

Nate thought Sarah was hot.  Younger sister-in-law hot.  Barely legal hot (she was 24 but with her little tits, petite frame and youthful face, she could pass as a teenager).  Sarah had no breasts to speak of, but her long shapely legs made up for it.  And her stomach was flat, her ass tight and her thighs firm.  

Nate couldn’t say that about his wife Jackie.  Even before having children, Jackie – at best – was pleasantly plump.  But, she was big breasted and had a pretty face.  It was no hardship to fuck his wife.  Although he envied the hall pass Colt had with Sarah.  

Nate knew Sarah didn’t attract men because she was too brainy and geeky.  He doubted she knew how to flirt.  Like his wife Jackie, Nate figured Colt was marrying Sarah because she was a doctor and made a lot of money.

“My sweet Little Sarah,” Nate silently said to himself as he stroked his hard cock.  “You’re gonna open your sexy legs and let strangers put their cocks into you.  Is that right?  You’re gonna let them fuck you and pump their sperm into your sweet, young pussy?  You’re gonna do that?  So bad, Little Sarah.  So dirty.”

Nate came, ejaculating his sperm into the toilet.  He put his hand on the wall to steady himself as his breathing calmed.  He was still thinking about Little Sarah.  His Little Sarah.

And the hall pass she had for the next 3 months. 
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COLT AND SARAH HAD an engagement party the next weekend.  

Sarah saw Colt flirting with some of their guests.  Some of her friends.  She frowned, thinking, “He’s not hitting on my friends, is he?”  She remembered her conversation with her sister Jackie, and realized maybe they should have discussed rules for the hall pass.  Like nobody we know, especially my friends.  And no relatives, especially my mom and sister.

“Colt would never sleep with one or my friends, or Jackie, right?” Sarah thought to herself.  She wasn’t worried about her mom.  She was old and she looked her age; Colt would never be physically interested in her.  But Jackie, while she wasn’t a MILF (she still carried the extra weight from giving birth to 3 kids), she was – as men would say – still fuckable.

Sarah drank more than she normally would, probably – definitely – because of her worries about what her fiancée Colt might do with his hall pass.  “Why’d I ever agree to this hall pass?” she asked herself.

Being a tad past tipsy, Sarah stumbled and would have fallen to the floor, but strong arms caught her.  The hands connected to those arms were on her waist when she looked up.  Her hero was a young 20-something man.  He was very cute and had beautiful blue eyes.

“Sorry.  I guess I’ve had too much,” Sarah stammered.

“No problem at all,” the man said.  “Good thing about engagement parties, the booze is free.  Why’s the party now, anyway?  I heard the wedding’s in 3 months.”

“My maid of honor just got back to the states,” Sarah explained.  “She consults and travels a lot for work.”

“Your maid of honor?” the cute man said.  “So, I guess you’re the bride.”

“Guilty,” Sarah said with a grin.

The cute man smiled and said, “Just proves all the best girls are already taken.”

Sarah looked surprised at the cute man. Was he hitting on her?  “Who are you exactly?” she asked.

“I’m Logan.  Just a hired gun.  I’m a waiter here.”

“Oh, okay,” Sarah said. At that moment, she looked back at the crowd.  She spotted her fiancée Colt.  He was talking to Millie, her maid of honor.  And it looked like they were flirting. Her maid of honor!

“You okay?” Logan asked.  His hands were still on Sarah’s hips.  He began to caress her sides.  “You’ve paid for me, so I can help you out if you need anything.”

Sarah turned away from Colt and Millie, and looked back at the young waiter.  “He is hitting on me!” she thought to herself.

“Remember?” Sarah asked, holding up her left hand to show her engagement ring.

“Yeah, you’re the bride,” Logan still, smiling and looking into Sarah’s eyes as he continued to caress her sides.

“I’m the bride,” Sarah said as she looked back into Logan’s eyes.  “God, this guy is seriously cute,” she thought to herself.

“Your fiancée is lucky,” Colt said as he continued to caress her sides.  “You’re beautiful.  And sexy.”

Sarah laughed, but it wasn’t a ha-ha laugh.  If anything, it was a laugh at herself.  She didn’t consider herself beautiful or sexy.  This wasn’t false modesty, she knew she was attractive, but ....

Not like Millie.  Not like most of the girls at this party.

And why did Colt want a hall pass anyways?  So he’d have one more chance to sleep with girls prettier than her?

Then Sarah noticed Colt looking at her chest.  She realized her nipples were hard and denting her dress.  She didn’t have a bra on.  She usually went braless, as her breasts were small and didn’t need the support of a bra. “The only advantage of little tits,” she often joked.

Colt looked back at Sarah’s face.  They looked into each other’s eyes for long moments.  Logan continued to stroke her sides.  Now his fingertips were just below her braless tits.  Sarah was breathing hard.  It didn’t escape Logan’s attention that this engaged girl wasn’t telling him to stop touching her.

“Do you know this place?” Logan asked.

“What?  This house?  Yes, it’s my maid of honor’s house,” Sarah said.

“Can you show me the basement?  My boss told me to get another case of wine.”

Sarah knew he was lying.  This wasn’t about wine.  This was about getting her alone.

After a moment’s hesitation, she said, “Um, sure, I guess.”

A few moments later, down in the basement, Sarah was making out with Logan.  They were petting each other, and she could tell Logan had a hard, muscular body.  And he knew how to kiss!

“God, I can’t be doing this!” Sarah moaned as Logan trailed his lips down her neck.  His hands were on her chest, fondling her braless tits through the silky fabric of her dress.  It felt so good! 

Then Logan had her dress off her shoulders and down her waist, and his lips and fingers were on her little breasts.  “Oh god ...,” Sarah moaned as his lips sucked on one of her pert nipples.  “Please ... my fiancée’s upstairs.  My family and friends are upstairs.”

“We’ll be fast,” Logan promised, and he pushed up Sarah’s dress.  She could feel the cool air of the basement on her suddenly exposed thighs.

Logan opened her legs and stepped between her knees.  She heard a zipper open and looked down.  Logan had his cock out.  This was really going to happen!

True to his promise, Logan moved fast.  He pulled her panties to the side and pushed his cock into her pussy.  Sarah grunted as he penetrated her.  Her head was spinning.  She couldn’t believe it!  It had happened so fast! Another man’s penis was inside her!

Logan kissed Sarah and fondled her tits as he fucked her.  Their fucking was frantic as they had little time.  

Sarah sensed Logan was close to cumming.  “Please don’t cum inside me,” she begged.  “Please pull out.”

Logan nodded, and a moment later he was cumming.  Just before ejaculating, he pulled out and splashed Sarah’s dress and pussy with his jizz.

Then he pushed his cock back into Sarah’s pussy.  Somehow, he was still hard.

“You haven’t cum yet,” Logan said as he pounded Sarah hard and fast.

“It’s okay ...,” Sarah said, but looking into Logan’s very cute face, she didn’t want him to stop.

“Oh god ...,” Sarah moaned as she bit into Logan’s shirt.  She was close!

“Please rub my nipples,” Sarah begged with a pleading face.  

Logan moved his hands to Sarah’s tiny tits and rubbed her hard, pert nipples with his thumbs and forefingers.  He also covered her mouth with his and he continued to pound her.

A moment later, Sarah came.  Her orgasm was long and intense.  She was glad Logan was kissing her and muffled her loud moans, as otherwise the people upstairs might hear.

“Wow, wow, wow,” Sarah softly said as she came down from her orgasm.  That was probably the hardest she had ever cum in her life.  Her pussy, her toes, her entire body were tingling from the glorious orgasm this very cute boy she just met 30 minutes ago had just given her.

“I need to get back,” Sarah whispered.

“Yeah, of course,” Logan said as he pulled away.

A few minutes later, Sarah was back at the party.  Colt hadn’t noticed her absence.  He was still flirting with Millie.

Sarah felt guilty about what just happened, even with the hall pass.  But she was upset and jealous that Colt and Millie might hook up.

Then Sarah saw Logan looking at her.  He was checking her out.  She sensed she could have him again if she wanted.  And that made her feel better – a little better—about whatever Colt was going to do with Millie.
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TWO WEEKS BEFORE THE wedding
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“SO, IS LOGAN FUCKING Millie?” Sarah asked Dave.  Dave was Colt’s best man, but over the years, they had become good friends, too.  Sarah had just gotten off work from the hospital (she was an ER doctor) and they were at a bar for beers.  Logan was “working late.”  Golf pros never worked late.  “Working late” had become his codeword for I’m using my hall pass. 
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