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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 Jen in my stories, the Sarahs.

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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THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED to the 21 Club in New York City.  My wife and I had many fun lunches and dinners there.  Hopefully, someday, it will re-open.
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CHAPTER 1
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Mike drove Sarah the five miles from campus to State College Airport.  Once at the terminal, he helped Sarah get her suitcase from the back of his station wagon.

He looked distracted and bothered.  Sarah noticed and asked, “Are you upset about what I said?  It’s no big deal.”

She was referring to how she said he was a cuckold.

Mike said, “I’m still processing things.”

“Mickey there’s nothing to process,” Sarah said with a shrug.  “Maybe I’m wrong.  If I’m right, it’s no big deal.  Not to me anyways.  It actually makes you more interesting.”

“Thanks a lot,” Mike said sarcastically with a frown.

Sarah grinned.

Mike looked his friend up and down and frowned again.  “Why are you dressed this way?” 

Sarah was wearing a fitted dress that ended way above her knees, black hose and saddle shoes.  The saddle shoes were the classic variety, all white except for black around the white laces.

“Remember?  I got this dress at that yard sale,” Sarah said.

“I remember.  It’s short.”

“I told you,” Sarah reminded Mike. “It was ripped so I had to hem it.”

“It’s really short,” Mike said.  The dress ended only a few inches below her most private girl parts.

Sarah gave Mike a crooked grin.  “Mickey, I have no tits so I have to show my legs to get attention.”

Mike’s cheeks went red.  “Sarah, you know, you don’t have to tell me everything.”

Sarah laughed.

“What’s with the shoes?” he asked, looking at the saddle shoes.

“I wear these shoes in my act at Paradise,” Sarah said.  “Jeremy asked me to wear them.  He wants me to look young.”

Mike looked at Sarah.  With her blonde hair down, innocent blue eyes, almost no makeup, and the saddle shoes, she definitely looked young.  “He’s into that?” he asked.

Sarah shrugged.  “A lot of guys are into that.  I go with it at Paradise for tips.  They call me the College Girl, remember?  You should come see my act some time.”

Mike gave Sarah a sour look.  He said, “I don’t think I want to see you take your clothes off in front of a room of men.”

Sarah grinned knowingly and said, “Are you sure?”

Mike grimaced and looked away.  Sarah laughed.  “I’m just dicking with you, Mickey,” she said with a grin.

“Listen, I better go,” Sarah said.  She gave Mike’s hand a squeeze.  “Thanks for the ride.”  

As she squeezed Mike’s hand, she leaned into him so the back of his hand touched her stockinged thigh below the short dress.  She pressed her thigh against his hand like this for a long moment, before moving away.  “See ya Mickey,” she said before turning away and rolling her suitcase into the terminal.

Sarah smiled inside.  She was teasing Mike on purpose, and it was fun.  Maybe he didn’t like to be called a cuckold, but it was clear he liked to watch her with other men.  And he liked thinking about her with other men. And that made teasing him even more fun.

Sarah was a freak.  She liked sex – a lot.  But the best sex for her wasn’t normal sex.  She got off on freako situations.  

The best sex of her life had been with Mr. Moretti, her best friend’s father.  

Then with a big football player when she was drunk and didn’t know what was happening.  

And with Bitch Boy, the first time she pulled a trick in Paradise.  

And most recently, with Jeremy and the policeman, Buchanan.  Both those times, Mike had been watching.

Sarah shivered at those memories of the best sex of her life.  The thing was, though, she wouldn’t want to repeat any of those experiences.  They were too demeaning.  They made her feel bad about herself.  They made her question who she was.  Whether she was a good person or not.

Sarah knew she wasn’t a saint.  She knew she was a freak.  But she still wanted to feel like she was a good person.  A sorta normal person.

She was still processing herself why she got off on Mike watching.  Partly it was because she was an exhibitionist.  She was obviously that, as dancing at Paradise always aroused her.

Partly it was because, the most recent time, Officer Buchanan had humiliated Mike as much as her.  That scene aroused her, although she didn’t know why exactly.

Sarah thought about this during the flight to New York City.  And she also thought about Jeremy. 

He was going to introduce her to a Broadway producer.  He said this might be a chance for a part in a musical.

Sarah wasn’t naïve.  She knew about casting couches.  And she figured it wasn’t a coincidence that Jeremy asked her to dress so she looked young.  She assumed Jeremy’s producer friend got off on barely legal looking girls.

Sarah wasn’t sure if she was willing to sleep with a man to get a part on Broadway.  On the one hand, she was already selling her body for money.  

But shouldn’t there be limits?  

Sarah needed the money from Paradise and Jeremy for school.  And because it was for school, there was kind of a nobility in it, at least that was how she felt.

But to sell her body to get a part in a musical?  Would she really go that far?
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Mike drove back to AOT, the frat where he lived.  He hoped to avoid Lorenzo, the boy Sarah was seeing.  Lorenzo was a brother in AOT, whereas Mike rented a room there.  He didn’t want to get interrogated about where Sarah was.  

Mike got to his room without seeing Lorenzo and locked the door.  He got into bed, on his back, thinking about Sarah.

On the one hand, what he wanted most in the world had come true.  He and Sarah were friends.  And not just any friends.  Good friends.  He was good friends – really good friends – with the prettiest girl he had ever met.  The girl he was probably in love with.

But their friendship was complicated.  Sarah wasn’t interested in him as anything more than a friend.  She hadn’t exactly friend-zoned him.  It was pretty clear she’d have sex with him, if he wanted.  But it wasn’t like she was sexually attracted to him.  It would be more like pity sex because she liked him as a friend, and she owed him for loaning tuition money to her.

And Sarah thought he was a cuckold!

Was he a cuckold?  

Mike googled “cuckold.”  There were tons of material on the subject.  Scholarly papers.  Fictional stories.  Real-life blogs.  Videos.  

After surfing, Mike had a good grasp of what a cuckold was.

And there was no doubt, for some reason, he liked watching Sarah having sex with guys.  It aroused him.  Really aroused him.   It got him more excited than anything.

When Sarah said she would have sex with him, he told her he didn’t want that because that would probably end their friendship.  And he was telling the truth when he said that.

But there was another reason.  Mike was afraid to have sex with Sarah.  

Mike wasn’t a virgin.  But he wasn’t experienced either.  He did not compare at all to Marco, or Lorenzo, or that man, Jeremy.  Or the policeman, Buchanan.  

Mike was afraid of what Sarah would think of him if they had sex.  She wouldn’t laugh, he knew that.  She was too nice.  But she certainly wouldn’t think he was a good lover.  

As Mike thought about Sarah with other guys, he got aroused, and his dick got hard.

He was mad at himself.  Ashamed.  He tried to will his erection to go away.  But it wouldn’t.

Finally, Mike took his hard cock out of his pants.  He formed a circle with his thumb and forefinger and began to jerk himself.

Mike had always masturbated this way.  The policeman called it circle-jerking.  It was demeaning.  And he said it in front of Sarah.

Mike tried wrapping his fist around his cock and stroking himself that way.  But it didn’t feel as good.  After a few unpleasurable strokes, he went back to circle-jerking.

He thought about how the policeman made fun of him as he had sex with Sarah.  The memories made him hurt inside.  They made him feel embarrassed and ashamed.  They humiliated him.

But the memories also aroused him.  Especially the memory of the policeman fucking Sarah so hard.  And the way Sarah came.  Her climax was the most amazing – the most beautiful thing he had ever seen.

And moments later, as Mike jerked off to these memories, he came and splashed his jizz all over his hand.
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“Yeah, Sarah, just like that,” Jeremy moaned as his head rolled back.  “Fuck yeah, just like that, yeah ....”

Sarah was at Jeremy’s Central Park apartment.  She was on her knees between his opened legs.  She had been in his apartment for 5 minutes after driving over from Laguardia airport.  Now his dick was in her mouth.

“Fuck, fuck,” Jeremy groaned, and then he was cumming, shooting his spunk down Sarah’s 20-year-old throat.

As he heavily panted after his orgasm, he motioned towards the bathroom.  “Go fix your face, your hair,” he said between pants.  “And brush your teeth.  We’re getting a drink with Bert.”

Sarah looked surprised as she got to her feet.  “Bert?  Cassie’s boyfriend?” she asked.

“If you want to talk to a Broadway insider, there’s no one better than Bert,” Jeremy said.  “He’s got his hands in everything going on in the City.  Most of the rest of the East coast too.”

“I thought you didn’t like Bert,” Sarah said.

“I’ve nothing against the man,” Jeremy said.  With a laugh, he said, “I just feel sorry for him, because he’s dating Cassie.”

“Why is he with Cassie?” Sarah asked.  

“She’s still good looking,” Jeremy conceded with a shrug.  “Jeremy’s older.  He’s 63.  So, I suppose Cas is his trophy girlfriend.”  Grinning at Sarah, he said, “You know how it is.  Rich men always upgrade to younger girls.”

Motioning to herself, she asked, “Did Bert ask me to dress this way?”

“No.  I just know what he likes,” Jeremy said.  “You don’t think he’s faithful to Cassie, do you?  She’s about as young as he can go and still be respectful around his Broadway friends.  But in bed, he likes them younger.  He likes college girls.”

Sarah’s eyes got big.  “Does he know about Paradise?” she asked with alarm.

“I didn’t say the College Girl,” Jeremy said.  “I said college girls.”

Sarah looked at Jeremy.  She felt like he wasn’t telling her something.

She asked, “Is he going to want me to sleep with him?  To get a part?”

“Don’t tell me you’re against that,” Jeremy said with a laugh.  Sarah knew what he was talking about, of course.  She was sleeping with him for money.  So why not Bert?

“It’s just ... I do what I do now, to pay for college,” Sarah said, trying to explain the inconsistency. “I guess I was hoping after I graduated, I’d get parts on my talent.”

Jeremy asked, “Are you talented?”  He had an amused, skeptical look on his face.

Sarah looked away.  His skeptical look humiliated her.  She had to remember he wasn’t her friend.  Jeremy wasn’t the worse man to be doing GFEs with, but he wasn’t her friend.

And, if she was honest with herself, she didn’t know if she was talented enough to make it onto Broadway.

“If Bert wants me to sleep with him, you’ll be okay with that?” Sarah asked.

“You’re not my girlfriend,” Jeremy said with a shrug. “Not my real girlfriend.  And men in New York City do favors for each other.”
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