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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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CHAPTER 1
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THIS BOOK BEGINS IMMEDIATELY after the end of Book 12
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AS IT TURNS OUT, JEN didn’t spend the weekend with Cam.  She didn’t say she never would.  She just said she had to think about it before taking that step.

To be honest, I was disappointed.  I wanted to push the boundaries.  In retrospect, I loved what she did with Doug.  At the time I hated it, I was devastated by it, but now I craved more of the same.  I wanted to feel like a third wheel.  I wanted her to give all her attention to another man and ignore me.  I wanted her to crave another man’s body and cock, not mine.  I wanted her to be majorly crushing on another man, to the point of risking falling in love.  I wanted to feel like I might lose her.

Jen had created that for me with Doug as I listened and watched from room 68.  But now, knowing she’d been acting, it took away from the thrill.  Jen had never seriously considered running away with Doug, so where was the risk?  

Of course, I didn’t really want to lose my wife.  But I needed the danger.  Cam seemed like the perfect fix for my addiction.  Jen was attracted to him, and he clearly wanted her.  Her going away for the weekend and being his exclusive girlfriend would give me the danger and thrill that I craved while not being too risky to our marriage.  Ironically (or maybe predictably), the fact Jen hesitated because she feared it MIGHT be a danger to our marriage made me want it even more.
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A FEW DAYS LATER AT work, I got a text from Jen.  It said “Come to the hotel NOW.”  I knew what that meant of course.  I canceled all my afternoon meetings and took an uBer (rather than the train).  Still, it took almost an hour to get to the Swarthmore.  

I was wary going into the lobby to get the key for room 68.  It was the first time I’d seen Billy since going down on him.  He gave me a smug look that flushed my cheeks with humiliation and embarrassment.  But otherwise he took my money and handed me the key without rubbing my nose about what I’d done.

Inside room 68, I hurriedly turned on the sound and took down the picture.  But I was surprised.  Jen was with a man, but it wasn’t Doug.  He looked familiar though.  Then I remembered.  It was Wyatt, the farmer from the farmer’s market!

Wyatt was taller than Jen (and me), but not super tall like Blake and Doug.  He was barrel chested with a thick neck and massive arms.  He looked like a farmer.  He was dressed like one too, with a red flannel shirt, loose jeans and work boots.

Wyatt was young too.  I guessed he was about 25.  Cam was 25 too.  Jen was certainly going cougar for younger men.  

Jen wasn’t dressed like a super model, the way she was with Doug.  But she still looked super sexy with a tight sweater that molded around her little tits, a short wool skirt, black tights and black ankle boots.

They were on the bed, passionately kissing and petting.  They weren’t talking.  All I heard on the speakers were their moans and the sounds of kissing.

Their kissing was urgent and desperate, not easy going and comfortable like with Doug.  I guessed this might be Jen’s first time with Wyatt.

Wyatt frantically reached under Jen’s short skirt and tugged down her black tights.  He couldn’t get them past her ankle boots so they stayed there, like a rope tying her ankles together.

At the same time, Jen was hurriedly working on Wyatt’s pants.  She pulled out his dick.  I had a good view of it for a moment.  He wasn’t particularly long, but he was thick, and his cock was veiny.  It struck me that his cock was proportioned like his body.  His cock fit his body.

Jen brushed her long blonde hair to the side, then she lowered her head and took Wyatt into her mouth.  “Oh fuck,” he groaned as she took him into her soft sweet mouth.  He reached to her chest and grabbed at the bottom of her turtleneck, pulling it up.  Then he clumsily tried to unsnap her bra.  There his youth and inexperience showed, as he fumbled at the bra strap.  

Jen helped him.  She stopped sucking him for a moment, and reached behind to the snap.  She unsnapped the bra, and Wyatt immediately pulled it off, his eyes ogling her small, perfect, perky tits.  Jen went back down on him.  As she sucked him, Wyatt groped and fondled her ripe tender high school breasts.

Then Wyatt was on top of Jen.  I thought he was going to take her missionary, but then he flipped her over onto her hands and knees.  He straddled her legs, which were tied at her ankles by the black tights.  He yanked up her tight skirt and then thrust himself into her.  It bothered me that Jen didn’t ask him to put on a condom.

Wyatt fucked Jen hard and fast, fucking her like a dog.  Jen whimpered into the mattress, her fingers desperately clawing at the sheets. 

Their coupling didn’t last long, only about 5 minutes.  But Jen came on Wyatt’s cock.  After cumming, when she sensed he was close, she twisted around and finished him in her mouth.

Afterwards, they rolled onto their backs and giggled like little kids having done something naughty.  They laughed and joked around.  It was clear they were good friends.  I already knew that, as she always enjoyed talking to him when we went to the farmer’s market.  In fact, I remembered Wyatt’s fiancée (I think her name was Faith) getting annoyed because Wyatt was spending so much time chatting with my pretty blonde wife. 

I thought after their sex, Jen might want to quickly get dressed for modesty.  But instead, as they laughed and joked around, she pulled off her sweater the rest of the way.  Then, as they chatted, Jen reached down and unzipped her ankle boots.  She kicked them off and then finished pulling off her tights.  Then she reached to her side and unzipped her skirt and pulled it off.  Suddenly my wife was naked with this man I barely knew.  Naked!  And she seemed comfortable being naked in bed with him.  It made me doubt that this was their first time together.

My suspicious were confirmed as I listened to their conversation.  “That was more fun than fucking in the bathroom at the farmer’s market,” Wyatt said as he grinned at Jen.

“I don’t know,” Jen said with a grin back.  “Doing it in the bathroom when anyone might walk in was exciting.”

“You’re crazy,” Wyatt said with a laugh.  “People you know go to the farmer’s market.  Wouldn’t help your reputation if one of them walked in with you bent over the sink with my dick inside you.”

“That’s true,” Jen said with a laugh back.  “But what about you?  You’re getting freaking married on Saturday.  What if Faith walked in?”

Wyatt grinned.  He reached over and put this hand over Jen’s pussy.  “I just needed to tag this one more time before Faith makes me a honest man.”

“Tag me huh?” Jen said, grinning at his choice of words.

“Not you.  This,” Wyatt said, pushing a finger into her pussy.  Jen moaned as his finger moved inside her.

“If you keep doing you’re gonna have to tag me again,” she said.

“I plan on it,” Wyatt said.

Jen smiled at him.  She said, “Is that a promise or a threat mister?”

Wyatt laughed, and then they kissed.

“So, you’re really gonna be a honest man after Saturday?” Jen asked after they finally broke apart from kissing.

Wyatt eyed her with an intrigued smile.  “Are you saying you’d still be willing after I’ve got a ring on my finger?” he asked.

“I’ve got a ring on my finger,” Jen said with a  shrug.  “That hasn’t stopped me so far.”

Wyatt laughed and shook his head.  “Why do you do this?  Cheat on Mike?  He seems like a nice guy.”

“Mike is a very nice guy,” Jen said.

“So?” Wyatt prompted.

Jen shrugged again and said, “Let’s just say, I’m good at taking care of what I need.”

“So, Mike isn’t fireworks in bed?” Wyatt asked with a grin.

Jen laughed.  “Like I said, I’m good at taking care of what I need.”  Wyatt laughed too.

“What about you?  Cheating on Faith?” she asked.

“I love Faith but she doesn’t have your body,” Wyatt said as he cupped one of Jen’s breasts with his hand.

Jen arched her back so she looked like the centerfold in Playboy.  “My body’s better than Faith’s?”

Wyatt laughed.  “I didn’t know girls were into that shit.”

“Into what shit?”

“Competition with other girls,” Wyatt stared.

Now it was Jen’s turn to laugh.  “Are you serious?  Girls are very competitive.  It gets me hot fucking a man who belongs to another girl.”

Wyatt laughed.  “That’s wicked but I guess I get it.  Never fucked a married girl before.  Yeah, it’s hot, I get it.”

Jen ran her hands sensually down her body.  “So tell me.  Is my body better than Faith’s?”

Wyatt cupped and squeezed both Jen’s breasts and said, “Yeah.  Your body’s better.  And you’re prettier.  It’s not even close.”

Jen moaned as Wyatt betrayed his fiancée with his words.  “God I’m so hot, I need you inside me again,” she said desperately.

She got on top of Wyatt and guided his cock into her.  “I’ve got an idea,” she said as she slowly moved up and down on his hard shaft.

“What?”

“I should fuck you Saturday morning before the wedding,” Jen said with an excited, evil glint in her beautiful, blue eyes.  “And I’ll go down on you too, suck you off.  I wanna make you cum so much you won’t be able to get hard for Faith your wedding night.”

“Oh fuck you’re evil,” Wyatt said with a laugh in his voice.  He was clearly interested though.  “How would we do it?”

“Easy,” Jen said with a mischievous grin.  “Faith is staying at her parents the night before the wedding, right?  You’ll be alone in your apartment?  I’ll come over.  We’ll fuck all night.  I’ll suck you off one more time before you leave for the wedding.  Faith won’t be able to get you hard no matter what she does.”

Then Jen wrapped her arms around Wyatt’s neck, and they kissed as their fucking got more passionate and frantic.

After they finished, Wyatt hurriedly showered and got dressed.  He told Jen he was meeting Faith to go to dinner with her parents.  The guests were beginning to arrive for their wedding that Saturday.  

“Are you serious about what you said,” Wyatt asked as he was about to leave.

“Absolutely,” Jen said with that mischievous grin on her beautiful face again.

“What will you tell Mike?”

Jen shrugged.  “Let me worry about that.  So do you want to do it?”

Wyatt hesitated.  He looked uncertain.  He was processing all of this, cheating on his fiancée, betraying her with his words, and now considering Jen’s offer.  He was clearly torn, wanting to tag this sexy MILF again, but wracked with guilt over cheating on Faith.  Cheating on her right before the wedding!

“Let me think about it,” Wyatt said still looking uncertain.

“Is Faith wearing stockings under her wedding dress?” Jen asked.

“What?” Wyatt said, confused by the question.  “I don’t know.  She’s never worn stuff like that.  You know her.  She’s a tomboy.”

“But you think stockings and high heels are sexy, right?”

“Well, sure, every man does.”

“I’ll wear stockings.  And a garter belt.  And high heels.  Think about it Wyatt.  I’ll do for you what Faith won’t.”

Wyatt’s lips parted, clearly shocked by Jen’s offer.  But I could tell he was intrigued.  And interested.

“I’ll let you know,” Wyatt said, and then he rushed from the room.
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AFTER WYATT WAS GONE, I watched as Jen brushed her hair and brushed on lipstick.  It was the kind of lipstick that melted men’s hearts.  Or a married man’s resistance to cheat on his wife.  Then she walked through the connecting door to room 68.

“You made it,” she said smiling at me.  “I was afraid you wouldn’t see my text.”

“How long have you been fucking him!” I angrily yelled.

Jen pursed her lips at the anger in my voice.  She shrugged and said, “Since Thanksgiving.”

My eyes went wide.  “Since Thanksgiving?” I said with shock.

“I kinda thought you knew,” Jen said.  “The way you knew about Doug.”

“How would I know?” I asked.

“Mike, I flirt with Wyatt all the time.  In front of you,” Jen said.  “He delivers freaking vegetables to us every week.  We’re only 3 people, we don’t eat that many vegetables.  And Anna hates vegetables.  How could you not know?”

I stared at her, astounded.  “Who else are you cheating with?!” I said accusingly.

Jen smiled coyly and teased “Do you really want to know.”

“Tell me!” I demanded.  

Again, Jen pursed her lips at me.  “You know, you drive me crazy.  You say you want me to cheat on you.  But when I play the game like you want me to, you get mad at me.  You know I hate when you yell at me Mike.  I hate it.”

I stared at Jen but didn’t respond, silenced by her rebuke.  She was right of course.

“You didn’t answer my question.”

Jen shrugged but didn’t say anything.

“How did it start?” I asked her.  “With Wyatt?”

“If I tell you, are you going to yell at me?”

“I won’t yell at you,” I promised.

Jen stared at me, as if deciding whether to tell me.  Eventually she said, “It was the day before Thanksgiving.  I needed things for the dressing and the turkey, and you know how your father loves Brussel sprouts.  It was before I signed up for his weekly produce deliveries.  So, I went to the farmer’s market.”

“Was Anna with you?” I hissed.

“Mike ... no.  Of course not.  She was at school.”

“Okay.  Then what happened?”

Jen frowned at me, but she didn’t chastise me again.  She said, “So anyways, the market was mostly empty.  I guess everyone already bought what they needed.  I talked with Wyatt.  Flirted.  Then it happened.”

“You fucked him in the bathroom?” I asked.

“No,” Jen said.  “That happened later.”

“So, what did you do?  How did it start?” 

“I went into his stall,” Jen said.  “To where he stands, behind the produce display.  I got on my knees and went down on him.”

I gawked at my wife.  “And the market was still open?” I said with shock.

Jen grinned at me.  “Mike baby, Wyatt served some customers with his cock in my mouth.”

“Oh my god,” I said, the lust so powerful it hunched me over.  

“Is this turning you on?” Jen asked with a lopsided grin.

“Of course it’s turning me on!” I gushed.

Jen laughed at my exuberance.  “Are you hard?”

“You know I can’t get hard in the cage,” I said.

“Let me see,” Jen said.  She got down on her knees and pulled down my pants.  My cock wasn’t entirely soft, but there was no room in the 2-inch plastic tube to get hard.  My cock pressed against the hard plastic.

“Does it hurt?” she asked.

“It doesn’t hurt,” I said.  “It’s like blunted arousal.  Like an ache.”

“You’ve got pre-cum,” Jen said, seeing the clear liquid seeping from my piss hole.  “Do you think you could cum like this?”

“I think if I did, it would be a ruined orgasm,” I said.  “Because you need simulation on your cock to make it feel good.  To feel pleasure. To have a real orgasm.  I can’t feel anything except the plastic against my cock.”

“Well, just 3 more weeks,” Jen joked with a grin at me.

“Thanks a lot,” I said sarcastically.  Jen laughed, and I couldn’t help laughing too.  A helpless laugh.

“But it calms you down, right?  Especially when we’re not together.  When I’m with another man.”

“Yes ...,” I said warily.  From the tone of her voice, I could tell she was up to something.

“Good.  Because you’ll need that Friday night.  And Saturday.”

“What?  Why?”

“You heard me and Wyatt talking.  I’ll be with him Friday night.”

“He hasn’t decided.”

Jen arched her back, posing like a Playboy centerfold again.  “We both know he’ll want me,” she said confidently.  “You heard what Wyatt said.  I’m prettier, sexier than Faith.  I feel sorry for her.  All their honeymoon when they’re fucking, he’ll be thinking about me, not her.”

I knew Jen was right.  Faith was pretty but a bit thick and muscular – no doubt a result of working a farm all her life.  She was average in looks, whereas Jen was off the charts.  Any man would pick Jen over Faith, and it wasn’t even close.

Still, I was bothered by what Jen just said.  And how flippantly she said it.

“Kind of harsh, Jen,” I said with a frown at her.  “That’s not like you.”

“I know.  God, I’m horrible,” Jen said with an embarrassed laugh.  “It’s because of Steph.  The cuckquean stuff.  It kinda gets me hot cucking Steph.  And now I guess it’s the same way with Faith.”

“Okay, I get it.  I’m wired the same way, on the reverse side, so I get it.  And I’m not gonna go all moral on you, because I was the one encouraging you to get Wyatt to cheat on Faith.  With you.  But your plan’s to be with Wyatt Friday.  Why do I have to worry about Saturday, too?”

“Because after I fuck Wyatt all Friday night, I’m going to their wedding,” Jen announced with a grin.  “Without you.  You’re not going.”

“I’m not?” I asked.  This was happening fast and my head was starting to spin.

“No, you’re not,” Jen said.  “But I’m not going alone.  I’m going with a date.”

“A date?” I said dumbly.  “Who?”

“With Cam,” Jen announced.  “I’m going to Wyatt and Faith’s wedding with Cam.  He’s my +1.  Not you. Cam.”

“Ugh god!” I said, hunching over again with cuckold lust.  With cuckold pain, and angst.  She was doing it.  She was making me feel like a third wheel.  Picking another man over me.  

“But everyone goes to the farmer’s market,” I pleaded with my heart pounding in my chest.  “A lot of people we know will be at the wedding.”

“Probably,” Jen said with a shrug.

“So how can you go with Cam?” I asked with exasperation.

Jen laughed.  “Mike, don’t worry, I can handle myself,” she said.  “I’ll introduce Cammy as an old friend.” 

“How can he be an old friend?” I asked.  “He’s only 25.”

“Ha ha.  That’s true.  I guess I better work on my story.”

“Jen!”

“Mike, don’t worry,” Jen said with another unconcerned laugh.  “I’ll be good.  And Cammy’ll be good.  But you’ll be here, all alone by yourself, and you can think about Cam’s hands under the table touching my legs, and us dancing really close together, and maybe stealing a kiss in a dark corner, and holding hands.  Do you think people will talk if they see 2 old, platonic friends holding hands?”

“Oh god Jen!” I groaned.  I felt like I was going to explode.  But still, my cock was not even half hard in the cage.

“And then, after the reception, I’ll bring Cammy home, and you can watch him fuck my brains out,” Jen said with a grin at me.  “And you know what else?”

“What?” I said, the one word coming out like a strained, tortured moan.

“If you go down on Cam,” Jen said with an evil, excited grin on her beautiful face.  “On your knees, if you suck off Cam.  I’ll let you out of the cage.  3 weeks early.  And I’ll let you fuck me.”

Then with a sparkled in her beautiful blue eyes, she added “That is, if you can get hard.”
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CHAPTER 2
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Jen spent Friday night with Wyatt.  She got home around 10am Saturday morning.  That was unusual, sleeping over with a lover in this second iteration of our playing the game.  But as she said to me before going over to Wyatt’s, “I’m gonna take all of Wyatt’s horniness so he won’t want Faith at all.”  Looking ashamed and with an embarrassed laugh, she added, “I know I’m going to hell, but I can’t help it.  It’s Blake and Steph’s fault.  They’ve turned me into a cuckcake.”

––––––––
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WHEN JEN GOT HOME SATURDAY morning, she was exhausted and looked a mess.  She looked beyond “just fucked.”  She truly had fucked Wyatt all night long and this morning to take all of his horniness.  He wouldn’t desire Faith at all tonight after the wedding.  He probably wouldn’t even be able to her an erection for his new bride.

We had arranged for Anna to spend an overnight with one of her friends in the neighborhood, so I was able to devote my full attention to Jen once she got home.  

I was tender with Jen, helping her to undress.  The sexy lingerie she’d worn for Wyatt – lacy bra and thong panties, matching garter belt, and silky stockings – were gone.  I wondered if Wyatt kept them as souvenirs (and if he did, where the hell would he hide them?).

Jen’s lips and nipples were swollen.  Clearly, they had sucked face a lot, and Wyatt had thoroughly enjoyed her perfect little high school breasts.  

Despite the abuse her body had taken from Wyatt, I didn’t see any marks other than the puffiness of her lips and nipples.  Probably, Jen had told Wyatt not to leave any marks.  Not to preserve the unblemished beauty of her body for me, her husband.  But to keep her body pristine for today.  For Cam.

The realization that Jen had been thinking about Cam last night, even as Wyatt pounded her pussy (and probably her mouth too) sent a tidal wave of cuckold angst through my body.  I was intensely aroused, even though the cage forced my cock to remain soft.

Somehow, Jen’s shiny black stiletto high heels were still on her feet.  I took them off, and saw her feet were swollen from wearing the heels all night long (clearly Wyatt had told her to keep the heels on as he did what he wanted with her body).

I rubbed moisturizing lotion on her feet and began massaging her soles, rubbing the flat of my thumbs along her arches.  I gently pulled apart and stretched her little toes the way I knew she loved.  

“Feels so good baby,” Jen sighed in a sleepy voice as I massaged her feet.

Even though my actions were out of love, touching Jen’s feet was making me even more aroused.  I had a major foot fetish, and my wife’s feet were so pretty and sexy.  Tiny, narrow feet with soft unblemished skin and the prettiest toes.  My cock was sparking with embers that were white hot but not able to erupt into out-of-control flames – not able to get hard – because of the hard plastic cage.  I needed an orgasm!  I needed release!  I needed to be a MAN! 

“Jen, take off the cage!” I told her.  “I need to fuck you!  It’s only fair!  Wyatt had you last night!  Cam’ll have you tonight!  It’s my turn!  I’m your husband!  It’s only fair!”

“No, no Mike,” Jen said sleepily.  “I’m too sore.”  With a giggle, she added, “Too much Wyatt last night.”

I looked between Jen’s legs.  Her pussy lips were red and swollen, and they gaped open.  Milky fluid was seeping out.  I knew it was Wyatt’s sperm.  The big farmer had definitely plowed Jen’s pussy last night, and planted his seed.

“Jen, you’re on the pill, right?” I asked urgently.  I knew some days she forgot to take her birth control.  “You’re taking it every day, right?”

“Um, let me think,” Jen said, looking off in the distance like she was trying to remember.

TRYING TO REMEMBER?!!! SHE DIDN’T KNOW?!!!

Then Jen giggled.  “I’m just teasing baby.  Don’t worry.  I’m being a good girl.”

I began breathing again, but the lunacy of “being a good girl” didn’t escape me.  Somehow in the years we’ve been together, “being a good girl” had morphed from being my faithful wife and reserving her charms for me only, to letting other men do what they wanted with her body, but taking a little pill each morning to keep them from getting her pregnant.

This was madness!

This lifestyle – our game—was madness!

Yet I was lost – consumed – in cuckold lust!

“Jen, please, take off the cage!” I begged.  I wanted to be a man, I wanted to fuck my wife like a man, and I knew begging wouldn’t help my cause.  But I couldn’t help it.  I needed to cum!

But Jen denied me.  “No Mike,” she said firmly even through sleepy eyes.  “I told you what you have to do.”

Yes, Jen had told me what I had to do.  I had to get on my knees in front of Cam.  Take out his cock.  Put his cock in my mouth. And give him a blow job.

“Once you said Cam’s too gorgeous to have his dick in another man’s mouth,” I scoffed bitterly.

“I did?” Jen said with a laugh.  “I don’t remember.  Anyways, I’m sure Cammy’ll make an exception for you.  You know ... so I’ll think even less of you as a man.”

“Jen, god ...,” I groaned, lurching over in agony.  Jen could say such horrible, hurtful – delicious things.

Jen spread her long shapely legs and pushed my head down.  “Go down on me, baby.  Maybe me cum,” she urged.  “An orgasm will help me fall asleep.  I need my beauty sleep to look pretty tonight for Cammy.”

“Jen ...,” I said, pulling my head away.

“Do it Mike,” she said firmly.  “I’m too tired to sit on your face.  You love me, right?  And you’re my cuckold, right?  So do it, Mike.  Now.  Do it.”

I hesitated a moment longer.  Then I lowered my head and moved my lips to Jen’s well-used pussy.  Milky fluid was still seeping from it.  I didn’t want to do this.  But I forced myself to extend my tongue and eat out my wife.  I knew I was eating Wyatt’s sperm but Jen was right.  I was her cuckold husband.

“That’s it, baby, just like that,” Jen cooed as I slowly aroused her.  It took some time, because Wyatt had taken all of HER horniness after an evening and morning of non-stop fucking.  Eventually though, Jen moaned and her body tensed, and a ripple of orgasmic pleasure flowed through her sexy, tight body.  

A moment later, she was asleep. 
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CHAPTER 3


[image: ]




Jen woke up a few hours later and was renewed and energized.  It was like she was a new woman.  The puffiness of her lips and nipples where gone, and her pussy looked almost back to normal.  Cam would never suspect she had spent last night and this morning getting her brains fucked out by the groom (and taking all of his horniness from his soon-to-be new bride, thereby ruining their first sex as a married couple).

Luckily, Anna was napping, so I was able to focus on my wife.

I watched as Jen carefully rolled the stockings up her long shapely legs. Then she pulled the stocking tops taut as she attached the snaps of her garter belt. She was dressing for Wyatt’s wedding. 

“Are you going to keep seeing Wyatt after he gets married?” I asked her.

“Are the seams straight?” Jen asked me, turning so her back was to me.

“Perfect,” I said, looking at the delicate black seams running up the back of her long legs. My eyes lingered on the lacy stocking tops, the way they were stretched by the garter straps, and her shapely, toned thighs above. For a moment I thought about how garter straps stretched stockings and could even ruin stockings – the same way a big cock stretched and could ruin a girl’s pussy.  At least for the girl’s husband or boyfriend, if he had a small dick (like me).

I forced myself to refocus on the hear-and-now.  “So?” I pressed.

Jen turned to look at me to answer my question. “Is it terrible he’ll be hotter to me after he’s married?” she said with a helpless smile. “That’s part of Doug’s appeal too. And Wyatt will be a freaking newlywed.  A newlywed, Mike, cheating on his new bride.  How is that not super hot?”

“So, you like taking married men from their wives?” I asked.

“I like getting happily married men to cheat,” Jen said, correcting me. “And I’m not taking them away. If they desire me more than their wives, how is that my fault?  But I’m not trying to break up anyone’s marriage.”

“I actually think that’s very hot,” I said, running my hand up the inside of her thigh. Jen smiled at me. “Do you think Doug’s really happily married?”

“Happily? I don’t know. I do think he’ll never leave Nancy,” Jen said with certainty. “She makes his life too good.  Financially.  She’s his sugar momma.”

“Why did he talk about running away with you?” I asked.

“Doug’s like me,” Jen explained. “He gets off on taking happily married girls away from their husbands. He wouldn’t really do it. Run off with a girl. He needs Nancy too much. He gets off on knowing he could.”

I looked questioningly at Jen. “How do you know all this?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” Jen said with a shrug. Looking thoughtful, she said, “It’s just what I think. Sometimes when I’m playing, I say things and see what happens. But I’ve been with Doug enough that I know that’s what he likes.”
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