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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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THIS BOOK BEGINS IMMEDIATELY after the end of Book 11
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I WAS STILL ON EDGE the next day, as we boarded the plane for Christmas holidays at my parents.  I didn’t like the idea of going down on a man, and certainly not Blake.  I didn’t like the fact that Jen talked to Blake about it.  I didn’t like the way Blake was trying to show me up in front of my wife.  The way he was trying to make Jen lose respect for me.  To emasculate me in front of her.

But as the plane taxied down the runway, I tried to rationalize things.  Jen didn’t seem to think I’d be less of a man if I sucked cock.  Jen really wanted this.  It was her biggest fantasy.  

And it wasn’t just 2 straight guys going at it.  That’s not what she wanted.  She could see that on the internet whenever she wanted.  But that wasn’t what she wanted.  She wanted to see me doing it.  Me, not any other man.  So, in a way, the fact her fantasy was about me, it was a way of showing her love for me.  I was her husband.  She loved me.  I was special to her.  That’s why the scenario got her so hot.  It was all about me, not any other man.

I had other things to think about too.  Joe was with us on the plane.  We were all going to my parents’ house for Christmas.  (Joe was like a son to my parents, just like he was like a brother to me.)

It was awkward being around Joe.  The last time we had seen him, it had been in a restaurant and Jen and Joe had exchanged the results of their STD tests.  Then Joe had taken Jen outside and fucked her in the ass.  You could say he had forced her, but Jen got off on being forced.  Her darkest fantasy was to be raped.  Of course, she didn’t want that in real life.  But she could let herself go with Joe, because she trusted and loved him.  He was probably the only guy in the world who could make her rape fantasy come true.
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WE WERE IN A 4-SEAT row.  Joe was sitting on the aisle.  Anna was in her car seat in the other aisle.  I was next to Anna, and Jen was between me and Joe.

The last time we were in a plane together, Jen had worn a short skirt and Joe had caressed her leg while she napped.  This time she was wearing black yoga pants.  Her casual top ended at her waist, so her incredible ass and legs were on full display.  She’d turned many heads in the airport.  Including Joe’s.  I’d seen his eyes lingering on her tight ass and long legs as she walked Anna to the bathroom a few minutes ago.

Anna was napping in her car seat when Jen leaned into me and whispered, “What are you thinking about?”  When I hesitated, she grinned and said, “You’re thinking about the last time we flew with Joey and he touched me.”

I shrugged to let her know she was right.

Jen took something out of her purse.  It was an envelope.  “I got this,” she whispered to me.  I opened the envelope and looked at the paper.  It was a new STD test.  “Joey got tested again too,” she told me.

My face was suddenly burning.  “You planned this with him?” I hissed in a low voice.

“I did,” she said, a playful grin on her beautiful face.

“But you just had unprotected sex with Blake,” I reminded her.

“That’s not how it works Mike,” she whispered to me.  “You get tested to show your lover you’re being safe.  Joey knows our lifestyle.  I know his too.  We trust each other.  You know, he’s very popular with girls.  How couldn’t he be?  He’s handsome and sweet.  And he’s got an amazing body.”  Jen reached over and gave my cock a quick squeeze.  “Especially here.”

“Are you comparing me to him?” 

“Maybe,” she teased, her eyes looking playful.

“So, you talked to Joe about this!” I hissed accusingly.  “You’re gonna fuck him in my parents’ house!”

“Maybe in the bedroom you grew up,” she teased.

“Jen!” I objected in a low voice.  “In my bedroom? And it’s fucking Christmas!”

“But doesn’t that make it more exciting?” Jen asked with a naughty, excited glint in her beautiful blue eyes.  

“You’re just dicking with me, right?” I asked.  “You’re not really planning to do anything.”

“Think whatever you want, Mike,” Jen said with a laugh.

I hesitated a moment.  Then I said, “You know, that’s what’s really exciting.”

“What?” she asked.

“When I don’t know what you’re doing.  Or about to do,” I told her.  “The things I don’t know about – what I have to guess about – they’re more exciting than the things I know about.”

Jen gave me a long look, considering what I just said.  With a slight smile she said, “Really?”

“Yes,” I assured her.  I asked “Have you done things you haven’t told me about?”

“Yes,” she admitted.

“Why haven’t you told me?” I asked.

Jen looked thoughtful for a moment, like she was searching her feelings.  “Because cheating’s exciting,” she said.  “It’s more than just cheating on you.  It’s getting a man to cheat on his wife.  Especially if he loves her.  He loves her but still wants to be with me.  That excites me.  The power in that ....”  She shivered, emphasizing how much all this turned her on.

“I know this sounds terrible, but I can’t help how I feel.”

“I don’t think it’s terrible,” I assured her.  “If you were trying to break up a marriage, that would be bad.  But I know you’d never do that.”

“I wouldn’t,” Jen quickly agreed.  She was silent for a long moment, like she was deciding whether to tell me more.  Then she said “There’s another reason I haven’t told you.  It’s because you don’t have the right to know.”

“What?” I said, not understanding.

“You know you worry about me losing respect for you?” Jen said.  “As a person, as my husband, that’ll never happen.  But I don’t think of you sexually anymore.  I’ve told you that.  So sexually I have lost respect for you.  And I just don’t feel like I have to tell you everything about my sex life.”

My jaw dropped and my insides felt like they were tearing apart.  “But what happens when we stop playing the game?” I asked, desperation in my voice now.  “What happens when it’s just you and me again?”

“Sometimes I think maybe I don’t want that,” Jen told me.  “I mean, do you really want that Mike?  A plain vanilla sex life?”

“Maybe someday I want my wife back!” I snapped.

Jen pursed her lips, not approving of my rising voice.  “You need to be quiet Mike,” she whispered, looking nervously passed me at Anna.  Fortunately she was still sleeping.  “I’ve never stopped being your wife,” Jen said in a patient voice.  “I’m just saying, maybe the game doesn’t have to end.  We both love it, and you get more sex than most men.”

“But you don’t enjoy sex with me,” I said.  I knew I sounded desperate but couldn’t help it.  “Maybe someday I want to get back to where I turn you on.  To where you get off on my cock and not another guy’s.”

“Mike baby, look ...,” Jen began.  “The game is about you and me.  It’s us.  I don’t know ... maybe someday we’ll feel different.  But I think now we should just have fun and enjoy it.”

I stared at her.  I knew her answer wasn’t an answer.  But I couldn’t deny that what she said made sense.  We did both love the game.  We were addicted to the thrills of it.

Jen gave me a patient, encouraging smile.  Then she turned away from me and started talking to Joe.

It was like that the rest of the flight.  Jen gave Joe all her attention.  She leaned into him like she had done with me, and eventually she pulled up the arm rest between them so she could sit even closer to him.  She didn’t go beyond the line.  Like, she didn’t hold his arm.  But the way they were sitting so close together and laughing and talking, to anyone looking, you would think Jen was with Joe instead of me.

For a cuckold, there’s nothing more exquisite than the feeling of being a third wheel.  Of your wife ignoring you and giving all her attention to another man.  The fact that it was Joe – the boy I helped raise. He was 13 years younger than me.  Ten years younger than Jen.  Fuck, early on in our relationship, Jen had even babysat Joe.  And now she was fucking him.  Now this kid was cucking me.  God, it hurt my heart.  It hurt my pride.  But it made me so lustful, so dizzy with lust, I felt like my cock was going to explode!

About halfway in the flight, I watched as Jen reached back and pulled out her hair tie.  She did it as she was talking with Joe and laughing with him.  Her lush blonde locks cascaded down over her shoulders and fell sexily over her beautiful face.  What the fuck?  She let her hair down for this boy?

I was on pins and needles when we got to my parents’ house.  When would Jen disappear with Joe to fuck?  How would they hide it from Anna and my parents?

We put Anna down for her afternoon nap and we were all lazing around watching college football.  Later that night we would all go to Christmas eve service at church.  

With Anna napping, Jen and I had a quiet moment of alone time.  She sat next to me on the sofa and leaned her shoulder against mine.  “I’ve been texting Steph,” she whispered.  “Seriously Mike, she’s a freak.”  

I knew they were at Steph’s parents.  But they probably had moments to think about their “hobby,” just like we did with our game (Steph and Blake called it their hobby whereas we called it our game).

“Let me see,” I asked, reaching for her phone.  She handed her phone to me without any hesitation. I looked at her text messages:

Steffie:  So how are Mike’s parents?

TinyDancer:  I’m missing your husband.

Steffie:  <frowny face> Seriously Jen?

TinyDancer: Do you want me to lie?

Steffie: No.

TinyDancer:  Okay.  Then I’m missing your husband.

Steffie:  He’s MY husband Jen.  You’ve got your own husband.

TinyDancer:  But I want your husband.  And he wants me.

Steffie: Why are you being like this?

TinyDancer: You just told me to tell the truth.

Then there was a long pause of a few hours (I could tell by the timestamps).  Finally Steph responded.

Steffie:  I talked to Blake.  He wants you too.  He says he wants you, not me.

TinyDancer:  I know he does.

Steffie:  Can you at least be nice about it!!!!

Then there was another long pause.  Then:

Steffie:  We just had sex.

TinyDancer:  Did he cum?

Steffie:  Yes.  But it took a long time.  And he came only after I told him to think about you.

Steffie:  He told me you feel better than me.  His cock.  He said it feels better in you than me.

TinyDancer:  He told me that too.  He said I’m still tight, even after Anna.  He said your pussy never got tight again after your pregnancies.

Steffie:  HE TOLD YOU THAT?!

TinyDancer:  Do you want me to tell you exactly what he said?

Steffie:  No.  Yes.

TinyDancer:  He said the pregnancies ruined your pussy.  It was like his playground got bulldozed.

Steffie: Oh god Jen

TinyDancer: Are you crying?

Steffie: Like you care

TinyDancer: It’s not my fault your pussy’s so loose Blake can barely feel anything.

Then after a few moments, Steph texted:

Steffie;  I just came.  You made me cum.

I stared at Jen’s iPhone for a long time.  My insides were churning, and there was a vise around my heart. Finally I said “Do you wish you were spending Christmas with Blake?”

“Mike, come on.  How could you think that?  You know I want to be with you and Anna.”

“So, you’re just dicking with Steph?  Or do you really miss Blake?”

“Yes.  And yes,” Jen said with a shrug.  “Both can be true.  What I just can also be true.  I want to be here with you and Anna.”

“And Joe.”

Jen shrugged again.

The angst was churning in my stomach.  I asked, “When you said you missed Blake — you just meant sexually, right?  Not emotionally.”

“Tell me the truth, Mike,” Jen said with a knowing smile.  “Are you hoping I’ll say sexually and emotionally?”

I looked down, not wanting to answer.  I saw the tent my hard cock was making in my chinos.  When I looked up, I saw Jen grinning at me.

“Did Blake really say that?” I asked.  “That your pussy feels better than Steph’s?  That her pussy is ruined, bulldozed over?”

“He did.”

“They’ve been married as long as us, over ten years,” I said, not counting that time we were divorced.  “If Blake fucked you for ten years, maybe your pussy would be loose too.”

“Ha.  I haven’t thought of that.  You’re probably right.”  She reached over and gave my cock a quick squeeze, and with a grin said “I guess your little thing kept me tight for other men.”  She felt my cock twitch at her words and it made her laugh again.

“So you really miss Blake?”

“Yes.”

“You just saw him last night.”

“I know.”

“So it is more than just sex,” I said.  “You like him too.”

“I told you I like him.”

I felt the vice tighten more around my heart.  The emotions always got to me more than the physical sex.  “So, you feel something for him.  It is emotional, too.”

Jen gave me another knowing smile.  She squeezed my hard cock again, and said, “I know that gets you hot.”

“Don’t fall in love with him,” I said, desperation in my voice.

Jen laughed.  “We always talk about the same things,” she said with a grin at me.  “And I know when you say things like that, you’re really turned on.”

Then she hugged my arm and said “I’m going to the store with Joey.  Your mom needs some things and I’m going to keep him company.”

I stared at her.  My head spun with the abrupt change of subject.  “Really?” I said incredulously.

She gave me a peck on the cheek.  “I’ll be back before Anna wakes up,” she promised.  Then before I could say anything else, she was gone.
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“REMEMBER THAT CHRISTMAS at your parent’s house?” Joey asked me as we drove to the supermarket.  I knew what he was talking about of course.  We had parked in the back parking lot of a little 24/7 market.  There, we had a quick, furious fuck. 

That was before Mike knew about my affair with his — our — young friend.  It was also when I’d been hot and heavy with Scott.  

Mike’s hometown was bigger than little Belmont, MA.  But still, there were stores closed on Christmas eve.  I wasn’t surprised when Joey pulled into one of the closed stores.  It was one of those big lumber warehouses.  He drove to the back.  The parking lot was deserted.

Joey turned off the car.  Then suddenly, he was all over me.  He smashed his lips against mine and pinned my arms to the back of my seat.

“Joey, Joey, stop ...,” I said as I struggled against him.  We’d played this game before.  Joey knew I fantasized about non-consensual sex.  About being forced.  He’d “raped” me before.  He knew I got off on it.  

But this time, maybe he heard something in my voice, that I really seriously wanted him to stop.  So Joey pulled away.  He was breathing hard.  We both were.  He looked at me, like he didn’t understand.

“I don’t always want it that way,” I told him.  “I don’t want you to think girls like it that way.  I’m a freak.  Most girls aren’t like me.”

“I know that Jen,” Joey said.  I guess he thought I was condescending to him, because his voice was bristling.  “I’m not a kid anymore.  I know all girls are different.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, immediately apologizing.  “It’s just I’ve known you since you were a kid.  I guess I still think of you as that boy I first met.”

“Even when we’re fucking?” Joey snapped at me.

I frowned at him.  “Why are you mad at me?” I asked him.  “Have I done something wrong?”

Joey frowned back at me.  “Yesterday on the plane,” he said.  “You were flirting pretty hard with me.  Right in front of Mike.  Is it all just to get him hot?”

I could tell Joey was hurt.  He might have a man’s body, but emotionally he was still just a boy.  I knew he didn’t approve of my lifestyle.  He was jealous of other men.  He was probably jealous of Mike too.  

“It’s not all for Mike,” I told him honestly.  “You’re special to me Joey.”

“Are you still fucking other guys?” Joey asked, his voice bristling with jealousy.

“I have lovers, yes,” I said with a shrug.

“How many?”

“I’m not going to get into details Joey.”

“More than one?” he pressed.

“I said lovers Joey.  Plural.  Yes, more than one.”

He glared at me.  Well, fuck it, I glared back at him.  He didn’t have the right to judge me.

“I just don’t get it,” he finally said.

“What’s there not to get?  I like sex.  I like variety.  And I have my husband’s permission.  So, well, there you go.”

Joey didn’t like my answer.  He continued to glare at me.  I grinned at him to ease the tension, and said “We don’t have a lot of time.”  I put my hand on his lap.  He was wearing sweatpants.  It was easy to feel his cock through the cotton.  I rubbed up and down his shaft and he quickly got hard.  Also, he stopped glaring at me.

With both hands I reached for the waistband of his sweats.  I pulled down and he helped by lifting off the seat.  His now hard cock popped out.  I noticed that Joey was now shaving himself down there.  “I like your new look,” I said with a crooked grin at him.

“Jamal shaves too,” Joey said, referring to his black friend.  

It made me laugh.  “So is Jamal your style guru now?” I joked.  I reached for his cock with both hands.  It took both hands to handle a monster like his.  “God Joey you are so freaking big,” I said.  I felt awed whenever I saw it.  It was easily the thickest cock I had ever seen in my life.

I especially wanted to see it after being with Blake.  Blake’s curved shaft and big head made him feel thicker than he was.  But Joey WAS thick.  I was fascinated by the comparison, Joey versus Blake.  Joey was so big, his cock was heavy, solid.  Joey might be young – barely legal in fact—but he truly had a man’s “manhood.”

I began stroking him.  He got bigger – and thicker – which amazed me more.  “Are other girls as impressed as me?” I asked him.

Joey moaned as I stroked him.  “You really want to talk about other girls?  Now?”

“I’m just curious,” I said as I continued to stroke him.  I gathered spit in my mouth and let it ooze from my lips to his cockhead, for lubrication.  And I knew it looked sexy when I – when any girl – did that.

It worked too.  Joey watched me intently.  As a line of spit connected the tip of my tongue to his cockhead, he moaned and said “Fuck Jen, everything about you is sexy.”

I grinned at him.  Then I pulled my hair to the side and went down on him. 

I struggled to get much of his cock into my mouth.  I had to open my mouth as wide as possible, but even then I could swallow barely any of his shaft.  That’s how freaking thick he was.  Joey didn’t seem to mind though.  He moaned as I sucked him and licked the underside of his cock.

After a few moments, I lifted off of his cock and asked “Do other girls suck your cock better than me?”

“Jen, really?” he said impatiently, wanting my lips back around his cock.

“I’m looking for tips,” I joked with a grin.  “But really I’m just curious about how you’re doing.”

“I’m doing fine,” Joey insisted.

“Are you?” I asked.  “You don’t have a steady girlfriend.”  Mike’s mom had asked earlier and Joey said that right now he was playing the field.

“Why settle for one entrée when you can get a buffet?” Joey said.

“Oh my god, that’s a dick thing to say,” I said.  “Are you serious?”

“Like you can talk,” Joey said sarcastically.  “You’re the queen of buffets.”

“Well ... I guess I have an entrée and a buffet,” I said with a grin.

“Is Mike really an entrée?” Joey said spitefully.  “He’s more like an appetizer.  Or – what do you call it?  An amuse-bouche.”
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