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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 the sequel to Faithful Wife’s Fall From Grace that ran 8 books (i.e, Books 1-8).  Those books told the story of a husband (Mike) who fantasized about his wife (Jen) with other men.  That fantasy became a reality.  While intensely thrilling for both of them, things spiraled out of control.

There was a lot of emotional angst and heartbreak in those 8 books.  By the end, though, Mike and Jen were still husband and wife.  

Given how close they had come to losing each other, Mike and Jen became sexually and emotionally exclusive to each other again, and looked forward to a normal monogamous marriage that didn’t include other people (other men) in Jen’s sex life.  

In this sequel, Mike and Jen discover that fantasies can’t be buried forever.  Especially when, for Mike (a cuckold) and Jen (a hot wife), their fantasies are so ingrained, so powerful, they’re like sexual orientations.  

It’s best if you read the original series (Books 1-8) to fully understand Mike and Jen before diving into this sequel.  But you don’t have to.  I’ve written this story (that begins with this Book 9) to be self-contained.  All the background you need to know is the summary I’ve just provided.

Pete Andrews (July 2025)
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CHAPTER 1
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THIS STORY STARTS ABOUT 3 years after the end of Faithful Wife’s Fall From Grace - Book 8

––––––––
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WE DROPPED OFF ANNA at pre-school and decided to treat ourselves to a little alone time before I had to catch the train to work.  I’d be late to work, but it’d be nice to spend a few moments with my wife.  

The Starbucks was crowded.  I told Jen I’d save the lone open table before it was snatched up, so she got into line to order.  It was better for Jen to order.  My order was always simple, a grande coffee of the day, black.  Jen’s order was complicated and often changed depending on their seasonal offerings, and I’d gotten it wrong more than a few times.  So in our marriage, that’s how we did it.  Jen ordered the coffee while I saved the table.

I watched Jen as she waited in line.  She looked like a mom.  No makeup, loose blouse, yoga pants and flats.  She was wearing her blonde hair shorter nowadays, so it barely touched her shoulders.  As usual, she wore it in a ponytail, with loose strands falling over her pretty face.  

Jen was like all the other stay-at-home moms in the Starbucks.  But she wasn’t either.  While she wouldn’t pass as a 20-year-old anymore, her face was still youthful, and she was still gorgeous.  I noticed men checking her out as she waited in line.  Jen seemed oblivious, as her face was in her phone, smiling as she connected with friends and family on social media.  

A younger 20-something man checked out Jen’s ass, and he wasn’t the only one.  Even after giving birth to our daughter Anna, my wife still had an amazing ass and her legs were to die for.  She looked awesome in the black yoga pants, even though in today’s world they were standard garb for harried moms all over the country.

Jen glanced at me, and she saw me looking at her.  I must have been looking at her intently, like I wanted to talk to her, so she gave me a questioning look, as if saying “what’s up?”  We were too far away to talk, so she texted me.

TinyDancer:  do u want something else

Hunka: no just black cotd

TinyDancer:  r u ok

Hunka: looking at your ass

TinyDancer: bad boy <smiley face>

I watched as Jen ordered our coffees.  She smiled and chatted with the barista.  It seemed like she knew him, which wouldn’t be a surprise since this Starbucks was just a few miles from our house and she came here all the time.  The barista seemed to be pleased that Jen was giving him attention.  And Jen, for her part, was making eye contact and curling a loose strand of blonde hair around her finger.  Were they flirting?  It looked like it.  

When Jen arrived with our coffees we talked about Anna.  Even though we were alone and this was “adult” time, we couldn’t help talking about our daughter.  That’s how it was being parents.  Our entire focus was our daughter.  She was a little over 2 and had just started pre-school.  She was young for pre-school, I know, but Anna was a precocious child and we felt she was ready for it.  After just a short time with her, the teachers at the pre-school agreed.

“So you were looking at my ass?” Jen said, a grin at me. 

“You’ve got a nice ass,” I said grinning back.  We were whispering so the people next to us couldn’t hear.

“Maybe you’ll do something about that tonight,” Jen said.

“Maybe I will,” I said back.  We had sex about once a week.  It was hard finding the time and the energy.  Jen was 24/7 with Anna, and I worked long hours, especially once you counted my train commutes back and forth to New York City.

“You really do look good,” I said, reaching over and squeezing her hand.  With Anna in preschool now, Jen had mornings and afternoons open.  She’d joined a gym and went most days.  She was naturally petite and slim, but as a 24/7 mom it was hard keeping her body toned.  The regular workouts were working though.  She was firming and toning her body, and it was really noticeable.  

“It feels good to be getting my body back,” Jen said.  I knew what she meant.  9 months of pregnancy, and then 6 more of breast feeding.  It was a strain on a woman’s body, even though Jen loved being a mother. 

“Well you’re sure doing that,” I told her with a mischievous grin.  “Those guys over there were checking out your ass.”

“Ha ha.  Oh they were?” Jen said with a laugh.  She snuck a look at them, then looked back at me and laughed again. 

“Did you notice them checking you out?” I asked.

“No,” she said honestly.  “But I do sometimes.”  

“You don’t tell me,” I said.

“Sometimes I forget,” Jen said a shrug.  “Running around with Anna, I feel like my attention span is 5 minutes.”

“Do you like it?” I asked.

“Well, sure, every girl likes it, it’s an ego boost,” Jen said.  “If you’re asking, does it turn me on, not really.  It’s hard feeling sexy with throw up on your shoulder.”

I grinned at what she said.  Every parent knows the feeling of your toddler gurgling on your shoulder as you hold her.

“Also I didn’t know if you’re into it anymore,” she said, eyeing me.  “You never talk about it.”

It was true.  We rarely talked about that time in our lives when Jen had sex with other men (one man in particular, Scott Stafford).  Even though the 55 tattoo under her left breast was a constant reminder.  But we rarely talked about it.

“I guess life happens,” I said.

“Yeah,” Jen agreed.  “Anna happens.”  We smiled at each other and held hands.  Smiling into my eyes, she said “We really have a good life, don’t we?”

“We really do,” I said.  “I love you baby.”

“I love you too baby,” Jen said back.  And we leaned over the table and kissed.  It wasn’t a passionate kiss, or a sexual kiss.  It was of a husband and wife in love.
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WE LIVED IN MONTCLAIR, New Jersey.  We had a two-story house with a side garage, and a brick patio and shed in the backyard.  We even had a pool, with grass growing up to the edge (rather than being surrounded by a concrete patio).

We loved our house.  I was the King and Jen my Queen, and the house was my castle.  And we loved living in Montclair.  We picked the community over other places like Caldwell and Westwood because of its international flair.  Within a mile of our house, we could eat at an Ethiopian restaurant, check out Native American art or take in a French film.  There were kid-friendly places like parks and playgrounds, miles of running and biking paths, and pottery places and craft stores.  It was great to have all that so close by, so we could do family things with Anna.

When you’re a parent, you go to a lot of birthday parties.  You meet other parents and their kids, and for kids, birthdays are a BIG DEAL.  So pretty soon you’re going to a birthday party (or two) every weekend.  You get to know all the magicians and clowns in the area.  On this Saturday, we were at Blake and Stephanie’s house.  They have 2 kids, 3 and 5.  They’re a little older than us.  It was their 3-year old’s birthday.

To be honest, I didn’t like Blake.  He was an IT sales guy, and did well on a couple IPOs.  Because of that, they had the biggest house in the neighborhood.  But that’s not why I didn’t like him.  He’s like one of those guys in high school, who gets on the football team not because he wants to play, but because he wants to wear the jersey to school on Fridays to impress girls.  He’s more fluff than substance.  Also, who names their kid Blake?  It sounded like a preppy doctor name on a tacky TV sitcom.

Blake didn’t like me either.  I still appeared on CNN sometimes, so my semi-celebrity status irked him.  Whatever.  My attitude was, deal with it.  

Jen saw though him too, but she enjoyed his company.  She liked his funny stories about working with big companies like eBay, Amazon and Google.  She knew I didn’t like him.  I think she was amused that I didn’t like Blake.  I was pretty laid back, so for me, not liking someone was out of character.  Jen thought it was funny.

Stephanie (Blake’s wife) was different..  We both liked her, and she was one of Jen’s best friends in the neighborhood.  I liked Stephanie because she was quiet and shy, like me.  I thought she was really sweet.  She was pretty too.  I have to admit, Blake was a good-looking man.  They made an attractive couple.

I watched Jen talk with the other wives, standing in a circle.  The husbands hovered behind the girls, in an outer circle.  I noticed that most of the husbands stole glances at Jen.  At her face.  Her tits.  Her ass and legs.

I couldn’t blame them.  God she was beautiful.  She had really blossomed.  Part of it was motherhood.  Jen adored Anna.  She loved being a mother.  That showed.  She was happy all the time.  And people liked to be around people who were happy.

Part of it was her body.  Pregnancy and breast feeding had subtlety changed her body.  She had more curves now.  She would never be voluptuous, like Allie.  That wasn’t Jen.  She was defined by words like petite, leggy, toned, firm and perky.  Still, she was a little softer in her hips and ass, and her breasts were a little bigger.  The subtle changes were amazing.  She wasn’t a girl anymore.  She was a woman.  A gorgeous, super sexy woman.  

Jen glanced at me, and she saw me looking at her.  It was like the other day at Starbucks.  I must’ve been looking so intensely at her, she thought something was wrong.  We were separated by a room of people, and she was involved in a conversation with her girlfriends, so like before she texted me.

TinyDancer:  what

Hunka:  what what

TinyDancer:  you keep looking at me

Hunka:  not you your tits

TinyDancer:  omg lol

Hunka:  I can see your bra straps thru that blouse

TinyDancer:  omg you pervert stop staring at me

Hunka:  why

TinyDancer: youre freaking me out

Hunka:  lets go

TinyDancer:  why

Hunka:  I wanna fuck you

TinyDancer:  !!! 

Hunka:  dont move!!!  ill get anna

We were home within 15 minutes.  Luckily it was time for Anna’s nap so we had time for some adult fun.  I took advantage of that time.  I fucked my wife.  First I ate her out and gave her a toe curling orgasm.  Then I fucked her.  I fucked her hard.  I was so desperate to fuck her that I only took off her jeans and panties, leaving her still dressed from the waist up.  Jen came again as I pounded her pussy.  Then I came too, shooting a massive load of my seed into her.  Thank god she was on the pill or we might’ve been parents again in 9 months.  We were thinking about having another one, but hadn’t decided yet.

“So what’s up with you?” Jen asked after.  Her head was on my chest and she was absentmindedly stroking my chest.  

“What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean.  You’re acting weird.”

I couldn’t help laughing.  I was acting weird?  After all the crazy things we’d done, she thought I was acting weird?

Jen read my thoughts.  “That was a long time ago Mike,” she said softly.

She was right.  It was 3 years ago.  It seemed like a lifetime.

“You’re really something, you know?” I said, caressing down her back to her ass.  “I was looking at you, and it reminded me how beautiful you are.  I get caught up being dad.  And I think that has to be my first priority.  But I’m husband too.  And I want to tell you that you’re really something.  I’m sorry if I don’t tell you that enough.”

Jen got up on her elbow and looked at me.  She said, “I love you more because you’re dad first.  I want Anna to be your first priority.  She’s our baby.”

“You’re my baby too,” I told her.  I looked her up and down.  “God you’re so hot,” I gushed.  My cock was coming to life again.

Jen laughed, both at my words and my stiffening cock that was poking her thigh.  “What’s with you today?” she said with the laugh still in her voice.  “You know, I’m your wife.  You don’t have to sweet talk me to get into my pants.”  She laughed again, like she was making fun of me.  But I could tell she was pleased with the attention.  She reached down and wrapped her hand around my cock.  I quickly got fully hard again.

I grinned at her.  Then I got serious.  “Do you ever miss it?” I asked.

Jen knew I was talking about the game.  That’s what we called it.  The time in our marriage when she dated and fucked other men.  “No,” she said immediately.  Then after a moment, she said, “No, that’s not true.  I miss the way you obsessed over me.”

What she said made me concerned.  “Am I taking you for granted?” I asked, a concerned look on my face.

“No,” Jen said, giving me a reassuring smile and affectionately scratching my beard under my chin.  “But Anna happens, right?  I wouldn’t change a thing ... but it cuts down on romantic time.”

“Yeah ...,” I said, my voice trailing off.  “You know the other day at Starbucks?  When those guys were checking out your ass?”

“Yes,” Jen said with a laugh.  “So?”

“You said you notice sometimes,” I said.  “Men checking you out.  How often does it happen?”

Jen looked at me, as if studying me.  “So you’re still into it?” she asked.  “You never talk about it.”

“Well, like you said, Anna happens,” I said.  “But yeah, I’m still into it.  I look at the pictures and videos sometimes.”

Jen’s eyes went wide.  “Are you serious?” she asked, astonished.  Then she realized the meaning of my words.  I had just admitted I looked at pictures and videos of her fucking other men (mostly Scott).  “God Mike ... why didn’t you tell me?” she asked, astonishment in her voice.  “Do you beat off?”

“That sometimes happens,” I said with a laugh.  Now I was embarrassed.  In truth, looking at the pictures and videos always resulted in beating off.  That was the whole point of it.

“You should have told me,” she said.  She squeezed my hard cock.  “We could’ve had fun together.”

“They wouldn’t embarrass you?” I asked.

“Why would they embarrass me?” she asked.  “I was there.”

I chuckled.  But “embarrass” wasn’t really the word I meant.  Trying again, I said “I mean ... they wouldn’t upset you?”

Jen looked at me and was silent for a moment.  She understood what I was saying now.  Those times – the game – they’d been hot.  Scorching hot.  But they’d been a lot of pain too.  We ended up divorcing, and barely got back together again. If we hadn’t got back together, where would we be now?  Without each other?  Without Anna?

“Do they upset you?” Jen asked softly.

I hesitated, trying to think how to answer.  How to express what I was feeling.  Finally I said “It’s like, when it’s just me, I can just focus on the sex.  A pretty girl getting fucked, who just happens to look like my wife.  I mean, I know it’s you of course, and that makes it all hotter.  But I can separate the sex from emotions.  But if we watch it together, I don’t think I’d be able to compartmentalize like that.  So I guess that’s why I haven’t asked you to watch with me.”

“But you understand how that makes me feel, right?” Jen asked.  Her voice wasn’t harsh.  She wasn’t mad.  She was just trying to make me understand how she felt.  “It’s like you have a secret life, a secret sex life, without me.  It’s not like watching porn on the internet.  I don’t care if you do that.  But this is me in those videos.  We lived that together.”

“Yeah, I get it ...,” I said, my voice trailing off.

“What?” Jen asked.  When I didn’t answer, she pressed “What Mike?  Tell me what you’re thinking.”

I hesitated, then said “... I just ... I just don’t want you to see yourself with Scott.”

Scott.  I said it.  His name.  We never said his name.  It was like Voldemort.  We never said his name.  We never talked about him.  Even after 3 years it was still too painful for me.

“I get it,” Jen said softly.  She’d done terrible things with Scott.  Terrible to me.  Over time, she realized how horrible she’d been to me.  I was the man she loved, her soul mate, and she’d treated me like shit.  All to be with another man.  Scott.  The pain wasn’t just mine.  It was Jen’s too.  So that’s why we never talked about Scott.  

“Let’s talk about something else,” Jen suggested.

“Ok,” I said, relieved to be changing the subject.  “You never answered my question.  How often do you notice men checking you out?”

Jen laughed.  She was still slowly stroking me.  I was still hard, and I hadn’t soften when we talked about Scott.  I’m sure Jen noticed, and I was happy she didn’t mention it.

“Do you really want to talk about this?” Jen asked, a smile on her pretty face. 

I grinned at her coyness.  I was pretty sure she was open to talking about it, but she was going to make me work a little for it.

Jen always kept a glass of ice water next to bed, because often she woke up thirsty.  I reached over to her nightstand and grabbed the glass from last night.  I took a sip and handed it to her.  “Truth serum,” I told her.  It was our thing.  It started after we were back together but still trying to reconnect, and now it was a part of our culture.  If you drank truth serum, you had to tell the truth, you couldn’t spin or pivot, you had to answer the question directly and tell the whole truth.  But the rule was, you only asked if you were prepared to hear the answer.

Jen smiled.  She was wary but intrigued.  “Alright Mike,” she said.  She took a sip of the water.  “Go ahead, ask your questions.”

“How often do you notice guys checking you out?” I said, repeating my original question again.

“You mean today?” 

I gawked at her.  It happened ever day?  Jen giggled at my reaction.

“Okay, yeah, today,” I said.

“Once,” Jen said.  Then she corrected herself.  “No, twice.  The first time in the grocery store.  This guy –about our age– he asked me how to pick ripe cherries.  I mean, really?  Ripe cherries?” She laughed.  Then as almost an after-thought, she said, “And at the party I caught Blake looking down my blouse.”

I was smiling about the cherry guy when Jen said Blake’s name.  My gut turned over when she said his name.  That preppy asshole Blake looked down my wife’s blouse?!  “He looked down your blouse?!” I said angrily.  

I focused on Jen’s blouse (she still had it on).  It was off-white, collared and loose, and buttoned down the front.  It had a V that hinted at cleavage without revealing cleavage.  But since it was loose, and with the V, if Jen bent over you’d be able to see down to her belly button.  I imagined Blake getting that view of my wife.  He would’ve seen her sweet breasts in her bra.  I hated the idea – but my cock loved it.  I was so hard it hurt.

“What are you thinking?” Jen asked, a sly smile on her pretty face.  “Do you wish I did this?” she teasingly said as she undid the top button.  Now a glimpse of her bra came into view.  One more button and it would be easy to see.  I knew that bra.  It was white and made of delicate lace.  It was unlined so it captured the natural shape of her small perfect breasts.  Also, the lace was so sheer you could easily make out the dark of her aureoles surrounding her pencil eraser-sized nipples.

“Jen no,” I said, reaching over and re-buttoning her blouse.  Which was a strange thing to do since she was naked from the waist down.  “What did you do when you caught him?” I asked her.

“You’re really into this,” Jen said.  She still had that sly smile on her pretty face.  And she still had her hand around my shaft, stroking me.

“Tell me,” I urgently demanded.

“He talked first,” Jen told me.  “He said nice blouse.  I laughed and said I’ll tell Mike you approve.  Then he laughed and that was it.”

“That was it?” I asked.

“Yes,” Jen said.  She eyed me with a knowing grin, and said “Disappointed?”

“You laughed when you caught him looking?” I said with a frown.  “You didn’t slap his face?”

“Mike baby ... he didn’t touch me.  All he did was look.  That happens all the time.”

Jen’s words rang through my head – “all the time.”  Guys checked out my wife all the time.  This wasn’t a surprise.  I knew they did.  But over the last 3 years, including 9 months of pregnancy, childbirth, and then figuring out how to be parents, I’d forgotten.  It had been easy to forget with the 12-hour workdays and then getting home and being dad to Anna.  I stopped thinking about Jen’s day.  Her normal day.  Of getting checked out and hit on constantly by men. It happened to her every day.

“Have you ever ...,” I began.  I found it hard to speak because my voice was hoarse from excitement.  I took a drink from Jen’s water glass.  Then I asked “When was the last time someone hit on you?  Did more than look?”

“Do you really want to know?” Jen asked, that sly look on her face again.  She was teasing me, and enjoying it.

“Yes!” I hissed, my heart pounding in my chest.

“At the gym this week. Cam asked me out,” Jen said.  “For a drink.”

My insides shifted as Jen told me this.  “Who’s Cam?” I demanded.

“A guy I work out with,” Jen told me.

“You work out with guys?” I asked incredulously.  I practically shouted, and Jen put her hand on my chest, her fingers spread out wide to calm me down.

“Hush Mike,” she softly said.  “You’ll wake Anna.”

“Okay, yeah, sorry,” I said in a much lower voice.

“What I mean is, sometimes Cam spots me,” Jen said.  “You know, when I’m lifting?”

I nodded slowly. Jen had done a lot of research to pick a gym.  She finally decided on a gym in Verona, the next town over.  It had all she wanted.  Number 1, she wanted yoga and dance classes.  Number 2, she wanted to get back into swimming and the gym had an Olympic size pool.  Number 3, she wanted free weights to work on her core.  She preferred free weights over machines because they gave her the better work out.  That’s how Jen was.  She was competitive and liked to push and challenge herself.  

“So what’d you say?” I asked.

“I said sure,” Jen said.  “We got a drink, and then I went to his place and fucked him.”
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