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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.  Also also – gulp – 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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SON'S FAT BLACK FRIEND STOLE MY WIFE
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My name is David Smith and my wife is Kristin Smith.  We’ve been married for a little over 20 years.  This is the story of how I lost my wife to one of our son’s friends, Naeem.  Naeem is black, and he’s ugly with a brooding forehead, big nose and fat lips, and acne covering his face and back.  And he’s fat.  Seriously fat with a big gut, obese ass, and thick thighs.   

I still can’t believe I lost my wife to an 18-year-old boy.  But what I really can’t understand is how I lost her to a fat, ugly, 18-year-old black boy.

My story starts at my son’s high school graduation party.  

Our house has always been the one where our kids and their friends hangout.  My wife and I did it on purpose, because we felt safer having our kids close by.  So, when our son Luke graduated from high school, it was only natural that we would throw the party for Luke and his friends.  It was a big party.  Luke invited practically the entire graduating class.

Our local high school is racially diverse so the high school graduates at the party were  mostly white but a good number of black kids, too.  My wife and I are white, as are our two kids of course, Luke and his older 19-year-old sister, Mary.  Mary wasn’t at the party as she was taking a couple of extra classes in college before coming home for the summer.

As always, I was the grill master.  Cooking outdoors is my thing and I have an XL Big Green Egg.  I wasn’t going low-and-slow this evening though.  For Luke and his friends, I was going simple with burgers and dogs.  The Egg is still good for that though, especially with hamburgers that can soak in some Mesquite smoke.  And I had the charcoal in a vortex funnel to limit flare ups.

Around 8pm, the local band we hired for the party got going.  It was already dark in our part of the country, so I lit torches around the peripheral of our yard.  There were lots of girls at the party in addition to boys, but dancing didn’t start right away.  We wanted Luke to have a good time, and he’s naturally shy, so we needed someone to get the dancing going.

That someone was my wife, Kristin.  She’s a social butterfly and popular among Luke’s friends, so when she dragged one of the boys onto our improvised dance floor, kids quickly joined (including Luke) and soon the dance floor was crowded with dancing bodies.

It wasn’t just because Kristin was bubbly and friendly that she was popular among Luke’s friends.  Kristin is a very attractive woman.  She’s 42 but looks like a woman in her 30s.  Her face is pretty – beautiful when she makes herself up – and framed by dark blonde hair that goes a little past her shoulders.

Even after having 2 kids (one right after the other), Kristin’s body is still firm.  If anything, the two pregnancies were a benefit because they increased her breast size to 34C (from 34B).  

Fitness and health are very important to Kristin, so after both pregnancies she did a lot of hot yoga to get her body back.  She still exercises almost every day, although nowadays she’s into Pilates.  

Kristin has got curves as a woman should, but her tummy is flat, her behind firm, and her thighs tight.  In fact, she still has the same thigh gap she had as a teenager, and that’s a big source of pride to her.  

I was still manning the grill as I watched my wife bopping around on the dance floor with the 18- and 19-year old boys.  Kristin was wearing a simple top and skirt and flats – her typical mom outfit – but like always I was proud of the way she looked.  Her blouse wasn’t tight but it wasn’t loose either, and it really showed off her firm breasts.  Her skirt kind of flared out at the waist, so even though it was knee length, she was showing off some of her very shapely legs as she danced with the 18- and 19-year-old kids.

I watched as Kristin began dancing with a black boy.  I didn’t recognize him, but then, I only knew a few of Luke’s friends.  The young man was tall and even through his loose t-shirt and jeans, it was apparent he was very fit.  He was handsome too. From listening to the kids around me at the grill, I learned that the boy’s name was Colby and he was the star wide receiver for the school’s football team, and he had a scholarship to go to one of the big SEC schools.

At one point, Colby grabbed Kristin’s waist and twirled her around, and then he pulled her in close for a quick dip. They circled around each other with their hands touching and their bodies close and even touching at points.  

Then, suddenly, Colby grabbed Kristin’s waist again.  This time, instead of dipping her, he pulled her body against his and he grided against my wife.  He did this for long seconds, rubbing his crotch against my wife’s.

I couldn’t believe what this kid was doing – he was dry humping my wife!  And some of the high school grads around me couldn’t either.  One girl said, “Are you seeing what I’m seeing?  Colby is seriously juking with Mrs. Smith!”  

I couldn’t rush to Kristin’s aid.  I was still grilling burgers and dogs, and anyway, I knew my 42-year-old wife could handle an 18-year-old kid, even if he was a college bound, star football player.  I lost sight of Kristin as more kids joined the dance floor.  Honestly, I forgot about the incident with Colby as I got busy feeding a big group of high school grads who just arrived to the party.

It was getting late and I went searching for my wife and son.  We needed to start winding the party down, and I needed their help to spread the word.  

I found Luke on the front porch talking to friends.  They were drinking punch from red Solo cups, and I knew immediately from the smell that the punch was spiked with alcohol, probably cheap vodka or rum.  Damn!  Kristin and I wanted to keep this party alcohol free!  After all, these 18- and 19-year-olds were not legal to drink, and many of them were driving home from the party.

Luke wasn’t too drunk – just tipsy.  He told me I didn’t have to worry, because only a few of the kids were drinking spiked punch.    He also said it didn’t matter anyway, since most people had already left.

I looked over the backyard and realized he was right.  From what started as over a hundred party goers, only a couple dozen high school grads were still there.  That made me feel better.  But as I scanned the remaining crowd, I didn’t see my wife Kristin.  Luke told me he couldn’t remember the last time he saw his mother.

I walked around the yard and didn’t see her.  I went back into the house through the back door into the kitchen. There was a black kid filling a Solo cup with red punch and vodka.   There were big bottles of red punch and Stoli vodka on the kitchen counter.  The bottles were mostly empty.  

I frowned at the sight.  This was not good.  How many kids left the party and drove home drunk?  And where the hell was Kristin?  I was anchored to the grill all night.  It was her job to make sure kids didn’t bring alcohol.  Not only did kids bring alcohol, but they brought a lot.  Our kitchen looked like a fraternity.  Where the hell was my wife?

I searched the house.  She was nowhere to be seen.  

I finally headed to the basement.  I opened the door and saw a black kid there.  He said, “Hey, man, nothing going on here.”

Then his eyes went wife, like he recognized me.  He looked shocked and scared. He immediately bolted up the stairs and took off out of the house.

What the fuck was going on?

I started moving down the stairs when I heard my wife’s voice.  “Hey, hey, hey,” she said.  I could tell she was drunk because she was slurring her words.  How much of the vodka punch had she drunk?

Kristin said, “Hey, I said stop.  I said you could look, not touch.”

My eyes went wide with shock.  What was going on?

As I slowly crept down the stairs, I heard Kristin giggle and say, “Wait a minute, mister.  I’m married and old enough to be your mother.  You can’t do that.”

“You sure don’t look like my mamma,” a youthful male voice said.  I could tell from his voice that he was black.  “I’m 18, I’m legal, so don’t worry Mrs. Smith, we aren’t doing anything wrong.”

“You know I’m married,” Kristin said with that giggle still in her voice.  “That makes it wrong.”

Then I heard Kristin moan.  “Oh god, no don’t.  God, don’t do that ....”

I finally reached the bottom of the stairs.  Our basement has a long hallway that leads to a big room with a pool table.  We called it, appropriately, the pool table room. There were a couple of storage rooms off the hallway.

I silently crept down the hallway and looked into the pool table room.  What I saw shocked me.

Kristin was leaning with her butt against one of the short sides of the pool table.  Her blouse was unbuttoned, and her bra pushed up, so her breasts were exposed.  At her feet, a black boy was on his knees.  It was Colby, the star football player!

Colby was holding Kristin’s flared skirt up.  He had her panties around her ankles.  He was licking Kristin’s pussy!

Kristin had her eyes squeezed shut.  “Please stop, please, I’m married, please ....”

“I think you like my tongue on your clit, huh, Mrs. Smith?” Colby said.  He pushed two fingers into her pussy, and she moaned.  The black boy grinned and said, “You like my fingers too, don’t you, Mrs. Smith?  You’re really wet.”

“God, please,” Kristin begged as Colby moved his mouth back to her sex.  “Oh god, oh god ...,” she moaned as the black boy worked her clit with his tongue.

“Don’t listen to the bitch, 88,” I heard another male voice say.  I could tell he was also black by his voice, although his voice sounded more ghetto than Colby’s.   “She been teasing us with her MILFy body all night.”  I couldn’t see this second boy, though.  He was apparently sitting on the sofa that was on the other side of the wall where I was at.

“More like all my life,” Colby said with a big grin at my wife.  I saw his teeth were perfect and sparkling white.  “I’ve wanted to get down with you for a long time, Mrs. Smith.”

The other black boy laughed.  “Tabia gonna kick your ass, 88,” the boy said.  “She ain’t gonna appreciate you wanting to smash this old, white bitch.”  I figured 88 was Colby’s football number.  I also guessed Tabia was his girlfriend.

Colby laughed.  “Tabia’s not around and I can’t go two days without getting my dick wet,” he said.  “Anyway, Mrs. Smith might be old, but look at her, she’s smoking hot.  And she’s prettier than Tabia, but don’t tell Tabia I said that, or I’ll kick your ass.”

The other black boy laughed as Colby went to work on Kristin again.  Now he was finger fucking her while also licking her clit.

“Oh god, Colby ... Colby, god ... I’m cumming Colby ... you’re making me cum,” Kristin moaned with her eyes clenched shut.  A moment later, she hugged Colby’s head against her pussy and her body shuddered as she came on the black boy’s tongue and fingers.

The second boy laughed as he watched Kristin’s body shudder from her climax.  “You made the bitch cum, 88!” the second boy said.  Colby looked back and grinned at his friend as he stood up.

Colby took off his shirt as he stood up.  Wow.  The black boy was seriously ripped.  Combined with his handsome face, I had no doubt he was popular with girls.  And, if his football skills were anything close to his looks, he was going to get serious NIL money once in college.

Kristin definitely agreed that Colby had a hot body.  She looked at his chest with awe, and said, “God Colby ....”

“You like my body, Mrs. Smith?” Colby asked with a confident laugh as he took both of Kristin’s hands and placed them on his chest.  It was a testament to how drunk she was – and how attracted she was to the handsome black boy—that she immediately began running her fingertips over Colby’s hard pecs and abs.  Even though she had just cum, she looked aroused from looking at Colby’s handsome face and touching the black boy’s ripped chest.

“My turn now, Mrs. Smith,” Colby said as he took off his jeans.  He wasn’t wearing underwear.  

I saw his hard cock, and so did Kristin.  It looked a little bigger than my penis, which was an average 6 inches. 

Colby lifted Kristin onto the pool table.  He lifted her easily, that’s how strong he was.  Kristin’s skirt was still up around her waist and now her panties were on the floor.  

Colby had a hand on each of Kristin’s knees and he opened her legs.  He stepped between her legs and took hold of his cock in his hand.  He positioned his cock so his head was almost touching Kristin’s pussy lips. 

“Now you gonna get some black cock, Mrs. Smith,” Colby told my wife.

“Colby ...,” Kristin said.  I thought she was going to tell him again that this was wrong, and he needed to stop.  But then my heart sank when she purred, “You’re so handsome, Colby.  Your body’s so amazing.  Call me Kristin.  Kristin.”

Then I felt a dagger through my heart when my wife wrapped her arms around the handsome black boy’s neck and kissed him.  I could tell she was kissing Colby with her tongue, and knew I was about to see my wife cheat on me for the first time.  Was it the first time?  Or had she done this before?

You might wonder why I wasn’t rushing into the room and demanding that Colby unhand my wife.  The truth was, I wasn’t able to move.  The sight of my beautiful, sexy 42-year-old wife with this 18-year-old, handsome, Adonis-like black boy had me mesmerized.  Kristin was old enough to be Colby’s mother, since he was the same age as our son.  And he called her “Mrs. Smith” which further added to the taboo scene taking place in front of my eyes. 

I couldn’t move.  It was like my feet were trapped in concrete.  I couldn’t move.  I was barely able to breathe.

Colby was about to push his dick into my wife when his phone rang.  The phone was on the pool table next to Kristin.  He looked at it and said, “Fuck!  It’s Tabia!  She’s home early and wants to know where I am!”

The second boy laughed as Colby scrambled into his clothes.  “Gotta bolt, Mrs. Smith!” he hurriedly said.  “You don’t wanna see Tabia when she’s pissed!”

The second boy was still laughing as Colby turned to go.  He said, “Maybe you still get your dick wet with Tabia.  She’s a slut too, just like this white bitch.”

“Fuck you, Naeem, that’s my slut you’re talking about,” Colby joked with a grin.  

Now I knew the second boy’s name.  Naeem.

Colby looked at Kristin.  She looked confused, like she didn’t know what was going on.  Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes glazed over.  I wondered again how much of that vodka punch she had drunk.

She also looked intensely aroused, and disappointed that the handsome Colby Adonis-god was leaving.

Colby saw the desire in Kristin’s beautiful face.  He looked at Naeem and laughed.  “Hey Naeem, you fat ugly fucker.  This is your chance to get some white pussy.”  With another glance at my wife, he said, “Maybe some other time, Mrs. Smith.”

Then Colby bolted up the stairs.  I barely had time to step into one of the storage rooms to avoid being seen.

After Colby was gone, I moved back into the hallway, to look back into the pool table room.  Kristin was still in the same position.  Sitting on the pool table, blouse open and bra pushed up, her skirt around her waist, her legs open.  She looked disoriented, like she didn’t know where she was, or what she was doing.  Her cheeks were still flushed and her eyelids heavy lidded.  I’d never seen Kristin so drunk.  Or so aroused. 

Probably both.  Seriously drunk and aroused.

Naeem walked over to Kristin, and I saw him for the first time.  

Naeem was the complete opposite of Colby.  He wasn’t handsome.  He was ugly with a brooding forehead, big nose and fat lips, and acne covering his face.  And he was fat.  His gut was so big it fell over the belt of his pants like an apron, jiggling with ever lumbering step he took.

Kristin looked confused as the fat, ugly black boy approached her.  A moment ago she had been with Colby, who was handsome and jacked.  Now, suddenly, Colby had been replaced by Nareen with his acne-scarred ugly face and fat body.  And Nareen’s skin wasn’t creamy dark like Colby’s.  Instead, the fat boy’s skin was as black as black could be, midnight black.

Nareen was holding a big bottle of vodka and he took a long draw as he approached my wife.  He reached a hand to Kristin’s bosom and squeezed one of her breasts.  He said, “Not bad for an old white bitch.”

Then Nareen grabbed Kristin’s arm and pulled her off the pool table.  “Let’s see how good your pretty mouth is,” he said as he took another draw of the vodka.

Kristin collapsed to her knees in front of Nareen.  “Here, slut, drink up,” Nareen said, handing the vodka bottle to Kristin.  Kristin took a big gulp, and then she had to put a hand to the floor to keep from falling over.  I had never seen my wife so wasted.  Probably, Nareen wanted to keep her drunk so she would do whatever he wanted.

“Come on, bitch, you know what to do,” Nareen said impatiently.  Kristin gathered herself and rose up onto her knees.  She unbuckled his belt and then tugged at his loose jeans.  When they wouldn't come down, she focused on one side at a time. She pulled one side then the other, going back and forth an inch at a time, until she managed to get them below his knees. The fat black slob took another pull from the vodka and said impatiently, "Get on it bitch, I ain’t got all day." 

I was shocked Kristin was being so submissive, and obedient.  Maybe for Colby, but for this ugly, fat brute?

Again, you might wonder why I wasn’t rushing into the room and tearing my wife away from Naeem.  The truth was, I still wasn’t able to move.  I was fascinated to see what would happen, like not being able to take my eyes off a train wreck.  A moment ago, it had been Kristin with the Adonis-like Colby.  Now, it was my beautiful, sexy wife with this fat, ugly black boy.  I was mesmerized by this train wreck happening just 15 feet in front of me.  My feet were trapped in concrete.  I couldn’t move.  I could barely breathe.  My heart was pounding.

With her right hand, Kristin lifted his belly to get access to cock.  Her eyes got big when she saw it for the first time.  I was shocked too.  Naeem’s cock was huge, easily twice as long as mine and much thicker.  Fuck!  Unlike Colby, Naeem had a Big Black Cock.

Still supporting Naeem’s fat belly with her right hand, Kristin wrapped her left hand around his shaft.  He was so thick her fingertips didn’t touch.  I felt a stab in my heart as I saw the diamonds of her wedding and engagement rings sparkle while her hand was around Naeem’s black cock.

Kristin tentatively moved her head forward.  With open lips, she took the black boy’s cock into her mouth. 

God, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing!  My wife had another man’s penis in her mouth!

Kristin couldn’t take much of Naeem’s fat, long cock into her mouth.  So instead, she licked down the shaft, and then licked his balls.  Naeem moaned and said, “That’s it bitch, you doing okay, keep doing that.”

My insides turned over as I watched Kristin – my wife – turn into a frenzied slut as she licked the young black boy’s cock and balls. She worshipped his cock not only with her mouth but with her breasts and fingers. 

And Kristin moaned as she played with Naeem’s BBC.  She was getting off on this!  It was like she was obsessed, moaning and purring as she licked and fondled the fat cockhead, thick shaft, and big balls.

But Naeem was done with Kristin’s teasing.  He took his hard cock into his hand and rammed it into Kristin’s mouth.  “Blow me bitch!” he growled.

Kristin swallowed a few inches of Naeem’s manhood – that was all she could take without gagging – and then sucked him as she feverishly pumped the 8 or 9 inches of cock meat that she couldn't stuff into her mouth. I'd never seen her so carried away. Kristin, lost in total abandon, along with the contrast between her fair white skin and his jet-black skin, along with their difference in looks (Kristin being beautiful and slim, Naeem being ugly and fat), made for the most erotic thing I had ever seen in my life. It was actually better than if it had been my wife with the Adonis-like Colby.

"Ah, yeah, that's it.  Get it bitch.  Get my cock good. You done this before.  You love black cock.  Tell me bitch ... tell me what you thinking about my cock."

Kristin took Naeem’s cock out of her mouth but she continued to stroke him with her two hands.  “I can’t help it,” she said, looking helpless but aroused beyond belief.  “This is so wrong.  I’m married.  I’m cheating on my husband.  But I can’t help it.”

“Yeah, you a cheating bitch,” Naeem said with a big triumphant grin on his fat, acne-scarred face.  He pulled Kristin to her feet and pushed her against the pool table.  He wasn’t nearly as strong as Colby, so he needed Kristin’s help to raise her ass onto the edge of the table.

Now, Kristin was back where she had been moments ago (although then with Colby), sitting on the pool table, blouse open and bra pushed up.  Naeem pushed her skirt up until it was around her waist.  He roughly jerked her legs open and stepped between them.

“Now you gonna get fucked,” Naeem said.  He lifted his gut, exposing his hard cock.  I saw the fat cockhead was pressing against Kristin’s pussy lips.  

“Please wear a condom!” Kristin begged.  “I’m not on the pill!”

My head exploded as I remembered.  We weren’t trying to have another child, but we weren’t not trying either.  Kristin was 42, so we were talking about whether we wanted another child before she got too old.  We couldn’t decide, so Kristin had gone off the pill.  We would let God make the choice for us.  She went off the pill a few months ago, so any lingering useful effects of the pill were gone.  My wife was completely unprotected.

And now this ugly, fat black kid was going to fuck her bareback.  Now he – instead of God, instead of me, her husband – was going to make the decision for us.

Other than lifting his fat belly and pulling my wife closer to him, there was no other foreplay. Naeem guided his cock with his hand, and then he pushed forward.  

I gasped!  Another man’s cock was inside my wife!  A black cock was inside my wife!

Kristin cried out when his cock penetrated her pussy.  “Go slow, go slow!” she begged, pressing her palms against his jiggling, fat man boobs to stop him from thrusting more inside her.

“I know how to fuck, bitch,” Naeem said derisively.  He pushed his cock into Kristin slowly.  He was grimacing and beads of sweat gathered on his forehead, like he was exerting himself to penetrate my wife fully.  “Fuck you got a tight cunt, bitch,” he said.

After Naeem was about halfway inside Kristin’s pussy, he began to pull out and push back in.  With each inward thrust, he pushed more of his thick shaft into her.

“Oh god, oh god, it’s so big!” Kristin cried.  Her eyes were tearing up, she was in pain.  “It feels like you’re tearing me open!”

Naeem ignored her and kept slowly fucking her.  With each thrust forward he penetrated her pussy with a little more of his thick shaft.  

“Oh god it’s too much!” Kristin cried.  Her eyes were clenched shut and her face was full of anguish.  The black boy was really hurting her.  I was about to go to her rescue when she moaned, “It feels so good!  I love it!  Don’t stop!  Please don’t stop!”
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