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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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Jess – She’s 38 with two young kids.  She’s been married to Rob for over 15 years.  Jess is a 5’7” leggy blonde with small perky breasts.  Jess is slim and in loose clothes, one could mistake her figure to be somewhat boyish.  No one seeing Jess would think she was anything but a girl, though.  Not with her pretty face that looks like a glamorous model’s when she does herself up, and her long, shapely – to die for – legs.

Rob – He’s 45 and fell in love with Jess the first time he saw her.  He didn’t waste any time, either, proposing to the pretty, leggy blonde soon after they started dating.  

Tina – She’s 38 and has been BFF with Jess since high school.  They were roommates all through college.  Tina is somewhat short at 5’2”.  She’s full-figured with a classic hourglass figure.  Her legs aren’t slim like Jess’s, but they are shapely.  Tina divorced Chris after she caught him cheating with a much younger girl.  After a period of mourning over her failed marriage, she’s gotten boy crazy – almost like she’s punishing Chris—allowing herself to be picked up by one young man after another. 

Darius – He’s 25 and tall, with thick wavy black hair that he usually wears slicked back off his face.  He’s Greek with a dark complexion.  Darius is ruggedly handsome and has a bad boy swagger to him.  Jess thinks of him as Mr. Tall-Dark-and-Handsome.

Tyrone – He’s almost 40.  And very black.  Tyrone is in good shape for a man his age, but not chiseled like Darius and most of the other Stallions.  His manhood doesn’t qualify as a big black cock.  He prefers white pussy, and he gets his share because he’s a drug dealer and sells the highest quality shit.  For the prettiest girls, their money isn’t good with him.  Only their bodies.  He’s an amicable, accommodating man – until he’s not – until he wants something from you.  It is not smart to cross Tyrone.
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CHAPTER 1
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THIS BOOK BEGINS 12 months after the end of Book 1

––––––––

[image: ]


JESS CHECKED HER HAIR and makeup one last time in the mirror.  As she touched up her lipstick, she saw the small plastic dispenser.  Mentally kicking herself for almost forgetting, she picked it up and punched out one of the small pink pills.  She swallowed it, thinking how much her life had changed over the last 12 months.  For years she’d had no need for birth control, not since Rob got a vasectomy after their second child.  Things had changed a lot.

She stopped by the family room and kissed her 2 kids goodbye.  “I’ll be home late,” she said to Maria, their grandmotherly nanny.  

“Oh, Mrs. Jessica, you look so pretty,” Maria said in her sweet Mexican accent.  Jess acknowledged the compliment with a smile, wondering if Maria suspected anything.

Then Jess went into Rob’s home office.  “Hi honey,” she said. 

Rob turned to his wife.  “God you look great,” he admired.  She wore a short tight top that showed her belly button, skinny jeans and black high heels.  “The Stallions won’t be able to keep their hands off you tonight.”

“And you love that, don’t you?” she teased.  “Don’t wait up – but I know you will!” she said giggling and giving her husband a quick peck on the cheek.

Riding in a taxi, Jess couldn’t wait to get to the bar, even though she had partied with the Stallions just last weekend.  With overprotective parents, she hardly ever dated in high school, even though she was one of the prettiest girls in school.  In college she dated and partied more often, especially after joining a sorority, but she held back with boys, and didn’t lose her virginity until her sophomore year.  Looking back, she imagined she had tried to live up to her parents’ good girl image.  Her relationships in high school and college never lasted more than a month or two.  In fact, Rob was her first (and only) real boyfriend, and only her fourth lover.

With the Stallions, Jess felt like she was making up for lost time, sewing her wild oats.  She knew it wouldn’t last forever, but for now, she wanted the excitement of partying with fun people and wild sex with hot guys.  She knew she was probably spending too much time with Darius – they were practically going steady with how much time they spent together – but god, he was so hot and he could make her toes curl like nobody’s business, and he was also really fun to be with.  And Rob didn’t mind all the time she spent partying with the Stallions (and all the time in bed with Darius), in fact he encouraged her.

“Hey babe,” Darius said as Jess approached.  He slid his arm around her waist as she slid into the booth, his hand gliding across the bare skin exposed by her short crop top.  She kissed him, feeling moisture form between her legs.  She couldn’t wait to get him into bed.

“Hey, get a room,” teased Christy sitting across the table.  She had a smile on her face, but Jess knew her teasing was anything but friendly.  Christy was new to their group, and like a lot of other girls, she coveted Darius, and tried to put down Jess whenever she could.  It was clear to everyone that Christy was jealous and didn’t like Jess.  For her part, Jess wasn’t fond of Christy.  It didn’t help that Christy was very pretty, had a killer body, and was 15 years – fifteen years!—younger than Jess’s 38 years.  She was from Alabama and had a southern accent that even Jess had to begrudgingly admit was charming.  

Before Jess could reply, Christy got up and pulled Kyle to his feet.  “Come on, let’s dance!” she said to Kyle in a bubbly voice.  Kyle was new to their group too.  He was tall and handsome with sandy blonde hair.  He had a good body and was well hung and good in bed.  At least that was what Jess had heard from a number of the girls (including Tina).  She might have made a go at him herself, except she had Darius of course, and she liked Darius’s tall-dark-and-handsome look more than Kyle’s blonde preppy look.

Feeling relieved with Christy gone, Jess snuggled closer to Darius and started talking and joking with everyone else and having fun.  Later, Jess noticed Darius looking at something across the room.  She followed his eyes, and saw Christy bent at the waist to pick up something.  A wisp of her red lacy thong peeked above her low-rise jeans, and above the lace Jess saw a small black tattoo with a butterfly at the center and curvy wings extending to either side.

Darius caught Jess looking and nudged her in the side.  “Thinking about getting a tat?” he said with a big grin.

“No!” she said immediately, surprising herself with the indignation in her voice.

Darius looked intrigued.  “Too bad, I think they’re hot,” he said, noting with interest how his words seemed to bother Jess.

The next day, Jess sat at lunch with her best friend Tina.  “Sorry I couldn’t make it last night, I had to see the ex about one of our joint bank accounts,” Tina said.

“How’s Chris doing?”

“He’s still a shit.  You won’t believe it, but he tried to get me into bed.  He said I look better now than when we were married.”

Jess giggled.  “It must be all the facials you get from the Stallions.”

“That, and the exercise,” Tina replied with a laugh.  Then her eyes narrowed conspiratorially.  “Soooo, how was Darius last night?”

“Wonderful, as always,” Jess gushed.  “God, he’s so good in bed!”

Tina feigned surprise.  “You actually made it to a bed?”

“Shut up!” Jess said laughing, kicking her friend and making her drop her folk.

Laughing, Tina reached down and picked up her folk.  Jess’s eyes grew wide at the tattoo on her friend’s lower back.  “When did you get that?”

“What?  My tramp stamp?  About a month ago.”

“I didn’t know you liked tattoos.”

Tina shrugged.  “It’s the thing now.  A lot of young guys – like our Stallion hotties – are really into ink.  You should get one.”

“I don’t know,” Jess said looking dubious.  “Rob hates tattoos.  I thought about getting a tiny one on my ankle in college, and he had a hissy fit.”

Tina looked surprised.  “You, Miss Goody-Two-Shoes, thought about getting a tattoo in college?  You never told me that!”

Jess grinned.  “It was my wild phase.  But I guess not really, because I didn’t get one.”

Tina laughed.  “You’re making up for it now!”  Then her expression turned inquisitive.  “Speaking of Rob, how is he?  Still okay with sharing you with Darius?”

Jess shrugged.  “I guess.  I mean, last night was like always.  He waited up for me, and couldn’t wait to hear all about it.”

Tina giggled.  “I swear, I still can’t believe he’s so kinky, he seems so boring.  I mean, no offense, I like him and all that.  So – how’s sex with Rob?”

Jess giggled.  “We’ve doing it more now than ever.  Which is crazy.  But not always intercourse.  A lot of the times it’s not intercourse.  Rob masturbates as we talk, and he gets so excited he cums without me even touching him.”  She hesitated, as if wondering whether to tell Tina more, then she continued with a lowered voice.  “Last weekend in bed though, he got on top of me and, you do, we did missionary.  But I swear Tina, I could barely feel him inside me.  Darius has turned me into a size queen!  I don’t know what I’m going to do when he finally dumps me for a young chick like Christy.”

“I don’t think he’s going to do that any time soon,” Tina said reassuringly.  “Any way, even if he does, with your pretty face and those legs, you’ll have your pick of the other Stallions.” 

“Oh, like you don’t have your pick with those big boobs of yours,” Jess scoffed playfully, but they both knew Jess was the prettier of the two.  It had been that way back in high school, and it was that way now, especially since age was beginning to take its toll on Tina’s face and body.  In contrast, Jess seemed immune to age, her face and body just as fresh and firm as when she was a teenager.

Tina looked away, feeling slighted, even though she knew her best friend didn’t mean to.  Lately she felt like a groupie among the Stallions.  She’d begun to admit the truth to herself—the Stallions only partied with her because she was an easy lay.  When they went clubbing, if they couldn’t score something younger and prettier and tighter, they always had her body to get their rocks off.  
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A FEW WEEKS LATER...
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IN THE BATHROOM, JESS carefully trimmed the thin landing strip just above her clit.  She kept herself bare otherwise, regularly visiting the spa for a Brazilian, knowing Darius liked it that way.  He made that clear the first time they fucked.  He wanted it all gone.  She didn’t mind, he was that good in bed and she wanted to keep him interested in her.  She’d even offered to shave herself completely bare, but he’d laughed and told her he wanted to see a little hair, “to show me you’re really a natural blonde” he’d said.  It’d been an arrogant, presumptuous thing to say, but he could get away with it because he was a twenty-something Greek god of a man.

She showered and rushed to get ready.  She expected Tina any minute.  Her hair took a lot of time.  She wore it longer now, past the middle of her back.  She hadn’t worn it so long since college.  She made up time on her makeup.  Other than lipstick she barely wore anything; less makeup made her look younger.  She quickly dressed in the outfit she’d chosen earlier.  White top, mini-skirt, black stockings and black heels.  She wore a lacy black thong under the skirt, but no bra.  

“Wow, you look great!” Tina admired as Jess came down the stairs.  “Doesn’t she look great Rob?”

Rob still couldn’t believe his wife’s transformation over the last year.  A year ago, she never would have worn an outfit so revealing.  Her mini-skirt was so short you could catch a hint of her lacy stocking tops as she walked, and the clingy light material of her blouse left no doubt she was braless.  As Jess and Tina hugged and kissed hello, he couldn’t take his eyes off how their breasts pressed together.  It was apparent Tina also hadn’t worn a bra, although her skirt wasn’t as daringly short as Jess’s.

Rob sat in bed and tried to watch TV after the girls left, but he couldn’t get the image of his wife out of his mind.  She had looked so incredibly sexy.  Not able to resist, he unzipped his pants and took out his hard penis.  He closed his eyes and fantasized about Darius fucking Jess with her blouse ripped open and her skirt hiked up around her waist.  In his fantasy, his wife ran her hands over her young lover’s muscular arms as he slowly long-stroked her with his monster cock.  Rob came as his mind’s eye focused on an image of his wife’s long legs tensing as she orgasmed on her lover’s manhood.

Rob panted after cumming, his fingers sticky with his own spunk.  While beating off gave him some relief, it didn’t satisfy his desires, and the post orgasm letdown left him feeling sad, lonely and jealous.  Making a decision, he took a quick shower, got dressed, and then jumped into his car.  He knew where they were clubbing tonight so he headed for that bar, although he knew he was at least an hour behind Tina and his wife.  

The bar was packed, which made it easy for Rob to lose himself in the crowd.  It didn’t take long to locate his wife.  The Stallions had taken over four large tables in a corner of the bar.  There were about a dozen guys and half again as many girls, some sitting and others standing.  Jess was standing surrounded by a group of 4 guys.  Rob immediately recognized one of the guys as Darius.  Everyone was laughing and talking and seemed to be having a great time.

Rob took a step back into the crowd, not wanting to be noticed.  He studied Jess and her friends.  All her friends were good looking.   The guys were ruggedly handsome, the girls runway model beautiful, just like they’d stepped out of the covers of GQ or Vogue.  With her pretty face, petite figure and long legs, Jess easily fit in with the other Beautiful People.  Rob didn’t feel the same way about himself.  He was basically an average looking guy, thirtyish and quickly heading towards middle age.  With the stark contrast between his looks and the Stallions, he was even more glad he hadn’t been spotted.  

Rob noticed a young girl in the group, someone he hadn’t seen before.  A striking brunette, very pretty, with a killer body.  She and Jess were clearly the best-looking girls in the group.  Jess by a hair had better legs, but the brunette was just as pretty and had much bigger boobs.  The brunette looked to be around 25, ten years younger than his wife (although Jess could easily pass as a young twenty-something too).  Rob later found out the brunette’s name was Christy.

Just then Rob’s phone rang.  He silently cursed when he saw it was his boss calling.  He left the bar and spent the next hour on an emergency conference call with his boss and a couple of other people from work.  When he finally got back, he saw the Stallions and their lady friends standing in a circle around one of the guys sitting at the center table.  Rob remembered his name was Jason.  Everyone laughed and shouted like they were rooting him on.  Darius, sitting next to Jason, shouted the loudest.  Christy was next to Darius, laughing with everyone else, putting her hands on him whenever she got the chance.  

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





