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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.”

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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Sarah was dozing in the front seat, sleepy after the long game.  Gina was next to her, and in the back were 4 other girls from their high school cheer squad.  They were driving home from an away game, and the steady rumbling of the wheels on the road after the long football game had them all sleeping.

Gina’s dad was driving, and Sarah was wedged in between Gina and her father (Mr. Moretti).  The pickup wasn’t small, but Mr. Moretti was a big man, and he took up a lot of the front bench seat.  Gina was asleep with her head against the door window, her mouth half open as she slept.  Sarah was half asleep, leaning forward against the seat belt.

Suddenly Sarah felt Mr. Moretti’s hand on her thigh, below her skirt.  She was instantly wide awake, and her eyes went wide.  She assumed it was an accident because they were sitting so close together.  Sarah slid closer to Gina, away from her father.  But Mr. Moretti kept his hand on her leg.  In fact, he clamped down on her thigh, preventing her from sliding over.

A lot of thoughts ran through Sarah’s head at the same time.  First, how freaky it was for Mr. Moretti to touch her.  Second, how big Mr. Moretti’s hand was.  It felt like he could wrap his fingers around her whole thigh.  Third, how big a commotion it would be if she screamed.  After all, Mr. Moretti’s was Gina’s dad, and Gina was her best friend.

And maybe it was all an accident.  Maybe Mr. Moretti was in a driving zone and didn’t realize his hand was on her thigh.

But then Mr. Moretti began caressing her, and Sarah knew it was no accident.  She stopped breathing as she felt his big hand rub her thigh.  Mr. Moretti was in construction and his big hands were calloused.  In the quiet of the (mostly) sleeping car, Sarah could hear his calloused fingertips scrape against the nylon of the nude tights she wore under her short cheerleading skirt.  He had big worker’s hands, scarred from physical labor, with thick fingers and knobby knuckles.  

Mr. Moretti gripped Sarah’s thigh with his big hand and pulled, forcing her legs to open.  Sarah tried to resist but he was much bigger and stronger.  With her legs parted, he moved his hand up her leg until his big fingers went under her short, pleated cheer skirt.

Sarah’s head was spinning.  She didn’t know what to do.  She wasn’t a virgin.  At 18 she was barely legal, but she didn’t consider herself to be innocent.  But this was Gina’s dad!  He must be what, 50?  Ancient!  And he was touching her!

Sarah felt Mr. Moretti’s hand move up her leg, moving her skirt with it.  She felt his fingertips touch her bottoms, what she and the other cheerleaders called bloomers or spankies.

She couldn’t believe this was happening!  She felt powerless.

In the darkness she heard Mr. Moretti breathing hard.  Then she felt his finger rub up and down across her sex, over the bottoms.  

“Please don’t,” Sarah desperately whispered into the darkness.  She grabbed his wrist with both hands, but he was too strong.  He rubbed harder into her cleft, forming a camel toe in the bottoms.  

“Stop,” she whispered in a pleading voice, and she dug her nails into his wrist, but still he wouldn’t stop.

Gina stirred next to her.  She was waking up.  Mr. Moretti quickly pulled his hand back, and Sarah immediately closed her legs and pulled her skirt down.  Just like that, it was over.  But she was breathing hard.  And she heard Mr. Moretti breathing hard too, in the darkness.

Mr. Moretti didn’t say anything to her when he dropped her off.  Sarah looked at him.  He didn’t look guilty, or sorry.  He smiled at her, and it creeped her out.  It sent a chill down her spine.

Everyone was asleep when Sarah entered her house.  She went into her bedroom and flopped onto her bed.  She kicked off her saddle shoes and looked up at the ceiling.  She was still dazed from what happened in the car.  She wasn’t breathing hard anymore, but it felt like her heart was still pounding.

She could still feel Mr. Moretti’s hand on her.  Under her skirt.  On her bottoms.  Rubbing her.

Sarah didn’t know why.  She couldn’t explain it.  But she felt hot between her legs.  Like there was an ache there.

Sarah pulled up her skirt and reached into her bottoms and tights.  She gasped as her fingertips touched her pussy.  She was moist.  She closed her eyes and rubbed herself.

Sarah thought about the car, Mr. Moretti’s hand on her, as she rubbed circles over her clit.  She was breathing hard, panting.  With her other hand, she unbuttoned her blouse and pulled her bra up, exposing her tits.  Sarah had small breasts, little A cups.  Her nipples were hard, like erasers.  She squeezed them with her thumb and forefinger as she rubbed her clit.  She thought about Mr. Moretti touching her.  Forcing her legs open.  Rubbing her sex.  

Suddenly Sarah groaned and arched her back, cumming on her fingers.  It was a powerful orgasm and she had to bite her lip to keep from moaning too loud.  Afterwards, she was breathing hard.  She squeezed her legs together and looked up at the ceiling again, wondering what had just happened.
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TWO WEEKS LATER
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SARAH WALKED WITH SOME of her friends to the Tropical Café.  It just opened up and its smoothie’s were the new thing in their small town, at least in her high school.

A new office building was going up across the street and Mr. Moretti was there, taking a break with some of his crew.  Sarah didn’t look but she felt his eyes on her.  It freaked her out after the other night.  That was a couple weeks ago, and she’d avoided going over to Gina’s since, not wanting to see her father.  Still, she felt her heart beating faster knowing he was looking at her.

“So, can we lust after them now?” Mario said as they watched the high school girls walk by.  Moretti was a foreman of one of the masonry teams.  Mario was on his team and was Italian, just like him.  He only hired Italians.  They hauled concrete and laid brick and stone for a living.  It was hard physical labor and you could tell that by their massive chests and arms.  

Moretti was looking at Sarah Summers.  At her drop-dead gorgeous face, at her lithe figure, her long shapely legs.  He remembered the feel of her thigh.  Tight and toned.  And reaching under her skirt.  Touching her pussy.  She’d been hot there.  “What?” he said distractedly to Mario.

“Are they old enough we can lust after them now?” Mario said again with a toothy grin.  

Moretti grunted.  Some of the other men laughed.  

“That Sarah Summers,” Mario said, looking at her.  “All legs and blonde hair, that one.”

There were more laughs.  The men were mostly looking at Sarah.  All the girls were pretty, they were the in-crowd at the local high school and in the flower of their youth.  But Sarah Summers was special.  She was the prettiest of them, the prettiest girl in town.  Everyone knew it.  She turned every male head wherever she went. 

It had been that way since she was barely a teen.  Now she was 18, her birthday just last month.

“Shut the fuck up!” Moretti snarled.  “You’re talking about my daughter!”

Gina – Moretti’s daughter – was among the young girls walking to the Tropical Café.  But like the other men, Moretti’s eyes and thoughts were on Sarah.  

“Yeah, all legs and blonde hair,” he thought.  Just like Gaby, Sarah’s mother.  Thinking about Gaby made him angry.  Not at Gaby, not really, but at life.  His life.  But then, Moretti was mostly an angry man.

Finally, he turned his eyes away from Sarah.  “Back to work,” he ordered his team.  The order came out like a snarl.  The men looked anxiously at their boss.  He was a moody guy, and you didn’t want to cross Moretti when he was angry.  Everyone scurried back to their jobs.
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“WHERE ARE YOU GOING?” Sarah asked Gina as they sipped their smoothies.  

“I don’t know. Carla says she needs to see someone in the city. She says me and Rosa have to go with her,” Gina said.  Carla was her mother.  Rosa was her sister.

“Your dad’s not going?” Sarah asked.

“No,” Gina said with an unconcerned shrug.  She was already thinking about something else, and tapping away on her phone.  

Sarah thought about it all day Friday, and then all day Saturday.  Mr. Moretti was all alone at home.  He was going to be all alone until late Sunday, while Gina was with her mother and sister in the city.

Sarah had a date Saturday night with her boyfriend Tony.  She wasn’t great at math, hated the subject, but she liked numbers.  She kept track of them in her head.  Tony was her 5th boyfriend.  She’d had sex with 3 of her boyfriends.  All together she’d had sex 15 times since losing her virginity in the back seat of a car.  She didn’t know if that made her a slut or not.  And that only counted intercourse.  It didn’t include blowjobs or hand jobs.  Or guys jerking off and cumming on her little tits.  Or her face.

She didn’t like it when they came on her tits and face.  Especially her face.  It was messy.  Especially when it got into her hair.  That’s why Sarah had learned it was better to swallow.

Sarah liked sex.  She didn’t think it made her a slut to like sex.  It was hypocritical anyways.  If a boy likes sex he’s a hero.  If a girl does, she’s a slut.  Sarah kept it to herself though.  That she liked sex.  She didn’t even tell Gina.  

She especially didn’t tell Gina that she didn’t mind swallowing.  The first couple of times it had been disgusting.  Then she realized the taste wasn’t mad.  It’s not that she liked the taste of cum.  She just didn’t hate it.

Sarah got dressed for her date.  A clingy blouse, short wool skirt, cream colored cable knit tights, black Mia flats.  They were her favorite flats.  She liked the shiny ones with pointy toes.  She thought the shininess and pointy toes made the flats look sexy.  And it was something for flats to look sexy.

Sarah brushed out her hair and put on makeup.  She applied brownish red lipstick that made her lips look wet, because Tony said he liked that.  But even as she was brushing on the lipstick she was thinking of Mr. Moretti.

The way he put his hand on her thigh.  The way he forced her legs open.  The way he pushed his hand under her skirt and rubbed her crotch.  He did what he wanted, and she was helpless to stop him.  

No one had ever treated her that way.  Yes, sometimes boys got aggressive with her, even rough.  But she always knew they knew no meant no.  She always felt in control.

Not with Mr. Moretti though.  It had lasted less than 10 minutes, but never during that time had she felt so helpless, or that no meant no with Mr. Moretti.

Tony called and told Sarah he would pick her up at 7.  She hesitated, then told her boyfriend she wasn’t feeling well and had to take a raincheck on their date.  And with that answer, Sarah had made her decision.  

It would change her life.
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SARAH TOOK THE BUS to Gina’s house.  Her mom was out, and they didn’t have a second car.  She knocked at the door.  

“This is insane,” she thought to herself as she waited.  Mr. Moretti probably wasn’t even home.  Part of her hoped he wasn’t.  But then the door opened and there he was.

Mr. Moretti looked her up and down.  It was like he looked right through her, to her soul.  “Um, ah, is Gina here?” she hesitantly asked.

Mr. Moretti grinned.  It wasn’t a ha-ha grin though.  “You know she’s not,” he told her with a knowing look.

“Um ... what?” Sarah said, surprised.  She’d never had anyone call her out on a lie. 

Mr. Moretti moved aside, inviting Sarah in.  Sarah frowned, then hesitantly stepped in.  Mr. Moretti was a big man, so she had to angle her body sideways to avoid touching him as she entered.  The hard soles of her pointy toe black flats clicked on the hardwood floor.  

Midway in the foyer, Sarah turned and said, “So Gina’s not here?”

Mr. Moretti closed the door.  He turned the deadbolt.  The rattle of the lock sent a shiver down Sarah’s back.

Mr. Moretti turned and looked at Sarah.  He gave her another up and down look, longer this time.  “All blonde hair and legs,” he whispered to himself.

“What?” Sarah said, not hearing him.

“She’s with her bitch mother in the city,” Mr. Moretti said, anger and dismissiveness in his voice.

“Oh ...,” Sarah said, looking down at her feet.  It was always uncomfortable when an adult talked harshly about his spouse.

Moretti moved past Sarah on his way to the kitchen.  “You want a beer?” he asked as he opened the refrigerator.

Sarah wasn’t legal to drink, but she’d had alcohol before of course with her friends.  Being invited to drink with an adult though was weird.

“You want one?” Moretti asked again, holding up two IPAs.

Sarah shrugged and said, “Okay.”

Moretti opened both bottles and handed one to Sarah.  He moved into the family room where a football game was playing on the big TV on the wall.  Sarah didn’t know what to do, so she followed him.

Moretti motioned to the sofa with his beer.  Sarah sat as Moretti used the remote to mute the TV.

Mr. Moretti looked at the young girl sitting next to him.  Sarah Summers was truly gorgeous, like a teen model or movie starlet.  She had that innocence and ripeness that only naïve teenagers and young 20-somethings had.

For a while they drank their beers in silence.  Finally, Moretti asked, “So why are you here Sarah?” 

Sarah looked uncomfortable.  And uncertain.  “Why AM I here?” she asked herself.  

“I wanted to see Gina,” she said, although in her heart she knew that was a lie.

Moretti grinned at her like he had before.  “I think we both know why you’re here,” he said knowingly. 

“What? Why?” Sarah said, not understanding.

Moretti slid closer to Sarah on the sofa, getting into her personal space.  He put his big hand on her thigh, just below her skirt.  “You liked when I touched you here?” he asked with that leering smile again.

Sarah pushed away Moretti’s hand.  She tried to slide away from him, but was at the end of the sofa.

Moretti laughed at her effort to move away from him.  He said, “You liked it, right?  That’s why you’re here.”

Sarah said, “No.”  But it was a weak response and they both knew it.

Moretti chugged down the rest of his beer and then put the bottle on the coffee table.

“You know what’s happening here, don’t you?” Moretti asked with the same leering grin.  “You know how this is gonna end?”

Sarah didn’t answer.  She nervously sipped her beer.

Moretti took her beer and put it on the coffee table next to his empty bottle.  Then he put his hand on Sarah’s thigh again.

Sarah stared at the hand on her thigh.  It was big.  Big enough to almost encircle her entire slim, shapely thigh. But then, Mr. Moretti was a big man.  A mountain of a man.

“You liked when I did this in the car,” Moretti said as he began caressing her.

“Nooooo,” Sarah said in a small, schoolgirl voice.  She shivered as Moretti caressed her leg.

“Sweet Sarah Summers,” Moretti said as he caressed Sarah’s sensitive inner thigh with the flat of his thumb.  “I can tell you like it.  But you pretend you don’t.  That’s your thing?”
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