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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’s not smart to cross Tyrone.
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CHAPTER 1
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THIS BOOK STARTS TWO weeks after the end of Book 2
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“GOD YOU LOOK FUCKING hot,” Darius gushed as soon as he saw Jess, pulling her onto his lap.  He kissed her and she opened her lips to welcome his tongue into her mouth.  There were some rowdy shouts of “get a room!” but they ignored them.

“I hate I never get to see you,” Darius said between kisses.

Jess was still trying to limit her partying with the Stallions to one night every two weeks.  Although sometimes she saw Darius more than that, sneaking away to see her lover when Rob was traveling for work or had a late night at the office.  

Still, Jess was elated to hear how much Darius missed her.  Maybe it was true, absence did make the heart grow fonder. It was a major boost to her ego to have Darius all over her.

Jess was also feeling on top of the world because she had taken her daily bump of cocaine not too long ago.  She knew it was dangerous to take the powerful drug – because she liked it so much! – but she felt she had things under control.  A line in the morning, sometimes another at night (like now, when she was partying), and she was good.  She wasn’t an addict.  At least, that’s what Jess told herself.

Darius reached down and pulled up Jess’s skirt, revealing her lacy stocking tops and garter belt.  “You wear this for me?” he asked with a gin.

“You know I did,” Jess said with a grin back at him.  

“You don’t wear sexy shit for Robbie?” Darius asked.

Jess laughed.  No, she didn’t dress sexy for her husband.  At least, not often. “You know, he hates being called Robbie,” she said.

“And I should care, why?” Darius said dismissively.  Jess laughed again.  “Don’t be mean,” she said with the laugh still in her voice.

Jess glanced around the table and saw that, for the moment, no one was looking at them.  She pulled Darius’s hand up to her bosom.  Covering his hand with hers, she guided him to cup one of her breasts.  She said, “I don’t just dress sexy for you, babe.  Pretty soon I’ll be doing something here for you too.”

“Really?” Darius said, surprised and excited.  He preferred his girls natural, and actually liked Jess’s tiny tits.  They were small but perky and perfectly shaped.  But it excited him she would do this for him.  This wasn’t like the stockings and garter belt she wore for him.  This was a permanent change to her body, just like the tattoo he’d gotten inked on her back.  She got inked for him, and now she was gonna pump up her tits for him.  Darius loved it!  What made it even better was he knew that her cuck husband Robbie preferred petite small breasted girls.  This was so hot!  He couldn’t wait to stick his dick into this hot, slutty wife!

“When are you getting it done?” Darius asked excitedly.

“Calm down cowboy,” Jess said with a giggle, delighted Darius was so excited.  “I’m seeing someone this week.”

Darius gave her a playful, leering look.  “So, how big are you going, babe?”

Jess giggled again.  She was soooo happy at how excited he was about this.  “God, all men are the same,” she said laughing.  Seeing the expectant look on his face, she said, “I don’t know—maybe 38C.”  Seeing the disappointment on Darius’s face, she added, “I can’t go too big, or it won’t look natural.”

Darius didn’t care if she looked natural or not.  In fact, the thought of getting the pretty blonde to go so large that everyone KNEW her tits were fake turned him on. 

“Don’t worry about that, you’ll look fantastic no matter what,” Darius said in his most sincere voice.  “But you’ve got to go bigger than that, at least 38D.”  Knowing it would eat at her, he added, “Shit, even then you’ll still be way smaller than Christy’s double ds.”

Jess’s exuberance evaporated.  “Oh, and I guess you’re an expert on Christy?” she said testily.

“Come on, don’t give me that shit,” Darius said hugging her.  “You’re the one who’s married, not me.”  Seeing Jess’s frown, Darius added, “I’m just saying, I still want you to move in with me.  You’re still thinking about it, aren’t you?”

Jess looked away.  “Yeah, I guess,” she said in a voice so low Darius could barely hear her.  

Jess was conflicted about Darius’s offer.  On the one hand, she was thrilled that a man like Darius would want her to move in with him.  On the other hand, she was married and had a life – and children – with Rob.  They had a lot of history together.  Maybe their love wasn’t flaming hot like it had been when they were younger, but she still loved him.  Rob wasn’t an amazing lover like Darius, but he was caring, considerate, and steady, and very loyal and faithful.  Jess knew she wouldn’t be able to hold onto Darius forever.  But with Rob, she knew he would stay with her forever, no matter what she did—she would always have her husband wrapped around her finger.

Then Jess thought, “But am I settling if I stay with Rob?”

Seeing the uncertainty on Jess’s face, Darius added in a playful voice, “Good.  And while you’re at it, think about double Ds too.”

Despite herself, Jess grinned and elbowed him in the ribs.

Darius wanted Jess to play pool with him, but she had something to do so they agreed to meet up later.  She walked into the back bar, which Tyrone had again reserved as his private domain.  Tyrone’s eyes instantly focused on her, as did every other male eye in the room.  

Tina was there with her old boyfriend, Jason.  Tony was there too, the first man Jess had fucked outside her marriage.  A number of other Stallions and their current hook-ups were socializing around the table where Tyrone had set up his drugs.  The room was filled with marijuana smoke, and cocaine and other hard drugs were on the table.

A pecking order existed with the Stallions.  It was like high school.  Men like Darius and Kyle were at the top.  They were the best looking, the wealthiest, and had the edgy attitude that made them the most popular.  At the bottom were men like Jason and Tony.  Good but not great looking, decent jobs but far from wealthy.  They were the hangers on, at the fringe of the Stallions.  

The girls had a pecking order too, based entirely on looks and personality.  A girl could have all the money in the world, but if she wasn’t pretty and have a great body, and be sassy and flirtatious, she’d be on the fringe.  Tina was on the fringe, and that’s why she mostly hung out with guys like Jason and Tony.  Jess of course, with her pretty face, sexy body, and bubbly personality, was at the top.  

When she first started partying with the Stallions, Jess hooked up with guys like Jason and Tony.  But she quickly gravitated up the pecking order and now was with the most coveted Stallion, Darius.  Now she wouldn’t think of sleeping with Jason or Tony.  Just like in high school, the prettiest cheerleader went out with the star quarterback, not the punter.  Not the chess club president. 

Jess walked up to Tyrone and stood in front of him.  She didn’t say anything.  Just like with her husband earlier, she let Tyrone get a good look at her.  She’d dressed partly for this moment.  A dress that clung to her body, no bra, a lacy garter belt, stiletto high heels.  She knew the outline of her hard nipples and garter belt were visible through the silky material of her dress. 

Tyrone took his time looking her up and down.  He liked what he saw, and felt his cock get hard.  “Looking good Jessie,” he said.

Jess glared at him, her anger growing.  She’d had all day to think about it.  Who did Tyrone think he was, treating her that way earlier?  She was pretty, popular, and had the best Stallion eating out of her hand.  How dare he treat her the way he had?  So, she let him ogle her for a few more moments.  Then she said, in a low voice but loud enough for everyone to hear, “I want to tell you two things.  First, my name is Jess, not Jessie.  Second” – Jess reached down and cupped his hard-on – “you have a very small penis.”

The room exploded in laughter and applause.  Jess gave Tyrone a “don’t ever talk to me again” scowl and then left the room.  She felt wonderful, regaining her self-respect and putting Tyrone in his place.  She had two bags of cocaine hidden in her closet.  That was more than enough to keep her going until she found someone else to buy from, this time for money, not her body.

Jess saw Tina and walked over to her friend.

“That was quite a show,” Tina said.  “Are you done with drugs now?”

“I’m done with Tyrone,” Jess said, avoiding directly answering Tina’s question.  “Tina, honey, I’m so sorry for what I said the other day.  Can you forgive me?”

Looking sad, Tina shook her head.  “I’m not sure Jess.  It’s hard being friends with you.  You’re so pretty, everything’s always been so easy for you.  I’m divorced, and these guys” – she waved her hand at the Stallions – “hardly pay any attention to me anymore.  But it doesn’t matter because I’m getting tired of this scene.  I want to find a good man who’ll love me and take care of me.”

“You will!” Jess assured her, taking hold of Tina’s hands.

“I’m not sure about that,” Tina said doubtfully.  “I think all the good men are taken.”  She gave Jess a kiss on the cheek.  “See you later Jess.  Just remember, high school’s got to end someday.”  Jess had a quizzical look on her face as she watched her oldest friend walk out the bar.  They hadn’t completely made up, but at least there hadn’t been any harsh words.  As with Tyrone, she felt good about how she’d handled things with Tina.  

Later in the bathroom, Jess looked at herself in the mirror.  She moved back and forth, her eyes on her chest.  She thought 38D would be too big on her, it would look fake on her petite body.  But that’s what Darius wanted.  In fact, he wanted even larger, 38DD.  

Jess asked herself, was Darius someone permanent in her life, or just an extramarital fling?  The fact he wanted her to move in with him made things murkier, not clearer. She sighed, wishing she could talk more with Tina, to try to figure this out.

Jess sensed motion behind her and then someone pinched her waist.  She looked and it was Christy, a catty smile on her face.

“Girlfriend, you better go on a diet of Special K, I can pinch an inch,” Christy said with a malicious smile.

Jess pushed the younger girl’s hand away.  “Christy, why do you hate me so much?”

Christy scoffed.  “Yeah Jess, and you’re my biggest fan, right?” she said sarcastically.  “You want to know why we don’t like each other?  I’ll tell you. You’re old Jess.  You need to get that through your head.  You should be at home wiping your kids’ butts.  But you strut around like you’re queen bee, and you take the best guy.  Well, enjoy it while you can, because he’s going to be mine eventually.” 

“Are you done now?” Jess asked glaring at Christy.  Christy nodded, an evil smile on her lips.  “Good,” Jess said and turned to walk away.  

But Christy grabbed her arm.  “I told you why I don’t like you.  Don’t you want to know why you don’t like me?”

Jess turned and faced Christy, her arms across her chest.  “Go ahead,” she said with an impatient wave of her hand.

“You’re jealous of me,” Christy said, the evil smile still on her lips.  “I’m younger than you; what are you, 38?  I’m 24.  I’m pretty.  I’ve got a tight young body.  Do you understand what I’m saying, Jess?  The important word is young.  I’m going to look this good for a long time.  How long can you hold it together?  You’re already falling apart.”  Christy poked Jess’s tummy, and her smile grew wider when Jess stepped away looking distraught.  They both knew it was true – Jess had gained a little weight lately.  Not a lot, but even a pound or two was noticeable on her petite frame.

Jess felt herself on the brink of tears.  She hurried out of the bathroom, not wanting Christy to see her cry.  Christy felt a tingling between her legs as she watched Jess run away, a satisfied smile on her face.  It got her hot to put the old bitch in her place.

Jess went outside.  The fresh air made her feel a little better.  She stepped into the side alley, and was alone in the dark.  Christy had shattered everything that had gone good tonight.  With shaking hands, Jess reached into her purse and took out the small metal vial.  She unscrewed the top, then snorted some cocaine into each nostril.  She let the feeling of well-being wash over her, let the magic powder push away the terrible things Christy had said to her.  She put the vial away.  She reached down and adjusted her stockings, then she fixed her makeup.   Then she went back into the bar to find Darius.  More than ever, she wanted him to desire her, to be frenzy in lust with her and in the process validate how beautiful and sexy she was.
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CHAPTER 2
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Darius got out of bed, seeing from the clock it was almost noon.  The sheets were messed up from his fuck session with Jess last night.  It’d been fun, although less exciting than before.  The cooling in his excitement for the pretty blonde MILF was bound to happen.  His relationships (if you could call them that) were always short.  

Darius downloaded the video from last night from the hidden camera.  He had cameras hidden throughout his apartment.

He labeled the video “Jess” along with the date.  He saved the video to his cloud storage, adding the video to his collection of sex with (mostly married) chicks.  These videos were mementos of his conquests, like notches in his belt.  He loved fucking married women.  For him, there was no bigger thrill than getting happily married women to cheat on their husbands.

Darius paused as he had a sudden thought.  Curious, he got on his computer and navigated to the videos of Jess.  He selected last night’s video, and one from a few months ago.  He played the videos side-by-side.

It didn’t take long to answer his question, and to see the differences in Jess’s body.  In the older video from a few months ago, her face and body were absolutely perfect.  But in the video from last night, her face looked older.  He saw lines around and under her eyes.  And her body wasn’t as firm.  There was a roll in her once tight stomach and a slight jiggling in her ass as she rode him on top.  There was even a slight thickness in her upper thighs, marring what used to be perfect, to-die-for legs.  
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