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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 Arthur1701@tutamail.com.  
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This book starts a few months after the end of Book 15.  A lot’s happened. Not just about Jamal and our game, but our regular life too.

Let me try to catch you up. Yes, Jen is still with Jamal. They’re as into each other as ever. But more about that in a minute.

A big thing is, Jen is working again at Gateway. Allie works at Gateway too. She still lives in LA, but she has to be in NYC pretty often to work on clients, so they see each other every couple of weeks.

Scott still works for Gateway too. He lives in Michigan but (like Allie) is at the mother ship in NYC pretty often. Jen doesn’t mention him much. I think, because, how things turned out before. And because she’s too distracted by Jamal anyway.

Another big thing is, we moved to the loft apartment in NYC! Wow, big life changes, right? 

We still own the house in Montclair NJ. We put it on the market, but I pulled it after a couple weeks. I guess I needed a safety net. I’m worried about how deep Jen’s relationship with Jamal has grown, and I want some place to pull back to if things get too serious. 

It’s kind of funny (ironic’s probably the better word) that the neighborhood where Jen has so many lovers would feel safe to me, but that’s how it is. I guess that gives you an idea of how things have progressed with Jamal.

Jen didn’t fight me on keeping the Montclair house. I think she’s sentimental about it. We have a lot of great memories there, with Anna, and our friends. We were able to rent it out, so maybe it’ll end up being a good investment.

A side benefit was, our neighbors didn’t feel the need to throw us a going away party, since we weren’t selling the house. Both Jen and I were relieved about that. It would’ve been awkward seeing Blake, and Steph, and John and Alicia. We’ve kinda drifted away from them. I don’t regret not seeing Blake much anymore, but I have to admit I miss talking to Steph, and I feel kind of guilty for just abruptly ending our friendship.

So okay. Now Jamal. They still see each other every Saturday. Jen calls it their date night. For most married couples, “date night” is when they go out. But for us, “date night” is my wife’s evening with her black lover. The reality of the situation both disturbs me, and turns me on.

Jamal is now seeing Jen exclusively. As in, he’s not fucking (or dating) other girls. And Jen’s still only having sex with Jamal. So that’s made things easier as far as STDs go. Their sex is always unprotected, always skin-on-skin. And since they’re exclusive to each other, they don’t have to get tested anymore.

What about me? Does Jen give me any?

This is where Jamal has really taken over our lives. Our sex life anyway. Jamal only wants his sperm in my wife’s body. So Jen will give me blowjobs, but I don’t cum in her mouth. I’m allowed to have intercourse with my wife whenever I want – this is a new thing that Jamal allows – but I always have to use condoms. And not any condoms, but the thick Durex condoms.  I haven’t actually been skin-to-skin inside Jen for months. 

And sex with my wife isn’t whenever I want. Jamal’s rule is, I can only have sex with Jen after he’s been with her.

How do I feel about this? About Jamal’s control over my wife, and our sex life?

I’m a cuckold. I hate it. And I love it.

My cock is still in the cage. Jen only lets me out on days she’s seeing Jamal. At first, the cock cage was a thing between me and Jen. But Jamal’s taken control of that too. He insists that I stay caged except on their date nights. It’s not like he has the key. Jen has the key. But she does what he says.

A big development is, Jen and Jamal now see each other more than just once a week. This happened after we moved to the loft apartment, and Jamal told Jen he was going to be exclusive to her. She was delighted when he told her that. It was a major ego boost that a man like Jamal would commit to just her.

Soon after Jamal told her that – and he told her that with a lot of kisses and snuggling—Jen told me it wasn’t fair that Jamal only got sex once a week. She said a man like Jamal needs more sex than that. Those were her words. “A man like Jamal needs sex more than once a week.”

She told me she needed to take care of him. Since he was seeing her exclusivity, she needed to make sure he was sexually satisfied. She told me it was only fair. Those were her words too. “It’s gotta be more than once a week Mike. It’s only fair.”

You can imagine, the word “fair” swirled around inside my head. Where was the fairness for me? She was my wife, but my dick wasn’t allowed inside her without a condom. She never swallowed my cum anymore. Mostly nowadays, the only thing I got from her was a handjob, or I masturbated as she told me about her latest fuck fest with Jamal. So how was any of this fair?

Jen wanted to see Jamal more than once a week. To give him her body. To make sure he was sexually satisfied. While I got barely anything. How was this fair to me?

To make things worse, these quickies didn’t count as far as me getting into Jen’s pants.  Jamal wanted it this way, as he wanted to guarantee he would have sex with my wife more than me.

I could have said no. I think I still had that power, at least for major changes like this. Or I could have gone nuclear and pulled her free pass. Ended the game.

But in the end, I agreed. You might think I’m stupid. But here’s the thing. It was different this time. I’m talking about Scott. With Scott, everything happened so fast. And I barely ever saw Jen. She spent more time with him than me.

But now, Jen was with me most of the time. Yes, she was with Jamal on their Saturday dates. And now, in addition, she saw him 2-3 times a week. But those were quickies. Over lunch or right after work. Jen made a point to always be home by dinner time. Yes, she had a black lover, and yes she fucked him a lot, but most of the time she was with me and Anna. Most of the time we were a normal American family, a normal American marriage. It’s probably hard to believe, but it’s true.
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On their Saturday dates, Jen and Jamal usually ended up at his apartment at NYU. It was easier, since (of course) Anna was at our loft apartment. Usually I was at his apartment too, watching them have sex. There was no problem getting a babysitter, since Callie was living with us now as Anna’s nanny while she went to Hostos college in the Bronx.

Most times I sat in the chair next to Jamal’s bed as I watched them fuck. Nowadays I was completely nude sitting in that chair. Jen encouraged me to take off all my clothes while I watched. I was keeping the weight off and exercising, and she said she liked looking at my slim, tight body (and hairless, since I was still getting waxed regularly).

Usually I slowly stroked my cock as I watched them fuck. Sometimes I’d only be half hard; it took me awhile to get fully erect after being caged. But it still felt good, playing with myself. Often I’d use my other hand to caress the underside of my balls. I loved it when Jen did that. When she scraped her long nails across the underside of my balls. She still did that too, on those days when I wasn’t in the cage.  I was keeping my fingernails a little longer nowadays, so it almost felt as good when I caressed myself.

Jamal fucked Jen in every position imaginable. Her favorite was doggy, and she always came when he fucked her hard from behind. But they always ended up with Jamal on top, and Jen’s long beautiful legs on his broad shoulders. Missionary was probably Jen’s second favorite position, because she loved to kiss during intercourse, and she loved to caress her man’s chest, abs and arms as he rocked back and forth inside her body.

Jamal liked missionary too. He liked to look into Jen’s beautiful face when he came. And being on top, he could get deeper when he came inside her body.

It was when Jamal was on top that I had the best view of his cock penetrating Jen’s pussy. The sight was striking, more so than when she was with any other man. I think because Jamal was black and her other lovers had been white. Seeing his big black cock stretching her pink pussy lips was incredible. His cock was so thick, her lips stretched out as he pulled out, and then disappeared inside her as he pushed in. His big jet-black body on top of her petite lily white body ... his big black lips kissing her pouty white lips ... her slim stockinged legs wrapped around his big black muscular thighs. Those sights left me panting. They made my cock ache with cuckold lust.

As always, when Jamal came, he lifted Jen’s body upside down and almost vertical, using gravity to flow his black seed deep inside her fertile womb. I don’t know why he did this. He knew Jen was on the pill. He kept her in this position for long minutes, kissing her the entire time. Jen didn’t seem to mind. She liked feeling so full with her lover’s black meat, and she loved being kissed by Jamal. She told me many times that he was the best kisser ever. I think the fact that Jen loved to kiss Jamal so much bothered me more than the way she always came so hard on his cock.

Sometimes when Jamal was in a nasty mood, he would make me fluff him up for Jen. He’d sit on the edge of the bed, and I’d get on my knees between his open legs. And I’d ... well ... I’d go down on him. I’d use my fingers. My nails (which I still kept longer than normal). My tongue. My mouth. The way Jen taught me. How to pleasure a man.

I did this for my wife. Because I loved her. And me going down on Jamal always got her hot. Her pouty lips parted, her cheeks got flushed, and her eyes got heavy lidded whenever she looked at me with Jamal’s cock in my mouth.

Sometimes she’d get on the floor next to me. Both of us naked (although usually she’d still be in stockings and heels). She’d press her body against mine – her little tits against my back – and look over my shoulder as I sucked off her lover. She’d reached around to my front and stroke my cock, and whisper in my ear things like “you look so sexy with Jamal’s cock in your mouth.”

Once as I went down on Jamal, Jen put on her strap on and fucked my ass from behind. As she fucked me, she ran her hands over my naked body and said “I love fucking your tight body” and “I love fucking your sexy tight ass.”

I came from Jen’s fucking. She was delighted I came from just getting my ass fucked, without any stimulation from her hand on my cock. Jamal laughed and said “He likes it. And he does have a tight ass. Maybe if you put him in high heels I’ll fuck him.”

Jen laughed and beamed into Jamal’s eyes. They both laughed, like they were sharing a joke, like THEY were the married couple and I was just a sex toy for them to dick around with.

Hearing Jen laugh really hurt me. Seeing her looking into Jamal’s eyes and sharing the moment with him really hurt me. It hurt me to my core. It really hurt. It devastated me. Jen could tell. She quickly wiped the smile off her face and hugged me. Since then, she hasn’t tried to use the strap on with me.

Despite low points like that, I still craved it. If anything, I wanted more. If anything, my cuckold desires grew and got more intense, more consuming.

Like, I craved seeing them together beyond just in the bedroom. I wanted to see them on their dates, watch them together as a couple. I wanted to see the romance in their relationship, not just the sex.

It wasn’t that hard to follow them and watch. Jen was good at telling me their plans. One time they went to the Brooklyn museum. They both liked to spend time together, go on real dates, but obviously they couldn’t go places where Jen might run into people we knew. They often went to Brooklyn, or Harlem, places our friends and co-workers were unlikely to go.

They went during one of their Saturday dates. The museum was crowded so it was easy to watch them without being seen. Yeah, I was spying on them. I didn’t want them to know I was watching. I didn’t want Jamal to know because I didn’t want to deal with his scorn and mocking. I didn’t want Jen to know because I wanted to see what she did with Jamal when I wasn’t around.

They looked like a real couple as they toured the museum. They stood close together and held hands the entire time, their heads close together as they talked about the exhibits. They were a striking couple and turned a lot of heads. Mixed couples weren’t unusual in NYC, but they weren’t common either. And Jen was beautiful, always the prettiest girl in the room. Jamal also turned a lot of heads. He wasn’t handsome as much as imposing with his big muscular body, his jet-black skin, his shaved head, the gold teeth. Like I said, they were a striking couple.

They kissed a lot. Not making out, just little romantic kisses. Like, Jamal would say something funny, and Jen would grin and give him a little kiss. And they were always touching. Jamal’s hand on her lower back. Jen’s touching her palm against his chest, and leaning her hip against his. The kind of romantic touching that couples do.

Earlier in the day, I watched Jen do her nails with Anna. Anna’s favorite color was pink, so they both painted their nails a light pink. The shade was so pretty and innocent. And they had fun painting their nails, smiling and laughing, bonding together as mother and daughter.

Now, I watched as Jen and Jamal held hands as they toured the museum. Her lily-white fingers with the light pink nails intertwined with Jamal’s big black fingers. I thought of the contrast, of Jen earlier painting her nails with Anna, and now here with Jamal, her black boyfriend.

God ...

It got me so hot.

I got so excited watching them. I had been smart enough to wear loose trousers, so people couldn’t see my hard-on. Jen had let me out of the cage (since it was her date night with Jamal), and I was so hard watching them. I got so excited my body started shaking. An old lady asked me if I was okay, and I had to go to the bathroom to calm down. I was tempted to jerk off in the stall, but I didn’t want the depression that came after cumming.

It took me a while to find them after leaving the bathroom. When I saw them, they were touring some paintings. Jen’s body was pressed against his, and she was holding his arm. Jamal’s arm was around her. His thumb was in the back pocket of her skinny jeans. The way a boyfriend would curl his thumb into his girlfriend’s back pocket. They looked so much like a couple. So into each other. It wasn’t just sex, it was romance. My wife was in a romantic relationship with another man. God, it got me so excited. My body started to shake again.

Jen assured me she didn’t love Jamal. She said she loved only me, and she would only ever love only me. But she admitted she liked Jamal. A lot. She was in-like with Jamal.  And their relationship was romantic in addition to sexual.
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