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… Linda, all toned 6-1 of her, walked out of
the bathroom on her high heeled mules with her silk house gown
flying wide open, feeling sexy. She's thirty two, immensely rich,
very spoilt and massively pregnant with her first baby. She's just
had unprotected sex standing up under the shower in the Oval
Office-sized Italian marble bathroom, with a nice young man who's
supposed to be fixing her cable service.

Her cravings to fuck men other than her
husband (while he's at work) she hasn't communicated to her spouse,
as nothing is new - she likes to fuck around even when she isn't
pregnant.

Linda also has an ironclad pre-nup with fine
print that says she can do just what the hell she likes. And she
does.

She stops and stares.

Sitting up in bed, reading is a skinny young
black guy, covered from the waist down by a sheet.

He has thick lens 'academic' glasses on and
his hair is cropped close on the sides and flat on top. He is
reading a computer magazine.

He look up over it at Linda and smiles
bashfully.

"Hi! I'm Martin. A friend of Oscar's. We
write apps together. He called me an hour ago to come help out with
parasitic signals on your antenna feed, but I got held up in
traffic on the freeway. He said to strip off and wait for you in
bed."

Linda stares at him open mouthed and briefly
tongue tied.

"Ah! Well! Er! Yeah! What better place to
wait for a naked lady? That boy does think ahead of the curve. Glad
you made it anyway. I'm Linda."

"I know. Oscar told me." He smiles timidly.
"He said you were big, bad and beautiful… .And I ought to ring your
bell."

A wry smile creases Linda's lips and she
walks slowly around to his side of the bed as he stares at her.

"Twice in one afternoon. This's my lucky
day."

Martin looks apprehensively at Linda's
impressive physique, and huge pregnant belly as she approaches. A
small detain Oscar neglected to mention. But something he doesn't
feel will have any deleterious effect on his future relationship
with the lady of the house.

She sits down on the bed, takes the magazine
from him and drops it on the floor. Next she takes his glasses off,
folds the arms and puts them on the table.

"That's better. Now we can party."

Martin points to a tray on the dresser with
an ice bucket, bottle of Champagne and two glasses.

"Oscar said you have an uncommon thirst for
the good things of life."

Linda laughs. "I do," she said, with a foxy
smile and eases the sheet down his torso.

A 10-inch erect black cock greets her,
sticking straight up, demanding attention.

"Oh my! What a beautiful cock."

"Thank you, ma'am."

"My extreme pleasure, I assure you. I think
my cable service might develop permanent parasitic feed."

Martin laughed. Not for long. She ran her
tongue up the shaft from bottom to top.

"And I must give Oscar a very
special thank you for introducing us. That boy is just full of
genial ideas. Do you like white pussy?" she asked, working his cock
so it was like an iron bar.

"Never had any."

"You're joking." She stared at him
incredulously.

"I wish I was. Haven't had much black pussy
either recently. All the black women I seem to meet are more
interested in white men."

"A little appreciated fact which happens to
be true."

She caresses his cock with one hand as she
runs her lips up the shaft, and kisses the head. "I thought all
black men were obsessed with white pussy?"

"Nope. There obsessed with pussy!
Any way it comes. Me, on the other hand, I'm becoming seriously
obsessed with one white pussy in particular. The one right in front
of my face."

She laughs raucously, gets up and pours two
glasses of Champagne.

They clink glasses and drink.

"Are you in a rush to go anywhere?"

"Not since you walked out of the
bathroom."

He puts his glass down on the bedside
table.

"You realize I'm thirty two," she says.

He takes her glass and puts it beside
his.

"And I'm nineteen. You're white. I'm black.
You're a woman. And we both brushed out teeth this morning. Perfect
yin and yang for a sex party, no?"

Linda laughs, seduced. "You are truly
crazzzzeee, baby!"

Martin grins and shrugs. "So they tell me.
But, hey! You got to make do with what you got, huh."

His hand gently cups her full naked maternal
breast. He leans forward and kisses the nipple, then licks it.
Linda trembles slightly and gasps. Usually physically aggressive,
she is transformed to feline sensuality.

She takes his hand off her breast and licks
his open palm.

"I feel good vibrations with you, Martin.
Like you're a calming spirit… Even if you are a nutty nerd."

He grins. "Delicious chemistry. Who would
have thought this morning I'd be in bed with a gorgeous hot white
babe almost ready to drop . But it's a crazy world."

She stands up and lets her gown slide off
her shoulder.  It falls at her feet. She looks down at him and
smiles serenely.

"How beautiful you are, Ms Hendricks."

"Why thank you, Martin. But seeing you and
me are destined to be lovers, you can call me, Loulou. And tell
Oscar too. I feel kinda weird when somebody other than my
stockbroker calls me, 'Ms Hendricks'. Especially if he's got his
10-inch dick stuck in me."

"I will. Did you know you're seriously under
his skin?"

"Good! I expect all my young lovers to be
hot and horny with desire, all the time!" she replied with
a wry smile.

"You got a full social calendar, I take
it."

She grimaces and replies flatly, "No. Good
men are hard to come by. And I'm not the promiscuous rich bitch you
imagine I am."

"Just one with a vivid imagination running
in overdrive."

"That certainly. You can't imagine all the
insane cravings I get since I got pregnant."

Martin smiles. "Oh! I think I can, baby. I
think I can."

He reaches out and holds his long slender
middle finger almost touching her clitoris.

"Then try impaling yourself on my finger
first to focus your mind."

She smiles. "That's a good start."

"And then you can sit on my face."

"Even better. And you can discover what a
dominating, demanding bitch I really am."

"I think you're a delicious cat.
Misunderstood. But delicious."

She looked down at him with new
understanding.

"What a perspicacious young man you are. And
so well brought up."

"My mom would thank you. But if she saw us
like this, she wouldn't understand."

Linda laughed. "If she had herself a young
lover, trust me, honey, she would."

"Black chicks my age don't understand me,"
he said, a note of sadness evident in his voice.

"Then hang out with white chicks my age,
baby. We do understand, believe me."

He laughed and slipped his finger deep into
her pussy.

Ms Hendricks gasps. Then shudders when he
starts moving it around.

"Wow! I didn't realize just how horny Oscar
left me feeling. You guys need to tag-team more often."

"We never thought about it before. Oscar's
in a threesome with Johnny and his wife May, but we never got it on
together with her."

Linda's eyes widened with a mischievous
glint. "Well, maybe it'd be fun to watch you guys do just that,"
she said. "I think I'll give her a call and tell her to come on
over and we'll have ourselves a party for six. How about that?"

"You're the boss, Loulou."

She looks down at him and smiles sweetly.
"And you, young man are just so full of sass!… But I like you."

She presses down on his chest with the palm
of her hands, then caresses his face.

"I think I need to move from finger to the
real thing now, tiger. Are you comfortable with that?"

"I'm in 7th Heaven."

She leans down and kisses him tenderly on
the lips.

"Martin, honey," she purrs. "I'm going to
make you my toy."

"I was hoping for a career in electronic
engineering."

"And serviceman."

"With extracurricular benefits?"

"Of course, honey. Of a very particular
kind."

She reaches down for his cock and guides
herself onto it. Pushes down slowly. And suddenly they are 'man and
wife'.

"You're very persuasive, Ms Hendricks"
Martin breathes, his eyes opening wider as she squeezes his dick
with her vaginal muscles.

"I knew you'd see things my way, cup
cake."

She moves up and down several times with
little jerks - biting her lips, gasping and closing her eyes. Then
she begins to move her hips slowly.

He slips the sheet off them and caresses
Linda's back and buttocks as she moves slowly.

She touches his face tenderly with her
fingers. Then his lips. She kisses them just a little bit longer
and starts moving her hips again.

He kisses and caresses her breasts as they
hang in front of his face. Linda closes her eyes and moves up and
down on him slowly but harder.

She begins to grunt noisily as she slams
down harder and harder on him, bouncing on the mattress so he
begins to freak out she might induce a miscarriage, which would be
one fucking disaster he could do without.

"Oh! God! Yeah! Fuck it!" she
screams breathlessly. "I forgot just how much I missed big black
cock!"

Martin stares up catatonic at this Amazon
MILF who's fucking his brains out.

He tweets her nipples hard. She yelps.

"Go for it, mama! Give that pussy to me!" He
shouts.

She does.

Martin looks like he walked out of Somalia;
all sinew and bone. She's at least 40lbs heavier and she could
probably crush his ribcage in a love embrace if she had a mind to.
But she does everything he wants, and loves doing it, as gradually
(to his total amazement) his big black cock takes control,
dominating her.

He makes her suck it – deep throat until she
gags. Then has her get on her hands and knees, doggy on the end of
the bed. Face on the mattress, ass in the air. Her pussy dripping
love. Waiting for him to give it to her.

Oscar's primed her good. He thinks maybe
they should begin tag-teaming women. In between their
college studies, of course.

He puts his face between her cheeks and eats
her like an ice cream sundae. He's struggling to remember when he
got laid last. Realizes he's got to get as life beyond the
cloud. A demanding white bitch like this could be
addictive. But what the hell. You only live once.

Besides she's smart. And he's sure they'll
have more in common than an avid interest in sex. But if they
don't, what the hell. To date she's the fuck of his life.

He'll have to talk to Oscar about getting
serious with women in their spare time.

"You are just so fucking sexy, Loulou," he
says, slapping her muscled butt.

"I'm glad you think so. I love getting
compliments from beautiful young men with their face in my
crotch."

 If having Ms Linda Fredericks on the
end of her bed was black man's heaven, Martin considered himself in
it. And after giving her a sharp slap on the ass, he slipped his
throbbing hard black dick into her white muscled butt and fucked
her again.

They ended up with her under him,
missionary, and him slamming into her more frantically with every
second, until he let out a pained cry and pulled out of her.
Shuddered spastically and shot plumes of white semen all over her
huge belly and sweaty breasts.

Linda squealed with delight, transfixed by
the sticky jets of love that rained down on her.

"Oh yeah, baby! Oh yeah! That's the way to
do it. Give all that lovely cum to momma!"

She scooped it up with a finger and sucked
it lasciviously, like a cat with cream. Then reached out and milked
his stiff cock some more before moving around and licking and
sucking him clean.

Yes, Martin thought. He really would have to
talk to Oscar about getting serious with married women… .
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"INSANE CRAVINGS" 

 

Imagine a world where the clock has been turned back – to Day
One.

To when women had sex free of inhibition before and pernicious
guilt and remorse after; the way Nature intended they should enjoy
sex, before the 'forbidden fruit' was eaten and mind control became
the common currency of society.

Then the unthinkable happened.

For the most noble reason someone found a way to set women 'free'
again.

And the government wants to shut it down.



An excerpt:

That's when I discovered my 18-year old son, Monty, and his mates
had gone sex mad and declared open season on cougars. That, in
itself was nothing exceptional for testosterone fuelled teens. What
made my hair stand on end was the fact that the boys were scoring
big time. And women couldn't get enough of them.

Worse still, I was in their crosshairs.

There had to be some reason for this aberrant behavior.

And I was determined to find out what it was. Because, for sure it
wasn't anything in the water.

I made a quantum leap in my investigation when I hacked into my
son's laptop.

And discovered the idiot keeps a diary. With (semi-anonymous)
mini-video clips and pix of his sex conquests. So sadly (to protect
the innocent) most of what you're about to read is false.

No! Let me rephrase that.

There are elements of truth to be found along the way.

Hard facts to be interpolated.

And conclusions drawn – few of them wholesome.

For my part, it would've been a lot better if this story was like a
Kremlin press release – an unashamed pack of lies.

But it isn't.

First off, I'm also not who you think I am.

I'm not who my husband thinks I am either. And never have
been.

And if my horny 18-year old son (and his mates) knew who I was
before this, (dare I say) 'adventure' began, the world would have
been a very different place.

I do 'forensic accounting' work for the United States government.
For a department which doesn't exist for the purpose of
Congressional scrutiny. Doing things nobody is supposed to – like
taking the Constitution and hanging it out to dry. All with good
and noble intent, I hasten to add: because the ends, (like
preserving liberty, democracy, justice, 'The American Way' and Wall
Street) always justify the means.

That includes most recently, inquiring into things of apparently no
strategic importance whatsoever – like my son's track record
seducing women twice his age.



"So now you're out chasing tail, when you should be studying?" I
suggested.

"Yes…Well no. I was driving past and saw your car and though I'd
say 'Hi!' and show you my new Harley," my son's best friend Matt
said.

"Hi! And yes, it's great…Don't kill yourself…Is Monty
jealous?"

"All the guys are."

"And the girls?" A loaded question if ever there was one, as I knew
pretty much since last night hacking session, precisely who his
'girls' were. None aged under thirty five and a couple well over
fabulous forty.

"Haven't had one on the back yet." He grinned again. "You want to
be first, Mrs. M?"

"Sure! Why not? No point to be second when I can have top spot," I
blurted, feeling uncommonly reckless and blasé. Realising a
millisecond later though, exactly what the inevitable conclusion of
our first 'ride' together would be. He would be the rider and I
would be well ridden.

I couldn't wait to climb on behind him.

Insane cravings had struck again. And I was well and truly
hooked.
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"The
Sexual Awakening of a Lady of Class"


    1919. Slaughter on an industrialised scale
and Spanish 'flu has changed the world for ever. Her son has come
back to her from the war a blind basket case. Alone with a nice
working class young man, in an isolated old house she's inherited
from a mad uncle, Lady Constance Hepplewhite-Smith discovers the
virtues of 500 bottles of Pol Roger, 1911 champagne and Indian hemp
to liberate the mind and body.

 

She looked around his bedroom. "Is it hot in here? Or am I
imagining it?"

"No, ma'am. It must be the excitement."

"Yes! That's it. The excitement! There's nothing like a good
dose of excitement at midnight to make a lady feel hot, wouldn't
you say?"

He stammered half a reply as she shoved her glass at him. "Hold
this for me! I know why I'm hot!" And with one sweep of her hand
flipped open her nightgown and let it drop to the floor around her
pink satin kitten-heel mules. She stared at him as she reached down
and lifted the hem of her long nightdress, pulled it over her head,
tossed it aside and shook her mane of lustrous chestnut hair
loose.

"Free at last, Jackson!"

He stared at her, stunned. Under the circumstances there was
little else he could be. "Yes, my lady." He handed her the glass,
and held up his for another toast. "To freedom. And Pol Roger,
1911."

She grinned. "What a perfect toast! To freedom. And good old Pol
Roger."

They touched glasses and took a sip.

"And nakedness, Jackson! And the casting off of all our
inhibitions. We must make a toast to nakedness," she insisted
enthusiastically, hold up her glass once again. Jackson had no
problem toasting nakedness, especially in the company of Lady
Constance Hepplewhite-Smith at midnight, with the full moon shining
into his bedroom.

"To nakedness!" he said, with a boyishly innocent grin.

They drank again.

"How I envied you being able to take your shirt off and wash
yourself outside in a horse trough, or be able to go for a swim in
a stream." She took a breath. "Jackson! It may be my imagination
playing tricks on me, but are you drinking less than I am?"

"Yes, my lady. My head's spinning already."

"So's mine! And you're staring at my tits. Do they offend
you?"

Jackson reddened instantly in the already red glow from the coal
fire.

"Gosh, no! They're perfect! You're a real cracker!"

"A cracker, no less! I've been called many things. But
never a cracker!" she shrieked delighted, and burst out laughing,
spilling some of her champagne. "Oh! damn! Now you've got me so hot
and bothered, young man, I'm falling over myself!"

"I meant to say 'beautiful'! You're the most beautiful
woman I ever saw!" he blustered.

She put a hand on his shoulder to steady herself. Despite the
'heat' of the moment, her touch was cool and electric. Her hands
strong as was any horsewoman's. Her body was toned and fit from a
lifetime in the saddle, controlling powerful thoroughbreds.

His nostrils flared as he smelt her heady French perfume.

"Do you have another cigarette for me?" she said, staring into
his eyes, her full lips pouting slightly. Save for her mules,
discrete pear teardrop ear rings and a pearl choker around her
neck, she was naked…with a luxuriant wild black bush of pubic hair
directing the indiscrete gaze to dreams of Nirvana between her
muscled thighs.

"No, my lady," he replied flatly. "I have something better than
'workingman's' tobacco." He waved to one of the armchairs he'd
pulled up in front of the fire. "Please have a seat while I get
it."

"Thank you," she said. She sat thankfully back in the
comfortable chair and crossed her legs, allowing her shoe to dangle
provocatively from her toes as she watched him go to the bedside
table. He took a cigarette from the tin of Woodbines and returned
with it.

He lit it with a candle, took a long hit to get it fully
burning, then knelt down on the rug beside her bare legs and
offered it to her.

"What's this you've conjured up?" she asked, intrigued,
examining the hand-rolled cigarette.

"Take a deep breath, my lady. Then we'll make another toast to
nakedness."

She did so. Held the breath, stared at him as doubt became
certainty. Then she leaned forward and exhaled slowly close to his
lips.

"Who would ever have guessed one so young was such a wicked
degenerate?" she whispered huskily eyeing him darkly, before an
impish grin spread over her face. "Ganja!"

"Yes, my lady. Indian hemp….I buy it for Captain Archie," he
said quietly. "It helps him with the pain."

That seemed to shock her. She blinked. "Oh my!… Yes, of course.
I understand….I've seen it in some house parties I attended. Smoked
out in the conservatories. Or potting sheds. Where did you get
it?"

"My old man's on the Dover ferry. It's not difficult when you
know people who know people."

"Like everything else in life." She passed the smouldering joint
back to him and he took a hit.

"It's the only thing I'll smoke….and only with you."

She caressed his cheek. "How sweet you are, Jackson. My first
ganja cigarette, with my first naked young man. It really is a
cracker of a night, wouldn't you say, corporal?" she said with a
delicious chuckle.

"Yes, my lady. A real cracker….And I think your tits are perfect
too." He passed her the joint.

Lady Constance giggled. "My late husband called them little
apples with cherries on top."

"And freckles."

"Oh yes, freckles! Plenty of freckles. Apples, cherries and
freckles I have, Jackson. Even here." She pointed to several on her
white belly, just above her pubic thatch. "Although my husband
never saw these."

Instinctively he leant forward and gently kissed each freckle.
Her belly contracted slightly as Lady Constant gasped quietly, then
lay her hand on his mop of blonde hair.

"I fear you're a terrible larrikin with women's hearts."

He looked up and smiled innocently. "But I love them all, my
lady."

She stared at him. "Yes, I believe you probably do. And they
love you…even though you leave them."

"I'm not much of a letter writer, ma'am. And the last few years
have been bad to form attachments." He offered her a glass of
champagne. She took a sip, then another mouthful and leant forward,
closer and closer to him, until their lips touched and opened
slightly, and she squirted the bubbly liquid into his mouth.

"Did you ever kiss your French women like that?" she asked,
sitting back and looking down at him quiet imperiously.

"Oh no, my lady. Only with onion and garlic soup at the dinner
table."

She stared at him an instant, her eyes dancing with delight at
this most unexpected boudoir game.

"And then what did you do to them?"

"Under the table, my lady. A lot happens under French dinner
tables."

"It does? Well I can't for the life of me imagine what."

"If you draw the smoke deep, hold it there and close your eyes,
I'll show you."

She inhaled and watched enthralled as he ran his hand down her
bare leg, then kissed her ankle and the instep of her foot. 
She opened her legs for him and he knelt between them, looking up
at her.

"You have to close your eyes, ma'am, and imagine you're sitting
around a dinner table in France. In Paris. Do you have friends in
Paris?" She nodded. "Good. Now close your eyes and imagine you're
having dinner with your friends in Paris."

She shook her head. Then exhaled. "They were friends of my late
husband. And quite old and decrepit."

"I see. Well then you've been invited to have dinner with a
newly wed couple, and the husband must prove to his young wife just
how much he loves, her after desert."

Lady Constance stared at him in disbelief, and laughed
hysterically. "Jackson! Oh my dear, sweet young man! You've truly
taken leave of your senses. What a delirious wicked imagination
you've got! Have some more champagne. My reputation is ruined
anyway! Nobody could believe I'm lying back in an armchair in Uncle
Freddy's pile, naked, half drunk, smoking ganja with a beautiful
young man between my legs!" she cried with delight.

They both drained their glasses.

She suddenly stared at him seriously. Her voice was quiet but
earnest. "I'll be forty three next month and I've just realised
I've never been naked with a man before. And I have no idea what
men do to their young wives under tables in France. Or the Vale of
York for that matter. Half the world was killed in a war, and the
other half's dying of Spanish 'flu." Jackson nodded slowly,
understanding exactly what she meant. "So I think I'd like to watch
you, while you show me….Show me how to make love."

 

Link to:  The Sexual Awakening of a
Lady of Class

 

 

"MRS. JONES –
Back to Black  & Jamaican Vacation"

Mrs. Jones' saucy sexcapades continue at
home by the pool, as interracial integration lands in the Jones'
backyard and makes itself at home.

And the Jones' discover the 'Secret of Longwood Cove' during their
sexy Jamaican Vacation

Mr. Crocus, the old Jamaican handyman looked
at the women on the sun beds, topless, with micro bikini bottoms
covering their shaved tush, soaking up the rays on honey bronzed
skin. At least one was: Mrs. Jones, a cute compact athletic blonde
soccer mom of 32. The other babe, a little younger at 28, oiled
from head to toe, didn't need to. She was panther black.

 Obi, 18, her stepson, fooled about a
bit more on the airbed in the pool, then came over to see what the
old boy was doing.

Mr. Crocus showed him. They got talking as
Obi helped him fit the pump.

"She sure is a fine looking woman, your
stepmom," Mr. Crocus cackled. "Suit the Wicked Weasel
perfectly."

"What's a Weasel?" Obi asked, puzzled.

"That little patch of cloth between her
legs, say she looking for a black man to make her day, better than
a flashing red neon sign so you don't lose the way at
midnight."

Obi realized the implications. He gasped.
"But Mrs. Jones has a Weasel on too!"

"She sure has. And she knows we know what
her Weasel wants. And what the Wicked Weasel wants, the Weasel
gets… And here am I thinking all these years she was just another
cute white Moral Majority soccer mom with great tits and ass," he
lamented. "And all along she was ready to put out for black cock in
the comfort of her own home, but afraid to ask her daddy for it.
And I'll tell you something else. The way she looking at you, young
man, when you don't think she is, you ask her nice and easy when
she's alone in the kitchen doin' dishes, and Mrs. Jones will give
you all the sweet white pussy you can handle. Trust me. She waiting
to have her first fine young black boy, just as much as you itching
to give it to her the way the good Lord intended."

Obi's mind was rapidly approaching critical
mass. "But mom'll go crazy if I fuck Mrs. Jones."

"Don't worry about your stepmother. I'll
keep her pretty head off what you be doin' in the kitchen with the
lady of the house. Your stepmom hot for love too. Or I don't know
my black bitches," he chuckled.

As Mr. Crocus primed the pump, and Obi
frolicked in the pool, Jill and Jazmyn gossiped. Jazmyn confessed
the reason she brought Obi along was simple. She wanted him to have
his first 'older' white woman for his eighteenth birthday, which
was next week. And Jill was top of her candidate list.

Jill took a long drink of her pina
colada.  Lunch guests weren't supposed to proposition you to
fuck their teenage sons. But there again, why not? She and Jazmyn
had already swapped husbands for a night - when she had her first
black man. Now she wanted her to have her son.

In a bizarre way it made a lot of sense –
better with friends rather than with total strangers.

"I mean it's not like it's going to be a big
love affair between you two, or anything like that. He's just a
horny 18-year old who needs to experience a real woman, and learn
how to give her what she needs."

Jill looked glum. "I really appreciate your
vote of confidence, but I wouldn't know where to start. Or how to,
even, without freaking him out. God! He must think I'm
ancient."

Jazmyn laughed. "Nonsense! You're a
beautiful cougar. A highly desirable older woman for sexually
active younger men."

She grinned radiantly. "He may still look
innocent, but underneath, where it really counts, believe me, he's
an African man. I also happen to know where there's a white woman
with a Wicked Weasel, and a young black man, love will always find
a way."

It did… and so did a big black cock.

 

Jamaican Vacation -


She wandered down the romantic silvery sand of Longwood Cove to
Desmond's beach bungalow. The doors and wide windows were open in
the cool. Several scented candles to ward off insects burned in
glass lanterns.

Jill thought about knocking, or calling out, but when she heard the
soft moans of a young woman making love, she decided to just go on
in unannounced. She padded silently in, barefoot.

The very lovely, very naked, very white Lady Abigail Westcombe was
on her hands and knees on a sofa, being serviced by a lithe muscled
young Rasta, with colorful dreadlocks and a dashing buccaneer smile
when he looked around at her.

"Yo! You must be Mrs. Jones."

"I am."

"Welcome, babe. Leave your clothes at the door, and come on in and
join the party."

It was an offer she could not refuse.

 

Link to Amazon:  MRS. JONES - Back to Black
&  JAMAICAN VACATION

  

"MRS. JONES has a thing going on"

A soccer mom's life is suddenly transformed
into that of a swinging art consultant and stellar escort,
belle du jour with an international clientele of jet-set
billionaires, movers, shakers and degenerates.

Her husband was away for the week. The kids
were away for the night.

She didn't need the "$2K 4 2HRS" offered on
the card she was staring at, given to her by a guy who had
propositioned her in a five star hotel the night before.

She realized the terrifying reality was she
needed another erotic adventure – and casual sex!

She parked in the hotel basement. Checked
her hair and put a sweat band around it. Sprayed 'eau de Cologne'
under her arms and on her crotch. Then took the elevator to the
lobby. She walked across to the main elevators. Nobody thought
anything of a soccer mom in a designer track suit, sweat band and
trainers, carrying a small sports bag going up to the rooms even at
10PM.

She got off at the 16th floor,
found 1604, and pressed the doorbell, her heart beating double.

The door opened. She stared. The young
Chinese guy was in a bath robe drying his hair. She was 32. He was
25 give or take a few years. None of this mattered now. He'd made
her an indecent proposal. And she'd willingly accepted it.

Now she was here for the sex.

"You're right on time. Thank you. That's
very good. Welcome. Please come in. I am Tang Kwok Ng. But you can
call me Johnny."

He held out his hand. Jill shook it.

"Hi! I'm Jill. But you don't have to call
me Mrs. Jones."

Johnny blinked. Then grinned. It was
charismatic. Swashbuckling.

 "Or Mrs. Smith."

"Or Mrs. Wesson either," she replies,
instantly feeling more relaxed and reassured.

Johnny grins. "I sense right off you funny
kinky lady, just like to have good time with guys. Most important
lady who likes to have sex with man she does not know, has good
sense of humor."

Link to:  Mrs. Jones has a thing going
on  
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Mrs.
Jones Has a Thing Going On + Back to Black (2010)
For adults only: Edgy, subversive, rollicking, highly improbable
relationships which develop when a 32-year old soccer mom's life is
transformed into that of a swinging art consultant and stellar
escort, 'belle du jour' with an international clientele of
jet-setting billionares, movers & shakers.

Mrs. Jones survives her hotwife experience and has another thing
going on when interracial integration lands in her backyard pool
and sets up home...

Desmond Crocus, the old Jamaican handyman looked at the women on
the sun beds, topless, with micro bikini bottoms covering their
shaved tush, soaking up the rays on honey bronzed skin. At least
one was: Mrs. Jill Jones, a cute compact athletic blonde soccer mom
of 32. The other babe, a little younger at 28, oiled from head to
toe, didn't need to. She was panther black.

Obi, 18, her stepson, fooled about a bit more on the airbed in
the pool, then came over to see what the old boy was doing....
(Read more) Mrs. Jones has another thing going on when interracial
integration lands in her backyard pool and sets up home...

Desmond Crocus, the old Jamaican handyman looked at the women on
the sun beds, topless, with micro bikini bottoms covering their
shaved tush, soaking up the rays on honey bronzed skin. At least
one was: Mrs. Jill Jones, a cute compact athletic blonde soccer mom
of 32. The other babe, a little younger at 28, oiled from head to
toe, didn't need to. She was panther black.

Obi, 18, her stepson, fooled about a bit more on the airbed in
the pool, then came over to see what the old boy was doing.

Mr. Crocus showed him. They got talking as Obi helped him fit the
pump.

"She sure is a fine looking woman, your stepmom," Mr. Crocus
cackled. "Suit the Wicked Weasel perfectly."

"What's a Weasel?" Obi asked, puzzled.

"That little patch of cloth between her legs, say she looking for a
black man to make her day, better than a flashing red neon sign so
you don't lose the way at midnight."

Obi realized the implications. He gasped. "But Mrs. Jones has a
Weasel on too!"

"She sure has. And she knows we know what her Weasel wants. And
what the Wicked Weasel wants, the Weasel gets...And here am I
thinking all these years she was just another cute white Moral
Majority soccer mom with great tits and ass," he lamented. "And all
along she was ready to put out in the comfort of her own home, but
afraid to ask her daddy for it. And I'll tell you something else.
The way she looking at you, young man, when you don't think she is,
you ask her nice and easy when she's alone in the kitchen doin'
dishes, and Mrs. Jones will give you all the sweet white pussy you
can handle. Trust me. She waiting to have her first fine young
black boy, just as much as you itching to give it to her the way
the good Lord intended."

"Mr. Crocus. That's outrageous. Have you ever considered writing
pornographic literature?"

"More money in gardening for rich folks, Obi, my man." The old
Jamaican said flatly. Then grinned devilishly. "With fringe
benefits beyond price. A lifetime of joy for a black man in the
perfumed garden of the white American housewife."

Obi's mind was rapidly approaching critical mass.



	


'The
Sexual Awakening of a Lady of Class' (2011)
Warning: This ebook contains explicit sex scenes suitable for
adult readers only.

1919. Slaughter on an industrialised scale and Spanish 'flu has
changed the world for ever. Her son has come back to her from the
war a blind basket case. Alone with a nice working class young man,
in an isolated old house she's inherited from a mad uncle, Lady
Constance Hepplewhite-Smith discovers the virtues of 500 bottles of
Pol Roger, 1911 champagne and Indian hemp to liberate the mind and
body.



	


HOT
CHOCOLATE - hot wife (2011)
Warning: This ebook contains explicit sex scenes intended for
adult readers only.

A girl's first 'hot chocolate' should always be something
special...

...We were just enjoying a glass of energizing Lucozade,
admiring the functional IKEA furnishings of Tab's guest room, and
nattering about everything else but what out brains were really
buzzing with – the anticipation of illicit sex, when there was a
soft knock on the door.

Tab looked down and pointing at my feet. I glanced down and
quickly took of my Birkenstock sandals, replacing them with my high
heels from the bag.

Satisfied she grinned and give me the 'A-OK' sign with her thumb
and middle finger. "Your first black lover has arrived!" she
whispered, and walked purposefully to the door.

She was wearing the flimsiest see-through short pink nightie
which bulged out over her full maternal breasts and nipples
pressing against the flimsy fabric. She could have just stepped off
the set of 'Trailer Trash XII'. A tiny pink g-string covered what
was left to be covered of her shaved crotch, and her high-heeled
mules gave her the perfect posture to thrust her bare butt out,
leaving nothing to the imagination.

I watched her sculptured white legs and her athlete's ass sway
and suddenly Matt's mom seemed to me to be just about the sexiest,
most desirable white suburban bitch I knew. Bar none.

In just a black thong, strapless bra and my Jimmy Choo high
heels I felt positively undressed for the occasion.

Tab opened the door and smiled radiantly.

"Hi there!" Tab purred and lent forward to kiss someone behind the
door, then said, "Come on in."

I was sitting with my bare recently shaved legs crossed, with a
Jimmy Choo dangling from my foot with practiced nonchalance. My new
'friend's' eyes glided appreciatively up from my naked instep to my
equally naked thighs, a good proportion of which were exposed as I
lolled back in the chair, sucking on my energy drink. And very glad
I was to have it too.

From the moment I agreed to this outrageous rendezvous I'd been
expecting a hulking black bull to walk through the door. Instead I
was staring open-mouthed at the very last person I ever expected to
see: a lanky black teen whose face lit up when he saw me.

"Yo, mama!" the pool service kid said, with a million-dollar smile
and a mouthful of braces.

I smiled back politely. It was the least I could do.

"Elle!" Tab cooed. "This's Rabbit. And he just loves fucking older
white women."



	


HOT
WIFE (2011)
For some women enough is never too much.

A testosterone-fuelled teen.

A horny older woman who should know better.

A cheap motel room.

Christmas & New Year all rolled into one for fornicators.



One thing about full-face motor cycle helmets they don't tell you
in the sales hype: they hide a multitude of sins…and your
identity.

The motel was a cheap and part-way out of town. Most importantly it
was the first one we found as we cruised on his Harley Sportster.
It was his graduation and 18th birthday present all rolled into
one.

I'd known Matt since he was a kid.

He'd seen me loading my car in a shopping mall parking lot, stopped
to show me his new ride, then offered to take me for one.

I hadn't been on a Harley since before I was married. I had
great sex with the guy who owned it. Being 'one with the machine'
through the curves was neat too.

But at that point in my life, the sex was more important than zen.
He was older than me by a few years, and married. He knew what he
was doing with women in bed. Especially young ones. He was hung
like a horse. Any wife with a husband like that has to know he
can't keep it zipped up.

I was sure other chicks' butts polished the passenger seat of his
Harley when I wasn't on it. I didn't care. He gave me what I
wanted. And all my friends were jealous. Whatever, he was a great
older lover. And he had a great bike too.

Thinking back about it suddenly got me wet, which I really hadn't
expected while out shopping for a few extra groceries.

We walked over to the Sportster. Two big low-revving chromed
pots in a 'V' on wheels.

A sexy young mom carrying a toddler on her hip and shopping looked
at us. I smiled.

I was wearing short ragged cut-offs, flip-flops and a check shirt
tied at the waist. My hair was easy-care, Vegas hooker style,
ragged-cut bottle blond. The only thing missing was an ankle chain
with 'BBC' on it. A sure sign I was trawling for big black
cock.

She could have easily mistaken me for MILF trailer trash who'd just
picked up a guy half her age for a roll in the hay. But I could
tell from the instant longing in this little cutie's baby blues, if
she could have left her kid in a crèche for an hour she would have
joined us in the barn for a quickie, no question. Matt was the kind
of sexy hunk, moms young and old just love to fuck; only Harleys
aren't built for three.

"Where do you want to go?" he asked.

"Baja California."

"Sun, sand, and telenovellas."

"You got it, kid. And we never come back."

"Mom'll get mad if I'm not home for dinner. There's family coming
over."

He's 18, got his first Harley and picking up women old enough to be
his mother, but mom'll get mad if he's not back for sweet corn and
grits. Mothers, you have to love 'em!

But as I knew his mother very well, she truly would be royally
pissed off if I took her son to Baja California and never came
back.

"Okay," I said. "So our revised destination is the next best
thing."

"Where's that?"

"Down the road apiece."

"How far?"

"We'll know when we get there."

The young mom watched us over the top of her parked car as we
mounted his chromed steed. I wrapped my arms around his waist,
pressed everything he craved against his masculine back, he tweaked
the throttle and we were off with a flatulent rumble.

Wind, sun, Harley snarl....And most importantly of all for a woman
(of any age) - irresistibly stimulating vibrations between her
legs.



	


HOT
n' HARD - Avon Calling (2011)
The fallout after a young married couple decide to try out a
threesome for the first time and they discover that 'once is never
enough'.

After that the sex party just doesn't stop, as everybody gets into
the act, including the Avon lady.

Johnny's eyes were glued to the HD camera monitor. His throat
was dry. His heartbeat high. His dick hard.

He desperately wanted to go in and fuck May. But he understood that
threesomes were all about two couples. And three lovers. Where time
and space must be given for all.

Jan had just drawn May up to her feet and they started kissing
savagely again when the front doorbell rang.

Everybody froze.

The lovers looked like a rabbit trapped in a hunter's spotlight at
night.

The door bell rang again.

"Holy shit!" May screamed from the kitchen. "Honey, can you answer
that? I forgot the date. It's the Avon lady!"

There was another reason May married Johnny – he could think on his
feet.

May and Jan looked around at the open kitchen door with dread when
they heard boots striding purposefully down the hall.

Johnny stopped and looked in on them.

"I'll get it," he said, and grinned roguishly.

The lovers' mouths dropped mindlessly open as they feverishly clung
together in their illicit sweaty embrace.

Johnny went to the front door and opened it.

All he was wearing was May's Stetson, his boots, and carrying the
horsewhip.

The Avon lady was tall, black, with legs up to her neck, tits to
die for, booty beyond belief, lips divine. Thirty eight, happily
married, with kids.

Just Johnny's cup of tea.

His mind went blank. The result pure Freud.

"Howdy, ma'am. Would you like to make love?

The 'Avon smile' she'd worked on in front of a mirror for hours to
achieve the required corporate doorstep greetings guidelines, never
faltered for an instant.

"Yes," she said flatly.



	


BUTT
OUT (2011)
WARNING: This fiction work has explicit sex scenes for adult
readers only.

Featuring major excerpts from the following ebooks by Leslie
Midnight:

"Monty Mounts Matt's Mom" - Why talk the talk when you can walk
the walk?

"American Geisha" – Her black chauffeur was her daddy, but her
venerable Japanese gardener was her master.

"Bad Girls" – Sometimes the unthinkable happens. A black mother
& daughter discover they have a thing going on with the same
white guy – and they like it

Plus: "Shacking Up" Ever since interracial integration landed in
the Jones' backyard pool and set up house, Mr. & Mrs. Jones
decide to have their second honeymoon in Jamaica, where they
discover the 'Secret of Longwood Cove' – and the fishing shack on
the beach...where 'butting out' takes on a whole new meaning.

"Monty Mounts Matt's Mom"

Coming of age in the fast lane: why talk the talk, when you can
walk the walk?

Some excerpts:

What better way to throw open the door to a whole new world of
sexual conquests than to ball his best mate's mom for his 18th
birthday present, on her Baltic Brown granite kitchen work surface.
The delicious moment seared on the back of his eyeballs for
ever.

Some of the guys joked behind Matt's back that his mum was
frigid.

Monty thought so too. Until he mounted her in her kitchen. And had
her for the most amazing fifteen minutes of his life.



	


Insane
Cravings (2012)
Forget the Pill.

Imagine a world where the clock has been turned back – to Day
One.

To when women had sex free of inhibition before and pernicious
guilt and remorse after; the way Nature intended they should enjoy
sex, before the 'forbidden fruit' was eaten and mind control became
the common currency of religion and wicked megalomaniac old
men.

Then the unthinkable happened.

Someone found a way to set women 'free'.

And the government wants to shut it down.
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