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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.

He'd asked before they started coitus if she wanted him to wear a
rubber. She said no, she wanted his cum in her 'au naturel'.



She simply hitched up her long skirt hippy skirt, sat up on end of
the work surface and lay back and spread her athlete's legs wide
open. Her pubic thatch was a wild jungle. This was a first for
Monty who was used to girls with shaved snatches, tattoos and
objects stuck in their pristine clits.

He went down on her and licked and sucked all the right places. He
stuck his tongue into her just as far as it would go. She bit on a
folded tea towel to muffle her cries. Her hips thrust gently
against his mouth, and her moans of pleasure were the most
gratifying sounds he had ever heard so far in his albeit limited
experience of pleasing a mature women.

Her husky gasp of, "Now, Monty," was the green light to fuck his
best friend's mom.

Which he did for just as long as he could before he exploded into
her when she began writhing about with her own intense
orgasm.



The basement garage was silent. They were perfectly hidden behind
her SUV parked in a corner space.

She lifted her short skirt. He looked down, spellbound. She ran her
fingers down through her small, newly trimmed 'V' shaped pubic
pelt, and pulled her labia open, caressing the sides, exposing the
shiny wet interior folds. And the tunnel of love Monty would soon
lose himself in.



Monty got on his knees and re-introduced himself to the source of
his magnificent obsession and eternal torment – the statuesque Mrs.
Michael's perfumed pussy.

Another car rolled past. This time Monty didn't give a damn. They'd
have to drag him away in chains if they caught him at it now.

In the echoing stillness of the basement he could hear her
breathing quicken to his assiduous ministrations. Her hands ran
through his hair.

"Oh yes! Oh yes! That's it, baby!" he thought he heard her whisper,
as she began to tremble ever so slightly.

She lifted one leg and put it on the rear bumper and he reached up
under her crotch and caressed her ass, pushing his luck to the
limit, running a finger 'round and 'round the tight sphincter
muscles of her asshole. Somewhere Monty also planned to visit
soon.

He stuck his finger in to get her used to the idea. But he was no
all fired rush for that voyage of discovery. There would be a
better time and place. And as her sharp intake of breath and swivel
of her hips indicated beyond doubt, his future request would be
accepted with pleasure.

 

Link to:  "BUTT
OUT"     

 

An excerpt
from another ebook on Amazon by Leslie Midnight:

 

"HOT
WIFE – The Apocalypse of AA Khan"

 

Food for thought:

…Sex, anal sex, oral sex,
sex stories, sexy stories, sex ebooks, pregnant sex, interracial
sex, big black cock, hardcore, hot wife, hot wives, wife swap, -
only 'swingers' & 'swinging', misses the cut for top spot in
Google Trends where Pakistani and Indian internet users leave the
rest of the world in the dust with these most searched for
keywords. 

 

Internet addiction (and a number of other things) was sending
A.A. Khan insane.

Mr. Khan was having a recurring nightmare. It was something
which had been building up as steadily the longer he slept beside
his nubile young wife fourteen years his junior, but failed to make
her scream with delirious orgasm.

Khan. A.A. Khan to be precise. Or 'AA' as he was known to the
little family and few friends he had, was a chubby 32-year old,
lacklustre fabric merchant with a paunch from an affinity for beer,
and curried lentils. He perved at women customers who came into his
small store in a busy market in Karachi. Very few came in alone,
but still his mind ran riot.

He kept a laptop behind the counter and perved at women in video
downloads, listening to their moans and screams on headphones so as
not to alarm the neighboring shopkeepers.

 

Khan's nightmare was simple: He would be woken up in the middle
of the night by the increasing frantic moans of his lovely 18-year
old wife, Orzala, beside him in bed, being fucked silly by a skinny
African kid with a long black dick.

Orzala would gaze lovingly at him in the candle light, her face
mellowed by sexual pleasures he had never managed to give her. And
smile. Shudder uncontrollably, then scream breathlessly as she came
again and again for her young black lover who probed her swollen
vagina relentlessly, until he could restrain himself no more and he
pulled his 12-inch cock out of her and shot streamers of white cum
all over her toned belly, breasts and face, then made her lick and
suck his cock clean as it hung limp between his legs.

The adulterers would then look up and smile as a regally sated
loving couple, for the video camera, as Khan filmed – more expertly
with every one of their illicit nocturnal fuckfests.

He was so paranoid that the neighbors might complain about his
wife's midnight love cries he invested in air conditioning for the
bedroom to make it more sound proof.

 

Orzala was Pashtun. Her name meant 'brightness of fire'. And her
eyes haunted everyone who ever saw them – flecks of yellow fire in
a sea of light green. She was wild. She padded about their
3-bedroom apartment barefoot with loose cotton trousers hanging low
on her hips, showing her bare midriff, a silver chain with bells
tinkling on her ankle.

Her family had virtually given up trying to marry her off after
the entire family (for three generations) of a potential spouse was
wiped out by a massive explosion of bottled gas (and a substantial
arms cache), in their house, when she reached the highly
marriageable age of fourteen and noises were made that she might be
suitable for the last of their sons to marry, a salivating
thirty-five year old degenerate who expected to be waited on hand
and foot by any woman stupid enough or weak enough to submit to his
will. They found no easily identifiable part of him when (distant)
relatives scoured the rubble, looking for bodies. And the family's
horde of gold.

Other young men also seemed to die of mysterious causes, stray
bullets at wedding feasts, or sheer bad luck. So the beautiful girl
with fire in her eyes acquired a reputation, all of it bad, and few
stepped forward eager to court certain disaster for kith and kin,
irregardless of the bride price.

All save the hapless loser, layabout cloth merchant and internet
pornography addict, AA Khan, whose family also originated from the
North West Frontier, and for some reason best known to himself,
returned to source in search of a bride.

A price was reached which thrilled both parties equally –
neither would pay the other one thin coin. Orzala's family were
glad to see her go as far as possible from them, as fast as
possible, and save them all from the very real threat of being
killed by superstitious villagers, who a sick megalomaniac
fundamentalist cleric had convinced they were harboring a fallen
women, who was in communion with the Devil, and deserved to be
stoned to death at the very least.

Not long after her departure with her new husband, the cleric
was killed in a bizarre accident when the minaret he had just
climbed to call the faithful to prayer, collapsed at the base. Some
villagers saw this event as the Will of God. The less gullible, and
Orzala's family were not so sure.

Meanwhile AA Khan, and his new bride were riding buses and
trains to his small commercial enterprise in the steamy teeming
coastal metropolis, and national hotbed of crime, corruption,
conspiracy, human exploitation, vile vices, mayhem and murder. Also
known as Karachi.

Tagging along with Orzala was her father's parting gift – a tall
willowy, serenely beautiful 18-year old Ethiopian house maid, with
matte ebony skin, by the name of Makeda.

Khan would have gladly paid triple the standard bride price to
have her come along and he was sick with delight when she was
thrown in with the bargain, almost as an afterthought.

He was however, to revise his opinion very swiftly, when on
their very first night together in a cheap tourist hotel, before
even consummating their marriage, and Orzala bled on the sheets,
she told her husband in no uncertain terms that Makeda had been
repeatedly raped during her perilous escape from her country, and
had lost a baby in the process. Besides, if Orzala ever found out
he was screwing her, he'd wake up to find his balls in a plate of
gulab jamun for breakfast.

Both Orzala and Makeda were never without sharp knives to hand.
Once Khan thought he glimpsed a hand grenade in a partially open
underwear drawer. But knew better than to investigate further to
confirm his worst fears.

There were a lot of crazy people in Karachi, but home invasion
of the Khan household would be very ill advised.

When AA Khan looked into the fiery eyes of his lovely new bride,
and her sweet innocent smile, he realised for the first time that
there was no such thing as a free lunch – or bride. And far from
being a fabulous ménage á trois he
craved with two impossibly nubile sexy teens, the youngest of whom
he would immediately get on the pill, and share the video film with
his degenerate internet friends around the globe, who salivated
over fucking underage teens, now he had another mouth to feed.
Although in truth he came to realize Makeda was a very important
stabilizing influence on his tempestuous wife, exposed as they both
were, to a totally different, rather overwhelming new environment.
She also proved to be an excellent cook.

After the shock on his wedding night of contemplating having his
balls served up for breakfast, his new wife proved to be the fuck
of his life, doing things virgin brides weren't supposed to know
anything about. But bleed she did, pant and whimper and curse,
swear  in English when he played with her with his fingers,
and a judiciously purchased battery operated vibrator. This excited
him even more, so finally (with some help on her part) he achieved
erection and came into her in flash, crashed over to his side, and
fell fast asleep.

Exactly as she had planned, with a little white pill in his
mango lassi.

Realising since long date her daughter was incorrigible, her
long suffering mother's parting gift was a short course on the use
of the eclectic selection of natural potions, herbs, elixirs and
powders of varying potency and toxicity which she gave her in a
little black bag. These ranged from the mildly hallucinogenic, to
serious narcotics and deadly poisons, to be administered
judiciously as and when required.

In AA Khan's case, from day one.

 

….Half mad with neuroses he reluctantly
approaches the only person he can ask to help, his next door
neighbor, retired Major VP Choudhary, who grapples with what
appears to be a totally irrational and insane situation for any
newly wed to be in.

"Something else I don't understand, is how your teenage wife,
who came to you, dare I say, a crazy virgin, and her equally crazy
maid, end up organizing orgies within eight months of her wedding
night?"

 

"Let me be blunt, Khan. You've been married, eight or nine
months, right?"

"Yes."

"And you wife was a virgin – pure in body and mind?"

Khan looked up at him, eyes widening. "Why… yes. Yes, there were
no surprises on our wedding night, if that's what you mean?"

"I do."

Khan hesitated. "Although she did warn me she'd castrate me and
serve me my balls in the gulab jamun, if she ever found me with
Makeda."

The major turned slowly to focus on him.

"Choudhary, can you imagine what it feels like when before
you've even become man and wife, you discover you've got a maniac
in your bed, ready to cut off your manhood before you've even
impregnated her. And all she tells me is she dreams of having
children."

"Something else I don't understand, is how your teenage wife,
who came to you, dare I say, a crazy virgin, and her equally crazy
maid, end up organizing orgies within eight months of her wedding
night?"

"Apart from this 'episode'," the major said. "You've good
relations with your wife?"

"Yes… There's still the 'communication' thing. Getting to know
each other. She's a country girl and I'm from the big city. But I
try to be at home as much as I can. But I have to make the video
business work – and editing take a lot of time, so I'm working late
most nights, and come in feeling like shit. "Khan stared back at
the major who was studying him intently. "When you come home after
eight hours watching guys sodomizing college girls and young
American mothers everybody wants to fuck, going down on your wife
who wants to talk, then wants sex, isn't high on your list of
priorities for the evening."

The major grimaced to console him as the truth of the matter was
painfully revealed. Despite all the best intents of her hapless
husband, the young, very lovely Mrs. Khan, having briefly tasted
the lusts of the flesh, was not being satisfactorily serviced. To
call a spade, a spade: Obviously Mrs. Khan (and the maid) needed
cock, and lots of it.

"So that's how your wife… .and the maid ended up porn
addicts."

 

        Link to the story on
Amazon Kindle :  "HOT WIFE - The Apocalypse of
AA Khan"

 


Link to: list of all Amazon ebooks by Leslie Midnight

  

Including:   SERIAL AFFAIRS - 8 erotic
ebooks for under $3
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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.

 

Click to
read more of "INSANE CRAVINGS" on
Smashwords.com

 

"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

 

 

 

 

﻿







From the same author on
Feedbooks


	HOT WIFE -
Mom's got to have it (2010)
Explicit sex - for adults only.

...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 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."



	


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.



	


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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