
        
            
                
            
        

    
	 

	

	 

	 

	 

	The Author

	What you can expect by Villa of Lust

	Villa of Lust, an Italian story

	Capresian delight

	Threesome in Florence

	Epilogue

	Imprint

	

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The Author

	 

	 

	[image: Image]
 

	Ny Nyloni

	(Say Ny like ny in nylon)

	Germany´s most successful female author of pantyhose eroticism, wife/man-sharing, and MILF fantasies! Queen of open gussets!

	Ny Nyloni is a freelance journalist, describes the lusty satisfaction with silky material in her stories, as nylon lovers have never read before. Her readers call her "The master of movies in the mind's eye". Unbridled but tasteful sex with beautiful long legs in pantyhose and high heels!

	Sex with the seductive shimmering look of beautiful, long legs plays a significant role. Wife sharing and man sharing, swinger club sex. That is what the author Ny Nyloni writes in her stories. She also describes the erotic experiences of sophisticated women with men who want their admirable, mature bodies. From the middle to the end of the last century, pantyhose supplied a delightful, added emphasis on the female legs. Quite a few young men were tempted into early secret erotic fantasies by touching and looking at women dressed in this way. 

	Ny Nyloni fulfils the secret desires and wet dreams of men who love the classic female form and want to learn from these goddesses.

	" They love my legs. Everything else happens by itself" Marlene Dietrich.

	The author lives in Munich and on the island of Capri with beloved husband Paul.

	 

	I self-publish and translate my eBooks myself. Therefore, I apologize in advance for any unfamiliar formulation. Hope the best.

	 

	What you can expect by Villa of Lust

	 

	When the student Pamela had arrived unannounced at the villa on Capri Island a week ago, already sleeping in her room, she suddenly heard moaning pleasure in the corridor during the night. Then she could watch her beloved Auntie and her Uncle Pauly celebrate a threesome with a famous German actress in a way she could never have imagined. Pam's parents were two much-travelled English diplomats, living in Munich, and so from an early age Pam became the temporary foster child of the family's good friends. Ny, who she called Auntie, and Uncle Paul, who she called Pauly.

	As it turns out in a very embarrassing conversation the next morning, the two are an enthusiastic swinging couple. They love to watch each other making love with others. Pam was fascinated and curious about this new experience. Secretly, she wanted the two attractive people already before. The special thing about the following awakening of the young Pam to an experienced lover, is the preference for shimmering nylon legs and high heels. Ny and Paul are experts in this. From one weekend to the next, Auntie with Pam, both with Pauly in a threesome and other surprising constellation, in the end the whole thing culminates in an orgy full of silky lust with other like-minded people!

	As always, the author seduces us into a world of silky lust and wild passion!

	 

	 

	Villa of Lust, an Italian story
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	Pam, me.

	 

	It happened last year on Capri Island.  

	It was well after midnight when I was startled by a rather loud laughter. Then something rumbled on the ground floor and another laugh followed. Ny and Paul came home, and it sounded as if the German star architect and his no less famous wife were staggering around the villa, slightly drunken. It occurred to me that they could not have known I was at home with them.  

	 

	Ny and Paul were the best friends of our family. Even when I was very little, Auntie took care of me. I gave her that pet name as soon as I could speak. She used to babysit with us in Munich very often, although she had a lot on her mind as a journalist. But Uncle Pauly, his nickname, and Auntie cannot have children. And Pauly was busy with his projects all around the world. My parents were English, in the diplomatic service, very often travelling, so Paul and Ny were something like my foster parents.
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	Ny, Auntie

	 

	"Your home in Capri, come whenever you want", they said to me two years ago when I visited them briefly, Ny had had a serious accident, here on Capri, where she has lived since 2015. Paul then bought this house with land and garden above the blue grotto during her long convalescence. Ny ceremonially handed me the key to the beautiful, wonderfully situated Villa Nyloni. It was designed for two persons but had a nice guest room upstairs with its own bathroom. At the other end of the corridor was the actual bedroom of the two of them. I have never met a more loving couple. They were made for each other. I should still discover how much!

	In fact, in my anger I had forgotten to call first. Not even a WhatsApp had preceded the unplanned visit. I wanted to finally have a relaxed week on Capri without the latest relationship stress with my boyfriend, whom I had just chosen as my fresh ex. He had cheated on me last weekend in Munich with one of my fellow students, a good girlfriend of mine, and was now hanging in my ears all week long to like him again. I still loved him a lot but liking him was difficult now. My self-proclaimed foster parents on Capri, two very understanding and open-minded people, were the right people for me to talk to. We could tell each other everything. Uncle Pauly was my first crush in my early puberty dreams. Even today he was still a handsome man in his prime, keeping fit with long jogging tours through the city parks of the world. Not seldomly he was said to be amorous everywhere, he looked a bit like Richard Gere, but I knew that he loved his beautiful, incredibly attractive wife, my Auntie, more than anything and would never really cheat on her. He would have been a real idiot because she reminded me of Kim Basinger in former years with her very erotic way. At least she joked around with it, because the two had met and loved each other in a cinema at the movie "Another 9 ½ Weeks"(US) or “Love in Paris” (UK) right in the cinema! And I was convinced that she could strip tease like the Basinger. 

	But I was rather shy myself.  

	 

	Here on Capri the residents lived rather comfortably, isolated from the tourist streams, which invaded like the Huns in the morning and disappeared again in the evening.  Here one sat with a glass of Merlot (Pauly and Auntie) or Spritz or something stronger at home in the garden, on the terrace or on the famous Piazzetta and talked about the things in life, discussed the decline of morals in our globalized world. Well, an extraordinary, wealthy place to do speak about moral, isn´t it? Many had their million yachts out on the sea off the island. With their 50plusser years, both were very attractive members of the Capri Island Society or even the Neapolitans, Pauly, and let it sometimes quite crack with their numerous obligations. Near her residence in Munich at the English Garden was a nice restaurant with beer garden and there I could convince myself of her cheerfulness since early childhood. "We don't come together that young anymore", I heard there more than once. Well, I was still young at twenty - but they were not old for me either - just mature.

	Now they were already here up on outside my door. Just as I was about to open my room door, I heard another laughter.  A bright, feminine one. Someone else had come along. The voice after me was unknown, but now they all whispered suddenly and then it was very quiet. They must still be in the corridor, right? 

	 

	I don't know why, but I opened my door timidly and silently and peered into the semi-dark corridor. At first, I didn't see anything, only a small lamp next to the wardrobe mirror gave some light, but then I noticed a movement beside the door to the master bedroom wing. I peeked a little more around the door frame and there they stood. At first, I only saw two women from behind, one of them was Auntie Ny, I recognized her by her beautiful, long, blonde hair. Next to her, strangely close by, stood another female person, younger, maybe, around thirty, but also very attractive and a bit taller, also with blonde, long hair, both still wearing their fashionable transition jackets, but...! 

	 

	Oops! Then I noticed Uncle Pauly standing in front of them, pressed against the wall by the two women, and clearly, they were all kissing each other very passionately, even the two women! Before I could recover from my fright, the jackets of all involved fell to the floor behind them and now I could see that the blouses of the ladies were already half open and the Mr. Star Architect let one hand slide over surely extremely pleasant hilly buildings. The Auntie was very well equipped there and these... yes, these German, now I knew who she was! I recognized her - a few years ago she had been the Buhlschaft in “Jedermann" , a great busted seducing beauty in a theatre play every year in Salzburg, Austria. An incredibly attractive person and very busty! Now she was with this billionaire...! Maybe, they were here with his yacht?
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	The Buhlschaft

	 

	What was going on here?  

	 

	Totally perplexed I continued to watch the hustle and bustle. Surely nobody would notice me from this ménage à trois, this threesome, besides, I wasn't here at all. Normally, my sparrow Peter and I came straight from the Atzinger in Schwabing at this time and strolled from there to the Leopoldstraße, to continue partying until early in the morning in various clubs and pubs. Yes, celebrating was the order of the day in our family environment. To be intoxicated was not necessarily a stigma. But a threesome was not in the family register. Maybe, I should have kneeled last Saturday night to take turns with the bitch who was blow jobbing my Peter behind a tree in front of our local pub, while they thought I needed more time to take the car home.  

	 

	*** 

	 

	"I can't help it. She just did it!" Peter tried to apologize.

	"Oh, so you just lent her your dick for practice, so to speak, or what?" I was totally freaked out. But there was also another reason... 

	***

	 

	Maybe, I'm just not relaxed. The triple constellation in front there in about ten yards, it was totally relaxed in any case. But on the other hand, they seemed very excited about the things they were doing. Furthermore, I couldn't believe my eyes, because Pauly was now having his wife open his pants, while the blond-haired person couldn't wait for this to happen, because she was crouching down slowly before it. When the time came, I closed the door breathlessly and leaned against it from the inside.   
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