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	Ny Nyloni

	(Say Ny like ny in nylon)

	Germany´s successful female author of panty hose erotic, wife sharing and MILF fantasies! Queen of opened gusset!

	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 the movies in front of your inner eye" Tasty sex with nice, long legs in pantyhose and high heels!

	Unrestrained but tasty sex with nice, long legs in pantyhose and high heels!

	Sex with the seductively shimmering look of beautiful, long legs plays a big role. This is what the author Ny Nyloni writes in her stories. In particular, she portrays the erotic experiences of experienced women with the young men who covet their admirable, mature bodies. From the middle to the end of the last century, pantyhose, for example, provided a delightful, additional emphasis to female legs. Not just a few young men were led to early secret, erotic fantasies through touching and watching women who dressed like this. In this manner, Ny Nyloni is fulfilling the secret wishes and dreams of men, who love the classic feminine form and want to learn from these goddesses. "They love my legs. Everything else comes 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.

	 

	***

	 

	Masturbation is sex with someone I love very much.  

	Alvy Singer in Annie Hall

	 

	 

	 

	Those who put their hands in their laps do not need to be idle.  

	Otto Waalkes, German comedian

	 

	What you can expect by Let’s Make Love on Capri Island

	 

	First, this eBook is not a travel guide about Capri, although it knows hidden corners, where it is excellent masturbating, with a magnificent view of the azure sea. It is also not a guide to how people have best masturbate. According to the motto, do it here at this point, make it in this way!  

	 

	This is rather a story of a woman who lives, writes, and loves there. It is my story. And it is me, that I like to live out my nymphomaniac sexuality often and with pleasure, in physical exchange with others like-minded people, of course my husband, but also very often for me alone, in peace and seclusion. 

	 

	But in this case, I fall in love with a young man from Sweden, who never see before a woman masturbates at a little rock on the cliffs. As luck would have it, he is a nylon lover who watching his fulfilling of wet dreams. Her wearing tights! I show him the real important hot spots of Capri! A ruin orgasm doing by my girlfriend Yvonne, tongue pierced! Anyone who knows me, knows that no gussets stay dry and closed! Flying cum at my island; not only there! The young man is a pure artist in doing freehanded cum! A very wet pleasure!

	 

	My regular readers know exactly how and what I like, written down on many pages, which always excite me and after which I also have to calm down again, so to speak, turn my excitement about my own fantasy into exhaustive satisfaction. I like to do this myself and often. Inevitably also much too often via Skype, because my husband Paul, as some of you may know, cannot always live together with me for professional reasons. Since some time, I have chosen my new domicile, where I live mostly alone: The island Capri.  

	 

	Honest? You can't live more beautifully. What happens there and what I experience there, I write down and let the world take part in it. Who likes it, reads it with pleasure, otherwise there is much better other literature, which is certainly more uplifting, but perhaps not quite as satisfying...!

	 

	 

	Woman on the cliff
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	+My place to be

	 

	I watched her. A beautiful blonde woman. She sat with her back to me, close to the cliff, leaning against a small rock, her face towards the sun, which at this time of the late morning moved from the east over the south side of the island. It was now before noon, she stood high up in the continuous blue sky, on this may day she was shining already warm. I knew the woman from seeing. She had recently become my neighbour, a German resident, in a quite expensive Villa beside my estate, and I couldn't help but be interested in her, for her appearance had something of exciting. I had not yet found out what fascinated me do much about her. Besides, I don't know why, but I felt it very clearly - she was more than just erotic. She was very attractive, breathtaking beautiful, spreading the perception, that she knew that she was it. Certainly, also very receptive to everything sexual. But not in a vulgar way, but more in an unobtrusive, pleasant way. She radiated it, those special vibes. A divine natural gift, so to speak. To her it was nothing special, but to the rest of people. Why did I suspect that? Maybe the instinct of the young maturing man in me.

	And what she was doing right then was probably normal for her.  But not for me. I've had never seen it before. No, but I could recognize, when it happens right in front of my eyes. She was masturbating. And I had the feeling as if I was watching an artist, a female impressionist, painting who had gone all alone to a lonely but breathtaking view to conjure it up on the canvas with her brush. In fact, there sat a beautiful and mature woman, I estimated her in her late forties, early fifties, on the edge of a rock high above the Tyrrhenian Sea on the island of Capri. I could interpret it from her posture. She let the warming sunshine in her face - and masturbated. Deeply caught in her hot fantasy.

	 

	I could see it very well happen from my point of view, about ten meters diagonally standing behind her. She seemed to be completely relaxed. What she did there gave her obvious pleasure, it was not the first time she made her day here, for this purpose. It happened completely without effort. Nothing really moved on her, except maybe her right shoulder, which sometimes twitched more, sometimes less, in a rather obvious way, up and down. Maybe it was her two slightly moving knees, which I could partially see and, still underlined this impression, by her angled legs. It almost looked as if she wore a pantyhose. That irritated me for a moment in a strangely lustful way! And I think it was a wrap dress, a flowered yellow one, I had seen her leave the house an hour ago with it. In that direction, up through the Philosophical Garden here at the end of the Migliera, where to hardly any tourists get lost. Why am I followed her? I don't know - that would have been the easier answer. But of course, I knew. I wouldn't be me if I didn't. Try what works, maybe. But it was more. It was knowing that something could work, that maybe it should. Maybe it was just her friendly nodding to me, slightly her smile, as she greeted me from afar, before she walked away. 
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