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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!

	Hot and sensual sex with beautiful long legs in tights 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. For example, from the middle to the end of the last century, tights supplied a charming, special emphasis on the 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.
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	@stephaniedtclassy on Instagram

	 

	 

	What to expect in The Leg Model

	 

	Voyeurism, wife sharing, man sharing! 

	Whatever works, that's the motto of the two main characters in this eBook. The former London model Violet lives with her husband Charly in Munich-Grünwald. Both loves to watch each other, to share the partner with others, with sex and eroticism through shimmering, finely stockinged legs playing a supporting role. For Violet in particular is a leg model of the highest order and a mature, experienced lover who knows how to give her Charly very special pleasures with her long, magnificent benefits. 

	One day this journey of pleasure picks up speed when the nephew Paul and also the young student Angelika with her tongue pierced friend Yvonne enter the debauched, silky life of the two.

	Like a play in three acts, you'll be a front row spectator to the back story of the lives of Ny Nyloni and her husband Paul, two years before they met. Once again, lust as a voyeur and nylon fetishism are portrayed in the wonderful way that only this author can write!

	 

	1st Chapter, Charly, Munich, Germany.

	 

	The sight of her made me furious and fresh! Frantic in my crotch, where there had just been silence, fresh where there had been a wadded vacuum in my head after this hard day's work. Tough negotiations with Japanese buyers for my company, which I wanted to finally sell so that I could enjoy my early retirement with my wonderful wife in the most beautiful hot spots on this planet.

	That was the plan. On this day in 1984.

	But the sushi community, on that morning, didn't seem quite convinced yet that they could transform my ideas of a carefree, fifty-two-year life into acceptable financial figures. At least not in the morning. But then I did, later, after dark in Munich, I was suddenly filthy rich and with me my beautiful wife, who had long been my real wealth and of course not for sale. But I was happy to share her... in a very particular way!

	As usual, I parked my car behind the house under the carport next to that of my wife Violet from London between a wooded area and our "modest" home in the seclusion of the well-to-do Munich-Grünwald. Through the house-wall-width glass front of the living area I watched the enchanting figure of the former British Leg model, who had already modelled as a mannequin for Mary Quant, the inventor of the miniskirt, and who had been living with me for twenty years with a wedding ring on her finger. She was twelve years younger than me and light years more attractive, right now, as she glided across our red carpet with a champagne goblet, lightly prancing to music inaudible to me; lithe, exciting, on 14cm, 6” high strappy sandals, with only a thin black strap around the slender ankles of her gorgeous legs.... and very horny... for me... to me!

	Violet was already waiting for me by the blazing fire. From my observing position I saw my glass already standing on a small table and the white fur in front of it. The memory of the day before yesterday flooded me, of our last, intense lovemaking there in front of the crackling warmth, when I enjoyed her oral arts and lay stroking with my hands and kissing with my mouth against her long, silky legs. Already I felt the blood and with it the hardness flowing through my cock again! Several photos, secretly taken by her for me for this big day, had kept me happy during the negotiations, Polaroids in envelopes that would have blown anyone's mind and of which I had to open one every hour, according to her instructions in the morning at the breakfast table, on which the cover of the pantyhose she was now wearing had already lain, motifs with her, which were so special to me as a nylon fetishist, because they aroused shimmering desires that kept me awake and focused, positively excited by the difficult conversations that had now come to a good end, the signatures would be given tomorrow and in the evening they would be doused in an exclusive club, with intimate loosening up and permission for that from Violet. And sushi, probably. It was long past time for a roast pork with dumplings. The day after tomorrow at our regular landlord's. And just this special loosening up from my wonderful wife, already today, now!

	So I watched my dancing Englishwoman for a while, who had surely noticed my headlights and knew exactly that I was now sitting there in the dark and relaxing, without her being able to see me herself... I felt her lust, her horniness! I watched her now, continuing to dance lasciviously, approaching the glass front. Her lips formed clear words in English...

	"Do you like it, Honey?" and smiling in my direction, her eyes wide and alluring.... "Zipper down!"

	She gazed mischievously in my direction from eight yards above the patio furniture, her wet, seductive mouth glowing the same colour as the bright red polish on her sharply filed fingernails. Her long auburn mane pinned up, a delicate, equally red chiffon scarf knotted tightly around her beautiful gooseneck. I knew only too well why it was like that.
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Read it! Feel it! Cum!
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