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      The Author

    


    

      Amy Fisher is a German bestselling author of erotic romance novels, renowned for her sensual, emotionally profound, and daring stories. She is an author who “needs to know,” and her words not only awaken the senses but also touch the heart. 

    


    

      With an unerring instinct for the subtle nuances of passion, desire, and intimacy, the Munich-born author transports her readers into a world of forbidden fantasies and intense encounters. Her works combine bold eroticism with heartfelt connections, illuminating the complexity of human relationships—from gentle seduction to the daring boundaries of dominance and devotion. 

    


    

      Amy Fisher’s books are a must-read for anyone who values erotic literature with depth and authenticity. 

    


    


    

      

    


    

      Ny and Paul in the Swinger Club

    


    

      My husband Paul and I are at “Venus,” a swinger club near Starnberg. I’m Ny Nyloni, 45, and I enjoy coming here every now and then, especially since it’s couples-only. An overload of guys can be fun sometimes, but being the only woman among twenty horny bucks who don’t even look appealing fully clothed gets exhausting after a while. So, we’re sitting at the bar—there must be 80 to 100 couples in the place—sipping our beers (yes, I drink beer sometimes! Delicious!), when Paul suddenly says, “See those two over there? The young woman in the black kimono and black stockings? And him, in the white swim briefs? Pretty young, huh? Unusual!”

    


    

      

    


    

      “True. Most people here are a bit older. Look at us!” I laughed. “Why do you ask? Find her attractive?” I took a closer look. Black, shoulder-length hair, big eyes, long legs—bit too lanky, but not bad. Nice high heels.

    


    

      

    


    

      I couldn’t tell much about her chest or whether she was wearing garters or thigh-highs. Open-crotch tights like mine? Nobody here wears those. (Today, I’m in Wolford, individual, 15 denier, nude, with a white kimono that’s easy to slip off! And white patent pumps, 12 cm.) She was definitely not even twenty. Way too young for this place. And him? Not much older either. Short black hair, interesting face, tight ass in those skimpy briefs, decent bulge. Sometimes younger folks show up here, curious after seeing a TV report or reading something. “Of course I find her attractive! What did you think? How do you find him?” “Young!” I wasn’t always thrilled when my husband got excited about other women, especially younger ones. 

    


    

      

    


    

      I’d already had a few erotic encounters tonight (including an older guy licking my legs and more, plus a stocky guy who pounded me hard while Paul held me, and a woman who treated me with her tongue), but Paul hadn’t found anything suitable yet.

    


    

      It’s often like that—women come here with their men so they can have fun with other women, but few women mess around with other guys. Usually, it’s ten women who have to entertain everyone! The rest sit at the bar, drinking, eating, and gossiping while their old man gets off upstairs, jerking off watching couples who only play with each other. If he’s lucky, a woman might give him a quick handjob on the side. Swinger clubs aren’t always a paradise of pleasure for everyone. “Have you seen those two young ones again?” I asked Paul at some point. “No, not that I know of!” “Oh, there they are!” I spotted them through the crowd at the other end of the room, heading toward the playrooms. “Well, Paul, let’s go. I’ve already had a few orgasms tonight, but you’ve only had one—from me!” I’d jerked him off while I was being taken. He loves that! Unfortunately, he came because I wasn’t paying attention. But he should be ready again by now.

    


    

      

    


    

      So we followed the young couple. “Besides,” I thought, “a young guy isn’t bad every now and then. They’re still so sweet and tender. But they come too fast. I’d blow him, and that’d be it. Paul would probably love to lick that young woman between her stockinged legs! I’d enjoy watching that and maybe touch myself.” We knew plenty of ways to spice up the evening. They went up the spiral staircase leading to the various rooms. Lots of couples were upstairs now. You could hear moaning and occasional screams. Most people, though, just wandered around aimlessly, watching. Too shy to settle down because that might lead to actual contact. Our couple was the same, checking out one room, then another. We crossed paths a few times. He seemed to have noticed me already. Well, it’s hard to miss me, let’s put it that way.

    


    

      

    


    

      My effect on young guys is all too familiar. To Paul too. “He’s checked you out a few times!” “Yeah, but she’s not looking at anyone! Shy, or she just thinks this place is crap!” “Ny! I don’t think so! There they are!” We saw them in the dim light behind the voyeur booths. They disappeared into the narrow hallway behind. Our chance! We were on the hunt, and we’d spotted our prey! Swingers on tour! No one else was in the five-meter-long, half-meter-wide hallway. They stood at the last peephole, him behind her, kissing her neck while massaging her breasts. She stared, transfixed, at the scene through the hole. Probably ten couples were tangled up in there, licking, fucking, and blowing their way to climax. It was humid, and the soundscape was unique! Somewhere, a woman seemed to be having the orgasm of her life, letting us all hear it! We positioned ourselves at the second-to-last peephole and started kissing. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched the young couple.
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