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 About the "Juicy Thots Project"

 


Some time back, Deadlier
Than the Male Publications authors Anita Blackmann, Amanda Mann,
and Syndy Light experimented with writing outside of the types of
books they had become known for, as well as see if their success
could be duplicated with new pen names. Like their mutual hero,
Stephen King, who wrote under the name Richard Bachman, to make
sure his success wasn't a fluke. And, like him, the strain of
maintaining two separate publishing identities began to weigh
heavily on the trio, say they retired the newer format.

 


Over time, more than half
of the tales were reworked and added to, then released as
2nd editions, and the
originals were pulled. However, there have been requests and the
“Juicy Thots” versions have held a special place in the heart of
their ardent fans. As a result, we are re-issuing the original
versions from the series. Each volume features a collection of
similarly-themed hot and short erotic stories.

 


Enjoy!

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Preview

 



Her hands work down your back, sliding over the
curves of your derriere, giving it a good squeeze that puts your
juices in overdrive. Then they are under your skirt. A moment
later, she his sliding them under the waistband of your panties.
You shudder at the feel of her warm flesh on you. She caresses,
squeezes, and explores. She momentarily dips her fingertips into
your crevice. You wonder if she's going to penetrate you there but
she doesn't. You're not sure if you're happy or
disappointed.

 


One hand works its way
around to the side, massaging your outer thigh and hip. A moment
later, it is in front. You take a half-step back and gasp, as she
slides her middle finger down your slit, brushing against your
throbbing womanhood and sending goosebumps spreading across your
skin. It continues on, sliding easily between your juice-soaked
fleshy folds...

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Football Widows

 


by Amanda Mann,
writing as Tricia
Blackwood

 


Usually, your husband
watches the games at home, blissfully unaware that you are even
there, except when he's hungry or wants a beer. But this week, a
new guy started at his office and they bonded over their love of
the game. His new friend invited him over to watch. Also, the wife
was invited. A couples thing.

 


You go along because, well
that's what he expects from you. Besides, you think, maybe it won't
be so bad. Unless she's into the game, too. That could be
hell.

 


Their home is beautiful.
Large. Much grander than what you have. You already feel a little
out of place. Your husband's new friend is good-looking and
gregarious. He makes you feel welcome and overwhelmed, all at the
same time. A moment later, his wife comes out. She's beautiful,
from her long, golden tresses, down to her even longer, lean legs.
She's tan, even in winter.

 


You dressed nice, too.
Taking advantage of the surprisingly warm weather, you're wearing a
modest skirt and blouse. You felt nice when you left the house.
Your husband even complimented you, something that doesn't happen
as often as you'd like these days. Looking at her, though, you
begin to suspect he might have been just trying to be
nice.

 


You barely have time to
talk, the game is starting. They usher you into the family room.
It's quite opulent, with the biggest flat screen you ever saw,
surround sound, and a couple of nice love seats in a V-formation,
perfect for two couples. The bounty of cheap snacks on the table in
between almost seems out of place but, after all, what would
football be without them?

 


The guys take the middle
two seats, of course. They're both fans of the same team. You take
the outer one. She comes in with chilled bottles of beer for
everyone. You don't want to seem ungrateful but beer really isn't
your thing. She smiles and says she has just the thing. She returns
in a moment with two large wine glasses and a bottle of white
wine.

 


Now you're
smiling.

 


You sit opposite her as
the game starts, sipping your wine. You try to feign interest in
the game, but your thoughts keep drifting. Those long legs of hers
are a distraction, sliding to and fro as she moves about, turning
from the game to her husband and, occasionally, you.

 


The game is wasted on you
but the others are having fun. You can't help but look her over.
She's tall and beautiful. She looks like she works out or, at
least, stays active. Initially, her husband stroked her leg and
even occasionally rubbed her back. You thought if you were him, you
would be doing the same thing. As the game gets deeper into the
first quarter, you also note that he touches her less and less
until he doesn't touch her at all.
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