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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

 


Tricia moved her hand away
from my nipples and suck a finger into my gasping mouth, always
stroking. Then she added a second one. "Yes, suck them, Ally." I
moaned. "Get them good and wet." I was getting close, I think she
could tell. She took her hand from my face and pushed me over the
vanity. Then she slipped her hand down the back of my panties. I
gasped when I felt her fingers tickling my hole.

 


"Wha... Wha..." I said. I
couldn't get the words "what are you doing" out, I was so overtaken
my her manipulation of my sex. Her finger pressed against my nether
hole. It resisted for a moment, then she was inside of me. I
couldn't really tell how far she went in, but I knew the moment she
found my prostate. She massaged it, briefly, then I lost total
control.

 



"Yes, baby," she said. "Come like a good
girl..."

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Making Ally

 


by Amanda Mann,
writing as Dexter
Darkwood

 


I was never comfortable
with the image society pushed of a man. The toughness, the
aggression. I was never any of those but I was definitely a man.
Tricia, my girlfriend was cool with it. I remember, not so long,
maybe a year ago, when she started urging me to rebel against the
whole patriarch construct. I was about to call my barber and make
an appointment to get my monthly haircut.

 


"Why do you do that?" she
asked. "Why do you cut your hair so much?" It was a good question
with a very simple answer. My father had always told me to. He said
that long hair was for hippies and faggots. I told her a shorter
version of the answer, leaving out the bad words. "Well, I think
you would look great with longer hair. Maybe you should wait a
month and see how it looks." Of course, she loved it, running her
fingers through it. I thought it looked shaggy and unkempt. "It
just needs to grow out a little more, then I can start shaping it
for you." I have to admit, I liked her playing with my hair. We
never really had that much sex, she was very busy, and the extra
attention was nice.

 


"I don't think I like it,"
I said, looking at myself in the mirror after the first time she
gave me a trim.

 


"Hmm, you may be right,"
she replied. She looked me over. "You know what it is, it's your
mustache." I was shocked, I thought she liked my mustache. It
wasn't much and I had started growing it about ten years earlier to
make myself look more manly. "Honestly, no. I just didn't want to
hurt your feelings."

 


She came up behind me when
I was done shaving, wrapping her arms around me and pressing her
warm body against mine. "Looking good, baby," she said. I thought
it looked weird, like less manly. "You just have to get used to it.
Real men aren't all hairy anymore. Have you seen the magazines?
Facial hair and body hair are gross."

 


I told her I had no plans
to shave my pits, the bit on my chest, or my pubes. Not even my
arms or legs, which were really just glorified peach fuzz, anyway.
She snuggled up with me on the sofa, showing me a very sexy
magazine. Page after page of good-looking men and women, in a
variety of erotic poses. No hardcore sex, this was art. Though I
have to say, I was jealous of the erections many of the men were
sporting. And I wished my buns were as tight and muscular. Tricia
was certainly getting excited. "See?" she said. "And not a stitch
of body hair anywhere." I still wasn't sure. "I can run us a nice
bath and we'll do it together," she said. How could I
refuse?

 


My body tingled all over
after, we even shaved the arms and legs. "See? Smooth. Now don't
you feel good?"

 


"It does feel refreshing,"
I had to admit. I really liked the way she was rubbing my now
hairless body. Mr. Happy, already aching from our bath, was waking
up. I pointed it out to her. "Would you like to...?" I would never,
ever pressure her, not in a million years.

 


"You know, I really want
to," she said, "but my body is still sore. My trainer really gave
it to me last night."

 


"You and your gym," I
said, smiling. But I think she could read that I was disappointed.
I was about to offer to go down on her. She always liked it when I
did that and most times it would even lead to sex.

 


"I'll tell you what," she
said. "I have a naughty idea." She wouldn't tell me what it was.
"Get into bed and close your eyes. I want it to be a surprise." I
did what she told me to do. I heard her come in a moment later and
felt her slip under the covers with me. Then I felt something warm
and soft on Mr. Happy. "You can open your eyes now." I pulled the
covers away. She was stroking me with her panties. "My dirty ones,"
she said. "The ones I just took off." She leaned over and licked my
firm head. "How does it feel?" she asked.
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