

[image: Cover]



Copyright © 2008 by General Media Communications, Inc.

All rights reserved. Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, or stored in a database or retrieval system, without the prior written permission of the publisher.

Grand Central Publishing

Hachette Book Group

237 Park Avenue

New York, NY 10017

Visit our Web site at www.HachetteBookGroup.com

First eBook Edition: May 2008

ISBN: 978-0-446-53726-1


TALES OF THE UNEXPECTED . . . AND THE SINFULLY EROTIC!

Strangers in the dark . . . lovers reunited . . . the plumber seduced . . . grown-ups playing doctor . . . brunettes transformed into very dirty blondes. Serendipity is around every corner and at the lift of every skirt. Take a chance and embrace the dare. You’ll find every letter as arousing as it is amazing—and turn each new page faster than the last!




OTHER BOOKS IN THE SERIES:

Erotica from Penthouse

More Erotica from Penthouse

Erotica from Penthouse III

Letters to Penthouse I

Letters to Penthouse II

Letters to Penthouse III

Letters to Penthouse IV

Letters to Penthouse V

Letters to Penthouse VI

Letters to Penthouse VII

Letters to Penthouse VIII

Letters to Penthouse IX

Letters to Penthouse X

Letters to Penthouse XI

Letters to Penthouse XII

Letters to Penthouse XIII

Letters to Penthouse XIV

Letters to Penthouse XV

Letters to Penthouse XVI

Letters to Penthouse XVII

Letters to Penthouse XVIII

Letters to Penthouse XIX

Letters to Penthouse XX

Letters to Penthouse XXI

Letters to Penthouse XXII

Letters to Penthouse XXIII

Letters to Penthouse XXIV

Letters to Penthouse XXV

Letters to Penthouse XXVI

Letters to Penthouse XXVII

Letters to Penthouse XXVIII

Letters to Penthouse XXIX

Letters to Penthouse XXX

Penthouse Uncensored I

Penthouse Uncensored II

Penthouse Uncensored III

Penthouse Uncensored IV

Penthouse Uncensored V

Penthouse Variations

26 Nights: A Sexual Adventure

Penthouse: Naughty by Nature

Penthouse: Between the Sheets

Penthouse Erotic Video Guide




Introduction

As editors in this arousing genre we’ve pretty much read it all—every position, every combination of players, and every situation. But that we’ve read it all doesn’t mean we tire of it. To the contrary, this wicked selection of lust, love, and longing brings to the forefront what we’ve known all along—people LOVE SEX! Any time, any place, anywhere, with whomever it may be; a coworker, a friend’s lover, a boss, a bartender, or believe it or not, even their spouse!

The letters we’ve selected for this round of touching yourself and each other are nothing short of hot, steamy, and downright naughty. Each has something different to offer and yet they all succeed at getting you to turn the page a little faster than the one before.

We welcome you into this touchy, feely, get-naked-and-have-fun world of sinfully forbidden confessions. Be prepared, you’re about to be swept away!

Kathy Cavanaugh

Senior Managing Editor

Penthouse Letters




He Was Hoping This Evening Would Be the Culmination of Their Romance and It Exceeded His Wildest Expectations

The anticipation of her arrival was almost unbearable. I had prepared the apartment thoroughly. The candles were lit, the incense burning. The stereo played softly in the background. I lit a cigarette and sat nervously, waiting. My mind was abuzz with a million thoughts, but they all blurred together. I had dreamed of this night for so long, and could envision every detail, but now that it was here l could do nothing but let it happen.

Finally I heard her soft rap at the door. I sprang up with one fluid motion and flew toward the entranceway. Opening the door slowly, trying to conceal my eagerness, I saw her. JoAnne—a heavenly vision that was quite breathtaking.

We made eye contact as I ushered her in. Her eyes were a piercing electric blue. I glanced down at the rest of her, enjoying the sight of her feminine frame, knowing that she was watching me look at her beauty. I complimented her on the outfit she was wearing, and she thanked me. We smiled at each other a little nervously, and she looked down shyly as she walked by me. I was intoxicated by her scent. I helped her off with her jacket and offered her a seat on the couch, then went to the kitchen to fetch a bottle of wine and two glasses. I sat next to her on the couch and poured the wine. Our fingers touched as I passed her the glass. I felt the electricity intensely between us, and her smile indicated that she had felt it, too.

We sat back, relaxing into pleasant conversation and the enjoyment of each other’s company. She complimented me on my taste in music. I wondered what she was thinking. I was still feeling a little nervous, and I sensed that the same was true of her. After a while I reached out to stroke her arm softly, meaning to relax her and let her feel the gentleness I felt toward her. Our eyes met, and for an instant the world stopped spinning and time stood still.

I leaned in to kiss her softly. She received my lips hesitantly at first. I was content just to taste hers gently, until after a moment they parted to receive my tongue. A deep euphoria filled my body as I put my arms around her and pulled her closer. Her mouth tasted of wine, both the wine she had been drinking and the more intoxicating wine of her special sweetness.

The touch of her lingered on my lips as I drew back and stared into her eyes. Our shared desire was now evident, and I felt very excited, but at the same time more relaxed, knowing that she wanted me as I wanted her, and that there would be further intimacy to come.

But now there was no hurry. JoAnne kicked off her shoes and got more comfortable as I suggested we try some of the sweet culinary delight I had prepared for our enjoyment. Baking is one of my primary delights. I went to the kitchen again and returned with two slices of homemade cheesecake, but only one fork. Sitting next to her again, I sliced off a small bite with the fork and offered it to her. I reveled in the act of serving her this way, and she gracefully let me. Her lips wrapped around the fork very sensually. A small piece of cheesecake stuck to her upper lip, and I leaned in to kiss it off. After she swallowed the bite, she took the fork from me and served up a bit of the cake to me in turn. Then she put down the fork, took my face in her hands, and leaned in to kiss my lips, sharing the sweetness that was still in my mouth.

Her obvious desire was getting to me now. Uncontrollable urges flooded my body. I wanted her—all of her. My skin tingled with excitement at the very touch of her body against mine. I could feel the electricity right through our clothes, but I was impatient to get out of those clothes and satisfy the hunger that had burned in me since we had first met. Searching her eyes as I stroked her hair and played with her ear, I knew that the slowly developing romance we had nurtured over the past few months had been leading inevitably to this moment.

The skin of her neck glistened in the flickering candlelight. Her erect nipples poked out from the thin fabric of her blouse. I leaned in to taste that neck, giving it a gentle flick with my tongue, and she released a breathy moan in response. My hand gently caressed her jaw line, and then trailed down the surface of her skin until it reached the start of her cleavage. Her breathing grew slightly ragged. Raising my head, I again found her lips and felt her passion building further. My hand now cupped the soft mound of her breast, and I massaged her nipple through the blouse. She moved to press her body against mine, running her hands over my shoulders as we shared a long, deep, wet kiss. My tongue probed her mouth intently, and she nibbled it lightly with her teeth.

Casting reservations to the wind now, JoAnne began undoing the buttons on my shirt, and as she did I reached down to pull her blouse over her head. With a quick motion I reached around to unfasten her bra, then pulled the straps off her arms and let it drift to the floor. Her breasts were enticing, and I longed to feel their softness pressed against my chest. Gently, I laid her back on the couch and climbed on top of her, running my tongue teasingly across her nipples, then taking an entire nipple in my mouth and sucking it softly. She arched her back in pleasure. I knew she could feel my penis hardening as it pressed against her thigh, and I in turn could almost feel the warmth of her vagina radiating through her skirt.

The skirt came off easily as she helped me unzip it and pull it off her legs. The moistness of her excitement was visible on her panties. I anxiously anticipated the removal of this last article of clothing, and the pleasure of gazing at all of her. My hands ran lovingly up and down her thighs, stopping at the elastic of her panties, my fingers almost touching her vulva. I smiled down at her, enjoying the vision of her soft pale skin and the gentle curves of her womanhood. On impulse, I abandoned her thighs to run my hands passionately over her breasts, ribs, and stomach. They finally came to rest at her waist-line, and she instinctively arched her hips to allow me to remove her panties. As I did, she began to loosen my belt and open my trousers. Then she sat upright in her full glory and helped me pull the trousers off each leg. She reached up to run her fingers through my chest hair, then gently grabbed the waistband of my boxers and began to pull them slowly downward, catching her breath softly as she released my now fully erect member.

After removing my shorts, JoAnne knelt in front of me and spread my thighs apart, running her hands up from my knees to my groin. She leaned in to take my penis in her mouth, and I shuddered as I felt her hot breath on the tip. Her tongue followed, flicking and circling the head. I was throbbing with excitement, my breath quickening. I reached out to caress her head, playing with her hair as she continued to suck and stroke my engorged cock, lightly massaging my testicles with her fingers as she did. I couldn’t hold back an occasional moan as her lips slid up and down on me with just the right amount of pressure.

The pleasure was so intense that I feared losing control and ejaculating too soon. I reached down to stop her, and as she stood up in front of me I pulled her body close to mine and kissed her again. My penis rubbed against her pubic mound, and she took it in her hand and held it throbbing in her fingers. My lips found her nipples again, and my hand ran down her stomach until it reached her clitoris. I massaged it softly at first, then more firmly, enjoying her increasing moistness. We were both almost panting with excitement.

I wanted to taste her, and to give her the same pleasure she had given me. I sat her back down on the couch and knelt between her thighs. I spread her vaginal lips apart and began stroking them up and down. I grazed a finger across her clitoris, then placed two fingers on either side of it, and spread her pussy lips to expose it fully. Leaning in, I began massaging it with my tongue. JoAnne gave a soft cry of pleasure, her body writhing under my ministrations. Her love juices were a pleasant taste on my tongue. I moved my hands up to her breasts and gently tweaked her nipples as I continued to run my tongue up and down over her clitoris and inner labia. My heart sang as I felt her tense with excitement, and then she gave an even louder cry, her muscles contracting and relaxing spasmodically as she surrendered to her orgasm.

I knew she was satisfied for the moment, but I also knew there was more desire in her. I gazed lovingly into her eyes, and she smiled back, still breathless. I stood up and leaned over to kiss her lips, so she could enjoy the taste she had left in my mouth. Her body was glowing with passion and perspiration, and I longed to feel her warm moistness wrapped around me. My cock throbbed again with the thought. I took JoAnne by the hand and pulled her up, suggesting that we adjourn to the bedroom. I let her walk in front of me, so I could watch the poetry of her naked body as it moved. I grabbed her butt cheek and nibbled on her shoulder as we walked up the stairs. She laughed and ran up the rest of the stairs, with me chasing her. We ran into the bedroom and fell on the bed together, laughing.

We were lying side by side, facing each other, and the laughter died as we began exploring each other’s body. As much as I wanted her, I knew this was more than just a physical infatuation. Looking deep into her eyes, I told her how much I enjoyed being with her, and wanted to go on being with her. I could see in her eyes that she knew I was being honest with her, but her immediate response was lighthearted. She said I was lucky she had a soft spot for liars and fools, for I surely must be one or the other to be so captivated by her.

We smiled at each other, and then in response to her playfulness I rose with a sudden movement and straddled her body, mischievously tickling her ribs and armpits. JoAnne giggled and tried to tickle me back. And then, in a flash, the playfulness turned into uncontrollable passion. I bent down to kiss her face, my lips frantically traveling over her neck and jaw line before finally rediscovering her waiting mouth. My tongue darted in, encircling hers, then probed the depths of her, trying to reach down her throat. JoAnne was as passionate as I was, gasping into my mouth, her body thrusting upward to rub against my crotch.

The moment we had been building up to all night had arrived. I put one leg between her thighs, and she spread them apart as I moved the other leg into place. I pulled her legs up onto my shoulders as she tilted her pelvis upward to welcome me. She reached between her thighs to stroke my hard penis, then gently guided it to her opening. We looked into each other’s eyes, sharing our mutual pleasure, both of us moaning as I moved into her, penetrating her fully. I stayed motionless for a moment to enjoy the long-dreamed-of sensation of being inside her. I couldn’t stop gazing at her beautiful face; I wanted to ingrain this moment in my memory forever.

Her warm moistness and the spongy folds of her cervix fit snugly around my penis. Very slowly I began to move in and out of her, alternating upward thrusts with downward ones as I pressed my pubic bone against her clitoris. Not wanting to lose all control, I tried hard to vary my strokes, sometimes thrusting hard and deep, sometimes more slowly and sensuously. JoAnne stuck with me, matching my rhythm the whole time, moaning encouragements as her pleasure increased.

After a while I stopped and held still again, to savor the sight of her beneath me, her panting mouth, her stiff nipples, her vagina stretched tightly around my member. When I resumed, I began to rotate my hips in a circular motion while thrusting in and out of her. I reached down to manipulate her clitoris with a finger as my movements speeded up. JoAnne put her hand on mine, adjusting the pressure of my finger to her liking.

We both sensed that our climax was approaching, and the anticipation fed our excitement. I pressed my shoulders hard against her thighs, nearly folding her in half as I thrust all the way into her. Her thighs spread wider and she wrapped her legs around my back as I propped myself over her, grabbing the edge of the mattress with my free hand. JoAnne’s fingers dug into my back as she thrust back at me. We were both panting hard, and now she began to whimper softly in anticipation. Then she gave a deep moan and her vaginal muscles contracted uncontrollably as she climaxed in wave after wave. The spasming of her pussy around my penis brought me to the brink as well. Along with the physical sensation, I was ecstatic to think that I had brought such complete pleasure to her. I kept thrusting as I felt myself passing the point of no return, and then I froze inside her as I began to ejaculate, spurting again and again deep into her squirming pussy.

All the muscles in my body seemed to relax at once, and I collapsed on top of her. We held each other tightly, our hearts beating against each other. Finally I pulled out of her, enjoying the pleasurable sensation that produced, and moved over to lie beside her, gazing upon her body in total amazement and joy. The moment was transcendent; we both knew that this was only the beginning of a long road that we would travel together. I leaned over to kiss her sweet parted lips, trying to express in that caress my satisfaction and gratitude—and my love. And her returning kiss imparted the same message to me. We didn’t need words at that moment; all we needed was to be there, together. Holding on to each other, we slowly drifted into sleep—a very deep and very happy sleep.

—G.V., Indianapolis, Indiana




His Wife Surprises Him by Showing Up at His Hotel in Sexy Undies, and in Heat

I travel extensively on business throughout the United States and Canada, and over time I have had the pleasure of visiting many lovely and exquisite hotels. I relish the luxury of a really good hostelry, and when I find one I tend to return to it again and again, whenever I am in the area. The only thing I miss on these sojourns is my beautiful wife of fifteen years, Sally. I usually call her from whatever hotel I’m staying at, to tell her all about it, and often we imagine being there together.

One of my favorite places, one that I’ve often told Sally about, is the Mark Hopkins Hotel in San Francisco. I love the city as well, and Sally and I have often talked about going there together at some point. But on my last trip west we had not made any particular plans, so you can imagine my surprise and delight when I walked into the hotel and saw her sitting there in the lobby! I’d been on the road for nearly two weeks at that point, and couldn’t have been happier to see her.

“Hi, darling,” she said as she rose to greet me with a warm hug and a sweet kiss. “Bet you didn’t expect to find me here, did you? How would you like a roommate for the night?”

“Absolutely!” I eagerly replied, still in shock at seeing her there. “But what in the world are you doing here?”

“Just had a sudden urge,” she said with a smile and a wink. “I took Ivan to my sister’s and flew up this afternoon on one of those last-minute airline deals.” (Ivan is our eleven-year-old son.)

We hugged again, and I tried to smother myself with her body right there in the lobby of the hotel. Sally is a beautiful woman. At thirty-nine, she’s five feet four inches tall and 115 pounds. Her petite and slender body, blonde hair, and blue eyes were a sight for eyes that had not beheld them for weeks. She was wearing her long black woolen coat with the antique rhinestone brooch on the collar. I wondered what she had on under it.

“Well, come on up to the room,” I said. “Where’s your bag?”

“Oh, this is all I have. I packed light,” she told me, motioning to a small carry-on beside the leather sofa. “I’m flying home first thing tomorrow morning.”

Sally was quite impressed with the elegance of my accommodations. She pulled off her coat and swept around the spacious suite, admiring the amenities and tasteful decor. Beneath the coat she wore a red sweater that buttoned down the front, a short wraparound skirt, black hose, and a pair of stylish western boots, with just enough heel to enhance her slender body and make her seem a bit taller.

“You look great,” I told her, moving to hold her close. I ran my anxious hands down over her butt, trying to detect what she was wearing underneath. Sally is a beautiful woman, as I’ve said, but she tended to underestimate the power of the right lingerie. She was prone to dress in bras and panties that were more functional than fun. She usually went for cotton jockeys rather than the sheer lacy thongs and frilly undies I always saw her wearing in my fantasies.

“Mmmm, nice,” I cooed as I inhaled her scent and ran my hands up and down her body, stopping to admire her nicely proportioned 32B breasts. “What’s underneath the fine wrapping?” I wondered out loud as I pulled her sweater away from her chest just enough to peek inside.

“You’ll see later,” she teased, turning away. “But don’t worry,” she said, as if reading my dirty mind. “I didn’t fly all the way to California to be with you for one night dressed in ordinary cotton underwear.”

“Oh, come on,” I pleaded. “Just a peek.”

“Okay, just one little look.” She moved back a few steps, turned away slightly, and unbuttoned the top two or three buttons on her sweater. As she turned back I got just a glimpse of the top of her cute, lacy bra. I recognized it as belonging to the bra-and-panty-slip set I’d gotten for her a few years ago. It was white, made of a sheer ribbed material, and trimmed with lace and ribbon. She’d only worn it once that I could remember, but I recalled how great her lovely little tits looked in it, her nipples faintly visible through the thin material. What excited me most, though, was the thought of her in the matching panty-slip. The panties were thong-style, with a short lacy slip all around that fell lightly over her hips and only a short way down her legs. Regrettably, Sally didn’t usually wear thongs. Her ass looked great in them, though, and she knew I’d just as soon she wore nothing else.

My mind raced ahead to the moment—soon, I hoped—when I’d have her out of her sweater and skirt, and down to just the bra and panties I loved seeing her in. I reached out and pulled her to me for a longer, wetter kiss. I love her mouth, and after nearly twenty years I still love kissing her. “Oh, baby, I only caught a glimpse of that sexy little bra you have on. Are you wearing what I hope you’re wearing?”

“You’ll have to wait,” she repeated, running her hand down to my crotch and lightly squeezing my cock, which had already started to get hard in my trousers.

“Oh, please,” I begged. “Show me a little more.”

“Well, okay, just one more little peek, and then we have to get some dinner. I’m starved.”

She drew away from me, the hand on my crotch being the last part of her to break contact. I scarcely recognized the sultry look on her face as she reached up to unfasten another button. What had come over my conservative little wife? She watched me watching her as she ran both hands up over her rib cage, cupped her breasts and pushed them together, creating a sexy cleavage and pushing more of her bra into view through the top of her unbuttoned sweater. Smiling slightly, she lightly pinched her nipples, making them poke out just a little against the cloth.

“That’s all for now,” she said, releasing her tits. “Let’s go eat.”

She had her sweater buttoned up, her coat on, and her body halfway out the door before I snapped out of my trance. Never in all the years I’d known her had Sally used her body in such an erotic way, putting on a little show just for me. Mind you, she was a terrific lover, and we enjoyed some positively Olympic sex sometimes. But our love life, like that of many long-married couples, I suppose, tended to be more predictable than erotic. The sexual experimentation of our early married years had long since become a memory that I’d occasionally conjure up when I masturbated. So seeing her before me with that naughty look on her face, her nipples hard under her knit sweater, in her new boots, really made me wonder what was in store later in the evening. Right then, food was the furthest thing from my mind.

At dinner Sally chatted about things at home, and I was afraid those few splendid moments in the hotel room would be all there was, other than maybe a quick romp before we fell asleep. Until we had finished eating. Then Sally slid close to me in the booth and told me that she loved me. She ran her hand up my thigh, and didn’t seem to mind when mine crept under the hem of her short skirt. She must have sensed my anxiety, because she said, “Don’t worry, sweetheart, I’m saving dessert for you. My pussy has never been sweeter than it is right now, and I’m dying for you to put your tongue in it for me.” She reached over to squeeze my hand, encouraging me to move it further up her smooth leg. It wasn’t until that moment that I realized she was wearing thigh-highs, rather than pantyhose. Touching the bare flesh above her stockings was a thrill that sent a warm wave throughout my entire body, and straight to my dick. Glancing around to see if anyone could see what we were up to, she encouraged my eagerness again by putting her head on my shoulder and moaning softly, “Touch me.”

“Touch you where?” I said teasingly, but my hand continued up her thigh until it found the lacy material of her slip. She parted her legs a bit more and shifted toward me. I’d fantasized more than once about playing with my wife’s pussy under the table in a public place, and now it seemed it was about to happen. I reached higher, feeling the warmth of her crotch. But just then the waiter came by to check on us.

“Is there anything else I can get you?” he asked.

“Just the check,” I answered. Now I couldn’t wait to get back to the hotel. I paid the check and we headed out the door.

“Let’s go in here,” Sally said, smiling at me teasingly as we passed a bar.

“No, let’s go back to the hotel, dear. I want to pick up where we left off.” My eagerness was obvious, but Sally had other ideas.

“Look,” she said, peering through the window. “This place has saddles for bar stools. Let’s have another drink, and I’ll try my boots out in the stirrups.”

She practically pulled me inside. The bar wasn’t very busy, and only a few stools were occupied. A few more patrons were scattered around the place. I sat down near the end of the bar, away from the door. Sally stood between me and the next stool, her arm around me as she stroked my neck and kissed me. The bartender came over for our order, and Sally ordered two beers, and two shots. What had come over her? I wondered again. She hadn’t done shots since before our son was born. She got onto the saddlelike bar stool then, stepping into the stirrup and swinging her leg over the saddle. With her long wool coat hanging down behind her, only I could see how high up her leg her skirt had ridden. I could see the dark tops of her stockings, and the bottom of her slip peeking out below the hem.

She reached for the shot glass, held it up as if to toast the occasion, and threw the liquor down her throat. She shuddered, then looked at me and smiled, running her hands up her legs. “Wooo,” she breathed. “Another one of those and I’ll be taking my clothes off right here.” She slid off the saddle, took off her coat, and got back on, this time sidesaddle, facing me. Now I could practically see all the way up her legs to her panties. She looked sexier than ever, and she was really getting into this.

“Sweetheart,” I said, “shall we go back to the hotel now?”

She just nodded, then slid off the saddle and planted another light kiss on my cheek.

I led her back to the hotel and up to the suite. Inside it was toasty warm from the fireplace. The air was electric with excitement. I reached to unbutton her sweater, but Sally stopped me.

“No, let me,” she teased. “You sit back and watch.” She sat on the edge of the high bed and waved me into the big lounge chair beside it. Then she gathered several of the huge pillows that adorned the bed and arranged them behind her. Leaning back on them, she ran her hands up her legs, pushing at her skirt until it was bunched up nearly to her waist. There before me was a vision, one that I’d been imagining ever since she had greeted me in the hotel lobby. God, was she beautiful!

With her legs spread slightly, she began to lightly touch the damp crotch of her panties. I had never seen Sally do anything that made me more excited than I was at that moment. I wished I had a video camera as she lay before me in her special panties, playing with herself. While one hand continued to caress her pussy, the other now started to push her sweater up. As her lovely breasts came into view, I thought my cock was going to burst out of my pants. I had to shift around to get more comfortable. As I leaned back on the chair, Sally asked me if I liked watching her touch herself.

“Oh, sweetie, nothing could be better at this minute,” I told her honestly. As she continued the show she became bolder. Her panties were wet now, and occasionally she’d pull them aside to show me her juicy little cunt.

As she slipped her skirt and sweater off, she told me to take off my pants, too. I was only too happy to oblige. They had gotten uncomfortable, and I was dying to touch my cock. It was hard enough to cut diamonds, and a drop of come had seeped from the head.

Sally propped her feet on the bed and thrust her hips forward to the edge, giving me an even more incredible view of what she was showing me. She was getting really excited now, her fingers slipping between the folds of her vagina and running over her clit.

With my pants off now, my penis was pressing against the material of the tiny white thong I was wearing. Sally encouraged me to stroke it and fondle my balls through the thin material. “Play with your cock for me, baby. Let me see it all big and hard. Mmmm, I can almost taste it in my mouth, darling. Would you like to put it inside here?” she said, tormenting me as she slipped an index finger between her puffy, glistening labia, then slowly drew it back out. “How about your tongue, would you like your dessert now? Would you like to eat my slick, juicy pussy? I know you would, sweetheart. I know how much you like to stick your face in here.”

Her own sexy talk, as well as what her fingers were doing, was driving her over the top. She grasped her breast in one hand, sank two fingers into her gaping hole, and came with a soft cry and a shudder. Her nipples stood out stiffly, and she writhed under her own hand as her climax peaked.

Watching that was just about more than I could stand, and it was a wonder I didn’t shoot my load right then. Watching her come as I jerked at my cock felt heavenly, but I knew what I had to do. Her invitation was one I was not about to turn down, because the only thing hotter than hearing Sally tell me to eat her pussy is actually doing it.

That pussy was soaked. I didn’t bother taking her panties off as I knelt beside the bed and licked her hot box through them. I reveled in the taste and smell of her sex as she twisted and sighed, pulling my head more tightly against her. Her other hand was busy with her nipples, rolling them between her fingers. When she hooked her legs over my shoulders and dug the heels of her boots into my back, the feel of those stockinged legs compensated for any discomfort. They felt like soft nylon ropes, pulling me into that delicious place where her legs met.

Sally was again in heaven, building toward another orgasm. “Oh, that feels so good, honey, yes, ohhh, lick me there. Suck my clit, mmmm!” I thought she’d had all she could take and was ready to come again, but she wanted more. She had to feel something beside my finger inside her pussy while I sucked and lapped at her juicy gorge.

“Baby, get the vibrator,” she begged. “It’s in my carry-on.”

The break in the action gave her a minute to pull off her soaked panties, as well as her sweater and bra, leaving her in just her stockings. Her vagina looked like a flower, pink and wet. The smell of her was intoxicating. She loves it when I fuck her with the vibrator while eating her out, and I love doing it. The humming instrument slipped in and out of her effortlessly as I covered her clit with my hungry mouth, licking and sucking lightly. She held my head and pulled me close. “Mmmm,” she moaned. “That feels so damn good. Deeper. Right there, yes, just like that, ohhh!”

She thrust her hips forward and came again, gushing as she twisted under my tongue. I maintained a light pressure with my mouth and shoved the vibrator in deep as she went completely over the top. Then I pulled out the vibrator, stood up, and shoved another pillow under her hips, so that my cock lined up perfectly with her soaked pussy. Even her pubic hair was wet. She jerked my underwear down and grabbed for my cock. “Stick it in there,” she panted. “Let me feel that hard prick of yours inside me, sweetie!”

Oh, my Lord, did that feel incredible! My dick had been hard for most of the last four hours, and now being encased in Sally’s warm, wet, satisfied cunt was almost more than I could stand. I could feel the come boiling inside my balls, ready to erupt. I thrust deep, but slowly, again and again, pausing occasionally to pull back from the edge, not wanting to come yet.

My legs were about ready to give out, so I pushed Sally up on the bed where she could lie flat and spread her legs wide. I hope I die if I ever tire of watching my cock disappear into my wife’s beautiful pussy. It’s especially sexy when she keeps it trimmed nice and close, as it was now. I love watching the lips of her creamy pussy envelop my penis. Several times I had to force myself to stop fucking her to keep from coming, and finally I pulled out.

There was only one more thing that could make it any better. I had to have my cock in her mouth. I wanted to come deep inside her wet love canal, but I also badly needed to see and feel my dick between her lips as they slid over the bulging head and down the length of my shaft. Man, there’s something that really turns me on about Sally sucking my dick after I’ve had it in her. Nothing feels sexier or more erotic. I’d love to switch places with her sometime, just so she could feel what it’s like.

I straddled her chest, my knees in her armpits, and pressed my meat to her face. “Suck me, baby,” I pleaded. “Put my cock in your mouth and play with my balls.” She didn’t hesitate. She swallowed the head of my slippery cock as though she’d been waiting for it all night. It was almost too perfect to believe. What a great lover my wife is!

Just when I couldn’t have imagined being any more turned on, Sally slipped a finger into her well-lubricated crotch, then pulled it out and shoved it into my ass. Oh, my stars, what a sensation! It was just the trigger to set me off. I hadn’t intended to shoot in her mouth; I really wanted to come in her pussy, and then lick her out so I could taste the mingling of our sex potions. But it was too late.

She was ready for it though, and she held on to the base of my cock while it spasmed and jerked. My wife doesn’t always keep my prick in her mouth when I come, but tonight it was a colossal way to end one of the most stellar nights of lovemaking we’d ever enjoyed together. Burst after burst of warm, milky-white come shot into her mouth. She pulled my cock out just in time to take the last few spurts on her lips and cheeks. Her eyes sparkled as she looked at me. “How did you like that, honeybunch? Pretty damned nice way to top off the evening, don’t you think?”

“Sally, I love you.” I kissed her, tasting the come that lingered on her lips and in her mouth. I held her close. “Where are you going to come and meet me next time, sweetheart?”

We slept soundly, and the next morning after breakfast she was off to the airport for the flight home. My trip wasn’t over yet, and wouldn’t be for another few days. That evening as I unpacked my bag in my room, I found her panties and a note. She must have slipped them into my luggage while I was in the shower that morning. The note said:

“I know you love my panties off me as much as on me. I hope you have fun with these until you get home, and then we can make a mess of another pair of your favorites. I love you. Sally.”

And sure enough, the first night I was back home she greeted me in another wonderful set of lingerie. No hotel I have ever stayed at gives me anything like the thrill of coming home to my wonderful sexy wife.

—G.C., New York, New York




A Weekend at a Secluded Country Cabin Is a Romantic Dream Come Ture

It was a Friday afternoon when I got a call from Mac. He said he suddenly had the weekend free, and told me to pack a suitcase. He wouldn’t tell me where we were going, but I didn’t really care.

Not knowing our destination, I packed for both warm and cool weather. I grabbed a couple of sexy nighties (knowing that if I put one on, it wouldn’t stay on too long), a couple of toys, a few candles, and a can of whipped cream.

Mac arrived at my place right on time. He kissed me, then asked me if I was ready for one sex-filled weekend in a place where nobody could find us. I was very excited, since our time together is usually brief and fleeting.

We jumped into his truck and off we went. After driving for a while, he stopped the truck and put a blindfold on me, kissing me and saying that he wanted to surprise me. After a very long and bumpy ride, the truck stopped. I started to take off my blindfold, but he stopped me, taking my hand and leading me to just the right spot. After a kiss he removed the blindfold and handed me one long-stemmed pink rose. We were now standing in front of a cabin on the side of a mountain, surrounded by nothing but nature. Just Mac and me and the great outdoors!

Inside the cabin it was peaceful and private and welcoming. We went through and out the back, where we had the most beautiful view of the countryside. On the deck there was a hot tub and a day bed.

Back inside, Mac suggested I slip into something a little more comfortable. When I came out in my see-through lace baby doll top and thong panties, he had candles burning on the table, and a chilled bottle of champagne. He looked at me speechlessly, obviously liking what he saw. He poured us some champagne, and we began kissing. As we continued, our clothes disappeared as if by magic. He poured a little champagne on my breasts and slowly sucked it off. I then grabbed the whipped cream and tried to squirt some on his cock, but he ran out onto the deck. I followed him, and we ended up hugging and kissing on the day bed.

Birds were singing as I moved down on the bed to his cock and covered it with the cream, then slowly and sensuously sucked it off. When he was about to come I stopped, not wanting this to be over just yet. Mac laid me down and started licking every square inch of my body. He then placed his muscular body on top of me and inserted his hard, swollen dick into my wet cunt. Very slowly and intensely he began making love to me.

As I cried out my climax, he thrust his body against mine one last time and held it there, smiling as he came.

Just Mac and me and the great outdoors!

—R.G., Portland, Oregon





This Lady Calls in a Professional to Tend to All Her Plumbing Needs

As a plumber, I get frequent calls to clear jammed garbage disposals. So I wasn’t surprised when I got a call one morning from a woman named Mal who said that hers wasn’t working. Not being busy at the time, I drove over.

Mal met me at the door. She was drop-dead beautiful. Her curvaceous figure yanked hard on my dick string. The small bumps her nipples made in the thin fabric of her blouse showed that they were not constrained by a bra. Below a waist I could have spanned with my hands, her full hips curved out deliciously. Curly black hair tumbled down to her shoulders, setting off her pretty face. Her green eyes, upturned nose, moist lips and warm smile promised countless erotic delights.

A tinge of excitement ran down my spine when she put her soft hand in mine. “I’m Mal,” she said. “Come on in.”

“I’m Ted,” I answered.

“Are you going to solve my problem?”

For a moment, considering her stunning assets, I thought of the many problems I’d enjoy helping her with. None of them had anything to do with plumbing though, at least not the plumbing in the house. With my luck, I figured the only problem I’d be helping her with would be the garbage disposal unit.

“I’ll be glad to help you in any way that I can,” I said.

Her wry smile showed that she fully understood my answer. My cock shot up as I followed the well-oiled movement of her shapely ass cheeks, as sweetly rounded as peaches, into the kitchen.

I bent forward to minimize the bulge in my pants. It didn’t help much.

“Here we are,” she said, turning to face me as we reached the kitchen sink.

Leaning on the counter, she presented an eye-popping view of her cleavage. She glanced down at the bulge in my pants as I slipped under the sink. Her smile showed that she was not offended. I could have cleared the garbage disposal a lot faster than I did, but I was in no hurry. Mal leaned against the sink as I worked. On my back, I had a world-class view up her skirt. Moving my head a bit, I saw the dark hairs of her luxuriant black bush between her shapely thighs. I even got a glimpse of her pink pussy lips peeking out of those hairs. That got me so excited that my hands shook a little.

I was too hot to hold back. Sitting up, I clutched handfuls of those ass cheeks and drew her love mound to my face. She put her hands on my head and pulled me even closer. I reached up, unzipped her skirt, and slipped it off. I pressed my face into her bush. Slipping my tongue in her pussy lips, I savored the smoky flavor. I eased her down on the floor and planted a warm kiss on the silky skin of her inner thigh just above her knee. She moaned and began to roll her head from side to side. I kissed my way slowly up the soft skin of her inner thighs. As my lips approached her perfumed garden, she began to rock her hips urgently into me.

She was as hot as I was!

I buried my nose in the crisp hairs of her bush and thrust my tongue deep in her juicy cleft. She inhaled sharply as I deep-tongued her. My tongue found her rigid clit and began to stroke it. That drove her wild. She began to leap beneath me like a wildcat. Suddenly her body stiffened. For a long moment, her warm thighs held my face firmly and her pussy lips held my tongue. Then she gradually relaxed, and I lapped up a flow of succulent juices.

My cock could no longer be denied. Ripping my pants open, I buttered the red, swollen knob in the juicy bayou between her legs, then eased all the way in her tight pussy. It was a trip straight to heaven. She rocked her pelvis steadily into me as I pumped in and out of her. I opened her blouse, kissed her big breasts all over, and sucked her erect nipples. As she rocked beneath me, I felt gentle spasms in her pussy. The walls stroked my cock like a velvet glove encasing a gentle hand. I felt the rush of a ball-busting climax, then exploded in her.

I rolled off and lay back on the floor. But Mal wasn’t ready to quit. She knelt over me and lowered her beautiful ass to my lips. Suddenly facing a world of ripe pussy, I probed eagerly with my tongue. She cupped the head of my dick gently in her hand, skinned it back and licked our juices from the knob. Her tongue stroking my glans and the effect of her juicy pussy in my face soon had my cock standing tall again.

She grasped my shaft in one hand and cupped my throbbing balls in the other hand. Then she took my dick between her moist lips and began to bob her head up and down on it. Her tender ministrations sent a thrill of excitement down my spine and lit a bonfire of need in my throbbing balls. When she had me good and hard, she switched around so she was facing me, then lowered her pussy down to the head of my tool. Her emerald-green eyes gazed into my eyes as she guided me into her juicy cleft. She lowered her shapely ass, impaling herself on my cock. Bobbing slowly up and down on it, she quickly launched me into orbit. I tried to hold back, but the stroking of her velvety walls on my tool was too much. I erupted in her. Powerful spasms in her pussy drained me thoroughly again.

Afterward, she leaned down on me, pressing her big, beautiful tits against my lips. I kissed them all over and sucked the plump nipples. Clutching her firm ass cheeks, I pulled her pussy up on my limber cock. The heat of her pussy soon got me hard again. She guided me in once more, and took me to heaven again. I soon rewarded her efforts with another load of come.
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