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SEX THE WAY YOU LOVE IT

What’s “smart sex”? According to Penthouse magazine—and who knows better?—it’s what’s sexy, healthy, creative, often surprising, and always satisfying. It’s for men and women (like you!) who love to learn. Here’s everything that both our very own sex expert and our very own readers can tell you about blind date sex...oral, backdoor, and fetish sex...sex slaves...older women and their “boy toys”...cross-dressing...self-pleasure for guys and girls...and much, much more.Younever dreamed there were so many paths to take on your sexual journey.
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Introduction

In the midst of repression in today’s society, it’s crucial to have outlets for healthy self-expression about sex. Research has proven that such permission and acceptance has vast benefits: physically, psychologically, and socially. Sex helps people to achieve physical wellness; sex aids in releasing chemicals that reduce stress, exercising muscles, lowering blood pressure, eliminating pain, and toning sexual organs. Psychologically, sex helps relieve depression and fosters joy. Socially, sex contributes to satisfying relationships and even increased enthusiasm in the work environment.

I’ve been a psychologist and sex therapist for over three decades and in that time, I’ve answered thousands of questions from men and women on radio and television, and in newspapers and magazines (in Penthouse for nearly ten years!). Throughout this time I’ve noted that men and women have endless questions about sex, and are relieved to have a place to get wise advice, reassurance, and insight into what people are thinking, feeling and doing regarding sex. Why? Because people want to know how to make their intimate life alone or with a partner more fulfilling.

Reading my Smart Sex columns in this book, along with the Penthouse and Forum letters from Penthouse readers who applied the advice, will provide you with a unique overview of how people are living, loving, and lusting.

In writing my Smart Sex columns, I intend to:

• show what’s healthy in sex, whether it’s the frequency of masturbation, using food for sexual pleasure, taking erotic photos, or dressing each other in sex clothes. Role-playing and exploring fantasies allows better understanding of yourself and your partner. I also clarify where the line is crossed if sex is used to escape feelings, fears or intimacy.

•encourage creativity, such as coming up with new ideas like discovering sex toys in common objects around the house.

•explore new concepts in the field of sex, such as how to have a “conscious penis,” give a “psychic massage,” and have “sex in the flow lane.” One should allow inner instincts to guide him before acting and rushing into intercourse.

•present new sex skills, such as the latest techniques for ejaculatory control, unique fitness routines in lovemaking, and the 3 M’s for masturbation: meditation, motivation, and massage.

The stories in these pages inspire excitement; you’ll read letters from readers who uncovered new thrills as a result of waxing for the first time and from couples who explored lovemaking in new settings, positions, and mindsets. Get ready . . . you are about to discover great new ways to improve your sex life!

Dr. Judy Kuriansky


1

Smooth As Silk

When I’m around, the conversation—as if given the go-ahead by my profession—very often turns to the most private aspects of sex. And so it was no surprise that a dinner guest one recent evening raised a topic rarely broached in public: pubic hair. Thick bush or silky smooth? That was the choice posed around the table.

Stephen, while slicing through his veal, was quick to answer, “I vote for a close shave.” Jon, himself hirsute, was just as quick to voice the opposite taste. “There’s nothing like a natural woman.”

With that before us, I encouraged exploring the reasons. It’s not enough to know what you like in a woman, but why.

A woman’s tasteful pubic trim can be just as suggestive of good hygiene, self-esteem, and sexiness as a man’s well-trimmed beard. A common psychological association is that letting her hair grow suggests a woman will also let her hair down—i.e., be freer in bed and do things that other women might not. “Yeah, like better oral sex,” Jon piped up. However, one’s assumptions do not always predict the way a woman will act. There are also practical benefits. Smooth skin feels good and enhances sensitivity. When a woman’s naked vaginal lips rub together, she can get very aroused.

Hair tastes are cultural. Middle East tradition lets nature take its course, hairwise. Europeans are similarly famous for growing au naturel, but are also known for the most advanced methods of depilation.

Styles change over time, says Penthouse photographer Earl Miller, who notes that Penthouse’s 1980s full-bush vogue has given way to the “tight, trim, and tidy” look of a V-shaped patch of hair over exposed lips, and unusual shapes like birds’ wings.

“I hate those big red bumps between girls’ legs that they get from shaving,” said Jon. “I’ve gotten burned by those stubbles before,” Stephen chipped in, “so I first do a touch test on a girl between the legs to find out whether my penis or chin will get scratched.”

“What else can women do besides shaving?” the guys asked. They were pleased to hear about waxing, and agreed to encourage any girlfriends to do it, though they winced at my description of how it’s done: Hot wax is applied to those delicate areas and then yanked off. “It stings at first, but you get used to it and the results are worth it, since the hair grows back less and softer over time,” I informed them from personal experience, citing how years ago I’d gotten into trouble answering honestly when a radio caller asked me about this subject.

Jon was excited at the idea of pouring hot wax on his lady. But don’t confuse sexplay with preening. Send your girlfriend to a professional. The cost (as high as $65 in a salon) is worth it.

Get erotic by talking about what shape you like. Do you want to see a triangle, or a landing strip?

Brazilian waxing removes hair around the anus as well. After this procedure, some women feel more confident spreading not only their legs but their buttocks for their man.

Another hot trend that can boost your woman’s confidence is microdermabrasion. California-based cosmetician Nancy Stillwell (www.imagederm.com) says that an increasing number of women are using this new technique to get rid of ingrown hairs from shaving, plus unsightly bumps, stretch marks, and scars. “They tell me their sex lives get dramatically better,” says Stillwell, who advises serums, not creams, to maintain a silkier, sexy feel.

Another new vogue: waxing for men, a process Miller says male models commonly do. But hold on to your pubes, guys; women may get off on stroking a bald head, but a bald crotch has not yet totally caught on. -Dr. Judy

MAGIC TOUCH

I work out three days a week, and on Friday afternoons I treat myself to a massage. I used to have a masseuse named Bianca who worked part-time at the fitness center during her senior year in college. Bianca’s magical fingers were so relaxing that I often fell asleep during our sessions.

The week before she was to graduate and return to her home in Texas, she was giving me a massage after my workout and shower. On this occasion those magical fingers weren’t only relaxing me, they also had me highly aroused, especially as she massaged the insides of my thighs. I was quite embarrassed and a little ashamed of myself for feeling this way. I was also very thankful that there was a towel draped over my ass, so Bianca couldn’t see the moisture that had formed on my pussy lips. But as her fingers moved higher up my thighs, they seemed to have a new purpose. When I felt her fingers brush against my pussy, my body jerked and I let out a surprised gasp.

“I’m sorry!” Bianca said.

“I’m not,” I said. “Actually, I rather enjoyed it.”

When she asked if that meant that I’d like her to continue, it seemed like an eternity before I told her that I would like that very much. Bianca removed the towel, covered my ass with oil, and proceeded to massage my ass cheeks. Then she worked on my pussy, gathering my clit between her slippery fingers. I was in heaven as those fingers pressed up inside my pussy hole. The pressure was building, and within minutes something occurred that my husband could rarely make happen: I was gushing onto Bianca’s skillful digits.

When I turned over, Bianca kissed me and told me she had wanted to do that to me for a long time. When I asked if she often seduced her clients this way, Bianca said she’d never done anything of the sort before, but that I was just too beautiful to resist. She asked if I would go to her place. I quickly called my husband on my cell phone and told him I would be a little bit late.

I followed Bianca in my car to her apartment. Once in the living room, we hastily stripped off our clothes. I stood behind her and cupped her small, round breasts. I planted a series of soft kisses along her neck while I rubbed my excited nipples and pussy against her firm backside.

Bianca took me into her bedroom and pushed me onto the bed. We kissed passionately while our hands explored each other’s body. After licking Bianca’s nipples, I moved between her legs to taste her womanhood. I soon gathered onto my tongue the most delicious flavors of my life, made even more tantalizing as Bianca came on my waiting tongue.

Bianca got a vibrator from her dresser drawer and moved the buzzing tip of it over one of my nipples while she sucked on the other. Then she put the tip of the vibrator to my clit and held it there for a long time before pressing its length deep inside my wet, quivering pussy. That sent me overboard into sexual bliss. I came again as Bianca sucked the juices from my pussy.

We cuddled and kissed, our fingers buried deep inside each other’s pussy. Bianca and I made love for more than two hours. I had to shower first before going home so my husband wouldn’t detect the scent of this beautiful young woman on me.

Bianca and I have been in contact since she left town. We masturbate together over the phone and on the Internet, and we’re making plans to see each other again.

—D.V., Ohio 

PERSONAL TOUCH

Maybe I should begin with Pat, my best friend since forever. We attended high school and college together. We got married within a year of each other, and our husbands have become good friends, playing cards and golfing together. We live about a mile apart. Our children go to the same school and often have sleepovers. Pat and I are both 34 years old, and she is the sister I never had. We can tell each other anything, and confide in each other whenever we need someone to talk to.

About two months ago my husband Dave and I wanted to take the kids to Disney World and escape the winter weather for a while. As part of my planning, I decided to buy a new swimsuit. Even after two children, I’ve managed to maintain my figure. Pat and I work out at the gym two or three afternoons a week while the kids play in the pool. Dave really likes it when I wear sexy lingerie or a swimsuit that turns heads at the pool, so I wanted to find something nice that he would like.

I came upon a cute little one-piece at a boutique in the mall. Its shiny metallic-red fabric fit nice and snug, like latex. The leg openings were French-cut and the front was so narrow that I would have to shave my pubic area to wear it. The only time I had ever shaved before (Dave thought it would be sexy), the razor really irritated my skin and I had a rash for a week.

So I asked Pat if she knew of anything that I could do to lessen the discomfort. She smiled and said she knew just the thing. She told me about a beauty salon that she went to a couple times a month for a bikini waxing. You’d have to know Pat, but she’s about the last person I would have ever thought of having a regular bikini waxing. She’s sort of the librarian or schoolgirl type. Pat dug the business card for the shop out of her purse and gave it to me. She told me to call and make an appointment with Karen, the girl whose name was written on the back of the card.

The earliest appointment I could get with Karen was the following Wednesday, two days before Dave and the kids and I were to leave for our vacation. This made me a little concerned, because I wasn’t sure what I would do if the waxing didn’t work.

I arrived at the shop a few minutes early. It was a small place near downtown, and in all the years I’ve lived here, I’d never noticed it before. They do nails, tanning, permanent makeup, and waxing. The chairs in the reception area were large and comfortable, and there was a scent of coconut in the air with lots of big plants all around and soft music on the sound system. I felt as if I were already on vacation.

A young woman came out of the back and, smiling, asked if I was Cathy. She was tall, maybe five-seven, with long brown hair that hung down past her shoulders. She was wearing a light blue smock over a white T-shirt, cut-off jeans, and sandals. I told her yes, I was Cathy, her 1 P.M. appointment. She introduced herself as Karen and ushered me behind the curtain to the back of the shop, where there were three small private rooms.

The one she led me to was not at all what I’d expected. Fearing something clinical along the lines of my gynecologist’s office, I was relieved to find a cozy little chamber with dim lights and an adjustable bed covered with towels instead of paper. There were footrests at the lower end. Karen asked if this was my first waxing, and I admitted it was. She assured me there was nothing to worry about, and stepped out of the room while I undressed and put on one of the terry-cloth robes hanging on the back of the door. I changed quickly, put my clothes on a shelf, and sat on the bed waiting for Karen to return.

She knocked softly on the door and came in carrying a basket of bottles and jars. She sat on the stool by the bed and said, “Okay, let’s get comfortable. The hardest part is always the first 30 seconds.”

I lay back on the bed and put my feet on the footpads. Karen opened my robe a bit and fiddled with the footrests to spread my legs a little wider. There was a small lamp attached to the wall; she turned it on and aimed its light between my legs.

Karen showed me the wax in a jar that was wrapped in a towel to keep the wax warm. She let me touch the wax with my fingers and then explained how it was applied, was allowed to cool for a moment, and was then pulled off with a cloth strip, taking the hair with it in one swift motion. “It’s almost painless,” she said. “Relax. I was scared the first time too.” She smiled and handed me a mirror so I could watch exactly what was happening.

It felt really odd having a complete stranger so close to my most personal zone while I watched what was going on in a mirror. Karen put on a pair of rubber gloves and looked up at me. “Ready?”

I nodded, too nervous to say anything. She dipped her fingers in the warm wax and started to smear a small amount on the edge of my pubic hair. She pressed a cloth strip on the waxed area, waited about 20 seconds, whispered, “Here goes,” pulled off the cloth strip—and zip, the hair was gone. I heard myself gasp a little, but it was more from anticipation than anything else. It really didn’t hurt much at all. I looked at my crotch with the mirror just as Karen started to put some wax on the other side to make it even. I was shocked to see that she’d taken about a third of my total triangle with the first swipe. I didn’t say anything, just watched her fingers do their work. I took a deep breath and waited. The next zip was just as easy.

Looking at the mirror again, the sight of my near naked vagina was really exciting. A small strip of hair, maybe an inch wide, seemed to point to it like an arrow. “Well, what do you think?” Karen had obviously removed enough hair for me to be able to wear the bathing suit, and something about my new look gave me courage.

“A little more,” I said with a smile. Karen smiled too. Two minutes later, little more than an exclamation point remained at the top of my pussy. Feeling pretty bold, I told Karen to take more.

“All of it?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said. “All of it.”

She quickly removed the tiny remaining strip of hair, then said that there was just a little housekeeping to be done to take care of everything, adding that she thought I would really be pleased with the results. “Housekeeping” apparently means removing the hair around the anus and a few strays. This was accomplished by two quick zips, and then I was completely bald.

Just as I was about to take another look in the mirror at the final product, a phone rang in the reception area. Karen got up, removed her gloves, and said she’d be right back. She left the room, closing the door behind her. I was alone with my new “hair style,” and I sat up on the bed to get a good look. Spreading my legs wide, I held the mirror close and, with trembling fingers, gently touched myself. My pussy was ultrasensitive. It tingled as I ran my fingertips across the bare skin. I marveled at how good this felt and at how wonderfully exciting everything looked, so totally exposed and sexy. I knew that Dave would love my new look as much as I did.

The feeling of my bare pussy against my hand was hypnotizing, and I guess I let my fingers linger just a little too long. I could feel a telltale wetness as, staring at the mirror, I gently tugged back and forth. I leaned forward to look more closely and, as my excitement started to build, I got a whiff of my sex. I could feel my nipples tingling, and I looked under the robe to find them puckered and hard. God, I thought, if she doesn’t come back soon I’m going to make myself come. With that, there was a soft tapping on the door and Karen reentered the room.

Trying to act as if nothing were wrong, I could feel that my face was flushed. Karen didn’t seem to pay any attention. She put on another pair of gloves and sat back down on the stool. She took a small bottle from the basket and turned to look at her handiwork. I’m certain that my wetness was visible, but Karen pretended not to notice, at least for a moment. She looked me right in the eye. “Now,” she said, almost whispering, “this moisturizer is the best thing that you can use to keep from having any discomfort.” She poured a thick drop of honey-colored liquid onto the small patch of my skin that had only a few minutes earlier been covered with tiny blonde curls. My tummy muscles tightened and I gasped quietly when the oil hit my skin.

Using just the tip of her index finger, she began to make slow little circles in the cream. The feel of her finger so close to my bare pussy almost made me gasp. Karen again looked directly into my eyes as her finger massaged my tender skin. The circles became a little larger, and she increased the pressure of her finger, all the time watching my face for any reaction. “You’ll have to use this lotion every day,” she murmured. I started to squirm under her touch. I tried to answer, but had long ago lost my composure. No woman had ever touched me like this before, but I was past caring. I propped myself up on my elbows and looked back into her eyes, telling Karen with my gaze that she could do anything she wanted to me. I was beyond the point of no return and powerless to stop her anyway.

Still smiling, she looked down at my pussy and applied a second finger to the massage. I spread my legs wide and shimmied toward her, trying to get her to be more aggressive. I wanted this girl to make me come. She laughed and told me to take it easy. “Your skin is really sensitive now, and you don’t want to do anything to cause it pain. You have to be gentle. You have to take your time.” As her fingers continued to rub lotion into my skin, I felt the tip of her thumb gently brush against the lips of my pussy. The first time, it was barely noticeable. The second time it strayed between those lips, and the third time, it slipped inside me about halfway.

My head fell back and I moaned. Karen gently advanced her thumb until it was buried inside me, and her fingers began to really work me over. She eased my legs a little farther apart with her other hand, and her fingers started to pick up speed. I pulled my robe open and grabbed my breasts, squeezing them and pinching my tiny nipples. Over the sound of my ragged breathing, I could hear Karen whisper, “Yeah, baby. That’s it. That’s it. Let go.” Well, I had no choice. That’s exactly what I did. I let go.

My hips bucked like crazy and I called her name over and over. I heard myself crying, “Oh, so sweet!” and I collapsed, quivering and moaning. With her hand still on my throbbing pussy, Karen slid the stool over and kissed me gently on the mouth. My lips parted instinctively and my tongue sought hers as we shared the loveliest, most sensual kiss of my life. I wrapped my arms around her and held on tightly as the waves of my orgasm slowly subsided.

After a few moments, hearing no sound except my own breathing, I looked into her eyes and smiled.

“Nice?” she whispered.

“Nice,” was all I could say. She got up to leave the room and looked back over her shoulder. “Go ahead and get dressed,” she said. “You’re going to be a knockout on vacation.” Oh, yes, the vacation. I had forgotten all about it. 

I stood up on very shaky legs and dressed quickly. At the front of the shop, Karen stood by the counter, looking like the cat who’d licked the cream. “One bikini waxing, $21,” she said.

I opened my wallet, took out a twenty and a five, and handed the money to her. “Are you allowed to take tips?” I asked.

“Only if you are 100 percent satisfied.” was the young woman’s smart-alecky response. I handed her two more twenties and kissed her again. She walked me to the door and unlocked it, then turned the lights back on in the darkened reception area. I now realized she had locked up when she went to answer the phone, assuring that we would have privacy. I wonder how she knew. “When you get back from vacation,” she called after me, “come in for a touch-up.”

All the way home I replayed in my head what had happened. I couldn’t believe what I had just done. And I couldn’t believe how much I’d enjoyed it. I also couldn’t believe that I had every intention of making an appointment for that “touch-up” sometime soon.

There was a message on the answering machine when I got home. I was not the least bit surprised to hear that it was Pat. “Hi, Cathy, it’s me,” she said. “I just wanted to see how your appointment went with Karen. Did she take good care of you?” Then there was a giggle on her end. That little sneak! I can’t wait to take “revenge,” perhaps with a threesome. I’m hoping Karen will be willing to help me out.

—C.V., Idaho 

ANOTHER PERSONAL TOUCH

After reading the letter “Personal Touch” (“Forum,” March 2004) from the woman telling of her exciting experience with her first bikini waxing, I just had to share my own exciting experience.

My best friend Desirée and I had been looking forward to our five-day winter getaway in sunny Florida. I was also looking forward to getting away from the emotional stress of the divorce I was going through.

Desi and I decided to wait until we got to Miami to buy our bathing suits. It didn’t take long for Desi to find a couple of bikinis she thought we’d look good in.

Desi has a great figure, and while she was comfortable with a bikini that would leave little to the imagination, I wasn’t. I have a good figure, but I’d never worn anything out in public quite that revealing. I told her this, and also that we’d have to shave our pussy hair, which was something I’d never done before and really didn’t know if I even wanted to attempt it. I was surprised when Desi told me that she kept her pussy shaved all the time. She’d brought with her the essentials, and offered to shave me. I was a little reluctant at first, but then gave in and bought the bikini.

We decided to spend the remainder of the evening poolside, and went back to our room first so Desi could shave me. I was a little nervous as I undressed and sat down on the side of the bed, but at least I knew that someone with experience was going to shave me.

Lying back on the bed, I propped myself up on my elbows to watch. Desi asked if I wanted her to leave a small patch of hair or shave me completely bald like herself. Then she pulled off her shorts and panties. I immediately fell in love with Desi’s clean, bald look, and told her I wanted the same for myself. She knelt down between my legs, wet my pussy hairs with a washcloth, then lathered me with shaving cream. She took a disposable razor and began removing the blonde locks of hair from my pussy.

Desi had neglected to tell me how incredibly arousing the shave would be. I found it almost impossible to lie still, especially when Desi’s fingers touched me as she delicately trimmed the hairs along the edges of my pussy lips. I was a little embarrassed that Desi might see I was getting turned on.

She gave me a thorough shave that included the hairs from around my butt hole, which was quite arousing in itself. And while I absolutely adored my new look, I was really glad that the shave was over before something more embarrassing happened.

But Desi wasn’t quite done yet. She squirted baby oil on my freshly shaved pussy. She gently rubbed the oil over my pussy with her fingers. That had me sitting straight up. “My God! If you keep that up, I’m going to have an accident right here,” I gasped. Instead of heeding my warning, Desi began lightly rolling my blood-engorged clit through her fingers. “Desi! What are you doing?” I screamed out. I fell back onto the bed, my body twisting from side to side. Before I could say another word, I exploded into orgasm. “Oh, my God! You’re making me come, Desi!” I cried out. My entire body jerked with pleasure as my pussy spewed moisture onto the bedspread beneath me.

Once I regained control of my senses, I told Desi to take off her clothes. When she did, I stared a long time at her beautiful body, in particular at her shaved pussy. I took her hands in mine. I lay back on the bed, and guided Desi down on top of me. Our lips met in a passionate kiss while our clits met in their own special kiss. We rubbed our pussies together. Soon Desi cried out that she was coming. I felt the incredible excitement of Desi bathing my pussy with her joy juice. Things got out of hand as Desi went down on me and ate my pussy. This sent me to new heights of sexual pleasure.

I turned Desi around so that her legs straddled my face. I pulled her gorgeous pink pussy to my mouth and began tasting another woman for the first time. As I gorged myself on this new and delicious treat, Desi fell forward and buried her face in my pussy. We began eating each other out in a gluttonous feast that lasted more than 20 minutes before we both collapsed in a heap, our bodies quivering for more.

Needless to say, Desi and I never made it down to the pool that evening. Instead we explored this newfound sexual wonderment late into the night. That continued for the next four days.

I’m happy to say that Desi and I have become an item, and are truly enjoying our beautiful and exciting intimate times together. It all started with that bikini pussy shave.

I sincerely hope that the writer of “Personal Touch” did get together in a threesome with her best friend and the woman from the beauty salon.—K.N., Minnesota 

CLOSE SHAVE

My boyfriend and I had been dating about six months when we decided to take a romantic five-day trip to the San Juan Islands, off Vancouver. By the second day of our stay I was feeling especially horny and decided that this would be a good time to shave my legs. I began with some steamy bathwater that I’d scented with lavender oil. After soaking for a bit and savoring the peace and quiet, I stood up to start shaving when I realized my boyfriend had been peeking through the bathroom door the whole time. As I stepped out of the tub and threw on my bathrobe, he came in, grabbed my hand, and suggested that he take over where I had left off.

He led me out onto our private deck, where I was surprised to find some hot water, a razor, shaving cream, a hand towel, and, of all things, a video camera. David picked me up in his arms and carefully positioned me on the table in front of the camera. As he removed my bathrobe, I felt the hot sun beating down on my silky skin. Then he began to smooth the creamy white foam all over my crotch. I could feel myself getting more excited with his every move.

He carefully began shaving my pubic hair, working from the top down. He did it with tremendous artistic ability, as if every stroke defined his total manhood. He concentrated on what he was doing, carefully moving my clit aside as he slid the razor over my pussy lips and back toward my ass. I didn’t even mind that the camcorder was pointed directly at my pussy.

To my delight, he began to finger the smooth walls of my vagina. It didn’t take long for me to come. The spasms shook my body as the come dripped out. Like a perfect gentleman, David dipped the hand towel into the warm water and cleaned me off. Then he began to tongue his freshly shaved masterpiece. He started at my clit and worked his way down to my puckered asshole. I was creaming with excitement.

He pulled me to the corner of the table and removed his shorts. His cock was hard and obviously ready for some serious penetration. He thrust his throbbing dick into my moist love tunnel and banged me hard, like I was the only woman left on earth. A few tourist boats went by as he fucked me harder and harder. As the morning sun beat down on us, I thought paradise couldn’t possibly get any better than this. We came simultaneously. That night we watched our home movie and got hot and horny all over again. Now anytime I see the ocean I think of David and get a burning desire to shave myself . . . everywhere.—G.S., Oregon 

FOAMING PASSIONS

I have a friend, Sharon, whom I see from time to time when I need to get a little wild. She understands this need, and shares it, so when we get together there are no boundaries and no one is ever disappointed.

We arranged to meet at my place one winter afternoon. I spent the morning chopping firewood and fantasizing about the amazing body I would soon be feasting upon. By the time Sharon arrived, I had scented candles flickering around the living room, several large pillows by the hearth, a fire roaring in the fireplace, and a raging hard-on. The doorbell rang and I let her in.

As she entered the living room, our eyes met, and I was glad there was to be no preliminary chitchat, no attempt at social graces. She was there for one thing. I pulled her toward me and wrapped her in my arms. She kissed me passionately, pulling my flannel shirt from my jeans. Instinctively, my hands went to her perky little rump, massaging it, lifting her up to meet my lips.

Our clothing swiftly found its way to various parts of the room, and we moved in front of the fire for warmth and light. I sat on a pillow, and she kissed my neck, chest, and thighs. Her hungry mouth found my engorged cock, then licked and sucked my balls one by one. I hated to stop her from finishing, but I had better plans.

After stacking the pillows in front of the fire, I lowered Sharon onto her belly so her ass was facing up into the air. Her cheeks spread slightly, and the flickering light glowed on her wet pussy. I buried my face between her ass cheeks, plunging my tongue as deep as it would go into her hot, sweet pussy. Sharon pressed back into my face as I ran my tongue up and down her nether lips, swirling around her swollen clit.

I pulled away, looking at her ass and wondering how it would look baby smooth? There was only one way to find out. I excused myself and ran to the bathroom, then the kitchen, leaving a very frustrated and curious woman writhing on the pillows. I returned with a fresh disposable razor, a bowl of warm water, a washcloth, and shaving gel. Sharon’s eyes widened as she realized what was in store, but her quivering derriere told me she was more than willing to participate. Angling her body slightly to get the best firelight on her tiny back door, I gently wet the crack of her ass with the warm washcloth. I spread a small layer of shaving gel between her buns, savoring the feel of the curves under my fingers. Stroke after stroke left her clean and hairless until it was time to towel off.

The fire warmed her naked behind as I set my “tools” aside to admire my handiwork. I couldn’t wait to try out that silky butt. I spread her apart and drove my tongue into her tight little bunghole, eliciting a gasp as she lifted her ass again to meet my probing mouth. Unable to wait any longer, I moved in and pressed my pulsing hard-on against her asshole. Sharon was soaking wet from my oral attention, and with a slight push I was in her puckered privacy. She backed up to take me in all the way, saying “Fuck my ass. Fuck me hard!” I slammed home, watching as each inch of my meat slid in and out of her perfect, naked little sphincter, and feeling its muscles tighten around my cock, as she pulled from me a climax that made my head snap back.

We continued fucking for the rest of the afternoon until we were too spent to go on. When it was time to go, Sharon smiled and thanked me for an exciting and unexpected afternoon. I was just as appreciative. Like I said before, no one is ever disappointed.—S.Q. via the Internet 

BARE THERE

Most men, like most women, have sexual fantasies. During a very unfulfilling marriage that lasted far too long I had them often. When I was finally single again, I was fortunate enough to know many different women, some older and some younger than I.

When I met my future wife, I knew right away that she was the sexiest, sweetest, most wonderful woman I’d ever known. She’s very independent, but does so many things just to make me happy, like shaving her pubic hair and wearing nylon stockings.

After we were married I asked Laura if she would shave her pubic hair for me, as I’d always wanted to know what it would be like to suck a shaved pussy. She immediately said, “Let’s do it right now. I’ve never done that before.” We carefully trimmed her pubic hair with scissors prior to lathering her up. I carefully shaved away her pubic hair. The whole procedure took about an hour. It was the most totally erotic experience of my entire life. Seeing her sweet pussy totally nude almost brought tears to my eyes.

After gently patting her dry I ate her for what seemed like hours, bringing her to several gyrating orgasms. I was so excited and so hard that when I moved up on the bed to enter her I nearly came immediately. Her previously hairy pussy had been transformed into the most wonderful, warm, sweet place on earth. We literally made love for hours, only taking time to catch our breath and replenish needed liquids.

I shave her myself, every day. We have a little routine that begins with her shower. After showering she calls me, telling me she’s ready for her shave. I dutifully prepare the warm water and shaving utensils and a towel. Many times our morning shave ends in sessions of glorious lovemaking. I’ve told Laura that as long as she keeps her pussy shaved for me there is no way I could ever think of cheating on her. I’m living my wildest fantasy every day of my life. She’s even told her girlfriends that I shave her every morning, and “he just wants me all the time!”

It may seem odd to those women who have never shaved their pussies, but what I say is true: My wife has given me the most wonderful gift any man could ever ask for. She enjoys her newly shaved pussy too. At her annual checkup, he doctor asked her why her pussy was shaved, and she gleefully told him, “Because my husband just loves it this way!”

When she gets dressed up to go out socially, she takes delight in knowing that under her elegant dress she is totally nude, open and available to my armorous caresses. Laura’s an absolutely drop-dead gorgeous woman to begin with, but knowing she’s shaved makes her sexier. I think other men can sense something about her. It’s difficult to explain, but she is always the center of attention wherever we go.

Shortly after she allowed me to shave her for the first time, we took a trip. I thought nothing of the fact that she wore a cute little sundress on the plane. Partway through our trip she pulled her blanket over herself and snuggled up to me. I was reading and holding her hand, thinking nothing but pleasant thoughts about how fortunate I was to be married to such a wonderful woman. She slowly guided my hand under her blanket and up between her beautiful thighs. Most of the people around us were either watching the movie or sleeping. I was pleasantly surprised when I discovered she was not wearing panties. I began to gently stimulate her clitoris.

It wasn’t long before she had a death grip on my hand and began moaning sweet nothings. After several moments she had a monstrous orgasm, stiffening in her chair and clamping her lips to keep from shouting out her pleasure. Then she went to sleep with a big smile on her face.

We went shopping in San Francisco, which is one of my favorite cities. As we strolled down the street, hand in hand, we passed a custom corset maker’s shop. She gazed in the window. “I have an idea,” she winked. “Let’s go in here.” We walked around the shop, looking at all of the super- feminine garter belts and corsets. She knows my other deep fantasy. Real nylons!

Laura has long, perfectly sculpted legs, and she knows it. I often tell her jokingly that I married a pair of legs. She selected a couple garter belts and had them customized with extra straps. She told the saleslady we would be back before five to pick them up.

From there we went to an exclusive women’s hosiery shop where she bought at least a dozen pairs of super-sheer, glimmering stockings in black and summer colors. I was getting more excited by the minute.

We grabbed a cab back to the corset shop, because it was faster. Street cars are all fine and good, but we had the desire. She went into the fitting room to try on her new garter belts. The saleslady went into the dressing room with her to make certain the fit was perfect. I would have given anything to see the saleslady’s face when she saw that under her cute little sundress my wife was naked and clean-shaven. It must have been a rush, because when my wife was paying her for the garter belts her face was flushed.

On our way out the door the saleslady thanked us for stopping by and told Laura to come back anytime, as it would be a pleasure to serve her again.

Back at our hotel, Laura shed her dress and tried both of her new garter belts on for me. As I admired my darling wife I was more and more aroused. She fended off my advances, telling me I would have to wait until we returned from dinner.

When we arrived in the lobby I told the concierge that we would need a cab. He hailed a cab and held my wife’s door open for her. As she swung her gorgeous long legs into the cab I saw her purposely flash the concierge, showing her stocking tops and her freshly shaved pussy. She is a devil. During dinner I told her that I’d seen what she did, and she said, “Don’t you just love it? This is going to be so much fun. I’m glad you shaved my pussy and I really, really like these nylons.”

That was it. She has never worn anything but nylon stockings since, and never any panties. That knowledge puts an incredible strain on me when we’re in public, because all I want to do is take her somewhere private and make mad love to her.

These two simple things have endeared her to me even more. Our relationship is one of total commitment to one another, fun-filled outings and passionate lovemaking. If there was ever a man who worshipped his wife, I believe I come as close as any man ever has to fitting that mold. What more could I possibly ask for? She’s smart, witty, sexy and a little devil, in and out of bed.

Her girlfriends are envious of my devotion to her. After many years in a bad relationship, I think it’s pretty neat that I live my fantasies on a daily basis.

—O.N., Wilmington, Delaware 

WHATEVER FLOATS YOUR BOAT

My lady Christie and I have been together a little over eighteen months. We have a great relationship and the sexual compatibility is very intense. I’ve experienced new variations of lovemaking that I’d merely fantasized about before—things such as role-playing, watching adult videos together, using sex toys, playing lovers’ board games and sharing fantasies. She’s lowered my inhibitions and I’ve become very adventurous and outspoken.

Christie shaves her pussy, which I find very erotic. Last year on Valentine’s Day, I had the pleasure of shaving her. My cock was extremely hard when I finished the job.

One evening while giving head and licking my balls, she said, “You’re pretty hairy down here. I should shave you.”

I quickly agreed, so we started a weekly ritual of shaving me. She loves sucking my cock afterward, because the shaving makes me very sensitive.

She also likes anal sex. (I’m just naming some of the stuff my wife and I like to do.) She enjoys the way my fat prick stretches out her tight anus. And believe it or not, I’ve discovered that I too enjoy receiving anal sex (with a dildo).

This past Sunday evening was the hottest anal adventure so far. I sat in the bathtub as she shaved my balls, alternating between stroking and squeezing my dick. It began to harden as she shaved the lower portion of my balls. I closed my eyes and reveled in the intense sensations.

She’d soon removed all the hair (or almost all of it) and then she gently splashed water upon my smooth balls to rinse them off. They tingled as the warm water washed the suds away. But she hadn’t been able to get the hair around my asshole, so she said, “Okay, assume the position.”

Slowly, I got onto my hands and knees and presented my soft ass for her attention. She had easy access to my balls, asshole and the sensitive area between them. She applied lather to my swollen nuts and supple crack as she teased my bunghole with her little finger.

Little by little, the blade’s gentle strokes removed the silky, fine hair. My cheeks trembled as she continued her task, while my eyes clamped shut in ecstasy. She grasped my cock with her left hand (she’s right-handed) and it began to swell and stiffen as she continued to shave my crack.

Her finger traced the entrance to my back door. She gently inserted a finger, pushing deeper as I relaxed. Soon, I was able to accept more as she probed deeper and deeper into my nether reaches.

My prick was rock-hard, the purple head large and swollen. I began to moan as she squeezed tighter and increased the tempo of her strokes, her finger plunging in and out of my tight passageway. My entire body shook uncontrollably as the waves of my first orgasm washed over me. I was discovering the joys of multiple orgasms and coming without ejaculating. This was something I’d only read about.

The lather and warm water felt very pleasant as my dick continued to harden. Christie’s thumb traced circles around the fat, bulbous head, which was very pronounced. It makes me super hard when she touches the upper ridge. I’m getting very hot as I write this.

I love the way she pulls my dick down and away from my body. Soon she began to moan as her own orgasm approached, and this took me over the edge. I started coming in ropes, and before I knew it the water was all milky from my massive discharge.—B.K., Rome, Georgia 
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Shake It Up—Make a Swap

More than 300 couples crammed into a hotel conference room of the Reno Hilton in Nevada last July 15 to hear a presentation titled “How to Give World-Class Fellatio.” It was by far the most popular workshop at the Lifestyles Organization’s annual convention of swingers.

Like many men attending, Jake, a 42-year-old computer consultant, hoped that his lady—and others he might hook up with—would pick up new tips about how to perform man’s favorite sex act. And like an estimated four million American men today, Jake swings. But mate-swapping for recreational sex is no longer underground nor as scorned. Last year saw the release of a documentary, The Lifestyle: Group Sex in the Suburbs, as well as a victory for Lifestyles Organization in a federal case (LSO, LTD. v. Stroh) that had threatened the liquor licenses of hotels catering to the free-love crowd.

“You people could be a gathering of the Rotary Club,” Internet sex-talk host Bob Berkowitz declared in his plenary address to the 1,500 conventioneering couples. Investigative reporter Terry Gould agreed. Initially so repulsed by the swing-club spouse sharers that he wrote they needed “a dip in the gene pool,” Gould later changed his mind while researching his survey, The Lifestyle: A Look at the Erotic Rites of Swingers (Firefly Books), and interviewing well-heeled, upper-class enthusiasts (one third had a postgraduate education and voted Republican).

Strict etiquette requires that couples make extensive pre-game agreements (about how far they will go) and post-game debriefings. Safer sex extends to oral care (gargling, no tooth brushing that opens gums, reduced alcohol and sugar consumption). The women always set the limits and the pacing (“It’s better to give my wife control,” says George, “so she gets used to another woman going down on me”). Men must learn not to be pushy, to accept “no,” and not to pout if some other guy ends up with the two women.

Besides traditional introductory queries (Different rooms? Bisexual? Pain?), asking “Condoms or not?” is mandatory. This awareness of possible contagion, and an increase in naive first-timers, contributes to complaints from veteran swingers that once-wild cockfests have become more like boring cocktail parties.

Traditionally, swinging as recreational sex survives. “If a woman wants romance, I tell her, ‘No,’” said Paul, to whoops of approval from other men in the “Introduction to Swinging” lecture hall. “I point to my wife and say, ‘This is the lady I love and am going to be with at the end of the night.’”

Yet some hedonists are embracing the emotional fidelity that is characteristic of another alternative lifestyle called polyamory. Ryam Nearing, a leader in that community and founder of Loving More magazine, distinguishes her brand of open love with multiple mates as facilitating intimacy, long-term commitment, and “more love for all.”

Couples filed out of the Lifestyles fellatio class buoyed with useful tips (do it while he’s on the computer, practice on spaghetti, perform the “Lifesaver Twist” as if sucking on a candy), eager for the evening’s lingerie ball and ensuing private soirees. Many rushed to the exhibit hall to network about new Web sites (www.newfriends.net) and swap valuable phone numbers (Lifestyles, [888] 821-1235). Men shared info on how to get any woman into the groove: Entice her about dressing up glamorously for dates, feed her fantasy about all the men who want her, and most of all, reassure her “that you want her,” advises Lifestyler Steve Mason.

In Jake’s own town, swing clubs were recently raided and banned. But Jake is optimistic about the possibilities of cyberswinging, proving that legal action, critics, and lifestyle roadblocks (jealousy and breakups) will never stop the push for sexual freedom.- Dr. Judy

WHO’S BLOWING WHOM?

My wife and I have been married for 14 years, and before that we dated for three. We’d both had sexual partners before we met, and while I’m not a stud, I was more experienced and open to new things. From what Teddi has told me about her past boyfriends, I have concluded that these guys were pretty self-centered when it came to sex and had only their own interests at heart. With patience and coaxing, my wife has become more willing to try new things. But nothing prepared me for what happened during one memorable weekend.

Adam and Lora, friends whom we’ve both known for years, were spending the weekend with us. Over drinks and dinner, I mentioned how Teddi had recently surprised me with some very erotic lap dances. I joked that if Adam was lucky, he might receive one later that evening.

After dinner I asked Lora if it would be okay if Teddi gave Adam a lap dance for dessert. Adam and Lora agreed that it would be a great way to continue the evening, and to my surprise Teddi was all for it. I thought it would be exciting to see my wife turn another guy on. She is very sexy, but I figured she’d give him a PG-rated version. I couldn’t have been more mistaken.

While Teddi went to put on something special, Lora, Adam, and I prepared the living room by turning off the lights, lighting the fireplace, and putting on some music. Adam sat in the middle of the couch flanked by Lora and me. When Teddi came back into the living room, she looked incredible in a black G-string and sheer top. She started dancing for me first, and as she ground herself into my lap, she whispered, “I’m doing all this for you.” She then moved over to Adam, and, shyly at first, started to writhe her body all over his. She warmed up when Lora began making requests. My wife did a slow strip, then ground her pussy into Adam’s crotch and shoved her tits in his face. When she was through, I figured the show was over, but she was just getting started.

Announcing that ice cream was being served, Teddi, now nude, took a bowl over to Lora. Teddi pulled off Lora’s shirt, smeared some ice cream on her tits, and told Adam to lick it off. I followed suit and went for the other nipple. After we’d licked a few helpings off Lora, it was Teddi’s tits’ turn to be coated with ice cream. Lora did the honors, and Adam and I helped ourselves. Then Lora applied more ice cream to Teddi’s tits, only this time Lora licked it off. Adam and I soon joined her for a couple more rounds, and Teddi was in another world. Being the fair player she is, Teddi wanted to do the same for Lora. After Teddi licked her share of ice cream off Lora’s boobs, both women decided it was the men’s turn.

We were told to lie down on an old bedspread and close our eyes—so, as Teddi explained, we wouldn’t know who was blowing us. I knew my wife could be hot and uninhibited if she would just let herself go, but I’d only dreamed of this. Ice cream was smeared on both our cocks, and soon a warm mouth began sucking and licking it off. It felt incredible, but I was rather curious to see whose mouth and tongue was doing me. Then a stifled giggle came from my wife. Since my partner was on my right and the laugh was on my left, I knew my wife was blowing Adam. I could hear them switch, and more ice cream and licking commenced.

Then Teddi told us to open our eyes. I whispered to Teddi, “Did you blow Adam first?” A playful smile accompanied a nod of her head. Then, while I watched, both women licked and sucked Adam’s dick for a while, until I asked for equal time. Both ladies gave me some fantastic head, and then Teddi let Lora do me alone so that Adam and I could lick Teddi’s tits.

I noticed while Lora was sucking me that one of her hands was stroking Teddi’s pussy. I spread Teddi’s legs so Lora was centered between them. Adam and I watched as Lora went down on my wife with fervor. With Adam and me licking and sucking Teddi’s tits, and Lora giving her pussy a workout, my straitlaced wife was totally enjoying her first bisexual experience. She was in bliss as three tongues worked her over. Teddi sucked our cocks in alternation as Lora continued to eat her out. When Lora quit, she moved up and gave Teddi a wet kiss, then lay down for us two guys to feast on her nipples. While we were doing this, my wife got up, positioned herself between Lora’s thighs, and licked Lora’s pussy as if she had often done this before. In the course of two hours, Teddi had sucked another man’s cock, licked another woman’s tits, and had her first taste of another woman’s snatch.

While Lora gave blowjobs to Adam and me, we watched as Teddi buried her face in Lora’s cunt. When Lora said “Enough,” it was time for the finale. We placed our now well-lubricated women side by side and proceeded to give and get a good fucking. When everyone came, we all cuddled together and remarked how incredible and memorable this night was.

Will my wife do something like this again? Who knows?—H.O., Iowa 

ADVENTURES IN SWINGING

Thad and I spent last summer vacationing in Florida. On our second evening we went out for drinks. At the bar we met another couple, Mike and Isabel, a very fun and attractive pair. They told us they headed a married-couples-only swingers’ club, and asked if we would like to come to a pool party they were having Saturday night.

After ten years of marriage and three kids, Thad and I still have a wonderful sex life. And while we like to explore to keep it fresh and exciting, our explorations had always been just between us. Mike and Isabel’s invitation to a swinger party was indeed tempting, but we didn’t know if this was a direction we wanted to explore. When Mike and Isabel then asked us to come just as observers, we figured there was no harm in watching.

When we arrived at Mike and Isabel’s place on Saturday, they greeted us at the door. As they gave us a tour of their big beautiful home, they reassured us that we would not be expected to do anything we didn’t want to do. After Thad and I changed into our bathing suits, we were taken out back to meet the other party goers.

Gathered around a large swimming pool were 12 couples ranging in age from early twenties to mid-thirties. It was a collection of the most beautiful guys and girls I’d ever seen in one place. Just looking at all of them turned me on.

The party was much like any other party. A lot of mingling, talking, laughing, and a lot of drinks. I could see Thad was enjoying the attention a couple of the girls were giving him. Meantime, a young black woman named Michelle had caught my eye. She had the face of an angel, and lovely skin. Her petite figure aroused me.

“She’s beautiful, isn’t she?” Isabel said in my ear.

“She’s gorgeous,” I replied.

Isabel called Michelle over, and they took me into a bedroom inside the house. I became very nervous when Isabel told Michelle to take her bathing suit off so that I could see just how beautiful this girl really was. Michelle removed her top and I gazed at her lovely small round breasts and large dark-brown nipples. I gasped when she pulled her bottoms down and revealed a shaved-bare pussy.

Isabel sat me down on a love seat and told Michelle to let me taste her. Michelle stood in front of me, leaning forward until her beautiful pussy was inches from my mouth. Very tentatively I touched the tip of my tongue to that pussy, gathering my first taste of another woman. As I licked the delicious nectar from inside Michelle’s pussy lips, I grasped her ass, pulling her tight to me. Then I felt my bikini bottom being pulled off and Isabel’s mouth on my pussy. Michelle and I came simultaneously, her deliciousness flooding my tongue while I flooded Isabel’s tongue with my own joy juices.

When we returned to the backyard, Thad was sitting down. There were four girls taking turns sucking his cock. It didn’t take long for him to come inside one lucky girl’s mouth.

Guiding me to an empty chair, the same four girls who had sucked Thad’s cock now took turns between my legs. They worked on me until I surrendered and came heavily on the pretty lips of an Asian girl.

Then Mike and three other guys took their swimming trunks off and stood before me, displaying their big gorgeous pricks. After Isabel had rolled a condom down over each of their pricks, I got on the lawn on all fours. Each guy took turns fucking my pussy from behind with their big cocks. I drifted off into my own world of bliss, oblivious to all that was going on around me except for the wonderment happening inside my pussy. I came so many times that I lost count.

When I finally came back to earth, there was sex going on all around me. As I searched in vain for Thad, I could see two other guys jacking off their white loads of come all over some redhead’s big tits.

Then I finally located Thad. He was between Michelle’s legs, eating her hungrily. In the middle of all this, Isabel sat on a chair, legs spread wide, playing with her own pussy. She motioned me over with her finger. I walked over to her. “Now you can taste my pussy, baby,” she purred. I buried my face in Isabel’s snatch. Her hands held me tightly as I sucked the delicious juices from her cunt. This incredible newfound sexual wonderment lasted late into the night. I’d never been fucked and sucked so many times. I had never, nor had Thad, fucked and sucked so many others in both straight and gay encounters.

Thad and I met four more times with Mike and Isabel’s swingers’ club while on our vacation. We’re currently working on putting together our own hometown swingers’ club.—J.G., Minnesota 

SWAP MEET

Dave and I were friends all through college. You could say we were late bloomers, as we didn’t get much in the way of action until our junior year. That’s when we at last hooked up with girlfriends and made up for lost time.

My girlfriend Delia was actually a virgin when I met her. She was five-foot-five, with brown hair, dark brown eyes, and the sexiest lips I have ever seen to this day. Her body was nice, and when she had a tan she was a total knockout. I must have turned her into a cock-hungry ball-drainer, because not long after we started having sex, she couldn’t get enough. She especially loved it when I went down on her. When she came, which she always did, she would shake her head from side to side and nearly crush my head with her legs. We would fuck for hours, in every position. Many nights Delia would look into my eyes as I fucked her good and hard and say, “Fuck me, baby!” She would moan, “Give it to me good!” And I always did.

Dave’s girlfriend Sharon was a redhead. She had lovely green eyes and an infectious laugh. But her best attribute by far was her outstanding body. Sharon was slightly taller than Delia. She was tight, curvy, and had huge tits. My God, what a body she had!

Dave and I took an off-campus apartment together, and the girls came by a lot. The four of us usually spent the entire weekend together. It was great. We’d get a pizza and do kamikaze shots, then retreat to our rooms, drunk and horny, to fuck and suck the night away. Sometimes I would hear Sharon moaning or laughing. How I fantasized about a night with her.

One Friday night, Dave and I got a big surprise. We’d already done a good bit of partying that evening. Delia looked at me and said, “Baby, Sharon and I have a little request. It’s something we’ve wanted to try for a while now, and it seems like as good a time as any.” Dave and I looked at each other, wondering.

“Go on,” I said.

“We’re all good friends, and we’re good at keeping a secret. Just for tonight, we’d like to switch partners. Sharon really wants to suck your delicious cock, and I want to see if Dave can fuck as good as you.” Then she bit her lip a little, perhaps frightened of how Dave and I might respond.

“Let me talk this over with Dave a minute,” I said.

He and I went into my bedroom and practically danced on the ceiling. “What do you say, pal?” I asked. “Should we give them their wish?”

“You fucking better believe it!” he exclaimed.

Dave and I walked out of that room with big smiles on our faces. Just one look, and the girls knew they were in for quite a night. They asked us to wait in the living room while they got ready for us. My dick was as hard as cold rolled steel.

After about ten minutes, the bedroom door opened and Delia called out to Dave. He went in and closed the door behind him.

Then Sharon called out to me. When I walked into the room, Sharon took off her robe. She was wearing a lace thong with matching bra. Her body was all I had hoped for. Her giant tits were just barely contained in her bra. I walked toward her, lifted her head to mine, and kissed her tenderly. It was the last tender thing we did that evening.

I fondled those incredible globes, first over her bra, then under. I caressed them, held them, loved them. I wet my fingers and squeezed her nipples. She began to tremble. Then she got down on her knees and unzipped my pants, which I removed. My cock sprang free and, to her delight, greeted her with eight thick inches. Holding on to my butt cheeks, Sharon licked around the head of my prick and up and down the entire length of the shaft while she lovingly caressed my balls. Finally, using both hands, she pumped my cock into her mouth.

After about ten minutes of receiving this devoted attention, I pulled my cock out of her mouth and, wet with her saliva, planted it between those two mountains of hers. She quickly took the hint. Squeezing her tits together, she let me fuck them while she looked into my eyes, her tongue circling her lips. My cock rewarded her with a thick stream of come. It shot through her tits and hit her lips, which she happily licked.

Then I lay Sharon back on the bed and pulled off her lace thong to reveal a flaming red-haired pussy. Wow! I kissed all the way up her shapely, muscular calves, and licked the inside of her thighs before sucking at her pussy from top to bottom. Then I centered my attention on her clit. While tonguing it I stuck first one, then two fingers into her pussy. Sharon was going nuts. She held on to my head with both hands. Soon she was moaning and shuddering. I knew it was time to send her over the edge. I wet my pinkie with her pussy juice and inserted just the tip into Sharon’s asshole. I knew the effect this would have on her, and I wasn’t wrong. Her mouth opened as if to scream, but the only thing that came out was, “Oh . . . my . . . God!”

Sharon convulsed in what I was sure must have been the most intense orgasm of her life. She bucked uncontrollably, and then her whole body went limp. As furious as her orgasm was, it would not be her last of the evening.

After we both rested a little while, holding and stroking each other, we starting kissing, softly at first, then desperately, our hands roaming all over each other’s body. I sat on the edge of the bed and pulled her to me. Sharon straddled my lap and sat on my cock until it was deep in her pussy. She undulated back and forth while I twisted and kneaded her nipples. After a minute she cried out in orgasm yet again. Now I took a chance.

Pulling her off my stiff, wet rod, I put the head of it up against her virgin asshole. She settled down on me slowly and gasped when just the head of my cock penetrated. Little by little, I pulled her onto my erection until I was completely buried in her asshole. Before long she was loving it. I told her to tickle her clit as I pumped her asshole. “It feels so good!” she cried. As I filled her ass with hot come, she sighed deeply and moaned, “Oh God, I’m coming again, I can’t take much more of this!”

It was quite a night. We fucked at least three more times in every possible position. Sharon never looked at me the same after that night. She knew that she might never get fucked like that again.

As for Dave’s night with Delia, well, that’s a story for another letter. After all these years, Dave and I are still friends and the girls are long gone. The memories, though, will last forever.—B.D., New Jersey 

MARRIED BUT SWINGERS

I met Mark and his wife Sharon through a swinger’s ad I’d placed in a local paper. Sharon liked me so much that she called in sick to work so she could be with me. I showed her a few things she hadn’t tried before and was now eager to show Mark. When they invited me over for a session with both of them, I already knew what the game plan was. I left it up to Sharon to give me my cue when to begin.

To start with, Sharon sucked Mark until he had a firm erection, then had him lie on his back. She straddled his waist and slowly sank her cunt down to engulf his hard-on. “Mmm, baby, you feel so big, but I think I can take some more,” she said. “Joe, see if you can put your cock in my ass. I’ve always wanted to try two at once.”

I did as she asked. Sure enough, there was room for both of us. Not only did Sharon’s pussy massage Mark’s prick as he slid in and out, but I too felt Mark’s prick through her anal walls as I alternated my steady thrusts with his. It was so hot. We continued like that until we’d all come, then we cleaned up and switched positions.

Mark sat up at the head of the bed with Sharon lying between his legs so she could lick him clean. I got between her legs to eat Mark’s come from her drenched pussy. Sharon has the wettest pussy of any woman I’ve known. Once I had all the come out of her that I could get, I slipped my cock into her pussy. I could never get enough of her pussy. Now my head was right next to Sharon’s, where she was sucking Mark. Sharon took turns sucking Mark’s cock and French-kissing me. Then she concentrated on making Mark come, and sucked down Mark’s hot sperm when he shot off in her mouth. This was Mark’s second come of the day, and he was completely worn out, but Sharon and I still had energy to burn. She suggested that I keep up the good work.

Pretending that she hadn’t had it from me just before, Sharon said, “Sucking off Mark has gotten me really horny. Would you like to put your cock in my ass again, Joe?”

We were soon going at it, just the way she wanted. This got Mark interested, so he walked around the bed to where he could get a better view. He started stroking his cock as he took in the sight of my prick going in and out of his wife’s ass. Having used Sharon’s really slippery pussy juice to lubricate both of us, my cock had no trouble sliding into her nether hole. I gripped her hips to give myself good leverage for pounding into her. From previous experience with Sharon, I knew she would want me to increase the force of my thrusts. Once I’d introduced Sharon to anal sex, she couldn’t get enough and had my cock in her ass at least once a day, which was fine by me. I’ll take all the ass I can get.

It came as a surprise to Mark, but the sight of my cock sliding in and out of Sharon’s ass had given him an unexpected urge to come for the third time that day—a record for him. He got up on the bed and stood over Sharon, placing his hard eight-inch cock at her eye level. “Suck me off again, Sharon. Seeing you get fucked in the ass has really gotten me horny, and it felt so good when you sucked me off the first time that I want you to do it again.”

I was in seventh heaven. I had my cock up the ass of a woman who really appreciated ass-fucking as she sucked her husband’s prick. It was all I could ask for.

Sharon was the first to come this time. Still working on Mark’s cock, she used her right hand to play with her clit. Even with her mouth full, her moans of pleasure filled the room. Mark and I were soon to follow as the squeezing of Sharon’s ass muscles set off my own orgasm, while her increased sucking sent Mark over the edge as well. Mark’s come filled Sharon’s mouth as my come shot into her butt. Mark lay on the bed as I pulled my cock from the embrace of Sharon’s asshole.

“Whew! You two are something else,” I told the married couple. “Anytime you want to have sex, just give me a call.” I left them to relax and found my own way out.

—J.K., Arizona 

COUPLING

Like the saying goes, if something is easy, it’s not worth doing. My girlfriend Crystal and I have wanted to get together with another girl or a couple for some time, but for a vast array of reasons it never worked out. One explanation is my feeling that those involved in the swinger lifestyle tend to be a little flaky.

Crystal is beautiful, with a mane of long, dark, curly, luxurious hair, a hot, petite body, 34C breasts, and piercing blue eyes. She’s been ready for action and getting quite frustrated at how long things were taking.

The other night things at last came together in a wondrous, intense evening that almost wasn’t. Having communicated online and over the phone, we finally met Shawn and Angela at a downtown club. We were a little late getting there. It was crowded, and we were about to give up looking when we bumped into them at a table. They were almost ready to leave.

Shawn was a handsome guy, about six-foot-one, with a goatee like mine. Angela was really pretty and wore a tight top to accentuate her curves. After partying for a couple of hours, the four of us decided to head back to our place and watch a porno.

Several times during the movie I fooled around with Crystal while keeping an eye on the other two, making sure Crystal and I weren’t going too fast or not being good hosts. When it appeared that Shawn and Angela weren’t ready to start, Crystal and I would back off and go back to watching the movie.
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