

[image: Cover]




Penthouse™ is a registered trademark of Penthouse International, Limited.


If you purchase this book without a cover you should be aware that this book may have been stolen property and reported as “unsold and destroyed” to the publisher. In such case neither the author nor the publisher has received any payment for this “stripped book.”


Copyright © 1992 by Editors of Penthouse Magazine


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.


Warner Books and the “W” logo are trademarks of Time Warner Inc. or an affiliated company. Used under license by Hachette Book Group, which is not affiliated with Time Warner Inc.


Cover art and design by Tony Russo


Warner Books


Hachette Book Group


237 Park Avenue


New York, NY 10017


Visit our Web site at www.HachetteBookGroup.com


First eBook Edition: October 2007


ISBN: 978-0-446-53546-5




FEELING SEXY?


Every story is fantastic. And every word is true. Penthouse readers keep it real, and their greatest pleasure is sharing it all with the world. This is sex at its most daring, its most exciting, and, ultimately, its most satisfying. Whatever your favorite position, your most cherished kink, your most outrageous fantasy, you'll find it here. Just when you think these shameless explorers in all things erotic have done it all, they're sure to surprise you with something you–and maybe even they–have never thought of. The possibilities are endless, and the lovers are inexhaustible. Can you feel the heat?



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


Penthouse Uncensored I


Penthouse Uncensored II


Penthouse Uncensored III


Penthouse Uncensored IV


Penthouse Uncensored V


Penthouse Uncensored VI


Penthouse Variations


26 Nights: A Sexual Adventure


Penthouse: Naughty by Nature


Penthouse: Between the Sheets


Penthouse Erotic Video Guide


Penthouse Unleashed: Sex Tips



 


Penthouse and its affiliated magazines have published readers' erotic letters for more than twenty years. The public's fascination with the intimate details of other people's sex lives is as intense today as it ever was.


Still, one question persists in the collective mind of our readers. I've been asked it more times than I can count: Are those letters you publish real?


Well, what is real? Do we receive them in the mail, in stamped envelopes? Are they written by people who read our magazines? Do they describe, in explicit terms, the details of sexual experiences?


Yes, yes, yes. But then there's the inevitable response: Well, just because a reader sent it doesn't mean it's true.


Therein, I think, lies the endless appeal of the Penthouse letters: What each reader chooses to believe is true, and what they feel is embellishment, correlates directly to the individual's personal sexual experiences. Sexual experiences they've had seem “true”; those they've never experienced seem made up.


Perhaps our inability to believe these letters are real is just a subtle reminder that, sexually, there will always be for all of us, a road not yet taken. The more paths we choose to explore, the closer we come to the sure knowledge that all of it is true.


 


John Borrelli
Managing Editor
Penthouse Special Publications



 

Women With Women


 


 


WIFELY DUTY


My wife and I were expecting a visit from our good friend. We have had a decent sex life, but we have never experimented with anything at all kinky, and we've had no bisexual experiences.


Our friend arrived and we had much lost time to catch up on. For several days we showed her the sights and we totally let our hair down. One evening we let our hair down to unlimited bliss. My wife, Monica, our friend, Stacy, and I planned to hang around our apartment for a quiet evening of wine and videos. We ate dinner, drank some wine, and started to feel pretty good. The video we watched was an erotic film called Body Double. The movie had a lot of sensual dancing and some enticing masturbation scenes. We drank some more wine, and by now we were feeling no pain. The movie released desires within me which I could feel being generated by the girls also.


When the movie ended we could each sense each other's excitement. I was feeling pretty bold, so I put in one of our even more explicit adult tapes. Feeling the embarrassment of an imminent hard-on, I left the girls on the couch, turned off all the lights, and took a place on the floor.


After about thirty minutes of slamming and come shots came an extremely hot lesbian scene. At that time I felt Mother Nature calling and I got up to use the bathroom. Instead of breaking the moment by pausing the video, I thought I'd simply dash in and out of the bathroom in record time. After about five minutes I returned to the living room, but the sight in front of me froze me in my tracks. There, reclined on the couch, were Monica and Stacy locked in an extremely passionate embrace.


Trying not to be detected, I hid around the comer and watched the passion that was unfolding before my eyes. I couldn't believe it! Here were my straight wife and our friend innocently exploring areas which only a woman could know about. I was shocked, but I was also highly aroused.


Monica broke the kiss and moved her pouting mouth to Stacy's neck. She sucked and tongued her sensitive skin as Stacy threw her head back and let out a little gasp. Stacy's full breasts needed some attention, which my wife was willing to give. Monica unbuttoned Stacy's blouse to expose her erect nipples. She gently took a nipple into her mouth and nibbled on it. Judging by her reaction, Stacy obviously has sensitive breasts. She began to grind her pelvis into my wife's thigh, and they realized that they were at the point of no return. They tenderly undressed each other and returned to their private moments.


Stacy took the lead and laid her head on my wife's stomach, sucking and nibbling at her flesh. Stacy slowly descended her way down to my wife's love nest. My wife parted her knees to allow Stacy access to the slick folds and fragrant scent of her special place. My wife squirmed and raised her hips as Stacy's tongue darted in and out of the wet areas. After several minutes of this excitement my wife could no longer hold back. She grabbed Stacy's head and pulled it deeper into her dark caverns. Stacy zeroed in on her throbbing clit. She sucked it hard, which sent my wife into a seizure of orgasms which she had never before experienced.


My wife seemed to drift in and out of consciousness as her hips bucked in the air. Then, after what seemed like hours, my wife collapsed into a euphoric state.


While watching all of this erotic behavior, I noticed that I was unconsciously stroking my rock-hard erection through my pants. I needed some relief immediately, so I pulled my cock out. I was so aroused that within three or four strokes I lost my load on the wall!


As I was cleaning up my mess, Monica came around the corner and said that she and Stacy were going to bed. She also mentioned something about the couch giving Stacy a backache for the past few nights, and asked if I would mind if she slept in size bed with us. Although nothing was mentioned about what had happened, I had no objection! Sensing my wife's shyness and anticipating more sexual activity ahead, I wanted to give them more time alone together, so I stated that I was not yet ready for bed and would stay up to watch some tube.


As the girls went through the charade of getting ready for bed, I inserted a movie in the VCR to indicate that they wouldn't be bothered for a few hours. The girls were in bed as I sat on the couch going through the motions of watching a comedy. I was very sexually excited about what had happened and was thinking about what was now happening.


I drank some more wine and sat with my heart pounding, not paying any attention to the movie. Excitement got the best of me, so I crept into the dark hallway toward the bedroom door, and ever so slowly opened it just a crack. Knowing that the bed was opposite the door, I could get a view without being noticed. The room was dark except for the streetlights peeking in through the Venetian blinds. My eyes quickly adjusted and confirmed my suspicion as I stood in the hallway.


Stacy and Monica were fully nude, and were too engrossed in each other to notice my presence. Stacy lay on her back, arms about her shoulders and legs slightly parted. Monica was between Stacy's legs, sensuously kissing an erogenous area behind a gently bent knee. Slight moans could be heard from Stacy as Monica worked her mouth and tongue slowly up the silky flesh of Stacy's inner thighs. An eternity passed as Monica slowly sucked one thigh, then the other, methodically working her way toward her final destiny.


Stacy trembled slightly as my wife made her descent to the moist cleft of love. Monica slowly ran her tongue up one side of Stacy's private gates and down the other. Then Monica wrapped her arms around Stacy's thighs, holding herself in place as she lapped Stacy like a hungry puppy. Stacy's body was now shaking more and more intensely. She opened her legs wider for Monica's wet tongue. I didn't know how long I could stand watching or listening to the slurping sounds of Monica's hot tongue on Stacy's pussy. Stacy halfheartedly pushed Monica away as if to actually be inviting her in. Her tongue was now deep within Stacy's cunt, and Monica sucked like a wild banshee. Sensing Stacy's mounting climax, Monica pulled her tongue out and sucked on Stacy's excited clitoris with passion. Stacy let out a stifled gasp, grabbed Monica's head and pulled it back into her special place. Stacy held Monica's head and wildly ground her hips against Monica's face as she went through what seemed like one incredible orgasm after another.


After the fervor died I snuck back into the living room for fear of ruining their private moment. I drank more wine, stroked myself off and fell asleep. Late the next morning I was awakened on the couch by two beautiful, smiling faces.


Monica and I have since discussed her bisexual encounter, and she insists that Stacy is not a lesbian. She simply stated that there was a spontaneous attraction felt between them, as well as a certain experimental curiosity that they had to fulfill. Curiosity or not, I'm secretly saving money and vacation time for a tour of Stacy's town!—Name and address withheld


FIVE IS MORE THAN ENOUGH


There was only one female bathroom in our barracks. The showers were in one room, with nothing separating them. I couldn't resist looking at the other women in the shower. The way they lathered their bodies, rubbing the soap over their well-muscled arms, legs and asses, never failed to turn me on. I could feel my clit swelling as I watched them. I always imagined what it would be like if we all made love in that steamy, pussy-filled room.


One night when I went in me shower, I noticed that five of the most gorgeous women in the unit were there. The first one, whom I'll call Marie, was tall with long, blond hair. She had the most beautiful hips imaginable. She lifted weights, and her slim, tanned, and toned figure made me instantly horny. Susan was also there. She was tall as well. Her blue eyes looked me up and down as I dropped my towel on the floor and entered the shower. Dawn had short brown hair and a beautiful smile. When I looked at her, her green eyes sparkled. The fourth woman was Pam. She was new in the unit. I couldn't help noticing her wonderful tits. They were large, smooth orbs of sexual splendor. Finally there was Tina, whom I didn't really know that well. She was shy and quiet, with warm brown eyes and a small, voluptuous body.


I turned on the faucet and felt the first hot splash on my size 38C breasts. As I held the soap in my hand and washed my throbbing clit, I noticed that Susan was washing Marie's back. It seemed more like foreplay than anything else. As I watched, I began to imagine it was me washing Marie's back.


As my pussy began to fill with love juice, I closed my eyes and began squeezing my tits. I was suddenly surprised to feel someone's lips on one of them. I opened my eyes to see Dawn sucking on my left nipple. She began rubbing my aching clit with a bar of soap. Then path came over to us and began rubbing her hard, soapy body up and down my back. There I was, moaning in sweet ecstasy, sandwiched between two beautiful, passionate women.


I reached down to feel the soft, slippery warmth of Dawn's cunt. It was so hot and juicy that my finger slid deep inside her with ease. She let out a soft, low moan and leaned up against me, arching her tits up into my face, rubbing her pussy against mine. I used my mouth to play with her nipples, sucking and teasing them with my tongue until they were hard.


Pam grabbed the soap from my hand and let it drop to the floor. As I continued to suck Dawn's soft, bronze breasts, path slipped her finger into my pussy. I let out a whimper of pleasure and began thrusting my hips back and forth while still sucking Dawn.


We heard Marie's moans of pleasure as Susan began to suck her clit. I began playing with my own clit, but someone grabbed my hand, pushed it away and started opening my pussy lips. I looked down and saw Tina kneeling before me, ready to plunge her long, hot, hard tongue into my muff. I screamed as her lips began playing with my clitoris. I couldn't control myself any longer. I began to feel faint from my own excitement. I sank down to my knees, removing my finger from Dawn's dripping cunt, and pushed Tina down to the floor. Dawn began kissing and licking Tina's face, neck, lips and breasts while I began stroking her stomach and thighs. I put my head between Tina's legs and began tenderly sucking her freely flowing love juice. As I slipped a finger inside her, I was electrified by the feeling of someone's tongue on my own clit. It was Marie, who had by then grown tired of playing only with Susan.


I looked behind me and saw path licking Marie's clit, and Susan finger-fucking Pam. By this time Dawn was sitting on Tina's face, rocking her hips back and forth and squeezing her tits. I continued feasting on Tina's tasty hole.


Tina came with a cry, followed almost instantly by Dawn. They fell back, exhausted. I turned my attention to Marie. I grabbed the soap and began lathering her smooth, round tits and rock-hard abdomen. As I leaned over her body, she raised her head to grab my nipple with her lips. I pulled my breasts away and kissed her lips, nibbled her earlobe, then sucked her neck. I slid my tits over hers and began rhythmically moving my body up and down along her muscled torso and throbbing mound. I slid my tongue into her mouth and kissed her deeply. Her excitement from Pam's tongue licking her sopping-wet hole caused her to suck my tongue even harder. Then path turned around to face Susan, and the two of them began to caress, stroke and play with each other. Tina, who had by then been revived, was being finger-fucked doggie-style by Dawn.


I covered Marie's body with my own and continued to kiss her. I ran my hands gently up and down her body, circling her breasts and teasing her nipples to keep them erect. We moved our thighs and pussies together, feeling each other's wetness. I couldn't stand it anymore. I turned around and we positioned ourselves in a satisfying 69. I worked her clit with my tongue while I simultaneously inserted my finger between her swollen, red, luscious lips, stroking them, sliding in and out, making her groan with each inward thrust followed with a sweet, hot flick of my tongue. We began thrusting against each other faster and faster, building up to a hot, sweet climax.


We lay spent on the floor of the shower. I couldn't believe I was surrrounded by five beautiful women.


The water suddenly turned cold, rousing us from our sexual reverie. We collected our soap and towels, laughed and promised to get together again for more showers.—L.D., Dallas, Texas


SOME LIKE THEM SMALL


I recently returned to college after a five-year absence. I am a very attractive lesbian, and have won several beauty contests in my day. I am now twenty-seven and still very shapely, although I have a bit of a tummy that I'm constantly trying to tighten. My small breasts have remained as soft and firm as ever.


I dropped out of college—I was more interested in making women than good grades. I returned because I wanted a degree to enable me to find a better job.


When I got to my dorm I found I was to live with three other girls—Pam, Samantha and a sweet blonde named Tori. I fell in love with Tori right away. It wasn't just her body and looks—I loved her personality as well. Samantha and path were both good-looking too, but Tori was incredible. It only took a couple of days for the attraction between Tori and me to develop.


One day after classes, Tori and I were playing cards on her bed. She was wearing pink shorts and a halter top that did a good job of hiding her nice tits. I was wearing a pair of tight jeans and a thin singlet with no bra underneath. My tits dangled loosely under the flimsy garment. I always dressed that way in the hopes Tori would catch a glimpse of my tits.


As I dealt a hand, I asked her how she managed to keep her stomach so tight. “Lots of sit-ups,” she said. She reached over and gently poked my flabbiness. “I'll bet that makes you even more lovable, doesn't it?” she asked, staring dreamily into my eyes. She let her finger slowly trail a path down my tummy.


I reached over and ran my fingers gently over the skimpy fabric covering her breasts. “I love your halter top,” I whispered. She took my hand from her chest, kissed it softly, then set it on the bed. She reached behind her back, obviously undoing the top, and said, “If you're going to play with my tits, you might as well go all the way.”


For a second I was confused. In a moment she had the top off and dropped it in her lap. Much to my surprise, Tori's breasts were extremely tiny. They looked like two flat cookies dangling off her chest. Her tiny pink nipples were puckered, and looked to be as hard as rocks. “Now you know why you never see me without a bra on,” she said. She showed me the thick falsies in the cups of her top. She held each of her breasts and lovingly squeezed them.


“Okay, sweetie, your turn,” she said softly.


“You don't know what a relief it is to see that you're tiny too,” I said. I slipped my top off, exposing my little tits. “I thought you'd be disappointed when you saw how tiny mine are,” I went on.


Her eyes glazed as she reached to touch my tits. “Oh, no, Kelly,” she whispered. “I love them, and, oh, do I want to taste them.” I leaned back on my elbows as Tori brought her lips to my tits.


Except for the sounds of our sucking, there was absolute silence in the room.


Then Tori rose from the bed and went over to the door to lock it. She looked so sexy as I watched her strut across the room. I loved the way her small tits flopped up and down as she walked.


She stood in front of me for a moment, smiling. She put her hands on my shoulders and eased my face forward into her tiny tits. I took one in my mourn, easily the entire tit, and sucked hard. “Oh, yes! Yes!” she moaned, “Suck them!”


I started to work my way down her tummy to her bushy blond pussy. I slipped my tongue as deep into her as I could. In a moment Tori shifted around so we could tongue each other. Believe me, it was wild!


Afterward we lay there, exhausted, and I looked at her. She was so perfect, with her long legs, her sexy feet, her red-painted toenails. The rest so slim and trim ... I loved her for sure. As she lay back on her elbows, her tits had disappeared completely, but she was still one very sexy lady.


We have made love several times since that day, and although path and Samantha have never actually caught us together, they have a pretty good idea we're lovers.


My relationship with Tori gets better and better with each day, and I think we'll be together for a long time.—K.B., New York, New York


PIZZA ARRIVES, SHE DELIVERS


I am a thirty-three-year-old woman and have never married, but I have an active fantasy life that I occasionally get to live out. Recently, I broke up with a lover and found myself hornier than hell. One evening, facing yet another round of masturbation, I knew I had to feel something human—and not just my dildo—inside my hungry pussy.


Then I remembered Gina, the pretty, young delivery girl from the pizza place down the block. She'd delivered several pizzas to my house and, unbeknownst to her, already played an active role in my fantasies. She was young, about nineteen, and quite attractive. But while I'd undressed her many times with my eyes, I'd never gotten up the courage to engage her in anything but conversation. She was always very friendly with me, but I never encouraged her attentions. This time, however, I was ready for anything, and picked up the phone.


In about twenty minutes there was a knock on the door. I had a plan. I took the phone off the hook and placed it on the table. When I answered the door I asked Gina to come inside. “I'm on the phone,” I said, then picked the phone back up and had a few moments of fake conversation. All the while I kept a close watch on Gina. She didn't take her eyes off my body, a good sign. After I hung up, I apologized to Gina for the delay. She remained seated, which made me realize she already knew what I was up to.


“What is it you would like, Gina?”


She looked at me and, with a smile, said, “Well, you owe me eight dollars for this pizza.”


“Would you like your tip first?” I teased.


“Sure,” she answered, playing it cool.


“Do you have a boyfriend, Gina?” I asked. She said she did. I could see that she was actually a little shy, so I kept talking. “I don't have a boyfriend right now. Gets a bit lonely, you know?” Gina nodded as I took the pizza from her hands and put it on the coffee table. I could almost hear her heart beating. “What would you like as a tip?” I asked her.


“What did you have in mind?”


“I want you to decide,” I said into her ear, licking it with the tip of my tongue. “Don't be shy.”


“Would you go down on me?” she asked after a moment's consideration. I realized then that little Gina wasn't as shy as I thought.


“Has a woman ever done that to you before?” I asked.


“No,” she said with a nervous laugh, “but I've always wanted to see what it's like.”


“If you like it, would you eat my pussy?” I asked, straddling her lap slowly and letting my breasts rub against her face.


“I'd love to,” she answered.


I was sitting on her lap now and could feel her squirming against my ass. I gave her a long, wet kiss on the lips, then went to work on her neck. She returned my kisses with a young girl's enthusiasm, stroking my body with her hands while grinding against me with her young cunt. I decided to give her a treat. While we kissed, I slipped my hand into my panties and fingered myself to orgasm. I could tell she was incredibly turned on as I brought myself off with a shudder and a sigh. Then I let her lick the cunt juice off my finger. As she practically deep-throated my hand, I realized that my long sex drought was about to end.


I led Gina to the bedroom and slowly undressed her. Then I handed her the phone. “Shouldn't you call your boss and tell him you're going to be late?”


“How late?” she asked.


“Well, you delivered in twenty minutes,” I said. “But I'll need an hour.”


While she told her boss she had to run an errand, I undressed her. It was fun to hear her voice crack as I ran my tongue up the inside of her thigh. I took the phone from her and laid her back on the bed. Her smooth, naked body was total perfection. I took off my own clothes and began kissing her, starting at her toes and slowly moving my way up to her lips. As our tongues wrestled I rubbed my pussy against hers, giving her little cut a workout unlike anything it had ever known.


Gina gasped as I slid my hand between us. Rolling my hips in a fucking motion, I put one finger in each of our pussies. We were both wet. Gina's nectar was especially hot, and her tongue was darting in and out of my mouth with such intensity. I knew she was in heaven.


“Do you want me to eat your pussy now?” I asked.


“Yes,” she said. “I want your tongue in me.”


Before eating her out, I rubbed Gina's body with warm baby oil. Her tits were small, but the nipples were swollen and full. I sucked one into my mouth, teasing it with my lips until it was hard. Gina willingly offered me her breasts, letting me suck the right one for a while, then putting the left one in my mouth. She rubbed her own pussy, a quick up-and-down motion that had her quivering. I wanted to make her come before she did it herself, and slid down the bed until my mouth was on her tender cunt lips. I poked through the wisps of blond hair with my tongue. Her cunt was sweet and hot, and no sooner had I touched the inside of it than Gina came. Instinctively I pulled back, but she took my head firmly in her hands and urged me on. “Oh, suck me!” she cried. “That's it, suck it, suck it!”


I explored every bit of her tight pussy, licking the lips with long strokes and plunging deep inside her with countless thrusts of my tongue. Gina's legs were wrapped around me, her feet pressed tightly against my neck, coaxing me to nibble and suck her delightful cunt. I wiggled her clitoris with my tongue and was richly rewarded as a burst of her tangy cunt juice exploded into my mouth.


I was so deeply engrossed in feasting on the cunt of this lusty creature that I didn't realize we had changed positions until I felt her mouth on my own burning pussy. She nipped at my box, tentatively at first, even a bit awkwardly. “Slowly,” I coached her. “Just let your tongue taste every part of my cunt. Feel the softness. Smell it.” She was an excellent pupil, and soon she had me with my legs raised high in the air. As she rubbed my willing clit against her tongue, I came in a series of vigorous explosions.


We didn't say much afterward. I held Gina tightly in my arms and watched as she slipped into a nap. Remembering her work commitment, I phoned the pizza parlor and, pretending to be her mother, told them that Gina would be out sick for the rest of the evening. I wasn't even sure if she lived with her mother, but the masquerade must have worked because she didn't get in trouble. Gina and I have had many such rendezvous since. She continues to see her boyfriend, with my blessings. And as for me, well, I seem to be ordering quite a lot of pizza.—J.K., Little Rock, Arkansas


COED COMES CLEAN IN SHOWER


I'm a twenty-year-old brunette, five feet six and just over one hundred ten pounds in my birthday suit. I've been told by boyfriends that I have a great figure, especially my set of 40D jugs. However, it wasn't until Jennie, a fellow student at college, noticed my tits that I learned what it meant to feel really sexy.


Jennie and I weren't friends, but we both worked out at the college gym. One afternoon I noticed her intently watching me shower. At first I didn't let on that I saw her staring, but I was interested in what she was thinking. I stayed in the shower a long time, washing myself sensuously and really getting off knowing she was watching my every move.


Intrigued, I asked if she wanted to soap my back. “It's so hard to get some of those spots,” I said. She agreed and began spreading the soap all over my back. She was a redhead, with the most magnificent tits I have ever seen. They were larger than mine, probably about a 42D. I'd never had any sexual feelings for women before, but suddenly I felt an overwhelming urge to fill my mouth with those incredible tits.


While Jennie lathered my lower back, I felt her hand go down to my cunt. It was a super feeling to have a woman's hand on my box, and I made no attempt to stop her. I felt as though I were about to lose my virginity all over again. And in a sense, that's exactly what happened. She started to lather up my front, spending a long time soaping the tender areas just beneath my breasts. “You have the prettiest boobs,” she whispered in my ear, giving my nipple a playful little pinch.


I was getting hot and was about to get even hotter. Jennie soaped up her tits, then got down on her knees and lathered up my pussy with her big breasts. “Look, no hands!” she joked. I found myself squeezing my legs shut—not in protest, but to trap Jennie's tits near my pussy. After robbing her nipples against my clitty for a couple of minutes, she stood up and began to finger me. She used one finger at first, then two, pumping them in and out of my soapy, wet cunt. It was better than fucking a big dick, and I twitched each time Jennie wiggled her fingers inside me.


Then Jennie dropped to her knees to suck me. It was an incredible sensation. I'd had plenty of then go down on me in the past, but to have someone so soft, so feminine, licking me to the point of orgasm brought me a release unlike any I'd ever felt. The orgasm Jennie gave me surged through my entire body, leaving me both weak in the knees and so energized I could have had sex for hours.


Suddenly we realized we had company. A few other women had been watching us go at it. I looked up in time to see two of them frigging their clits in response to our lovemaking. What followed was an all-out orgy, with tongues and tits and clits and cunts mixing and matching there on the shower floor. It was an experience none of us is likely to forget.—Name and address withheld


A WOMAN'S TOUCH


My very loving husband picks up your magazine every month I'm hoping that if my husband reads this letter, it will ease my guilt.


My husband works the night shift, so we do all our shopping in the morning before he goes to work. One day while we were on our weekly grocery expedition, I ran into a girl, Louise, who was a friend of mine in college. I hadn't seen her for a few years, so we exchanged numbers and made plans to get together. I found out that she had just arrived in our city a few weeks before. I also found out that she worked a swing shift that ended just as my husband's was starting. It was perfect. I invited her over to the house and we renewed our old friendship.


Toward the end of the following month she invited me to a party she was having at her place. She said it was just going to be a small gathering of some friends and work associates.


It was fun. I met a lot of new people and drank a lot of wine. I hung around after the party broke up, helping to clean up. When that was done Louise and I took our wine into the bedroom to continue the party. She said she had some clothing she couldn't fit into anymore that might look nice on me. I was trying on a few things when suddenly she gave me a very sexy baby-doll outfit to model. I had to be nude if I wanted to see a really proper fit, so I removed my bra and panties and put it on. I didn't think anything was strange when she kept telling me how good it looked on me. But I did feel a little funny when she began to caress my back.


She came to me when I took down the top part of the outfit in order to get out of it. She took me in her arms and kissed me, explaining that for the last year she had been dreaming about having sex with another woman. I could feel the heat of her body through her clothing, and her hands stroking my lower back and hips. Her kiss was loving and tender.


I had never even thought of going to bed with a woman. Also, I was in love with my husband and I felt that my body was his. Nevertheless, I just couldn't push her away. She began to kiss and caress my breasts and push me back across the bed. It was like I was dreaming. I felt as though I was watching somebody else submit and feeling everything that was happening to them. She seemed to know just how to touch me. My body was on fire. I wasn't even aware that she had removed her clothing. Everyone knows that a woman's body is different from a man's. But I just can't believe that any woman can come close to imagining how good one feels pressed against them, unless they've had the experience.


I just lay there, letting her do as she pleased. I can still remember the feel of her breasts as they pressed against my inner legs, her fingertips slowly opening the lips of my vulva, and the shock of her lips and tongue touching my clitoris. I have received oral sex from then before, and I must admit that I have always found it enjoyable. But this was different.


Very quickly, with her fingers and tongue, my friend had me in such an aroused state I would have screamed if she'd stopped. When my orgasm did come, it was powerful. Wave after wave of wonderful release shook my body and mind totally out of any reality. When I did come back, my friend was caressing my lower stomach just above my pubic hair. She was kissing my face and telling me how much she enjoyed making me feel good. Then she whispered that I would have to get up and get dressed if I wanted to be home when my husband got there.


Then I just started to cry. I felt so guilty. I felt the guilt of letting somebody other than my husband be intimate with me. But most of all I felt guilty because I had enjoyed a woman's touch.


I hid what happened to me in the back of my mind. And I swore to myself to never tell my loving husband that I had left the house, let alone that I had cheated on him.


It was about a week before my girlfriend stopped at the house again. Over coffee we talked. She told me that on the night of the party she was very high, yet she couldn't get what had happened out of her mind. She remembered how I looked, what I felt like, and even my scent. She wanted me to let her make love to me again. I told her no. The first and only time was a mistake, and we were not going to do it again. That's when I found out how weak I really am. She kept talking to me, urging me to try it just once more. Finally I gave in.


It was different the second time. The end result was the same, but watching her hands touch me, watching her body press against mine, her lips cover my nipples and tease them hard, all of this seemed to make everything better. I was still an inactive partner, but this time, besides leaving my eyes open longer, I kissed her back. A few times I even let my hands stroke her back or sides. When it was over she lay next to me, touching me to prolong the feeling of my explosive orgasms, and we talked.


She told me she had met a guy she liked the night after the party and had spent three nights in bed with him. She explained that she really loved and got off on being with me. She had always thought that she was gay because she thought there was a chance that she could give up then altogether and be with women only. She thanked me for allowing her to see that she was truly bisexual. She hoped that I would stop thinking that being with her was cheating on her husband. In her way of thinking, I couldn't be cheating if I was letting her give me something that he couldn't—a woman's touch.


It was three nights later when she called and begged me to meet her at her apartment. I honestly thought about not going, but I wanted to find out what she wanted. When I arrived, she handed me a strong drink and stated that we were going to go to bed. She promised this was going to be the last time she would ask me. Before I could say anything, she explained that she wanted me to be active.


“I want you to feel my body, kiss and taste it. I am asking you to do this because I think it will help you and your husband. I find that when my boyfriend makes love to me, knowing how my nipple feels between his lips or how my pussy feels against his tongue, allows me to feel closer to him.”


At times I've wondered how a man felt when he was licking my vulva, so what she said made sense. Besides, since I vowed to myself that this was to be the last time I would be with her in a sexual way, I decided I should relax and enjoy myself to the fullest.


In the bedroom we slowly undressed each other. As we lay on the bed holding each other and kissing, I was nervous. My mind kept telling me, “This is a woman.” I became calm and relaxed when I started dunking of her as a person made of flesh and blood like any other person.


As our intimate embrace progressed I became totally involved in what I was doing and feeling. I learned how to feel completely comfortable with caressing her body. And when I sucked her nipples, her stomach, and finally worked my way down to her wet pussy, I was extremely hot and excited. Louise seemed to enjoy teaching me to be active. It excited her more.


I think every female should, at least once in her life, have a sexual experience with a close female friend. Maybe I shouldn't have vowed that I would never make love to Louise again.—Name and address withheld



 

Voyeurism


 


 


SEEK, WATCH, AND ENJOY


My wife Tina and I have been married for twelve years. To keep our marriage intact, we work very hard to keep our sex life alive and active. Often, we try different fantasies to excite each other. Sometimes we plan “dates” together and sometimes we role-play our fantasies. Fate played a hand in one of our dates and really changed things for us.


Sometimes Tina catches a taxi and meets me after work at a club where we appear to have just met, having an instant attraction to each other that causes us to leave for a night of hot loving. It's a hot “one-night-stand” fantasy.


We've agreed that it's perfectly fine to flirt around a bit and dance with others because the little pangs of jealousy add to the experience. Because she is a knockout and can really dress to kill, Tina usually attracts any number of prospective suitors. It's fun watching her flirt and dance provocatively with other men, and then feel their jealousy when she leaves with me. For that matter, dancing with a few lovely ladies while I'm enjoying Tina's performance doesn't hurt either. Tina says she gets a kick out of watching me.


On this occasion we chose a club we've been to once or twice and agreed to arrive around nine, flirt with others for a couple of hours, meet and “fall in love” around eleven, and leave about twelve.


Plans don't always turn out as expected, though. An emergency came up at work that was going to delay me for an indeterminate amount of time. I tried to call Tina at home and apparently just missed her. I tried to rush through the problem and get out of work earlier, but one thing led to another, and it was now ten. Then I tried to call the club to have her paged a couple of times, but the line was busy. So, by the time I got to the club it was after eleven.


The place was pretty crowded, so I grabbed a seat at the bar and looked around for Tina. Pretty soon I spotted her on the dance floor win a guy who was in his mid-twenties and built pretty well. His hinds were roaming all over her during a slow, sexy Lou Rawls song. He really seemed excited by her, and I doubt if he realized that she was easily five years older than him—like I said, Tina is a knockout! She was wearing a new outfit that I'd never seen before; a silk scarf accentuating her neck and a sexy white dress with a bare midriff showing off her flat, tanned tummy. It was cut to reveal much of her ample bosom and tantalizing, strong legs. White polka-dotted heels completed the outfit and really set off her gorgeous ass.


Tina seemed to be enjoying herself too, and looked as if she'd had more to drink than usual. I realized that she had recently lost ten pounds, was probably feeling sexier, and that alcohol would affect her more since she'd been dieting.


Her partner was grinding an obvious hard-on into her pelvis, and she was returning the pressure with undisguised pleasure. He kissed her lightly a couple of times, and I've never felt so jealous in my life. She didn't even see me, although several times they danced very close to where I was sitting.


After dancing awhile, they returned to a table where they were laughing and drinking. All the while, his hands were on her. Tina was pretty responsive too. I could see her hand tracing small circles on his thigh, and she had dropped a shoe to trace his ankle with her toe. I couldn't believe it. The more I watched them, the more excited I became.


Both of us have been Forum readers for about three years and are intrigued by the letters, but I never thought I'd be one of the guys who'd want to see his wife make it with another man. In fact, I'd always thought I'd want to break the guy's back if he was fooling around with Tina. Yet, here I was, watching them and getting more turned on than I had been in years. I was extremely aroused by the thought of Tina giving this guy the screw of his young life!


Without really thinking it possible, my mind played out various scenarios for getting them together. The guy certainly seemed interested enough, and Tina was acting much bolder than I'd ever seen her before. I'm fairly sure she has never been unfaithful to me, so this was going to be tricky. I thought about prearranging a meeting with her, joining them and inviting the guy back to our apartment for a nightcap to see where it would lead. But I was pretty sure that, bold or not, Tina couldn't relax enough for a threesome. I concluded that, for the first time at least, Tina would have to take this guy on her own.


With that, the guy got up and went to the men's room, so I took the opportunity to go to their table and ask Tina to dance. She was a little annoyed, feeling like I'd nearly stood her up, but I explained the emergency and how hard I'd tried to call her, and she accepted it. I asked if she'd been having a good time and I swear she actually blushed. I told her that I'd been watching her with her handsome partner for over a half an hour and, although she played it down, I could see she was very turned on.
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