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FEEL ME, TOUCH ME, HEAL ME



Penthouse readers are about to show you how sick our sexual healers can get. You’ll meet the dreamy doctor who makes an intimate house call on the naughty nurse… the robust sperm donor who finds a surprisingly eager recipient… the female pharmacist who fills a personal prescription for smoldering lesbian love… and the dozens of others who keep visiting hours hot around the clock. Insatiable lust is the diagnosis. This book—and total satisfaction—is the cure.


















Introduction



Dashing young doctors and angels of mercy have long populated television dramas, with their smoldering glances and illicit encounters firing up the imaginations of eager audiences. But forget about the small screen. These striking characters are starring in a much more entertaining show: the erotic fantasies of men and women all across America. This collection of steamy letters to Penthouse is proof of that and so much more.


In addition to lusty liaisons and wild fantasies, there are plenty of tales from naughty nurses and sexy surgeons themselves. They may spend their shifts engaged in noble, life-saving endeavors, but they’re also quick to let loose, finding that the best way to relieve their stress is with some delicious debauchery.


From hospital hijinks to desktop sex romps, there are plenty of kinky couples, torrid trios, and amorous encounters to set your pulse racing.


The diagnosis? It’s definitely dirty—and this book will make it even more so. It’s your personal prescription for pleasure, straight from the pages of Penthouse.




Barbara Pizio


Executive Editor


Penthouse Variations


















Hospital Hijinks—Patient Watches Doctor and Nurse in the Bed Next to His



I got out of the hospital last week after some minor but necessary surgery, and I’m feeling better than ever. Now, for most people, a hospital stay is not what you’d call a thrilling experience, but for me it was truly memorable because of what happened late one night. I doubt I’ll forget it if I live to be a hundred.


I guess it was around one in the morning, and I was having trouble getting to sleep. I’d been given a sleeping pill, as usual, but it didn’t seem to be working this time. I had just turned over for the umpteenth time when into my room comes a young doctor—a resident, I suppose—accompanied by a beautiful blonde nurse whom I guessed to be in her early twenties.


They didn’t so much walk as sneak in, and I heard the nurse whisper, “Don’t worry, he’s out like a light. The sleeping pill works really well on him.” I had to stifle a chuckle at that, even as I quickly screwed my eyes shut and pretended to be sound asleep. I heard the door close gently and then some rustling on the unused bed next to mine as the overhead reading lamp was turned on. Very carefully, I opened my eyes to see the good-looking doctor and the lovely nurse in a passionate embrace, kissing wildly. She was sitting on the bed with her back to me, and he was standing right in front of her.


For a fleeting moment, I thought that the sleeping pill had finally taken effect and that I was having a sexy dream. But no, now he was licking the side of her neck and nibbling on her ear, causing her to moan softly as she rubbed the front of his pants with her left hand, while her right hand squeezed his ass. I wondered how far they intended to go. They wouldn’t actually fuck—or would they? It occurred to me that somebody, perhaps one of the nurses on duty, was keeping watch for them, making sure they weren’t interrupted. Still, it was real ballsy of them to carry on with me right there in the room, even if they did think I was asleep.


I had to close my eyes quickly when I thought the doctor was looking at me over the nurse’s shoulder, but then, when I thought it safe, I opened them just as quickly. Hell, I didn’t want to miss anything. I prayed that they wouldn’t think to close the curtain around that bed, for then I’d have to be content to only hear them going at it—which wouldn’t be all that bad either, I realized.


Well, by this time the doctor and the nurse were on the bed, fumbling with each other’s clothes. And by this time I had a nice boner and was slipping a hand under the covers down to my crotch. Stroking myself while lying on my side like that was somewhat awkward, but since I was supposed to be dead to the world I had to stay in that position. I could have quietly turned onto my back, I guess, but then I wouldn’t have been able to see anything. Anyway, having stripped down to their underwear, the doctor and the nurse were ready to get down to business.


With the doctor flat on his back on the bed, the lovely blonde nurse crouched between his spread legs, pulled his swollen cock out of his boxers, and began licking it all over. Looking up at him, she gave the mushroom-shaped head a good tongue bath and then slowly slid her lips down the length of the shaft. Soon her pretty blonde head was bobbing up and down as she sucked hungrily on her doctor friend’s cock.


“Oh, baby,” he groaned, forgetting himself. “You suck cock better than any nurse on this floor.”


Immediately, the nurse took her mouth off his cock to shush him with a nod in my direction. The sheepish look on his face lasted only moments, until her lips were once again sliding wetly up and down his boner. I continued to stroke my cock under the covers, doing so very carefully because I didn’t want to come before they actually began screwing. I wondered in what position they’d fuck or if they’d do it several different ways. Not that it really mattered to me—provided the good doctor didn’t come prematurely.


The doctor whispered to the nurse that he wanted to taste her pussy, so they changed positions, with the nurse now on her back and the doctor between her legs. Drawing aside the crotch of her white panties, he plastered his face to her cunt and began licking up and down her slit. “You’re soaking wet,” he whispered, and again she shushed him. Moments later, however, she was having trouble keeping quiet, at one point covering her mouth to smother moans of pleasure as the doctor continued his artful tongue-work on her pussy.


After a few minutes, he straightened up and shuffled into position to fuck her. Placing the head of his erect cock at the entrance of her pussy, he pushed inside her, and this time she bit down on her lower lip to keep from making noise. The hospital bed rattled a bit as the couple fucked, for which I was glad, because I had started to worry that they might hear the rapid beating of my heart as I watched them in action!


As quietly as possible, I shifted my position a bit and got a little more comfortable, all the while keeping a firm hand on my hard-on and my eyes on the doctor and the nurse. I watched him pause just long enough to draw her legs up and drape them over his shoulders before resuming the old in-and-out. I couldn’t be sure, but I thought I heard the nurse whisper, “Harder, do it faster.” In any event, the good doctor picked up the pace moments later, ramming into the nurse with such vigor that I could hear his balls slapping against her ass cheeks with each forceful thrust of his manhood.


It would soon be over, I thought—thinking, too, that I could time my orgasm with theirs since I was near the bursting point. I was surprised when the doctor pulled out of the nurse and she quickly flipped over onto her tummy and then lifted herself up onto her hands and knees. They were going to finish up doggie-style, which had always been a favorite of mine.


Again I was taken by surprise when the doctor, preparing to enter his nurse friend from behind, looked over at me as if to satisfy himself that I was still dreaming sweet dreams. My eyes blinked shut, and when the seconds passed and I didn’t hear anything to suggest I had been found out, I slowly opened them again. I had stopped stroking myself when the doctor glanced my way, but now I resumed playing with my cock as I watched him pound the nurse’s pussy from behind.


The nurse’s face, half hidden by the pillow she was holding on to, was flushed, pure desire written all over it. The doctor’s face reflected his passion as well, and I knew it wouldn’t be long now—for me, too.


Moments after I had started stroking my cock with more urgency, the doctor gasped that he was coming and then, obviously struggling to keep from crying out, shot his load into the nurse’s pussy. My eyes turned to her, and when I saw her biting down into the pillow I could only assume that she, too, had come. That was it for me. Only later would I start thinking about the semen stain on the sheets and hope no one would notice—all that mattered at the moment, though, was that I get off, which I did, like a house afire, drenching my hand with come.


The doctor and the nurse got out of bed, rearranged their underwear, and put their clothes back on. They smoothed the sheets on the bed, fluffed the pillow, and then left, closing the door quietly behind them after a final kiss in the room.


“Un-fucking-believable,” I said softly to myself.


The next day, in the morning after breakfast, my doctor stopped by to see how I was doing. He asked if I had had a good night.


“It was real good, Doc,” I answered. “In fact, one of the best.”


—Mr. G.S., Albany, New York [image: image]















Hospital Volunteer Comes to the Rescue of a Snowbound Nurse



I caught Renee with her pants down—literally. She gasped, sat upright, and clutched her pubic mound when I opened the door to my apartment. She was on the couch with her white pants nearly to her knees and her blouse open. One ample breast was out of her bra; the other remained confined. Her face reddened. I couldn’t tell whether she was embarrassed or aroused by my intrusion.


I shut the door and turned my back on her while I closed the deadbolt. I fumbled with the lock for a moment, and then turned to face her. She hadn’t moved. I was amazed that she hadn’t taken the opportunity to cover herself while my back was turned. Renee gazed at me. Her expression was blank, her breathing very even.


She didn’t seem to notice that I had her purse. She had sent me back into the snow, where I had been much of the day, to retrieve it from the hospital; obviously, I had returned sooner than she’d expected.


I was one of several volunteers who ferried essential employees to the hospital during snowstorms. Renee, an emergency-room nurse, had pulled a double shift. She expected more overtime the next day, so I had offered to let her stay at my place, which is within walking distance of the hospital. I fully expected to sleep on the couch while she snuggled up with a pillow in my warm bed.


Renee looked me over carefully, and I felt myself blush. An urgent and satisfying warmth flooded my loins as my cock firmed. I stepped toward her, held out the purse, and dropped it beside her on the couch.


“I, uh, I,” she stuttered, her pretty face blushing. “I, uh, I thought I’d be through before you got back.”


I nearly moaned as I looked at her exposed breast. I opened my mouth to speak, but I closed it without saying a word. Renee freed her other breast, and the nipple quickly stiffened. She lifted her left breast to her lips, kissed the nipple and licked it. I groaned softly as she began sucking her own nipple. Then she released her left tit and gave the right one the same treatment.


I knelt in front of her. She continued to lick, suck and fondle her beautiful tits. As I removed her shoes and socks, she cooed softly and made no effort to stop me. I slid off her pants and panties. Meanwhile, she removed her blouse and bra. Renee moaned softly as I stroked her thighs. I stared longingly at her glistening pink pussy lips. Her light-brown pubic hair was silky and fluffy, like the hair on her head.


I stuck my head between her legs and kissed her slit. She shivered, sighed, and squeezed her breasts together. I slurped at her moist seam. Her rich, earthy scent flared my nostrils as I licked her clitoris and slid a finger into her clutching sex.


“Yes,” she gasped. “God, yes. Oh, baby, yes.”


Renee squealed, and her pussy tightened around my finger. She arched her back and howled as I brought her to a devastating climax. I pulled my finger out of her and grabbed her ass cheeks with both hands, continuing to lick and suck her pussy. Her hips shifted erratically as she practically humped my face. She cried out again, her voice high-pitched and guttural. She beat the couch cushions with her fists as her orgasmic convulsions reverberated through her.


Renee grabbed the back of my head, held it tightly for a moment, and then pushed me away. I tumbled onto my back. Renee was panting; her green eyes glowed and her well-formed breasts heaved as she struggled to catch her breath.


I took off my shoes, stood, unfastened my pants, and slid them down with my briefs. My erection sprang into the air. Renee sat up straight at the sight of my prick. When I finished undressing, she leaned forward, opened her mouth, and swallowed my boner. She sucked me with gusto, her breasts swaying this way and that. I moaned softly and caressed her soft hair as my cock slid in and out of her hungry mouth.


I reached down, cupped her breasts, and brushed them against the underside of my cock. The feel of her soft, supple flesh made me tremble. The erect nipples tickled my tightening balls, and my cock jerked.


“Oh, baby, I want you so bad,” she whispered when she released my erection. She kissed the tip of my cock, and then stretched out on the couch with her legs open. I got on top of her.


“Oh, fuck me now,” Renee cried. “Fuck me now, baby.”


We gasped together as I plunged into her. Her urgent warmth engulfed me completely and totally—it was as if we had achieved some kind of mystical union. Renee locked her ankles around my buttocks and urged me with her heels to thrust into the heart of her incredible desire. The delicious friction between our fully aroused genitals made my load boil over in my balls. I licked and sucked her stiff nipples, then strayed to her armpits. Renee squirmed beneath me and whispered exciting gibberish into my ear. We were both on the brink of wrenching climaxes.


Renee stiffened, arched her back, and cried out as her pussy clamped down on my straining dick. Her cunt convulsed with a series of powerful spasms and basted my meat with simmering juices.


“I’m going to shoot,” I gasped.


“Give it to me, baby,” she cried out loudly. “Please give it to me good.”


An exquisite tickling sensation consumed my cock. I plunged in to the hilt. I exploded and pumped jet after jet of hot cream into her spasming sex. I collapsed on top of her, and she hugged me tightly. Her pointy nipples poked my chest, and her pussy continued to clutch my softening cock.


Later, after Renee had enjoyed a refreshing bubble bath, we sat watching television and sipping cups of bisque. The weatherman declared that the snowstorm had paralyzed the region, but a new front would bring warmer temperatures and clearer skies in two or three days. Renee sighed her relief. “I don’t know how many more days like this last one I can stand,” she said.


I nodded. The snowstorm had brought us together, and I was grateful for that, but it would have been all right with me if the snow suddenly vanished.


Well-fucked and fortified with bisque, Renee opened up about her life. She had always, she told me, masturbated to relieve tension. Indeed, she had nearly rubbed her clitoris raw during the turbulent days that surrounded her breakup with her last boyfriend. But she had managed to pull herself together and earn her nursing degree. School was difficult at times, but now she was making good money and on track to become a nursing supervisor. She said she hoped to move into hospital administration eventually.


“And I’m still only thirty-four,” she said proudly.


“You don’t look it,” I said.


“You’re too kind,” she said softly.


She dropped her head into my lap, and my cock twitched as she sucked it into her mouth. I groaned and grunted as my dick swelled between her lips. She fondled my nuts with one hand and fingered herself with her other hand. I pinched her nipples, caressed her hair, and sighed. Renee moaned around my cock, sending thrilling tremors through my loins. But then she abruptly stopped sucking me. Her eyes glazed over with raw lust as she stared at my throbbing boner.


I stretched out on the couch. She mounted me and drove my hard-on into the heart of her simmering pussy. She humped me relentlessly, bouncing urgently on my upstanding erection. She leaned forward until her wildly swaying tits were slapping my face. I caught them and squeezed them, but she grabbed my wrists and pinned me to the couch. Her facial expression was absolutely maniacal as she rode me for all she was worth. She released my wrists, and I grabbed her ass cheeks, squeezing them as her grasping pussy massaged my surging cock.


“Oh, baby,” she cried. “You’re going to make me come, baby. You’re going to make me come.” Renee fell on top of me, her breasts mashing against my chest. We embraced desperately as her pussy convulsed.


“I’m going to come, too,” I gasped.


“Yeah, baby, yeah,” she cried. “Shoot your load. Shoot it.”


We kissed, hugged, trembled, and sighed as our wild spasms subsided. I actually did sleep on the couch that night because I knew I would have to get up long before she did. Snow and ice remained obstacles to travel, and I had plenty of pickups to make. A new weather system arrived two days later, however, and wiped away all traces of the crippling snowstorm.


—Mr. B.T., Appleton, Wisconsin [image: image]














Happiness Is Finding a Great Roommate with a Hot Boyfriend


I had thought that having to get a roommate would be the worst thing ever for my social life. Since my ex-boyfriend moved out, I needed to get a roommate to share the rent and expenses with, so I put an ad in the local paper looking for a responsible, nonsmoking woman who could move in by the end of the month.


A few days later, I met Tracy. She was an emergency-room nurse and worked odd hours, but we got along great and she quickly moved in. She warned me in advance that her boyfriend, Stan, might be hanging around the place, but I figured that would be good, because you never know when you might need a man to fix something or change a light bulb with our high ceilings and all, and boy, did I end up enjoying having a handyman around.


Tracy was very comfortable with her body—with a body as well-toned and fit as hers, she should be—and would often walk around the apartment in the nude, showing off her barely there blonde pubic hair, her fabulous ass, and the perfect round orbs of her breasts. At first, I felt shy around her, but she was so at ease that her attitude soon made me feel fine. Gradually I, too, got used to walking around in only my underwear, even when Stan was around.


Stan was really hot, too. He was in his late twenties and worked construction, so he had these great masculine, callused hands, and I couldn’t help salivating over them whenever I’d ask him to open a tight mason jar for me, or something else silly like that. He was over six feet tall, and had wavy brown hair and green eyes that crinkled in the corners. Tracy teased me about flirting with him, and I giggled in response because it was so obvious, but they had a pretty open relationship, so it never seemed to bother either of them.


I would often end up spending my Saturday nights with Stan because Tracy had to work, and I wasn’t ready yet to date again. So the two of us would watch movies, make popcorn, and sit on the couch talking, eating, and even snuggling a little until Tracy got home or we fell asleep in front of the TV. The living arrangement was working out well for all of us, but looking back, it seems like nothing compared to the situation we’ve got going now.


One Saturday night, Stan came over and said he’d picked out a very special movie for us. I was excited, thinking that it was that hot new release I’d been dying to see. It was hot all right, but not the Matt Damon flick I’d had in mind. As soon as he popped the disc into the player, he sat next to me on the couch and held my hand in his. I could hear the movie before I could see it, and the sounds of moans and groans filled the room. Then the screen flashed brightly to three people going at it wildly. A tangle of flesh was all I could see, and I was shocked but admittedly excited at the same time.


“What do you think?” he asked me.


I was speechless, and all I could do was smile and try to hold back my laughter. I didn’t have to try long, because soon Stan’s mouth was covering mine and we were kissing passionately. I was so stunned that there was hardly a thought in my head as he slipped his hands under my T-shirt and rubbed my breasts, pinching my nipples as they hardened between his fingers.


Soon my shirt was lifted over my head and Stan was alternately sucking each of my sensitive nipples into his mouth and flicking the sharp points with his tongue as I held his head tightly to my chest. I was so lost in the moment that I didn’t hear the turn of Tracy’s key in the door, but soon enough I felt another pair of hands running through my hair from behind the couch. I looked up and saw Tracy smiling at me.


“Hello, darling,” she said. “How are you enjoying our little surprise?”


I groaned deeply and smiled, and she smiled back at me, then lowered her head and kissed me on the mouth, snaking her tongue around mine and reaching forward to grab my breasts. I leaned all the way back to give her more access, and as I did, Stan pulled off my jeans and began massaging my pussy over my underwear. It felt so incredible to have two pairs of hands pleasuring me at once. My pussy was getting wetter and hotter as he rubbed me through the thin cotton of my panties, and I was yearning to play with someone myself.


Tracy pulled away from our kiss and came around the couch. She stripped off her nurse’s uniform and stood naked before us for a moment before pushing Stan out of the way and quickly yanking down my panties, revealing my dark muff of pubic hair.


“I’ve been wanting to do that ever since I moved in,” she said.


I managed to eke out a whispered, “Me, too,” as she dove face-first into my mound and began licking me between my legs. I was in heaven when she gently spread my labia and rubbed her fingers firmly around my clit. I quivered at her touch and reached out for Stan, who was naked now, too, his hard cock sticking straight up in the air. I licked my lips and beckoned him to me. I lay back completely on the couch, and he straddled my chest so that his cock was inches from my mouth. Tracy swerved with us so that her mouth was still plastered to my cunt.


I grabbed Stan’s rigid pole and then slid my hand along its veiny shaft, feeling all of its wonderful ridges. I reached between his legs for his balls and rolled them in my palm before pulling him closer to me and kissing the very tip of his penis. A noticeable tremor traveled through him, and as I gulped the head of his cock into my mouth, I felt Tracy’s tongue dart into my pussy, all stiff and hard so she could fuck me with it.


I could hardly believe this was really happening. The moans from the movie playing on the television were still echoing in the background, but soon our own moans were nearly drowning them out because both Stan and I were getting close to coming. I kept my eyes wide open, watching Stan as he thrust his cock in and out of my mouth. When he seemed to be really close, he pulled out of my mouth and leaned forward and licked the deep valley between my breasts before gliding his cock between my fleshy mounds. I cupped my tits together tightly as he slid back and forth between them, and I nipped at his cockhead each time it surfaced from the gorge between my flesh.


Tracy was lapping away at my pussy and finger-fucking me good and hard, making me cry out each time her tongue lashed my clit. My orgasm surprised me as my pussy walls spasmed around her fingers and a huge explosion of pleasure surged through me. As I came, Stan lurched forward and grunted as he splashed my chest with his pearly come. I rubbed the hot cream into my skin as Tracy moved up to my breasts and started licking the sticky whiteness off my chest.


When she kissed me again, I could taste my juice on her lips and tongue mingled with the taste of Stan’s come, and it got me even more excited to taste her pussy. I finally sat up and pushed her down on the couch, kissing my way down her neck and her perky breasts—all the way down to her glistening cunt. I’d never tasted another woman’s pussy before and her musky scent was drawing me in. As I kissed her pretty pink lips for the first time, I felt Stan’s hand at my crotch, which was raised high in the air. He was seeking out my slippery folds and began stroking me gently as I licked up and down Tracy’s moist slit, drinking down her succulent juices. I couldn’t believe how good she tasted and how my own slit dripped with excitement as I licked and sucked her.


As I buried my face in Tracy’s cunt, Stan’s prodigious erection began nudging the entrance to my vagina, and I moved my hips back to help him push his way inside me. He eased in inch by inch until his heavy balls were slapping against my ass each time he drove into me. I heard Tracy’s moans, and I increased my laving of her pussy, stiffening my tongue and sliding it into her hole. She writhed around, but I held her hips still as her boyfriend plowed into me from behind. He grabbed hold of my waist and started to really slam it home, sending waves of pleasure through me each time he buried his hard cock in my cunt.


Tracy stroked my hair as her body started to shake, and then she gripped a chunk of my hair to hold on to as an orgasm wracked her body. I lifted my head from her cunt and pulled away from Stan to move up the length of Tracy’s body until my pussy was just above her face and I was straddling her chest. Stan followed behind me and pushed his cock back into my pussy as Tracy swiped my clit with bold lashes of her tongue.


We had a nice fucking rhythm going, but then, suddenly, Stan pulled out of my cunt and dragged his stiff cock along my asscrack, easing my ass cheeks open with his hand. He lined his cockhead up with my asshole and slowly pushed against it. I’d never had a dick buried in my ass before, but the sensation of it up against my tight hole was completely exhilarating.


So I relaxed as Tracy kept busy licking my pussy and massaging my thighs and as Stan pressed his cock tight against my asshole, using my juices on his shaft to lubricate my rear passage. I felt an intense pressure as he wedged his cockhead inside my tight hole, and then the rest of his penis slid right in. It was the most amazing feeling, having a cock up my ass while my sexy roommate sucked my clit. I felt so full and was tingling all over. Stan rocked slowly at first, gently gliding back and forth, until he felt me completely loosen up and press back against him. Then he started to really thrust into my ass, and I loved it.


Tracy told me later that when she could tell Stan was close to coming, she stuffed a finger up his ass while she was licking me, and that did it. He pumped my ass fast and furious and shot a heavy load of come deep inside me as my pussy oozed hot juice onto Tracy’s face.


When we slowly untangled ourselves from our web of limbs and flesh, Stan and I together licked and rubbed Tracy to one final orgasm, so that each of us had two amazing climaxes that night. She told me later, too, that she and Stan had wanted to initiate a threesome with me since the day she moved into the apartment, but they weren’t sure how I would react to the idea. I can only say now that getting a roommate—and one with a hot boyfriend—was the best decision I ever made.


—Ms. M.O., Albany, New York [image: image]














Nurse with Patience Knows Her “Bed Plan” for Her Favorite M.D. Will Work in Time


The day I started working here at the hospital was one of the happiest—no, make that the happiest day—of my life. I’ve always been interested in medicine, and in helping those who are unable to care for themselves, so I guess it was only natural that I entered the nursing profession. I love what I do, and although it can get really hectic around here (yes, it’s true, we are overworked and underpaid), I wouldn’t trade my life for anything.


It helps, of course, that the people here at the hospital are great. The doctors, nurses, technicians, lab guys, the personal-care attendants, even maintenance—they all exhibit a genuine concern for the patients’ well-being that I like to think matches my own. Working with such a professional staff makes a stressful job a lot easier. And much like myself, my coworkers are cheerful and upbeat almost all of the time, which makes it a wonderful environment in which to work and socialize.


But wait, I don’t want to give the impression that we’re all saints who polish their halos daily. Yes, we take our work seriously and strive for excellence each and every shift, but, hey, we’re human and like to play as much as anyone. In fact, the number-one topic of conversation among the women in the nurses’ lounge, downstairs in the coffee shop, or when we’re out socially is… you guessed it, men. And a very close second? Right again, sex.


As a group, the female nurses that I know must be among the horniest women on earth! Susan, a friend who works in the hospital’s cardiac care unit, often says that if she weren’t in one of the noblest professions she’d want to be in the oldest. And I’m not so sure she’s joking. The rest of us are equally intense where guys are concerned, sizing up residents and even the better-looking administrators in terms of their potential in bed.


Toni, another of my friends, who works in geriatrics, has had this major crush on Dan, a kidney specialist. He’s so hot, she says, that she only needs to know he’s on her floor and she gets so excited she almost wets herself. Interesting, I think, given his specialty.


Anyway, what about me? I’m no exception to the rule. I love men. I love cock. I love rolling around in bed, bare-assed naked, with some handsome guy whose only purpose in life at that particular moment is to make me scream with delight as he fucks the you-know-what out of me. And lately I’ve been spending a lot of time walking around in damp panties, at work and at home, thanks to a certain young and movie-star-handsome intern with perfect teeth and a beautiful smile.


The first time I saw Dennis up-close, I felt that pleasant tingle in my pussy. Halfway through our first conversation I was more than ready to drop to my knees and suck his cock for all I was worth. Toni and I, as you might imagine, spend most of our time together talking about our infatuations. Toni often envisions herself in Dan’s office being spanked on her bare bottom by him because she’s wet her panties, and then being fucked like she’s never been fucked before on his examination table. My fantasy about Dennis is not quite as nasty. Although one variation of it has him taking my temperature anally—with his beautiful cock—I’m usually imagining how exciting it would be to suck his hard dick before he fucks me senseless.


When I picture myself having sex with Dennis, it’s often inside the hospital, in the nurses’ lounge, one of the conference rooms, or even a patient’s room. The last, for some reason, excites me the most.


In my most vivid daydream, it’s three in the morning and I’m making my rounds. I go from room to room checking on my patients and then enter a room that’s empty. I remember that the two patients who had shared this room were discharged that afternoon. Thinking it won’t be long before the beds are occupied again, I turn to leave—and walk right into Dennis, my dream doctor!


With a naughty grin, he explains that he’s been summoned to this floor to perform an emergency operation—not on a patient but on a nurse. Seems a pretty blonde nurse is in desperate need of a sound fucking, he says, and as that happens to be his area of expertise, he decided to give of his time and talent to effect a cure. With that, before I can respond, he puts his hands on my ass and crushes me to him, mashing his lips against mine. It’s a torrid kiss, one that makes me weak in the knees and has me moaning softly into his mouth. Just the feel of his warm tongue snaking into mine starts my pussy buzzing.


Soon he’s applying a gentle pressure to my shoulders, urging me onto my knees. Down I go, willingly and excitedly, fingers unbuttoning and unzipping as I work to get at the doctor’s dick. And what a beauty it is—long and thick and feeling so good resting in my palm as it pulsates in readiness!


Whimpering with joy, I take it into my mouth and immediately begin sucking with whorish delight. Dennis, leaning back against the bed, voices his appreciation of my cock-sucking skills and urges me on to even greater effort. I take him deep, almost but not quite gagging on his girth, and this unexpected pleasure wrenches a moan of approval from his throat.


Seeing how much I enjoy sucking his dick, and figuring I’ll have no objections, Dennis places his hands on my head and holds it still as he works his meaty manhood in and out of my hungry mouth, fucking my face, as it were. He tells me to look up at him and I do, my eyes moist with desire and my mouth stuffed with his hard cock. I can’t wait to feel his erection deep inside my pussy.


Happily, Dennis is as eager as I am to get down to business and fuck. Lifting me to my feet, he orders me to strip down to my underwear. In no time flat I’m tossing my white nurse’s uniform on the bed and then quivering in anticipation as Dennis removes my bra for me. He fondles my full breasts, complimenting me on them, and then has me take off my panties and hand them to him. When he notes, with a lewd little grin, that my panties are soaking wet, I feel my cheeks grow very warm. He puts a hand between my legs, cupping my crotch, and I instinctively squeeze my thighs tightly together, trapping his hand between them. “Fuck me now,” I plead with Dennis. “Please, I need it.”


Heeding my request, Dennis tosses my underpants on top of my white blouse and white slacks and orders me to turn around and bend over. I do as he says, bracing myself on the newly made hospital bed. Moments later, I feel the head of his cock nudging my aroused pussy and then, with a determined thrust, he’s inside me all the way. I moan with delight as my nails dig into the clean white bedsheets and Dennis begins fucking me with steady, even strokes.


Soon I’m moving with him, pushing my hips back to greet his solid strokes into my pussy. I yelp when Dennis suddenly smacks my ass, and yelp again when he does it a second time. “Like that?” he asks, with what I’m sure is a smirk. I tell him I do and, of course, he slaps me again, then begins to fuck me with harder, more rapid strokes. In and out goes his long, thick cock, driving me ever closer to orgasm.


My moment of bliss arrives when he works what I assume is a saliva-coated thumb into my anus. With his cock plunging into my clasping pussy and his thumb wedged in my asshole, I come so strongly that for a moment I think I’m going to pass out. Dennis is close behind, blasting his creamy ejaculate into me before the last tremors of my orgasm have faded away. I collapse onto the bed, as behind me Dennis zips up, pats me on the butt, and then leaves, whispering, “I think the operation was a complete success, don’t you?”


And so that’s my fantasy. Sadly, Dennis, the doctor who I know could make me feel good, seems unaware of my interest in him as a sex partner. He’s so professional. But I’m nothing if not persistent and patient, so I’ll continue to use all my feminine wiles to bed my favorite physician. I happen to think that I have the perfect “bed plan” for the handsome young doctor.


—Name and address withheld [image: image]














She’s His Queen and He’s Her Slave—What a Perfect Couple!


My wife and I are both forty-three years old and have been happily married for twenty-two years. Our sex life has always been great, but now it’s better than ever, thanks to the wonderful stories that appear in Penthouse Variations each and every month.


I am an assistant vice president with a major bank. Although my wife, Patricia, is employed as a registered nurse, she bears an even greater title around the house, where she is fondly referred to as my “queen.” Each month I can’t wait to read the letters about female domination because I know she reads them for ideas. And I like to see how other slaves behave, since I adore my queen and will do anything to please her.


Our fun together really took off one night about two years ago, when Patricia asked me what really turned me on. After remaining silent for a while, I finally gathered the courage to tell her that what really excited me was the thought of submitting to her completely, like many of the men who write letters to your magazine. My wife was intrigued by my response, and then asked me to describe in great detail exactly what I had in mind.


The moment of truth had arrived, and I got a lump in my throat and my cock started to swell. I began by telling my wife that I often fantasized about being her sex slave. I told her that I would love to be ordered around by her while we were at home, my sole mission being to cater to her every need. I suggested that she could turn over all the household chores to me on a permanent basis and that I’d like to be forced to wear a pair of her panties while I did them. I told her that I wanted her to take complete control of my cock and that she could decide when and where I was allowed to come.


Her reaction to all this was better than I had ever expected. She immediately got out of bed and went over to a drawer in her bureau. She grabbed her favorite vibrator and then threw a pair of her panties at me. It was a slinky red thong, and my cock had often throbbed at the sight of Patricia wearing it. I had long yearned to feel its tight elastic around my waist and the strip of fabric running up the back between my ass cheeks. And now I was being given that opportunity. When Patricia barked, “Put those panties on right now, slave!” I knew that she was going to enjoy her new role as much as I was going to.


Her panties could hardly contain my raging hard-on. Within moments, my cock was leaking precome through the sheer material. My wife had me lie on my back as she stroked my satin-covered cock and we kissed passionately. She then leaned over and straddled my waist to grind her wet pussy against the silky fabric that covered my dick. I reached up and squeezed her breasts, and I also began pinching her nipples. She was really getting into it as she started rocking faster and faster against my cock. Then she reached for her vibrator and placed it against her clit. As the motor began to hum, she told me that since my cock now belonged to her to use whenever she pleased, I would not be coming that night.


Patricia proceeded to rock herself back and forth against my satin-covered dick to one of the most intense orgasms that I ever had the pleasure of witnessing. She also turned the vibrator up to full power, which really made her go crazy, her whole body twitching as she bucked up and down on top of me. I thought for sure that she was going to wake the next-door neighbors when she let out a series of ecstatic moans as she came. When she was done, Patricia climbed off me and made me sleep in her satin panties, which were soaking wet from the combination of her hot juices and my precome, which continued to leak from my hard cock.


During the last two years, my wife has grown more adventurous in her role as my queen. Since she works the night shift at the local hospital a few nights a week, she will often leave me a list of chores to do when I come home from work. As a reward for completing all the chores, she sometimes surprises me by leaving a note to check under my pillow before I go to bed. I am always anxious to find out what kind of panties she has left there for me to wear. She knows that I love to wear her thongs, but she reserves her frilly, dainty panties for special occasions or as a reward if I’ve really pleased her.


When she really feels like being treated like a queen, Patricia tells me to do the dishes after dinner because she would like to take a shower and then lie down in bed to relax. Without her having to ask, I bring her a glass of her favorite white wine and put an X-rated DVD into the player in our bedroom. I know then that she expects the royal treatment that evening, complete with a serious session of pussy-licking. She knows that it drives me absolutely wild to submit to her order to lie down and suck her cunt. And usually she demands that I do this while wearing a pair of her panties. She often orders me to jerk off in front of her while I attend to her darling pussy, but I am not allowed to come at all, which of course gets her hotter and hotter.


After licking her smooth-shaved pussy lips for a while, I slowly make my way between them, spreading them wide with my fingers to expose her hardened clit. I can’t resist that sweet little button and attack it like a hard candy. After a few minutes of having her clitoris subjected to a serious tongue-lashing, my wife is raising her sweet ass off the sheets and humping my face and outstretched tongue. All the while, I am humping the bed with my hard-on, which is often the only satisfaction that I’ll get.


When I know that my wife is at the point where she has to come, I insert her favorite dildo—a full-size chocolate-colored cock with balls—into her slickened cunt. I fuck her with it slowly as I continue to pleasure her clit with my tongue. By now, her head is thrashing back and forth as she tells me how good it feels to have her clit licked and her pussy fucked by her slave. But it is difficult for her to say this, since she’s often panting so hard.


I usually wait until the sheets are soaked from her overflowing pussy juices before I move on to the next step. When she is good and ready, she tells me to put her favorite wand vibrator on her clit. I hold it there as I continue to fuck her pussy with the large jelly cock and balls, so she can hump against the vibrator. The combination of the vibrator and dildo at the same time is overwhelming for my queen, and within moments she is experiencing a mind-blowing orgasm. Only then do I slow my movements, helping her catch her breath.


Usually as a reward after one of these sessions, Patricia orders me to put on her garter belt and a pair of stockings she’s bought in a large size, especially for me. This leaves me with my ass and cock exposed, just how she likes me. She then orders me to jerk off for her, which is something she really likes to watch. Sometimes she lets me come on either her tits or her ass, and if I was really a good slave, she orders me to lick my come off her. As I said, I’ll do anything to please my queen.


On some occasions, if she is still really horny, she will order me to get out the lubricating jelly and either one of my butt plugs or her strap-on dildo. Patricia absolutely loves the idea that my ass—as well as my cock—belongs to her! She loves to see her slave beg to be fucked up the ass. Sometimes she will bend me over and pound me with her strap-on until she has another orgasm.


If she is not quite up to that, she will put me on my hands and knees and pour baby oil all over my cock and asshole. She then teases me by slowly fucking my asshole with either a butt plug or a dildo while she simultaneously strokes my balls with her manicured nails. When she decides that I have had enough, she begins pumping my shaft up and down, harder and harder, but not quite enough to bring me to my climax. She makes me promise her that if she lets me come, I will be a good slave and do whatever she says. Of course, I always submit to her desires. After shooting what feels like a torrential load of come into her hand, I’m ordered either to lick her hand clean or to rub it all over her breasts, ass, or pussy and then lick it up.


As each day goes by, my wife continues to surprise me. While I normally wear a pair of her panties around the house, she recently told me that I also have to wear her panties to work under my business suit or when I go to the grocery store. Needless to say, Patricia made me throw away all of my white cotton briefs a long time ago. Since my wife has access to my cock and ass whenever she wants and I never know when that will be, or if I will even be allowed to come, my cock is always leaking precome and soaking her panties right through. This, of course, only adds to our daily excitement. And there is nothing more exciting than submitting to my queen.


—Mr. H.B., Amarillo, Texas [image: image]
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