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PUT THE MMM IN MILF



Down-and-dirty moms banged by young bucks. Busty “boosters” get the team into shape. May-December lovers meet for raunchy rendezvous. Wives play while their husbands are away. And plenty of “hot for teacher.” Penthouse readers introduce you to the pleasures of experienced, seductive she-devils ready to take on the boys and teach them a thing or two about pleasure. Sex kittens beware! There are cougars on the loose!















Introduction



Just because a lady has a few years on her doesn’t mean she should be put out to pasture. As a matter of fact, it is the more mature hot mama that the younger man prefers. Her maturity and lust for life are precisely the allure that draws these young studs to her. Experience can go a long way when a wet-behind-the-ears young buck comes snooping around, and these MILFs and cougars know exactly what to do to start them on the road to a lifetime of amazing sex. A warning to the young guys who are interested in dipping their toes—and more—into the pool of “mature” sex: hold on to your balls; it’s going to be unlike anything you’ve ever experienced before!


 


Kathy Cavanaugh


Senior Managing Editor


Penthouse Letters














He Loved Older Women, but This One Had Been Off-Limits—Until Now


I’m a very lucky guy. I’m eighteen, good-looking, and I live in a neighborhood where there are a lot of horny married women who seem to go for my ever-ready cock.


A little while ago, for instance, I spent half of an afternoon in bed with a woman who’s the mother of a good friend of mine. Her name is Kate, and she’s a great fuck for a thirty-nine-year-old, always ready and willing to give me what she and I both need.


When I got home afterward, I found Erin, my dad’s live-in girlfriend, doing the laundry. My parents were divorced about two years ago, and soon after that Dad met Erin, who moved in with us six months later. She was in her early forties, and she was always after Dad to marry her, but he always said one marriage had been enough for him.


Erin was wearing what she usually wore while doing housework—a cotton housedress. It was plain and simple, but it was short and tight enough to show me that she was still a pretty sexy piece. I had never really looked at her that way before, since I’d only thought of her as my dad’s woman; but this wasn’t an entirely normal situation. I’d just fucked my friend’s mother, and now I couldn’t help wondering if any my friends would want to fuck Erin. She was certainly good-looking enough, but she didn’t seem very wild or anything.


I was standing about five feet away from her when she bent over to get some dirty clothes from a basket on the floor. Her legs were slightly parted, and I was able to get a good look between them, seeing the milky whiteness of her inner thighs, as well as her pussy, which was not covered by panties.


I couldn’t believe she wasn’t wearing underwear—or that my cock was already hard, despite the fact that I had been fucking most of the afternoon. I instantly decided that if I were one of my friends, I would definitely want to fuck this woman.


That night Erin and my dad were planning to go out to dinner. Dad was already waiting in the car when Erin rushed out of the bedroom, wearing only black underwear, a garter belt, and stockings and carrying her dress. Swiftly she pulled the ironing board out of the closet and proceeded to iron out some wrinkles. I don’t have to tell you that I got hard again, staring at her swaying ass as she worked.


The next day I paid another visit to Kate, my friend’s mom. I took out all my lustful feelings for Erin on her, and she totally loved it. When I got home Erin was doing the laundry again, only this time she was wearing underwear. What she wasn’t wearing was her housedress. She was standing by the dryer in nothing more than a sexy bra and sexy white bikini panties. When she turned around I could just make out her pubic hair through the fabric of the panties.


“Oh!” she said when she saw me. “I didn’t know you were home.” She didn’t seem too upset, however, and she didn’t bother to cover up. I couldn’t be sure at that point if she realized the effect she was having on me or not. When she turned around again, I was very tempted to bend her curvy little body over the dryer and stick my cock right into that great ass. But I managed to control myself.


The following Saturday my dad went off on a hunting weekend, and Erin was planning to go shopping with some other women in the neighborhood. As usual she was running late, and at one point she came running out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around her and rammed right into me as I walked down the hall. I nearly fell over, and Erin actually did. As she went down, the towel came off, and she landed on her pretty ass with her legs spread wide open, giving me a clear view of her exposed cunt.


“Jesus Christ!” she yelled. I couldn’t look away from her. “Well, don’t just stare at me,” she snapped. “Help me up.” She reached up, and I took her hand and pulled her to her feet. She didn’t bother with the towel now, and I watched her gorgeous ass as she hurried off to her room.


After she left, all I could think about was fucking her. I was so horny my head was pounding. But I was lucky again; Kate’s husband had gone hunting with my dad, and she decided to pay me a visit.


Once again she benefited from the horniness that Erin had aroused in me. She was as eager as I was, and we didn’t bother with foreplay. I laid her down on the living room floor, pulled up her skirt, slid her panties off, spread her legs, and drove right in. She moaned and urged me on, her long legs wrapping around me as I thrust away.


After we both came, we rested for a while, but soon Kate’s long dark hair was draped over my belly as her mouth engulfed my resurgent cock. That sweet mouth had almost made me forget about my lust for Erin, when suddenly I heard a voice crying, “Jimmy! What the hell?”


It was Erin. She stood in the doorway staring at us. “Kate!” she said then. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”


An embarrassed Kate tried to explain somehow, but Erin told her to just get the hell out, and they would talk about it later. Kate was gone in a minute, leaving me with a still hard and aching cock.


Erin glared at me then. “You horny little fucker!” she said. “I saw the way you’ve been looking at me! I knew you were some kind of pervert. Now I find you’re having sex with my friend, and a married woman at that! What do you have to say for yourself?”


I was embarrassed, too, but I was also frustrated and angry. “All right, so what?” I said finally. “Yes, I have been looking at you. You’re a hot lady. And yes, I do fuck married women. I love mature, sexy women, and they like me. And you’ve been teasing me all this time, showing me your body, so no wonder I’m hot for you. What are you going to do about it?”


Erin just stood there looking at me for what seemed like a long time. Then, to my utter surprise and delight, she slowly reached up and began to unbutton her dress. I watched intently, my cock throbbing, as she opened and removed the dress, and then her bra, and finally pushed her panties down.


She stood nude, looking down at me for another moment. Then she smiled and came to stand over me, lowering herself slowly as she straddled my body, until I could feel her now-wet pussy rubbing over my cock. Her fingers guided it to her opening, and she gradually sank down on me, her mouth hanging open as she began to pant heavily. She sank down until I was completely inside her, and I reached up to squeeze and fondle her tits as she began to ride me. She moved faster and faster, and soon we were both moaning.


Erin reached a climax pretty quickly, her body shaking and spasming. She rolled off me then, and I quickly mounted her and fucked furiously into her until I spewed my come deep inside her twitching cunt.


“Oh God, yes!” She sighed then, and a moment later she went down on me as Kate had done, taking me in her mouth and cleaning all the juices off my cock—including Kate’s.


For the rest of the weekend Erin and I fucked in many positions, and she even let me get into her round little ass. It was awesome, fucking that perfect ass for the first time, and I came and came.


I still fuck around with the ladies in the neighborhood, but Erin is by far the best. She and Kate are the only ones who know about each other, and my next goal is to get those two ladies in bed with me for a threesome. That would be the ultimate turn-on.


—Name and address withheld     [image: image]














His Friend’s Sexy Mom Taught Him a Lesson: Older Women Rock!


Cougar is a term I hear a lot these days. Sex with older women has become popular in our culture, but I didn’t just jump on the bandwagon. I have been attracted to older women since long before the word MILF was ever invented.


I owe my fondness for vintage pussy to my friend Adam’s mom. Her name was June, and she was a forty-two-year-old divorced woman with fiery-red hair, sexy brown eyes, huge tits, and a big round ass. She was the epitome of what is now called a cougar, and she short-circuited my interest in young, inexperienced girls forever.


We moved around a lot when I was younger, so I learned to make friends quickly. I was glad I made friends with Adam. Not only was his mom sexy, but she was cool, too. She let us drink beer in her basement when we practiced playing our guitars, and I remember wishing my mom was that cool.


I really didn’t think about her in a sexual way at first. Then one late Friday night, as Adam and I were jamming, June came jiggling down the stairs, carrying an empty laundry basket. “I hope I’m not interrupting you guys,” she said. I just shook my head, and she made eye contact with me as she walked by, smiling at me brightly. Adam was busy tuning up, and my eyes followed his mom as she moved to the washing machine and started to empty it, putting the clothes in the basket.


She was wearing a black silk robe that barely covered her ample ass. After she had collected the wet clothing from the washer, she looked back at me, as though to make sure I was watching. Then she turned and bent down to load the dryer. Her robe rode up over her bottom, and I literally choked when I saw that she had no panties on. Two round, firm, beautiful butt cheeks jutted out at me, with a tuft of red hair just visible between her thighs.


I turned quickly to see if Adam had noticed me looking at his mom’s naked ass, but he was still fussing with his guitar. June closed the dryer door and passed me again on her way to the stairs. Going up the steps, her gorgeous ass wiggled back and forth, and before she moved out of sight, she turned and smiled at me again.


I had an instant erection. My cock actually hurt, as though it were being stretched beyond its limit. Adam asked me something, but I couldn’t focus on what he was talking about. I finally told him I needed to take a piss, and I bolted up the stairs and into the house.


I looked around everywhere for Adam’s mom, hoping to get another flash show, but she was nowhere to be found. Disappointed, I decided to really take a piss before returning to the basement. I found the bathroom and took out my cock, trying to piss through the biggest hard-on I’d ever had in my life. And then suddenly the bathroom door opened and June dashed in, closing and locking the door behind her.


“We don’t have much time,” she said as she pushed me down to my knees. She then put one foot up on the toilet and spread her legs, her red bush and her gaping crotch right in front of my eyes. Her pussy was already soaking wet. She grabbed the back of my head and rubbed her sopping gash up and down on my face, hardly giving me a chance to open my mouth and stick out my tongue. When I was finally able to put my tongue up her twat, she moaned and began oscillating her hips, rubbing her clit in a circular motion on the tip of my tongue. I think maybe she figured I had never eaten a pussy before, so she decided to do all the work. I just had to keep my tongue stiff.


“Are you a little kinky, baby?” she asked, but with my mouth buried in her crotch I couldn’t answer. “Let’s get a little kinky,” she said, and she turned around and stuck her ass right in my face, spreading it open with both hands and showing me her little crinkled anus. She ran her fingertip over it, causing it to gape a little. I didn’t understand what she wanted at first, until she reached back, grabbed my hair, and smashed my face into her ass. I stuck out my tongue as far as I could, rimming her asshole as she humped my face, making little moaning sounds.


“I want you to make my pussy come,” she said then, turning around again. This time as she fucked my tongue, I picked up the rhythm of her gyrations. When she would rotate one way, I would go the opposite way, and I made sure to include her clit in my tongue stroking. This really turned her on; she grabbed the back of my head and began grinding her pussy as hard as she could into my face. Just as I thought I was going to suffocate, her ass began to vibrate and she gasped loudly as she came, gushing even more pussy juice onto my face.


“Oh, that was good, you sexy thing!” she panted, and I remember feeling flattered by her gratitude. “Now it’s your turn to fuck my face,” June said. She laid me down on the bathroom rug, and with a few forceful tugs she removed my pants and underwear. My hard dick was vibrating like a knife thrown into a wooden door. She grabbed a jar of petroleum jelly from a counter, popped off the lid, and scooped some up with her index finger. She had me raise myself up a little, and then with one slow push she sank her finger all the way up my ass.


It felt a little uncomfortable at first, but when she put her mouth over my cock I forgot all about that. Her mouth was just as hot and wet as her pussy. She then gave me a blowjob such as I have seldom experienced before or since. She would swallow my cock with one movement, letting it slide all the way to the back of her throat. Then, at the moment of deepest penetration, she would lick at my balls with her tongue while simultaneously tickling my prostate, before sliding her lips back up, dragging her tongue along the underside of my dick. The feeling was so intense that I could last only a few minutes before I grunted and shot what was probably the biggest load of my life straight into her mouth. She gagged a little at first, but she soon caught up with the flow and swallowed down every last drop.


After sucking my cock dry, June helped me get myself together. She smacked my ass as she pulled up my underwear. “Thank you for playing with me,” she said. “I haven’t had my pussy eaten in the longest time.” Then she said, “Listen, Adam is going to stay with his dad on Friday. Why don’t you come over and spend the night with me?” All I could do was nod my head in a fever of delight.


For the rest of that week I avoided Adam. I couldn’t help wondering if he knew what I had done with his mom, although I didn’t think so. Still, I felt a little awkward about it. But I couldn’t wait to do it again. All I could think about was June’s naked ass winking at me. When I was with other people, I was continually trying to hide my erection, and when I was alone, I must have set a record for jacking off.


June had told me that Adam’s dad would be picking him up around five o’clock, so I figured it would be safe to get there about six. I told my folks that I would be staying over at Adam’s—which wasn’t really a lie—and finally it was time to go.


When I got there I took the steps two at a time and pounded on the front door. It seemed like hours before it opened, but when it did, it was well worth the wait. June was wearing a blue silk robe, which hung open in front, her big freckled tits hanging out for the entire neighborhood to see. She smiled and opened it all the way, giving me a quick flash of her body. She was wearing black thigh-high stockings and a black garter belt that framed her exposed red bush.


As I stared at her she grabbed me by the crotch and pulled me into the house. “I’m so glad you’re here,” she told me. “Adam’s dad came early, and I’ve been trying to amuse myself all this time.” Then she brought her mouth close to my ear. “Do you want to see how I amuse myself?” she whispered.


When I nodded, she seated herself on the couch and spread her legs wide, then slowly began stroking her box, her fingers moving up and down. I could see the moisture on those fingers and in her pussy hair. I thought I was going to come just watching her.


“Come here on my lap,” June said then, patting her thigh. At first I thought she wanted me to sit on her lap, but when I tried, she smacked my ass hard. “No, silly. Like this,” she said, and she pulled me down so that I was lying facedown across her legs, with my ass sticking up in the air. “That’s a great little tight ass,” she said as she pulled down my pants. When it was bare, she spanked me a few times, then rimmed my asshole with the tip of her finger, giggling with delight all the time, like a kid with a new toy.


“So what would you like to do?” she asked me then. I didn’t really know what to say, so I just shrugged my shoulders. “Its okay, baby,” she said, still squeezing my ass. “Adam’s dad and I had a really kinky sex life, so I like just about everything.”


My inexperienced mind was going about a hundred miles an hour, trying to come up with something special. Then something clicked, and I knew what I wanted to do more than anything.


“Can I fuck you up the butt?” I asked timidly.


“Wow! How did you know that was my favorite?” June said with a laugh.


She had me get up and then stood up herself, directing me to lie on the couch on my back. As I did so, she let her robe fall to the floor, then mounted my face, bending down over me in a 69 position. Once again I struggled for air as she rubbed her extremely wet gash all over my face, while gobbling my cock down her throat. The pleasure was so intense I was afraid I would blow my load prematurely. She must have sensed this, because she released my cock and sat upright, spreading her ass with both hands. As before, I stuck my tongue out as far as I could and let her do all the work. She positioned her asshole over the tip of my tongue and sank down on it, taking it deep into her rectum. Then she began riding my face up and down, fucking her asshole with my stiff tongue.


“Are you ready to fuck my ass now?” she moaned finally. All I could do was grunt; God knows I had been ready for some time. “Okay,” she said, getting up. “But first I want to show you my favorite toy.” And taking me by the hand, she led me over to the dry bar at one side of the living room.


The bar was well stocked, and four stools sat in front of it. She pulled out one of the stools and straddled it. “Adam’s dad made this for me,” she said as she reached underneath the seat and pulled out an electrical cord. “Plug me in, baby.”


I was confused at first, but when I plugged the cord into a nearby outlet, the bar stool began to vibrate. June moaned loudly and began humping the stool. She leaned forward and moved back a little, sticking her ass out. Then she grabbed my balls and pulled me to her, aiming my cock toward her asshole.


I spit in my hand and rubbed it on the head of my cock, then slowly inserted myself into her backdoor. Her ass was incredibly tight and even hotter than her pussy. She grunted as I gradually sank in up to my balls. “That’s it, baby. Fuck my ass,” she groaned as I stroked in and out. She began grinding her pussy into the vibrating seat and her ass around my cock.


I was crazy with lust. I grabbed her waist and began fucking her ass as hard as I could, my body slapping against her big, vibrating butt cheeks. When she yelled out that she was going to come, I knew I couldn’t hold back any longer. As she began groaning in orgasm, I let go and fired a huge load up her willing ass. The sensation was beyond belief. My hot come spewed into her, then forced itself back out around my dick, running down her ass.


As I pulled out, the rest of my sperm came leaking out of her. She sat up, letting it puddle onto the stool. Then she rubbed her pussy into it, giving out a little squeal. “Wow, that’s a lot of come,” she panted. “I hope you’re not done. I want to do this all night.”


All that night, and every time we got a chance for the next year, June and I fucked and sucked like crazy. Then my dad got transferred again, and we had to move. I never saw June again, but I never forgot what she taught me: older, more experienced women are the best lovers. I am in my late thirties now and am currently dating a fifty-two-year-old sexpot. Hurray for cougars!


—L.J., Zanesville, Ohio     [image: image]














It Was the First Time He Ever Thought of His Best Friend’s Mom That Way


If you ever get the opportunity to do an older lady, take my advice and jump on it! It totally changed my life.


My first experience was with my best friend’s mom, Noreen. I still have difficulty believing it actually came to be, but I am so glad I went with my instincts and nailed that hot piece of ass! She is amazing. Yes, is. I still stick it to her when I’m back in town on break.


Josh, her son, has been my best friend since first grade. We did everything together—went to the same schools, went out for the same sports, were on the same teams, right up until college. Then he went east and I went west, but we’ve always stayed in touch.


My first time with Noreen happened totally by accident. It was the night before Josh was to leave for college. A bunch of us took him out to a club for a surprise party and he got wasted. I was tipsy, but once I saw how far gone he was, I stopped drinking so I could look out for him. He gets his beer balls on when he drinks and sometimes gets a little out of hand. Luckily, this wasn’t the case that particular night—he was just sloshed. So I wanted to get him home.


Our friend Rick drove us to Josh’s house and helped me get him to the door. I fished his keys out of his pocket, but as I was about to put the key in the top lock, his mother opened the door. Noreen was waiting up, the way moms do when they’re concerned for their kids. I apologized for Josh’s appearance, and she just grabbed his other arm and helped pull him in. I was happy for the help, since he was like deadweight!


Noreen said it wasn’t my fault, that she was expecting this. Once we got Josh in his bed, she said I was welcome to crash at their place if I wanted. That was an invitation I was happy to accept, because I was wiped from partying and babysitting Josh. I thanked her and went to the bathroom. When I came out, she was turning down the bed in the guest room. She looked really sexy.


I had never, ever looked at Noreen in any other way than as Josh’s mom, but seeing her bent over the bed in her nightgown like that had my dick rising to the occasion. Not wanting her to see me this way, not to mention a little bit shocked myself as to where the hell those feelings came from, I told her I was going to the kitchen to get a drink and asked if I could get her anything.


She politely said no and continued to fluff the pillows. She wished me good night and said she would see me in the morning.


Josh’s father had left them a few years before. He was a real scumbag, running around with skanks behind Noreen’s back. Josh caught him one time and punched him in the face. His dad came clean, and after that he packed his shit and left. To this day Josh hasn’t seen his dad again, and as far as he’s concerned, he’s dead.


But I knew that Noreen had seen him around town with one bimbo or another. I once heard my mom talking to her on the phone. She gradually got over it, but in the beginning it was really hard for her. I remember my mom a lot of times talking with her on the phone late into the night, trying to make her feel better.


As I got my drink, I kept replaying what I’d just seen and my totally unexpected reaction. I mean, I’d known this woman all my life, and never once had I seen her in a sexual way, not even when you’d think I would have—as I entered the wonderful world of puberty! After all, I reminded myself, Noreen is a very pretty woman with a very fine body. Maybe not like the models I saw in Penthouse Letters, but a really fine-looking woman.


With that thought I went into the living room and put on the TV. I just wanted to hang out and rethink the night’s events and images. Especially the image of Noreen’s fine round ass bent over the bed in which I was going to sleep! With that image in my mind, my cock began to grow. Since I assumed she was in bed, having already said good night, I figured what the hell—I would let my thoughts and hands run amok. I pulled my pants and briefs down and began slowly stroking my shaft while imagining what it would be like to have Noreen riding my dick.


I was really getting into it! I imagined her gorgeous tits right in front of my mouth as she bounced and ground on my cock—which was pulsing in my hand! It felt so damn good!


I stretched my legs out in front of me to get more comfortable. This was one of the best jerk-off sessions I could remember, and I wanted it to last. Again I slid my hand slowly up and down my shaft, thinking of Noreen. I pictured her bouncing slowly up and down on my lap, then taking a real pounding from my raging cock, moaning and groaning and digging her nails into my arms while I helped steady her as she rode me into sexual bliss.


I was just about there when I heard a gasp. I kept my eyes closed and prayed that the gasp was in my mind. I opened my eyes slowly, and lo and behold, there stood Josh’s mother! Looking like a deer caught in headlights, staring at me on her couch with my pants down, dick in hand.


Oh shit! What the fuck was I supposed to do now? There was my best friend’s mother watching me with my cock out, stroking myself like a horny monkey! I was mortified. I kept trying to think of something to do and kept coming up empty. It seemed like hours before either of us said or did anything. It was like everything just stopped.


Suddenly Noreen went in the kitchen. I shot up quickly and pulled my pants up, then paced. Maybe I should go up to bed and sneak out first thing in the morning before anyone else gets up? I would be leaving for school in a month, and with Josh about to leave, I didn’t need to come over again.


Or maybe I should go apologize? I could see the scene: “Gee, Noreen, I’m so sorry you saw me whacking my cock on your couch. I promise I didn’t make a mess.” Yeah, right!


I wanted to crawl under something and die. But I decided to be a man and take what I had coming. I braced myself and walked into the kitchen.


Noreen was puttering around—I think trying to do anything so as not to have to look at me or deal with what had just happened. I started stammering an apology, but she stopped me and said it was okay and that I didn’t need to say anything. I felt like I had to, though. Still, what I said shocked even me.


“I was thinking about you when I was doing it.”


What the fuck did I just say? Dude, she said it’s okay, no worries. Then you tell her you were thinking about her while jerking off! The night was turning really ugly, and I didn’t know how to get out of my own way! I think I saw shock on Noreen’s face, and why not? Her son’s best friend just told her he was thinking of her while jerking off on her couch!


Noreen turned away and said, “You’re just saying that.” I assured her that it was true, and told her about seeing her in the bedroom before, and how even I didn’t understand what I was feeling, just that it was what I was feeling.


And then I was on autopilot. I walked over to her and put my arms around her waist. I felt her tense up and start to pull away. I asked her not to go. She stopped. Then something just told me to go for it. So I did! I turned her to face me and kissed her fast and hard. She was hesitant at first, and then sought out my tongue as well. What a hot kiss! We pulled away for a second, looked in each other’s eyes, then embraced and walked and groped our way to the couch—yes, the scene of the crime!


Noreen stopped me again and said I didn’t really want her. She said I was drunk. As I grabbed for the sash of her nightie, I assured her that that wasn’t true. I was sober and clearheaded and knew that I wanted her, bad! I pushed aside the material of her nightie and saw an awesome pair of tits, with the nipples standing at attention, which was all the invitation I needed. I dived in, sucking and flicking with my tongue and pinching and teasing with my hands. With each touch she moaned and breathed heavier.


Suddenly Noreen stopped me. “What were you thinking about before when I walked in on you?” she said.


I replied, “I can show you better than tell you.”


“Okay,” she said. “Are you sure you want to do this?”


“Noreen,” I said, “I’ve never been surer of anything in my life. You’re so fucking hot. My dick’s never been harder for any woman.”


“My, that’s quite a compliment,” she said. “Andy, show me what you were thinking when you had your big dick out and were stroking it.”


Hearing her talk like that sent my boner into overdrive. I had to see her pussy first, though. I wanted to look at her cunt before I filled it with my dick. I stood her up in front of me and removed the nightie. And there was her pussy! Wow! It was shaved—I wasn’t expecting that at all—and beautiful! I leaned in and smelled her sex. She gasped as she felt my nose so close to her clit. I reached out and touched her lips. She grabbed my shoulders for support and said, “It’s been so long since I’ve been touched.”


“Well, then,” I said, “let’s fix that.”


I pulled her to the couch, laid her down on her back, and brought her legs up, then wasted no time swooping down to eat her pussy. She tasted amazing! I feasted on her like I hadn’t eaten in weeks. As she gyrated her hips in my face, she grabbed at my head and amid her panting pleaded with me not to stop. I kept going till I felt her tense up and lock my head between her legs as she convulsed in orgasm.


Not wanting to lose momentum, I sat on the couch, took hold of her wrist, and told her that now she would see what I was thinking about when she walked in on me. Her eyes were glassy, and she had a crooked smile that to me made her even more beautiful. I swung one of her legs over mine, and knowing where this was going, she positioned herself over the head of my cock. As she spread her lips with her finger, she commented about the size of my tool. Suddenly I felt a warmth wrap around my rod that was silky, or maybe buttery, and nasty. She was unbelievably tight.


We started out slowly but soon picked up the pace. She threw her head back and humped my crotch, her hips going up and down and side to side. Then she did a swivel maneuver, rotating her hips like she was working a hula hoop. It was unbefuckinglievable! My cock churned with impending orgasm, and she, too, was lost in her humping.


As she thrashed around, humping me like crazy, she grabbed my arms for support. I couldn’t take it much longer and told her I was about to blow. She said she wanted me to shoot down her throat, and who was I to argue? The thought of her blowing me after I pumped my cock in her pussy was too much! I pulled her off of my dick, and she knelt in front of me. I stroked my pole from base to tip like a madman. As I did this, she massaged my balls, and that was all she wrote! She got her mouth on me just in time for the eruption.


It was bliss! My balls emptied their juice, and she swallowed it all while continuing to stroke me. Sweet Lord, I have never, ever had a better experience! My body was feeling things I can’t even put into words.


When I was done, I collapsed on the couch, breathing like I just ran a marathon and feeling like my heart was going to come out of my chest. Noreen crawled up next to me. Her hair was a beautiful mess. She looked really hot. We talked about what just happened. Neither of us was regretful. It was something we both enjoyed and wanted to do more.


I went away to school, but as I said, when I come back, we get busy. Noreen knows I’m seeing girls at school, but she also knows she’s special to me. She says I’ve opened up a whole new world for her, and I feel the same way about her.


—A.J., Springfield, Missouri     [image: image]















It Isn’t Just Horny Young Guys Who Lust After Their Friends’ Moms



I think my story is a little different from your usual MILF letters! I am a lesbian, but not the butch, stocky type. In fact, when guys find out that I prefer pussy to prick, the running response is, “What a waste!” I love it!


I was introduced to Penthouse Letters a couple of years ago when I was a junior in college. My roommate, a sworn virgin till she married, was a masturbating machine. She couldn’t get enough. I could swear she wore out every toy she ever picked up, as well as inanimate objects around the room when a toy wouldn’t suffice. She was a Letters subscriber and couldn’t wait to get her hands on the mag every month.


Lana had it all in the looks department. Gorgeous silky hair, bedroom eyes, and pouty lips that always looked moist. Her body was kick-ass—athletic and curvy, with some nice junk in the trunk. She was tan and soft, the wet dream of every guy on campus, and quite a few girls, too. Even I hit on her once, after a blowout party in the rec room. She declined politely, and luckily it didn’t make for an awkward situation between us. She’s a sweetheart to boot, so I was relieved we weren’t saddled with any uncomfortable feelings because of it.


Anyway, Lana and I were great friends. But what made our relationship even more enticing to me, and the reason I’m writing this letter, is her mother! Ohmygod, she is fuckin’ hot! The first time I saw her, I thought she was a new dorm resident. She was in our room fixing Lana’s bed. She was bent over, and her skimpy skirt rode up to where I could see the bottom slopes of her ass cheeks. It took my breath away.


At first I startled her, but she quickly embraced me and said, “You must be Ava. Lana has told me all about you. I’m sorry. I’m Daniella, her mother.”


Ohmygod! Lana told her mom all about me? Like that I hit on her? Oh jeez!


“Oh, hi,” I stammered, my heartbeat not lessening a bit with the knowledge that this was my hot roomie’s even hotter mom. I couldn’t help staring, and could only hope I wasn’t drooling as I watched her picking up her daughter’s G-string panties, which were strewn all over the room. She picked up a pair of boy shorts and, holding them up, commented that she often wondered if they were as comfortable as they looked. Bowing my head, I said that they’re extremely comfortable, and that those were in fact mine.


“Oh,” she said, “do they ride up?” I was sure that the heat radiating in my cheeks could be seen like a beacon in the night. “Oh, I’m sorry, sweetie. I didn’t mean to embarrass you. Maybe I’ll just go wait for Lana at the coffee shop. Would you tell her to meet—”


“No, please,” I said, cutting her off in midsentence. “You don’t have to go. I’m sorry.” Suddenly feeling brazen, as well as more turned-on than ever, I went on. “They’re the most perfect-fitting panties I’ve ever worn. See?” I pulled my skirt up and twirled around for her to see.


“Well, aren’t you adorable!” she said, and that was it! I had broken through one of the most embarrassing moments in my life while trying to entice my roommate’s mother. I couldn’t help myself—she was so fuckin’ hot! I wanted to reach out and touch her. I wanted her to peel my soaked panties off and see what she was doing to me. I wanted to taste her delicious pussy and make her come all over my face.


Her voice suddenly snapped me back to real time. The next thing I knew she was running her hand over my bottom and checking the elasticity of the leg opening of the panty. “Yes, they do move with the body,” she said. “I love it. They hug your curves so nicely.”


“Thank you,” I said. My pussy was dripping, and her hands were still doing a hands-on inspection of my underwear. Shit, I thought. If she goes for the front, she’s going to feel my wet crotch and know that she’s turning me on.


No sooner had I thought that than Daniella asked if it was okay to lock the door. My head was swimming in an erotic-induced fog, but I managed to say that yes, it was okay. Once she had locked the door, she came back over to me and continued her inspection.


She was driving me crazy. She asked where I bought them and silly questions while she caressed and fondled my body. I had no objection, of course. I just wasn’t sure if I was actually experiencing what I thought I was. Until—oh my God—her face was inches from my crotch, and I heard her inhale. Then I felt her hot breath on my panty front. She was running the tip of her tongue over my lips through the wet material.


“Mmm,” she purred. “You smell yummy. May I have a taste? I like snatch up close and personal.”


I could only nod and pray that I didn’t faint as I looked down into that gorgeous face inches from my soaked cunt. Daniella was an expert at cunnilingus. She lowered my panties to just above my knees, keeping my legs only an inch apart, then lightly grazed my lips with her velvety tongue—in a sawing motion, flicking my clit each time she pulled back to the front. And each time a shock of electricity fluttered throughout my body. It was amazing! She blew hot air onto my clit while she used her thumbs to open me up to her. I got so weak in the knees, I thought I was going to fall down.


Sensing my situation, Daniella stood up and kissed me forcefully while backing me up to my bed. As the mattress hit the back of my knees I fell back on it. Quick as a wink, Daniella ripped my shorts the rest of the way off and pulled my legs up over her shoulders. I was breathless, and so turned-on, I thought I would explode right there. Holding my panties up, she said she would in fact buy some for herself—with my help! She proceeded to feast on my box, bringing me to a mind-blowing climax.


Once I had my senses back, I knew I needed to taste her, so I reached for her. She took off her skirt and pulled her panty crotch to the side and said to lie back. I did, and she climbed on the bed, straddled my face, and told me to lick her clean. She said I had gotten her so hot with my sweet-tasting pussy that she needed to come now.


That was all I needed to hear. I got busy on her amazing pussy. I let the folds envelop my tongue while it searched for her sweet spot. Her clit was like a pebble, really hard. I loved how I made her jump each time I swiped at it. As my tongue dug deeper in her tight hole, she started to breathe heavier. Back and forth my tongue lashed in each nook and crevice.


She was writhing now, pulling at her taut nipples. Just as I got her to the point of no return, I pushed it one step further. I wiggled a finger up her asshole. And that was it! Her body shook as if a jolt had been shot through her.


Daniella moaned and thrashed about on my tongue. I grabbed her by her thighs and didn’t let go. I continued sucking her clit, and she went wild. “Please! Please stop!” she cried. “I can’t take it! Ohmygod, yes!” I kept this up as long as I dared, then took a last swipe at her clit and let her go. She fell beside me in a sweaty heap, looking ravishing and even more desirable!


Daniella and I have a date to buy some boy shorts for her, and I can’t wait. Lana is really happy her mom and I have hit it off, and so are we!


—A.V., Salem, Oregon     [image: image]














Isn’t It a Gentleman’s Duty to Take Care of a Hot Woman’s Needs?


How do you tell your girlfriend her mom’s hotter than her? If you want to keep your balls intact, you don’t, as I learned the hard way.


No, I didn’t come right out and tell my girl I’d like to do her mom. Let’s say she just sort of found out. Sarah and I had been going together for three months when I first met her mother. Her parents were going through a nasty divorce, and the mother had been out of the country on business. (She’s a big executive and often travels internationally for work.) When Sarah introduced us, Kelly, her mom, was nice enough but seemed kind of abrupt. Sarah said she’s always like that—she doesn’t mean to be, but with her, everything is business. Sarah said it’s one of the main reasons her father wanted a divorce. His “ice-queen wife,” as he put it, was unbearable.


Our introduction, although short, was long enough to let me see that the “ice queen” was a very hot lady. Everything about her simply screamed success. That amazing body was jerk-off material for sure, and when I got home that first night, that’s exactly what I did. To say I gushed like a hose is no exaggeration.


One day I got to Sarah’s house and she wasn’t home, but left a message saying she was running late and I should wait for her at the house. Her mother was home, which was unusual. She offered me a drink as well as something to eat, but I declined. I was uncomfortable in her presence, and she sensed that.


“Gary, I apologize if I come off gruff,” she said. “I’m always in a rush and tend not to give people a lot of time. I’m sorry for that.”


I wasn’t expecting that and said it was okay. I understood how important her job was and how precious her time, and I realized it wasn’t easy switching gears. She gave me a kind of surprised look and thanked me for being so understanding.


When I’d come in, Kelly had been in the middle of changing a lightbulb. I asked if I might be able to help. I got the ladder and climbed up it, bulb in hand. Kelly was below me, holding the ladder steady. From where I was I could see right down her blouse! And what a gorgeous sight it was. Naturally, since I’m a guy and get turned on by a stiff wind, my cock started to show its appreciation. Not the best position to be in, but there wasn’t anything I could do about it. Honestly, I hoped Kelly might find it a compliment and appreciate that I found her attractive.


As I screwed the new bulb into the fixture, I almost dropped the bad one, and I yelled for Kelly to move. As it happened, she was looking up and saw what was happening. I managed to regain control of the bulb, but in the process lost my footing and came stumbling down the ladder, landing on my ass. The ladder shook and eventually fell over. I was mortified. First I get a hard-on; then I almost drop a lightbulb on Kelly’s head; then I fall off the ladder and have it come crashing down!


I felt the redness spread throughout my body. My hard-on disappeared. (So much for small miracles.) Kelly came rushing over, asking if I was all right. She kept checking me to make sure I hadn’t hurt myself, but I hadn’t—just my pride. When she saw that I was okay, she apologized over and over. I assured her I was okay and told her not to worry. I even made a joke about saving the bulb from dropping, showing her the burned-out bulb still safe in my hand. We both laughed.


She told me to follow her to the kitchen, where she took out two beers and handed me one. I hadn’t pictured her as a beer drinker, but I liked that she was. It made her more—I don’t know, approachable? While we drank our beers, we had a great conversation.


While we were talking, Sarah called and said she was held up at work and wouldn’t be there for another hour at least. I asked her if she wanted to just meet me at the movies, or should I go home and pick her up when she was ready? She said to stay put, and her mom was signaling to me that it was okay for me to hang around and wait. So that’s what I did.


Kelly’s and my conversation went from her work to her divorce, to why her husband was such a dick (her words), to love, and finally to sex. I learned that she’s a very sexual being, and that she felt stifled because of her position at work. She likes to let her hair down and have men look at her as just a sexy woman. By our third beer she was giving me graphic details about her marital sex life, or lack thereof. Then she asked me if I thought she was sexy.


I told her the truth; of course I thought she was sexy. Who could possibly not? If she needed proof, I directed her to my bulge. I guess the beer gave me the balls to do that! Speaking of balls, mine were hard and tight and ready for release. Did I think of Sarah? Honestly, not really. If that makes me terrible, so be it. I had this incredibly horny, frustrated sex goddess making moves on me, and there was no way I was going to stop her!


Kelly didn’t waste any time. She led me up to her bedroom, took my clothes off, and ordered me onto the bed. Then she stripped to her bra and panties. She climbed over me and sat astride my waist, then had me take off her bra and suck her tits while she moved her panty-clad pussy over my cock. She slid her wet gash over it, and the friction made her even hornier. Seeing her like that drove me nuts. I ripped her panties off her and jammed my pole deep in her. She was moaning, grunting, and talking filth. It was totally crazy!


It didn’t take long for me to feel the familiar tingling in my balls and the churning of impending orgasm. I yelled for Kelly to get off, but she said she wanted to feel me shoot in her. So I did! As I shot my load in her, she let loose her own orgasm, screaming and shaking on top of me and sending me over the edge. She dug her nails in my chest as she shook from the intensity of her pleasure. My dick felt wonderful wrapped in her come-filled cunt.


As soon as we came down from our sexual high, there was a sound, a clearing of the throat. Sarah! Standing there in the doorway of our den of iniquity.


She was pissed. “Another one, Mother!”


Another one? Uh-oh. Was it possible that I wasn’t in fact a hero coming to Kelly’s sexual rescue after years of being shunned by her dick of a husband? As Sarah proceeded to explain, this was apparently her mother’s “thing to do.” Which was the only further thing Sarah was ever going to say to me. But then, I didn’t need her to tell me that we were through.


Well, I can’t say it wasn’t worth it. No knock on Sarah, but fucking her mom is right up there as one of the greatest things I have ever done. “Ice queen”? I think not!


—G.W., Louisville, Kentucky     [image: image]















His Wife Thinks of Her as a Mother; He Thinks of Her as Something Else



My wife, Francesca, and I married out of college and are in our early twenties. She’s a beautiful woman with dark hair, green eyes, and all the right curves in all the right places.


I’ve always known that the people Francesca thinks of as her parents aren’t really. Her real parents died when she was very young (she hardly remembers them) and, with no relatives available, had entrusted her care in their will to her mother’s oldest friend, Maria.


I’ve always been crazy about Maria, who’s the nicest person in the world, but her husband, Philip—a big man, more than six feet tall and 250 pounds—is a mean bastard and fanatical Bible-thumper, always going on about the sins of the world. Needless to say, Francesca lived a sheltered life. Even worse was the way Philip treated Maria, talking to her as if she were an ultrasinner. He expected her not to speak until spoken to and didn’t allow her to go anywhere without him. Francesca said that the way Maria went quietly about her housework always made her think she was afraid of Philip.


One day after Francesca and I were married, Maria told her some things during a woman-to-woman talk just to get them off her chest. She confided that she and Philip had sex at most once every few months, and it lasted only two minutes. She said she hadn’t had a single orgasm her whole married life, because Philip believed it was evil for a woman to enjoy sex.


I was amazed that a normal, healthy, married woman wasn’t permitted to enjoy sex with her own husband. Maria told Francesca that sometimes she wanted it so badly that her breasts hurt, but it never occurred to her to cheat. That wasn’t her.


Maria is allowed to drop by our house once or twice a week. A few weeks ago she stopped by when Francesca wasn’t home, so we had a visit. We were in the kitchen, with her standing at the sink and me sitting at the kitchen table behind her. I watched her, and the way her waist curved inward and then back out to her softly molded hips and plump rear made my prick tingle. I got up, moved behind her, and slipped my arms around her waist. She smiled and patted my arm and hand. While I held her, I slid my hand up slowly and cupped, then fondled her generous tits. She moaned but then in a mere second came to her senses, stiffening and then pushing my hands away.


She turned to me, frowning, and in shock said, “Seth, what are you doing?”


“Relax,” I said. “You need affection, too.”


Her face crimson, she said, “What do you mean? What’s come over you? Are you out of your mind?”


She backed away, staring at me, but in a moment she was backed up against the sink and I was in front of her. “It’s okay,” I said as she stared up at me. I took her hand and turned toward the hall leading to the bedroom. At first she stayed rooted to the kitchen floor, but I persisted, and after a while she let me lead her to the bedroom and position her gently on the bed.


“Oh, Seth,” she moaned. I lay beside her, and she lay panting in my arms. Somehow one milky tit was out in the open and jiggling, the small, dark nipples hard. I got her dress up and with some persistence (surprisingly, without resistance), I got my hand in her panties. I felt her coarse hair, soft lips, and wet crack. She whimpered as I worked her panties down her butt and thighs. I kissed her to relax her more. I nibbled at her neck and played with her swollen pussy. She moaned when I moved down her body and wedged her knees apart.


“God, Seth,” she gasped as my face went between her legs. I inhaled her scent, then licked and sucked her aroused vaginal area. I ate her musky cunt, and with her hips surging, she came in maybe half the time a younger girl would.


I got up, pushed my pants down, and got on top of her. In moments I was inside her. I fucked her hard—missionary-, spoon-and doggie-style. Over the next couple of hours I must have shot a gallon of semen in her. When it was over, she just sat there, cheeks flushed and moist.


“God! Oh God!” she said, panting. She wouldn’t make eye contact, so I went over, tilted her head up, and kissed her, then said, “It’s what you needed, Maria. Your pussy tasted lovely. You’re a fine piece of ass.” She smiled, the corners of her mouth twitching. “You liked it, didn’t you?” I said.


After a moment she said demurely, “Yes, I liked it.”


“Good,” I said. “That’s how I’ll treat you from now on when we’re alone. Okay?” She smiled and nodded as I pulled up my pants.


A few days later Maria dropped in knowing Francesca wasn’t home. I ate her to climax again and then fucked her till I deposited another big load deep in her. She was very vocal and said that next time she wanted to suck my cock. And she did, until I shot a load down her throat. I’ve turned Maria into a sex-hungry hottie who’ll do whatever I ask, which leaves lots of possibilities and fantasies to be fulfilled. I’d like to introduce her to anal sex, something Francesca hates.


Yesterday while I was watching TV Francesca came over to me and asked, “What did you do to Maria?”


Nervously, I said, “Why?”


“She’s a different woman. She sings to herself while she does housework. She walks differently and talks more. The other day she told Philip to shut up!


“Well, whatever you did,” Francesca said, “keep it up. I like the new Maria.”


“Okay,” I said, relieved. “I’ll sure do my best.”


—Name and address withheld     [image: image]
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