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CUFFED AND READY



Vibrators and vixens. Latex and lovers. Chains and cherries. Merry missuses playing masters… slip-and-slide lube luxury… cute coeds taking their first ride… paddles on panties… and every clamp in between. Our latest batch of Penthouse letters will have you reaching for a helping hand or a tasty tool. We’re delivering vibrations so powerful they’re off the Richter scale. So if you’re a fetish fancier or a toy tester, get ready to be plugged in to frisky fantasies and mind-blowing satisfaction.















Introduction



Penthouse readers hold nothing back when it comes to their pursuit of pleasure, finding it whenever and wherever they can. But knowing that variety is the spice of life, the wild lovers featured in this collection take their lust to a whole new level. These men and women dial up the intensity with the help of some sensual—and occasionally surprising—playthings. Whether they’re alone or with a partner, or two, these sexual adventurers see orgasmic potential in countless erotic accessories.


Sex-toy connoisseurs share their collections with curious lovers, vibrator virgins confess the details of their first explosive experiences, and crafty kinksters scope their surroundings for everyday items that can be pressed into perverted service.


From strap-on sex to butt-plug games to sizzling bondage scenarios, these red-hot letters are filled with frisky fun and eye-opening experiences that just may show you a new way to play.


Barbara Pizio


Executive Editor


Penthouse Variations















Cheryl’s Sex-Toy Surprise Makes Chad Vibrate with Pleasure



Cheryl showed up to lunch with something stuffed in her pocket. I could see the bulge even as she sat and arranged herself comfortably in the window seat of our favorite café.


Seeing that bulge made my heart beat faster. It was a new toy. Had to be. She got that smug look on her face only when she had something up her sleeve. Or in this case, in the pocket of her cargo-pant leggings.


“Lover,” she said to me by way of greeting. She waved a finger at the waitress and then pointed to my beer. Cheryl-speak for I’ll have what he’s having.


“What is it?” I practically hissed.


“What is what?”


“Don’t play dumb with me. What’s in your pocket?”


“My pocket?”


Just the way she taunted me had my dick hard. Would it be for her? For me? For us? Did it vibrate or undulate? Did it mimic the human tongue or was it made of glass, perfect for heating up or cooling down?


My head spun.


She watched me for a minute and then took pity. “My God! You suck all the fun out of it. Okay,” she whispered, sliding her perfectly pedicured toe up my calf under the table. The act raised goose bumps on my skin. She wore flip-flops, making her sensual assault that much easier.


“What is it?” I asked again, my voice breaking.


She patted her pocket and winked. “This is a fantastic butt plug. Perfect for stuffing your back hole while you fuck me.”


“Oh—” I had nothing to say beyond that. My face was hot with lust, and I was ready to try out the toy immediately. Visions of dragging her under the café table and fucking her until she screamed filled my head.


“Oh? That’s all I get?”


Her toe had traveled up to the “Y” of my lap. She nudged my balls and the line of my cock. She was getting me all worked up, and then she’d take me home and let me get out my frustrations.


I knew her game. I loved her game.


“Wanna know the bonus?”


I swallowed. “Bonus?”


“It vibrates,” she cooed. “Via remote. And I hold the remote.”


“Oh,” I said again. Brilliant.


I barely tasted my lunch, and when she told the waiter to wrap up the rest to go, I wanted to kiss her feet in gratitude.


At home, she pushed me onto the bed and straddled me. She pulled the package from her pocket and made a show of unwrapping it. The plug was small and streamlined and black all over. The head almost reminded me of an arrow until it flared at the base. She fingered the remote, and the plug jumped in her hand.


My cock flexed. I held my breath.


“It can go slow… medium… fast…” She cycled through the speeds and then hit the button again, making the thing go wild. “Or warp speed!”


I was terrified and beyond aroused all at once.


“Now turn over. Bum in the air! I’m going to lube you up, baby.”


I did as instructed, letting her pull off my khakis and my underwear. Her small, cool hand gripped my cock and gave me a friendly squeeze, then a few strokes for good measure. I found myself thrusting into her fist.


“Easy,” she teased, her voice a flirtatious warning, but then her finger pressed to my ass and I gasped. “Lube.”


Cheryl squirted it right down my asscrack, making me jump. She giggled, and then her finger was pushing into my asshole. Then a second. I humped my body against the bed for the friction of it.


“Now breathe out and relax, because here we go.”


She nudged me with the tip of the plug, and when I relaxed to aid her way, she drove the toy in a bit more. Then a bit more, stretching my ass wide. She stayed patient and steady until I was stuffed full of her sleek black toy and my cock was as stiff as a flagpole.


“Now, get on your back, baby.” She was peeling her clothes off and grinning at me, her long dark hair falling momentarily to shield her face.


I rolled over. The motion rocked the toy, and it nestled deeper in my ass. The plug kissed places inside me that made me feel like I was floating. I watched her as she stripped, her pert breasts bared as she shimmied out of her pants. I groaned.


“Easy. I’m almost there,” she said. She straddled my face, lowered her cunt to my mouth, and said, “Eat me.”


I obeyed, thankful every time she arched back to stroke my cock. I was getting into a rhythm when she hit the button and the plug jumped to life.


I froze.


“Eat,” she reminded me. I resumed my ministrations but felt distracted, sloppy, and uncoordinated. Cheryl didn’t seem to mind. She pushed her pink, slippery pussy to my face and took whatever she needed that I might not be giving her in my newfound, stunned state.


When she came, I licked up every drop of her juice and then sucked her clit for good measure.


“Good boy,” she murmured and slithered down my body.


I arched up to meet her when she ran my cockhead along her wet split. Her heat enveloped me just enough to make me shiver. The drenched-silk sensation of her cunt taking me in had me mesmerized.


She hit the button on the remote, and the vibration in my ass doubled. I clenched my teeth and tried to focus. I tried really, really hard.


“It’s okay,” she said, lowering slowly. “There’s a learning curve. We’ll figure it out.”


She started to fuck me. Cheryl drove her trim body down onto mine over and over, riding me until my toes curled. She hit the button when I started to thrust up under her in strong, jerking motions. I did a mental tally. We were on the high setting. I felt like my teeth would vibrate out of my head, but I also felt small, rolling bursts of warm pleasure.


I could tell by the intense look on her face that the vibration was rumbling through me and filtering into her. Her eyes were glazed with pleasure, and she leaned over to kiss me full on the mouth. The warmth of her breasts covered my chest. Her nipples raked my skin. She waggled her hips side to side and clamped her muscles around me, milking me.


Then she hit the button again.


I cried out, “Oh, Cheryl—Jesus!” and my body bucked. She took every thrust I offered and pressed her body close to mine. She came hard, crying out against my throat. Then she bit my earlobe, and that final burst of pain did me in.


I felt like I’d empty forever. Spasm after spasm burst out of me as the plug sang its odd muffled song.


“Hit the button. Hit the button,” I begged.


She chuckled and kissed my cheek, but did as I asked, ceasing the toy’s vibrations.


“What would you rate this toy?”


“A ten,” I answered.


“On a scale of one to five stars,” she said, tsk-tsking at me.


I grabbed her and kissed her, tangling my hands in her hair. “A ten,” I said again. “Definitely a ten.”


—Mr. Chad R., Minneapolis, Minnesota [image: image]














By Reliving Some Old Memories, They Create Kinky New Ones


We were rummaging through the attic when I found the old belt. I hadn’t seen it since the year John and I met. When I picked it up, I felt chills race up my arm.


It was hot that day, and we’d already snapped at each other more than once due to the stifling closeness of the attic. I ran the smooth, buttery-soft leather through my fingers before I could stop myself.


“What do you have there?” He moved a box of old books toward the “to be donated” pile.


“Your leather belt.”


His brown eyes grew wide, and he grinned. “Not the leather belt.”


“The leather belt,” I confirmed. I coiled it tightly and said, “But that was ages ago.”


“Ages ago maybe, but fresh in my memory.”


My cheeks grew hot, because standing there, holding the coiled leather, those recollections were fresh in my memory, too—so fresh that my pussy grew wet and I licked my lips. “I—” I shook my head. I really had nothing to say.


“Let me see it,” John said and held his hand out. I put the spiraled belt in the palm of his hand and watched my perfect coil come undone a little bit.


I knew what it was like to come undone in the palm of his hand.


He shook the leather out straight and ran his hand down the length of tanned hide. Watching him handle it sent a shiver marching up my spine.


“What do you say, little girl? Care to relive some old memories?”


My tongue had stuck to the roof of my mouth, and I nearly yelped when I felt myself nod. John held his hand out and I took it, going to him slowly. The moment felt entirely surreal and yet utterly perfect.


He didn’t speak; he just pulled my cutoff sweats down and off. He tossed them to the side and turned me so I faced away from him. He slid his fingers down the crack of my ass, provoking another sudden shiver. Goose bumps raised the fine hair on my arms, caused by a combination of his gentle touch and the extreme heat.


“I’ve actually dreamed of that night, you know?” He said it conversationally, and then he pressed his fingertip to my asshole. I gasped and found myself nodding again.


I had dreamed of it, too.


He patted my right butt cheek and then my left. Then he ran his fingers along the swell of my ass before tickling gently at the small of my back. Every sensation added to the wetness between my legs. My cunt spasmed, a faux orgasm. My breath came in short little pants.


“Grab that trunk in front of you, babe. And raise that perfect ass. But first, ditch the tank top.”


I yanked the pale gray tank over my head and dropped it. My breasts bobbed free, streaked with dust and sweat.


“Would you like a bullet to bite on?” he teased.


“Fuck you,” I answered. This was going to hurt. We both knew it. Plus, he needed the provocation I’d just supplied. We both knew that, too.


“Oh, look at the mouth on her. Never changes, does it?”


I heard the snap of the leather before I felt the blow. It landed with sharp precision—not nearly as heavy or clumsy as one would expect when viewing a belt. I clenched my jaw, but still a small sound slipped out of me.


His fingers slid along the line of fire on my flank. “Pretty,” he murmured.


Another snapping sound, and the belt landed on the other cheek, painting the sting of a thousand needles along that skin. My body bucked and I grunted, pain filling my brain with white noise and nothing more. But my cunt was dripping wet, my nipples hard stones even in the oppressive heat.


The third blow caused me to cry out loudly. My voice flailed around in the attic eaves like a panicked moth.


“You should see this,” he said, getting up close to me and pressing his body against mine. His cock tented his basketball shorts, and his lips heated my earlobe. “Your ass is a work of art. Cherry red and hot to the touch.” To prove it, he stroked the places he’d smacked me with the belt.


His fingers moved fast to thrust up deep inside me. I hung my head and sobbed, rocking my body to get better contact with his driving fingers. He curled them to my G-spot, and I could hear how wet I was. He growled in my ear, hunched over me that way, fucking me with his fingers.


“So, so wet. So… juicy.”


He flexed his fingers inside me again and I came, trembling around them even as he continued to thrust. My body shook in his arms.


“I think I need to see a few more pink stripes on you, baby,” he said.


I almost came again.


We rarely had a chance to do things like this. We rarely had the house to ourselves. The ability to make noise as he punished me was an added turn-on.


The final three blows jarred me, rocking me from feet to shoulders. My jaw ached from clenching it. When I heard him shove his shorts down and he seized my hips roughly, I couldn’t help myself.


“Yes,” I groaned. “Yes, yes. Fuck me, yes.”


He chuckled. “You don’t have to tell me twice.”


He spread my pussy lips and teased me with the head of his cock.


“Goddamn it, John…”


He laughed again, pressing his fingertips hard to the heated skin he’d used the belt on. He drove into me roughly, and my body closed up around him, relishing the friction and the thickness of him.


I stood on my toes, swaying as my fingers slid along the dusty top of the chest, trying to find purchase. I wouldn’t fall, though, because John was holding my hips tight, keeping me close and still so that he could drive into me hard and fast.


It had been a long time since we’d had a good hard fuck and here it was. Rough and random. A fast coupling in the dusty heat with my ass thumping merrily along with my heartbeat.


“I’m going—”


That’s as far as I got because he angled me just a little more, and that angle worked magic. The orgasm slammed through me; my knees went weak and my ears started to ring.


“Jesus. Fuck. Christ.” This is what he said to me as he managed two more thrusts before coming. At the last moment, he pulled out and shot his come along the small of my back—something else that hadn’t happened in a while.


John rubbed his load into my skin, and I remembered him telling me that when he did that he felt like he was marking me. An invisible mark that identified me as his.


“Mine,” he said, laughing softly.


I turned, pressed my sticky nakedness to his, and kissed him. I grabbed his cock and squeezed. “Mine,” I responded, kissing him again.


“It’s good for us to remember it so vigorously sometimes.”


“I couldn’t agree more.”


We donated a lot of stuff that day, but the belt… the belt is still coiled up there in the attic. Waiting for a rainy day. Or a hot, sunny, humid one.


—Ms. Wendy K., Syracuse, New York [image: image]














A Little Self-Loving Goes a Long Way When This Couple Enjoys Some Mutual Masturbation


Most guys I know won’t admit it, but men enjoy sex toys almost as much as women. I mean, I haven’t given any of my pocket pussies names like my girlfriend does with her dildos, but I have a couple, and I use them pretty regularly. Mostly I break them out when Christina is out of town, but every once in a while, my girlfriend will suggest that we use our toys together.


Sometimes Christina wants to jerk me off using one of my toys, but more often than not, she simply wants to watch and play with herself while I masturbate with one of them. Take last Tuesday night. It was unseasonably hot, far too hot for us to be rolling around in the sheets, but both Christina and I had come home from work feeling incredibly horny. I suggested we hop in the shower and get it on under the spray of cool water, but she hates shower sex. She’s not really a fan of any water-based activities, so I didn’t expect her to jump at the idea, but I’d hoped that the sudden heat wave would make her reconsider her stance. Instead, she suggested we masturbate together.


“Why don’t we play with our toys instead?” she said, a twinkle in her eyes. “You haven’t let me watch you in a while,” she continued. “It’d be so much more fun…”


I wasn’t sure that jerking off was better than actually getting laid, but if that’s what Christina wanted, I wasn’t going to say no. I nodded my consent and went off to get my masturbation sleeve while she selected a vibrator. We met in the living room a few minutes later and stripped, and then Christina gave me a blowjob to help me get hard.


If there’s one thing my girlfriend is an expert at, it’s giving head. I don’t know how she got so good, if she practiced a lot before we met or if it simply comes naturally to her, but she’s definitely the best I’ve ever had. She sat down on the couch and had me stand in front of her. Then she took my dick in her hand and sucked the tip into her mouth. The feel of her warm, wet mouth engulfing my cockhead was enough to get the blood pumping, and in a matter of seconds, my dick was ready for action.


With my cock able to stand up on its own, Christina started really going wild. She deep-throated me for a few seconds, lubing up my cock, and then pumped her fist along my spit-slick shaft while her lips and tongue worked the tip. A few times she reached back to fondle my balls, too, adding another sensation to the mix, but for the most part she kept her focus on my dick. That was all right with me, and in a matter of minutes she had me so hard I was on the verge of a climax. As soon as she felt my cock begin to throb, she pulled back, handed me the pocket pussy that was sitting on the couch next to me, and told me to go over to the love seat across the room.


I did what she said, and when I’d crossed the six or eight feet to the other side of the room, I sat down on the sofa facing Christina. She stayed on her own couch and, while staring at my hard cock, began to play with her pussy. She started slow and gentle, her fingers very carefully stroking as her eyes traveled up and down my body. I was still too worked up from the excellent blowjob she’d just given me, and I knew that if I touched my cock then, I would explode before the fun began. So I sat back and watched as she played with herself.


Before long, her soft, light touches became more insistent stroking and fingering. She went from carefully caressing her pussy to more aggressively rubbing her clit and thrusting her digits in and out of her slit. Watching her was arousing, but it wasn’t enough to send me over the edge, and I was glad I had some time to calm down.


A few minutes passed, and then Christina turned on her vibrator to the lowest setting and began running the buzzing head along her pussy. That got my motor running again, and I reached down to stroke my half-hard cock. I kept my eyes glued on my girlfriend’s pussy as I wrapped my fist around my dick and began pumping, and in a matter of moments, I was as hard as steel. In another few seconds, Christina looked over and saw how erect I was, and when she did, she pushed the button on her vibrator, increasing its speed. The sight excited me, and I reached for the bottle of lube my girlfriend had thoughtfully set out on the coffee table for me earlier. I poured a copious amount of the silicone gel into my hand and slathered it over my shaft before grabbing my pocket pussy and really getting into the action.


With my cock covered in lube, my dick slid easily into the faux cunt’s tight entrance. I had to spread the rubber labia and stretch the tube a bit, but in a few seconds, my shaft was enveloped in the skin-tone sheath. I groaned quietly as my dick slid all the way inside and was squeezed tight by the toy, and when Christina heard me, she encouraged me to start fucking it. “Don’t stop,” she said. “Thrust. Really pound that pussy.”


My girlfriend’s dirty talk egged me on, and I gripped the toy in my hand and began pumping. At first, the pocket pussy moved jerkily along my shaft, but when I added a little more lube, the thrusts became much smoother, and I had no trouble ramming my cock back and forth in the narrow channel. It was a lot more of a turn-on to fuck my toy than to use my hand, and having Christina in front of me using her own sex toy definitely helped. The higher she turned up the speed on her vibrator, or the more frantically she fucked herself, the more rapidly I stroked in and out of the sleeve.


I kept one eye on my girlfriend as I thrust in and out of my toy, and she seemed to be keeping an eye on me, too. Her masturbation influenced mine, and my jerking off seemed to be encouraging her just as much. We spent a good ten minutes trying to one-up each other, with her turning up her toy’s speed whenever I started pumping faster and faster into my fake pussy. There was no way to keep track of who was “winning,” but I don’t really think it mattered to either of us, as long as we eventually reached climax.


I wasn’t far from that pleasurable goal, and I could tell Christina was close, too. While she pulled her vibrator out of her slit to focus its vibrations on her clit, I began furiously jacking my cock. I tightened my fist around the already-tight toy, and the intense grip turned me on even more. With my hand in a death grip around the toy, it was a little harder to fuck as freely, but I managed to keep up my pace, my hips slamming back and forth and forcing my dick to slide in and out of that rubber vise. I was soon on the brink and ready to climax.


Christina came seconds before I did, her high-pitched cries echoing through the living room. A heartbeat later, it was my turn, and I went off, shooting my creamy load into the rubber pussy with a deep groan of release.


Now sated, Christina collapsed on the couch, letting the air-conditioning cool her hot body. Meanwhile, I cleaned things up on my side of the room and went to take a shower so I could wash off the lube and cool down.


A few hours later, after a late dinner, Christina led me into the bedroom, where she had a few more toys laid out. “Time for round two,” she said. I picked up the penis pump she’d chosen for me and walked around to my side of the bed to strip once more. It was going to be a long night…


—Mr. Ricky H., Little Rock, Arkansas [image: image]














Master Teaches Her a Sinfully Sweet Lesson after Catching Her Flirting


Usually I don’t flirt with strangers, but when I met Ethan at a friend’s party, I couldn’t help myself. He was cute, and he kept making me laugh. When he told me that he was in a band, I thought I’d die. I’ve always had a soft spot for musicians, and I could picture Ethan being the kind of singer-songwriter who made girls swoon. We must have talked for an hour, and when I said I was going to take off, he asked for my number.


“Oh, that’s sweet, but I have a boyfriend,” I said, remembering Caleb.


After tracking down my boyfriend, we left the party, and Caleb asked if I’d had a good time. I assumed, then, that he knew nothing of my flirting with Ethan, and I told him that I’d had a wonderful time.


“I should hope so,” he said, “because it’s the last party you’ll be going to for a while.”


I looked at him, shocked, and he quickly continued. “Did you think I wouldn’t find out about your little friend? I saw you with him. I know you were flirting with him.”


“Caleb—” I started, but he didn’t let me finish.


“You should know better than to flirt, Elle,” he said. “Especially in front of me.”


“Yes, Master,” I said, hanging my head and trying hard to look repentant. “It won’t happen again.”


“You’re right it won’t happen again,” Caleb said, “because you’re going to be punished for it. Maybe then you’ll learn your lesson.”


The promise of punishment made my pussy tingle, and I couldn’t help the blush that colored my cheeks as I thought about what my “lesson” would entail. I had been a bad girl, a bad girl whose cunt was dripping with excitement at the promise of being punished by her master.


When we got home, Caleb sent me to my room and told me to strip and then go into the kitchen to wait for him. I did as he ordered, practically running to the kitchen and getting down on my knees to wait for him.


Caleb joined me a moment later, and I remained on my knees while he locked cuffs around my wrists and ankles. I moaned as the cool metal touched my skin. But the cuffs weren’t all he had in store for me, and in a second, Caleb was in front of me again.


From behind his back, he pulled out a ball gag, but it wasn’t the one he typically uses on me, the one with the red ball. This one looked similar, but the ball on it was a speckled white, and it was wrapped in plastic. As I stared at it, I noticed that the gag looked an awful lot like a jawbreaker-type candy. I wondered if it was just a strange coincidence.


I was so busy thinking about why they would paint a ball gag to look like candy that I almost didn’t realize that Caleb was talking to me again. I tuned in as soon as his voice broke into my thoughts, and I caught him midsentence.


“And I figured that since you seemed to be drooling over your new friend so much, maybe you’d like to continue.”


I had no idea what the start of the thought was, and it seemed I wouldn’t get to ask, as Caleb immediately began fastening the straps around my head. The next thing I knew, my mouth was open and the new gag was resting between my lips, holding them apart. As I got used to having the ball in place, I started to notice something strange: There was no rubbery taste. In fact, it tasted kind of like candy—like a jawbreaker. Oh my God, I thought, this is candy!


My eyes went wide at the realization, and I looked up at Caleb, who was watching me like a hawk. “You wanted to drool,” he said, smirking. “All I did was give you something more appropriate to drool over.”


I wanted to tell Caleb that he was more drool worthy than Ethan and that all I had to do was look at him and I’d go gaga. I wanted to tell him that just looking at him made my pussy ache to be filled. I didn’t need to be shackled and gagged to know that I had the best boyfriend and master a girl could dream of. But I couldn’t tell him. All I could do was sit quietly, sucking on my sugary treat and praying that he’d at some point allow me the release I’d been craving all night long.


After the first few minutes of wearing the gag, I started to feel silly. I couldn’t imagine I looked my most attractive, sitting there with a giant piece of candy in my mouth and gurgling as I tried to keep myself from actually drooling. And, of course, Caleb couldn’t let the candy be the only punishment.


Master got down on the floor, laid on his back, and slid back until his head was between my legs. Then he told me that he was going to eat my pussy—which was absolutely soaked—and that I wasn’t allowed to come. I was to mimic his tongue’s movements on the candy wedged between my lips, and if I got through the tongue-lashing without coming or getting overly excited, he’d consider removing my gag. I’ve never been able to last very long when Caleb eats my pussy. He has the most talented mouth, and it always seems like his lips and tongue were made solely for the purpose of pleasuring me. They were the perfect fit. But I had to redeem myself somehow, and if he was asking me to do something, it meant he thought that I could do it, so I sucked in a deep breath, cleared my head, and prepared for an intense cunt licking.


His tongue danced circles around my clit and lapped up the juices that were dripping from my pussy lips. My whole body tingled at the contact, and I wasn’t sure I’d make it through the next few minutes, or however long he chose to torture me. But I couldn’t disappoint him, so I made the same motions with my tongue on the ball of candy and did everything in my power to keep myself from coming.


I was on fire as Caleb continued teasing me. My jawbreaker was getting the laving of a lifetime as I tried to mirror his actions, and having to copy him was only making me more aware of everything he was doing. It was so hard to maintain any self-control and not let go and explode like my body wanted to. I tried to think of anything but my master’s tongue. Baseball, I thought. I’ll think about baseball. It always works for guys in movies; it’ll work for me.


For the next five minutes, I thought only about baseball and moving my tongue on the ball gag. I didn’t allow myself to think about why I was licking a giant piece of candy or why I was doing it while naked and cuffed in my kitchen. And my trick worked—I got through the entire tongue-lashing without coming! When Caleb moved his head from between my thighs and stood up, he patted me on the head and told me what a good girl I was.


“Since you did what you were told, and did it well, I think we can replace your gag with something more comfortable.”


I nodded frantically, smiling as much as I could around the sticky ball of sugar, wondering what he next had in store for me. But I didn’t have to wait long to find out.


Caleb unhooked my gag and carefully pulled the spit-slick ball from my lips. He chuckled at the odd way the ball had been worn down, my darting tongue having made the once-smooth ball into an uneven shape. He dropped it on the counter beside me and then went about replacing it—with his dick. I sucked him greedily, grateful for the chance to show him how truly sorry I was for flirting with Ethan. I treated his cockhead like the candy, tracing patterns over the sensitive flesh and hungrily licking up the precome that oozed from the tip. My actions were getting me hot again, though, and I wasn’t sure I could hold back after the delicious licking my pussy had received. Fortunately, it seemed Caleb could read my thoughts, and he told me that as soon as he came, I was allowed to come, too.


I worked harder, sucking with even more enthusiasm, and soon enough it paid off. Caleb’s dick started to jerk in my mouth, and then he was coming, shooting strings of sticky come down my throat. I swallowed every drop, and as I felt his cock start to soften between my lips, I squeezed my thighs together and finally came. My body shook, and I moaned loudly around my new “gag.” It was incredible.


When it was all over, Caleb pulled away and, before unlocking my cuffs, asked if I’d learned my lesson.


“Oh, yes, Master,” I replied, bowing my head and appearing appropriately guilt ridden. What I was really thinking, though, was that I’d discovered a new way to get Caleb to punish me, and I planned to try it out again very soon!


—Ms. Elle R., Waterbury, Connecticut [image: image]














Spring Break and Sex Toys Go Hand in Hand for Two Cute Coeds


Last year my best friend and I went to Mexico for spring break. Stacy and I were both seniors and single, and hoping to meet some hot guys. But as I was packing, I realized that if we didn’t get any action, I still needed to get off—I needed some relief from my insane workload. So I packed two of my favorite sex toys, a dildo and a vibrator, and told Stacy to do the same.


We kept our choices a secret from each other, and I really had no intention of finding out what she used to pleasure herself. I had high hopes of finding hunks to take back to our room as our own live sex toys, but as luck would have it, the beach was swarming with girls, and the guys pretty much had their pick of hot women. We got in some flirting, and I made out with one muscular guy after we spent the afternoon swimming together, but that was it.


After two nights of luckless beachcombing, we decided to bring out our toys. We were on vacation, after all, and I was getting horny from seeing so many hot guys and girls all over. “You don’t mind if I use this, do you?” I asked Stacy, indicating my fat purple dildo and tiny pocket rocket clitoral vibrator. The combination of the two always sends me into overdrive, and I was so wet I knew the large plastic cock would slide easily inside me.


“Go right ahead. I think I’ll do the same,” she said. At first it felt a little strange to be masturbating with my best friend in the bed next to mine, but then I got over it and simply exulted in the feel of my two toys working together to get me off. Stacy was starting to make moaning noises, but I tuned them out as the toys took over my senses. I spread my legs wide, letting my knees fall open as I pushed the dildo deep inside. I was wet, and I thought about the hunky guy I’d seen on the beach, imagining him on top of me with his cock—rather than the plastic one I held in my hand—sliding inside my cunt.


As I twisted the dildo inside me, I used my other hand to turn on the pink external vibe. The toy is incredibly powerful, but combined with the cock that was stretching my pussy, it felt even more spectacular. I maneuvered against both toys, consciously squeezing my vaginal muscles against the invader and thrusting against the vibe to get the most pleasure possible. While the toys do most of the work, I’ve found that the more I put into my sex-toy play, the more I get out of it. Soon I was shaking involuntarily as the powerful sensations took over. I flopped back against the bed and vaguely heard Stacy making moaning noises, but I let myself get swept away.


I began moaning out loud. “Fuck me, yeah,” I said. “That’s right. Shove your big, fat cock into me as hard as you can.” I was talking as if the toy were a person. I figured if I was naked and splayed out in full view of my best friend, she might as well hear me at my raunchiest. Plus, the idea of her getting excited by what I’d said aroused me. Before long I was coming, my body seeming to spin in circles, even though I was in exactly the same position. I felt like I was orbiting off the bed and wouldn’t have been surprised if I’d toppled over onto the floor. When my climax ended, I turned off the vibe and eased the dildo out of my satisfied pussy.


I looked over at Stacy, who was grinding down against a massive dildo. I had no idea how she’d gotten it inside herself, but her brow was furrowed as her fingers rubbed her clit hard. Suddenly, I was overcome with the urge to touch my best friend. “Want some help?” I asked in a sultry voice. Looking at her in such a wanton pose made me realize, not for the first time, how hot my friend was. Both of us were into guys but had dabbled in bisexual play a few times. I knew she wouldn’t be opposed to a little girl-on-girl action to help fulfill our mission for vacation fun.


“Get over here,” she said, laughing as she made room for me on the bed. I slithered onto my stomach, lying in a way that I could suck on her clit while she continued jamming the monster cock between her pussy lips. I was amazed at her dedication—and her responsiveness. “Oh, Julia, don’t stop,” she moaned as she began bouncing her hips, her clit crashing against my outstretched tongue. After a few more minutes of these movements, she pulled out the toy and let me taste her nectar. I plunged my tongue into her hole and stroked her clit with my fingers to make her come.


That wasn’t the end of our sapphic adventures that weekend. Stacy had apparently hoped something like this might happen, and she sure had a surprise in store for me! While I’d pictured us sharing double dates—and double fucks in our hotel room—I guess she had anticipated that we might find ourselves stranded on spring break with nobody to fuck but each other and had planned accordingly. As I sat next to her on the bed one night, she said, “Close your eyes,” and then teased me by brushing her lips against mine. I obeyed and heard her moving around, and when she finally said I could open my eyes, I saw that she was holding a large purple double-ended dildo. It wasn’t like the ones I’d seen in stores that attempted to look real and were symmetrical. This one had a shorter, bulbous end and a longer, dildo-like end. It almost looked like a work of art, but usually art doesn’t make my pussy wet.


I recovered from my tiredness immediately and let her pick which side of the dual dong she wanted. She opted for the shorter end, leaving me with the bigger part of the cock. We laughed as she penetrated herself, and then I got on, easing myself down onto the toy and bringing our pussies close together but not quite touching. Every move I made as I shifted or rocked my hips had a corresponding effect on her, and I loved watching her face as she absorbed the effects of my gyrations. “You are so sexy,” I told her, leaning forward to give her a lusty kiss. My hand wandered between her legs, and I pressed my thumb hard against her clit to provoke her further.


“Yes,” she hissed, and I rubbed her nub in a circle as the purple toy slammed inside me. We both began rocking, kind of like a seesaw, and I knew the shorter end was pushing against her G-spot from the way her breathing got ragged.


“I like fucking you like this, Stacy,” I said, and hearing me say “fucking” made her even wetter; I could tell because her juices were dripping down onto the middle of the toy. “I want to see you come again, you dirty girl,” I encouraged her. I wanted her to go first, and I kept moving until she cried out, reaching for my shoulders to steady herself as she rode out her climax. Then it was my turn, and I took the entire end of the dildo inside me until my pussy felt fuller than it ever had. My side of the dong was so long that it met my back wall. Soon I was the one desperately clutching my friend as I trembled with passion, coating the gleaming purple toy with my juices.


The lesson I learned on this trip is: Who needs boys when you’ve got a hot best friend and some sex toys to keep you company?


—Ms. Julia D., Ann Arbor, Michigan [image: image]














Dominant Wife Celebrates a Special Anniversary in Style—and Her Hubby Couldn’t Be Happier


Nothing keeps Mack and me closer than our kink. We tend to celebrate it. Recently, we celebrated its one-year anniversary.


“Happy anniversary, happy anniversary…,” I sang from the walk-in closet. I buckled tight the harness for my strap-on and grabbed my lavender cock. Not for the first time I wished the toy were real, so that I could feel my grip—and feel what was about to happen.


I came out, displaying my phallus with a game show hostess’s flourish. “A brand-new cock for a big night.”


He was prone on the bed, staring at me, with his eyes slightly glazed and his dick straight up at attention. That’s the way he gets when I’m going to fuck him up the ass.


I love that look.


“So,” I prompted, “what do you think?”


“I love it.” His usually commanding, deep voice was an octave higher than normal. His excitement was audible.


“Prove it. Come here and suck it.” I stood with my knees pressed to the edge of the bed and waited for him to crawl across the mattress to me. He did, slowly, looking very much like a large, predatory cat. “Open that pretty mouth,” I murmured, grabbing a hunk of his hair when he got close enough. I pressed my cock to his lips and watched as he surrendered to the motion and parted his lips for me.


The sight of him taking my dick has never lost its magic, no matter how many times we do this. And we do it roughly once a month.


“Are you excited for our anniversary?” I asked. His mouth was stuffed full of silicone dick, and I admired the way he looked trying to talk around it.


“Yes,” came his muffled reply.


“Prove it,” I said again. “Deep-throat me, big boy.”


So he did. I kept my hands in his hair and watched as he managed to stuff most of my faux cock down his throat. He gagged a little and made the same noises I make when I give him a blowjob—and God, the sounds went right to my cunt. The noises he was making—they made me so wet. I shifted just enough to give myself a thrill of pleasure.


“Turn over,” I ordered, finding the lube bottle. I slathered the dildo in wetness and then tilted the bottle so I could drizzle clear liquid down his asscrack. I moved close to him on the bed and leaned in to lick the small of his back, bite his ass cheek, and nibble his hip.


Mack tried his best to stay still, but it felt as if he were practically vibrating under me.


“Just a finger or two,” I said softly, circling his asshole with my fingertip. I advanced relentlessly but patiently until my first finger breached him. When I felt his body relax and he moaned, pressing his face to the bed, I added a second.


I fucked him with my fingers first, watching the way his hips moved up and down, side to side, needy… restless. This was what I looked like when he was priming me and I just wanted him in me already. This was the same dance I did. I liked seeing it from a different point of view.


“Okay,” I breathed. “Here I come.” Then I laughed at my own joke.


I slipped the head of the cock into him, marveling again at how the dildo looked when his body opened for me and allowed me entrance. I moved slowly, not wanting to miss a moment, not wanting to rush a thing. His ass blossomed for me as I pressed forward with great ease. I touched his skin, sliding my fingers over his body to soothe him and keep him relaxed.


He pushed back to meet me, groaning like I was killing him in the most wonderful way. When I knew it was good, that it was fine to go fast, I planted both hands on the small of his back and started to fuck him in earnest.


“It was a year ago today that you asked me to do this,” I said. He nodded, but said nothing. “You still want it?” I asked, though I knew he did.


Mack nodded enthusiastically, his hand straying toward his cock but not touching it. Not without permission. Permission I hadn’t given.


“Tell me, then.”


“I want it,” he growled.


My nipples spiked as the base of the dildo kissed my swollen clit. Another rush of pleasure coursed through me.


“Want what, lover?” I couldn’t help but grin. And I couldn’t help but toy with him a little. Just a bit. When he fucked me, he was all about control; I would have the same.


“I want this.”


“And what’s this?” I thrust a bit faster, a bit deeper, stealing his breath away.


“I want you to fuck me. Like this. In the ass…” When he said that part, his hand strayed again.


I tsk-tsked. “Don’t touch it,” I said. “I have other plans for that hard-on.”


I thrust over and over, holding his hips in my hands and guiding my cock deep into his body until he let out a sob that told me he’d reached the point of total submission. That sound was from a man dismantled and ready to receive his orders.


I pulled out and said, “Come here, Mack. Come take care of me.” I quickly unhooked the harness with shaking fingers and laid back. I spread my legs and watched him move toward me with that look on his face—that dazed and drunken look of a man who could come with a single touch.


He buried his face in my pussy with a helpless cry. His fingers drove into me. I was so wet he managed three. His tongue pressed my clitoris before he sucked. Then he alternated long, languorous drags and short, sharp nibbles. I arched up to meet him, desperate to come. I was desperate to get off, so I could finish what I’d planned.


He ate me like an animal, one big hand splayed on my belly as he pinned me to the bed, fucked me with his fingers, and sucked me with his warm mouth.


I came with a loud cry, wishing the spasms would never end and that I could draw it out forever. But when my climax did pass, I pushed him roughly away and found my harness. My hands were shaking even worse.


“Help me,” I said.


He did. He helped me put my cock back on, and then I pushed him down on his back. “Legs up, Mack. Let me in.”


I’d never done it that way—face-to-face. I always took him from behind. So for our anniversary, one year of ass-fucking for my man, I wanted to take him face-to-face.


I ran the head of my cock along the small pink star of his ass. I watched his muscles twitch and shiver at the intrusion. I pressed harder so that he began to open and then applied just enough pressure to enter him with only the head.


I stayed that way as he panted underneath me. I watched the flex of his jaw and his neck as he tried to keep his cool. Then I levered myself over him and pushed harder, entering him.


I pressed my body to his and kissed him, thrusting my hips in short bursts as he cried out. “I like tasting my pussy on your lips,” I said.


He groaned. It was the sound of tortured pleasure.


“I like the smell of me on your face. I like the way you look when I fuck you.”


He gave a sound that was nearly a sob.


“I like the pretty sounds you make,” I said. I ground my hips so that I was trapping his cock between us. So that I was pushing him to the very edge of his sanity.


I thrust once more, making it a good one, and then I pulled free of him and dragged my lips down his chest, his belly, his hips. Finally, I gave him what he needed. I seized his cock and sucked the tip. I shoved my fingers where my dick had been, burying two up to the top knuckle before I began to finger-fuck his ass.


Mack bucked under me as I drove my mouth all the way down to the base of him. And when I gave him a final, frantic suck before driving my tongue against the slippery slit in his cockhead, he said my name. One rough word. And then he came.


I watched his face as I lapped up his come. It was the best he’d ever tasted to me. But there is always next time. Next time might be even better.


—Ms. Anne K., Nashua, New Hampshire [image: image]














He Wants a Spanking So Badly That He Buys a Paddle for His Girl to Use on His Behind


For a long time, I wanted my girlfriend, Kelly, to spank me. I tried to hint at my desire, but she never seemed to pick up on my suggestions, even when my ass was hovering right near her hand. She’d simply start jerking me off, and she gives an outstanding handjob, so I’d get distracted and almost forget that what I really wanted was to have my ass spanked good and hard.


I’d even rented the film Secretary, hoping she’d catch on, but she remained oblivious. Finally, I realized I had to take desperate measures, so for my birthday, I decided to give myself a gift—a special wooden paddle that had fur on one side, for a combination of soft and hard that I was sure would feel absolutely great. When Kelly took me out to my favorite French restaurant to celebrate and gave me a hand-wrapped gift, I gave her one as well—the paddle. “But open this when we get home,” I cautioned. The paddle was in a box, so it was impossible for her to guess what was inside. She looked at me questioningly, but then encouraged me to open her present to me. She’d given me an expensive leather wallet, which I tucked into my pocket, but again, I insisted that she wait until we got home to reveal my surprise.


We went about the rest of our meal quietly, my gift being the elephant in the room. It was all I could think about, and I knew I’d piqued her curiosity because she kept fondling the package and trying to figure out what was inside. When we finally got in the car to drive home, I took the wheel. I kept glancing at Kelly during the trip, noticing that she was unusually quiet. “Cat got your tongue?” I asked, feeling my cock swell as I looked at my beautiful girlfriend and pictured her hefting the sturdy paddle in her hand.


“I’m just wondering what was so naughty that I couldn’t open it at the restaurant. Knowing you, it’s something to do with sex,” she said, reaching over to stroke my cock.


“You’re warm,” I told her, smiling as I turned into our driveway.


I led her upstairs to our bed and sat down next to her to watch her open her gift, which was really my gift. Her eyes widened as she turned the item over, looking at the solid wood and then the sensuous fur. “It’s a paddle,” I said, in case there was any doubt.


Her eyes danced from me to the toy and back as she ran the fur over her palm. “But…” She paused, seeming puzzled.


“I want you to use it on me—what I want most for my birthday is to get spanked. By you. I didn’t know how else to tell you,” I confessed to her.


“Really? You need a firm spanking on your sweet ass? Why didn’t you just ask?” She slapped the paddle noisily against her palm. I’d chosen an implement that wouldn’t be too heavy or unwieldy for her. The store had plenty of other options—long straps, formidable whips, and intense canes—but this paddle seemed just right for a beginner like her.


She kept testing our new toy, and the loud smacking sound it made against her palm filled me with anticipation. I was finally going to get what I’d dreamed about for so long!


“I didn’t want to freak you out and wasn’t sure how you’d react. I gave you hints,” I said, trying to rationalize my gift.


She grabbed me by the waistband of my jeans, tugging firmly and rolling me over on the bed. “Well, you know how literal I am. You have to tell me exactly what you want,” she said, her voice taking on a slightly harsh tone I’d never heard before. She slapped the wooden side of the paddle against my denim-covered ass.


“Oh,” I moaned, as the firm toy connected with my buttocks. I knew she could tell how turned on I was from my tone, which encouraged her to continue. I made myself more comfortable, resting my weight on my elbows as she kept smacking me. I was practically humming with pleasure when Kelly suddenly stopped.


I turned to look at her, and her eyes were lit up the way they get when she’s truly aroused. I realized she was again waiting for me to spell out what I wanted. “Kelly, will you please spank me on my bare bottom?” I asked. I felt silly, blushing as I voiced my request, but despite the possibility that she might refuse, I was absolutely turned on. She squeezed my ass, then rubbed the fur side against my jeans-clad behind.


Kelly then eased down my zipper as she used the paddle to smack me hard on my ass. “If you’re sure,” she said, smoothly whisking off my jeans, along with my boxers. Then there I was, wearing only my shirt, with my ass displayed for my girlfriend. I’d never felt so exposed before, like she could see all the fantasies I’d ever hidden from her, written right there on my bare ass. She seemed to sense how important this moment was for me, and instead of smacking me over and over as hard as she could, she used the paddle’s wicked potential to its fullest. First she’d give me a searing thwack on each ass cheek, one I could feel even after the wood had left my flesh. Then, like a bad-cop–good-cop routine, she rubbed the soft fur against my tender cheeks, making me almost forget the smacks she’d administered. All the while, my cock was getting stiffer, and my body was overwhelmed with desire. Sometimes she’d let the furry side dip between my legs, slightly tickling my balls while my butt cheeks got a reprieve from her paddling.


“Is this what you wanted, Richard?” she asked in a whisper as she took the intensity down a notch, gently paddling my behind with simple snaps of her wrist. “Is this spanking turning you on? Is it making you want to fuck me?” she asked, even though I was sure she could tell what the paddle was doing to me. She rubbed the fur against the backs of my thighs, making me squirm in a combination of arousal and ticklishness.


“Yes, Kelly. I’m so hard for you now. I want to get on top of you and fuck you while you keep spanking me.” There, I’d said it, confessing my true desire. Kelly had been right earlier—all I had to do was ask. She took off her clothes and lay down, motioning for me to get on top of her.


“Happy birthday,” she said, with a smile on her pretty lips as I sank my rock-hard dick inside her tight pussy. I wasn’t sure if she was humoring me or really getting into the spanking, but judging from how creamy her cunt was, making my ass glow had turned her on, too. I started fucking her vigorously, slamming in and out of her, but she put her hands on my ass, encouraging me to slow down. “I can’t spank you when you’re going so quickly,” she said.


She had a point, and I slowed down to a more reasonable pace while she picked up the paddle and returned to whacking my butt with it. These strokes were of medium intensity, somewhere between the first harsh ones and the later light taps. They felt the best of all because each one seemed to push my cock deeper into her hole. Soon we were both moaning in pleasure as the sound of the wood hitting my ass cheeks resounded throughout the room, and I fucked her as hard as I could.


Finally, Kelly dropped the paddle on the bed and just used her hand to spank me. I felt her cunt grip my dick tightly, and then her pussy got even more slippery wet. Her orgasm seemed to go on for longer than usual, and she grabbed my ass, her fingers digging into my hot flesh. That was what finally made me come, my lava shooting into her pussy as she rocked upward against me.


Gradually, we slid apart and kissed softly. She had me lie on my stomach and examined my ass. “Very nice, but I think we forgot something. You turned thirty-five today, right? I think you need a proper birthday spanking,” she declared. With that, she counted off, giving me a solid thirty-five whacks, and one for good luck—and none of them were with the fur side of the paddle! Later, she massaged some cream into my tingling behind and promised that she’d use the paddle on me anytime I wanted, even if it wasn’t my birthday, as long as I asked for it.


—Mr. Richard S., Trenton, New Jersey [image: image]
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