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      WHEN IT COMES TO SEX, THEY KNOW IT ALL.
AND THEY’LL SHARE IT ALL… WITH YOU!


      The demanding boss. The untamed hairdresser. The shameless nudist. The pouty professor. The wild widow. What do they have

         in common? They’re all mature women who get sexier with every passing year and know just how to pleasure their partners, the

         younger the better. So be ready to be hunted and devoured. These cougars are on the prowl. And you’re in for the hottest game

       in town.
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      Introduction to Letters to Penthouse XXXVII


      For years, men have worked through their midlife crises with pretty pieces of arm candy, and many still do indulge in such

         sweet treats. But these days women are just as likely to go on the hunt for handsome young things of their own, ones who can

         give them exactly what they need as their libidos kick up and their inhibitions drop.

      


      This racy collection of letters to Penthouse recounts the adventures of sexy, older women who know what they want and those who love them for it. Whether it’s a sultry

         librarian, a naughty neighbor, or a demanding boss, these kinky cougars are on the prowl and looking for action. These ladies

         are as confident in the boardroom as they are in the bedroom, and they have a lifetime of experience that they’re not shy

         about sharing. Turn the page and read on. You may learn a thing or two yourself!

      


      Barbara Pizio


   

      Sexy Cougar Pounces on the
New Guy in Town


      Recently, I moved out of Seattle to a much smaller town in the Midwest. I had just gotten out of a relationship and was looking

         forward to being single for a while, until I realized that almost every girl in town was coupled up. There weren’t as many

         places to meet people as there were in Seattle, and I was starting to question the wisdom of moving so far from home when

         I met a woman who changed my life. Lily was a good ten years older than me, and not someone I would have usually checked out.

         It’s not that she’s not hot, but she’s not drop-dead model gorgeous and doesn’t go out of her way to dress flamboyantly. Her

         sexiness is expressed in the breathy way she talks and by her talent in the sack.

      


      We met at a movie theater, both of us opting for the arty, indie flick versus the blockbuster seemingly everyone else had

         chosen. When I walked in and noticed how many empty seats there were, I was dismayed. I know some moviegoers love to have

         the theater to themselves, but I feed off other people’s reactions. That’s part of the thrill, so when I spotted this woman

         with short brown hair eating popcorn all by herself, I asked if I could sit down next to her. “I’ll share,” I said, shaking

         my box of Rai-sinets at her.

      


      “Sure, sit down. I’m Lily,” she said, giving me a friendly but not flirtatious smile. We sat and enjoyed the film, munching

         on our combined salty and sweet treats. I actually didn’t think of her as a potential romantic match at first because I wasn’t

         getting that vibe from her—she later told me she’s really into movies and doesn’t like to be distracted. But we exchanged

         numbers afterward and began hanging out, and I found Lily to be very easy to talk to. So easy that we wound up closing out

         a local bar one night; I had thought two hours had passed when apparently it had been five.

      


      She took me by surprise by making the first move of sorts by inviting me to her place, planting the idea that she might be

         interested in more than talking. “It’s not too far, and I have a bottle of wine we could share.” I was still fairly clueless,

         but as we walked, I started to notice how her ass twitched beneath her clingy skirt and wondered whether she was wearing any

         panties. Usually, I know right away if I want to fuck a girl, but this attraction was more of a slow build. Yet once it started,

         I couldn’t get rid of it, and my cock was soon rock-hard.

      


      “Lily,” I said while in the parking lot. She turned toward me, and all of a sudden, she looked prettier than she ever had.

         Most of her makeup had come off during the course of the night, with just a hint of shadow remaining on her eyes. Her lips

         were a natural, luscious pink, and I desperately wanted to feel them pressed to mine. “I need to kiss you,” I said truthfully,

         and pulled her close. I mashed my lips against hers, and she immediately moved closer to me and parted her lips so I could

         slip my tongue inside her mouth.

      


      I was surprised when her hands moved down to squeeze my ass. She had seemed almost asexual the other times we’d hung out,

         not mentioning a boyfriend or even any exes, and dressing cutely but not in anything extremely sexy. Maybe she was just waiting

         for the right man to unleash that side of her, because she was practically ready to undo my pants right there in the street!

      


      “God, Lily, I had no idea what a tiger you are!” In truth, she was a real cougar, a hot older woman, and I was more than happy

         to let her have her way with me.

      


      We raced to her place and didn’t even bother with the wine. She led me to her bedroom, then pushed me down, pinning my wrists

         to the sheets. Lily actually growled as I squirmed beneath her, my cock almost unbearably hard. “You’re all mine,” she said,

         grinning.

      


      “I am. Do whatever you want to me,” I said, feeling completely comfortable letting her take control. Her nails were short

         but painted a dark red, and she dug them into my skin. They didn’t hurt, but sent shivers throughout my body. Lily was surprisingly

         strong, and even though I outweighed her, I liked the idea of choosing to submit to her, and from the way she was acting,

         I had the impression she’d played the domme role before.

      


      She quickly took off all her clothes, then climbed on top of me and shoved both her breasts in my face. They were larger than

         I’d expected them to be, once again showing that looks can be deceiving. “Suck my tits,” she demanded. I hadn’t expected Lily

         to use such language, but it turned me on. I opened my mouth, letting her breasts enter and trying to keep both nipples in

         my mouth at once. It was a challenge, but I rose to it, literally, my cock stiffening as she straddled my chest. I savored

         the heat and wetness of her pussy grinding against me as my tongue lashed at her nipples. “Harder,” she hissed, and I clamped

         my lips down around them. I could only breathe through my nose, but I liked it, and I kept lapping at her nipples until she

         cried out, her screams ringing in my ears.

      


      Had I made Lily come just from licking and biting her nipples? And if they were that sensitive, how would her pussy react

         to my oral caresses? I was about to find out, because Lily eased her nipples away, dragging them against my chest as she moved

         down my body. She took hold of my cock, wrapping her soft fingers around it. By then, our age difference no longer mattered;

         she clearly knew things about sex that I didn’t, and I was eager to learn everything.

      


      She rubbed my cockhead against her sex, teasing me by letting only the very tip enter her, then sliding it out. Just when

         I was sure we were going to start fucking, she moved away and climbed over me so she was straddling my face. Her cunt was

         wet and juicy, and I eagerly welcomed her, grabbing hold of her hips and pulling her tight. At that moment, pleasing Lily

         was my only concern, and I trusted that she’d take care of me later. I’d gone down on plenty of women, and I’m pretty sure

         they enjoyed it, but none behaved as lustily as Lily did.

      


      She grabbed my hair, slammed her pussy onto my face, and rubbed her cunt against me as if I were a toy. Her fingers were all

         over my head, gripping my hair, digging into the back of my neck and fondling my ears as she sought out the best position.

         “Right there!” she ordered when my tongue tapped against a certain spot inside her. I did my best to replicate it, and she

         must have liked it because she moaned and her pussy got juicier.

      


      Soon her liquid was streaming down my throat, some coating my chin, and she was shaking. Lily climbed off me, and then proceeded

         to lick her cream off my face. “You take orders well,” she said, turning to stare at my cock. She held it in her hand, as

         if displaying it for me. “What should we do about this?” she asked, squeezing it so the head bulged between her fingers.

      


      “Aaahh,” I said, loving the way her touch felt. I had no idea what to expect, but then she crawled forward, straddling me

         the reverse way from before, so her wet, pink cunt was visible, and gave me the slowest, hottest blowjob I’d ever gotten.

         She took her time, easing off when I seemed on the verge of climax and using her free hand to fondle my balls and stroke my

         inner thighs. “Oh, God,” I called out, overwhelmed by the heat from her mouth and the sight of her pussy. She swallowed me

         all the way, moving swiftly, as if it weren’t a problem in the least to take eight hard inches deep into her throat. Lily

         stayed there for a few seconds, with her lips wrapped around the base of my cock while the head reached toward the bend in

         her throat.

      


      I didn’t want to come because I was trying to prolong my pleasure. But when I reached forward to stroke her wetness, I couldn’t

         help it. I exploded right down her throat, and Lily didn’t even gag. She just shifted so only half my cock was in her throat,

         and then she proceeded to milk me of all my come, swallowing every last drop. I was exhausted when we were done—and impressed.

      


      “I didn’t even know you liked me!” I said to her later that night as we finally indulged in the bottle of wine.


      “I like to surprise people,” she said. We clinked glasses, and she gave me a wink. I was hard again already, only an hour

         later, and couldn’t wait to fuck her for real. Lily certainly surprised me and has made me feel more than welcome in my new

         hometown. I look forward to many more lessons in her bedroom—and beyond.

      


      —Mr. S.L., via email   [image: art]


      

      Her Domme Girlfriend Unlocks Her Sub Side
With a New Riding Crop


      My girlfriend, Claire, is the dominant one in our relationship—and that’s exactly how I like it. While at first I tried being

         the one on top, I found that I really got off when she ordered me to crawl around on my knees, service her, and, best of all,

         bend over to get spanked.

      


      The first time she ordered me to stand, raise my ass in the air, clutch my ankles with my hands, and get slapped firmly by

         her strong hand, I thought I’d found the ultimate in sexual bliss. And I had—until she started using things other than her

         hand to turn my ass the most wonderful shade of pink you can imagine. (Afterward, she always makes me look at my bottom in

         a mirror.)

      


      The sensations she produced in me when she used those implements were unlike any I’d ever experienced, and I was eager to

         feel more of them and grateful that I’d met a strong, powerful woman like Claire who could unlock my submissive side. Maybe

         it was the fact that she’s more than ten years older than me and has worked over plenty of cute girls in her day, so she knows

         when to kick things up a notch and when to slow down, when to tease and when to really slam down her hand, the crop, or the

         paddle.

      


      Over time, we’ve experimented with her vast arsenal of kinky sex toys. The first time I saw what she had hidden in a huge

         box in her closet, I was a little uncertain how much I’d be into using her collection of playthings. There were nipple clamps,

         butt plugs, paddles, floggers, and other intimidating items. But I trust Claire implicitly and know she only wants to give

         me the kind of sweet pain I crave. She’s shown me the pleasures of every last toy in the box, but our mutual favorite, by

         far, is the riding crop. It looks deceptively modest; it’s not fancy or colorful, but is simply a long handle tipped with

         a small, soft leather slapper. If you run your fingers over the loop, it almost feels soft and sensual. But when she raises

         it in the air and brings it crashing down onto my upturned bottom, it feels anything but soft.

      


      The first time Claire used it, she blindfolded me. “This way, you will be totally focused on what I’m doing—and you won’t

         know when the next smack is coming.” She had me bent over our bed, with my breasts smashed against the cool sheets, my head

         turned, and my legs slightly spread. I was completely naked, of course, and knowing she could see everything—the hint of my

         sex peeking out and my thighs and calves straining to hold the pose—made me incredibly hot before she even began. Claire taunted

         me, running her tongue along my slit, making me moan. I wanted to hurry her along and say, “Get to the spanking already,”

         but you don’t do that when you’re the bottom. You just wait.

      


      So I did, until Claire had tasted her fill of my pussy and decided to get back to the business of turning my butt into her

         personal pleasure canvas. “You’ve got such a perfect ass, Gina,” Claire said almost wistfully as she stood close by, leaning

         against me and starting to warm me up with her hand. She gave each of my butt cheeks a powerful slap, making them tingle with

         heat and anticipation. Then she took the crop and very slowly ran it from the nape of my neck all the way down my spine. I

         could almost feel the hairs on the back of my neck stand up as I tried my best to stay perfectly still for her.

      


      The soft leather flap moved from the base of my spine down to my asscrack, heading toward its target of my plump, eager bottom.

         Claire likes that while I have a trim figure, I have a fleshy ass—“All the better for smacking,” she likes to say. She took

         the crop and lightly tapped it against my cheek, as if bouncing a tennis ball on the ground, in preparation for the real thing.

         “Are you ready, Gina?” she asked, swiping one finger along my slit, already knowing the answer.

      


      “Yes. Please hit me,” I said, being as direct as possible.


      I took a deep breath, preparing myself for the whipping she was about to give me. The next thing I knew, I heard the crop

         whiz through the air, then felt it land on my right ass cheek. I let out an involuntary sigh of pleasure, which was quickly

         drowned out by the sound of the leather hitting my other cheek. The sensation was sharp and intense, and before long, its

         sinister heat started to spread throughout my body. Then Claire picked up the pace, giving me slightly softer taps that came

         more rapidly, so I hardly knew when one started and one ended. When I tried to spread my legs a bit wider, she nudged them

         back together.

      


      “I want both your butt cheeks touching, so I can do this,” she said as she landed the keeper on the point where they joined.


      “Whatever you desire,” I said, because in truth, her pleasure leads to my pleasure. Each stroke of the crop on my tender ass

         seemed to travel through the rest of my body and made my cunt tighten with need. The ache forming inside me was almost unbearable,

         and the sweet pain of the crop made me long for more. She faked me out a few times by sending it flying through the air, only

         to land it on the bed, disappointing me. My ass missed its sting whenever she did that, but she’d follow it up with an even

         firmer whack.

      


      I loved all of it, and Claire knew it, taking advantage of my prone position to also use the whippy crop on the sensitive

         backs of my thighs. When she struck near my cunt, my cries got even louder. “You like that, don’t you? You’re so greedy, I

         bet you’ll want this every day, Gina,” she said, and hearing her talk like that only added to my arousal.

      


      She kept right on slapping my ass with the crop, letting its intensity make me squirm in pleasure. I was dripping wet, and

         she kept up a steady pace, so I only realized how fiery she was making my bottom once we were near the end. Claire rested

         the crop next to me, instructing me to kiss it. As my lips met the leather, she gently rubbed my ass, but even that light

         touch on such hot skin made me hiss with longing. She leaned down and whispered in my ear. “I could do this all night, baby,

         but I have a feeling you want me to fuck you, too, being the greedy girl you are. And I will, but I want you to turn over

         first.”

      


      I bit my lip, but my moan escaped anyway. Turning over could only mean one thing: She was about to use the crop on my front

         side—on my breasts and my pussy. Before I turned over, Claire slipped off the blindfold, and I blinked, adjusting to the room’s

         light. When I rolled over, Claire was sporting an almost-evil grin; I say “almost” because she knows exactly how horny I get

         from being slapped on those body parts. She pinched one nipple, then the other, and we both watched the hard beaded peaks

         rise. “I think you’re more than ready,” she said, which was obvious. She picked up the crop and ran it along my cheek, against

         my lips, down my neck, and between my breasts. Then she raised it, and this time I could watch the entire process.

      


      The crop connected with my nipple, swiping it from the side, and then hitting it head-on. Claire didn’t strike me as hard

         as she had my ass, but I still felt the impact and had to plant my feet firmly on the floor so as not to slide onto it in

         an aroused puddle of mush. I spread my legs a little wider, hoping to urge her downward, but she kept on beating my nipples

         until they were pleasantly throbbing.

      


      When I was crying out with excitement, she moved down to my pussy, tapping the crop against my clit. The sensation burrowed

         into my cunt, making it tighten with need until I almost couldn’t stand it. When Claire trailed the head of the crop along

         my wet slit, then brought it to my lips so I could both smell and taste my juices, I was so close to orgasm I could almost

         feel it.

      


      But Claire doesn’t just give pleasure without taking any, and before she’d fuck me like I wanted, she climbed on top of me

         and lowered her cunt onto my waiting tongue. I love eating her, and she gets so juicy, it’s a real treat. Claire also gets

         extra worked up by topping me; by the time I got my first taste of her sex, she was already quite slippery. I grabbed her

         hips and pulled her close, shoving my tongue as deep inside her as I could get. Very soon she was climaxing, her generous

         juices raining down my throat. I swallowed, and then dove back in, eager for more. When I’d finally wrung the last drops of

         pleasure out of my girlfriend, she had me turn over onto my back once again.

      


      “Now here’s what you’ve been waiting for,” she said, slamming two fingers into my cunt. I bucked against them, feeling the

         wonderful sensation of having my tight pussy filled. Or rather, almost filled, because after a few strong thrusts, Claire

         added two more fingers. She had me turn over onto my stomach, which made me moan, and the sensations intensified. Then I was

         really stuffed to the brim, taking her four digits, feeling them stretch my cunt as my still-tingling ass savored the cool

         air. Claire picked up the crop with her free hand and dexterously multitasked, striking my ass with the crop as her fingers

         slammed inside my pussy. The dual action had me clutching her fingers as tight as could be. I screamed loudly as my orgasm

         rocked through me, but Claire kept up her pace, only stopping the stroking and slapping when I was done coming. She pulled

         out, and I licked my juices off her fingers before we curled up together on the bed, the crop resting next to us as a reminder

         of the pleasure we’d shared—and were bound to share in the future.

      


      Since then, the crop has played a major role in our sex life, and I smile with glee every time she whips it out.


      —Ms. G.V., Boston, Massachusetts   [image: art]


   

      Sex After Forty—It Just Gets
Better With Age


      My wife and I are what you might call middle-aged, though we don’t like to think of ourselves that way. I am fifty-four and

         Sarah is forty-seven. She’s a trim, sexy lady of a weight proportioned to her height, with lush, full breasts. Others consider

         us both attractive. What we would like to do is let those younger than us know that there is indeed sex after forty, and even

         fifty. We would also like to be an inspiration to others our age or even older.

      


      Sarah and I have sex at least three to five times a week, though I must admit that most of the action takes place on the weekends.

         My wife enjoys sex to the fullest and with multiple partners. She’s also bisexual, though she prefers men. She is multiorgasmic

         and can come as long as a man can stay hard or a woman can keep licking her pussy. We both believe that sex should be enjoyed

         to its fullest and shared with others whenever possible.

      


      One of our hottest experiences was also our first time opening up our marriage to others. A younger coworker of Sarah’s would

         often pay her compliments and made it known that he was interested in having sex with her. She enjoyed this attention and

         didn’t resist, so he became bolder and bolder with his invitations. She told me of his advances and asked how I’d feel if

         she accepted. I encouraged her to do it, as long as I got to hear all about it afterward.

      


      One night they both got stuck working late and were the only ones left in the office. Paul came over to Sarah’s desk and began

         to flirt with her as usual, and she could see a huge bulge in his pants. This got her so excited that she decided it was time

         to accept his offer. She had the perfect opportunity when he made a joke about showing her “his,” if she’d show him hers.

         I doubt he thought she’d ever go for it, but then she pulled up her skirt so that he could get a glimpse of her bare pussy

         (Sarah hates wearing panties!). As he watched in wonder, she pulled her pussy lips apart and dipped in her fingers to swipe

         up some of her moisture. Then she sucked her fingers into her mouth.

      


      Paul asked if he could touch her pussy and she said yes. He slid his fingers into her wet folds, and she sighed with satisfaction.

         He began rubbing her clitoris and pumping his fingers in and out of her, quickly bringing her to her first orgasm.

      


      Then Paul asked if he could taste her pussy and she said, “Hell, yes!” She looked down and watched as his mouth moved over

         her cunt. He flicked at her clit and then made his tongue stiff and fucked her hole. This drove her wild, and she began to

         buck with another orgasm. He ate her as she came again and again, until finally she couldn’t take it anymore and had to tell

         him to stop.

      


      Now Sarah asked if she could see his cock. He unzipped his pants and pulled it out. It was long and hard, and she said that

         after mine, it was one of the most beautiful dicks she had ever seen. Squatting down, she held it in her hands and examined

         it closely. Then she took it in her mouth. The shaft pulsed against her tongue, and she began to slide back and forth along

         his length. She could taste the precome that dripped from the tip, and that made her want to suck him harder.

      


      Sarah massaged his heavy balls in her hand as she gave him one of her expert blowjobs. Then she held still and let him fuck

         her face, which she said he really seemed to enjoy. She could tell because he held her head in his hands and grunted loudly

         each time he pushed his cock down her throat. Pretty soon his shaft swelled even more and then he was filling her mouth with

         come. She swallowed every drop of it and then got up off the floor. She gave him a kiss goodnight, and they both left for

         the evening.

      


      As she told me about what happened that night when she got home, I fucked her harder than I had in a long time. Just hearing

         her talk about blowing another guy made me crazy with lust. Between panting breaths she asked me if she could fuck him, and

         I immediately agreed, and then I came seconds later. I could tell that this new interest of Sarah’s was going to have an incredible

         effect on our sex life!

      


      The next time they worked late together was a couple days later. Their flirtation began slowly, with Sarah lifting her skirt

         and unbuttoning her blouse a little. She spread her legs in her chair, massaging her pussy and licking her fingers for him

         to see. Again, they started with him eating her to several orgasms. Then he said he wanted to fuck her, and she told him she

         thought he’d never ask.

      


      Stepping back, Paul unzipped his pants and took out his long, hard cock. As he undressed, Sarah took off her blouse and her

         bra, wanting to feel her bare breasts against his warm flesh. He removed his shirt and let his pants drop to his ankles. Then

         he got between my wife’s legs and she reached out for his dick. She pumped it back and forth in her hand while reveling in

         the sexy view she had before her.

      


      Paul backed Sarah up to the desk, kissing her passionately as she lifted her hips up and spread her legs, half sitting and

         half standing. He moved between her thighs, and she rubbed his cockhead over the wet folds of her pussy. She kissed him furiously,

         which he took as his cue to push his dick into her with one hard thrust.

      


      Sarah backed away so that his cock was dislodged from her cunt, saying that she wanted to watch as he slid into her. This

         time, she held on to his shaft to make sure he went in slowly, watching each and every inch get swallowed by her pussy. Once

         he was in, she wrapped her legs around his waist, and they started fucking wildly. As he plunged in and out of her with incredible

         speed, she exploded in countless orgasms.

      


      After some good, hard fucking, Sarah stopped him and said that she wanted to lick her juices off his cock. She knelt and sucked

         him deep into her throat. Seconds later, he told her that he was going to come, so she let him shoot a little in her mouth,

         and then she took him out so that the rest spattered all over her breasts. Then they both got cleaned up and left the office.

         When she got home, she told me the entire story while we made love again. I was surprised to find that I didn’t feel at all

         jealous that my wife was fucking another man, but that was probably because I was too turned on to feel much of anything but

         that!

      


      Since that experience with Paul, my wife has had many other lovers. I’ve even had the opportunity to watch her with some of

         them. And, as I mentioned before, she also likes having sex with women, and there is no sexier sight than watching her get

         it on with some sexy young thing. I’ve also enjoyed the attentions of others from time to time, but watching Sarah, or hearing

         her wanton tales, is still my favorite thing to do. I consider myself lucky to have such a beautiful and sexy wife who I can

         share with some well-hung stud or another gorgeous woman.

      


      —Mr. M.S., via email   [image: art]


   

      Woman Shows Young Job Interviewer She’s
Highly Qualified When It Comes to Sex


      It was 1981. I was a twenty-eight-year-old manager with an accounting firm in St. Louis. The year before I had been assigned

         to the recruiting team at a prestigious university. This school was the largest single source of new recruits for our office,

         so it was critical for us to have a big presence on campus to get our share of the best students. Those of us on the recruiting

         team had a full week of long days consisting mostly of thirty-minute interviews.

      


      It was Thursday morning. I had interviewed two candidates, neither one of whom we would hire. My third interview was with

         a woman named Dorothy. I saw several people sitting in the waiting area outside our small conference/interview rooms when

         I walked out with my second interview. I called out Dorothy’s name and a tall, stunning woman stood up, smiled, and strode

         confidently toward me. By my calculation, she had to be close to thirty-nine, about seventeen years older than our typical

         recruit.

      


      We entered the interview room and I motioned for Dorothy to sit across from where my paperwork was laid out on the table.

         She took the chair and moved it around to the end of the table, just around the corner from my chair. She sat down, turning

         sideways, and crossed her sleek legs. I was somewhat disoriented by Dorothy’s beauty and grace as I began the interview. Her

         luscious legs were only six inches to the right of mine, and I could see them just below the tabletop. Her slit skirt was

         short, about four inches above the knee, and I could see well past the midpoint of her thigh. Trying to conceal my arousal

         at this very sexy “older” woman, I stammered on.

      


      Dorothy smiled and reached out for my right hand, which was resting on the table. “Please,” she said, “don’t be flustered

         by me. I’m interested in accounting some of the time, but I’m interested in people all of the time. I want to talk about you.”

         I was taken aback. I stared into her eyes for several seconds, and then I looked down at her thigh, laid bare by the slit

         in the skirt. I looked back to her, and she took my hand up from the table, leaned forward, and kissed the back of it. Then

         she said, very softly, “I like your smile, young man. I like your body. I want to show you more of mine.”

      


      With that, she stood up and reached down to the left side of her skirt. She deftly unfastened the zipper, and then she repeated

         the move on the right side of her garment. I began to relax and concentrated on watching her. She sat back down, showing off

         her shapely thighs. The front of her skirt fell down between her legs. I became aware that my cock was bulging in my pants.

         Dorothy leaned toward me, reached up, and put her hands around the back of my neck. She pulled me toward her, and with our

         eyes locked we met awkwardly in a kiss. She backed up a few inches, keeping her hands around the back of my head. “Please,

         young man, we only have twenty minutes of this interview left!”

      


      I grunted my acknowledgment as our lips met again. She initiated a deep and passionate kiss that led to an even longer and

         deeper one. She smelled faintly of honeysuckle. I reached up and embraced her under her arms. Our kiss went on, and our breathing

         got heavy. I broke the kiss to move my face up the right side of hers, teasing her skin with my tongue as I went. We stood

         up in one fluid motion. I began probing her ear with my tongue. She moaned softly, so I did it again. She dropped her hands

         from my head and moved them down to my crotch. She quickly found my zipper and pulled it down.

      


      I felt a couple of caresses through my underwear while I leaned my head back to watch her expression. Her slightly closed

         eyes looked sexy. She was slowly running her tongue over her lips, looking down at my underwear, which was showing through

         my open zipper. She worked my belt loose and quickly had my pants falling down around my knees. Then she pulled down my boxers

         in the front, and my erect cock sprang out.

      


      Smiling broadly, she took my cock in her right hand. She straightened up, looked me in the eye, and drew herself closer to

         me as her hand moved slowly up and down my cock. We kissed once again. When I reached up for her blouse buttons, she backed

         away and said, “Watch this!” In one deft move, she pulled her shirt apart, the snaps holding it closed letting go with a rat-a-tat

         sound. I shouldn’t have been surprised by now, but I was: She had no bra on! She had beautiful, firm, round tits with erect

         nipples.

      


      Quickly, we got out of our clothes. Again I was surprised when I realized that Dorothy was wearing a garter belt with stockings

         and no panties! Her pussy was shaved and smooth. The slit seemed to be looking at me and begging for love.

      


      Saying that we had to hurry, she dropped to her knees in front of me, took my hard cock in her mouth, and began to move her

         mouth slowly up and down on it. I tangled my hands in her shoulder-length auburn hair and caressed her head gently as she

         sucked my happy cock. I was very aroused by Dorothy’s expert ministrations. I was only a few seconds away from shooting my

         wad when she took her mouth off me.

      


      She stood up and drew my body to hers. Feeling her skin against mine was a big turn-on. My sensitive cock was pressing into

         her middle. She whispered that she had been able to show many young men how to make love, and that I had one of the most handsome

         cocks she’d ever seen. She said she wanted it inside her. Dorothy pushed the papers off the table onto the floor. Then she

         turned and lay back on the conference table with her legs hanging over the end. Bringing her legs up, she ordered me to get

         between them. “Suck my clit!” she said. I obeyed immediately. I dropped to my knees and moved in. Her bulging pussy was nice

         and pink inside the folds and very wet.

      


      I ran my tongue in and around her pussy. She moaned softly as I began to make circular motions around her clit. I put one,

         then two fingers into her cunt, working them in and out. Dorothy continued to moan and squirm. Then she lifted her head and

         said firmly, “Fuck me now! I want it in me!”

      


      I stood up with the biggest, firmest hard-on I could ever remember sporting. I pushed it into Dorothy’s well-lubricated cunt,

         and she moaned again. I pulled out and went in: in and out, in and out. I was really enjoying watching my cock disappear into

         that pretty pussy under the bright fluorescent lights. Then Dorothy said, “Fuck me hard, you handsome stud. Fuck me hard,

         fuck me fast!”

      


      I began pumping fast and hard, the table squeaking as I fulfilled her request. Soon enough I exploded in a gigantic orgasm.

         Simultaneously, Dorothy moaned very loudly and threw her hands up in the air with a loud exhalation of “Yes!” We were both

         breathing like long-distance runners. I pulled my firm, dripping cock from her and used my hand to guide it over her clit,

         up and down, up and down. She quivered, sucked in a deep breath, and moaned. Then she let out a long, loud sigh, saying, “Oh,

         baby, you know me like a twenty-year lover.”

      


      She struggled to her elbows and looked at me with those partly closed, sexy eyes and gave me a smile. She said that we had

         to move quickly to “stay on schedule.” She got off the table and, while still naked, hugged me and gave me another kiss. As

         she reached for her clothing, she whispered that she wanted another interview tomorrow before I returned to St. Louis.

      


      While we hurriedly dressed, I got out a business card and wrote down my hotel name and room number, telling her I was going

         to blow off all my interviews scheduled after three o’clock. She said, “Three-thirty, sweet lover. I’ll be there.”

      


      For the rest of that day until three in the afternoon, I could only think of the irresistible Dorothy. I hardly ate anything

         at lunch with the other interviewers, who I believe assumed I was so badly hung over that I was barely functioning. At three

         I bolted from the interview hall, telling my associates I didn’t feel well, and headed for the hotel. As I went out the door,

         I felt my hard-on rapidly returning.

      


      Dorothy arrived at my hotel room as scheduled. I met her at the door with my erection bulging. She laughed, grabbed me, and

         immediately began kissing me passionately. We made love for two hours straight. After a rest and some dinner downstairs, we

         returned to the room and made love again until midnight. We learned that day that we were perfect sex mates and soul mates.

      


      Now, twenty-one years later, Dorothy and I are celebrating our nineteenth year of marriage. Our sex life is as hot today as

         it was in the interview room that sunny spring day years ago. We make love at least once a week on the kitchen or dining room

         table because that’s how “we met.” We do it on the pool deck in the hot summer and then jump into the cool water. We like

         to fuck on the front lawn at 2:00 a.m., imagining what the neighbors would think if they could see us. We know of one remaining

         drive-in theater and visit it at least twice a summer to neck in the car and tease each other before returning home to screw

         like crazy.

      


      I’m truly lucky and I know it. Even at the age of fifty-nine, my Dorothy still looks only thirty-nine. I’m sure I’m the envy

         of guys many years my junior when they see my trim, fit, sexy-looking gal. By the way, she still fits into that old slit skirt

         with ease and whenever she puts it on, I know she’s asking me to please her with a clit lick and a great fuck—just like the

         first time we met.

      


      —Mr. C.V., via email   [image: art]

      


   

      Spirited Woman Delights in Adding to
Young Admirer’s Sexual Education


      I always watched her at the pool. I knew she was a divorcée living in my parents’ neighborhood, but beyond that I didn’t know

         much about her, not even her last name. All I knew was every time she arrived at the neighborhood swimming pool, I’d have

         to stop whatever I was doing and pretend to tan my back. It was the only way to hide the huge woody I got just from looking

         at her.
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