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      THEY LIKE IT HOT, THEY WANT IT NOW


      Whether seducing the gardener with hubby watching, or transforming a mountain cabin into a sex den . . .tricks on a dare,

         or kicking up a game of Twister with a bottle of baby oil . . . stepping up to the camera as a nude model, or burning up the

         lines with spontaneous phone sex, these are the women who can’t say no. And in the pages of this exciting, all-new edition

         of Letters to Penthouse, you’ll say yes to each and every one of them.
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      Introduction to Letters to Penthouse XXXIV


      Wild, provocative, and dangerously naughty are some ways in which to describe the femmes fatales you’ll meet on the steamy

         pages ahead of you. Sex-driven, horny, and hot as hell are a few others. But this is the way you like ’em, right? Powerful,

         lusty ladies who see what they want and aren’t afraid to go for it. Especially when it’s a sex partner to tear up the sheets

         with—boy, girl, both, many, it doesn’t matter. What does matter, though, is that they get what they came for. And what’s that,

         you might ask? A great fucking time! And we do mean fucking! Oh wait, did I give you the impression that sheets are the only

         things these vixens tear up? Well, rest assured there’s a whole lotta tearin’ up in store for you. So why not start a little

         tearin’ of your own—like through these pages! But I warn you, once you start, you won’t be able to stop. 

      


      Always my pleasure,


      Kathy Cavanaugh


      Senior Managing Editor


      Penthouse Letters


   

      Where to Find a Young Stud to Service Her the Way They Both Craved?


      For some time now, my all-time favorite fantasy has been to watch my sexy but shy wife being fucked by another guy. This certainly

         wasn’t always the case. I remember when the very notion would have seemed utterly bizarre to me. But somehow after we had

         been married for several years, the idea started to appeal to me.

      


      Bonnie is a sexy, petite blonde with a stunning body. She still looks about 30, even though she’s in her early 40s now. But

         even once the idea of watching her get fucked by another man took hold in my head, I found it difficult to bring the subject

         up. In time I did get up the courage to share my fantasy, but I was promptly reminded of why I had been so reluctant. Bonnie

         seemed both shocked and, perhaps worse, disappointed. I dropped the subject quickly. But after that I looked for other opportunities

         to keep the idea alive, however dimly.

      


      As I had hoped, over time she came to realize that the reason the idea appealed to me wasn’t that I didn’t love her but that

         I loved her so much. Gradually she became more comfortable with the whole idea, and eventually she agreed that if the right

         opportunity were to arise, she would be willing to consider doing it!

      


      In my fantasies, my preference had always leaned toward watching Bonnie do it with a young guy, an inexperienced yet deserving

         18- or 19-year-old. I liked the idea of a good “compassion fuck”—you know, letting some young virgin or anonymous stranger

         that would typically have no chance of getting into your wife’s panties enjoy the unexpected thrill of giving her a good fucking.

      


      I felt sure that if I could find the right deserving young man and set up a safe situation, we would all be in for a real

         treat. I just had to arrange the perfect opportunity for this to happen! Oh, and then I had to arrange it all without being

         pushy about it or otherwise turning Bonnie off.

      


      In time, I came up with what I in all modesty had to consider a brilliant idea!


      Every summer we participate in a big outdoor party put on collectively by all our friends in our neighborhood. Tents are set

         up in the backyards, and there’s always a lot of partying and drinking across the entire neighborhood until all hours of the

         night. There always seem to be a lot of young guys, most of them looking for some hot action. You know that they’re seriously

         horny just by their age! They have little hope of actually scoring, though, since most of the guests, after all, are the people

         from our neighborhood. Bearing in mind that we would know most of the people at the party, I knew I would have to be careful

         about even suggesting the possibility of some kind of hookup to my wife. Meanwhile I still had to figure out how it would

         be possible to fulfill my fantasy without the risk of all of our neighbors finding out.

      


      So now the party was already in full swing, and I still hadn’t said anything to Bonnie about what I hoped might happen today.

         Also, I still didn’t know how to go about making it happen.

      


      And then I saw Anthony!


      I’d never seen him around the neighborhood, and he looked perfect for our purposes! He’d parked in one of the yards near our

         house. He was 19, I would learn, and seemed like a nice kid, really good-looking but in an unflashy way, shy and polite, exactly

         what I’d been hoping for! I knew immediately he was an excellent choice for this fantasy.

      


      However, now that I had a suitable candidate, I still had to figure out how to actually arrange it. All I could think of was

         maybe to get Bonnie drunk enough so I might dare suggest to her that she seduce the fine-looking young man.

      


      Sure enough, at one point in the evening I did find an opportunity to point Anthony out to Bonnie. As tactfully as I could,

         I sketched out what I had in mind. She didn’t reject the idea out of hand, but she didn’t show any favorable reaction either.

      


      I waited awhile. Finally, making sure no one else was within hearing range, I told Bonnie that if she wanted to flirt with

         the young man, I thought it would be fun. I figured even if she was unsuccessful at seducing him, it might be fun to watch

         her get his hormones going and get his hopes up. To my enormous delight, she said she’d see if an appropriate opportunity

         arose.

      


      Bonnie indicated that she also had reservations about actually doing anything. We were both worried that it might get back

         to the people we knew at the party. We agreed that if something happened, it would have to be on the sly. Since in addition

         we didn’t have any condoms, we agreed that she would have to be comfortable that Anthony (or whoever) was safe enough for

         her to fuck not just with total discretion but without any “protection.”

      


      Later in the evening, after the majority of the people had cleared out, I saw Bonnie talking to Anthony over by the fire.

         I was delighted to see by her body language that she was flirting with him, and I could only hope that in his youthful eagerness

         he wouldn’t say anything stupid to ruin his chances. I kept watch from afar until she walked away. Then, watching the way

         the young man eyed her as she walked away, I knew that he was interested. 

      


      I motioned to Bonnie for her to meet me around the house to let me know what was going on. Once we got there, she said that

         Anthony was a perfect choice. She was convinced that he was a virgin, and I reflected that that meant she was more likely

         to let him fuck her without a condom.

      


      She added that even though she was nervous as hell, this might be our one opportunity to live out this fantasy. She said she

         was willing to give it a try if I was up for it. But she also said that there would have to be no regrets, whether it happened

         or it didn’t. I agreed entirely, and without hesitation encouraged her to proceed. She said it would probably be best if she

         just led Anthony to believe he was catching her in an alcohol-induced moment of weakness. She had already told him she was

         married but had said she had no idea where her husband was.

      


      That’s why she’d excused herself briefly at the fire. She said she was going to find me and “check in,” and she’d be back

         in a while.

      


      I was so turned on that I was shaking. To my surprise and delight, Bonnie now seemed to take charge! She led me around several

         houses and through a yard, and we picked what looked like a good place—a good place both for her to take him and for me to

         watch. She was definitely a little tipsy at this point. I kissed her deeply before she headed back to the fire. Then I waited

         quietly in unbearable anticipation, praying that she would show up with the young man. The 20 minutes it took before she returned

         seemed like an eternity. But when I saw her leading him to the spot we had picked out, I knew that my fantasy might really

         happen!

      


      I couldn’t hear their conversation, but I could see that they were getting closer and closer, and also quieter and quieter.

         It didn’t take long, and even though I couldn’t make out the conversation, I could tell when the sounds of conversation had

         stopped. I knew that meant that it was time for the show to begin.

      


      Initially, they just kissed and hung all over each other. In the darkness I was just barely able to make out Bonnie’s tan

         lines, so I knew her shirt was up and her breasts exposed. Anthony’s hands were roaming all over her sexy body as the two

         of them made out like teenage lovers. Then she leaned back against a tree, and I could tell that he was sucking on her nipples,

         switching back and forth between her beautiful breasts.

      


      Then I saw the familiar flash of Bonnie’s silky white panties, and I knew Anthony had his hands under her skirt. At some point

         she got down on her knees and started manipulating his shorts. While looking around nervously, he ran his fingers through

         her long hair and put one of his hands up against the tree.

      


      I couldn’t make out much detail, but I knew my wife was bobbing her head as Anthony thrust his hips gently back and forth,

         still looking around to see that they weren’t seen.

      


      I couldn’t believe my fantasy was really happening!


      I was stunned to see that my shy wife was so prepared to suck another guy’s cock, but there she was—and she sure looked like

         she was doing a hell of a job. The kid fucked her mouth for a minute or two, and I started to think that Bonnie had decided

         just to give him a good blowjob. I figured she just didn’t feel comfortable enough with him to be as intimate with him as

         to fuck without protection.

      


      Part of me really wanted to see Anthony come in Bonnie’s mouth, but a bigger part of me wanted to see him come deep inside

         her belly. After several minutes, she stopped sucking him and stood up. I couldn’t tell if he had blown his load down her

         throat or if she was going to take it to the next level. But when she leaned up against a tree and lifted her skirt, I knew

         what was coming next!

      


      Anthony slipped Bonnie’s silky white panties down to her knees, then got on his knees and buried his face in her crotch, kissing

         and licking her trimmed pussy from top to bottom. Given his youth, I was surprised that he found just the soft, steady rhythm

         she prefers.

      


      Within minutes her knees were buckling. He paused briefly to keep her from falling, then licked her clean. I could just about

         see the outline of her pussy lips as he spread them with every swipe of his tongue.

      


      Anthony stood up and dropped his pants around his ankles, fully exposing his hard cock. Bonnie wasted no time working it into

         her—slowly at first, until it looked like he was all the way in her. They rocked together up against the tree for several

         minutes, during which he got into a good rhythm and brought her to climax again. He kissed her deeply as she came, perhaps

         to keep her quiet!

      


      I was wondering if the kid had blown his wad inside Bonnie—until I saw her turn around and face the tree, put both hands up

         against the trunk, and stick her ass out toward him. He took another look around, lifted her skirt over her waist, and then

         worked himself into her from behind.

      


      His hands were clasping her hips, presumably for stability, as he wrapped his legs around the outside of her thighs. He thrust

         himself into her in a rhythmic upward motion, fucking her hard for a minute or two before she came again. He stopped and balanced

         himself, then stood entirely still. His muffled groans told me he had just unleashed his youthful seed inside my wife.

      


      I heard quiet talking as they both dressed quickly. Then Anthony disappeared into the night.


      I sat there in amazement. My cock was hard, and I felt like I could come then and there. Bonnie looked over my way before

         disappearing into the darkness herself. I couldn’t believe what a turn-on it was to actually witness another guy, especially

         such a hot young one, giving my wife such a good fucking. It was so Desperate Housewives!

      


      I made my way discreetly back to our tent and waited eagerly for my wife to arrive. When she did, she had a devilish grin

         on her face. She said she still believed Anthony had been a virgin, and apparently was quite nervous because of his inexperience

         as well as the fact that she was married.

      


      She crawled on top of me and guided my hand under her skirt and inside her panties. She was totally turned on at the idea

         that she had just let this young stud shoot off in her pussy. She added that when he came, she felt his cock throbbing and

         squirting what felt like a huge load of come inside her.

      


      Anthony’s warm semen was even now still draining out of Bonnie. I pulled her panties down and rolled her over, and then buried

         my face in her crotch. I was so turned on by this whole thing, I didn’t mind tonguing her used pussy clean until she came

         again.

      


      I gave Bonnie a minute to recuperate before I sat up and pushed my hard-on into her. It slid in easily, making use of her

         young lover’s cream to grease the way for my sloppy seconds. In just a minute or two I unleashed my load inside her, and I

         have to say that I’ve never experienced an orgasm of that intensity.

      


      After I pulled out of Bonnie, I just squatted there looking at her. She looked sexier than I’d ever seen her, lying there

         with her legs spread and her pussy dripping with come, a mixture of the loads that Anthony and I had deposited in her.

      


      Since that night, our sex life has caught fire, and Bonnie has expressed interest in taking a more active part in selecting

         potential future partners for our little secret fantasy. We talk about it often, and have often expressed the hope that young

         Anthony will be at the party again this summer. Even though she won’t promise to let him fuck her again, we agreed that if

         we do run into him, we may try to establish a longer-term sort of relationship.

      


      We decided it would be best if she told him that I found out what happened last summer and not only was okay with it but wanted

         her to do it again, provided she kept it exclusive with him. That should give him the go-ahead he needs to fuck her again,

         and to see if he might be interested in getting together more regularly for discreet encounters. I would love to have a deserving

         young guy I like and trust to enjoy fucking my wife as often as she’ll let him.

      


      It goes to show that some married women will fuck other guys to please their husbands and add spice to their own sex lives.

         I wish I had known a couple like us when I was Anthony’s age!

      


      —L.N., Tallahassee, Florida      [image: art]

      


   

      They Set Out to Procure Heavier Equipment Than He Could Provide


      My story starts with the fact that I love reading accounts of husbands watching their lovely wives get fucked by other men.

         My wife is a very sexy 30-year-old Latina. We had been married for three years, and our sex life was totally fine—or so I

         thought. One night during sex I brought out a huge dildo I’d bought that morning. As I licked Carmen’s pussy, I slid the dildo

         in. She went wild, moaning louder and louder as I slid it in deeper and deeper. I started to talk while I fucked her with

         the dildo, saying stuff like, “Ooh, you like a big cock, don’t you?” and “Don’t you love the way it fills your pussy?” She

         moaned things like, “Yes, I love a huge cock in my pussy,” and, “Fuck me deep!” I couldn’t believe how hard she came!

      


      After she recovered, we lay in bed talking about how much she loved it. She said it was a long time since she had a really

         big cock in her, and she forgot how much she loved it. I asked her why she didn’t say anything sooner, and she said it was

         because I don’t have a big cock, so what would be the sense in telling me?

      


      I said that I love her and would do anything to make her happy. She got quiet for a while, then said, “And what could you

         do?”

      


      I said I didn’t know, but I would think about it.


      The next night I showed Carmen my copies of Penthouse Letters, especially the “Someone’s Watching” and “Open Season” type of letters. She read a few of them, and I knew she was getting

         horny. I took out the dildo and started fucking her while she read. She started saying things like, “Ooh honey, his cock is

         so big,” and, “He’s fucking me so good.”

      


      When she said that, I moaned uncontrollably.


      She laughed and said, “Does that turn you on? Does the thought of your wife getting fucked by a big cock make you hard?”


      I groaned, “Yesss!”


      She laughed again and said, “Why does it turn you on? Is it ’cause your cock is too small to fill me up?”


      I groaned even louder.


      “Ooh,” she said, “does the thought of a huge cock pounding into me get your little cock all hard? I bet you would love to

         see me getting fucked by a big cock. Maybe even join in? Oh, I don’t mean that you’ll fuck me. Maybe I’ll tell him to let

         you suck his cock.” When she said that, I all but came on the spot! She laughed and took the dildo out of her pussy and said

         for me to lick it. I kept looking into her eyes while she fed the dildo down my throat. I was in heaven.

      


      She said the reason she loves big cocks is that I have a small one. She said that from now on she would go out and find nice

         big cocks to fuck, and if I’m a good little slut, maybe she’ll let me suck the come out of her pussy—and maybe, if the guys

         want to, they’ll let me watch while they stuff her pussy full.

      


      Since Carmen was fucking my mouth with the dildo, I could only nod, but she understood my eagerness. Ever since then, she

         has been sucking and fucking guys with big cocks. She comes home with her pussy filled with their come, then sits on my face

         and lets me lick it all out while she tells me how good they fucked her. Sometimes she fucks my ass with a dildo while she

         tells her stories.

      


      Lately Carmen has been telling me that the next step is to dress me up and take me to a strange town so we both can pick up

         guys with huge cocks. It sounds like a plan to me!

      


       —J.A., Milwaukee, Wisconsin      [image: art]

      


   

      First His Friend’s Wife Lost Her Top on His Harley, and Then . . .


      My wife was away on a business trip, and my good friend Larry had invited me to his house for dinner. Judy and I had been

         friends with Larry and his wife Erin for a few years. We had vacationed together and spent many a drunken night in a hot tub—but

         always with bathing suits on. Nothing had ever happened, although I would have loved it if it had, because Erin was hot. She

         was about five-feet-four and very athletic-looking, with long red hair, and she had huge breasts that looked even larger than

         they were on her small tight frame. I had often dreamed of kissing those gorgeous tits, but had never had the nerve to even

         suggest anything like that.

      


      I drove over to their house on my Harley and arrived at around eight o’clock. It was nearly dark, and Erin already had the

         grill going. She looked great. She was wearing a very low-cut, loose-fitting white spaghetti-strap top and very short tan

         shorts. The shorts showed off her gorgeous legs, and the shirt showed so much cleavage that my knees felt weak.

      


      After dinner we sat out on the patio and enjoyed the evening and a few beers. Maybe it was my imagination, but I could swear

         that Erin was bending over more than necessary, allowing me a very nice view of her tits under her loose shirt. Later I noticed

         her absently rubbing the bottom of her cold beer bottle up and down her chest. I watched as the droplets of water ran down

         and between those beautiful tits. I still had a nice buzz going, and watching her made me even hornier. 

      


      We sat there drinking for an hour or so, until Erin suggested we move inside and get the party started. We went into their

         game room, and immediately Erin challenged me to a game of darts on the electronic dart board. She turned on some music and

         we played. She beat me in short order, and then proceeded to beat Larry as well. She continued to win consistently as we all

         continued to drink beer after beer.

      


      After a while Larry suggested that the reason we couldn’t win was that we were just playing for fun, and that a real man needed

         something to play for to make it interesting. He went to the bar and pulled out a bottle of bourbon and a shot glass, then

         declared that the loser of each game had to drink a shot. Winking at me, he said that if we could get Erin drunk, we might

         have a shot at winning. He then added, in a mock whisper, that the drunker she got, the hornier she got, too. Erin just laughed,

         but she agreed to the new rules, commenting that she could beat us whether she was drunk or not. 

      


      But her confidence waned a bit as Larry beat her in the next game. She went to the bar and downed the shot without hesitation.

         Larry beat me quickly, and then beat Erin again, each of us drinking our shots. By now I was really buzzing, and it appeared

         that Erin was as well. She started dancing and swaying to the music. 

      


      Larry now seemed unbeatable. The next time he beat Erin she went over to the bar and picked up the shot glass, but then she

         hesitated, saying that she was getting pretty drunk and didn’t think it was a good idea to keep up this pace. Larry told her

         that a bet was a bet. Erin said she was afraid she would get sick if she didn’t slow down, and then asked if there wasn’t

         something else she could do that would satisfy us.

      


      Well, I could think of a few things, but of course I didn’t say so. But it was as though Larry had read my mind. He grinned

         at her and said maybe she could take an article of clothing off, rather than take a drink. He then asked me if I thought that

         would be okay, and I quickly said that it definitely would. Erin grinned at both of us and asked, “Are you two trying to get

         me naked?”

      


      Feeling bolder now in light of what seemed to be going on, I replied, “Damn straight! I love looking at naked women!” I looked

         over at Larry to see his reaction to my comment, but he just smiled and nodded. 

      


      “Yeah, well, I like to look at naked men, too,” Erin said. “So if you guys want me to strip, you have to do the same when

         you lose.” Larry and I looked at each other and shrugged, then quickly agreed. Erin just stood there for a moment, then grabbed

         the bottom of her blouse and began slowly pulling it up. Just as she pulled it high enough to expose the bottom of her huge

         tits, she let it fall back into place. Laughing at our disappointed expressions, she began to unbutton her shorts. She got

         them open and, with a twist of her hips, let them drop to the floor. Still laughing, she told us we’d have to beat her again

         to get her top off. I didn’t mind, as she was wearing a very small white thong that very beautifully showed off her tight

         round ass.

      


      Larry beat me the next game, and I quickly pulled off my shirt. But Erin now seemed more interested in dancing than in playing

         darts. When Steppenwolf’s “Born to Be Wild” started playing on the stereo, she rushed over and cranked up the volume, swaying

         wildly to the music. Then, as the song came to an end, she shouted that she wanted to do something wild. “I know!” she cried,

         looking at me. “I want to go for a ride on that motorcycle of yours!” 

      


      I had no idea if she was serious or not, but I took the keys from my pocket and tossed them to Larry, telling him he’d better

         take her, as I’d had a few too many drinks to be driving around at night. Larry quickly tossed the keys back to me, protesting

         that he’d had as much to drink as I had, and besides, he wasn’t used to my bike. He added that if the lady wanted to go for

         a ride, I should take her. I hesitated for another minute, but Erin’s eagerness and her sexy half-clad body persuaded me.

         With a shrug I headed outside with her and started up the bike, while Erin climbed on behind me.

      


      Once she was settled in I adjusted my mirrors—not to reflect the traffic lanes behind me, but so that I could see Erin. As

         she saw what I was doing she smiled and winked at me in the mirror. I asked if she was ready, and then roared off into the

         night. As we turned onto the main road she pressed tight against me, and I could feel her tits mashing into my bare back.

         I was wearing only my pants, and all she was wearing was her skimpy top and her thong. We must have made quite a spectacle

         if anybody saw us.

      


      As we rode Erin became more relaxed and loosened her grip on me. Her hands began to wander over my belly and chest. I felt

         her fingers brushing over my nipples seductively. I was enjoying her touch so much that I was again getting a boner. Then

         her hands disappeared, and looking in my mirror I saw her pull her blouse over her head and hold it high in the air as she

         yelled, “Born to be wild!” I couldn’t believe she had just taken her top off, giving me a great view of her beautiful tits.

      


      She was waving the garment above her head and shaking her breasts at me when the wind ripped it from her grasp. In the mirror

         I saw it flying away. Grinning wildly, I made no attempt to stop and retrieve it.

      


      Erin saw me checking her out in the mirrors and she leaned back, putting her hands on the bar behind her and arching her back,

         giving me a great view of her now nearly naked body. She was putting on quite a show for me. I gunned the bike even faster

         in excitement.

      


      I was watching her more than the road, and I nearly missed an upcoming intersection. I had to slam on the brakes to stop in

         time, and the momentum pushed her into me. Feeling those bare tits on my back was nearly more than I could stand. She must

         have sensed my need, as her hands again began to move over my chest and she began to kiss my neck. After a few minutes of

         this she let her hand fall to my crotch and began to rub my hard-on. I had to concentrate to stay on the road as she fumbled

         with my zipper. She unzipped my pants and opened them enough to free my now-throbbing cock. Christ, she was giving me a handjob

         as we rode!

      


      This was unbelievable! It was a dream come true. She had me worked nearly into a frenzy, and at first I looked around for

         a place to park so I could throw her on the ground and fuck her brains out. But it was a well-lighted residential area, and

         all I could think of to do was turn around and head back to the house. 

      


      As I pulled into the driveway Larry came out the door. He did a double-take when he saw Erin step off the bike topless. But

         he just smiled and asked her what had happened to her shirt. Smiling back at him, she simply said it blew off. It was then

         I realized that my zipper was down and my still-stiff cock was sticking out of my pants. I quickly turned away and tucked

         it back, and if Larry noticed, he didn’t say anything.

      


      When we got inside Larry picked up the darts again, saying that we should finish the game we had started. “No,” Erin said.

         “Screw that. What I want is for the two of you to take me upstairs and fuck me!”

      


      I was stunned. I hadn’t known exactly where all this was going, but I hadn’t expected it to go this far. The thought of my

         wife flashed through my mind, but when I looked again at Erin’s naked body I decided to go for it. What the hell, I’d find

         a way to let Judy screw Larry if she wanted to, but I wanted to fuck Erin now! 

      


      “Well, God knows I’m ready for that!” I said finally. “If it’s okay with Larry.”


      Obviously it was, as he was already leading his wife toward the stairs, and beckoning for me to follow.


      In the bedroom, Erin lit some candles, then took off her thong and lay down seductively in the middle of the big bed. Larry

         and I finished stripping, too. Already hard as a rock, I lay down on one side of her while Larry took the other. I waited

         for him to take the lead, and when he began to slide his hand over her body, I did the same. She moaned with pleasure as our

         hands roamed over her. I had slipped my fingers between her legs and was vigorously playing with her wet pussy when she finally

         asked if we were going to fuck her or not. 

      


      I didn’t need any more invitation than that. I glanced at Larry, and he told me to go ahead, so I mounted her and started

         pounding her for all I was worth, while Larry watched the action from his position at her side. After all the excitement of

         the past few hours I didn’t last long, but shot my load in short order. I then rolled off to give Larry his turn, but Erin

         got onto all fours and began licking and sucking my limp member as Larry pounded her from behind. 

      


      It wasn’t long before I was hard again, and Erin then said she wanted us both inside her. She lay down on her side, and Larry

         began fingering her ass as I took my position in front of her. I slipped into her dripping pussy, and a minute later Larry

         began to slowly work himself into her asshole. Soon we were both fucking her as she screamed with pleasure. Larry shot his

         load inside her before I was done, and he stayed in her for a few minutes as I continued my slow pumping. When he finally

         pulled out I rolled her onto her back so I could attack her tits more aggressively. This time I had more staying power, and

         I kept going until she came, bucking and twisting beneath me. Then I shot into her and rolled off. I lay there in ecstasy

         for a few minutes, and then drifted off to sleep. I heard her and Larry going at it again as drowsiness enveloped me.

      


      I woke up the next morning to find Erin straddling my body and smiling down at me as she slid herself onto my morning hard-on.

         Then she began to ride me, her huge tits swaying and bouncing invitingly. I sucked and caressed them as she pumped herself

         up and down. After a few minutes Larry walked in and demanded, “Hey, what are you doing with my wife?”

      


      Erin never missed a beat. “I’m just chopping a little morning wood, darling,” she panted. “Come on in and watch.”


      Larry came in and stood there with his coffee cup in his hand, watching us fuck. That felt a little weird, but after all it

         wasn’t much different from last night. After a while Erin came with a groan, and I shot my load inside her. Then I headed

         for the shower. After I dressed I headed down to the kitchen. Larry handed me a cup of coffee and we sat at the kitchen table.

         Erin was still in the shower. I wasn’t quite sure what to say, or if I should even say anything.

      


      Larry finally broke the silence by telling me that nothing like that had ever happened before. He said Erin had often talked

         about her fantasy of having a threesome, and he figured that if he was going to share her with someone, it might as well be

         with his best friend. 

      


      He then asked me if I was going to tell Judy about what had happened. I told him I wasn’t sure yet, but that I thought it

         would be only fair to share her with him, too, if she would do it. He said that would be great. A minute later Erin came in,

         and when we told her what we’d been talking about, she got very excited at the idea of all four of us getting together for

         a wild fuck session.

      


      Now all I have to do is figure out how to talk Judy into it.


      — F.T., Denver, Colorado      [image: art]

      


   

      What Could Be More Romantic Than Fun in the Great Outdoors? 


      Hal and I have been together for a little over a month. He’s handsome, sweet, and funny, not to mention a great lover. My

         libido races whenever he walks toward me. His clothes always fit perfectly and always look fabulous on him.

      


      The other night we had an encounter I want to tell you about—our first after he’d been away visiting his mom for two weeks.

         The whole time he was away, all I could think about was feeling his beautiful cock inside me. So when he called to say he

         was back, even though I do love him, there was only so much small talk I could handle. All I cared about was how my body ached

         for his.

      


      When he said he wanted to meet, I said I knew the perfect spot, a park within walking distance of my house. The sun was just

         starting to set. Off to the side of the park is a well-hidden forest. As I walked toward the forest, the anticipation killing

         me, a cool breeze blew up the short skirt of my dress, over the crevice between my legs.

      


      In the forest I found a large tree branch lying on the ground and sat down. Within two minutes I saw a tall, masculine figure

         coming toward me. A tingling sensation coursed all through me. As we hugged, I wrapped my arms around Hal, massaging his back.

         He pressed himself to me and said, “I missed you.”

      


      “I missed you, too,” I said, my heart soaring with the warmth I felt in his embrace. It’s like that feeling you get after

         being out on a cold winter day, suddenly entering a warm, cozy home. I experienced something like the peace you feel then.

      


      Hal took my face in his hands and smothered my lips with his. I surrendered to the kiss and ran my fingers around the waist

         of his jeans. He thrust his pelvis against me, then slid a hand through my legs and massaged my inner thighs. Then he slid

         a finger into my pussy, and I moaned as he moved it in and out of me.

      


      I unzipped his jeans and reached in his shorts, then pulled out a nice hard cock. I stroked it like mad.


      “You like that?” he said in a guttural tone as my fingers worked his shaft. 


      Hal pulled my dress up over my head, leaving me naked. He lowered his head and kissed my stomach. He reached up and massaged

         my breasts as his tongue glided closer to my moist cunt. He parted my lips and guided his tongue back and forth on my clit.

         At first he moved slowly, caressing the walls of my lips with his tongue, and I moaned in rhythm with it. Suddenly he moved

         his tongue faster. I felt a rush as if I was going straight down a roller coaster. My thighs quivered.

      


      I gasped for a moment, catching my breath. Finally I said, “Okay, Hal, now I want to fuck your big cock.”


      Hal pulled my body up for a long, sensual kiss. He pulled a lubricated rubber out of his shorts and slid it on. He propped

         me up by gripping my ass. Then he slowly buried his prick in me. When he began penetrating me with medium thrusts, I gripped

         his arms and tossed my head back. 

      


      “Ooh, nice, tight pussy,” he said. With that he began pumping me harder.


      “Oh, yeah,” I moaned. “I love that big cock.” I threw my head back again.


      “You like that, don’t ya?” he said. “Feels good, right?”


      “Yeah,” I panted.


      Hal kept fucking, and I kept moaning. When he started breathing heavily, I became more intrigued. “Feel good, baby?” I said.


      “Yeah,” he gasped, and closed his eyes.


      “You like fuckin’ me?” I said, grinning.


      “Oh yeah,” he said in his normal deep voice.


      Now he was feeding me his cock ferociously. It hurt a little, but I wanted to see his face contort as he shuddered and deposited

         his load inside me. I was aching to see him come. I told him how much I love watching a guy come.

      


      All he did was chuckle.


      “You gonna come, baby?” I said, hoping to force him closer to climax.


      “Ooh, yeah,” he said, his voice quivering. I felt his cock tensing up inside me. It became harder for him to thrust with his

         inner thighs shaking the way they were.

      


      “Come on, baby,” I urged. “Mmm, that big cock.”


      “Uh, I’m gonna come,” he moaned. I was enticed with the image of his beautiful cock spewing forth cream.


      Suddenly he pulled out. I looked down at his erection and was momentarily befuddled not to see any come in the condom. Without

         warning, he ripped it off his still-throbbing cock, and I stared as ropes of come streamed out onto me.

      


      I barely had time to enjoy it, though, because all of a sudden we heard twigs breaking nearby. “Shit!” Hal hissed. A crowd

         of youngsters was walking our way. I leaped behind the broken tree trunk and frantically slipped my dress back on.

      


      “Wanna go back to my place?” I said.


      “Can’t, babe,” he said. “I’m going out to dinner with my dad. And I need to be at work early in the morning.”


      “Oh, okay,” I said, pouting.


      “There’s always tomorrow, baby,” he said, and he kissed me. He said, “I love you,” while running his fingers through my hair.


      “Love you, too,” I said, sighing as I embraced him. One more kiss, and then we said our good-byes.


      —G.W., Harrisburg, Pennsylvania      [image: art]

      


   

      You’re Feeling Really Relaxed—The Tension Is Just Melting Away


      Under the romantic glow of candlelight, with soft music playing in the background, we undress each other completely, taking

         our sweet time. We’re in no rush!

      


      I have you lie facedown on the bed, and I use one of the candles to warm up some of that special almond-scented massage oil

         we like. I start at your muscular shoulders and slowly work my way downward, massaging the oil in, rubbing very slowly.

      


      Feeling tension in your shoulders, I take extra time rubbing them (okay, maybe I really love the feel of your shoulder muscles),

         then rub all down your back and down your sides. Again, I take my time. I keep kneading your flesh firmly, and it’s not long

         before I have you moaning steadily. 

      


      Once I have your whole body completely relaxed—perhaps you’ve even drifted off to sleep!—I work my way down to your buttocks,

         which I rub firmly and purposefully, up and down, up and down. I make sure periodically to cup my hands down in between your

         legs as well, massaging what they find there. I am also careful to remember that your hips need love, too. So much rubbing!

      


      Eventually I force myself to resume my downward path. I work down along your legs, then continue to your ankles and feet.

         After which I repeat the whole procedure, once again taking my own good sweet time as I work my way down—methodically, patiently,

         persistently—from head to toe.

      


      Then I do the whole thing all over again! And I continue this process for maybe half an hour.


      Once I’m sure I have you as relaxed as I can possibly get you, I wake you gently by means of soft kisses on the back of your

         neck intermixed with suggestive sucking on your earlobe. When I have your attention, I have you turn over on your back. Then

         I take time once again to make sure that you are relaxed all over and completely comfortable.

      


      I take the soft gurgling noises you’re making as confirmation that you are at the desired point of relaxation. I plant kisses

         all over your naked torso, just barely grazing the surface of your skin. Now I produce the blindfold I’ve had ready for this

         moment and put it in place over your eyes.

      


      I know you understand that my goal is to heighten this gradually unfolding scene and make it all that much more sensual and

         enjoyable—for both of us!

      


      At this point I am relaxed, and only slightly moist with anticipation. I proceed to apply warm oil to your chest and shoulders,

         paying special attention to your nipples. Oh, look, they’ve both snapped up erect!

      


      My work done there, I continue down to your tummy, where I tantalize your belly button. I rub oil on each of your arms, including

         the hands, where I pull repeatedly on each finger until I’m satisfied they’re all fully relaxed as well.

      


      I move downward, skipping over areas that would, shall we say, rouse you from your present state of relaxation. I rub oil

         on your legs and feet and do the same thing with the toes as I did with the fingers, tugging on each slightly. After massaging

         your feet, I repeat the entire process up and down the length of your body, over and over, for about another half hour. 

      


      You should be passed out by this point, sound asleep. I glance down and observe that I am now visibly moist, perhaps from

         knowing what my next moves are while you are breathing slowly and heavily, deep in dreamland.

      


      I continue repeating the entire process from head to toe. I spread your legs wide enough for me to maneuver between them.

         Now able to span the entire length of your body in wide, even strokes, I continue massaging you, to put you back into “deep

         relaxation” mode after moving your legs.
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