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IF YOU NEVER SAY NO, THE WORLD WILL SAY YES…



Now Penthouse readers will show you just how good it can feel to always say yes. You’ll spy on a wedding night that ends with a deliciously naked food fight… follow the repair tech to a suburban damsel in distress who will be very grateful for a helping hand… and warm to hot lovers who rekindle an old flame in places where the sun is not known to shine.


From latex to lace, house parties to after-hour orgies, bedroom toys to delivery boys, these wild rule breakers will be your guide. You’ll find more than one pulse-racing story to heat up your days and light up your nights.















Introduction



Penthouse readers live life to the fullest. They’re not shy about taking what they want—or making the most of amazing opportunities. The letters in this collection are proof of that—and more—as they reveal the sinful sexxxploits of lusty lovers who go all the way. Married couples, perfect strangers, frisky friends, and randy roommates mix and match their desires, culminating in sizzling stories that are so hot, they had to share them with the world.


In this edition of Letters to Penthouse, men and women confess every exquisite detail of their torrid affairs, erotic adventures, and wild one-night stands. No adventure is too daring—no kink too dirty.


From carnie folk who take a late-night spin on a carousel to uninhibited friends finally indulging in their swapping lust to amorous couples’ adulterous antics, you’re sure to find a pulse-quickening tale to heat up your night.


Barbara Pizio


Executive Editor
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Swingers Turn a Casual House Party into a Rocking Sexfest



Matt and I went to our friends’ last house party with only one objective in mind: to swap partners with Elaine and Ralph. The two of them are in an open relationship, and Matt and I swing, so we knew it was possible. We’d wanted to swap with them for months, but we’d never really had the chance. Their party seemed like the perfect opportunity.


We had a good time drinking and talking with everyone, and the rowdy game of charades that broke out was surprisingly entertaining, too, but we couldn’t wait for things to wind down. As people started to leave, Matt and I made a point of offering to stay behind to help clean. It would get us alone with our hosts and open the door for some sexy swapping.


After the last guest left, Matt and Elaine started picking up the discarded cans and cups while Ralph and I rinsed out beer bottles and washed dishes. I started flirting with Ralph as soon as we were alone in the kitchen, touching his arm and bumping into him whenever I tried to move around the room. He flirted right back, copping a feel whenever he could and saying everything in a suggestive manner. Even “You wash, I’ll dry” managed to sound dirty when Ralph said it.


We were in the middle of washing the dishes when Ralph accidentally splashed some water on me. It soaked through my thin white T-shirt in no time, and I playfully fought with him, assuming he’d done it on purpose. In the middle of our struggle, Ralph grabbed my head in his hands and pulled me in for a hot kiss. I dropped the sponge I was holding, and the empty tumbler, and kissed him back, forgetting all about the dishes I’d volunteered to wash.


As we kissed, my wet hands traveled under his tight T-shirt, while he worked his fingers into the loose waist of my shorts. We touched each other everywhere we could reach, and when we ran out of readily available flesh, we started pulling off each other’s clothes.


As we stripped, shirts flew one way and shorts the other, but it wasn’t until we were down to our underwear that we realized we didn’t want to get it on in the messy kitchen. Ralph grabbed my hand then and pulled me into the living room, but he stopped almost as soon as he walked through the doorway. On the futon across the room were Matt and Elaine, already midfuck. It looked like our partners had gotten a head start!


Ralph and I stared at them for a minute, then he dragged me into the room and headed for the couch. He sat down across the room from the other couple, pulled me into his lap, and resumed kissing and fondling me.


Ralph made a move to unclasp my bra, and as soon as it was off, he leaned in and started sucking my tits. He laved my nipples with his tongue, then traced circles around each areola. He was driving me crazy with his attention to my tits, and I started moaning quietly, my noises blending with the moans and groans coming from across the room. He kept at my nipples for a while, but eventually I pushed him away and moved in to take a turn sucking his nipples instead. He seemed to like it, and I felt his cock twitch against me through our underwear as I nipped and sucked on the tiny buds.


The nipple play lasted for maybe five minutes before we finally stood up from the couch and pulled off our underwear. As I stepped out of my panties, I glanced over at the futon and saw Elaine on top of my boyfriend, riding him in the reverse cowgirl position. They were maybe ten feet away from us, so close that I could almost reach out and touch them, and watching them going at it was really getting my juices flowing.


Once Ralph had his underwear off, too, he pulled me back on the couch, this time pushing me onto my back and then joining me. He put one knee on the couch and left his other foot on the floor, then pulled me into his lap, angling my hips upward a bit. As he slid his cock into me, the position seemed to make him go deeper than his seven-inch cock should have allowed, and he filled me nicely.


He had me moaning from the first thrust, and I only got louder as he picked up his pace. As he continued fucking me, he used one hand to hold me in place while he moved his other hand to my pussy and started to rub my clit. While he was focused on me, I turned my head to look at my boyfriend again. Elaine had turned around by then and Matt was sucking her tits while they fucked, or at least he was trying to. He seemed to be having a hard time reaching her tits with her still riding him.


Watching the other two humping each other was arousing, and the more I watched them, the harder I tried to meet Ralph stroke for stroke.


Ralph kept increasing the pace as he fucked me, and soon he was banging me hard, his balls slapping against my ass as he pumped into me. His finger was moving faster on my clit, and my climax built as we fucked. I felt my body tingling with pleasure, and then it seemed as if waves of excitement were washing over me. Ralph had made me come faster than anyone had in a while, but he didn’t stop fucking me yet. He didn’t even slow down.


He pounded away at me, bringing me to a second, equally explosive climax before he finally came himself, and he pulled out in time to shoot his load across my stomach. I love watching my partners come, and I loved that Ralph knew to do it without being told when and where. It’s so much hotter when the guy doesn’t have to ask.


After he came, he moved to sit on the couch, and I collapsed on my back before turning to see what the other two were doing. I’d been so caught up in my own pleasure that I hadn’t been paying attention to them, and I saw that they’d finished by then, too, and were already curled up on the futon, half asleep.


Ralph and I rested for a few minutes, catching our breath, then took a shower together—and fucked one more time—before getting back to work cleaning up the house. By the time we’d finished, Matt and Elaine were awake. My boyfriend and I left then, but as soon as we got home, we celebrated our successful swap with a wild fuck before crawling into bed for some much-needed sleep.


—Ms. Rebecca R., Longview, Texas    [image: image]















Ordering Error Leads Couple to the Fun of Cross-Dressing



My wife, Sophia, is a total clotheshorse. I don’t mind, because she has a beautiful body. I’m happy to support her shopping habit if it means I get to see her in sexy outfits. Whether she’s donning see-through lingerie, tight short-shorts, miniskirts, or tops that accentuate her large breasts, I’m a fan.


Recently, however, one of her shopping adventures led us to explore something new: cross-dressing. Sophia was sitting in front of her computer while wearing a matching pink and white bra-and-panty set as she shopped for new lingerie. She was so excited about a new nightie she was about to order that she called me over to look at it. It was a sexy little number in leopard-print, with lace along the edges.


“Can you picture me in this?” she asked dreamily. I sure could, and my cock instantly hardened at the image my mind conjured.


I whispered in her ear, telling her exactly what I’d do to her while she was wearing it. My dirty words were followed up with kisses along her neck as I caressed her breasts and teased her nipples into taut peaks. In hindsight, I can tell that my little distraction is what caused her to order the wrong size. It was an error that we didn’t discover until two days later when her package arrived. There was my sweet Sophia, ripping open the envelope, eager to see her new nightie. Imagine her surprise when she realized she’d received an extra-large, rather than a small.


My wife was only mildly disappointed. Exchanging it would be easy enough, she explained to me as she held the garment against her body and looked in the mirror. She scrunched her brow as she assessed the nightie, as if confirming that it was indeed too large for her. Then her facial expression changed, and I could tell that she’d gotten a wicked idea.


“Come here for a sec, honey,” she said in a singsong way that let me know my hunch was correct. “Obviously this is too big for me but… I think it would fit you.”


I stared at her, a little stunned. Me? Try on a women’s nightie? She held it up to me, raising herself up on her toes to reach my shoulders. I’m six feet tall—nearly a foot taller than her.


“I think you’d look good in it,” she purred.


As much as her suggestion surprised me, I also realized that my cock was rapidly hardening—and it stiffened even more when I snatched the silky garment from her hand.


Sophia nodded at me encouragingly, and I headed into the bathroom. I quickly stripped and slipped the silky nightie over my head. Sophia was right; it did fit me. Well, it might’ve fit better if my hard cock weren’t tenting the front of it, but that couldn’t be helped. The sensual fabric caressed my skin, feeling so different from the cottons and polyesters that I was used to wearing. I liked the way my nipples showed through the lace cups, and I admired myself in the mirror for a few minutes before returning to Sophia, wondering what her reaction would be.


She eyed me up and down, and I felt myself blushing. It was clear that she was ogling me the way guys check out girls… and I liked it!


Sophia walked toward me, and her smile was that of a pure sex kitten. She placed her hand on my chest, her fingertips toying with the lace trim. “Hey, hot stuff,” she said in a deep, sensual voice.


“Hey,” I responded, not able to say or think too much. My achingly hard cock was a distraction, one that only grew as she slid her hand down my body to caress my erection through the silky material. Her handjobs are always wonderful, but this time was different. The way my body was responding to these new sensations and the gleam in her eyes told me that this wasn’t the last time I would be dressing in clothes meant for a woman.


Feeling the soft fabric caressing my shaft brought me to the edge of climax, and when she got on her knees, dipped her head beneath my nightie, and started sucking my dick, I was a goner. I came in giant spurts of hot cream, rubbing the fabric against my chest as Sophia gobbled up my load.


I loved the feeling of that negligee so much that Sophia ordered me some panties that were made of a similar fabric in a rainbow of sensual colors.


When my panties arrived, Sophia told me she was going to select which ones I should wear first. They weren’t just different colors, but different styles, too—French-cut briefs, lacy bikinis, and even a hot-pink thong! I didn’t think the latter would work well on me, but I was game. Besides, the idea of wearing panties my wife had selected for me added a layer of hotness to the whole endeavor. “Let’s try these,” she said, holding up a pair of purple lace bikinis.


“Okay,” I said eagerly, then took my clothes off right there and stepped into the delicate panties. I slid them up my legs and adjusted my stiff cock, aware that my erection was threatening to crest above the waistband. The panties couldn’t really accommodate my hefty package, but I think that only made it a more sexy sight. The panties fit snugly, and I enjoyed the tight fit as much as I enjoyed the texture of the lace hugging my cock and balls.


I looked at Sophia and saw that she’d dipped her hand into her own panties. “You look so hot, baby.” She stepped closer and stroked my balls through the fabric with her free hand. “I want you to fuck me while you’re wearing those,” she said as she peeled down the waistband just enough for my cock to poke out.


“I’ll fuck you however you want me to,” I told her, and then she led me into the bedroom, got naked, and ordered me on top of her. With her hands fondling my lace-covered butt cheeks, she guided my dick into her pussy. Knowing she was excited, plus the feeling of the panties against my skin, made me even more aroused. I plunged into her cunt, feeling her fingers clutching and releasing my ass as I thrust in and out of her.


“I’m not gonna last long, baby,” I warned her. I shut my eyes as I focused on her hot, tight pussy surrounding my pistoning cock, her hands gripping my bottom, and the silky panties bunched against my balls. Soon I was coming, pumping my seed into Sophia.


“Yeah, I want it,” she said, “all of it.” I gave her as much as I had in me, then I stayed nestled inside her as I kissed her. When I finally pulled out and took off the panties, they had some of Sophia’s juices on them, as well as my come.


“I think the thong should be next, and that you should wear it tonight—when we go out to dinner,” she proclaimed.


As I thought about the top of the pink thong peeking out over my jeans, I got turned on. I put on the thong and discovered that the way it ran along the crack of my ass—something I’d heard Sophia complain about when she wore this style—actually felt good. It was stimulating in a different but just as arousing way.


“We need to get you more thongs,” she said matter-of-factly as she groped my behind. “That makes your ass look amazing.”


The two of us went out to dinner, and knowing that I was wearing panties the whole time turned both of us on. When we got home, we fucked like crazy.


Having me wear lingerie has definitely added some extra spice to our lovemaking. Who knows what Sophia will have me wear next?


—Mr. Dave S., Minneapolis, Minnesota    [image: image]


 


Winter Break Heats Up When the Boss Lady Punishes Him for Snooping


While many of my friends went on fun vacations during winter break, I had to forgo that luxury. I needed to get a job in order to sustain myself through my last semester of college. I was having a tough time finding a position and was starting to despair when I spotted a flyer at the supermarket. A woman in the neighborhood was looking for a guy to do lawn work and some home repairs. I thought I was qualified, since I had experience doing various odd jobs, like house-painting and carpentry, so I decided to go for it.


I called the number on the flyer and made an appointment to meet the lady of the house that afternoon, promptly showing up at the appointed hour. The woman who answered the door was really pretty, with her brown hair swept back and a hint of wine-colored gloss coating her lips. She was older than me, so I assumed she was married. “It’s nice to meet you, Mrs.…” I said, fishing for her last name as I shook her hand.


“Call me Kate—and there is no mister,” she immediately replied, looking me up and down. It seemed like she was sizing me up for something other than what the flyer had advertised. I’ll admit that even though I was feeling a little uncertain, my cock twitched in my jeans. She might have been older—but she was hot.


After that brief pause, Kate asked me about my experience and nodded approvingly. She then led me through her home, pointing out areas of disrepair. Her place was huge, the biggest house I’d ever been in, and though it was in pretty good shape, she showed me which rooms she wanted repainted and noted a few things that needed to be replaced or repaired, like broken doorknobs and cracked floor tiles.


We chatted for about an hour, though it was less like a formal interview and more like a casual conversation. Kate was at least fifteen years older than me, and I was impressed by her poise and natural beauty. She told me that she’d been married but had been divorced for two years. As she spoke, she pulled a clip out of her hair and shook out her tresses, making her look even more beautiful and carefree. I was incredibly attracted to her. Up until that point, I’d only had sex with one girl. It had been okay, but the experience wasn’t earth-shattering. I couldn’t keep myself from wondering what sex with Kate would be like. Her self-assured nature and years of experience were like an aphrodisiac to me.


As she continued her tour, I tried to pretend I was paying attention to what she was saying, but mostly I was checking out Kate’s ass and daydreaming. She was wearing jeans, which I hadn’t expected because her house was so lavish, but the denim hugged her ass perfectly. Although her figure was trim, she still had a lush bottom. My mind was instantly flooded with images of me kneeling behind her, tonguing her curvy behind, which made my cock stiffen immediately. I had to get my hard-on under control or I might get fired before I even started!


I took a few deep breaths and managed to quell my arousal somewhat, thinking of anything but what she’d look like naked. Kate asked me when I could start, and I told her immediately. She was pleased, telling me I was hired and asking me to join her for lunch. I gladly did, and realized that I enjoyed talking to her as much as I enjoyed looking at her.


I started the very next day, and I quickly found that her list of daily tasks was not enough to fill an entire eight-hour workday. To pass the time, I started to explore her home, spending much of my free time in her library. Though one day I passed by her bedroom and the door was ajar. Kate was out getting a massage, and I knew she’d be gone for at least two hours. Unable to resist, I opened the door and wandered inside. Just standing in her bedroom made me horny, and I wondered when Kate had last had sex.


As I stood daydreaming near her bed, Kate’s housekeeper walked by and clucked her tongue. “You shouldn’t be in there. I’m going to tell Kate you were in her room,” Pamela said.


“I’m sorry,” I said, flustered at being caught where I shouldn’t be. “It won’t happen again.”


Pamela shook her head and walked off. I scurried out of the room, embarrassed and nervous about what my boss’s reaction would be.


When Kate returned, I steeled myself for the inevitable firing—except that’s not what happened. Kate called me into her office and told me to shut the door. “Pamela told me she saw you in my room today.” I started to open my mouth, not to deny the charge, but to apologize. However, my sexy boss cut me off by raising her hand. She leaned forward and said in a low but urgent voice, “I want you to tell me what you were doing in my room without my permission.”


“I wanted to see what it looked like. I was curious about you—” Kate cut me off again with a gesture. I was sure I was blushing.


“Your behavior is inexcusable. While I’m not going to fire you—I will have to punish you.”


My cock was rock-hard in one second flat. The stern look in her eyes told me she meant business, and I can’t lie: I was totally turned on. Kate stood up and walked toward me, stopping right in front of me. I was trembling, overwhelmed with relief that I wasn’t getting fired, but nervous and aroused over what her punishment might entail.


“I have a feeling that you want to be punished. Most bad boys do.” She smiled at me, not wickedly, but almost sweetly. “Now, before we begin, I want you to tell me what you were thinking about while you were standing in my room.”


“I was thinking about what you might look like when you’re in bed. Whether you sleep naked or wear lingerie.” I looked at her, and she was staring intently at me, so I added, “And whether you use a vibrator or your fingers to get yourself off.”


“My, my, you’ve been doing a lot of thinking about me,” she said. “Did your cock get hard from thinking about those things?”


“Y-yes, it did,” I answered.


“Well, then, we’re going to go into my bedroom right now, so you can show me how hard you get.”


Kate marched me into her room, and on the way, we passed Pamela, who’d ratted me out. I wondered if she’d ever been subjected to one of Kate’s punishments. Nobody said a word, but I felt Pamela’s eyes on me as we passed. Kate led me into her bedroom and shut the door, making a show of turning the lock.


“Take off your pants and stroke yourself. Show me what you’ve got,” she said, without missing a beat.


I lowered my pants and took my dick in hand, looking at her for approval before I started stroking it. Normally I go very quickly, but I sensed that Kate would appreciate a slower show. It was very different from jerking off at home alone because I was all too aware that she was staring at me.


I lazily stroked my meat while Kate silently circled me, eventually stopping a few steps behind me. My hand stilled, and Kate slapped my ass—hard. “I didn’t tell you to stop,” she hissed in my ear.


“I-I’m sorry, Kate,” I said, resuming my stroking as she started spanking me. She was stronger than I gave her credit for, her delicate hand packing quite a punch. I gritted my teeth, trying not to come as she spanked my bare ass again and again. I was soon gasping and groaning, knowing that my inevitable release was fast approaching. My ass was burning, and my cock was ready to explode.


“I want you to come now—but don’t you dare dirty my carpet.” Struggling to obey her and desperate for release, I cupped my free hand under my dick, jerking myself erratically while Kate spanked me harder and faster. I moaned and came in my palm, shuddering as I climaxed and her hand stilled.


“Now clean yourself up, and draw me a bath,” Kate ordered, as I stood there with my face no doubt as red as my ass. I immediately scurried off to do her bidding.


When I emerged from the bathroom to tell her that her bath was ready, she looked as beautiful and demanding as ever, clad in a silky robe and high-heeled slippers.


“I hope you’ve learned that I have very high expectations for my employees, Eric. Tomorrow, I expect a handwritten note of apology from you.” She squeezed my chin as she stared into my eyes. “And remember—I’ll be watching you.”


From that day forward, I strove to please Kate, but her punishments were often so exciting that I wasn’t always on my best behavior. She didn’t hesitate to take me over her knee at a moment’s notice.


Once all of the home repairs were complete, Kate started to have me serve her in the bedroom, drawing her nightly bath and eating her to climax before she’d retire for the evening with me curled up at the foot of her bed.


My winter break is soon drawing to a close, but I’m hoping that Kate will still need me. I am happy to be her servant in the bedroom and out.


—Mr. Eric L., Gainesville, Florida    [image: image]


 


A Weekend with Friends Includes Slippery Nipples—and Slippery Dicks


Toni and I are always eager to see our friends Raymond and Maria, a couple from out of town who we met through a hobby club. Nothing sexual had ever happened between us, but I’d always been aroused by Maria’s fabulous body, and I knew that my wife thought Raymond was attractive, too.


The four of us meet often during the year, and when I recently suggested they spend the weekend at our place, they readily accepted my invitation. Though racy thoughts did run through my mind, I didn’t believe anything would happen other than me being able to see Maria in a bathing suit; I was hoping for a very small bikini.


They arrived on Friday, a little before sunset, and Maria didn’t disappoint. She showed up in short-shorts and a T-shirt with nothing underneath it. Her nipples jutted out through the thin material, and it took all I had not to stare. I fixed us all margaritas, which they took to their room while they changed into their swimwear.


Again, I was not disappointed. Maria came out in the sort of bikini I’d hoped for. In fact, it was even tinier than I’d imagined, and her smallish breasts swelled up over the tiny top. Toni also had on a two-piece, but it was a little more modest. I wondered if seeing Maria wearing that small outfit would inspire Toni to retrieve the special bikini I bought her for our anniversary—a skimpy two-piece she only wears when we’re alone in the pool.


I kept the margaritas flowing while we sat in the shallow end of the pool and talked. I knew our guests could relax. Our yard has a high privacy fence with bushes to keep us hidden from prying eyes; in fact, Toni and I often fuck outdoors.


I tried not to stare at Maria’s titties, but it was difficult. My amused wife caught me ogling our guest more than once, and Raymond didn’t seem to mind my roving eye, either. In fact, he began relating some stories about their nude escapades, which involved frolicking in hot tubs.


“Don’t let us stop you,” I said, already imagining Maria naked.


“Maybe after another margarita,” Ray shot back.


I got out of the pool and raced to the refrigerator for the pitcher. I was getting a hard-on thinking about us getting nude with Raymond and Maria, so I hurried back to the pool to pour our guests more drinks.


Maria was giggling, and I figured she was aware of the predicament in my pants. There wasn’t much I could do to hide my impressive erection in my swim trunks. By now, Toni was definitely tipsy. Occasionally, she bumped her titties into Raymond, which didn’t go unnoticed by Maria and me. My shy wife was sexually flirting with another guy, and I was enjoying the show.


“Oh, the heck with it,” I heard Maria say as she took off her top. I sucked in my breath. Her breasts were one of the prettiest pairs I’d ever seen. I know I’m in the minority when I say I prefer smaller tits, but Maria’s were superb, with small areolas and short protruding nipples.


Raymond was next to drop his suit, and I was right behind him. Then Maria took off her bottoms, but it was hard to see anything through the water. We all looked at Toni to see if she would join in. I was so proud of my wife as she flung her top all the way to the patio. Her bottoms didn’t quite make it out of the pool, landing in the deep blue water.


Now that we were nude, we continued to talk. Actually, nothing more happened, other than me drinking in the sight of Maria’s titties and Raymond taking notice of Toni’s. Finally, our friends said they were tired and wanted to turn in a bit early. Maria said she hoped we didn’t mind. Of course, we didn’t. Toni and I were as ready to fuck as I’m sure they were. We were anxious to get some privacy to sate our lust.


We all slept past midmorning. I brought some pastries and coffee out to the patio, where Maria was sitting in her T-shirt without a bra again. She was always nice to look at, but those titties made the sight even nicer.


Just past noon, I volunteered to go pick up some pizza. We have this really great place not too far away, but they don’t take phone orders and there is usually a line. Maria volunteered to go with me to keep me company, which got me excited just knowing she would be that close.


For once, there was no wait at the pizza joint, and we got out of there in no time. As we got out of the car back at the house, we heard some squeals coming from behind the fence. I put down the pizzas on the trunk and held my finger to my lips, signaling to Maria that she should be quiet, and then I led her over to the fence. We climbed on top of a pile of bricks I’d been meaning to get rid of and peeked over into our yard. There were Raymond and Toni going at it on the patio couch. I looked at Maria to see what her reaction was, and she just smiled at me and grabbed my crotch. I lost my footing and went tumbling down.


When I climbed up again, Raymond was looking to see where the noise had come from. He spied us staring at them. I gave him a thumbs-up, as did Maria. He went back to fucking Toni, who was unaware that we were watching them. Then I reached over to play with Maria’s titties. They were firm and the nipples were erect. My dick grew hard, and she grabbed it through my shorts.


Toni and I had never had sex with people outside of our marriage, but we’d often discussed it and had agreed the concept was okay if the opportunity ever presented itself. I was happy that it finally had, and there was no jealously inside me—only lust.


We waited on our pile of bricks and watched as Raymond pumped away as best he could on that rickety piece of furniture. I heard Toni’s familiar moans, signaling that she was climaxing, and then Raymond’s grunt as he came. Toni said something to Raymond that I couldn’t hear, but I guessed that she wanted to hurry and get straightened up before Maria and I returned. Little did she know that we’d seen their entire show!


We let ourselves in the gate, and I locked it behind us. I had to carry the boxes in front of me to hide my raging hard-on. We all slipped into our swimsuits and then feasted on pizza and beer. Raymond said he wanted to introduce us to a drink called a Slippery Nipple, telling me they were made from Baileys and butterscotch schnapps. I had neither of those in the house, but I was intrigued enough that I wanted to run out and get some. Raymond told me he’d brought some along and went to his car to retrieve the bottles while I grabbed some glasses.


Raymond returned and poured drinks for all of us. We toasted and tossed them back. Raymond then proceeded to pull Maria’s top down and suck on her nipple. “What you have now is a slippery nipple,” he said. With that, I followed suit and proceeded to suck on Toni’s nipple.


“I like this game,” I said.


“Oh, it gets better,” Raymond told me.


I couldn’t imagine what came next, but we toasted again and this time he reached over to Toni and sucked her other nipple.


“I think I can learn this game real fast,” I said as I put my lips around Maria’s nipple. I could have put her entire breast in my mouth, but I concentrated just on the tip.


As I came up for air, Raymond started pouring another round. Then I asked, “Aren’t we out of nipples?’


“This is a new game called ‘Slippery Dick.’ Are you in?” Maria asked.


“I said I was a quick learner.”


With that, we gulped down another round of drinks, and Raymond slipped out of his swimsuit. Maria knelt on a towel and promptly went down on him. I slipped out of my suit, but Toni waited, watching them until Maria finished, then she wrapped her lips around my dick for a suck. It seemed that she was giving my dick some extra attention. I wondered if she was feeling guilty about getting it on with Raymond earlier.


“How many more games are there after this?” I asked.


“That depends,” was Raymond’s answer. With that, he leaned over while Maria resumed sucking his dick, and poured yet another round. We kept drinking, and Toni and I eagerly awaited their next move.


Maria grabbed her towel, shifted it in front of me, and proceeded to kneel down and suck my dick. I had to close my eyes and grit my teeth to keep myself together. There I was, getting sucked off by a girl who, not that long ago I would have been happy just to see nude.


I opened my eyes for long enough to see Toni staring at me, waiting for my permission to fool around with Raymond. That amused me, considering what I’d already seen!


“Aren’t you two going to play?” I asked. Toni smiled and nodded at me happily before getting on her knees and taking Raymond’s dick in her mouth. She started sucking him, and I struggled to keep my eyes open because I wanted to see her in action. I couldn’t get over how much I enjoyed watching her: both earlier when she was getting fucked and at that moment as she gave Raymond a blowjob—and the moment was made even better because Maria was still sucking my cock like a pro.


“Only a few more games to go,” said Raymond while pouring another round. “Are you ready?”


Down the hatch the drinks went, and again we waited for our guests to make the next move. This time, Raymond got on his knees and pulled Maria forward so he could feast on her pussy. It was the first time I got a view of it, and just like the rest of her, it was very cute. It had just a wisp of pubic hair above the entrance and looked so delicate and pink.


After I got a good look at what they were doing, I positioned myself in front of Toni. I can’t even count how many times I’d eaten her pussy, but I’d never before done it with an audience. I know what Toni likes and proceeded to make her squirm. When Maria started to make noises that signaled her impending orgasm was near, Raymond quit on her. What a bastard, I thought, though now that she was really turned on, Maria looked ravishingly sexy.


Abandoning his wife for the moment, he poured us another round. “How many more rounds are there?” I asked.


“Do you want to take a shortcut to the last game?” he asked.


“Sure,” we all said in unison.


We downed the shots. Raymond grabbed Toni’s hand and led her over to the couch. “I’ll be happy to fuck your wife again, if you’ll take mine.” Toni’s eyes widened after that statement, but her look was replaced by one of puzzlement when we all started grinning. She still didn’t know that we’d watched her get fucked that afternoon.


Raymond spread her out on the couch and entered her in one easy thrust. I don’t know if Toni was expecting me to call a halt to this, but I simply got up, picked up one of the pool rafts, and tossed it in the grass. Maria was right behind me and lay down with her legs wide spread. I hurried the best I could. We were still worked up from the sucking, so my cock slid into her pussy without resistance. I pumped her as best I could for a while, but then suggested she get on top and ride me. It was beautiful that way. I could even suck on her titties occasionally, when I wasn’t holding on to them.


We could hear squeals coming from the couch area, so I knew Toni was getting into it again. This may have been her second time getting fucked by a man other than me that day, but I was enjoying myself just the same.


Maria started to bounce harder, and I could sense she was ready to climax. I was trying to count sheep or anything to keep from coming too soon, but finally decided I was going to try to time my orgasm with hers. She let out a moan, and I took it as my signal and let loose, too. I pulled her down into a warm embrace, and let those pretty titties rest on my chest as we caught our breath.


When we returned our attention to the patio, our spouses were still going at it, with Toni riding Raymond like a wild woman. Maria and I took our seats by the table, and this time we could watch them up close. I felt pride as I watched my sexy wife humping another guy, her tits bouncing on her chest. Maria and I enjoyed the show, and they appeared to like being watched. Raymond had hold of Toni’s titties and guided them as they swayed. She was riding him to the finish, and they both came about the same time, and then held each other as they came back down to earth.


We continued to sit in the nude until we got sleepy, but no more Slippery Nipple drinks. We switched to beer and talked about the next time we could get together. We had a wedding to go to the following weekend, but we would be free the weekend after that. Toni also wanted to know why we all grinned when she and Raymond were about to fuck. Maria told her about us peeking over the fence and watching the whole thing, but that they were so into it, we didn’t want to interrupt. An embarrassed look came over Toni’s face, but that soon disappeared when she realized that the scene had turned us on.


Apparently, we all slept in the nude because that’s how we found each other on the patio the next morning. We took a dip in the pool, but other than being naked, nothing more happened that day. It was a great weekend.


I’m definitely stocking up on the ingredients for Slippery Nipples, to make sure we have plenty on hand for when our friends return!


—Mr. Greg M., Palm City, Florida    [image: image]















My New Neighbor Seemed Like a Tease, but Then I Realized She Was for Real



Maryanne moved into the house across the street from mine just a few months ago. I saw the trucks parked outside one day, but I didn’t meet my new neighbor until a few weeks later, when we happened to be picking up our morning papers from our driveways at the same time. She was wearing a terry-cloth robe, and when I smiled and waved, she uncrossed her arms to wave back. That move made her robe fall open, revealing her totally naked body.


It was the shock of a lifetime, and my eyes nearly bugged out of my head as my cock immediately sprang to life. I thought it was a lucky accident until she winked, smiled, and cupped her big, full breasts. She played her thumbs over her nipples, making them grow hard and giving me an erection like I hadn’t had in years. I was wearing my pajamas, and the front of the pants looked like it was covering a tent pole. Not knowing what else to do, I just stood there with my mouth open.


After giving me a good show, Maryanne bent to pick up her paper. Then she crossed the street. She extended her hand and shook mine, her robe still wide open as we exchanged names.


“I’ve always wanted to flash a stranger. I hope you don’t mind,” she said, rattling off the words like she had to say them quickly or lose her nerve. Her breasts rose and fell with her rapid breaths. Our hands were still touching, and my eyes were locked on her hard nipples. I was ready to come in my pajamas and considered telling her that, but it didn’t seem like something one should say to a total stranger, even one with her tits hanging out. “It doesn’t look like you minded,” she continued, licking her soft pink lips.


A shiver shot up my spine and my dick twitched. I wanted to reach into my fly and do some flashing of my own, but I didn’t have the nerve. I continued standing there silently as she winked once again, turned, and walked back to her house.


I didn’t see Maryanne for the next three days, but she was on my mind constantly. I jerked off in the shower every morning while thinking about her, imagining that she was watching me do it. When we next met, she was washing her car in her driveway as I returned home from an errand. I waved, and she blew me a kiss as I parked. By the time I opened my door, Maryanne was standing beside my car.


“Don’t worry, I won’t flash you this time,” she said with a sexy smile. The bikini she had on barely covered her nipples, and the tiny triangle between her legs was so tight that I could see the groove between her pussy lips. It was hard-on time again. I wanted to tell her that the memory of our last meeting had me masturbating nonstop, but I kept those thoughts to myself.


“I need a big favor,” she said, stroking my bare arm with her fingertips. Sparks shot between us as I nodded and followed her to her garage to take a look at her broken mower.


I squatted beside the mower, and Maryanne stood so close that I could feel the heat from her body on my face. My head was level with the crotch of her yellow bikini, and I considered leaning forward to plant a kiss on the moist nylon. I didn’t have the nerve to actually do it, but the thought made my dick ache.


“I know what you’re thinking,” she whispered, stroking my cheek with her hand. “I want it, too.” I blushed and swallowed deeply as the image of kissing her pussy through her yellow bikini grew more real to me. Then she laughed softly and lifted her bare foot so that it touched the bulge in my pants. My dick throbbed against her wiggling toes. “I dreamed about you last night,” she cooed, massaging my shaft with her foot as she spoke.


My cheeks were flushed, my hands were sweating, and my whole body began to shake; I hadn’t been that hot and horny in years. Giving me a wide smile, she sucked in her breath and reached down to pull aside the crotch of her bikini bottom.


Maryanne’s labia were wet and puffy with excitement. I licked my lips and swallowed as she touched a finger to her cunt. “See what you’ve done to me,” she teased as her finger traveled slowly up and down the slick crease. “You’ve made me all wet.”


I was way too stunned to speak, so I sat there with my mouth open again and watched her get her fingers good and damp. When they were completely coated with her juice, she extended her hand and painted my lips with her warm nectar. I licked her fingers clean as her bare foot continued to massage my stiff dick through my pants. My shorts were soaked with precome, and I was on the brink of shooting my load.


I was ready to dive face-first into her wet pussy when her phone rang inside the house. She ran away to get it, saying she’d been waiting for an important call, and I told her that I’d go get a new spark plug for her mower and return in a little bit.


I wasn’t sure what might happen between Maryanne and me when I got back, but the possibilities that I came up with gave me the first erection that I’d ever had in an automotive supply store. I rushed home as quickly as I could, but Maryanne’s car was gone when I returned, so I had lunch and watched part of a ballgame on TV as I waited for her to come home. I was hoping we’d be able to finish what we’d started. I followed very little of the onscreen action as I imagined all the things I wanted to do to my sexy neighbor.


As soon as I heard her car pull into her driveway, I leaped out of my seat, grabbed the spark plug, and headed across the street. She opened her door before I could knock and gave me a smile as she invited me inside.


“I got the spark plug,” I said as I followed Maryanne across the room. She stopped at a small table beside her sofa and picked up a long plastic object. I couldn’t believe my eyes; it was a vibrator. I stared with my eyes wide while she laughed softly.


“I wish I had asked you to pick up some batteries for this as well,” she said, and then she lifted the vibrator to her lips and licked the tip. “I really needed it after this morning. I’ve changed my panties twice and finally decided that it was best to go without.” I swallowed deeply and stared at her. Watching her lick her vibrator had given me an erection that was even bigger than the one I’d had that morning.


“It looks like your battery never runs down,” she whispered as she stared openly at the lump in the front of my pants. Then she moved closer, not stopping until her erect nipples were almost touching my chest. I could feel her warm breath on my face, and it took every drop of my willpower to keep my hands off her body. She looked into my eyes for a long time before she spoke again.


“Luckily, I bought some batteries while I was out, and I was just about to test them. Would you like to watch?”


I held my breath, but Maryanne didn’t wait for my answer. Instead, she took my hand, led me to her sofa, and helped me take a seat. Good thing, too, because I was in a sex-starved trance. I had never dreamed that I would ever meet a woman so totally open about sex.


As soon as I was sitting, she took off her shorts and T-shirt. There was nothing under them but her naked breasts and pussy. Her nipples were hard, and her labia were wet and puffy. I licked my lips and watched her touch her clit with the vibrator.


Letting out a long, satisfied sigh, Maryanne pushed about an inch of the vibrator into her slick opening. Then she thrust the whole toy into her dripping pussy three or four times before stopping to reach over and unzip my pants. My dick was so hard that it jumped right out of my open fly. She gave it a squeeze and then moved so that she was straddling my lap.


Maryanne inched down slowly, her hot, wet pussy swallowing my stiff dick in a single gulp. I gave each of her bouncing breasts a kiss, and then she leaned forward and pressed her mouth to mine. Our lips met and our tongues wrestled as she rocked on my stiff pole.


It was quickly becoming the hottest fuck of my life, and I fought to make it last as long as possible. But by the time she hit what had to be her third orgasm, I gave in to the urge to fill her tight pussy with my hot cream. She was too much woman for me. When I hit my peak, she cried out as she came again. Her cunt pulsed around my shaft, coaxing one more tiny blast of liquid from my balls. I don’t think that I had ever come so hard or so much.


I left soon after that, too weak to repair the lawnmower or do much of anything else. Besides, that’ll give me a good excuse to go back to Maryanne’s house sometime very soon. I’m sure she’ll have no idea what to do with the spark plug I left on her living room table, but I’m sure she’ll find something to do with the throbbing erection in my pants!


—Mr. Larry C., Los Alamos, New Mexico    [image: image]


 


Anniversary Cruise Spawns a Host of Dirty Dreams that They’ll Make a Reality


My husband, Liam, and I have been together for ten years and married for the past five. Last May, he surprised me by suggesting that we take a cruise to celebrate our tenth anniversary as a couple. I’m totally excited! Taking a cruise has always been a dream that I never thought would come true. Liam told me to decide exactly what I wanted and promised to give me the vacation of a lifetime. My every waking moment has been consumed by thoughts of all of the fun we’d have, though in addition to the usual activities offered on a ship, I’ve begun to consider the sexual possibilities, too.


We decided to take a five-day cruise to Mexico and back. Part of me is delighted by the idea of the luxury of a cruise. I can’t wait for the food, the dancing, and simply relaxing in the sun. But there’s more to my desires than that. See, I am extremely bi-curious, but I haven’t yet found a girl with whom I’d be comfortable exploring these feelings. I’ve also always dreamed of having a hot threeway. Since we booked our cruise, all I can think about is the possibility of finding a sexy woman to indulge my lesbian lust—and to share our bed. While my husband knows I fantasize about women, he doesn’t know that every time we have sex, it’s what’s on my mind. And lately my fantasy has been all about what might happen on our cruise, and it goes something like this:


We board the ship and head to our room to get settled. Of course, we have to christen our stateroom, and we fuck ferociously on the white cotton sheets as the ship’s horn sounds and we set sail. After a steamy session, we go to the dining room, where we can’t keep our hands off each other. All through dinner, I see an attractive woman watching us with a smile, and I eventually send my husband over to talk to her. She comes back to our table, as if being invited to join a couple is something that happens to her every day. We learn that she is on the cruise on her own. She has always wanted to take an indulgent vacation, and she decided that she was tired of waiting for the perfect guy. “Or girl,” she says, and she stares extra hard at me. This opens the door for the three of us to start talking about sexual desires.


Maybe it’s because the whole experience is like a fantasy—the way the ship moves on the water, the way we’re all dressed, the fact that we’ve left the real world behind—but I find my voice right away. I tell her, “I’ve never made love to a woman, and I’ve always wanted to be with another girl while my husband watches.”


She blushes as she says, “I’ve never been with a woman either, but you look like my dream girl.”


My husband smiles at me. “Mine, too,” he says. “Luckily, she’s my dream girl even when I’m awake.”


There really isn’t any reason to stay in the dining hall another moment. We’re all so excited. We can barely sit still, so we head to our room. My husband starts undressing me while I undress her. Luckily, I’m only wearing a tiny tank dress, stockings, and heels, so he finishes his job in no time. Then he takes a seat on the sofa and says he wants to watch the two of us “get to know each other better.”


We start kissing. I can’t believe my longtime fantasy is finally coming true, and I pay careful attention to every moment: the way her lips feel on mine, the way her skin smells like coconut lotion, the way my heart is beating so hard and fast in my chest. To my surprise, she jumps right in and starts fingering my aroused pussy. So much for going slow.


Realizing her enthusiasm, I begin sucking on her beautiful breasts. They are full and round and fit perfectly in my palms. I’m hungry for her, so I pull back and slowly move from her breasts to her pussy. I start licking her clit while I insert one finger into her slit. At first, she lets me work at my own speed. This is the most exciting thing that has ever happened to me. I’ve never tasted a woman before. I want to take my time, to really enjoy every second. But when I slide a second finger inside her, she grabs my hair and holds my head right to her pussy, pressing impatiently against my face. The sounds coming from her make my pussy juice flow. She comes loudly, and I feel spasms in my own aching cunt. As if reading my mind, she collects herself and we switch places.


Now don’t get me wrong, my husband can do wonders with his mouth. But in my fantasy, this woman brings me to orgasm after orgasm in just a short time. I’m breathless when she finally pulls away for a moment and looks over her shoulder at my man.


My husband takes this as his cue and joins us on the bed. He strokes our new friend’s beautiful body, and then asks her if she’ll let him fuck her. “Please,” she whispers, arching her back to invite him inside. He starts screwing her doggie-style while she dives between my spread thighs. Seeing her lap at my slit sends my husband into overdrive. As I buck my hips up toward her face, he starts fucking her hard. She starts moaning and screaming so much that she can no longer focus on my pussy, so I slip into a position that lets me suck her tits while she continues to get screwed.


Knowing what I like, my husband soon pulls out of her and flips her over. I sense exactly what he’s going to do. He shoots his load all over her soft, supple skin. Mmm, my buffet. I take my time licking her clean. Seeing this gets my husband ready to go again, and this time I’m the one who gets the pleasure of his rock-hard cock. Still eager to please, I go back to licking her pussy while getting the fucking of a lifetime from my husband.


I insist that when he is ready to come, he shoot his load in my pussy. As he fills me with his cream, I come again. He sprawls on the bed next to her, and like the good wife I am, I lean over and clean all of our juices off his softening cock.


In my fantasy, our orgy continues throughout the trip. In fact, we barely leave our room!


Our cruise is coming up soon, and I hope it will live up to my dreams!


—Ms. Missy J., Chico, California    [image: image]


 


Married Couple Gets an Eyeful During a Nude Beach Romp


My wife and I have enjoyed your magazine for many years, but we never thought we would have anything exciting to write about. However, two weeks ago we got a chance to watch and then participate in our own little erotic adventure.


Sandra and I were vacationing at a well-known adults-only nude beach in the Caribbean. This beach is nearly perfect, with dazzling white sand, clear water, and a variety of American and European vacationers. My wife and I were relaxing and reading after a refreshing swim.


Both of us love to swim nude, and we were starting to feel a little frisky. The unwritten protocol at this beach is no overt sexuality. To our delight, that rule didn’t seem to bother a young French couple cavorting and kissing in the gentle waves. She would jump up, wrap her legs around him, and then they would both tumble under the surface before coming back up laughing. When he held her, both his hands were firmly around her curvy ass cheeks.


When I first saw them, I immediately assumed they were on their honeymoon. In her early twenties, she was tall, a little thin, but with full breasts. Her face was beautiful and framed with long black hair. Her sole adornments were a huge diamond ring and a gold belly chain. Her man was slightly older and good-looking, with a husky, muscular build. I looked over at my wife, and saw she was intently watching both of them.


The couple began playing a game where the gal was standing in neck-deep water and the guy would move behind her. He would dive down and swim between her legs. He must have twisted around in the water, because he would surface facing her, and then they would kiss. This happened three or four times. I noticed he was staying underwater longer and longer with each plunge.


I leaned over and said to my wife, “I think he’s eating her out underwater.” We couldn’t be certain because we were lying down almost at the same level as the water, and the waves made it difficult to see him clearly. One time he dove down and the woman immediately plunged her arms and hands down as if holding on to his head. She stopped smiling and faced the sky with her eyes closed. “He’s tonguing her, for sure,” my wife said to me. Several seconds passed, and the woman suddenly squatted down and sank beneath the surface. It was pretty obvious that she was sitting on his face. They were both underwater for so long that I began to wonder if something was wrong. Then they both shot out of the water, giggling and kissing some more.


Before long, the woman started doing the same thing, diving down and swimming between his legs and surfacing right next to him face-to-face. She had marvelous breath control, because each time she would stay under for almost a minute.


Sandra and I were getting really horny watching this carefree, exhibitionistic couple. When we looked around, we saw several other people also watching the lovers. I tried to hide my erection but realized I was seeping precome onto my magazine. My wife laughed and told me to be careful because she didn’t want the pages sticking together.


The French woman surfaced and said something to her lover, and he loudly replied, “Oui, oui.” She looked like a smiling sea nymph as she moved behind him, took a huge breath and dove down again. Each time she went under, her fantastic ass was momentarily above the waves, followed by her long legs, which were wide open.


My eyes were hurting from straining to see what she was doing to him. I could see her body stretched out underwater behind her lover. She was on her back with her head between his legs. Long moments went by, and still she didn’t surface. Then I heard him yell—more of a loud groan, really. The woman emerged with water pouring off her face.


This time, instead of kissing him, she looked right at him and smiled. White fluid poured from her mouth that clearly wasn’t seawater. There was no doubt in my mind that he’d come in her mouth while she was underwater, at a beach filled with at least a hundred people.


Thanks to my wife, I know what an underwater blowjob feels like. It’s like heaven. And after watching that couple having so much fun, I needed to experience that feeling again. Like so many horny husbands, I pleaded for relief. “Not right here in front of everyone,” Sandra replied. “Let’s swim out to the raft.”


My eight-incher was at full mast, but I didn’t care if anyone saw. We waded out and hurriedly swam to a raft that was perhaps fifty yards off the beach. We both only had on swim goggles. I held on to the raft’s anchor chain, which was located in the back, away from the beach. Sandra dove down and began sucking me off. I knew I would not last long.


“Did that little French bitch get you all hot and bothered?” my wife asked after she’d surfaced.


“Damn right, but I’m sure she can’t give a blowjob as good as you can,” I replied, watching her dive beneath the water once again.


I pulled myself down the chain about three feet under the surface, so I could watch my wife. She had one hand on my cock as she deep-throated me and another hand was furiously rubbing her clit. I discovered that Sandra could hold her breath for a long, long time. I managed to stave off my orgasm until I could swear I’d heard her groan.


Sandra started coming and simultaneously releasing air from her lungs. Watching my wife climax underwater while she was blowing me is a sight I’ll never forget.


I started shooting as hard as I ever have in my life. Sandra continued holding her breath as I thrust and pumped my seed into her mouth. We both surfaced. Sandra needed air so badly that my come shot out of her mouth as she gasped and laughed.


“I tried to swallow it, but I couldn’t,” she explained, giggling crazily. “Besides, I thought you’d like to see your load spilling out of my mouth like that French girl did. Am I right?”


I nodded and kissed her.


It was such a hot and wet experience. We can’t wait to get back to that beach again.


—Mr. Wallace L., San Francisco, California    [image: image]


 


Man Rekindles His Affair with an Old Flame


Jessie and I dated many years ago, but the relationship didn’t work out. Although we loved each other, we were simply too young to commit to a lifetime together. She went her way; I went mine. But I often thought about our sweet, sultry nights together. Sex with Jessie had always been mind-blowing. Whenever I jacked off, no matter whom I was dating at the time, images of Jessie would invariably flicker through my head.


To my delight, we recently met up again. Although we didn’t have sex right away, we got reacquainted and became close friends and confidants—just like old times. That doesn’t mean I didn’t think about fucking her. Every time she called, I hoped she’d say she wanted to take our friendship to the next level, but I didn’t push. This time, I wanted our relationship to last, and I knew that we both had to be ready for it to work. Still, our get-togethers seemed laced with sexual tension that was impossible to ignore.


One night, after weeks of heavy flirtation, Jessie and I returned to my apartment after dinner, and then we locked the door and turned to each other. Our arousal was tangible; both of us were burning up in anticipation of satisfying the desires that had been accumulating for so long.


“Come here, Jess,” I said, looking into her beautiful eyes.


She took a step forward, and I wrapped my arms around her and drew her body close to mine. I hastily brought my lips to hers and relished their softness. Her mouth opened and allowed my tongue to slide inside. Our tongues tangoed as I cupped her large breasts in my hands. I squeezed her tits softly while continuing to kiss her, and I used my thumbs to trace circles over her hardening nipples. “Oh, Rich, she moaned loudly, and I knew I had her right where I wanted her. “Let’s go to the bedroom,” she murmured. She didn’t have to ask me twice.


Once in my room, Jessie helped me remove her shirt and bra. Her breasts were as stunning as I remembered, her nipples erect and swollen with lust. I cupped her alluring tits in my hands and began to bite, tease, and suck on her sensitive nipples. Her head rolled back and forth in ecstasy, and I could tell she loved it. I kept this up for several minutes before moving on to the next part of my plan.


“Take off your shoes,” I told her, then watched as she kicked off her red high heels.


I kissed my way down her body to the waistband of her blue jeans. I unbuttoned her pants and then removed her jeans in one slow motion. Not only was she pantyless, but she was also sporting a completely bald pussy! The sight sent a jolt of arousal to my rapidly hardening cock.


I admired the smooth expanse of her skin, delighted that I could see every bit of her. She was clearly aroused, too. Her pussy lips were swollen and glistening with her copious juices. Gently, I traced my tongue from the bottom of her slit to the top and sucked her engorged clit into my mouth. Then I moved my tongue in a circular motion around her nub, while pumping two fingers in and out of Jessie’s snug pussy. I remembered from so many pleasurable experiences how good her pussy would feel once it was stretched around my dick. I kept up this stimulation until her whole body shuddered, and I could tell she was experiencing an intense climax. I kept teasing her clit as she moaned loudly, bucking and writhing as she came on my fingers.


Once her cries ceased and she’d caught her breath, I decided it was time for the main event. I kissed my way up her body from her toned stomach to her beautiful face. I licked her lips and lined my cock up with her dripping entrance. I pushed forward, unable to keep myself from groaning. She was so soft and wet; it was like sinking into hot butter. I advanced slowly because she was wonderfully tight. Her pussy grasped my thick shaft like a velvet vise. Jessie sighed and clawed at my back as I gradually filled her with my dick.


I continued to push forward, until finally my balls were flush with her ass. I had jammed myself inside her to the hilt. Slowly, I pulled out until only the head of my penis remained inside her and then sank back in once again. She sighed and moaned each time I moved in and out of her. Soon I built up a steady rhythm, all the while gazing into her beautiful brown eyes.


Suddenly, her pussy contracted strongly around my cock, making me gasp with pleasure. “I have a surprise for you!” Jessie told me with a huge grin. “I’ve been practicing Kegel exercises for months, hoping I’d get another chance to rock your world!” I smiled and sped up my thrusts. We kept this up for several minutes before switching positions, me thrusting and her squeezing her pussy around my dick.


Jessie had always been a pro at riding cock, and she apparently wanted to prove that she still had her previous skills. She told me to lie on my back and quickly straddled my hips. She grasped my rock-hard cock with her right hand and held her pussy lips open with her left before expertly descending on my shaft. Firmly planted on my cock, Jessie wasted no time. She began riding me hard, showing me that her thigh and lower back muscles were still in excellent shape. Her impressive staying power made it clear that she was very fit. She rode me like a crazy woman, and soon she was screaming and coming hard around my shaft. Her pussy squeezed my cock like a fist, and her whole body shuddered with her orgasm. Feeling her cunt contract around me set off my own climax, and I released countless jets of my thick load deep inside her. Her body collapsed upon mine, and we embraced, happy to be in each other’s arms again.


Sex with Jessie was even better than it had been before. I can’t wait until the next time! And the next time. And the next…


—Mr. Rich M., Portland, Maine    [image: image]


 


A Couple of American Tourists Discover Canada’s Sexier Side


My husband, Jason, and I both love to travel, and since we got married five years ago, we’ve had some terrific vacations together. Our most recent trip was to Montreal, Canada, where we ate lots of wonderful, rich French food and stayed in an exclusive luxury hotel. When Jason travels, no expense is spared. We also did a lot of shopping while we were there, and took in the sexy atmosphere on St. Catherine Street. Of course, we also had terrific, mind-blowing sex.


On the afternoon of our last day in Montreal, after Jason had bought me a stunning string bikini, some stylish jeans, and a pretty tank top, we decided to head to a local pub for some beer and munchies, and to soak up some of the area’s local color. The place was packed with students from the university, but we managed to find a spot at the bar where we chatted with some of the other patrons while we had a few drafts. We were having a really good time, but something seemed to be missing, and I think it was because deep down we were both in a naughty mood!


On a whim, I asked Jason if he felt like going to a strip club that was located just a few blocks away. I’d read about it in one of our guidebooks. It’s one of the classier strip joints in Montreal, a city known for its adult entertainment. We go to places just like it at home all the time, so I knew he wouldn’t be too surprised by my suggestion. “Sure, let’s go,” he said with a gleam in his eye that I knew all too well.


We arrived at the club a little while later. As we were led to our table, I couldn’t help but notice that there were only a few other female customers in the entire place. Lots of testosterone was flowing, however, and a number of the male patrons checked me out as we walked past. Jason said that I shouldn’t be surprised, since I was as sexy as any of the girls who worked there, especially the way I was dressed.


Since it was a warm summer day in Montreal, I was wearing a tight spandex miniskirt that hugged my ass and accentuated my shapely legs. My halter top showed off a decent amount of cleavage, and the cool breeze from the club’s air conditioner had caused my nipples to harden noticeably. My long, blonde hair was pulled up in a scrunchie, so there was nothing covering my bare, tanned shoulders. I guess he was right—I did look like I could have worked there. And I have to admit that it gave me a thrill to think that I was as sexy as a stripper.


Jason and I sat down, and soon after, he pointed out a nice-looking dancer who was talking to a man who was sitting very close to our table. She seemed to be very friendly with him, and he was obviously taken with her. It wasn’t hard to figure out why; she had an extremely appealing girl-next-door look and a killer body. Her hair was brown and cut in a bob, and she had nice, firm breasts that were a little large for her frame, though they definitely looked real. She also had a warm smile that made her look as friendly as she was sexy, which I knew was something Jason likes in a woman. In fact, he kept looking at her, and he mentioned that her body was similar to mine. I felt flattered, and I must say that I was also very attracted to her.


In fact, all the strippers in the club had very nice bodies, and as I checked them out, I couldn’t help picturing myself up there on stage with them, gyrating and sliding on those shiny metal poles. My mind continued to wander until my fantasies had gotten me extremely horny, which led me to do what I did next.


Taking Jason’s hand in mine, I told him that I was in the mood to discuss one of our favorite fantasies, which was to get a private dance from a stripper.


“Really?” he asked, his eyes lighting up. “Are you serious?”


“Yes, I am,” I replied, smiling with a devilish grin. As a result, the next time that sexy stripper walked by, Jason motioned for her to join us. My heart raced as I wondered what he was going to say to her. He started by asking her name, which was Marie, and how long she had been working there. In her sexy Quebecois-accented voice, she said that she’d been there a few months. Then, after a bit more small talk, Jason told her about our fantasy and asked if she would give us a table dance. She agreed and suggested that we move to the VIP section of the bar for more privacy.


My heart—and cunt—were pounding as we walked across the club. I was getting wet just thinking about being so close to this really hot woman. Once again, numerous pairs of eyes followed us as we made our way to the VIP lounge. The other patrons were probably jealous of Jason because their wives wouldn’t accompany them to strip clubs, and because he was also with one of the most beautiful girls that worked there. I’m sure their cocks were getting hard just imagining what Marie and I were going to do in the private room. It was certainly making my pussy wet!


When we got to the VIP area, there was already some action going on. A businessman was getting a table dance from a busty redhead. He sat on the velvet banquette as she writhed in front of him, and we took seats across from them so Marie could do the same for us. She began with a slow, sexy dance as she removed her tiny pink dress to reveal her lovely natural breasts with hard pink nipples and a shaved cunt. The tall, brown-eyed stripper swayed to the music, flashing her pussy for us to see, and soon Jason and I were both very turned on. I knew he was enjoying himself because his fingers traveled up my thigh as we watched and soon inched under my skirt. As he stroked me through my panties, he told Marie that she was a very beautiful woman with a great ass, “just like my wife!”


Marie performed two dances for us, giving us a close-up view of her incredible body. We talked a bit more after she was done but, unfortunately, her shift was over and it was time for her to leave. However, as we said good-bye, we exchanged phone numbers and she told us to call her the next time we were in town. Well, after that, I was really horny.
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