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THEY SAID “I DO”—AND THEY MEANT IT!



Flirty flashers. Banging BBQ queens. Cyber sluts. Raunchy road trippers. Filthy fotogs. Penthouse readers now introduce you to these merry missuses who are rewriting their wedding vows. They swear to have and to hold… any big and throbbing source of pleasure, whether it’s attached to their husbands or not. And no one stays truer in sickness and in health… in fact, the sicker and kinkier, the healthier and more sizzling. If you think you know what it takes to spice up a marriage, these better, hotter halves will blow your mind… and every other aroused inch of you.















Introduction



In celebration of Penthouse’s 50th anniversary, we are proud to share with you this most erotic compilation of saucy tales of slutty, sexy wives. Penthouse, born during the sexual revolution—a time when wives were thought to be mirror images of June Cleaver and Harriet Nelson—awakened a sleeping giant of sexual freedom and made it okay for women to not only want, but desire sex! We find wild wives to be emblematic of the adventurous attitudes promoted by Penthouse.


Pristine aprons, neatly stitched slacks, and clean laundry on the line be damned! These wives are exploring their sexuality in ways that would make even a dedicated Penthouse reader blush and they don’t care. Their time for sexual adventure has come, and they’re grabbing on with both hands and not letting go.


Whether taking the virginity of a more-than-willing young lad or showing their husbands that two can play at the game of infidelity, these horny housewives set their sights on some provocative prey and pounce! There’s never a dull moment when these bawdy brides take on all comers.


Come on in and prepare to get your rocks off to the madams of matrimony who don’t give a damn about traditional marriage. These wanton wives do what they want, when they want, and how they want—and their husbands couldn’t be happier. Come on in and leave what you think you know about a happy marriage at the door. This is one helluva ride!


 


Kathy Cavanaugh


Senior Managing Editor


Penthouse Letters















Her New Cybersex Friends Knew Exactly How to Feed Her Growing Virtual Appetite



My name is Barbi and I live in a small Midwestern farm town with my husband. It’s a quaint town, but it can be dull and boring. I’m not easily amused and I need a lot of stimulation, so I’ve learned to pass the time by surfing the Internet. It’s no substitute for the attention I crave, but I enjoy it. One hot summer’s evening, my husband was working late and it was too humid to sit outside and wait for him, so I decided to stay inside our air-conditioned house and surf the Internet.


I entered one of my favorite chat rooms and had a private conversation with a couple I will call Betsey and Paul. At first I thought I was chatting with a lone woman. As we chatted more, I discovered that she was just as horny as I was, and often used the web to relieve boredom and increase sexual fantasies. We also found that we both owned webcams and liked being involved in online sexual encounters.


She said she had blonde hair, blue eyes, long, sexy legs and considered herself a BBW—big beautiful woman. Her measurements were 42-34-46, which are similar to mine. She wanted to know if I’d ever been with a female and if I was bisexual. I told her I was not bisexual and had never had an actual sexual encounter with a woman, other than online sex; however, I was turned on by the idea.


She asked if I wanted to play with our webcams and I said yes. I confided in her that although I felt I am sexy as hell, I had reservations about showing my body on camera. She said she would be the judge of that and asked if I had a picture of myself. I sent her a picture and figured she would end the chat after seeing me. But she typed back that she looked at my hot, sexy picture and wanted to climb through my computer and prove to me that I was both beautiful and sexy. She said we could use voice chat until I was comfortable with more than that.


I was aroused by the thought and my pussy dripped and my clit throbbed. I told her a little about myself and she replied that she would love to cater to my needs and help me relieve some of my stress and pain. She said I was to stop what I was doing because, “We want to distract you.”


I asked her, “Did you say ‘we’?”


She explained that her husband was sitting next to her listening and he was horny as hell.


“Let’s turn him on,” she insisted.


I replied, “Let’s go for it. It sounds like it could be fun.”


We entered voice chat where she said I should listen and wait for her instructions. By this time my panties were soaked. She instructed me to strip slowly, and once I had removed my bra, I was to suck my tits loud enough for them to hear. I was to continue until I was totally naked and then use my sex toys. I had my eight-inch vibrator handy and my pussy was ready for action. It was wet and dripped like a faucet. When Betsey instructed me to use the vibrator, I could hear her moving around and moaning softly. She said her husband’s cock was hard and she was horny.


I licked my lips and moaned softly. She told me to run the vibrator from my swollen clit to my puckered asshole. She was fully excited and her voice quivered when she spoke. Then I heard her husband tell her to spread her legs and give him the vibrator, so he could taste her pussy as he used it on her. I was excited and almost came, but I waited to come with her.


Betsey said not to slide the vibrator in my ass or pussy, but to tease my ass until it relaxed. I fingered my pussy and encircled my asshole with the vibrator. It was relaxed and opened as if to say, “Fuck me now.”


I could tell Betsey would come soon. She told me not to come yet, but to slowly slide as much of the vibrator as I could into my ass, and I did as she said. Then I slid it deeper into my ass as my hips moved up and down, and I heard her gasp and scream, “Fuck my ass, Paul. Oh, yes, fuck me.”


When I heard her shaking voice I screamed, “Oh, fuck yes,” as I fucked my ass deep and hard. Soon we were screaming together, “I’m coming.”


She instructed me to slide the vibrator deep into my pussy while she sucked Paul’s cock and swallowed his sweet juice. Paul wrote that they had traded places and Betsey was kneeling in front of him eagerly sucking his hard, nine-inch cock. He told her to lick his cock like a lollipop and to encircle his head with her tongue. Paul was so aroused that his breathing increased as he got closer to coming. But Betsey stopped and warned him, “Don’t come yet.”


I heard her lips slurping as she licked and sucked him for what seemed like ten minutes. I rubbed my hard, juicy clit as I told Betsey I wished I could suck her clit while she sucked Paul’s dick. By then she had sucked him whole and had her finger deep in his ass. I heard Paul yell out with pleasure as he shot his load deep in her throat and she sucked harder to get every sweet drop. I couldn’t contain myself any longer and I yelled, “Oh, yes, I’m coming, I’m coming.”


Paul wrote back that he wished he could lick my clit and asshole. I replied, “Oh, yes, I wish I was straddling your lips and you were drinking my juices.” I said it was a good thing I was sitting on a huge towel because I hadn’t come this hard since my husband found my G-spot.


Betsey signed offline for a while because they wanted to keep going with just the two of them. I amused myself by using a mirror to watch as I continued to rub my clit.


When we resumed chatting, Betsey said they wished we were in the same room. I told her my husband was hesitant about swapping or seeing me with others. She said, “We can help solve that problem. Maybe we can get together when we’re on vacation.” I laughed and we signed off vowing to get together again soon.


Later that night I told my husband about the encounter, but I did not mention meeting Betsey and Paul. I was skeptical of his reaction, but I underestimated him. I have never seen his dick get so hard, so fast. He told me that he secretly wanted to watch me with another woman while he masturbated. Then he undressed me and fucked me for the next two hours. If I’d known he’d get that hot from hearing about my cybersex encounters, I’d have told him a long time ago.


The next day when my husband was preparing to leave for work, he winked at me and said, “I get off early tonight and then I’m all yours for a couple of days. We can do whatever you want.” I’ve been dripping wet all evening thinking of things we can do on and offline. I’ve also been wondering if now is a good time to teach him how to fuck this sweet ass. After all, there’s no time like the present.


—B.C.,Tulsa, Oklahoma   [image: image]














Young Guys May Be at Their Peak Sexually, but They Have a Lot to Learn


My sexy blonde wife of ten years has large boobs but is remarkably slim for a thirty-year-old mother of four. (I’m forty-three.) Ginny’s sex drive has increased steadily over the last two years, while mine has reversed. She says a woman of thirty and a man of eighteen are both at their sexual peak.


I’ve never been able to have sex more than twice a week. Ginny brought dildos and vibrators to bed to substitute for me the other five nights a week—and sometimes after I’ve finished.


We read Penthouse Letters and enjoy all the letters, especially the “slutty wife takes stud lover” ones. We used to fantasize about Ginny fucking someone else, and talked it through during sex. She knew it would keep my cock hard.


Six months later we progressed to actually trying it. We agreed we’d only do it away from home, so we booked a suite, the largest in the hotel, to try our plan. There were several places in the suite where I could hide to witness my beautiful wife getting serviced.


Ginny has always been attracted to younger men, and she said that was her choice. The hotel is near a sports arena. A lot of fans were staying overnight after a big game. We headed to the bar separately, each with our own room key. She was wearing a small white skirt and a blue silk top. We are fairly well off, and all her clothes are designer. She is a classy lady, which any man would love to have.


Around ten, two guys about nineteen or twenty started chatting with her. She was really teasing them, and even I noticed their erections. She signaled to me, and I left to hide.


Ten minutes later they entered the suite—not two, but four of them. They were all staying in the same room to split the cost. They talked about my wife among themselves as if she wasn’t there.


She said, “You can do anything you want to me.” She looked so beautiful. She asked if they had girlfriends. Two did; both girls were eighteen-year-old cheerleaders. The other two guys were still looking.


I could tell Ginny was worried they wouldn’t like her body. After four children, she’s not exactly like an eighteen-year-old. They started to strip her. When her bra was removed, they said things like, “Look at her tits. They’re saggy.”


From my vantage point, I could see Ginny’s face. I saw that she was not enjoying their comments.


They pushed her onto the large bed. She went to remove her shoes and was told to leave them on. She made a point of taking them off. I smiled. The guys went for her silky white G-string, stretching it every which way until inevitably it ripped. She was panting now, and her chest was heaving.


Ginny let the guys pull her legs as far apart as they would go. Their mouths all dropped as they stared at her womanhood.


“Fucking hell, she’s got a big cunt,” one of them said.


“Bloody hell,” another said. “Let’s have a look.”


I could see that Ginny wasn’t pleased, and wondered how much more she would put up with. One guy pulled her open pussy to the left while the other pulled the other lip to the right, fully exposing her. They were enthralled, looking right inside my beautiful, intelligent, classy wife as she lay there lustfully waiting in just her diamond jewelry.


They kept talking about her big cunt while her slit dripped juice onto her anus below. Now they were talking about blowjobs. I imagined that having four young cocks at her disposal would appeal to Ginny. They got her on her knees on the bed and lined up. While she sucked the first guy, the others moved behind her and opened her legs. She looked beautiful in doggie position.


They stretched her pussy more, and stuck their fingers in. One hero said, “I can only get one finger in my girlfriend, and all four in her.”


Now they took turns shoving fingers as far in Ginny as they could. From the purring sounds she made, I could tell she was loving it, and the guy she was sucking was the beneficiary of this pleasure. He soon shot his load in her mouth, and another guy took his turn.


Noting some come that had splattered on her face, this genius said, “What a spunky slut!”


Ginny spat out his cock and said with notable poise and elegance, “Do you little pissbrains want to get your rocks off, or what?”


The mood changed. She resumed sucking off the yokel she’d been working on, and when she sucked him dry, number three took his place, followed in turn by four. He didn’t come in her mouth, though. He pulled out and went round back, still working his cock.


“It’s about time one of you showed a little imagination,” she said approvingly.


“Open her cunt,” he said to his friends, and again they pulled her outer lips apart as far as they’d go. But he didn’t fuck her. He worked his cock half an inch from her open cunt and said, “Watch me fire my spunk in this slut.” He came, and a continuous streak of come disappeared in her.


The four heroes all started to dress, and my wife just lay there on the bed staring at them. They were chatting about the big game. None of them seemed to have any interest in fucking her.


One happened to glance at Ginny, lying with her legs spread, and cried, “Look! Your come is dribbling out.” Evidently none of them had seen this with their girlfriends.


I recognized the look on my wife’s face. It’s a look I try not to mess with, ever.


“Don’t you want to take a closer look?” she said, still surprisingly calm.


They gathered round and watched as a pool of come dribbled onto the bed. One of them theorized that the slacker a pussy is, the more the come would dribble out. The others agreed.


Finally Ginny blew, but still with surprising dignity and calm. “Lick it up, you little snotrags,” she said. “Go ahead. Every drop.”


They looked at each other.


“It’s no wonder only two of you have girlfriends. And God knows I feel sorry for those girls. A woman should have her head examined for letting any one of you touch her. Now lick up all your little boys’ come, and then get the fuck out of here.”


I couldn’t believe it, but that is precisely what they did! As they scrambled out, Ginny said, “What was that saying about youth being wasted on the young?”


To my great relief, she was laughing.


“Well, for God’s sake,” she said, “could I at least get a real cock up my cunt?” That I was able to do.


—H.O., Kansas City, Missouri   [image: image]














She Had Her Own Special Anniversary Celebration, and He Got to See It All


A couple of years ago I had to attend a two-day conference in New Orleans. It was around the time of our twentieth anniversary, so my wife and I decided to make a minivacation out of it. We would leave on a Wednesday morning and return the following Monday.


Valerie is very attractive, but over the years and three children has lost some of her youthful curves. She’s about 38-29-38 now, with the most beautiful, soft, shapely legs on earth.


Myself along with many friends still find her very easy to look at. I’m being honest when I say that Valerie has been with only two men in her forty-two years, one being me. I’m a year younger—fit, average in the penis-size department—and I enjoy a good but not great sex life with my wife.


We arrived at our well-known Latin Quarter hotel just after noon and went upstairs to our room, which was top-shelf (paid by my employer): three rooms with a king-size bed and Jacuzzi. After settling in, we wanted to go out for a bite, but it was raining heavily, so we decided to try the hotel pub.


When we went in, the lunch crowd was gone. There were only two other tables occupied, and within fifteen minutes they were empty, too. We chose a table right in front of the bar. The waitress took an order and told us that the bartender would be taking over, as she was at the end of her shift.


Soon the bartender came over with our order and introduced himself as Justin. He made some small talk and left us to our meal. While we ate, he carried on some small talk from behind the bar. I excused myself to hit the men’s room. When I returned, Valerie had changed seats and was now sitting where Justin had an unobstructed view of her.


I must admit she was looking good that afternoon, and she seemed to be enjoying herself more than usual. We talked with Justin for about another hour and a half without interruption, as only one other patron came into the pub. Without question Valerie enjoyed this time. I don’t think she took her eyes off Justin the entire time.


We finally said good-bye and headed to our room for a nap, which we both needed after the long flight. We got to the room and for the next hour enjoyed the most intense sex we’d had in years. Valerie admitted she was fantasizing about Justin all the while we fucked.


We’ve talked occasionally about having a threesome or sex with another couple or the like, but have never tried it. We talked a little about what Valerie thought now, but she still wasn’t sure.


My conference began with a dinner meeting on Thursday; then there were events all day Friday. Thursday afternoon I went down to the bar and discovered that Justin wasn’t working there again till Saturday but that he also worked in the hotel’s fitness center, which was where he was now.


My devilish mind was already in motion. I went back upstairs and told Valerie I was going to ride over to the location of that night’s dinner, to make sure I knew how to get there, which was bullshit. I suggested that she might want to work out, which she normally does on a regular basis.


I left and returned a couple of hours later. When I opened the door to the suite, I heard Valerie moaning loudly from the bedroom.


I walked in—there was no door, just an opening perhaps twelve or fourteen feet wide—and found Valerie slamming her “never leave home without it” eight-inch vibrating pink dildo in and out of her pussy. When she saw me, she didn’t miss a beat, continuing until she had a grinding orgasm. The bedspread was soaked.


After she caught her breath, she said she’d gone down to the fitness center, and guess who she found working there—Justin! They worked out together for forty-five minutes, and she somehow caught a glimpse of his thirty-four-year-old body in the buff when he came out of the shower. (She didn’t explain exactly how this happened.)


I questioned her playfully for a while, and she admitted she wanted Justin bad! I got unbelievably aroused watching her squirm on the bed, and she stuttered the whole time—I’m sure from being nervous and excited. We made love for two hours, and it was the best sex we ever had together. She even ordered a XXX adult movie on the room’s super-wide screen TV. She had never done that before.


I had to leave for my dinner, so I showered and got dressed. Just before heading out, I told Valerie she had my blessing to follow her desires to whatever level she desired. She kissed me deeply and said that she loved me and no one would ever replace me.


The entire dinner and meeting that followed that night was a blur. All I could think about was my wife and her hot stud. I arrived back at the room around half past ten and found Valerie watching another XXX movie, dressed to kill. She modeled some new clothes she had purchased that evening. First there was a tight-fitting workout suit that left all of her knockout legs exposed and didn’t hide very much of her 38Ds. Then there was a beautiful yellow sundress, and a naughty, nasty red negligee.


We finished watching the movie and discussed Val’s plans for the following day. I couldn’t sleep that night thinking about her plan. I must’ve been nuts to imagine I could attend my meetings all that day. I quickly devised a new plan.


In the morning we both showered, and I got ready for my “meetings” while Valerie slipped into her new exercise suit. She looked awesome. She didn’t seem the least bit nervous when she kissed me and reassured me again before she headed for the fitness center.


About ten minutes later, I left the room. I stopped by the fitness center to say good-bye and good luck. When I got there, Justin was holding her ankles while she gave him a leisurely view of her big breasts. I didn’t open the door. I just knocked on the glass and blew a kiss.


The morning meeting would have to take place without me. I flew back up to the room and reviewed my plan. About twenty minutes went by, and I heard a key card slip into the lock. I was hidden behind a love seat in the living room, with a clear view of the Jacuzzi, the bedroom, and every place in the suite other than the bathroom and anything that might occur on the love seat.


I was somewhat shocked to see that it was Justin at the door, and he was by himself. He immediately undressed and slipped into the Jacuzzi. He swallowed a couple of breath mints and pulled a handful of condoms from a small gym bag he had next to him. He didn’t appear nervous at all.


He made a couple of calls on his cell phone. The first was to a female, which I assumed from the conversation was his girlfriend or wife. He didn’t say anything about where he was.


The second call got me a bit nervous, as this was to a friend of his named Francois, and this time he did say where he was, telling Francois if he got this message in time, he should come up ASAP; the key card would be under the mat outside the room—and he gave him our room number!


I almost stopped the whole thing then and there, but I decided to let it play out, figuring I could bust up the party if things got out of hand. I couldn’t believe how much I was shaking, though. Thank God there was music playing in the room.


About forty minutes later I heard a knock on the door, and Justin said loudly, “Come in.” He must have left the door slightly ajar, as Valerie came right in. She had the yellow sundress on, and she was stunning!


Justin had climbed out of the Jacuzzi, and they met in a deep embrace—not ten feet from me. They kissed for what felt like five minutes while exploring each other’s body. Valerie was getting some kind of worked up. Not waiting for Justin, she stepped back and hiked the sundress over her head in one quick motion. She kicked off her thongs and headed over to the Jacuzzi in just bikini panties.


Justin followed. Valerie slipped into the Jacuzzi and turned to face him. She slid his gym shorts to the floor and said for him to sit on the edge of the Jacuzzi.


The next thing she said shocked me: “Just like I remember leaving it yesterday, edible and erect.” And she took his cock in her mouth! In the next twenty minutes she brought him to two ejaculations. I didn’t have the greatest view, but I know she didn’t come up for air the second time around. (She never swallows me.) She grabbed the condoms he had left lying there and said, “We won’t be needing these,” and threw them across the room. Two of them landed maybe two feet from where I was.


They stood in the Jacuzzi soaping each other from neck to toe while plunging their tongues down each other’s throat. The bedroom was next, but not before Val ordered another XXX movie. Unfortunately, I couldn’t see it, but I could hear it.


I saw them both fall onto the bed. In no time, he was pounding away at her moist love tunnel doggie-style. His cock was no bigger than mine, but his staying power was incredible. She was moaning, and I thought I heard her sobbing as she bucked to meet his thrusts.


It was twenty minutes of slam-bang fucking before he emptied another load in her. She rolled onto her back, and he spent the next half hour tending to her huge, sweaty tits while kissing what I could see was every inch of her glistening body. She sucked his cock again, and he explored her anus with something he had removed from his gym bag. She was enjoying herself like I’ve never seen.


I heard Valerie tell Justin to fuck her hard. He must have been having a problem getting it up again, because then she was insisting that she needed a hard cock. She reached under the pillow for her favorite toy and slipped it in her wet hole.


Justin got up and went into the bathroom—call of nature, I assumed. On his way out, he had his cell phone on the dresser in the living room. He entered the bedroom still limp, from what I observed, and said to Valerie, “You still want a big hard dick?”


All I could hear was “um” between her moans as she shoved the full eight inches of her vibrator in and out of her cunt. I had a feeling I knew what was coming next, though, and decided to let the show go on.


This guy Francois must have been somewhere in the hotel, because the next thing I knew, our room door opened. I caught a glimpse of him as he hurried into the bedroom. He was probably in his late twenties, dark tan, with a solid, fit body.


Justin was standing at the foot of the bed masturbating, trying to resurrect his semilimp, already-well-used organ, while Valerie matched his strokes with her beloved toy.


As Francois walked in, Justin said to Valerie, “Still want that big hard dick?”


She didn’t answer. Noticing Francois, she stopped what she was doing and jumped up on her knees in the center of the bed. She must have met Francois before, as she said calmly, “Who’s minding the store?” (Ah! Francois must manage the fitness center!)


Justin then repeated the question, “Do you still want that huge hard Cajun cock?”


Valerie never answered. In about ten seconds Francois was completely nude, and the next thing I heard was her saying, “Wow!”


I couldn’t see the object itself, but Val’s comments told the story. I can repeat them word for word—I don’t think I’ll ever forget them:


“It will never fit.”


“I can’t even get my hand around it.”


“It’s so fucking huge.”


I really flipped when Justin turned Francois to face him, got down on his knees and wrapped his hand around Francois’s very large dick, which I could see now. He pulled some lube from his gym bag and stroked Francois’s cock with it. I could only chuckle at the look on Valerie’s face, which looked like a combination of amazement and terror as she knelt there watching Francois grow.


After a few minutes, Justin slid the enormous head of Francois’s cock into his mouth. He slurped on it for a few minutes, and then said to Valerie, “See, it ain’t so big.”


Bullshit! It was huge! And the head seemed twice the width of the shaft.


Valerie sat on the edge of the bed and put her hand on it, then stroked slowly up and down the shaft with that same look still on her face. Now Francois was fondling Justin’s cock, which was coming back to life.


Then it got real crazy. It looked like Valerie was licking Francois’s cock while Justin muff-dived between her legs. She had a hand on the back of Justin’s head, pulling him into her, while her other hand massaged Francois’s balls. Justin was jerking himself off. This fucking crazy Francois had Valerie’s pussy-juice-covered dildo down his throat while he pulled Valerie’s head down onto him.


This went on all morning. Thank God the TV was on as loud as it was, or they would have definitely heard me slapping my dick.


Valerie did end up with Francois inside her, although no way completely. Justin fucked her anally (only her second time). Francois had tried to fuck Justin up the ass, but Justin’s screams were so loud, they had to stop. Valerie wound up having each of her three holes filled twice before noon, using her favorite toy to fill the third.


When Francois let go for the first time after Justin and Valerie licked and sucked him to a frenzy, it was like a hose. There was come everywhere. I actually heard it hit off what I found out later was the vertical blinds.


It was ten after one before Francois and Justin left Valerie standing naked at the door. She went immediately to the Jacuzzi, got in, and lay there with her eyes closed.


About twenty minutes later, a knock on the door brought a pair of housekeepers into the room. Val didn’t move, and neither did I. They cleaned the bedroom and bathroom completely (except the blinds, that is). When one of the maids started vacuuming the carpet in the living room, I knew I was fucked. She couldn’t help but see me. Yet she didn’t say a word!


Valerie went into the bedroom and fell asleep in her new red nightie. I was finally able to get up—slowly—and get out. I spent the next couple of hours in a local bar going over what I had just witnessed.


When I got back to the room, Valerie was still sleeping. When she woke up, she told me everything, and I mean everything. We enjoyed another night of XXX movies and great sex.


Valerie didn’t work out again, and we didn’t see either Justin or Francois until Monday morning. I continued playing the part of the unsuspecting husband until, on the flight home, Valerie fessed up that the housekeeper who spotted me told Justin, who promptly called up to the room and told her I was there.


She was curious as to how I’d enjoyed watching her do the things she did. I admitted to a mix of many emotions, but said I very much enjoyed seeing her do what she wanted so much to do.


Best of all, it has led to a sexual relationship between us that I wouldn’t trade for anything. We haven’t done anything like that since then, but Valerie wants very much to return the favor. Only when the chemistry is right, though—and she wants to be there as well!


One question I still have is if Valerie would have “told all” if she didn’t know I was there. I’ve never asked.


—L.N., Mason City, Iowa   [image: image]














Good Girls Go to Heaven, but Bad Girls Get to Go Everyplace Else


I have always been a good girl, unlike my friend Olga. Olga and I work for the same company, but she is based in the Paris office, while I am in Chicago. Since Olga’s divorce, she has been having sex with lots of different men. She loves to tell me about her sexual experiences during our frequent phone calls. Once she told me about a weekend she’d spent having sex with two men at once. That story made me hot, but I told her that was something I’d never do, because I am a good girl.


Whenever Olga comes to the United States she always stays a day or two at our house, and she used to drive my husband Walt nuts. Most mornings she would come downstairs wearing only tiny panties. She’d give Walt a good-morning kiss and let her bare boobs rub against the back of his neck. She always said that Europeans don’t think of boobs as sex objects, but I could tell she wanted to fuck Walt. He really wanted to do her, too, but I just told both of them no way.


The reason that I am a good girl is that until our recent trip to Spain, the only man I had ever been with was my husband. Walt and I have an excellent sex life, and I was not looking for other men. In Madrid events just sort of got out of control, little by little, so it wasn’t really my fault.


Olga and I get together several times a year to work on projects for our company. This time it was my turn to go to her in Paris. Since our meeting was to take place at the same time as Walt’s vacation, he decided to come with me. In fact, we planned to take a long-desired trip to Spain the week before, staying in Madrid for a few days and heading up to Paris from there.


Since our plans were made at the last moment, we didn’t have time to make a lot of reservations, and we were forced to settle for a rather seedy hotel in Madrid. As we were checking in we encountered a group of young Spanish men, also checking in, all of whom wore vests with a particular logo on them. Since I speak fluent Spanish, I was able to chat with them, and I learned from their leader, Carlos, that they were all members of a beer-drinking club, in Madrid for a beer festival. Later on we found that they were staying on the same floor of the hotel as we were.


Walt and I had a good time seeing the sights that day, and the next morning we stayed in bed late, making love. When we are on vacation we always like to have slow, prolonged sex, taking our time and touching, licking, and stroking each other until we can’t stand it anymore. We had spent some time doing that, and now we were fucking in one of our favorite positions, which Walt likes to call “Amazon Woman.” That is where I squat over him and bounce up and down on his nice hard cock.


We had been at it for some time, and I could tell that Walt was about one stroke away from shooting his load into my waiting pussy. I always have a big orgasm once he starts to shoot. But at that moment the door opened, and into our room walked Carlos, the leader of the drinking club!


Inside the door he stopped short, obviously as surprised as I was. He just stood there and stared at me bouncing up and down on Walt’s prick. At that point I couldn’t stop, and for some reason the fact that he was watching us made me more excited than I had ever been. I began to have one of the best, longest-lasting orgasms I had ever experienced. Normally when I come in that position I will collapse onto Walt’s chest, but now I threw my head back and continued to come, exposing my entire naked, spasming body to Carlos.


When I stopped coming, Carlos still stood there a moment, as if frozen. Then he said, “I must have the wrong room.” And with that he left.


Walt and I had a good laugh. We checked the door and found that, unlike in American hotels, the door did not automatically lock when it was closed. Walt had been trying for a while to get me to be more experimental about sex, and I think he liked the idea of me putting on a show for a stranger. I had always said no to his kinky sex ideas, because I am a good girl. But while Walt showered, I got out the traveling kit in which we keep our oils and sex toys, took out my vibrator, and buzzed myself to another wonderful orgasm, thinking of Carlos watching me bouncing on Walt’s prick.


When we went down to the breakfast room, I could tell that Carlos had told all the club members about watching me fuck. To my surprise this did not embarrass me—in fact, it turned me on that they knew. Carlos came over to our table and in broken English apologized for entering the wrong room. Then he said that to make up for his blunder, he would like to invite us to the festival his club was attending that evening. It sounded like fun, and we said we would be delighted.


The festival was a blast, and we spent a pleasantly boisterous evening with Carlos and his fellow club members, as well as groups from other beer clubs from all over Spain, singing, dancing, having fun, and drinking beer. After several hours of drinking we were all feeling no pain, especially Walt and one of the club members, who seemed to be trying to outdrink each other for reasons of national honor.


As the night progressed, things were starting to get a little rowdy. At one point two girls at the next table got on top of the table and flashed us their boobs. Since I was the only female at our table, Carlos said that I should flash my tits back at them for the honor of the club. I looked at Walt, and he said it would be okay—which was about the last coherent thing he said before both he and his drinking partner passed out. I really felt like doing it, but I stalled a little, saying that I couldn’t flash my boobs like the other girls because I was wearing a bra. Carlos just grinned and slipped his hand up the back of my shirt, unhooking my bra. He then helped me take it off while keeping my shirt on. He also took the opportunity to feel my tits.


Three of the other team members, José, Ricardo, and Diego, were all watching Carlos help me out of my bra, and I had to admit to myself that I was getting horny, knowing that they knew what was going on. While we waited for the other girls to flash us again, Carlos took my hand and guided it under the table, placing it on his cock. I could feel the hardness of it through his pants. It felt very big, but I quickly removed my hand, because I am a good girl.


When the girls at the next table jumped up and flashed us again, Carlos and José helped me to the top of our table, and I flashed them back, showing my breasts to every man in the room. This turned me on so much I could feel the wetness dripping through my panties.


When I sat down again José, who was sitting on my other side, leaned over and gave me a passionate kiss. It was a very nice kiss, and it seemed only fair to kiss him back. While I was doing that, Carlos took hold of my arm and put some half-melted butter from the table into my hand. Next he took my hand and placed it on his cock, which he had now taken out of his pants, and started to move my hand back and forth. I was about to remove it, but when I opened my eyes I could see that the other club members—those that had not passed out—were watching me, again knowing what was going on. It was time for me to put on another show. I started to jerk Carlos off under the table, while José slid his hand under my skirt and started to finger my clit. I could tell that a few other people near our table had picked up on what was going on.


At this point Carlos shuddered as his ten-inch monster went off all over my hand. At the same time José’s fingers were doing their magic on my clit, and just before I started to come I licked a large glob of Carlos’s come from my hand. The come was mixed with butter and tasted amazing. I made way too much noise when I came, and many people were now staring at me. We decided to leave.


We took two cabs back to the hotel. José wanted me to jerk him off in the cab. I said not right then, because Walt was also in the cab. I said once we got back to the hotel I would jerk him off, but since I was a good girl that was all I was willing to do.


Back at the hotel, we put Walt and the other unconscious guys to bed, and went to José’s room. There we found Carlos and two other club members, Diego and Ricardo. They all had their pants off and their hard cocks out. I said that I would jerk them all off, but that was as far as it would go, and they said that was fine. I started on José, and in no time his come was flying everywhere.


Being the captain of the club, Carlos said he was next, and I went to work on him for the second time. By this time the guys were playing with my boobs and clit, although I still had my clothes on. Carlos still had a bit of butter on his large prick, and when I saw a small drop of precome on the tip I licked it off, again tasting the butter with the come. Next I noticed that there was also a little butter just behind the head of his cock, so I licked that off, too. Every time I licked Carlos’s cock, he would moan.


Then I remembered that Bill Clinton had declared that blowjobs don’t count as sex, so I decided that it was okay for me to suck Carlos off and still be a good girl. So I took Carlos’s monster in my mouth—only the second cock to ever find its way into my mouth—and he moaned louder. José then said that the guys would like to return the oral favor, if it was okay with me. I told them to go ahead, which the guys took as an invitation to strip me. Well, when four guys are stripping one girl, it only takes a few seconds before the girl is buck-naked.


Ricardo went down on me as I continued to suck on Carlos’s dick. Given my already aroused state, it took only a few minutes before I was bucking in orgasm. As I was returning back to earth from my tremendous climax I could tell that Carlos was about to shoot his load down my throat. At this point I felt something stiff against my thigh. It was a hard dick. I didn’t know whose it was, but I didn’t care. Moaning around Carlos’s cock, I found myself pulling at that stiffness, guiding it toward my pussy. I didn’t have time to think about what I was doing, because as I was doing it Carlos was dumping his load into my hot mouth. I swallowed his come as eagerly as my pussy was swallowing that cock. A minute later I realized it was Ricardo’s cock, and he was rapidly stroking it in and out of my tight pussy, while I wrapped my legs around him and humped him back. I guess I was no longer a good girl, but as you can see it was not really my fault, right?


It did not take long for Ricardo to fill me up with come. Diego’s turn was next. Carlos suggested that I ride him in the same position that he’d seen me fucking Walt that morning, the “Amazon Woman” position. Diego had a cock that bent upward near the tip at about a forty-five-degree angle. This wonderful dick hit my G-spot as I squatted on it, and as we fucked I could feel his cockhead bouncing off that spot, bringing me to one extraordinary orgasm after another.


As Diego was pumping his come into my already drenched pussy, I looked over to see that José was greasing up his cock with K-Y jelly. He positioned me on my hands and knees and fucked my ass, while Ricardo positioned himself under my face so I could suck on his dick. After about twenty minutes of this double action the two guys timed their climaxes so that I got a load up my ass and one in my mouth at the same time.


By this time Carlos had gotten hard again, and he was lubricating his monster to replace José in my ass. I didn’t know if I could take that huge hard prick up my ass, but with all the come and the stretching it had already taken, he entered me with little difficulty. I sucked on Diego’s cock as Carlos pumped my ass, and soon he was rock-hard again. He slid under me and entered my pussy with his beautiful bent cock. We soon got into a pattern in which Diego would thrust forward, hitting my G-spot, while Carlos stroked deep into my ass. This double penetration would force Diego’s tool still harder against my G-spot, and I would scream with ecstasy.


We went on until morning. Carlos came five times, and the rest of the guys unloaded at least four shots each. As for me, it seemed as though I must have come over a hundred times. Before I left we exchanged email addresses. I’d had so much come pumped into me that as I walked back to my room I was wet all the way from my pussy down to my knees. Back in my room I jumped into the shower. Walt was still sleeping, and by the time he woke up it was time to catch the train for Paris.


Olga picked us up at the train station and brought us to our hotel. While Walt checked us in and saw to the luggage, Olga and I had a drink at the bar. There I told her all the details about what had happened in Madrid. She was fascinated, and when I had told her everything she told me that I now had to be fair to Walt. I knew what she meant. We went up to the room, and while Olga gave Walt her customary welcoming French kiss, I dropped to my knees and took his very surprised cock into my mouth. Then both Olga and I proceeded to fuck his brains out.


Well, as the saying goes, good girls go to heaven, but bad girls get to go everywhere else!


—D.L., Chicago, Illinois   [image: image]














His Wife Makes a Dinner Date and Winds Up Giving Him a Heck of a Show


As hot as my wife is in bed, our sex life had gotten kind of routine. I brought home several X-rated videotapes, mostly with black men with super-big cocks fucking white women. We often talked about Dolly getting some black cock, and laughed about how it might stretch her cunt. But we never planned to actually go through with the idea of her fucking a black man.


Or did we?


Whenever we talked about Dolly fucking a black man, we both got hot and turned on. One night when we were fucking, she mentioned there was a black guy she worked with she would really love to fuck, and he’d been coming on to her. She had told him maybe she could arrange for it to happen. She said I sometimes had to be out of town a night or two. Maybe they could get together then.


So it was arranged! Dolly told him she could do it on Friday night, when I would be out of town. I watched her getting dressed really sexy—low-cut dress, stockings with heels, a transparent white thong for panties. Her hair had been freshly styled. She looked ravishing.


The doorbell rang, and I got out of sight. Dolly invited her guy in. Boy, was he ever a big man! He looked her over approvingly. He told her she was very beautiful and said to show Big Daddy what she had between her beautiful legs. She hiked her dress up and pivoted about, showing off her pussy and ass. I thought he would fuck her then and there, but they just headed out to eat.


It was an hour before Dolly phoned to tell me their location. It was a strip club with dancing and drinking. When I arrived, it was hard for me not to reveal myself to Dolly and her guy. I kept wanting to tell him to take his hands off my wife, but I restrained myself and just watched them dance. But I grew increasingly jealous as Big Daddy felt her all over.


Three friends of his joined him and Dolly. They all had drinks, and the four men took turns dancing with her. About eleven, they all got up to leave. Dolly went to the bathroom. I headed for the parking lot. A few minutes later Dolly, her lover, and the three friends came out and got in Big Daddy’s car. My heart beat really fast. My cock was so hard, it ached. Surely she wasn’t going to let them all fuck her?


They sped out of the parking lot, and I followed a fair distance behind. When they turned in our driveway, I drove on a couple of blocks, then parked and walked back. With all of the window drapes open, I saw Dolly sitting with all of the black dudes around her, kissing and fondling her.


They stood her up and stripped her. Dolly is a redhead in her late twenties, with a voluptuous body. She seemed to be in a daze. I realized she was feeling the booze. They carried her to the bedroom. I had a good view of that, too. The men gathered naked around the bed, with Dolly naked, too.


My beautiful wife was about to get gangbanged!


And my beautiful wife loved every bit of it as one after the other of the big, muscular black men shot his load up her pussy. She was fucked every way possible. It was well into the morning before they were fucked out.


Once they had driven off, I let myself into the house and went to the bedroom. Dolly was lying on a drenched sheet, her cunt oozing, her cunt hair all matted, her pussy red and swollen.


It was the hottest thing we ever did. Now Dolly wants a repeat!


—T.O., Troy, New York   [image: image]














What Her Husband Really Knew about Her Tuesday Nights Out with the Girls


Sitting in the easy chair in our bedroom, I looked up from my book now and then to watch Beth, my wife of twenty-five years, dress to go out for the evening.


For some years she had gotten together regularly on Tuesday nights with several girlfriends. Originally they met at each other’s homes, but for the last six months they had been going into the city, to a movie or a club with entertainment.


At least that’s what Beth told me. She had begun to dress differently for these outings. She also was getting home much later; usually well after midnight.


It had been a year of change for us. Our daughters were now in college. Beth had worked for an Internet firm but cashed out shortly before the dot-com crash. As she no longer needed to work, she began to do a number of things she hadn’t had time for. She took up watercolors and oil painting, joined a serious book group, and worked out regularly with a trainer.


Because she no longer came home exhausted from her job, our sex life had improved dramatically. She seemed gradually to get hornier and hornier. Whereas before I’d had to wait till she was in the mood, now she was eager to make love nearly every evening.


As a result of her workouts and healthy diet, Beth never looked better. Her tummy was flat, and she had no trace of flab on her hips or legs. Even her breasts seemed to have a new firmness. She informed me proudly that her figure was pretty much back to what it had been when we met, a striking 36C-25-35. With her youthful, still-pretty face, she looked to be in her midthirties rather than late forties.


Over the last few months a number of friends had commented to me about how gorgeous Beth was looking. She was also wearing shorter skirts and dresses, tighter pants, and lower-cut tops. And while she had always been outgoing, she now seemed actually flirtatious. At several parties we went to, I noticed how she would dance closely with some of the men, or shake her body provocatively.


This evening Beth had showered and put on her makeup carefully—deep red lipstick, some eyeliner and eye shadow, a light foundation. She also dabbed on some pleasant-smelling but musky perfume. Her underarms and legs were shaved, and she had trimmed her pubic hair. I watched over the top of my book as she put on black bikini panties, a lacy black demi-cup bra and a pair of black thigh-high fishnet stockings. Then she put on a short, tight red leather skirt and a see-through blouse made of a flimsy black material. The final touch was deep red high-heeled shoes that matched her lips and skirt.


Finally Beth turned to me and asked how she looked. All I could say was, “Fantastic!” She said that she and the other girls had been having a contest to see who could look the sexiest. I said she would win hands down, adding jokingly that I wondered just what she and the girls were up to these days.


Matching my joking manner, Beth said she was sure I would like to know. Then she said not to wait up for her, and with that she was out of the room, down the stairs, and out the front door.


The thing was, I did know what Beth and her friends were up to! Two weeks earlier, not feeling well, I had taken off work in the middle of the day. Beth wasn’t home. Noticing an unlabeled videotape lying on the TV, I popped it in the VCR.


The image that came onscreen was of two women lying naked on their sides on a bed, appearing to be eating each other out. Their faces weren’t visible, but their bodies were in great shape. I wasn’t sure, but one of them could have been Beth—and the other perhaps her friend Linda.


As I stared at the images, a woman began to speak in voiceover:


“We are four women who still love our husbands very much but have gotten bored sexually. Six months ago we took our friendship to a new level and became sexually involved with each other. We are most definitely bisexual.


“We also started having affairs with men we pick up at bars or online, sometimes as part of an orgy, sometimes one-on-one. We’re making this video to help expand our contacts.”


The camera panned back as the women on the bed sat up and introduced themselves. As I suspected, it was Beth and Linda. The camera moved to another pair of naked women, Beth’s friends Helen and Annette.


Annette, who was acting as narrator, then introduced four men, also naked. They all appeared to be in their twenties, and were all quite muscular. Two were black and two white. All had huge erections. Flabbergasted, I watched the rest of the video, an hour of fucking and sucking in all sorts of combinations, including a quite arousing daisy chain.


Beth seemed to get off most with the black guys, who fucked her sequentially and together. She seemed to be in a constant state of orgasm. Her girlfriends appeared equally insatiable. Amazingly, I wasn’t shocked or angry or jealous. I was incredibly horny, and had to jack off repeatedly for relief.


I left the videotape where I found it and went back to my office. When I got home that evening, the video was gone. But I knew now that my wife and her friends had become total sluts. I never did let on that I knew what Beth was doing on Tuesday nights. I have no interest in stopping her fun or making her feel guilty. She is still horny for me, and our sex life is great, so I have nothing to complain about.


I just keep hoping that one day she’ll leave another stray videotape around.


—K.T., New York, New York   [image: image]














He Wanted Her to Be More Sexually Open, But Not Quite as Open as All That


Sally and I seemed to have a perfect marriage. We had two wonderful children, interesting jobs, similar cultural and other interests, great respect for one another, and a terrific sex life for the entire twenty-one years we were together. We were truly and deeply in love. But something went wrong, and I guess I brought it on myself.


It started two years ago, after our second child went off to college. To create some new excitement in our relationship, I began to urge Sally to dress more provocatively and to flirt with other men. Though she had a few skimpy dresses, a couple of short skirts, and some blouses that revealed her lovely cleavage, she usually wore them only when we went away for the weekend or on a vacation trip on our own. At forty-two, due to regular exercise and good diet, Sally still had quite a good figure, but she said she was uncomfortable flaunting her body around people she knew.


But with the kids out of the house, I kept telling her I thought it would be good for both of us for her to be more sexually adventuresome. Finally she said that I obviously had to get this out of my system, and suggested that we go to a swingers’ party. She said she’d make all the arrangements, but she told me that I had to be prepared for anything to happen.


I immediately became extremely excited at her suggestion. It must have had an effect on her, too, because we had some terrific sex immediately thereafter.


It took two weeks for Sally to find what she was looking for. It was going to be a Saturday evening party at a suburban hotel not too far from our home. Sally prepared for the evening by shaving her pubic hair and putting on slightly more makeup than usual. She wore a new leather miniskirt, thigh-high fishnet stockings, black string bikini panties, a black demi-cut bra, and a tight red V-neck sweater that revealed considerable cleavage. She looked so hot that I could hardly control my erection. She laughed when she noticed.


When we got to the hotel, Sally walked up to the desk clerk and gave our names. I hadn’t expected that we would have a room for the night, but that was part of the deal. We went up to the room and left our jackets there. We then went downstairs to the room where the party was to take place. Sally got quite a few stares from the people we passed along the way.


It was about nine o’clock when we got there, and things were already under way. There was music playing, a self-service bar, and about a dozen couples. Sally gave our names to the woman at the door, whom she had evidently spoken to on the phone. Her name was Rachel, and she was a very attractive blonde in her thirties. She said she was thrilled we could make it. She then gave me a seductive kiss on the lips and told us that we were the only first-timers.


We went over to the bar and made ourselves some drinks. The couples varied in age from the late twenties to the fifties. Some of them came up to us and introduced themselves. All the women were provocatively dressed, and even the plainer ones looked quite sexy. One of the men asked Sally to dance. As she went off with him, I turned to his wife, a striking redhead with huge tits, and asked the same question.


It was a slow number, and the redhead, whose name was Harriet, held me tightly. I glanced over at Sally and her partner. She had put both her arms around his neck, and his hand was already on her ass. Harriet told me that she and her husband had been coming to these parties for a year, and that she had really gotten into having multiple sex partners. She then put her hand on my cock, which was pressed against her belly.


When the song ended, Rachel, the hostess, got up to say a few words. She pointed out Sally and me as first-timers, and said she hoped we would have a memorable time. She then said that Sally had agreed beforehand to the usual initiation for new females. This was news to me, and I was curious. Everyone applauded, and started forming a circle around Sally. The music began again, and to my surprise Sally began to strip—taking off first her blouse, then her bra, then her skirt, then her shoes and stockings, and finally her panties, until she was lusciously naked. She ended her little show by fingering herself to orgasm, to the cheers of everyone. When she was done, she put her clothes back on and came up to me, giving me a big kiss and whispering that the night was still young.


For the next hour or so Sally danced with each of the men in the room, while I stood at the bar and watched. She didn’t hesitate to grind herself against their bodies while they liberally felt her up. After a while Harriet came up to me and said that I must be getting real horny, watching my wife with all those guys. She grabbed me by the hand and took me up to her room. There she stripped me and then herself, and for the first time in years I fucked another woman.


Afterward Harriet and I went back to the party room. Sally was nowhere to be seen, and Harriet suggested that I should check out our room. I went upstairs again. The door to our room was closed, but I could hear considerable noise from inside. I opened the door with my key.


There was Sally, on the bed with three of the men, all of them completely nude. She was sucking off one guy and had her hands on the pricks of the other two. One was particularly well-endowed. When she spotted me, she only winked.


I spent the next hour watching her suck and fuck the three guys. At one point she had one guy in her cunt and one in her ass. Her orgasms were tremendous, and she made much more noise than she usually did during our lovemaking. By the time they were finished the bedsheets were loaded with come.


When the guys left, Sally went into the bathroom to shower. When she came out she looked at me and said, “How’s that for exhibitionism and flirting?” She then added that she could really get into this.


She quickly pulled on her skirt and blouse—with no underwear—and I followed her back to the party. She proceeded to dance with all the guys again, most of whom didn’t hesitate to finger her while they were dancing. She seemed to be having small orgasms continually. I made small talk with some of the other women, but didn’t feel like doing anything else myself.


The dancing stopped about one in the morning, and Sally and I went back to our room. I managed to find some clean sheets and changed the linens. Sally didn’t say very much, but she was kind of glowing. Then suddenly she walked up to me, went down to her knees, and took my cock in her mouth. I couldn’t stop myself from getting hard as hell. We got on the bed and I slipped into her very easily. She was still wet and stretched from the fucking and fingering she had been getting all evening. She had yet another orgasm as I shot into her, and then we fell asleep.


After that night, Sally became sexually insatiable. She began dressing in revealing clothes almost all the time. She also started sleeping with different men, even some of our closest friends. After two months of her promiscuity, I found that I couldn’t take it anymore, and we finally decided to divorce. From what I hear, she still continues her uninhibited lifestyle.


Fortunately, Harriet left her husband about the same time, and the two of us got together. Harriet agreed to pass on other men for a while, but we’ve left the future somewhat open as far as swinging is concerned. In the meantime I’m quite happy to have her limit her sexuality to me alone.


—C.W., Columbus, Ohio   [image: image]






OEBPS/images/9781455577446.jpg
|CTTeIS
PENTHOUSE

- Tl 50

W)I L\D'
IHQRN

SHES MARRIED7
ORS OF PENT] (g MAG.






OEBPS/images/9781455577446_c.jpg
LeTTers,

sms





OEBPS/images/Art_key.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_tit.jpg
LETTERS TO

PENTHOUSE
S0

She’s Wild! She's Horny!
She's Married?

Celebrating 50 Years of Penthouse
THE EDITORS OF

PENTHOUSE MAGAZINE

G

C

GRAND CENTRAL
PUBLISHING

NEW YORK BOSTON





