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A WOMAN KNOWS WHAT A WOMAN WANTS
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In the never-ending sexual revolution, women have proven to be every inch the equal to men when it comes to expressing (and satisfying) their erotic desires, even among their own kind. And for years Penthouse, the premier voice for that revolution, has received thousands of letters from female readers detailing in minute, delicious detail their most intimate lesbian experiences. Inside its pages women have been seduced, caressed, and loved...by other women. Now the best of these confessions are on display in LETTERS TO PENTHOUSE XX: GIRL ON GIRL—sure to fulfill the fantasy of every man...and spark the secret desire of many women.
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GIRL ON GIRL

There is nothing more beautiful than the female body. A woman’s figure has been adored and paid homage to over and over again in every medium. This compilation is no exception. Over the years we at Penthouse Letters have received thousands of letters detailing our readers’ most intimate lesbian experiences, in wonderfully erotic detail. Within these pages the female form is loved, caressed, admired, touched, seduced and . . . well, you know where this is going. What else could we do but share these sultry encounters with the world? On every curve, in every valley, paradise awaits. Prepare for an adventure of erotic proportions where women give themselves freely to each other in the most titillating tales of Sappho.

—    Kathy Cavanaugh

 Senior Managing Editor  





GO, GIRLS! SUPERCHARGED LOVERS CAN’T
 WAIT TO FONDLE IN THE FAST LANE

This past summer my lover and I, while on a road trip to Florida, had an experience that I won’t soon forget.

I am twenty-seven years old and stand five feet five inches tall. I have a dancer’s body: lean, well-shaped, muscular. With blondish-brown hair and eyes that change color, many men find me attractive. My lover is twenty-six. Susie is five foot six, with short brown hair, beautiful light blue eyes and a fabulous body. A real knockout, she is always turning heads.

It was a very pretty afternoon. We had been driving quite a while and were becoming restless with the monotony of the highway. To relieve the boredom we decided to talk about the things that make us horny. Susie said she loved seeing me in skirts. Just to get her going I mentioned that I was wearing a lacy G-string underneath my skirt, which I casually pulled up a little higher so that she might catch a glimpse.

As the conversation continued we became more and more aroused. While I was driving Susie reached over and kissed me, her hands sliding underneath my blouse to feel my breasts. I have small tits, and they almost always have erect nipples. Susie began to roll the ends around in her fingers until they became rock hard. The next thing I knew she pulled a pillow from the backseat and placed it between us, partially on my lap. She lay her head down on it. With one hand on the wheel I stroked her hair, caressing and touching her face, ears, nose and lips. Susie has full lips, soft to touch and wonderful to feel. She looked up at me with those beautiful eyes and said she wanted me right there. I could feel myself getting excited just by the thought of it.

I could hardly believe what happened next. Susie started nibbling, licking and kissing her way up my stomach until she found my breasts. She started sucking on my nipples, making me hot with anticipation of what was to happen next. Her hand slid up the insides of my thighs until she found my crotch, which by this point was wet with excitement.

Susie loves playing with my hair. Exploring, teasing and arousing me to greater heights, she soon lifted my skirt over my hips.

Being the athletic type, I am pretty flexible, a trait that comes in handy when you’re having sex in a car. I found myself with my right leg stretched across Susie’s body. Susie repositioned herself so that she was able to slide her tongue down from my belly button to my hot pussy, rolling it around until she found my clit. I reached over and felt the small of her back, my hand meandering lazily to her beautiful ass. How I wished I could lick and suck on this wonderful creature in my car. I could see her body contracting with pleasure, which made me want more. She told me to continue driving or else she would stop.

By this point my love juices were flowing. She slipped one finger inside my pulsating cunt, sliding it in and out, driving me crazy! In seconds her head was buried deep between my legs and I found myself driving faster. Her tongue found my clit and her lips surrounded it and sucked. I moaned with pleasure, at which point Susie stuck a second finger in my cunt and began pistoning them in and out of my soaking hole. I felt as if I would come all over us both. I really had to concentrate on not losing control of the car, as traffic seemed to be picking up. I think this excited Susie even more.

Susie loves to be inside my butt. She says it is so soft, tight and welcoming. So I was not at all surprised when I felt a finger probing my other hole. Lifting my hips and thrusting deep inside my ass as her tongue teased my clit, Susie sent me skyrocketing into the most exciting orgasm I have ever experienced. Realizing that I was speeding down the highway and that the truck drivers probably had a wonderful view made it even more exciting.

That was one road trip I’ll never forget. I’m looking forward to our next trip so that I can return the favor to my sweet lover.—Name and address withheld    [image: art]




CAREER GIRL LEARNS THAT A GOOD
 MASSAGE RUBS HER THE RIGHT WAY

Being a fast-rising female senior executive in an international accounting firm, I have little time for a social life, let alone sex or other physical enjoyments. As a matter of fact, the most exercise I get is a steady workout in hotel exercise rooms when I travel.

Because of all the stress I have on the job, my work was becoming more seriously affected as time went on, until one day a friend of mine suggested that I get a total body massage to relieve my tension.

I scheduled the event for an afternoon when I could afford to be away from the office for a few hours. I arrived home just minutes before the masseur was due. The service didn’t mention who would be coming, but assured me that I would get my money’s worth. I just didn’t know how true their promise would be. When the doorbell rang I opened it to find an attractive young woman of medium height and build with soft brown hair shimmering in the afternoon sunlight. Her eyes were warm and riveting. I was immediately attracted to her, in a way I’d previously only felt toward men.

I invited her in. Dominique commented on the fact that I was still dressed and that our time, though not rushed, was limited. I watched as she immediately set to work setting up her equipment and preparing the oils and scents. I should have been getting ready, but all I could do was watch, mesmerized by the beauty of this woman’s lithe body covered by her light cotton shift. I asked Dominique if she might like a glass of wine. “That would be lovely,” Dominique said.

Dominique prepared a warm bath and turned on some soft jazz music. Returning to retrieve me, she took my hand and led me into the bathroom, where she began to remove my clothes. Gently she turned me to face the full-length mirror. Standing behind me she reached around and began to slowly smooth my blouse over my breasts, searching out the buttons and deliberately taking her time unbuttoning each one, beginning at the top. My heart began to race, my breathing became deeper and shorter as a warm glow began to sweep over my entire body. Soon I began to tingle all over and felt the juices flow in my pussy. I was not sure of what would come next, but I was not terribly worried.

Removing my blouse and gently rubbing my bare skin and bra-covered breasts, Dominique continued to heighten my excitement further by rubbing my thighs and fondling my buttocks as she unzipped and removed my skirt, not letting it fall to the floor but gently pushing it down to my ankles and guiding each shoe-encased foot out of the gathered material. Then she startled me by saying that I was beautiful and should be proud of my taut, strong and sensual body.

Dominique stepped back from me and removed her cotton shift. I watched, a voyeur from my position in front of the mirror, and I gasped at the beauty being revealed before me. Dominique was wearing a pair of white silk exercise shorts and a thin white cotton tank top that left little to the imagination. Her breasts were firm and round, with the darkest areolas I had ever seen, easily visible through the material. Her nipples, which jutted out a good three-quarters of an inch above the luscious spheres of feminine breast flesh, were just barely covered by the thin T-shirt material.

Noticing my interest in her body, Dominique said in a whispering tone that my strong nipples were pushing themselves out of my bra and maybe they would like to be released. Before I could answer she unfastened my bra and slipped her smooth fingers over my shoulders, pushing the straps forward, letting the material fall free of my aching orbs. Dominique reached under my arms and gathered my breasts into her strong hands. She fondled them with the gentlest of touches, paying particular attention to my sensitive nipples. As she continued her ministrations I began to moan and feel the waves of pleasure surround me as I felt an intense orgasm begin to build deep within my body.

Not allowing me to reach that ultimate point of pleasure, Dominique moved her hands slowly down my stomach and penetrated the waistband of my panty hose with two of her fingers, which she ran all the way around my body. Then, ever so slowly and gently, her hands moved down my legs, pushing my panty hose down to my ankles. Removing one and then the other shoe, Dominique pushed the bunched-up nylon material off my feet. She bent down. Her soft lips kissed my toes before slowly working their way up my legs to the lacy softness of my panties.

Returning to my crotch for the second time, her lips and now her tongue worked their wonders on me. Dominique’s mouth made magic, sending my senses into orbit. As she neared my rounded butt-cheeks I fought the urge to reach around and direct her mouth between them. My mind was filled with images of past experiences of rear entry, cunt-lapping and deep penetration. But my wanton desire to be captured and taken by another woman could not be denied. I so wanted to taste that forbidden fruit.

Dominique continued to rub and massage my ass with her lips and tongue as she slowly moved her soft hands gently around my hips to my love-mound. As she touched my pussy I exploded, enjoying an intense orgasm. Weak-kneed and wobbly, Dominique reached up and steadied me, softly urging me to relax and allow myself to be swept away. As my heavy breathing subsided I noticed that I had my eyes clamped shut and was clutching Dominique’s hand to my pussy. Unable to move, Dominique hugged me and gently reassured me that I was in good hands. As she motioned me into the tub Dominique removed my lacy covering, which was now totally soaked with my pussy juices.

Easing me into the tub, Dominique began the most sensuous massage I have ever felt from a man or a woman. Using the sponge in so many ways to heighten my sensitivity, she tweaked my nipples to near orgasmic levels, massaged my breasts vigorously and rubbed my pussy softly yet surely. Paying particular attention to my clit, she repeatedly brought me to the edge of orgasmic relief just to let me slide back again, and then repeated the exercise over and over again until I begged her to release me. The release she brought me was filled with waves of pleasure that took over my body and were so intense that I nearly passed out. In fact all I really remember is Dominique’s sweet, soft, whispering voice asking whether I wanted to stay in the tub for more massaging or if there might be something else I might enjoy. Totally captivated and relaxed, I could have been made to do anything Dominique might have suggested.

Helping me out of the tub, Dominique led me to the massage table she had set up. I lay facedown on the table as she whispered for me to tell her what I liked. She assured me that she would be always gentle. Pouring warm oil all over my back, butt and legs, Dominique systematically massaged and rubbed each inch of my skin, releasing the tension in each associated muscle. Working up my legs, my anticipation grew as she neared my butt, only to be dashed by her avoidance of it. I felt myself slowly humping the table. Dominique asked if something was wrong. Unable to contain my lust, I responded, “I want more! I want to feel you, I need you to touch me!” I surprised myself with this outburst, as I’m usually the demure type when it comes to sex. Dominique asked me to be specific: “What do you need? What do you want to feel? Where do you want me to touch you?” I could only respond, “My butt!” Dominique poured more oil down the crack of my ass and ever so slowly began kneading my cheeks. I responded by more humping in time with the rhythm of her motions.

It was then that I realized Dominique was playing a game with me. If I wanted something I would either have to ask or take more control, but I was hopelessly lost under the spell of Dominique’s magical fingers. All I could do was roll over as Dominique was moving to the head of the table. A bit surprised, Dominique asked, “What’s this? Do you want something else?” I said “Yes!” in a deep, throaty voice and added, “Concentrate on my tits and pussy!” Dominique responded immediately with her fingers on my pussy mound, working them aggressively into my soaked love-hole and saying, “Now there is the real woman I’ve been feeling.”

Becoming more bold, I reached behind my head and began to slowly rub up and down the backs of Dominique’s legs and ass. Responding to her moans I began to slowly remove her silky shorts. In no time Dominique was totally nude and within reach. Returning her hands to my body, I asked that she spend some time working on my tits and nipples. Compliant, Dominique serviced them as only a woman can. She asked if I wanted them kissed and sucked and I surprised myself by saying, “Yes, oh please, yes!” As she was sucking and rubbing I became an animal, screaming, “Rub my pussy, finger-fuck me until I come. Dominique, don’t stop this time. Fuck me, make me come.” Fingering me hard, harder than I have ever done, but gently and knowingly as only a woman can, Dominique brought me to an intense orgasm that had me shaking for what seemed like hours.

I had never kissed a woman before and always thought it strange, but at that moment I wanted and got the deepest, wettest, longest and most sensual kiss of my life. I still can’t imagine how long it went on before Dominique, panting sensuously, said that it was time to wrap up, but since she had enjoyed herself so much she would give me a special treat if I didn’t demand too much time.

Nodding approvingly, I let her take charge again as she moved to the other end of the table. Again she began a slow, deliberate lip and tongue massage of my feet, legs and pussy. When her tongue reached the inside folds of my pussy, Dominique started my fire and quickly brought me to the boiling point of orgasm. I was out of control, screaming, “Yes, suck my pussy, you’re making me come, fuck me with your tongue, yes, I’m coming!”

Bidding Dominique good-bye at the door was much like seeing your best friend or lover leaving you. Tenderly I kissed her lips, tasting my pussy juices for the first time in my life. Dominique said, “Don’t you agree that you taste good?” Waving, she added, “Call for another session soon.” Oh, don’t worry, I thought.—E.V., Santa Monica, California  [image: art]




HOUSE-SITTER INVITES HER GIRLFRIEND
 OVER FOR SOME FACE-SITTING

Over the past couple of months I have become extremely attracted to one of my close friends. Her name is Marilyn and she is the most beautiful woman, both inside and out, that I have ever met.

Marilyn and I speak to each other on the phone every day. We always seem to find something interesting to talk about. Every once in a while our conversations turn sexual and we talk about certain things that arouse us. You see, Marilyn has a very sensual voice and whenever she talks about what excites her I imagine myself actually doing these things to her. So while we are just talking on the phone I become so aroused that my pussy is soaked and if she says one more thing, I could have an orgasm. Whether we are talking on the phone or if we go out together, there always seems to be some sort of sexual electricity between the two of us.

One day Marilyn called me at work and said that she was watching a friend’s house. She wanted to know if I might like to come over for a visit. Since I’ve been to the house before, I accepted the invitation, on the condition that we go into the Jacuzzi. She said that would be fine, but the only way she would go in is if we both had no clothes on. For the rest of the day all I thought about was Marilyn.

When I got to the house that night, every room was dark except for the living room. There was a fire in the fireplace and a few candles were lit around the room. Marilyn walked up to me and greeted me with a passionate kiss on the lips. As we kissed my pulse started to race and I could just feel the electricity between us. When the kiss ended we looked into each other’s eyes and I felt my knees weaken. Marilyn then took me by the hand, led me into the living room and sat us down by the fire. She made sure we both had a drink and we talked a little while.

After about a half hour of small talk I said that my back was getting a little stiff. Marilyn suggested that we hop in the Jacuzzi for a while. I told Marilyn that I wanted to but I didn’t have my bathing suit. She said, “So what? Let’s go in with nothing on, like I mentioned to you on the phone.” I agreed and went off to the bathroom to remove my clothes.

When I walked around to the Jacuzzi I noticed that all the lights were off. I could only hear the water bubbling, but after my eyes adjusted I saw Marilyn’s shadow on the water. I walked up to the Jacuzzi, took off my towel and climbed in. I sank down into the warmth of the bubbles and it felt terrific. Marilyn sat next to me and as I looked up at her, our eyes met. I felt Marilyn’s hand caress the inside of my thigh under the water. “Your legs are so soft. They feel wonderful,” she said. As her hand gently moved up my inner thigh, she moved her body so that she was facing me. Very slowly her lips met mine in an extremely intense kiss. I could feel her body press against me as we kissed. I wrapped my arms around her neck, bringing her closer.

I became even more aroused as I felt her nipples hardening each time they brushed against mine. At this point I started kissing her neck and made my way up to her ear. I heard Marilyn let out a soft moan as her hands explored my body under the water. As my tongue circled the outer edge of her ear I whispered to her, “I want you.” I could feel Marilyn’s fingers coming closer to my pussy. She slipped her finger in between my pussy lips and slowly moved it up and down my slit. I shivered; her touch felt so wonderful. I whispered, “Marilyn, please please put your finger in my pussy. I want to feel you inside of me.”

Marilyn kissed me passionately as I felt her penetrate me. Her finger moved in and out of my hole, slowly at first. I started grinding my hips in rhythm with her movements. I could feel my pussy starting to throb and I knew I was ready to explode!

“Oh, my God!” I said. “That feels so good. Please don’t stop!”

“Don’t worry, I’ll never stop if that’s what you want,” Marilyn said.

As she said that, I wrapped my legs around her body, wanting to pull every inch of her inside me. I tried to hold back my orgasm but it was impossible. I felt my whole body go numb as the muscles inside my pussy started to contract. I could feel my pussy pulling her finger in and out of me with quick jerks as my orgasm exploded. It was like I’d lost control of my bodily functions, as if my body had a mind of its own! In any case, it was the most intense orgasm I’ve ever had.

Even though my pussy was still pulsating, after a few minutes I gently moved around so that I was on top of Marilyn. I kissed her lightly on the lips as I ran my fingers through her hair. Marilyn said that we should get out of the Jacuzzi since we had been in there for quite some time. So we both got out, wrapped ourselves up in towels and went to lie down on a blanket in front of the fire. It felt great just to hold her in my arms.

When I thought Marilyn was starting to fall asleep, 1 decided that I was going to give her a full-body massage with my tongue. I started with her toes. I kissed and sucked each one as I ran my tongue up and down the arches of her feet. “That feels really great!” Marilyn said. Then I started licking my way up the insides of her legs. I moved from leg to leg, making sure I did not miss one spot. I wanted to taste every single part of her body.

When I reached her inner thighs I could see her swollen, pink pussy lips. Her clitoris was peeking out and I wanted to flick my tongue across it for a small taste. But not yet, I thought to myself. I wanted to finish my tongue massage first.

I started kissing and licking my way up to Marilyn’s belly button and slid my tongue in and out of it. It was a hint of what was to come. I then kissed her entire stomach while slowly moving upwards.

As I reached her breasts, I saw her beautiful rock-hard nipples. They were perfect and just the sight of them made my juices flow. I couldn’t hold off any longer. I slowly circled the tip of my tongue around her areola, slid across to her other breast and did the same thing. I didn’t want to touch either of her nipples yet. I just went back and forth with my tongue, circling around the nipples.

Marilyn was really starting to moan. I think she was about to go crazy, but I also thought she was enjoying my teasing. Finally, since I didn’t want to tease her forever, with my hands I pushed her lovely breasts together and moved from nipple to nipple, flicking each one with the tip of my tongue. Since I had her breasts pushed so close together I started to suck on both of her nipples at the same time. This seemed to drive Marilyn over the edge. She grabbed my head and hugged me as I sucked on her nipples. I had another orgasm just from her reaction to what I was doing.

When Marilyn let go of my head and her breathing seemed somewhat normal, I started kissing my way back down her stomach. I stopped when I reached her pussy and just stared at it. Her sweet nectar was making it glisten and I couldn’t wait to taste it. I could see her erect clitoris, which seemed as hard as her nipples had been a few moments earlier. I wanted her so badly.

At that moment I put the tip of my tongue in between her pussy lips. As I did this, Marilyn murmured, “Oh my God!” I pushed my tongue slowly in her hole so I could taste her honey. I then moved my tongue up and down her swollen lips, kissing them tenderly. As I moved my tongue up, I came closer to her clitoris. I was very careful not to touch it since it looked like it was ready to explode at any second.

I just wanted to tease Marilyn a little while longer. I knew it would make her orgasm more intense. So I blew very softly on her clit. I could feel her shiver as I did this. With the tip of my tongue I started to circle her swollen clitoris. I did this very slowly, around and around. I just kept moving my tongue slowly in a circle. As I was doing this, Marilyn started moving her hips against my tongue. That was when I put my lips lightly around her clitoris but still moved my tongue around in a circle. After about ten seconds of this I could feel her start to throb against my tongue. As I felt Marilyn come to a powerful climax, I slowly slid my finger inside her hole so I could feel her pussy contract. As the contractions started to subside, we fell asleep in each other’s arms.—H.M., Trenton, New Jersey




CHEATER HUSBAND BETTER GET READY FOR WIFE
 WITH A BAD NEW ATTITUDE

I am a twenty-seven-year-old housewife living in the Seattle area. I have been married for four years to Robert. We have a very nice home and two cars—mine is a cute little sports car. We decided not to have any children until I was about thirty, so I am on the pill. My husband works in the city, so he has about an hour drive each way every day.

Our sex life has been very satisfactory. We make it two or three times a week and I usually have an orgasm. All in all I felt that we had a very good life, until three weeks ago.

I was at home on this particular Thursday afternoon when I got a phone call that changed my life. When I picked up the phone I heard a hysterical woman’s voice calling for Robert. I told her that he wouldn’t be home for another hour and asked if there was anything I could do to help. She asked if I was his sister. Something made me say yes. Then she poured her heart out to me.

It seems that my husband had been having an affair for the last six months and her husband had just found out about it. He had beaten her up pretty bad and she was at a friend’s house trying to locate Robert to come and take care of her. She knew that Robert was married and separated and that as soon as his divorce was final they would be together forever. This was a big news bulletin for me!

I really felt bad when I had to tell her that I was his wife and that I knew nothing about my divorce plans. She really broke up then and hung up on me.

Next thing I know in walks my loving husband, all smiles. I think I was still in shock. He reached out to kiss me. I turned my face and said, “Your girlfriend Crystal called. Her husband wants to see you.” Then I broke into tears, ran into the bedroom, threw myself on the bed and cried my eyes out.

Later on that evening he tried to explain the situation with a lot of lies, and when that didn’t work he finally confessed. I slept in the guest bedroom that night. The next day I decided that he wasn’t going to chase me out of my bed. He could sleep anywhere he damn well wanted. He was not going to touch me, though. Of course he tried all kinds of sweet talk and assorted bullshit. At that point I decided it was all over.

The next two days were full of decisions and more decisions. I didn’t really want a divorce. I have no real job skills and felt incapable of making it on my own.

Monday morning after Robert went to work I roused myself enough to go to the grocery store. I was in the produce aisle when I ran into a friend I had known from around the neighborhood. Noelle took one look at me and said, “What’s the matter? Do you have an eye infection?” I just broke down and cried some more. She put her arms around me and I told her all about it. She insisted that we put all the groceries in our cars and I follow her home to have a good stiff drink. Here was the compassion and sympathy I needed.

At her place I sat on the couch and whimpered and sobbed while she fixed a couple of scotch and sodas. Then she sat beside me and put her arms around me while I chug-a-lugged my drink. Noelle got up and fixed me another, sat down beside me again and put her arm around me once more. I put my head on her shoulder and tried to stop whining. As I snuggled up closer to her she turned a little toward me and pressed a soft kiss on my forehead. I raised my head to see what was happening and she softly touched her lips to mine. I lowered my head to her shoulder again, all confused. I had never been kissed on the lips by a woman before. Now I knew I wanted more. I raised my head again and as she kissed me I put my arm around her and pulled her to me. We had a real kiss. Her tongue was in my mouth and mine was in hers. We sat there on the couch and kissed and hugged like a couple of high school kids, only it was much softer than with a man. Not better, just different. I was getting hotter and hotter. Finally, with butterflies in my stomach, I eased my arm from around her neck and let my hand slide down to caress her breasts. She moaned in my mouth and began to undo my blouse. When she had it all way open she pulled it out of my skirt, then reached around and unhooked my bra. After squeezing my nipple she leaned over and began to suck it. I think I was hotter than I had ever been in my life. I couldn’t wait to get her top off. She wore no bra. She didn’t need one—her breasts stood up firm and proud. As I leaned over to take her nipple in my mouth I felt her hand slide softly up my skirt and begin to caress my mound. I didn’t want to stop. I couldn’t stop. She took my hand and we headed for the bedroom. Again she turned to face me and kiss me passionately. I returned the kiss as she began to undress me. I lay on the bed while she stripped and lay down beside me, our naked bodies touching from head to toe. She leaned over me again and sucked my nipples. Then her kisses started down my body. I knew where she was going. It was a fantasy about to be fulfilled. Finally she was there, her soft lips on my hot little pussy, her tongue drawing circles around my hard little clit. I had the longest, most violent orgasm of my life. Then Noelle was lying beside me, holding me, kissing me. I could taste my juices on her mouth and tongue.

When I had sufficiently recovered my strength I rolled on top of her to give her the same treatment. I had never dreamed that someday I would go down on another woman but I did, and I loved it. After her first orgasm Noelle twisted around so that we were lying across the bed in a 69 position. We spent the rest of the day showering, drinking and making love.

When it was time for me to go home I had a different feeling about things in general and my marriage in particular. I no longer felt like crying—in fact I wasn’t sad at all. I felt a mixture of anger, elation and freedom. I knew that I was young and pretty with a very good figure. I could have any man I wanted, or any woman for that matter. I felt good.

When I walked into the house Robert was watching TV. He said, “Hi, honey!” I ignored him. We had dinner without much conversation. He never asked where I had been all day. I wouldn’t have told him anyway. I was taking control of my life. When it was time for bed I told him curtly, “Go take a shower.” When he came out I was naked on the bed with my legs spread. In a very matter-of-fact tone I said, “Get down there and eat my pussy till I tell you to stop.” Then I told him that he might as well play with his prick so that it would be nice and hard because I was expecting a mighty good fuck. I am sure that he was shocked.

I let him eat me for a while, then told him that if his prick was hard and ready for fucking he should lie on his back because I was in charge tonight. I straddled his hips, took his prick in my hand and slipped it into my pussy, all the way to the bottom. But instead of the old in and out I began to snap my hips back and forth, rubbing my clit on his pubic bone. It took very little of this before I came. Then I climbed off him and rolled over to go to sleep. This didn’t sit very well with him at all. He started whining, “Honey, I didn’t come. What about me?”

I listened to this for a very short time, then told him, “That’s tough shit. If you want to get your nuts off, go see Crystal.”

I woke the next day just after the bastard (as I had begun to think of him) had left for work. I decided to fulfill any and all fantasies I’d ever had. I am going to have sex with another man, I’m going to do it with two men at once, maybe even try an orgy. I want to make a really wild porno movie and save a copy for his old age. I think the first thing I’ll do is try prostitution. If I like it I’ll make it my hobby. Maybe I’ll fuck some of his friends and co-workers. I’m going to get a metal lock box that will fit in our safe deposit box at the bank to hold my earnings as a whore along with the copy of my porno movie and any other pictures that I can collect along the way. Then if I die first he’ll have something to remember me by. Maybe it’ll give him a stroke. Maybe he’ll die first. I’ll take him my little box of goodies and entertain him on his deathbed.

Over all I plan to continue my relationship with Noelle for as long as I can and if that wears thin I’ll get a handsome lover on a permanent basis.

The world is so full of things that I can do now. And the bastard had better not say a word.—D.W., Seattle, Washington  [image: art] 




HER FIRST TIME WITH A WOMAN
 WAS THE TIME OF HER LIFE

Most of us remember our first time, even when other memories become faded and jumbled. For me, my first time with a woman is still extremely vivid.

Her blouse was open and her bare breasts stood straight out, tipped with long, dark nipples. I reached out to touch them and she took a deep breath and closed her eyes. The smooth flesh and hard nipples felt strange to my inexperienced hands, but the excitement of touching her was like electricity.

She reached down and lifted my face to hers, kissing me full on the lips. Her tongue snaked into my mouth and I felt myself answering her probe. A rush of excitement coursed through my body. She urged my head downward until my mouth was even with her breasts. Then she lifted one to my mouth. I closed my lips around the tough, pink knob and began to suckle. I could feel my body beginning to ache, and dampness puddle in my panties.

She moved my mouth to the other breast, and I sucked the nipple into my eager mouth. She moved me gently away from her, unsnapped her shorts and let them slide down her long, long legs. Her thin, white underpants did little to hide her triangle of dark red hair, and she quickly slid them down and away as well.

I stared open-mouthed at the dark lips of her vagina. My lover reached for my hand and pressed it against her opening. Her pubic hair felt strange against my palm. The tips of my fingers touched the wet folds of her vaginal lips. “Go on baby, touch me. Feel me up and down and all around, honey,” she cooed. I slid my hand further into the wetness and felt her lips part and close around my fingers.

“I want to show you how to love me,” she whispered, and urged my head down until my face was against her vagina. Her scent rose in waves and soon became an aphrodisiac. “Use your tongue, darling,” she purred. “Stick out your tongue and taste me deep inside.” She guided me to the places she wanted touched. The salty taste of her excited me as much as the feel of her slippery lips.

She held me against her opening, then encouraged me to slide up until my tongue was pressing hard against her clitoris. “Yes! Yes! There! Yes! Lick me there! Suck my clit into your mouth. Oh! Yes, yessss!” she screamed.

Her body began to undulate beneath me, but she held my face to her body and the pressure continued to mount inside her. She kept moaning and writhing. Finally she pressed hard against my mouth one last time and then relaxed. “Oh, my sweet!” she said between labored breaths, “That was good, so good. Let me taste your lips.”

My mouth was wet, covered with the smell and taste of her. She bent forward and kissed me. She reached down, tugged my T-shirt over my head and tossed it aside. Her soft hands began roaming over my skinny chest. She started kissing my body, down my neck and chest until she sucked one nipple into her mouth. I closed my eyes and tensed at the powerful and wonderful feelings rushing through me.

Her hand moved gently down my stomach, across my shorts, and to my inner thighs. She slid her long, elegant fingers beneath the elastic waistband and pulled my shorts and underpants down my legs. Her hand moved slowly up one leg, feeling each curve, each muscle and bone, until she reached my sex. She rolled over so her body could lie against mine. Her breasts pressed into me, her nipples rubbed against mine, her breath was on my neck and her fingers were teasing my most secret parts.

She slid between my legs and her tongue began playing with me, teasing me, tracing a line through my lips until she touched my engorged clitoris. She sucked my clit into her mouth, her tongue rubbing rapidly against the tip, until I fell apart in orgasm. An eighteen-year-old girl was introduced to wonderful sex by a thirty-six-year-old woman on an old park bench in a small-town park.

I’m twenty-seven now and married, but Lucia and I continue our woman-to-woman relationship.—A.O., Salt Lake City, Utah  [image: art] 




SHE WAS WARM FOR ROOMIE’S FORM
 IN THE COLLEGE DORM

I was a senior at an all-girl college. I have short hair, brown eyes and a generous figure that both men and women admire. I am—and was—bisexual, but not many people knew that, including my roommate Stephanie.

One evening I was in my room studying when Stephanie burst in, threw herself on the bed and started weeping. I went over to comfort her and she put her arms around me and started to sob into my chest. When I asked her what was wrong, she told me that her boyfriend had dumped her for another girl.

Stephanie continued to cry for several minutes, which made the front of my nightshirt wet and clingy. I was not wearing a bra, and the feeling of her tears and her breath was erotic. She hugged me even tighter, which sent shivers down my spine and beads of moisture into my panties.

I tilted her head upward and wiped the tears off her face. We looked directly into each other’s eyes. I desperately wanted to kiss her, but I didn’t want her to feel uncomfortable. Stephanie glanced at my breasts and saw the effect she had had on my nipples. Then she looked back into my eyes. She reached her hand out gingerly and began to rub my tits.

“Make love to me,” she whispered.

She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and placed her lips on mine. Her tongue entered my mouth. As our breasts rubbed together, I felt her nipples harden under her sweater. While we kissed, she began to run her fingers up and down my back under my nightshirt.

I grabbed the bottom of her sweater and pulled it up and over her head. I had seen her naked several times in the shower and while she changed, but this was the first time I’d felt a sexual charge for her.

With her tits totally bare, I bent down and clasped a nipple between my lips. I gently tugged on it, then licked it with my tongue. Stephanie moaned and lay down on the bed as her hands continued exploring my tits. As I licked her cleavage, the faint smell of her perfume filled my nostrils.

My hand slowly traveled down her body, stopping between her legs. She was incredibly hot. I moved my hand back and forth across her crotch, causing her to whimper and her legs to stiffen. Still wearing her jeans, she ground her cunt against my hand and slowly moved her pelvis up and down. Her breathing became more rapid. Finally she let go of my tits to unbutton her jeans. I grabbed the waistband and tugged them off. After I pulled down her undies, I took off my nightshirt and peeled off my own moist panties.

We were both naked, and the feel of her hot skin and the cool air was sensational. Stephanie began to play with my nipples again, and I returned to sucking hers. My hot breath caused her nipples to get as hard as rocks in my mouth. Stephanie moaned and I continued licking and sucking her tits.

After a few minutes, Stephanie spread her legs and motioned shyly for me to go down toward her pussy. “Lick me there,” she sighed. “I want to know how another woman’s tongue feels on my cunt.”

My tongue darted in and out of the folds of her pussy. I could taste her juices as her hips began bucking. She pushed my face into her crotch with her hands, and I got a mouthful of her come as she climaxed. Her groans of pleasure filled our room.
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