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SEX-ATIONAL FIXATIONS
We all have certain things that turn us on—the silky stroke of her long, black hair . . . the rhythmic tapping of stiletto heels on a hardwood floor . . . contact sports, adapted for the boudoir . . . erogenous zones to be explored. From the sexually savvy editors at Penthouse magazine comes this scintillating book where the focus is on your secret desires—and how to tickle, taunt, and tease your every fancy.
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Introduction

A sleek, shapely leg encased in smooth nylon. A delicately arched foot with neatly pedicured toenails. The heady aroma of warm leather. The rhythmic tapping of stiletto heels on a wooden floor. One man’s overlooked detail is another’s raison d’être.

Fetishism is sex stripped down to the bone. It represents a singular desire that launches a thousand orgasms. The mere suggestion of that one sexual longing will kick-start an ordinary evening and turn it into a memory that lasts a lifetime.

Penthouse Variations readers certainly know what it takes to satisfy their carnal cravings, no matter how extraordinary they might be. In this scintillating collection, men and women confess their kinkiest escapades. Whether their pleasure is feet, shoes, legs, or stockings—or something even more outrageous—these sexual adventurers reveal what really gets them going, and take you along for the wild and sexy ride. So come on in, discover your most secret desires laid bare, and make a few memories of your own.

Barbara F. Pizio

Executive Editor

Penthouse Variations







Admirer of Breasts Finds a Lovely Woman
 Willing to Indulge His Every Fantasy

As a dancer I’ve had a chance to travel and meet a lot of people. That’s how I met Frank, my husband. He had attended one of the programs I was in, and eventually talked me into going out with him. A year later we were married.

We’ve enjoyed a variety of lovemaking ideas, but recently I decided to surprise Frank with something different. I know how much he enjoys seeing me in my dance costumes, and I decided he should find out what it’s like to wear one. For starters, I got out an old pink leotard and, using scissors, made some strategic adjustments.

The next Saturday night I led Frank into the bedroom and slowly stripped him, teasing every inch of his body. His cock was throbbing by the time I got to it, but I told him I had something special in mind. He laughed when I got out the leotard, but he stepped into it and let me pull it up.

I could tell the stretchy leotard was having the desired effect. I rubbed my hands over his Lycra-covered body and rubbed his cock through the formfitting material. Frank grabbed me, but I pulled away and told him to wait. I took off my clothes and laid him back on the bed, kissing him hard as I rubbed his cock some more. Then I reached down and manipulated his erection through the small opening I had made in the costume, so that his cock stood straight out.

I shifted positions and gently licked the head of his cock and then its shaft. I could hear him groaning as he slid two fingers into my wet pussy and began to fuck me with his hand. My teasing continued until he was about to come, and then I rearranged the leotard, tucking his cock back inside the tight material. Frank was thrusting his hips, enjoying the sensation.

Moving around again, I told him not to mess up his leotard or he’d have to wear dance costumes at least once a month for me. Then I rolled over on him and ground my hips into his as I kissed him hard. As we kissed, I reached down and started pinching his nipples through the fabric. I rolled off him and saw the big wet spot on the front of his costume that signaled he was about to come. Reminding him of his punishment for disobedience, I pulled out his aching member and lowered myself onto it, riding us both to orgasm in moments.

After he settled down I slid off and onto my back, pulling him down over me. I guided his mouth first to my nipples and then to the wet curls between my legs. As he licked me, I reminded him that his come was flavoring the taste he was enjoying. His agile tongue brought me to a series of climaxes within minutes.

The next weekend I introduced Frank to several new costumes that I brought home from the costumer’s. He now has a classic tutu with a pink satin top and short, stiff net skirt, a long, flowing gown, and one very frilly satin version of a square-dance costume. By the time he tried on that last one, he couldn’t control himself. The feel of all that satin and net and spandex drove him wild. Sex that night was fabulous!

Now, whenever I perform, I know Frank is out there not only watching me but enjoying the fantasy of what my costume must feel like. He knows he’ll find out later, and I know that I’ll love the results.

—Ms. D.A., Mississippi    [image: art]







Leather-Loving Woman Is Sitting in the Lap of
 Luxury with Her Hipster Stud

People often ask me about my leather couch. I mean, I guess it does seem a little out of place for a woman whose other furniture consists of milk crates and foam cushions, and who has takeout containers and ratty clothes scattered around her tiny apartment, to have such an expensive piece of furniture as a centerpiece. I try to explain that I scrimped and saved for a year to be able to afford this black beauty because I simply needed something luxurious in my life. Most people seem to find my explanation a little odd, but they accept it nonetheless.

But there’s more to the story than meets the eye. As far back as I can remember, I have been drawn to leather—its appearance, its texture, its scent. My relationship with leather began as one of simple admiration, but it has built to the point where I can say I am somewhat obsessed with the material. To be blunt, it turns me on. Whether wrapped around the contours of a plush chair or those of a plush male butt, leather is just plain sexy. The sticky crinkle of new leather, the buttery soft caress of worn leather, the subtle, slightly bovine scent, the dull sheen—I love everything about it.

So, back to the couch, my own special haven. The real reason I bought it is because I love to masturbate while sprawled out naked on a leather couch, feeling the slick coolness against my back and ass in the winter, or the moist adhesiveness clinging to my damp body in the summer. I sleep on my couch every night, and the sensation of being surrounded by leather turns me on to no end. If I pick up a guy and bring him home, I always fuck him right there on the couch. Sometimes when I masturbate I’ll even straddle one of the cushiony arms of the couch and slide my slippery pussy back and forth against the smooth leather until I come and spill my juices all down the sides. After these sessions, I always break out my soft cloth and leather cleaner and do a thorough polishing to keep my beautiful couch in perfect condition.

Let me tell you about a particularly hot fuck I had a few months ago. It was a disgustingly humid summer day, and the dirty, stifling city heat left me unable to do much else besides sit around naked on my couch and play with my pussy. After several hours of halfhearted stroking, I was downright horny, and I decided I needed a good stiff cock for an hour or two. So I peeled myself off the couch, poured myself into a skintight little dress that boosted my cleavage to obscene proportions, pinned up my long brown hair, and headed out to my local bar, which, thankfully, was air-conditioned.

Once inside, I got myself a cold brew and began to cruise the scene. The pickings were slim since it was still so early, so I plopped myself at the bar to sulk into my drink until Mr. Right—or at least Mr. For Right Now—appeared. I sulked through a couple more beers, and then finally I saw him. Rather, I should say I saw it, because what I noticed was a slim, leather-encased ass sticking into the air right next to my barstool. When the owner of said butt stood up straight after retrieving what he had dropped, I stared in awe. He was tall, pale, thin but well toned, and his intense ice-blue eyes stabbed out from beneath a tangled crop of black hair. His veiny arms were covered with tattoos, and his left nostril was pierced. And, best of all, he had those damn black leather pants hugging his cock and a matching leather vest draped around his smooth white chest. It was lust at first sight!

His name was Damien, and we were back at my place within twenty minutes. I see no reason to waste time in situations like this. Stripping naked and sitting down on the couch, I beckoned Damien over to me. He obviously approved of my body, because his thin lips curled into a slight smile and a bulge began to form in the tight crotch of his pants. When he was within reach I grabbed his ass and pulled him close, nuzzling my face against his bulge. The leather was smooth and slick against my cheek, and I could feel his cock straining against its confines. The smell was intoxicating, and I inhaled deeply, then began to run my tongue along the outline of his shaft.

The tangy, slightly bitter taste of animal skin jolted my senses, and I pressed my tongue harder against the leather barrier. Damien moaned and made a move to take off his pants, but I stopped him. Leaving the top of his pants buttoned, I pulled down his zipper and his erect cock sprang out, greeting me with a shining silver ring that curled through his cockhead. I was thrilled and hungrily took him into my mouth, kneading his leather-covered balls with one hand and his slender ass cheeks with the other.

I swallowed him ever so slowly, until his cock slid deep into my throat and my nose was buried in his pubic hair. His musky scent, mingled with the animalistic twinge of the leather, soon had me sucking him wildly, sliding his cock almost all the way out and then slurping it back in, his shiny ring tickling the very back of my throat.

My pussy was slippery wet by now, and my juices were seeping onto the seat of my couch. I rotated my hips while sucking Damien, and the sweet leather brushing against my swollen clitoris almost took me over the edge. When Damien reached out and took my breasts in his hands, pinching each nipple roughly, I lost it. My orgasm raced through me like a bolt of lightning, causing me to writhe so wildly I could barely keep Damien’s juicy cock in my mouth. But I kept licking and sucking him until my climax calmed, then I let him slip from my mouth. Lying on my back on the already wet couch with my legs spread wide, I told Damien to fuck me.

Reaching into his vest pocket, Damien quickly produced a condom and slipped it on his glistening cock. Not even bothering to remove his pants, he mounted me and shoved his cock deep inside me in one thrust. I gasped and arched my pelvis up, trying to take him deeper. As he pumped into me, my back slid back and forth on the couch and I pressed my sweaty body to him, burying my face in the worn leather of his vest. I grabbed his tight ass, pulling him into me with a howl of delight, rubbing my cheek against his slick vest.

Damien’s thrusting increased in pace and intensity, and he began to make little guttural noises. That got me even hotter, and I clenched his flapping vest with both hands and yanked him to me, kissing him savagely, drawing his tongue forcefully into my mouth. Then I pulled away from the kiss and cried out for him to fuck me harder and deeper. I slapped his ass, reveling in the hollow sound of flesh connecting with leather. My mind reeled with images of wild, bacchanalian orgies, and I pictured myself in the center of them all—on a leather couch, of course.

Just then Damien’s body began to twitch and convulse on top of me, and he came with an elongated groan of relief. He left his cock inside me and continued to grind his pelvis against mine until the tremors of my orgasm crept into my cunt and discharged throughout my entire body like a bomb of ecstasy. Then I collapsed back onto the couch in a disheveled, wilting heap.

I awoke some hours later, my perspiration-soaked body glued to the couch. A piece of paper lay on the floor with Damien’s name and phone number hastily scrawled on it. I spread my legs and moved my hand down to explore my pussy, thinking that Damien might come in handy on some other lazy day when I’m in need of a leather-clad stud.

—Ms. G.V., New York  [image: art]
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