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The Guest

Debra  and her husband, Sam, had just dropped their son off at the airport for his summer exchange adventure, part of a college program. He was flying off to Italy for two months, staying with another family and learning about the country and culture.

They were now waiting for their student, a boy from Brazil, who was staying with them for the summer. The exchange program was much more affordable if they hosted a student in their home. The duties were fairly simple, keeping him fed, providing transportation, and ensuring that at least once a week he had the chance to experience ‘the local history and culture.’

Debra’s mind was wandering, as she thought about her son, and wondered how he would fare in a new country with another family. She wondered if he’d be able to fit in, and really worried about whether he would be safe and well taken care of. She had dreaded him going away, but knew he needed to spread her wings. Debra wasn’t looking forward to the emptier house, which she knew would remind her of his absence. She hoped that having the exchange student would keep her mind off of missing her son.

Her thoughts were far away as she sat in the terminal, so didn’t initially register what was happening as her husband walked up and greeted their student guest. As her brain struggled to switch gears, she watched the young man, surprised at his height and thin frame. She didn’t know why she expected him to be the stocky clone of her son, even though he would use his room for the duration of his stay. The boy was quite handsome in an exotic way, with his swarthy skin and dark eyes.

As Sam introduced ‘Marcos’ to her, she noticed the young man’s eyes slowly scan her from head to foot, returning to her eyes as he took her hand. She was a little flustered and hoped she wasn’t blushing - it had been awhile since anyone had ‘eyed her up’ like that. His brown eyes and bright smile took her, and couldn’t say much more than “Hi,” as they turned to gather his bags and bring him home. As her husband was loading his bags into their car, she noticed Marcos staring at her again, and gave him a smile, trying to avoid another blush.

On the drive home, Debra thought about Marcos staring at her, and wondered why the young man would look at her like he did. She was already in her early 40s, and didn't feel pretty or attractive. Her husband didn’t look at her like that anymore, and she couldn’t recall the last time a stranger did either. She was a little excited at the thought that she was attractive to him, when he probably had the pick of the girls at home.

Over the weekend, they got Marcos settled in, setting up their son’s room as his temporary home. Debra noticed Marcos continued to watch her, even staring when he thought she wouldn’t notice.

At one point when they were placing the sheets on his bed, and leaning down on opposite sides of the mattress, she noticed he was looking down her shirt. She held her position, watching his dark eyes, as she felt herself growing wet and excited. When his eyes moved to hers, and he realized she had seen him staring, he looked flustered. Debra smiled broadly, letting him know it was OK.

After that, Debra retreated to her room for a while, thinking about what had happened, and how she felt.

She was excited and dressed sexier each day, not overtly slutty, but with pretty dresses and skirts, tight jeans and low-cut tops, avoiding more comfortable casual wear in favor of attractive outfits.

Her husband didn’t seem to notice, even though she gave him the same show. Debra felt a flutter in her stomach every time she caught Marcos staring at her. She made sure she bent over whenever possible to give him a view of her cleavage or ass, and could almost feel a palpable touch as his gaze ran over her.

The few times she tried to talk to him, he seemed shy and only answered in short phrases, even though his English was exceptional. Her husband was the one who was most engaged with the young man, talking about all the local sights, government and anything else he thought would fill his head with knowledge promised by the exchange program.

Finally the weekend ended, and Debra faced the beginning of a new workweek. She thought sadly how students were lucky to have the summer off, but were so unappreciative that this was the only time in their lives where they didn’t have to worry about the never-ending grind of the real world.


Peeping Tom

Debra’s work day was short, a holdover from when her son was in school. She kept those short hours as her husband’s career progressed and they didn’t need a full-time income from her. She had grown accustomed to her ‘quiet time’ ritual each morning. Debra arose, made coffee and sat sipping while reading the news after her husband left for work. She would then shower and get ready for her short work day. After the first couple of days with their new guest, she was happy to see that he slept late and left her the time to maintain her morning quiet time, although she appreciated when he was up and admiring her.

Debra and her husband had grown accustomed to having the house to themselves, and had removed the double-doors leading to the master wing, which opened the house up quite a bit. This left the master bedroom and master bath doors both opening into the now-extended living hallway. Debra loved open space, and had remodeled the bath so the shower was a large glass enclosure off the back wall, with a mirror over the vanity counter, spanning the entire side of the room, which gave the illusion that the room was twice as large.

One morning, as Debra was showering, she noticed motion just outside the bathroom door, which she had left ajar. She realized she had lost the habit of closing the door after her son had moved out and forgot about their new guest. She looked again, but saw nothing, so was fairly sure she imagined it. When she thought that Marcos might have been watching her, she was strangely excited rather than scared or startled.

As she continued showering, she glanced in her husband’s fogless shaving mirror and saw that Marcos was peeking through the crack in the door. She was a little flustered, so showered quickly with her back to the door, and wrapped herself in her robe as soon as she finished. She walked over and gently pushed the door shut so she could continue getting ready.

Debra found herself thinking about why the handsome foreigner would want to watch someone twice his age. She opened her robe to examine herself in the mirror, and knew she wasn’t nearly as taught and young as the girls in the college, but she wasn’t as flabby and old as she imagined. Her DD breasts were not as perky as in her youth, but her nipples were just as hard. Her stomach showed the faint lines that told of a baby carried in her, but her body was nearly back in the shape of several years ago, with a tiny gut growing lately.

Debra finished dressing and went to work as usual, without seeing their new guest. She had a hard time concentrating at work, as she thought more and more about the boy watching her. She realized she was becoming wet at the idea of him seeing her body. She wondered what he was fantasizing while he watched her in the shower. She also imagined him pleasuring himself as he stared at her nakedness, which made her even more horny.

Show-Off

Debra’s morning routine on the next day was anything but routine. She found she couldn’t focus on her reading as she thought about Marcos watching her in the shower. She wondered if the previous morning was a onetime occurrence, or if he might repeat the peeping. She felt a tingling in her stomach and wasn’t sure if it was fear or excitement.

She finally went upstairs to her bedroom to get ready, and saw that Marcos’ door was closed, which made her a little disappointed. Debra stripped and slipped on her robe, then went into the bathroom and closed the door to get ready.

As she adjusted the shower water, her mind lingered on her feelings about Marcos watching. She knew nudity wasn’t as taboo in other countries as here, and wondered if that wasn’t a good thing. The more she thought about him watching her, the more aroused she became. When the water was the right temperature, she went to the door and opened it a little more than the previous morning.

Debra then went through her shower routine, being careful not to glance at the door. She focused on soaping her legs, arms and pubic areas without looking up, imagining that she had a hidden voyeur examining her. She felt the familiar thrill as she imagined him staring at her, stroking his cock as he fantasized about being with her.

When Debra finished her shower, she toweled off and dropped the damp towel to the floor, moving to the vanity to do her hair and makeup while completely naked - which she had never done before. She found she was excited at the prospect of showing off and finally stole a glance in the mirror to see if Marcos was watching. She was rewarded by spotting a pair of dark eyes watching from beyond the door. She felt butterflies in her stomach as she completed her makeup and stood back, lifting her breasts to be sure to show off for him before slipping on her robe and turning to leave. She could hear his retreating footsteps and quiet click as his bedroom door closed, and smiled to herself.

She spent most of her time at work daydreaming about her morning admirer and had a hard time focusing. That evening, she felt a little awkward as she set out dinner for her husband and Marcos, knowing the boy had seen her fully naked. She wasn’t sure, but imagined that he was staring at her quite a bit more than usual. She smiled sweetly when their eyes met, and was rewarded by a slight blush under his darker skin. Debra got excited and wet as she thought about how she blatantly showed off for the young man, who was now sitting at the table with her, feet away from her husband who didn’t know about her deed.

* * *

The next morning, Debra went through her morning routine with the coffee and news, but wasn’t really focused on it. All she could think about was showing off again for Marcos, and imagined all the things he was thinking about doing with her. She wasn’t sure what she would do if he approached her, but she was certain it would be hard to say “No.”

This morning, she stripped and put on her robe as usual, but left the bathroom door about halfway open as she started the shower. She wanted to make sure he knew she was showing off for him! Debra hung her robe and got in the shower, and made sure she took plenty of time to lather herself while facing the doorway, careful not to look in that direction. She started with her hair, closing her eyes to avoid the soap, imagining him standing there and watching her as she gave a full-frontal show.

Debra began soaping her breasts, running her hands all over herself, feeling her nipples grow hard at the attention. She imagined Marcos standing in the doorway, with his cock getting hard as he watched her. She then began soaping her pubic area, touching herself as she rubbed in the soap, feeling a flash of excitement every time she tickled her clit. After spending a much longer time than usual washing herself, she used the shower wand to rinse off completely, again running her hands all over her breasts and spreading her legs as she washed the soap off her pussy.

She risked a glance at the mirror while she felt the water running over her pussy and down her legs, and could see that he was watching from the doorway. She was surprised and excited to see that he had his erection out, slowly stroking as he watched her. She could only guess what he was thinking, but it turned her on even more to see his long dark meat, straining for her.

Debra turned off the shower and dried off, then proceeded to blow-dry her hair and apply makeup while naked, the same as the previous day. She could see Marcos in the mirror, still slowly stroking himself. She heard his soft footsteps and the door click as she got up to return to her room. She was so excited that she rubbed herself to a tremendous orgasm as soon as she got in her bedroom, imagining it was Marcos licking her in the shower.

* * *

Dinner that evening was exciting and unusual, and Debra found an opportunity to tease Marcos a little, hopefully signalling that she was open to more adventure.

Her husband was asking Marcos about his daily explorations, and how he liked it here in the States. Marcos was a little reserved in his answers but said that he liked it and college wasn’t as difficult as he imagined it might be. Her husband also asked Marcos if he was comfortable with his room, and if he enjoyed staying at their home, if their hospitality was good enough for him. Marcos responded everything was fine, and he was enjoying his time with them.

Debra couldn’t keep herself from saying, “It seems like you’re spending a lot of time in your room. If you got up a little earlier, I’m sure you’d enjoy yourself more.” She smiled sweetly at him, but couldn’t read his expression.

As she was carrying the plates off to the kitchen, she added, “You know, you can ask me if there is anything you want.” She turned and swung her hips seductively as she walked, trying to tease him.

She almost giggled as her husband added, “Yes, Debra will take care of anything you want.”

Debra squirmed through the rest of the evening as she imagined what she would ‘take care of’ for the young man. She wasn’t sure how far she would let things go, but was surprised at how exciting and easy it was to imagine the swarthy man between her legs.

* * *

Over the course of the next few weeks, Debra repeated her morning routine, leaving the bathroom door open a little more each time.

By Friday of the first week, she was leaving the bathroom door three-quarters open, and could easily see when Marcos was watching her from the other room. She loved the thrilling feeling of him watching her nakedness, and her showers became longer and longer as she took time showing off for him.

She was surprised at how erotic the act of showing off had become, and found that she could bring herself to the edge of orgasm by touching herself while washing. She was careful not to drive herself over the edge while he watched, but imagined that he enjoyed seeing her enraged nipples, a byproduct of her extreme horniness.

She sometimes had to take care of herself by rubbing off afterwards, waiting until Marcos returned to his room. Other times she went to work, her brain in a fog as her libido raged. She had to be careful with that because she caught herself returning flirtatious looks from her co-workers. Going to work while horny was definitely dangerous.

Debra started dressing in more revealing tops and tight pants and shorts when at home. She started changing right after work, rather than staying in her business clothes like she usually did. She liked the way Marco looked down her shirt or stared at her breasts, which she occasionally left braless. She was a little careful with that, because going braless made her excited, which hardened her nipples, making them even more obvious.

She thought she was being careful in her gradual changes to exhibitionist until her husband confronted her after work one day. Debra was changing out of her work clothing, and had laid out her outfit for the evening.

Steve said, “I like that,” as he looked at what she had set on the bed.

“Thanks.”

“Marcos will, too,” Steve said, watching her.

“Oh. Um, what?” Debra stuttered, feeling a little nervous about the conversation. She thought she had been careful about the changes.

Steve began removing his shirt and pants as he said, “It’s OK. I love that you’re showing off like you are, whether it’s for Marcos or me. Take off your underwear.”

Debra was surprised - Steve was rarely ‘in the mood’ lately, and definitely not in the middle of the day.

“Um, what are you doing?” Debra asked as she watched her husband pull off his boxers, revealing that he was erect!

“I’m doing what Marcos can’t. You’ve been teasing us, and now it’s time to pay up! You’ve been flaunting those knockers and that ass, and I’m not waiting anymore. Get naked so I can fuck you. Pretend I’m Marcos if you want, but we’re having sex.”

Debra had barely removed her panties and bra before her husband had her pinned to the bed, kissing her fiercely as he worked his hard cock into her. She had to push him away to apply lube before he hurt her, but they quickly had sex. Debra was surprised by her husband’s energy and was pleased by how good it felt to have his hardness inside her. She had imagined Marcos doing this several times, but actually feeling a man inside her was much better than her imagination.

As Steve humped away at her, he said, “You’ve been teasing Marcos mercilessly the last couple of weeks. If you keep it up, he’ll want to be here on top of you. Is that what you want?”

Debra knew she did - she had thought about it often, but felt it would be hurtful to Steve to say so. She simply grunted, “Uh uh,” denying her feelings. As Steve thrust into her again, he said, “Liar. I see the way you look at him. It’s OK to imagine I’m him. Close your eyes, I want to feel how you’d fuck him.”

Debra would not argue, and welcomed the break from her husband’s observations as she shut her eyes and imagined the dark-skinned hunk on top of her, his black cock plunging into her. She let her imagination take over, as the sex felt so different when she imagined it was the young Spaniard inside of her.

“Oh, fuck!” she moaned as she felt her insides stretched repeatedly, and her clit stimulated by the motion. Debra imagined it was the young man’s dark cock inside of her, giving her pleasure as she gave herself to him. It didn’t take long before she could feel her orgasm rising, causing her to grip him tightly, wrapping her legs around his hips to pull him deep. As she peaked, and her body convulsed with pleasure, she cried out as she mashed her mouth against his.

Steve was driven into his own orgasm as his wife called out the foreigner’s name and pulled him tight, jerking and bucking as she had the strongest orgasm he’d felt in years. He held her tight, experiencing his release as she continued to pant and writhe, and only after they were both spent, did they collapse into the bed, their breathing slowly returning to normal.

“You called me Marcos,” Steve chuckled as they lay there.

“No!” Debra said. She was shocked and scared that her fantasy had been exposed so plainly. She worried about what Steve would say, and how this would mess up their lives.

Steve said, “Yes. It was amazing! You really let yourself go there, and I guess you pretended I was him. You came harder than I’ve seen in a long time.”

Debra relaxed a bit at her husband’s casual acceptance of her action. “Yeah, I guess I got carried away.”

“We should do that more often,” Steve laughed.

“Yeah,” Debra agreed, still thinking through the fantasy that she had just experienced.

“Hey, keep teasing like you’ve been doing. And maybe go braless some more.”

“Um, Okay. You sure?”

“Yeah, of course.” Steve looked over at his wife and said, “And if Marcos puts the moves on you, go for it.”

“What?” Debra was shocked, but also excited as the words processed.

“Hun, if a handsome guy 25 years younger than you wants to bone you, you better say ‘yes.’ When will you ever get the chance again?” Steve explained.

“But we’re married.”

“And it’s only sex.” Steve looked at her seriously. “If some 20 year old Chickie dropped her panties for me, there would be zero hesitation. And you wouldn’t be pissed, would you?”

“Uh, I dunno. Who is she?”

Steve laughed, “Very funny. At least I won’t be pissed. Just tell me afterwards, OK?” He gave her breast a squeeze, then added, “I want to hear all the horny details.”

“OK.” Debra’s brain was swirling. Did she just get a hall pass for Marcos?

They washed up and got dressed. Steve grabbed her bra as she picked it up and said, “No bra. He likes to see your nipples. And so do I,” he chuckled.

Splattered

That weekend, Debra didn’t wear a bra at all. No matter how revealing and sexy her outfit, Steve just smiled and pretended all was normal. Marcos spent the weekend with his eyes glued to her. Debra couldn’t wait to show off naked again on Monday.

When Monday dawned, Debra decided she wanted to increase the excitement of showing off a bit more. She enjoyed having Marcos watch her, but wanted to see his reactions. All she could really make out from a distance was the motion of his hand stroking himself.

She went to get her shower as usual, only this time kept the door mostly closed. She turned on the water and stripped, and stood outside the enclosure, observing the mirror for movement, telling her that Marcos was watching.

Once she saw he was outside the door watching her, she causally turned towards the door and pushed it open, catching him by surprise. For a moment, he stood there staring at her nakedness, his hard penis in his hand.

He made a noise and turned to flee, but Debra said firmly, “Marcos, stop!”

The young man froze, unsure what to do. He remained facing away from her until she said in a calm tone. “I want you to watch me. I like  when you watch me. Do you like to watch me?”

Marcos slowly turned and looked at her with curiosity on his face. He nodded and said softly, “Yes.”

Debra was emboldened by his shyness, and caressed her breasts with her hands, then moved one hand to her pussy, petting herself slowly as she said, “Do you like to watch me touch myself?”

Marcos replied, “Yes.”

Debra smiled and said, “I like to watch you touching yourself, too,” as she nodded towards his semihard penis. She slowly went back into the bathroom as she said, “I want you to be in here to watch me.”

Marcos followed, appearing excited but wary. When Debra stepped into the shower and began her morning ritual, Marcos seemed to become less wary, and stroked his penis as he watched her.

Debra was disappointed that he didn’t masturbate to completion, but she enjoyed watching his large black cock bobbing and straining, as if it wanted her.

The next morning, she had to coax him into the room, but after that, he just entered whenever he heard her start the shower.

***

Debra loved morning sessions with Marcos. She loved the feeling of the young man staring at her while he pleasured himself. It felt so thrilling and taboo to expose herself so openly to this man who wasn’t her husband.

Eventually, she thought about what else she could do to push the limits. She noticed Marcos was staring at her breasts a lot more than her bush, and could see that was his focus as he stroked himself each morning.

The sessions lasted longer and longer, and he no longer fled as soon as the water stopped. He stayed until she stepped out of the shower and he watched as she toweled herself off. This was part of the excitement for Debra. She loved the way it felt being naked, only a few feet away from this man who was stroking his long, hard penis.

And now that she was only a few feet away, she found herself excited by the look of his extremely dark meat. It looked almost like a black man's penis had been attached to this swarthy student.

***

One morning after Debra was done toweling herself off she stepped closer to Marcos, who seemed surprised. Debra smiled and said “You can touch them. Go ahead and touch my breasts, Marcos. I know you really want to “

He reached up with trembling hands, then placed them on her breasts gently. Marcos held still for a moment, then massaged them and played with her nipples. She relished the feeling - it was exciting having another man touch her body.

Suddenly, Marcos grunted softly, and she felt a warm liquid splash on her leg. She looked down and realized that Marcos had come, and shot his semen on her leg and on the floor.

Marcos followed her eyes and realized that he had been caught. He had a look of panic in his eyes, but Debra smiled and said “that’s OK. That was very sexy. She gave him another smile and said, “I like the feeling of your cum on my leg. You should do that again tomorrow.”

He looked confused and embarrassed at his unassisted ejaculation, then turned swiftly, and went to his room. Debra reached down and used her finger to wipe a glob of Marco’s goop from her leg. It was still slightly warm. Curiosity and pure horniness made her lick it from her finger. It didn’t have a strong taste, but it brought her to orgasm as she realized she was tasting another man’s cum.

***

It was harder and harder for Debra to behave normally at dinnertime. She also had free rein from her husband to dress as sexy as she liked, so she rarely wore bras. Steve encouraged her to continue to dress like that, telling her he liked the way she looked. Debra could see that he was also enjoying Marcos’ reaction. Debra began to believe that her husband really wanted her to bed the handsome young man.

Debra noticed that both Steve and Marcos spent most of their conversations with her speaking to her breasts. She rarely made eye contact with them. She imagined some women would be offended, but it only made Debra horny, and she was usually soaking wet by the time she headed to bed.

Steve was happy to help her relieve her urge, often asking her to pretend that he was Marcos. Debra spent many nights imagining that Marcos was between her legs.

***

The next morning after Marcos spontaneously came on her leg, Debra put on her usual morning show, then addressed it directly. As she exited the shower, she stood in front of the masturbating man, and said, “I want you to come on me again. Shoot right onto me so I can feel it.”

Marcos looked embarrassed and surprised, so Debra encouraged him as she grasped her breasts. “It feels so good to have you do that, to have you come on me. Will you do it again?”

As an answer, Marcos started jerking himself rapidly, and suddenly grunted, jetting his semen onto her belly and down her leg.

Debra moaned in response, “Oh, yes! Wipe the rest on me!”

Marcos dutifully drained the remaining cum onto her hip and belly.

Debra was looking down, so she could watch him ejaculate onto her. She was so enthralled by the feeling, driven to an emotional peak by having another man’s semen on her, that she could feel an orgasm build almost instantly.

She barely registered Marcos stepping back to leave, as she moved her hand down to touch the globs of cum, slowly beginning to drip down her belly to her mound. As she played with the forbidden spunk, she knew what she wanted, and used her hand to hurry the descent of the liquid to her labia, where she pushed it inside herself as her orgasm hit her.

As she recovered, she looked up to see Marcos watching her, a smile on his face. She was still caught up in her emotions as he left for his room. She thought, “ What the hell am I doing? ” as she re-entered the shower and cleaned off the sperm of another man.

***

Debra felt frustrated that day at work when she realized it was Friday, and there would be no playtime with Marcos until Monday. She satisfied herself by asking her husband to pull out and ejaculate on her when they had sex on Saturday.

Steve was so excited that Debra was doing something different, that he suggested other options. Sunday they had sex twice more, and he came on her breasts, and again on her face. This was apparently a fantasy of his that she had never fulfilled. Steve didn’t know it, but each time Debra closed her eyes to let him shoot on her, she imagined it was Marcos’ dark penis spewing his hot liquid onto her.

When Monday dawned, Debra was excited to see Marcos and act out Steve’s fantasy with her new lover. She paused when she thought of that word - he wasn’t really a lover, but what was he? She didn’t ponder it much - she was having fun.

The morning show in the shower went as usual, but when Debra approached Marcos, she immediately fell to her knees and said, “Come on my breasts, or face.”

Marcos looked surprised, but didn’t hesitate to begin masturbating at full force, letting fly a few jets onto her chest, and rubbing the last dribbles onto her nipples. Debra moaned at the dirtiness of it, as she rubbed herself, trying to match the timing of her orgasm to his.

She wasn’t quite ready by the time Marcos finished, and he watched her expectantly as she rubbed herself. Debra reached up and scooped the sloppy mess from Marcos, then pushed it inside herself, which brought her to orgasm. As she slumped to the floor, her muscles spasming and brain spinning, she saw Marcos wore a huge grin as he watched her.

The rest of the week, they performed the same act, and she noticed Marcos tried to contain his ejaculations close to one another so that she had a large pool to scoop and push into herself. Debra could see that Marcos was excited by having her push his sperm inside her pussy.

On Friday, Debra gave him a treat. When he was ready to come, she held out her palm and said, “Come in my hand.” Marcos seemed surprised, but carefully emptied his balls into her palm as he groaned through his orgasm. Debra was surprised at the volume, she could hardly hold it all.

When he had finished, she carefully lay back and spread her legs, with her knees up and apart, exposing her pussy to him. She carefully spread her labia with the fingers of her free hand, and poured his cum directly into her opening. To her surprise, he was hard again and stroked himself while he watched.

Encouraged by his excitement, Debra pried herself open, letting the Spaniard’s semen slide into her vagina. She knew she couldn’t get pregnant - her fertile time was a few days away, and she only had a less than 5% chance of getting pregnant at her age, anyway.

Regardless of the reality, the thought that she had another man’s sperm inside of her drove Debra over the edge, and she had the strongest orgasm that she had experienced in a long time. Her body convulsed and brain shorted for quite a while as she writhed on the bathroom tile.

When she finally regained her senses, Marcos was gone. As she washed herself again, the realization of what she had done crawled around her brain. She was excited, and embarrassed, and worried about what this meant for her and Marcos. Would he expect to go further?

***

She had the weekend to think about it. It didn’t help that Steve kept asking her to pretend that he was Marcos when they had sex that weekend. It was clear that Steve was excited about the idea of her cheating. Little did he know he was gradually converting her each time she imagined the Spaniard between her legs..

Crossing The Line

When Monday arrived, Debra was so excited she could focus on nothing. She so badly wanted to relive the thrill from the previous week, that she couldn’t contain her excitement. She couldn’t stop thinking about pouring Marcos’ semen into her pussy, and wanted to do it again. Debra knew from his reaction that Marcos would do it again.

While she fiddled with her coffee, she thought about holding herself open and letting him shoot his sticky load directly onto her awaiting opening. She wondered if that was too close to actual sex? Would she be able to keep from taking the next step? She desperately wanted to feel his warm cum on her pussy again.

As she daydreamed about that lewd act, her hand played with her wet and sensitive pussy. She was careful not to make herself orgasm; she wanted to save that for later.

She finished her coffee early and went upstairs, turning directly to Marcos’ room, where she gently opened the door, and saw that he was still sleeping. She went over to the side of his bed and said, softly “Wake up, sleepyhead!” When he stirred and his eyes opened to see her standing there naked, she said simply, “Time for a shower,” then turned and left, going into the bathroom to run the water.

Debra started the shower, and watched as Marcos entered the room, his penis at attention and hand wrapped around it. She was so worked up, that she skipped the shower - she was going to have to wash up afterwards, anyway.

She turned and knelt in front of him, which gave her a close-up view of his long dark cock, with the straining pink head. She thought, “He wishes his hand were my pussy right now,” as she continued down to the floor, laying back with her legs spread and knees up.

Marcos stared at her, trying to figure out what to do. The change of routine clearly confused him. Debra watched him as she stroked her labia and tickled her clit, beginning her trip to orgasm.

She directed him, “Kneel between my legs. I want you to come on my open pussy.”

Marcos got down on his knees, stroking his long dark dick just a foot away from Debra’s slit. Their hands worked to get themselves off, her fingers rubbing her pussy and clit, and his hand stroking his cock.

Debra encouraged him, “That’s it! When you come, I’ll hold myself open, and you shoot into me, OK?”

Marcos nodded, “Come inside you.”

Debra could feel her orgasm building, as she thought about opening herself and letting his hot semen shoot into her. This was as close to cheating as she’d ever been. It was probably still cheating, letting another man’s cum inside of her. She knew she was on the edge of her fertile time, but that ship had sailed years ago. The chances of getting pregnant from his sperm at her entrance had to be non-existent. As it stood, she had less than three percent chance of getting pregnant at 45, even if she were trying.

Debra said, “Play with my tits, if you want. And come inside me, right?”

Marcos smiled broadly as he continued stroking himself while his other hand grabbed at her oversize breasts. Debra felt her orgasm about to hit as the young man groped her breasts.

She wasn’t sure she could last until he came, and wanted to make sure he came on her throbbing heat, so she just said “Come. My. Pussy!” before she felt her orgasm taking over, causing her to buck and thrash.

As her brain exploded with waves of pleasure, she felt him lean forward and felt her pussy spread as his cock entered her! Her orgasm still gripped her and she had no control, only continued to buck and moan as her orgasm intensified while his cock pushed deeper inside her. Her convulsing pussy pushed Marcos over the edge as he gave one last thrust with his hips, driving himself deeper. When he groaned, she knew he was shooting inside her.

The enormity of what was happening, cut short her orgasm, and she lay there feeling the young man jerk and moan, emptying his balls into her. She thought she could feel him jetting his hot sperm inside her waiting vagina, filling her. She knew she wanted his cum inside her, but not this way, not this soon.

When he had finished, he pushed himself off of her, as he grinned and said, “Come inside you, yes?”

“Yes,” was all she could say as she lay on the cold floor, a willing receptacle for his lust. She thought about how she must look: laying naked in their master bathroom, legs spread wide, a strange man’s cum leaking out of her. “You can go,” she whispered, and watched as her dark-skinned lover walked away from her as she lay violated on the floor.

Debra got up, showered and dressed for work in a daze, thinking about what they had just done. She had thought about it a hundred times, but never really believed that it would happen. She pondered how this was any different from letting him shoot his cum into her open pussy - it was more that technicality of him entering her rather than having his cum in her. She had put it inside herself several times.

She spent her workday wondering if she should tell her husband, and wondering whether she would do this again with Marcos. She decided not to share with her husband until she had processed things, and maybe not at all. Despite Steve wanting her to do this, she wondered how he would react if it happened for real.

That evening, Marcos was extra flirty, but Debra was reserved, unsure how she would proceed. She examined him in more detail - he was certainly exceptionally handsome, but was still less than half her age. Was she ruining him? Had she taken something he should share with a younger woman? His summer away from home should be chasing young coeds, not bedding an old lady.

***

That evening, Steve was amorous. As she washed her face at the sink, Debra felt her husband press against her back, his erection probing the gap in her butt cheeks.

“Marcos did everything but ask you to fuck.”

“Yeah, he was flirty tonight,” she agreed.

“Flirty? He was downright rape-y,” Steve chuckled. He cupped her breasts and asked, “So, are you gonna give it up? Should I get some condoms?”

Wow, he was serious. Debra pushed him away long enough to turn around, and grasped her husband’s hard-on. “Why would I need him, when I have your hard cock? Plus, you’re fixed, so no pesky rubbers.”

“Because he’s 20 years old and probably has the energy of the Energizer Bunny. If I had a 20-year-old Chickie pouring it on like that, I’d be balls deep in her on the dining table while you watched.”

“Good to know how easily you’ll cheat,” she teased.

“It’s not about cheating, it’s about chance. How many chances do you think either of us will have to bone somebody half our age?”

Debra gave her husband a kiss and said, “Close your eyes, and you can bone a college Chickie.” She reached up and pushed his eyelids closed, then said in a higher pitched young-sounding voice, “Oh, Mr. Smith, is this boner for me?  I want you to put it inside me! Fell how much tighter my young snapper is - your old lady’s beaver has so many miles on it!”

Steve smiled, keeping his eyes closed, as he lifted her onto the bathroom counter. He played along, “OK, Chickie. I’m gonna split that young snapper and show you how a real man fucks!”

Debra felt her husband entering her, and closed her eyes, imagining that it was Marcos’ dark cock inside her. She kept up the dirty talk, pretending to be his fantasy college chick, while Steve screwed her like he hadn’t in a long time.

As Steve reached his orgasm, and shuddered as he emptied his balls into her, Debra said, “That’s it, Marcos, fill me up - give it all to me.”

Steve froze for a second, then opened his eyes to see that Debra was also shocked. He smiled and said, “I knew  you were dreaming of boning him.” As he stepped back, pulling his sloppy and deflating penis out of her, he said, “You should go for it, Babe. Let me know if I should stay out late one night, OK?”

Debra wasn’t sure if she should share her experience with Steve, or if she ever would. She smiled and said, “I’m sure there’s some sort of clause in the student trade program about carnal relations.”

Steve washed up saying nothing, and they headed to bed. Debra was still horny and on edge - she hadn’t come yet. She spent a lot of time thinking about Marcos, and what would happen tomorrow. She could still put the brakes on things - Marcos already believed that he had gone too far this morning.

***

The next morning, immediately after Steve left for work, Debra headed to the guest room to see Marcos. She hadn’t completely decided whether she would dial things back, or go all the way. Her husband certainly wanted her to take the Spaniard as a lover, but she wasn’t sure how that would mess with her head. There were still a few weeks of the summer left, so there was no hurry.

When Debra quietly entered Marcos’ room, she was relieved to see that he was asleep, so her decision was delayed by a few minutes. She saw he had a bulge under his sheets, and recognized ‘morning wood.’ She smiled at the idea that she was in this stranger’s room, and he was vulnerable like this.

Debra’s curiosity and lust overcame her, as she gently pulled down the sheets, exposing Marcos’ naked body, his dark penis straining with his morning blood flow. She leaned in closer, to examine his member in detail. It was definitely much darker than Marcos’ tanned skin - in fact; it looked like a black man’s cock, except for the pink tip.

As Debra examined him closely, she noticed his penis twitch, and the pink flared head seemed to expand a bit. She knew right then what to do about whether or not to ‘go all the way’.

Debra knelt down next to the sleeping man, and gently took his cock head into her mouth, relishing the taste of a new penis - the first since she’d married. The fresh smell of a newer, younger man, and the slightly distinct taste of his salty cock made her heart race.

She carefully swirled his cock head in her mouth, running her tongue around the ridge, excited by feeling his warmth in her mouth. She continued her ministrations for a few minutes, feeling him grow harder, before she felt him stir.

When she heard Marcos groan, Debra looked up to see him looking at her. She maintained eye contact as she continued pleasuring him, bobbing her head up and down the length of his shaft, feeling him entering her throat as his pubic hairs hit her lips.

Marcos moaned in pleasure as he watched the married woman throating his dick, taking him deeper than any of the girls back home. For the first time in his life, it seemed that the woman loved sucking him.

While the feeling was wonderful, Marcos was worried about whether he should warn her before he came, or if she would accept him shooting into her mouth.

Debra could see that Marcos was getting close, but he had a concern on his face. She pulled off of his cock for a moment and said, “Come whenever you want. I swallow.” She gave him a smile before she resumed sucking him. She began massaging his balls with her hand as she bobbed her head up and down his shaft, excited by having his black cock down her throat. Something about his darkness added to the dirty thrill of blowing a near-stranger in her house.

Before long, Marcos let out a groaning wail, and Debra felt the first jets of his warm semen shooting into her mouth and throat. She swallowed as he emptied his balls into her, pleased by the look on his face. He tasted just a good as when she had scooped his cum off her belly and tasted it, but the experience was even more intense, tasting the warmth and knowing it had come from deep inside the man.

Thinking about how she was drinking the hot sperm directly from their guest drove Debra over the edge, giving her an orgasm. Only then did she realize she had her other hand stroking her pussy, bringing her off as the last dribbles of Marcos’ semen filled her mouth.

Debra finally released his penis from her mouth and slumped onto the bed, recovering from her orgasm. When she caught her breath, she looked up at him and smiled, “Good morning!”

Marcos looked at her with those dark eyes and responded, “Wow.”

He examined her for a moment, reaching for her breasts, and said, “I thought maybe we could, um.”

Debra let him play, thinking about how she would love to go further. She cut off his suggestion, “Yesterday was a mistake. I’m not sure we should do that again.” She saw his face fall, and quickly added brightly, “But I’ll give you as many blowjobs as you like!”

Marcos' face brightened immediately, “Really? Just like now? You know, no spitting?”

Debra laughed, “Yes. I’ll swallow every bit. Never waste another drop, just let me know when you want to do it, and I’ll take care of it.” After she made the promise, she wondered exactly how many times a day that might be.

***

Debra spent the day at work in a daze, thinking about what she was doing with Marcos, in their home. She realized she was more excited than ashamed, probably helped because her husband wanted her to hook up with their guest.

Debra thought about how much she enjoyed pleasuring Marcos, and the feeling of his cock in her mouth and throat. Looking into his dark eyes while she worked to make him come was a feeling that she wanted to relive, many times.

As she drove home, she wondered if she could service their guest again this evening, maybe even before her husband got home. She wasn’t ever certain at his arrival time, it depended upon his workload and traffic, but she often had between 15 and 30 minutes, which she would use to start dinner.

Debra rushed out of her car into the house, and straight to the living room, where Marcos was watching soccer on the television. She was surprised, but happy, to see that he had his penis out, stroking it. He must have had the same thought.

Debra gave him a smile as she fell to her knees in front of the couch and almost inhaled his beautiful dark cock. She was pleasantly surprised that it was as good as she dreamed all day. She felt the excitement of sucking another man in her home, as well as enjoyed the taste of his cock, and the feeling of warm flesh in her mouth.

Marcos moaned his pleasure, and said, “Yes,” as she played with his balls while sucking him like he was the last penis on earth.

Debra enjoyed the feeling for a while, her panties growing wet from the excitement. After several minutes, she focused on trying to make Marcos orgasm, before her husband arrived home.

Even though she figured Steve would be more excited than mad if he caught them, she preferred to keep her cheating a secret - it added to her excitement.

Marcos began moaning louder, and she felt his hands on her head, as he began to gently thrust, as he got closer to orgasm. Debra’s pussy felt like it was leaking a regular stream as she worked to get her lover to come.

Just as Marcos grabbed her head and began squirting into her mouth, Debra heard Steve pull into the driveway. She maintained eye contact with Marcos as he continued to pump his semen into her mouth, which she eagerly swallowed.

Marcos' eyes opened in surprise as they heard Steve’s key in the door. Debra continued looking at Marcos as she sucked the last drops from his cock, giving him a last few licks to clean him off, as Steve opened the door.

Debra hoped Marcos understood that his pleasure was more important to her than getting caught. Debra got to her feet as Marcos quickly tucked his deflating penis into his pants.

She took a few steps away from the sofa before her husband entered the room and greeted her with a kiss. Debra felt a thrill, knowing that she was kissing her husband with the same lips that had been on Marcos’ cock just a moment ago.

As Steve flipped through the mail, he asked, “Dinner?”

Debra looked directly at Marcos, meeting his eyes, as she answered, “I haven’t started it yet. I had something important to take care of first.”

“Oh, Okay then, dinner can wait for that.”

Debra and Marcos traded a secret smile, both knowing that her husband had just told them that blowing Marcos was more important than dinner.

***

Over the next week, Debra continued to suck Marcos to completion every morning and after work. He played with her breasts every time, but that was as much relief as Debra got from him. Steve was the lucky recipient of Debra’s lust each night, and he enjoyed pretending that he was Marcos, fucking his wife. Little did he know Debra was having the same fantasy.

The next Saturday, Steve was heading off to a football game with his friends, with tailgating beforehand. He invited Marcos to see what an American university ball game was like, and Marcos accepted. Debra knew she’d be home alone from morning until after dinner - the tailgating went all day long.

Debra got up early that morning, hoping to sneak into Marcos’ room before her husband woke up. She was disappointed when she saw her husband emerge from the shower, drying off.

He said, “Well, looks like Marcos is out for the day. He has some stomach issues, so you might want to steer clear. I told him to go back to bed, that you’d check on him later. I’ll be back after dinner some time. Don’t worry, Jim is driving, so drinking won’t be an issue.”

Debra lay in bed, disappointed that she wouldn’t get to play with Marcos, and double disappointed that she’d be tethered to the house. She made a cup of coffee then retreated to the bed, watching her husband as he got dressed and ready. He left with a quick kiss and “See you later.”

Debra was sliding through her social media and sipping her coffee when she noticed movement at her door and spotted Marcos. He was completely naked, wearing a smile and an erection.

Debra took a moment to admire his fit, flawless body and long dark penis. She asked, “Feeling better? Steve said you were sick.”

Marcos stepped into the room with a strong confidence as he said, “I lied. I am fine.”

Debra felt a flutter in her stomach as she expected what was happening. “Why would you lie?”

Marcos stepped to the bed, and gently pulled back the covers, exposing Debra’s nakedness. She didn’t resist, but felt her body tingle as she imagined what he might do.

He smiled and pointedly looked over her naked body as he said firmly, “I didn’t want to watch football with him. I wanted to stay here with you and have sex all day. You want that, too, don’t you?”

Debra felt her stomach flop and her pussy tingle. She was already imagining how it would feel to have his dark hard cock inside of her. “But it’s wrong.”

Marcos touched her breast as he asked again, “You want that, too.”

Debra was lost in his dark eyes and succumbed to the perfect storm of desire and opportunity. “I do.”

He smiled more broadly and said, “Invite me into your bed.”

Debra’s heart was hammering and juices flowing. She was insane with lust and said, “Yes. Take me.” She spread her legs and said, “Take me in my bed. Take everything you want, everything I give my husband.”

Marcos’ lips met hers as she felt his weight upon her. She felt his hands grip her knees as he lifted them and entered her easily. They both groaned as he worked himself into her.

The feeling of having a new man inside her, and knowing that she was doing this in her marriage bed, in her husband’s house overwhelmed Debra. “Fuck me. Please fuck me!” she moaned into her lover’s ear.

In no time, Marcos was pumping her fast and deep. Debra hadn’t been fucked like that in years. There was no interest in her pleasure, or at least not in a way that she knew. He was like her first boyfriends, mindlessly rutting to make themselves come. Debra knew she was just a wet hole to be used, and she loved that feeling!

Her orgasm crept up on her so quickly that she was bucking and thrashing through it with almost no warning. Marcos continued to pummel her insides with his dark cock, working to get off even as she orgasmed. He probably wasn’t even aware of what she was experiencing as he took his pleasure in her hot vagina.

As Debra recovered from her orgasm, she heard Marcos pant faster as he fucked her hard and deeper, with shorter strokes. In a moment, he pulled her tight, groaning as his balls spewed his pent-up semen deep inside her.

After he finished, he rolled off and asked, “Did you like that?”

She almost laughed. He probably didn’t even know if she came or not. “Yes, it was great,” she answered honestly. The sex itself wasn’t special or great, but the circumstances of having this sexy young stud use her for his pleasure was exciting.

“We are going to stay in bed all day, OK?” Marcos said. It wasn’t really a question, but a statement. “If your husband is leaving you here alone, I want you.”

Debra smiled at his possessiveness. “OK. Whenever you want. Any time my husband is gone, I am yours.”

Marcos grabbed her breasts as he smiled at her, saying, “Good. Yes.” He kissed her nipple and said, “You are my girlfriend.”

Debra didn’t want him to get clingy. She raised an eyebrow and said, “I am your puta . Just sex.”

Marcos looked surprised, and said, “Really? Puta ?”

Debra only knew a few Spanish words, but was pretty sure she knew that one. “Your slut. Your whore. Just to fuck, right?”

Marcos nodded, then aggressively sucked at her breast while she felt him slide a pair of fingers inside of her. As he finger-banged her, he said, “ Puta. ”

She felt herself getting aroused again and thought he might bring her to orgasm with his finger action. He stopped suddenly and mounted her. She was surprised that he was hard again so soon, but spread her legs to take him inside her again.

Once more she endured his fevered fucking. It took longer for him to come, but it was the same - she was just some place for him to get off in. As she lay there enjoying his sleek body and heated action, she realized that this was exactly what she wanted.

***

They had sex all day long - his stamina surprised her, and even more that he could come so often. When Steve finally stumbled home, she threw on a robe and met him downstairs as Marcos slipped back into his room.

Debra realized as she walked her husband back into their bedroom that it smelled of sex - she should have changed the sheets. Luckily, he was too buzzed to notice. She helped him to bed, where he promptly passed out. He slept like a rock after all day tailgating - a combination of the booze and sun wiped him out.

After she tucked him into bed, she noticed Marcos lurking outside the doorway. She wondered what he wanted, so said, “Hi.”

Marcos whispered, “Sleeping?” as he pointed to Steve.

Debra laughed, and said, “Out like a rock,” in a normal voice. She used her hand to bounce the bed, showing that he couldn’t be awakened.

Marcos smiled, and entered the room, still naked. His dark cock was at attention as he closed the distance to Debra. She had an inkling of what he was thinking. She looked over at Steve, then said, “I don’t know.”

Marcos kissed her on the mouth, then said, “Bend over, Puta . I will fuck you while he sleeps.”

Before Debra could object, Marcos had pushed her robe off, and turned her pushing her towards the bed, so that she caught herself with her hands. She was bent over, facing her husband, as she felt Marcos enter her from behind.

Debra didn’t struggle, because she didn’t want to. She felt a rush of excitement as she felt Marcos’ cock inside her, as they mated just feet away from her sleeping husband. It wasn’t a matter of fear; it was a matter of mad lust and the thrill of taboo as she opened herself for another man.

She watched her husband’s body gently rock in time to Marcos’ thrusts as he used her. After a few minutes, Marcos groaned and pulled her tight as he filled her with his sperm. She felt her orgasm hit as she watched her husband sleeping, unaware that another man was breeding her just inches away.

As she lay across the bed recovering from her orgasm, she felt Marcos pull out of her and chuckle as he left their room. Debra crawled into bed, under the covers next to Steve. She pressed her sweat and cum covered nakedness against her husband, reveling in the madness that she was experiencing.

***

Over the next three weeks, Marcos and Debra had sex every morning. Debra called in sick a few times so that they could have sex all day long, always in their marital bed.

Steve insisted on sex with her each evening, continuing the Marcos fantasy. Susam was having sex with Marcos during the day, and then her husband each night. Rather than feeling exhausted and tired of sex, she found she craved it even more.

When there wasn’t time for sex, she would blow Marcos or Steve, depending upon who was handy at the time. Debra found she was thrilled at this debauchery, and thought of herself as a regular cum receptacle for the two men.

***

The last weekend with Marcos was upon them. He flew out on Sunday, and the reality of him leaving finally hit Debra. She was relieved when Steve arranged for another tailgate party with his friends. He would be gone on Saturday, so she’d have one last day with Marcos.

On Friday night, as they lay in bed, Steve said, “I intentionally didn’t invite Marcos tomorrow, even though I know he’d like to see a game.”

“Oh?” Debra commented.

Steve turned to look at her, and said, “It’s your last chance. He wants to fuck your brains out, I can tell. Give it up for him, already. I can tell by the way you show off and flirt, that you want to.”

“I don’t know, that’s probably not a good thing.” Debra felt a little slimy lying like this.

Steve pressed one last time, “No one’s gonna know. There will be no awkwardness because he’s on a plane on Sunday, and you will never see him again.” He stared at her, awaiting a response. When none came, he said, “Well, there are condoms in the bedside table. I hope they are all gone by the time I get home.”

He didn’t wait for a reply before he turned off his light and went to sleep.

Debra lay awake for a while, thinking about the condoms. Her husband was wiser than her - she should have been using them. Anyway, at least she had one last day with Marcos fucking her brains out.

***

Saturday was a repeat of the last tailgate day - Marcos and Debra spent all day in bed, and Steve arrived home buzzed. This time, once he was out cold, Debra and Marcos fucked in the bed next to him, and Debra held his hand as Marcos emptied his balls into her. She lay there with Marcos’ seed seeping out of her as her lover climbed out of their bed and went back to his.

Before she fell asleep, she said, “Yeah, yeah. Should have used condoms.”

***

When they saw Marcos off for his flight, Steve shook his hand, and Debra was surprised when Marcos pulled her in for a deep tongue kiss, as his hand grasped her ass. When they broke the kiss, Marcos hurried through the security checkpoint.

Steve said nothing until they arrived home.

He took Debra’s hand and said, “I was disappointed when I saw the condoms weren’t used. But what was with the kiss? Did you hook up with Marcos yesterday?”

This was it. Debra had to fess up. “Yes.”

Steve’s face lit up, “Really?! Wow!” He kissed Debra and said, “Tell me about it! I’m surprised you waited that long, he’s wanted you for weeks.”

“We didn’t wait,” Debra said.

”What?” her husband seemed less happy than surprised this time. “Tell me.”

Debra knew it was terrible to feed him crumbs like that. She took a breath and said, “About a month ago was the first time.” She saw the surprise on Steve’s face and wondered if it was excitement or betrayal.

“We’ve had sex every day since, sometimes a few times a day. All day long yesterday, and the other tailgating Saturday.”

Steve was processing the news, “But we’ve had sex…”

She shrugged, “I’ve been fucking you both. And blowing you both. For the whole last month.”

Steve struggled, then asked, “Why didn’t you tell me? You knew I was OK with it.”

“I wasn’t ever going to tell you. I was afraid you wouldn’t be OK with it, even if you said so. Besides, I enjoyed cheating.”

Steve stared at her, carefully releasing her hand. “Why tell me now?”

Debra took another deep breath. “I’m three days late.”

Steve’s face registered shock. “You’re never late.”

Debra nodded, “Only with Sam.”

Debra stood there waiting for her husband’s response. Five percent. She only had a five percent chance at 45 years old.
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Wild Wife Courtney: Finding My Wife’s Secret OnlyFans Life 

Behind the facade of his wife's new freelance work, a shocking secret lurks. When Matt discovers his wife Courtney's hidden wealth, he also discovers her hidden career, a world of lewd fantasy fulfillment . He discovers a lucrative online business built on fulfilling the most extreme fantasies of her adoring fans.

Consumed by lust and curiosity, Matt becomes a paid fan of Courtney's escalating performances. As his wife violates marital boundary after boundary, he's forced to confront his own desires and the surprising actions of his wife. When Courtney announces her most outrageous act yet , Matt faces a fateful decision: will he confront her, or succumb to the voyeuristic desire to watch a wife ruined?
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Intimate Guardian: A Mother’s Forbidden Role

Annie’s commitment to chastity had become a big problem in her love life. Heartbreak after heartbreak follows as boyfriends, unable to wait, leave her. Desperate to see her daughter find happiness, her mother, Helen, takes drastic and taboo action.

Annie's latest boyfriend, Greg—a handsome athlete preparing to take over his father’s business, is about to become the latest victim of frustration. When Helen offers herself as a secret surrogate to satisfy Greg's sexual needs, a dangerous game of illicit acts ensues. Helen pushes the limits of just satisfying his needs into the realm of becoming “the other woman,” engaging in every carnal pleasure with a man half her age.

But nothing stays hidden forever. The inevitable discovery shatters Annie’s world, leading to a breakup with Greg and an estrangement from Helen.

Unexpectedly, Annie informs her mother that she is offering the same shocking proposition to her new boyfriend. Will Helen, eager to mend the bonds with her daughter, agree to provide service to the new man? And what dark intent drove Annie to offer Helen’s body as a sexual surrogate? A tale of maternal love, sexual obsession, and multiple betrayals awaits.
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Jenny's Midlife Awakening: Servicing Her College Guest 


When Jenny agrees to host her son and his friend for a summer internship, she finds herself smitten with the young man. She is surprised by the handsome guest's flirtation, which ignites some unwholesome desire s for a man half her age. Once she discovers his exceptional endowment, she can't resist, and embarks on a secret affair.

As their forbidden couplings continue, Jenny discovers a hidden side of herself. But the biggest surprise comes when her husband uncovers the affair and encourages her,  turning her life into a thrilling exploration of sexual freedom.
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