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Excerpt

Susan was in her room and stripped to get ready to shower, feeling the butterflies in her stomach as she thought about what might happen.  She also found that she was very excited, and could feel the wetness between her legs.  She nearly jumped as she heard Marcos’ door open, and listened as he went to the bathroom, then heard him walk back to his room.  She checked herself in the mirror, then glanced at her robe as she decided to leave it in her room, and opened her door.  She was completely naked except for the note in her hand.

As she stepped out of her room into the hallway, she could see that Marcos’ door was open, but couldn’t quite see into the darkness.  Susan strode confidently but not too quickly to the bathroom door, making sure she looked directly into Marcos’ room the whole time, smiling.  She affixed the note to the bathroom door jamb, before entering the bathroom, and left the door wide open.  She started the shower just as she heard footsteps in the hall.

Susan was both excited and terrified as she waited for the shower to warm, and listened for Marcos.  As she stepped into the shower, she could see him shyly step into the room, dressed in boxers and a t-shirt, his eyes roaming over her nakedness.  As their eyes met, she smiled and pushed the glass shower door open, so that she could clearly see him, also providing him with a fog-free view of her naked wet body.

She smiled at him and said, “Good Morning!  It’s OK, I like for you to watch.”  She was rewarded by a shy smile as he stepped a little closer.

She proceeded to shower as if nothing was unusual, rubbing her hands all over her breasts as she soaped them up, and running her fingers through her pubic hair as she continued.  She would occasionally look up at Marcos and smile, as she continued to show off her nakedness, feeling excited as he stared at her.  As she rinsed herself, she noticed him rubbing himself through his boxers, with an obvious erection.

He noticed her looking at him and froze, apparently embarrassed at what he was doing.  She leaned forward out of the stream of water and smiled at him, saying, “Please, Go on.  I want to watch too!”

She decided to make the exhibition last, and to give him an even better show, so she grabbed her razor and scooted the little stool in the shower closer to the shower door.  She then lathered up her leg, and purposely planted her foot on the shower door frame, exposing her pussy to him as she shaved her leg.  While she drew the razor up her calf and past her knee to her thigh, she looked up to see that he had his cock out and was stroking it slowly.

She smiled when she saw that his cock was quite long and skinny, and was a bit surprised at how dark the skin was.  It looked just like the black men’s cocks in the porn pictures on the internet.  She finished one leg and did the same with the other, making sure she adjusted herself so he could see her pussy spread as she shaved the other leg.  She noticed his pace had picked up, and he was stroking faster as she finished.

Susan put her other leg down, and was now sitting on the stool, facing Marcos, with the water running behind her.  She put her hands on her knees and looked at him, which caused him to stop.  Susan almost laughed because he looked so comical standing there with his cock in his hand and confused look on his face, but she really wanted to see him get off.  She spread her legs and asked with a smile, “Do you think I should finish the job and trim my pussy?”

Marcos managed to softly answer, “Yes. Please.”

Susan leaned forward a little and said, “OK.  I’ll finish, but only if you finish that job,” as she nodded towards his erection.  She continued, “I want to watch you come.  Jerk yourself off for me.  Will you do that?”  While she waited for his response, she admired his young hairless chest and smooth skin, showing just a hint of lean muscles underneath...
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The Guest

Susan 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 the month, 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 month.  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.’

Susan’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.  She 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 be using 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 again 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.  She was taken by his brown eyes and bright smile, and couldn’t manage to 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, Susan thought about Marcos staring at her, and wondered why the young man would be looking at her like he did.  She was already in her early 40’s, and didn't feel particularly 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 any of the girls at home.

Over the weekend, they got Marcos settled in, setting up their son’s room as his temporary home.  Susan noticed that Marcos continued to watch her, even staring when he thought she wouldn’t notice.  She was excited and found herself dressing sexier each day, not overtly slutty, but with pretty dresses and skirts, avoiding more comfortable casual wear in favor of attractive outfits. 

Her husband didn’t seem to notice, even though she gave him the same kind of show.  Susan was excited every time she caught Marcos looking at her, and made sure she bent over whenever possible to give him a view of her cleavage or ass, and could almost feel a 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 usually talking 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 Susan was faced with the beginning of a new work week.  She thought sadly how students were lucky to have the summertime off, but were so unappreciative that this was the only time in their lives where they didn’t have to worry about the neverending grind of the real world.


Peeping Tom

Susan’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.  She 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 did appreciate when he was up and admiring her.

Susan 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.  Susan 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 Susan was showering, she noticed motion just outside the bathroom door, which she had left ajar.  She realized that she had lost the habit of completely 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, although was turned on a little by the thought that Marcos might be watching her shower.

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 and shy, 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.

She found herself thinking about why the handsome boy 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 breasts were not quite as perky as in her youth, but her nipples were just as firm and 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.

She finished dressing and went to work as usual, without seeing their new guest.  She had a hard time concentrating at work, as she found herself thinking more and more about the boy watching her.  She actually found herself getting excited and wet at the idea of him watching her and she wondered about 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

Susan’s morning routine on the next day was anything but routine.  She found that 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 one-time occurrence, or if he might repeat the peeping.  She wasn’t sure whether she was excited or scared at the prospect of him watching again.

She finally went upstairs to her bedroom to get ready, and saw that Marcos’ door was closed, which made her a little disappointed.  She stripped and slipped on her robe, then went into the bathroom and closed the door to get ready.  She turned on the shower water, and thought again about how she felt when she imagined Marcos watching her, so went to the door and opened it a little more than the previous morning.  She went through her shower routine, being careful not to glance at the door.  She was careful to focus on soaping her legs, arms and pubic areas without looking up, imagining that he was watching her.

When she 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 that 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 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 door closed, and smiled to herself.

She found herself daydreaming about her morning admirer all day at work, 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 watching her a lot more than in the past.  She smiled sweetly when their eyes met, and was rewarded by a slight blush under his darker skin.  Susan found herself getting excited and wet as she thought about how she blatantly showed off for the young man, and now was sitting at the table with him, feet away from her husband who didn’t know about her deed.

* * *

The next morning, Susan 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 that she was showing off for him!  She hung her robe and got in the shower, and made sure she soaped 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.  She began soaping her breasts, running her hands all over herself, feeling her nipples grow hard at the attention.  She imagined him 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 soaping herself, she used the shower wand to rinse herself completely, again running her hands all over her breasts and spreading her legs as she washed the soap off her pubic area. 

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.

She turned off the shower and toweled off, then proceeded to dry her hair and apply her makeup while naked, the same as the previous day, and 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 huge orgasm as soon as she got in her bedroom, imagining Marcos licking her in the shower.

* * *

Dinner that evening was exciting and unusual, and Susan 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 liked staying at their home, if their hospitality was good enough for him.  Marcos responded that everything was fine, and he was enjoying his time with them.

Susan 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.  She was carrying one of the plates off to the kitchen, as she added, “You know, you can ask me if there is ever anything you want.”  She turned and made sure to swing her hips as she walked, hopefully showing herself off to him. 

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

Susan 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 young man between her legs.

* * *

She awoke early the next morning, and couldn’t wait for her husband to leave.  She had decided she was going to push things a little, and see how far she was willing to go in reality.  She had been having very sexy dreams about Marcos, and realized that she loved showing off, but wasn’t sure how far she would really go.

She made her coffee as usual, but wasn’t able to concentrate on her reading.  Instead, she dug through the desk for a piece of paper and marker and made a note that read in large letters:

“I like when you watch.

Don’t be shy. 

Come in”

She fastened a piece of tape to it, and took it with her as she went upstairs to get ready.

* * *

Susan was in her room and stripped to get ready to shower, feeling the butterflies in her stomach as she thought about what might happen.  She also found that she was very excited, and could feel the wetness between her legs.  She nearly jumped as she heard Marcos’ door open, and listened as he went to the bathroom, then heard him walk back to his room.  She checked herself in the mirror, then glanced at her robe as she decided to leave it in her room, and opened her door.  She was completely naked except for the note in her hand.

As she stepped out of her room into the hallway, she could see that Marcos’ door was open, but couldn’t quite see into the darkness.  Susan strode confidently but not too quickly to the bathroom door, making sure she looked directly into Marcos’ room the whole time, smiling.  She affixed the note to the bathroom door jamb, before entering the bathroom, and left the door wide open.  She started the shower just as she heard footsteps in the hall.

Susan was both excited and terrified as she waited for the shower to warm, and listened for Marcos.  As she stepped into the shower, she could see him shyly step into the room, dressed in boxers and a t-shirt, his eyes roaming over her nakedness.  As their eyes met, she smiled and pushed the glass shower door open, so that she could clearly see him, also providing him with a fog-free view of her naked wet body.

She smiled at him and said, “Good Morning!  It’s OK, I like for you to watch.”  She was rewarded by a shy smile as he stepped a little closer.

She proceeded to shower as if nothing was unusual, running her hands all over her breasts as she soaped them up, and running her fingers through her pubic hair as she continued.  She would occasionally look up at Marcos and smile, as she continued to show off her nakedness, feeling excited as he stared at her.  As she rinsed herself, she noticed him rubbing himself through his boxers, with an obvious erection.

He noticed her looking at him and froze, apparently embarrassed at what he was doing.  She leaned forward out of the stream of water and smiled at him, saying, “Please, Go on.  I want to watch too!”

She decided to make the exhibition last, and to give him an even better show, so she grabbed her razor and scooted the little stool in the shower closer to the shower door.  She then lathered up her leg, and purposely planted her foot on the shower door frame, exposing her pussy to him as she shaved her leg.  While she drew the razor up her calf and past her knee to her thigh, she looked up to see that he had his cock out and was stroking it slowly.

She smiled when she saw that his cock was quite long and skinny, and was a bit surprised at how dark the skin was.  It looked just like the black men’s cocks in the porn pictures on the internet.  She finished one leg and did the same with the other, making sure she adjusted herself so he could see her pussy spread as she shaved the other leg.  She noticed his pace had picked up, and he was stroking faster as she finished.

Susan put her other leg down, and was now sitting on the stool, facing Marcos, with the water running behind her.  She put her hands on her knees and looked at him, which caused him to stop.  Susan almost laughed because he looked so comical standing there with his cock in his hand and confused look on his face, but she really wanted to see him get off.  She spread her legs and asked with a smile, “Do you think I should finish the job and trim my pussy?”

Marcos managed to softly answer, “Yes. Please.”

Susan leaned forward a little and said, “OK.  I’ll finish, but only if you finish that job,” as she nodded towards his erection.  She continued, “I want to watch you come.  Jerk yourself off for me.  Will you do that?”  While she waited for his response, she admired his young hairless chest and smooth skin, showing just a hint of lean muscles underneath.

He seemed a little shy and confused, and replied, “Really?”

Susan smiled as she said, “Oh yes!”  She slowly brought her legs together as she continued, “Or no more show for you.”  She waited for a moment, slowly spreading her legs and smiling as she watched him begin to stroke himself.  She lathered up her bikini area, spreading her legs to show off her pussy to him, then slowly shaved herself, trimming her pubic bush to a smaller triangle area, making sure she pulled her skin aside to spread her pussy lips for each stroke.  She was careful about touching her sensitive clit - she felt she might orgasm at any second - she was so turned on my showing off to the boy.  As she continued, she would occasionally look up to see Marcos stroking himself faster and handling his balls with his other hand, obviously getting close to orgasm. 

As she was about to finish her last shaving touches, she heard him give out a loud groan and looked up just in time to see him begin shooting several streams of semen all over the floor as he struggled to keep his balance while he orgasmed.  She stopped what she was doing as she watched him jetting his white stream all over the floor, and marveled at how much the young man was able to produce.  When he finally stopped, he took a moment to catch his breath and looked up at her, seeming unsure about what he should do or say.

Susan smiled again and said, “Wow.  That was great!”  When she saw him looking at the floor, she added, “Don’t worry, I’ll get it.”  He gave her a brief smile then turned and hurried out of the room.  Susan was so worked up, she started rubbing herself while she looked at the pool of Marcos’ come on the floor.  She felt her orgasm rising as she had a wicked thought, then quickly stepped over to the mess, sitting on the floor, open legged before the glistening ooze.  She scooped up some of the cooled ejaculate and began rubbing it into her pussy, which drove her over the edge in almost no time.  She felt back and writhed as the best orgasm in years wracked her body, and slowly sat up after her senses returned.  She saw her fluids leaking down onto the floor to mix with Marcos’, which made her smile.

She cleaned up the floor and returned to the shower for a final rinse and wash to get the smell of sex off of her.

* * *

That evening at dinner, she mentioned that Marcos had gotten up earlier than usual, offering a wink in his direction.  Her husband asked how he felt about getting up earlier, and Marcos answered that Sam was right - there was a lot he missed by sleeping late.

Her husband excused himself to go the bathroom, and Susan leaned a little towards Marcos and said, “I *really* liked it when you got ‘up’ this morning for me.  How about you?”

Marcos smiled the same shy smile and said, “Yes, that was great,” before her husband returned to the table.

* * *

Susan woke the next day, excited to repeat the show with Marcos, and remembered as she saw her husband laying there, that it was Saturday!  She groaned as she realized it would be a long weekend with no chance to show off for Marcos.  She looked over at her snoring husband, and thought there still might be a chance, as she quietly rose and grabbed her robe.

She carefully closed the bedroom door behind her and tiptoed to Marcos’ room, gently opening the door to look inside.  She was disappointed that he was asleep, laying across the covers in just his boxers.  She stared unabashedly at his smooth skin and young muscles as she slid her hand into her panties.  As she rubbed herself, she had a wicked thought, then hung her robe on the doorknob, and quickly stripped off her clothes, letting them drop to the ground, and stood naked in his room in front of the bed.

Susan began rubbing herself, reveling in how exciting and naughty it felt being naked in his room with her husband down the hall.  She moaned slightly and said softly, “I bet you’re dreaming of me aren’t you?  You want to jerk that long cock all over me, don’t you?” as she imagined the young man shooting his hot sperm all over her.  She groaned again and noticed that his boxers were tenting with an erection, then looked closer to see that his eyes were now open.

She froze with her fingers in her pussy as she watched his hand move to his boxers and pull out his erection.  She wondered whether he had heard her words, mortified at herself, when she heard him say quietly, “Yes, I dream of you.”

She was deciding what to do next when she heard her bedroom door opening, and frantically turned, snatching up her robe and sliding it on.  She then slipped quickly out of his room, shutting the door, and met her husband halfway to the bathroom.  When her husband saw her, she quickly said, “I was checking on Marcos.  I thought he might want to get up early.”  She then ducked into the bathroom to avoid any other explanation. 

She realized she was excited at the game, but wasn’t about to ruin her marriage over her fantasy.  The rest of the weekend passed with no further encounters with Marcos, as she kept her thoughts focused on Monday.  She rubbed herself to several orgasms as she imagined the young man coming all over her, as she remembered him laying in bed with his erection sticking up for her.


Crossing The Line

When Monday arrived, Susan was so excited she could focus on nothing.  She so badly wanted the relive the thrill from the previous week, that she couldn’t contain her excitement.  All she could do was think about Marcos watching her naked and stroking himself, so she decided to go without clothing all morning.  She went downstairs naked and made her coffee, then sat and surfed through the news without seeing it while 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 in the bathroom to run the water.

As she held her arm in the stream of water feeling the temperature, she saw him enter slowly, wearing just his boxers.  She smiled and stepped into the shower, beginning to later up, focusing on her breasts and pussy.  She watched as he stood there, the bulge in his boxers was quite obvious, but he wasn’t touching himself.  She was a little annoyed and stepped out of the water for a moment, pointing to his bulge and saying simply, “You too!”

She was pleased to watch as he pulled his cock out and began stroking while he stared at her nakedness.  She decided not to shave her legs today, which made her shower a bit shorter than Friday’s, and she grabbed the stool after she turned off the water, placing it in front of him and taking a seat.  He was a bit confused, but kept slowly stroking himself as she sat in front of him.

She smiled up at him as she spread her legs and began rubbing herself, just a foot in front of the young man.  She had a great view of his penis, which was much darker than the rest of him, long and skinny with a light red head.  She looked up and said, “I need this too.  Please make yourself come for me!”

She was rubbing herself as she watched his hand running up and down his shaft, his other hand holding his balls, obviously massaging them for additional pleasure.  He quickened his pace, and she could tell his breathing was faster.  She rubbed herself faster, but was careful not to bring on her orgasm too early, as she watched his pace quicken.

She leaned back a little, spreading her legs more as she rubbed herself and looked up at him saying, “Make sure you shoot on my belly.  Come all over me!”  He didn’t look like he registered her words - she figured he was too far gone, but he stepped forward just a little as he started groaning and shooting his hot semen, aiming onto her belly, some of it landing on her breasts.  He deposited four or five shots onto her before he appeared drained.  As he stood there panting and staring, she scooped the deposits of his come up with her fingers and slapped the mess onto her pussy, rubbing his come into herself just as her orgasm hit, causing her to groan and buck, barely hanging onto the stool.

As she lay there panting and regaining her senses, she watched as he pulled his cock back into his boxers and retreated to his room, apparently not sure how to react after their fun.

* * *

When Tuesday dawned, Susan was just as excited as ever, from both the excitement of her adventures with Marcos, but also the thrill of wondering how far she would go with it.  She had spent the night dreaming of his cock, watching him shooting stream after stream of hot liquid all over her, while she showered in it.  She remembered how it looked up close, and the smell of the young man, and knew how easy it would be to lean forward and take him into her mouth.

She decided that she was going to continue to go naked through the house when Marcos was home and her husband was away.  It was thrilling and forbidden, and she tingled the whole time, thinking about Marcos possibly coming downstairs to look at her.

While she sat in the armchair, sipping her coffee and remembering her dream about Marcos showering her with his hot fluids, she gently rubbed herself, feeling the arousal and anticipating her shower with him watching.  She was pulled from her daydream by a sound, and looked over to see Marcos watching her, rubbing his cock through his shorts.

She was a little startled, so it took a second to compose herself and smile.  She looked at him and said, “Why don’t you stand over here in front of me for a better view?”

She continued to rub herself, spreading her legs slightly as he moved in front of her, still rubbing himself.  She looked directly at his crotch as she pouted and said, “That hardly seems fair - you have clothes on and I don’t.  Why don’t you make things even?”

In a quick motion, he pushed his boxers to the floor and stripped his shirt.  She was excited to see his long thin cock pointing at her, as well as the sight of his smooth hairless chest.  He had begun stroking himself while he looked at her, while she began rubbing her pussy faster.

She was reclined back in the chair, and started playing with her nipples as she rubbed herself.  She was rewarded by seeing him start to stroke himself faster, and she encouraged him, “Yes.  Make yourself come for me.  Get very close to me.”

Marcos stepped forward - so close his legs were touching the seat cushion between her spread legs, stroking his cock just a foot or so above her.  Susan was so worked up, she knew she had to touch him, so she released her nipples and reached for his balls, gently scooping them into her palm, as he stiffened in surprise.  She was turned on by how warm and soft his balls felt, and she gently rolled them in her palm as she looked into his eyes and said, “Oh, they feel so full.  Will you empty them all over me?  Don’t miss,” she giggled softly as she added, “I don’t want to have to clean this chair.”

He groaned as she continued to work his balls in her hand, and started bucking his hips slightly in time with his quickened strokes.  He then fell forward, holding himself over her with his free hand as he began shooting his hot semen onto her - his first shot caught her on the breasts and neck, and the second on her stomach.  She was furiously rubbing herself, on the verge of orgasm, his body inches from hers, but managed to say, “Lower!”

Marcos pointed his cock at her furry mound as he unloaded his last few spurts, Susan rubbed his hot fluid into her pussy as she started bucking through her orgasm.  When she regained her senses, she looked up to see he had pulled his boxers back on and was watching her.  She smiled at him and said simply, “Wow.”

He smiled shyly and said, “Um, aren’t you worried about getting a baby?”

She almost laughed at his naivete, but answered simply and gently, “No.  Can’t happen.”  She didn’t bother explaining the fact that his sperm were not far enough inside her to carry out their mission.  He smiled, then turned and went upstairs.

Susan finished her coffee, got a dish towel and cleaned their fluids off the leather chair, then went upstairs for a long and satisfying shower before heading to work.  She left the door open, expecting Marcos to join her or watch her, but he remained in his room.

* * *

Susan awoke the next morning, looking forward to another encounter with Marcos, brushed her hair and actually applied a little makeup to make herself more presentable.  She was caught by surprise the previous morning, and was a little self-conscious about how she looked for him then.  As she looked in the mirror, checking her lipstick, she giggled as she realized that he wouldn’t really be looking at the lips on her face.

She went downstairs and made her coffee, and had just settled into the chair when she heard Marcos come downstairs.  She watched as he entered the room, and smiled as she saw that he was already naked with his erection in hand.  She put down her coffee and spread her legs a bit, reaching down with one hand to begin stroking herself.

She watched as he stared at her pussy, and he began stroking himself.  After a moment, he looked at her and said simply, “Spread wider for me, please.”  She was surprised and thrilled at his request, so slid down the chair a little, her ass nearly at the edge, and hooked her legs over each chair arm, effectively spreading herself wide open for him.  She knew her pussy must be clearly visible and possibly slightly open, and could feel herself getting wetter at her own lewd display.

When she was in position, she used her fingers to spread herself open slightly before she began stroking herself again.  As she did, she looked up at him and said, “Get closer for me, please,” mimicking his soft request.  She watched as he stepped right to the edge of the chair and knelt down, she caught her breath as she thought he might actually try to enter her, but watched as he continued to stroke himself, just inches over her open pussy, where her fingers were rubbing faster and faster as she was turned on by the sight of his long thin cock waving just above her.

Susan was using both hands to rub herself, intentionally pulling herself open as she rubbed her clit, driving herself closer and closer to orgasm.  She watched as his stroking increased so much his hand was a blur as it worked up and down his shaft, while he used his other hand on the arm of the chair to steady himself.  She could feel her leg resting against his hand as he gripped the chair, stroking himself and panting.

She wasn’t sure she could last until he came, and wanted to make sure he came on her throbbing heat, so she just managed to say “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!  She was still gripped by her orgasm and had no control, only continued to buck and moan as her orgasm intensified with his cock pushed deeper inside her.  Her convulsing pussy obviously pushed Marcos over the edge as he gave one last thrust with his hips, driving himself deeper, as he started to groan and she knew he was shooting inside her

Susan’s lust overcame her - she knew she should push him away, but this ultimate act of lewdness drove her orgasm even higher, and she pulled him close as she continued to buck against him.  After his groaning subsided he began to pump into her, even before her orgasm finished.  She unhooked her legs from the arms of the chair, and wrapped them around him, as she closed her eyes and reveled in the feeling of his young tight body pumping into her.  She could feel his breath on her neck, and his muscles moving under her hands as his cock probed deep inside her, causing another orgasm to rise within her.

He stopped moving and pulled out, which caused Susan to open her eyes, cut short as her peak was approaching.  She looked up at him as he stood before her, his cock glistening with their fluids, his hand out to her.  She was confused, and asked, “What’s wrong?”

Marco smiled down at her and said, “Nothing.  I want to do this in your bed.”

Susan felt a chill as she thought about how utterly forbidden that would be, but she also felt her pussy throbbing for more of his thrusting.  She took his hand as he pulled her from the chair, and walked up the stairs, feeling his sperm leaking down her leg.

Susan paused at the dresser as Marcos waited on the bed, and grabbed her phone.  When Marcos looked at her in confusion, she started dialing and said to him, “I’m calling in sick today.  I think I’m going to be in bed all day.”

He smiled at her and said, “Yes, I think you will be.”


Peaches Dean - Other Works

Peaches loves to write about sexual adventures, whether similar to ones she has actually experienced or complete flights of (horny) fancy. While some of her stories are based upon her adventures, often embellished to fit her wicked memories, others are based upon her nearly-constant dreams and daydreams about sexual adventures.

Below are a couple of her most popular stories.  For the complete list, visit her Author Page on Amazon.

Julie Loaned Out: Beginnings of a Slutty Wife

Happily married Julie and Jim meet their new neighbors, and Julie finds herself thinking of more than just dinner and drinks after she meets the handsome married neighbor. Jim urges his wife to cheat with the older man, and Julie gives in, releasing a slutty side of herself she never imagined.

Turned on by his wife's first reluctant adventure, Jim 'loans' her to the neighbor for the day, with the instructions that she 'do whatever he wants.' Julie agrees and completely gives herself over to being a slut, even risking pregnancy with this new man while her husband encourages her. She surprises herself at the emotions and urges unleashed by giving herself to a near stranger.

Laura the Party Favor: My Wife Becomes the Company Whore

Steve tells his wife Laura about his fantasy of sharing her with other men, then encourages her to try it.  When she starts dating another man, he finally gets his wish.  As she becomes bolder and finds other men, Steve begins to wonder how far his sweet wife will go, especially because she won't tell him who she is dating.


When she begins to openly cuckold him, he finally finds out what kind of woman his wife has become, and his fantasy is pushed beyond his wildest imagination as she boldly becomes the Company Girl in more ways than one. 

Like this?  Please leave a review and see more of Peaches’ work at:

Peaches Dean’s Author Page

cover.jpeg
EXCHANGE

SHOWING A YOUNG MAN HER SIGHTS





