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I know he watches, and I didn’t know what to do. What would you do? My husband’s friend is staying with us. When I shower, he watches me and likes what he sees. It would be an easy decision if he were ugly, but he is not. The man has the body of Adonis, and I have dreamed about it before. My fingers flowed over his rock-hard abs and pecs. Rippling biceps that lift me into the air before tossing me against the wall in a primal desire. Even his gaze is intoxicating. Brown eyes ripping and tearing the lust from my soul. I need to feel loved. Have you ever felt unwanted before? I felt it, and I wouldn't say I liked it. 

A while back, I found this fantastic dildo that sticks to the glass shower door. I love to stick it to the glass and pleasure myself in various dreams and desires. The instrument of yearning is the right size and strength to handle any occasion. I love to do it because it reminds me of the old days when I used to have wild shower sex with my husband. Those days are gone now, but I can dream. 

It was during one of my self-care sessions I caught him watching me. I was too embarrassed to turn around and call him on it. I was naked, the warm water splashing over my thrashing body. The reflection of the mirror caught him peering through the door. I slowed down to think, but my orgasm was almost upon me. Waves of pleasure wouldn’t allow for a stoppage. I closed my eyes and continued at my orgasm pace to please myself. When I opened my eyes, one hand gripped a hard cock. The man was pleasuring himself to me. The jolt of excitement was unreal, and we finished together. 

The second time I caught him watching, I saw the young stallion pulled down his pants and gripped his massive cock. The internet has hundreds of thousands of girls with hundreds of thousands of videos, but he watched me. Young girls with perky breasts littered his timeline, yet here I am, older, and his fap toy. The guilty pleasure formed when he exploded on himself before I could even finish. To him, I was that sexy. My self-esteem went through the roof. 

I know he watches, so I perform. I step it up a notch each time and await his response. It is my drug, my alcohol, my intoxicant, and I am drunk off it. The buzzing starts as soon as I place the dildo on the glass. The drunk hits when he pulls out his cock and strokes it. White girl wasted activation occurs when I speed up to let him know I am about to cum. Instead of praying to the toilet god, I cum, and he does as well. Usually, all over himself and then disappears around the corner. 

Then I feed him pancakes in the morning. I smile and pretend like I don’t know, but I do. I smile at him, tease him, and play with him. I know you watch you a little hot fuck with your six-foot-two-inch body. How many times a week do you work on your body? Ten? That’s why I wear these short shorts. That’s why, oops, I forgot to wear a bra. I put my toes close to your cock under a blanket and accidentally rub against that wonderful cock and pretend like I didn’t do anything. You want me, and I know it. 

I set up a camera to watch him because I had a plan that was equally bold and dangerous. After our morning session, I smiled the next day while handing him pancakes. Then I whispered, “I know you watch.” The look on his face was priceless when I sent him a picture of him fapping to me. His panic enticed me. The request to join me the next time enflamed every part of my body. I Know He Watches 
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He used to watch it, but now he is in the shower with me. I gripped my breast, watching the water run down his body as he stroked the manhood. Up close, the eight-pack abs, veiny forearms, and freshly trimmed man bits defied belief. Why would my husband bring such a man into our house? I put the dildo on the ground and rode it while he watched. The extraction of all of his desires was the mission. Young and sexy couldn’t touch, only watch, until he couldn’t take it. I wanted to be the pinnacle of his desire. 

He reached, and I slapped his hands to avoid making it too easy. I wanted him to risk it all, and he did. I came from riding the dildo, and like before, he did too. This time instead of cumming on himself, he covered me. The hot ropes mingled with the hot water as they splashed against my face and breast. I closed my eyes and then felt the creaming cock in my mouth, not quite finished with the sweet release. Adonis couldn’t take it any longer; he wanted me and would get me.  

It was sweet and intoxicating. The desire radiated from his body like the steam from the warm water. The suppressed desires erupted, and my naughty mouth paid the price. With full force, he rammed his manhood into my naughty mouth. I couldn’t stop him any longer. Both my hands were pinned against the wall as the length and girth of the man filled my insides. Tears flowed from the hot water as I gagged and struggled to absorb his pinned-up carnal desires. I wanted this, and I got it. 

He stood me up. My face pressed against the tile, and my leg in the air. The cock slid into my ladybits with ease. I was ready, and so was he. I thought I was ready, but I was not. The power and strength was almost too much. Both hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise the skin. My ass did its best to absorb the thrust, but the slaps of hips on the butt were loud. I screamed uncontrollably as I was ravaged. I was on the verge of orgasm, and he was, too, for the second time in less than five minutes. He was ordered to fill me up with his stallion semen. The young man didn’t hesitate to turn me into a cum dumpster. We both came again less than a minute later. Our climaxes matched our desire. That’s why he is in the shower; he used to watch.

In the towel closet, my husband watched. He hoped the young stallion would take the bait, and he did. I left the door open for a week and took showers, hoping he would make a move. Why do you think my husband allowed him to stay? Hubby loves to be cucked and watch me cheat with men who think they are cheating. I wanted that young cock since I laid eyes on him at the holiday dinner, and my husband made it happen. I love him and love the fact I can still entice young stallions. After the young stud left because he didn’t want to get caught, my husband joined me in the shower. We both enjoyed our love, and I came again. I am too naughty. 
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