
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Too Taboo 7 : First Time Anal Sex Lesbian FFM Threesome Age Gap Breeding Female Cuckold BDSM Erotica Collection

*****

Copyright © 2025 by Tori Westwood, Kimmy Welsh, Nicki Menage & Connie Cuckquean

Kobo Edition

This is a work of fiction. All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.  All characters 18+. 

Get 10 FREE EROTICA STORIES and WEEKLY DEALS when you join my Mailing List - http://eepurl.com/b0ma0X

Adult Reading Material

*****

About This Book

It’s Too Taboo, can you handle it?  MILFS, brats, and age gap loving, all feature in this naughty bundle of breeding, threesomes, cuckqueans and anal sex fantasies.

There's something for everyone - don't miss out!  This 20-pack’s stories do not overlap with other 20-packs of ‘Sex Every Which Way,’ ‘Taboo Inc. Sex Mix,’ and ‘All The Erotica.’

Stories Include:

1. Watching His Wet Dream

2. MILF’s Moans Get Him Excited

3. Autumn Showers

4. Exposure Therapy

5. Let Her Show You

6. Taking Two Before The End

7. Reality Show Threesome

8. Rough Seas

9. Brat’s Boat Trip

10. Podcast Ass-Blast

11. Anal Sex On A Nudist Beach With My Boss

12. Hey Boss, That’s My Ass!

13. Punishing The Spying Brat

14. OMG, She’s A Were-Bimbo MILF

15. Brat’s Bunkhouse Butt Fun

16. Water Fight

17. Three’s Company

18. The Big Breasted Beauty From Babylon Banged My Hubby

19. Cucked By A Superhero

20. Snowed In And Cleaned Out 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Read An Excerpt

[image: ]




Meanwhile Sarah steered him inside her.  She felt the smooth, silky head and used its cum to mix with her own.

Before her morals could take over, she sat Aiden at her O and then sank over him.  The muscle enveloped him, and Sarah groaned, feeling full.

Aiden hadn’t been focusing.  He startled as he felt Sarah’s pussy sheath him, looking down to where his cock used to be and seeing the triangle of her kempt pussy hair instead.

“It’s inside you,” he hushed, looking up.

Sarah felt like a woman born again.  She sat unabashed on top of Aiden, feeling her confidence thriving.  She started to rock slowly, stirring Aiden inside her and having the tip of his cock massage her cervix.

“Oh, honey, you’re so big,” she said to him, cooing with delight.

She put a hand on his stomach and started to bounce slowly, gliding her pussy along his cock and leaving it in a film of her love.

When she was almost off him Aiden rushed up, thrusting from his hip and driving his cock deep with a satisfying, wet smack.

“Yes!” strained Sarah.  “Like that.”

Aiden held her hips as she straddled him, keeping herself off him by a few inches.  They were the inches that Aiden was to work within, and he took to the task masterfully.

Aiden continued to burst his hips up from the mattress, sending his thick, swollen inches through Sarah and giving her the kind of fucking that she’d been missing for years.

Each time Aiden struck deep, Sarah felt a level of eroticism rise inside her.  It was as though he was inflating, and after a minute of doing so, it was threatening to burst.

“Like that, honey,” Sarah said, closing her eyes to focus on the glorious, simmering sensation.

Her muscles twitched as the climax rushed up quickly.  Aiden’s inexperience only seemed to propel her over the finish line.  Most guys got more erratic, or did things faster or harder, but when Aiden heard her gasping breaths, he just continued at the same metronomic pace, rushing his thickness through her in reliable bursts that saw her tits shake.

“Oh, honey!” strained Sarah.  “I’m going to come, honey.  You did it!  You made me—you made Mrs. Masters come!”

She pulled her shoulders inwards, coiling her whole body as she froze.  Aiden’s cock continued to probe deep, and she tried to stave off the climax for a moment longer to enjoy the sensation.

It burst out of her in a guttural groan that awakened Aiden again.  He looked up at Sarah’s writhing body as she came, looking at the very essence of womanhood as it loomed over him.

“That’s good, Mrs. Masters,” he said, rubbing her midriff.  “That’s good.”

The gown fell back completely, and Sarah sat naked on Aiden.  She sank down completely and made herself full, letting her cum roll down Aiden’s cock and join his own release that had webbed between his balls and his thigh.

“You’re a good boy,” said Sarah over and over, and she rubbed the cum from his last load over his abs.  “You’re such a good boy.”
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It’d only been a few months since Sarah Masters had seen her son’s nineteen-year-old friend Aiden, but she couldn’t believe how much he’d matured.

Since he came home from college, Sarah had looked at him with fresh eyes whenever he’d been invited over.  It was obvious to her in the growing stubble and deepening voice that Aiden was well on his way to adulthood, and Sarah was having trouble focusing.

Aiden was staying over for a few days and Sarah had put him in her son’s bedroom while he was away.  Aiden planned to meet up with him but had a job interview to attend before then.

Sarah found it comforting to have someone in her son’s place like that.  With him growing up so fast she feared losing him, and Aiden softened the blow.

She looked in on him now with a smile as she ventured back from the bathroom late in the middle of the night.  Sarah stood quietly in the doorway, smiling as the light from the television cast shadows across Aiden’s body.

“Mrs. Masters,” he groaned, turning his head.

“Aiden?” hushed Sarah, leaning into the room.  “Are you okay?”

She realized that Aiden was dreaming and felt strangely honored to know that it was about her.  She walked to the bed to grab the television remote, then stopped in her tracks.

Now that she was closer to him, she realized that Aiden had pushed back the covers of his duvet.  He was sleeping naked, and Sarah could see his thick cock, stretching up over his stomach.  What’s worse, it was stiff.

“Oh, honey,” whispered, Sarah, looking back at the television and then down at his thickness.

“Mrs. Masters,” whispered Aiden, as if he was responding to her.

Sarah didn’t know what to do with herself.  She felt her heart race, and everything in her being told her to leave the room and forget what she saw.  But she didn’t.

Instead, Sarah stayed put.  She pulled her gown over herself and looked back at the open door.  She walked carefully towards it with every intention of doing the right thing, until Aiden spoke again.

“Mrs. Masters, please,” whined Aiden.  “Make me come, please.”

Sarah’s jaw hit the floor.  She looked at Aiden in disbelief as he wriggled on the bed, pushing up his hips as if to mimic the act of fucking.

She watched him move, seeing his cock harder than anything she’d ever known.  It was so stiff that it barely wobbled or shook, instead pointing up towards Aiden’s stomach with bulging veins.

“Mrs. Masters,” whimpered Aiden, trembling.

Sarah watched with an open mouth, staring intently at Aiden’s cock as his whines built to a crescendo.

He breathed deep and hard, straining out his breaths and clenching one of his fists.  Sarah felt as though she knew what was about to happen, and she wanted desperately to see it.

“It’s okay, honey,” she said, leaning away from the television to allow it to illuminate the sinful scene.

Sarah watched as Aiden’s cock twitched, then a volley of thick, white cum burst up and settled across the hair on his lower stomach.

“Mrs. Masters,” he strained, his hips still wriggling.

Sarah watched as more cum leapt from his cock, scattering across his midriff.  It lay there as sinful evidence, with Sarah having an almost instinctual reaction to clean it up.

She managed to restrain herself, instead content to merely watch as several more ropes scattered out across her sleeping younger guest.

“Good boy,” hushed Sarah, looking for any sign that Aiden had heard her.

Sarah looked at the cum that was strewn across him.  It felt like his innocence had left him and she’d seen it happen.  It was cast across his stomach in ropes that dripped steadily.

When she looked back up at his face, she saw him looking right at her.

“Mrs. Masters?” asked Aiden.  “I—I was just dreaming about you.”

“Honey!” startled Sarah.  “I came to turn your television off.”

Sarah grabbed the remote control, hoping that she could complete the task and leave before Aiden realized he was covered in himself.

“I—oh shit, sorry.  I’ve—sorry, miss—Mrs. Masters.”

“It’s okay, sweetie,” said Sarah, refusing to watch Aiden discover his state.

“I had this weird dream.”

“About me?”

Aiden fell silent.  It seemed less innocent to mention that Mrs. Masters was the cause of the cum that was lacing across his stomach.

“You can’t control what you dream about,” Sarah said, hoping to console him.

She turned back to him eventually, noticing instantly that his stiffness hadn’t abated.  Aiden was rock hard, looking down at his stomach and frozen with indecision.  If he moved to get a towel, the cum would ruin his bedsheets.

“Let me,” said Sarah.

She quietly grabbed a towel that hung over the back of the desk chair and then walked to the bed.  Rather than hand it to him, she started to dab at his stomach and mop up his mess.

“I’m sorry,” said Aiden, looking the other way.

“It’s okay,” Mrs. Masters said.  “It’s perfectly natural.”

She dabbed up the cum, focusing closely on his stiffness and realizing that it had no intention of abating.  She started to wonder if he’d swallowed a gas-station pill.

“Most guys go soft after ...” she said, nodding at Aiden’s crotch.

Aiden took a breath, looking off at the clock.  “I usually do more than one.”

Sarah was confused.  “As in ... two orgasms?”

“Or more,” Aiden said, and he seemed ashamed of himself.

“That’s a beautiful party trick,” said Sarah in an attempt to console him.  “Most guys can’t do that.”

“Most guys don’t think about their friend’s mom when they have a wet dream.”

“You’d be surprised.  And honestly, I consider it an honor, honey.  I didn’t realize I still had that effect on men your age.”

“Are you kidding?” said Aiden, looking at Sarah’s demure face as she tenderly cleaned up his cum.  “Most of my friends would kill to be in my position right now.”

“You’re teasing,” said Sarah, grinning.

“I’m not, Mrs. Masters.  It’s still exciting me.”

“I can see that ...”

Sarah twisted her mouth in a naughty grin and for the first time Aiden joined her.  He looked away quickly afterwards, embarrassed.

“So, that thing’s not going down because of me?” asked Sarah, patting around it delicately and enjoying the flourishing dynamic.

“You could say that.”

“How do I make you relax?”

Aiden shrugged.  “I usually just keep going until it softens.”

Sarah put the towel down beside the bed.  She looked at Aiden’s cock and moved her hand towards it, pausing when Aiden turned his head.

“Do you want me to try?” she asked.

Aiden said yes so quickly that there was barely any silence between the question and his answer.

Sarah giggled and then picked his cock up off his stomach.  She wrapped her fingers around it and took a deep breath.  She felt her breasts lift and the silky fabric of her gown grazed over her nipples.

“That’s very hard, Aiden,” she said.

“I know, Mrs. Masters.”

“Very, very hard ...”

Sarah started to stroke it gently, looking at Aiden’s face for his reaction.  He was so focused on her hand that he didn’t meet her gaze.

She started to pump faster, watching the nuance in his expression.  She saw his eyebrows lift and his lips part as he focused on his erection.

“That’s good, Mrs. Masters,” he strained.

Sarah pumped his cock harder, gripping tightly around it and feeling the resistance.  He was so aroused that it felt like pulling on rock, and it started to make her pussy wet at the thought of it sliding through her.

“Gosh, honey,” hushed Sarah.  “It feels so good.”

Finally, Aiden looked her in the eyes.  He nodded as she jerked him faster.

“You’re gonna make me come, Mrs. Masters,” he breathed, knowing that he couldn’t fight against it.

Sarah pumped with intent, staring at his cock and watching her delicate fingers glide over it.  She found herself yearning to see the cum burst out again, knowing that this time she’d elicited it all by herself.

“I want to see it, Aiden,” she hushed.  “I want to see you come again, honey.  Do it for Mrs. Masters.”

At that, Aiden whimpered.  Sarah realized what part of the dynamic that Aiden was drawn to.  It was the forbidden nature of it all that made him gasp and groan, and Sarah was keen to play on that.

“Mrs. Masters wants to see you shoot another load for her,” she said, gritting her teeth and sucking a breath through them.

“Mrs. Masters, I’m going to come,” hushed Aiden, lifting his head and looking down.

Sarah beat him with relish, focusing on the eyelet and waiting for the white cream to flash out of it again.  She beat down on him and demanded his release.

“Do it for Mrs. Masters!” she cried, biting her lip.

Her pussy was wet with excitement as she waited for Aiden to pop.  She imagined taking it inside her, and it made her nipples stiff with excitement.

“Mrs. Masters!” was Aiden’s last cry before his second pop-shot.

He threw his head back into the pillow and let his cock erupt all over the area that Sarah had just cleaned.

Sarah beat along him, feeling the pulse of his cock and seeing the accompanying ropes.  She couldn’t believe that his second offering was just as big as his first.  It flashed again over his stomach, with Sarah directing it over him as though she was painting a canvas.

“Oh, gosh,” whined Aiden, looking down as the last few spurts were tugged free.

Sarah pulled along him, squeezing hard.  She felt so frustrated that Aiden had had two climaxes, and she hadn’t even had one.  Her pussy was charged with excitement, and she knew it wouldn’t take much.  She thought about rousing her husband when she got back to her bed, but with a perfectly good cock right in front of her, it made sense to stay put.

“He’s refusing to go down,” said Sarah with a smile, gliding her cum-coated palm along him.

Aiden breathed deep and looked at what she was doing.  He was silent for a minute as he enjoyed her aftercare.

“You got another one for me?” asked Sarah with a smile.

Aiden nodded.  “I do.”

Sarah acted on instinct now.  She set her fears to one side and mounted the bed, straddling Aiden’s midriff.

Aiden was frozen in shock and awe.  He watched as she positioned herself over him, shrouding his modesty with her gown that flowed over her body and threatened to slip.

Sarah looked at the wall above her son’s bed.  The shelf held his old trophies, and it made Sarah even more shameful.  She knew what she was doing was scary and forbidden, but she couldn’t bring herself to stop now that she was so close.  Her pussy seemed to call out for her to complete the act and sink into sin completely.

Aiden wasn’t going to stop her.  He held her hips gently and then felt her fur against the tip of his cock.

Sarah reached between the opening of her gown and grabbed his stiffness, standing it up straight and smudging the tip along her delicate, sodden folds.

“You can’t tell anyone,” Sarah said, throwing back her head.

Aiden looked up at the mature goddess that Sarah had become.  She oozed a kind of womanhood that Aiden had never sampled before.  It was different to women his age.  It was more mature and assured, and as Sarah’s gown slipped, he saw her full beauty.

Sarah felt it slide off her shoulders and fall open.  Her full tits sat ripe on her chest, swollen with lust and looking more beautiful and rounder than ever.

Aiden’s eyes went to those first of all.  He put his hand on Sarah’s side and then moved up towards her breasts, cupping one and gripping it.  He’d never felt a woman like this before outside of his dreams.

Meanwhile Sarah steered him inside her.  She felt the smooth, silky head and used its cum to mix with her own.

Before her morals could take over, she sat Aiden at her O and then sank over him.  The muscle enveloped him, and Sarah groaned, feeling full.

Aiden hadn’t been focusing.  He startled as he felt Sarah’s pussy sheath him, looking down to where his cock used to be and seeing the triangle of her kempt pussy hair instead.

“It’s inside you,” he hushed, looking up.

Sarah felt like a woman born again.  She sat unabashed on top of Aiden, feeling her confidence thriving.  She started to rock slowly, stirring Aiden inside her and having the tip of his cock massage her cervix.

“Oh, honey, you’re so big,” she said to him, cooing with delight.

She put a hand on his stomach and started to bounce slowly, gliding her pussy along his cock and leaving it in a film of her love.

When she was almost off him Aiden rushed up, thrusting from his hip and driving his cock deep with a satisfying, wet smack.

“Yes!” strained Sarah.  “Like that.”

Aiden held her hips as she straddled him, keeping herself off him by a few inches.  They were the inches that Aiden was to work within, and he took to the task masterfully.

Aiden continued to burst his hips up from the mattress, sending his thick, swollen inches through Sarah and giving her the kind of fucking that she’d been missing for years.

Each time Aiden struck deep, Sarah felt a level of eroticism rise inside her.  It was as though he was inflating, and after a minute of doing so, it was threatening to burst.

“Like that, honey,” Sarah said, closing her eyes to focus on the glorious, simmering sensation.

Her muscles twitched as the climax rushed up quickly.  Aiden’s inexperience only seemed to propel her over the finish line.  Most guys got more erratic, or did things faster or harder, but when Aiden heard her gasping breaths, he just continued at the same metronomic pace, rushing his thickness through her in reliable bursts that saw her tits shake.

“Oh, honey!” strained Sarah.  “I’m going to come, honey.  You did it!  You made me—you made Mrs. Masters come!”

She pulled her shoulders inwards, coiling her whole body as she froze.  Aiden’s cock continued to probe deep, and she tried to stave off the climax for a moment longer to enjoy the sensation.

It burst out of her in a guttural groan that awakened Aiden again.  He looked up at Sarah’s writhing body as she came, looking at the very essence of womanhood as it loomed over him.

“That’s good, Mrs. Masters,” he said, rubbing her midriff.  “That’s good.”

The gown fell back completely, and Sarah sat naked on Aiden.  She sank down completely and made herself full, letting her cum roll down Aiden’s cock and join his own release that had webbed between his balls and his thigh.

“You’re a good boy,” said Sarah over and over, and she rubbed the cum from his last load over his abs.  “You’re such a good boy.”

She winced out her release, then trembled.  Her jaw rattled and she let out a final sigh before opening her eyes on the other side of her orgasm.

“That was amazing,” she said, leaning over Aiden and kissing his face.  “Good boy.”

Aiden let her kiss him at first, then he turned his lips to meet hers.  Soon he was tonguing Sarah’s mouth, and he noted instantly how strange it felt.  She kissed differently to women his age.  It was wetter and more passionate, and Aiden didn’t mind one bit.

“You come now,” said Sarah, pressing her body against his and feeling his sticky cum against her.

Aiden felt her bare tits against his chest.  It felt good to feel her weight on him like that.  He wrapped his arms around her and cupped her ass.

“Fuck me,” hushed Sarah into his ear.  “Fill me up.”

Aiden started to bounce into her.  He held her ass and rocked it with his hand, sending it down on his thrusting hips before lifting it as he withdrew.

Sarah was a passenger now.  She hung to Aiden like a limpet, letting his lower half work up into her and allowing Aiden to go at any pace he desired.

It turned out the pace Aiden enjoyed most was frantic.  He slammed upwards, causing the bed to squeak and creak.  The mattress shook and Aiden whimpered.

“Yes!” strained Sarah, trapped in his embrace.  “That’s it.”

Aiden got braver.  His hand rubbed over Sarah’s ass, taking fistfuls off it.  He pushed the cheeks together and massaged them, then he started to steer his hands inside until he was feeling his slick cock penetrate her.  It made it all real.

“Good boy,” hushed Sarah.  “I want to feel it.  Please.  Let me have it.  I know you’ve got another one for me, honey!  Give Mrs. Masters that third load!”

Aiden closed his eyes tight and raced on.  He wanted desperately to please her and deliver what she yearned for.  He was so potent that failure wasn’t an option.  If Aiden was confident about one thing, it was his ability to come multiple times.

This was Sarah’s first experience of it, but she had faith in him too.  She could sense how turned on he was, just from his breaths and whimpers.  He moved his hands freely over her, rubbing at her asshole as his cock pounded into the aching hole below.

“Come inside me,” whispered Sarah, kissing his face.  “Come inside me!”

Aiden raced onto the finish line, focusing on how his sensitive cock burst through Sarah’s sex over and over.  As he raced to the finish line his finger pressed harder at her ass, and as he pushed through it and entered her, he started to come.

“Mrs. Masters!” he strained.

“Come inside me!” gasped Sarah, allowing Aiden to finger her ass.

If it was anyone else at any other time, Sarah would have slapped their hand away.  But it was Aiden at his most erotic, and she refused to be the one to cut through his fantasy.

She kissed his cheek as he kept his finger still in her ass, rubbing his cock against it in the chamber beyond as he started to pulse out his love.

“Oh, Mrs. Masters!” he whimpered.  “Mrs. Masters!  That’s it!  Fuck!”

Sarah hummed contently as she felt the warmth arrive.  It bathed Aiden’s cock and then became their lube.  Soon Aiden was gliding through her with no friction at all.

“Good boy,” said Sarah, nodding above him.  “Good boy.”

Aiden held her tight and gave one last thrust.  It pushed the cum deep, displacing it around his cock and making it slide back down his shaft.

“Good boy,” whispered Sarah, kissing his cheek.

She thought it might all be over.  Aiden was breathing in a way that suggested he could fall asleep again soon, and Sarah was content to leave with the orgasms scores at three-to-one.

But as she lay on top of him, she realized that his cock wasn’t softening.  She thought back to his words and how Aiden would simply continue to masturbate until it softened.  She couldn’t leave him in this state.

“Let me finish you off with my mouth,” she hushed.

Aiden’s finger slid out from her ass as Sarah moved down his body.  She dragged her tits over his chest and stomach and then let them feel the cum that was emblazoned along his cock.

“Look at that,” hushed Sarah when she saw it again.

His crotch was a mess of cum, but it looked delicious in its sinfulness.  Cum stretched, sometimes thin, sometimes thick and white, attaching itself to everything it touched.

“Yum,” said Sarah, looking up.

Aiden looked down and watched as Sarah swallowed over his messy cock without ceremony.  She drove her lips over him and closed her eyes.

Sarah could taste the sweetness of his precum, mixed with the bitter, salty payloads that had followed.  The texture of her mouth turned silky and slippery as her saliva mixed with his seed.

“Oh, Mrs. Masters, that’s good,” strained Aiden, pushing her hair aside so he could see the action.

Sarah pulled his cock back off his stomach and made a show of sucking him.  She got up on her knees so that her big tits hung down, then she used her hand to jerk the part of Aiden’s cock that her mouth wasn’t sucking.

“You’re gonna get another one,” whispered Aiden, watching.

Sarah hummed.

“Turn around,” Aiden said.  “I want to taste you too.”

Sarah couldn’t do that to him.  Aiden didn’t seem to realize that her pussy was full of his cum.  Most guys didn’t do that, but then Aiden wasn’t most guys.

“Please, Mrs. Masters,” he said, reaching down to pull her arm.

She looked up at him.  “You just came.”

“I know.”

Sarah’s pupils were fattened as she heard his admission.  She turned her ass back to face him and then reversed up his body until Aiden was staring right into her cum-soaked pussy.

“Just like that,” Aiden said, satisfied.

Sarah put her lips over him and found that his cock seemed to fit better in her mouth now.  She sucked and tried to ignore what was happening below.  It was impossible.

Aiden realized he may have bitten off more than he could chew as he stared at the drooling snatch of his mature lover.  It was equal-parts beautiful and sinful.  His pearly cum oozed out in string that landed on his chest.

First, he held Sarah’s ass, moving it and watching the cum fall out of her in response.  When he bunched her ass-cheeks together the cum fell at the same time, claimed by gravity.

All the while Sarah sucked, driving Aiden into her mouth and tickling him at the top of her throat.  She rubbed at his balls and made out with his cock while Aiden continued to study her sex.

Aiden hadn’t had this kind of access before.  For a minute or more he studied Sarah with no sexual intent, following the folds of her pussy and watching as it gasped open with excitement.

“Taste me,” Sarah said, looking under herself.  She knew that it meant Aiden tasting himself too.

Aiden lifted his head and opened his mouth over her pussy.  He thrust out his tongue and French-kissed it, driving his muscle along the channel and feeling the cum flow back into his mouth.

“Yes!” hushed Sarah, and for a moment she stopped sucking on him to focus on the sensation.

Aiden licked and mouthed, sucking and biting at her sodden flesh.  After the first taste of himself he was unabashed, figuring that Sarah had tasted it, and that he should too.  It felt disrespectful to expect her to swallow it down while balking at the idea of doing it himself.

So, Aiden licked and slurped, and soon his efforts had mounted another orgasm inside Sarah.

“Like that!” said Sarah, closing her eyes.

At times she would remember that Aiden’s cock was in her hand, and she’d beat it quickly, but soon the tingle of his tongue over her pussy would override her focus.  She felt her excitement mount again.

She started to breathe hard and soon her hips were gyrating.  She pushed back on Aiden and smothered him with her sex, writhing her pussy across his face and using him like a rag.

“Make me come!” she demanded, feeling in control.

Aiden stiffened up at being used like that.  The usually sensible and demure Mrs. Masters was surrendering to her urges, and it made Aiden excited.

He pressed against her sex with as much force as she used to push back on his face.  He felt her pussy lips swallow over him, leaking over his nose and maw.

“Aiden!” she strained.

This time Aiden felt the climax on his mouth.  He could feel the muscles quiver and clench.  He felt the contractions and then felt the cum be pushed out.

Aiden swallowed down what he could and let the rest dribble down his chin as Sarah came.

“Yes, honey!” she burst, picking up his cock and jerking it.  “Yes!”

Even in the throes of passion, Sarah could tell that Aiden was primed and ready.  His cock had that tell-tale stiffness to it, as though it could smash through glass.

She beat it as she came, then put it in her mouth and hummed over it as she felt it swell bigger.

“Mrs. Masters!” strained Aiden as he pulled his face back.

It was his turn to come now.  He lifted his head and looked back at Sarah’s beautiful pussy as he felt her mouth rock over him and demand the cum.

Aiden burst against Sarah’s throat.  He felt her tongue glide around the crown of his cock and tease out more of him.

Sarah felt the flashes inside her, taking each one masterfully and then swallowing it down in time for the next.  Sometimes she’d store it in her cheeks and take another burst before feeling it all slide down her neck as she swallowed.

“Oh, that’s good, Mrs. Masters,” Aiden said, and his body started to relax.

Sarah rocked her head over his cock and sucked out the last of his cum.  She smacked her lips and rubbed it around her mouth with her tongue, as if trying to extract the last semblance of flavor from it.

“Good boy,” she said, placing his cock back against him delicately.

It started to soften, and Sarah got off the bed, standing naked over him and looking down on him with fresh eyes.

Aiden lay naked, unabashed.  He’d done so much with her that being coy now seemed stupid.  He left the duvet off himself and allowed his cock to go soft under Mrs. Masters’ observation.

“It seems you’re finally satisfied,” she said, shaking out her hands.

Sarah’s face was hot and red.  Her chest was flushed red too.  She bent down to grab her gown and put it back on.

“Not a word to anyone,” she said, handing Aiden the television remote.

“Of course,” said Aiden, taking one last look at her ass as she turned away from him.

Sarah stopped in the doorway and looked back at him with a wide, naughty grin.

“You don’t know how good you are,” she said, shaking her head at him.  “Someone will be lucky to have you.”

THE END
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MILF’s Moans Get Him Excited
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April Fowler did some audio work on the side to earn a few extra pennies, but her younger lodger Chase is becoming increasingly curious of the noises that are coming from his milf housemate’s makeshift studio.

April had started using the spare room for privacy as she did her readings, having recently received a request that was a little different to the rest.

Ordinarily, April would read out stories that were sent to her and be paid a fee, but a new client of hers wanted something naughtier.

She’d been tasked with making realistic sex-noises that would feature in the first-person stories that she told, having to mewl and moan on command and gasp as the character she played was thrust into the throes of passion.

April wasn’t coy.  She threw herself headfirst into things, as she always had.  One thing she neglected though was just how audible the noises were outside of her noise-cancelling headphones.

Her lodger Chase had walked by the door before, and heard April within, reading her erotic stories.  He didn’t stick around.  Chase found it slightly embarrassing that his forty-three-year-old landlady had chosen this as a secondary vocation, but despite his protests April wasn’t changing her mind.

“I’m not hurting anyone,” April would say defensively, and Chase would struggle to think of argument beyond that, outside of the fact that he simply didn’t want to hear April saying the kind of words that were written down for her to read.

Now though, Chase was presented with a whole new predicament.  The sounds he heard coming from the spare bedroom were increasingly overt in their sexual nature, to the point that Chase couldn’t separate them from the porn that he consumed while his April was out of the house.

Whenever he passed the room, he was conflicted, and his mind was filled with naughty thoughts that Chase had to battle hard to swat away.  They buzzed in his craw, tempting him to think things about his older housemate that he really shouldn’t.

April was oblivious to it all, but the work was influencing her too.  The more she faked the noises, the more real they became.  Coupled with the erotic scenarios that her client put her in, April found herself excited on several occasions by the text she was reading.  And then one day, it all got too much for them both.

Chase heard the noises coming from the spare room, and this time he lingered outside.  He stayed a while in the hallway outside, approaching the door and closing his eyes to the sound of April, simulating her naughty sex-acts.

“Fuck me!  Fuck me!  Fuck me!” whined April, oblivious to the pricked ears outside.

Chase closed his eyes with shame as the words started to grip him.  He felt his pulse quicken and divert the flow of blood.  His cock started to stiffen.

“That’s it!” cried April.  “I want your cum inside me!  Ooh!  Ooh, that’s it!  Oh!  Oh!  Oh!  Come inside me!  Come inside me!”

April had no idea how loud she was hollering the text she read.  She threw herself into her roles and tried to imbue the character as passionately as possible but still felt there was room for improvement.

Chase wasn’t as critical.  The sound of April moaning out those words was making his cock bloom with excitement.  He rubbed at it, squeezing the appendage and wanting it to go away.  He already knew that he was going to do something foolish.

April continued to narrate the dirty book, and outside Chase continued to surrender himself to his own urges.

He opened his pants and reached inside, tugging at his cock and leaning against the door.  He focused on April’s heady moans, listening to those sinful words pour out of her mouth as though they were just for him.

Soon, April needed a break.  She’d worked herself up into a frenzy and needed a cold drink to calm herself down.  When she opened the door, the sight she saw jolted her back to reality in an instant.

Chase stumbled forwards as the door opened, falling to his knees at April’s feet.  He saw her flowery summer dress in front of him and then looked up aghast.

“What are you doing?” asked April, not yet realizing that Chase’s pants were down.

He got up slowly from the floor and started to bring his boxer shorts up, hoping that the whole house might be swallowed up by a sinkhole.

“You—” began April, confused.  “You’re ...”

“I wasn’t, Ms. Fowler,” said Chase defiantly as he put himself away.

April stared at the spot where Chase’s young, thick cock had just been.  She looked at the button of his jeans as he fastened them and put his arms at his side.

“Were you masturbating?” asked April.

“I wasn’t,” lied Chase again.  “I ... I’d just come from the bathroom.”

“And decided to rest against the door?”

He nodded.

“With your pants down?”

“I hadn’t fastened them back up yet.”

April knew he was lying.  She tried to hide her smirk, finding herself buoyed by the fact that Chase could get off to her voice.  It meant she was doing a good job.

“What did you hear?” she asked.

“N—nothing.”

“I’m not mad, Chase.  I just want to know.  What did you hear?”

Chase shifted his feet.  He could scarcely look April in the eye.

“Did you hear me moaning?” she asked.

He nodded.

“You know that’s just for the book, right?”

“I know.”

“I’m not really having sex.”

“I know, but it sure sounds like it.”

“It does?”

He nodded again.  “It’s like listening to you with another man every single day.”

“I’m on my own in there, honey,” said April, placing a hand on Chase’s arm.  “It’s just pretend.”

“But it sounds so real.”

“I wish it sounded realer,” said April.  “But it’s great to have some feedback.”

“It ... it sounds like porn.”

April didn’t exactly know what porn sounded like.  She’d watched it on only a handful of occasions.  She had a crazy idea.

“Listen, do you think you’d like to help me?” she posed.

“Help you do what?”

“With my work,” said April, pointing back into the room.  “If you know porn like I think you do—”

“I don’t.”

“Come on,” said April, smiling.  “I can hear into your room too you know.”

Chase started to blush even worse than he was already.

“Maybe you can help me get the moans right?”

“I don’t know, Ms. Fowler ...”

“It might be fun,” said April.  “Listen, I’m just going to go and get a drink, and if you’re still here when I come back, I know you’re interested.”

April went downstairs, wondering if she’d done the right thing.  She got some water from the refrigerator and drank it slowly, imagining Chase on the other side of the door, getting off to her voice.

“Naughty Chase,” she whispered to herself.

April could feel the sexuality in herself.  Her breasts felt fuller, and her pussy was still damp from that day’s session in the studio.  The work always left an imprint on her, but she seldom did anything about it.

April gave Chase another minute to decide and then walked back up the stairs.  She was sad to see the hallway empty, and his bedroom door closed.

April thought it was probably for the best, and perhaps that was a sign that she shouldn’t go any further, but when she entered the spare-bedroom, she saw Chase sitting on the bed.

“You want to help?” she asked.

Chase nodded.  “If I can.”

“Of course,” said April, sitting in the computer chair.

She moved it to one side and fixed the microphone, then she scrolled to where she had left off on the text and looked back at Chase.

“I was here, wasn’t I?  The part that says about coming inside me?”

Chase almost choked on his own spit.  “I think that was it, yes.”

April leaned towards the microphone again.

“Come inside me!  That’s it!  Fuck!  I want to feel it!  I want to feel you explode in my pussy!”

She looked back at Chase afterwards.  “How was that?”

Chase was gripping the bed with both fists, willing his erection to subside.

“Good,” he said simply.

April could see the excitement in him.  She glanced at his crotch and saw the tent in his pants.

“There are some male moans in here too,” said April, nodding at the text.  “Want to try them?”

“I—I don’t know about that,” said Chase.

“Come on.  What harm can it do?”

April scrolled to the text and leaned away.  “Here, try this,” she said.  “Just speak into the microphone.”

She set it up for Chase who got to his feet slowly and angled his mouth towards the mic.

“This bit here,” said April.  “From, ‘Oh, I want to come inside you so bad,’ to here.”

Chase cleared his throat, and April began to get excited in advance.  He was going to do it.

“Oh, I want to come inside you so bad,” said Chase, following the words on the screen and reading them mechanically.  “I want to pump this hot cum into your pussy and fill you up.”

April felt her pussy explode in excitement.  She’d never heard him utter such filth, and it hit the spot perfectly.

“Good!” she enthused.  “Do you want to try some of the moaning?”

“I don’t know, Ms. Fowler ...”

“But you’re so good!  Please!  Just for me?”

Chase breathed deep, then nodded.

April giddily scrolled to the part with the moaning, hoping to give Chase some direction.

He read the words like a robot, with little emotion.  “Oh.  Oooh.  Ah.  That’s it.  Fuck!  Ooh.”

April tried to hide her laughter.  “Just freestyle it,” she said.  “My client won’t mind.  It sounds more natural, that way.”

Chase sighed.

“You’re doing great, honey!  Honestly, I love it!  Try to just go with it.”

She pressed record again and Chase leaned into the mic.  He closed his eyes.  “Fuck!  Oooh!  Yes!  Oh, yes, that’s it!  Fuck!”

“Nice improv!” beamed April.  “And the cursing—” she kissed her fingertips.

Chase started to loosen up.  “I just did like you said.”

“Again, for me,” said April.  “I’m going to help you this time.”

“Okay,” said Chase, and he closed his eyes once more and leaned to the mic.

April hit record and Chase started to moan again.

“Oh, that’s so fucking good!  Fuck, your pussy feels so—” he stopped and looked down at April’s hand that had arrived on his crotch.

“Keep going,” said April, rubbing and squeezing.

He shut his eyes.  “That feels good!  Yes!  Oh, Ms. Fowler!  Ms. Fowler, that’s it!”

April bit her lip as Chase spoke directly to her.  She stopped the recording.

“I loved that, but she isn’t called ‘Ms. Fowler’ in this,” said April.

“I just went with it, like you said.  It felt right.”

“I’m sure it did.  You know what, say whatever.  I can edit it out afterwards.”

Chase shook out his wrists as though he was really getting into it.  He closed his eyes and leaned towards the microphone again as April pressed record.

“Touch me,” he said.  “Touch my cock again, Ms. Fowler.”

April rushed her hand to it and looked at the pleasure in Chase’s face.

“That’s it!  Oh, fuck, that’s it, Ms. Fowler.”

She rubbed along the barrel of his cock, mapping it out beneath his pants as her pussy started to weep for him.

“Take it out, Ms. Fowler.”

April popped the button of Chase’s pants and tugged down the front of his boxer-shorts.  His cock sprang free, thick and hard.  Veins lurched up its length, pumping fiercely.  April gripped it.

“Jerk my cock, Ms. Fowler,” he said, breathing hard and feeling April’s hand start to stroke over him.  “That’s it!  Oh, Ms. Fowler, that’s it!”

“Chase ...” hushed April, looking at the swollen appendage.

“Jerk it,” he said, moving his hips to work his cock through her fist.  “Work out my cum!  Please, Ms. Fowler!  Please!”

Chase wasn’t acting now.  He was pleading into the microphone with impassioned tones, willing his landlady to do something sinful.

April knew that things had shifted.  She kept recording as she tugged on Chase, looking at his gorgeous cock and revelling in the unbridled access that she had.

“That’s it,” said Chase, his eyes moving against his closed eyelids as he sought out the passion inside himself.  “Ms. Fowler, that’s it.”

April felt a deep bond to him that she hadn’t felt before.  In that moment, he was hers.  At nineteen it felt like Chase was a gulf away from her, but this act was bringing him closer.  April felt she needed that.  She tugged at his cock and started to moan with him.

“I want your cum,” she said, staring at the swollen crown as though she was talking directly to it.

“You’re going to make me come,” groaned Chase into the microphone.  “Ms. Fowler, you’re going to make me come!  Don’t stop!  Don’t stop!”

April could feel the orgasm rush up on Chase.  She felt his cock stiffen to a point where it felt like concrete.  It seemed to swell fatter.

“Ms. Fowler!” whimpered Chase, and his eyes finally opened and looked down on the scene.

He saw his older housemate staring at the tip of his cock and waiting to see the evidence of his excitement.  Chase let go and felt a bead of precum slowly announce itself at the eyelet before the next pulse from his muscle propelled a jet of hot spunk right towards April’s face.

April flinched as it struck her.  The heat was joyous.  She rushed her mouth to the tip, almost on instinct, and swallowed right over the erupting crown.

Chase felt April’s warm embrace around him.  The next throb of his cock saw no evidence of his release, aside from the inflating of his landlady’s cheeks as she held his seed in her mouth.

April tasted the salty bitterness.  She hummed contently and continued to work her mouth over Chase’s cock as he moaned above her.

The microphone captured it all.  It was better than any act.  The noises were real, snatched from a scenario so sinful that no-one would ever believe it.

“Oh, Ms. Fowler, that’s it,” hushed Chase, looking down.

April blinked up at him, swallowing down his seed and feeling it slip down her neck.  More of his cum flooded into her mouth and she gulped that down too until Chase had no more to offer.

Afterwards she pinched her lips close around the cylinder of flesh and pulled back, hoping to cleanse every morsel off him.

Chase leaned back his head and let out a satisfied moan.  He smiled as he looked down, feeling accomplished.  It was like a weight had been lifted off his young shoulders, and even though the first orgasm that someone else had given him was at the hands of a woman over twice his age, he felt proud.

“Gosh, it’s still so hard,” said April, rubbing her fingers around it and studying the spent length.

She looked up at Chase and bit her lip.  “We could add some more noises if you wanted?”

“What kind of noises?”

April stood up and started to reach under her dress.  “I’ve never been able to get pussy-eating to sound right.”

Chase was speechless.  He watched April’s tiny black panties emerge around her ankles and be flung off her feet.

April moved the microphone closer to the bed, then sat back in it and started to lift her skirt.

Chase watched her bare legs emerge.  They were long and slender, looking smooth and soft.  He started to see parts of her that he’d never seen before, then he saw the jarring sight of her pink pussy, and the brown tuft of hair above it.

“Oh, Ms. Fowler, that looks so good,” Chase said.

“What does?” she asked, nodding at the microphone.

“Oh, Ms. Fowler, your pussy looks so good,” repeated Chase, putting a knee on the bed.

“Perhaps you’d like to see if it tastes as good as it looks?”

April couldn’t believe she’d come up with a line so good.  She told herself she’d send it to her client just in case he wanted it.

Chase dropped his head and started to prowl up the bed.  He stared at the folds of April’s sex, and in his periphery, he saw her eager look as he approached.  The sight of both April’s face and a delicate, sexy pussy was confusing to Chase, but it didn’t stop him from staying hard.

He set his face between her legs and smelled the sweet musk.  He looked up at her and saw her nodding.

“Eat my fucking pussy,” said April with purpose, using the microphone to access parts of herself that she’d otherwise be too coy to explore.

Chase heeded her words.  He opened his mouth and pressed it over her sex, listening to the moan that burst from April’s mouth above him.

“Oh, fuck, Chase, that’s it!  That’s it!  Eat my pussy!  That’s it!  Make me come!”

April pushed her fingers through his hair and held him against her sex.  She started to writhe against his face, moaning up at the microphone as she did so.

“That’s it!  That’s my pussy!  Lick my pussy, that’s it!  Oh, Chase!  Make me come!”

Chase didn’t know what he was doing, but it was impossible not to be caught up in the energy that April emitted.  He worked his maw over her, mouthing and sucking, licking and biting, until April’s heady breaths erupted in a series of passionate groans.

“That’s it!” cried April, pulling in her shoulders and shuddering.  “You’re making me come!  Oh, Chase, that’s it!  Make me come with your mouth!”

Chase felt the increase in juices as they fell from April’s sex, pinched free by her contracting muscles.  He tongued at the fluttering petals and relished the sensation of April coming against his mouth.  He could feel the muscles moving and hear the ecstasy in her cries.

Chase ate messily, hoping that the microphone would pick up the smacking of his lips and the slurping of April’s silky cum.

As April came out the other side of her climax she rubbed her clitoris slowly, looking down on Chase’s face as he withdrew and stared into the mess he’d made.

He could see April’s cum webbing across her sex and felt some of it on his face too.  He wiped it and looked down at his hand.

“Give that here,” said April, beckoning him up the bed.

Chase crawled over her, his cock still hard at his waist.  It pointed upwards and he felt April’s soft skin against it as he settled over her.

April held his wrist and licked her cum of his hand.  She pulled his face to hers and then kissed his lips, at first slow and exploratory, then deep and lustfully.

Their embrace could be heard on the computer, with the soundbars flickering as the microphone picked up the heavy inhales and the clapping, wet lips as April tasted herself on Chase’s mouth.

She reached down and started to tug his cock, impressed that he was still stiff.  April moved her dress higher and then broke off Chase’s lips.

“Fuck me,” she hushed.

Chase’s nostrils flared.  He stalled.

“Fuck me,” urged April, nodding.  “I want to feel you explode inside me.”

Chase had never had sex before.  He found it a strange comfort that his older housemate should be the first one he shared himself with.  She’d always looked after him and kept him safe, nurtured him and cared for him.  He saw this as a sinful extension of her duties.

Chase looked down.  He held the hilt of his cock and directed it between April’s thighs.

“Yes!” said April, excited.  She wriggled him to the right spot and closed her eyes as she felt him at her O.

“Oh, Ms. Fowler,” whispered Chase, pushing.

“There!” cried April.  “That’s it!  Fuck me!  Fuck me!”

Chase pressed inside and felt the heat cover his length.  It felt tight and warm.  He pressed further, feeling the hug of April’s pussy and listening to her satisfied groan.

“Oh, your cock is so big!” gasped April, flooding Chase with confidence.  “That’s so big!  Fuck!  That’s it, Chase.  I want another load.  Can you do that for me?”

Chase nodded.

“Two cumshots for Ms. Fowler,” smiled April, biting her lip.  “That’s my boy.”

Chase started to move his hips and soon he was sliding his cock through April’s pussy like he’d been doing it all his life.  He put his weight against her and pumped from the hips, relishing how she felt beneath him.

April pulled at Chase’s shirt, wanting to feel more of him.  She moved her hands underneath and felt the athletic body that Chase kept hidden.

“Take your top off,” she said to him.

Chase leaned away from the action and wrestled his shirt up over his head.  As he did so April quickly dropped her summer dress off her shoulder and pulled it down over her tits.  When Chase emerged from his t-shirt, he was looking right at her big, delicious tits.

“That’s better,” said April, and she pulled Chase against her.

He barely had chance to get the eyeful he desired before his face was back over April’s shoulder.  He could feel her soft, supple tits against his bare chest.

April felt it too.  She could feel the hair around Chase’s nipples tickling at her tits.  She started to giggle as she felt his breath at her neck and then the touch of his lips.

“Treat me nicely,” said April.  “Fuck me nicely.”

Chase moved slowly, working his cock through April as though he was massaging her insides.  He pulled his face back and looked at her breasts again.

“You want those, don’t you?” asked April.  “You want my tits in your mouth, don’t you?”

Chase nodded.

“Say it.”

“I want to suck your tits, Ms. Fowler.”

April started to giggle.  “Go on, that’s it.”

Chase stooped and enveloped April’s breasts with his mouth.

“Oh, that’s it!  Suck my tits!  Good boy!  That’s it!”

April felt the swirling tongue as it circled her nipples like a hungry shark.  She felt them stiffen up and turn even more sensitive, and the whole time Chase’s reliably stiff cock continued to slide through her sex and probe deep at her cervix.

“I want to feel you explode,” said April.  “Pound my pussy with that big, hard cock.”

Chase started to move faster, and with longer, swooping thrusts.

“Like that!  Harder!”

His back arced as he fought to fuck April hard while continuing to feast on her tits.  Eventually he broke off her nipples and held himself over her, pounding down hard into April’s pussy.

April felt the glorious, dull stab.  The power of Chase’s pumping hips shook her whole body, rocking her tits and making her ache for more of him.

“That’s it!” she groaned, feeling another climax rush up on her.  “That’s it!”

“Oh, Ms. Fowler!” whined Chase.  “Ms. Fowler!”

“Come!” dared April, knowing that this load was much more dangerous.  “Come inside me!”

Chase didn’t know he had another option.  He moaned long and loud, feeling the subtle sensitivities along his cock as it bloomed and threatened to pop all over again.

“Oh, Ms. Fowler, it’s coming!  I’m coming!  Fuck!  Ms. Fowler!”

Chase’s urgency told April all she needed to know.  With the prospect of Chase’s creampie imminent, she started to climax with him.

Chase felt the pinching of her pussy around him and continued regardless, pressing through it and relishing the tight grip.

His cock throbbed and burst, throwing out a second load which started to fill up April and coat his length.

“Good boy!” said April, rubbing his back.  She could feel the pulse of his arousal inside her.

Chase fell on top of her, working his hips slowly.  His cock pushed up through April’s pussy, letting off more and more of his ropes until they were oozing back out of her sex.

Each push displaced more of him, and April felt the warmth slide out of her and trickle down to her asshole.  The bedcovers turned wet beneath her.

“Good boy,” she said, rubbing Chase’s back.  “Good boy.  That’s what I wanted.  Ooh, you feel so good.”

Chase worked slowly and then rose off her.  He pulled back and looked down, watching his cock emerge.  It was strewn in his own cum and April’s, looking shiny and slick, with thick, white streaks along him.

“Oh, gosh, look at that,” hushed April.

She stared down over her tits and saw her boy’s sticky cock.  It was still so hard, bouncing as one and with no bend or curve.

Chase looked at April’s pussy and then up over her bare stomach.  Her ripe tits sat bunched together, and above those was her satisfied smile.  Her cheeks were red, and her hair was dishevelled.

“Can you bring that here?” asked April, nodding at Chase’s cock.

“You—you want this?” asked Chase, holding it.

“Tease me with it.”

Chase moved along the bed and put his cock close to April.  She went to put her lips over it, and he pulled it back away from her.

“Ooh, that’s it,” she swooned.  “You know what I want.”

Chase put it close to her mouth again and when April pounced, he pulled it back.

“You want this cock?” he asked.

April nodded.  “I want to see if you’ve got a third for me.”

Chase had never known himself be so excited, but if there was a scenario that was going to extract the most cum from him, it was this.  He’d been building his excitement for so long as he listened on the other side of the door to April’s voice, and now he was getting the release he yearned for.

“Put it on my tongue,” April said.

This time Chase didn’t tease her.  He’d only be teasing himself.  He set the underside of his cock against April’s outstretched tongue and watched as she claimed him again.

April rolled over onto her side and started to pump along Chase’s cock.  Her tongue twisted around the crown as she sucked her juices off him, tasting the sweetness of herself mixed with the bitter, saltiness of Chase’s load.
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