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About This Book

A milf watches her son’s friend have a wet dream about her, and when he wakes, she treats him to his fantasy for real.  Read as she tugs out more of his love before taking the third inside her and having the fourth pulse into her hungry mouth.
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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.
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