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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.

“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.
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