
        
            
                
            
        

    
Bored MILFs Love To Share

Curvy MILF And Innocent College Sitter Beg for Raw Threesome
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Disclaimer

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Although the author has made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author does not assume and hereby disclaims any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

Also, all characters in this book are of legal age. And any resemblance to real life persons is purely coincidental.


Chapter One

The summer heat hit like a wave that year, thick and unrelenting, turning the suburban streets into a hazy dreamscape where every glance lingered a little too long. That's when Tiffany showed up, crashing into my world like a forbidden fantasy I didn't know I needed. It was right after Memorial Day, the air buzzing with the scent of fresh-cut grass and blooming lilacs, when I first spotted her unloading a beat-up suitcase from a compact car in Danielle's driveway. She was young—college-aged, maybe twenty at most—with that fresh-faced glow that screamed innocence wrapped in temptation. Long blonde hair tied back in a ponytail that swung like a golden pendulum as she bent over, her slim waist curving into gentle hips hugged by faded denim shorts. The kind of shorts that rode up just enough to tease the smooth, tanned undersides of her thighs. Her cropped tank top clung to her skin in the humidity, outlining perky C-cup breasts that bounced lightly with every step, nipples faintly visible through the thin fabric when a breeze caught her just right.

I was out washing my car, shirtless, water dripping down my chest, when our eyes met for the first time. She paused mid-stride, blue eyes wide and startled, like a deer caught in headlights. A faint blush crept up her neck, coloring her cheeks pink. She looked away quickly, fumbling with her bag, but not before I caught the way her lips parted slightly, as if she'd forgotten to breathe. My cock twitched in my shorts—unbidden, instinctive. Who was this girl? Danielle's new nanny for her teenage daughter, maybe? The daughter was off at summer camp most days, so what was she really doing here? Whatever it was, I couldn't stop staring.

Danielle herself was no stranger to my late-night thoughts. The voluptuous MILF next door, late forties, with a body built for sin—thick, generous curves that made my mouth water every time she stepped outside. Heavy, pendulous breasts that strained against every low-cut sundress or tight blouse she wore, spilling cleavage that begged to be buried in. A soft, pillowy belly that jiggled subtly when she laughed, wide hips flaring out dramatically, and a thick, juicy ass that swayed hypnotically as she walked barefoot across her manicured lawn. Her dark hair was often swept into a loose bun, strands escaping to frame her face, and those sultry green eyes always held a spark of mischief, like she knew exactly what effect she had on men. Her husband was some high-powered exec, always jetting off to Europe or Asia, leaving her alone in that big house. I'd caught rumors at neighborhood barbecues—whispers that Danielle got bored easily, that she had "ways" of entertaining herself. Ways that involved more than just gardening or book clubs.

But Tiffany? She was different. Shy, elusive, a mystery wrapped in that innocent allure. Over the next few weeks, she became my obsession. I'd find excuses to be outside when she was—mowing the lawn in the early morning heat, sweat glistening on my skin, muscles flexing as I pushed the machine back and forth. I'd glance over, and there she'd be: lounging on Danielle's porch swing, a book in her lap, but her eyes not on the pages. Instead, they'd trace my form—lingering on my broad shoulders, the V of my hips disappearing into my shorts, the bulge that grew harder the longer I felt her gaze. My heart would pound, blood rushing south, imagining what those big blue eyes would look like looking up at me from her knees. I'd flex a little more than necessary, wiping sweat from my brow, and she'd blush that deep crimson, ducking her head and pretending to read. But I knew. She was watching. Wanting. Just too shy to admit it.

One scorching afternoon, I decided to test the waters. She was out by the pool in Danielle's backyard—visible through the thin slats of the fence—wearing a tiny bikini that left little to the imagination. The top barely contained her perky tits, ties straining against the weight, and the bottoms hugged her mound so tightly I could make out the faint outline of her lips. She was rubbing sunscreen on her legs, hands gliding slow and smooth over her skin, fingers dipping dangerously close to her inner thighs. I "accidentally" kicked a soccer ball over the fence, watching it roll toward her.

"Sorry!" I called out, jogging over to the gate. "Mind if I grab that?"

She startled, nearly dropping the lotion bottle, her hands freezing mid-thigh. "Oh—um, sure." Her voice was soft, breathy, like she was out of wind. She stood, bending to pick up the ball, her ass cheeks peeking from under the bikini bottoms—round, firm, begging to be grabbed. When she straightened and handed it over, our fingers brushed. Electric. Her eyes met mine for a second too long, lips parted, chest rising and falling faster.

"I'm... Tiffany," she said finally, as if testing the words.

I grinned. "I know. I've seen you around. You helping Danielle with the kid?"

She nodded, twisting the hem of her bikini top nervously. "Yeah. Nanny stuff. Mostly just... hanging out."

We chatted for a minute—awkward, stilted. Weather. College. But the tension was thick, palpable. I could smell the coconut oil on her skin, see the faint sheen of sweat in the hollow of her throat. My mind raced with filthy thoughts: peeling that bikini off, spreading those slim legs, tasting what was hidden under those tiny bottoms. She shifted her weight, thighs rubbing together subtly—nervous, or aroused? I wanted to pull her close, feel her small tits press against my chest, whisper how badly I wanted to make her moan.

But she bolted. "I—I have to go inside. Nice talking." And she was gone, door clicking shut behind her.

It happened again and again. I'd offer to help carry groceries from her car—bags heavy with fruits and bottles, her arms straining, tits jiggling as she struggled. "Need a hand?" I'd ask, stepping close enough to brush her arm. She'd smile that shy smile, mumble "Thanks," but hand over the bags quickly, avoiding my eyes. Once, our hands touched longer than necessary, and I felt her tremble. "You okay?" I asked, voice low.

"Yeah... just hot out," she whispered, but her nipples hardened visibly through her tank, and she rushed inside before I could press.

Danielle noticed. One evening, as the sun dipped low, casting golden light over the yards, she caught me staring at Tiffany through the fence while the girl gardened in short shorts and a sports bra. Danielle leaned over her own fence, sundress low-cut, heavy breasts nearly spilling out. "She's cute, isn't she?" she said, voice teasing, green eyes sparkling.

I cleared my throat, trying to play it cool. "Yeah. Shy, though."

Danielle laughed softly, a sound that went straight to my cock. "She likes you. A lot. But she's... inexperienced. Give her time."

Inexperienced? The word hung in my mind like a promise. Virgin? Or just shy? Either way, it fueled my fantasies that night—stroking myself slow, imagining Tiffany's small hands on me, her innocent mouth stretching around my thickness, Danielle watching with that wicked smile, her thick body joining in...

A few days later, the sprinkler incident sealed it. I was trimming hedges, sweat-soaked shirt clinging to my back, when Tiffany appeared at the fence. She was in a thin white tank, drenched from playing with the hose earlier—fabric almost see-through, clinging to her stiff nipples like a second skin. Water droplets trailed down her cleavage, disappearing into the valley between her perky tits. Her shorts were damp too, hugging her mound obscenely.

"Hey," she said softly, voice barely above a whisper. She twisted a wet strand of hair around her finger, biting her lower lip—a habit that drove me wild, making me imagine those lips wrapped around me. "Um... Danielle said you're good with tools. The sprinkler head in the backyard is leaking again. Could you... maybe look at it?"

My pulse spiked. This was progress—the longest she'd ever spoken without fleeing. "Sure," I said, wiping my hands on my shorts, trying not to stare at how the wet tank outlined every curve of her breasts. "Lead the way."

She turned, walking ahead through the gate, her ass cheeks shifting under those shorts with every step—firm, round, the kind that would fit perfectly in my palms. I followed, close enough to catch her scent: fresh soap, sunscreen, and something sweeter, more feminine. The backyard was private, fenced high, the air heavy with the smell of wet earth and chlorine from the pool. She pointed to the leaking sprinkler head, water spraying erratically.

I knelt, tools in hand, fixing it in under two minutes—tightening the seal, testing the flow. When I stood, she was closer than expected—mere inches away, her breath quick and shallow. I could see the rapid rise and fall of her chest, the way her nipples poked insistently against the damp fabric. Heat radiated off her skin; my cock thickened in my shorts, painfully obvious if she looked down.

"Thanks," she whispered, eyes flicking to my mouth, then away. Her hands twisted together nervously, knuckles white. "You're... really nice. To everyone."

I stepped a fraction closer, heart hammering. "Just to the ones who look at me the way you do."

Her breath hitched audibly. Color flooded her cheeks that deep, delicious pink, but this time she didn't run. She just stood there, frozen, lips parted as if words were caught in her throat. I could almost feel the tension crackling between us—like static before a storm. My mind raced: lean in, kiss her, pull that wet tank off and suck those stiff nipples until she begged for more. Taste her innocence, spread her on the grass right here...

"I... I like you," she said so quietly I had to strain to hear. "A lot. But I can't... I mean, I'm not... I've never..."

She swallowed hard, eyes darting everywhere but my face.

"I have a secret," she blurted suddenly, voice cracking with panic. Her blue eyes went wide, like she'd said too much. Before I could respond—ask what, pull her close, anything—she spun on her heel and darted toward the back door of Danielle's house, slamming it shut behind her.

I stood there, alone in the backyard, cock throbbing painfully, mind reeling. A secret? What could it be? Drugs? Boyfriend back home? Or something filthier—something that explained the shyness, the lingering looks? My imagination went wild: maybe she was a virgin, untouched, waiting for the right man to claim her. Or maybe... something with Danielle? The thought sent a fresh surge of blood south—imagining the two of them together, Danielle's thick curves pressing against Tiffany's slim frame, hands exploring...

I adjusted myself, groaning softly, and headed home. But two days later, my phone buzzed.

Danielle’s name flashed on the screen.

“Hey neighbor,” her voice purred through the speaker when I answered—low, warm, laced with that knowing tease. “Got a minute? Need to talk to you about Tiffany. Come over when you can. Door’s open.”

My stomach flipped, a mix of excitement and nerves twisting inside me. What did she know? What was the secret? I showered quickly, the hot water doing nothing to cool the heat building in my veins. Changed into clean jeans and a fitted tee that hugged my chest just right. Walked the short distance to her house, pulse quickening with every step.

The front door was cracked, just as she said. I pushed inside—cool AC washing over me, the faint scent of vanilla candles and fresh laundry. Soft music thumped from upstairs, a sultry beat that matched my racing heart. Danielle appeared at the top of the stairs, wearing a silk camisole that clung to her heavy breasts, nipples dark shadows under the thin fabric, and tiny sleep shorts that rode high on her thick thighs, rubbing together as she descended slowly.

She smiled—slow, predatory, green eyes locking on mine.

“Come upstairs,” she said, voice dripping promise. “We’ve been talking about you.”


Chapter Two

I climbed those stairs behind Danielle with my heart slamming against my ribs like it was trying to escape. Each step brought me closer to whatever waited at the top, and the air grew thicker—warmer, scented with vanilla candles and something darker, more intimate. The silk of her camisole whispered against her heavy breasts as she moved; I could see the faint outline of dark nipples pressing insistently against the thin fabric, the gentle roll of her soft belly, the hypnotic sway of her thick hips and plush ass cheeks shifting under those tiny sleep shorts. Every curve screamed experience, confidence, hunger. My cock was already half-hard just from following her, from the way she glanced back once, green eyes glittering with wicked promise.

She paused at the bedroom door, turned fully to face me, and placed one manicured finger against my lips. Her skin was warm, scented with coconut lotion and faint arousal.

“Quiet now,” she whispered, voice husky and low. “She’s nervous. Shaking like a leaf. But she wants this—wants you. We’ve talked about it for weeks. Don’t scare her off.”

She pushed the door open slowly.

The master bedroom was bathed in soft golden light from the late-afternoon sun filtering through half-closed blinds. The king bed dominated the space—crisp white sheets, plush pillows, the faint scent of fresh laundry mixed with feminine musk. And there, perched on the very edge of the mattress like she might bolt at any second, sat Tiffany.

She wore a soft pink sundress that hugged her slim frame perfectly—thin straps over delicate shoulders, the bodice clinging to her perky C-cup breasts, nipples already stiff little peaks tenting the cotton. The skirt flared gently over her hips, ending mid-thigh, leaving long, smooth legs bare and crossed tightly at the ankles. Her blonde hair was loose now, falling in soft waves around her flushed face. Those big blue eyes snapped up when we entered—wide, panicked, excited all at once. Her hands were clasped so hard in her lap her knuckles had turned white.

Danielle closed the door behind us with a soft click. Locked it.

“Sit,” she told me, nodding toward the upholstered armchair in the corner, angled perfectly to face the bed.

I obeyed, sinking into the cushion. My jeans were painfully tight now; I shifted, trying to ease the pressure without being obvious. Tiffany’s gaze flicked down to my lap for a split second—then away, cheeks burning brighter.

Danielle moved behind Tiffany like a predator circling prey, but gentle. She rested both hands on the younger girl’s shoulders, thumbs stroking slow, soothing circles over the thin straps of the sundress.

“Tell him, baby,” Danielle murmured, leaning down so her heavy breasts brushed Tiffany’s back. “He deserves to know why you’ve been running from him all summer.”

Tiffany swallowed audibly. Her voice came out small, trembling.

“I… I’ve never been with a guy. Not once. Not even close.” She stared at her hands, unable to meet my eyes. “Only… only girls. Danielle was my first. We met at college—spring semester. She… she showed me everything. How good it can feel. How right it feels when it’s with someone who knows your body.”

Danielle kissed the side of Tiffany’s neck softly—open-mouthed, lingering. Tiffany shivered, eyelids fluttering.

“But she’s curious,” Danielle continued, voice thick with heat. “Curious about what a real cock feels like. How it stretches you open, fills you up, pulses hot and deep when it comes inside. She’s watched porn. She’s touched herself thinking about it—about you specifically. But she’s scared. Scared it’ll hurt. Scared she won’t know what to do. Scared she’ll like it too much.”

Tiffany finally lifted her gaze to mine. Those blue eyes were glassy, pupils blown wide.

“I watch you every day,” she whispered. “When you’re outside, shirtless, muscles flexing… I go inside and touch myself. I come so hard imagining you on top of me, inside me. But I can’t just… ask. I’m not brave like Danielle.”

Danielle’s hands slid down Tiffany’s arms, then cupped her small breasts through the dress—thumbs brushing those stiff nipples in slow circles. Tiffany gasped softly, arching into the touch.

“And me?” Danielle said, eyes locked on mine over Tiffany’s shoulder. “I still love dick. Love the weight of it in my mouth, the stretch when it buries deep, the hot rush when a man unloads raw inside me. My husband hasn’t touched me properly in years. I’m starving for it. And Tiffany… she wants to watch. Wants to learn. Wants us to share you.”

My throat went dry. My cock throbbed painfully, leaking against my boxers.

“We’re both off the pill,” Danielle continued, voice dropping to a filthy purr. “Have been for months. No condoms. No pulling out. We want to feel every thick spurt—deep, flooding our fertile cores. Tiffany first, because she’s never had it… never felt that rush of being bred. Then me, while she watches, licks, learns how a real man claims a woman.”

Tiffany whimpered—soft, needy. Her thighs pressed together, squirming subtly on the bed.

Danielle guided her to stand. The sundress shifted, riding up just enough to flash smooth, bare thighs.

“Undress him, baby,” Danielle said gently. “Show him how much you want this. How badly you’ve been aching for it.”

Tiffany crossed the small distance on shaky legs. She knelt between my spread thighs—close enough I could feel the heat radiating off her skin, smell the faint floral shampoo in her hair mixed with nervous sweat. Her trembling fingers fumbled with my belt, then the button of my jeans, then the zipper. When she tugged the denim down, my cock sprang free—thick, veined, the head already slick with precum.

Her eyes went wide. Lips parted in a soft, shocked “oh.”

“It’s… bigger than I imagined,” she breathed. “So thick… so hard.”

Danielle knelt gracefully beside her—thick thighs spreading as she settled on her knees. She wrapped one hand around the base of my shaft—firm, possessive—stroking once, slow and deliberate, spreading my precum down the length.

“Taste him,” she instructed Tiffany. “Just the tip at first. Get him nice and wet for your virgin pussy.”

Tiffany leaned in hesitantly. Her tongue darted out—soft, tentative—flicking the slit, tasting the bead of precum. She shivered at the flavor, then parted her lips wider, taking the head into her warm, wet mouth. Inexperienced suction, clumsy but eager. Her tongue swirled uncertainly around the ridge; I groaned low in my throat, hands gripping the armrests to keep from grabbing her head.

Danielle kissed Tiffany’s cheek, then her mouth—deep, filthy, tasting me on her tongue while guiding her deeper.

“Good girl,” Danielle purred against her lips. “Suck him slow… feel how he throbs for us… he’s going to stretch that tight little cunt so good… fill you until you’re dripping his cum.”

Tiffany moaned around me—vibrations shooting straight to my balls. She bobbed shallowly, drool starting to leak from the corners of her mouth. Danielle stripped the sundress off Tiffany in one smooth motion—revealing small, firm tits with pale pink nipples, flat stomach, smooth shaved mound already glistening with arousal.

Danielle shed her own clothes next—camisole and shorts gone in seconds. Her thick, voluptuous body was on full display: heavy breasts swaying free, dark nipples erect and begging, soft belly rolling gently, wide hips flaring, pussy lips plump and slick between her thighs.

She climbed onto the bed, lay back, and spread her legs wide—thick thighs parting to reveal her dripping core.

“Come here, baby,” she beckoned Tiffany. “Sit on my face while he watches. Let me taste how wet you are for his cock.”

Tiffany crawled over—legs trembling—straddling Danielle’s mouth reverse so her ass faced me. Danielle’s hands gripped those slim hips, pulling her down. The moment Tiffany’s pussy met Danielle’s tongue, she gasped—sharp, needy. Danielle licked long and slow—flat tongue dragging from entrance to clit, then circling the swollen nub.

Tiffany rocked instinctively, small moans spilling out. Her perky tits bounced lightly; her hands braced on Danielle’s thick thighs.

I stood, stroking myself slowly, eyes glued to the obscene sight: Tiffany’s innocent body grinding down on Danielle’s experienced mouth, Danielle’s tongue working furiously, wet slurping sounds filling the room.

“Join us,” Danielle gasped between licks, voice muffled against Tiffany’s folds. “Breed her while I eat her. Then breed me. Fill us both raw—deep—until we’re leaking you for days.”

Tiffany looked back over her shoulder—eyes glassy, lips swollen, cheeks flushed.

“Please…” she whispered, voice breaking with need. “I want it. I want you inside me. Now.”


Chapter Three

The instant Tiffany whispered “Please… I want you inside me. Now,” a primal surge ripped through me—like lightning igniting every nerve, every filthy fantasy I’d harbored all summer exploding into reality. My cock throbbed with painful intensity, veins bulging, the head slick and swollen from her shy licks and Danielle’s deep, possessive strokes. The air in the room was thick, humid, laced with the heady scent of aroused women—sweet coconut lotion from Tiffany’s skin mixing with Danielle’s muskier, more experienced aroma, all undercut by the faint vanilla burn of those candles flickering on the nightstand. My heart hammered so hard I could feel it in my temples, my balls aching with the weight of what was coming: raw, bare, no barriers between me and these two women who’d just confessed they were off the pill, begging to be bred.

I crossed the carpet in two long strides, my knees sinking into the edge of the king mattress. Tiffany stayed on all fours above Danielle—her slim back arched in a perfect curve, perky ass lifted high like an offering, thighs trembling with a mix of nerves and desperate anticipation. Her pussy was a glistening masterpiece: swollen pink lips parted slightly from Danielle’s earlier tongue work, clit protruding like a ripe pearl, a thin, clear string of her arousal stretching from her tight entrance down to Danielle’s chin below. God, she looked so innocent yet so ready—untouched by cock until this moment, her virgin walls waiting to clamp around me, milk me dry.

Danielle’s green eyes locked on mine from beneath Tiffany, thick fingers spreading those delicate folds even wider, exposing the impossibly tight hole that pulsed faintly in the dim light. “Slow,” she breathed, her voice muffled against Tiffany’s inner thigh, hot breath making the younger girl shiver. “Let her feel every thick inch stretch her virgin cunt open. Don’t rush it—she needs to savor being claimed, needs to remember this as the moment a real man ruined her for anyone else.”

I gripped my shaft at the base—steadying it, feeling the heat radiate off my own skin—and notched the fat head against Tiffany’s slick entrance. She whimpered immediately—half fear, half raw hunger—her small body tensing, then pushing back instinctively, like her pussy knew what it craved even if her mind was spinning. I pressed forward—bare, scorching hot, no latex to dull the sensation. The first inch sank in with exquisite, torturous resistance; her walls fluttered wildly, clamping like warm, wet velvet trying to push me out while pulling me deeper at the same time. Holy fuck, she was tight—tighter than anything I’d ever felt, her innocence gripping me like a promise of pure ecstasy.

“Oh god—” Tiffany gasped, her head dropping forward, blonde waves curtaining her flushed face. Her hands fisted the crisp white sheets so hard her knuckles whitened. “It’s so big… so full already… I can feel you splitting me open…”

My mind raced, a storm of thoughts crashing through the lust: This is it—the shy college girl who’d blushed and run from me all summer, now impaled on my bare cock, her virgin heat swallowing me inch by inch. I’d jerked off to this exact fantasy so many times—imagining her small tits bouncing, her innocent eyes wide as I claimed her—but reality was infinitely hotter. The risk hit me like a punch: off the pill, fertile, begging to be bred. What if I really knocked her up? The thought made my balls tighten, a fresh bead of precum leaking inside her.

Danielle’s thumb circled Tiffany’s swollen clit in slow, teasing spirals—easing the stretch, drawing out soft moans from the girl. “Breathe, baby,” she soothed, her other hand reaching up to caress Tiffany’s flat stomach. “Relax into it. Let him fill you completely. He’s going to breed this sweet little pussy so deep you’ll feel his cum dripping for days—marking you as ours.”

I pushed another inch—then another—groaning low and guttural as her tightness yielded, gripping me like a second skin. Halfway in, Tiffany’s arms buckled completely; she collapsed onto her elbows, ass still thrust high, a broken moan spilling from her lips. The angle drove me deeper; I could feel her cervix nudge the head, a firm barrier that made her whole body jolt. Danielle lifted her head just enough—tongue darting out to flick my heavy balls where they brushed her chin—then lapping upward along the underside of my shaft as I sank the final inches home.

Bottomed out. Balls flush against her clit, buried to the hilt in scorching, fluttering virgin heat.

Tiffany let out a long, shuddering cry—pleasure and pain twisting into something raw and beautiful. “I feel it… all the way inside… stretching me so wide… oh fuck, it’s perfect…”

I held still for what felt like an eternity—letting her adjust, savoring the way her inner walls rippled and squeezed around me like they were memorizing every vein, every ridge. My hands gripped her slim hips—fingers digging into soft flesh—holding her steady as she trembled. Thoughts flooded me: She’s mine now. This innocent girl who watched me from afar, touched herself thinking of this exact moment—I’m the first man to claim her, the first to flood her bare. And Danielle watching, guiding, her thick curves sprawled beneath us… it was overload, my cock twitching inside Tiffany just from the sheer taboo thrill.

Then I started to move—long, slow withdrawals almost to the tip, feeling her walls cling desperately, then deep, deliberate thrusts that bottomed out each time with a wet slap of skin on skin. The rhythm built gradually, the room filling with the obscene symphony: my cock plunging into her soaked channel, Tiffany’s rising moans—soft whimpers turning to needy cries—and Danielle’s filthy encouragement from below.

“Fuck her,” Danielle growled, her tongue swirling greedily around where we joined—lapping at Tiffany’s stretched lips, the creamy slick coating my shaft, the heavy sway of my balls. “Pound that virgin cunt. Make her come hard on your bare cock so she milks your first load deep—flood her fertile little womb until she’s overflowing.”

I picked up speed—harder, deeper—hips snapping forward with controlled, brutal force. Tiffany pushed back to meet me now, her initial fear melting into pure hunger. “Harder—please—fuck me harder—fill me—make me yours—”

Danielle slid out from under us with a slick pop—her face glistening with Tiffany’s juices—and repositioned so Tiffany could drop her mouth straight to Danielle’s dripping pussy. Tiffany dove in without hesitation—tongue plunging deep into those plump folds, moaning vibrations into Danielle as I railed her from behind. Danielle’s thick thighs quivered around Tiffany’s head; her heavy breasts swayed wildly with every thrust I delivered, dark nipples stiff and begging to be sucked.

The sight nearly undid me: slim college girl devouring her voluptuous MILF lover while my bare cock disappeared into her virgin heat over and over. Danielle came first—back arching off the mattress like a bowstring, a hot, forceful gush squirting across Tiffany’s chin, down her neck, soaking her small tits. “Yes—drink me baby—fuck her harder—give her your cum—breed her raw now!”

Tiffany’s pussy clamped down like a vise—walls spasming wildly in rhythmic waves as her own orgasm crashed through her. A fresh flood of slick coated my shaft, dripping hot down my balls, pooling on the sheets. The sensation—her virgin tightness milking me through her peak—snapped my last thread of control.

I slammed deep one final time—burying to the root, balls tightening to the point of pain—and erupted.

Thick, hot ropes jetted straight against her cervix—pulse after powerful pulse flooding her fertile, untouched womb. Rope after rope, each spurt feeling like it drained me deeper, marking her insides with my seed. Tiffany whimpered into Danielle’s pussy, grinding back desperately to milk every last drop. “I feel it… oh god—so hot—so much—breeding me… filling me up—yes—”

I kept thrusting through the last weak jets—short, grinding pumps that smeared cum around inside her, making sure not a single drop escaped. When the final twitch faded, I stayed buried, cock still twitching faintly in her heat. Cum leaked slowly around my base—thick, white rivulets trickling down her inner thighs to pool on Danielle’s waiting tongue below.

Thoughts swirled in the haze: I just bred her. Raw. Deep. This shy virgin who’d run from me all summer—now dripping my load, her womb swimming with my seed. The risk thrilled me—off the pill, fertile, what if it takes? What if I put a baby in her right here, on Danielle’s marital bed?

Danielle licked the overflow greedily—tongue scooping the creamy mess from Tiffany’s stretched hole, swirling around my base, cleaning every inch. Then she pulled me out with a wet pop and took my still-hard cock in her mouth—deep-throating me in one smooth motion, throat fluttering as she sucked me clean, tasting our combined flavors.

“Double blowjob,” Danielle commanded when she released me with a gasp, voice thick with unsatisfied lust. “On your knees, both of you. Show him how good we can share.”

They knelt together on the soft carpet—Tiffany hesitant but eager, her small hands trembling as she wrapped around my base; Danielle expert and filthy, leaning in first to run her tongue along the underside. Two mouths attacked me: Tiffany’s soft, shy licks swirling the sensitive head, tasting the remnants of our mixed cum and her own juices; Danielle’s deep-throating suction taking me to the root, her throat squeezing rhythmically while her heavy tits brushed my thighs. They kissed around my shaft—tongues tangling over the veined length, sharing the salty-sweet flavor—moaning into each other as they worked me back to full, aching hardness.

My hands threaded into their hair—blonde waves and dark strands mingling—guiding them gently at first, then firmer as the pleasure built. Thoughts raced: These two—innocent virgin and bored MILF—on their knees for me, worshipping my cock like it’s their new obsession. The contrast drove me wild: Tiffany’s tentative eagerness, Danielle’s confident hunger.

Danielle finally pulled back, lips swollen and shining. She lay back on the bed, legs spread wide—thick thighs parting like an invitation, pussy swollen and glistening with her own squirt and Tiffany’s saliva. “My turn,” she purred, green eyes dark with need. “Breed your thick neighbor MILF while Tiffany sits on my face and feeds me your cum from her dripping cunt.”

Tiffany straddled Danielle reverse—still-leaking pussy grinding down onto Danielle’s hungry mouth, a soft moan escaping as Danielle’s tongue dove in to lap at the creamy mess I’d left inside. I positioned between Danielle’s thighs—gripping her wide hips, fingers sinking into soft, yielding flesh—and plunged into her scorching, experienced heat.

She groaned deep and throaty—thick thighs wrapping my waist immediately, heels digging into my ass to pull me deeper. “Fuck me raw—pound this neglected cunt—pump me full while she rides my tongue and I taste your seed leaking from her—”

I slammed into her—deep, brutal strokes that made her heavy tits bounce wildly, dark nipples tracing hypnotic circles in the air. Her soft belly jiggled with each impact, plush curves yielding under my hands as I gripped harder. Tiffany rocked faster above—small tits bouncing, her hands braced on Danielle’s knees—coming again with a sharp cry, squirting in hot bursts across Danielle’s face, down her neck, soaking those massive breasts.

Danielle’s pussy clamped like a fist—walls spasming in greedy waves as her own orgasm shattered through her. The vise of her heat milking me relentlessly—combined with the sight of Tiffany grinding through her peak, feeding Danielle my cum—tipped me over.

I buried deep—hips grinding against her clit—and unloaded the second thick load straight into Danielle’s fertile core. “Take it—every fucking drop—breed you both—fill this house with my seed—make you drip for days—”

She screamed into Tiffany’s pussy—body convulsing, thighs locking around me—milking every pulse until I was spent, collapsing forward in a sweaty heap.

We lay tangled—bodies slick with sweat and cum, breaths ragged. Danielle curled against my left side, heavy breast pressed warmly to my chest, hand resting possessively on her soft belly. Tiffany snuggled the right—small frame still trembling with aftershocks, her shy smile returning as she traced lazy circles on my abs.

“No protection,” Danielle whispered after a long, sated silence—voice soft but laced with wicked hope. “We’ve been waiting for a man like you—who’d breed us both raw. No pulling out. No regrets. Just hot, thick loads deep where they belong.”

Tiffany kissed my shoulder—soft, tentative, her breath warm against my skin. “Thank you… for being my first. For making it feel so good. So right. I never knew it could be like this—stretching me, filling me, breeding me…”

Danielle’s hand joined Tiffany’s on my stomach, then drifted lower—fingers wrapping loosely around my softening cock, stroking gently as it twitched back to life. “Wonder which one swells first,” she murmured, green eyes sparkling in the dim light. “Tiffany’s flat little belly rounding out with your baby… or my soft curves getting even thicker. Or maybe both—if we keep sharing you like this, night after night, until we’re both leaking, dripping, and full of your seed.”

Tiffany blushed deeply but didn’t pull away. Instead, she pressed closer—her small tits against my side—whispering against my neck: “I want more. I want to feel you breed me again… while Danielle watches… licks every drop… teaches me how to take it even deeper.”

My cock hardened fully in Danielle’s hand at the words—the thought of it all: these two women, one innocent and eager, one bored and insatiable, begging for my raw loads, risking everything. Part of me thrilled at the danger—what if they weren’t bluffing? What if I’d just started something permanent, two bellies swelling from my seed?

Either way, I was hooked. These bored MILFs loved to share.
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Max Thruster thrives on the raw heat of older women—those confident, curvy MILFs who know exactly what they crave and aren't afraid to take it.

Obsessed with thick thighs, soft bellies, sweet delicious pussies, and the primal thrill of breeding them raw, he channels every filthy fantasy into steamy Kindle shorts packed with facesitting smothering, milky suckling sessions, and massive, throbbing creampie loads that leave fertile wombs overflowing.

Dive into his growing collection of MILF breeding erotica—where every story drips with sweat, sex, and thick cum—and discover why his curvy queens always end up swollen and satisfied.

Craving more raw creampie breeding adventures with sexy older women? Follow Max Thruster's author page right here for the latest hot releases!
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