
        
            
                
            
        

    
Claiming The Curvy Bangkok MILF And Her Friend

Raw Fertile MFF Threesome (Taking a Thick Thai MILF and Her Innocent 20-Year-Old Friend)
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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

Six weeks had passed since that wild night I’d bred Pia raw, and I still couldn’t stop thinking about her. Every time I jerked off back home, I pictured her thick body shaking under me, her well-used pussy milking every drop of my cum while she begged me to knock her up. Now she was carrying my baby, and the thought made my cock ache constantly.

Then the message came.

“Baby boy… come tonight. 8pm sharp. Big surprise waiting for you. Bring that young farang cock rock hard and full of cum. We both need it. Don’t be late ?￢ﾀﾝ

My heart slammed against my ribs. We both? I fired back a quick “On my way” and spent the next hour pacing my hotel room, already leaking pre-cum into my boxers. What the hell was she planning? Was she just extra horny from the pregnancy hormones? Or had she lined up something even filthier?

Bangkok at night hit me like a fever when I stepped outside. The humid air clung to my skin, thick with the smell of grilled street meat, exhaust, and distant jasmine. Neon lights blurred across the wet pavement as I weaved through the crowds on Sukhumvit. My cock stayed half-hard the entire walk, throbbing every time I remembered the way Pia’s heavy tits had leaked milk while I pounded her.

I climbed the familiar narrow stairs, pulse racing. The door was already cracked open, soft golden light spilling out along with the scent of jasmine incense and warm female skin.

I pushed it open.

Pia was sitting on the edge of the bed wearing nothing but an open black silk robe that framed her pregnant curves perfectly. Her belly had grown noticeably rounder—a smooth, taut swell that made her look even more fertile and obscene. Her massive tits rested heavier on top of it, dark nipples already beaded with tiny drops of milk. She smiled at me like a satisfied cat, one hand lazily stroking her belly.

But she wasn’t alone.

Sitting right beside her was Jada—and the first thing that struck me was how impossibly young and delicate she looked next to Pia’s lush, well-worn thickness. Twenty years old, fresh from the northern villages, Jada had that classic Isan complexion: a deep, rich golden-brown skin tone that glowed under the warm lamplight like burnished bronze kissed by the sun. It wasn’t the pale fairness of Bangkok girls; this was the darker, sexier hue of women from the rice fields and mountain villages—warm, earthy, almost caramel in places where the light hit her shoulders and thighs. The color made her look edible, exotic, like she carried the heat of the northern sun in her very skin.

Her body was slim and youthful in every way that contrasted Pia’s voluptuous excess. Narrow waist you could wrap your hands around, flat little belly still untouched by pregnancy or time, small but perfectly perky breasts capped with puffy pink-brown nipples that stood erect from nerves and arousal. Long, straight black hair fell like silk past her shoulders, framing a heart-shaped face with high cheekbones, full lips, and the biggest, most innocent doe eyes I’d ever seen—large, dark-brown pools that shimmered with shyness and barely-contained hunger. Those eyes flicked nervously from my face to the bulge in my shorts, widening slightly each time, as if she couldn’t believe what she was about to take.

She wore only the tiniest white cotton panties, already soaked through at the crotch, the thin fabric clinging transparently to her puffy outer lips. Her hips flared just enough to give her a teasing hourglass hint, leading to a round, firm little ass that jiggled softly when she shifted. Everything about her screamed untouched purity—smooth, hairless mound, long slender legs with barely any muscle definition yet, delicate ankles and small feet. Yet that dark, sexy northern complexion made her look sinful in the best way: innocent on the surface, but radiating a natural, earthy sensuality that made my cock twitch harder just looking at her.

Pia’s hand rested possessively on Jada’s thigh, slowly stroking the smooth, golden-brown skin. “Close the door, baby boy,” Pia purred, her voice low and smoky. “Come meet Jada.”

I shut the door, throat dry. My eyes kept flicking between them—the pregnant, well-worn BBW MILF and this fresh, tight, dark-skinned northern beauty whose innocent eyes were already begging to be ruined.

Pia pulled Jada closer so their bare thighs pressed together—thick pale curve against slim golden-brown perfection. “Jada is from my village. Same province up north. I brought her down to Bangkok two weeks ago. She’s going to take my place in the bars next year… become the new hot young dancer when my belly gets too big to work.”

Jada blushed deeply, the color rising like warm honey under her bronze cheeks, biting her lower lip while her big doe eyes kept drifting down to my obvious bulge.

Pia continued, voice thick with lust and pride. “But I don’t want her starting work as a fresh virgin. I want her already knocked up. Carrying a baby in her belly before she even spreads her legs for the first paying customer. That way she’ll be soft, milky, and fertile when the farang start lining up for her.”

She leaned in and kissed Jada’s bare shoulder, making the younger girl shiver, her small nipples tightening further.

“I told her all about you,” Pia whispered. “How you claimed me raw. How you pumped me so full I got pregnant on the first night. How good your young cock feels when it breeds a Thai pussy deep.”

Jada’s breathing had grown shallow. Her small chest rose and fell quickly, those puffy nipples stiff and begging. The wet spot on her panties had spread visibly.

“I showed her the videos I secretly took of you fucking me,” Pia confessed with a wicked grin. “She watched you flood my womb three times that night. After the third one she was so wet she begged me to let her feel it too.”

Jada finally spoke, her voice soft, shy, trembling with excitement, the northern accent lilting sweetly.

“Pia say… you very potent. Very strong seed. I… I want to feel it. Inside me. Raw. No condom. I want you to breed me tonight… before I become bar girl.”

Pia spread Jada’s legs slowly, showing me the soaked fabric clinging to her puffy little slit—dark outer lips flushed against the golden-brown skin, inner pink peeking out like a secret.

“She’s still a virgin,” Pia said proudly. “Tightest pussy you’ll ever feel. But she’s ovulating right now. Perfect time.”

She looked straight at me, eyes blazing with filthy maternal pride.

“So what do you say, baby boy? You already put one baby in Mama’s belly. Now come put one in my little village sister too. Breed us both tonight. Together.”

Pia slid her robe off completely and pulled Jada’s panties down her slim legs, revealing a perfectly smooth, glistening virgin cunt—dark lips framing delicate pink folds, already slick and ready. Then both of them leaned back on the bed, legs spread side by side—one thick, pregnant, experienced MILF and one petite, dark-skinned, innocent northern 20-year-old—both pussies wet and waiting for my bare cock.

My hands were shaking as I reached for my belt.


Chapter Two

My belt hit the floor with a soft thud. Shorts followed. My cock sprang free—thick, veiny, already glistening at the tip from the pre-cum that had been leaking since her message. Both women’s eyes locked on it instantly. Pia licked her full lips, slow and deliberate. Jada’s breath caught; her small hands clenched the sheets, knuckles white, as if she couldn’t decide whether to hide or reach for it.

Pia took the lead, like she always did. She slid off the bed and knelt in front of me, thick thighs spreading wide on the cool tile. Her pregnant belly rested between them, a soft, round promise of what I’d already done to her. She wrapped one soft hand around my shaft, stroking from base to tip, thumb circling the head to smear the bead of pre-cum.

“Look at this, Jada,” she said, voice husky with pride. “This is what bred Mama. Thick, young, full of potent seed. You’ll feel every inch stretch your virgin pussy tonight.”

Jada crawled forward on all fours, slim body trembling with nervous excitement. She stopped inches from my cock, close enough that I could feel her warm breath on the sensitive skin. Pia guided her hand to join hers—two sets of fingers now stroking me, Pia’s experienced grip firm and twisting, Jada’s tentative and feather-light.

“Feel how hot he is,” Pia murmured. “How hard. This cock is going to open you up, fill you, claim you.”

Jada’s fingers trembled as she explored—tracing the veins, cupping my heavy balls, feeling their weight. When she leaned in and pressed a shy kiss to the tip, tasting the salty pre-cum, I groaned low in my throat. Pia laughed softly, then pushed Jada’s head forward gently.

“Open your mouth, baby girl. Learn how to please a man before he breeds you.”

Jada’s lips parted. She took just the head at first—warm, wet, hesitant. Her tongue flicked nervously against the slit. Pia coached her: “Suck… swirl… use your tongue like this.” She demonstrated by leaning in and taking me deeper alongside Jada, their lips meeting around my shaft in a sloppy, shared blowjob. Pia’s experienced throat relaxed, taking me halfway; Jada gagged softly but kept trying, drool running down her chin onto her perky tits.

The sight was obscene: the thick, pregnant ex-bar girl and the innocent village virgin worshipping my cock together. Their tongues tangled, saliva stringing between them. Pia’s free hand reached back to finger Jada’s dripping slit, making the younger girl moan around my shaft.

After a few minutes of this torture, Pia pulled off with a wet pop. “Enough teasing. Time to prepare her properly.”

She pushed Jada onto her back in the center of the bed, legs spread wide. Jada’s virgin pussy was perfect—smooth, puffy outer lips slightly parted, inner folds glistening pink and untouched. A thin trail of arousal already leaked down toward her tight little asshole.

Pia knelt between Jada’s thighs. “Watch how Mama gets her ready,” she told me, then lowered her mouth. Jada gasped the instant Pia’s tongue made contact—long, slow licks from perineum to clit. Jada’s hips bucked instinctively; her small hands flew to Pia’s hair, gripping tight.

“Oh… Pia… it feels…” Jada’s words dissolved into whimpers. Pia ate her with practiced hunger—sucking the tiny clit, dipping her tongue inside the tight entrance, humming vibrations against the sensitive flesh. Jada’s slim legs shook, toes curling. Within minutes she was panting, hips grinding up against Pia’s face.

I couldn’t just watch. I moved behind Pia, admiring the view: her thick ass raised, pregnant belly hanging low, pussy swollen and dripping from arousal. I dropped to my knees and buried my face between her cheeks. She moaned into Jada’s cunt as I licked her from behind—tasting the familiar mix of her pregnancy-sweetened juices and the faint remnants of my earlier loads still inside her.

Pia ground back against my tongue while she ate Jada harder. The room filled with wet sounds: slurps, moans, the creak of the bed. Jada came first—sudden and hard. Her back arched off the mattress, a high-pitched cry escaping as she squirted a small, clear gush onto Pia’s chin. Pia drank it greedily, then pulled back, lips shining.

“Your turn,” she told me, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Taste how sweet she is before you ruin her.”

I took Pia’s place between Jada’s trembling thighs. Her scent was lighter, cleaner—pure young arousal, no history of cum yet. I licked slowly, savoring every tremble. Jada’s hands tangled in my hair immediately, pulling me closer.

“So good… please… don’t stop…”

I sucked her clit gently, flicked my tongue inside her tight hole, then slid two fingers in—slow, careful, feeling her walls flutter and grip. She was impossibly tight, virgin muscles clenching around my digits. When I curled them against her G-spot, she cried out, hips bucking.

Pia straddled Jada’s face now, lowering her pregnant pussy onto the girl’s mouth. “Lick Mama while he prepares you. Taste what your pussy will become after he breeds you.”

Jada’s tongue darted out eagerly—tentative at first, then bolder, lapping at Pia’s swollen folds, tasting the creamy mix of hormones and lingering cum. Pia moaned, grinding down, leaking milk from her heavy tits that dripped onto Jada’s chest.

I rose up, cock throbbing, slick with saliva and pre-cum. I positioned myself at Jada’s entrance—fat head nudging her puffy lips. Pia reached down, spreading her wider with two fingers.

“Slow,” Pia instructed. “Let her feel every inch. Make it hurt just enough to remember.”

I pushed forward. The head popped past her entrance with a soft, wet sound. Jada gasped sharply, eyes flying wide. I paused, letting her adjust, then sank another inch. Her walls were like hot silk—tight, rippling, gripping desperately. Halfway in she whimpered, nails digging into my arms.

“Too big… it hurts…”

Pia kissed her deeply, muffling the cries. “Breathe, baby girl. You’re doing so good. Take him. Let him claim you.”

I kept going—slow, relentless—until my balls rested against her ass and I bottomed out against her cervix. Jada’s eyes rolled back; a long, shuddering moan escaped her.

“Full… so full… I feel him in my stomach…”

Pia grinned, stroking Jada’s hair. “Now fuck her, baby boy. Raw. Deep. Breed her like you bred me.”

I started moving—gentle thrusts at first, letting her get used to the stretch. Each stroke pulled creamy wetness from her depths, coating my shaft. Jada’s whimpers turned to moans; her hips began rocking up to meet me.

Pia watched, fingering herself, milk dripping steadily from her nipples. “Harder now. Pound her virgin cunt. Make her cum on your breeding cock.”

I obeyed. Thrusts grew faster, deeper—skin slapping against skin, bed creaking violently. Jada’s small tits bounced with each impact; her slim legs wrapped around my waist, heels digging into my ass, urging me deeper.

Pia leaned down, sucking one of Jada’s puffy nipples while I fucked her. Jada came again—harder this time—pussy clamping down in rhythmic spasms, milking my shaft. I felt her squirt around me, hot and wet.

But I wasn’t done. I pulled out—cock shining with her virgin cream—and slammed into Pia instead. Her pregnant pussy swallowed me greedily, walls rippling from her own building orgasm. “Yes! Fuck Mama while the girl watches!”

We rotated endlessly: me railing Jada missionary, her legs over my shoulders; then doggy with Pia eating her out from below; then Pia riding me reverse cowgirl while Jada sat on my face, grinding her freshly-fucked pussy against my tongue.

Every position raw, every thrust breeding-intent. Their moans blended—Pia’s throaty commands, Jada’s high, desperate cries. Milk sprayed, cum leaked, sweat poured. The room smelled like pure sex—musk, jasmine, cream, and fertile heat.

Finally, both women knelt side by side on all fours—asses up, heads turned to kiss each other sloppy. Two fertile holes presented: Jada’s freshly-stretched virgin cunt still puffy and red, Pia’s pregnant pussy dripping thick cream.

They were ready.


Chapter Three

Both women knelt side by side on the bed—asses high, backs arched, heads turned toward each other. Pia’s thick, pregnant body contrasted sharply with Jada’s slim, untouched frame: wide hips and soft rolls next to narrow waist and pert little cheeks. Their pussies presented like offerings—Pia’s swollen, creamy folds still dripping from my earlier thrusts, Jada’s freshly-stretched virgin slit puffy and red, glistening with her own arousal and the thin sheen of her first blood-tinged cream.

They kissed each other slowly, tongues sliding, moaning into one another’s mouths while their hands reached back to spread themselves wider. Pia’s fingers parted her own lips, showing me the creamy white ring already coating her entrance from our earlier pounding. Jada mimicked her, trembling fingers spreading her tight pink hole—still twitching from the stretch of my cock.

“Look at us, baby boy,” Pia purred, voice thick with maternal lust. “Two fertile Thai pussies. One already carrying your baby… the other waiting to join her. Breed us together. Make us both swell.”

Jada whimpered against Pia’s lips. “Please… I want to feel it like Mama did. Hot… deep… filling me until I leak.”

My cock throbbed painfully—still rock-hard, veins bulging, slick with their combined juices. Balls heavy and aching, full again after the edging and switching. I knelt behind them, gripping the base of my shaft, letting the fat head nudge first against Jada’s entrance.

I started with her.

One slow, deliberate push—sinking halfway into her impossibly tight heat. Jada gasped, breaking the kiss to cry out. Her walls fluttered desperately around me, still sensitive from her recent orgasms. I held there, letting her feel every pulse, every ridge, before driving the rest of the way in. Balls slapped softly against her clit as I bottomed out again—deeper this time, the head kissing her cervix with intent.

“Feel that?” I growled, leaning over her slim back, one hand reaching under to cup her small tit. “That’s where my seed is going. Straight into your womb. Knocking you up before you even start dancing.”

Jada nodded frantically, pushing back. “Yes… breed me… make me a mama like Pia…”

I started thrusting—short, powerful strokes aimed right at her cervix. Each slam made her slim body jolt forward, tits bouncing, ass rippling in tiny waves. Pia watched intently, fingering her own clit while she kissed Jada’s neck, whispering filthy encouragements.

“Cum on his cock, baby girl. Milk his load out. Squeeze every drop into your fertile little belly.”

Jada shattered almost immediately—her pussy clamping down in violent spasms, walls rippling along my length like a desperate fist. A hot gush of her squirt sprayed around my shaft, soaking my balls and dripping onto the sheets. She screamed into Pia’s mouth, body shaking uncontrollably.

But I didn’t cum yet. I pulled out with a wet pop—strings of her cream connecting us—cock glistening and throbbing. Jada whimpered at the sudden emptiness, reaching back to try to pull me in again.

I switched to Pia.

One brutal thrust buried me balls-deep in her pregnant cunt. She moaned loud and throaty, pushing back hard, ass cheeks jiggling against my hips. Her walls were looser but hotter—hormones making her slicker, tighter in rhythm. I could feel the faint swell of her belly brushing the bed with every stroke.

“Pound Mama,” she begged. “Fill me again. Mix your fresh cum with the baby you already gave me.”

I railed her mercilessly—hard, fast strokes that made her heavy tits swing and leak milk in steady streams. Pia reached under herself, rubbing her clit furiously while I spanked her thick ass red. Jada watched wide-eyed, still trembling from her orgasm, fingers circling her own swollen clit.

I alternated again—back to Jada for five deep thrusts, making her cry out; then Pia for five harder ones, making her milk spray across the sheets. Back and forth, raw and relentless, their moans blending into one continuous filthy symphony. Sweat poured down all three of us. The room reeked of sex—musky pussy, sweet milk, young cum, fertile heat.

Finally, I couldn’t hold anymore. Balls tight, shaft swollen to bursting. I buried myself in Jada first—deepest thrust yet, grinding my pubic bone against her clit while the first thick rope erupted.

“Take it,” I grunted. “Get bred, little virgin.”

The release hit like a flood. Pulse after pulse of hot, potent cum blasted straight into her womb—rope after thick rope, filling her untouched depths until it overflowed immediately. Creamy white poured out around my shaft, running in long strings down her thighs. Jada screamed, cumming again—pussy spasming wildly, milking me dry. Her slim belly twitched as if she could already feel my seed taking root.

I stayed buried, grinding, pushing every last drop deeper. When the pulses finally slowed, I pulled out—still hard, still leaking—and slammed straight into Pia without pause.

One final deep drive and I erupted again—fresh load surging into her already-pregnant core. Pia came with me—pussy clamping, milk spraying in arcs from her nipples, soaking Jada’s back as the younger girl kissed her desperately. I felt my cum mix with the remnants of my earlier breeding, flooding her until it leaked in thick rivers down her thick thighs.

We collapsed in a tangled, sweaty heap—Jada curled into Pia’s side, my body draped over both of them. My softening cock nestled between their thighs, still twitching, leaking the last weak dribbles. Cum poured slowly from both freshly-bred pussies, pooling on the sheets beneath us.

Pia kissed Jada’s forehead tenderly, then turned to kiss me—slow, sloppy, tasting of milk and pussy.

“Now she’s ready,” Pia whispered, hand resting on Jada’s flat belly. “Carrying your baby… just like Mama.”

Jada smiled shyly, exhausted and glowing, hand joining Pia’s on her own stomach.

“Thank you… farang daddy,” she murmured. “I feel it… warm inside me.”

I rested my hands on both bellies—one already softly rounded with my child, the other soon to join it. Two Thai women claimed. Two fertile wombs filled. Two futures swollen with my seed.

In the humid Bangkok night, with the city humming outside the window, I knew I’d be back. Again and again. Breeding them deeper. Making them mine forever.
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