
        
            
                
            
        

    
Claiming The Curvy Bangkok MILF And Her Friend... Six Months Later!

Swollen, Dripping Thai Threesome with My Thick BBW MILF and Her Fertile 20-Year-Old Protégé

By

Max Thruster


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 months. Half a year since I had last claimed both of them raw in this same cramped apartment. The memory still made my shaft harden instantly whenever it surfaced — Pia’s thick, well-used body quaking beneath me as I flooded her already-bred womb, Jada’s slim bronze frame trembling as her virgin slit took its first load. I had left Bangkok knowing I had planted my seed in two fertile Thai women, and now I was returning to see the results.

The flight felt endless. I spent most of it half-hard, scrolling through the photos they had sent me: Pia’s massive belly growing rounder each month, her tits becoming obscene udders; Jada’s once-flat stomach now softly curved, her small breasts swelling and beginning to leak. By the time the plane touched down, my boxers were sticky with pre-cum.

Bangkok greeted me with its familiar humid slap — thick, sticky air, the smell of grilled pork and exhaust, distant jasmine. My heart pounded as the taxi crawled through Sukhumvit traffic. I was twenty-three now, but I felt like a horny teenager again. These two women — one a 42-year-old ex-bar girl turned pregnant BBW goddess, the other her 20-year-old northern village protégé — were carrying my babies. The possessiveness I felt was primal. They were mine. Their bodies, their milk, their slits — all marked by me.

I climbed the narrow stairs, pulse racing, shaft already straining painfully against my shorts. The door opened before I could knock.

Pia stood there like a fertility idol come to life.

Six months pregnant looked obscene on her. Her belly was a perfect, taut golden dome, stretched smooth with faint silvery stretch marks that only made her sexier. Her hips had widened dramatically, her ass thicker and heavier, thighs plush and powerful. But her tits… God, her tits had become massive, veiny, heavy udders that rested on top of her belly, dark areolas wide and puffy, thick nipples already leaking steady droplets of milk that soaked through her thin white tank top. The fabric clung wetly to every curve, twin dark circles spreading outward.

“Baby boy… you came back,” she purred, voice husky and thick with pregnancy hormones. She pulled me inside, pressing that big round belly against me. Her lips found mine in a slow, sloppy kiss, tongue claiming my mouth as her leaking tits squished against my chest. I could feel the warm wetness of her milk seeping through my shirt.

Behind her, Jada waited on the bed, watching us with those big, innocent doe eyes that still made my chest tighten.

Jada had transformed too. The slim, youthful northern girl I had deflowered was now softly pregnant. Her rich bronze Isan skin glowed even deeper under the golden lamplight — that sexy dark-golden complexion I couldn’t stop thinking about. Her once-tiny breasts had swollen into full, perky handfuls, capped with puffy pink-brown nipples that were already beaded with milk. Her belly showed a gentle, firm curve — not as massive as Pia’s, but unmistakably pregnant, the skin tight and shiny. Long black hair cascaded down her back. She wore only a loose silk sarong tied low on her hips.

“Farang daddy,” Jada whispered shyly, but her voice carried raw hunger. “We missed you so much. Our bellies… our tits… they’ve been aching for you.”

Pia stepped back and peeled the soaked tank top over her head. Her enormous breasts bounced free, heavy and swaying, milk already dripping in fat white beads from both thick nipples. She cupped them, squeezed gently, and twin streams of warm milk sprayed out, landing on the floor with soft patters.

“Look what your babies did to Mama,” she said proudly. “These tits won’t stop leaking. Every time I think about your thick shaft, more comes out.”

Jada stood and let her sarong fall. Naked. Her pregnant body was a perfect contrast — slim limbs, narrow shoulders, that gentle swell of belly, and those swollen little tits leaking tiny pearls of milk that ran down her bronze skin toward her mound. Her slit was already visibly wet, dark outer lips flushed and glistening.

I stood there, shaft throbbing, heart hammering with pure lust and something deeper — ownership. These two beautiful Thai women, one experienced and thick, one young and slim, both carrying my children, were offering themselves to me again.

Pia pulled me to the bed. “Sit. Let us welcome you properly.”

They knelt together between my spread thighs. Pia took the lead, wrapping her soft hand around my shaft and stroking slowly. “Still so thick… so hard for us.” She leaned in and took me into her mouth — warm, wet, experienced — sucking deep while milk dripped from her hanging tits onto my thighs.

Jada watched, biting her lip, then leaned in beside her. Pia pulled off and guided Jada’s mouth to my shaft. “Taste daddy again, baby girl.”

Jada’s lips parted. She took the head into her warm mouth, sucking tentatively but eagerly, her innocent doe eyes looking up at me as she bobbed. Her smaller pregnant belly rested against my leg, and I could feel the faint movement inside her. The thought made my shaft twitch hard in her mouth.

I groaned, hands tangling in their hair. The contrast was intoxicating — Pia’s experienced throat taking me deeper, Jada’s tighter, shyer mouth working the head, both of them leaking milk onto my skin.

After several minutes of this shared worship, Pia stood and pressed her massive leaking tits into my face. “Drink, baby boy. Mama saved it all for you.”

I latched onto one thick nipple. Warm, sweet milk flooded my mouth instantly — rich and creamy. I sucked hard, swallowing greedily while my hand squeezed the other breast, making milk spray across Jada’s face and chest as she continued sucking my shaft.

Jada moaned around me. “My turn… please, daddy.”

She guided my mouth to her swollen breast. Her milk was lighter, sweeter, almost floral. I drank from her too, one hand on her gentle pregnant belly, feeling the life I had put there. The possessiveness surged through me — these women, these bodies, this milk — all because of my seed.

Pia pushed me onto my back. “Enough teasing. We need your tongue now.”

They lay back side by side, legs spread wide. Pia’s thick, dark slit was swollen and dripping, her pregnant belly rising like a hill above it. Jada’s slit looked tighter, puffy dark lips parted to show glistening pink, a thin trail of milk running from her tits down to her mound.

I started with Pia — burying my face between her thick thighs. Her scent was stronger now, muskier, richer from pregnancy. I licked long, slow stripes from her dripping entrance to her engorged clit, tasting the mix of her creamy arousal and stray milk drops that had run down. She moaned loudly, thick thighs clamping my head, hips rocking.

Then Jada. Her flavor was sweeter, fresher. I sucked her puffy clit gently, tongue dipping inside her tight heat. She cried out softly, slim fingers in my hair, her pregnant belly quivering.

I alternated between them for long minutes — licking, sucking, fingering both pregnant slits while they kissed each other and played with their leaking tits, spraying milk across their bodies and mine.

The tension built unbearably. My shaft ached, leaking steadily. I wanted to bury myself inside them, to feel their pregnant walls grip me, to flood them again even though they were already bred.

Pia finally pulled me up, eyes blazing. “Fuck us now, daddy. Raw. Deep. Make our milk flow while you claim us again.”


Chapter Two

Pia didn’t waste another second. She climbed over me like a woman possessed, her massive six-month pregnant belly resting heavily on my abs, warm and firm. The taut golden skin stretched tight over the swell felt incredible against me. Milk already dripped steadily from her thick, dark nipples, landing in warm droplets on my chest and stomach. The sweet, slightly nutty scent of her milk mixed with the thick musk rising from her swollen slit.

“I’ve been aching for this thick shaft every single night,” she growled, voice low and filthy. “These tits won’t stop leaking because I keep dreaming about you stretching Mama’s pregnant cunt again. Feel how heavy they are now?”

She cupped her enormous breasts and squeezed. Twin white streams sprayed out, splattering across my face and lips. I tasted her immediately — warm, rich, creamy. My shaft twitched hard beneath her.

Jada knelt beside us, her slim bronze body flushed, one small hand already circling her own leaking nipple. “Mama’s tits got so big and full because of daddy’s baby,” she whispered shyly, but her eyes were hungry. “Mine are smaller but they hurt so much when they leak. I have to squeeze them in the shower thinking about your shaft.”

Pia lifted her hips, rubbing her dripping, swollen slit along the full length of my shaft. The heat was obscene — slicker and hotter than before, pregnancy making her cream thicker and more abundant. Every slow grind coated me in her juices, the wet sounds already loud in the small room.

“Watch how wet your babies make us,” Pia moaned. She positioned the fat head at her entrance and sank down torturously slow. Inch after inch disappeared into her greedy cunt. Her walls gripped me like a hot, velvet fist — rippling, fluttering, sucking me deeper. When she bottomed out, her heavy belly pressed fully against me and she let out a long, throaty groan.

“Fuuuuck… so deep. Your shaft hits my cervix so much easier now. The baby makes everything more sensitive. Every thrust feels like it’s going straight into my womb.”

She started riding — slow, rolling circles at first, grinding her clit against my pubic bone. Her massive tits bounced heavily, slapping against the top of her pregnant belly with wet smacks. Milk flew in tiny arcs with every movement, spraying my chest, my neck, my face. I opened my mouth and caught what I could, swallowing her warm milk while she fucked herself on my shaft.

Jada couldn’t stay passive. She swung one slim leg over my head and lowered her pregnant slit onto my face without warning.

“Sit on daddy’s tongue while Mama rides him,” Pia ordered breathlessly. “Let him taste how sweet your pregnant little cunt has become.”

Jada’s bronze thighs framed my face. Her scent was lighter but intensely arousing — fresh, slightly tangy, with that same pregnancy sweetness. Her puffy dark lips parted as she settled her wet slit directly onto my mouth. I licked her eagerly, tongue sliding through her folds, tasting the creamy arousal that pregnancy had made even more abundant.

“Oh god… daddy’s tongue feels so good,” Jada whimpered, grinding down. “My slit is so sensitive now. Even the air makes me wet. And my little tits… they leak every time I get horny. Look…”

She squeezed one swollen breast above me. Warm milk sprayed onto my forehead and into my hair as she rode my face. I sucked her clit hard, tongue-fucking her tight hole while Pia bounced harder on my shaft.

The sensory overload was insane. Pia’s thick cunt squelched loudly around my shaft with every rise and fall, her heavy ass slapping my thighs. Milk rained down from both women — Pia’s rich streams hitting my chest, Jada’s lighter sprays coating my face. I was drowning in the taste and smell of pregnant Thai pussy and sweet milk.

“Harder, baby boy,” Pia gasped, riding me like an animal now. “Pound Mama from below. Feel how my pregnant belly bounces? Your baby is in there, and my cunt is gripping you so tight because of it. I’m such a horny breeding slut now.”

I thrust up into her brutally, matching her rhythm. The wet slapping sounds filled the room. Jada ground her slit harder against my mouth, moaning loudly.

“My belly is smaller than Mama’s but it still moves when I breathe,” Jada panted. “And my nipples… they’re so dark and puffy now. Every time you suck them I feel it in my clit. Keep licking me, daddy. Make your northern girl squirt on your face.”

Pia leaned forward, her massive leaking tits smothering my chest as she rode faster. She kissed Jada sloppily above me, their tongues tangling while milk dripped from their bodies onto me. The contrast was perfect — Pia’s thick, experienced body and Jada’s slim, youthful pregnant form both using me at once.

Pia came first. Her cunt clamped down like a vice, rippling in powerful waves around my shaft. A hot gush of cream flooded out, soaking my balls. Milk jetted from her nipples in forceful sprays, drenching me completely.

“Yes! Fuck! Your shaft is making Mama cum so hard!” she screamed. “My pregnant cunt is milking you. Feel it? This is what your seed did to me!”

Jada followed seconds later, grinding her slit frantically on my tongue. “I’m cumming too, daddy! My little pregnant slit is so sensitive now… ahhh!” She squirted — a hot, sweet gush straight into my mouth. I swallowed as much as I could while her slim body shook above me, milk spraying from her tits onto Pia’s back.

They didn’t let me rest.

Pia slid off my shaft with a wet pop, strings of her cream connecting us. “Now our little northern girl gets to ride that thick shaft while I sit on your face.”

Jada turned around and straddled me reverse cowgirl, her pert bronze ass facing me, pregnant belly and swollen tits visible from behind. Pia guided my slick shaft to Jada’s entrance.

“Sink down slow, baby girl. Let daddy feel how tight your pregnant cunt still is.”

Jada lowered herself, gasping loudly as her walls stretched around me again. “It’s still so big… even after you took my virginity and put a baby in me. My slit grips you so hard now. Feel how wet I am? Pregnancy made me drip all the time.”

She started bouncing — small at first, then deeper. Her round little ass rippled with every drop. Milk ran down her back in thin streams. Pia straddled my face again, this time facing Jada so they could kiss and play with each other’s leaking tits.

I was in heaven and torment. Jada’s tight pregnant cunt rode my shaft with wet, obscene sounds while Pia’s thick, creamy slit smothered my mouth and nose. I licked and sucked her hungrily, tasting the mix of her earlier orgasm and fresh cream. Milk from both women rained down constantly — warm, sticky, coating my skin, my hair, the sheets.

“Tell him how your body changed, Jada,” Pia moaned, grinding on my tongue.

“My tits were so small before,” Jada panted, bouncing harder. “Now they’re full of milk for daddy’s baby. And my belly… it moves when I ride you. Can you feel it? Your baby is growing inside me while your thick shaft stretches my pregnant slit.”

Pia squeezed Jada’s tits from behind, making milk spray across my stomach. “My hips are wider now. My ass is fatter. My cunt stays wet for days thinking about farang daddy coming back to breed us again. We’re both such dirty pregnant sluts for you.”

They switched who was riding and who was facesitting multiple times. I lost count. At one point Pia rode me hard while Jada sat on my face facing her, the two of them making out and sucking each other’s leaking nipples above me. Then Jada would ride while Pia facesat me, her thick thighs smothering me in pregnant heat.

Every position brought new sensations. When I took Pia from behind, her heavy belly hung low, brushing the sheets as I slammed into her. She pushed back, moaning, “Feel how deep you are? Your shaft is kissing the baby’s head. My pregnant cunt was made for this.”

When I fucked Jada missionary, her slim legs wrapped around me, pregnant belly between us. She looked up with those innocent doe eyes and whispered, “I was a virgin when you claimed me… now I’m your pregnant little whore. My dark northern skin looks so good with your cum leaking out, doesn’t it?”

The dirty talk never stopped. They described every change in vivid, filthy detail — how their slits had become more sensitive, how their milk let down every time they thought of my shaft, how their bellies made them feel constantly horny and full.

I edged for what felt like hours. Every time I got close, they switched or slowed down, laughing breathlessly.

“Not yet, daddy,” Pia teased. “We want you aching. We want those balls so full when you finally flood us.”

Finally, after countless switches, positions, facesittings, and milk-soaked orgasms, both women crawled onto all fours side by side.

Pia’s thick ass high, pregnant belly swaying beneath her. Jada’s pert bronze ass next to it, her smaller pregnant belly hanging gently. Both slits glistened obscenely — swollen, creamy, dripping. Milk continued to leak from their hanging tits onto the sheets.

They looked back at me, eyes glazed with lust.

“We’re ready now,” Pia growled.

“Fill your pregnant sluts, daddy,” Jada begged softly.

My shaft throbbed painfully, coated in their combined cream, ready to explode.


Chapter Three

The sight in front of me was pure, obscene perfection.

Pia and Jada knelt side by side on the sweat-soaked mattress — thick, pregnant bodies arched, heavy bellies hanging low and swaying gently with every shaky breath. Pia’s wide hips and plush ass cheeks spread naturally, her dark, swollen slit gaping open and glistening with thick cream from hours of raw pounding. Milk continued to leak in steady rivulets from her massive hanging tits, dripping in fat white beads that pooled beneath her on the sheets. Jada’s smaller, pert bronze ass was presented right next to her, slim thighs trembling, her tighter slit flushed dark against that rich northern complexion, inner pink folds puffy and slick, a thin trail of her own milk running from swollen nipples down her gentle pregnant curve to mix with her arousal.

Both women looked back over their shoulders — Pia with that wicked, satisfied-cat grin, Jada with those big innocent doe eyes now glazed with desperate, hormone-fueled lust.

Pia reached back first, spreading her thick cheeks wider with both hands. “Look how open Mama’s cunt is for you now, baby boy. Your thick shaft stretched me so wide tonight. Feel how creamy it is inside? That’s all your doing — all your babies making me leak like a faucet.”

Jada copied her, slim fingers parting her puffy dark lips. “My little slit is still so tight even after you fucked me for hours… but it’s gaping now too. See how it twitches? It’s begging for your cum again, daddy. My pregnant womb is aching to feel those hot ropes flooding it one more time.”

My shaft throbbed painfully — coated in layers of their combined cream, veins bulging, head swollen and purple, pre-cum dripping in long strings from the slit. Balls felt impossibly heavy, drawn tight against my body after endless edging. Every pulse sent a fresh wave of need through me. These two women — one a well-worn 42-year-old BBW ex-bar girl turned leaking fertility goddess, the other her 20-year-old dark-skinned northern protégé I had deflowered and bred — were presenting their pregnant cunts to me like sacred offerings. The possessiveness surging inside my chest was almost violent.

I moved behind them, kneeling between their spread thighs. The air was thick with the scent of sex: musky pregnant pussy, sweet milk, sweat, and the sharp tang of their endless orgasms. I gripped Jada’s narrow hips first — fingers sinking into her soft bronze skin — and slammed home in one brutal thrust.

She cried out sharply, back arching, pregnant belly brushing the sheets. “Yes! Daddy’s thick shaft is so deep again! I can feel it pressing right against our baby!”

I didn’t hold back. Short, powerful strokes — each one aimed straight at her cervix, making her slim body jolt forward. Her walls fluttered wildly around me, still impossibly tight despite the hours of use. Milk sprayed from her hanging tits with every impact, splattering the mattress in rhythmic white arcs.

Pia watched intently, one hand rubbing her own clit furiously while the other squeezed Jada’s small, leaking breast. “Look at her take it, baby boy. That innocent northern cunt you claimed first — now it’s a pregnant little cum-dump for you. Pound her harder. Make her squirt all over your balls again.”

Jada’s moans turned into desperate sobs of pleasure. “My tits hurt so much when they bounce… milk keeps spraying… my belly feels so full… daddy, please… breed me deeper… fill me up like you did the first time!”

I reached under her, cupping the gentle swell of her pregnant belly while I railed her. Feeling the taut skin, the faint kicks inside — knowing I had put that life there — pushed me closer to the edge. I spanked her pert ass hard, watching the bronze skin bloom red. She came almost instantly — pussy clamping down in violent spasms, a hot gush of squirt flooding around my shaft and soaking my thighs. Milk jetted from both nipples in forceful streams, hitting the headboard with wet splats.

But I didn’t let myself cum yet. I pulled out with a wet, obscene pop — strings of her cream and squirt connecting us — and immediately plunged into Pia.

Her thick cunt swallowed me whole in one greedy gulp. Hotter, slicker, walls rippling like they were trying to pull every drop from my balls. She pushed back hard, ass cheeks jiggling against my hips.

“Fuuuck yes! Give Mama that thick farang shaft! Feel how my pregnant belly hangs low now? Every thrust makes my tits swing and spray. My cunt is so sensitive — your baby stretched everything out, made me leak milk and cream nonstop. Pound me, daddy. Breed your fat Thai MILF again!”

I gripped her wide hips, fingers sinking deep into soft flesh, and fucked her mercilessly. Skin slapped skin in loud, wet cracks. Milk flew everywhere — warm jets from her massive swinging tits hitting my stomach, my arms, the sheets. The scent was overwhelming: rich milk, musky pregnant arousal, the sharp tang of her gushing cream.

Jada recovered enough to crawl closer. She pressed her slim, leaking body against Pia’s side, kissing her deeply while reaching under to rub Pia’s clit. “Cum for daddy, Mama. Let him feel how your pregnant cunt milks him. I want to see your milk spray everywhere when you explode.”

Pia shattered seconds later — screaming into Jada’s mouth, thick walls clamping down in powerful rhythmic pulses. A massive gush of cream flooded out around my shaft; milk erupted from her nipples in thick white ropes, drenching Jada’s face and chest. Pia’s whole body shook, pregnant belly quivering, ass rippling with every aftershock.

Still buried inside her, I held still for a moment — letting them both feel me throb, letting the tension coil tighter. Then I pulled out — cock glistening, veins pulsing — and switched back to Jada.

Back and forth I went — five deep, brutal thrusts into Jada’s tight pregnant slit, making her cry out and squirt again; then five harder, punishing strokes into Pia’s creamy depths, making her milk spray in wild arcs and her thick body quake. The dirty talk never stopped.

Jada: “My dark northern skin looks so good covered in your cum and Mama’s milk… my little pregnant belly bounces every time you slam in… fill me, daddy, make my tits leak even more!”

Pia: “Look how wide my hips got for your babies… my ass is fatter, my cunt stays open longer now… I’m such a sloppy pregnant whore for you… pump that thick load deep, baby boy, mark us both again!”

They kissed each other sloppily above the mattress, tongues tangling, milk dripping from their chins onto their swollen bellies. Their hands roamed — squeezing leaking tits, rubbing clits, spreading their own slits wider for me.

My balls ached unbearably. Shaft felt impossibly thick, every vein swollen, head hypersensitive. The edging had built to a breaking point — every thrust sent electric jolts through me.

Finally, I couldn’t hold back.

I buried myself in Jada first — deepest thrust yet, grinding my pubic bone against her clit, head pressed hard against her cervix.

“Take it all, little northern girl,” I growled. “Get flooded again.”

The first thick rope blasted straight into her womb — hot, heavy, forceful. Pulse after pulse followed — rope after rope of potent cum surging into her pregnant depths. I could feel her walls spasming in response, milking me greedily. Creamy white overflowed immediately, pouring in thick rivers down her bronze thighs, pooling beneath her. Jada screamed, cumming violently around me, pussy clamping in rhythmic waves, milk spraying from her tits in wild jets that hit Pia’s back.

Still erupting, I yanked out — cock still spurting weak ropes — and slammed straight into Pia.

One final brutal drive and the remaining powerful jets flooded her core. Fresh cum mixed with the remnants of her earlier cream, filling her pregnant cunt until it gushed out around my shaft in creamy waterfalls. Pia came with me — roaring, thick body shaking, milk erupting from her massive tits in forceful streams that soaked the bed, Jada, and me. Her walls rippled and squeezed, pulling every last drop deeper.

We collapsed in a tangled, sticky, milky heap.

My shaft softened slowly between their thighs, still twitching and leaking the final dribbles. Thick creampie oozed steadily from both well-fucked slits — white rivers running down bronze and golden skin, pooling on the ruined sheets. Milk continued to drip from their swollen, sensitive tits, mixing with the cum in obscene puddles.

Pia turned her head, kissed me deeply — tasting of milk, pussy, and satisfaction. Then she kissed Jada the same way.

“You own us completely now,” she whispered, hand resting possessively on Jada’s gentle pregnant swell. “Our bellies, our milk, our sloppy leaking cunts… all marked by your thick farang seed. Forever.”

Jada curled against my side, innocent doe eyes soft and glowing. She placed my hand on her small, rounded belly.

“Come back soon, daddy,” she murmured. “We’ll always need you to fill us… to make our tits leak… to breed us deeper.”

I held them both close — one thick and voluptuous, one slim and bronze, both pregnant, both leaking, both utterly claimed. In the humid Bangkok night, with the city humming outside and the scent of milk and cum thick in the air, nothing had ever felt more right.
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