
        
            
                
            
        

    
Claiming The Curvy Bangkok MILF

Raw Claiming a Fertile 42-Year-Old Thai BBW MILF

By
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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

I touched down in Bangkok at 22, still buzzing from the long flight and the endless scroll of Thai MILF porn on my phone. My cock had been half-hard the whole way, leaking pre-cum into my boxers every time I pictured burying myself in a thick, experienced Thai pussy. No sooner had I checked into the cheap Sukhumvit hotel than I fired up a dating app—nothing romantic, just pure, no-strings filth.

Her profile popped up almost immediately. Pia. 42. One photo: low-cut red top barely containing a pair of massive, heavy tits, cleavage deep enough to lose myself in, caption: “Ex-Soi Cowboy dancer. Thick now, but still fuck like a pro. Young farang only. Raw OK? ? Bio short and dirty: “No condom, no problem. Breed me if you dare.” I swiped right so fast my thumb cramped. Match. Her first message came in broken, horny English: “Hey handsome boy. You in Bangkok now? I horny all day thinking young cock. You like big Thai MILF? I show you everything.”

I typed back, heart hammering: “Just landed. Yeah, I like them thick and experienced. Where you at?” She replied instantly: “Sukhumvit soi 11. Meet me street food 9pm? I wear tight dress, no bra. You see how wet I get talking dirty.” Attached: a quick selfie—her in that same red top, one hand squeezing a fat tit, nipple poking through like a bullet, tongue out. My dick throbbed painfully.

I got there early, sweating in the humid night air, scanning the neon-lit food stalls. Then she appeared, weaving through the crowd like she owned the street. Fuck. Thicker than the pics—wide hips rolling, massive ass jiggling under a short black silk dress that rode up her thick thighs with every step. Her tits bounced freely, no bra, dark areolas faintly visible through the thin fabric. Stretch marks peeked from under the hem, tracing her soft belly like erotic battle scars. She spotted me, grinned wide, and walked straight into my arms.

Full-body press. Her heavy breasts squished against my chest, nipples rock-hard, her soft belly molding to my abs. She smelled like jasmine, sweat, and pussy. “Hi baby boy,” she purred into my ear, one hand sliding down to squeeze my ass while the other cupped the back of my neck. “You taller than I think. And already hard for Pia?” She ground her mound against my thigh once, quick and shameless, before pulling back with a wicked laugh.

We grabbed two plastic stools at her favorite pad thai stall. She sat so close her bare thigh pressed hot against mine from hip to knee. The vendor handed us steaming plates; she ignored hers, instead leaning in so her cleavage was inches from my face. “I talk too much,” she said, voice low and throaty. “But you like, right? I used to be number one on Soi Cowboy. Skinny little thing, tight pussy, guys pay double just to cum inside me bare. All night, every night. Japanese, Aussie, American—everyone want Pia.” She popped a noodle in her mouth, sucked it slow like it was cock, eyes locked on mine. “Now I eat good. Get fat. Tits bigger, ass bigger, pussy still hungry. Men say I better now. More to grab. More to fuck. You agree?” Her hand found my thigh under the tiny table, fingers tracing up until she palmed my bulge through my shorts. She squeezed, slow and firm. “Mmm, big boy. You leak already? Good. I like when young dick drip for me.”

She kept talking—filthy stories of bar-girl days, how she’d let guys double-team her in the alley behind the club, how she’d swallow load after load then beg for more in her cunt. Every word made my cock twitch harder under her stroking hand. I should’ve been turned off by how used she was. Instead I was dripping, imagining being just another farang pumping seed into this well-worn BBW slut.

Her other hand disappeared under the table too. I felt her shift, then—fuck—she guided my hand between her thick thighs. No panties. Just slick, hot folds. She was soaked. “Feel how wet talking make me,” she whispered, pressing my fingers against her swollen clit. “All for you. I ovulate today. Perfect time.” She rocked subtly against my hand while her fingers worked my zipper down just enough to slip inside my shorts. Skin on skin. She stroked me slow, thumb circling the head, smearing pre-cum. “You want fuck me raw tonight? Fill old bar-girl pussy? Make me pregnant?”

I groaned low. She giggled, squeezed my shaft one last time, then pulled her hand away. “Too hot here,” she said loudly for the vendor’s benefit, fanning herself dramatically. “My place got strong air-con. Cold beer. Big bed. You come? Just relax… maybe I show you my old dance moves.” The excuse was laughable. We both knew I was going to breed her tonight.

I followed her swaying ass up the narrow stairs to her cramped apartment. Door barely shut before she spun, shoved me against the wall, and dropped to her knees. Shorts yanked down. My cock sprang free, thick and veiny, glistening. “Beautiful young dick,” she moaned, licking from balls to tip in one long, wet stripe. Then she took me deep—throat relaxing like she’d done it a thousand times. Gagging, slurping, drool running down her chin onto those massive tits. She popped off, stroked me with both soft hands, and looked up with pure slut eyes. “I suck you till you almost cum… then you fuck me raw. No pulling out. Breed Pia like the dirty MILF I am.”

She stood, peeled the dress over her head in one motion. Naked. Thick rolls, heavy sagging tits, wide stretch-marked hips, dripping pussy. She backed toward the bedroom, beckoning with one finger. “Come claim me, baby boy.”


Chapter Two

She didn’t wait for me to move. Pia grabbed my hand and pulled me into the tiny bedroom—mattress on the floor, single fan spinning lazy circles, the air thick with the scent of her jasmine perfume and the faint musk already rising from between her thighs. She pushed me onto my back, straddled my chest with those thunder thighs, and lowered her dripping pussy right over my face. “Eat first,” she commanded, grinding her swollen lips against my mouth. “Taste how wet you make old bar-girl.”

I dove in. She was soaked—slick, hot, and tangy, her juices coating my tongue as I lapped at her fat clit. She tasted like pure sex: years of being fucked raw, creampies swallowed and leaked, the flavor of a woman who’d taken hundreds of loads and still craved more. Pia moaned loud, rocking her hips, smothering me with her soft belly and heavy tits that swayed above my head. “Yes… right there, baby boy. I train many tongue in Cowboy, but yours best. Suck my clit like you suck my nipple later.” She reached back, grabbed my throbbing cock, and stroked me in rhythm with her grinding—slow, twisting pulls that made my hips buck. Her chubby fingers were slick from her own pussy; every stroke sounded obscene in the quiet room. I buried my tongue deeper, flicking it inside her well-used hole, tasting the salty remnants of her arousal mixed with the faint, musky essence of her past fucks. It hit me then—how many cocks had been here? How many strangers had pumped her full? The thought should’ve disgusted me, but it didn’t. It made my dick twitch harder in her hand. This BBW MILF was a walking cum-dump, and I was about to add to the collection.

Pia ground down harder, her thick ass cheeks spreading across my cheeks, her weight pinning me deliciously. “Deeper, lick my whore pussy clean,” she panted, her voice husky from years of moaning for pay. I obliged, sucking her swollen lips into my mouth, nibbling gently while my hands gripped her jiggling thighs. She quivered, a fresh gush of cream flooding my tongue. “Good boy… you eat like you hungry for bred cunt.”

After what felt like forever but was probably only minutes, she slid down my body, leaving a wet trail across my chest. Her massive tits dragged over my abs, nipples hard as pebbles. She positioned herself cowgirl-style, thick ass cheeks spread wide, and rubbed the fat head of my cock up and down her dripping slit. “No rubber,” she reminded me, eyes locked on mine. “I feel every vein. Every pulse. You cum inside. Deep. Breed Pia tonight.” She sank down—slow at first, letting her experienced walls stretch around my girth. Inch by inch until her soft belly rested on mine and my cock bottomed out against her cervix. The heat was unreal. No latex, just wet velvet gripping me like a fist. She was looser than a twenty-year-old but tighter in the best way—muscles trained from decades of riding cock, milking me with deliberate squeezes. “Fuck… so full,” she groaned. “Young dick hit places old men never reach.”

She started riding. Slow, deep circles at first, rolling her hips so her clit ground against my pubic bone. Her fat ass clapped softly against my thighs with every drop. I grabbed handfuls of her wide hips, fingers sinking into soft flesh, guiding her faster. Pia leaned forward, dangling those heavy tits in my face. I latched onto one dark nipple, sucking hard—surprised when a thin stream of warm milk hit my tongue. “Ohhh, you milk me already? I still lactate sometimes when I horny. Drink, baby. Suck Mama’s titty while I fuck you raw.”

I sucked greedily while she bounced harder. The bed creaked. Her pussy squelched obscenely around my bare shaft, creamy white froth building at the base. She switched to straight-up-and-down slams, tits slapping her own chin, belly jiggling wildly. Sweat poured down her back, pooling in the dimples above her ass. “Talk dirty to me,” she panted. “Tell me how much you love fucking used Thai slut.” I growled against her breast. “You’re a filthy bar-girl whore. I’m gonna pump you so full of cum you’ll leak for days.” She came instantly—pussy clamping down in rhythmic pulses, gushing around my cock. Her thighs shook, nails digging into my chest, Thai curses spilling from her mouth.

Before she could recover I flipped her onto her back. Legs spread obscenely wide, chubby folds glistening, clit swollen and red. I hooked her knees over my elbows and folded her in half—mating press, belly squished, tits smashed together. One brutal thrust and I was buried to the hilt again. “Yes! Breed angle!” she cried. “Pound my womb!”

I fucked her like an animal. Hard, fast, skin-slapping strokes that made her fat body ripple. Every thrust pushed a fresh gush of her cream out around my shaft, soaking the sheets. Her pussy fluttered nonstop now, milking me, trying to pull my load. I spanked her ass from the side, left red handprints on her jiggling cheeks, then reached between us to rub her clit with my thumb. “Cum again,” I ordered. “Milk my cock before I fill you.” She did—screaming, back arching, pussy convulsing so hard I almost lost it right there. But I held back. Pulled out with a wet pop, strings of her juice connecting us, and flipped her onto all fours.

Doggy. Her favorite, she later confessed. Ass up, back arched, face pressed into the pillow. I slammed back in—deeper angle, hitting her G-spot with every stroke. I grabbed her hair, yanked her head back, and railed her mercilessly. Her heavy tits swung like pendulums, spraying tiny droplets of milk onto the sheets. “Harder! Fuck me like you paid for me!” she begged. “I was ten-thousand-baht girl once. Now I free-use for you. Use me!” I spanked her ass red, then spread her cheeks and watched my cock disappear into her stretched, creamy hole. Her asshole winked with every thrust. I pressed a thumb against it—just enough pressure to make her squeal.

She came a third time, collapsing forward, but I didn’t stop. I fucked her through it, chasing my own edge now. Balls tight, shaft swelling inside her. “I’m close,” I warned. She pushed back, grinding. “Inside! All of it! Breed your Thai MILF! Make my belly big again!”

I was right on the edge—cock throbbing, ready to explode—when I pulled out one last time, denying myself, cock glistening with her cream, veins pulsing. She whimpered at the loss, reaching back to spread herself wider, showing me her gaping, twitching pussy. “Please… don’t stop. Fill me now.”

But I had other ideas. Her words from earlier echoed in my head—the stories of her bar-girl days, the endless cocks, the raw creampies. Part of me hesitated. This pussy had seen more action than a porn set. It was mature, well-worn, a true whore's cunt—stretched, slick, probably still carrying traces of old loads in its depths. The rational side said to just ram back in and breed her. But the filthy, depraved side won out. Fuck it, I thought. I want to taste her fully, dive into that mature old whore pussy and lick every inch of her history.

I dropped to my knees behind her, grabbed her fat ass cheeks, and spread them wide. Her pussy gaped slightly from the pounding, pink inner walls glistening, creamy arousal dripping down her thighs. The scent hit me strong—musky, tangy, pure sex amplified by sweat and our mixed fluids. I leaned in, tongue out, and licked from her perineum up to her clit in one long, slow stripe. Pia gasped, body jerking. “Oh! You eat after fuck? Dirty boy… my pussy so messy now.”

She wasn’t wrong. My own pre-cum mixed with her cream coated my tongue, salty and thick. But I didn’t care. I buried my face deeper, tongue plunging into her hole, scooping out her juices like I was starving. She tasted even stronger up close—ripe, experienced, the flavor of a MILF who’d been bred and used for decades. I sucked her labia into my mouth, nibbling the puffy folds, then focused on her clit, flicking it rapidly while my nose pressed against her asshole. “Yes… eat my old whore cunt,” she moaned, pushing back against my face. “Lick all the cum you leak in me. Make me clean for more.”

My hands roamed her body—squeezing her soft belly rolls, reaching under to pinch her hanging tits, milking them until warm drops hit the sheets. Pia rocked her hips, fucking my face, her thick thighs trembling around my ears. I alternated between deep tongue-fucks and clit-sucking, feeling her build toward another orgasm. The thought drove me wild: this BBW slut, once the queen of Soi Cowboy, now quivering under my 22-year-old tongue. I slid a finger into her pussy alongside my tongue, curling it to hit her G-spot, while my other hand teased her asshole, circling the puckered ring. “Finger me… yes! I cum soon if you keep!” she cried.

I added a second finger, pumping them in and out while my mouth worked overtime. Her pussy clenched around my digits, walls rippling, and then she exploded—squirting a hot gush straight into my mouth. I swallowed what I could, the rest soaking my chin and chest. She screamed in Thai, body shaking, collapsing forward onto her belly.

I wasn’t done. I flipped her over again, her legs splaying wide, and dove back in. Face between her thighs, I ate her post-orgasm pussy with renewed hunger. Lapping up the fresh squirt, sucking her clit until it throbbed under my tongue. Pia’s hands tangled in my hair, pulling me closer. “You love my mature pussy, huh? Taste like old whore? Good… eat till you hard again.”

My cock was already raging, but I kept going. I wanted her senseless, begging for my seed. I tongued her deeper, exploring every fold, every ridge inside her. The flavor evolved—sweeter now from her cum, but still that underlying musk of a well-fucked MILF. Fuck it, I thought again, this is the hottest thing I’ve ever done. Eating out a 42-year-old ex-bar girl’s used cunt, raw and ready for breeding. My free hand stroked my shaft, keeping myself edged while I brought her to the brink once more.

Pia bucked, her soft belly heaving. “Enough… fuck me now! I need your cum inside!”

I finally pulled away, face slick and shiny, grinning like a madman. She looked wrecked—hair matted, tits heaving, pussy red and swollen from my mouth and earlier pounding. I climbed over her, positioned my cock at her entrance, and slammed home in one thrust. Back to raw heaven. Her walls gripped me tighter now, post-cum sensitivity making every stroke electric.

I resumed the mating press, folding her thick body, pounding with everything I had. Sweat flew off us, the room filled with slaps, squelches, and moans. Pia clawed my back, urging me on. “Breed me… fill this old whore pussy with young seed!”

I fucked her through two more orgasms—each one milking my shaft harder, her cream coating me thickly. My balls ached, heavy with cum, slapping against her ass. The edging from eating her had me primed; I couldn’t hold much longer.

“Gonna cum,” I grunted. “Do it! Pump me full!”

One last deep thrust, and I erupted—rope after rope blasting straight into her womb. But wait, no—that’s for Act 3. I pulled back from the edge in my mind, savoring the buildup. In reality, I edged myself again, slowing my thrusts, letting the sensation build even higher. Pia whimpered, feeling me throb but not release. “Tease… give it!”

I flipped her doggy again, railing her from behind, watching her fat ass ripple. Spanked it hard, left marks. Then back to missionary, her legs wrapped around me, pulling me deep. We switched positions endlessly—side-fuck with her leg over my hip, reverse cowgirl where she bounced her ass on me, even standing against the wall where her tits slapped my face. Every angle raw, every thrust breeding-intent.

Her body jiggled endlessly—belly, thighs, tits—all soft and perfect. Milk leaked steadily now, staining us both. I sucked it from her nipples mid-thrust, the sweet taste mixing with her pussy on my tongue. Pia came again and again, her mature cunt squeezing like a vice, begging for my load.

Finally, after what felt like hours of non-stop pounding—my muscles burning, her voice hoarse—I felt the inevitable rise. Balls tightening, cock swelling impossibly thick inside her. “Now… breed me!” she screamed.


Chapter Three

Pia’s plea hung in the humid air like smoke—“Breed me… fill this old whore pussy with young seed!”—and every filthy inch of me was ready to obey. My cock throbbed inside her, swollen to the point of pain, veins pulsing against her slick, milking walls. I’d edged myself through her multiple orgasms, through the taste of her mature cunt on my tongue, through every position that let me watch her thick BBW body jiggle and ripple under me. Now there was no holding back.

I kept her in doggy, ass high, face buried in the pillow, her soft belly brushing the sheets with every breath. I gripped her wide hips—fingers sinking deep into the rolls of flesh I’d been obsessed with since the street-food stall—and slammed forward one final time, burying myself to the root. The head of my cock kissed her cervix, that firm ring that guarded her fertile womb. She gasped, back arching, pushing back to take every millimeter.

“Deep… so deep,” she moaned, voice hoarse from screaming. “Right there. Hit my baby spot.”

I didn’t move for a second—just held still, letting her feel me throb inside her. Her pussy fluttered in response, rhythmic squeezes like she was trying to draw the cum straight out of my balls. Sweat dripped from my chest onto her back, mixing with the sheen already coating her skin. Milk leaked steadily from her heavy tits, dark nipples dripping onto the mattress in tiny white beads. The room smelled like sex—musk, jasmine, cream, and the faint metallic tang of impending release.

I started thrusting again, but slower now. Deliberate. Each stroke long and powerful, pulling almost all the way out so just the fat head stretched her entrance, then driving back in hard enough to make her ass cheeks clap against my hips. Every plunge pushed a fresh squelch of her cream out around my shaft, running in thick rivulets down her inner thighs.

“Feel that?” I growled, leaning over her, chest pressed to her back, one hand reaching under to cup a leaking tit. I squeezed; warm milk sprayed across my fingers. “This pussy was made for breeding. All those farang loads back in Cowboy… none of them claimed you like I’m about to.”

Pia whimpered, nodding frantically. “Yes… yes… they fucked me, paid me, came in me… but never bred me. Never young like you. Never raw and deep like this. Give it to me. Make my belly swell again.”

Her words lit the fuse. I straightened up, grabbed her hair in a fist, yanked her head back so her throat arched. The new angle let me hit even deeper. I fucked her with short, brutal strokes now—pounding her cervix like I wanted to break through it, force my seed straight into her womb. Her fat body shook with every impact: tits swinging wildly, belly quivering, ass rippling in waves.

She came hard—sudden and violent. Her pussy clamped down like a vice, walls spasming, milking my shaft in desperate pulses. A hot gush of her squirt sprayed around my cock, soaking my balls and the sheets beneath us. She screamed into the pillow, Thai curses mixed with broken English: “Cum! Cum inside! Breed Pia! Breed your fat Thai slut!”

That was it.

My balls tightened, drawing up tight against my body. Heat surged up my shaft. I drove in one last time—deep, deeper than before—and held there, grinding my pubic bone against her clit while the first thick rope erupted.

“Fuck—take it,” I grunted.

The release hit like a punch. Pulse after pulse of hot, potent cum blasted straight into her unprotected womb. I could feel it—each jet surging against her cervix, flooding her depths. Rope after rope, thick and heavy, filling every crevice of her well-used cunt. There was so much it started leaking immediately—creamy white overflowing around my shaft, dripping in long strings down her thighs, pooling on the mattress.

Pia shuddered through another orgasm, her pussy rippling in time with my spurts, milking me for every drop. “Yes… yes… I feel it… so warm… so much… filling me up… breeding me…”

I kept grinding, shallow thrusts now, pushing my cum deeper, making sure none escaped. My hand slid down her belly, pressing flat against the soft roll just above her mound—like I could feel my seed taking root already. She covered my hand with hers, pressing harder.

“Stay inside,” she whispered, voice trembling. “Let it soak. Let your baby grow in Pia’s fat belly.”

I stayed buried, softening slowly but still leaking the last weak pulses. Her pussy kept fluttering around me, gentle aftershocks that drew out tiny dribbles more. We collapsed together—her on her stomach, me draped over her back, cock still nestled deep inside. Sweat glued us together. Milk and cum mixed in sticky puddles beneath us.

Minutes passed. Our breathing slowed. I kissed the back of her neck, tasting salt and jasmine. She turned her head, found my mouth, kissed me sloppy and slow—tongue lazy, tasting herself on my lips.

“You did it,” she murmured against my mouth. “You bred your old bar-girl. No pulling out. No condom. Just raw young cum in my womb.”

I flexed inside her, feeling the wet warmth of my load shift. “You’re mine now. This pussy. This body. All of it.”

She smiled, sleepy and satisfied, hand still on her belly. “Come back tomorrow. And the day after. Keep filling me till I’m round. Till everyone knows Pia got claimed by a farang boy half her age.”

I pulled out slowly—reluctantly. A thick gush of cum followed, pouring from her gaping pussy in a creamy flood. She reached back, scooped some with two fingers, brought them to her mouth, and sucked them clean with a moan.

“Tastes like baby,” she purred. “Your baby.”

We lay there in the afterglow, her thick body curled against mine, my hand resting possessively on the soft swell that would soon grow rounder. Bangkok hummed outside the window—neon, traffic, life—but in this tiny room, nothing else existed. Just me, my seed, and the well-worn BBW MILF I’d just bred raw.
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