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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

What is it about curvy black MILFs that drives me absolutely wild?

It’s everything. That rich, glowing ebony skin that looks like it was kissed by the sun itself. Those thick, womanly curves—wide hips built for childbearing, a soft belly that screams fertile goddess, heavy breasts that sway with every step, and an ass so round and juicy it demands worship. Add in that confident, knowing smile, the way they carry their maturity like a crown, and I’m done for. They radiate raw, primal sexuality. The kind that makes a young guy like me ache with need.

And no one embodied that fantasy more than my neighbor, Nina.

Nina was forty-two, married, mother of two, and the ultimate ebony MILF. Her skin was a deep, flawless chocolate that seemed to shimmer in the sunlight. She had natural D-cup breasts—full, heavy, with dark nipples I’d only glimpsed through thin summer tops when she bent over to garden. Her heart-shaped ass was a masterpiece: plump, jiggly, always straining against her yoga pants or sundresses. And that soft, chubby mom-belly? Fuck. It was pure fertility porn—the gentle roundness that said she’d carried life and could do it again. Every time she walked past my window, hips swaying, I felt my cock twitch.

She was bubbly, outgoing, always waving or chatting over the fence. Sometimes her eyes lingered on me a little too long, her full lips curving into a playful smirk. Flirty? Maybe. But she was married. Off-limits. So I kept it locked away, stroking myself raw at night to visions of burying my face between those thick thighs, tasting her, feeling that glorious ass smother me while she rode my tongue.

I never thought it would go further than fantasy.

I was eighteen, home for summer break from college, house-sitting while my parents were on a two-week cruise. They hadn’t told the neighbors—Dad was paranoid about burglars thinking the place was empty. I didn’t mind. I’m an introvert at heart: video games, guitar practice, late-night porn sessions starring women who looked just like Nina. No parties, no girls. Just me, my hand, and endless fantasies.

Then came that Thursday evening knock.

The sun was dipping low, painting the sky orange. I’d ordered pizza and was booting up my console for an all-night gaming binge when the knock came—firm, insistent.

I paused the load screen, jogged downstairs, and swung open the door.

There she stood.

Nina.

Her curvy ebony body was wrapped in a thin white sundress that clung to every dangerous inch. The fabric was slightly damp from the summer humidity, turning semi-sheer in places—enough to hint at the dark areolas beneath her heavy breasts. The dress stopped mid-thigh, showing off thick, smooth legs that tapered into sandals. Her belly pressed softly against the material, that fertile swell making my throat go dry. Her braided hair was pulled into a high ponytail, a few strands framing her beautiful face. Full lips glossed deep red. Big brown eyes sparkling with... concern?

“Evening, sweetie,” she said, voice like warm honey. She glanced past me into the dark house. “I saw your parents’ car gone for days now, and no lights on most nights. Everything okay? I was starting to worry something happened.”

My brain short-circuited. Up close, her perfume—something sweet and musky—hit me like a drug. Those breasts rose and fell with each breath, inches from my chest. I could see the faint outline of her wide hips, the way the dress hugged her ass as she shifted her weight.

“Uh—yeah, Mrs.—I mean, Nina,” I stammered, trying not to stare at the deep cleavage on display. “They’re on vacation. Just me here.”

Her perfectly arched brow lifted. A slow, teasing smile spread across her lips. “All alone in this big house for two whole weeks?” She leaned in a little, one hand resting on the doorframe, her body filling the space. “A handsome young man like you? No wild parties? No pretty girls keeping you company?”

I swallowed hard. “Just... gaming. Quiet stuff.”

She laughed softly, the sound sending heat straight to my groin. “Mmm. Such a good boy.” Her eyes flicked down my body—lingering a beat too long on the growing bulge in my gym shorts—then back up. “Well, if you get lonely or need anything... anything at all... you know where I live.” She turned to go, that magnificent ass swaying with deliberate slowness. Over her shoulder: “And call me Nina, baby. ‘Mrs.’ makes me feel old.”

The door clicked shut behind me as I stood there, cock throbbing painfully.

That night, I didn’t even make it through one game. I jerked off twice thinking about her voice, her scent, the way she’d said “anything.”

Little did I know, Nina’s husband was out of town on business for the next ten days.

And she was about to make “anything” very, very real.


Chapter Two

The next morning, I woke up with Nina's image burned into my brain. That sundress. That smile. The way her thick thighs had brushed the doorframe as she turned away. I spent half the day replaying it, my cock half-hard every time I thought about her fertile curves. By afternoon, I was back to my routine—strumming my guitar on the porch, trying to distract myself from the ache.

That's when I saw her.

Nina was in her yard, bent over watering her flowers. Her ass was on full display in tight denim shorts that rode up high, exposing the creamy undersides of her ebony cheeks. The shorts dug into her soft belly, creating a delicious muffin top that screamed "grab me." Her tank top strained against her D-cup breasts, sweat glistening on her dark skin like oil on polished mahogany. She straightened up, catching my eye, and waved me over with a grin that made my heart race.

"Hey, handsome!" she called, her voice carrying that sultry lilt. "You got a minute? I could use some help with something inside."

My mouth went dry. Help? With what? But I wasn't about to say no. I set down my guitar and hopped the low fence between our yards, trying to play it cool. Up close, she smelled like vanilla and fresh sweat—a heady mix that went straight to my groin.

"Sure, Nina. What's up?"

She wiped her brow, her breasts jiggling with the motion. "My husband's out of town for work—some conference in Chicago—and the damn garbage disposal jammed up. I tried fixing it myself, but I'm no good with tools. Think you could take a look? I'll make it worth your while... maybe with some lemonade."

Her eyes twinkled mischievously as she said that last part, and I swear her gaze dropped to my crotch again. I nodded dumbly, following her inside. Her house was cozy, filled with family photos—her kids at college now, her husband looking stern in a suit. But all I could focus on was the sway of her wide hips, the way her ass cheeks bounced with each step. That heart-shaped perfection, framed by those shorts, was hypnotic.

We headed to the kitchen. She pointed under the sink. "Right there. I think something's stuck."

I got on my back, sliding under the cabinet with a wrench she handed me. It was a simple fix—a spoon wedged in the blades. As I worked, Nina hovered nearby, her thick legs straddling the space above me. I could see up her shorts: the outline of her pussy lips against black lace panties, plump and inviting. My cock stiffened instantly, tenting my jeans.

"Everything okay down there?" she asked, her voice playful.

"Yeah, almost got it," I muttered, trying not to stare. But then she shifted, and a drop of sweat—or was it something else?—trickled down her inner thigh. Her skin was so smooth, so dark and luscious, like melted chocolate begging to be licked.

I twisted the wrench, freed the spoon, and slid out. "All fixed."

She clapped her hands, beaming. "My hero! Now, about that lemonade..."

But instead of heading to the fridge, she stepped closer, her curvy body towering over me as I sat on the floor. Her belly, that soft, fertile pooch, was eye-level now. I could see the faint stretch marks—badges of motherhood that only made her sexier, a real woman who'd birthed life and craved more.

"You know," she said softly, her fingers tracing the hem of her tank top, "I've noticed you watching me. Those hungry eyes of yours... devouring my body like I'm some kind of feast."

I froze, my face burning. "I—uh—"

She laughed, low and throaty. "Don't deny it, baby. It's flattering. My husband's been gone so much lately, and a woman like me has needs. Needs a young, strong man to... appreciate her properly."

Before I could process, she peeled off her tank top, revealing those massive D-cups spilling over a lacy bra. Her ebony skin glowed under the kitchen light, nipples hard and dark like chocolate kisses poking through the fabric. She unhooked the bra, letting her breasts bounce free—heavy, pendulous, with wide areolas that begged for my mouth.

"Touch them," she commanded, her voice husky. "Feel how full they are."

I reached up, my hands trembling as I cupped her tits. They were warm, soft yet firm, overflowing my palms. I squeezed gently, thumbing her nipples, and she moaned, arching her back. "Mmm, yes. Just like that."

Emboldened, I stood, pulling her close. Her soft belly pressed against my abs, that fertile swell making me throb. I kissed her neck, tasting salt and sweetness, working down to her breasts. I sucked one nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue, while my hand kneaded the other. She gasped, her fingers tangling in my hair.

But Nina wasn't one to be passive. She pushed me back against the counter, her eyes blazing with lust. "You've been fantasizing about this BBW body, haven't you? My thick thighs, my juicy ass... my wet pussy."

She shimmed out of her shorts and panties in one fluid motion, revealing her treasure. Her pussy was a vision: plump outer lips, dark and glossy, with a neat strip of curls above. As she spread her legs slightly, I saw the inner pink glistening—already soaked, her arousal dripping down her thighs. The scent hit me: musky, sweet, like ripe fruit begging to be devoured.

"Get on your knees," she ordered, her confident MILF demeanor in full control. "Taste me."

I dropped like a stone, face inches from her core. Her ebony thighs framed her pussy perfectly—thick, powerful, ready to crush me in ecstasy. I leaned in, inhaling deeply. God, she smelled amazing: a heady mix of arousal and her natural essence, intoxicating.

My tongue flicked out, tracing her slit. She was drenched, her juices coating my lips instantly—sweet and tangy, like honeyed nectar. I groaned, diving deeper, lapping at her folds. Her pussy was so wet, so delicious, every lick pulling more cream from her depths. I sucked her clit gently, that swollen pearl throbbing under my tongue.

"Oh fuck, yes," Nina moaned, grinding against my face. "Eat this black pussy, baby. Make me cum."

Her hands gripped my head, pulling me closer. I buried my face in her, tongue fucking her hole while my nose rubbed her clit. She was sopping, her wetness smearing across my cheeks, chin—marking me as hers. The taste was addictive: salty-sweet ambrosia, her fertile essence flooding my senses.

But she wanted more. "On the floor," she panted. "I want to ride that pretty face."

I lay back on the cool tile, heart pounding. Nina straddled me, her curvy ebony body descending like a goddess claiming her throne. Her thick ass hovered above, cheeks spreading to reveal her puckered hole and dripping pussy. She lowered slowly, smothering me in heaven.

Her weight pressed down—perfect, enveloping. Her pussy lips sealed over my mouth, her ass cheeks cradling my face. I couldn't breathe, didn't care. I tongued her furiously, slurping her juices, feeling her grind. Her wetness poured into my mouth, delicious and endless, coating my throat as I swallowed greedily.

"Ride it, baby," she growled, bouncing lightly. Her thighs clamped my head, her soft belly resting on my forehead. Every movement sent her breasts jiggling, her curves rippling. She was a fertile BBW dream: heavy, dominant, her ebony skin slick with sweat.

I reached up, grabbing her ass—kneading those plump cheeks, spreading them wider. My tongue delved deeper, circling her clit, then plunging inside. She was so wet, her pussy clenching around me, juices flowing like a river.

"Yes! Right there!" Nina cried, her hips bucking faster. "I'm gonna cum all over your face!"

Her body tensed, thighs quivering. Then she exploded— a gush of sweet cream flooding my mouth as she screamed. I drank it all, her delicious essence overwhelming me. She rode out her orgasm, grinding hard, smothering me in her ecstasy.

Finally, she lifted off, gasping, her pussy glistening above me. I was drenched, face shiny with her cum, cock straining painfully in my pants.

"Mmm, that was good," she purred, helping me up. "But we're not done. My husband's gone for days... and I want you to fill me up next."

Her words hung in the air, promising more.


Chapter Three

Nina’s words echoed in my ears as she pulled me to my feet: “I want you to fill me up next.”

My face was still slick with her juices, her taste lingering on my tongue like the sweetest addiction. She pressed her naked ebony body against mine—those heavy D-cup breasts flattening against my chest, her soft, fertile belly warm against my stomach. Her thick thighs brushed my throbbing cock through my jeans, and I groaned.

“Nina… we shouldn’t,” I managed, even as my hands roamed her wide hips. “You’re married. And… no protection?”

She laughed, low and wicked, her full lips brushing my ear. “That’s exactly why we should, baby. My husband’s been shooting blanks for years—doctors confirmed it. He thinks our two kids were enough. But me?” She took my hand and guided it between her legs, letting my fingers sink into her still-dripping pussy. “This fertile black womb is starving. I stopped taking the pill months ago. And right now… I’m ovulating. Peak day. Ripe as I’ll ever be.”

My cock jerked at her words. The thought of raw, unprotected sex with this curvy ebony goddess was insane. Dangerous. Irresistible.

“I can feel it,” she whispered, grinding against my palm. “My body’s aching to be bred. And I want a young bull like you to do it. Pump me full. Put a baby in this belly again.”

I hesitated, heart hammering. “But… what if—”

She silenced me with a deep, hungry kiss, her tongue claiming my mouth while her hand unzipped my jeans. My cock sprang free, hard and leaking precum. She wrapped her soft fingers around it, stroking slowly, her eyes locked on mine.

“Look how thick you are,” she purred. “Perfect for stretching this pussy. Perfect for knocking me up.” She turned, bending over the kitchen island, presenting that glorious heart-shaped ass. Her cheeks spread naturally, revealing her glistening pink center framed by dark, plush lips. Juices still dripped down her inner thighs, her scent filling the room.

I stepped behind her, hands gripping her hips. The head of my cock nudged her entrance, sliding through her slick folds. She was scorching hot, impossibly wet. No barrier. Just bare, fertile flesh waiting for me.

“Put it in,” she begged, pushing back. “Breed me raw.”

I couldn’t resist anymore. With one slow thrust, I sank into her.

Heaven.

Her pussy gripped me like velvet fire—tight despite having birthed two kids, walls fluttering around my length. She was soaked, coating every inch as I bottomed out, my balls pressing against her swollen clit. I groaned at the sensation: no condom, nothing between us, just the primal heat of her ovulating cunt milking me.

“Fuck, Nina… you feel incredible.”

She moaned, arching her back. “All yours, baby. This married black pussy is yours to claim.”

I started moving, slow at first, savoring every inch. Her ass rippled with each thrust, ebony cheeks jiggling hypnotically. I watched my pale cock disappear into her dark folds, emerging shiny with her cream. The contrast was filthy perfection. I reached around, rubbing her soft belly—that gentle, fertile swell that would soon round with new life if I gave her what she craved.

“Harder,” she demanded, throwing her hips back. “Fuck me like you mean it. Like you want to knock me up.”

I lost control. Gripping her wide hips, I pounded into her. The kitchen filled with wet slaps, her juices splashing with every thrust. Her heavy breasts swung beneath her, nipples grazing the countertop. She cried out, pushing back to meet me, her pussy clenching rhythmically.

“Yes! Breed this BBW pussy! Fill my womb!”

I flipped her around, needing to see her face. She hopped onto the island, spreading her thick thighs wide. Her ebony skin glistened with sweat, belly quivering, pussy gaping and dripping for me. I slid back in, deeper this time, my hands kneading her breasts as I fucked her missionary-style on the counter.

Our eyes locked. “Tell me,” she gasped between thrusts. “Tell me you’re gonna cum inside.”

“I’m gonna cum inside you,” I growled, driving harder. “Gonna flood your fertile womb.”

She wrapped her legs around my waist, heels digging into my ass, pulling me deeper. “That’s it. Give me that potent young seed. Make this belly swell again.”

The thought pushed me to the edge—raw, risky, breeding sex with the ultimate curvy black MILF. Her pussy tightened, signaling another orgasm. She clawed my back, moaning loud enough for the neighbors to hear.

“I’m cumming!” she screamed, her walls spasming around me, fresh gushes of cream coating my cock. The sensation was too much.

“Nina… I’m gonna—”

“Do it!” she urged, locking her ankles behind me. “Cum deep! Breed me!”

I buried myself to the hilt and exploded.

Rope after thick rope of hot cum erupted from me, painting her insides. I felt every pulse, every jet flooding her ovulating womb. She milked me greedily, her pussy sucking me dry, ensuring not a drop escaped. I groaned her name, hips jerking as I emptied my balls completely into her fertile depths.

We stayed locked together, panting, my cock still twitching inside her. Slowly, I pulled out. A thick river of my cum immediately leaked from her well-fucked pussy, creamy white against her dark lips, dripping onto the counter.

Nina scooped some onto her fingers, bringing it to her lips and tasting us. “Mmm. Perfect mix. Bet one of those strong swimmers is already finding my egg.”

She slid off the counter, pulling me into a deep kiss, our combined taste on her tongue. “You just claimed this MILF, baby. Marked me from the inside.”

The rest of the afternoon blurred into more rounds—on the couch, in her bedroom, against the shower wall. Each time raw, each time ending with me pumping another load deep inside her. She whispered filthy encouragements: “Put a black baby in me,” “Make my husband raise your child,” “Breed this ebony womb until it takes.”

By evening, I stumbled home, exhausted, cock raw, mind spinning.

Two weeks later, my parents returned. Life slipped back toward normal. Nina waved from her yard like always, that same bubbly smile. But now when she bent over to garden, her sundress hugged a slightly softer, rounder belly. Or was I imagining it?

One afternoon, she texted me—a simple photo. A positive pregnancy test. Two pink lines.

Underneath: “You did it, daddy. My husband thinks it’s a miracle. But we know the truth.”

I stared at the screen, heart racing, cock hardening despite the shock.

Did I really just breed the curvy black MILF next door?

And what happens when that belly keeps growing… and she wants more?
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