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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 first noticed Gabriela at Café Doce three months ago, when I started coming in every afternoon to kill time between classes. The little corner cafe was tucked between a dry cleaner and a nail salon in our quiet suburban neighborhood—nothing flashy, just warm lighting, mismatched wooden chairs, and the constant smell of fresh coffee and sweet brigadeiros. She ran it alone most days, a forty-two-year-old Brazilian woman who’d moved here from São Paulo five years earlier after her divorce. She told me that once, casually, while sliding my black coffee across the counter: “Life in Brazil was too loud. Here it’s quiet. I like quiet… mostly.”

Mostly. That word hung in the air every time she said it.

Gabriela was impossible to ignore. Golden-caramel skin that glowed even under fluorescent lights, long dark waves of hair she usually tied back in a loose ponytail but let fall when the cafe was empty. Her body was built for sin—massive, heavy tits that strained every tank top she wore, wide birthing hips that made her short denim skirts ride up when she reached for mugs, thick thighs that rubbed together audibly when she walked, and that soft, plush belly rolling gently above her waistband, begging to be gripped, kissed, filled. She moved like she knew exactly what she was doing to every man who walked through the door. To me, especially.

I was twenty-two, broke from tuition, horny all the time, and she knew it. She’d lean over the counter to hand me my cup, cleavage spilling forward, dark nipples faintly visible through thin cotton when the light hit right. “You study hard, garoto?” she’d ask, accent thick and rolling. Her eyes would linger on my arms, my chest, the bulge I couldn’t hide when she “accidentally” brushed her hip against mine while wiping the counter next to me.

One Tuesday, the cafe was dead. Rain tapped the windows. She sighed dramatically, leaning on the counter so her tits rested on the edge like an offering. “Business is slow. I need help—deliveries, cleaning, maybe fix the espresso machine when it acts up. I can’t pay much, but cash every week. You interested?”

My heart slammed against my ribs. Alone with her after close? Hours of her bending over tables, thick ass jiggling in my face, heavy breasts swaying? “Yeah,” I said too fast. “I’m in.”

She smiled slow, predatory. “Good boy. Start tomorrow. And don’t be late.” She reached across, squeezed my forearm—firm, lingering. “You’ll be well rewarded, I promise.”

That night I jerked off thinking about her—imagining pinning her against the counter, spreading those thick thighs, sliding bare into her wet heat, pumping deep while she moaned in Portuguese. I came hard, imagining flooding her fertile womb, watching that soft belly swell with my seed. I wanted it. Badly.

The next afternoon I showed up early. She greeted me in a tight white tank top and black skirt that barely covered her ass. “Let’s start with the back room,” she said, leading me through the beaded curtain. The storage area was cramped—shelves of coffee beans, boxes of sugar, the faint scent of vanilla and her jasmine perfume. She bent to pick up a fallen bag, skirt riding up to show black lace panties stretched tight over plump cheeks. My cock jerked instantly.

She straightened, caught me staring, and licked her full bottom lip. “You like my ass, don’t you?” she murmured. “I see you looking every day. It’s okay… I like being looked at.”

Inner thoughts raced: Fuck, she’s going to kill me. I want to grab those hips, bend her over right here, bury my face between those thighs and taste her. I want to breed her—raw, deep, no pulling out.

She stepped closer, breasts brushing my chest. “We have rules in my cafe,” she whispered. “No touching… unless I say so.” Her hand trailed down my arm, fingers grazing the front of my jeans where I was already half-hard. “But maybe later… at my house… I’ll let you touch all you want.”

She turned away, hips swaying, leaving me throbbing and aching.

The tension was unbearable. Every shift after that she pushed it further—pressing her body against mine to “show” me how to steam milk, her heavy tits squishing into my back; dropping a spoon and bending slowly to pick it up, ass inches from my face; whispering, “You’re so strong… bet you could handle a woman like me all night.”

By the end of the week, I was desperate. She knew it.

Friday close. Rain again. She locked the front door, dimmed the lights, poured us both strong coffee with a splash of cachaça. Sat on the counter, thighs spread just enough to tease the shadow between them.

“You’ve been good,” she purred. “Helped a lot. Now… come to my house tonight. I’ll pay you properly.” She leaned forward, lips brushing my ear. “And maybe… I’ll let you do what you’ve been dreaming about.”

My cock throbbed so hard it hurt.

I nodded. “I’ll be there.”

She smiled, wicked. “Good boy. Don’t keep me waiting.”


Chapter Two

The first week working at Café Doce felt like slow, delicious torture crafted just for me.

Gabriela didn’t need to say a single dirty word. She never had to. Every tiny movement, every casual brush of skin, became her weapon—and she wielded it with devastating precision.

It began on my very first shift with the espresso machine lesson. She stepped in behind me—far closer than the tiny space required—her soft, warm belly pressing firmly against the small of my back. The heavy swell of her breasts squashed against my shoulder blades, heat radiating through my thin shirt. I could feel the faint, unmistakable hardness of her nipples poking against me even through the layers. She reached around my body to adjust the portafilter, her arms sliding slowly along mine, her breath warm and sweet against the side of my neck.

“Slow… yes… just like that,” she murmured, her voice low and velvety, almost a caress. “Firm, but gentle. You have such good hands, garoto.”

My cock thickened instantly, straining painfully against the zipper of my jeans. I was certain she felt it—the sudden tension in my body, the slight hitch in my breathing. She didn’t pull away. Not even a little. She lingered there, letting the intimate contact stretch on until the shot finished dripping, then finally eased back… slowly… dragging the plush weight of her tits across my back on purpose as she retreated.

“Sorry,” she said with the most innocent little smile, dark eyes sparkling with mischief. “It’s a small machine.”

Small machine my ass.

The next afternoon she asked me to help her reach the big bags of coffee beans on the top shelf in the storeroom. She didn’t bother with the step ladder.

She simply positioned herself directly behind me while I stretched up, her lush body glued to mine from behind once more. This time one hand rested casually—but very deliberately—on my hip. The other flattened against my stomach, fingers splaying wide, palm hot through my shirt. Every time I reached a little higher, her breasts mashed harder against my back. Every time I lowered the bag, her fingers flexed against my abs, as though she were testing the hardness of my muscles.

When I finally set the bag down she didn’t release me right away. Her hands stayed on my body for a long, deliberate heartbeat longer than necessary. Then she gave my hip the tiniest, slowest squeeze—almost a promise—before stepping back.

“Good boy,” she purred, voice dripping honey. “So strong.”

I nearly groaned out loud.

By the third shift the touches had stopped pretending to be accidental at all.

When I handed her the cleaning spray bottle, her fingers deliberately stroked the entire length of my hand, lingering at my wrist, tracing the pulse point there before she finally took it. When I passed behind her in the narrow gap between the counters, she would “lose her balance” for the briefest moment and press the full, plush curve of her ass directly against my crotch—just long enough for me to feel how soft and yielding she was, just long enough for my cock to jump violently against the cleft of her cheeks through our clothes.

She always turned her head slightly afterward, just enough for me to catch the tiny, knowing smirk curling her full lips.

She knew. She had to know.

And yet part of me still tortured myself with the delicious doubt.

Was this really deliberate flirting? Or was she simply one of those naturally affectionate Brazilian women who hugged everyone, brushed against everyone, smiled at everyone the same warm way?

The uncertainty only made the heat more unbearable.

Every time she hugged me “thank you” after I carried in a heavy delivery—pressing those enormous, pillow-soft tits against my chest for a long, squeezing moment, her arms wrapped tightly around my shoulders, her cheek resting against mine—I wondered desperately: Is this just how she is? Or is she deliberately pressing her hard nipples into me, letting me feel how stiff they’ve become?

Every time she reached past me to grab a mug from the shelf and her arm dragged slowly, teasingly across my stomach… Every time she leaned across me to point at the register screen and her breast squashed warmly, heavily against my bicep… Every single time she murmured “obrigada, querido” and gave my shoulder a lingering squeeze, her thumb stroking once—slowly—along the muscle…

I asked myself the same frantic question: Is she fucking with me? Or is she waiting—patient, wicked—for me to finally snap and take what she’s been dangling in front of me for days?

By the end of that first week I was walking around permanently half-hard. My balls felt heavy, aching, swollen with need. Every night when I got home I would strip and stroke myself furiously thinking about her—imagining finally losing control, bending her over the prep table, yanking that tiny skirt up around her wide hips, spreading those thick thighs and slamming inside her raw.

I pictured her moaning in Portuguese. I pictured her soft belly quivering under my gripping hands. I pictured pumping her full—deep, unprotected—while she begged me to breed her, to flood her fertile womb until thick cum dripped down her caramel thighs.

And the worst, most maddening part?

I still wasn’t completely sure whether she wanted it too… or whether I was just a horny twenty-two-year-old losing his mind over innocent touches and friendly smiles.

Friday evening. Closing time.

Rain hammered the windows. The café was empty.

Gabriela turned the key in the front door. The metallic click sounded very loud in the sudden quiet.

She turned around slowly.

Her white tank top was slightly damp from the steam of the machines—clinging transparently to every lush curve of her breasts. Her nipples stood out visibly, dark and hard against the wet cotton.

She walked toward me with slow, swaying steps.

She stopped very close.

So close I could smell her perfume mixed with coffee and the warm, feminine scent of her skin.

She looked up at me.

Her eyes were dark. Hungry.

“You’ve been very good this week,” she said softly.

Her hand lifted.

She laid it flat on my chest—right over my pounding heart.

“You work hard…” Her fingers spread wide. “…you’re strong…” She slid her palm slowly downward. “…you’re always so… attentive.”

Her hand kept going lower.

Lower.

Until her fingertips rested just above my belt buckle.

She tilted her head.

Her voice dropped to a husky whisper.

“I think…” she breathed, “…it’s time I reward you properly.”

My cock jerked violently against the inside of my zipper.

She felt it. I saw her lips curve into a slow, filthy smile.

She leaned in until her mouth was right next to my ear.

“Come to my house tonight,” she whispered.

Her hand finally—finally—closed over the thick outline of my erection through my jeans.

She gave it one slow, firm squeeze.

“I’ll pay you…” she murmured, stroking me once, up and down, torturously slow, “…the way a good boy like you deserves.”

Then she stepped back.

Smiling.

Leaving me shaking, leaking precum into my boxers, heart slamming against my ribs.

“Eight o’clock,” she said sweetly, as if she hadn’t just groped me in the middle of her café.

“Don’t be late.”

I couldn’t speak.

I just nodded.

She turned away, hips swaying, thick ass jiggling under that tiny skirt.

I watched her go.

And I knew—without any doubt left in my mind—

Tonight I was going to fuck her.

Raw.

Deep.

And if she let me…

I was going to breed her.

Until she was dripping with me.

Until she couldn’t walk straight.

Until she carried my baby.

I was already counting the minutes.


Chapter Three

Eight o’clock came and I was already parked outside Gabriela’s small house, heart hammering so hard I could feel it in my throat. The rain had eased to a light drizzle, streetlights reflecting off wet pavement in golden smears. Her porch light glowed warm and inviting, same as always, but tonight it felt like a beacon pulling me straight into something I’d been fantasizing about for weeks.

I knocked once. The door opened almost immediately.

Gabriela stood there in a black silk robe tied loosely at the waist—barely tied. The fabric parted just enough to show the deep valley between her heavy breasts, the soft swell of her belly, the flare of her wide hips. No bra. No panties. Just smooth caramel skin and the faint scent of jasmine and warm woman rolling off her like heat from an oven.

She didn’t say hello.

She grabbed my shirt, yanked me inside, and kicked the door shut with her heel. Her mouth crashed into mine—hungry, demanding, tongue sliding deep. I groaned into the kiss, hands immediately finding her hips, fingers sinking into soft flesh. She tasted like coffee and cachaça and pure need.

“You’re early,” she murmured against my lips, already walking me backward toward the living room. “Good boy. I like that.”

The robe slipped off her shoulders as we moved. It pooled on the floor behind us. She was completely naked underneath—golden skin glowing in the low lamplight, massive tits swaying with every step, dark nipples already tight and begging. Her thick thighs rubbed together audibly, a soft, wet sound that told me she was soaked before we even started.

She pushed me down onto the wide leather couch. I landed with a grunt. She climbed on top immediately, straddling my lap, grinding her dripping pussy against the hard ridge of my cock through my jeans.

“You’ve been hard for me all week,” she whispered, rocking slowly, deliberately. “Every time I brushed against you… every time I hugged you… I felt it. This thick cock jumping for me.”

I groaned, hands roaming up her sides, cupping the heavy undersides of her breasts. They overflowed my palms—soft, warm, impossibly full. I thumbed her nipples; she hissed and arched.

“Tell me,” she demanded, grinding harder. “Tell me what you thought about when I touched you.”

“I thought about fucking you,” I rasped. “Bending you over the counter. Spreading these thick thighs. Sliding in bare. Pumping you full until you’re dripping my cum.”

Her eyes flashed. “No condom?”

“None.”

She smiled—slow, filthy. “Good. Because I don’t want one. I’m ovulating right now. Fertile. Ripe.” She leaned in, lips brushing my ear. “I want you to breed me, garoto. Fill this Brazilian pussy until it takes. Make my belly swell with your baby.”

The words hit like a punch. My cock jerked violently under her. Precum soaked through my boxers.

She slid off my lap, dropped to her knees between my legs. Her hands worked my belt open, jeans shoved down, boxers yanked aside. My cock sprang free—thick, veined, head glistening.

“So big,” she breathed, wrapping one soft hand around the base. “So full of seed.” She leaned forward, tongue flicking out to lap at the slit, tasting me. Then she took me into her mouth—slow, deep, lips stretching around my girth. She moaned around me, the vibration shooting straight to my balls. Her tongue swirled, cheeks hollowing as she sucked, hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach.

I gripped her hair, hips bucking involuntarily. “Fuck, Gabriela—”

She pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock. “Not yet. First you taste me.”

She climbed back up, straddled my face this time. Thick thighs clamped around my head like warm velvet. Her soft belly brushed my forehead as she lowered herself—hot, wet pussy pressing to my mouth. Her tangy-sweet nectar flooded my tongue—salty honey, addictive, richer than I’d imagined. Well-groomed dark curls tickled my nose as she ground down, swollen lips parting against my tongue. I lapped eagerly—flat tongue from bottom to top, circling her engorged clit, plunging inside her tight heat.

She moaned loud—“Sim! Lick your Brazilian mama’s pussy… make me cum before you breed me.” Her hips rocked, grinding harder, smothering me in soft, wet warmth. Her thick ass cheeks rested on my chest, jiggling slightly with every roll. I sucked her clit hard, fingers digging into her plush hips, pulling her closer. She tasted like salt and honey and pure arousal—heady, overwhelming.

“Deeper,” she gasped. “Use your tongue—fuck me with it.”

I obeyed, thrusting my tongue inside her, feeling her walls flutter and clench. She rode my face harder, body trembling—tits bouncing above me, belly quivering against my forehead. “Yes… fuck… I’m close—don’t stop—”

She shattered with a scream—pussy spasming, fresh wetness gushing over my chin and neck. Her thighs clamped so tight I saw stars, but I kept licking through it, drawing out every shudder until she finally lifted off, panting, face flushed.

She slid down my body, lined me up, and sank onto my bare cock in one long, greedy glide.

We both groaned.

She was molten velvet inside—hot, tight, soaked. Her walls gripped me like a fist, pulling me deeper. She bottomed out, plump ass resting on my balls, and stayed there a moment—just feeling me throb inside her.

“No pulling out,” she whispered. “No condom. Breed me. Fill this fertile cunt until it overflows.”

I grabbed her wide hips, thrust up hard. She cried out, starting to ride—slow at first, then faster. Her soft body jiggled everywhere—tits bouncing wildly, plush belly rippling with every downward slam, thick thighs quivering. Skin slapped skin, wet and obscene. Her moans filled the room—“Harder! Deeper! Me enche! Me engravida!”

I pounded up into her, hands roaming—squeezing her heavy tits, pinching dark nipples until she arched. “You feel so good,” I growled. “So tight… so wet… made for breeding.”

“Sim! Breed your thick MILF boss! Pump me full—risk knocking me up right now!”

The dirty talk snapped something in me. I flipped her onto her back—couch creaking—hooked her thick legs over my shoulders, opened her wide. I drove back in—deep, brutal—bottoming out with every thrust. Her belly quivered, tits bounced, pussy clenched like it was trying to pull the cum straight out of me.

“Cum inside,” she begged, nails raking my back. “Flood my womb! Make me drip with your seed!”

I slammed home one final time and erupted—thick, hot ropes painting her depths, pulse after pulse, filling her until it leaked out around my shaft and soaked the cushions beneath her.

She came with me—screaming, pussy spasming, milking every drop deeper. Her whole body shook—thighs trembling, belly quivering, tits heaving.

When the waves finally passed, she stayed on her back, legs still spread wide. I pulled out slowly, watching in awe as thick white cum poured from her well-fucked pussy—creamy rivers leaking from her swollen pink lips, dripping down her ass crack and pooling on the leather. The sight was obscene, primal—my seed spilling out of her fertile core, proof of what I’d just done.

Gabriela scooped some with two fingers, brought them to her mouth, sucked them clean while staring straight into my eyes.

“Good boy,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “Look at how full you made me… but we’re not finished. Not even close.”

She clenched her inner muscles, pushing another thick trickle of my cum out—watching it drip with a satisfied smile.

“Stay all night,” she murmured, pulling me down beside her. “I want you inside me until morning… until I’m so full of your cum there’s no doubt it took.”

I kissed her neck, cock already twitching back to life inside her.

I wasn’t going anywhere.


Chapter Four

A week after that first raw, womb-filling night at Gabriela’s house, I was closing up the café with her like usual—wiping counters, stacking chairs, stealing glances at the way her tight tank top clung to her heavy tits, nipples poking through from the AC. She’d been extra touchy all shift: brushing her plush belly against my back when she passed, letting her thick thigh press against mine while we counted the till, whispering filthy little promises in my ear every time no one was looking.

“Tonight,” she murmured as she locked the front door and flipped the sign to “Fechado.” “You come to my house. I have a surprise for my best employee. Bring that thick cock… you’re going to need it.”

My dick was already half-hard by the time I pulled into her driveway. The porch light was on, warm and inviting. She opened the door before I could knock—wearing nothing but black lace heels and a sheer red robe that did absolutely nothing to hide her curves. Her massive breasts strained the fabric, dark nipples visible and already hard. The robe gaped open just enough to show the soft roll of her belly, the flare of her wide hips, the shadow between her thick thighs already glistening.

“Get in here, garoto,” she purred, grabbing my shirt and yanking me inside. The door clicked shut behind me. She kissed me hard—tongue deep, tasting of coffee and cachaça—then pulled back with a wicked smile.

“I brought a friend,” she said. “Larissa moved here from Brazil last year to help me with the café. Best friends share everything… including you.”

From the hallway stepped Larissa—taller than Gabriela by a couple inches, skin a shade darker gold, long curly black hair tumbling past her shoulders, and a body that made my cock jump in my jeans. Her tits were even heavier, spilling over a red lace bra that looked ready to snap. Wide hips flared dramatically into an ass so thick it jiggled with every step, and her belly was soft and plush, perfect for gripping while pounding deep. She wore matching red lace panties already soaked through at the crotch.

Larissa licked her full lips, eyes raking over me. “Gabriela told me everything,” she said, accent as thick as her friend’s. “How you fucked her raw on the couch. How you flooded her fertile pussy until she dripped. How you made her scream for your seed.” She stepped closer, heavy breasts brushing my chest. “I’m ovulating too. Right now. And I want the same treatment. Breed us both tonight.”

Gabriela laughed low, wicked, and pushed me toward the living room couch. “Strip,” she ordered. I obeyed fast—shirt, jeans, boxers hitting the floor. My cock sprang up, thick and veined, head already slick with precum. Both women moaned in unison.

“Olha isso,” Larissa whispered. “So big… so full.”

Gabriela shoved me down onto the couch, straddled my face without hesitation. Her thick thighs clamped around my head like warm velvet, soft belly pressing against my forehead as she lowered her dripping pussy onto my mouth. I inhaled deep—her tangy-sweet musk flooding my senses, mixed with the faint jasmine of her skin. Her well-groomed bush tickled my nose as she ground down, slick folds parting against my tongue.

“Lick me first,” she demanded. “Make me cum while Larissa rides your cock.”

Larissa climbed on, straddling my hips. She peeled off her soaked panties, tossed them aside, and sank down in one slow, greedy glide—taking every bare inch until her plump ass rested on my balls. “Fuck,” she gasped. “So thick… stretching me so good.” Her pussy was molten, tight, drenched—clenching around me like she was starving for it.

They moved in perfect sync. Gabriela rocked her hips, grinding her clit against my tongue, juices flooding my mouth as I sucked and licked—circling her swollen nub, plunging deep inside her heat. Larissa rode me hard—fat ass clapping down with every drop, heavy tits bouncing wildly, soft belly jiggling in hypnotic waves. “Yes… fuck me raw,” she moaned. “Breed this Brazilian slut… fill my fertile womb like you filled hers!”

Gabriela reached down, rubbed Larissa’s clit while she rode—fingers slick and fast. “Look at her take your cock,” Gabriela panted. “Watch her thick body jiggle for you. She’s going to cum all over you… then you’re going to pull out and flood me next.”

The room filled with wet slaps, moans, filthy Portuguese—“Me enche! Me engravida! Fode mais forte!”—and the obscene squelch of Larissa’s pussy gripping me. I thrust up hard, hands digging into her wide hips, feeling her plush flesh spill over my fingers.

Larissa came first—screaming, thighs trembling, pussy spasming around my cock like a fist. “Cum in me—breed me now!” she begged.

I couldn’t hold back. I slammed deep and erupted—thick, hot ropes flooding her fertile depths, pulse after pulse, until cum leaked out around my shaft and dripped down my balls.

Gabriela lifted off my face, panting, chin slick with her juices. “My turn,” she growled. Larissa dismounted shakily, cum pouring from her swollen pussy. Gabriela took her place—sinking down onto my still-hard cock, mixing Larissa’s cream with her own. “Feel that? Your seed in her… now in me. Breed us both, garoto. Make us swell together.”

She rode me furiously—tits bouncing violently, plush belly rippling, ass slapping down with wet force. Larissa knelt beside us, rubbing Gabriela’s clit, sucking one heavy nipple while pinching the other. “Cum in her,” Larissa whispered. “Flood her fertile cunt… knock her up while I watch.”

Gabriela’s pussy clenched hard—“Yes—fill me! Me enche de porra! Me engravida!”—and I exploded again, pumping another thick load deep into her waiting womb. She came with me—screaming, body shaking, milking every drop as cum overflowed and soaked my thighs.

They collapsed against me, panting, sweaty, cum-drenched. Gabriela kissed me deep, tasting herself and Larissa on my lips. Larissa nuzzled my neck, hand stroking my softening cock.

“We’re not done,” Gabriela whispered. “We want more. All night. Until both our fertile pussies are overflowing… until we’re both carrying your babies.”

Larissa smiled wickedly. “Best friends share everything… including your seed.”

They pulled me toward the bedroom.

The night was just beginning.


Chapter Five

Two months after that wild threesome night, Gabriela called me into the café after close. The sign was flipped to “Fechado,” the lights dimmed low, the air thick with the lingering scent of fresh coffee and brigadeiros. She locked the door, turned to me with that familiar wicked smile, and lifted her shirt without a word. Her once-soft belly was now a gentle, rounded dome—plush and firm, the caramel skin stretched taut over the life I’d planted inside her. Her heavy tits had swelled even bigger, veins faintly visible under the golden glow, nipples dark and puckered, already leaking tiny beads of colostrum.

“You did this, garoto,” she purred, rubbing her hand over the swell. “Your thick loads knocked me up. I’m carrying your baby… and I’m hornier than ever.”

Before I could respond, the back door creaked open. Larissa stepped in, her curly hair loose and wild, golden skin flushed. She hiked her sundress up to her waist, revealing her own pregnant belly—more pronounced than Gabriela’s, a proud curve that made her wide hips look even wider, her thick thighs quivering slightly as she walked. Her massive breasts strained the dress fabric, nipples tenting it obscenely, a wet spot forming where milk had started to leak.

“We both are,” Larissa added, voice husky. “I moved from Brazil to help Gabriela, and best friends share everything… including the young stud who bred us raw.” She cupped her belly, jiggling it softly. “Feel how full we are? Your seed took in us both. Now come repay us again—our pregnant pussies stay dripping, begging for more cum.”

They pushed me back onto the long wooden counter, the cool surface pressing against my skin as they stripped me naked. My cock sprang up, thick and throbbing, already leaking at the sight of their swollen bodies. Gabriela climbed on first, straddling my face with her thick thighs—soft, warm flesh clamping around my head like a velvet trap. Her pregnant belly rested gently on my forehead, the rounded swell warm and firm, rising and falling with her breaths. Larissa straddled my hips, her even thicker ass hovering before sinking down onto my bare cock in one greedy glide.

“Lick me while she rides you,” Gabriela commanded, lowering her dripping pussy onto my mouth. Her tangy-sweet nectar flooded my tongue—richer now, almost creamy from pregnancy hormones, mixed with the faint musk of her arousal. Her well-groomed bush tickled my nose as she ground down, swollen lips parting against my lips. I lapped eagerly, tongue plunging deep into her molten heat, circling her engorged clit that pulsed like a heartbeat. She tasted divine—salty honey with a new milky undertone, her juices running down my chin in sticky rivulets.

Larissa moaned loud as she started riding—her fat ass clapping down with every thrust, pregnant belly jiggling softly above me, wide hips rolling in hypnotic circles. “Feel that, garoto? Your baby making my pussy even tighter… wetter. Breed me again—even though I’m already full of your child. Flood this pregnant Brazilian whore!”

Gabriela reached forward, rubbing Larissa’s clit while she bounced—fingers slick and fast. “Suck my clit harder,” Gabriela gasped, grinding harder on my face. Her thick thighs trembled, soft rolls quivering against my cheeks. “Make me cum all over your mouth… then switch. We want you tasting us both.”

She came first—screaming in Portuguese, pussy spasming, a fresh gush soaking my face as her pregnant body shook—tits heaving, belly quivering, thighs clamping so tight I could barely breathe. Larissa followed, her walls clenching around my cock like a fist, milking me as she rode through her orgasm. “Cum in me—fill this swollen cunt!” she begged.

I thrust up hard, erupting deep inside her—thick ropes painting her already-fertile depths, pulse after pulse, cum overflowing and dripping down my balls. She lifted off with a wet pop, a creamy river pouring from her pink, swollen lips.

“Now me,” Gabriela growled. They switched seamlessly—Larissa straddling my face, her thicker ass smothering my chest as she lowered her dripping, cum-filled pussy onto my mouth. Gabriela sank onto my cock, her pregnant belly pressing warm against my abs as she started riding slow and deep.

Larissa’s taste hit me like a wave—tangier than Gabriela’s, with a sweeter edge, her juices mixed with my fresh cum leaking from her. I licked greedily, sucking her clit—swollen and throbbing—while my hands gripped her jiggling ass cheeks, fingers sinking into soft flesh. Her pregnant belly rested on my forehead, the swell firmer, kicking faintly as if the baby knew what we were doing. “Lick your own cum out of me,” she moaned. “Taste how you bred me… then fill us more.”

Gabriela rode harder now—ass slamming down, tits bouncing wildly, nipples leaking thin streams of milk that trickled down her swollen curves. “Look at us, garoto—both knocked up by your thick loads. Our tits are already leaking for you… come suck them while you breed me.”

She leaned forward, pulling Larissa down with her. I craned up, mouth latching onto Gabriela’s nipple first—warm, sweet milk flooding my tongue, creamy and addictive, tasting like vanilla and her skin. I sucked hard, swallowing greedily, while my cock pounded up into her greedy pussy. Larissa offered her breast next—her milk richer, almost nutty, leaking freely as I nursed from her, hands kneading both women’s heavy, milky tits.

“Fuck yes—breastfeed from your pregnant sluts,” Gabriela gasped, pussy clenching. “Keep pumping us full… make sure these bellies stay swollen forever!”

The sensory overload broke me—wet slaps of flesh, milky sweetness on my tongue, tangy cum-filled pussies grinding on my face and cock, their soft, jiggling bodies pressing everywhere. I slammed deep into Gabriela and exploded again—hot ropes flooding her womb, overflowing in creamy rivers.

They both came with me—screaming, bodies shaking violently—thighs trembling, bellies quivering, tits leaking milk down my chest. We collapsed in a sweaty, cum-soaked heap on the counter, their pregnant curves curled against me.

“This is just the start,” Gabriela whispered, kissing my neck. “The café is our breeding den now. Every shift ends with you pumping us full—raw, deep, endless.”

Larissa nodded, hand on her belly. “We’re addicted to your seed… and we want more babies. Keep us pregnant, garoto. Forever.”

I held them close, cock still twitching inside Gabriela, ready for round three.

The neighborhood would whisper about the glowing, swollen MILFs running Café Doce.

But they were mine—bred, claimed, overflowing.

And I was never stopping.
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