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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.


Part 1

I had just turned nineteen a few months back, fresh out of high school and figuring out what the hell to do with my life. Community college was on the horizon, but for now, I was crashing at my parents' place in this quiet suburban neighborhood, mowing lawns and doing odd jobs to scrape together some cash. Life was pretty mundane—video games, hanging with friends, the usual. That is, until Krystal moved in next door.

She was this stunning Filipina woman in her late thirties, maybe early forties, with curves that could make a guy forget his own name. I first noticed her when she was unloading boxes from a moving truck, her tight jeans hugging those thick hips and that full, round ass like they were painted on. Her skin was a warm, golden brown, and her long, dark hair cascaded down her back in waves. She had these big, expressive eyes that sparkled when she smiled, and lips that looked perpetually kissable. But it was her body that really got me—curvy in all the right places, with a soft belly that hinted at her being a mom, and breasts that strained against whatever top she wore. She was what you'd call a BBW, but damn, she carried it with such confidence it was intoxicating.

I was out in the driveway washing my beat-up old car when she first waved at me. "Hey there, neighbor!" she called out, her voice smooth and accented just enough to make it exotic. "I'm Krystal. Just moved in from the city. You live here with your folks?"

"Yeah," I replied, trying not to stare at the way her tank top clung to her sweat-glistened cleavage. "Been here my whole life. Welcome to the neighborhood. Need any help with those boxes?"

She laughed, a rich, melodic sound that sent a shiver down my spine. "Oh, you're sweet. But I think I've got it. Though... if you're offering, maybe you could come over later and help me set up some furniture? I'm all alone here, and these arms aren't as strong as they used to be." She flexed playfully, her biceps toned but soft, and I caught a whiff of her perfume—something floral and musky that made my head spin.

"Sure, no problem," I said, feeling my face heat up. I was over eighteen now, an adult, but around her, I felt like a awkward kid again. She was older, experienced, and way out of my league. What was I even thinking?

Over the next few days, our interactions ramped up. She'd catch me outside and chat about random stuff—the weather, her job as a nurse at the local hospital, how she was divorced and starting fresh. "It's nice to have a young, strong guy like you around," she'd say, her eyes lingering on my arms or chest a little too long. I'd mumble something back, trying to play it cool, but inside, my mind was racing. Was she flirting? Or was she just being friendly? Older women like her probably saw me as some kid, right?

One afternoon, I was in the backyard tinkering with my bike when I heard her voice over the fence. "Hey, handsome! You got a minute?" I looked up to see Krystal peeking over, her hair tied back in a ponytail, wearing a sundress that hugged her ample curves. The fabric was thin, and the way the sun hit it, I could make out the outline of her bra and panties. My mouth went dry.

"Uh, yeah, what's up?" I stood, wiping grease from my hands.

"I'm trying to hang some curtains, but I can't reach the rod. Mind coming over? I'll make it worth your while—I've got fresh lemonade inside." She winked, and my heart skipped a beat. Worth my while? What did that mean?

I hopped the fence—easier than going around—and followed her into her house. It smelled like vanilla and something spicy, probably from whatever she was cooking. The place was still half-unpacked, boxes everywhere, but it felt cozy. She led me to the living room, where a ladder was set up under the window.

"Just need you to hold this steady while I climb," she said, handing me the curtain rod. But as she ascended the ladder, her dress rode up, giving me a perfect view of her thick thighs and the lacy edge of her panties. They were black, sheer, and I swear I could see the outline of her pussy lips through them. I froze, my dick twitching in my shorts.

She glanced down and caught me staring. Instead of getting mad, she smirked. "Like what you see? Don't be shy, sweetie. It's okay to look." Her voice was teasing, husky, and it made my blood rush south.

"I—uh, sorry," I stammered, looking away. "Didn't mean to..."

"Oh, come on," she said, descending the ladder gracefully. She stepped close, her breasts nearly brushing my chest. "You're a grown man now, right? Over eighteen and all. No harm in appreciating a woman's body." Her hand grazed my arm, sending electric sparks through me.

I nodded dumbly, my mind blank. She was so close I could feel the heat radiating from her skin. "Yeah, I am. Just... you're really beautiful, Krystal."

She tilted her head, her full lips curving into a smile. "Beautiful, huh? That's sweet. Most guys my age don't notice anymore. But you... you notice." Her fingers trailed down my arm, light as a feather. "Tell you what, why don't you stay for that lemonade? We can chat more."

We ended up on her couch, sipping the cold drink. She crossed her legs, the dress hiking up again, and I tried not to ogle her smooth, tan thighs. She talked about her life—how she'd come from the Philippines as a kid, worked hard to become a nurse, had a daughter who was off at college now. "It's lonely sometimes," she admitted, her eyes locking onto mine. "Being a single mom, you know? I miss the excitement, the passion."

I swallowed hard. "Yeah, I bet. You deserve that."

She leaned in, her cleavage on full display. "What about you? Got a girlfriend? A hot young thing keeping you busy?"

"Nah," I said, shaking my head. "Been single for a while. Girls my age are... complicated."

She chuckled. "Oh, honey, that's because they don't know what they want yet. An older woman? We know exactly what we want." Her hand rested on my knee, squeezing gently. "And sometimes, what we want is right next door."

My pulse pounded in my ears. Was this happening? She was hitting on me, no doubt about it. But what the hell was I supposed to do? Jump her bones? I wasn't some smooth operator; I'd only been with a couple of girls before, quick fumbles in the back of cars. Krystal was a woman—a real, curvy, experienced MILF who could probably rock my world. But doubt crept in. What if she was just teasing? What if I made a move and she laughed it off?

"I should probably get back," I muttered, standing up awkwardly. My erection was straining against my shorts, and I hoped she didn't notice. "Thanks for the lemonade."

She pouted, those plump lips making me rethink everything. "Already? Well, if you must. But come by anytime, okay? Door's always open for you." As I left, she hugged me goodbye, her soft body pressing against mine, her breasts squishing into my chest. I could feel her nipples hardening through the fabric, and it took every ounce of willpower not to grab her ass.

Back home, I paced my room, replaying the encounter. Krystal was flirting hard, no question. The way she touched me, the innuendos—it was all there. But I was unsure. What if I misread it? She was my neighbor; things could get weird. Plus, she was older, fertile-looking with those wide hips and full figure. The thought of her wanting me, a younger guy, was thrilling but intimidating. I jerked off that night thinking about her, imagining peeling off that dress, burying my face between her thighs. But in reality? I didn't know how to take the next step.

The flirting escalated over the next week. She'd text me—yeah, we exchanged numbers—for "help" with little things: fixing a leaky faucet, carrying groceries. Each time, she'd wear something revealing—a low-cut top, short shorts that barely contained her ass. Once, she "accidentally" brushed her hand against my crotch while reaching for a tool, giggling as I jumped. "Oops, sorry! Or am I?"

I was going crazy. Every night, I'd lie in bed, hard as a rock, fantasizing about her. She was this sexy, curvy Filipina goddess, and she wanted me. But fear held me back. What if I wasn't good enough? What if she expected some porn-star performance?

Then came the pool day. It was scorching hot, and I was lounging in my backyard when she called over the fence again. "Hey, cutie! I'm about to take a dip in my pool. Want to join? I could use some company."

She had a small above-ground pool, nothing fancy, but the idea of seeing her in a swimsuit? Hell yes. "Sure, be right over."

I changed into trunks and headed over. Krystal was already out there, lounging on a chair in a red bikini that left little to the imagination. Her breasts overflowed the top, the fabric straining against her hard nipples. Her belly was soft and inviting, and the bottoms rode high on her hips, accentuating her thick thighs and the curve of her mound. She was oiled up, her skin glistening under the sun.

"Damn, you look good," I blurted out, unable to stop myself.

She grinned, standing to greet me. "Thanks, sweetie. You too—nice abs." She ran her fingers over my stomach, making me tense. "Jump in with me?"

We splashed around, laughing, but the tension was thick. She'd "accidentally" bump into me, her ass grinding against my crotch underwater. Once, she wrapped her legs around my waist in a playful tackle, her pussy pressing right against my hardening dick. "Feels like someone's excited," she whispered in my ear, her breath hot.

I pulled away, flustered. "Krystal, I... I don't know what to do here."

She floated closer, her eyes dark with desire. "What do you mean? Just go with it. I like you. A lot." Her hand slipped under the water, grazing my thigh.

"But you're... older. Experienced. I'm just—"

"Over eighteen and hot as hell," she cut in. "That's all that matters. Let me show you how good it can be."

I wanted to. God, I wanted to dive in and claim her right there. But hesitation won out. "Maybe another time? I gotta... think about it."

She sighed, but her smile was understanding. "Okay, no pressure. But don't make me wait too long, handsome. This MILF won't stay patient forever."

As I left, dripping wet and frustrated, I knew I was on the edge. Krystal was seducing me, piece by piece, and I was crumbling. What would happen if I finally gave in? The thought consumed me, leaving me aching for more.


Part 2

That night after the pool, I barely slept. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Krystal in that red bikini, felt her thick thighs wrapped around me, her pussy grinding against my cock through the thin fabric. My dick stayed rock-hard, throbbing with need. I jerked off twice, imagining what it would be like to finally give in, to let her take control. By morning, I was a wreck—horny, confused, and desperate.

The next day dragged on. I avoided going outside, scared I'd see her and lose what little resolve I had left. But around dusk, my phone buzzed. A text from Krystal: "Miss you already, handsome. Come over tonight? I made dinner. Just us. No pressure... but I have dessert too."

My heart slammed against my ribs. Dessert. Yeah, right. I knew what she really meant. I stared at the message for ten minutes, thumb hovering over the keyboard. Finally, I typed back: "Yeah, sounds good. Be over in an hour."

I showered, threw on a clean shirt and jeans, and tried to calm my nerves. This was it. No more running. I was nineteen, an adult, and this gorgeous older Filipina MILF wanted me. Time to man up.

When she opened the door, my breath caught. Krystal was wearing a short black silk robe that barely reached mid-thigh, the fabric clinging to every curve. Her hair was loose, framing her face, and her makeup was sultry—dark liner making those big brown eyes pop, red lipstick on those full lips. The robe gaped just enough to show deep cleavage, her heavy breasts threatening to spill out.

"Hi, sweetie," she purred, pulling me inside and closing the door. She hugged me tight, her body soft and warm against mine. I could feel she wasn't wearing a bra—her nipples poked hard against my chest. "I'm so glad you came."

Dinner was simple—some Filipino dishes she'd cooked, adobo and rice, with a side of lumpia. It was delicious, but I barely tasted it. We sat close at her small table, her bare foot rubbing against my calf under the cloth. She kept topping off my glass of wine, her hand lingering on mine.

"You're quiet tonight," she said, tilting her head. "Nervous?"

"A little," I admitted, my voice rough. "You're... intense."

She laughed softly, standing and coming around to my side. She straddled my lap without warning, the robe riding up to reveal she was only wearing tiny lace panties underneath. Her thick thighs bracketed mine, her ass settling right on my growing bulge.

"Good intense, I hope." She cupped my face, her thumbs stroking my jaw. "I've wanted this for weeks. Watching you mow the lawn shirtless, those young muscles flexing... it drives me crazy." She ground down slowly, feeling my hardness. "And this big cock of yours... I've dreamed about it."

I groaned, hands instinctively going to her hips. Her skin was silky, her curves overflowing my grip. "Krystal... fuck."

"That's right, baby. Say my name." She leaned in, lips brushing mine. The kiss started soft, teasing, but quickly turned hungry. Her tongue slipped into my mouth, tasting like wine and sweetness. I kissed back, finally letting go, my hands roaming up her back, pulling her closer.

She moaned into my mouth, grinding harder. "Mmm, yes. Touch me. I've been so wet thinking about you."

We made out like that for what felt like forever, her robe slipping open to expose her massive tits. They were perfect—full, heavy, with dark brown nipples begging to be sucked. I broke the kiss to bury my face in them, licking and sucking one nipple while pinching the other. She arched, gasping.

"Oh god, yes... suck Mommy's tits, baby." The word "Mommy" hit me like lightning, making my cock twitch. She noticed, smirking. "You like that? Calling me Mommy? This fertile Filipina MILF wants to take care of her young stud."

I nodded, too turned on to speak. She stood suddenly, taking my hand. "Come to the bedroom. I need more."

Her bedroom was dimly lit, candles flickering. She pushed me onto the bed, climbing on top again. The robe fell away completely, leaving her in just those panties. Her body was incredible—soft belly with faint stretch marks that only made her sexier, wide hips perfect for breeding, that big juicy ass I'd fantasized about.

She kissed down my neck, unbuttoning my shirt. "Let me see you." She peeled it off, then my jeans, freeing my cock. It sprang out, hard and leaking precum. Her eyes widened. "Fuck, you're thick. Bigger than I imagined."

She stroked me slowly, her small hand barely wrapping around. Then she leaned down, licking the tip, tasting me. I hissed in pleasure as she took me into her mouth, sucking gently, her tongue swirling.

But she didn't stay there long. "As much as I want to suck this cock all night," she whispered, crawling up my body, "I need something else first."

She positioned herself over my chest, then higher, knees on either side of my head. Her panties were soaked, the crotch dark with her juices. The scent hit me—musky, sweet, intoxicating.

"Look at this pussy," she said, pulling the panties aside. Her lips were plump, dark pink, glistening with arousal. A neat strip of black hair above her clit. "It's been aching for your mouth."

I stared, mesmerized. "Krystal... please."

"Beg for it, baby." She lowered slightly, teasing.

"Please let me taste you. I want to eat your pussy so bad."

"Good boy." She sank down, her wet folds pressing against my lips. I dove in eagerly, tongue lapping at her slit, tasting her tangy nectar. She was soaked, dripping onto my chin.

"Oh fuuuck," she moaned, grinding slowly. "Yes, lick Mommy's pussy. Eat it like you mean it."

I did. I licked broad strokes up her lips, flicked her swollen clit, sucked it gently. Her thighs trembled around my head, her ass cheeks pressing against my forehead. She was heavy, smothering me in the best way, her weight pinning me down.

"Deeper, baby. Tongue fuck me." I pushed inside her hole, feeling her walls clench. She rode my face harder, her hips rolling. "That's it... oh god, you're a natural."

Her juices coated my face, dripping down my neck. I grabbed her ass, spreading her cheeks, pulling her closer. She bounced lightly, fucking my tongue.

"I'm gonna cum already," she gasped. "Don't stop... suck my clit hard!"

I latched onto it, sucking rhythmically while flicking with my tongue. Her body tensed, thighs clamping my head.

"Fuck fuck fuuuuck!" She came hard, flooding my mouth with her cum. Her pussy pulsed, grinding wildly as she rode out the orgasm.

But she didn't stop. "Again," she demanded, breathless. "Make me cum again."

I kept going, relentless. My jaw ached, but I didn't care. Eating this curvy MILF's pussy was heaven. She leaned forward, bracing on the headboard, giving me better access to spear her hole.

"Yes, baby! Tongue that fertile cunt. Taste how wet you make me."

She came a second time faster, screaming my praises, her ass jiggling as she shook.

"Third time's the charm," she panted, turning around into a 69 position. Her ass hovered over my face now, that perfect view of her puckered hole and dripping pussy. She lowered again, smothering me completely.

I ate her hungrily, hands kneading her cheeks. She ground back, riding my face reverse cowgirl style, her big ass bouncing.

Meanwhile, she sucked my cock, deepthroating me effortlessly. The dual sensation was overwhelming—her hot mouth on me, my tongue buried in her.

But she focused on her pleasure, popping off my dick to moan. "Eat it, baby. Make this BBW MILF cum on your face again."

I slapped her ass lightly, making her yelp and grind harder. I sucked her clit like a vacuum, two fingers sliding into her soaked hole.

"Yes! Finger fuck me while you lick!"

She exploded a third time, squirting a little, her juices spraying my face. She collapsed forward, shaking, then rolled off me, pulling me up for a messy kiss. She licked her own cum from my lips, moaning.

"You are incredible," she whispered, stroking my slick face. "I came so hard... three times on that young tongue."

I grinned, proud and still throbbing hard. "You taste amazing."

She eyed my cock hungrily. "Now it's time for the main course. I need this inside me."

My heart raced. We were heading straight into raw, breeding territory next.


Part 3

Krystal’s eyes burned with raw, unfiltered lust as she sprawled back on the rumpled sheets, her thick legs parting wide like an invitation I couldn't refuse. The candlelight danced across her golden-brown skin, highlighting every curve—her heavy breasts heaving with each ragged breath, nipples stiff and dark like chocolate peaks begging to be devoured. Her pussy, still slick and swollen from the three shattering orgasms I'd tongued out of her, glistened invitingly, a trail of her juices trickling down to soak the bed beneath her round ass. The air was thick with the musky scent of her arousal, mixed with the faint vanilla from the candles, making my head spin.

I hovered over her, my cock aching, veins pulsing along its length as it bobbed heavy between my legs. Precum beaded at the tip, and I could feel the heat radiating from her core, drawing me in like a magnet. She'd just ridden my face to ecstasy multiple times, her thick thighs clamping my head, her sweet nectar flooding my mouth until I was drunk on her taste. But now? Now she wanted more. She needed it.

"Oh, baby," she whispered, her voice a sultry purr that sent shivers down my spine. Her small hands reached up, nails grazing my chest, tracing the lines of my muscles. "Look at you—young, hard, and ready to breed. I need that thick cock inside me right now. Raw. Bare. No barriers. Just your skin sliding into mine, filling me up."

My pulse thundered in my ears. I'd never fucked without protection before; the girls my age always insisted on it. But Krystal? This curvy Filipina MILF was different. She was experienced, confident, and fertile as hell—her wide hips and soft belly screaming that she was built for this, for carrying life. The thought of pumping her full, of my seed taking root in her womb, made my balls tighten with anticipation.

"Krystal," I breathed, my voice rough with need. "You sure? No condom?"

She laughed softly, a wicked sound that made her tits jiggle. Wrapping her smooth legs around my waist, she pulled me closer, the head of my cock brushing her slick folds. The contact was electric—hot, wet silk against my sensitive tip. "Sure? Honey, I've been dreaming about this since I first saw you. I want to feel every ridge, every vein of that young dick stretching me. And when you cum? I want it all inside—deep in this fertile pussy. Pump me full until I'm dripping your seed."

Her words ignited something primal in me. I gripped her thighs, feeling the soft give of her flesh under my fingers, and pushed forward. The tip breached her entrance, parting her plump lips with a wet squelch. She was tighter than I expected, her walls hugging me like a velvet glove, hot and pulsing. Inch by inch, I sank deeper, the sensation overwhelming—her heat enveloping me, her juices coating my shaft, making the slide effortless yet torturously slow.

"Fuuuck," I groaned, bottoming out as my balls nestled against her ass. She was so full, so deep; I could feel her cervix brushing the head of my cock. The scent of her pussy intensified, musky and sweet, filling my nostrils as I held still, savoring the raw connection.

Krystal arched beneath me, her nails digging into my shoulders, leaving faint red trails. "Oh god, yes... so big, baby. You're splitting me open. This pussy hasn't had a cock like yours in years—young, thick, and potent." She clenched around me deliberately, a ripple that made me hiss in pleasure. "Move for me. Fuck your Mommy slow at first. Let me feel every inch claiming me."

I pulled back almost to the tip, her lips clinging to me like they didn't want to let go, then thrust in again, deeper this time. The wet slap of our bodies meeting echoed in the room, mingling with her moans. I set a rhythm—long, deliberate strokes, grinding against her clit at the bottom of each one. Her tits bounced hypnotically, sweat beading on her cleavage, and I leaned down to capture one nipple between my teeth, biting gently before sucking hard.

"Mmm, yes! Suck those tits while you breed me," she gasped, threading her fingers through my hair. "These big MILF breasts are gonna swell even more when you knock me up. Full of milk for our baby. Imagine it—your seed taking hold right now, my belly growing round with your child."

The image flashed in my mind: Krystal, even curvier, her stomach protruding, tits leaking milk. It made me thrust harder, the bedframe creaking under the force. Her pussy squelched with every plunge, her arousal dripping down my balls, cooling in the air before warming again on the next stroke.

"Faster, baby," she demanded, her hips bucking up to meet me. "Pound this fertile cunt. I can feel my womb aching for your cum. Ovulating and ready—just for you."

I obliged, snapping my hips forward with more urgency. The room filled with the symphony of our fucking: skin slapping skin, her wet pussy sucking me in, our mingled groans. Sweat slicked our bodies, making her skin glisten like oiled bronze. I grabbed her ass, lifting her slightly for a better angle, feeling the soft cheeks overflow my hands as I drove deeper.

"God, you're so wet," I growled, my voice barely recognizable. "This pussy's begging for it."

She locked eyes with me, dark and intense. "Because it's yours now. Breed it. Fill it. Make me yours completely." Her hands roamed down to where we joined, fingers spreading her lips wider, exposing her swollen clit. "Touch me here while you fuck me. Make me cum on that breeding cock."

I reached between us, thumb circling her clit in firm strokes. She bucked wildly, her walls fluttering around me. "Yes! Just like that! Rub Mommy's clit while you pump her full."

The dirty talk poured from her lips, each word fueling my thrusts. "Imagine your hot cum shooting straight into my womb. Millions of your swimmers racing to my egg. One of them claiming it—making a baby. Our baby."

I felt the pressure building, my balls drawing up, but I held back, wanting to draw this out. "Not yet," I muttered, slowing my pace to teasing grinds. "Gonna make you cum first."

She whimpered, grinding back. "Tease... but don't stop. I need it."

I flipped us then, rolling so she was on top, my cock never leaving her depths. She settled with a sigh, her weight pressing me into the mattress, her thick thighs straddling my hips. Her belly brushed my abs, soft and warm, and her tits hung heavy like ripe fruit.

"Ride me," I commanded, hands on her hips guiding her. "Show me how a fertile MILF takes what she wants."

Krystal grinned, wicked and empowered. She rose up, her pussy lips gripping my shaft visibly, slick with our combined fluids, then slammed down. The impact sent jolts through both of us, her ass rippling from the force. She started bouncing, slow at first, then building speed—up and down, her tits slapping together, nipples tracing arcs in the air.

"Fuck, look at this," she panted, leaning back to give me the view. Her hand splayed over her mound, fingers framing where my cock disappeared into her. "Your big dick owning this pussy. Stretching it wide. It's gonna be even tighter when I'm pregnant—swollen and sensitive."

The sight was pornographic: her curvy body undulating, sweat trickling between her breasts, down her belly to where we connected. The scent of sex was overpowering now—her tangy musk, my salty sweat, the faint latex-free rawness of it all.

"Ride it harder," I urged, thrusting up to meet her. "Milk my cock with that breeding cunt."

She obliged, grinding her clit against my pubic bone on each downstroke. "Yes, baby! Feel how deep you are? Hitting my cervix every time. That's where your cum needs to go—right against it, flooding my womb."

Her pace quickened, ass cheeks clapping against my thighs, the bed shaking violently. I reached up, pinching her nipples, rolling them between my fingers until she cried out.

"I'm close," she gasped. "Gonna cum all over your cock. Squeeze every drop out of you."

"Do it," I growled. "Cum for me, then I'll breed you."

She threw her head back, hair whipping, and shattered. Her pussy clamped down like a vice, rhythmic spasms milking me as she squirted a gush of fluid around my base. "Fuuuuck! Yes! Breeding me... cumming so hard!"

I held her through it, thrusting up erratically, prolonging her ecstasy until she slumped forward, trembling. But I wasn't done. Far from it.

"Turn around," I said, voice commanding. "I want that ass while I breed you."

She dismounted with a wet pop, my cock shining with her cream, and got on all fours. Her back arched, presenting her perfect, heart-shaped ass—cheeks spread just enough to show her puckered hole and dripping pussy. Cum from her earlier orgasms—wait, no, that was all her wetness—dripped from her lips, stringing to the sheets.

"Mount me like a stud," she begged, wiggling her hips. "Breed your bitch from behind. Deep and animalistic."

I kneeled behind her, slapping my cock against her ass, leaving wet streaks. Then I gripped her hips, thumbs dimpling her soft flesh, and plunged in. The angle was perfect—deeper than before, my cockhead kissing her cervix with every thrust.

"Oh shit!" she screamed, pushing back. "Yes! Pound it! Fuck your seed into me!"

I set a brutal pace, hips pistoning, balls swinging to slap her clit. Her ass jiggled with each impact, waves rippling across her cheeks. I slapped one, the crack echoing, leaving a pink handprint on her golden skin.

"Harder!" she demanded. "Spank this MILF ass while you breed her pussy!"

I alternated slaps, feeling her clench tighter each time. Sweat poured down my back, dripping onto her, mixing with hers. The room reeked of raw sex—musky, primal, intoxicating.

"Tell me what you want," I rasped, reaching around to strum her clit again.

"Your cum!" she sobbed, face pressed into the pillow. "Deep inside! Knock me up! Make this fertile Filipina belly swell!"

The words pushed me closer. "Where?"

"In my womb! Flood it! Breed me, you young stud! Give me your baby batter!"

I felt it building, unstoppable. "Gonna cum... fuck, Krystal!"

"Do it with me!" she cried. "Cum now—breed your Mommy!"

I rubbed her clit furiously, and she exploded again, her pussy convulsing, pulling me over the edge. I buried deep, roaring as the first thick rope erupted, splashing against her cervix. Pulse after pulse, I pumped her full—hot jets of cum filling her, the sensation of it sloshing inside her as I kept thrusting.

"Yes! Feel it... so much cum... breeding me!" she wailed, grinding back.

I emptied everything, balls draining until I was spent. We collapsed, me on top, still inside her, plugging the load. Her pussy fluttered with aftershocks, milking the last drops.

After a moment, I pulled out slowly, a torrent of cum gushing out, creamy white against her dark lips, trickling down her thighs. She reached back, scooping some and rubbing it into her skin like lotion. "Mmm, don't waste it. But most is deep where it counts."

We lay spooning, my hand on her belly, feeling the soft warmth. "That was... intense," I murmured, kissing her neck, tasting salt.

She turned, lips brushing mine. "And just the start. If this didn't take, we'll do it again tomorrow. Every day until your seed plants."

We rested, but soon her hand found my cock, stroking it back to life. "Round two," she whispered. "Missionary this time—slow, so I can watch your face when you breed me again."

I rolled her onto her back, sliding between her legs. She guided me in, her pussy still slick with my cum, making entry easy. We fucked tenderly, her legs locked around me, heels urging me deeper.

"Feel that?" she cooed. "Your cum from before, lubing the way. Add more. Fill me twice."

I sucked her tits, laving her nipples, imagining them lactating. "Gonna make these leak milk," I muttered.

"Yes! Breed me and they will. Pump another load—make sure."

We built slowly, her dirty whispers in my ear: "Your potent seed... claiming my egg... our baby growing."

I came again, grinding deep, flooding her anew. She followed, nails scoring my back.

But she wasn't sated. "One more," she begged, pushing me onto my back. "Reverse cowgirl—so you can watch your cock breed my ass view."

She mounted facing away, her big ass on display. I spread her cheeks, watching as she sank down, her pussy swallowing me whole. She rode hard, ass bouncing, cheeks clapping.

"Slap it," she ordered. "While you breed from below."

I did, thrusting up. "Take it... all my cum."

She came first, squirting back onto my balls. Then I erupted, holding her down as I filled her a third time.

Exhausted, we tangled in the sheets, my hand possessively on her cum-stuffed belly. Dawn light filtered in, casting a glow on her satisfied smile.

"We'll know soon," she murmured. "But I feel it—your seed taking hold."

And if not? We'd try again. But the question lingered: Had I knocked up this sexy MILF tonight?
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