
        
            
                
            
        

    
Claiming The Curvy MILF Hotwife

Raw Claiming a Sexy BBW MILF at the Ski Resort
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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'm 23, built like a machine from years of hitting the gym and shredding slopes, and this ski trip was meant to be my playground with Sarah—my ex, who bailed two weeks ago claiming I was too wild for her buttoned-up life. Fuck that noise; I'm better off solo, owning the half-pipe by day, the bar by night. No baggage, just me carving fresh powder and chasing thrills. Third night in, I'm at the slope-side bar, the kind of place with rough-hewn logs, a roaring fireplace spitting embers that crackle like gunfire, and massive windows framing the night runs glowing under floodlights. The air's thick with the sharp bite of burning pine, mixed with the hoppy tang of my IPA swirling in the glass, cold condensation dripping onto my fingers like teasing foreplay.

That's when she claims the stool next to me, sliding in with the confidence of a woman who knows she's the prize. Lisa—37, a voluptuous MILF masterpiece, her dark waves tumbling over shoulders like midnight silk, full crimson lips parted in a smirk that promises sin. Her body's a feast: massive tits straining that cream cashmere sweater, the wool clinging to every curve, nipples stiffening into peaks that beg for my teeth. Below, those black ski pants hug her wide hips and thunder thighs, the fabric whispering as she crosses her legs, rubbing together with a soft, inviting friction. She smells like vanilla laced with fresh snow and underlying heat—pure, intoxicating pussy waiting to be claimed.

I lock eyes, holding her gaze steady, my voice low and commanding. "Evening. You look like you could use a man who knows how to handle curves like yours." She laughs, that deep, throaty rumble vibrating through me, ordering a whiskey neat with fingers adorned in gold rings that flash like warnings. Our hands brush—deliberate on her part, electric on mine—and I feel the spark, my cock stirring with authority, already plotting how I'll own her.

We dive in. I steer the conversation, probing her story while she hangs on my words. She's here with her husband, but the way her thigh presses mine under the bar, warm and yielding, tells me he's irrelevant. I share my dump story casually, like it's nothing, watching her hand creep higher, fingers tracing my inseam with bold strokes. The denim strains against my growing hardness, the pressure building like a storm I control. Sensory rush: the sticky cool of my beer glass in one hand, her soft palm heating my thigh, the distant strum of a guitar from the jukebox blending with her husky whispers.

I lean in closer, my breath on her neck, inhaling her scent deeper—sweet vanilla masking the musky promise of her arousal. "Tell me more about this getaway," I demand, my tone leaving no room for games. She bites her lip, eyes darkening, and confesses: "Hubby's upstairs, but we're hotwife. He thrives on me getting railed by alphas like you—young, hung, relentless." Her hand squeezes my bulge now, firm and unapologetic, sending a throb through me that I meet with a smirk. Inside, I'm rock-solid confident: This is my arena. I've seen the porn, but tonight, I direct the show.

She ramps it up, fingers stroking me through jeans, the friction hot and insistent, my pre-cum dampening the fabric like a secret victory. "I'm ovulating," she breathes, lips brushing my ear, her warm exhale raising goosebumps on my skin. "Crave it raw, unprotected—the breeding rush, feeling a stranger's seed flood me, risking everything." Her voice cracks with need, but I stay cool, my hand covering hers, guiding the pressure. Thoughts surge: Sarah was safe, boring. This? Primal power. Me planting my flag in her fertile ground.

"And after?" she continues, her tits heaving closer, brushing my arm with soft, heavy warmth. "I make him devour it all—his tongue lapping every drop while I relive how you stretched me wider than he ever could." Fuck, the visual hits hard, but I own it, my cock pulsing under her grip. No hesitation; I signal the bartender, slap cash down with authority. "We're leaving," I state, standing tall, pulling her up. Her body molds to mine—plush belly against my abs, ass swaying as we hit the elevator.

In that metal box, the hum of ascent buzzing, I pin her against the wall, claiming her mouth. Tongue dominating hers, tasting whiskey's burn and her sweet surrender. My hands roam: squeezing her hips' soft give, thumbs digging into dimples, feeling her melt. The elevator dings; we stumble to my room, door slamming shut with finality. Air cooler here, but I'm on fire, shedding my jacket, eyes commanding her to follow. Build-up's mine to control—she's wet, ready, but I'll make her earn it. Confidence surges: Tonight, I breed this MILF on my terms.


Chapter Two

The door slams shut behind us with a heavy, final thud that echoes in my chest like a starting pistol. The room is mine now—king bed sprawled under soft moonlight slicing through half-drawn curtains, crisp white sheets already begging to be ruined, the faint pine-and-clean-linen smell of the resort instantly drowned out by her. Lisa stands there breathing hard, chest heaving, those massive tits rising and falling under the cream cashmere like they’re trying to break free. Her dark eyes lock on mine, pupils blown wide with hunger, lips parted and glistening. The air between us crackles, thick with the raw scent of her arousal—sweet vanilla skin now overlaid with the unmistakable musk of a soaked, needy cunt.

I don’t ask. I command.

“Strip. Slowly. Show me what a married MILF slut looks like when she’s dripping for a stranger’s cock.”

Her breath hitches, but she obeys. Fingers trembling just enough to make it sexy, she peels the sweater up and over her head. No bra. Her heavy breasts spill free, full and pendulous, dark nipples already stiff and fat like ripe berries. Faint silver stretch marks fan across the soft undersides and curve over her plush belly—marks that scream she’s carried life, fucked hard, lived. I step closer, letting her feel my heat without touching yet.

“Pants. Now.”

She hooks thumbs into the waistband of those tight black ski pants and shimmies them down wide hips, thick thighs rubbing together with a soft, wet whisper. Black lace thong clings to her like a second skin, the crotch darkened and sodden, outlining plump outer lips that are already swollen and parted. The fabric is practically translucent with her cream. She kicks the pants aside and stands there in nothing but the thong and her own confidence, thighs glistening where her arousal has trickled down.

I grab her by the hips—fingers sinking deep into soft flesh—and shove her backward onto the bed. She lands with a bounce, tits jiggling wildly, legs instinctively spreading. I drop to my knees between them, yanking the thong to the side so roughly the lace tears with a satisfying snap. Her pussy is a fucking masterpiece: fat, puffy lips glistening, inner folds dark pink and slick, clit engorged and peeking out like it’s begging. The scent hits me full force—tangy, sweet, fertile. My mouth waters.

“Spread yourself wider, whore. Show me that married cunt that’s about to get bred raw.”

She reaches down with both hands, hooking fingers into her outer lips and pulling them apart. Her hole winks at me, leaking a slow pearl of cream that drips onto the sheet. I lean in, exhale hot breath directly on her clit first—making her hips jerk—then drag my tongue flat from her dripping entrance all the way up to that swollen nub.

“Fuck—yes—” she gasps.

I don’t give her gentle. I devour. Tongue plunging into her tight heat, fucking her with it, tasting how deep her need runs. Then I flatten it against her clit, lapping hard, fast circles while she starts grinding down on my face like she’s trying to smother me. Her thick thighs clamp my ears, plush and hot, her soft belly pressing against my forehead as she rolls her hips in filthy, desperate circles.

“That’s it, slut,” I growl into her folds, vibrations making her whimper. “Ride my fucking face. Rub that greedy clit all over my tongue like the desperate hotwife you are.”

She does. Hard. Her pussy lips slide wet and slippery over my nose, my chin, my lips—coating me in her slick. I suck her clit into my mouth, hard suction, flicking the tip with my tongue while she grinds faster, chasing it. Her moans turn animal—low, broken, filthy.

“Eat it—fuck—eat my married pussy—make me soak you—oh god—”

I slide three fingers inside her without warning, curling them up to hammer that spongy spot while my mouth stays locked on her clit. She bucks, thighs quivering, belly shaking. The wet squelch of my fingers pumping her is obscene, loud, mixing with her ragged breathing and the creak of the bedframe.

“Gonna squirt for me, aren’t you, you filthy breeding bitch? Gonna flood this bed with your cum while I tongue-fuck you open for my load.”

“Yes—yes—fuck—don’t stop—make me—”

Her whole body locks. Hips grind down one last brutal time, clit mashed against my tongue—and then she explodes. Hot, forceful squirt gushes over my face, my mouth, my neck, drenching the sheets in pulsing waves. I keep sucking, keep fingering, drinking her down while she screams, thighs clamping so hard I see stars, her cream running in rivulets down my jaw, pooling under us. She rides the aftershocks, grinding slower now, smearing her mess across my face until she finally collapses back, panting, tits heaving, skin flushed and glistening with sweat.

I stand, wiping my chin with the back of my hand, smirking down at her wrecked expression.

“My turn, slut.”

I strip fast—shirt, jeans, boxers hitting the floor. My cock springs free, thick and veined, head flushed dark and already leaking. She licks her lips, eyes glassy with lust, and crawls toward me on all fours, tits swaying heavily.

I fist her hair, not gentle, and guide her mouth to me.

“Open. And don’t you dare hold back.”

She does—lips stretching wide around my girth, tongue swirling the head, tasting my pre-cum with a hungry moan. I push deeper. She gags almost immediately—throat convulsing, eyes watering—but she doesn’t pull off. She takes it, nose pressing into my pubes, gagging wetly around me, drool spilling in thick strings down my shaft, dripping onto my balls.

“That’s it, choke on it, you cock-hungry whore,” I growl, hips rocking shallow thrusts into her throat. “Show me how bad you want this dick raw in your fertile cunt.”

She gurgles, tears streaking her mascara, but her hands grip my thighs, nails digging in, urging me deeper. I fuck her face harder—slow, deliberate strokes that make her gag and sputter every time I bottom out. Saliva coats everything, slick and messy, running down her chin, dripping onto her swaying tits. The wet gluck-gluck-gluck fills the room, obscene and perfect.

“Look at you,” I taunt, pulling out just enough for her to gasp a ragged breath before shoving back in. “Married MILF on her knees, gagging on a stranger’s cock while her cuck husband waits upstairs. You’re such a filthy breeding slut, aren’t you?”

She moans around me—vibrations shooting straight to my balls—nodding frantically, tears streaming, mascara ruined. I hold her there, buried deep, feeling her throat work around me until she’s shaking, then pull out with a wet pop. Strings of spit connect us. She coughs, gasps, looks up at me with pure, wrecked devotion.

“Please,” she rasps, voice hoarse. “Fuck me raw. Breed me. Fill me so full my husband chokes on your cum when he eats it out of me.”

I grab her by the throat—not hard, just enough to feel her pulse racing under my palm—and shove her onto her back. Legs spread wide, pussy still leaking from her orgasm, clit throbbing visibly.

I notch my cock at her entrance, rubbing the head through her slick folds, teasing her swollen lips.

“Beg for it, slut. Beg me to knock you up.”

She arches, tits thrusting up, voice breaking. “Please—fuck me raw—breed me—pump your load so deep I’m dripping for days—make me carry your baby while my husband raises it—please—”

I slam home in one brutal thrust.

She screams.

And I start to ruin her.


Chapter Three

Lisa’s on her back now, legs hooked over my shoulders, folded in half so her thick thighs press against her soft belly and her plump pussy is completely exposed—lips swollen, dark pink, glistening with the mess she already made on my face. Her hole twitches, still leaking from the squirting orgasm I forced out of her, a slow trickle of cream sliding down toward her ass. The room reeks of sex: her tangy squirt soaked into the sheets, my sweat, the sharp musk of her fertile cunt begging to be filled. Moonlight cuts across her body, highlighting every jiggle—the heavy sway of her tits, the soft roll of her belly, the way her stretch-marked hips flare out wide and inviting.

My cock hovers at her entrance, thick head nudging her slick folds, smearing pre-cum through her wetness. I rub it up and down her slit, slow, deliberate, teasing her engorged clit with every pass until her hips jerk and she whimpers.

“Beg for it again, slut,” I growl, voice low and rough. “Tell me exactly what this married breeding whore needs.”

She arches, tits thrusting up, nipples hard as bullets. Her hands grab fistfuls of the soaked sheets. “Please—fuck me raw—ram that big young cock deep and breed me—flood my fertile womb—knock this MILF pussy up so full my cuck husband has to tongue-fuck your cum out for days—”

I don’t let her finish.

I slam in—hard, balls-deep in one brutal thrust. Her scream rips through the room, back bowing off the mattress, walls clamping down like a velvet fist around my shaft. No condom, no barrier—just hot, slick, gripping heat swallowing every inch. The sensation is obscene: her inner ridges massaging me, cream frothing at the base, dripping down my balls in warm rivulets.

“Fuck—yes—so thick—so deep—” she gasps, nails raking down my arms, leaving red trails.

I don’t give her time to adjust. I pull back slow—letting her feel every veiny inch dragging out—then slam home again, setting a punishing rhythm. The wet slap of skin on skin fills the room, loud and filthy, her ass cheeks rippling with each impact. Her tits bounce wildly—heavy, pendulous orbs slapping together, nipples tracing frantic arcs. I lean down, capture one in my mouth, biting the stiff peak hard enough to make her cry out, then sucking it deep while I pound her.

“That’s it, take it, you filthy hotwife slut,” I snarl against her breast. “This pussy was made to be bred by strangers. Feel how much deeper I go than your pathetic husband? Feel how my cock’s already kissing your cervix, ready to pump you full?”

She moans brokenly, legs locking tighter around my neck, heels digging into my back. “Yes—fuck—deeper—breed me—make me swell with your baby—ruin me for him—”

I straighten up, gripping her thick thighs, spreading her wider so I can watch my cock disappear into her over and over. Her pussy lips grip me on every withdraw, stretched tight around my girth, cream coating me in a glossy sheen. I reach down, thumb her clit—rubbing fast, rough circles while I drill her.

“Look at this greedy cunt,” I taunt. “Sucking me in like it’s starving. You’re gonna squirt again, aren’t you? Gonna soak my balls while I flood your womb.”

Her eyes roll back, mouth open in a silent scream. I feel her walls start to flutter, fluttering harder, clamping down in rhythmic pulses.

“Cum for me, breeding bitch. Milk my load right out of me.”

She shatters.

Her whole body convulses—thighs quaking, belly shaking, tits heaving. Another hot gush of squirt erupts around my cock, spraying my abs, my thighs, the sheets in forceful pulses. The wet heat floods us both, slick and messy, her screams turning hoarse and animal. I don’t slow down—keep pounding through her orgasm, chasing my own, balls tightening, pressure coiling low and vicious.

“Gonna fill you,” I growl, hips snapping faster, harder. “Gonna pump rope after thick rope straight into your fertile cunt—mark you—breed you—make sure every drop takes.”

“Yes—yes—cum in me—breed me—give it to me—please—”

I bury myself to the hilt, grinding deep, cockhead pressed right against her cervix. The first pulse hits like lightning—thick, hot rope blasting out, flooding her depths. I groan low, hips jerking with each spurt, pumping more and more—wave after wave of cum painting her insides, filling her until I can feel the excess leaking out around my shaft, warm and sticky, dripping down her ass crack onto the soaked sheets.

“Take it all, slut,” I hiss, grinding slow circles, making sure every drop stays buried. “Feel that? That’s my seed claiming your womb. Your husband’s gonna taste me for weeks.”

She whimpers, walls still fluttering, milking me through the aftershocks. I stay buried inside her, letting her feel me soften slightly but still plugging her full. Our breathing syncs—ragged, heavy. Sweat slicks every inch of us. The room smells like pure, raw sex: her squirt, my cum, our mingled sweat.

Finally I pull out slow. A thick glob of white wells at her entrance, then spills—creamy rivulets running down her puffy lips, pooling under her ass. She reaches down, scoops some with two fingers, brings them to her mouth and sucks them clean, eyes locked on mine.

“Perfect,” she purrs, voice wrecked and satisfied. “He’s going to choke on this load when I sit on his face and make him clean me up.”

I smirk, watching her stand on shaky legs. Cum trickles down her inner thighs as she slips the ruined thong back on, the lace immediately darkening with our mess. She pulls the sweater over her head, tits still bouncing, nipples visible through the damp wool. At the door she turns, gives me one last filthy look.

“Next season, snowboard boy. Bring that cock back. This pussy’s already addicted.”

Then she’s gone, door clicking shut, leaving me sprawled on the ruined bed, cock still twitching, the scent of her breeding all over me.

Weeks later my phone buzzes mid-set at the gym. Unknown number. Photo: a pregnancy test on white tile, two bold pink lines staring up like a trophy.

Text below:

“Guess hubby missed a spot lol. Thanks for the souvenir, stud. This bump’s gonna be a reminder every time he eats me out. Come claim seconds next winter—you know where to find me.”

My cock hardens instantly, straining against my shorts. I stare at the screen, replaying every brutal thrust, every rope I pumped into her fertile heat. Knowing I knocked her up. Knowing her cuck husband’s raising my kid while she still craves raw dick.

I stroke myself slow and deliberate in the locker room, already counting down to next season.

Some breaks lead to the best breedings.
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