
        
            
                
            
        

    
Claiming The Curvy Paraguayan MILF

South American BBW MILF Facesits Backpacker and Rides His Shaft Raw
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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

The dust kicked up in thick clouds under the hooves as the jinetes thundered past, leather creaking like old bones, sweat gleaming on man and beast alike under the relentless Paraguayan sun. Hernandarias in late summer was a assault on the senses—all heat and rhythm, the annual rodeo festival pulsing with infectious cumbia beats from battered speakers, the sizzle of grilled carne asada wafting through the air mixed with the sharp, metallic tang of excited sweat and horse manure. I was twenty-three, sun-browned from weeks on the road, my backpack slung low over one shoulder like a reluctant companion, nursing a warm Brahma beer that tasted more like regret than refreshment. I was trying my damnedest not to look like the obvious gringo, but who was I kidding? My faded tank top and cargo shorts screamed "tourist" in a sea of cowboy hats and embroidered shirts.

I'd ended up here by accident, or maybe fate's cruel joke. Two weeks ago, in a dingy hostel in Buenos Aires, my girlfriend—ex-girlfriend now—had dropped the bomb. "It's not working, okay? You're too... free-spirited." That's code for "you're broke and aimless," I figured. We'd been backpacking South America together for three months, chasing waterfalls in Iguazu, getting lost in the Andes, fucking like rabbits in cheap motels. But she wanted stability, a real job back home in Seattle. I wanted... hell, I didn't know. Freedom? Adventure? Anything but the nine-to-five grind waiting for me stateside. So she flew out, leaving me with a half-empty backpack and a heart that felt like it'd been stomped by one of these rodeo bulls.

I drifted north, hitchhiking through Uruguay and into Paraguay, figuring the change of scenery might numb the ache. Hernandarias wasn't on my map originally—just a pit stop near the Itaipu Dam, but the rodeo signs lured me in. "Fiesta de Jineteada," they called it. Horses, music, beer. Perfect distraction. Or so I thought.

Then I saw her.

She stood near the wooden fence line, hips cocked in that effortless way that screamed confidence, one scuffed boot propped on the bottom rail as she watched the action. Forty-seven years old, she'd later confess, but she wore every year like a crown—regal, unapologetic. Her dark hair was pulled into a loose braid that snaked down her back like a river of midnight, strands escaping to frame a face with high cheekbones and full lips painted a deep, sinful red. But it was her body that hit me like a freight train. Heavy breasts spilled against a low-cut white blouse tied just under her bust, the thin cotton fabric clinging to the soft, inviting roll of her belly like it was painted on. Her denim skirt hugged wide, fertile hips and thick, powerful thighs that spoke of years riding horses, raising kids, and probably breaking a few hearts along the way. She was all curves—lush, abundant, the kind of BBW that made my mouth go dry and my mind race with filthy thoughts. When she laughed at something one of the older vaqueros said, her whole body moved: tits jiggling hypnotically, ass swaying just enough to draw every eye in a ten-foot radius. My cock twitched in my shorts like it'd been slapped awake, a sudden heat pooling low in my gut.

Our eyes locked across the dusty ring. Hers were dark chocolate, flecked with gold in the sunlight, and she didn't look away. Instead, she lifted her chin slow and deliberate, like she was sizing up a stallion she might buy... or break. A smirk played on those red lips, and I felt exposed, like she could see right through my bullshit backpacker facade to the lonely, horny kid underneath.

I swallowed hard, took a swig of my beer for courage, and walked over. The ground crunched under my sneakers, the crowd's cheers fading into a distant roar as I approached.

"¿Te gustan los caballos o solo estás mirando las curvas?" I tried in my rusty Spanish, leaning against the fence beside her. It was a lame line—something about liking horses or just checking out the curves—but it was all I had.

She arched a perfectly shaped brow, amusement dancing in her eyes. "Both," she replied, her voice low and smoky, accented with that soft Guaraní lilt that rolled off her tongue like honeyed rum. "But the curves are more fun to ride." She glanced down at her own body pointedly, then back at me, her gaze lingering on my chest before meeting my eyes again. "You're not from here, lindo. That accent gives you away."

I grinned, feeling a spark ignite. "Guilty. Call me Max," I lied, because real names didn't matter in moments like this—fleeting connections on the road. "Just passing through from the States. Backpacking, you know? Trying to forget some shit back home."

"Valeria," she said, extending a hand. It was callused from real work, warm as fresh-baked pan de queso, and when I took it, she squeezed once—hard, like a promise of things to come. Her nails were long and red, matching her lips, and I imagined them raking down my back. "Forget some shit, eh? A girl?"

"How'd you guess?" I chuckled, holding her hand a beat too long before letting go. The contact sent a jolt straight to my dick.

"Men like you always have a story." She turned back to the ring, where a young rider was clinging to a bucking bronco. "Look at him—holding on for dear life. But he'll get thrown eventually. Unless he knows how to move with the ride."

I stepped closer, our arms brushing. Her scent hit me—something earthy and floral, mixed with the faint musk of sweat from the heat. "I'm pretty good at holding on," I said, nodding toward the rider. "But sometimes it's more fun to let go and see where it takes you."

She laughed again, that rich, dirty sound that vibrated through me. "Careful, gringuito. Paraguayan women aren't like your American girls. We buck hard."

The innuendo hung in the air like smoke, and I felt my pulse quicken. We talked—or flirted, really—as the next heat started. She teased me about my sunburned nose, calling it "cute, like a little tomato." I fired back, telling her she looked like she could out-ride any man here, my eyes dipping to her thighs before snapping back up. "Those legs," I said, voice lowering, "they look like they could crush a guy... in the best way."

Valeria's eyes sparkled with mischief. "Oh? And what way is that, Max? Tell me more." She leaned in, her breasts brushing my arm accidentally-on-purpose, the soft swell pressing against me through her blouse. I could see the outline of her nipples hardening in the breeze, and it took everything not to stare.

"I mean, riding a horse all day must build some serious... stamina," I replied, my mouth dry. "Bet you could go for hours without breaking a sweat."

She bit her lower lip, coy as hell. "Stamina? Sí, but I do sweat. Gets everything nice and slick." Her hand grazed my forearm as she pointed to another rider. "See how he grips with his thighs? That's key. Squeeze just right, and you control the whole thing."

Fuck. The tension was electric, every word laced with double meaning. We kept it up through two more events—her laughing at my attempts to pronounce Guaraní words, me complimenting her braid and imagining wrapping it around my fist. She told me about her life: divorced, two grown kids, running a small horse farm outside town. "Keeps me busy," she said, "but lonely sometimes. Need a strong hand to help with the reins."

"I’ve got strong hands," I murmured, flexing my fingers subtly. "Good for... handling things."

By the time the sun dipped low, painting the sky in oranges and pinks, the crowd had thinned. The air cooled slightly, but the heat between us simmered. She pulled out her phone—a beat-up Android—and we exchanged numbers. Her long red nails tapped the screen as she typed mine in, then she handed it back, her fingers lingering on mine, tracing a slow circle on my palm.

"Meet me at the river beach in an hour," she said, voice husky. "The Itaipu reservoir. It's quiet there. Bring that pretty mouth of yours—I want to hear more of your stories."

My cock throbbed at the implication. "Wouldn't miss it, Valeria. I'll bring the stamina too."

She winked, sauntering away with that hip-swaying walk that made her ass bounce enticingly under her skirt. I watched until she disappeared into the crowd, then chugged the rest of my beer and headed back to my hostel to freshen up. The room was a shoebox—thin walls, a sagging bed, fan whirring lazily—but it'd do. I showered quick, the lukewarm water doing nothing to cool the fire in my veins. Thoughts of my ex flickered briefly—her slim, athletic body, the way she'd always insisted on condoms and lights off. But Valeria? She was the opposite: lush, bold, radiating raw sensuality. I needed this. Needed her.

An hour later, the Itaipu reservoir beach was a sliver of paradise under the moon. The water lapped gently at the sand, the distant thump of festival music a faint heartbeat. She was already there, barefoot, her skirt hiked to mid-thigh as she waded ankle-deep, the waves teasing her calves. Moonlight painted her curves silver, turning her into a goddess—full breasts heaving with each breath, hips swaying as she turned to face me.

I walked up behind her, heart pounding, and slid my hands around her waist from behind. The soft roll of her belly yielded under my palms, warm and inviting. I pulled her back against me, letting her feel how hard I already was, my cock pressing into the cleft of her ass through our clothes.

Valeria gasped softly, then melted into me, grinding back just enough to tease. "Mmm, impatient, are we?" she murmured, her hands covering mine, guiding them up to cup her heavy tits. Even through the blouse, they overflowed my grasp, nipples pebbled and eager.

"I've been thinking about this since the fence," I admitted, nuzzling her neck. Her skin tasted salty-sweet, like ocean mist and desire. We walked along the beach like that—her leading, me following, our steps syncing as we traded more innuendos under the stars.

"You talk a big game about stamina," she said, stopping to face me, her fingers tracing my chest. "But can you handle a woman who knows what she wants? One with... experience?"

I pulled her closer, our bodies flush. "Try me. I bet you could teach me a thing or two about riding rough."

She kissed me then—like she was starving, tongue delving deep, teeth nipping my lower lip. Her hands yanked my shirt over my head, nails scraping my skin in delicious trails. "Oh, I will, lindo. But first, let's see if you can keep up."

We stumbled toward the tree line, where I'd stashed my backpack under a palm earlier. Laughter bubbled between kisses—hers throaty, mine breathless—as we made our way to the cheap hostel room I'd rented just in case. The door barely clicked shut before clothes started hitting the floor. Her blouse came off first, those magnificent tits bouncing free, dark areolas crinkled in the dim light. I buried my face between them, inhaling her scent, sucking one nipple while pinching the other.

Valeria shoved me onto the narrow bed, straddling my hips, grinding her soaked panties against my bare cock through my shorts. "You want this Paraguayan pussy, gringuito?" she purred, peeling off her skirt slowly, teasingly. Her body was a masterpiece—thick thighs, wide hips, that soft belly I wanted to kiss for days.

"Fuck yes," I groaned, hands roaming her curves. She was dripping already, the musky aroma filling the room.

She stood, shimmying out of her panties, revealing a neatly trimmed bush over swollen, dark lips already glistening. Then she climbed back on—but kept going up.


Chapter Two

Valeria's command hung in the humid air like a challenge, her dark eyes locked on mine with a predatory gleam that made my stomach twist in anticipation. "Eat me, papi," she repeated, her voice a husky growl that vibrated through her lush body and straight into my core. She was straddling my chest now, her thick thighs framing my view like pillars of warm, sun-kissed flesh—soft yet powerful, dimpled with the subtle imperfections of a life fully lived. Her skin was slick with a sheen of sweat from our earlier teasing on the beach, and as she shifted upward, I caught the intoxicating scent of her arousal: musky and sweet, like overripe fruit warmed by the sun, mingled with the faint floral hint of whatever soap she'd used that morning. It was heady, overwhelming, pulling me under like the pull of the Itaipu reservoir's currents.

I lay there on the narrow hostel bed, the thin mattress dipping under our combined weight, the worn sheets already rumpled and damp from our frantic undressing. My heart hammered in my chest, a wild rhythm that echoed the distant cumbia beats from the fading rodeo festival. At twenty-three, I'd had my share of hookups on this backpacking trip—quick, fumbling encounters in hostels or under starry skies—but nothing like this. Nothing like her. Valeria was a force: forty-seven years of raw, unfiltered womanhood, her body a testament to abundance. Those heavy breasts hung pendulously as she positioned herself, nipples dark and erect like chocolate kisses begging to be savored. Her belly, soft and rounded, jiggled slightly with each movement, a pillow of flesh that I ached to bury my face in. And below, framed by the dark curls of her trimmed bush, her pussy lips peeked out—swollen, glistening, the inner folds a deep pink that promised slick heat.

My cock throbbed painfully against my thigh, still trapped in my shorts, but I ignored it. This was her show now, and the thought sent a thrill through me. Back home, sex had always been straightforward, vanilla—my ex had been all about control, lights dim, positions predictable. But Valeria? She exuded dominance without trying, her coy flirtations at the rodeo giving way to this bold, unapologetic hunger. I felt exposed, vulnerable, and fuck, it turned me on. My mind raced: What if I couldn't keep up? What if she found me lacking, just another gringo tourist? But deeper, a primal voice whispered, This is what you need. Let her use you. Drown in her.

She planted her knees on either side of my head, the bed creaking in protest as her weight settled. Her thighs pressed against my ears, muffling the world, enclosing me in a cocoon of her warmth. I could feel the tremble in her muscles, the anticipation building as she hovered just inches above my face. "You ready to taste a real woman, lindo?" she teased, her fingers threading through my hair, nails scraping my scalp in a way that sent shivers down my spine. Her voice was laced with dirty promise, each word dripping like honey. "I'm gonna grind this fat pussy on your pretty mouth until you can't breathe. Make you drink every drop. You want that? Want to feel me squirt all over your face?"

"Yes," I gasped, my breath hot against her inner thigh. "Fuck yes, Valeria. Use me."

She lowered herself slowly, teasingly, letting her swollen lips brush my mouth first—a feather-light touch that made me groan. The first taste was electric: tart and salty, her juices coating my lips like nectar. I parted them instinctively, my tongue darting out to lap at her folds, tracing the seam from her entrance up to the hood of her clit. She was soaking already, her arousal slick and abundant, dripping down to wet my chin. The texture was velvet-soft, her labia plump and yielding under my exploration. I sucked gently on one lip, then the other, savoring the way they swelled further, the heat radiating from her core like a furnace.

Valeria moaned low in her throat, a sound that rumbled through her body and into mine. "Mmm, that's it, papi. Lick me good. Show me how hungry you are for this Paraguayan cunt." She rocked her hips experimentally, grinding down a fraction more, her clit bumping against the tip of my nose. The pressure increased, her ass cheeks beginning to smother my cheeks, the soft, heavy flesh enveloping me. It was intoxicating—the weight of her, the way her body molded around my face like she was claiming me as her throne. I breathed her in, the musky scent filling my lungs, making my head spin. My hands came up instinctively, gripping her thick thighs, fingers sinking into the plush give of her skin. She was solid here, muscles flexing under the softness, a reminder of her horse-riding days she’d mentioned at the rodeo.

As she settled fully, her full weight pressing down, I felt a moment of panic—air cut off, senses overwhelmed—but it dissolved into pure lust. This was submission, raw and real, and it unlocked something in me. My ex had never done anything like this; she'd been too self-conscious, too vanilla. But with Valeria, I felt alive, desired in a way that made my cock leak pre-cum onto the sheets. I flattened my tongue, letting her ride it like a wave, her hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles. Each movement smeared her slickness across my face—lips, nose, cheeks—marking me with her essence. I could hear the wet sounds, obscene and filthy, echoing in the small room.

"Faster now," she commanded, her breath hitching. "Suck my clit, gringuito. Make it throb for you." I obeyed, lips sealing around the swollen nub, sucking gently at first, then harder, flicking my tongue in rapid strokes. It was like a pearl under my mouth—hard and sensitive, pulsing with her heartbeat. Valeria's thighs quivered, her fingers tightening in my hair, pulling me deeper as if I could merge with her. "¡Ay, carajo! Just like that... you're gonna make me cum so hard. Feel how wet I am? That's for you, my young stud. Gonna flood your mouth..."

Her words fueled me, dirty talk pouring out in a mix of Spanish and English, each phrase sending jolts to my dick. I speared my tongue inside her, fucking her with it, tasting the deeper tang of her channel. Her walls fluttered around me, clenching as she ground harder. The build-up was exquisite torture—for her, a slow climb; for me, a sensory overload. Sweat trickled down my forehead, mixing with her juices, the salt stinging my eyes, but I didn't care. My world narrowed to her: the jiggle of her belly against my forehead, the bounce of her tits as she moved, the way her ass cheeks clenched and released.

The first orgasm crept up on her like a storm gathering. Her breathing grew ragged, hips snapping erratically. "Oh fuck, papi... it's coming... don't stop, don't you dare stop..." I doubled down, sucking her clit while humming vibrations against it. She tensed, every muscle locking, then shattered with a sharp cry in Guaraní—something primal and guttural that echoed off the thin walls. Her pussy convulsed, a hot flood gushing over my tongue, filling my mouth. I swallowed greedily, the taste overwhelming—tart, slightly sweet, like her essence distilled. It spilled over, drenching my chin, neck, soaking into the pillow. She rode it out, grinding through the aftershocks, her body trembling like a leaf in the wind.

But she didn't lift off. Instead, she paused only a moment, catching her breath, then started again—slower this time, building anew. "Good boy," she purred, stroking my hair almost tenderly. "You took that so well. But I'm not done. I squirt more when I'm really worked up... gonna give you another. Make you my personal toy." Her voice was wrecked, husky with satisfaction, but the hunger lingered. I felt a surge of pride mixed with exhaustion—my jaw ached already, tongue tired, but the thought of pleasing her, of being the one to unravel this mature goddess, kept me going. In my mind, flashes of the rodeo: her confident stance, the way she'd flirted coyly, hiding this voracious side. Now, here she was, using me, and I loved it. My cock ached for release, but this denial heightened everything—the sensory details etching into my memory.

She rocked faster, her clit grinding against my nose while my tongue delved deep. The second build-up was quicker; her body remembered the path. "Feel that? My pussy's clenching for you... imagining your cock later, but first, you earn it. Lick harder, papi. Make me explode again." Dirty talk spilled from her lips, each word a whip of arousal. I complied, hands sliding up to knead her ass, spreading her cheeks to expose more. The air was thick with our scents—her musk, my sweat, the faint ocean salt from the beach walk clinging to us.

When the second hit, it was fiercer. She bucked wildly, thighs clamping my head like a vice, stars bursting behind my eyelids from the pressure. "¡Sí! ¡Ahora! Take it all..." Another gush, hotter this time, splashing my chest, running in rivulets down my sides. I gasped for air when she eased up slightly, but swallowed what I could, the overflow coating me like a baptism. My face was a mess—slick, red, burning—but the high was euphoric. Thoughts raced: She's marking me, owning me. No one's ever done this. I need more.

Valeria laughed breathlessly, a sound of pure delight. "Mira qué desastre... you're soaked, lindo. But one more. I feel it building deep. This one's gonna be big—gonna squirt so hard you'll think you're drowning." She shifted, angling her hips to press her clit directly on my tongue. The third build-up was intense, her movements frantic, body glistening with sweat that dripped onto my forehead. I could see her tits heaving from my buried vantage, nipples tight, belly rolling with each grind. My hands roamed, squeezing her thighs, tracing the curve of her hips—soft, yielding flesh that made me crave burying myself in her.

"Talk to me," she demanded between moans. "Tell me how much you love eating this MILF pussy."

I mumbled against her, vibrations adding to her pleasure. "Love it... so fucking wet... taste so good... wanna make you cum forever..."

Her response was a growl. "Yes... keep going... here it comes..." The climax crashed over her—body convulsing, a scream tearing from her throat as she squirted in powerful jets. Once, twice, three times—drenching my hair, face, torso. I sputtered, overwhelmed, but lapped eagerly, the sensation pushing me to the edge without touch. She shook for what felt like minutes, aftershocks rippling through her.

Finally, she lifted off, collapsing beside me, her pussy puffy and glistening obscenely in the dim light. I gasped for air, face wrecked, body coated in her. But the look she gave me—sated, affectionate—made it worth it. "Perfect," she whispered. "Now, for Act 3..."


Chapter Three

Valeria's words were a spark to dry tinder, igniting the fire that had been smoldering in my veins since our eyes met at the rodeo. "Now, you breed me," she repeated, her voice a sultry command laced with raw need. She was still catching her breath, chest heaving, those heavy breasts rising and falling like ocean waves, nipples dark and slick from where I'd sucked them earlier. Her body glowed with post-orgasmic flush, skin dewy with sweat that traced rivulets down the soft valley between her tits, pooling in the dip of her navel before trailing over the gentle swell of her belly. At forty-seven, she was a vision of fertile abundance—wide hips flaring out like an invitation, thick thighs parted just enough to show her swollen pussy, lips parted and dripping with the remnants of her squirting climaxes. The dark curls above framed it perfectly, matted with her juices, and the scent—musky, potent—filled the room like an aphrodisiac fog.

I lay there, wrecked from Act 2, my face and chest glistening with her essence, the taste of her still coating my tongue like a drug. My cock strained against my shorts, painfully hard, pre-cum soaking through the fabric in a dark stain. At twenty-three, I'd never felt desire like this—primal, urgent, bordering on obsession. The breakup with my ex flashed in my mind: her slim, controlled body, sex always safe and scripted. But Valeria? She was chaos and curves, demanding everything raw. No barriers. The thought of breeding her, of filling her unprotected, sent a dark thrill through me. What if it took? The risk made it hotter, my mind spinning with forbidden fantasies: her belly swelling with my seed, claiming this mature MILF as mine. Fear mixed with lust—am I ready for this? But the animal part won: Yes. Fuck her deep. Own her.

She flipped around with surprising agility for her lush frame, her ass brushing my thigh as she positioned herself. Her hands—callused from farm work, nails red and sharp—grabbed my shorts, yanking them down in one swift motion. My cock sprang free, thick and veined, the head purple and weeping. "Mira esto," she murmured, eyes widening with appreciation. "So big for such a young boy. Gonna stretch me good." She wrapped her fingers around the base, stroking slowly, her touch electric. The sensation made me hiss, hips bucking involuntarily. Her palm was warm, slightly rough, contrasting the silk of her skin elsewhere.

"Valeria..." I groaned, reaching for her, but she batted my hand away playfully.

"No, lindo. I ride first. Wanna feel you raw inside me." She straddled my hips, her weight settling deliciously, thighs enveloping me like a warm embrace. Her pussy hovered above my cock, heat radiating, a drop of her arousal falling onto my tip and mixing with my pre-cum. The anticipation built, sensory overload: the creak of the bed, the distant lap of waves from the open window, the sticky humidity clinging to us. She guided me to her entrance, the bare head nudging her slick folds. No condom—nothing between us. The taboo of it made my balls tighten.

"Slow," she whispered, sinking down inch by inch. The first penetration was bliss: tight, scorching heat swallowing me, her walls fluttering like they were welcoming home. She was impossibly snug for a woman of her experience, velvet vise gripping every ridge. "Fuck, you're filling me... so deep already." Her voice broke on a moan, dirty talk starting as she adjusted. "This young cock in my old pussy... gonna milk you dry, papi. Pump me full of that hot cum."

I gripped her wide hips, thumbs pressing into the soft rolls at her sides, feeling the give of her flesh. "God, you're tight... feel so good bare." My mind reeled: This is breeding sex. Raw. Real. The risk heightened every sensation—the wet slide as she took me fully, bottoming out with my balls against her ass. Her belly rested against my abs, soft and warm, jiggling as she started to rock.

She rode slow at first, building tension, hips rolling in hypnotic circles. Each movement made her tits bounce, heavy and pendulous, slapping softly against her chest. I reached up, cupping them, thumbs circling her nipples until they pebbled harder. "Like that? My big tits in your hands while I fuck you?" she teased, leaning forward to dangle them in my face. I sucked one greedily, tasting salt and skin, biting gently. She gasped, grinding harder, the angle letting me hit deeper.

The pace quickened, our bodies slapping wetly—obscene sounds filling the room. Sweat slicked us, her thighs sliding against mine, the friction delicious. "Faster, Valeria... ride me like you ride those horses." My words spurred her, dirty encouragement flowing. "Gonna breed you deep... fill this fertile womb."

"¡Sí! Talk dirty to me, gringuito. Tell me how you'll knock me up." She slammed down, cunt clenching rhythmically, milking me. I thrust up to meet her, the bed protesting loudly. Her ass jiggled with each impact, hands on my chest for leverage, nails digging crescents into my skin—pain mixing with pleasure.

Thoughts swirled: She's mine now. This Paraguayan MILF, all curves and fire. The build-up was torture—orgasm coiling low, but I held back, wanting to savor. I flipped us suddenly, hooking her thick legs over my shoulders, folding her lush body. The new angle let me drive deeper, tip kissing her cervix. "Feel that? Gonna cum right there... claim you."

She clawed my back, heels urging me. "Do it! Breed me raw... put a baby in this belly. Make it swell." Her words pushed me closer, pussy spasming around me.

The climax built like a tidal wave—balls drawing tight, every thrust a step toward release. "Gonna fill you... so much cum..." One final bury, and I erupted: thick ropes blasting against her core, flooding her. Pulse after pulse, claiming her deep. She came too, milking me, a wail of ecstasy as she felt it.

We collapsed, locked, her legs holding me in. Cum oozed when I slipped out; she scooped and tasted it. "Stay," she whispered.

"I'm yours," I replied, the night stretching with promise.
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