
        
            
                
            
        

    
Claiming the Japanese MILF

Facesitting Forbidden Fertile Passion with a Sexy 42-Year-Old Japanese Neighbor

By

Max Thruster


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 first noticed her in the laundry room of our apartment building on a humid Tuesday night. The air was thick and sticky, the kind of summer heat that clung to your skin and made everything feel slower, heavier, more intimate. I was a twenty-one-year-old college junior, buried under endless textbooks, cheap ramen, and the constant pressure of midterms. I lived on the third floor of a mid-rise building in the heart of the city — nothing fancy, just functional concrete and echoing hallways that carried every sound.

She was at the folding counter, her back to me, and the way her simple white tank top clung to her slender frame instantly made my cock twitch. The thin cotton was slightly damp from the humidity, outlining the elegant line of her spine and the delicate flare of her narrow waist. Even from behind she looked expensive — poised, graceful, untouchable.

She was forty-two, but she could easily pass for thirty on a good day. Japanese through and through: silky straight black hair cut in a sleek bob that brushed her shoulders, almond-shaped eyes that tilted up at the corners with natural elegance, and smooth, flawless porcelain skin that seemed to glow under the harsh fluorescent lights. Her body was tight and petite, maybe five-two, with lean muscle from years of yoga and green tea discipline. No extra padding anywhere — just elegant curves that made my mouth water. A narrow waist that begged to be gripped, hips that swayed with quiet confidence, and a small but perfectly rounded ass that would fit perfectly in my palms. The kind of MILF who clearly took care of herself, the kind that made younger guys like me lose their minds.

She had a son in college somewhere out of state — she’d tell me later — which only made the whole forbidden vibe burn hotter in my chest.

“Need help with that?” I asked, stepping up beside her with my own overflowing basket. My voice came out casual, but my eyes were already tracing the thin strap of her tank top where it had slipped off one delicate shoulder, revealing a hint of smooth, pale skin.

She turned slowly, and those dark, expressive eyes locked onto mine. A soft, knowing smile curved her full lips. “Oh, thank you, but I’ve got it.” Her voice was warm, melodic, with that perfect American accent — no trace of anything foreign. She’d been born and raised right here in the States, her parents having immigrated long before she was even conceived. “You’re the boy from 3B, right? I’m Aiko. Aiko Nakamura.”

Aiko. Even her name felt like silk sliding slowly over bare skin. We’d passed each other in the hallway a dozen times before, exchanging polite nods, but this was the first real conversation. I introduced myself, though in my head I was already claiming her as my Japanese MILF. We fell into easy small talk about the broken dryer that always ate socks, the noisy upstairs neighbors who partied too loud, and how the city never seemed to sleep. She laughed at my dumb jokes — a light, musical sound that went straight to my balls and made them tighten with sudden need.

Her laugh was addictive. Every time she tossed her head back slightly, that sleek bob swaying, I imagined burying my face in her neck and breathing her in. She smelled faintly of cherry blossom lotion mixed with something warmer, more feminine — the kind of scent that made a man want to press her against the nearest wall and taste every inch of her.

Over the next few weeks, our flirting became our little secret ritual, growing hotter and more dangerous with every encounter. I started timing my laundry loads for the exact evenings I knew she’d be there. She’d show up in tiny black yoga shorts that rode high on her toned thighs, the fabric hugging the firm curve of her ass and revealing miles of smooth, flawless legs. I’d “accidentally” brush against her when reaching for the detergent, letting my arm graze the side of her breast or my hip press lightly against hers. Each time she’d bite her lower lip, those dark eyes sparkling with mischief and barely hidden hunger.

One sticky evening in the elevator, the doors slid shut and it was just the two of us. The small space felt charged, the air thick with tension. I stepped closer than necessary, close enough to catch the full scent of her — cherry blossoms and warm woman. My voice dropped low.

“You always smell so fucking good, Aiko. Makes a guy wonder what else smells even better.”

Her cheeks flushed a delicate pink, but she didn’t step away. Instead, she looked up at me through those long lashes, a shy yet bold smile playing on her lips. “You’re trouble, college boy. I’m old enough to be your… well, not your mom, but definitely close enough to know better.”

“Old enough to know exactly what you want,” I shot back, letting my gaze drop shamelessly to the way her nipples had stiffened into tight little peaks against the thin fabric of her top. She didn’t deny it. The tension between us crackled like electricity after that.

Text messages started soon after. Innocent at first. Laundry at 8? turned into Wear that black tank again tonight. It drives me crazy.

She’d reply with just a single winking emoji, but I could picture her alone in her apartment, reading my words while her hand slipped between her thighs, touching herself to the thought of me. The idea made my cock throb painfully every single time.

The slow burn built week after week. I’d catch her in the hallway carrying groceries, and we’d linger longer than necessary, our bodies brushing as we passed. I started leaving her small notes on her door — stupid, flirty things that made her smile when she found them. She began wearing slightly lower-cut tops when she knew I’d be around, giving me teasing glimpses of the soft swell of her small, perky breasts. Every encounter left me harder, more obsessed. I jerked off almost every night thinking about bending that elegant 42-year-old Japanese MILF over and claiming her completely.

One rainy Friday night, the tension finally snapped.

I was buried in textbooks at my desk when a soft knock came at my door. My heart jumped the second I opened it. Aiko stood there in a short silk robe that barely reached mid-thigh, her hair still damp from the shower, clinging to her neck in sexy strands. The robe was loosely tied, the deep V showing the inner curves of her breasts and a hint of smooth stomach. She looked like every wet dream I’d stroked myself to since moving into this building.

“My kitchen sink is leaking again,” she said, her voice husky and low. “You mentioned you fixed the one downstairs last month. Think you could take a look?”

We both knew it was complete bullshit. The way her robe slipped open just enough to reveal the soft swell of one small, perky breast told me everything I needed to know. My cock instantly hardened.

I followed her down the dimly lit hallway to her apartment, blood pounding in my ears. The moment her door clicked shut behind us, the air felt heavier, thicker with raw need. Her place smelled exactly like her — clean floral notes mixed with that warm, feminine sweetness that drove me insane.

Before she could even pretend to lead me to the kitchen, I spun her around and pressed her back against the door. My body pinned hers, one thigh sliding between her legs.

“Tell me to stop and I will,” I growled, my hands already sliding up her smooth thighs under the thin robe. She was completely naked underneath. Her bare, smooth pussy was already hot and glistening with arousal, coating my fingers the second I touched her.

“Don’t you dare stop,” she whispered, her dark eyes burning with naked hunger. “I’ve been soaked thinking about you for weeks, college boy.”

That was all the permission I needed.

I crashed my mouth down on hers in a hungry, demanding kiss, my tongue invading and claiming her mouth while my fingers explored her slick folds. She was dripping — tiny Japanese MILF pussy so wet and ready that it coated my entire hand in seconds. I dropped to my knees right there in her entryway, shoved the silk robe wide open, and buried my face between her trembling thighs.

The taste of her hit me like lightning — sweet, tangy, and utterly addictive. I groaned loudly against her pussy, the vibration making her gasp and buck against my mouth.

This was only the beginning.


Part 2

I stayed on my knees like a man who had discovered heaven between Aiko’s trembling thighs. Her silk robe hung completely open, framing that elegant, petite 42-year-old Japanese body like a forbidden offering. The humid apartment air was thick with the scent of her arousal — sweet, tangy, and so feminine it made my head spin. Her smooth porcelain skin glowed under the soft hallway light, and right in front of my face was the prettiest pussy I had ever seen: delicate pink inner lips already glistening with her juices, puffy outer lips slightly parted, and a small, swollen clit peeking out like it was desperate for attention.

“Fuck… look at this perfect little cunt,” I growled against her inner thigh, pressing hot, open-mouthed kisses up the silky-smooth skin. I could feel the heat radiating from her core. “So wet and ready for me. You’ve been aching for my tongue all week, haven’t you, Aiko?”

She whimpered, her fingers threading tightly through my hair. “Yes… every single night. Please… taste me. I need it so bad.”

I didn’t tease. I spread her delicate folds open with my thumbs, exposing every slick inch, and dragged my tongue in one long, slow, hungry stroke from her tight little asshole all the way up to her throbbing clit. Her flavor exploded across my tongue — sweet honey mixed with a tangy musk that was uniquely hers. Aiko’s hips jerked violently and a broken, needy moan tore from her throat.

“Oh my god… your tongue feels incredible…”

I groaned deeply into her pussy, letting the vibration buzz against her sensitive flesh. This sophisticated, always-put-together Japanese-American MILF was already dripping down my chin after just one lick. The power rush was intoxicating. My thick cock strained painfully against my pants, but I ignored it completely. Tonight was about making this elegant 42-year-old woman fall apart on my mouth.

I sealed my lips around her swollen clit and sucked gently at first, then firmer, flicking the sensitive little nub rapidly with the flat of my tongue. At the same time, I slid two thick fingers deep into her soaked entrance. Her velvety walls were scorching hot and incredibly tight, fluttering and squeezing around my digits like she was trying to pull me deeper inside her.

“That’s it, baby… grip my fingers. Show me how badly this neglected MILF pussy needs to cum for a younger man.”

Aiko’s head fell back against the door with a soft thud. Her small, perky breasts rose and fell rapidly as she panted. I curled my fingers upward, searching for that spongy, sensitive ridge, and when I found it she let out a sharp, high-pitched cry that echoed through the entryway.

“Right there— oh fuck, right there, don’t stop!”

I attacked her with relentless hunger — sucking her clit in rhythmic pulses, licking fast circles, and pumping my fingers in and out of her creamy cunt with wet, obscene squelching sounds. Her juices flowed freely now, coating my hand, dripping down my wrist, and pooling on the hardwood floor beneath us. The air was filled with the filthy, wet sounds of me devouring her and her increasingly desperate moans.

Then I felt it — that sudden, unmistakable tightening deep inside her.

“I’m— I’m gonna— oh god I’m squirting—!”

Her entire body seized up. A powerful, hot jet of clear girl-cum erupted straight into my mouth and across my face as her pussy spasmed violently around my fingers. I kept sucking her clit through the orgasm, drinking down every sweet drop while she screamed and shook. Her legs trembled so hard I had to grip her firm little ass with both hands to hold her upright. The first orgasm ripped through her like a storm, long and shattering, leaving her gasping and whimpering.

But I refused to stop.

I pulled my fingers out only long enough to bury my tongue as deep as it would go inside her fluttering hole, fucking her with it while my nose ground firmly against her clit. Aiko’s second orgasm crashed over her even harder. Another gushing squirt sprayed across my tongue and down my chin, soaking my neck and the front of my shirt. The taste of her cum was addictive — warm, slightly sweet, and so plentiful it felt like she was flooding me.

“Too much— baby it’s too much— I can’t— fuck, I’m cumming again—!”

Her voice cracked with overwhelming pleasure. I growled against her pussy and pushed three thick fingers back inside her, stretching her tight walls while I sucked her clit with fierce, hungry pulls. The third orgasm hit like a tidal wave. A long, powerful jet of girl-cum shot out around my fingers, splashing loudly onto the floor and drenching my arm. Her elegant body convulsed, small tits bouncing, black bob hair sticking to her sweaty forehead.

I kept going, lost in the filthy, sensual rhythm. Each orgasm made her wetter, more sensitive, more vocal. By the fourth climax her pussy was visibly swollen and puffy, the delicate lips dark pink and glistening with a constant flow of her juices. I could feel every flutter, every rhythmic pulse as another squirt erupted — smaller this time but no less intense — coating my face completely.

Five… six… the orgasms started blending together. Aiko was sobbing with pleasure now, her legs completely useless, her voice hoarse from screaming my name. I had to hold her up with both hands cupping her tight ass while I devoured her like a starving man. The sensory overload was incredible — the slick heat of her cunt on my tongue, the sweet-tangy taste flooding my mouth, the wet sounds of her squirting, the way her thighs quivered uncontrollably against my ears.

Seven… eight… I lost count somewhere in the haze of her endless pleasure. Her pussy had become a sloppy, beautiful mess — swollen, dripping nonstop, twitching with constant aftershocks. Every lick of my tongue or thrust of my fingers sent fresh waves of hot girl-cum gushing out. The floor beneath us was slick with her release, the air heavy with the intoxicating scent of her sex.

Finally, when I felt her approaching what had to be her ninth or tenth orgasm, her body shaking violently and her moans turning into broken, desperate whimpers, I pulled back just enough to look up at her.

Her face was flushed deep crimson, glasses slightly askew, dark almond eyes glassy and unfocused with pure fucked-out bliss. Strands of her sleek black bob stuck to her damp cheeks. She looked utterly ruined — and more beautiful than ever.

“You’re such a good little squirter for me, Aiko,” I murmured, my voice thick and raspy with her juices coating my lips and chin. “I’ve never seen a woman cum this hard or this much. I’m going to make you squirt until you can’t stand anymore… until this tight Japanese MILF pussy is completely addicted to my mouth.”

She could barely form words, just a weak, needy moan as I dove back in for one final, devastating assault on her oversensitive clit. The last orgasm tore through her like lightning — a long, shuddering squirt that left her completely limp and sobbing in ecstasy.

I finally pulled away, my face, neck, and chest drenched in her cum. My cock was throbbing so hard it hurt, but the sight of Aiko sliding weakly down the door until she sat on the floor, legs splayed wide, chest heaving, pussy swollen and still twitching — it was worth every second.

“No one… has ever made me feel like this,” she whispered, voice raw and trembling. “I’ve never squirted before tonight… never even knew I could.”

I leaned in, kissing her deeply so she could taste her own sweet release on my tongue. She moaned into my mouth, sucking greedily, her hands clutching at my shoulders.

“Good,” I growled against her lips, my voice dark with promise. “Because I’m nowhere near done with you, beautiful. Tonight I’m claiming every inch of this perfect MILF body… and filling you with so much cum you’ll be leaking me for days.”

I stood, scooped her trembling, cum-soaked body into my arms, and carried her toward the living room, her slick thighs still quivering against my waist.

This was only the beginning of truly claiming my Japanese MILF.


Part 3

I carried Aiko’s limp, still-trembling body into her kitchen like she weighed nothing. Her head rested against my shoulder, hot breath panting against my neck, her slick thighs wrapped around my waist. Every few steps another weak aftershock made her swollen pussy kiss my stomach, leaving a wet, sticky trail of her cum down my abs. The scent of her multiple squirting orgasms hung heavy in the air — sweet, tangy, and intoxicating. My thick cock throbbed painfully between us, already leaking pre-cum, desperate to finish what my mouth had started.

I set her down in front of the cool marble counter, spun her around, and bent her over it without a word. That perfect, tight Japanese ass pushed back toward me instantly — small but deliciously rounded, smooth as warm silk, with her puffy, glistening pussy peeking between her slender thighs. The kitchen lights were dim and warm, casting a golden glow over her pale skin and the faint sheen of sweat on her back. She looked so fucking elegant and filthy at the same time — a 42-year-old Japanese MILF in heat, glasses still perched on her nose, sleek black bob messy and damp, body quivering with need.

“Spread your legs wider for me, baby,” I growled, kicking her feet apart. “Show me that married cunt I’m about to ruin with my bare cock.”

Aiko moaned softly and obeyed, arching her back deeply so her ass lifted higher, presenting her dripping pussy like an offering. Her delicate pink folds were swollen and dark from all the orgasms, still twitching, coated in a thick layer of her own creamy juices. I stepped up behind her, gripped my heavy, veiny cock, and slapped the fat head against her sensitive clit a few times. Each wet smack made her whimper and push back greedily.

“Please…” she begged, voice hoarse and dripping with desperation. “Fuck me raw. I need it so bad. I need to feel you inside me.”

I rubbed my bare cock up and down her soaked slit, coating every thick inch in her slick, warm juices. No condom. No pulling out. Just hot, skin-on-skin breeding. The head of my cock nudged her tight entrance, feeling the scorching heat of her cunt.

“You’re mine now, Aiko,” I said, voice low and possessive. “This beautiful Japanese MILF pussy is going to take every single drop of my cum tonight.”

I thrust forward in one powerful, smooth stroke, burying all eight thick inches balls-deep inside her. The feeling was pure bliss — scorching hot, silky-smooth, and so incredibly tight her walls gripped me like a velvet fist. Aiko cried out sharply, her fingers scrambling for purchase on the countertop as her pussy fluttered wildly around my cock.

“Fuuuuck… you’re so deep,” she gasped, pushing back to take me even deeper. “I can feel every vein… every inch stretching me open.”

I groaned loudly, gripping her narrow hips hard enough to leave faint marks on her porcelain skin. I started fucking her with long, deep, deliberate strokes — pulling almost all the way out until just the head remained inside, then slamming back in until my balls slapped wetly against her clit. The filthy, wet sounds of her creamy pussy taking my bare cock filled the kitchen, mixing with her soft, needy moans.

Within seconds she was squirting again.

“Oh god— I’m cumming already—!” she screamed, her voice breaking.

A hot, powerful rush of clear girl-cum sprayed out around my pistoning shaft, soaking my balls, running down both our thighs, and puddling on the tile floor. The sensation of her cunt gushing and clenching around me was incredible. I didn’t slow down. I fucked her straight through it, pounding harder, the wet slaps of skin-on-skin echoing louder.

“That’s it, squirt all over my dick like a good little MILF,” I snarled, reaching around to rub firm circles on her swollen clit. “I want this counter and this floor fucking flooded before I breed you full.”

Aiko’s legs shook violently. Another explosive squirt erupted around my cock, drenching me completely. I kept hammering into her, watching her tight little asshole wink every time I bottomed out deep against her cervix. The heat, the wetness, the way her silky walls rippled and milked me — it was addictive. I was lost in the raw, primal pleasure of claiming this elegant 42-year-old Japanese woman.

I leaned over her back, biting down gently on her shoulder as I drove even deeper. “Feel that? No rubber. Just my raw cock stretching your womb open. I’m going to pump you so full of my hot cum you’ll be leaking me for days.”

“Yes— breed me— I want your baby inside me,” she moaned, pushing back to meet every brutal thrust. “Fill this 42-year-old pussy. Knock me up with your seed!”

Her desperate words made something feral snap inside me. I straightened up, grabbed a fistful of her silky black hair, and really started railing her — hard, deep, animalistic strokes that made her small body jolt forward on the counter with every thrust. Her glasses fogged up from her heavy breathing. Her moans turned into broken sobs of overwhelming pleasure. She came again, hard — a long, shuddering squirt that splashed loudly onto the floor, her pussy clamping down like a vice around my cock.

I could feel my own orgasm building fast, that deep, heavy pressure tightening in my balls. But I wasn’t ready to finish yet. I wanted her completely ruined and dripping.

I pulled out suddenly, making her whine at the empty feeling. I spun her around, lifted her onto the edge of the counter, and shoved her legs wide open. Then I slammed back inside her in a deep missionary position on the counter, fucking her even harder and deeper than before. Her arms wrapped around my neck, nails digging into my shoulders as I pounded her mercilessly, the wet sounds of her gushing cunt filling the room.

“Look at me while I breed you,” I demanded, staring into her dark, lust-drunk eyes through her sexy glasses.

Aiko’s gaze locked onto mine, glassy and desperate. Another violent orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy spasmed wildly and she squirted hard all over my cock and stomach, soaking us both in her hot release. I kept thrusting through the flood, chasing my own climax.

“I’m so close,” I growled against her neck, my voice rough. “Gonna flood this womb. Gonna claim you completely.”

“Please— cum inside me— give me your hot, thick load— breed your Japanese MILF!” she begged, voice cracking with need.

I buried myself to the hilt one final time, grinding deep against her cervix. My balls tightened and I exploded.

The first powerful rope of thick, hot cum blasted straight into her fertile womb with so much force she gasped loudly. Then another, and another — heavy, pulsing jets pumping deep inside her, filling her completely. I kept grinding against her, making sure every thick spurt stayed buried as deep as possible while her pussy milked and fluttered around me, greedily sucking up my seed.

“Take it all, baby,” I groaned, still cumming hard. “Feel that? That’s me breeding you. Marking this tight MILF cunt as mine forever.”

I stayed buried inside her for a long, blissful minute, slowly grinding and pushing my load even deeper while soft little aftershocks made her twitch and squeeze around my cock. When I finally pulled out with a wet pop, a thick, creamy glob of my white cum immediately oozed from her stretched, puffy hole and dripped slowly down onto the marble counter. More followed — a messy, obscene trail of my seed leaking from her well-fucked pussy, mixing with her own squirt on the floor.

Aiko reached down with two shaky fingers, scooped up a generous amount of my cum, and brought it to her lips. She sucked it clean with a satisfied, wicked little moan, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Mmm… so much warm cum,” she whispered, voice husky and blissed-out. “I can feel it deep inside me… so full and sticky. You really bred me tonight.”

I leaned in and kissed her deeply, tasting both of us on her tongue. My hands roamed possessively over her sweat-slick body, cupping her small breasts and tweaking her hard nipples. She sighed happily into the kiss, legs still trembling.

“This isn’t a one-time thing, Aiko,” I murmured against her mouth, my spent cock already twitching back to life against her cum-filled pussy. “I’m going to fuck and breed you again and again. Every night you’re alone in this apartment, I want you thinking about my cock pumping load after load into your womb.”

She smiled that soft, wicked little smile and wrapped her legs around my waist again, pulling me closer.

“Good,” she breathed, eyes sparkling with fresh hunger. “Because I’ve never felt this claimed… this wanted… in my entire life. Come to my bed now. I want you to fall asleep with your cock still buried inside me, keeping all that hot cum right where it belongs — deep in my bred pussy.”

I lifted her off the counter, her legs locked tightly around me, and carried her toward the bedroom. My cum was already starting to leak out of her and run down my thigh with every step, marking us both.

My beautiful 42-year-old Japanese MILF was officially claimed, thoroughly bred, and completely addicted.

And I was only getting started with her.
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