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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 couldn't stop staring at her. Maxine, my next-door neighbor, was the epitome of everything I'd ever fantasized about in a woman. She was in her mid-forties, I guessed, with that kind of effortless sex appeal that came from years of life experience and a body that had been shaped by motherhood and time. She wasn't one of those skinny, gym-obsessed types you see on social media—no, Maxine was a real woman, plump and overweight in the most delicious way possible. Her "mombod" was a masterpiece of soft curves and jiggling flesh that made my heart race every time I caught a glimpse of her.

It started innocently enough. I'd just turned 19 a few months ago, fresh out of high school and working a part-time job at the local hardware store while figuring out college. My parents' house backed right up to hers, and our backyards shared a flimsy wooden fence that gave me plenty of opportunities to sneak peeks. Maxine was always out there in the summer, tending to her garden or lounging by her small above-ground pool. She'd wear these loose sundresses that clung to her sweat-dampened skin, outlining every generous inch of her figure.

Her breasts were massive—easily double-Ds or bigger, heavy and pendulous, straining against whatever top she had on. They swayed with every step she took, like ripe melons begging to be plucked. Her belly was soft and rounded, not flat but plush, the kind of stomach that spoke of comfort and indulgence, with a little pooch that poked out over her waistbands. It wasn't toned; it was real, dimpled in places from years of carrying kids, and it jiggled subtly when she laughed or bent over to pull weeds. God, her ass—her ass was a work of art. Wide and heart-shaped, it filled out her jeans or shorts to the point of bursting, two thick cheeks that wobbled with hypnotic rhythm as she walked. Her thighs were thunderous, rubbing together with a soft whisper when she moved, cellulite-kissed and powerful, leading down to calves that were equally plush.

Her face was pretty in a mature, approachable way—full cheeks, a warm smile that crinkled the corners of her bright blue eyes, and shoulder-length auburn hair that she often tied back in a messy ponytail. She had freckles across her nose from too much sun, and her lips were plump, always painted with a subtle gloss that made me imagine what they'd feel like wrapped around... well, you know. She smelled like vanilla and fresh laundry whenever I passed her in the driveway, a scent that lingered in my mind long after.

But the thing that drove me crazy was how unaware she seemed of her own allure. Or maybe she was aware and just didn't care. She'd wave at me over the fence, her voice sweet and husky, asking about my day or if I needed help with anything. "Hey there, handsome," she'd say with a wink, and my cock would twitch in my pants. I'd mumble something back, trying not to stare at the way her dress rode up her thick thighs or how her cleavage spilled out when she leaned forward.

Of course, she was married. Her husband, Greg, was some middle-aged accountant who traveled a lot for work. He seemed nice enough—balding, a bit paunchy himself—but he didn't appreciate her the way she deserved. I'd hear them arguing sometimes through the open windows, nothing major, just the usual married stuff. But it made me fantasize about stepping in, showing her what a young, eager guy like me could do. I'd jerk off thinking about her at night, imagining peeling off those sundresses and burying my face in her soft folds, tasting her, making her moan my name.

There was no way it would ever happen, though. She was married, for one, and probably saw me as just the kid next door. I was barely out of my teens, still living at home, and she was a full-grown woman with a life, a family. Her kids were off at college now, but still. Fantasies were all I had. I'd watch her from my bedroom window sometimes, seeing her in her kitchen baking or reading on the porch. Her body moved with such grace despite its size—hips swaying, ass bouncing just enough to make my mouth water. She was fertile-looking, too, with that wide-hipped build that screamed "made for breeding." Not that I'd ever say that out loud.

One afternoon, I was mowing the lawn when she called over the fence. "Sweetie, you look hot out there! Come over later—I just baked some chocolate chip cookies. Fresh out of the oven." Her smile was inviting, her eyes sparkling. I nodded, my pulse quickening. It was nothing, right? Just neighborly kindness. But as I finished up and showered, I couldn't shake the image of her thick body pressed against mine. No way, I told myself. She's off-limits. But damn, if she wasn't the hottest thing I'd ever seen.


Part 2

I knocked on her front door at exactly 4:03 PM, freshly showered, hair still damp, wearing my cleanest T-shirt and jeans—the ones that actually fit right. I was trying so hard to play it cool, but my heart was hammering against my ribs like it wanted out. Maxine had always had that effect on me, even from across the fence. Today felt different, though. The invitation to try her “freshly baked cookies” had sounded innocent enough when she called over earlier, but the way her voice had dipped low on “come over whenever you’re ready, handsome” had kept replaying in my head for the last three hours.

The door swung open and the warm, buttery scent of chocolate chip cookies rolled over me like a hug. Right behind it came her signature smell—vanilla, a little bit of coconut body lotion, and that faint, natural feminine musk that always made my mouth water when I passed her in the driveway. She stood there in a simple floral apron tied loosely around her wide hips, the kind of apron that did nothing to hide the body underneath. A cream-colored tank top stretched obscenely tight across her massive breasts, the thin cotton doing its best to contain them and failing gloriously. The deep V-neck plunged low, offering a generous view of creamy cleavage and the scalloped edge of a black lace bra that looked like it was fighting for its life. Below, tiny denim shorts hugged the generous flare of her hips and rode high on her thick thighs, the frayed hems digging softly into soft flesh.

“Come in, handsome!” she sang, her voice warm and husky like honey poured over gravel. Before I could step inside she pulled me into a quick, full-body hug—her soft belly pressing warmly against my abs, her heavy breasts squishing against my chest for one perfect, dizzying second. I felt the heat of her through the thin fabric, the faint dampness of summer skin, and my cock gave an immediate, eager twitch in my jeans.

“Cookies are on the counter. Help yourself,” she said, releasing me but letting her hand trail down my arm as she turned toward the kitchen.

The house smelled like home in the best way—sugar, vanilla, and her. Sunlight poured through the big windows, painting everything golden. The kitchen was small and cozy, white cabinets, a little island cluttered with cooling racks. I grabbed a still-warm cookie from the pile, the chocolate molten and stringy, and took a bite while leaning against the counter. It was stupidly good—crisp edges, chewy center, the kind of cookie that makes you close your eyes.

Maxine bent over to check the second tray in the oven, and I nearly choked. The shorts rode up even higher, the lower curves of her plump ass cheeks peeking out, pale skin dimpled and impossibly soft-looking. A thin strip of black lace thong nestled between them like it was trying to disappear. She straightened slowly, deliberately, catching me staring when she turned around. Instead of embarrassment, her full lips curved into a slow, knowing smile.

“These are amazing, Maxine,” I managed, voice thick around the mouthful of cookie.

“Call me Max, sweetie.” She stepped closer—close enough that I could see the faint freckles across her collarbone, smell the warmth rising off her skin. “And thank you. I love baking. Keeps me busy while Greg’s gone.” Her bright blue eyes locked onto mine, and there was something new in them today—something hungry and unafraid. “You know…you’ve really grown into quite the young man. All those muscles from working at the hardware store. I notice.”

My face burned. I swallowed hard, the cookie suddenly dry in my throat. “Uh…thanks. You’re…you’re looking great too.” The understatement of the century.

She laughed—that low, throaty sound that always went straight to my groin. “Flatterer. But I appreciate it. Greg doesn’t notice much anymore.” Her hand reached out, brushing imaginary crumbs from the front of my shirt. Her fingers lingered, pressing lightly against my pecs, then slid down to rest on my waist. “Sit down with me. Let’s chat.”

We moved to the living room. The couch was plush, oversized, the kind of furniture made for sinking into. She sat first, patting the cushion right beside her. I sat. Our thighs touched immediately—her soft, warm flesh pressing against the denim of my jeans. She didn’t move away. Instead she turned toward me, one arm draped along the back of the couch, fingers toying with the ends of my hair at the nape of my neck.

The cookies sat forgotten on the coffee table.

“You ever think about older women, sweetie?” she asked, voice dropping to a velvet murmur. “Women like me?”

My mouth went completely dry. “All the time,” I rasped, barely audible.

Her smile turned wicked. “Good.”

She leaned in slowly, giving me every chance to pull away. I didn’t. Her lips brushed mine—soft, warm, tasting faintly of chocolate and sugar. Then she pressed harder, tongue slipping past my lips, exploring with slow, confident strokes. I groaned into her mouth, hands instinctively finding her waist, fingers sinking into the plush give of her sides. She kissed like she’d been starving for it, hungry and unhurried, one hand cupping the back of my head while the other slid under my shirt to trace the ridges of my stomach.

When she finally pulled back, her pupils were blown wide, lips shiny. “I’ve seen you watching me,” she whispered. “Every time I’m in the yard. Every time I bend over the flower beds or stretch out by the pool. I know what you want, baby. And I’ve decided it’s time to give it to you.”

My brain short-circuited. Before I could form words she stood, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts. In one smooth motion she peeled them down along with the tiny black thong, kicking them aside. Her pussy was right there—completely shaved, plump outer lips already glistening, inner folds flushed dark pink and slick with arousal. The scent hit me like a drug: rich, musky, sweet like overripe fruit, layered with the salty tang of a warm summer day and just a hint of her natural feminine sweat. It was raw, intoxicating, better than any fantasy I’d ever had.

“Get on the floor,” she ordered, voice firm but dripping with playful heat.

I dropped to my knees without hesitation, then lay back on the thick carpet. She stepped over me, thick thighs straddling my head, and slowly—agonizingly slowly—lowered herself. Her weight settled gradually, enveloping me in softness. Those massive, creamy thighs framed my face like warm pillows, her ass cheeks resting heavy against my cheeks and forehead. Her pussy hovered just above my mouth, radiating heat, a single bead of wetness trembling at the bottom of her slit.

“Eat me, baby,” she breathed. “Make your thick, fertile neighbor cum on that pretty young tongue.”

I didn’t need to be told twice.

I lifted my head and dragged my tongue flat along her entire length, from the tight little pucker at the bottom all the way up to her swollen clit. She moaned loudly, hips jerking. She was soaked—juices coated my lips and chin immediately, salty-sweet with a bright, tangy finish that made my cock throb painfully against my zipper. I lapped at her folds, slow and deliberate, savoring the velvety texture, the way her inner lips parted so easily under my tongue. Her clit was already engorged, peeking out like a ripe berry. I sucked it gently between my lips and flicked the underside with quick little strokes.

“Oh fuck—yes! Just like that, baby!”

She started to ride my face in earnest, rocking her hips in slow, grinding circles. Her ass cheeks smothered me with every forward motion, soft and jiggly, warm flesh molding around my face. I could barely breathe, and I didn’t care. Every inhale was filled with her—earthy musk, sweet arousal, the faint salt of sweat collecting in the creases of her thighs. It was overwhelming, addictive. My hands gripped her hips, fingers sinking deep into plush flesh, encouraging her to grind harder.

She came fast the first time—thighs clamping tight around my ears, a full-body shudder rolling through her. A hot gush of wetness flooded my mouth, tart and creamy, sliding down my throat as I swallowed greedily. Her moans were loud, unrestrained, echoing off the living room walls.

She didn’t lift off.

“Again,” she demanded, voice rough. She rose just enough for me to drag in a desperate breath—her scent clinging to my skin, my lips—then sank back down, wetter than before. “Don’t you dare stop.”

I ate her like a man possessed. My jaw ached, my tongue was tired, but I didn’t care. I sucked her clit, fucked her with stiff, pointed licks, swirled around the entrance where she was leaking the most. Her pussy smelled stronger now—sweatier, muskier, the heady cocktail of her multiple orgasms mixing with fresh arousal. It was filthy and perfect.

The second climax hit harder. She ground down so forcefully I thought I might black out from lack of air, her thick thighs quivering, ass cheeks trembling against my face. She cried out my name—actually said it, a broken, needy sound—and another rush of her cream coated my tongue.

“Third time’s the charm, baby,” she panted, voice trembling. “Make me soak you.”

I went slower this time, more deliberate—long, dragging licks, gentle suction on her clit, then dipping inside her to taste the fluttering walls. She was shaking now, sweat slicking her inner thighs, dripping onto my cheeks. Her scent had deepened into something primal, intoxicating. When she came the third time it was almost silent—just a long, shuddering exhale, her whole body locking up, pussy pulsing against my tongue as she drenched me again.

Finally, she lifted off. Her pussy was swollen, dark pink, glistening obscenely. Thick strands of her cream stretched between her lips and my chin as she rose. She looked down at me, eyes glassy, cheeks flushed, a satisfied little smile playing on her lips.

“Mmm…you’re a natural, sweetie.” She reached down, swiping two fingers through the mess on my face, then brought them to her own mouth and sucked them clean. “Now…let’s take this to the bedroom. I want to feel that young cock stretching me open.”

She turned and walked toward the stairs, thick ass swaying hypnotically, leaving me dazed, soaked, and harder than I’d ever been in my life.


Part 3

She led me upstairs by the hand, her naked ass swaying hypnotically in front of me. My cock was rock-hard, straining against my jeans. In her bedroom, she stripped off the rest of her clothes, revealing her full glory. Her breasts tumbled free—heavy, sagging slightly with maturity, nipples hard and pink like cherries. Her belly was soft and inviting, rolls of flesh that I wanted to kiss. She lay back on the bed, spreading her thick legs, her pussy still glistening from my efforts.

"Strip for me, baby," she said, her voice husky. I did, fumbling with my clothes until I was naked, my cock springing out—average size, but throbbing with need. She licked her lips. "Come here and fuck this MILF pussy. Breed me, sweetie. Fill me up with that young cum—no protection, just raw."

I climbed onto the bed, positioning myself between her thighs. They were so soft, wrapping around me like pillows. I rubbed my cock against her slick entrance, the heat pulling me in. With a groan, I pushed inside—tight, wet, and velvety. She gasped, her walls clenching around me. The sound was obscene: a wet squelch as I bottomed out, her pussy farting slightly from the air displacement. It smelled like sex—her musk mixed with my own, heavy in the air.

"Fuck me hard," she demanded, her nails digging into my back. I thrust into her, feeling her body jiggle with each impact. Her breasts bounced wildly, slapping against her chest with rhythmic smacks. Her belly rippled, soft against my abs. "Yes! Pound this fertile cunt! I want your babies, you stud!"

Her dirty talk spurred me on. I fucked her deeper, the bed creaking under us. The feeling was incredible—her pussy gripping me like a glove, warm and slippery. Sweat beaded on her skin, making her curves glisten. I leaned down, sucking on one nipple, tasting salt and skin. She moaned louder, her hips bucking up to meet mine. "Breed me! Cum inside, don't pull out!"

The room filled with sounds: our bodies slapping together, wet and fleshy; her gasps and my grunts; the headboard thumping against the wall. Her scent enveloped me—pussy, sweat, and that underlying vanilla. I grabbed her ass, squeezing the plump cheeks, feeling them overflow my hands.

But I wasn't ready to finish yet. I wanted more of her, to explore every inch of this voluptuous body that had haunted my dreams. "Turn over," I whispered, my voice rough with desire. "I want to see that ass jiggle while I fuck you from behind."

Maxine grinned wickedly, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Mmm, you naughty boy. You want to watch my big butt bounce? Go ahead, take me doggystyle. Grab this soft belly and fuck me deep."

She rolled onto her hands and knees, presenting her massive ass to me like a gift. It was glorious—two enormous, pale cheeks, dimpled and cellulite-kissed, spreading slightly to reveal her swollen pussy lips, still dripping from our earlier play. Her back arched, her belly hanging low and soft beneath her, rolls of flesh quivering in anticipation. I positioned myself behind her, my hands roaming over her hips, feeling the plush give of her skin.

I slapped her ass lightly, watching it ripple like waves on a pond. The sound was a sharp crack, followed by her giggle. "Harder, baby. Make it jiggle for you." I obliged, spanking her again, the flesh wobbling hypnotically. Then, I guided my cock to her entrance, teasing her folds before thrusting in hard. She cried out, her body rocking forward. From this angle, she felt even tighter, her walls hugging me as I buried myself to the hilt.

I started pounding her, each thrust sending shockwaves through her ass. It jiggled wildly—cheeks clapping together with wet smacks, the motion mesmerizing. I reached around, wrapping my hands around her thick, soft belly. It was like holding a warm, plush pillow—rolls folding over my fingers as I gripped her, pulling her back onto my cock. Her skin was slick with sweat, and I kneaded her flesh, feeling it yield under my touch. "God, your belly's so soft," I groaned. "So fucking perfect."

"Yes! Fuck this fat MILF ass!" she moaned, pushing back against me. The sounds were intoxicating: the slap of my hips against her cheeks, the wet slurping of her pussy around my shaft, her heavy breaths turning into whimpers. Her scent was stronger here—musky arousal mixed with the faint tang of sweat from her ass crack. I leaned forward, kissing her back, tasting the salt on her skin as I hammered into her.

We kept at it for what felt like ages, my pace varying—slow and deep to feel every inch, then fast and hard to make her ass quake. Her arms trembled, but she held firm, her moans growing louder. "Deeper! Breed this pussy from behind! Fill me up, you young stud!"

I could feel her climax building again, her walls fluttering around me. She came with a scream, her body convulsing, ass cheeks clenching as juices squirted back onto my thighs. The sensation nearly pushed me over the edge, but I held back, wanting to switch things up.

"Flip over," I said, pulling out with a wet pop. "I want to feel those tits against me."

She complied eagerly, rolling onto her back in missionary position. Her breasts spread out like pillows on her chest, nipples pointing skyward. Her belly rose and fell with her breaths, a soft mound that invited my touch. I slid back between her legs, entering her smoothly. This time, my body pressed fully against hers—my chest rubbing against her massive tits, feeling their heavy warmth squash against me. Her belly cushioned my abs, soft and yielding, every thrust making it jiggle beneath me.

"Oh fuck, yes," she purred, wrapping her arms around my neck. "Crush these big tits with your body. Fuck me like you own this fertile womb."

I thrust steadily, the friction of her breasts against my skin electric. They heaved with each movement, nipples scraping my chest hair. I buried my face in her cleavage, inhaling her vanilla-sweat scent, sucking on the soft flesh. Her belly rolled against me, a plush barrier that added to the intimacy, making every plunge feel deeper. The sounds were muffled now—wet squelches from below, her moans vibrating through her chest, the creak of the bed springs.

I picked up speed, pounding her harder. Her legs hooked around my waist, pulling me in. "Yes! Rub against my belly, feel how soft I am. Breed me, baby—pump that cum right into my unprotected pussy!" Her dirty words fueled me, and I felt her cum again, her body arching, tits pressing harder against me as she shuddered.

But still, I wasn't done. "Ride me now," I gasped, rolling us over so she was on top in cowgirl. Maxine straddled me with a grin, her thick thighs framing my hips. From this view, she was a goddess—her huge tits hanging heavy, swaying as she positioned herself. Her belly rested on my stomach, soft and warm, and her ass cheeks spread wide behind her.

She lowered onto my cock, engulfing me in her heat. "Watch me bounce, sweetie. See this BBW body jiggle while I fuck you." She started riding, slow at first, her pussy sliding up and down my shaft with deliberate squeezes. Her tits bounced wildly—up and down, slapping against her belly with fleshy thuds. Her ass jiggled too, cheeks rippling each time she slammed down. And her belly—oh god, it undulated like a wave, rolling with every motion.

The sight was overwhelming: her curves in full motion, sweat glistening on her skin, pussy lips gripping me visibly. The smells intensified—her arousal thick in the air, mixed with our combined sweat. Sounds filled the room: wet smacks of her ass on my thighs, her moans turning into guttural cries, the bed groaning under her weight.

"Faster," I urged, my hands on her hips, guiding her. She obliged, riding me hard, her body a symphony of jiggles. Tits flopping, belly quaking, ass bouncing— it was pure erotica. "Yes! Look at these tits shake! Feel my pussy milk you! Cum inside me, breed this fertile MILF!"

Her pace quickened, and I thrust up to meet her, our bodies syncing in a frenzy. She came once more, screaming, her walls convulsing around me. That pushed me to the brink.

I felt my orgasm building, a tidal wave rising from deep within my balls, tightening them up against my body as the pressure mounted. My cock throbbed inside her, swelling even harder against her slick, gripping walls. Every bounce she made sent electric jolts through me, her pussy squeezing rhythmically like it was begging for my release. "I'm gonna cum," I warned, my voice strained, hands digging into her soft hips.

"Do it! Fill my womb—pump every last drop into this fertile pussy!" she cried, grinding down hard, her ass cheeks slapping against my thighs one final time as she locked me in place. Her eyes met mine, wild with lust, her massive tits heaving with each labored breath.

The dam broke. I exploded inside her, the orgasm hitting me like a freight train—the most intense, mind-blowing release of my life. Rope after thick, hot rope of cum erupted from my cock, shooting deep into her unprotected depths. I could feel each pulse: the first spurt blasting against her cervix, coating her inner walls with my seed; the second following immediately, even stronger, flooding her further as her pussy milked me greedily. It went on and on—third, fourth, fifth pulses, each one sending waves of ecstasy through my body, my balls contracting rhythmically to empty everything I had. The sensation was endless, a white-hot pleasure that made my toes curl and my vision blur, her warm, velvety heat enveloping me completely as I filled her to the brim. She came too, shuddering atop me, her pussy spasming wildly around my shaft, clenching and releasing in perfect sync with my throbs, drawing out even more cum until I thought I'd never stop.

Finally spent, my cock still twitching with aftershocks, I slipped out slowly with a wet, slurping sound, a thin string of our mixed fluids connecting us for a moment before it broke. She giggled, a light, playful sound that cut through the heavy breathing in the room, and spread her legs wide, her thick thighs parting to give me the full view. "Look at that, baby," she said, reaching down with both hands to part her swollen, reddened pussy lips, exposing the glistening mess inside.

Cum immediately started leaking out—thick, white globs of my seed mixed with her creamy juices, oozing slowly from her slit like molten lava. It dripped in viscous strands, pooling on the sheets below in a sticky puddle that spread outward. I watched, mesmerized, as more welled up from deep within her, her inner walls contracting slightly to push it out, the pearly fluid contrasting against her pink folds. The scent hit me stronger now—musky and salty, a raw mix of our essences filling the air. Her pussy quivered, lips puffy and slick, as another thick dollop escaped, sliding down toward her ass crack before she scooped a bit with her finger and brought it to her lips, tasting it with a wink. The sight was erotic as hell, her fertile pussy leaking my seed in slow, hypnotic rivulets, evidence of our breeding session dripping out for me to admire.

"Mmm, that was perfect," she purred, pulling me down for a kiss. "Greg's gone all week. Come over tomorrow—I'll have more than cookies waiting."

I grinned, already hard again at the thought. This was just the beginning.

We lay there for a moment, catching our breaths, her soft body draped over mine like a warm blanket. But the afterglow didn't last long—Maxine's hand wandered down to my semi-hard cock, stroking it back to life. "Ready for round two already?" she teased, her fingers wrapping around me with expert ease.

I nodded, mesmerized by her. We switched positions again, exploring more variations, but the memory of those first shifts—doggystyle's jiggling ass, missionary's crushing tits, cowgirl's bouncing everything—lingered as the highlights. Her dirty talk never stopped, urging me to breed her over and over, her fertile body responding with multiple orgasms that left us both drenched.

By the time we collapsed, exhausted and satisfied, the sun was dipping low outside. She whispered promises of more encounters, her plush form nestled against me. I knew I'd be back tomorrow, addicted to this thick, fertile MILF.
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