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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 was twenty-five today, and the only thing I really wanted was Cindy’s thick thighs wrapped around my waist while she begged me to pump another load deep inside her. Six months of sneaking around with her had turned me into an addict. She was forty-nine, Filipina, built like a wet dream—wide hips that swayed when she walked, an ass so round and heavy it jiggled with every step, and tits so full they strained every blouse she owned. Her skin was golden-brown, smooth as warm silk, and she always smelled faintly of coconut oil and the jasmine perfume she dabbed behind her ears. When she laughed—low, throaty, unapologetic—my cock would twitch like it had a mind of its own.

We’d met at her friend’s backyard barbecue last summer. I was there helping flip burgers; she was the guest who showed up late in a red sundress that hugged every curve. When she bent over to grab a beer from the cooler, the fabric pulled tight across her ass and I forgot how to breathe. She caught me staring. Instead of getting mad, she winked, walked straight over, and pressed a cold bottle against my chest.

“You like what you see, baby boy?” she’d asked, voice dripping honey and sin.

I’d nodded like an idiot.

She’d leaned in, lips brushing my ear. “Good. Because I like them young, hard, and full of cum.”

We fucked that same night in the guest bathroom—her bent over the sink, dress hiked to her waist, panties shoved to the side while I pounded her from behind. She came so hard she left crescent-moon marks on my forearms. After that it was every chance we could steal: her place when her kids were at their dad’s, my shitty apartment when my roommate was out, even the back seat of her SUV in a dark parking garage once. She loved it raw. Always. No condom, no pulling out. She’d lock her legs around me and whisper filthy things in Tagalog while her pussy clenched and milked every drop I had.

“Sa loob ko, baby,” she’d moan. “Inside me. Give Mommy everything.”

I never lasted long the first round. How could I? Her cunt was hot, slick, greedy—walls that fluttered and sucked like she was trying to pull my soul out through my dick. And when I finally exploded, flooding her depths, she’d shudder and sigh like it was the best gift anyone ever gave her.

So when the text came through at 7:42 p.m. on my birthday—“Room 1408, Ritz-Carlton. Door’s open. Don’t knock. Just walk in and claim your present, birthday boy”—my heart started slamming against my ribs before I even left my apartment.

I showered fast. Shaved. Threw on dark jeans, a black button-down, and the cologne she said made her wet. The drive downtown felt endless. Every red light was torture. My cock was already half-hard, pressing uncomfortably against the zipper, leaking just thinking about what “surprise” might mean. Cindy had a filthy imagination. Once she’d blindfolded me, tied my wrists to her headboard, and edged me for an hour before finally sinking down and riding me until I saw stars. Another time she’d made me watch while she fingered herself on video call, telling me exactly how she wanted me to fuck her when I got there. Whatever she had planned tonight, I knew it would ruin me in the best way.

The hotel lobby was all marble and soft lighting. I felt underdressed, but the concierge barely glanced at me as I headed for the elevators. Fourteenth floor. Hallway carpet so thick my sneakers made no sound. Room 1408. Gold numbers on a black door. A small brass plate that read “Please Do Not Disturb” was already hanging.

My hand shook when I turned the handle.

The door opened silently.

Warm golden light spilled out. Vanilla candles. The faint, unmistakable scent of aroused woman—musky, sweet, intoxicating. Soft R&B played low from hidden speakers. And on the king-sized bed, propped against a pile of crisp white pillows like they’d been arranged just for this moment, sat two women who looked like they’d stepped out of every dirty fantasy I’d ever had.

Cindy was on the left.

She wore black lace lingerie that looked like it cost more than my rent. The bra was half-cup, the kind that lifts and presents rather than covers. Her heavy breasts spilled over the tops, dark areolas just visible through the sheer mesh, nipples already stiff and pressing against the fabric like they were begging to be sucked. The matching thong was little more than a scrap; the crotch was visibly damp, clinging to the plump lips beneath. Her long black hair fell in glossy waves over one shoulder. When she saw me, her full lips curved into that slow, predatory smile that always made my balls draw up tight.

Next to her—close enough that their bare thighs touched—was a woman who could’ve been her sister from another mother. Same lush, dangerous curves. Same generous tits straining against emerald-green satin. Same knowing, hungry gleam in dark eyes. Her skin was a shade lighter, almost porcelain, and her cheekbones were sharper, giving her face a haughty, aristocratic beauty. Her hair was cut shorter, a sleek bob that framed her jaw. She wore a satin teddy that hugged every inch—nipples poking through the thin material, the hem barely covering the tops of her thick thighs.

Vicki.

I’d heard the name before. Usually late at night, after Cindy and I had already fucked ourselves raw, when she’d trace lazy circles on my chest and murmur about “the old days in Manila.” Vicki was the best friend since high school. The one who taught her how to deep-throat. The one who’d once convinced her to let a boy watch while they ate each other out on a rooftop. The stories always ended with Cindy giggling and saying, “You’d like her, baby. She’s even dirtier than me.”

Now she was here. In the flesh. Looking at me like I was the main course.

Vicki tilted her head, studying me from head to toe. Her gaze lingered on the obvious bulge in my jeans.

“So this is him,” she said. Her voice was smoother than Cindy’s—less husky, more velvet—but the accent was still there, softening the edges of every filthy word. “The boy who keeps my Cindy dripping for days.”

Cindy laughed low. “Told you he was pretty.”

“Pretty and packed,” Vicki murmured. She patted the mattress beside her. “Come here, birthday boy. We’ve been waiting all afternoon to unwrap you.”

My legs moved on autopilot. The door clicked shut behind me. I toed off my sneakers without looking down. Cindy crooked one crimson-nailed finger, beckoning me closer. The closer I got, the stronger the scent became—two aroused pussies, vanilla candles, jasmine, coconut, and the faint metallic edge of pure lust.

When I reached the foot of the bed they rose to their knees in perfect sync, like dancers who’d rehearsed this exact moment. Cindy reached me first. Her warm palms cupped my face, thumbs brushing my cheekbones, then she kissed me—slow, deep, possessive. Her tongue slid against mine, tasting faintly of mango and the promise of everything to come. Vicki pressed in from the side, heavy breasts squishing against my arm, hard nipples dragging across my sleeve. She nuzzled my neck, teeth grazing the pulse point, then whispered hot against my ear:

“We’re going to drain you dry tonight, baby. Every last thick drop.”

Hands were everywhere. Cindy tugged at my shirt buttons while Vicki worked my belt open with practiced ease. My shirt hit the floor. Then my undershirt. Vicki’s nails scraped lightly down my chest, following the trail of hair that disappeared into my waistband. Cindy palmed my cock through my jeans, squeezing just hard enough to make me groan into her mouth.

“Feel that?” Cindy purred against my lips. “He’s already leaking for us.”

Vicki hummed approval. “Let’s see him.”

They pushed me back a step so they could both work my zipper down together. Jeans and boxers shoved to my thighs in one motion. My cock sprang free—thick, veined, flushed dark at the head, already glistening with pre-cum that strung from the slit to my shaft.

Vicki wrapped manicured fingers around the base and gave one slow, appreciative stroke. “Fuck,” she breathed. “Look at him, Cin. So young. So full. No wonder you keep coming back for more.”

Cindy leaned in and dragged her tongue along the underside from root to tip, collecting that bead of pre-cum before turning to Vicki. They kissed—deep, open-mouthed, sharing the taste of me while I stood there shaking.

I groaned, knees buckling. They caught me, guided me onto the bed until I was flat on my back in the center of the mattress, cock pointing straight at the ceiling like it was saluting them.

Cindy straddled my chest first. Her thighs—soft, warm, powerful—bracketed my ribs. She peeled the soaked crotch of her thong aside, exposing plump, dark-pink lips already swollen and shining with arousal. The scent hit me like a drug: musky, sweet, unmistakably Cindy. My mouth watered instantly.

“Eat me, baby,” she ordered, lowering herself until her slick folds kissed my lips. “Show Vicki how you worship Mommy’s pussy.”

I opened for her. Tongue flat, I licked a long, slow stripe from her dripping entrance all the way up to her fat clit. She shuddered, hips rocking forward, smearing her juices across my chin and cheeks. I sucked her clit between my lips, flicking the tip of my tongue in quick little strokes while my hands gripped the generous flesh of her ass, spreading her wider so I could bury my face deeper.

Vicki watched for maybe ten seconds before she couldn’t stand it anymore. She swung a leg over my head, facing Cindy, and settled her own bare pussy right onto my waiting mouth. Where Cindy was plush and juicy, Vicki was tighter—puffy outer lips framing a smaller, slick inner slit that tasted faintly of salt and honey. I groaned into her, the vibrations making her whimper and grind down harder.

They kissed above me—wet, hungry, tongues sliding, moaning into each other’s mouths while they rode my face in slow, deliberate circles. Cindy reached down and spread Vicki’s lips with two fingers so I could tongue-fuck her deeper. Vicki pinched Cindy’s dark nipples through the lace, rolling them until Cindy cried out and ground harder against my chin, coating me in fresh slick.

My world narrowed to heat, wetness, the obscene wet sounds of two dripping cunts being devoured. My cock throbbed untouched, leaking steadily onto my stomach in thick, clear beads. Every time one of them lifted just enough for me to drag in a ragged breath, the other took her place immediately. They traded again and again—Cindy’s creamy, plump slit, then Vicki’s tighter, gripping heat—until my jaw ached, my tongue was numb, and my face was drenched from forehead to chin.

I was drowning in them. And I never wanted to come up for air.


Chapter Two

My face was a mess—slick from forehead to chin, lips swollen and tingling, the taste of two dripping Filipina pussies coating my tongue like the sweetest sin. Cindy and Vicki hovered above me, thighs still trembling from the way they’d ground down on my mouth, their lingerie askew, breasts heaving with every ragged breath. The room smelled like sex already: vanilla candles fighting a losing battle against the thick, heady musk of arousal, sweat, and the faint coconut scent that always clung to Cindy’s skin.

Cindy looked down at me with that wicked, satisfied smile, her dark eyes glittering. “Look at you, baby,” she purred, tracing a crimson nail along my wet jaw. “Covered in us. You like how we taste together?”

I could only nod, throat too tight to speak. My cock was so hard it hurt—throbbing against my stomach, leaking steadily, a thin string of pre-cum stretching from the slit down to my abs. Every heartbeat sent another pulse through it.

Vicki laughed softly, low and filthy. “He’s starving for more.” She leaned over and kissed Cindy again—slow, open-mouthed, tongues sliding visibly while their heavy tits pressed together. Then Vicki turned those sharp, hungry eyes on me. “Time to feed him properly.”

They didn’t ask. They just moved.

Cindy swung her leg off first, giving me one last teasing grind—her plump clit dragging across my chin—before sliding down my body. She settled between my spread thighs, palms flat on my chest, nails digging in just enough to sting. Vicki took her place above my face again, but this time she faced away from Cindy, toward my cock. Her thick ass hovered inches from my nose, cheeks parted slightly so I could see the glistening pink of her slit and the tight little pucker above it.

“Eat me while I watch Cindy play with your pretty dick,” Vicki said, voice husky. Then she lowered herself—slow, deliberate—until her soaked pussy settled right over my mouth.

I groaned into her. She tasted different from this angle—deeper, saltier, the slickness coating my tongue in thick layers as she rocked forward and back. Her clit was swollen, easy to find; I sucked it between my lips and flicked fast, the way I knew made Cindy’s thighs shake. Vicki whimpered, hips jerking, grinding down harder so my nose pressed against her asshole.

At the same time, Cindy wrapped both hands around my shaft. One stroked the base in slow, twisting pulls while the other cupped my balls, rolling them gently, feeling how full and tight they were. Her breath ghosted over the head.

“Such a big, beautiful cock,” she murmured, almost reverent. “Look how it’s twitching for us. Leaking like it can’t wait to breed.”

Then her mouth closed over me.

Hot. Wet. Perfect. Her tongue swirled around the head, collecting every drop of pre-cum before she sank down, taking me halfway in one smooth glide. My hips bucked involuntarily. She hummed around me—the vibration shooting straight to my balls—and started bobbing, cheeks hollowing, lips stretched wide.

Above me, Vicki moaned louder. “Fuck—his tongue’s so deep. He’s licking right into me.” She reached back, spreading her ass cheeks wider with both hands so I could tongue-fuck her properly. I plunged in, stiffening my tongue, thrusting in and out while my hands gripped her thick thighs, pulling her down harder. Her juices ran down my chin, my neck, soaking into the sheets.

Cindy popped off my cock with a wet smack. “Switch with me, Vic. I want his mouth again.”

They moved like they’d done this a hundred times.

Vicki lifted off, leaving me gasping, face drenched. Cindy climbed up immediately, straddling my head forward-facing this time. She peeled her thong completely to the side—useless now anyway—and sank down until her plump, creamy pussy smothered me completely. Her weight pressed me into the mattress, thighs clamping my ears, cutting off sound except for the wet, obscene noises of her grinding and my muffled groans.

“Eat Mommy’s cunt, baby,” she gasped. “Suck that clit like you mean it.”

I did. I latched on, sucking hard, tongue lashing side to side while she rocked faster. Her heavy tits bounced above me, nipples dark and stiff. She reached down and pinched them herself, twisting, moaning my name like a prayer.

Vicki took over my cock. Her mouth was different from Cindy’s—tighter, more precise. She swirled her tongue in slow, teasing circles around the head before swallowing me deep, throat relaxing to take every inch. I felt her nose press against my pubic bone, her lips sealed around the base, and she held there, humming, throat muscles rippling around me.

I was losing my mind.

Two hot mouths. Two dripping pussies. One taking turns riding my face, the other worshipping my cock. They kept switching—every few minutes Cindy would lift, Vicki would settle her tighter slit over my mouth, and Cindy would dive down to slurp my shaft. Sometimes they’d both attack my cock together: Cindy licking one side of the shaft while Vicki sucked the head, their tongues meeting and sliding over each other, sharing the taste of me.

At one point Vicki pulled off and guided Cindy’s head down instead. “Suck him deep, Cin. Show him how we used to share boys back home.”

Cindy obeyed. She took me all the way, gagging softly, tears pricking the corners of her eyes, but she didn’t stop. Vicki stroked her hair, whispering encouragement in Tagalog—filthy words I only half-understood but felt in my bones.

Then they kissed again—right above my cock. Tongues tangled, sharing the taste of me, saliva stringing between their lips. Cindy moaned into Vicki’s mouth while Vicki’s fingers found Cindy’s clit and rubbed fast circles.

I couldn’t take it anymore. My balls were aching, drawn up so tight I thought I might explode just from the sight.

But they knew. They always knew.

Vicki lifted off my face. Cindy followed. Both women knelt on either side of me, breathing hard, skin flushed and shining with sweat.

“Look at him,” Vicki said, wrapping her hand around my cock again. “So close. Cock throbbing. Balls full of cum just waiting for us.”

Cindy leaned down and licked a slow stripe up my shaft, from base to tip. “Not yet,” she whispered. “We’re not done feeding on you. Not until we’ve both come on your tongue again.”

They repositioned. This time they faced each other, kneeling over my face side by side—thighs touching, pussies inches apart. Cindy reached over and spread Vicki’s lips wide with two fingers. “Lick us both, baby. Taste how wet we are for you.”

I turned my head left—tongue plunging into Cindy’s creamy heat. Then right—lapping at Vicki’s tighter, saltier slit. Back and forth, over and over, while they kissed above me, moaning into each other’s mouths, fingers pinching nipples, hands roaming over sweat-slick skin.

Cindy came first.

Her thighs clamped my head like a vice. Her hips bucked hard, grinding down so my nose pressed against her clit while my tongue fucked deep. “Yes—fuck—right there—don’t stop—Mommy’s coming—”

She flooded my mouth. Hot, sweet, gushing. I swallowed greedily, drinking her down while she shuddered and cried out.

Vicki wasn’t far behind.

Cindy reached over and rubbed Vicki’s clit fast while I tongued her entrance. Vicki’s back arched, tits bouncing, and she grabbed my hair with both hands, pulling my face deeper. “Oh god—yes—eat it—eat my pussy—fuck—I’m gonna—”

She came with a sharp, keening cry. Her walls fluttered against my tongue, more slick pouring out, coating my lips, my chin, dripping down my neck.

They collapsed forward, panting, breasts pillowing against my chest, faces buried in my neck.

But they weren’t done.

Cindy lifted her head, eyes glassy with lust. “Now,” she whispered. “Now we fuck you until you breed us both.”

Vicki smiled against my skin. “Get ready, birthday boy. We’re just getting started.”

My cock jerked at the words, another thick bead of pre-cum welling up.

They were going to ruin me.

And I was going to love every filthy second.


Chapter Three

My entire body felt like live wire. Face still slick and shining with their combined release, jaw aching sweetly, cock so engorged it looked almost angry—veins standing out, head flushed dark purple, a steady trickle of pre-cum pooling in the dip of my navel. Cindy and Vicki knelt on either side of me, breathing hard, skin flushed bronze and gold under the lamplight. Sweat beaded between their heavy breasts, trickled down the soft swells of their bellies, glistened on the insides of their thick thighs.

Cindy reached over first. Her fingers wrapped around my shaft—warm, possessive—and gave one long, slow stroke from root to tip. A thick rope of pre-cum stretched and snapped. She brought it to her lips, sucked it off her fingertip, eyes locked on mine.

“You’re so full, baby,” she whispered. “I can feel how heavy these balls are. All that young, thick cum just waiting to flood us.”

Vicki leaned in and kissed the corner of Cindy’s mouth, stealing the last trace of me. “He’s going to breed us so good tonight,” she murmured. “Fill us both until we’re dripping for days.”

They moved together like they’d choreographed every filthy second.

Cindy swung her leg over my hips first. She didn’t tease this time. She reached between her thighs, gripped my cock, and lined me up with her soaked entrance. One slow, deliberate roll of her hips and she sank down—taking every thick inch in one long, luxurious glide. Her pussy was molten, velvet walls fluttering around me, still pulsing faintly from the orgasm she’d just had on my tongue.

“Fuuuck,” I groaned, hips jerking up instinctively. She felt even hotter, wetter, tighter after coming.

Cindy planted her hands on my chest, nails digging in, and started to ride—slow at first, savoring the stretch, then faster. Her heavy tits bounced with every downward thrust, dark nipples stiff and begging. The wet slap of her ass meeting my thighs filled the room, obscene and rhythmic.

Vicki straddled my face again, facing Cindy so they could kiss while she ground her dripping slit against my mouth. “Eat me while you fuck her,” Vicki gasped. “Taste how wet I am thinking about you breeding my best friend.”

I plunged my tongue inside her, lapping at the fresh gush of slick that coated my lips. Above me they made out—deep, sloppy, tongues sliding, moaning into each other’s mouths. Cindy reached up and pinched Vicki’s fat nipples, twisting until Vicki whimpered and rocked harder against my face.

Then they switched.

Vicki lifted off. Cindy rose just long enough for Vicki to take her place. Vicki’s cunt was tighter—gripping like a fist as she sank down, inner walls rippling, sucking me in deep. She rolled her hips in filthy figure-eights, clit grinding against my pubic bone with every rotation.

“God yes—stretch me, baby,” she moaned. “Open this MILF pussy up. Make room for all that cum.”

Cindy knelt beside us, one hand between Vicki’s thighs rubbing fast circles over her swollen clit, the other cupping my balls, rolling them, feeling them draw up tighter with every thrust.

“Give it to her deep,” Cindy urged, voice thick with lust. “Pump that young seed right into her womb. She’s ovulating, baby—just like me. We both want it. We both need it.”

The words hit like gasoline on fire.

They traded my cock back and forth like it was their favorite toy. Three hard, pounding strokes into Vicki’s gripping heat—her walls fluttering, begging—then Cindy would push her off and slam down herself, taking me to the hilt, ass rippling with the impact. They kissed furiously the whole time, hands everywhere: squeezing tits, pinching nipples, fingering each other’s clits while they rode me in turns.

Dirty talk poured from their lips in a constant, filthy stream.

“Look how hard he is for us.” “Feel how he’s throbbing—ready to explode.” “Breed me first, baby—fill Mommy up.” “No—me—pump it deep in my cunt.” “We’re both so fertile tonight. Give us twins.”

My control was fraying. Balls aching. Pressure building at the base of my spine like a dam seconds from bursting.

Cindy sensed it. She shoved Vicki down onto all fours beside her—both of them presenting side by side, asses high, thighs spread, pussies glistening and gaping slightly from use. Cindy’s lips were puffy, dark pink, still leaking her own cream. Vicki’s were tighter, flushed, clit peeking out swollen and shiny.

“Cum in me first,” Cindy begged, looking back over her shoulder. “Fill Mommy’s womb. Then you can breed Vicki right after.”

I knelt behind her. Gripped her wide hips—fingers sinking into soft flesh—and slammed home in one brutal thrust. She cried out, back arching, pushing back to meet me. I fucked her hard—deep, punishing strokes that made her heavy tits swing, made her ass jiggle, made the headboard thump against the wall.

Vicki reached under and rubbed Cindy’s clit fast. “Come on his cock, Cin. Milk him. Make him flood you.”

Cindy shattered again. Her pussy clamped down like a vise, rippling, fluttering, pulling me deeper. “Yes—fuck—right there—don’t stop—Mommy’s coming—give it to me—breed me—breed me—”

I couldn’t hold back.

One final, balls-deep thrust and I erupted.

The first jet was so powerful it almost hurt. Thick, hot ropes blasted against her cervix, painting her insides white. Pulse after pulse—five, six, seven—flooding her depths until I felt it start to back up around my shaft, creamy and warm. Cindy moaned brokenly, hips jerking, milking every last drop with rhythmic squeezes.

When the spasms finally slowed I pulled out slowly. A thick gush of cum immediately spilled from her stretched, puffy hole—white and viscous, dripping down her thighs in slow, obscene rivulets.

Vicki dove in without hesitation.

Her tongue lapped greedily at the creamy mess, sucking my seed right out of Cindy’s well-fucked cunt. She moaned like it was the sweetest thing she’d ever tasted, tongue plunging deep, scooping it out, swallowing. Cindy shivered above her, fingers tangled in Vicki’s hair, whispering, “Good girl—clean Mommy up—taste how much he gave me.”

Vicki lifted her cum-glossed lips and kissed Cindy—deep, sharing the load, letting Cindy suck my seed off her tongue.

Then Vicki turned to me, eyes glassy. “My turn.”

She pushed me onto my back. Straddled me reverse-cowgirl. Guided my still-hard cock—slick with Cindy’s cream and my own spend—back inside her. She sank down with a long, shuddering moan.

“Fuck—still so much cum in you,” she gasped. “Give it all to me now.”

Cindy knelt in front of Vicki, kissing her deeply while she reached down and rubbed Vicki’s clit. I gripped Vicki’s hips and thrust up—hard, relentless—chasing that second release. The sight of them kissing, tits pressed together, Cindy’s fingers flying over Vicki’s clit—it was too much.

Vicki came first this time—sharp, keening, walls fluttering wildly around me. “Yes—fuck—breed me—fill me—give me your baby—”

That did it.

I slammed up one last time and let go again. Another thick flood—less volume than the first but still hot, still forceful—erupting deep inside her, coating her womb, spilling out around my shaft as she milked me dry.

When I finally slipped free, Vicki collapsed forward onto Cindy’s chest. Cindy held her, stroking her hair, while thick white cream slowly leaked from both of them—dripping onto my thighs, the sheets, everywhere.

They curled around me after—sweaty, trembling, satisfied. Cindy on my left, heavy breasts pillowed against my side. Vicki on my right, one thick thigh thrown possessively over mine.

Cindy kissed my temple. “Happy birthday, baby.”

Vicki nuzzled my neck. “Next time… we’re bringing three more curvy Filipina MILFs. All hungry. All fertile.”

My spent cock twitched against my thigh, already stirring at the thought.

I was never going to survive them.

And I didn’t want to.
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