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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 turned twenty-six today, and the only thing I could think about was Keisha’s thick chocolate thighs wrapped around my waist while she begged me to pump another load deep inside her fertile Black pussy. Four months of raw, creampie-filled hookups had turned me into an addict. She was forty-eight, built like a goddess—skin like dark polished mahogany, full lips that could drain a man dry, massive natural tits that swayed heavy when she walked, and an ass so round and juicy it clapped with every step. She always smelled like cocoa butter and vanilla, always wanted it bare, always locked her legs and moaned, “Fill me up, young king. Give Mommy that thick white seed.”

Her text came at 8:17 p.m.: “Penthouse, Marriott downtown. Door’s cracked. Your surprise is already wet and throbbing for you, birthday boy. Don’t keep us waiting.”

My cock was half-hard the whole drive. I parked, took the elevator up, heart slamming against my ribs. The hallway smelled expensive—clean linen and faint perfume. I pushed the heavy door open without knocking.

Warm candlelight spilled out. Cocoa butter, vanilla, and the unmistakable musk of two aroused women. Slow R&B pulsed low. On the massive king bed, propped against crisp white pillows like they’d been arranged for a photoshoot, sat Keisha and her best friend Monique.

Keisha wore red lace that looked painted on. The bra was low-cut, cups barely containing her heavy chocolate breasts; dark nipples poked through the sheer mesh like chocolate kisses begging to be sucked. The thong was soaked dark at the crotch, clinging to her plump outer lips. Her long braids cascaded over one shoulder. When she saw me, her full lips curved into that slow, filthy smile that always made my balls tighten.

Monique lounged beside her—same age, same lethal curves, but her skin was deeper ebony, smoother, almost glowing under the lamplight. Shorter afro framed sharp cheekbones. Her emerald satin teddy hugged every inch—tits even bigger than Keisha’s, spilling over the top, nipples stiff points. She eyed me like prey.

“So this is the young bull who keeps my girl leaking for days,” Monique said, voice smooth and smoky. “Happy birthday, baby. We’ve been playing with each other all afternoon thinking about that thick white cock.”

Keisha crooked one long crimson nail. “Come here, daddy. Let us see how hard you already are for two hungry Black MILFs.”

My legs moved on instinct. Door clicked shut. Shoes kicked off. Belt unbuckled while I crossed the room. By the time I reached the foot of the bed my jeans were sagging and my cock strained against my boxers, a dark wet spot blooming at the tip.

They rose to their knees in perfect sync. Keisha reached me first. Warm palms cupped my face; thumbs brushed my jaw. She kissed me deep—slow, possessive, tongue sliding against mine, tasting like sweet wine and pure sin. Monique pressed in from the side, heavy breasts squishing soft against my arm, hard nipples dragging across my sleeve. She nuzzled my neck, teeth grazing pulse point.

“We’re gonna drain these full balls tonight,” Monique whispered hot against my ear. “Every thick drop for our fertile wombs.”

Hands were everywhere. Keisha yanked my shirt buttons open. Monique tugged my belt free, jeans and boxers shoved down together. My cock sprang out—thick, veined, flushed dark at the head, already leaking a steady string of pre-cum.

Monique wrapped manicured fingers around the base and gave one slow, appreciative stroke. “Mmm, look at this pretty dick. Perfect for breeding two thick Black queens.”

Keisha leaned in, dragged her tongue along the underside from root to tip, collecting that bead of pre-cum on her tongue. Then she turned and kissed Monique—deep, open-mouthed, sharing my taste while their heavy tits pressed together.

I groaned, knees buckling. They caught me, guided me onto the mattress until I was flat on my back, cock pointing straight up like it was saluting them.

Keisha straddled my chest first. Thighs like warm satin pillows clamped 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 cocoa butter and pure wet Black pussy. My mouth watered instantly.

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

I opened wide. 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 cream across my chin and cheeks. I sucked her clit between my lips, flicking fast while my hands gripped the generous flesh of her ass, spreading her wider so I could bury deeper.

Monique watched for maybe ten seconds before she couldn’t stand it. She swung a leg over my head, facing Keisha, and settled her bare pussy right onto my waiting mouth. Where Keisha was plush and juicy, Monique was tighter—puffy outer lips framing a slick inner slit that tasted faintly of honey and salt. I groaned into her, 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. Keisha reached down and spread Monique’s lips with two fingers so I could tongue-fuck her deeper. Monique pinched Keisha’s dark nipples through the lace, rolling them until Keisha cried out and ground harder against my chin, coating me in fresh slick.

“Eat my booty from the front,” Monique suddenly gasped, lifting just enough to shift forward. Her tight little asshole hovered over my lips now, puckered and smooth. I didn’t hesitate—tongue circling the rim slow, then pressing flat, lapping while she moaned and rocked. Keisha laughed low and filthy.

“That’s right, baby—get that tongue in there while you taste her punani dripping down.”

My world narrowed to heat, wetness, the obscene wet sounds of two dripping Black cunts and one tight ass being devoured. My cock throbbed untouched, leaking steadily onto my stomach in thick clear beads. They traded places again and again—Keisha’s creamy plump slit, Monique’s gripping heat, then back to Monique’s ass—until my jaw ached, tongue numb, face drenched from forehead to neck.

When they finally lifted off, my lips were swollen, chin shiny with their combined juices. They looked down at me with matching predatory smiles.

“Your turn to fuck us stupid,” Keisha purred.


Chapter Two

My face was already a glistening, sticky mess—slick from forehead to chin with the combined cream of Keisha’s sweet, juicy pussy and Monique’s tighter, honey-salted slit. My lips felt swollen and tender, buzzing from the constant friction, and the taste of them lingered thick on my tongue: musky cocoa butter from Keisha mixed with Monique’s sharper, saltier tang, like some forbidden elixir that had me hooked harder than any drug. I lay there on the massive hotel bed, chest heaving, staring up at these two ebony goddesses hovering above me, their thick thighs still quivering from the orgasms they’d ground out on my mouth in Act 1. Their lingerie was twisted and useless now—bras shoved down so their heavy, chocolate breasts spilled free, nipples dark and stiff like ripe berries begging to be plucked. The room reeked of raw sex: cocoa butter warring with the thick, heady musk of their arousal, sweat beading on their glowing skin, vanilla candles flickering in defeat against the overwhelming scent of two fertile Black MILFs in heat.

Keisha looked down at me first, her full lips curving into that wicked, satisfied smile, her long braids swaying as she traced one crimson nail along my slick jawline. The touch sent sparks through me—electric, possessive. “Look at you, daddy,” she purred, voice low and husky, dripping with that Southern drawl that always made my cock twitch. “Covered in our juices like a good boy. You like how two thick Black MILFs taste together? That WAP got you addicted yet?”

I could barely nod, my throat too tight from gasping breaths, my mind reeling. Addicted? Fuck, I was beyond that. Four months with Keisha had rewired my brain—every curve of her body, every filthy command she whispered while riding me raw had me craving more. And now Monique? Her sharper features, deeper ebony skin, and those even bigger tits made it feel like I’d leveled up to some ultimate fantasy. My heart pounded like a drum, blood rushing south so hard my cock felt like it might burst. It throbbed untouched against my stomach, leaking a steady stream of pre-cum that pooled warm and sticky in my navel. I wanted to beg them to touch it, to relieve the ache, but part of me loved the torture—the way they controlled every second, making me earn it.

Monique laughed softly, the sound low and filthy, vibrating through the air like a promise. Her sharp cheekbones caught the candlelight, making her look like a queen ready to claim her throne. “He’s starving for more, ain’t he?” She leaned over and captured Keisha’s lips in a slow, open-mouthed kiss—tongues sliding visibly, wet and hungry, their massive tits mashing together in a soft, jiggling collision. “Titties on titties with my big-titty friend,” Monique murmured against Keisha’s mouth, her hands coming up to squeeze those heavy chocolate globes, thumbs flicking the stiff nipples until Keisha moaned into the kiss. The sight alone nearly pushed me over the edge—two curvy Black MILFs making out above me, their bodies pressed close, asses high and thighs spread. I could see the slick shine between their legs, the way their pussies still glistened from my tongue’s work.

My mind raced: How the fuck did I get here? Twenty-six, just a regular guy, and now sandwiched between these two fertile goddesses who talked about breeding like it was casual conversation. Keisha had started it all—catching me staring at her ass in those tight yoga pants at the gym, then dragging me into the locker room for a quickie that turned into months of raw, unprotected bliss. She’d whisper about her “fertile days” while I pounded her, begging for my seed like it was her lifeline. And now sharing me with Monique? It felt surreal, overwhelming, like I was living in one of those Kindle erotica books I’d secretly read late at night. But this was real—the heat of their skin, the scent filling my lungs, the way my body screamed for release.

They broke the kiss, both turning those hungry dark eyes on me. “Time to feed him properly,” Monique said, her voice thick with lust. They didn’t ask; they just moved, bodies flowing like they’d choreographed this in their dirtiest dreams.

Keisha swung her leg off my chest first, but not without one last teasing grind—her swollen clit dragging slow and deliberate across my chin, leaving a fresh trail of her cream that dripped down my neck. The sensation was electric, her plush lips smearing me like she was marking her territory. She slid down my body gracefully, her heavy breasts dragging soft and warm over my chest, nipples leaving faint scratches that made me hiss. She settled between my spread thighs, her palms flat on my abs, nails digging in just enough to sting sweetly. The pressure made my cock jump, begging for attention.

Monique took her place above my face, but this time she faced away, toward my aching dick. Her thick ebony ass hovered inches from my nose—cheeks parted slightly so I could see everything: the glistening pink of her slit, still puffy and slick from earlier, and the tight, smooth pucker of her asshole winking at me. The sight made my mouth water anew; I could smell her—deeper now, muskier, a mix of honeyed arousal and that faint salty tang from when I’d rimmed her before. “Eat my booty from the front again,” Monique ordered, her voice a sultry command that brooked no argument. “While I watch Keisha play with your pretty white dick.”

She lowered herself slowly, deliberately, until her soaked pussy settled right over my mouth and her asshole pressed firm against my nose. I groaned deep into her folds, the vibrations rumbling through her as she whimpered and rocked back. From this angle, everything was intensified—her taste richer, saltier, flooding my tongue as I stiffened it and thrust inside her entrance like a mini-cock. My nose teased her rim, inhaling her scent with every breath, the musky heat making my head spin. She ground down harder, hips jerking in little circles, her thick ass cheeks clapping softly against my cheeks. “Fuck yes—tongue deeper, baby. Eat that Black booty like you mean it. Feel how wet my pussy is for you?”

My thoughts fragmented: God, she’s so tight here, gripping my tongue like she wants to keep it forever. The pressure on my face was exquisite—smothering but addictive, her weight pinning me, thighs clamping my head like velvet vices. I gripped her hips, fingers sinking into the soft, jiggling flesh, pulling her down harder as I lapped greedily, alternating between plunging into her pussy and circling her asshole with flat, broad strokes. Every moan she let out sent a jolt straight to my balls; I felt like I was worshipping a queen, and the humiliation of being used like this only made me harder.

At the same time, Keisha’s hands finally found my cock. She wrapped both around the shaft—warm, possessive—one stroking the base in slow, twisting pulls that made my toes curl, the other cupping my heavy balls, rolling them gently but firmly, feeling how swollen and full they were from all the teasing. Her breath ghosted hot over the head, teasing without touching, making me buck my hips desperately. “Such a big, beautiful cock for two hungry Black queens,” she murmured, almost reverent, her voice vibrating against my sensitive skin. “Look how it’s twitching, leaking like it can’t wait to breed us raw. You want that, daddy? Want to pump these fertile wombs full of your thick white seed?”

Before I could even groan a response—muffled as it was into Monique’s dripping heat—her mouth closed over me. Hot. Wet. Perfect suction. Her tongue swirled lazy circles around the head, collecting every bead of pre-cum, savoring it like fine wine before she sank down, taking me halfway in one smooth, throat-relaxing glide. I bucked again, the sensation overwhelming: her cheeks hollowing, lips stretched wide around my thickness, the wet slurping sounds mixing with Monique’s moans above me. Keisha hummed around my shaft, the vibrations shooting straight to my core, making my balls draw up tighter.

Above me, Monique gasped louder, her hips jerking erratically. “Fuck—his tongue’s so deep in my slit. Licking right into me, girl. You feel how he’s throbbing down there?” She reached back with both hands, spreading her ass cheeks wider, giving me even deeper access. I plunged my tongue harder, fucking her entrance with stiff thrusts while my nose ground against her rim, the dual sensations making her tremble. Her juices ran freely now, coating my lips, chin, neck—dripping down like warm honey, soaking the sheets beneath my head.

Keisha popped off my cock with a wet, obscene smack, strings of saliva connecting her full lips to the glistening head. “Switch with me, Mo,” she said, voice thick and breathy. “I need his mouth again. My pussy’s aching for that tongue.”

They moved fluidly, like dancers in a filthy ballet. Monique lifted off slowly, her pussy lips dragging across my mouth one last time, leaving me gasping for air, face drenched and shiny. The cool air hit my skin like a shock after the smothering heat, but I barely had time to breathe before Keisha climbed up, straddling my head forward-facing this time. She yanked her thong off completely—flinging it aside with a wicked grin—and sank down until her plump, creamy ebony pussy smothered me entirely. Her weight pressed me deeper into the mattress, thighs clamping my ears, muffling the world to just the wet, rhythmic sounds of her grinding and my own heartbeat thundering in my skull.

“Eat this pussy, baby,” Keisha gasped, her hands tangling in my hair, pulling my face tighter against her. “Suck Mommy’s fat clit like you mean it. Show me how much you love this Black WAP.”

I obeyed instantly, latching onto her swollen clit—sucking hard, tongue lashing side to side in quick, frantic strokes while she rocked faster, her heavy tits bouncing wildly above me. I could see them through half-lidded eyes—massive chocolate orbs swaying, dark nipples stiff and begging. She reached up and pinched them herself, twisting hard enough to make her cry out, her pussy clenching and flooding my mouth with fresh cream. The taste was intoxicating—sweeter than Monique’s, like cocoa-laced honey, and I drank it down greedily, my hands gripping her wide hips, fingers dimpling the soft flesh as I pulled her down harder.

Monique, meanwhile, took over my cock with expert precision. Her mouth was different from Keisha’s—tighter, more teasing at first. She swirled her tongue in slow, deliberate circles around the head, lapping up the pre-cum that welled up endlessly, before suddenly swallowing me deep. Her throat relaxed, taking every thick inch until her nose pressed firm against my pubic bone, lips sealed at the base. She held there, humming low and steady, her throat muscles rippling around me like a velvet glove massaging my shaft. I groaned into Keisha’s pussy, the vibrations making her grind harder, her moans escalating to sharp cries.

“Fuck yes—suck him deep, Mo,” Keisha encouraged, her voice breaking as I flicked her clit faster. “Make that dick throb for us. He’s gonna breed us so good later—fill these fertile Black pussies with every drop.”

My mind was a whirlwind: This is too much—too hot, too intense. Their bodies, their scents, their filthy words wrapping around me like chains. I felt owned, used, and it was the hottest thing I’d ever experienced. My balls ached fiercely now, drawn up tight, the pressure building like a volcano ready to erupt. But I held back, focusing on pleasing them, on the way Keisha’s walls fluttered against my tongue, signaling she was close again.

They kept switching—every few minutes, one would lift off my face with a wet pop, leaving me gasping and drenched, only for the other to take her place immediately. Keisha’s plush, creamy heat smothering me, then Monique’s tighter, gripping slit or her ass demanding more rimming. “Eat my booty, baby—get that tongue in there deep,” Monique would command during her turns, rocking back so I could alternate between her holes, my nose buried in one while my tongue fucked the other.

Sometimes they’d both abandon my face to attack my cock together: Keisha licking long, slow stripes up one side of the shaft while Monique sucked the head like a lollipop, their tongues meeting in the middle, sliding wetly over each other as they shared my taste. “Mmm, taste how salty he is,” Keisha would moan. “All that pre-cum just for us.” They’d kiss sloppy around the tip, lips brushing my sensitive skin, hands stroking and squeezing my balls until I was bucking helplessly, begging incoherently into the air.

At one point, Monique pulled off and guided Keisha’s head down instead. “Suck him deep, girl,” she urged, her hand pressing on the back of Keisha’s braids. “Show him how we used to share boys back in college—titties on titties, pussies dripping while we drain ‘em dry.”

Keisha obeyed with enthusiasm, taking me all the way down her throat, gagging softly but pushing through, tears pricking the corners of her eyes as she held me there. Monique stroked her hair, whispering encouragement in a mix of English and filthy slang: “That’s it, queen—throat that dick. Feel how he’s pulsing? He’s gonna flood us soon.”

The sight, the sounds—the wet gagging, the humming moans—had me teetering on the edge. My body trembled, sweat slicking my skin, every nerve ending on fire. I thought about how fertile they claimed to be, how they begged for my seed, and it only amplified the ache. I wanted to breed them, to pump them full until they leaked, just like they demanded.

But they sensed it, always one step ahead.

Monique lifted off my face finally, and Keisha followed, popping off my cock with a gasp. Both women knelt on either side of me now, breathing hard, their ebony skin flushed and shining with sweat, heavy breasts rising and falling.

“Look at him,” Monique said, wrapping her hand around my throbbing shaft, stroking slow and teasing. “So close already. Cock jumping like it’s desperate. Balls so full and tight—ready to burst that cum everywhere.”

Keisha leaned down and licked a slow, flat stripe up my length, from base to tip, collecting the fresh bead of pre-cum. “Not yet, daddy,” she whispered against the head, her breath hot and torturous. “We’re not done feeding on you. Not until we’ve both come on your tongue at least one more time. You gotta earn that breeding.”

They repositioned themselves with wicked grins—facing each other this time, kneeling side by side directly over my face, their thick thighs touching, pussies hovering just inches apart like a buffet of ebony delight. Keisha reached over and spread Monique’s puffy lips wide with two fingers, exposing the glistening pink inside. “Lick us both, daddy,” Keisha commanded. “Taste how wet we are for your seed. Switch back and forth—make us come hard.”

I turned my head left first—tongue plunging deep into Keisha’s creamy, plush heat, lapping at her walls while she moaned and rocked. Then right—diving into Monique’s tighter slit, sucking her clit hard before circling back to her asshole for a quick rim. Back and forth, over and over, while they kissed above me—deep, hungry, tongues tangling, hands roaming over each other’s sweat-slick bodies. Fingers pinched stiff nipples, squeezed heavy tits; Keisha murmured, “Titties on titties, girl—feel how hard you got me?” as they mashed their breasts together again.

The dual assault was sensory overload: tastes blending on my tongue, scents mixing in my nose, the wet smacking sounds of my lapping filling my ears. My cock leaked endlessly, untouched now, the denial heightening everything. I felt like I was their toy, their feast, and the thought made me devour them harder.

Keisha came first—her thighs clamping my head like a vice, hips bucking wildly as she ground down. “Yes—fuck—right there—don’t stop—Mommy’s coming all over your face—” She flooded my mouth in a hot, sweet gush, cream pouring out as her walls fluttered against my tongue. I swallowed every drop, greedy and desperate, her cries echoing in my skull.

Monique wasn’t far behind. Keisha, still shuddering from her release, reached over and rubbed Monique’s clit in fast, tight circles while I tongued her entrance deep. Monique’s back arched, her massive tits bouncing hypnotically, and she grabbed fistfuls of my hair, pulling my face impossibly closer. “Oh god—yes—eat my booty till I cum—lick that hole—fuck—I’m gonna squirt—” A sharp, keening cry ripped from her throat as she shattered, her tighter walls clenching rhythmically, more slick gushing out to coat my lips, chin, and neck in a warm cascade.

They collapsed forward onto my chest—heavy breasts pillowing soft and warm against me, faces buried in my neck, nipping and kissing the slick skin there. Their breaths came in hot pants, bodies trembling in aftershocks.

But even as I lay there, dazed and drenched, I knew they weren’t done. Not by a long shot.

Keisha lifted her head first, eyes glassy with lust, a satisfied smirk on her lips. “Now,” she whispered, nipping my earlobe. “Now we fuck you until you breed us both raw.”

Monique hummed agreement against my skin, her hand trailing down to give my cock a teasing squeeze. “Get ready, birthday boy. We’re just getting started on that creampie feast.”

My spent body twitched at the words, cock jumping in her grip. I was exhausted, overwhelmed—but ready for whatever came next. These curvy Black MILFs owned me tonight.

And I wouldn’t have it any other way.


Chapter Three

My entire body felt like it was on the verge of combustion. Sweat slicked every inch of my skin, cooling in the hotel air only to be replaced by fresh heat from the two ebony goddesses still pressed against me. My face remained drenched—lips swollen, chin shiny, the taste of Keisha’s sweet cocoa cream and Monique’s richer, saltier honey lingering thick on my tongue like a drug I never wanted to quit. My jaw ached sweetly from the relentless devouring, but the real pain throbbed lower: my cock stood rigid against my stomach, veins bulging, head flushed dark and glossy with pre-cum that had pooled in warm, sticky trails across my abs. Every heartbeat sent another pulse through it, a desperate reminder that I hadn’t come yet, that these two fertile Black MILFs had edged me to the brink and now intended to push me over—deep inside them.

Keisha lifted her head from my neck first, her long braids brushing my chest like silk ropes. Her dark eyes were glassy with lust, pupils blown wide, lips parted and glistening from our earlier kisses. She reached down between us, fingers wrapping around my throbbing shaft with slow, deliberate possession. One long, twisting stroke from base to tip made a thick rope of pre-cum stretch and snap back against my skin. She brought the glistening fingertip to her full lips, sucking it clean while holding my gaze.

“You feel how heavy these balls are, daddy?” she whispered, voice husky and thick with promise. “So full… so ready to flood our wombs with every thick drop you’ve got. You gonna give it to us? Gonna breed two hungry Black MILFs tonight?”

The words hit me like a fist to the gut—raw, filthy, perfect. My mind spun: Yes. God yes. Four months of pumping Keisha raw, feeling her clench and milk me while she begged for my seed, had conditioned me to crave exactly this. The thought of her fertile, the way she’d lock her legs and whisper about carrying my baby—it always made me harder, made me last longer just so I could give her more. And now Monique? Another thick, curvy queen with the same hungry gleam, the same heavy tits and wide hips built for breeding. I felt owned, claimed, and it was the hottest sensation of my life.

Monique leaned in from my other side, her deeper ebony skin glowing under the candlelight, sharp cheekbones catching shadows. She kissed the corner of Keisha’s mouth, stealing the last trace of my pre-cum from her lips before turning to me. “He’s gonna breed us so deep tonight,” she murmured, her hand joining Keisha’s on my cock, stroking in tandem—slow, synchronized pulls that made my hips jerk. “Fill us until we’re leaking his cum for days. Two fertile queens, one young bull. Perfect.”

They moved together like they’d planned every filthy detail.

Keisha swung her thick thigh over my hips first. No teasing this time—she gripped my shaft at the base, lined the swollen head up with her soaked entrance, and sank down in one long, luxurious glide. Her pussy was molten velvet—hotter than anything, walls still fluttering from the orgasms she’d had on my face. She took every thick inch to the hilt, her heavy ass kissing my thighs with a wet slap that echoed in the room. A low, shuddering moan spilled from her throat as she settled, rolling her hips once to feel me stretch her completely.

“Fuuuck, daddy,” she gasped, planting both palms on my chest, crimson nails digging into my pecs. “Feel how deep you are? Right up against my cervix. This pussy was made for your cock.”

She started to ride—slow at first, savoring the drag of her tight walls along my length, then faster, harder. Her massive chocolate tits bounced with every downward thrust, dark nipples stiff and swaying like invitations. The wet, rhythmic slap of her ass meeting my hips filled the air, obscene and hypnotic. I gripped her wide hips, fingers sinking into soft flesh, thrusting up to meet her, feeling her clench and ripple around me like she was trying to pull the cum straight from my balls.

Monique straddled my face again, facing Keisha so they could kiss while she ground her dripping slit against my mouth. “Eat me while you fuck her senseless,” she ordered, lowering until her plump lips smothered me once more. The familiar honey-salt taste flooded my tongue as I plunged deep, lapping at her swollen clit while my nose pressed against her mound. Above me they made out—deep, sloppy, tongues sliding visibly, moaning into each other’s mouths. Keisha reached up and pinched Monique’s fat nipples, twisting until Monique whimpered and rocked harder against my face, fresh cream coating my lips.

“God, look at him taking us both,” Monique gasped between kisses. “Thrusting up into you like he owns that pussy. Breed her, baby—pump that young seed right into her womb.”

They switched positions with practiced ease. Monique lifted off my face, leaving me gasping for air, drenched and dizzy. Keisha rose just long enough for Monique to take her place. Monique’s tighter cunt gripped me like a fist as she sank down, inner walls rippling, sucking me in deep. She rolled her hips in slow, filthy figure-eights, grinding her clit against my pubic bone with every rotation.

“Yes—stretch this Black pussy wide,” she moaned, head thrown back, afro haloed by candlelight. “Make room for all that thick cum you’re gonna give me.”

Keisha knelt beside us, one hand between Monique’s thighs rubbing fast circles over her swollen clit, the other cupping my heavy balls, rolling them gently while she whispered filth in my ear. “Give it to her deep, daddy. Flood her fertile womb. She’s ovulating right now—just like me. We both need your babies growing inside us.”

The words shredded what little control I had left. They traded my cock back and forth like it was their shared toy—three hard, pounding strokes buried in Monique’s gripping heat, her walls fluttering and begging, then Keisha would push her off and slam down herself, taking me to the hilt, ass rippling with the impact. They kissed furiously the whole time—tongues tangling, hands groping heavy tits, pinching dark nipples until both women moaned in unison.

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

“Look how hard he stays for us.” “Feel him throbbing inside—ready to explode.” “Pump that seed deep in Mommy first.” “No—fill me—breed this tight cunt.” “We’re both so fertile tonight. Give us everything.”

My balls drew up impossibly tight, pressure building at the base of my spine like a dam seconds from bursting. Every thrust sent lightning through me—the wet heat, the slap of skin, the scent of their combined arousal thick in the air, the sight of their bouncing tits and sweat-slick curves. I was drowning in them, owned by them, and I never wanted it to end.

Keisha sensed the edge. She shoved Monique down onto all fours beside her—both presenting side by side, thick asses high, thighs spread wide, pussies glistening and slightly gaping from relentless use. Keisha’s plump lips were dark and swollen, still leaking her own cream mixed with traces of my pre-cum. Monique’s were tighter, flushed deep, clit peeking out swollen and shiny.

“Cum in me first,” Keisha begged, looking back over her shoulder with glassy, desperate eyes. “Fill Mommy’s womb. Breed me deep, daddy—give me that baby.”

I knelt behind her, gripped her wide hips—fingers sinking into soft, yielding 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 forward, made her ass jiggle violently, made the headboard thump rhythmically against the wall.

Monique reached under and rubbed Keisha’s clit in fast, tight circles. “Come on his cock, girl,” she urged. “Milk him dry. Make him flood you until you’re overflowing.”

Keisha shattered around me. Her pussy clamped down like a velvet fist, rippling and fluttering, pulling me impossibly deeper. “Yes—fuck—right there—don’t stop—Mommy’s coming—breed me—breed me—give it all—”

The first jet erupted so hard my vision blurred. Thick, hot ropes blasted against her cervix, painting her depths white. Pulse after pulse—six, seven, eight—flooding her womb until the creamy excess backed up around my shaft, warm and slick, spilling out with every involuntary clench of her walls. I groaned her name, hips jerking, emptying everything I had into her fertile core.

When the spasms finally eased, I pulled out slowly. A thick gush of white immediately oozed from her stretched, puffy hole—viscous, creamy, dripping in slow rivulets down her dark inner thighs.

Monique dove in without a second’s hesitation. Her tongue lapped greedily at the messy overflow, sucking my seed straight from Keisha’s well-fucked cunt. She moaned like it was the sweetest thing she’d ever tasted, tongue plunging deep, scooping it out, swallowing with obscene slurps. Keisha shivered above her, fingers tangled in Monique’s short afro, whispering brokenly, “Good girl… clean Mommy up… taste how much he gave me… how full he made me.”

Monique lifted her cum-glossed lips and kissed Keisha—deep, sharing the salty-sweet load, letting Keisha suck my seed off her tongue while their heavy breasts pressed together.

Then Monique turned to me, eyes blazing. “My turn to get bred.”

She pushed me flat on my back. Straddled me reverse-cowgirl. Guided my still-hard cock—slick and shining with Keisha’s cream and my own spend—back inside her tighter heat. She sank down with a long, shuddering moan, walls gripping me like she never wanted to let go.

“Fuck—still so much cum left in you,” she gasped, rolling her hips slow and deep. “Give it all to me now. Breed this Black pussy. Fill me until I’m dripping your babies.”

Keisha knelt in front of her, kissing Monique deeply while reaching down to rub fast circles over her swollen clit. I gripped Monique’s hips—fingers dimpling the soft flesh—and thrust up hard, relentless, chasing that second release. The sight of them locked in a filthy kiss, tongues sliding, massive tits mashed together, Keisha’s fingers flying over Monique’s clit—it was too much.

Monique came first—sharp, keening, walls fluttering wildly around me. “Yes—fuck—breed me—fill me deep—give me your baby—pump it all inside—”

That snapped the last thread of my control.

I slammed up one final time, burying myself balls-deep, and let go again. Another thick, hot flood erupted inside her—less volume than the first but still forceful, painting her womb white, spilling out around my shaft as her pulsing walls milked every last drop.

When I finally slipped free, creamy white leaked from both of them in slow, obscene trails—dripping onto my thighs, soaking the sheets beneath us.

Monique collapsed forward onto Keisha’s chest. Keisha held her close, stroking her back, while thick ropes of my cum continued to seep from their well-fucked holes.

They curled around me after—sweaty, trembling, utterly satisfied. Keisha nestled against my left side, her heavy breasts pillowing soft and warm on my chest. Monique claimed my right, throwing one thick thigh possessively over mine.

Keisha kissed my temple, nipping gently. “Happy birthday, daddy.”

Monique nuzzled my neck, voice soft and sated. “Next time… we’re bringing three more thick Black queens. All curvy. All fertile. All begging for your seed.”

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

I was completely, irrevocably ruined by these women.

And I couldn’t wait for more.
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