
        
            
                
            
        

    
MILF Maker: Claimed Again

Reclaiming My Leaky, Fertile Curvy BBW MILF

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.


Chapter One

Two years had slipped by in a blur of sleepless nights, first words, and the chaotic joy of watching our daughter grow into a whirlwind of auburn curls and endless energy. Sofia had become the epitome of motherhood—softened, stretched, and utterly radiant in ways that made my cock harden just looking at her. She was thirty now, her body a living canvas of what we'd created together: that gentle pooch of a stomach hanging soft and low, never quite snapping back after the pregnancy, dimpled and plush like an invitation to grab and hold. The pale silver C-section scar sliced low across her abdomen, a thin, jagged line about four inches long, slightly raised and textured under my fingers—a reminder of the emergency delivery that brought our girl into the world. Her hips had stayed widened, flaring out dramatically under her jeans, giving her that hourglass sway that turned heads everywhere we went. And her ass—fuck, it was rounder, thicker, jiggling with every step in a way that drove me insane, the kind of soft, generous curves that begged to be slapped and gripped while I pounded into her from behind.

But those tits... they were the crown jewels of her MILF transformation. Even after weaning our daughter months ago, they still produced milk, heavy and pendulous, easily E-cups now, veined and full with dark areolas stretched wide across the pale, freckled skin. Her nipples were thicker, perpetually erect, leaking at the slightest provocation—beads of white gathering at the tips and dripping down the undercurves, soaking through her bras and tops until wet spots bloomed like secrets she couldn't hide. She moved with a new confidence, no longer shy about her body; instead, she owned it, wearing low-cut tanks that showcased the sway and jiggle, knowing exactly what it did to me.

We'd settled into a comfortable rhythm—family dinners, bedtime stories, stolen moments when our toddler napped. But lately, the air between us crackled with unspoken heat. I'd catch her watching me across the room, green eyes dark with that familiar hunger, biting her lower lip as her hand absently rubbed the soft pooch of her belly. My thoughts had been filthy for weeks: She's perfect like this—marked, softened, mine. I want to stretch her again, fill her up, watch her swell with another of my kids. Breed her raw until she's leaking cum and milk everywhere.

One evening, after tucking our daughter in, the house fell quiet—the kind of hush that amplified every creak of the floorboards and distant hum of the fridge. Sofia was in the kitchen, rinsing dishes under the warm glow of the pendant light, her back to me. She wore a simple tank top and yoga pants that hugged her widened hips and thick thighs, the fabric clinging to the dimples and rolls like a second skin. Milk spots had already darkened the front of her shirt, outlining her heavy breasts where they'd leaked during storytime. Her auburn hair was loose, cascading down her back in soft waves, and as she shifted her weight, her ass jiggled subtly, making my cock twitch in my jeans.

I stepped up behind her, hands sliding around her waist, palms flat against the soft pooch of her stomach. She leaned back into me instinctively, a low hum escaping her lips as my fingers traced the raised edge of her C-section scar through the thin fabric. The texture was rough under my touch, a badge of honor that sent a possessive thrill through me. This scar is because of me—because I knocked her up, changed her forever. Fuck, she's even sexier now.

"You've been teasing me all day," I murmured into her ear, voice low and rough, nuzzling the curve of her neck where her pulse fluttered. My hands slid higher, cupping the heavy undersides of her breasts, thumbs brushing the damp spots on her shirt. Milk beaded instantly at her nipples, soaking through further, the sweet scent rising to mix with her vanilla body wash.

She laughed softly, that throaty sound that always went straight to my groin, pressing her ass back against my growing hardness. "Teasing? Me?" She turned her head, green eyes meeting mine with a playful spark, freckles standing out on her flushed cheeks. "You're the one staring at my tits like you haven't seen them leak in years. What's got you so worked up, hmm?"

I squeezed her breasts gently, feeling the warm milk trickle over my fingers through the fabric. "You. This body. Every fucking inch of it." My mind raced with images—peeling those pants down, bending her over the counter, sliding into her raw. "That scar... that soft belly... these milky tits. You look like a goddess, Sofia. My MILF goddess. And I can't stop thinking about how good you'd look swollen again."

She shivered, turning fully in my arms, her belly pressing soft against mine, breasts squishing between us and leaving wet trails on my shirt. Her hands slid up my chest, nails dragging lightly. "Swollen, huh?" she teased, voice dropping to a whisper, lips brushing mine. "You mean... bred? Filled up raw until I'm leaking your cum and growing another baby?" She ground her hips against me slowly, feeling my cock throb in response. "I've been thinking about it too. Every time I see this scar, touch this pooch... I remember how you pumped me full that first night. I want that again. I want you to breed me, make me even softer, even milkier."

Heat flooded my veins, my pulse pounding. Fuck, yes. She's begging for it. I can already imagine her pussy gripping me, milking every drop. I kissed her hard, tongue plunging in to taste her sweetness, hands roaming down to grip her ass, fingers sinking into the plush flesh. "Then let's make it happen," I growled against her mouth. "Right now. I'm going to worship every changed inch of you... then bury myself deep and flood that reclaimed womb until it takes."

She moaned into the kiss, pulling me toward the bedroom with a wicked grin. "Promise you'll make it drip? I want to feel it leaking out while I rub my belly, knowing you knocked me up again."

My cock ached, pre-cum already dampening my boxers. This is going to be even better than the first time. She's mine to breed forever.


Chapter Two

Sofia led me into the bedroom by the hand, her hips swaying with that deliberate, teasing roll that had only grown more hypnotic since motherhood. The hallway light spilled across her body, catching the faint sheen of milk already darkening the front of her tank top in twin wet circles. She paused at the foot of the bed, turning to face me, green eyes smoldering with the same filthy confidence she’d worn that first night we met.

“Strip me slow,” she whispered, voice husky. “I want you to see every mark you left on me… and taste how much milk I still make for you.”

My hands shook with anticipation as I reached for the hem of her tank. I peeled it up inch by inch, revealing the soft pooch of her belly first—the gentle curve that never flattened, dimpled and warm under my palms. Higher still, until her heavy breasts spilled free. They bounced with the motion, pendulous and full, veins tracing delicate blue lines beneath pale, freckled skin. The areolas were stretched wide now, dark and crinkled, nipples thick and erect, already beaded with white at the tips. A slow drip escaped one, rolling down the heavy undercurve and trailing toward her navel.

“Fuck, Sofia…” I breathed, cupping them reverently. They overflowed my hands, soft and impossibly heavy, the skin fever-hot. Milk welled instantly at both nipples as I squeezed gently—thick, creamy drops forming and falling in slow motion onto my thumbs.

She moaned softly, arching into my touch. “They’ve been aching all day. Every time I think about you breeding me again, they leak more.” She guided one breast toward my mouth. “Taste me. Drink while you worship the rest of what you changed.”

I latched on without hesitation. The first hard pull drew a thick, warm stream across my tongue—sweet, rich, faintly vanilla-sweet like warm cream with a hint of her natural musk. I groaned against her flesh, sucking deeper, swallowing greedily as milk flooded my mouth in rhythmic spurts. Sofia’s fingers tangled in my hair, holding me there while her free hand slid down to rub slow circles over her clit through her yoga pants.

“God… yes… suck harder,” she gasped. “Make them spray for you. I want to feel empty before you fill me somewhere else.”

I switched breasts, latching onto the other nipple with a wet suck that made her knees buckle. Milk jetted harder this time—forceful little arcs that hit the back of my throat, spilled over my lips, dribbled down my chin and onto her rounded belly. I lapped it up, tongue dragging over the soft pooch, tracing the faint C-section scar with wet strokes. The texture was slightly raised, silky-smooth except for that thin ridge; I kissed along it, tasting salt and sweetness and the faint metallic tang of her skin.

“Look at you,” I murmured between pulls, voice thick with milk and lust. “Leaking everywhere because you’re thinking about my cock breeding you again. These tits still full even after weaning… like your body knows it’s mine to use.”

She laughed breathlessly, pushing me down onto the edge of the bed so she could straddle my lap. Her weight settled deliciously—heavy breasts pressing against my chest, soaking my shirt, thick thighs clamping my hips. “Then use them,” she purred, cupping both breasts and lifting them toward my face. “Milk me while I grind on you. Make me come just from nursing you… then fuck me raw and put another baby in this soft MILF body.”

I buried my face between her tits, sucking first one nipple, then the other in greedy alternation. Milk sprayed in warm jets with every hard pull—coating my cheeks, running down my neck, pooling in the hollow of my throat. Sofia rocked against my cock through our clothes, the friction obscene, her soaked yoga pants leaving wet streaks on my jeans. Her moans grew louder, throatier, hips grinding faster.

“Fuck—don’t stop—suck like you mean it—I’m gonna—” Her body tensed, thighs quivering. I felt the first tremor ripple through her plush frame. She ground down hard one last time and shattered.

A long, keening cry tore from her throat. Her pussy pulsed against my covered cock in rhythmic spasms, fresh wetness soaking through the fabric. At the same moment her breasts let go completely—milk erupting in forceful sprays from both nipples, splattering my face, chest, and shoulders in hot, creamy bursts. Three, four strong jets hit me like warm rain, dripping down my arms, soaking the bed beneath us. She rode the orgasm out grinding frantically, milking herself against my mouth until the sprays slowed to steady trickles.

Sofia’s final shudders faded into soft, trembling sighs. Her breasts were finally easing—nipples still flushed and glistening, but the frantic leaking had slowed to lazy, occasional drops that rolled down the heavy curves and pooled in the deep crease beneath them. I released the second nipple with a wet pop, lips shiny and swollen from sucking, chin dripping with her warm cream. She looked down at me through heavy lids, a slow, filthy smile spreading across her face.

“You drained me dry,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “But I’m still aching… lower.”

I kissed the underside of one breast, tasting the last traces of milk mixed with her sweat, then began my descent. My lips trailed slow, deliberate paths across her skin—first the soft swell where breast met ribcage, then the gentle roll of flesh at her side. Every inch of her had changed since that first night, and I worshipped each transformation like sacred ground. Her body was softer now, thicker in all the right places: plush rolls that quivered under my mouth, dimpled thighs that parted wider as I moved lower, hips permanently widened from carrying our child.

I reached her belly—the gentle pooch that hung warm and inviting above her mound. I pressed open-mouthed kisses across it, tongue tracing every silvery stretch mark like they were love letters I’d written myself. The skin was velvet-soft, still faintly warm from the milk that had dripped there earlier. I lingered on the C-section scar, that pale, raised line low across her abdomen. I kissed along its entire length, slow and reverent, feeling the slight texture under my lips. Sofia shivered, fingers threading into my hair.

“That scar…” she breathed. “You put it there. You changed me forever.”

“And I’d do it again,” I murmured against her skin, nipping gently at the edge of the mark. “I love every fucking inch of what I made you.”

Lower still. I kissed the soft mound just above her pubic bone, inhaling the rich, musky scent of her arousal—deeper now, earthier since motherhood, intoxicating. Her thighs parted wider, thick and dimpled, inviting me in. I settled between them, shoulders spreading her legs, hands sliding under her ass to lift her slightly. Up close, her pussy was a vision: lips swollen and dark pink, glistening with fresh wetness, clit pebbled and peeking from its hood, begging for attention. A thin string of arousal stretched from her entrance to the sheet below.

I started slow—long, flat licks from her dripping entrance up to her clit, savoring the tangy-sweet taste that had grown richer over the years. Sofia moaned low in her throat, hips lifting to meet my tongue. I circled her clit with the tip, teasing, then sucked it gently between my lips. Her whole body jolted.

“Fuck—yes—right there—” Her fingers tightened in my hair, holding me in place.

I sucked harder, flicking the swollen nub in fast, relentless strokes while my tongue plunged inside her, tasting deeper. Her walls fluttered around me, slick and hot, coating my chin. I could feel her building already—thighs trembling, belly quivering above me, the soft pooch shifting with every ragged breath. Milk still beaded at her nipples, dripping down her sides in slow rivulets that mixed with the sweat pooling in her navel.

“Don’t stop—suck my clit—make me squirt all over your face—” Her voice cracked, turning desperate.

I doubled down. One hand slid up to pinch a leaking nipple, milking a fresh spurt of cream that ran down her torso and onto my wrist. The other hand pressed two fingers inside her, curling to stroke that spongy spot while my mouth worked her clit in tight, sucking circles. Her hips bucked wildly, grinding against my face, smearing her wetness from nose to chin.

Then it hit.

Her body seized—back arching off the bed, a raw, guttural cry tearing from her throat. Her pussy clamped down on my fingers in violent spasms, walls pulsing hard. A hot gush erupted—powerful jets of squirt spraying across my mouth, chin, neck, soaking my chest and the sheets in rhythmic bursts. Three, four, five forceful waves drenched me, the warm liquid running in rivulets down my throat, pooling beneath us. Her thighs clamped around my head, trembling uncontrollably, plush flesh quaking as the full-body orgasm ripped through her. Milk sprayed from her tits in sympathy—thin arcs hitting her own belly and my shoulders—while her clit throbbed against my tongue, aftershocks rolling one after another.

She rode it out grinding frantically, screaming my name until her voice broke. When the tremors finally eased, she collapsed back, gasping, thighs falling open, pussy still twitching and leaking a mix of her squirt and my saliva.

I lifted my head, face glistening, drenched from forehead to chest. Sofia looked down at me—eyes glassy, cheeks flushed, a wicked, sated smile curving her lips.

“Now,” she panted, reaching for my cock with shaking hands. “Breed your squirting, milky MILF. Fill this dripping pussy until it’s overflowing… and make sure it takes this time.”

I rose over her, cock aching, slick with her release, ready to claim every soft, changed inch of her all over again.


Chapter Three

Sofia’s body was still trembling from the lactation-fueled orgasm, her heavy breasts flushed deep pink, milk dripping in slow, creamy rivulets down the soft curves and pooling on my thighs where she straddled me. Her green eyes were glassy, pupils blown wide with raw need, auburn hair sticking to her sweat-damp forehead in wild strands. The room smelled thick and heady—sweet vanilla milk, tangy arousal, the faint salt of her skin. She looked like pure sin: plush rolls quivering with every breath, that gentle pooch of a belly pressing soft against my abs, the pale silver C-section scar glistening slightly where milk had trailed across it.

She slid down my body slowly, deliberately, letting her leaking nipples drag wet paths over my chest and stomach. When she reached my cock—hard, throbbing, already slick with pre-cum—she wrapped her soft fingers around the base and guided me to her entrance. Her pussy was drenched, lips swollen and dark, folds parting easily as she sank down just the tip.

“Look at me,” she whispered, voice wrecked and filthy. “Watch me take you raw… into this stretched, used MILF pussy you love so much.”

I gripped her widened hips, fingers sinking deep into the plush flesh, thumbs tracing the faint dimples on her thighs. The sight of her above me—scarred, softened, leaking, begging—was almost too much. This is what I did to her. I changed her forever. And now she wants more. Fuck, I’m going to give her everything.

She lowered herself inch by inch, her heat enveloping me in slick, velvet tightness. Even after everything—pregnancy, birth, two years of claiming her—she gripped me like a vice, walls fluttering as she adjusted. A low, throaty moan escaped her when I bottomed out, her soft pooch pressing flush against my pelvis.

“God… you feel huge,” she gasped, rolling her hips experimentally. Milk beaded at both nipples again, dripping onto my chest in warm drops. “Like you’re stretching me all over again… like the first time you bred me.”

I thrust up gently, making her breasts bounce heavily. “That’s because this pussy was made for me,” I growled, hands sliding up to cup her tits, squeezing until milk sprayed in thin arcs across my torso. “Made to take my cock raw… made to leak when I fuck you… made to swell with my babies.”

She started riding me slow at first—cowgirl, just like that first night—hips rolling in deep, deliberate circles that dragged her clit against my pubic bone. Every downward drop made her ass jiggle against my thighs, her belly shifting softly, scar stretching slightly with the motion. Milk leaked steadily now, running down her torso in creamy streams that mixed with the sweat between us.

“Touch it,” she begged, grabbing my hand and pressing it to her lower belly. “Feel how soft I am for you… feel where you’re going to put another baby.”

My fingers splayed over the pooch, thumb brushing the raised line of her scar. The texture—slightly rough, intimate—sent possessive heat roaring through me. This mark is mine. This body is mine. And soon it’ll be round again because I filled it.

I sat up suddenly, wrapping my arms around her back and flipping us so she was on all fours beneath me. Her heavy breasts swayed pendulously, milk dripping onto the sheets in rhythmic plops. I gripped her widened hips—fingers sinking deep—and slammed in from behind.

“Fuck—yes!” she cried, pushing back hard. “Breed me like this… pound this soft MILF ass while my tits leak for you.”

Skin slapped skin, wet and obscene. Her plush cheeks rippled with every thrust, rolls quivering along her sides. I reached around, one hand kneading a leaking breast, milk spraying between my fingers with each rough squeeze. The other hand rubbed her clit in tight circles, feeling her swell and pulse under my touch.

“Tell me what you want,” I demanded, voice rough, pounding deeper. “Tell me exactly.”

“Cum in me,” she moaned, voice breaking. “Flood this stretched womb—knock me up again—make my belly swell, my tits leak even more—make me your bred MILF forever!”

I flipped her onto her back for the final stretch—missionary, legs locked around my waist, her soft pooch and scar pressed tight between us. Her leaking tits bounced wildly with every thrust, milk spraying in warm arcs across her chest and my shoulders. I pinned her wrists above her head, driving deep, watching her face contort in bliss.

“I’m close,” I growled. “Gonna fill you so full it’ll drip for days.”

“Do it—breed me—please—” Her walls clenched hard, fluttering wildly. “I’m cumming—fuck—I’m—”

She shattered first.

Her back arched violently off the bed, breasts thrusting upward, milk jetting from both nipples in forceful sprays that hit my chest and neck. Her pussy spasmed in fierce, rhythmic pulses, milking my cock like a fist. A fresh gush of wetness soaked us both, her thighs trembling uncontrollably, toes curling against my back.

The sight and feel of her—my perfect, soft, leaking MILF coming undone—pushed me over.

I buried myself to the hilt and erupted.

Thick, hot ropes blasted deep—pulse after powerful pulse flooding her depths. I groaned her name, grinding flush against her cervix, feeling every spurt coat her womb. Cum overflowed instantly, creamy white leaking out around my shaft, bubbling at her stretched entrance, trickling down her ass and pooling beneath us.

We stayed locked together, breathing ragged, bodies slick with milk, sweat, and cum. Slowly, I pulled out—watching my seed drip from her pulsing pussy in thick rivulets. Sofia reached down, fingers scooping some up, rubbing it over her scar and soft belly with a wicked, satisfied smile.

“I can feel it settling,” she whispered, voice soft and sated. “You really did it again.”

Months later, the test confirmed it—two bold pink lines. She stood in the bathroom doorway, hand resting on the familiar swell already beginning to form, milk beading at her nipples through her shirt.

“You really are the MILF Maker,” she said, pulling me close.

I kissed her deeply, hands cradling what I’d claimed once more.

“And you’re never going to stop being mine.”
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