
        
            
                
            
        

    
Serving And Claiming The Dominant Black BBW MILF

(Older Woman Younger Man, Facesitting, Fertile BBW Ebony MILF)
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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 rolled into the neighborhood just after lunch on that last Friday in May, the same old street smelling like cut grass and barbecue smoke. College had hardened me in all the right places—shoulders broader, arms thicker, jaw sharper—but the second I turned onto Maple Drive, I felt eighteen again. Hungry. Stupid. Horny in that helpless way only a long winter of dorm-room porn and half-hearted hookups could leave a man.

And there she was.

Sarah Washington, forty-one years young, bent over her front flower beds like she knew exactly what time I’d be driving by. Neon-yellow bike shorts hugged every generous curve of her lower half—thick thighs rubbing together with the slightest shift of her weight, ass so round and high it looked sculpted, the kind of ass that made the fabric strain and ride up into the deep crease where cheek met thigh. A black sports bra fought a losing battle with breasts so heavy they swayed pendulously even while she was mostly still. Sweat had darkened the fabric between them, turning the material almost sheer. I could see the wide, dark circles of her areolas pressing against the thin cotton, nipples already half-hard from the heat or maybe something else.

I killed the engine and sat there a second too long, staring.

She straightened slowly, deliberately, like a cat stretching after a nap. Turned. Caught me. And smiled—slow, knowing, dangerous.

“Well, well,” she drawled, wiping her forehead with the back of one wrist. The motion made those massive tits bounce once, twice. “Little Max Thruster done grew all the way up.”

Her voice was velvet dragged over gravel. The nickname she’d given me when I was sixteen and still mowing her lawn for ten bucks—because I’d once bragged about wanting to “thrust” the mower through the tall grass—had somehow followed me into adulthood.

“Miss Sarah,” I said, climbing out of the car. My voice cracked on the second syllable like I was still in puberty. “Hey.”

She planted one hand on her wide hip, the other resting just under the heavy undercurve of her breast, lifting it slightly as if testing its weight.

“You home for good this time? Or just long enough to break some hearts?”

“All summer,” I answered, trying not to stare at the way sweat trickled down the deep valley of her cleavage. “Need to stack some cash before fall.”

Her eyes slid down my body—chest, arms, hips, lingering shamelessly on the front of my basketball shorts where blood was already rushing south.

“Funny you mention cash,” she said. “I got a whole list of things need doing around here. Gutters full of leaves. Lawn needs a proper edge. Patio furniture’s all crooked since the last storm. AC unit’s making that rattling noise again.” She paused, licked her full lower lip. “And I’m particular. I like things done right. Thorough. Slow when they need to be slow. Hard when they need to be hard.”

My dick jumped against my thigh.

“I can handle that,” I said, throat tight.

She stepped closer. Close enough that I could smell her—cocoa butter, sun-warmed skin, and something darker underneath, something ripe and feminine that made my mouth water.

“Fifty a day. Cash. Every day you show up on time and do exactly what I tell you.” Her eyes flicked to my crotch again. “Think you can follow directions, college boy?”

“Yes ma’am.”

She laughed, low and throaty. “Don’t ma’am me. Makes me feel ancient. Call me Sarah.” She turned, giving me the full view of that glorious ass as she sauntered toward her porch. “Start tomorrow. Eight sharp. Don’t keep me waiting.”

I didn’t sleep that night.

Morning came too fast.

She answered the door in a midnight-blue silk robe, loosely knotted so that the deep V plunged almost to her navel. One wrong move and both heavy breasts would spill free. She didn’t bother tying it tighter.

“Coffee’s on the counter,” she said, turning so the robe parted further, flashing the soft swell of her belly and the shadowed promise between her thighs. “Then gutters. Ladder’s already out.”

I spent the next few hours on that ladder, trying to focus on leaves and downspouts while she “supervised” from below.

First appearance: robe still on, but now open enough that I could see the inner curves of both breasts swaying as she moved.

“You missed a spot up there,” she called, pointing upward. The motion made the robe slip another inch. A thick, dark nipple peeked out, then disappeared as she adjusted. Tease. Deliberate tease.

Second appearance: the robe was gone. Replaced by a thin white tank top, braless, damp from the heat. Every time she leaned forward to hand me a water bottle, the shirt rode up, exposing the deep crease beneath her breasts, the soft roll of her belly hanging just over the waistband of new black leggings that clung to her like a second skin.

Third appearance: she’d changed again. Cut-off denim shorts so tiny they barely covered the lower swell of her ass. Every step made her cheeks jiggle. She bent over to point at the flower bed I was supposed to edge later, thighs spreading, and I swear I saw the plump outline of her pussy lips pressing against the frayed denim seam.

By noon I was aching—cock thick and heavy, trapped uncomfortably against my thigh, leaking enough that I had to keep adjusting myself when she wasn’t looking.

She noticed anyway.

“You keep fidgeting up there,” she called from the patio, sipping iced tea through a straw. “Something wrong with your shorts, baby?”

“Just… hot,” I lied.

She smirked. “I bet.”

That afternoon she called me inside to help move the living-room couch. She walked ahead of me, hips rolling, ass cheeks clapping softly under those shorts. When we reached the couch she bent at the waist to grip one end—back arched, thighs spread, shorts riding so high I could see the dark crease where thigh met ass, and the faintest hint of something glistening.

“Lift on three,” she said.

We lifted. She “lost her grip” on purpose, stumbling back into me. Her ass pressed flush against my groin for one long, burning second. I felt her heat through my shorts. Felt the softness of her. Felt her push back—just enough—before she straightened like nothing happened.

“Clumsy me,” she murmured, glancing over her shoulder. “You okay back there?”

I could only nod.

Day two she upped the ante.

She met me at the door in a cropped hoodie and the same leggings from yesterday—now visibly damp at the crotch. Not sweat. Something thicker. Something that left a dark, unmistakable patch the size of a half-dollar.

“Kitchen floor needs scrubbing,” she said, handing me a bucket and sponge. “On your hands and knees. I want it spotless.”

I dropped to the tile while she perched on a barstool above me, legs crossed, one thick thigh crossed over the other so the seam of her leggings pressed directly against the swollen outline of her pussy.

Every time I looked up she was watching me—eyes dark, lips parted, fingers idly tracing circles on her own thigh.

“You’re good on your knees,” she observed after twenty minutes. “Natural, even.”

I swallowed hard. My cock was so hard it hurt.

By day three the teasing had become torture.

She wore a sundress—bright coral, thin cotton, no bra. Every breeze off the open windows made the fabric flutter against her nipples, turning them into hard points that poked through like they were begging for attention. She kept finding reasons to bend over in front of me—picking up a stray leaf, adjusting a picture frame, reaching into the bottom drawer of the patio storage bin so her dress rode up the backs of her thighs and exposed the lower curve of her bare ass.

No panties.

I saw it. She knew I saw it.

When I was finished edging the lawn she called me over to the patio table where she sat with her legs spread just enough to let the dress pool between her thighs.

“You’re sweating,” she said, reaching out to wipe my forehead with her thumb. Then she brought that same thumb to her mouth and sucked it clean, eyes locked on mine.

“Tastes like hard work,” she murmured. “I like that.”

I was shaking.

That night I jerked off three times thinking about her—about the way her pussy lips had looked outlined in those leggings, about the wet spot that kept growing, about the way her heavy tits swayed when she laughed at something I said, about how badly I wanted to bury my face between her thighs and let her ride me until I couldn’t breathe.

Tomorrow was Friday.

Tomorrow she’d said we were doing “inside chores.”

Living room. Kitchen.

Her bedroom.

I didn’t know how I was going to survive it.

But I knew one thing for damn sure.

I wasn’t going to be the one to break first.


Part 2

The second she lowered herself that final inch, the world narrowed to one thing: her.

The heat hit first—radiating off her swollen sex like steam from a summer sidewalk after rain. Then the scent crashed over me: heavy, ripe, animal. Cocoa butter lingering on her skin mixed with the thick, heady musk of five days’ worth of pent-up arousal. It was sweet at the edges—like overripe mango—then salty, earthy, almost metallic deeper in. The kind of smell that goes straight to the lizard brain and makes your mouth water even as your cock aches.

When her plump outer lips finally kissed my mouth, they were fever-hot, slick, pillowy. They parted around my lips with a soft, wet sound, like warm velvet peeling open. The first taste bloomed slow and obscene: a thick ribbon of her cream sliding across my tongue, coating it in one long, viscous stroke. It was syrupy, slightly sticky, tasting of salt and honey and something feral—something that said this woman had been dripping for me since Monday morning.

I groaned into her flesh. The vibration made her clit jump against the flat of my tongue.

She rolled her hips once, slow, deliberate—smearing that first thick layer of arousal from the tip of my nose down to my chin. My skin immediately felt glossy, tight, marked. Her juices were warm, almost body-temperature, and they clung. Every breath I took pulled more of her scent into my lungs until breathing felt like drowning in her.

“Open wider, baby,” she murmured, voice thick. “Let me feed you everything I’ve been saving.”

I obeyed. Tongue flat, lips parted, I let her settle fully.

Her inner folds were impossibly soft—silky petals drenched and fluttering against my mouth. I dragged my tongue upward in one long, luxurious sweep, collecting the steady leak that dripped from her entrance. The texture changed as I moved: from the plump cushion of her outer lips to the delicate, ruffled inner ones, then finally to the firm, swollen nub of her clit. It pulsed against my tongue like a second heartbeat—hot, engorged, slick with its own hood of moisture.

I circled it first—slow, feather-light spirals with just the tip of my tongue. The taste there was sharper, more concentrated: bright salt, faint bitterness, pure want. Every pass made her thighs quiver against my ears. The pressure of those thick, powerful legs clamping my head was exquisite—soft flesh yielding just enough to remind me she could crush me if she wanted.

Then I sucked.

Lips sealed tight around her clit, I drew it into my mouth like a ripe berry. The suction made a soft, wet pop as it slipped past my lips. I held it there, tongue flicking rapidly underneath while I pulsed gentle suction—slow, rhythmic, like nursing. Her cream kept coming, thicker now, coating my tongue, pooling at the corners of my mouth, trickling down my jaw in warm rivulets that soaked into my collar.

“Fuck—yes—suck that fat clit, college boy—pull it—make it throb—”

Her voice cracked on the last word as the first orgasm built.

I felt it coming before she said a word. Her inner walls started fluttering against my chin. Her clit swelled even larger in my mouth, hardening like a pearl. Then the dam broke.

A sudden, forceful gush of squirt—hot, clear, sweet—flooded my mouth. It hit the back of my throat in one hard jet, forcing me to swallow fast or choke. The taste was lighter than her cream—almost floral, clean—but the volume was obscene. It sprayed across my tongue, spilled over my lips, ran in warm streams down my cheeks and neck. The leather beneath my head grew slippery, the scent of her release filling the room like perfume turned up to eleven.

She didn’t lift. She ground through it—short, sharp rocks of her hips that smeared the fresh flood across my face. My nose was buried in her curls now, every inhale pure pussy. My ears were sealed by her thighs; the only sounds were the wet smack of her riding me, her ragged moans, and the obscene slurping I couldn’t stop making.

When the aftershocks faded she lifted—just an inch—letting cool air kiss my soaked skin for one glorious second.

I gasped. My lips were swollen, tingling. My face felt glazed, shiny, claimed.

Then she dropped again. Harder.

“More,” she growled. “I want another. I want you soaked.”

This time I went deeper.

Tongue stiff, I plunged into her entrance—fucking her with long, deliberate strokes while my upper lip and nose kept pressure on her clit. Her walls were molten, rippling, gripping my tongue like they wanted to pull it inside forever. The taste changed again—deeper, richer, more intimate—as I scooped out fresh cream from her core. It coated my tongue thickly, clung to the roof of my mouth, made every swallow feel like drinking her down.

I hummed against her—low, steady vibrations that made her curse and buck. My hands kneaded the undersides of her ass cheeks, spreading her wider, thumbs brushing the tight pucker hidden between. The added stretch made her gush again—smaller this time, but hotter, slicker, running in steady streams down my chin.

She started chanting—filthy, breathless.

“Eat it—slurp it—fuck, your tongue’s so deep—gonna drown you—gonna mark you—make you taste like black pussy for days—”

The second orgasm built slower, heavier. Her thighs trembled violently around my head. Her clit throbbed against my upper lip like it had its own pulse. Then she shattered.

Another flood—thicker, creamier—poured straight into my mouth. I swallowed greedily, gulping down wave after wave while she ground down, smearing her release across my cheeks, my forehead, even into my hairline. The wet sounds were pornographic: sloppy, squelching, relentless. My shirt was drenched from collar to chest. The couch beneath us was slick, sticky, ruined.

When the spasms finally eased she lifted off slowly, deliberately.

A long, glistening rope of her cream stretched from my puffy lips to her gaping, flushed pussy before finally snapping and landing across my chin with a soft pat.

She looked down at me—face a shining mess, lips red and swollen, eyes glazed, hair matted with her juices—and licked her own full lips.

“Goddamn, baby,” she rasped, voice wrecked. “You didn’t just eat me. You worshipped me. Drank me. Wore me.”

She slid down my body, leaving a cooling trail of her arousal across my chest, my stomach, until she straddled my hips.

My cock was painfully hard, the front of my shorts dark and soaked with precum.

She reached down, yanked them open, and wrapped her warm hand around me.

“Now,” she whispered, stroking once, twice, spreading my slickness, “let’s see how much of that young seed you can pump into the pussy you just drowned in.”


Part 3

Sarah’s thick thighs trembled around my hips as she sank down one final time, taking every throbbing inch until the blunt head of my cock kissed her cervix like it was begging for entry. Her inner walls fluttered wildly—still spasming from the face-riding orgasms—gripping me in hot, rippling waves that made my balls tighten painfully.

“Feel how deep you are?” she rasped, voice wrecked and dripping with lust. “That’s my womb you’re knocking on, baby. That’s where I want every thick rope you’ve got. No condom. No pulling out. Just raw, flooding, breeding cum pumped straight into this black pussy until it overflows.”

She started riding—slow, punishing rolls of her wide hips at first—each lift letting her plump lips drag along my shaft, each drop forcing a wet, obscene squelch as her cream frothed around the base. Her heavy breasts swung low, slapping softly against her soft belly with every bounce. Sweat gleamed on her dark skin, making her curves shine like polished ebony. Her nipples—thick, dark, swollen—brushed my chest, leaving faint wet trails.

I grabbed her ass with both hands, fingers sinking deep into the soft, jiggly flesh, spreading her cheeks wide so I could watch my pale cock disappear inside her again and again. Her pussy lips clung to me greedily—stretched thin, dark outer folds flushed almost purple, inner petals gripping and sucking with every thrust.

“Tell me,” she demanded, nails raking down my chest. “Tell Mama how you’re gonna breed her.”

“I’m gonna flood you,” I growled, thrusting up hard enough to make her tits bounce wildly. “Gonna pump this young white seed so deep it’ll paint your womb white. Gonna knock this fat black cunt up. Gonna make your belly swell huge with my baby while these heavy tits start leaking milk.”

She clenched hard at the words—walls spasming, milking me like a fist.

“Yes—fuck—give it to me—breed me raw—put a baby right here—” She slapped her own soft belly, the flesh jiggling. “Right fucking here—fill me until I’m dripping your cum for days—”

The pace turned savage.

I flipped her onto her back, hooked those thick legs over my shoulders, folded her in half until her knees kissed her ears. Her pussy gaped open—pink inner walls flushed dark, cream already frothing at the entrance, my cock buried to the hilt. From this angle I could see everything: the way her plump lips stretched obscenely around my shaft, the way her clit throbbed above the point of penetration, the way her asshole winked with every deep thrust.

I pounded into her—long, brutal strokes that bottomed out with wet slaps, my balls smacking against her ass. Her cervix kissed my tip on every plunge, begging for the load. Her heavy breasts bounced and slapped together above her, nipples like dark chocolate kisses pointing skyward. Sweat dripped from my brow onto her skin, mixing with hers.

She reached down with both hands—spread her own pussy lips wide—exposing the stretched entrance, exposing the creamy froth that coated my shaft.

“Look at it,” she moaned. “Look how you’re wrecking this black pussy. Look how deep you’re gonna cum. I want to feel it—every thick pulse—every rope—straight into my womb—”

Her walls started fluttering again—another orgasm building fast, squeezing me like a vice.

“Cum with me,” she begged, voice cracking. “Flood me—breed me—give me that baby batter—fill this mature cunt until it’s overflowing—”

I couldn’t hold back.

The pressure snapped like a rubber band.

I slammed home one final time—grinding deep, pressing my tip right against her cervix—and erupted.

The first pulse was violent—thick, hot, forceful. I felt it jet straight into her depths, a heavy rope that painted her womb in white. Her pussy clamped down hard, spasming, milking me greedily. The second pulse followed immediately—another thick spurt, then another, then another—endless, pumping, flooding her until I could literally feel the pressure building inside her.

“Fuck—yes—feel that?” she screamed, eyes rolling back. “Feel how full you’re making me? Feel your cum pumping right where it belongs—right against my cervix—gonna knock me up—gonna make me swell—”

I kept coming—rope after rope—thick, hot, endless. Her walls fluttered wildly, trying to drink it all, but there was too much. Way too much.

The overflow started slow—a creamy white bead appearing at the stretched seam where my cock met her lips. Then another. Then a thick trickle. Then a steady, obscene stream—my cum leaking out around my shaft in pearly white rivers, running down her ass crack, dripping in heavy globs onto the leather couch beneath us.

I kept grinding—kept pumping—drawing out every last shudder, every last spurt—until the overflow became a flood. Thick, sticky cream poured from her stuffed pussy in pulsing waves, coating my balls, soaking my thighs, pooling beneath her ass in a warm, slippery mess. The scent hit me hard—musky, salty, fertile—like sex distilled into pure breeding essence.

When the final weak pulse left me I stayed buried deep, cock twitching inside her, still leaking the last drops straight against her cervix. Her pussy was so full it made soft, wet, overstuffed sounds every time I flexed.

Sarah reached down with trembling fingers—scooped a massive glob of our combined mess from where it overflowed her gaping hole. The cream was thick, ropey, clinging to her fingers in long strands. She brought it to her mouth—sucked them clean—eyes locked on mine the whole time.

“Mmm,” she purred, voice wrecked and satisfied. “Tastes like you just claimed this pussy forever. Tastes like I’m already carrying your baby.”

She pulled me down, kissed me deep—tongue tasting of her squirt, my cum, sweat, everything we’d done. Her pussy clenched around my softening cock, pushing out another thick glob that oozed down between us.

“You’re not done,” she whispered against my lips. “You’re coming back tomorrow. And the day after. And every fucking day until my belly’s round and tight. Until these fat tits are leaking milk. Until the whole damn neighborhood can smell your seed on me.”

I flexed inside her—already stirring again—and she moaned, clenching in greedy answer.

“Yes ma’am,” I rasped.

She smirked—wicked, triumphant, dripping.

“Good boy. Now stay inside me a little longer. Let it settle. Let it take.”

And I did—staying buried deep in her overflowing, bred pussy—watching the thick white cream continue to leak slowly out around me, marking us both as hers.
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