
        
            
                
            
        

    
Sexy Latina MILFs Love To Share

Fertile 22-Year-Old Begs for Raw Sex While Busty MILF Watches and Guides

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

I’d been inside Isabella for almost a full year, and every single time still felt like the first—like stepping into fire that somehow knew exactly how to burn without consuming me. She was forty, a walking sin with caramel skin that glowed under any light, long black waves of hair that always carried the scent of coconut shampoo and fresh lime, full red lips that could smile sweet one second and whisper the dirtiest promises the next. Her body was built for worship: heavy D-cup breasts that overflowed every bra she owned, a soft waist that flared into wide, childbearing hips, and an ass so thick and round it jiggled with every step she took in those skin-tight jeans she loved to wear. She moved like she owned gravity itself—slow, deliberate, every sway of her hips a deliberate invitation.

We’d started at her cousin’s quinceañera after-party. I was twenty-seven then, just another guy helping clear plates. She’d caught me staring when she bent over to grab a bottle of tequila from the cooler. Instead of calling me out, she’d walked straight over, pressed the cold bottle against my chest, and murmured in that husky, accented voice, “You like what you see, papi?” Before I could answer she’d dragged me into the guest bathroom, hiked her dress, shoved her thong aside, and rode me against the sink until we both came so hard the mirror fogged. No condom. Never a condom with Isabella. She always locked her thick thighs around me, nails raking my back, moaning, “Dentro, mi amor… todo adentro… fill me deep.” And I always did—pumping rope after thick rope into her fertile heat while she shuddered and kissed me like I was giving her life itself.

She loved the risk. Loved whispering about her cycle, how she was ovulating, how she wanted my baby growing inside her even though she never pushed for it beyond the bedroom. It was our dirty secret, the thing that made every fuck feel dangerous and sacred at once.

So when the text came through at 7:43 p.m.—“Mi amor, my house tonight. 9 sharp. Door unlocked. I have a surprise waiting… for both of us. Bring that beautiful thick cock ready to breed. Don’t keep us waiting.”—my heart slammed against my ribs and my dick immediately thickened in my jeans.

Us.

The word sat heavy in my gut, equal parts curiosity and raw lust. Isabella had told me about Gabriella months ago, always with that wicked little smile. “My little secret,” she’d call her. Twenty-two. College senior. Tight little body with perky C-cups, long dark curls, big innocent brown eyes, and an ass that curved just right—soft but firm, the kind you wanted to grab and never let go. Isabella said Gabriella was shy in public but a freak behind closed doors. That she’d been begging Isabella to find a man who could give her what she really craved: raw, deep, no-pull-out breeding. Isabella wanted to watch. Wanted to guide. Wanted to see Gabriella’s flat belly eventually swell with the baby she couldn’t give her herself.

The thought alone had me leaking pre-cum the entire drive over. I parked two houses down—habit from all the times we’d had to be discreet—walked the quiet street, pulse roaring in my ears. The house was dark except for warm golden light spilling from the living-room windows. I turned the knob. Unlocked, just like she promised.

Inside smelled like vanilla candles, jasmine perfume, and the unmistakable sweet musk of two aroused women. Soft reggaeton thumped low from hidden speakers—slow, sensual, the kind of beat that made hips want to roll. Isabella sat on the oversized sectional sofa in a sheer black teddy that was more suggestion than clothing. The lace cups barely contained her heavy breasts; dark areolas showed through, nipples already stiff peaks pressing against the fabric. The crotch was soaked dark, clinging to the plump outline of her pussy lips. She looked like sin personified—legs crossed, one crimson-painted toe tapping slowly, eyes locked on the door the second I stepped through.

Beside her—knees tucked beneath her, cheeks flushed, breathing shallow—was Gabriella.

Younger. Softer. Almost delicate compared to Isabella’s lush curves. Gabriella wore only a tiny white thong that disappeared between her round cheeks and a matching bralette stretched tight over perky tits, nipples poking visibly through the thin cotton. Her long dark curls spilled over bare shoulders; her big brown eyes flicked up to meet mine, wide with nerves but glittering with unmistakable hunger. She bit her full lower lip, glanced at Isabella for reassurance.

Isabella crooked one long finger, voice low and smoky. “Ven aquí, papi. Come meet Gabriella properly. She’s been aching for a real man to stretch her… to fill her… to breed her the way only you can.”

My legs moved before my brain caught up. Shoes off. Belt unbuckled while I crossed the room. By the time I stood in front of them my jeans were sagging and my cock strained painfully against my boxers, a dark wet spot already blooming at the tip.

Isabella rose first—slow, predatory—pressed her body against mine. Her heavy breasts squished soft against my chest; hard nipples dragged across my shirt. She cupped my face, kissed me deep—slow, possessive, tongue sliding against mine, tasting faintly of mango and tequila. When she pulled back she whispered against my lips, “She’s nervous, mi amor. But she wants this. Wants your thick white cock pumping her full while I watch… while I help.”

Gabriella stood too—smaller, trembling slightly. Isabella turned, pulled her close, kissed her slow and deep right in front of me. Tongues visible, soft moans, Gabriella’s hands clutching Isabella’s waist. When they broke apart, Isabella guided Gabriella’s hand to my bulge.

“Feel him, mami,” Isabella purred. “Feel how hard he is already. All for you. All to breed that tight young pussy.”

Gabriella’s fingers shook as she palmed me through the fabric. Her touch was light, exploratory, but the way her breath hitched told me everything. Isabella reached down, tugged my boxers down with one smooth motion. My cock sprang free—thick, veined, flushed dark at the head, a steady bead of pre-cum welling at the slit.

Gabriella’s eyes widened. “Dios mío…” she breathed.

Isabella wrapped her fingers around the base, gave one slow stroke. “Mira qué hermoso. So thick. So full. Perfect for putting a baby in you.”

She guided my hand between Gabriella’s thighs. The thong was soaked—hot, slippery. I pressed the fabric aside; her bare pussy was shaved smooth, lips puffy and glistening, clit swollen and peeking out. She whimpered when my fingers brushed her.

Isabella knelt, peeled the thong down Gabriella’s smooth legs, tossed it aside. Spread her thighs wide on the sofa. Leaned in and dragged her tongue in one long, slow stripe from Gabriella’s entrance to her clit. Gabriella’s hips bucked; a soft cry escaped her.

Isabella looked up at me, lips shining. “Come here, papi. Taste her with me. Get her ready for that cock.”

I dropped to my knees. Isabella held Gabriella’s lips open with two fingers—pink, slick, perfect. I leaned in, licked alongside Isabella—our tongues meeting on Gabriella’s clit, sliding wetly together, sharing her sweet-tangy flavor. Gabriella moaned louder, fingers tangling in both our hair, hips rolling up to chase our mouths.

Isabella pulled back first, kissed me hard—letting me taste Gabriella on her tongue—then murmured against my lips, “She’s dripping for you already. So fertile. So ready. Now fuck her, mi amor. Breed her while I watch… while I touch… while I tell you exactly how deep to go.”

Gabriella lay back, legs spread wide, eyes pleading. “Por favor… put it in me… I need it…”

I positioned myself between her thighs. The head of my cock kissed her tight entrance—hot, slick, quivering. Isabella knelt beside us, stroking Gabriella’s hair, pinching her nipple through the bralette.

“Slow at first, papi,” Isabella whispered. “Let her feel every inch. Let her know she’s getting bred tonight.”

I pushed in—slow, relentless. Gabriella was impossibly tight—velvet heat gripping me, fluttering, sucking me deeper with every centimeter. She gasped, nails digging into my shoulders, eyes rolling back.

Isabella leaned close, voice thick with lust. “That’s it, mami… take him. Feel how he stretches you. Feel how full you’re going to be when he cums.”

I bottomed out—balls against her ass, buried to the hilt. Gabriella whimpered, legs wrapping around my waist. Isabella rubbed slow circles over Gabriella’s clit, kissed her neck.

“Fuck her now,” Isabella commanded. “Deep. Hard. Make her come before you flood her womb.”

I started thrusting—long, deliberate strokes that made Gabriella’s perky tits bounce under the bralette. Isabella sucked one nipple through the fabric, then the other, whispering filthy encouragement the whole time.

“Sí, papi… give it to her. Stretch that young pussy. She’s ovulating right now… she needs your seed. Pump her full… make her belly grow.”

Gabriella’s moans turned desperate. “Más… más profundo… I want your baby… please…”

The tension coiled tighter inside me—every thrust, every whimper, every dirty word from Isabella pushing me closer to the edge. But I held on. This was just the beginning.

Isabella wanted a show.

And I was going to give her one.


Chapter Two

Gabriella’s orgasm crashed through her like a wave I could feel around my cock—her tight walls clamping down in rhythmic pulses, fluttering wildly, milking me with every shudder. A hot gush of her cream coated my shaft, dripping down my balls and soaking the sofa beneath us. She cried out into Isabella’s mouth, the sound muffled by their deep, sloppy kiss—tongues sliding, lips swollen, Gabriella’s nails raking my shoulders as her legs locked tight around my waist. I slowed my thrusts but stayed buried deep, letting her ride the aftershocks, feeling every quiver, every ripple of her pussy hugging me like it never wanted to let go.

My mind was spinning. The sight of these two Latinas—Isabella’s lush, commanding curves and Gabriella’s softer, younger body—locked together above me while I was still inside one of them felt unreal. A year of raw, unprotected sex with Isabella had trained me to last, to savor the edge, but this was different. This was shared. This was breeding on display. Every moan, every filthy whisper from Isabella made my balls ache heavier, made the pressure build like a storm I was desperate to unleash. But I held on. Isabella had plans, and I wanted to see every one of them through.

Isabella broke the kiss first, her full lips glistening, eyes dark and glassy with lust. She stroked Gabriella’s flushed cheek, murmured soft Spanish praise—“Mi niña hermosa… tan buena… you came so pretty for him”—then turned that commanding gaze on me.

“Now it’s my turn to feel that tongue, papi,” she purred, voice thick and smoky. “I want to ride your face while Gabriella tastes the cock that’s going to put a baby in her.”

She didn’t wait for an answer. Isabella swung her thick thigh over my head, straddling my face in one fluid motion. Her caramel skin glowed in the candlelight; the sheer black teddy was shoved aside now, useless. She lowered slowly—deliberately—until her dripping pussy settled right over my mouth. The scent hit me hard: coconut, lime, warm aroused woman, musky and sweet. Her plump lips parted around my tongue as I plunged in immediately, lapping at her swollen clit with flat, hungry strokes. She moaned low, hips rolling in slow circles, grinding down so her juices smeared across my chin, my cheeks, my nose.

“Sí… así, mi amor… eat Mommy’s pussy like you’re starving,” Isabella gasped, fingers tangling in my hair, pulling my face tighter against her. “Get me nice and wet so I can watch you breed her even better.”

Below me, Gabriella slid down between my spread thighs. Her small hands wrapped around my slick shaft—still coated in her own cream—and she licked the head tentatively at first, tasting herself on me. The sensation was electric: her soft tongue swirling, collecting every drop, before she took me deeper, lips stretching wide around my thickness. She moaned around my cock, the vibrations shooting straight to my balls. Isabella watched, rocking faster on my face, her heavy breasts bouncing under the lace.

“Look at her, papi,” Isabella breathed, voice breaking with pleasure as my tongue flicked her clit harder. “Sucking the same cock that just made her come. So eager to taste what’s going to fill her womb. She wants your cum so bad… wants to feel it flood her deep while I watch.”

Gabriella bobbed slower now, taking more of me with every pass, cheeks hollowing, eyes flicking up to meet Isabella’s for approval. Isabella reached down, stroked Gabriella’s dark curls, whispered, “Deeper, mami… take him all. Show him how much you need this breeding.”

The dual assault was overwhelming—Isabella’s thick thighs clamping my head, her pussy grinding against my tongue in wet, obscene circles; Gabriella’s hot mouth working my shaft with growing confidence, tongue swirling the underside, lips sealed tight. My hips bucked involuntarily, thrusting shallowly into Gabriella’s throat. She gagged softly but didn’t pull back—pushed deeper instead, nose brushing my pubes, throat fluttering around me.

Isabella lifted just enough for me to gasp a breath, her cream dripping down my chin. “Switch,” she commanded. “I want his cock in my mouth now.”

They moved like they’d rehearsed it. Gabriella lifted off my face—panting, lips shiny with saliva and her own juices—while Isabella slid down my body. Gabriella took Isabella’s place straddling my head, her tighter, sweeter pussy settling over my mouth. Where Isabella was plush and juicy, Gabriella was snugger—velvet heat gripping my tongue as she rocked shyly at first, then bolder, grinding her swollen clit against my lips.

Isabella knelt between my thighs, wrapped both hands around my shaft—one stroking the base in twisting pulls, the other cupping my heavy balls, rolling them gently, feeling how swollen and full they were. “Mira qué llenos están,” she murmured, almost reverent. “So much thick cum just waiting to breed my sweet girl.”

Then her mouth closed over me—hot, wet, perfect suction. Her tongue swirled lazy circles around the head, savoring the mix of Gabriella’s cream and my pre-cum, before she sank down, taking me deep. Cheeks hollowed, throat relaxed, she swallowed every inch until her lips kissed the base. She hummed low, the vibration ripping through me, making my toes curl.

Above me, Gabriella whimpered, hips rolling faster. “Isabella… his tongue… it’s so deep…” She reached down, spread her own lips wider so I could plunge even deeper, tongue-fucking her entrance while my nose ground against her clit.

Isabella popped off my cock with a wet smack, strings of saliva connecting her red lips to the glistening head. “Now both of us,” she said, voice husky.

They attacked together—Isabella licking long, slow stripes up one side of my shaft, Gabriella sucking the head like a lollipop. Their tongues met in the middle, sliding wetly over each other, kissing sloppy around my cock, sharing the taste. Isabella’s hand stroked the base while Gabriella’s small fingers rolled my balls; they moaned into each other’s mouths, the vibrations humming through me.

My mind fractured: This is too much. Too hot. Isabella’s commanding presence, Gabriella’s eager innocence, the way they shared me like I was their favorite toy. Every lick, every suck, every filthy whisper made the pressure in my balls build higher. I wanted to explode, to flood Gabriella right then, but Isabella sensed it.

She pulled back, stroked me fast and firm. “Not yet, papi. We want you to fill her first. We want her coming again before you breed her.”

Gabriella lifted off my face, panting, thighs trembling. Isabella guided her onto all fours on the sofa beside me—ass high, back arched, pussy glistening and slightly gaping from my earlier thrusts. Gabriella looked back over her shoulder, eyes pleading, curls falling across her flushed face.

“Doggy, mami,” Isabella purred. “Let him take you deep while I taste you from below.”

Gabriella obeyed, spreading her knees wider. I knelt behind her, gripped her hips—fingers sinking into soft flesh—and slammed in hard. She cried out, pushing back to meet me, walls fluttering around every inch. Isabella slid underneath on her back, face between Gabriella’s thighs, tongue flicking her swollen clit while I pounded deep.

“Sí, papi—fuck her hard,” Isabella urged between licks. “Stretch that tight young pussy. Make her beg for your cum. She’s so fertile right now… she needs it deep.”

Gabriella moaned brokenly, voice cracking. “Por favor… más… breed me… I want your baby inside me… fill me up…”

Isabella sucked Gabriella’s clit harder, fingers rubbing fast circles around it. I felt Gabriella tense—walls clamping, fluttering—then she shattered again. A sharp cry tore from her throat; her pussy pulsed wildly around my cock, soaking us both in fresh cream. Isabella emerged glistening, lips shiny, kissed me deep—sharing Gabriella’s taste—then whispered against my mouth:

“Now give it to her, mi amor. Breed my sweet girl. Pump that thick load right into her womb while I watch her take every drop.”

The tension snapped. I was ready to explode.

And they both knew it.


Chapter Three

The room felt smaller now, hotter, every breath thick with the scent of sweat, coconut oil, lime, vanilla wax, and the raw, heady musk of two dripping Latina pussies. My cock was still rock-hard, slick and shining from Gabriella’s cream and Isabella’s spit, veins standing out thick, head flushed dark purple and leaking a steady stream of pre-cum that dripped onto my abs in warm beads. My balls ached—full, heavy, drawn up tight from the endless edging, from the sight of these two women sharing me like I was their personal breeding stud.

Gabriella was trembling beneath me, legs still wrapped around my waist, heels digging into my ass, her perky tits heaving under the stretched white bralette. Her dark curls stuck to her flushed cheeks; her big brown eyes were glassy, pupils blown wide with need. Isabella knelt beside us on the sofa, one hand stroking Gabriella’s hair tenderly, the other rubbing slow, teasing circles over Gabriella’s swollen clit—keeping her right on the edge even after that last shattering orgasm.

Isabella leaned down, kissed Gabriella slow and deep—tongues sliding visibly, soft moans mingling—then pulled back just enough to whisper against her lips, “You ready, mami? Ready for him to breed you for real? Ready to feel that thick cock pump you full until you’re overflowing with his seed?”

Gabriella nodded frantically, voice cracking. “Sí… por favor… I want it… I want his baby… fill me, papi… please…”

Isabella turned those dark, commanding eyes on me. Her caramel skin glistened with sweat; her heavy breasts swayed as she moved closer, nipples stiff and dark through the sheer black lace. She gripped the base of my cock—still buried halfway inside Gabriella—and guided me deeper with one slow push.

“Slow at first,” she murmured, voice thick with lust. “Let her feel every inch stretching her again. Let her know exactly what’s coming.”

I obeyed. I sank in inch by inch—feeling Gabriella’s tight walls part, flutter, grip me like velvet fire. She whimpered, back arching, nails raking down my back. When I bottomed out—balls pressed firm against her ass, head kissing her cervix—Isabella rubbed faster over Gabriella’s clit, pinched her nipple through the bralette.

“Fuck her deep now, mi amor,” Isabella commanded. “Hard. Make her come again while you breed her. Make her pussy milk every drop out of you.”

I started thrusting—long, powerful strokes that made Gabriella’s body rock beneath me. Her perky tits bounced with every impact; her moans turned into desperate cries in Spanish—“Más… más profundo… sí… breed me… breed me…” Isabella matched my rhythm, fingers flying over Gabriella’s clit, leaning down to suck one stiff nipple into her mouth, then the other, leaving wet marks on the thin cotton.

“Look at her, papi,” Isabella gasped between licks. “So beautiful taking your thick cock. So ready to be filled. She’s ovulating right now… her womb is begging for your seed. Pump it deep—make her belly swell with your baby.”

The words shredded me. Every filthy syllable from Isabella’s lips, every flutter of Gabriella’s pussy, every wet slap of skin on skin pushed me closer. My balls slapped against her ass with every thrust; pre-cum mixed with her cream leaked out around my shaft, dripping down to soak the cushions. I could feel the pressure building—hot, urgent, unstoppable—like a dam about to burst.

Gabriella’s walls started fluttering again—tightening, rippling, pulling me deeper. “I’m… I’m gonna come… again… don’t stop… fill me… por favor…”

Isabella kissed her fiercely, swallowing her cries, then pulled back to watch. “Come for him, mami. Come hard while he breeds you. Squeeze that cock—milk his cum right into your womb.”

Gabriella shattered.

Her pussy clamped down like a vise—pulsing, fluttering, flooding around me in hot, rhythmic waves. She screamed into Isabella’s mouth, body convulsing, legs locking so tight around me I couldn’t have pulled out if I wanted to. Fresh cream gushed out, soaking my balls, dripping down my thighs.

That was it.

I slammed in one final time—balls-deep, head pressed hard against her cervix—and exploded.

The first jet was so powerful it almost hurt. Thick, hot ropes blasted straight into her depths—pulse after pulse, flooding her womb, painting her insides white. I groaned her name, hips jerking uncontrollably, emptying everything I had into her fertile core. Rope after thick rope—seven, eight, nine—until the creamy excess backed up around my shaft, warm and slick, spilling out with every involuntary clench of her walls.

Gabriella moaned brokenly, legs trembling, milking me with rhythmic squeezes like her body was trying to pull every last drop deeper. Isabella watched, eyes wide and hungry, fingers still rubbing slow circles over Gabriella’s clit to prolong the aftershocks.

When the spasms finally eased, I pulled out slowly—careful, reluctant. A thick gush of white immediately oozed from Gabriella’s stretched, puffy hole—viscous, creamy, dripping in slow, obscene rivulets down her ass crack and onto the sofa.

Isabella dove in without hesitation.

Her tongue lapped greedily at the messy overflow, sucking my seed straight from Gabriella’s well-fucked pussy. She moaned like it was the sweetest nectar she’d ever tasted—tongue plunging deep, scooping it out, swallowing with wet, filthy slurps. Gabriella whimpered above her, fingers tangled in Isabella’s long waves, hips twitching with overstimulation.

“Good girl… clean her up,” Isabella murmured between licks. “Taste how full he made you… how much cum he pumped into your womb.”

She lifted her cum-glossed lips, kissed Gabriella deep—sharing the salty-sweet load, letting Gabriella suck my seed off her tongue while their heavy breasts pressed together. Gabriella moaned into the kiss, small hands clutching Isabella’s back.

They broke apart, both turning to me. Isabella crawled up one side, Gabriella the other. Isabella curled against my left—her heavy breasts pillowing soft and warm on my chest, one thick thigh thrown over mine. Gabriella nestled on my right—smaller, softer, her head on my shoulder, fingers tracing lazy circles on my abs.

Isabella kissed my temple, nipped my earlobe. “You did so good, mi amor. Look at her… already so full of you. She’s going to be carrying your baby soon.”

Gabriella nuzzled my neck, voice soft and sated. “Thank you… both of you… I’ve never felt anything like that.”

Isabella reached across me, stroked Gabriella’s cheek. “Next month… we do it again. But this time, papi breeds us both. One after the other. Until we’re both dripping… both swollen.”

My spent cock twitched against my thigh—already stirring at the thought despite the bone-deep exhaustion. These two Latinas had wrecked me—body, mind, everything.

And I was already counting the days until the next time.
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