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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 couldn't believe my luck when I matched with Sarah on that dating app. She was 23, just like me, with curves that made my mouth water—thick thighs, a soft belly that peeked out from her profile pics, and those full, heavy breasts that promised all kinds of fun. Her bio screamed confidence: "Curvy girl looking for someone who can handle all this." We chatted for a week, trading flirty texts about our favorite movies and hidden fantasies. She'd tease me with lines like, "What would you do if you had me all to yourself?" and I'd fire back, "Worship every inch of those curves until you beg for more." By the time we set up our first date at this cozy Italian spot downtown, I was already half-hard just thinking about her. Little did I know, this chubby beauty was hiding a secret that would turn our night into something straight out of my wildest, raw breeding dreams—a fertile, lactating MILF begging to be claimed.

We met at the restaurant, and fuck, she looked even better in person. Her tight black dress clung to every roll and curve like it was painted on, her wide hips swaying hypnotically as she walked toward me with a shy yet seductive smile. Those massive tits strained against the fabric, bouncing slightly with each step, and I had to force myself not to stare. "Hey, you," she said, her voice soft and inviting, laced with a hint of nervousness that only made her hotter. We hugged hello, and feeling her soft, plush body press against mine—those heavy breasts squishing into my chest—sent a jolt straight to my cock. She smelled like vanilla and something sweeter, more primal, and I pulled back just enough to grin down at her. "You look incredible. That dress is killing me already."

We settled into a corner booth, the dim lighting casting a warm glow over her flushed cheeks. As the waiter brought our wine, we dove right into the flirting. "So, tell me," she said, leaning forward, her cleavage spilling out just a bit more, "what's your type? Be honest." I took a sip, my eyes locked on hers, but flicking down to those full lips and that tempting valley between her tits. "Curvy girls who know what they want. Like you—soft in all the right places, with a fire underneath." She laughed, a low, throaty sound that made my pulse race, and reached across the table to trace a finger along my hand. "Flatterer. But I like it. What if I told you I have a wild side? Fantasies about being taken raw, no holding back." My cock twitched hard under the table—raw? Fuck, that word alone had me imagining pumping her full, no barriers, just pure, primal breeding. "I'd say prove it," I shot back, my voice dropping low. "Tell me one right now."

She bit her lip, her cheeks turning a deeper pink, and shifted in her seat. That's when I started noticing it—her fidgeting. At first, it was subtle: crossing her arms over her chest, pressing them tighter against those massive, swollen breasts like she was trying to hide something. But as we laughed over our pasta, sharing bites and more teasing glances, it got worse. She'd adjust her dress, tugging at the neckline, her hands lingering on the fabric as if it itched or... something else. I caught a glimpse of faint wet spots blooming through the black material, right over her nipples, and my mind raced. Was she that turned on already? Leaking from arousal? The thought made my blood run hot—imagining those big, leaky tits dripping for me, begging to be sucked dry.

"You seem a little... distracted," I said playfully, reaching for her hand again. "Everything okay? Or is it me making you squirm?" She giggled, but there was an edge to it, her thighs pressing together under the table as she fidgeted more openly now, one hand subtly cupping the underside of her breast like she was easing some pressure. "Maybe a little of both," she admitted, her eyes sparkling with mischief but also something vulnerable. "This date is going better than I expected. You're... intense. In a good way." We kept flirting, the tension building like a slow burn—me telling her how I'd love to trace every curve with my tongue, her whispering back about wanting to feel a man lose control inside her, raw and deep. Each word had me harder, my thoughts turning filthy: picturing her chubby body writhing under me, those thick thighs wrapped around my waist as I bred her senseless.

But the fidgeting didn't stop. By dessert, she was outright uncomfortable, shifting every few seconds, her arms clamped over her chest, those wet spots growing darker and more obvious. Milk? The realization hit me like a thunderbolt—was that milk seeping through? My heart pounded harder. If she was lactating, that meant... she was a mom? A new mom, her body still ripe and changed from carrying a child. A surge of primal lust crashed over me—jealousy twisted with raw excitement. Some other guy had already fucked her bare, filled her up, and made her swell with life. Her curves weren't just soft; they were fertile, proven, leaking proof of her motherhood. I felt this competitive fire ignite deep in my gut, like I had to outdo him, claim her harder, breed her deeper. Make her belly round with my seed this time. "You okay?" I asked finally, my voice thick with concern and desire, leaning in close. "You look like you need... relief."

She bit her lip harder, her eyes darting around the nearly empty restaurant before meeting mine. The build-up had us both on edge, the air thick with unspoken heat. "I... I should tell you something," she whispered, her voice trembling slightly. "I'm a new mom. My baby's with a sitter tonight, but..." She glanced down at her chest, uncrossing her arms just enough to reveal the full extent of those wet, milky stains. "I'm lactating. A lot. It's embarrassing, but it's happening right now. They're so full... leaking everywhere."

My cock throbbed painfully in my pants at the confession. A lactating BBW MILF on our first date? Fuck, it was perfect—her body screaming fertility, those big, leaky breasts begging for my mouth. The primal urge intensified: she'd been bred before, her chubby frame stretched and filled, and now she was here, dripping for me. I wanted to suck her dry, then pump her full again, erase the past with my cum. Competition burned in my veins—I'd make her forget whoever knocked her up first. "That's... hot," I admitted, my voice low and husky, reaching across to brush her hand. "Really hot. Doesn't change a thing—makes me want you more. Let me help with that relief." Her eyes widened in surprise, then darkened with lust, a relieved smile breaking through. We paid the bill in a frenzy, the sexual tension crackling like electricity as we rushed out, my mind racing with images of her soft, milky body, that fertile belly ready to be claimed. I was hooked, aching to breed this curvy, leaking MILF raw.


Chapter Two

As soon as the door to her apartment clicked shut behind us, Sarah grabbed my hand and pulled me straight into her dimly lit bedroom, her wide hips swaying with urgent need. The room smelled faintly of baby powder and her vanilla perfume, a reminder of her new motherhood that only fueled my primal hunger. She turned to face me, her chubby cheeks flushed, and without a word, she reached back to unzip her dress. It slid down her voluptuous body like silk over curves, pooling at her feet to reveal the full glory of her BBW MILF form—thick, soft thighs that jiggled slightly, a round belly with faint stretch marks from her recent pregnancy, and those massive, milk-swollen tits hanging heavy and full, their dark nipples already beading with creamy droplets. Her skin was pale and plush, every roll and fold begging to be grabbed, worshipped, bred. "God, you're perfect," I growled, my cock straining against my pants as I drank in the sight of her fertile, curvy body, already changed by one breeding and ripe for another.

"I need relief," she whispered, her voice husky with desperation, guiding my head down to her chest as she sat on the edge of the bed. I knelt between her thick thighs, feeling the heat radiating from her core, and latched onto one engorged nipple without hesitation. At first, I sucked gently, teasing the hard peak with my tongue, but then the floodgates opened. Her warm milk gushed into my mouth—hot, thick, and surprisingly salty, like a creamy sea brine mixed with sweet undertones that made my head spin. It coated my tongue, filling my senses with her essence, proof of her lactating MILF status. I gulped it down greedily, the heat of it spreading through me like liquid fire, making my cock throb harder. "Oh fuck, yes... drink from me, suck it all out," she moaned, her hands tangling in my hair, pulling me closer as her soft belly pressed against my forehead. I could feel her body tremble, her plush curves quivering with each pull, milk dribbling from the corners of my mouth down her underboob.

The taste was addictive—hot and salty waves that had me switching to her other breast, sucking harder, drawing out more of that fertile nectar. Her tits were so full, so heavy in my hands, veins pulsing under the skin as I kneaded them gently, feeling the weight of her motherhood. Knowing some other guy had knocked her up, made these breasts swell and leak like this, only ignited that competitive blaze in me deeper. I'd drink her dry, then fill her up myself—breed this curvy MILF raw until she swelled with my kid. She arched her back, her moans growing louder, her thick thighs squeezing my sides as I nursed from her, the salty-sweet milk flowing endlessly. By the time I pulled away, panting, her breasts were slightly deflated but still leaking, and we were both on fire, her eyes wild with lust.

But Sarah wasn't one to be passive—this BBW MILF knew what she wanted. She pushed me back onto the bed with surprising strength, her soft hands shoving my shoulders down as she stood over me, shimmying out of her soaked panties. Her pussy was a sight to behold: plump lips framed by those plush, curvy hips and a neatly trimmed bush, already glistening with arousal. "My turn to take what I need," she growled, her voice dripping with command, climbing onto the bed and straddling my chest first, giving me a teasing view of her round ass and the wet folds peeking between her thighs. She lowered herself slowly onto my face, her weight settling in the most delicious, smothering way—her thick, soft thighs clamping around my head like pillows, her chubby belly resting heavy on my forehead, enveloping me in her warmth.

"Eat me," she commanded, grinding her slick pussy against my mouth. I inhaled deeply first—the scent of her was intoxicating, musky and feminine, a mix of sweet arousal and that faint, earthy hint of her recent motherhood, like fertile soil after rain. It drove me wild, my tongue darting out to lap at her folds, tasting her fully. Her pussy was salty-sweet, tangy with her juices, coating my lips and chin as I delved deeper, sucking on her swollen clit. She tasted like pure sex—wet, warm, and addictive, her nectar flowing freely as she rode my face harder. "Fuck, yes... right there, tongue that clit!" Her curvy body rocked above me, those massive tits bouncing with each grind, milk still beading at the tips. I gripped her wide hips, my fingers sinking into the soft flesh, pulling her down harder, burying myself in her plushness.

She was insatiable, her moans turning to gasps as she chased her pleasure. Her thick thighs trembled around me, squeezing tighter, smothering me in her BBW softness as I licked and sucked, my nose pressed against her mound, breathing in that heady, musky scent. "Deeper... fuck my pussy with your tongue!" The first orgasm built quickly—her body tensed, her round ass clenching, and then she shattered. "I'm cumming—oh god!" She squirted into my mouth, her juices gushing hot and tangy, drenching my face, but that wasn't all. As her pussy clenched and pulsed, her tits responded too—streams of hot, salty milk squirted from her nipples, spraying across my chest and the bed, her lactating MILF body betraying her ecstasy in the most primal way. The sight and feel of it, even muffled under her curves, pushed my lust higher—imagining breeding her, making those tits swell even more with my seed's work.

But one wasn't enough for this fertile goddess. She kept grinding, her wet pussy sliding over my tongue, chasing a second climax almost immediately. "Don't stop—make me cum again!" Her scent intensified, more musky and sweet, her taste flooding me as I worked her clit relentlessly. Her curvy frame shook above me, those heavy, leaking tits jiggling wildly, milk dripping steadily now. The second orgasm hit harder—she screamed, her thighs locking like a vice, squirting more tangy juices down my throat while her breasts erupted again, milky jets arcing out as her body convulsed. "Yes, fuck—milk squirting everywhere!" I was rock hard, throbbing beneath her, loving every second of being dominated by her plush, MILF curves, her smells and tastes imprinting on me. By the third cum, she was a quivering mess, her pussy pulsing, milk and juices mixing in a messy, erotic symphony, her round belly heaving with each breath. This BBW MILF was made for pleasure, for breeding—and I couldn't wait to claim her fully in the next act.


Chapter Three

Sarah slid down my sweat-slicked body, her ragged breaths mingling with mine, but the fire in her eyes told me this BBW MILF was nowhere near done. Her soft, chubby hand wrapped around my throbbing cock, freeing it from my pants with a hungry tug. It sprang out, rock-hard and veined, already leaking precum at the thought of plunging raw into her fertile depths. "I want more," she panted, her voice thick with lust, her heavy tits still dripping hot, salty milk onto my chest. "I need you to breed me. Knock me up with another baby. Raw, no condom—just fill me up with that hot cum until I'm swelling again." Hearing those words from her plump lips shattered any last shred of hesitation. This curvy goddess, already a mother at 23, her body marked by stretch marks and leaking proof of her fertility—begging me, a stranger from a first date, to impregnate her? It awakened something savage, primal in my core. A deep, competitive drive roared to life: some other bastard had bred her first, stretched her soft belly, made those massive tits swell and leak. But now? I'd outdo him. I'd pump her full, raw and deep, claim her as my breeding slut. Her plush, milky form was a testament to her ripeness—those heavy, veined breasts begging to be milked more, her round hips and thick thighs made for carrying my seed. I felt like a conqueror, my cock twitching violently at the vision of her belly rounding out again, this time from my load, erasing the past and marking her as mine forever.

She straddled me first, her wide hips settling over my lap like a throne of soft flesh. Guiding my bare cock to her slick, welcoming entrance, she sank down slowly, inch by throbbing inch, her tight pussy enveloping me in wet heat. "Do it," she urged, her voice a sultry growl, starting to bounce with rhythmic urgency. Her milky, chubby body rocked above me—those massive tits slapping against her soft belly with each downward thrust, jiggling wildly, milk dribbling from her dark nipples in salty streams that trailed down her curves. I reached up, grabbing handfuls of her plush breasts, squeezing hard to make more of that hot, creamy nectar spray across my chest and face. "Suck me while you fuck me," she moaned, leaning forward to press one leaking tit to my eager mouth. I latched on greedily, my tongue swirling around the hard nipple as I sucked, drawing out floods of her salty-sweet milk—hot and thick, coating my throat like addictive brine. The taste mixed with the raw sensation of her pussy clenching around my cock, her inner walls milking me as she rode harder, her round ass bouncing against my thighs with fleshy slaps.

Her curvy MILF body was a vision of fertile perfection—soft rolls quivering with every rock, her thick thighs gripping my sides, dimpled and plush, as sweat glistened on her pale skin. "Fuck, you're so tight... made for breeding," I groaned, thrusting up to meet her, my hands sinking into her wide hips, fingers digging into the soft fat there. The lactation play drove us wild—me nursing from her like a starved animal, her milk squirting in hot bursts with each squeeze, soaking us both as she ground down, her moans echoing off the walls. But I needed more control, more ways to claim this leaking BBW. I flipped her onto her back in one swift move, shifting to missionary, her legs spreading wide to reveal her glistening pussy, framed by those thick, jiggling thighs. I plunged back in raw, deep and hard, her chubby belly rippling with each powerful thrust. Her massive tits bounced hypnotically, milk leaking steadily now, pooling in the valley between them as I pounded her. "Look at you, leaking everywhere... fertile slut," I growled, leaning down to suck her other nipple, gulping more of that hot, salty essence while my cock slammed into her, stretching her tight walls.

Sarah's eyes locked onto mine, dark with need, her plump lips parting in ecstasy. "Yes, fuck me like your whore... breed this MILF pussy raw!" She wrapped her legs around my waist, her soft calves pressing into my back, pulling me deeper as her body rocked beneath me—curves undulating, tits spraying milk with the force of our rhythm. The scent of her arousal filled the room, musky and sweet, mixing with the creamy tang of her lactation. I could feel her pussy fluttering, building toward another peak, her chubby frame trembling as I drove in relentlessly. But I wasn't done exploring her—craving to see her from behind, I pulled out just long enough to flip her onto all fours, her round ass high in the air, jiggling invitingly. "Ass up, face down," I commanded, gripping her wide hips and sliding back into her dripping heat from behind in doggy style. Fuck, the view was insane—her thick back arching, soft rolls cascading down her sides, that plush ass bouncing against my pelvis with each thrust, milk dripping from her hanging tits onto the sheets below.

She pushed back against me, her curvy body rocking in perfect sync, moans turning to screams. "Deeper... pound this chubby whore's pussy! Make me your breeding bitch!" I reached around, squeezing her swinging breasts, milking them hard—hot, salty streams squirting out as her body convulsed. Her pussy clenched tighter, wet and hot, sucking me in like it was desperate for my seed. The competition burned hotter in my veins—imagining her swollen again, this time mine, her milky tits even fuller from my work. We were animals now, raw and primal, her fertile curves made for this. "You're gonna look so fucking hot pregnant again," I groaned, slamming deeper, my balls slapping against her clit. The lactation play intensified—me tugging her nipples, making milk arc out in creamy jets with each bounce of her chubby frame.

She begged louder, her voice breaking. "Pump me full of your cum... make me swell with your baby. Breed me better than before—I'm your slut, your whore, take this fertile cunt!" That dirty talk, combined with her eyes locking onto mine as she glanced back over her shoulder, pushed me to the edge. I flipped her back to missionary for the finale, wanting to see her face, her curvy body splayed out beneath me. Thrusting deep, raw, no barriers, her pussy milking me like a vice as she came one last time—her walls pulsing, juices squirting around my cock, her tits erupting in hot, salty milk sprays. "Cum in me... fill your whore!" she screamed, eyes boring into mine, full of filthy promise.

The climax hit like an explosion—my cock pulsating hugely inside her, swelling thicker as I unloaded. Thick, hot ropes of cum erupted deep into her womb, flooding her fertile depths in endless, throbbing spurts. It felt epic, endless—pulse after pulse, my balls emptying everything into her, raw and unprotected, her pussy greedily sucking it all in. "Take it all... get knocked up for me, you milky slut," I roared, our gazes locked in raw intensity. She moaned, her chubby body arching, tits leaking more as she felt my load claim her. Wave after wave, I pumped her full, imagining my seed taking root, breeding this BBW MILF anew.

Finally spent, she collapsed beneath me, our bodies sticky and entwined—sweat, milk, and cum mingling in a messy testament to our passion. Her soft, plush form enveloped me as I stayed buried inside, feeling the last twitches of my cock. Milk trickled between us, warm and salty, her round belly heaving with satisfied breaths. That night, with her fertile curves pressed against me, I knew I'd won the primal contest. Sarah's belly would swell soon enough, round and full from my raw breeding, her milky tits ready for more play. And me? I couldn't wait to do it all over again, claiming this curvy, leaking MILF as my personal breeding whore, night after raw, creampie-filled night.
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