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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

The summer heat pressed against the windows like a lover who wouldn’t take no for an answer. I was twenty-six, unattached, working remotely from a house that felt too quiet most days. My only real distraction lived next door.

Her name was Vanessa.

She was impossible to ignore. Mid-forties, maybe forty-five, with the kind of lush, unapologetic body that made every movement look deliberate. Wide hips that rolled when she walked. A soft, generous belly that curved beautifully beneath every dress. Heavy breasts that swayed and strained against the thin cotton of her tank tops, dark nipples occasionally visible when the fabric got damp with sweat. Thick thighs that kissed with every step, and an ass so round and full it seemed to pull gravity toward it. Her skin was sun-kissed golden, her dark hair usually swept into a messy bun that showed off the elegant line of her neck. When she smiled—God, that smile—it was slow and filthy, like she already knew every dirty thought running through your head.

I’d been watching her all summer. Watched her bend over the flowerbeds in tiny denim cutoffs, the denim stretched tight across those glorious cheeks, the crease where thigh met ass peeking out like an invitation. Watched her stretch on her porch after watering plants, arms raised, back arched, tits lifted high enough that I could see the faint outline of her bra through wet cotton. Watched her lick an ice cream cone one sticky afternoon, tongue swirling slow and deliberate, eyes flicking toward my window like she knew I was there.

She did know.

It started with little things. A lingering glance when our eyes met over the fence. The way she’d stretch her arms overhead while facing my house, letting her shirt ride up to expose the soft roll of her belly. The morning she “accidentally” let her robe slip open while retrieving the newspaper—black lace bra barely containing her, matching panties clinging to the plump mound between her thighs—before she gave me the smallest, wickedest smirk and disappeared inside.

The flirting built like humidity before a storm.

One scorching Saturday she called me over to help move a heavy planter. She was wearing a white sundress so thin I could see the shadow of her areolas through it. When she bent to point where she wanted it, the dress rode up the backs of her thighs, revealing the lower curve of her ass and a glimpse of black thong disappearing between those thick cheeks. She caught me looking. Didn’t say a word—just straightened slowly, turned, and dragged her gaze down my body until it settled on the obvious bulge in my shorts.

“Getting hard just from looking, huh?” she murmured, voice low and smoky. “Good to know.”

I couldn’t speak. She stepped closer—close enough that I could smell her coconut sunscreen and something warmer, muskier. Her breasts brushed my arm as she reached past me to adjust the planter herself, nipples stiff against the fabric.

“You’ve been staring at my tits for weeks,” she said, almost conversational. “And my ass. Don’t think I haven’t noticed how long you linger when I bend over.” She looked up at me through dark lashes. “You like thick women, don’t you? Women who take up space. Women who could smother you between their thighs and make you thank them for it.”

My throat was dry. “Yes.”

Her smile widened, predatory and pleased. “That’s what I thought.”

She didn’t touch me that day. Just left me aching, cock throbbing against my zipper, the scent of her lingering on my skin.

The texts started two days later.

First one came at midnight: Can’t sleep. Thinking about how your tongue would feel between my legs. Sweet dreams, neighbor.

Then the next morning: Saw you jerking off in your office chair last night. Window was open. You were thinking about me, weren’t you?

I didn’t deny it. Couldn’t.

That Tuesday evening the final message arrived.

Come over. Back door’s unlocked. I’m already wet. Don’t make me wait.

I was across the yard in under thirty seconds.

I found her in the kitchen, leaning back against the counter in nothing but that same black satin robe from my fantasies. The tie hung loose, the fabric parted just enough to show the deep valley between her breasts, the soft swell of her stomach, and the dark shadow of curls between her thighs.

She looked me up and down like I was dessert.

“You’ve been a very good boy, watching me all summer,” Vanessa said, voice thick with want. “Now you’re going to be an even better one.”

She crooked one manicured finger.

“On your knees, baby. Right here. Vanessa’s been waiting to feel that hungry mouth on her pussy.”

My heart slammed against my ribs as I dropped.

The tile was cool beneath me. The air smelled like her—warm skin, arousal, ripe summer need.

She parted the robe completely and there she was: glistening, swollen, already dripping. A single glistening thread stretched from her plump outer lips to the inside of one thick thigh.

Vanessa threaded her fingers through my hair, gripped tight, and pulled my face straight into her heat.

“Eat,” she commanded, voice rough with lust. “And don’t you dare stop until I’m screaming your name.”


Chapter Two

I didn't hesitate. My mouth sealed over her dripping sex, tongue diving straight into the slick folds of her pussy like I'd been starving for it all summer. Vanessa tasted like pure sin—rich and tangy, a mix of salty musk and sweet honeyed nectar, the kind that coats your tongue and makes you crave more. Her scent hit me harder up close: warm, earthy arousal, like ripe peaches soaked in sweat and desire, filling my nostrils with every breath I could steal.

She moaned low and throaty as I lapped at her, long slow strokes from the tight pucker of her ass up to the swollen nub of her clit. Her juices flooded my mouth, thick and creamy, dribbling down my chin. I sucked her inner lips between mine, teasing them with gentle tugs, then speared my tongue deep inside her, fucking her with it while she rocked her hips forward.

But Vanessa wasn't one to wait. She gripped my hair tighter, yanking my head back just enough to meet my eyes—hers dark with lust—before shoving me right back in. Then she shifted, swinging one thick thigh over my shoulder, then the other, until she was fully straddling my face, her full weight settling down like a velvet throne.

"Fuck yes," she growled, grinding her hips in slow circles. Her plump ass cheeks pressed against my chest, her soft belly brushing my forehead as she rode me. The pressure was intense—her curves enveloping me, thighs clamping around my ears like soft vices, cutting off the world until all I knew was the wet heat of her pussy smothering my mouth and nose.

I struggled to breathe, gasping in shallow pulls whenever she lifted just a fraction, the air thick with her scent— that intoxicating blend of musky arousal and feminine sweat, growing stronger as she heated up. My lungs burned, but God, I loved it. The way her weight pinned me, made me hers, turned the struggle into something electric, my cock throbbing harder with every desperate inhale laced with her essence.

She ground harder, hips rolling like waves, her clit bumping against my nose while my tongue worked her entrance. "Deeper, baby," she panted, voice husky. "Suck on that fat clit. Make Mama come."

I obeyed, lips locking around her pearl, sucking rhythmically while flicking my tongue over it. Her thighs trembled, the soft flesh quivering against my cheeks. She sped up, grinding with purpose now, smearing her slickness across my entire face—chin, cheeks, forehead—like she was marking her territory.

The first orgasm built fast. Her breaths came in sharp gasps, hips bucking erratically. "Oh fuck, right there—don't stop—I'm gonna—" And then she shattered. A gush of hot liquid squirted against my tongue, flooding my mouth with her tangy essence, sweeter now, like a burst of citrus mixed with her salt. It sprayed over my lips, down my throat, soaking my shirt collar as she screamed my name, body convulsing in waves. I swallowed what I could, the rest dripping everywhere, but she didn't let up—kept riding through it, grinding out every last tremor.

Panting, she eased back just enough for me to gulp air, her pussy still hovering, dripping onto my lips. "Good boy," she murmured, stroking my hair. "But I'm not done. I want another one. And this time, make it messier."

Before I could catch my breath fully, she dropped back down, heavier this time, her full weight smothering me again. I dove in eagerly, tongue thrusting deep while my hands gripped her thick ass, spreading her wider. She tasted even better now—her squirt had made her slicker, a heady cocktail of tart sweetness and raw need that had me lapping like a man possessed.

She ground with abandon, hips swiveling, her soft belly pressing down as she chased the edge. Breathing was a luxury—stolen gasps between her thrusts, her scent overwhelming, a thick fog of aroused womanhood that made my head spin. I loved the burn in my chest, the way her curves dominated me, made me fight for every breath while pleasuring her.

"Fingers," she demanded. "Two of them. Curl them inside me."

I slid two digits into her sopping heat—tight, velvety walls clenching around them— and hooked upward, stroking that swollen spot while sucking her clit hard. She bucked wildly, thighs squeezing tighter, cutting off my air completely for seconds at a time. Stars danced behind my eyes, but the thrill of it—the masochistic joy of being buried under her lush body—only made me work harder.

It hit her like a storm. "Yes—fuck—coming again—" Her scream echoed off the kitchen walls as another powerful squirt erupted, this one even stronger, jetting straight into my mouth and over my face in hot, tangy spurts. I drank her greedily, the flavor exploding—sharp salt and sweet release, drenching me completely. She rode it out, grinding until her tremors faded, leaving me gasping, face slick and shiny, lungs heaving.

Finally, she lifted off, chest rising and falling, eyes glazed with satisfaction. She looked down at my soaked, red-faced mess and smirked.

"Damn, you take it like a champ," Vanessa said, tracing a finger through the wetness on my cheek. "Now, let's see what that cock can do."


Chapter Three

Vanessa's hand was warm and insistent as she pulled me from the kitchen, her fingers laced through mine with a grip that promised no escape. The air in the house was thick with the remnants of our earlier frenzy—the sharp tang of her squirt still lingered on my skin, mixing with the faint, earthy musk of her arousal that clung to every breath I took. My face was slick, chin dripping with her essence, and my cock strained painfully against my shorts, throbbing in time with my racing pulse. She led me to the living room, her naked body a mesmerizing display of lush curves in motion: heavy breasts swaying with each step, nipples dark and pebbled from the cool air; her soft belly jiggling slightly, a gentle roll of flesh that begged to be grabbed; thick thighs rubbing together with a soft whisper of skin on skin; and that magnificent ass, round and full, dimpled at the cheeks, shifting hypnotically as she walked.

She turned to face me in the dim glow of the lamp, her dark hair tousled, eyes gleaming with predatory hunger. Sweat glistened on her golden skin, tracing faint rivulets down the valley between her breasts and over the curve of her stomach. The scent of her was overwhelming now—ripe peaches and salty desire, amplified by the heat radiating from her body. Without a word, she pushed me back onto the couch, the cushions sinking under my weight as she loomed over me like a goddess of fertility incarnate.

My hands trembled as I fumbled with my shorts, shoving them down just enough to free my cock. It sprang up, thick and veined, the head flushed purple and slick with precum that beaded at the tip. Vanessa licked her lips, her gaze fixed on it like a prize she'd been waiting to claim.

"You're shaking," she murmured, her voice a low, smoky purr that sent shivers down my spine. She straddled my lap, her thick thighs spreading wide over mine, the heat from her pussy radiating against my skin even before she touched me. Her breasts hung heavy above me, close enough that I could see the faint blue veins tracing patterns under the skin, her areolas wide and dark, nipples begging to be sucked.

I swallowed hard, my throat dry despite the lingering taste of her on my tongue—tangy sweetness mixed with salt. "A little," I admitted, my voice rough. My hands hovered at her hips, fingers brushing the soft, yielding flesh there, dimpling it slightly as I gripped.

She tilted her head, that slow, predatory smile curling her full lips. One hand reached down, wrapping around my shaft with a firm, teasing squeeze that made me gasp. Her palm was slick from her own juices, gliding smoothly as she stroked me once, twice, spreading my precum along the length until it glistened. "Because I'm older? Because I've already had kids? Or because you know exactly what I want… and part of you wants it too?"

The conflict hit me like a wave, crashing through the haze of lust. My heart pounded erratically, a mix of fear and exhilaration twisting in my gut. She was right—I was terrified. Vanessa wasn't some young fling; she was a woman who'd lived, who'd carried life before, her body marked by the faint silver stretch marks on her belly and thighs, badges of her motherhood. What if this changed everything? What if I really did knock her up? The permanence of it scared the hell out of me. But God, it was hot. The idea of this experienced, voluptuous MILF—curves honed by time and childbirth—craving my seed, wanting to swell again because of me… it made my cock twitch harder in her hand. The risk, the taboo, the raw power of claiming her fertile body—it was intoxicating, a dark thrill that overrode the doubt.

"Both," I rasped, my breath coming in shallow bursts. Her scent enveloped me fully now, that heady mix of aroused womanhood wafting up from between her legs, mingling with the faint floral hint of her soap from earlier in the day.

Vanessa leaned in closer, her breasts brushing my chest, nipples scraping like stiff peaks against my shirt. Her breath was hot against my ear, lips grazing the lobe as she whispered, "Tell me the truth. You like that I'm not some naive girl. You like that I've carried babies before, stretched and swollen and beautiful… and now I want yours. You like knowing this thick, experienced MILF body is begging for your seed. Begging to get big and round again… because of you."

Fuck. My cock jerked violently in her grip, a fresh bead of precum oozing out. She was peeling back layers I didn't even know were there, exposing the primal urge I'd buried under rationality. The thought flashed vividly: her belly rounding out month by month, heavy with my child; her breasts filling with milk, leaking for a life I'd planted; her hips widening even more, all because I couldn't resist flooding her raw. It was reckless, insane—but the heat of it burned away the fear, leaving only aching need.

"I shouldn't want this," I groaned, my hands finally settling on her hips, fingers sinking into the plush flesh, feeling the give of her curves under my touch. "It's crazy. But… God, Vanessa, the idea of knocking you up… of seeing you pregnant with my kid… it's so fucking hot."

Her smile widened, triumphant and wicked, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction. "That's my good boy," she purred, her voice dripping with approval. She shifted her weight, lifting herself up on her knees, positioning the blunt head of my cock right at her entrance. I could feel the heat of her there, her swollen lips parting slightly, a single drop of her arousal dripping onto my tip and sliding down my shaft. The air between us hummed with tension, the scent of her pussy intensifying—musky, wet, fertile.

Our eyes locked as she sank down, slow and deliberate, inch by throbbing inch. The sensation was exquisite torture: her gushy walls enveloping me in scalding, silky heat, so wet that there was no resistance, just a smooth, sucking glide until her plump ass rested flush against my thighs. I bottomed out with a wet squelch, buried to the hilt inside her, her inner muscles fluttering around me like a velvet fist. She was so full, so ripe—her pussy dripping copiously, coating my balls already, the slick sounds echoing in the quiet room.

"Fuck, you're huge," Vanessa moaned, her head falling back slightly, dark hair cascading over her shoulders. She rolled her hips experimentally, grinding me deeper, her soft belly pressing against mine with every movement. The friction was electric, her juices squishing out with each twist, running warm and sticky down my sack. I could smell us now—the raw, animalistic blend of her tangy arousal and my salty precum, heavy in the air like a fog of lust.

She started riding me slow at first, lifting and dropping with deliberate control, her thick body undulating like a wave. Each descent sent sparks through me, her walls gripping and releasing in rhythm, milking me without mercy. The couch creaked under us, the wet slap of her ass against my thighs growing louder, more insistent. Her breasts bounced heavily, nipples tracing arcs in the air, and I reached up to cup them, thumbs brushing the stiff peaks. They were so full, so warm, spilling over my palms as I squeezed gently, feeling the weight of them.

"God, yes—breed me," she gasped, her voice breaking on the words. One hand slid between us, fingers finding her swollen clit and rubbing in fast, frantic circles. The motion made her pussy clench tighter around me, a fresh gush of wetness flooding out, soaking my groin completely. The sounds were obscene: squelching thrusts, her breathy moans, the soft patter of her juices dripping onto the fabric below.

I thrust up to meet her, hands roaming her body—gripping her wide hips, tracing the soft roll of her belly, sliding up to pinch her nipples until she whimpered. Sweat beaded on her skin, making her glow, and I leaned forward to lick a trail from her collarbone to her breast, tasting the salt of her exertion mixed with the faint sweetness of her skin. "This thick cock is gonna knock me up," she chanted, her fingers flying over her clit. "I can feel it—your potent seed flooding my womb. No pulling out. I want every drop deep inside, making a baby in this fertile belly."

The dirty talk ignited something feral in me. The conflict surged again—fear flickering like a shadow—but it only fueled the fire. "I'm scared," I admitted, my voice strained as I slammed up harder, feeling her ass jiggle against me. "But I want it. Fuck, I want it so bad. Want to see you swollen with my baby… your tits leaking milk because of me."

"I know you do," she gasped, her pussy fluttering wildly now, walls pulsing in warning. "That's why you're so hard inside me. That's why your balls are so full. You love that an older woman—someone who's already been bred, already knows what it feels like—still craves your cum. Still wants to carry your babies. Wants to swell up huge again just for you."

She sped up, slamming down with abandon, her hand a blur on her clit. Her breasts heaved, sweat flying off in tiny droplets, and I buried my face between them, inhaling her scent deeply—warm skin, arousal, a hint of vanilla from her lotion. The pressure built in my core, balls tightening, but I held on, thrusting relentlessly, the wet friction driving me mad.

"I'm gonna come," she moaned, her body tensing like a coil. "Gonna squirt all over this hot young cock—gonna soak you while you fill me—"

Her climax hit like a storm. She threw her head back, screaming my name as her body locked up, a violent gush of hot squirt erupting around my shaft. It sprayed in forceful jets, drenching my lap, my stomach, the couch in warm, tangy liquid that smelled of pure release. Her walls clamped down rhythmically, milking me with vise-like pulses, trying to drag my cum from me by force.

That was my undoing.

"Fuck—I'm coming—gonna fill you—" I growled, thrusting up one final time, burying myself balls-deep. The release crashed over me, white-hot and endless. Thick rope after rope jetted into her depths, flooding her fertile core, painting her walls with my seed. It was massive, pulsing out in heavy spurts that seemed to go on forever, her pussy overflowing almost immediately, creamy white leaking out around my cock and mixing with her squirt in a slick, messy puddle.

We stayed locked like that, bodies trembling, breaths ragged and synced. My cock twitched inside her, smaller aftershocks leaking more cum, while her walls gently fluttered, coaxing every last drop. The room reeked of sex—sweat, squirt, semen—a heady cocktail that made my head spin.

Slowly, Vanessa lifted off, a soft whimper escaping her as my cock slipped free. The creampie followed in a torrent: thick, viscous rivers of white pouring from her swollen, reddened lips, running in heavy strands down her inner thighs, dripping onto my lap and the couch in obscene plops.

She reached down, scooping a generous glob onto two fingers, the creamy load glistening under the lamp light. She brought it to her mouth, licking it clean with a slow, deliberate swirl of her tongue, savoring the salty tang of us mixed together. "So much," she whispered, her voice thick with satisfaction. "So potent. This load definitely put a baby in me, baby. You can feel it, can't you? The way your body just claimed me. The way you couldn't stop yourself."

She leaned in, kissing me deep and slow, her tongue pushing the faint taste of our combined releases into my mouth—salty, sweet, utterly addictive.

"You were conflicted," she murmured against my lips, her hand resting on her soft belly. "But you chose this. You chose me. And now… you're gonna keep choosing me. Every time I'm fertile. Every time I want another one."

She smiled that wicked, knowing smile, her eyes promising endless nights like this.

"Welcome to forever, neighbor."
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