
        
            
                
            
        

    
Claiming The Curvy Mexican Co-Ed

A Shy, Thick Latina Gets Seduced, Worshipped, and Filled Raw (BBW Facesitting, Jiggly Curves, Dirty Seeding Talk)

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.


Part 1

I noticed Maria the very first day of Intro to Environmental Science, but it took me a solid two weeks to admit to myself how badly I wanted her.

Westview Community College wasn’t exactly crawling with girls who looked like her. Most of the women in class were either rail-thin track stars still clinging to high-school glory or the quietly studious types who dressed like they were interviewing for corporate jobs at nineteen. Maria was neither.

She was nineteen and built like something carved out of pure indulgence—soft, heavy, generous in every direction. Her belly was the first thing you noticed: a thick, round pillow that rested comfortably against the waistband of her leggings, pushing the fabric into gentle rolls whenever she shifted in her seat. Those leggings were always black or navy, stretched tight across hips that flared dramatically from a surprisingly narrow waist, then flared again into thighs that touched all the way down to her knees. Her ass was obscene—two full, heavy globes that jiggled faintly when she walked, the kind of jiggle that made my mouth go dry every time she got up to sharpen a pencil or head for the door.

Her breasts were enormous. Double-Fs at least, maybe more; I never got close enough to be sure until later. They strained every top she wore—V-necks that rode up to expose the soft undercurve of her belly, hoodies that still managed to hug the full swell of them, T-shirts so old and thin the outline of her bra showed through when the classroom lights hit just right. Dark hair spilled down her back in thick, glossy waves. Her skin was the warm golden-brown of someone whose family probably still spoke Spanish at home, and when she got nervous—which was often—her cheeks would flush a deep rose that spread down her throat.

She always sat in the very back row, nearest the window, shoulders hunched like she could make herself smaller. She never raised her hand. When Professor Allenson called on her anyway, her voice came out soft, accented, hesitant, but smart. Really smart. She knew her stuff.

And I couldn’t stop staring.

I spent entire fifty-minute lectures imagining what it would feel like to bury my face in the soft valley between those massive breasts. To grab handfuls of that heavy belly and feel it spill over my fingers while I fucked her from behind. To watch every lush inch of her ripple and shake with each hard thrust. I pictured her thick thighs wrapped around my waist, her soft ass bouncing in my lap, her full lips parted while she begged me to come inside her.

I jerked off thinking about her more nights than I care to admit.

I never thought she’d notice me back.

Until the Thursday Professor Allenson decided to ruin my life in the best possible way.

“Semester project,” she announced, tapping her tablet. “You’ll be working in pairs. I’ve already assigned them based on last week’s quiz scores. I want balance.”

My name came up early. I was paired with Maria.

The room didn’t go quiet or anything dramatic. No one else gave a shit. But my heart slammed against my ribs so hard I thought it might crack one.

Maria’s head jerked up. Her dark eyes found mine across the tiered lecture hall. For one perfect second we just stared. Then her cheeks went scarlet, and she dropped her gaze to her notebook, fingers twisting the cap of her pen until it cracked.

I smiled like an idiot.

After class she was gone before I could reach her, disappearing into the stream of bodies heading for the parking lot. I didn’t chase. I had her name. I had her number from the class group chat. I had five weeks of forced proximity ahead of me.

I waited until Friday evening to text her.

Me: Hey Maria, it’s me from Allenson's class. Project partners. You free to meet up sometime this weekend? My place is close to campus, way quieter than the library.

The three dots appeared. Disappeared. Appeared again. For almost ten minutes.

Maria: Hi… yeah, um. Sure. When works for you?

Me: Tomorrow? Saturday around 6? I’ve got snacks and coffee. No pressure.

Maria: Okay. 6 is good. What’s your address?

I sent it.

She sent back a single thumbs-up emoji.

I spent the next twenty-four hours cleaning my apartment like my life depended on it. Vacuumed under the couch. Wiped down every surface. Bought actual groceries—chips, salsa, those little chocolate cookies I’d seen her eating once during break. I even lit a candle. Vanilla. I didn’t know if she liked vanilla, but it smelled clean and sweet, and I figured it couldn’t hurt.

Six o’clock came.

The knock was so soft I almost missed it.

I opened the door.

Maria stood there in the hallway light wearing a charcoal-gray hoodie that was doing heroic work trying to contain her. The zipper was pulled up high, but the fabric still clung to the dramatic swell of her chest and the generous curve of her belly. Her leggings were black again, shiny at the thighs where they stretched over thick, soft flesh. Her sneakers were white with pink accents, scuffed at the toes. Her hair was down, framing her round face, and she’d put on lip gloss—shiny, dark pink. She clutched her backpack straps like they were a life preserver.

“Hey,” I said, smiling. “Come in.”

She stepped inside like she was walking into a lion’s den.

I took her backpack—Jesus, it was heavy—and set it gently on the couch. “Water? Soda? I’ve got beer if you want, but no judgment either way.”

“Water’s fine,” she mumbled, eyes darting around my living room like she was cataloging escape routes.

I brought her a tall glass with ice. She took it with both hands. Our fingers brushed. She flinched like I’d shocked her.

We sat at the dining table—my cheap IKEA one that suddenly felt too small with both of us at it. I opened my laptop. She opened hers. We stared at the blank document titled “Renewable Energy Sources – Group Project.”

“So,” I started, keeping my voice light. “Wind turbines or solar? I’m good with either.”

She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “Solar’s easier to find data on. And… it’s less controversial.”

“Solar it is.”

We started simple. Title page. Abstract outline. Sources. Every time she leaned forward to type something, her breasts rested heavily on the table’s edge, pushing that soft belly out further. The hoodie rode up just enough to show a pale strip of skin above her waistband. I had to look away or I was going to lose it.

An hour in she excused herself to the bathroom.

When she came back, she didn’t sit quite as far from me.

Two hours in her knee brushed mine under the table.

She froze. Didn’t move it.

Neither did I.

We kept working. The room got warmer. Or maybe that was just me. Every time she laughed at something I said—small, nervous giggles that made her whole body shake—I felt it in my cock.

Around eight-thirty I stretched, arms over my head. “You want a break? I’ve got those little cookies. The ones with the chocolate chunks.”

Her eyes lit up for the first time all night. “I love those.”

I brought the whole package. She took three. I took two. We ate in companionable silence for a minute.

Then she said, very quietly, “You’re… really nice. I didn’t expect that.”

I raised an eyebrow. “What’d you expect?”

She shrugged, cheeks pink again. “I don’t know. Most guys… they don’t talk to me unless they have to.”

I set the cookie down. “I’ve wanted to talk to you since day one.”

Her eyes flicked to mine, then away. “Why?”

“Because you’re beautiful,” I said simply.

She laughed—a short, bitter sound. “Don’t.”

“I’m not bullshitting you, Maria.”

She looked down at her lap. At the way her thighs spread across the chair. At the roll of her belly pushing against the table edge. “You don’t have to lie to make me feel better. I know what I look like.”

I reached out slowly. Touched the back of her hand.

She didn’t pull away.

“I’m not lying,” I said, voice low. “I think you’re fucking gorgeous. Every single inch of you.”

Her breathing hitched.

I slid my thumb over her knuckles. “I’ve spent entire classes imagining what it would feel like to touch you. To feel how soft you are. How warm.”

She made a tiny, broken sound.

I leaned closer. “I’m not trying to pressure you. But I’ve wanted you for weeks. And now you’re here, in my apartment, and I can barely think straight.”

She looked up at me then—really looked. Her eyes were glassy. Her lips parted.

I closed the distance.

Our mouths met soft at first—testing, careful. Her lips were warm, glossy, tasting faintly of chocolate and nerves. Then she whimpered, just the smallest sound, and everything changed.

I pulled her into my lap.

She straddled me, heavy and perfect, thick thighs bracketing my hips, soft belly pressing against my stomach. I groaned into her mouth, hands sliding under the hoodie, finding warm, yielding skin.

She stiffened.

“I’m too heavy,” she gasped. “I’ll hurt you—”

“You won’t,” I growled, gripping her hips, pulling her tighter against the aching ridge of my cock. “I want you right here. I want all of you.”

She trembled.

I kissed her deeper—slow, hungry, tasting her. My hands roamed: up her back, down to cup the full, heavy cheeks of her ass, squeezing, kneading, spreading her against me.

She rocked once—tentative, experimental—and we both moaned.

Then she froze again.

“I—I should go,” she whispered, trying to climb off.

I caught her wrists. Gentle. Firm.

“Stay,” I murmured against her lips.

She looked at me like she was drowning.


Part 2

Maria’s thighs trembled around my ears as I guided her higher up the bed. She was still half-dressed—hoodie gone, bra unhooked and tossed somewhere on the floor, those black leggings peeled down only to mid-thigh because I couldn’t wait any longer to taste her again. Her panties were soaked through, clinging to the plump outer lips of her pussy, the dark curls visible through the damp cotton. I hooked two fingers under the waistband and dragged them off slowly, watching the way her thick thighs quivered with every inch they slid down.

She tried to cover herself instinctively—one arm across her heavy breasts, the other hand hovering over the soft swell of her belly. That beautiful, round belly that spilled over her pubic mound in a gentle roll, stretch marks like silver threads decorating the lower curve.

“Don’t,” I rasped, catching her wrists and pinning them gently to the mattress beside her hips. “Let me see you. All of you.”

Her breath hitched. Her dark eyes were glassy, pupils blown wide with nerves and want. “I’ve never… not like this. I’m too heavy. I’ll suffocate you.”

I grinned against the inside of her thigh, kissing the soft, warm flesh there. “That’s the point, baby. I want to be buried in you. I want to drown in how sweet you are.”

She made a small, broken sound—half whimper, half moan.

I lay flat on my back, head near the foot of the bed so she’d have room. I patted my chest. “Come here. Straddle my face. Sit. All your weight.”

She hesitated, knees shaking as she crawled up. The mattress dipped deeply under her. Every movement sent ripples through her body—her enormous breasts swaying heavily, nipples dark and tight; her belly folding into soft rolls as she shifted; her wide hips rolling with each careful advance. When she finally swung one thick leg over my head, the sight of her pussy hovering inches above my mouth nearly made me come untouched.

She was glistening. Swollen. The lips puffy and parted just enough to show the slick pink inside. Her clit peeked out, fat and flushed. The scent of her hit me—musky, sweet, aroused woman mixed with the faint vanilla of her body lotion. I groaned, low and hungry.

“Lower,” I told her. “Sit on my face, Maria. Please.”

“I can’t—”

“You can.” I gripped her hips, thumbs digging into the soft flesh just above where her thighs met her ass. “I need it. I’ve been dreaming about this pussy smothering me since the first day I saw you in class.”

Her breath shuddered out. Slowly—agonizingly slowly—she lowered herself.

The first contact was heaven.

Her hot, wet folds settled against my mouth. Heavy. Soft. Yielding. I opened wide, tongue flat, lapping up the length of her slit in one long, slow stroke. She tasted like salt and honey and pure sex. I moaned into her, the vibration making her gasp.

Her thighs clamped around my ears immediately—thick, warm, plush pillows that muffled the world. All I could hear was the wet sounds of my own tongue working her, the shaky rhythm of her breathing, and the occasional soft whimper that escaped her.

She didn’t put her full weight down at first. She hovered, trembling, trying to hold herself up on shaking arms.

I growled against her clit. “More. Sit. All of you.”

“I’ll hurt you—”

“You won’t.” I sucked her clit between my lips—hard, sudden—and she cried out, hips jerking forward. Her weight dropped.

Fuck. Yes.

Her entire soft ass settled onto my face. Her pussy lips spread wide across my mouth and nose. My world narrowed to slick heat, velvet flesh, the heavy press of her mound grinding against my chin. I couldn’t breathe through my nose—didn’t want to. Every inhale was her. Every exhale was muffled against her dripping core.

I licked deeper. Tongue spearing inside her, fucking her with slow, deliberate strokes while my nose nudged her clit. She was so wet it coated my cheeks, my chin, dripped down the sides of my face. I drank her like I was dying of thirst.

Her hips started to rock—tiny, hesitant circles at first. Testing. Then bolder. She ground down harder, smearing her arousal across my lips, my tongue, my cheeks. The soft roll of her lower belly brushed my forehead with every forward roll. Her thighs squeezed tighter, fat and trembling, trapping me exactly where she needed me.

I hummed approval. The sound vibrated straight through her clit.

“Oh God!” Her voice cracked.

I slid both hands up to grip her ass—two generous handfuls of warm, jiggling flesh. I spread her wider, opening her even more, tongue plunging deeper while I kneaded her cheeks like dough. Every squeeze made her moan louder.

She was riding my face now—slow, heavy rolls of her hips that dragged her swollen clit across the flat of my tongue again and again. Her breathing turned ragged. Her breasts bounced with each movement, heavy and full, nipples brushing the tops of my hands when she leaned forward.

I could feel her getting close. The way her inner walls fluttered around my tongue. The fresh gush of slick that coated my mouth. The way her thighs started to shake uncontrollably.

I sucked her clit hard—relentless—flicking the underside with rapid little strokes.

She shattered.

Her whole body seized. Thighs clamped so tight around my head I saw stars. Her pussy pulsed against my tongue, gushing fresh wetness that I lapped up greedily. She cried out—loud, broken, Spanish curses mixed with my name. Her belly quivered above me, rolls trembling. Her ass cheeks flexed under my palms as she ground down one last time, riding the waves of her orgasm until she was shaking.

When the worst of it passed she tried to lift off—gasping, oversensitive.

I locked my arms around her hips. Held her down.

“Not yet,” I growled against her dripping folds. “One more.”

“I can’t.”

“You can.” I softened my tongue, gentle laps now, soothing the swollen bud of her clit. Slow circles. Teasing flicks. Letting her come down just enough before I started building her back up.

Her protests melted into whimpers. Her hips started moving again—smaller rolls, but still needy. She braced her hands on the headboard, breasts hanging heavy and swaying. Every breath came with a soft, desperate sound.

I worked her slowly this time. Tongue tracing every fold. Sucking gently on her clit. Sliding down to push inside her again—fucking her with long, lazy strokes while my nose rubbed her clit in time with her movements.

Her thighs started trembling again. Harder.

“Fuck—oh fuck—I’m gonna—”

She came a second time even harder than the first.

This time she didn’t try to lift off. She ground down with desperate little jerks, smothering me completely, pussy clenching and fluttering against my mouth as she flooded me with another rush of slick. Her whole soft body shook—belly, breasts, thighs, ass—all of it quivering with the force of it.

I drank every drop.

When she finally collapsed forward—gasping, trembling, boneless—I let her. She slid off to the side, landing half on top of me, thick thigh draped over my hip, soft belly pressed to my ribs. Her pussy was still dripping, leaving wet trails on my skin.

I turned my head, kissed the inside of her thigh—slow, reverent.

She was panting, cheeks flushed dark rose, hair sticking to her sweaty forehead.

“You okay?” I asked, voice hoarse from being buried in her.

She laughed—shaky, blissful. “I… I think you just ruined me.”

“Good.” I rolled toward her, kissing the soft curve of her belly, then up to her breast, taking one thick nipple into my mouth and sucking gently. “Because I’m nowhere near done with you.”

Her fingers threaded through my hair—tugging me closer.

“Then don’t stop,” she whispered.

I grinned against her skin.

I wasn’t planning to.


Part 3

Maria was still trembling from the second orgasm when I rolled her onto her back, spreading those thick, soft thighs wide enough that her knees fell toward the mattress. Her pussy was swollen, dark pink lips glistening with her own slick and my spit, clit peeking out like it was begging for more. The lower roll of her belly quivered with every shaky breath, stretch marks shimmering like silver rivers across warm golden skin.

I crawled between her legs, cock so hard it hurt—thick veins pulsing, head already leaking. I rubbed the fat tip through her folds, coating myself in her wetness, teasing her entrance without pushing in yet.

“Look at you,” I growled, voice rough. “So fucking wet for me. This pretty pussy’s dripping, baby. You want this cock stretching you open, don’t you?”

She whimpered, hips lifting, trying to chase me. “Yes—please. I need it. I need you inside me.”

I pressed just the head inside—slow, letting her feel every thick inch as it sank past her entrance. She gasped, nails digging into my shoulders, her soft belly pressing against my stomach as I leaned down.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” I groaned. “So hot. So wet. This cunt was made for me, Maria. Made to take every inch and milk me dry.”

I gave her another inch. Then another. Until I was buried to the hilt, balls pressed tight against her ass, her plump lips stretched wide around my base. The sensation was obscene—her walls fluttering, gripping me like a fist wrapped in velvet heat.

I started moving—slow, deep rolls of my hips that dragged my cock almost all the way out before slamming back in. Each thrust made her whole body ripple. Her enormous tits bounced heavily, slapping together with wet sounds. Her belly jiggled in soft waves, rolling against my abs. Her thighs trembled, fat and plush, quivering every time my hips slapped into her.

“You feel that?” I rasped, picking up speed. “Feel how deep I am? That’s your pussy swallowing me, baby. Taking this thick cock like a good girl.”

She moaned—loud, broken, head thrown back. “Oh God—yes—fuck me harder. Please—don’t stop.”

I hooked her legs over my shoulders, folding her in half. The new angle let me sink even deeper. Her soft belly compressed between us, rolls folding and spilling over my forearms as I braced myself. Every thrust sent shockwaves through her flesh—tits bouncing wildly, ass cheeks jiggling against the sheets, thighs shaking uncontrollably.

“Goddamn, look at you shake,” I grunted, slamming in hard enough to make the headboard thud. “This big, soft body bouncing for me. Jiggling every time I fuck you. You love it, don’t you? Love being filled up by a hard cock while your curves shake like this.”

“Yes—fuck—yes!” Her voice cracked. “I love it—I love how you feel inside me. So big—so deep—don’t stop, please don’t stop—”

I flipped her onto her hands and knees. Her ass rose high—two perfect, heavy globes, dimpled and soft, already marked with faint red handprints from earlier. I gripped her hips—fingers sinking deep into plush flesh—and drove back in with one brutal thrust.

She screamed into the pillow.

I fucked her hard—fast—relentless. The room filled with wet slaps, skin on skin, the obscene squelch of her soaked pussy taking every inch. Her ass rippled with each impact, waves rolling up her back, belly hanging low and swaying beneath her. I reached around, palming one heavy breast, pinching the thick nipple until she sobbed.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” I growled against her ear, chest pressed to her back. “This fat ass bouncing on my cock. This soft belly shaking. I could fuck you like this all night—watch you jiggle while I ruin this tight little cunt.”

She pushed back to meet me, desperate. “Ruin me—please—fuck me raw. I want it. I want you to come inside me.”

The words hit like gasoline on fire.

I pulled out, flipped her onto her back again, and hooked her legs around my waist. She locked her ankles behind me, pulling me deeper as I sank back in—slow this time, letting her feel every inch stretching her open.

“Look at me,” I ordered. “Look at me while I fuck you.”

Her dark eyes locked on mine—glassy, needy, pupils blown.

“I’m gonna fill you up,” I told her, hips rolling deep. “Gonna pump you so full of cum you’ll feel it dripping out for days. You want that? Want me to breed this pretty pussy?”

“Yes—” Her voice broke into a sob. “Please—come inside me. Fill me up. I need it—I need your cum so bad—”

I sped up—hard, punishing strokes that made her whole body quake. Tits bouncing, belly jiggling, thighs trembling around my hips. Her nails raked down my back, leaving hot trails.

“Beg for it,” I growled. “Beg me to breed you, Maria.”

“Please—” She was crying now—tears of pure pleasure. “Breed me—fill me—come inside me—give me your cum—please, I want it—I want to feel you pulsing deep—want you to flood my pussy—make me yours—please—please—please—”

Her walls clamped down hard, fluttering wildly as another orgasm ripped through her. She screamed my name, back arching, soft body shaking violently beneath me.

I couldn’t hold back.

I slammed deep—one last brutal thrust—and exploded.

Hot, thick ropes of cum erupted inside her. Pulse after pulse, flooding her tight channel, painting her walls. I groaned low and filthy against her neck, hips jerking with every spurt, grinding as deep as I could while I emptied everything I had into her.

“Take it—fuck—take every drop,” I panted. “This pussy’s mine now. Filled with my cum. Gonna keep you leaking me for hours.”

She whimpered, legs locked tight around me, milking me with fluttering squeezes. “Yes—yes—fill me—oh God, I feel it—so warm—so much—”

I kept rocking slowly, pushing my load deeper, feeling the slick mess of us coating my shaft, dripping out around my base where we were still joined.

When the last shudder left me, I collapsed half on top of her—careful not to crush her, but needing to stay buried inside. Her soft, sweaty body molded to mine—belly pressed to my stomach, breasts pillowed against my chest, thighs still trembling around my hips.

I kissed her slow—deep—tasting salt and sex and sweetness.

She smiled against my mouth, shy and sated. “You… you really came inside me.”

“Every fucking drop,” I murmured, brushing damp hair from her cheek. “And I’m not done. Not by a long shot.”

Her eyes sparkled. “Good. Because I want more.”

I grinned, already feeling myself thicken again inside her slick heat.

“Then we’re just getting started, baby.”
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