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I grew up like any other Midwestern girl in Peru, Indiana. The small two story house was right next to my grandma who had Esperanza, a black home health aide come in once a week to administer her meds. I was ten when I realized that black was my color of choice for not only clothing but also for men. I knew it when I saw Jerome for the first time that there was no other creature more beautiful than a full grown black man. It was love at first sight when I lay my eyes on him that day. I loved him the way a little girl loves her first Teddy Bear from daddy.

An innocent visual attraction that had nothing to do with sex, after all, I was only ten. 

The years passed and then we moved. I wish I could say that the move was because dad won the Million Dollars a Year for Life Lottery or that some distant relative died and left us the same Million Dollars a Year times ten for us to spend as we wish, but that wasn’t it. We moved only because the ‘coloreds’ as dad was fond of saying moved only two houses down from ours, too close for comfort. 

It was fate, not only Jerome landing in my life at the wrong time and having a crush on him, and secretly hating Esperanza for having him for herself, but then years later having to move because a family with the same tint as my beautiful Black creature was about to move so close to us. 

There goes the neighborhood…

They might have well have had leprosy or SARS the way the neighborhood in general treated them. Dad hated blacks, mom didn’t care. Not that Peru was all that bad, but having a shortage of black residents made it so that when one did move in, it was evident. One of dads favorite sayings was “Black is Beautiful, Tan is Grand, but White is the color of an American.”

I would get excited at their arrival while almost everyone in my family would finally have a source of gossip, sometimes, for months to come. 

Esperanza and Jerome continued to visit and keep in touch with my grandmother. Even though Esperanza was more of a Mocha black, Jerome was almost tar black. One day while visiting my grandma I see Jerome’s car in her driveway. Strange that it was that time of night to see a car in her driveway, when normally Grandma would be in bed by eight, tops. 

I went inside. I was curious because when they did visit her it would be in the morning because of Jerome’s work schedule. Something seemed “off” so I made my way upstairs to grandmas’ bedroom. What I saw cannot be unseen. The smell of sex was permeating every room in her house.

Inside was my nice wholesome grandmother getting pleasured by Jerome. If I told dad, he would probably call the cops and accuse Jerome of rape, although Grandma was moaning and begging him for more cock, so I didn’t tell anyone. That was what sealed the deal for me when I saw Jerome’s super huge and thick cock filling my sixty-three year old grandma’s cunt with himself.

“Awhhh Jerry give me your cock feed… your Grammy your cock sonny boy.” Grandma chanted with a freakishly scary grimace to her face as he fed her wrinkly but surprisingly nimble old varicose veined pussy his big black cock full of sperm that would die a tragic death in her old dusty womb.

“Awwwwwwww I’m cuming….AGHHHHHH!” She screamed and coughed a short while later, queefing even louder.  Grandma hit the finish line.

I had just turned eighteen years old and it pissed me off that this old hag with saggy tits and a disgusting C-section scar running from her navel to her cunt was getting more action than I was. I stood there and focused my eyes on Jerome’s sweaty and sexy body as it pounded my grandmother’s vagina, in and out, God what a bitch she is I thought. 

They were in a sideways position and Jerome was giving it to her from behind, and at first I thought that Jerome was just fucking around behind his girls back, and then I see Esperanza holding a professional looking movie camera in the corner.

After that incident, I ate, and then ate some more. Looking back, I think I was stuffing my fat and quickly getting fatter pretty face with food when all I really wanted was some of that baseball bat sized meaty cock of Jerome’s. One quick fix pleasure replaced another.

I noticed that the fatter I became the more attention I got from black men. I remembered hearing something to the effect that fat white chicks are black cock magnets. At first, it was the little extra looks I would get here and there, and then I noticed a sudden and drastic upswing in big black guys wanting to friend me on Facebook. Some of them were really hot. 

And then I met Carl.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Carl came into my life the way best things happen, by accident. I was well over 250 pounds at only five feet tall. One of our favorite things to do was going out to different eating establishments and eat, especially the all you can eat buffets. On those days I would skip breakfast altogether.

I met Carl through Lisa, a friend who was dating a prisoner at the State Penitentiary. Carl was his cellmate. When I met him for the first time after many sessions of impromptu phone sex, he had only a few months to go until his release. There wasn’t one phone call that didn’t end without me fingering myself to his sweet low voice that always knew the right thing to say to make me cum long distance. Sure, we could have had a few conjugal visits, but I wanted our first time to be romantic and special, so we agreed to wait until his release. We’ve been inseparable ever since. 

Carl loved fat girls, it was his thing, and he spared no expense in filling me up with food and cock.

One afternoon, we sat in the far corner of the Golden Corral enjoying the endless buffet with Carl. Carl had a body that was God like; tall and well chiseled body that caused girls to always make comments whenever we walked hand in hand. The comments were not very nice. Fuck them.

He whispered “mmm baby, you making me horny watching you wolf down that chicken wing the way you do. Make me hot cause you look like you do when you” and then he caught himself and lowered his voice whispering in my ear “suck my cock.” He always made the most inappropriate comments in public.

Although not loud, the elderly lady directly behind us turned her silver topped head and scoffed, mumbling something.

Carl laughed, this time saying even louder how much pleasure my fat pouty lips would be bringing him later on that night in the bedroom.

The old lady didn’t turn around this time; she just uttered something to her crypt keeper ancient looking husband that made him look our way. It was funny to us.

“Damn Carl, these ribs are to die for.” After my six or seven perfectly cooked chicken wings with Blue Cheese dressing I had Carl get me some baby back ribs with a generous helping of mashed potatoes and gravy. I had to leave room for the ice cream that would follow. It was our tradition to peruse Golden Corral once a week on Saturdays, I always out ate him but he could pack the food away too. I always brought a large bag to bring home “doggie rations” for us later. 

While I liked most everything on the menu at the Golden Corral, the chicken legs at the deli were far better for masturbating. They were thicker, meatier, and longer, making them more satisfying. It gets Carl absolutely wild to watch me take that huge drumstick covered in condom, fuck myself with it, and then take off the rubber and chow down on it. 

“You want some Ice Cream baby?” He was done eating. I wasn’t.

Carl is the man who I will probably be with for a very long time. Carl was always attentive to my every need, especially my sexual ones. He always treated me like a queen. My parents didn’t care for him too much. Their argument was that whites should stick to whites, and not “contaminate” the purity with any other race, or species, as dad one time very ignorantly mentioned. They were both racists to the core after Carl, and it thrilled me that every date made their blood boil all the hotter.

“Nah…I’m really full.” Once upon a time you could actually smoke in this place. A big meal without an after cigarette was like a day without sunshine or Twinkies. We waited for the waitress, paid our bill and left.

“What you got this time baby?” He meant what after dinner goodies lay hidden inside my bag. He called me his cute little kleptomaniac. It wasn’t a matter of kleptomania, it was a matter of getting more bang for my buck. I opened the bag. He laughed and wrapped his arm around me as we walked to the car. I wanted to get home and poop.

An hour or so later, we got to his apartment, simply decorated. He still struggled to make a living as a construction worker. Before getting pinched, he was a stockbroker that was caught for insider trading as he tried to help his friends and family. Locking the door to the bathroom I almost didn’t make it to the throne, must have been that Nacho with an extra helping of cheese.

“Damn baby, smells like somethin’ died in there…” I sprayed half a bottle of Febreeze, nothing gets past Carls’ bloodhound nose. I was a little embarrassed.

He noticed my face becoming redder and apologized.

“I’m sorry baby…just foolin’ with ya”

I know he was kidding, but playing the hurt sympathy card might lend me a little extra gift. It was my birthday tomorrow and I planned on spending it with my man.

“Baby, you want to bathe me today?” He loved bathing me in the big pink Ball and Claw antique tub that was a surprise gift from his mother, and because he excelled at rubbing me the right way in the right spots, well, my bath always ended in a long lovemaking session. My curves were very well padded, and my excess fat congregated in my ass and large double E bra sized breasts, small waistline, and big black girl’s ass although I am as lily white as they come. 

“You know I do baby.”

I walked to the tub and began filling it with almost hot water and my favorite strawberry scented bubble bath soap from Bed Bath and beyond. It was so delicious smelling that it would always make me crave some Breyers Strawberry Ice Cream with lots of whipped cream and three Maraschino cherries on the top afterwards. Carl was feeding our cat Mr. Shelby with the same love and attention he lavished on me.

“I’m ready baby” I called out to him as I sat down and felt the initial shock of the hot water on my soft skin. Carl walked in and then knelt down to scrub me down with a sea sponge. Any other man would liken me to a beached whale. My wide hips and body took up almost the entire capacity of the ball and claw bathtub. I put my head back on the porcelain edge as he got to work.

“You know how to get to me.” His large hands held the sponge and rubbed my breasts, paying special attention to the underside of them. Large breasted women do a lot of sweating under there, and the bigger I got the more I seemed to sweat within the folds and creases of my voluptuous body that was the downfall of not only Carl but all the other men I had borrowed from their dull wives.

“Quit doing’ that girl…ain’t funny…nasty ass bitch”

I was farting in the tub; all those spices and different meats were doing battle in my small intestine. He was edging dangerously close to my fat juicy and wet vulva that he’d nicknamed “Chulva” meaning chubby vulva. I wish there was one part of my body that was slender, but there wasn’t. His long fingers scrubbed my every nook and cranny of my private parts, at times I felt like a Thomas’s English muffin what with all the dimples. The water was getting a little colder and I felt clean and ready to get out and go to bed. He handed me my towel.

“Baby looks sleepy...you ready?”

“Yeah, I am a little bit” I couldn’t help all the yawning and he mistook it for being tired. Still in all, that large meal made me want to just crawl into bed and sleep. Carl had other ideas; I knew it as he tried to dry me off in the tub. One time he threw me down on the sink and my weight ended up breaking it. His cock was becoming hard; I could make out the outline of his monstrous penis through his sweatpants. He helped me on with my robe and as I walked I heard the mean old lady tenant below us hit the ceiling with a broomstick. Each time I walked after ten at night she would pull this shit. It’s not like I weigh a thousand pounds. Not yet anyway.

Fucking bitch, maybe the life hog should just croak, I mean, she is like a hundred years old already, and it seemed to me she should be shown in the direction of the light. I stomped my bedroom slipper heel directly over where the noise originated. Carl just shrugged it off and laughed, not really egging me on but cheering me for not taking shit from anyone.

“Die already motherfucker, what you waiting for anyway?” I screamed at the top of my lungs.

“C’mon baby, let’s just unwind you an’ me in bed. I got some baby batter brewing for you, how’s that sound?” Tonight I had to suck his cock; I wanted him to stuff my mouth so much that I would gag. I didn’t want him to think that I had another man’s mambo sausage fucking his sweet fat salt porky good pussy. 

“You’re right; I wish we could move away somewhere, a geriatric-free zone.”

“You’re gonna get old one day too.” He chuckled.

Carl was such a softie at heart… maybe that was his pitch to winning my heart. But it wasn’t his heart I wanted now; I wanted his cock that dangled close to his knees almost when it wasn’t hard. I wanted him inside me. After my bath I gave him some scented oil to rub all over my body. It felt good to have his big hands cover every inch of me. He called me his personal piggy, even wanting me to make squealing noises during our lovemaking. He was so hot.

“You know baby I think you need to add a few more pounds, I like a nice fatty roast piece of meat baby, know what I mean?” His dirty talk was making my panties drip with anticipation. I loved being put on a pedestal by my taboo chocolate man with the best cock I ever had, even the way he looks at me makes me feel special. He began kneading my belly like he was kneading dough.

“Mmmmm, you’re piggy needs porkin’ baby, you still like my fat rolls baby? Oink Oink!” I closed my eyes as he worked my huge breasts harder and harder, making my large nipples protrude and wish they were full of milk for his mouth. It became almost unbearable to have this excruciating buildup of horniness as he applied more pressure.

“Awh God baby, I love your titties you fat little slut!”

I grabbed his ear as I led him to the sweet spot between my legs; his thick lips had the moves and it wasn’t long before his long fat tongue began licking the inside of my legs and settling right on my already engorged and stimulate clit. I threw by head back as his tongue pushed past all the fat and found my little clitty helmet. Oh God, his mouth has my entire clit in his mouth, sucking as hard as he could. He grabbed my legs and spread them apart as he continued to tongue fuck my wet fuck hole while grabbing at my breasts firmly.

I throw my legs over his shoulders as he maintains the rhythm that was driving me to the brink of filling his mouth with my cum. 

“Mmmmmm yeah baby…right there baby, fuck my pussy hard!”

“Oh yeah baby, right there…” His long ass tongue entered my salty and now dripping cunt in an in and out mock fucking fashion. I was moaning for him, and even though his tongue knew how to tango with my pussy, the real prize was his twelve inch thick cock. He would often tell me that a skinny girl would break in half at the sight and feel of his cock, but me, my fat ass gave his big cock a run for its money. As he mounted me, the slipperiness of my skin almost made him slide off me onto the floor. This awkward moment made us both laugh at each other. God I love Carl, nothing like that warm fuzzy drug like feeling of love to increase the moment of lust.

“Fuck me baby fuck me hard.” He loved for me to beg for his big black cock. I was the only one in his group of friends that was not only super plump but the only one that was white. 

He loved the pink white porky meat that was my pussy, and once again he mounted me, this time with more aggressive determination. He just slid inside, my pussy was not only lubed up for him but I had already been stretched by my black king and his king Kong sized cock.

“Yeah fuck my fat pussy”

The words made him thrust faster and faster, words couldn’t describe just how fast and deep he was penetrating me this time. “Mmm baby how you like my nigger cock hmmm?” I could feel the tip of his shaft hit my cervix and make me push back away from him for a moment. And then I felt the first little fluttery waves of orgasm building inside me. He could feel my pussy begin to wrap around his girth in the strong muscle spasms that only made him pound me harder and harder until I felt the warmth of his cum fill my womb.

He only mentioned the word when my white pussy was getting rammed hard and fast by his black cock, it made him feel like, well, like the animal he imagined himself to be, dominating the fair maiden that was me. I was submitting to the black man that always filled my masturbating session’s BDSM fantasy when I was younger. 

“Oh God baby I’m gonna cum again.” I screamed as loud as I could as our slippery bodies created a heat that almost warranted calling the fire department. My black king had satisfied me again as no one else could.
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