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As a creature of habit, I always obsessively walk the same path to work each and every day, no matter what: rain or shine, if for no other reason than to save myself a few steps from coming into contact with a two block real estate stretch of land that is littered with the ever present conglomerate of drug dealers and some generic garden variety hookers selling their wares for mere pennies on the dollar. That small unsavory parcel of land is well-known in our neck of the woods for dealers peddling their drugs, mostly smack and weed. A few of them I know personally, and  the fact that they choose to make a few hundred dollars a day honing their hustling skills as opposed to earning less than fifty bucks at their local fast food joint earns them some kind of praise from me. I also walk, well, sometimes more like a shuffle, to hopefully shed a few pounds and lose my once upon a time cute and chubby figure that blossomed over the years into a nothing but fat ass girl status…It never really bothered me to be fat, but the never-ending nagging from some family members as well as our old but nevertheless physically fit family doctors fake thinly disguised concern for my weight loss was my only halfhearted motivation in losing some pounds. Fat sex rules. At times, it felt like the fat me was beginning to resent the soon to be slimmer me. Being fat for so many years, I felt comfortable in my own skin, it didn’t really matter what anyone else thought. I mean, I loved showing off my watermelon sized breasts with the hard bulbous nipples peeking through some brightly colored and shimmery low cut and tight fitting knits that would hug my jugs lovingly, caressing them for the entire world to see. My titties have always been sensually large and always supported by the sexiest and gaudiest Victoria’s Secret brassiere I could get and afford. I was the only girl in grade school with tiny but noticeably developing titties, and back then, I admit to asserting a certain control over the boys because of my early developing body. Lingerie was my one luxury and downfall, and even though I may be wearing sweats and some old tee shirt, you can bet your bottom dollar that underneath, I looked like a lady, a sexy buxomly lard ass with a golden egg laying pussy. My tiny waist curving ever so gracefully towards a large but well-shaped bubble but, a black girl ass calling out to every heterosexual male “fuck me, then fuck me some more”. Whether they want to admit it or not, it’s always the big girls with the big fat asses that will get the wolf whistles and the gaping open mouths, not the flat pancake pasty white girl asses. Having not one shameful bone in my body, I’d wear my tight purple spandex pants with pride, even if I could hear the fabric of my inner thighs rubbing together and creating their own unique heat source, it didn’t matter, I knew I was fat, and that would only mean more cushion for the pushing. Losing my virginity at a very young age, I always liked to fuck without the unnecessary sugary bullshit of romance. I never did understand why the white girls I grew alongside with at school always seemed to want to sugarcoat the sweaty primal yet filthy gloriously dirty deed by inserting some unnecessary flowery romantic chapters in order to justify fulfilling their body’s need for sex with some kind of lame ass romance. Sex to me was as natural and as necessary as taking a shit, eating, or pissing. No need for a side order of bullshit romance just to fuck. White folks always confused me, but I admit a certain weakness for fucking their men though. Fat, black and horny, with a weakness for Italian cock, Middle Eastern cock, basically, any kind of cock except for Asian cock…surely I was somebody’s dream girl.

The phone rang and I just knew it was Sharlene, my baby mama friend updating me on her latest boy toy or just gossiping. We’d spend hours on the phone talking fashion, makeup or men. She liked chocolate men just like herself, and every man she’s fuck had to be a mirror image of her, milk chocolate black. Maybe she’d been brainwashed into thinking that is the way it had to be by her conventional upbringing. Never really caring for black cock, I always preferred vanilla cock; it made me feel like I had the pussy power to convert the most hardcore white power man into a chocolate addict, maybe even some famous skinhead.

Don’t get me wrong…I will always love the sexuality that just oozes from every pore of one of my own, but there is no feeling of accomplishment in that, besides, every brother that ever fucked me wanted to be on top.  I always felt that boring white milk to be tastier and always better with a little Hershey’s chocolate syrup in it. It was that summer when I landed the part time job at the corner Pizza joint owned by real live Guido’s. The pay was minimal, but it was a job after all. My first day of work at the pizza joint landed me one delectably cheesy calzone, two slices of extra cheese pizza , and a string of endless orange soda refills. There was only one other thing better to me than fried chicken or spare ribs…and that would be a well-crafted slice of extra cheese pepperoni pizza with extra red pepper. Working the afternoon shift at Nunzio’s Pizzeria was but temporary moonlight job until September when I would begin college in the fall. Not particularly high-paying or glamorous, but I would be entitled access to all the Italian dishes I wanted. Throughout my senior year, I would sit there on my lunch hour every day and flirt with one of the owner’s sons, also named Nunzio after his ol’man, and without a doubt, the cutest one, as I devoured two or three slices quickly and in succession. It was a veritable feast for me as I would greedily enjoy my meals. During lunch hour and sometimes on my break time too I would snack, take a breath, then snack some more. I probably took more than my fair share or what was permissible by a part-time employee, but none of the guys ever said anything, maybe they were just too fuckin polite, or maybe afraid that I would somehow make it into a black thing and bring up the dreaded race card to my advantage. There was not one single time I ate where I wouldn’t feel their gaze upon me. Walking in one afternoon, I hinted around for a job, and then  I was hired, just like that, my lotsa junk in my big ass black trunk had reigned once again in overcoming the insurmountable. 

It was my first day at work, and the object of my secret fantasy Nunzio certainly looked the Guido pizza boy part with his super-white t-shirt no doubt hung to dry in the hot summer sun on the clothesline by his aging mother. He looked sublime as he rolled out the dough for the pizza, sometimes throwing it up in the air showing off for all to see. There was always one single Marlboro cigarette carefully rolled up and tucked inside his short sleeve, he was like a human tasty Southern Italian lollipop, and I couldn’t wait to dig in. I hope that in the afterlife I come back as his underwear, or at least a Marlboro.

It was almost the end of July and the high temperature was rising outside, no big surprise, but in a pizzeria only the patrons would be able to enjoy the air-conditioned area, we, at the kitchen, would have to depend solely on an archaic floor fan that circulated the unbearably warm moist air around like white trash seem to circulate their genetically inferior seed through copulation. We were sweltering in the kitchen where it was my job duty to clean the counters and prepare sandwiches, cook the delicious sauces that crowned most of the dishes. Nunzio was like a pizza Rembrandt with that dough, I marveled at his technique as he would throw the dough in the air, slowly stretching it into utter perfection before placing it onto the stone. He saw that I wasn’t accomplishing much in the way of work…how could I? Those hairy enough but not overly so muscular and manly arms glistening with sweat, I couldn’t take my eyes off him, I wondered what other piece of his anatomy was hard and sweaty…and what that tasted like.

He looked at me and smiled, I smiled back, it was as if no one else existed.

“You want to have lunch with me; I’m going to make some Stromboli if you want to join me in the back.” I wasted no time in accepting his flirtatious offer, I wanted to fuck, my period was due in a few days and I wanted to fuck in the worst way, wanting a hard thick pepperoni cock to fill my every hole.

“I love it in the back, and Stromboli is one of my very favorite foods, so yeah, I would love some.” I candidly spoke hoping he’d understand exactly what I was saying. I love getting fucked in the ass. He blushed at my bold and decidedly non-lady words, and as he turned his head, I caught him for a brief moment as a Roman god, with all that hot fiery Italian fuck worthy greatness flowing through his veins, his profile was perfection. His thick fingers dotted the last remaining touches on the Stromboli masterpiece he had created…I couldn’t wait to taste it. Maybe the young Italian girls that had their eyes and sights set on him were just too wishy- washy or innocent for his blood, maybe he preferred the smoky and complex sweetness of a fat chocolate queen like me. He sensed what I wanted, and this specimen of a young man was blushing at my gaze. It was a sweltering summer day, and the heat index was almost unbearable, rivaled only by the heat rising between my legs.

We sat down to enjoy our meal facing each other on the smallish table on the farthest corner in the room.    

“Oh my gosh, this is delicious” I exclaimed enthusiastically as I took my first bite. The Stromboli was pretty big, much bigger than the size served to paying customers, maybe he’s toying with me, or maybe he secretly feeds me bigger portions for the surprise between his legs, testing me to see just how much I can handle. My sweet sexy Nunzio took a bite twice the size as I did with his perfectly shaped lips that looked like much like Sly in his Rocky era younger years; and he exuded the same manliness and cave man sexuality. 

“mmm…that’s good right? This is actually my grandfather’s recipe from the old country…yeah” he chuckled nervously, his hazel eyes were so sultry and inviting, I wanted to fuck him in the worst way. There was nobody else around except for his older brother rolling out even more Sicilian and regular pies in anticipation for the high-school crowd that would begin their journey in very shortly. There was always a long line during lunch hour as the teens waited for their lunch. Before we finished our first extra-large and cheesy Stromboli, I took off my shoe, something I had done only once before with a boy sometime in middle school, just to fuck around and cock tease while honing my skills, and gently pressed it against his crotch nonchalantly and assertively as I focused my eyeliner artistically painted eyes squarely on his. The look on his face was utter surprise as he gulped, this Guido fuck toy wanted my chocolate sweets, and I felt he shared the same lure of the taboo that makes forbidden fruit the sweetest of all. I continued rubbing his crotch, the denim beneath my foot growing harder and stiffer with each press. His face was flushed with embarrassment, and I was afraid that either his brother or his father would notice something wrong…something different about their kin. What am I thinking? They are not animals…what is wrong with me? It gave me a sense of sexual conquest as I continued torturing his cock with each and every stroke of my foot, saying nothing at all, as if this little gesture is as natural as taking a breath of air while still enjoying my meal and making sexually implicit motions with my lips. I felt his cock responding to my foot as it teased, rubbing and pressing in response to his hardening member. I wanted him to fuck me, but how? There were three full hours until my shift was over; his hard-on was probably visible enough to elicit at least some suspicion of what just happened. I had to see for myself, so I demurely and discreetly knocked over my fork on the floor, I wanted to see for myself how much bulge was between his legs, screaming to get out and fuck my ass. I almost looked like he had a small watermelon, so it had to be huge.

I wanted my ass pummeled, but there were just too many obstacles. I got up and went to the basement, where the coolers are, surely there would be no one down there. Nunzio got up, saying something in Italian to his brother, who never even looked up to his brothers words. He was following me downstairs.

“You didn’t say anything did you” I snapped at him. It’s always best to establish early on who the dominant one in any relationship will be, get that outta the way so there is no confusion later on.

“Of course not…I really like you… you know; you’re different from the other girls.” How sweet he sounded, but I wanted the sweet pepperoni sausage between his legs. He sounded sincere, almost old-fashioned; a guy a girl could easily fall for. He gently cradled my face in his hands, and as his lips found mine, we were interrupted by a noise in the bathroom. Oh God, I thought to myself, busted. 

“I really should be going upstairs…before someone notices.” I intentionally burst his horny bubble, deflating his yet to be explored cock in the process. The buildup of sexual tension would be unbearable for him, and to be truthful, my panties were soaked just visualizing this cock, but I wanted him to burn up with desire and lust before even laying one finger on me. Nunzio nodded, looking dejected and defeated, and then we both waited a few minutes. He waited a few more minutes before following me back upstairs, his hard on not so noticeable now, lest we be found out.

The high-school crowd made for the bulk of their business during week days here. It was not unusual for ten pies to be sold within the one hour lunch stretch, and even more during football season. The regular crowd was slowly making their way inside, and there were already about seven completed pies ready for the ravenous crowd, since that’s what sold almost exclusively, a cheap yet filling meal. It was my job to clean up the tables, and see to it that the soda coolers were filled. I actually liked being where I was I waited to see my Italian stallion’s face as he emerged from the basement. Zeroing in on his crotch, I noticed the bulge was still there, and mentally made a mathematical calculation of his penis size, it must be huge. He fixed his gaze on my cleavage, purposely exposed as I bent over to wipe down the chairs.

“Chantelle…would you please go to the downstairs and bring up the garlic powder canister?” There, my fist real order of the day from his brother. I wonder how big his brothers cock is…

“Sure… will do.” I went downstairs to where we just exited, it was dark and clammy, but held all the provisions for the thriving business. I took my time, intentionally calling to him with my delay, to be a man and follow me, or so I hoped.

Ten minutes lapsed, what the fuck, can’t this idiot seize an opportunity when it presents itself, what a fucker I thought to myself. I emerged, garlic less as I pretended to not find it. The brother looked annoyed at me. 

“Here, let me show you where we keep the spices.” Nunzio offered to show me just where the garlic was that I chose to ignore.

In a few minutes they would start arriving, the pimply faced ravenous teens that would tie up the other two employees. Quickly shutting the door behind me, I resumed my aggressive kisses as I quickly grabbed at his jeans and unzipped them, I had to know what size we were talking about, Godzilla sized or just large. His knit briefs were finally freed from their monster snake; it was at least twelve inches and almost as thick…

I kneeled down in front of him; I wanted to consume his cock where no other girl ever had or likely ever will. My lips engulfed his shaft and swallowed his cum almost as soon as I began sucking. Maybe it was the way I would contract and then relax my throat muscles, just enough to rush him my horny stallion to the finish line.

“Oh yeah baby, cum for me, give me your milk….”

“AWWWWWW GAWDDDDDD!” He yelled in a very controlled scream.

His syrupy tart cum slid right down my throat as he thrust the last remaining clear nectar deep and then deeper into my mouth. Our first time didn’t last long, he had cum and felt the sweet release of orgasmic freedom, but I still needed to have my waiting cunt pummeled. His cum tasted mildly tart and sweet, and I swear I could almost taste all the garlic in his diet. It was good nevertheless, but I wanted more, I wanted his thick fat cock to fill me up and stretch my pussy to its limit. It didn’t last long, as I sensed it wouldn’t. Licking his cum off my lips, I reapplied my lipstick to cover the last traces. 

“I’m sorry, that never happened before.” He pleaded his premature case to me, hoping for another chance. It was over with for him but my pussy and ass needed him and we were coming up with a plan.

Usually, he would stay until about eight o clock until closing, and tonight his father and the younger brother would go home at six. They would take turns and tonight was his. My hours would take me until only five, so that would leave me with one hour to kill until they left. They wouldn’t let me stay the extra hour to work, because that would mean extra pay. Cheap mother fucking Guido’s. Nunzio had come up with a plan. I would pretend to succumb to heat exhaustion and lay down on the basement couch intended for times just like this. In spite of having no window and dim lighting, the basement was surprisingly cool. I lay down undisturbed and fell asleep.

“Hey there sleeping beauty”. It was Nunzio, checking up on me and my supposed exaggerated illness.

We were all alone now. His eyes looked into mine, I felt the adrenaline rush as he hovered over me, my dreadlocks, wondering how they looked compared to his own short straight buzz cut that only served to accentuate his perfectly chiseled features. Before too long we began undressing, tormenting each other with rough foreplay. He was grabbing at my breasts, pinching my erect nipples, working his way down towards my clean shaven pussy. My sexy glimmering g string was now history. 

“Oh God” I was moaning recklessly and with abandon, as he buried his face in my womanhood, his tongue working into my vagina as he spread my lips gently. In and out, his expert tongue brought me to the brink…he was tongue fucking me hard, not gently at all…just the way I like it, as he grabbed my ass cheeks roughly to the point where I felt like the dough he kneaded not so long ago. His cock was massive and veiny, way bigger than what I expected, and it took my breath away just looking at it. I wanted to feel forcibly taken by this hung cracker…and I needed to slow him down if we were to fuck as I wanted. 

“Your cock is sooo big baby, can u go slow for me please…” I was toying with him, giving him the innocent act that always brings out the animal in any man.

“I promise I will go slow…oh God I love to look and taste you...” Beads of sweat were become more profuse. It wasn’t really hot, but he was doing all the work as his lips gently kissed me, I could taste my own juices on them.

“I love your cock baby…did you ever fuck a girl up the ass before?” He looked truly surprised, and caught a blush quickly taking hold of his face, exposing him for the not too sexually experienced boy he was.

“No…never…mmm, is that what you want, you want me to fuck your ass?”

“Baby, I want you to fuck my pussy first, but bring me that pepperoni hanging there first…” 

The pepperoni was intact, unused, and had to be at least twelve inches long, brick hard and beckoning me. He did as told, taking the hanging meat from its hook and bringing it to me. He smiled shyly as I took it from his hands, playfully slapping it against his waiting member…we were both laughing, as I took it into my mouth.  I enjoy the teasing, the anticipation, and the hunt. The chemistry between us was volatile; he had awakened in me something I was unsure of. Straddling myself over the arm rest, I positioned my booty upwards, giving him the pepperoni, guiding his hand as he gradually inched it up and deeply inside my wet pulsating pussy, bit by bit, inch by inch, pushing it inside, and then withdrawing, back and forth, in and out. I took it and asked him to shove it up my ass. The hard and uneven ridges were new to me, and I was hooked, it felt like I was being overcome non consensually by someone faceless, forceful, and manly. I wanted more…

“Fuck my pussy with your cock at the same time…ram that sausage of yours inside me…Oh God hurry fuck me”

The words alone were alone enough to bring on the inevitable release of climax. He came quickly, not as much this time, but his rock hard cock was still as hard as rock. I was wondering just how much cock juice my Italian buck had in store for me.

“Uh…I’m sorry…you see, you are my first black girl. It’s been my secret fantasy for ever since I can remember. Since I was little really.”  His confession tugged at my heartstrings…but wait, did he just say since he was a little kid? It’s no wonder his cock is so long, he’s probably been choking his chicken for fuckin ever. 

“Don’t worry baby” 

Nunzio turned me over the armrest and positioned me face down. How would he know that my favorite position is doggie? He obliged, rubbing his throbbing cock between my legs and lapping up all my sweaty goodness with his salami. He was teasing me, letting me feel just how much muscle would be stretching my cunt without actually fucking me yet. It was sheer agony what he was doing, depriving me from the sweet release, it was downright cruel. It was shortly after that he took his cock in his hand and then rammed his entire manhood, the whole thing deep inside me…the walls of my pussy greeting his every almost unbearably massively thick cock, welcoming him with an inordinate amount of slimy pussy juices.   

Thrusting back and forth, it felt like he was ripping me apart, he was the biggest cock I’d ever had. I felt like I couldn’t take it anymore, between thrusting me hard and slapping my ass with his free hand I now understood why Italian men have so many children…their expertise in making a woman feel dirty and sinful, just like he was doing for me. Oh God, let me cum soon. I was moaning and begging him to take me to that place where heaven is.

“Oh God…make me cum…oh God” I was biting my bottom lip as the ocean of thrusting was bringing me to the brink…he was fucking the shit out my pussy, and suddenly, placing both hands under my belly, he brought himself deeper inside me as we both felt the release of orgasm in unison. He filled my cunt with his warm ejaculate and I felt like a real woman in a long ass time.

The sweat was dripping off of him. I had never climaxed that intensely before. Once is never enough for me when my monthly curse approaches its date, and I wanted him again. Before I uttered a word, he was carrying me, swaying and dancing slowly, without rhyme or reason, it was so romantic, singing the most heart-tugging song in Italian. I didn’t understand a word of it, since I never took that language in high-school, but nevertheless, I would never forget the day’s events. 

“Come on, there’s someone I want you to meet.” We both dressed quickly, still stinking of sex, but he wanted to surprise me. He locked up the door, then brought the gate down and checked the padlock. Taking hold of my hand, we walked to his car, a small red mustang convertible with a black top. The pizza business must be lucrative I thought to myself. We drove and drove, some blocks I didn’t even recognize. Then, we arrived at his house.

We exited his car after pulling into the driveway; I was unsure where we were.

Before going inside, a small heavy set woman exited the door, dressed in a white apron, and a black somber dress. She smiled and walked towards us.

“Grandma, this is Chantelle…my girlfriend”. He introduced me as his girlfriend. She wrapped her arms around me and gave me a quick hug after tugging her grandson’s cheeks like he was still five years old. I couldn’t help but laugh that this manly sex fiend was thought of and treated like a small child. That felt weird, fuck a guy once then all of a sudden we’re committed in a relationship? He obviously didn’t hold the same cynical point of view I did, maybe that’s why things felt different with him. Unlike all the others, his gestures felt genuine. I was flattered, and his cock was a prize for sure. The look on this ancient woman’s face was one of surprise, I was black, he was white, that’s probably all it was. It must have been jarring to her subconscious that her handsome grandson would wind up with a really chubby black girl. I guess he wanted me to feel like part of the family, and all I thought of was what would happen when his old man found out, would I be fired? I was headed to college in the fall, so it really didn’t matter if he did.

The smell in the kitchen was a complex and intoxicating symphony of the senses. I asked the little ancient one what it was.

“Grandma makes all the cannolis for the bakery, that’s what you smell. Would you like to try some?” I nodded my head, knowing full well that each cannoli is at least a thousand calories, like I need some more calories. I don’t think Nunzio would object to a few more pounds on his newly made black Nubian Princess. The kitchen was huge, immaculately kept with a gorgeous marble island where the cannoli magic was happening. There were huge copper pots hanging everywhere and strings of garlic on a braid graced the very corner of the somewhat dark but quaint in an old world style kitchen. I felt my phone vibrating…it was mom.

“Hi mommy” we talked for a bit, she thought I was doing my usual hanging out. I would have to tell her in person where I really was. I’m sure she heard the rattling of two people talking in the background.

“ok yeah, mommy” “Love you too…bye”

“It’s my mommy; she worries about me…like a Lot!”

Nunzio smiled, and then translated to his grandmother what I had said as if it were the most natural thing in the world that we just had sex in the basement and now I was meeting his family. The smell in the kitchen was driving me crazy, food, followed by sex, followed by more food…what could be better? Back to the topic of the yummy cannoli’s…that is one Italian dish I had never had the pleasure of tasting. They looked heavenly and tasted even better.

“Oh my God, these are delicious…oh God”

They both smiled at my unabashed enjoyment at the treat. They probably were both thinking the same thing…no wonder she’s so fat. I didn’t care; the only thing that would make the day even more perfect is to get my ass reamed again. The day was still young, and I whispered to him that my pussy was calling out his name…Nunzio, Nunzio,come play with me, forever and ever.”

From the corner of my eyes I noticed that his eyes twinkled and shyly smiling he excused himself and told her that I needed to go home. As though we had been together all our lives, he wrapped his arm around me; I looked up at him, quizzing trying to read his thoughts. Kissing his grandmother goodbye, we left with a care package of cannoli’s and espresso coffee to go. He seemed to have something in mind. 

“Do you think she liked me?” I asked, wanting to know if our cultural or color differences would matter in the scheme of things.

“She loved you, I could tell” He seemed proud of me, genuinely happy I was his.

“Do you want me to drive you home?”

I thought about it, and suggested a spot well known to young lovers, aptly named Lovers Lane, connecting three distinct sets of back roads out in the country, about a twenty minute ride. Securing our seat belts, we headed to our new secret spot. It was already beginning to get dark. I called mom and let her know I would be hanging out with a friend for a bit longer….if she only knew her little black princess was going to get her hole reamed again.

During the ride, he was trying to keep his eyes on the road as I slid my fingers down my pants leg and inserted them into my pussy, letting him smell them and inserting them teasingly into his mouth, God I loved his lips. I could visibly see the outline of his growing cock through his comfortably faded Levi denim jeans; I was creaming my panties once again.

“How much longer babe?” It sounded whiny, but I wanted him to know just how badly my body was aching for his.

I wanted to know how much before my fire would erupt. I wanted him so bad it hurt. “Just pull over” I asked him nicely. There was a thick plot of evergreens nestled in the side of road that I wanted to take advantage of. Almost as soon as he parked the car, we both ran behind one of the many trees that witnessed our hunger for each other.  For the second time, he ravaged my oozing black cunt, stretching it with the jaw dropping circumference, and I welcomed him once again. We came for each other, enjoying the simple things in life, and grateful for the night sky that concealed our brazen public lovemaking.
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