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My BBC Stories: Ballin'

August is hot in the Bronx. The heat settles in and drives people to all kinds of foolishness. More crime happens in the summer heat. Folk get all bent out shape for nor particular reason, other than it's too damned hot. All that concrete and shit heats up through the day and makes it steam all night. 

If you ain’t used to it, it can be deadly. 

But sometimes, crazy stuff – crazy good stuff – happens, too. Like this last August. This crazy chick let me and my boys...

Well, we'll get to that in a minute.

I love the Bronx. I know it like the back of my hand., I’m in an engineering program at Fordham – full ride I might add. And I grew up here, right in Belmont. It’s my home. My family is here. My friends are all here. Everyone I grew up with – those who made it to eighteen that is – are here. It’s a good neighborhood. 

And there’s one other thing that I love about the Bronx. I mentioned that I’m at Fordham, right? Even though most outsiders would never expect a hood-rat like me to make it to university, I did. And when I did, it opened a whole world to me. Fordham is one of those high -level universities – not Ivy League, but close. Lots of kids from all over the region – hell, all over the country – want to come to Fordham. Really, young people from all over the world come to the university. It's that kind of place.

And the people who come to the school? They come in all shapes, and sizes and cultures.

And colors

See, I got this thing about white chicks. 

And at university, the white chicks dig guys like me – dark, a little rough around the edges. They got this thing for the hood. And all false modesty aside, I'm not only smart, I'm good looking too! All the girls say so. And they always come back for more.

Don’t get me wrong, a sister come up to me offering what she’s got, and I’m all in! Pussy is pussy, right? If it’s open, I’m in it. Don’t matter. Brown or pink, I’m nutting in it.

But white pussy! Damn! I love watching my big, black cock stretching that light pink hole wide open. And none of them ever say no. And none of them ever try to own me. And they never complain – even when it hurts! And they always want it raw! Shit, I must have kids all over the country by now, all them white bitches burying my bone in their snatches until I fill them with my come! 

But they don’t say no, cause in the moment, I treat them right. And it’s not like I gotta look for it. They come to me. All the time. And, like I said, they always come back for more.  

Like that August before my Sophomore year at Fordham...

Me and my boys were shooting hoops at the playground at Webster and 187. It’s kind of a strange playground. The courts were about ten feet below the street level for some reason. In the summer, the wind often doesn’t reach the floor, you know? So it can be really hot in the afternoon. Most folks can’t take. But me and my boys can. 

So we were playing two-on-two. It was me and Ty, and Tyrone, and Tyleek. Since I’m Tysheem, we called ourselves the “four Ty’s.” We’d been friends since sixth grade when we went to the same middle school. I guess we started hanging out because of our names and because, we are all four of us very dark. And we love basketball! So, every chance we got, we were on the courts. Freezing or burning, we were there. And so it was that August day. 

That Sunday we all made a point to get to the courts before noon. In a couple of weeks, we would be separating for the fall semester. Ty was at Hunter. Tyrone was at Northwestern. Tyleek did better than the rest of us and was at Dartmouth!

It was hot, like I said. Probably hottest day of the year so far. Almost everyone stayed inside, so my boys and I had the playground to ourselves. The heat didn’t bother us much. We had water. We had snacks. We had our ball. So we were good..

We’d been out there a good hour, hour and a half, when Ty poked me in the shoulder. “Yo, Tysheem,” he said, “check it out.”

I grabbed the ball, and looked. At the far end of the playground, someone was sitting on the steps that led up to the street at Park Avenue. “Am I really seeing that?” I said.

“Yeah, boy,” said Ty.

Tyrone and Tyleek came over. “Yo, what’s up?” said Tyleek.

“Check out the chick,” said Ty.

And it was. Some young and lovely lady was sitting on the steps. She wore a sundress that came down near her knees. Her arms and shoulders were bare. Her feet were in flip-flops. She leaned back on her elbows, soaking up the noon-day sun. Even from this distance, I could see that she had her head thrown back and eyes closed. Her pale skin was quite stark against the dark gray of the slate steps. Her legs were crossed, and we could see well up her dress, almost to the promised land.

“White chick,” said Tyrone.

“Shut the fuck up,” I replied.

“She looks lonely,” said Ty.

“What did I just say?” I said.

“You gonna do something about that?” asked Tyleek.

“Fuck you,” I replied. After a pause, I said, “Maybe.”

They all laughed. I guess they knew me as well as I knew myself. Shit, we’d been friends for a long time. I guess people do really know each other after a while. They certainly knew my weakness when it came to white girls. So I tossed the ball to Ty. “Here,” I said. “You guys keep goings.”

Tyrone grinned. “What are you going to do?”

“I’m going to see if - .”

“She needs anything!” said Tyrone. And they all laughed. I looked at them, not even trying to keep a serious face. “Oh, fuck you!” I said, laughing with them. They knew me so well! Still, I walked away from them, toward the girl. Behind me, I heard the ball being dribbled, but I knew they weren’t playing anymore, but watching me. Well, let them! I was the best!

She saw me approaching. Oh, she was gorgeous. Blonde and pale. My favorite! She was slender, all stretched out like that on the steps. Her hair was light blonde, as were her brows – almost ginger. In my mind, I saw fine, pale hair curling beside a pink and glistening crevice. She looked up at me, blue eyes, light smile on coral lips. I was already in lust. I felt my cock twitch and strain the fabric of my shorts. Even as I stood over her, I saw her eyes flick down to my crotch, then back to my face. Her nostrils flared slightly. Instantly, I forgot my boys. She was the only thing I saw.

“Hey,” I said.

“Hey,” she replied.

“You at Fordham?” I said.

She blinked and shook her head a bit. “How did you know?”

I grinned, showing my pearly perfection. “Well, this is a certain kind of neighborhood.” I grilled her lightly. “Usually don’t get girls like you around here unless they at Fordham.”

“Is that so bad?” she said with a smile.

“Nah,” I said. “I go there, too.”

“Really?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I’ll be a sophomore next month.” I held out my hand.” I’m Tysheem.”

She smiled, which lit up her face like an angel. “I’m Asheigh.” Her eyes flicked down to my crotch again where my cock was straining against my shorts. “Wow,” she muttered. She recrossed her legs, letting the fabric slide up her thigh a little more. She looked up at me again. “It’s a hot day.”

I grinned wider. “Hotter than you know,” I said.

“Can I tell you a secret?” she said.

“Yeah.”

“I’ve been watching you for a while,” she said. “I think you’re sexy.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah,” she said. “Not many black folks in my home town in Iowa. But I’ve always been... interested.”

“Interested how?” I said.

She smiled brightly, then looked at the outline of my cock again. “I don’t know... just...” She trailed off, her eyes fixed on the tent my dick made. She licked her lips.

“You look like you want to see something,” I said. I stepped closer. Her eyes were locked on my prick. “You want to look?”

She glanced up. For a long moment, I thought I’d fucked it up. I was sure that she was going to leap up and run screaming back to campus. How long til the cops came? How far could we run before the inevitable. Unless...

Then she nodded.

I grinned and hooked my thumbs under the elastic of my shorts. “You sure?” I said. She nodded again. “Okay,” I said. And I pushed my shorts down enough to free my dong. It sprang up, dark and hard and shiny. I looked at her face. She was mesmerized. And what was not to like?

Let’s face it, I have a big dick. It’s a solid eight inches if nothing. It’s thick and hard when I’m excited. The head is a helmet, black and purple, and shining in the sun. The girl held her hand to her mouth in shock as she watched it bob in the warm breeze only a couple of feet from her.

“Oh my god,” she said. “It’s so big!”

“Well, now that you’ve seen it,” I said, “what do you want to do now?”

She tore her eyes away from my bobbing meat and looked up at me with those clear, blues. Her face, pale, smooth, and framed by her blonde waves looked so appetizing. Her lovely pink lips twisted into a smile. “Let me touch it,” she said.

I nodded. “Absolutely, little girl.”

She reached out tentatively. Her fingers brushed my shaft, making it twitch. She giggled, then stopped when
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