
        
            [image: cover]
        


The Big Black Thugs from
Philly






My Big Black First Time
Episode 3






By Dex O’Donald


Disclaimer: All characters
are over the age of 18 and all romance and eroticism are
consensual.












Table of Contents

Recap

Chapter 1

Chapter 2







Copyright
© All Rights Reserved

Stay in touch with
Dex!

Twitter - @Dex_ODonald

Join my mailing list


​ RECAP






In episode 1, five sexy women got
together for drinks and ended up spilling the beans about their
first experience with a big black cock. Roxanne went first, telling
everything about her big black Nigerian professor back in college.
And then it was Erin’s turn to spill, where she confessed that
once, while piloting a private flight to Los Angeles, she got a
little ‘friendly’ with her large exotic male passengers. Both of
these can be found in the back matter of this book!

Now it is time for part 3!
Enjoy!


​ 1.

I was twenty-five years old at the
time. This would have been right around 2007, when I started
working for NBC in Philly. I was a different woman back then, as
most of us probably were – younger, more naïve, and eager to prove
myself. NBC wanted me to be on sports, and I don’t blame them. I
was, I am, a sexy young blonde with a white smile and the kind of
facial features that makes football fans lose their shit. Hated by
every housewife in America sort of thing. But I wanted more. I knew
I had some wiggle room when it came to reporting, as long as my
sports and traffic stuff was taken care of, any ideas I might have
would be taken seriously by the heads of the station. The way I saw
it, I’d do the story first, and then bring them the product with
some real weight behind it. Make it so they couldn’t deny this one
or shoot it down like they did the last several.

That’s what brought me into the
Kensington neighborhood in Philly.

Now, I don’t need to tell you ladies
that this was and still is the last place a woman like me should
find herself walking alone. But that’s exactly what happened. I
told you I was naïve back then, eager, obviously younger. But I was
also stupid. Stupid to be hustling around that place, asking the
questions I had, getting lost on endless blocks of row houses or
coming out at the back of an abandoned factory or demolished lot.
Was I scared? I don’t know. I was nervous. But something about
being out there, in the wild, trying to hunt down a story, it made
all the dangers feel very small.

It was summer. It was humid
as hell, and I was doing a lot of this early work without a
cameraman at my side. So, I dressed for field work. But even that
was tricky because you can’t go into Kensington without seeing a
thousand masculine black men. So, I had to think about modesty. But
I also had to think about getting information…I don’t have to tell
you ladies, or you Roxanne, about dressing to get what
you want. But it was a fine line between antagonizing and
cajoling.

I settled on blue jeans. They were
tight, to show my ass and legs. A white t-shirt, also very close
fitting, the hem brushing my jean waistline. My breasts, a nice
perky 34B, were outlined in perfection, but again – no flesh. My
hair was pulled back in a messy bun to keep it from sticking to my
face and I set out into Kensington on foot like Lois and Clark into
unknown lands.

The story I had a lead on
pertained to a new gang asserting themselves on corners that were
already claimed by other affiliations. The usual suspects – Black
Mafia, K&A, Crips, Bloods – had their stakes in Kensington the
same way they always had. But this new gang, the
Reapers, was stirring up
more than a just a little bit of trouble. I won’t go into detail
here, but let’s just say the corners were on high alert.
Ultimately, what I wanted was an interview with the Reapers’
leaders themselves. But that was the thing about these new guys –
they were elusive. And it was known on the streets that their
corner boys were loyal. Getting to them was going to be a
task.

Row houses led past empty lots,
abandoned factories bordered slums and damn near what you might
call a ghetto. I walked these in broad daylight, drawing the line
at trying to attempt any of this at night – I said I was stupid,
but I wasn’t insane. I got used to catcalls quick enough from the
corner boys, the stares from junkies so high they probably thought
I was an angel come to usher them into the afterlife. That first
day I didn’t want to be rude, I didn’t want to give the impression
that I was as out of place as I looked. When the corner boys wanted
to flirt, I stopped to chat. I said I was a reporter (some of them
knew that already it), looking for new perspectives on what the
city should be doing for impoverished neighborhoods. I made up lies
about rumors going around that said the city was trying to give out
stimulus checks to every person in Kensington. I said whatever I
had to say so they’d feel like I was on their side. These men were
intimidating, black, wild, and probably violent. They stood too
close to me when we spoke and more than once, I had to turn down an
offer to head into one of the abandoned tenement houses for a
‘quick chat.’

There were overpasses in Kensington
where it was worst but none so bad as the train overpass. Here was
the pit of hell, hard to believe it even existed in America. But I
knew the Reapers were drug dealers, that the people here under the
overpass were their customers, and that like all junkies,
eventually they would need their fix. So, I scoped it out. I talked
to who I could, some policemen as well.

This went on for several days, to the
point I was becoming known around the neighborhood on certain
corners, and that’s when things got serious. I had talked to
members of the Black Mafia, members of K&A, corner boys for
Crips. But not a whiff of the Reapers. And yet, they had gotten
wind of me. I was sidestepping trash on a sidewalk in front of
abandoned row houses when I heard the thump of hip hop music and
the rattle of an SUV on its frame. When I turned around, the
vehicle was idling slowly, its tinted passenger window going down.
I braced myself.

“It’s her,” I heard the voice within
say. The car rolled up along side me and a whiff of weed drifted
out. The passenger was a black kid with short dreadlocks hanging in
his face, probably nineteen or twenty. The driver was this huge,
fat man in his twenties with a big beard and a scowl on his wide
face. There seemed to be someone else in the back, but I didn’t
dare snoop.

“Hello,” I said, innocently enough and
hiding my fear.

“Sup girly,” the dreaded passenger
nodded. His black arm was out the window, stretched lazily, while
the SUV came to a stop. “Heard you been struttin’ yah stuff on our
corners.”

I remember knowing in that instant it
was them. I don’t know how, but it was true instinct. Sure, it
could have been any one of the other gangs, come to quiet the nosy
white girl – but it was the calculated way they had approached my
that perhaps gave them away. Here I was, on one of the only empty
blocks void of corner boys and crack heads.

“I’ve been doing some research,” I
smiled. “I wouldn’t say strutting my stuff.”

“Only girls walkin’ the streets round
here is hoes tryna’ work,” he replied, looking me up and down. “You
chargin’?”

I balked. “I’m not a
prostitute.”

“I’m just playin’ wit’ you baby,” he
smiled. “I’m Booker. Heard a birdie say you was askin’ questions
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