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Note: This is a short story of around 5000 words. If you would a
longer read then check out Sophie Sin's Book
List or her gay erotica under Dick
Powers.

 


Short disclaimer: All individuals represented within this text are
over the age of 21 and full and completely are shown to consent in
all ways to the sexual activities that take place within this
collection of short works.


Editor’s Note:

 


You can find this story with the others listed below
in ‘Well
Hung Erotica Vol. 5’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Superior Hardness, Triple Long,
Monstrous Danny, French Tickler.

 


The ‘Well
Hung Erotica Vol. 5’ collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


CONSTRUCTION
SITE

 


I put my head down and walk as fast as
I can past the jeering men. There shouts are so loud that they
almost echo in my head. I feel demeaned.

Every day this has happened for the
last 3 months as I walk from my apartment block to the station. It
is a sad reality that the only way around the site is an extra 20
minutes and I don't have time with my early morning post grad
chemistry class.

I sigh in relief as I head out of
range of them. The streets are packed with women, but when they see
me it is like they go into a frenzy. It is hard for me to see why
this happens. I'm a short, nerdy looking blond who looks barely 20
but is actually 25 years old. Sure, I might have large mounds, but
that's probably my only 'sexy' feature. Men hardly even pay me any
attention at school. I don't mind though. I prefer to keep my mind
on my studies and not dating. My grades are that
important.

Rushing down the street, I come into
the station and get onto the train. Not a single male on the way
even looks at me in any way that could be considered sexual. I
don't get it. What is it about me for those guys?


LATE NIGHT LARGE

 


It's 10pm and I'm on my way home.
Today I worked a little longer because my professor was willing to
spend some extra time helping me with one of my projects. It feels
good to get so much done, but it's really late to be returning. The
streets are dark and there is no one about. This area is inner
city, but people here are older and return home earlier than
younger people would.

I come into the street with the
construction site. It looms above me. I think they are building
some kind of apartment block, but I'm not sure. I definitely don't
want to ask.

Coming into view of it. I note a tall
man standing under the only street light outside of the site. He is
leaning against the wall with a book out in his hand. I
stop.

"Awwww..." I groan.

If I pass him and he's one of those
bad men that scream at me then he might try to touch me or worse. I
look over my shoulder and try to decide. The long route would mean
a lot of extra time on my trip home. If I walk past him, I won't
lose any time.

I stiffen my shoulders and make my
decision. Walking forward, I pray that nothing is going to happen.
Perhaps without the protection of the building he won't harass
me.

Coming into the light, I wait for it.
The man glances at me, but doesn't even seem to recognize me. I
walk by; however, his book stops me in my tracks.

"You are reading Shakespeare?" I blurt
out in shock.

The man glances up from it with a
surprised expression on his face.

"Ah, yeah... It's
interesting."

I stare at him. These work men are
baboons at best in my mind: Things led by their manhoods and
nothing more. Yet, here one is reading and reading something of
note.

"You can read that?"

He shrugs and belts off a few lines
with actor like proficiency.

"Wow..."

The man gives me a odd look. We stand
there in silence.

"Don't I know you?" he
asks.

I tense. Here it comes. He must have
been faking this whole time. Perhaps he is an educated baboon who
likes to mess with a girl.

"Maybe..." I reply.

He looks thoughtful.

"You enter the station just as I come
through almost everyday. I remember you. You're always really
flushed."

I blush. It's because I've been
recently harassed that I'm that way. I'm not a dirty girl who likes
that kind of thing.

"I don't remember you," I tell him.
"but if that's where you remember me from, that's good."

He grins.

"I reckon you must run pretty hard
each day to get there. Your life must be really busy."

The man puts his book in his bag and
holds out one of his big hands. I look at it.

"Ah... you can shake it if you
like."

I reach out and take it. The feeling
is comforting. He has big, calloused workman's hands. I feel
protected.

"My name is Brad. What's
yours?"

"Melissa."

"Nice to meet you. Are you heading
home?"

"I am. I live down the
road."

He glances in that
direction.

"It's very late for you to be coming
home. I should walk you to your door," Brad says, sounding pretty
certain that that is how things should work out.

"That's ok. I can make it home just
fine."

He shakes his head.

"I don't like seeing a young woman
like you walking home alone this late. It'll make me feel better if
I could."

Brad links his arm under mine and
starts down the road. I sigh. He's not like those men that yell at
me. I can already tell that Brad is a proper gentleman. He's not
even trying to feel up my chest at all. Almost all the men that I
have been on dates with try to do that at some point.

He walks beside me and tells me of his
reading material. Apparently, Brad has an interest in the theater.
He would have tried his hand at acting, but his father is big into
the construction business and expects Brad as the oldest son to
take over the family business when he turns 30, which is only 1
year away.

"So you never thought about defying
your dad and going the acting route?" I ask.

He shrugs.

"Dad is quite insistent and I owe my
parents. When I was young I had a pretty horrific illness. It's
left parts of my body bigger than they should be. I had to take
growth hormones throughout my teens as well as go to countless
doctors visits. The cost must have been huge, but they never once
complained. Being a good son to them is more important than a minor
fanciful interest."

I watch him. My free hand slips to his
arm and pulls him in a little closer, so that his arm is touching
my chest slightly. Something in me wants him to touch my body that
way now. That he is not is nice, but the woman in me is responding.
It is not everyday that you meet a real deal good guy. I could
count the occasions that has happened on my fingers.

We come to my apartment much too
quick. He lets go of my arm, not showing any sign of noticing me
pulling him close.

"Here we are," he says.

"Yeah..."

I look up to my apartment and down to
him. He is obvious about to leave. I don't want that just
yet.

"Can you come up for coffee?" I ask.
"I have some nice cake in the fridge."

His eyes crinkle. I realize that he
isn't totally immune to my charms.

"That wouldn't really be appropriate,
Melissa. It is very late."

My chest contracts. He's turning me
down because it's inappropriate? Either it's a game or he's for
real. I don't care though. I want him to come up more than ever
now.

"Please. I want to hear more about
your books."

Brad fingers his bag. He really does
like that kind of thing. I find it incredibly attractive, but more
because it proves he's smart and not just a huge lump of - to be
honest - rather attractive muscle.

"I guess it's ok. I can only stay for
10 minutes though."

I lick my lips. There's a small sense
of relief in me right now. For some reason I don't want Brad to
turn me down. My earlier statement about dating is weakening. Maybe
just this one time, I could be the bad girl. I've never done that,
but, then again, I haven't had more than 2 men in my whole life
come up for 'coffee' before and both were on occasions where I let
my hair down and drunk too much. This is different. I'm dead sober
and asking a man up to my apartment. That he is 10 times more
handsome, cool and intelligent than those one night stands is quite
something.

We walk up the stairs and I lead him
inside. My apartment is on the third floor on the front side. I let
him in. The room is small and has paper littered everywhere. I
start cleaning up as he watches me in amusement.

"I understand nothing of this," he
tells me holding up part of my assignment. "What do all the numbers
mean?"

"They are the results of my
experiments. I'm training in advanced chemical lab work. I plan to
be a scientist working mainly on chemical cleaning
agents."

"Really? Why?"

"Big money and someone has to do it.
Maybe I can do some good with it. It's possible."

He tries to read some more, but gives
up. I can understand. I'm extremely smart and a lot of the other
post grads need me to explain for them. I don't expect a regular
person to understand.

Brad sits down at the table at my
request and I boil the kettle.

"So, do you always walk past the
site?" he asks.

I tense. I don't want to think about
it. My silence says too much and he asks the question that I don't
want to hear.

"Is something wrong?"

I explain quietly, my back turned to
him. A tear flows down my cheek. His hand coming around and wiping
it away is shocking. I turn, not realizing he was so close and look
into his eyes. They are enraged.

"I'm going to kick their asses," he
states.

There is absolutely no leeway in those
eyes of his. He's 100% serious.

"You don't..."

Brad puts a finger over my lips. I go
silent.

"3 months, Melissa. It is unacceptable
that a nice girl like you was treated like that for 1 minute. I
promise you that today was the last time you experience their
filthy catcalls. I promise you that."

My hands slip to his chest. It is rock
hard and bulging with powerful muscles. I can't speak for how I
feel, but perhaps there is a way to express myself without
words.

Coming up on my toes as far as I can,
I push my head up towards him. He is still a head taller and I see
comprehension in his eyes. My need is so strong that it is
undeniable. He complies and leans down to peck me on the cheek. I
don't take such gentlemanly treatment lightly though. My arms snake
around his neck and pull him in for a real kiss. It takes a minute
before his hand comes to my cheek to slow me. I have never been
this aroused by a man in my life. To think he has been just down
the road all this time. I should have been late sooner.

"Is this really ok?" he asks, his eyes
watching mine carefully.

I nod and lick my lips. One of my
hands take his and puts it on a mound.

"You can squeeze them if you like.
Most guys seem to like that kind of thing."

He does. I cry out. Just one hand
squeezes, but those fingers sinking in is incredible. I feel a sexy
desire flow into my body. This is what it feels like to be a woman.
The joy of that is enthralling.

"You are gorgeous," he mutters, "Too
gorgeous." His hand comes to my cheek. "I can't resist."

Brad leans forward. His hand comes to
the side of my jaw and
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