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Note: This is a short story of around 5000 words. If you would
like 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. 6’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

A Large Fighter, Double The Love, Big
In Both, Thicker Than Boyfriend.

 


The ‘Well
Hung Erotica Vol. 6’ collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


ARGUMENT WITH
BOYFRIEND

 


"I never want to see you
again!"

He slams the door and is gone. I take
a breath and try to control my anger. Tim has done it this time.
I'm going to call him and end this facade of a relationship that we
have between us. The man is a child!

Picking up my phone, I flick open the
messaging application. However, as usual, I stop, staring down at
the screen, not able to move or end the horrible relationship that
I am in.

"RRRrrrr..." I growl before throwing
my phone across the room on to my double bed and slumping down on
to the couch to stare at the front door of my apartment.

"Why does it have to be this way?" I
ask myself in utter despair.

Tim wasn't always such a loser. When I
met him, he was charming, cultured and quite apt at making me feel
loved and special. That all changed when he started university. The
long hours and massive amounts of study ruined him. He is always
stressed, never for a moment able to forget the assignments and
exams that are the sole focus of his life.

I let out a long drawn out sigh and
push my head into the pillow next to me. I guess, if I consider it,
my thoughts are pretty much the perfect description of why this is
happening: Tim's 'sole focus' isn't me anymore. Because of that he
feels he has the right to treat me, his girlfriend of five years,
like trash. I should have listened to my friends. They told me not
to date a younger man - play but not date.

My phone beeps and I get up to see if
it is Tim apologizing again.

"Oh, that."

I put it down. It's just a reminder
from the ticket company that I have an event on today. I was going
to go with Tim, but I guess that is not on the books
now.

Looking down at my phone, I make a
decision. A few key clicks later and my best friend Beth has
already agreed. I'm going to party tonight. No more sitting around
the apartment moping because my man is a child. I'm going out to
have some fun.


CLUB

 


The place is so packed that I almost
feel like a sardine in a can.

"It's busy!" Beth yells in my
ear.

I squeeze her hand harder and scream
back that we need to find somewhere to sit. Beth nods.

The thing that I love about my best
friend is that she is BY FAR the most beautiful woman that I have
ever meet or even seen. It's not necessarily a looks thing, however
she is very much above average in beauty, but more an inside thing.
People can just sense that she's got it together in life. I don't
know anyone more 'normal' or 'well-adjusted' or whatever you want
to call it. Beth is the personification of coolness and people just
respond to that.

We walk over to the VIP area. The
bouncer looks to us then away. It's always like this. They just
expect that someone like Beth belongs here.

We squeeze in through the door. It's
not so busy here and there are a few tables open. We slip into one
and signal the waitress over. She takes our order with a friendly
smile and disappears.

"Need some company?"

I glance up from the food menu. It
seems the men here are more observant than usual.

"We're fine," Beth says.

"Ok. If you need
anything..."

She waves him off. The man was
probably a six figure salary kind of guy. Beth only dates seven
figure men. Her current boyfriend is super rich.

"Do you want something to eat?" I
ask.

Beth gives me a look.

"You aren't going to start veging out
in the club, are you?"

I look away. This is the other side of
Beth, the one that annoys me some days and enchants me others. The
woman can read people like a book in seconds. She's known me my
entire life. It's like the woman is reading my mind.

"Let's dance," she suggests, pulling
me up before I can refuse. "You need some exercise."

I cover my stomach.

"I do not."

"Not that kind of
exercise."

I'm dragged out. Beth immediately gets
to work. Her grace is the envy of the floor. I 'keep up', which is
a nice way of saying that I look a lot less cool but can still
dance better than 99.9% of the rest of the other people (thanks to
all those dance classes in my younger years).

Men come. That's how it always is. At
first they flock to Beth, but soon they are working on me. Most of
the time this is because they want to get with Beth, but it seems
today that they are giving me a bit of real attention, which is a
nice change.

I grind with two men for awhile, but
start to feel a bit guilty and scatter them to dance with my
friend.

"You are sexy."

"Gorgeous."

"Lovely."

"I want you."

"Come home with me."

They whisper these things in my ear as
their hands work over my body, always trying to get our attention,
but never getting it. We leave 30 minutes later feeling quite
validated, if not having met anyone worthwhile.

When we find our table taken. A large
man and his party are relaxing in the space.

"This is our table," Beth yells over
the noise.

The man looks over to us. Immediately
we both stand a little straighter. This one is a threat. I don't
need Beth's uncanny ability to read people to know that he is
trouble.

"I reserved it earlier," he notes, not
having to yell at all.

"Um..."

The waitress comes over looking
apologetic.

"I'm sorry. He booked it this morning,
but I forgot to put the sign down. I have you two over in the
corner."

Redesignated to the corner.
Wonderful.

The waitress starts moving us towards
our seats.

"Wait."

We are a few meters away, but still
that man's voice can be heard. It sends shivers through my entire
body. I can tell that Beth is feeling it too.

We walk back.

"Yes?"

"You can stay but the blue eyed one
has to sit next to me."

I blink. What did he say?

"Me?" I blurt out.

He looks my way. I feel like I should
fall to my knees in apology at daring to question him.

"Sandy?" Beth says, pulling on my
arm.

I don't understand what her eyes are
trying to say. They seem encouraging but there is a warning held in
them. We should tread lightly around this one.

"Come and sit here," the man instructs
as we sit in indecision.

I immediately start squeezing over the
other people sitting at his table to the spot where his hand rests.
This was an act of instinct not intention.

Beth gets our drinks bought over. She
sits down next to a tall man and a woman that seems to be his
girlfriend. They begin chatting, but I can tell that she's very
concerned about my safety. This man is dangerous in every way
imaginable.

"I am Big."

I immediately wonder if he means his
size, but it seems like that might be his name.

"I'm Sandy. Nice to meet
you."

He throws an arm over my shoulder. I
don't complain.

"Nice to meet you. What are you doing
here tonight?"

My drink is placed down on the table.
I barely even notice it's there. Big is massive. He must be some
kind of athlete because his muscles are so large that they can
barely be contained inside the plaid suit that he is wearing. The
man's arms are enough that he could probably bend steel if that
were actually possible. I'm in the presence of a real live super
man here.

"Just partying. I brought tickets to
this event awhile ago. I was going to come with my..." I think of
another word. "... 'friend', but she wasn't available. Beth came
instead."

The man glances at Beth. I suck in
breaths. It's the eye contact that is getting to me. He has regular
brown eyes, but they are so intense that I feel like I'm trapped
under the weight of some massive hulking creature, suffocating in
under its press.

"She is a beautiful girl," he notes.
His eyes return to mine. I tense. It's like staring into the
relaxed gaze of a lion. "But not as beautiful as you."

The arm across my back shifts and he
places a hand on my shoulder, pulling me in.

"Nowhere near as beautiful," he
whispers to me.

Beth dragging me away is the first
thing I remember after the lip lock.

"Toilet!" she calls, hustling me
off.

The woman drags me into the girls
bathroom.

"Are you ok?" she asks.

"I... uh... I..."

Beth slaps me lightly on the
cheek.

"Sandy, snap out of it."

"Ah... thanks. Did I just get
kissed?"

I touch my lips. What was that feeling
before? It felt like I had an orgasm.

Beth shakes her head.

"You both started making out. It took
me a little time to get around to you."

"I think I came."

My friend looks down. I reach under my
skirt and check.

"Wow... my panties are
soaked."

We stare at each other.

"I think that it is best we went home.
You have a boyfriend."

"Do I?"

"Yes. And he'll be apologizing by
tomorrow. You'll forgive him and then everything will be
alright."

"Until next time..."

"Sandy, you can't go back to that man.
He grabbed you and made out with you like it was nothing. I think
he even touched you down there. You can't have cum from a 2 minute
kiss."

I lean against the wall. A group of
girls come in and walk into the stalls. We watch each other. I
really want to go back to Big, but I know that I would never
forgive myself if I cheated on Tim. It occurs to me that I almost
have. I'm fairly sure that having an orgasm because a man kissed
you might count as cheating.

"Ok. We'll go."

Beth takes my hand and we stride out
and straight through the VIP area exit. I look back, but our table
is empty. He didn't even wait...

Exiting the club, we find a
surprise.

"You need a ride, ladies?"

Big is leaning against a silver, very
expensive sedan that looks like it has been modified in a few
ways.

"We are going home," Beth
states.

"Then you do need a ride."

He pops open the back door.

"Sandy sits up front."

Beth tries to pull me away, but my
legs are like steel rods.

"Maybe we should take him up on his
offer."

My best friend gives me a concerned
look.

"This is not a good idea," she
says.

"You'll be fine," Big butts in before
I can answer. "I am a gentleman."

I'm in the passenger seat before Beth
can complain. She shakes her head and gets in back.

"Where are we going?"

"My boyfriend's place," Beth insists.
She gives him
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