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NO MORE MR FROG MAN

 Pil who was half Hungarian, had been
bullied at school, right the way through from age four at infant
school to age seven in the juniors and age eleven at secondary
school. When he left to go to college it continued but he was able
to handle himself, being a big guy with a strong punch who took no
crap. Being bullied in his childhood years instilled a will to
defend himself and his interests. This dealt with the bullies but
women never cast him a second glance, unless they were big girls,
those who felt safe in his presence, because he was big and not a
threat, he wouldn’t bully or disrespect them and protect them. This
made any relationship he formed, one of convenience. Would Pil ever
meet a nice sexy lady who would love and cherish him and bring him
happiness and vice versa?

One of
the most stinging things Pil ever had to put up with was at
Millstone school, which he attended when he was very young, was
being called fat man. He was the underdog, the easy target who
never fought back. If he did try to fight back, out numbering him
brought victory for the nasty bullies.

The worst
lesson at school was Physical Education. He had to change into his
sport kit and put up with name calling of “fat man,” “whale” and
worst of all “frog.” With his eyes that bulged out of his head, he
did in fact look like a frog, a really plump frog. One of the hard
cases called Dean grabbed hold of Pil’s belly and pinched making
him shout and cry a result from a nasty piece of work, satisfying
the bully. Pil told the teacher and she scolded Dean but it never
stopped the sniggers and glares when teacher had her back
turned.

A day later Dean got his own back on Pil, who in Dean’s eyes
had “grassed him up” by telling the teacher what had happened. Dean
brought in one of his mum’s large cream coloured dresses and put it
into Pil’s sports bag. When it was time for PE, Pil opened his bag
and just stared, then pulled out the huge Size 22. It didn’t belong
to him or his family, someone nasty must have put it there.
I hope no one sees this! Or I’m in for
it, he thought, looking around
anxiously.

Dean was
watching from across the room and he shouted, “Hey, everyone look!
Pil has brought his dress to school!”

Everyone
did look. And everyone then burst out laughing, pointing,
commenting and sniggering. Another victory for Dean over the fat
man with frog eyes, who was always the easy target.


---

Thirty
years later. Pil is a successful plumber and welder, having studied
hard at college and made a life for himself. He owned his own house
and was planning to set his own business up and running when he got
a grant from local government. He owned a nice mid-range German car
and a small sports car for touring drives at weekends. Only one
thing was missing; a woman.

Like in
his younger years, he was a big guy and women either smiled
politely or out of sympathy when he chatted them up. They were
attracted to slimmer men or just wanted friendship. That would be
okay if it meant getting to know one another but it didn’t. A line
was drawn not to be crossed and he hated it, being unable to get a
nice bird.

One of
the few girls who Pil was friends with was Ali. He met Ali when his
ex-friend Neo fell out with him some time ago, Ali stayed on the
scene and Neo was gone for dust. No sex ever happened but Ali did
care for Pil, seemingly a bit more than friends. She had a string
of boyfriends, each not lasting over six months, compared to her
almost decade long friendship with Pil. Would that ever change into
anything more? Or would he always be just a “friend?”


---

“I need to lose weight so I can get myself a girlfriend,”
muttered Pil, to himself as he walked down the small country lane.
It was summer and a nice warm day.


Maybe I’ll meet someone at the classic car
show at weekend when I take my sports car. I’m sick of being alone.
At least Ali will be there to see the cars,
thought Pil, enjoying the sun on his face. He had
to squint against the sun to see the road ahead. It was too much
effort and he left the road, seeing a nice shady oak tree. Sitting
down next to the tree, whose leaves gave wonderful shade; he sighed
and leant back, closing his eyes. Yea,
the only thing missing is a woman. Imagine how it’d feel being with
someone today, enjoying this warm weather. We could even make love
under the leaves. How long has it been since I did that, make love?
I can’t even remember! Oh it doesn’t matter; I’m alive on this
lovely summer’s day...

Time slid
by lazily, no cares in the world on this serene day. Around Pil
little animals scurried in the undergrowth and birds sang in the
tree tops, relaxing the big guy who fell asleep. His head lolled to
one side and his breathing became laboured, slow and deep. In his
mind he dreamed of past times, when he was really happy and in a
relationship with his ex Davina. How long had they been together?
Five or six years? And of four of those, she’d been fucking her
boss in the sandwich shop. Yes, that cunt gave her a bit of sausage
a couple of times a week. Pil still wanted to get even with that
knob head.

In his
dream, they were together on the island of Crete on holiday. They’d
only been together nine months but so solid was their relationship
they took a chance and booked a cheap one week holiday, bought in
the sale at the last minute.

Walking
hand in hand down the long sandy beach, sun just setting with
twilight already peeping over the other horizon. Davina wore a nice
silk see through skirt that showed her legs through the sunlight if
the sun was in front of her silhouetting her. Her cotton summer
blouse was only fastened by two buttons and she wore no bra, her
huge 40DD tits were almost popping out! This really turned Pil on;
he faced Davina and drew her to him, embracing and kissing her. A
long deep drawn out kiss, eyes shut and tongues probing, on a
Cretan beach at sun set.

Davina
broke their embrace and led Pil by the hand to a shady sheltered
rock outcrop by the cliffs; no one would see them here and the
beach was deserted at this time. Smiling she said, “Take me here my
love, make love to me Pil. This will be so special.”

“Oh, Davina, I’d love to. Right now,” replied Pil, looking at
his fiancée and at the rocks. He pointed to a low long rock. “On
their, we’ll do it there.”

“Yes,” she replied.

His hands
sought out her two fastened buttons in the failing light; with
little effort they popped open revealing a huge pair of tits. The
largest lushest tits Pil had ever seen they were in front of him
now. Smiling he bent and kissed them, opening her blouse to gain
access.

To show his appreciation of Davina’s assets, he bent and
kissed them working his way over both of them till it was nipple
time. These he kissed with reverence and lust, he was in awe of
such huge gifts of womanhood. Nothing
is better than sucking Davina’s bullet size nipples and kissing her
big curvy tits. Well only one thing. Putting my dick up her hairy
pussy!

After
kissing her breasts, they made love. He took initiative and
stripped her remaining clothes off putting them neatly on a small
rock. Then he speedily stripped to be naked with his lady, there
was something about being naked next to Davina that Pil liked, it
was her being okay with his large size when she was
there.

“Take me hard my love, give me a right good fucking!” urged
Davina, taking her place on the large rock. It was still warm from
the hot sun.

“That I will do my Davina. Right here, right now,” he replied,
holding his erect penis.

“On the way,” she commented.

She
wasn’t a small girl, weighing in at fourteen stone and standing
five foot nine inches tall. Add Pil’s seventeen stone and it was
quite a feast of flesh. Her minge was unshaven or trimmed, a large
bush of natural brown pubes adding to her ladyness. Right now a six
inch cock was inside shagging away getting some glory; a sound of
slapping was soon joined by small regular gasps. It was impossible
to tell who made what sound, it was a single noise. The sound of
progress and making love.


Wow! Pil is the best sex I’ve ever had, better
than every one of my exes. This feels wicked!
thought Davina, nearly having her
orgasm.

“Kiss me,” whispered Pil, starting to come.

She did
and he responded to her kisses, probing tongues. Then they both
came together...


---

Pil had
been asleep next to the tree for three hours and had two dreams of
his ex Davina. One was a sexy dream; the other had been of their
awful rows and at him finally learning the unbelievable truth of
her four year affair. The same day he found out, he’d left her for
good never wanting to see the cow again.

Walking back up the dark country road with a stiff neck, he
thought what to do tonight. It was Friday night but he had an early
start in the morning, due to the classic car show.
I’ll call Ali and invite her up. She can sleep
in the spare room; I bet she’s got her stuff packed cos she’s
always on the ball.

Getting
his mobile out, he flicked through the numbers and called Ali. Her
phone rang three times and she answered.

“Hi Ali, how are you? You all set for the car show?” he
said.

“Yes, yes I’m set and ready to go. Got my tent, clothes, beer
and marijuana in my army bag,” Ali confirmed.

“Hey, what are you doing later? You want to come over for a
coffee? You can stay over if you want to in the spare
room.”

“Yes, I could do. Tell you what; let me finish my tea and do my
washing up and I’ll be over at your place about nine
okay?”

“Yes, see you then Ali,” he commented and hung up.

He walked
home and had a quick meal before Ali drove up. His stuff was ready
to go, in the boot of his sports car. This small car was his pride
and joy, Pil was going to show it at the weekend car show. Maybe he
would win a prize for how nice his car was.


---

Ali
arrived at nine fifteen exactly, driving her pink customised street
style four wheel drive jeep. She looked stunning, wearing her
gothic clothing and a bit of rose blusher. Knocking on Pil’s door,
she waited for him to answer. The sound of Black Sabbath was
audible even now, from outside.

He opened
the door and greeted his friend, hugging her and let her in. “Good
to see you Ali.”

“You too mate. What you been up to?” the Goth commented,
sitting down in a low lounge chair. “I like your music but would
you please turn it down a bit? It’s a bit loud,” she added,
grinning.

“Oh you know the same old stuff. Been working in town on a new
building and seeing my mates. Went for a walk before down the road,
fell asleep under the sun and got a stiff neck,” he answered,
turning the stereo down.

“Oh right, sounds idyllic
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