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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.


WARM SUMMER DAY

 


The park is hot. A light wind is
coming in from the east, sending the trees' leaves into little
shivering dances of delight with every small gust. Beyond my bare
feet spread out in front of me there is an ocean of grass that
expands into the distance to a tree line that hides the suburbs of
the city that this park is situated in. I sit there entranced by
the beauty of this world that I have the very pleasant experience
of living in.

"Watch out!"

A ball slamming down in front of me
and tipping over my coffee breaks my revelry. I fall back to find a
large athletic looking black man in a dark singlet rushing in my
direction. He runs straight into my bag and falls forwards, looking
rather shocked.

"Ahhh..."

The man lands. I feel something hit my
face and turn it away in surprise.

"Oh, um, sorry," he gets out, pushing
himself up from where he landed between my legs.

I consider my position. I have nearly
200 pounds of black male bent down on all fours over top of me. His
huge thighs are on either side of my face and his head is between
my legs. If I didn't see the shock on his face when he fell over, I
wouldn't believe that this is accidental.

"Um... Would you be able to get off
me?" I ask.

He does. I am hit in the face again. I
realize that the thing that is doing so is his penis. He mustn't be
wearing any underwear and it must be huge to reach the distance
between his pelvis and my face.

"Sorry."

A white man of equal size and build
stops above us and drags his friend off.

"What are you doing, Mike? You are
scaring the poor woman."

"Sorry, Jack. I fell over
something."

"It was my bag," I butt in. "Is
everyone alright?"

They look to each other then back to
me.

"Sure. You ok?"

"Yes."

I give them a look.

"Boys, you need to be more careful
when you are playing with your ball. I could have been
hurt."

They look chasten.

"Sorry, ma'am."

I throw it back to them and leave it
at that. In my regular life I am a doctor and full days off where I
can just sit and relax the day away are rare for me. I don't mind
the interruption, but I would rather enjoy the view than 'the view'
the big man was giving me. I'm not that kind of girl.

Setting my head back, I look to the
sky. Big black manhoods dot it. I sigh. I have men on the mind now.
Too bad.


PATIENT

 


Work has been busy. I'm a general
practitioner at a major hospital and today has been one of the
busiest days in memory since I started working here 3 years ago at
26.

"Your next is coming in. Sprained
ankle he says," the nurse tells me from the door, breaking my
workflow as I try to fill in various forms as quickly as I
can.

"Send him in now if you can. I need
some time to catch up."

"Will do."

The woman leaves and I get a good 2
minutes of work done before the door to my tiny office opens and my
next patient enters.

"It's you!" I say in shock.

The black man gives me a look that
tells me that he also wasn't expecting to see me here.

"You're a doctor?"

"Yes, I am. Is this ankle thing
related to yesterday's fall?"

He hobbles over and sits
down.

"I think so. I woke up and it was a
little sore. My apartment is nearby so I thought it would be easier
to get it checked out than try to train on it at
school."

"Oh, you are a student? I thought you
were older."

"Last year of graduate school. I'm
doing an MBA."

"That's nice. Can you come lie on the
bed there for me? I'll have a look."

We walk over. He slips on and takes
off his shoes. My fingers work over the ankle. There's some minor
swelling. It's nothing that a little medication and rest won't
solve.

I write him a script.

"Take two of these for three days and
keep off it. You are playing football, right?"

"I am. Offensive team."

"Ok. I'll write you a note for the
team's medical crew. You'll be excused from training for a little
while."

"Really?" he asks in concern. "How
long?"

"As long as it takes to heal up. Do
you really want to play with in injured ankle?"

He gives it some thought.

"I guess not. Jack isn't going to be
happy."

I raise an eyebrow.

"Your friend doesn't run your life.
I'm sure he'll understand."

"He's the offensive team captain. We
grew up together. He tends to be a bit hard on the guys who get
injuries from doing stupid things."

I roll my eyes.

"If he has a problem, he can talk to
me. I'll clear things up."

The large man looks genuinely pleased
by that.

"Thanks."

My patient leaves and I sit back down.
In a moment he is forgotten with only a second given to the fact
that this is the second time that I have met him. I find that
interesting. Fate in action perhaps.


PHONE CALL

 


"I'd like to discuss his ankle. Are
you free tonight?"

I stare at the phone. Jack is probably
the most annoying, pushy guy I have ever meet. We have been talking
for 5 minutes and I've come to realize that Mike had reason to
worry.

"Ok, if I have to. Can you come to the
hospital in the next 10 minutes? I'm just leaving."

"That's fine. I live near there. I
will jog over."

"Fine. I'll see you
outside."

Picking up a few things, I head to the
door. I don't know why I am bothering with this. Perhaps it is that
this is the third time that these two have come into my life in the
last three days. I'm starting to feel like something is going on
that I don't know about. A plan that I am unaware of.

Coming outside, I find that both Mike
and Jack are waiting.

"You didn't both have to come," I
note.

Mike gives me an uncomfortable
look.

"We live at the same place," Jack
says. "I wanted him to come too."

I sigh. Boys... What to make of
them?

"My car is that way. You have until I
reach it to talk to me."

"Alright."

We walk together. My small frame
between their massive tall ones. I feel very small, but it is a
comforting feeling. I know that these two don't have harming me on
their minds. I'm safe.

"He has to play. Mike is the best guy
I have," Jack starts. "We have a big game in two days. The medical
team have put him out for a week. I need you to talk to
them."

I chuckle. Is that what it is about?
Some game?

"He stays off for the week," I tell
Jack. "If they made that decision then there was a reason. It's for
your own good."

"But..."

"No buts. I'm being honest with you.
Sprained ankles can turn into all sorts of nasty problems." I stop
in front of my car. "He should rest."

"Doc..." Jack's hand on my shoulder
makes me blink. If he wasn't looking at me with boyish concern
spread across my face, I would be afraid. "Please..."

"No. My decision is final. Mike needs
his rest."

Jack looks back to his friend. They
both seem a little saddened by this outcome; however, it is the
best thing for everyone.

"Now, if you don't..."

"Can we talk about it over dinner?"
Jack interrupts. "I'm sure we can change your mind."

My stomach rumbles, betraying me at
the worst moment, just as he finishes speaking.

"I probably shouldn't."

"Please."

Those blue eyes of his are pleading. I
take a glance at Mike. He's also giving me a look that is begging
me to accept.

"If we must."

We quickly sort out what is available
and get into my car. There apartment has parking and I don't feel
like walking after eating a full meal, especially when I haven't
eaten anything since breakfast.

"It's around to the right," Jack
directs as we pull into the area.

I bring my car around back and into
the small parking block that doubles as the tenant vehicle
area.

"Over near that
motorcycle."

I park next to a black sports bike.
Jack tells me is his.

Taking the ticket from the machine, I
walk out front with the men and into the Indian restaurant over the
road. The owner knows them and seems quite respectful of their
talents. They talk about the game as I consider what I am planning
to order. It appears that it is some kind of playoff. By the way
that the owner is doting over Mike, he must be pretty good. Maybe I
should reconsider.

Dinner goes as follows. Food is order
and polite conversation is had until the soonest possible
opportunity arises to change the topic to Mike's ankle. From there
I am bombarded by both men and even the owner and his chefs to make
an exception. I silently chew on my food until I think they are
finished, but just when they appear to be, they start
again.

"I give up," I say finally.

"Does that mean you'll j
him?"

I put my fork and knife down,
pleasantly full, but kind of annoyed at myself for having sat
through all that without really putting in an effort to stop them,
which is probably due to the fact that their pleading is kind of
cute.

"No."

I grab my bag and start walking to the
door. Jack chases after me as I cross the street.

"You have to," he begs. "We need
him."

"No. You need your friend to be
healthy," I say. "Playing in 'the big game' is going to get him
hurt and you know it."

"He'll be fine. Mike is strong. He
won't fall to something as small as an ankle injury."

"Achilles did," I return.

We walk into the parking lot. There is
no one around but us.

"Listen, doc. I need him. He's my best
man."

"I know that. You said that 25 or more
times tonight." I stop by my car door. "You need to be responsible.
No means no."

Jack looks down at me. Those eyes of
his are incredibly sexy like they are right now. I bite my lip.
Being alone with him isn't what I had planned. I should go before I
start thinking about things that I shouldn't.

"There has to be a way to convince
you," Jack says, his hand back on my shoulder. "I'll do
anything."

He leans in close to me and looks me
directly in the eyes. My hands come to my lap. He looks
down.

"Do you want me to do that, doc?" he
asks. "If it'll get Mike back on the team..."

I give it a moment of
thought.

"I cannot be brought."

"Really?"

His large strong hand runs down my
neck a little. I moan. I'm well aware that I find both Mike and
Jack
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