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Note: This is a short story of around 5000 words. If you would like longer, kinkier works then check out Sophie Sin’s
short story collections at Sophie Sin's Book
List or her gay erotica at Dick Powers Book
List.

 


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.
1’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Doing It Large, The Big Officer, Plus Size Exec,
Magnum Linebacker.

 


The ‘Well
Hung Erotica Vol. 1’ collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


Milly (20): The Speeding
Motorist

 


Lights flash red and blue. Milly
slows her hardtop convertible a little with a feeling of
nervousness running through her that isn't helped by the fact that
she nearly run over an old lady - worse, right in front of a
cop.

The man in his Los Angeles police
department blues steps out of his old wide front police cruiser.
The first thing that Milly notices is that he is huge, super size,
all muscle huge. He's so large, in fact, that getting out of his
car requires him to almost wiggle out of it.

Milly shivers a little on seeing
his skin color. She's never been particularly good with black men
and this one is massive. This could end very badly for
her.

Striding up to the driver's side
window of the convertible, he knocks on it with the side of one
meaty fist. Outside it's a balmy, starless night; his shirt sleeves
are tucked up; Milly stares for a second at the long curled serpent
tattoo on his right arm that makes him look even more menacing in
the dimness of the streetlights.

I have to, she decides. You can't
deny an officer around here. That's a sure way to end up in
jail.

Slowly rolling the window down a
few centimeters, Milly looks up into his dark chocolate brown eyes.
His stance tells her that he is pretty pissed.

"What do you think you were
doing?" he asks loudly. "You nearly killed that old lady with that
u-turn."

The officer's voice is deep,
strong and full of command. Milly leans back in her seat. If she
was afraid before, especially as she can imagine already exactly
how this is going to end up, then now she is terrified.

"I was..." she stutters out. He
leans down to the window. The man is so big and scary. She is only
a small petite white girl, blond hair, blue eyes and definitely not
able to defend herself against a man this big. Why does he have to
be so scary?

"You were what?" he asks. "License
and registration."

Taking a long breath, she leans
over the other side of the car, scared by the commanding tone that
his voice has, and flicks the round release catch on the glove
compartment. It takes a full minute of ruffling through the
contents of it to find what she is looking for.

"Here you go, officer."

He snatches them out of her hands
and looks them over with a glance.

"How long have you owned this
vehicle, Miss Banks?"

"2 weeks, sir."

The man looks the car over. His
face softens, but he still looks like he's going to throw the book
at her.

"I'm going to have to impound it,"
he decides.

Milly's face falls. She knew that
something like that was coming when she saw his cruiser's lights
flash her.

"In all my 10 years on the force,"
he continues, "I have never seen anyone perform an action that
dangerous on a busy city street. This is for your own
good."

She brings her head down. A tear
drops down the side of her left cheek. It was only a u-turn. The
old lady wasn't hurt or anything. She isn't even here anymore,
having continued on her way without stopping. Surely...

"I'm sorry, officer. Is there any
way I can avoid having my car impounded?"

The big man doesn't look away for
a second.

"Not a hope in hell, Miss Banks. I
want you off the road for the night. You are a
liability."

Head coming forward and pushing
into the steering wheel, Milly starts to sob. This really isn't her
day.


Officer Large (38): The Front
Desk

 


The clerk behind the big wooden
city police counter at the front of the police station is very
polite. Officer Large is standing next to him with his arms crossed
and that tattoo of his curling around the massive bulk of muscle
which is his forearm. He is significantly taller than his co-worker
and MUCH wider.

"Miss Banks, you may pick it up on
Monday. Officer Large has stated that he doesn't feel a ticket is
necessary, so no fines this time."

Milly glances at the big man. That
is reasonable of him.

"However," the clerk continues, "I
will remind you that a u-turn like that could have ended up worse
than it did. You need to consider the potential ramifications of
your actions today carefully. Do you understand?"

"I do. Thank you," Milly says,
bowing her head and turning to leave.

She gets a few steps towards the
front door before a big presence next to her makes her turn her
head. It's Officer Large.

"You got a ride?" he
asks.

On the ride over to the police
station, the man explained to her that this is nothing personal.
Milly got the feeling that he is very big on the law and keeping
people safe. She doesn't feel that threatened by him now, yet he is
imposing and that scares her a little.

"I'll take a taxi," she
decides.

"You sure? The taxi stand is empty
this time of night."

He rolls his keys over his huge
index finger.

"I can drop you off in your
neighborhood - no waiting. It isn't safe for a young woman to be
waiting in the street. I just want to make sure you get home
safe."

She watches him as he speaks.
There is no doubt in her mind that he is looking out for her safety
and has no other motives. A taxi would cost her minimum $50, which
is money she doesn't have after splurging on the new car. Anything
to save cash.

"Alright. I'll take you up on your
offer."

He nods his head as if that was
already decided from the moment he asked her and escorts her from
the large old building on the better side of the suburb she was
caught in. His car is parked out front where he left it.

"Ride up front," he tells her,
pointing to the other side of the car. "You aren't in trouble
anymore."

The huge man squeezes inside and
opens the door for her. It's almost comical watching him fit behind
the small steering wheel. The roof is about a half centimeter from
the top of his clean shaved head and his left shoulder is pressed
up against the door.

"How long you lived in LA?" he
asks conversationally, as he flicks the keys into the ignition,
puts the car into gear and heads off down the road towards the
highway onramp.

"2 years. I'm an actress, but can
only get modeling jobs."

"You got a part time gig? Waitress
or something?"

"I work in sales."

"Cosmetic?"

"Yeah. How'd you know?"

He chuckles. It is a surprisingly
warm sound that is very out of character for someone his size. She
would have expected something deep and rumbling, but this is a
pleasant, rolling sound, not too high, not too low and nice to
listen to. It makes her sit up a little in interest.

"My big sis did the rounds when
she was young; all the big magazines. She never got out of the
restaurant, though, until she married her man. He's in real-estate.
Solid guy, good family. We get along."

That's a surprise. She would have
thought his whole family was law enforcement from the way he
talks.

"What about your dad and mum?"
Milly asks.

"Got no mum. My dad is a builder.
Bought me and sis up by himself."

"Oh. What happened to your
mother?"

"You know how it is: Just up and
left when I was little. I think she wasn't the staying
kind."

"That's sad."

He shrugs. It isn't easy in the
small space of what would normally be a spacious car.

"It's no biggy. My old man was
better than most of my friends' parents. I learned a lot about life
from him."

Reaching over her, Officer Large
flips down the passenger side sun visor. There's a picture of him
at a Christmas party with a large older gray haired man, who must
be his father, and a petite pretty woman holding a small child, who
is standing next to a very handsome smiling white man.

"You have a nice family," Milly
comments. "Was that t-shirt a gift?"

He chuckles again. It's such a
warm sound. Milly can't get over how strange it seems from a guy
like him.

"Yeah. I can't fit into anything
smaller than an XXL. My sister has to take all my clothes in around
the waist or they just hang."

Milly glances over at his stomach.
It's washboard flat. His blue trousers sit tight around his legs.
There is a noticeable bulge there that makes her lick her lips. She
has heard stories about black men and this one seems to prove them
true on first inspection.

Looking away with some minor
effort, she turns the conversation back to his life. Officer Large
reveals his first name is Mike and that he joined the force because
his best friend Eddy, who is also a cop, pushed him in to it. The
man is unmarried, has no children and hasn't had a girlfriend for
over a year.

"What about you?" he asks,
returning the question to her with a small smile on his face. "Who
is paying your rent?"

She laughs and slaps him on the
arm. Things are getting more comfortable now and he seems to know
her in and out.

"I have a guy, but we aren't
serious. It's more of an 'arrangement'. I don't think his wife
would agree with what he's doing."

The big man laughs and slaps his
knee.

"Bet she wouldn't. I get called
out once or twice a month to that sort of thing."

"Really? Anything crazy
happen?"

"Nah. Just little boys playing the
cheat," he says. "When the wives find out, things get out of hand
pretty quick. It's my job to come around and play cop counselor. I
will, almost always, be back later cause the wives forgive the
idiot and he does it again."

They pull into her area, which is
a wide built up apartment area with pretty much uniform living
spaces all up and down the block.

"You want me to drop you off here
or outside your place?"

"My place, please, if you have the
time."

He shrugs.

"I'm going home after this.
Probably watch the game I have recorded or something."

"That's nice. I'm in that large
building over there."

Mike drives up the wide road in
the moderately posh area and pulls up outside in his police
cruiser.

"Let me see you up to your door,"
he offers.

Milly smiles at him. Mike is a
real deal nice guy - a rarity in LA. She originally thought he
might be one of those mean cops that ticket people for nothing, but
she is sure now, after talking to him, that he is nothing like that
at all. It feels nice to meet a guy like this, even if he is way
too big for her tastes.

"That would be nice."
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