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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.


BUS STOP

 


The man walks in my direction, not
seeing me watching him due to his eyes being on his phone. I admire
him. It's been awhile since I saw a man with such a graceful yet
strong walk. He seems to stride along the footpath, each step both
powerful and timed.

He glances up as an older woman passes
him by and looks back to his phone again, his expression a little
perplexed. I allow myself the luxury of running my eyes up those
long powerful legs of his to his trim waist and along his arms, so
packed with muscle and slightly bigger than his chest or back, the
flesh of which is hidden behind the fabric of his
t-shirt.

I bite my lip as he nears me. It has
been two months since my boyfriend left me for another woman and I
have been trying to find someone to 'ease' my pain; however, it
hasn't been going very well. I'm a shy, bookish girl - for all my
staring right now - and find it hard to communicate with men that I
find attractive.

He stops and looks around, seeing me
for the first time; I quickly put my eyes down and pretend like I
wasn't staring.

"Excuse me," a voice says from
above.

I look up. The man is looming over me.
This is an easy task because I'm quite small. "Do you know where
this store is?"

I check his phone's screen. It's the
shop that I just came from.

"It's over there," I say, pointing in
the direction that I came earlier.

"Thanks."

He starts walking. I clutch my fist.
Watching his strong back moving away makes me want to scream out
internally at the feelings of frustration I feel. Before I know it
I am hustling up beside him and even dare to touch his arm for a
moment.

"I should take you. It's hard to
find."

He smiles sweetly.

"That's kind of you. I have been
looking for over an hour, so any help is appreciated."

I walk beside him after setting us in
the right direction. I want to say something, but it isn't coming
easily.

"Are you from around here?" he asks.
"I noted that bus goes to a nearby suburb."

"I am. I live several blocks away.
It's faster to take the bus than walk."

"That's nice. It's a good day to be
out. What were you doing today?"

I show him the bag of items that I
purchased.

"Same shop. That's pretty lucky. You
are really kind."

He has a way about him. I feel
comfortable talking to this handsome man, even though he is really
much hotter than me in terms of looks. We chat about the area he
lives and the differences between here and there. It turns out that
his name is Edward and he is staying with his friend Jacob. They
are friends from when he was in university. He reveals to me that
he is a plastic surgeon and 37. I would have thought he was my age.
I wonder if he's been making use of his own products. I find myself
staring, wondering if he has.

"Are you trying to figure out if I
have had some work done?" he asks.

"Uhhh... I was. Sorry."

"It's ok." He points to his nose.
"It's a little shorter now than before. Everything else is what
Mother Nature gave me."

I admire her work. He is a well put
together man.

We come to the shop.

"Well, it was nice meeting you," he
says. "I should let you go."

I try to hide my disappointment.
Unfortunately, I do a poor job. He gives me a look that I can't
interpret.

"Would you like to meet up with me and
Jacob for a drink later?" he asks all of a sudden. "I think that
you'd like him. He's very nice."

So, he's not interested? I try not to
think about that. Being passed on to his friend isn't exactly what
I want, but I'm pretty desperate for a date.

"Sure. I'll give you my
number."

He pulls out his phone and I add it
in.

"Until later then."

Edward turns into the shop and leaves
me outside. I feel like this is a nice metaphor for how I feel
right now.


JACOB

 


I pull up outside. It doesn't look
like there is a bar here, but I could be wrong.

Getting out of my car, I walk around
with my phone out, looking for the building I am supposed to meet
them at. Right now I'm a little early, but I could become late if I
don't hurry.

A tall man passes me by. He's running.
I decide to summon my courage and call out to him. If he is jogging
then he lives in the area and knows it.

"Hey stop!" I yell.

The man comes to a halt and glances
over his shoulder. My breath catches in my throat. He is gorgeous.
The man has strong, powerful features, but they are perfect - a
flawless brunette with a body so defined that he looks more god
than man.

"Yeah? Are you ok?"

"I'm looking for a bar. Can you help
me?" I stammer out.

He jogs back and glances down to my
phone.

"Kimberly?"

"Yes?"

"I'm Jacob."

My heart suddenly feels like it's
going to pop out of my chest. The man has a small smile on his face
like this kind of thing happens often. I stare at him. Even in his
loose fit black gym shorts and matching singlet, he is so far out
of my league that I feel almost terrified to speak to
him.

"You're Jacob?"

"I am. Nice to meet you."

He puts out a hand. The skin is soft
and warm against my own. I see not a single blemish on his entire
skin. The man has a brown tan and teeth so white and clean that
they sparkle as he smiles at me.

"Would you like me to walk you over to
the apartment? Ed is probably cleaning up right now. We should give
him some time to do that."

Jacob takes my arm in his hand. It is
a masculine, gentlemanly gesture that is both respectful and
insistent. I walk beside him, my shoulders curved in and my chest
feeling very tight. For some reason, I don't dare look at him;
however, he doesn't seem to mind. Jacob tells me that he works at a
hospital working with children suffering third and fourth degree
burns specifically. I listen on as he explains how he and Edward
met and some of the details of their younger lives. As a 23 year
old woman I find it quite something to have met two extremely well
rounded, attractive men in a day. This is definitely not
normal.

We walk around for awhile before
coming to his place. I had thought we were going to a bar together,
but that was my misinterpretation. I'm a little scared to go up to
Jacob's apartment, but at the same time I REALLY REALLY want to.
This might be exactly what I am looking for to get over my
remaining feelings for my ex.

Strolling through the front entrance,
Jacob stops to talk to an elderly neighbor. He has this friendly
air about him that makes people want to respond to him. The man
introduces me and we talk for a little more before heading up a few
floors in the elevator to his apartment.

"I'm going to need a shower," he says
as we enter. "How about you keep Ed company?"

The man strolls into his home, pulling
off his shirt and nearly causing me to faint as he does and
disappears into a room. I am left with Edward, who gets me to help
with the cleaning.

"That was refreshing," I hear a few
minutes later.

Jacob walks out of the bathroom, hair
wet, body a little slick but dry, in nothing but a white towel that
hides nothing.

"I'll be just a moment. How about you
two get some drinks?" he suggests before heading into his
bedroom.

I stare. Was what I just saw right now
real? I wonder in shock.

Before I can think about it, Edward
has a glass of wine in my hand.

"Drink," he urges. "You'll feel more
comfortable."

He sips his and gives me a look that
is nearly pure lust. I am taken back by the turn of events. First,
I see something that I swear to all the gods in existence could not
be real - or at least on a human male - and now I am getting this
look from a very attractive man. Just what do these two have
planned for this evening?

"How's the wine?" Edward
asks.

I can't even answer and I don't think
that the man expected I could. He reaches out and runs a finger
over my jaw. I quiver in excitement, my eyes lock onto his lusty
ones like a doe meeting a stag of true animal prowess for the first
time. Is this really happening?

Jacob returns. He isn't wearing a
shirt and I can see the clear separation between the muscles on his
slim yet built frame.

"Are you ok?" he asks. "You look quite
red."

They both smile at me innocently like
I'm not standing here with two hot men staring me down like the
latest flavor of sweet cake.

"What do you two want from me?" I
ask.

Jacob stops beside me and reaches out
to caress my hair. I can feel Edward's fingers on the back of my
neck.

"My friend and I like to invite girls
over for a certain kind of experience," he tells me. "You just
happen to be both of our type."

"Type?"

He leans in, I can feel his breath on
my cheek.

"Yes - gorgeous, intelligent and shy.
We both have a thing for women who are a little innocent looking
and you are our ideal."

"Oh..."

I have to say that right now my heart
is beating so fast that I can barely hear anything he is saying.
However, the meaning is clear.

"Are you two going to...?"

"Only if you want it."

I look away. I can't say to them what
I feel. It is too embarrassing.

"Don't worry," Edward whispers, his
lips over my neck. "We can understand you just fine."

He kisses the exposed skin and I moan
in ecstasy. Jacob bends down and delicately kisses me on the lips
as his friend works up and down the back of my neck.

"Ohhhh..." I moan.

The men chuckle and press themselves
to my body, working up and down, pushing hard muscle to my soft,
feminine frame. I am sandwiched between two hot men. This two is
probably a good metaphor for what is going to happen from here on
out.

"You are so sexy," Jacob
whispers.

"Gorgeous," Edward
confirms.

"I want you so bad," Jacob says, lust
filling his voice.

"So bad," Edward whispers in my
ear.

"Boys..." I moan. They are destroying
me with the heat of their words alone.

"Take off your clothing," Edward
urges. "I want to see you naked."

I don't have much of a say in the
matter it would seem. They pull at the buttons of my blouse and
unzip the zipper at the back of my dress as I stand there
shellshocked by what is going on.

"What are you going to do to me?" I
whisper as my blouse is parted and pulled away, leaving my bra as
the last bastion of my physical privacy: The barrier between
innocence and a very intimate kind of carnal knowledge.

"Everything," Edward
whispers.

"Nothing," Jacob says.

My knee length dress slips
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