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Note: This is a short story of around 5000 words. If you would 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. 5’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Superior Hardness, Triple Long,
Monstrous Danny, French Tickler.

 


The ‘Well
Hung Erotica Vol. 5’ collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


PEN PALS

 


'Danny does Dallas': That's what it
says at the top of the email that I received from my Norwegian pen
pal.

I grin. That guy has a weird sense of
humor. I am well aware that, with my name being Debbie, he's making
a joke about that old movie that people try and tease me about. I'm
20 and it was made 20 years ago or so. It took one viewing of the
film to know it wasn't for me. However, somehow a skinny guy from
Europe taking Debbie's place amuses me. I guess he's not the only
one with a weird sense of humor.

Opening the email, I get a little
shock.

"He's coming over?"

I read through the details. Danny is
on a two month break from university. My pen pal is studying
something that could be biochemistry. I say 'could' because his
emails aren't that easy to understand on a good day.

At the end of the email, he offers a
meet up. I think it over. I like Danny. He's nice. My last
boyfriend was an absolute bastard to me and so I am careful about
guys that I spend time with.

My fingers click out "Sure, I'll meet
you around six at the airport" before I can really think it over.
It looks like me and the skinny guy from Europe are really going to
meet. I push send of my own volition. It'll be good to meet
him.


BIG DANNY

 


"Excuse me. I can't see. Could you
move?"

The HUGE man in front of me doesn't
hear. He has super big headphones on. I have been trying to get his
attention for some time now. Probably the fact that his ears are
three heads higher than mine isn't helping.

"EXCUSE ME," I repeat.

He doesn't hear me. I reach up and tap
him on the shoulder. He glances around and down at me. I feel very,
very short and tiny at the same time. His shoulders are triple mine
and as big as my head. He leans down and looks me in the eyes,
tilting his head to the side as if he's trying to decide
something.

"Debbie?"

I blink. That's Danny's voice. He
called me on the phone before he flew over. Why does this big guy
sound like him?

"I'm Debbie. Do we know each
other?"

"Debbie!"

The man lifts me straight up off the
floor, not in the slightest concerned about my weight and holds me
to him in a bear hug that involves quite a lot of
shaking.

"Put me down," I groan. "You're
crushing me."

"Sorry."

I watch him warily.

"Are you Danny?"

"Yes."

"Really? The Danny I know is
skinny."

"Skinny? I am big."

He puts out one arm. The man has a
large rucksack in his massive paw. He bends a bicep. A few people
express shock in various languages. When Danny tenses, he somehow
gets even bigger. It's quite something.

"You really are big. Was your flight
ok?"

The man shrugs.

"Seat was small. I'm too
large."

"I bet."

I stare up at him. Danny is older than
I thought he would be. I would put him at about 30 something. His
face is angular and strong and he has a sharp black beard to match
the spiky short hair on his head. His t-shirt says 'welcome to the
USA'. I didn't know that souvenir shops sold t-shirts in his size.
He's probably three to four times the size of anyone around
us.

"Come on. Let's get some coffee. You
must be tired."

He laughs happily.

"A little tired."

The man's arm flops over my shoulder.
I glance at it, but say nothing. Danny is quite the friendly guy.
He's smiling at the people who are staring at us. Probably due to
our difference in size, which is amusing as, statistically, I'm not
short by American female standards. My waist is slim and my chest
and hips are wide, but being next to Danny, I look smaller than I
am. It's strangely comforting and disconcerting at the same
time.

We walk into a cafe. The black girl
behind the counter nearly falls over.

"Biggest coffee. Soy milk,
ok?"

"Soy milk? We have latte, cap...," the
woman starts, going into service mode.

"Coffee," Danny repeats, putting his
hand up.

"Drip," I add. "I'll take the same,
but small."

The woman looks from me to Danny and
shrugs. She probably thinks we are tourists, regardless of my
accent.

"Coming up."

Our coffees are delivered. I turn to
Danny.

"What do you want to do
next?"

He yawns.

"Sleep."

"Oh? Where's your hotel?"

"Hotel?"

"Ah, place you are
staying."

He looks to me strangely.

"Home ok?"

"Home? Do you mean my
place?"

Danny nods.

"Email asked about place. Is
ok?"

I think it over.

"Don't you have anywhere else you can
stay?"

He shakes his head, looking
concerned.

I reach up and put a hand on his arm
to calm him a little.

"You have to sleep on the couch, ok.
The bed is mine."

He grins.

"Ok, you are kind."

We walk though the airport to where my
car is parked. He barely fits inside. I watch him trying to get
comfortable. What have I got myself into?


SHOWER

 


"Um... do you have towel?" Danny asks,
poking his head around the corner of the bathroom door.

"In the cupboard," I call from the
kitchen.

"Ok."

I hear some rummaging. Danny slept
like a bear in hibernation for a full day before coming back to the
land of the living. Now that he's awake, I'm keen to find out what
else I think I know about him that I really don't aside from his
size.

Footsteps behind me make me turn. I
just happen to be cooking sausages at the time that Danny
enters.

"Holy-shit..."

I stare. The towels that I use are
quite big, but Danny is QUITE BIG and I'm not just talking about
his body.

The man looks down and
blushes.

"Sorry, embarrassing?" he asks, seeing
my reddening face.

My mouth moves a little bit. I gulp,
blink and turn back to the food.

"It's not embarrassing."

Danny sits down at the table. That
thing hangs down his leg so long that it sticks out the end of the
towel, which reaches mid-thigh.

"Could you tuck yourself in?" I ask,
trying not to look. "It's hard to cook with that thing
out."

The man chuckles.

"Sorry. It big."

There's some rustling. I look around
to see that Danny has laid the towel out over his front. I can see
the sides of his butt. Maybe I should ask him to get some
underwear. Then again, he might stand up and leave the towel there.
These Euro guys have no shame.

"Here's the sausages," I say, putting
some down in front of him. "The eggs will be ready
soon."

"Ok."

I listen to him eating as I scramble
five eggs in the pan. It's time to learn more about Danny. This is
the right time to ask.

"How old are you?" I ask. "I thought
you were my age."

"Me? I 35."

"35? I thought you were
younger."

"What about your job? You are a bit
old to be a student."

"I teacher."

"Teacher?"

He makes an amused sound.

"I teach chemistry. Big university.
Maybe you know?"

There's some rustling. I don't look
around.

"See."

Danny holds a business card in front
of me. I blink. I don't know the university, however...

"Is that your thing against my
back?"

The man looks down.

"Oppps... Not used to American girls.
Shorts are too short. It likes."

It likes? How should I feel about
being poked by a man's massive manhood this early in the
morning?

"Can you put some pants on?" I ask.
"This is strange."

"Strange? I thought normal for
America." He shuffles around. "Need a few minutes. Quite
hard."

I look back. My eyes bug out. It's
huge, fat and resembles something you might find on a farm rather
than on a human male.

"That isn't real," I comment. "It
can't be."

He grasps it.

"Real? It normal. Whole family like
this."

A family of gigantic manhoods. Many
would be envious. I'm a little scared.

"This isn't ok. In America only lovers
see this kind of thing."

"Oh? Debbie no like Danny?"

He looks sad.

"I didn't say that. You are really
nice and kind of like a big bear. It's nice having you
around."

Danny smiles.

"That good. I happy."

He pats me on the shoulder.

"Sorry about big thing. You sexy. I
thought maybe very fat. Message hard to understand."

I laugh.

"I thought you were
skinny."

He chuckles.

"I not so skinny."

I smile.

"No, you aren't."

Danny sits down. I turn and look at
him.

"That isn't going to go down, is
it?"

"Takes long time. You too sexy. Bit of
a problem."

I think it over. Choice one: I can
send him off to the toilet and get him to do what guys do. Choice
two: Well, let's just say that I'm not shy, but I have been burnt
for opening up to guys in the past. My one and only boyfriend was a
horrible person. He cheated, abused me verbally and mentally and
all while I loved him for everything I thought he was. Do I dare
allow another man in, even if temporarily? It wouldn't be a
permanent thing. Danny is going to go home sooner or later. This
could be kind of like a holiday fling or something.

"Would you like me to... ah, help you
with it?"

"Help?"

"I could, um, show you my body. You
could touch yourself and, you know... finish?"

"Touch self, ok. I do."

He
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