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IN
THE STORE

 


Explaining measuring scales...

 


"So this can measure anything?"

I nod and lick my lips hungrily. The man in
front of me is tall, blonde, and blue-eyed with that masculine look
that I don't find on a gay man very often. He's also got the
muscles needed to pull the look off and has an amazing sense of
style that is just fashionable enough to indicate his sexual
preferences might be a little hazy, but not so outright as to
indicate that he is totally gay.

I run my eyes over his blue jeans and the
red checked shirt that matches so perfectly with his thick brown
belt and rugged brown boots – all of which sets him apart as a very
hot man. Is he gay and hitting on me or is this just idle
conversation?

I really want to know.

"It says here that it can measure items of
about 400 grams with moderate accuracy. If I had something really
fat and long that wouldn't fit on the scale, do you think that it'd
be accurate enough?"

I am fairly certain that he is trying to
tell me that he is hung and has a very fat cock. I have been
sweating since the conversation started and a little dribble of
liquid runs down the side of my face to drip off onto the crisp
white shirt that the department store provides me to work in.

"I'm fairly sure that won't be a problem.
Would you prefer something bigger to accommodate the extra
size?"

"No," he says, "I like mine small."

He touches my arm and smiles and I grin like
an idiot as I realize he is talking about me. Being short has never
been so good.

The rest of the conversation is fairly
mundane and the customer purchases the product. As I'm tapping a
few last notes on the register, he pulls out a pen and scribbles on
the back of the receipt a phone number.

"If you would like to see what I am
measuring then you should call this number," he says.

Without another word he leaves me stunned.
What just happened?


ON
BREAK

 


Considering how to proceed...

 


I fiddle with my phone in the large open
area that is packed with my coworkers droning on about their boring
and inadequate lives. I am wondering if it is too early to call a
not.

I decide a text message would be the best
way to go and I send a quick hello.

He immediately calls.

"So you decided to call me?" he say as if
that was the expected conclusion to our interaction.

"I couldn't help it after our discussion
this afternoon," I admit. "Can I see that thing today?"

"I have time."

"How about 9pm? I get off around
8:30pm."

"Sounds fantastic."

He hangs up and sends me a message with his
address. I sip on the cheap drip coffee that the company provides
us and stare at that address and wonder if I maybe should be a
little bit more cautious.

I decide the promise of a big cock is more
than enough to get me to do what I should not. Living a little
dangerously is good sometimes.


THE REWARD

 


What is on offer...

 


It's 9:00pm on the dot and I'm standing in
his living room. I arrived a little early because I was so excited
about the whole big cock thing and got a little surprise when I
arrived.

My hunky host is standing in the kitchen
with some large cucumbers in hand and a smile on his face. I'm not
smiling. Instead I'm gaping. Mr. Blond and Hot is stark naked and
from the other room I can hear the attractive dark-haired stunner
with abs that seem to blaze with firmness who welcomed me at the
door and lead me inside fully naked preparing the bedroom.

"So do you want one or two cucumbers
tonight?" the handsome customer, whose name I have yet to learn,
asks.

It's a no-brainer. I've never had a
threesome before and this will be my first time and there is no
doubt in my mind of the answer that I am going to be giving and it
is a very firm “Yes.”

The studly blond smiles broadly after I tell
him my answer and starts chopping up the cucumbers to throw in the
green salad he is making. The man takes a moment to toss the salad
before putting it in the refrigerator.

"Something for later," he tells me.

The tall stud strolls over to me and
casually runs his fingers down my jaw.

"Henry! Let's play with our new friend," he
calls to his roommate or boyfriend or whatever the
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