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Note: This is a short story of around 5000 words. If you
would like to a longer read then check out Sophie’s collections at Sophie Sin's Book Listor 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 ‘Erotic
Fantasies Vol. 6’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Awaken To Romance, Silk Road Romance,
Handsome Janitor, Boyfriend Potential.

 


The ‘Erotic Fantasies Vol. 6’ collection can be found
at any of your favorite e-stores.


THE ROAD AHEAD

 


The weary travelers stream along the
worn and cracked stone road, weighted down by their heavy burdens
bought from market or town to wherever they might return
to.

Up above the sky stretched out wide
and far. A mountain range - lightly sprinkled with white snow on
the highest of peaks - sits in the distance, watching the long line
of people, animals and carts moving along the long patch work of
stones known as the Silk Road.

Among these men and women is a man. He
is tall and built like a solider. His arms bulge and his chest
pushes out. This one is different from the people that surround
him: His shirt is clean and colorful, his pants pressed and of a
silky brown; the man even has a large rounded hat, cut on one side
where some opponent - whether in tavern or battlefield took a chunk
out of it; however, what truly sets him aside is one thing - the
man is clean. Not a hint of dirt or grime, substances which cake
the faces of his fellow man around him, sits upon his skin. He
would be a rich man's son gone traveling in the world if it weren't
for the battle weary sword hanging from his side and the
comfortable way his palm, also quite scared, rests upon
it.

"Care for a orange, traveller?" an old
man of about 80 asks the wanderer.

Smiling the other man glances his
way.

"Sure. How much?"

"a coin, small, no more."

"I'll take that."

To the casual observer the old dirty
man with a very rounded back is actually a Silk Road haggler trying
to pawn off his rather badly cared for wares on an unsuspecting,
wealthy traveller, but these two know each other. The tall,
handsome man is Fu (he has no last name due to his trade) and he is
a spy for the Emperior. The other man, much more lacking in
appearance, is Wu, a informant for the palace who has just supplied
the other man with information that will most likely avoid a war in
the South between two rather ambitious young governors.

"My thanks," Fu says with a small
smile, tossing the old man a coin.

Shifting off, Wu pockets the coin,
feeling the very small grooves on the side that are insignia, which
when shown to the right people provide large sums of money both to
fund further investigations and pay for those done. Today,
according to the marks, has been very lucrative. Wu is pleased with
Fu's generosity.

Turning off the road, Fu sits down on
a broken tree trunk, one of the only ones along the road, and
starts to eat. The small piece of paper slips down his throat and
he quietly brings it back up into his hand, pretending to choke on
the rancid fruit in his hand. This goes down his sleeve in an
instant and is pushed into a small sack by his other hand, covered
by him itching his side.

"Looks like we got a rich one," a man
gurgles out.

Fu glances over his shoulder. He has
been aware of the several men following him for 2 days now. They
are good, but the man that they are planning to waylay is
better.

"You bought a lot, Mercenary Tang," Fu
notes. "Did the little nick that I gave you last time make you
afraid?"

An even louder gurgling sound from
behind gives Fu pause. He decides that the man is not dying of some
kind of freakish disease - attacking his body only now due to the
insult he received elevating his stress levels - but might actually
be laughing.

Putting his orange down, he stands up
to see what all the excitement is about.

"He's new," Fu says, pointing at the
huge man standing right in front of him. "Where did you find
him?"

Tang gurgles some more and comes into
view with some of his more size challenged comrades.

"This is Jung Ling, a warrior of the
Zee Kan Style of sword fighting. I have employed him to repay you
for what you did to me."

Fu rubs his throat - a casual insult
given to the one that had his cut a few months back.

"I don't think he can do it. For
starters he doesn't have a sword."

Jung tears Fu's from its scabbard with
such speed that the other man barely realizes what has happened
until it has.

"Oh... I suppose he prefers other's
swords then."

Stepping back a little, Fu takes in
the situation. He is outnumbered, outmatched and in real
trouble.

"I think I'm going to have to delay
this," he decides.

"You think you can..."

The smoke bomb pops at their feet. Fu
charges on fast feet onto the road and leaps into the air, catching
a fast moving horse rider by surprise and pushing him to the ground
to steal the man's horse.

The men behind him charge through the
smoke only to find a colorful blur racing off down the
road.

"He can't get far on that nag," Tang
gurgles.

He turns to his men.

"Search the inns. He will have to drop
the information off somewhere and it will likely be
close."

The short, slim warrior looks down the
road. If the Emperior finds out about the uprising in the South
then his employer will not be happy. Fu must die and
soon.


INN

 


The horse and rider trot quietly in to
the stables on the right side of the large inn. Throwing the stable
hand a coin, the man gets off gracefully and heads to the front
door of the large well-to-do building set just along the side road
that he has traveled down.

"You look like you've come a long
way," a man near the door notes as he comes up.

"I have," Fu replies. "From far off
green pastures to the Silk Road."

A moment of sharp eye contact between
them reveals that this is no ordinary conversation.

"How many?"

"Seven. One big one. I need a sword
and a carrier."

"Go inside and tell the madam that you
are from the West and in need of a stiff Western tea from the tea
houses of the Eoo. You will be provided with what you
need."

"Thank you."

Fu enters and walks into the main
drinking area. There are young and gorgeous girls everywhere
frolicking, as they are paid to do, with the wealthy travelers that
take their rest here.

"How can I help you, traveller?" a
large woman asks as she strolls over from one of the tables where a
particularly excitable customer seems to have been in need of
calming.

"A room, a girl and something
special."

He tells her what the door watcher
said.

"It will be delivered shortly. Go up
to the second room on the right. Two women will entertain you as
you asked."

Fu nods his head in thanks and strolls
up the stairs to the second floor of the building. Men and women
hang out doors, deep in chat, drinking and other more carnal
activies. The soft cries of women in the heat of love making
reaches his ears. It is delightful to hear them so aroused by their
partners and makes Fu yearn for such a touch from one of his many
lovers across the country.

Entering the small, Chinese style
room, he sits on the cushions provided at the small table. There is
tea, warm and ready, but he does not touch it. In his line of work
it is not uncommon to be betrayed by ones collegues. He will wait
and see how things turn out today. Poisoned tea is not what he
needs right now.

Two young women enter. Fu immediately
notes the right hand side one. She is voluptuous and clean of skin;
her hair shines black and long - reaching her lower back - and her
eyes are sharp with a look of intelligence.

"Sit, please," he offers.

They place themselves demurely in
front of him. The left hand side girl is obviously the carrier. The
more beautiful woman would stand out far too much on the
road.

"I need you to take this." Fu hands
the woman the note. "Straight to one of your informants and have
the information passed on to someone in the city."

She takes it carefully. The paper is
gone in a second and she gets up to leave.

"Tell the madam that I will need 10
men tomorrow morning. Those that follow me will not give up easily
and might need to be taught a lesson."

Again, she nods and leaves. Fu is left
with the gorgeous vixen that has been provided to entertain
him.

"You don't look like you belong here,"
Fu notes. "Are you my assassin?"

She giggles and puts a hand over her
lips. The man's eyes widen at how such a simple movement could be
so enticing.

"I am like you, Fu: A spy. My
assignment is to kill a man tonight, but he can wait. I have heard
things from others that tell me you have something special that a
woman would want to see before meeting her death."

"We do not live long," Fu points out.
"Perhaps now is the best time to see it."

"I was hoping you might be so forward
in offering a viewing."

"I am offering more than a viewing,
sweet woman. You may have it all if it pleases you."

Smiling broadly, the other spy crawls
around the table to kneel just before the much larger
man.

"May I touch it?"

Fu reaches down and pulls the sash
that holds his open fronted shirt open. She coos when the woman
sees how muscular and firm his frame is.

"Your mother fed you well," she says,
running her hands over his hard and strong chest. "Is everything
about you big?"

Her hand slowly trails its way down
over the dragon tattoo that adorns Fu's right side. She works her
fingers around in little circles that are designed to excite a man
in ways that will quickly drive him to grasp her body and make use
of it as he wills.

"So warm," she purrs.

Those five digits alight on the temple
of manhood that is forming below. Her eyes blink several times
before she can move her fingers in a probing way that is not
uncommon of women when they meet Fu in this way.

"Do you have a weapon in your pants?"
she asks, "Or is this real?"

The tall man stands and draws his
pants downwards. His manhood flops out and smacks the beautiful
woman on the forehead. Her eyes turn upwards and widen in
glee.

"It is as they say. You are a
monster."

Thick and rounded, Fu's piece stands
between them. It is rock hard and long enough to exceed the size of
his big hands. Many women have fallen for him based on the size of
this beast alone. His charm, looks and superior body are something,
but what he has between his legs is something else.

"I have never seen anything this
large," she whispers, almost to herself. "Is there some trick to
it? Maybe a special medicine to make it this huge?"

Fu chuckles.

"As you said, my mother fed me well.
The result is this - a manhood big enough to satisfy any who
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