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Note: This is a
collection of short works of around 5000 words. If you would like
to find more collections like this then feel free to check out
Sophie Sin’s short story collections (containing several stories
each). Find more at Sophie Sin's Book
List. She
also writes male-male 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
'Kinky
Erotica Vol. 3'.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Called To
Sex, He Loves To Watch,
Moon Hunter, Screwing Younger, The Dutiful Maid, The Tightest Rear,
With The Russian.

 


'Kinky Erotica Vol. 3' can be found at any of your favorite e-stores.


Moon Hunter

 


In a land far away...

 


The tulips are being smart ass today. As a
human in a strange land, wandering the realm between Earth 2018 and
this place (who knows when), I have found that there is one
constant of the worlds beyond worlds: Everyone makes fun of humans'
cock size.

Today is no different.

“Small cock, small cock,” the fairies moan
in false ecstasy. “He's got a small cock.”

I used to stab the little bastards in their
tiny balls with the machete I would bring along on these trips when
this was all rather new and scary. Then I realized that Earth is a
damn sight more dangerous than the other worlds. There's no war –
only love and peace. This is after having walked 20 other fairy
kingdoms, the last of which the king and queen came out to laugh at
my small cock.

“If I had a shot gun...”

Unfortunately, one can't take anything
through a dimensional gate beyond solid steel and not in any form
other than a straight edge. I can bring a steel bar, a knife, a
sword or anything like that, but I can't bring a pair of pants.

Walking slowly over the landscape, I try to
ignore the talking trees, rudely shaped clouds and unicorns
fornicating with elves in the woods nearby (why there are always
elves engaging in that kind of thing everywhere I go, I will never
understand).

I stop in front of a Christmas tree and
stare upwards at the light.

“Are you up there?” I call.

A little star detaches and rolls down to sit
on my shoulder. It's a globe and something that I have come to call
a sprite.

“Do you know where she is?”

It bleeps twice. That
means probably.

“Can you take me to her?”

Double bleep.

“Okay. Do your best.”

It flutters lazily off, playing the kind of
Christmas music found in large department stores back home, and
curves over a large plain into a sweet smelling hill and beyond.
Today's target is moon dust.

 



Moon Dust: The dried remains of Princess
Moon's pussy juices. (Definition supplied by
the World Explorers League).

 


Moon dust makes people immortal. I'm not and
don't care to be, but I'm getting paid $200,000,000 to find a
Princess Moon (there are six of them that we humans know about) and
extract 2 milliliters of pussy juices to be dried and sent off via
secure dimensional post to the dealer who negotiated with the
client that massive sum of money.

Afterwards I might retire.

Mainly, honestly, I want to fuck Princess
Moon. They say she's hot as hell. Once you've had fairy princesses,
queens, forest nymphos (no one could call those sex crazed
she-bitches what they really are) and water sprites, real human
women lose their appeal.

That and she can enhance a man's orgasm a
thousand fold. I might just die this day from sex. There is no
better way to go in my opinion.

I slide over the verge and
find that probably was
actually yes.

“Jackpot.”

The young woman is ethereal blond. Females
of the other realms often shine with various auras, but she does
more than that. Her body shimmers with a white pristine light. I
hear that there bodies cannot be fully taken sexually (they can but
can't – a ironic paradox in this situation) and they return to
virgins after intercourse.

“That light,” I whisper in the deepest
pleasure, “Where in the world has something so gorgeous ever
existed?”

I take in the sight for some time. The wind
blows over my lean naked physique and ruffles my dark brown ear
length hair that is parted down the middle in a classic masculine
cut.

So beautiful.

Her outfit is white beads of some sea drawn
kind. They glitter in the sun over milky white skin, moderate
breasts and curve down deeply into a curvy pair of womanly hips
that has my throat dry and my heart pumping.

When I stroll down the hill, she glances up
and shakes her head.

“A little dick human has come to visit us,
flowers.”

The Moon Princess bends
down and picks one to hold out to me. It's yellow, in full bloom
and smirking at me with a Human's Have Small Dicks
expression that, admittedly, makes me want to
tear it into pieces.

“I've come to mate with you. I understand
that you can't refuse.”

“Oh? You heard that,” she asks, amused at
the sudden red bloom that my face is taking on. This woman is even
MORE attractive up close.

“Yes. It's written in the Explorer's
Manual.”

 


Moon Princess: A apparition from
the fairy worlds' moons that appears in human form and offers
eternal life through the distilling and drying then nasal
inhalation of her pussy juice. Apparently can't refuse sex from a
male of any race.

 


“That's what it says?” she asks, even more
amused.

“Yep. So, shall we get to it?”

Her laughter echoes across the plains.

“Silly human. Do you really believe those
fairy tales they tell you?”

“What? You don't have to have sex with
me?”

“Oh, no, that's quite true, human. However,
there is one thing that you missed.”

Out of the air somewhere she draws the
Explorer's Manual. I have no idea how she came across one.

“Fine print.”

I step closer to her and immediately harden
to full thickness. Her finger is on the foot note at the bottom. I
try really hard to not stare at the curve of her gorgeous pussy,
visible through the beads at this distance, and read the text, but
it proves futile.

The moon princess sighs and reads it
out.

“The dimensions of the penis must be no
smaller than a unicorn's.”

I sigh myself.

“That's huge. No human is that big.”

“Exactly. And that's why you can't fuck
me.”

I think that over.

“Are you going to hang around here?”

“Sure. I like the flowers. They have some
amusing opinions about what you plan to do next.”

“Great. Hold still for a time. I won't be
long.”

Jogging into the woods, I find one of the
forest nymphos and get what I need for the price of a hamburger and
fries (we can't carry it through the gates, but I can make it on
this side and there's no fast food in the other worlds, so you can
barter for almost anything for it.)

“I'm back.”

The gorgeous princess's eyes fall to what I
have done.

“That's impressive. You ARE as smart as the
flowers say.”

I
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