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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. 4’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Big Mass, Extra Length, Simply Massive,
A Long Surprise.

 


The ‘Well Hung Erotica Vol. 4’ collection can be found at any of your
favorite e-stores.


THAILAND

 


He walks into the clinic like most men
do - face down and depressed, body slumped, tired from his flight.
I admire him in that way that a woman does when she sees a handsome
man unaware that he is so.

Thomas is only someone that I know by
email. My job is interpreting the needs of the men that come here
and conveying them to the doctors on the staff. We aren't a big
clinic, but, given what we offer, there are few men that come here
that aren't 'international' in some way or another.

"Hello, I have an appointment. My name
is Thomas Lane."

"I know. I'm Cindy. You look just like
the photos you sent."

"Cindy?" His eyes smile at me in a way
that makes me melt inside. "I didn't realize you were quite this
pretty."

I smile. I am very aware of how my
mixed German/Thai heritage effects men. It's the curvy Asian thing
that gets most of them. Most haven't seen a big chested olive skin
girl before and especially on a girl as young as me (I'm
22).

"You're flattering me," I tell him.
"Would you like to come with me into the examination room? One of
our doctors would like to do the final check."

He straightens his shoulders. I don't
really know what we are working with here. A man can look like he
is as hung as a horse, but have a penis the size of a mouse. Our
clinic is all about converting the mouse to a stallion.

I beckon him in and get him to sit
down in the small white walled doctor's office. It has a nice view
of the outside street. I leave him to wait and retrieve Doctor Kur
from the break room. He goes in to do the inspection, which doesn't
require much English.

I sit down at the front desk, but the
door to the examination room suddenly flies open.

"It is impossible," Doctor Kur says as
he hustles over to me. "We can't do anything for him."

Thomas puts his head out. I glance at
him and then to the doctor.

"What do you mean?" I ask.

"He wants the impossible. It is not
safe."

My eyes squint a little. I'm not sure
what the doctor means.

"Is it very small?" I whisper. "Too
small?"

The man shakes his head and puts his
hand on the table, looking kind of shocked. He won't speak, so I
make up my mind to resolve the issue myself.

"I will be back."

I walk into the examination room and
look to Thomas, who is standing there looking confused, having not
understood a word that we spoke just now.

"The doctor says that there is a
problem," I tell him.

Thomas's face falls.

"It's too small, isn't it?" he moans.
"I knew that there was nothing to be done."

My face crinkles. I don't like seeing
good men down.

"I'm sure that something can be done.
Would you mind showing it to me? The doctor's response was a little
vague as to what the problem was."

Thomas looks down shyly, but complies.
He slowly draws down his trousers again.

"MY GOD!"

I stare.

"Is that a joke?"

He goes bright red.

"Um... ah... Oh shit."

Thomas pushes past me. I think he
might actually be crying.

I sink to my knees. Doctor Kur comes
in.

"You see. It is impossible," he
repeats.

My head nods, but my mind is still on
what I saw. He didn't even bring it out of his boxers, but I could
see the tip hanging to his knee cap.

"Was that real?" I ask my co-worker.
"Can such a big dick exist in this world?"

He says nothing. We turn our head to
the door. Thomas is gone. The man from America with the mighty
length has left. Gone like he was never here.


PHONE CALL

 


"I'm sorry about our reaction today,
Thomas," I say over the phone. "We were all a little shocked by
what we saw."

"It's ok. Sometimes people run away
when they see it. It's normal."

I can understand that statement pretty
clearly. As a woman I want to run away from it too. What would it
be like to be made love to by that gigantic thing? Would it be
similar to giving birth?

"I'm glad you understand. I want to
talk to you again in person. Can we have dinner tonight at your
hotel? There are some things I would like to discuss."

He agrees and I set the phone down.
Doctor Kur is sitting beside me.

"Are you sure that he has that kind of
problem?" I ask.

"Certain. There can be no other
explanation."

I sigh. The things I do for our
patients. This is going to be embarrassing.


LADY BOYS

 


"What is this place?" Thomas asks as
we head towards the door. "Is this safe?"

Safe? Probably not. We are in the
seedier side of town. I used to come here and table dance when I
was in university. It was good money for a girl from a middle class
family. Nothing but nudity really happened though. I never even got
any offers. All those stories of rich Americans buying a woman for
a night. They are not so true.

Inside it is bright and brings back
memories.

"A strip club? I thought we were going
to dinner," Thomas says.

"We will, but after. I need you to see
something."

I walk over to the bar and make the
arrangements. In a minute we are sitting in a booth watching the
'girls' dance.

"I'd like you to know that this is for
your own good," I tell him. "Please try to bear with
it."

He gives me an inquisitive look. I
give him one back that tells him nothing.

Five 'ladies' line up in front of
us.

"Please do it," I say in
Thai.

The 'women' undress. Things pop out. I
go a little bug eyed (being the only girl in the room) and Thomas
chokes.

"They are tiny," he whispers. "Barely
as big as my finger."

He has big fingers, but that's not the
point.

"Do you see what regular men are
like?" I ask. "This is what Asian men have to put up
with."

I send the men away and stand. Thomas
follows me out looking thoughtful.

"Are other men really so small? My
friends are all almost my size."

I choke. What are they feeding those
Americans? No wonder he has issues. If he has never seen a regular
man's piece then it is easy to understand why he might be
confused.

"I have slept with 4 men in my life.
All of them were about 8 times smaller than you."

"8? Were they deformed?"

I stop.

"Do I look like I go out with deformed
men?"

He blinks.

"No. I think you go out with the best
of men."

Thomas says it with a straight face. I
shake my head. What a man.

"They were all 'average'. My friends
also have slept with men before. They tell me that the men they
have been with were average too."

Thomas scratches his head.

"Am I an idiot?" he asks.

"Perhaps a little misinformed," I
allow.

"No wonder the doctor seemed shocked.
He must be comparing."

The good doctor is hung, according to
rumor, but I would agree. There's a difference between a butter
knife and a pitchfork and this is one of those
situations.

"Come back to the hotel. We'll take a
taxi and talk more about it," I say, coming out onto the main
street and signaling one.

He gets inside. I don't think he wants
to talk about what he saw and the ramifications of that just yet.
If I am being honest, I don't want to either. It doesn't feel like
the time is right. My eyes turn to the city as it flows by. In my
mind I am still thinking about what I saw this morning. It's hard
to get it out of my head.

We pull up and get out. The restaurant
is full, so we head into the bar to grab a bottle of wine and head
up to his room on his suggestion. I stroll in and follow him out to
the balcony. The view is nice. Thomas probably is quite wealthy.
The clinic charges a huge markup for what it does. That near 100%
safety record gives us the ability to really charge a
lot.

"So, what are you thinking?" I ask him
as I sit down and start opening the wine.

"I suppose I feel stupid. How could I
not have realized?"

"Good question. You don't watch
porn?"

"The guys seemed about normal. I don't
watch much and I always watch big dick porn."

"I see. That could be an issue. What
about checking out photos on the internet?"

"I thought they were edited. Some kind
of mean joke."

I hand him his glass.

"You saw those men in the bar. That
wasn't a joke. You can't edit life."

"I suppose you can't."

I sip my wine and admire him. He
really is quite handsome. I have a thing for white men and he is
quite the good example of what I fantasize about: Strong of body,
blond of hair, blue of eyes and with the classic jaw of a rough
man. It's a pity we will never do anything together. I am not big
enough to accommodate him. Maybe I should suggest that he tries a
woman who has given birth in the past? Many single mothers might be
quite happy to go out with such a handsome man.

"Are you going to be ok?" I ask him.
"You know the truth now."

He drinks a little and looks
thoughtful.

"I suppose. It explains why I can't
keep a girlfriend. They always tell me that they are sore. I
thought that it was something wrong with my choices."

"I'm sure that any woman would be
happy to have a guy like you around, even if you are a little
large."

"Really?"

He looks me over. I get the feeling
that I shouldn't have said that.

"Sure."

Thomas caresses his glass. I smile
sweetly wondering if I should be running away.

"You are very attractive, Cindy. I
have never seen an Asian girl with curves like yours."

I try not to blush. He's looking at me
in a way that is unignorable.

"You shouldn't say things like that.
I'm supposed to be helping you with your medical
concerns."

"Really? I could think of one way that
you could help me..."

His hand comes to my thigh and
squeezes in. I glance to him and down to it. That strong, masculine
hand of his is working its way upwards. Do
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