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Note:
This is a short work of
around 5000 words. If you would like to read more then check out
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 ‘Romance Erotica Vol. 4’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

First Time, Dream Girl, Geeky Virgin, Co-Ed
Confession.

 


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


Maria From Heaven

 


I'm Josh. She's Maria. Maria transferred from
Spain to my university over 2 years ago and I've been mooning over
her ever since.

She's sitting over there with her friends
chattering away as if its the best day of her life, and I guess it
is. She's just been given special recognition in class - only a
short time before - by the Dean himself for contributions to the
university.

That in itself is pretty cool, in my opinion,
but what is cooler is Maria in full swing. I have never met a woman
that can shine as much as she does when excited. She just seems to
emanate JOY - capitals required as it is that intense - and I know
everyone that is near her draws closer to her because of it.

That is probably why I am so attracted to
her. It's that warmth, that intensity of her happiness, that smile,
those lips, those hips... um... you get the picture, right?

I try to look down at the piece of paper I am
writing notes on during an intermission in a 4 hour class I have
here at the university. I'm horrible at linguistics. English is my
first language and I still can't get my head around this sort of
thing. Of course, Maria is top of the class. (She's top of the
class in everything. The woman is a genius, or at least a very hard
worker.)

I lean back, sigh and wonder at my situation.
I'm VERY into Maria, but she doesn't see me as anything more than a
classmate. I'm also really, really, really bad with girls. It's
sort of added to the state of discontent I feel. I almost feel like
if I could get her attention then things might be alright in my
love life, but the line is long and I'm not so sure where I am in
it.

Speaking of the line of guys that are keen to
get into Maria's pants (hey, at least I'm being honest here), I
note Ralph ambling his way over to Maria's little group of female
friends. He's big - much like the cowboys of old - likes to wear
faded jeans, is probably, at least, 6 foot tall and, from popular
reports, has been sleeping his way around campus.

The man slows up when he gets to the group,
slips in like a snake through the grass, and takes his wide brimmed
hat off (Did I mention that he dresses like some modern day cowboy?
He's from Texas, I hear.)

A short outbursts of words is followed by a
gigglefest from the girls. Maria laughs too and pats Ralph on the
arm in a polite yet somewhat intimate way. I squeeze my hands
together under the bench and try not to think about the whole
situation. I'm not jealous; I just wish it was me being touched
like that. It must feel really good.

Ralph talks for a short while with the group
and then tries to separate Maria off. I want to rush over there and
save her from that gunslinger of a man, but I'm just one of the
townsfolk - I'm no hero in this story.

Her friend, Joanna, leaps in. She quickly
sides steps Maria out of the way and begins chattering away to
Ralph. It's no secret that Joanna and Ralph were an item for quite
some time a few months back. I've been saved by female jealousy.
Surprisingly Maria actually looks relieved.

She glances around and I duck my head down.
Maria doesn't really look at me, but I feel my face burn red
anyway. I feel bad, like I've been caught out or something, but its
temporary. This is not my first time and - with god as my witness -
it will not be the last.

She wanders back into the group and keeps
talking away to her friends. It's like she wants to live her life
at full pace for the few moments that she has on this Earth. It's
like one of those small flowers that only blooms for like 3 days or
something. I guess its how they say "Live life and be merry because
you never know if today will be your last" in action. Certainly it
seems that way to me right now.

I sigh, pick up my textbook, look at the page
and inwardly decide that I should be studying and not dreaming
about things I will never - ever - have. A pass mark is better than
a fantasy. How come that feels so bad?


The Library

 


You know, I've always been good at solving
the murder mystery in Cludeo - that game where you have to figure
out who the murderer is (sort of like Sherlock Holmes at his
finest), but I'll never understand women.

Maria is industriously perusing a series of 5
books. I know that she must be working on the next assignment ahead
of time. She always does things ahead of time and before the
submission date. I understand that the professors find it rather
endearing. (Just for your information, I do not endear them. I'm
still working on deadline from my last extension.)

She rests her head on the textbook in front
of her and looks to the clock on the wall. What does a woman think
at times like this? I can imagine it as a conversation between us
like this:

 


Me: "It's 10pm. I'm extremely horny."

Her: "Um..."

Me: "I should make love to you."

Her: "WHAT???"

 


Opps, yeah, so that was the wrong
conversation. (The other one was boring anyway.)

I slip back around the side of the bookshelf
and keep looking for this stupid book. Sophie Sins' 'Fortification
Habits of the Hungry Ultrasauris'. I really wish that I hadn't
taken this ancient civilizations course. It's boring, even if I am
writing about people worshipping the bones of a long dead
dinosaur.

"Excuse me, can I get by, Josh?"

I tense. Wow - WOW-WOW-WOW - hold on! Stop!
Is that...?

"Josh?"

"Umm... sorry."

I slip forward.

"Ah, here it is."

Her hand reaches by me. I can feel her warm
presence behind me. She pulls out a book with two weird looking
dinosaurs doing something unnatural on the cover. Who the heck does
Sophie Sin's covers anyway?

She tosses it around in her hands.

"Thanks," Maria says from behind me.

She hovers for a moment. I can't see her. I
wonder what is she thinking. I wonder what am I thinking. Why do I
feel like leaning back so much? Would I touch them if I did with my
back? Would she lean forward? Would our hands entwine? Would she
bring her lips to the side of my neck...?

Maria slips out from behind me and turns.

"I NEED THAT BOOK TOO."

Whoooooo.... that was way too loud.

She looks back, her eyes a little wide. Did I
scare her?

"Um... do you want to share?"

I look into her eyes. My chest feels like its
made of stone right now.

"YES."

Shit. I got to stop with this.

"I mean... yes."

"Ok."

She walks out of the line of books and we
walk to her table.

"I'll sit here," I blurt out. What the heck
am I doing? This is crazy.

"Sure."

She sits down and puts the book in the middle
of the table.

"I have a few things to do first. Why don't
you go first?"

"Don't mind if I do..."

DICK. Fucking DICK. I can't believe I just
said that.

She gives me a look. I think she is
confirming that I am a RETARD.

"We never really talk much," she says.
"You're different than I thought you'd be."

"Really?"

"Yeah. You're sort of strange."

My mouth falls open. Did she just flat out -
honest-to-god - confirm what I was thinking?

"Nervous... I'm a little nervous..."

"You are nervous about a text book."

I gulp and then say the stupidest thing I've
said in my entire life.

"Pretty girls make me nervous."

She gasps then blushes.

"I mean... umm..." Silence.

"Oh, well, um..." she starts with, "I didn't
know you thought I was pretty. I thought you thought I was
weird."

"Weird? Are you crazy?"

She looks at me like I'm the crazy one. I
guess she's right.

"Sorry. What I mean to say is that you are...
pretty amazing. Like good at school, cool and everyone loves you.
You are the most amazing person in class. I'm amazed that you think
someone as amazing as you would think they are weird."

Shit. Did I just say amazing 4 times in a
row. Now she definitely thinks I'm nuts.

"Wow."

"Ah..."

"No, no. I mean that in a good way. I've
never met a guy this honest."

"I try."

I'm the titanic. She's a lifeboat. She's
sailing away and I'm going to iceberg city. Great...

"I don't mind," she says quickly. "Most guys
try to come on to me subtly. It's sort of refreshing."

"Coming on to...?"

She blinks.

"You're not. I thought with the book..."

"Ah... shit... oh dear...."

"Oh."

She starts gathering up her books. She's
bright red. I end up sitting there like a dick as she rushes
off.

"Fuck, fuck, fucking fuck!"

I note her bag is still sitting on the chair
next to her seat. I grab it up and grab my own. I have got to do
something before I really fuck up my life.

I rush down the large hallway that runs on
this side of the large library. I can't see her anywhere, but there
are two exits to the building. I frantically decide on the main
one.

I rush through the building and come down the
stairs. I see her just exiting the building and rush through the
doors. The big sensor gate beeps loudly. I look down at her bag.
She turns and sees me holding it and we both realize at the same
time what must have happened. She must have one of the books from
before in there.

"Excuse me, sir."

"Just a minute."

I stare at her. I don't know what to say.

"Sir...?"

"I said just a minute. I'm thinking."

Maria doesn't move.

"I LIKE YOU A LOT!" I say way too loudly.

The student/security guy gives me a wild
look. I must look crazy right now. I have Maria's bag clutched in
my hand and I'm sweating from the sprint. He must think I'm an
absolute clown.

I look at Maria. I don't care. I don't care
because


































































































































































cover.jpg





