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Note: This is a
short story of around 5000 words. If you would like a longer read
then check out our collections at 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
'Erotic
Fantasies Vol. 9'.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

I
Won’t Marry You, Make
Out With Me, Oh No He Didn’t!, Too Beautiful For Words.

 


'Erotic Fantasies Vol. 9' can be found at any of your favorite e-stores.


IT AIN'T JUST A KISS, BUDDY

 


Never been kissed? Neither have I.

My pelvis tilts back, sweat pours from my
brow. Is it too hot? I don't know. Fingers enter; moaning, I feel
their insertion, every last digit, ever single knuckle. The skin of
the two inside is rough, friction causing stuff that hurts a
little, or would if it wasn't for the lube.

"Seems very healthy, Miss French."

My gynecologist, a strapping man of about
80, brings himself off, wiping his fingers on a tissue, completely
unconcerned about the fact he was knuckle deep and wriggling a
second ago - like this kind of thing happens daily, which I guess
it does.

"Are you sure?" I ask.

He flashes me a smile.

"I'm certain. You didn't catch
anything."

I lean back on the table and swear to
everyone and anyone who is listening up there that I will never
sleep with another random idiot from another dirty, lame and so
many other negative adjectives club.

"I see you got your braces off," the grizzly
old gentleman notes. "You had a lot of gear there. I was wondering
when they'd go."

"Mike took them off last week. It was a heck
of a year."

Sucking noodles through a straw is more fun
than braces at 19. Turning 20 with straight teeth is worth it when
your not straight teeth were like some child's attempt at making a
mouth from cookie dough and small white crispies (Read: Really
bad.)

"Flash me a smile then. Mike does good
work."

I do and he grins.

"You look beautiful. Anything special you
want to do now that you have them off?" he asks, probably thinking
my answer would relate to the hundreds of things one can't eat with
braces and worse.

"A kiss," I say honestly.

Cooky old fart that he is, my gyno has a
good laugh at that.

"You've had sex, darling," he states, "but
you've never kissed anyone."

"Nope."

The doc pats me on the shoulder.

"Tell me how it was next time. As pretty as
you are, you'll get that kiss sooner than later."

We part ways and I go out front feeling
better. I am fairly worried about kissing someone. For starters,
I've only seen videos on the internet on how to do it and people at
the clubs I frequent occasionally showing off their skills. It
looks easy, but is it? Will I make the one I kiss feel good? Should
I even kiss someone and not wait for the right guy? Too many
questions. I file them, pay and leave. 'The kiss' can wait for
later.


THREE FAILED DATES AND I'M DESPERATE

 


You'd think the men of this city would be
jumping to kiss a hot, young 20 year old girl in a dress so tight
that screams 'open for business', right?

Nope. Apparently not.

I stand in the corner with my friends. The
men have flocked to the bar in the heat of their drink purchasing
for the various women they are trying to coerce into sleeping with
them using the tried and true method of getting their lovely ladies
wasted to the point of near comatose. Pity we girls know about this
tactic and generally leave the club about the time such a state
might be reached - usually without warning or reason.

My date is one of them. I picked wrong - oh,
how I picked wrong! Five minutes in he mentions it. I think back to
the exact scene.

I was standing there the ladies when he
turns up. Pink shirt, gray jeans, nice combo I think. Tom Gray is
tall, athletic slim and as smart as a woman. We chat. I offer a
drink. My hand strays to his arm. He notes it. I note him noting
it. I wonder why he's offended. He looks up. I meet his blue
eyes.

"I'm gay," he says, almost disgusted.

And that's how I ended up friends with the
most attractive man in the bar.

"You gotta get in there girl," Sandy slurs
from my side. "There's pleeennntttyyy a boys for the taking."

Drunk Devil red dressed says get some.

"NO WAY! Our baby isn't going to be some
slut that kisses just anyone," Henrietta proclaims a little too
loudly from the opposite side.

Drunk Angel white dressed says stay a virgin
(which I'm not and shows just how drunk she is.)

"I'm going to the toilet."

Tonight's highlight reel sees Drunk Angel
admitting guiltily to blowing some guy in the men's about 3am and
Drunk Devil going home around 12 as she has class in the morning.
What a world we live in.

The line for the toilet is so long that I
almost consider peeing in a cup and leaving it on the bar. I stand
at the back and wait.

"YOU ARE SMOKING HOT!" someone slurs.

A big fat hand from an even fatter business
man grabs my butt and squeezes. I turn and prepare my slapping
hand, but a young brunette guy with kind eyes has the man in
hand.

"Boss, don't. Your wife is right over
there."

I glance behind them. An older woman who
looks like she should lay of the hamburgers isn't looking
pleased.

The short man manages to get his oversized
boss over to make apologies to his lady. He comes back over as the
line reaches both ways and puts his head down in apology to me.

"I'm so sorry. I can't believe he did
that."

Shorty has a sexy voice. I like him. Kind of
girlish, but the type of guy girls can fall hard for.

"It's ok. The club is always like that."

He smiles thankfully. Probably happy that
I'm not too mad.

"He is right though. You are really
pretty."

I smile. It's nice to be told that by
someone I might want to say that to me. I lean against the wall and
give him his time. Many have tried. Few have succeed.

"Can I buy you a drink?" he asks, looking a
little unsure.

"I'm going toilet."

"Oh..."

Short and sweet thinks it over.

"What's your favorite?"

"Tequila and coke."

"I'll be waiting when you get back."

Strolling off, he heads into the main bar
area. I wonder if I'll ever see him again. Promises don't last long
in places like this.

Ten minutes later I have tingled and tidied.
To my surprise he's waiting with two cups looking bored.

"You waited long?"

He grins.

"I'd wait a lot longer to speak with you
again."

My heart flutters. Actions speak louder than
words with the ladies. That he waited with two dozen relatively hot
girls straight in front of him, probably all of which would take
the time to steal a drink from him, is kind of cute.

"Which one's mine?"

He hands me a glass. We drink the same
things. That's a good sign.

"I'm in the VIP area. Is it ok if we go
there? I have to watch my boss."

VIP area? I like that. We head over to find
that his boss has been dragged out by his wife and only a few of
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