
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
AN INTIMATE FRIENDSHIP

Simple Fantasies Series 8, Book 1

 


Sophie Sin

Copyright
2014 Lunatic Ink
Publishing

 


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. Also, all space hunks are human in form (short story
4).


Editor’s Note:

 


You can
find this story with the others listed below in ’Erotic Fantasies Vol. 8’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

An Intimate Friendship, Long Lost Friend,
Ethereal Lover, From Outer Space.

 


’Erotic Fantasies Vol. 8’ can be found at any of your favorite e-stores.


FRIENDS?

 


She's warm. I missed that.

Sandy is pressed to my right side, drunk,
snoring in a small, cute way, and it is agonizing. Two years ago we
met on a beach in Southern California. Sandy was wearing light blue
bikini and was as gorgeous, curvy and sexy as she is today. Nothing
much has changed between us, but then again nothing has been done
to change our relationship on either side. It's one of the hardest
things in my life right now that my best female friend is also the
woman I'm in love with.

Tracing my fingers down her smooth cheek, I
wonder at things that could have been. What if I wasn't in a
relationship with Jenny at that time? Would things have worked out
differently?

Thoughts of Jenny bring forth a sob. The
reason that we went out drinking was because that woman left me for
another man. Tears flow down my cheeks as I look up to the ceiling
thinking about that woman. She rocked my world in so many different
ways. What did I do wrong? That question pollutes my mind like a
slow spreading disease - one that I'd rather not have.

"Are you crying again?" Sandy asks softly
without opening an eyelid.

I tense. Was she awake when I touched her or
did she just wake up?

"A little."

Her slim, toned arms wrap around me. I feel
the comfortable warmth that is her chest push into mine.

"You don't have to hold it in," she whispers
in my ear. "Let it out."

Her words register, but the meaning for me
is different right now. I always struggle to keep myself down. This
is the first time since Jenny has been out of my life that I've
been in a bed alone with Sandy. It's been 2 weeks since I last had
sex and I'm a very active guy in that area. Things are getting warm
and engorged. If I don't break the hug soon then my best friend is
going to get a surprise.

"It's all right. You can cry."

She draws me in. We are pressed to each
other. I try to squirm out, but its too late.

"Is that a hard-on?" Sandy asks
uncertainly.

"Um... just my hand."

It's a lie and we both know it. Sandy's eyes
meet mine. I can see that's she's pretty drunk right now. If I were
to lean forward and kiss her then I know that she would give me
what I crave.

"You haven't had sex in awhile," Sandy
guesses. "It's always like this with you."

She runs her fingers down my side in a way
that makes my spine tingle.

"We are friends, right?" she asks.

I gulp and nod my head.

"Friends can share," Sandy points out.
"Would you like to share a bed with me tonight?"

We are doing that right now, but the meaning
is totally different; no, she means sex and I don't think I can
turn the woman down with her firm body pressed close to mine and
that hand doing little circles on my hip.

"I don't know..." I start. "We are close. I
don't want to ruin my friendship with you."

Sandy nods, not really listening, and leans
forward to lightly bite my lower lip. I shift around uncomfortably.
My friend is horny and way too drunk. If I let her do this then
there could be regrets. I couldn't stand to lose her.

"Please, Sandy..."

Both of her hands come to my cheeks and she
looks firmly into my eyes.

"That bitch treated you badly, Carl. I won't
stand for that..." She pauses. "... and I also won't lose my
turn."

Her lips engulf mine. I am so confused by
her confession at first that I don't even kiss her back.

"Kiss me," she whispers. "You won't regret
it."

Regrets - I have too many. One of them is
not choosing the right woman. The one in my arms has been through
thick and thin with me. How can I not kiss her back now that I know
that she feels the same way about me that I do about her.

A minute passes without release. When we
finally do come apart, it is only to kiss and suckle each other's
necks. Pleasure flows through my body and dulls the emotions that
were there a moment ago.

"Sandy..." I groan.

Her hands have shifted. My boxers are being
slipped down. I know that this is crossing a major line in our
friendship, but I know that if I don't go with this then I will
regret it for the rest of my life.

"You are so thick," she murmurs, working the
length of it up and down. "I bet it tastes just as good as it
looks."

I groan loudly as she strokes all the way to
the base, bringing two fingers together into a ring and working
along it about an inch up and down. The sensation is quite
enrapturing, so much so that I lose myself in it. Those strong, and
oh so familiar, fingers are milking away at the end, working the
depths of my pole, making it jerk and heave with the compression of
the muscle, flesh and tendons. My piece is hard, but I know that
Sandy can make me harder. The brushing of her body on my side as he
moves downwards towards the center of my pleasure at this current
point in time is a sure sign that we are going in a good direction.
I have a fetish for being touched down there with a woman's lips.
Jenny wasn't that good, but I have heard things from Sandy's lovers
(perhaps said in jest or perhaps truth) that excite me. I know that
this could well be the best time of my life - if all things said
were true.

"Can we do it in the shower?" I ask. "I'm
feeling dirty."

Her lips stop at the tip of my manhood and
pause.

"If you like," she answers, getting out of
bed.

I watch her as she crosses the room.
Clothing is dumped on the way to the door. Her lean, strong back is
revealed when my t-shirt, the blue one that she commandeered on
getting home, sits on the floor. The shorts she bought are thrown
over the lamp and her panties are disposed off in the doorway.

"You like what you see?" she asks, stopping
in the doorway, framed by the light of the moon coming through the
window there.

I suck in a breath as she turns. Her breasts
are perfectly shaped, large and rounded. I rub a hand through my
hair and try to get up, but end up on my side staring. What a
naughty and gorgeous friend I have. Her body alone is enough to
make any man beg for her attentions and I think I might just be one
of them.

Coming over, she gives me a greater shock by
leaning down to kiss me on the lips until I have her in my arms. We
fall to the wall near the doorway as the two of us stumble across
the room and into the hallway. Our hands move over each other as we
try to make it to the shower. It is only when I knock over a vase
and nearly lose it to the floor that we calm down enough to get
into the bathroom.

"I'll heat the water," I
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