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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
‘Erotic
Fantasies Vol. 3’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

A Sexy Voice, Drug Store Love Affair, Saved By A
Farmer, Loving A Nerd.

 


The
‘Erotic
Fantasies Vol. 3’
collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


The Quarterback And The Nerd

 


SHE'S QUITE SOMETHING.

Lindy doesn't know it, but I have been in love with
her since kindergarten. It's weird even to me as she isn't the
prettiest, sweetest or most popular girl in our university and, if
anything, she would probably be classed as a nerd if we were a few
years younger and back in highschool.

"Daniel, pay attention," Barry says from next to me,
whacking me on the shoulder. "We are supposed to be talking tactics
here."

I shake my head and turn back to him.

"Sorry, man. What was it you were saying?"

Jose chuckles from where he is leaning up against
the tree that is providing us with a bit of shade as we lounge
about on the grass area near the university library.

Barry looks where the other man is pointing.

"I don't get it," he relents. "Why her?"

We all look to Lindy walking along the path towards
the side entrance to the library. She's got her head in a book
again and not looking where she's going. A group of guys have to
shift around her. It's almost like they aren't there to her.

"I don't honestly know. She has gorgeous eyes for
one."

"Under those thick glasses?" Jose asks in mock
inquisitiveness.

"They are nice," I reply, ignoring his eye roll.

"What about her breasts, though? They are pretty
small."

"I like a handful."

"And her height. She isn't even up to midchest on
you. How are you going to kiss her?"

"It's not that important."

Barry, who has been watching on, shakes his head and
puts his hand on my shoulder with a long drawn out sigh.

"You are the most popular man in the entire
university and have half the female population of the city drooling
after you. Is it because you just like nerds?"

Shaking my head, I lean back and look up at the sky.
They wait to see what I'll come up with.

"It's because I like her. I don't feel like I want
anyone else. Lindy is enough."

"Ok, so have you talked to her?"

I glance at Barry.

"In second grade one time."

His jaw clenches in that way it does when he's about
to say something I won't like.

"Before you say anything, I'll let you know that I
won't change my mind. I like what I like."

The big man cracks his neck and looks to Jose.

"I give up. You got anything?"

"Dude can do what he wants, I say."

"True."

I smile and leave them to discuss how to beat our
rivals in the next game. Those two are smarter than me by a long
way when it comes to football. I can leave it in their hands. My
mind has other things it wants to think about.


A Rainy Evening

 


IT'S POURING DOWN AND I DON'T HAVE AN UMBRELLA.

The library is darkening as the staff shuts down the
lights. I pulled an all day study session today to get an
assignment out of the way so that I can concentrate on recovering
from a bit of damage I did to my knee during the game last night
(which we won) over the following week.

"It's really raining," a voice says.

I didn't notice her come up. It's the first time I
have heard her voice in years, but it hasn't changed much.

"Yeah."

Lindy has a big bag full of books and an umbrella
tucked under her arm.

"Do you mind if I share your umbrella? I only need
to get to my car."

She looks up at it. Carrying those books AND holding
the umbrella up in this weather would be tough.

"Ok."

I extract it from the pile and pop the thing up. It
isn't very big, so my right shoulder gets soaked as we head towards
the carpark.

"Do you have a car too?" I ask.

Lindy shakes her head.

"I take the bus."

"Oh."

We come into the parking lot. The weather is getting
pretty bad now and the rain is hammering down on top of the
umbrella. It creates a strong sense of silence around us, even
though there are a few people making the run to their vehicles as
well.

"How long will you have to wait for the bus?" I ask,
when we get to my car.

"About 30 minutes. It's ok. I don't mind."

She is so small, smaller than I remember. It's been
years since we even really stood close to each other. Back when I
was a kid, she was taller than me. Now I loom over her in both size
and height. Somehow I like that she is so much more fragile than I
am. It makes me feel like protecting her - even if only from the
rain.

"If you want I can drive you home."

Lindy looks to my beat up old sedan.

"I can wait. It's only rain."

A bolt of thunder so powerful that it shakes the
ground crashes in the background.

"I don't think it's only rain. I'd rather not leave
you out here. How about I take you to your place? That would make
me feel better, plus I owe you for letting me use your
umbrella."

A small smile comes onto her face as she watches
me.

"You really never change, do you, Dan?"

"Eh?"

Shaking her head, she leans against the door.

"Ok. You can drive me home."

I grin and let her in through the driver's side. She
slips the books on to her lap and sits there waiting for me to get
in.

"Thanks for the umbrella," I say, handing it
back.

"You're welcome."

She pops it against the door and leans into the
seat.

"I live near your apartment. You know where the
Chinese takeout is, right?"

"Yeah."

"Just above that."

I put the car in drive and head out into the
downpour.

"How long have you lived there? I didn't know you
were a part of the neighborhood."

"Since after highschool. My parents broke up and I
decided to stick around."

"Oh. That's sad."

She runs her fingers along the edges of her books.
It must have been difficult dealing with that, but she doesn't seem
concerned.

"It was what it was. I am my own woman and I chose
this life. My family's decisions are there own."

"You don't see them much?"

"Now and then. I'm not a huge people person."

"Really? I wouldn't say that."

Lindy snorts.

"That's just like you to say something like that,"
she says with a smirk.

I drive on and wonder what she means. That's the
second time Lindy has said something with that wistful tone in her
voice. What is she thinking?

The road ahead is pretty slippery and I have a hard
time driving through it. We pass multiple people who have decided
to park up and rest out the weather, but my sedan isn't completely
waterproof (thanks to some unfortunately placed rust), so I don't
want to push my luck too much.

"Pull in around back," Lindy says when we arrive.
"My apartment entrance is there."

I carefully edge into the small street next to the
takeout and stop the car with the lights still on.

"Are you going to be ok getting up to your
apartment?" I ask.

"Yeah. Are you going home?"

To be honest, I had been thinking about asking her
to the restaurant down the road, but I couldn't figure out how best
to phrase it so it didn't come out as me trying to hit on her.

"Probably. What's your plans?"

"Reading and training."

"Training?"

"I'm a pole dancer, Dan. How do you think I can stay
here and study as well?"

It hadn't occurred to me, but considering how much
my parents are forking out, plus the loans and the small amount I
get from my sports scholarships, it is no surprise to me that she
has a job.

"Pole dancer, eh? Must be tough. Lots of students
trying to grope you."

"It's not so bad. A job is a job."

She looks up to her apartment.

"If you want to come up then I'll let you, but I'm
not offering more than a cup of tea or coffee. You understand that,
right?"

Any time spent with her would be a good time in my
opinion.

"Love to."

She hops out and pops up her umbrella.

"There's a parking lot just down this road. If you
run, you won't get too wet."

Lindy disappears and I'm left with a new
understanding of the girl I have such strong feelings for.

It takes me a little while to find the parking lot.
After that I end up sprinting the wrong way and have to double back
and try again. When I get to her apartment door, I am a little
wet.

"You took your time," she says after opening the
door. "Here, take this."

She hands me a towel and I wipe off before stepping
inside.

"Nice..."

"You're doing it again."

"Hey, it's... um... coozy."

Her apartment is small and dominated by a large
pole. The girl has a small one person bed in the corner that is
covered with books. I note a small kitchen, a buzzing fridge and
some clothes drying near a heater in the corner.

"Grab a seat on the bed. I have coffee ready."

I stroll over and sit down. My emotions spike a
little as I realize that I am sitting not on any girl's bed but
'Lindy's bed'. That it is hers makes all the difference.

"Stop grinning like that," she says without looking
around. "It's just a bed."

I close my mouth and try to look serious.

"So, um, how's the pole dancing thing?"

She glances over her shoulder from the kitchen.

"Have you ever been to a strip joint, Dan?"

"Well, one time I almost went."

Lindy chuckles.

"It's nice. The guys are nicer than you'd think and
the one's that aren't find out the the bouncer is not as nice as
they thought."

"Oh. No trouble then?"

"Now and then. It pays well and I need money more
than I need my dignity."

Coming back over, she sets my cup on a book and hers
on the floor.

"Watch."

Flipping her glasses into her front pocket, she
turns, twirls around the pole and flips up a leg with flexibility
that I could only dream of. It comes up as her back arches over and
she puts her toe on the pole balancing there before flipping it
down one side and coming around into a quick squat where she
thrusts her pelvis up and out before coming in and doing some hip
wiggle thing that makes me lick my lips.

"That's what it's like at a strip joint," she says,
standing and popping her glasses back on.

I choke something out and try again.

"Great," is all I manage.

"Sure, if you like that kind of thing."

Strip joints don't rate high on my 'most want to
visit' places in life, but watching Lindy dance like that and
imagining her doing it naked makes me pretty sure that if she will
tell me where she works that I will be visiting.

The woman sits down next to me and sips her milky
coffee.

"That was pretty cool. How long did it take you to
learn that?"

"A few weeks. I read a few books, practiced and went
out and got a job doing it. Really it's only a mixture of
gymnastics and dance. The pole twirling part is all basic physics
and biology."

"Ah..."

"Yes, I know. I'm smarter than you. It's ok."

"I wasn't going to say anything."

We sit in silence for a bit. I'm not sure of
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