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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. 4’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Train Affair, Hotel Hookup, Online Dating, My
Simple Fantasy.

 


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


Europe And Beyond

 


THE COUNTRYSIDE IS BEAUTIFUL.

I sit quietly on the express from Turkey to
France and enjoy the view. The green pastures of home have given
way to vineyards and long fields of daisy dotted green where sheep
chew on the first grasses of summer, looking as satisfied as the
small white fluffy animals can be.

My mother is getting married again and I
have been summoned from my job as an advertising executive to the
small winery where I spent most of my youth. I believe that this is
the third man in the last four years and richer by sevenfold than
the last.

A beep from my phone alerts me to yet
another email from the woman.

I glance down at the screen and decide that
I don't really need to know the details of her latest major
impediment to marital success. I already suspect that she'll be
divorcing this one shortly after marrying - a cycle that never
seems to end.

"Sir, would you like another coffee?"

I wave my hand at the young woman that is
working the aisles. This is the fourth time that she has asked. I
was asleep the last time. Someone really needs to take her job less
seriously.

Watching the view, I continue my thoughts.
They are not very entertaining for a man of my age. Next year I
will be 35. Turning 30 was a big step for me. My career has been
going quite well for many years now and my body is in prime shape.
I'm fortunate enough to have all of my hair and the last physical I
undertook showed that I am in top health. However, there is an
issue. Where my mother is successful, I am a failure. She has no
problem finding new men to while her time away with. I find it
difficult, even being considered very handsome by most, to find one
woman that I find interesting enough to spend as much as a year
with.

I close my eyes and let out a long sigh.
These issues are always on my mind. I cannot escape them nor would
I really want to. It is nature calling. I have had my fun and now I
must settle down. As an honest French man it is my duty to continue
the lineage of my family. I just wish that I could find someone
that I would want to do that with.

"Would you..."

My thoughts are broken. This is the second
time in 10 minutes. Normally I am a calm man, but this woman...

I turn, ready to unleash hell, and stop. My
mouth drops open and I cannot close it. Did I even really pay any
attention to the woman all those times that she came by? What was I
missing? I feel somewhat stupid.

"Ah..."

Words, they refuse to come out of my mouth.
I reach up as she waits on and push it closed. Best not to look
like a complete idiot.

"Coffee?" she asks.

I nod and she hands me a cup. Fool that I
am, I pass her my wallet. She takes it and looks at me askance. I
blink and take it back, pass her a note and stare. It is outrageous
that here of all places I would find her, but right in front of me
is the woman that I want to spend my life with. There can be no
doubt of it and if my heartbeat is anything to go by it is
certain.

"Thanks," I mumble.

She smiles and I swoon. It is the beginning
of a train affair.


Her Name Is Melissa

 


I QUIETLY PEEK OUT FROM BEHIND THE CURTAIN
OF THE BATHROOM. It has been many years since I spied on a woman
and I feel like a teenager doing it.

Melissa, as I learned from her co-worker, is
youthful. Her body is that of a much younger woman, but she is
clearly much older by the slight wrinkling around her eyes. I don't
know her exact age, but I believe that she might be a few years my
junior.

She strolls down my way, pushing her cart in
front of her. Those hips of hers drive me wild on just seeing them
and her rosy Italian features are endearing. I have noted that her
dress is tight around the torso and it is understandable why. That
chest of hers was made for feeding babies. I see no wedding ring,
so I assume that she doesn't have one. Perhaps if I am lucky I can
convince her to have mine.

Coming back into the waiting area of the
bathroom, I breathe with my back against the wall. I feel ragged.
After discovering her I have tried to speak with her several times,
but I cannot open my mouth to do so. It is like God has taken
invisible glue and sealed my mouth shut. It is humiliating to think
that a man who has presented to some of the biggest global
companies in the world can be silenced by a pair of gorgeous sooty
brown eyes.

I draw forth my courage and step out. To my
shock the cart is blocking my way and I collide with it.

"Melissa, I'm so sorry."

It comes from my mouth without thought and I
revel in it. Only a moment ago I was unable to speak and now I have
said something. It might be the politest of utterances, but I feel
a small victory in that.

"It's ok, sir. I didn't realize that there
was anyone waiting for the toilet."

I smile like a drooling idiot as she speaks.
That voice is hypnotic. A mix of my homeland's accent and a strong
Italian flair. We might be speaking in English, but our regions are
on show. I glance down. Regions on show... Yes, there are those
too.

"Ah, that's ok. Let me help you move this
through. It looks difficult."

There is a small steel rail that she needs
to push over. I've noticed that it requires a bit of exertion to
get it across and so heave on the edge of the cart slightly.
Unfortunately, my knocking into the cart has dislodged the magnetic
clip on the bottom of the drip coffee container. It spills as I
push and I cry out.

"Sir, are you alright?" she asks, looking
shocked as I pull at my white casual shirt.

"I think I burned myself."

Melissa is quick to act. She grabs me by the
shoulder and pulls me into the bathroom stall.

"Take it off, sir. We should check if you
have a burn."

I let her undo my buttons and try to
concentrate on the pain. There is a hardness growing downstairs
that will reveal itself if I am not careful. Pain is good. I have
to stop myself from embarrassing us in this situation. I don't want
my attempt at seducing her to end here.

"Oh, it looks like you are ok," she says,
after pulling my shirt open to check.

Her fingers run over my rock hard abdominal
muscles.

"I'll go and get you something to wear.
Please wait a moment."

Melissa heads off and I run my fingers over
the place that she touched. My body shivers at the thought of her
running those digits over my skin. It has made things much worse
down there.

"I have this t-shirt. You can change into
something from the..."

She notes my trousers.

"Is that what I think it is, sir?" Melissa
asks in shock.

"Ah, I'm a little big. Sorry, you are just
so..." I search for a word that doesn't make me look like a fool.
"... beautiful. I have never met a woman like you."

"And you...?"

"No, no, not at all. It was the thought of
your fingers here that made me this way."

Melissa hands me the t-shirt.

"I think you should go back to your
seat."

My eyes crinkle in that way they do when I
am in pain. She is angry at me.

The woman leaves and I put on the t-shirt.
The cart is
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