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Note: This book
is a short work of around 5000 words. If you would like longer,
filthier material then feel free to check out Sophie Sin’s short
story collections (containing 7 stories plus bonus works). Find
more at Sophie Sin's Book
List. She
also writes male-male gay erotica under Dick
Powers.

 


Disclaimer: All participants over the age of 18 and consent to all
sexual activities herein.


Editor’s Note:

 


You
can find this story with the others listed below in
the ‘Orgy,
Threesome & Fantasy Erotica’ collection.

 


That collection contains the following stories:

Watched In The Middle, Master's Sexy Plaything,
Princess In A Cage, Sexy Junior Cheerleader, Sexy Payback, She
Loves Her Too, Too Touchy Pervert Doctor, Two Hot Succubus Orgy,
Apple In My Rear.

 


The ‘Orgy, Threesome & Fantasy Erotica’ collection can be found at any
of your favorite e-stores.


HIS MOST DESPERATE MOMENT

 


Gray, fuzzy, strange, the wall bends, twists
and turns. In seconds it molds to the form of a winged beast then
subsides to that of a man like it is having trouble deciding. From
this gray, plain wall steps a man. Tall, mysterious and searching
for something. This is the Angel of Death and he is here to bestow
a miracle.

The mysterious stranger pops out from the
wall and clicks his black polished, impossibly shiny boots
together. He strides the halls of the hospital with the swaying
back and forward stalk of one whose lack of care indicates he
belongs – anywhere and everywhere. His graying locks run low on his
brow as he looks left to right, searching, already searching for
the one he is here for.

"Doctor, hurry! The bleeding is getting too
much."

The being stops aside and watches. Blood,
terrifying amounts, pouring, flowing, a young doctor desperately
trying to stem the river, inexperienced, yet with enough knowledge
to resolve this.

Fear not, human. You will
live, the angel wills the desperately
struggling human on the table to know. Your child will not go uncared for.

He continues his search. Many a human is
suffering in these halls. The worst of the worst are here. It is a
place where miracles are sorely needed.

A door with a red light over the top
attracts his eye from down a far corridor to his left.

You are
there, the being notes.

Turning his feet, he continues the slow plod
of his progress towards the doors. They open and close now and
then. Time here is a distant thing. Death does not live as humans
do. He cares not for what time it might be. All he wishes is to
offer a second chance – a hope for tomorrow.

Pushing the doors open in a great whoosh of
air, he stops in the room beyond. There is a window. A brunette
woman is standing with two elder people. She is tall, shapely in
body and long in hair. Like a mother bird stooping over its young:
Protective, strong, feminine. For a second she is watched. In that
woman's mind is only care. Who lies on the table, scared, begging,
hoping for another chance, is the one he is here to see.

The Gray pushes the cold wooden panels of
the room's doors open. The doctors, nurses and watchers do not see
him. He walks to the man in the middle of the room with a slow
tempoed ease. Looking down, he wills the human to know the
truth.

I have come to offer you a miracle. It is up
to you to use it well. Be blessed.


MATT SEEKER'S AWAKENING

 


Slowly the world comes into focus. It is not
an act of the eyes, but one of all the senses. The cool, comforting
sensation of the wind passing over his lips, the warmth of the
blankets heated by the summer sun, the faint scent of old flowers
near him, no longer new but familiar, the sound of a feminine
snoring at his side somewhere. Sensory information returning after
a long sleep.

Matt Seeker tries to raise a hand. It is a
difficult, jerky movement, like one would expect after waking from
a drug induced sleep. The sound of snoring stops suddenly and the
hand is taken by a stronger, firmer one – familiar in that he knows
it intimately, if not so much as a lover might.

"Janet?"

"You woke up, Matt. Your surgery was a
success. The cancer is gone - all gone. It's a miracle."

Words come to him.

Use it well.

"Sarah," Matt
whispers. Use it well.


AN ISLAND FILLED WITH HOPE

 


Matt Seeker's feet sift through the slow
moving surf under his feet. It's hard to believe that a month has
gone by since he had his operation. The weight that seemed to melt
away when he was sick has returned in full and then some. For a 25
year old man he looks more like 20. His full, tanned shoulders
shift left to right, his lean and long stomach is hard and firm,
everything about him speaks of a health man in his prime. No one on
the beach around him would have thought that he had terminal cancer
only a short while ago – sometimes not even him.

Sitting on the beach a short distance ahead,
his friend Janet Wood is watching him. The tall brunette has been
his best friend for as long as he can remember. Through the times
when he was sick to the good times when university wasn't a battle
between his body and his mind, the woman has been there for
him.

"Hey!" Matt shouts. "Have you been waiting
long?"

His friend raises a hand dismissively and
gets to her feet slowly. They meet half way, feet both standing in
the same white washed surf that is so cool at a time when the sun
is warmly browning them from above.

"I got the call," Janet says. "Sarah says
that she'll be here tomorrow."

It feels like his heart has wings and is
trying to fly out from his chest. Matt smiles broadly and his
friend wraps an arm around him companionably. The slim muscle of it
presses downwards comfortably into the shorter man's frame. His
friend smells of rose petals. It has always been odd that Janet
prefers old fashion fragrances over the typically more fashionable
perfumes women tend to gravitate towards. For a woman that is
always following one trend or another, the occasional difference
like this is quite startling.

"That's great."

Janet nods his head and looks out at the
surf. Matt doesn't know why, but he thinks that his friend is sad.
They walk on. It is a comfortable afternoon.


HOW TWO BECAME THREE

 


Instantly Matt notices something is wrong.
Whether it is the oddly shy expression on Janet's face or the way
that Sarah only hugged him at the airport, he is not sure. The mood
is light but forced. It's like these two have something to hide and
aren't willing to tell him about it.

“I'm so glad that you recovered,”
Sarah says with a smile. “I should have visited more
often.”

Matt shakes his head and smiles back.

“That's fine. I didn't expect you to
come after the break-up.”

Silence follows the comment for a little
while. It is not extended, but the sound of the other diners
laughing and chatting in the resort's most expensive restaurant
becomes oppressive quite quickly. A cold feeling grows in his
stomach. He had hoped that Sarah had forgiven him. The sickness was
at its worst and he wasn't in his right mind at the time.

“If it's the situation...”

Sarah puts her hand up.

“It's not that. I...”

Janet puts her fork down with a clonk and
Sarah closes her mouth firmly.

“Who is ready for deserts?” the
brunette woman asks.

Sarah grabs up the menu. Her pained nails
dig into it and one side of her blond hair falls across her
eyes.

“What am I missing?” Matt blurts out.
“Is there...”

He doesn't get to say the words that he
suspects are true. Janet stands and brushes off her jeans.

“I think that is far enough, Matt. We
can talk about this tomorrow.”
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