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Note: This is a short story of around 5000 words. If you
would like to a longer read then check out Sophie’s collections at Sophie Sin's Book Listor 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. 6’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Awaken To Romance, Silk Road Romance,
Handsome Janitor, Boyfriend Potential.

 


The ‘Erotic Fantasies Vol. 6’ collection can be found
at any of your favorite e-stores.


IN THE LATE
EVENING

 


Janitors are not supposed to make a
mess inside.

The room is dark, weary and low lit.
Around Jill sits men and women hunched in the act of study,
desperately attempting to cram further information into already
overloaded minds, a wasteful act considering how full with stress
they are.

Pens sketch on pads to the occasional
crash of dry lightning out beyond the barrier of the large glass
pane windows. Words are written in organized columns, thoughts -
jumbled and not yet fully hatched - mark the corners of every page,
and new ideas, the currency of the outside word, not that of
academia, are noticeably barren in what to the untrained,
non-student eye would be nothing more than a mess of squiggles and
lines.

Under Jill's furiously writing left
hand, the table shakes under the pressure of a large crack of
lightning - perhaps bringing with it the promised rain that has
been so badly needed over the months the drought has been torturing
the North of Texas.

CRACK.

This sound makes everyone jump. It is
not the lightning - all are used to that by now - but the sound of
some books falling to the floor in the maze of shelves that seep
into the near darkness beyond the study area.

"Damn janitor," someone
mutters.

Jill has never seen the man, but she
knows of him. The library's janitor is notorious for knocking small
shelves of books over. It's probably due to the fact that his
employers are forcing him to work by torch light as they wish to
save on power during the period of high prices that ensued after
and before the official recognition of the increase in power costs
for public and private businesses (the university being included in
that due to its public institution status).

She glances towards the sound and
wonders what the man looks like. Small, fat and dumb-as-a-post,
more than likely. Meeting him would probably be one of the lows of
her current life.

Thinking of lows makes her heart ache
a tiny bit more. Boyfriends are supposed to be loyal, but right now
hers is trapped in the arms of another woman. His logic was that
they were somehow in an open relationship - one she wasn't aware
of. The young woman wants to murder him immediately, but this exam
will decide her entrance into medical school or not. Her personal
problems must wait, while her education ones are resolved. A cruel
dumping is in the boy's future.

CRASH.

Jill sighs. People's heads shake and
teeth grit. Tonight has been particularly bad.

"Can't he keep it down," a tall
redhead student mutters.

Running her hand through her soft,
curly, just under shoulder length blond hair and pushing it back
over her left side, Jill has to agree. Her stomach is starting to
shift about with hunger and additional distractions are not
needed.

Pages fly by as Jill keeps her
concentration firmly on her work. Lightning, clumsy janitors and
students snoring and being awoken by others, do not slow her in her
task. At three quarters through the book she is reading, there is
another crash. Someone shouts for the janitor to shut
up.

"I'm not going to get any more done,"
Jill decides quietly. It's just too noisy in here and her hunger is
getting increasingly distracting.

Books go into the brown knapsack
chosen for today. Gray fat heeled feet clip-clop through the
frantically studying masses of students who are not prepared enough
and know it. The cram goes on as she passes down the main isle of
shelves. There's a food vending machine on the far corner of the
building. A wheat free oat log doesn't sound like much, but when
you haven't eaten for over 12 hours, it is a delicacy.

Jill turns left at the main division
of the shelves and strolls - more stumbles - towards the large
machine, a brightly lit affair that seems almost like an oasis in
the sea of bound paper that surrounds it.

The oat bar tastes like paper going
down. Jill is wondering if this is where all those recycled old
editions go when a crash near her stirs the woman from her near
slumber.

"Are you ok?" she calls out on hearing
a grunt.

No one answers. Against her best
judgement, she decides to go have a look. At the least this might
be an opportunity to chastise whoever it is that is causing all
that ruckus day in and day out.

Three shelves down in the mythology
section, Jill finds a pile of books scattered on the
floor.

"He could have at least..."

A huge scared hand comes across her
mouth silencing her.

"Quiet now. He'll hear
you."

The young woman tenses. Non-consensual
acts flow through her mind. She feels raw fear, brutally intense,
power through the entire length of her slim, athletic
frame.

Something moves on a shelf nearby. It
catches her eye.

"There he is. Just stay quiet," the
low masculine voice whispers in her ear.

A small cat, probably no more than a
kitten, jumps down on the books, looking proud and truimpant.
Something big hurtles down on it. The size of it is enough to fill
the shelves.

"Lord help me!" Jill cries.

The big shape curls about and looks up
at her. It seems to be holding the kitten close to its maw. Maybe
there was no janitor; maybe what there was was a
monster.

"Calm down," a man's voice
says.

Glowing brightly, a small pen light
reveals all.

"You are a man," Jill
states.

Tall, strong and built wide enough to
have his shoulders touch the shelving on either side, the big man
uncurls and pops the kitten into his satchel carefully.

"What did you think I was?" he asks.
"A monster?"

His friendly grin immediately spreads
to Jills. Anyone with a good set of teeth like that must be a nice
guy.

"A little. You are really
big."

"I'm on the offensive team, 1st
league."

Football? That would make sense. A lot
of the students moonlight at other jobs. Players on the top squad
usually get special 'attention' from the professors when it comes
to grading. Being athletic has its bonuses.

Rubbing her mouth where his hand
pressed in a little too hard, Jill asks, "Why are you trying to
catch the cat?"

He explains. 2 months ago the
libraries rat catcher had babies. No one knows who the father was
or how he got in, but since then Bruce has been trying to catch all
of the kittens, small creatures that seem to have inherited their
father's stealthy nature, in that they escape regularly.

"Oh, that's interesting. How many to
go?"

"I think he's the last. There could be
one more out there somewhere, but I'm not sure."

Bruce pulls the kitten out and let's
Jill stroke him.

"Would you like to meet the rest? I
scared you pretty bad before, so it is only fair that you see
why."

Going home is a bit of a priority, but
the big man is quite handsome and a top class athlete. Jill is
gorgeous, but not in any of the sorierities. She doesn't meet this
kind of guy... well, ever. Her gut says that meeting the kittens is
a great idea.

"Sounds great."

The stealthy kitten goes back into the
satchel and the handsome janitor shifts past. Space is at a premium
for a moment as his big body presses against hers. It is with mild
pleasure that Jill finds he is rock hard, not an inch of fat on
that huge frame of his.

Walking through the library, they take
two rights, a left and head down the main avenue to pull a right at
the counter and head through a staff door where they use a torch to
navigate to the staff room.

He opens the door and looks back
expectantly.

"They are in here."

Small yelping sounds can be heard from
the room beyond. Stepping in, Jill struggles to see where the
kittens have been placed.

"Over here."

His warm scarred hand taking hers is a
shock, but the insistence of his grip and the comfort of its large
size is enough to make her follow along. Guiding her to the other
side of the room to a small narrow space in the corner, the man
shines a light on the four small cages that have been stacked on a
large selection of old magazines; inside are several kittens
suckling on their mother's nipples.

"Cute," Jill says.

The mum looks up at the sound of
Jill's voice and purrs at her, becoming even more excited when the
janitor places the escaped family member back in the cage with the
others, who make room for it at the feeding space.

"I think this is all of them," the big
man says, stroking the fully grown cat before turning to Jill with
a small smile on his face. "They can be a troublesome lot to track
down."

"I bet."

Jill bends down gingerly and puts a
finger through the cage to tickle a swishing tail.

"You like animals?" she
asks.

"I'm training to be a vet."

One eyebrow goes upwards.

"You are a jock. Aren't you supposed
to be a athlete turned future shoe salesman?"

He laughs. It is a warm, kindly
sound.

"Not if my granddad has anything to
say about it. He's got a small clinic in central New York and he's
turning 80 on my graduation day. I'm expected to take
over."

"Big dreams, eh? You really want to be
a vet?"

He shrugs.

"It's a good job. I didn't have a
father who stuck around and my mum died. Grandma left early, so
he's all I got. There's worse jobs and I'd be inheriting a thriving
business."

"Set for life then."

They smile at each other.

"You don't look the type to be without
a dream," he offers.

Jill explains that her father, mother
and brother are all lawyers. There's no room for another one in the
family in her opinion, so she has decided to one up everyone by
becoming a children's doctor.

"Which part of New York are you from?"
she asks. "My parents live in Boston."

"Really? Same. Surprised we didn't
meet."

"Yeah."

The doctor-to-be's hand, soft and
smooth, extends and takes his offered one as the young blond pulls
herself to her feet unsteadily.

"Tired?"

Her legs give way a
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