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Note: This is a
short story of around 5000 words. If you would like a longer read
then check out short story 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.


Editor’s Note:

 


You can
find this story with the others listed below in
‘Erotic
Fantasies Vol. 5’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Loving A
Gangster, Met By Phone, A Good Salesman, Music
Lover.

 


The
‘Erotic
Fantasies Vol. 5’
collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


A BAD PHONE CALL

 


Mike starts struggling to find it. The
ringing sound is either in his pants or coat pocket. It's hard to
tell.

Headphones, wallet and a few coins on the
ground in front of him, he finally gets his phone in hand and picks
up the call.

"Hello, Mike Tones. How can I help you?" he
says, trying to sound as polite as possible.

"Hello, Mr. Tones. It is Edward Harris from
the University of Gerna. I have some bad news."

The tall, slim man settles to the ground.
Two minutes later his phone joins the coins and other miscellaneous
objects on the ground.

"I didn't get it."

The scholarship was a sure thing. That was
what he was told and what he was relying on. The manager at the
financial assistance desk was so certain. Why did this happen?
$5000 would have seen him through to the end of next semester. Just
6 months. That was all that he needed.

"Damn it."

His fist pounds the pavement. He immediately
brings it back and blows on it. The concrete in Berlin is hot.

What am I going to do? It's the first
question on his mind. The tree lined road has no answers. He gets
to his feet slowly, collects his items and starts walking.

Mike closes his eyes and clenches his fists.
The battle isn't lost, but it isn't won either.


A PHONE CALL

 


"Hello?" he gets out.

The woman on the other end of the line says
something to him in German. He rubs his messy hair and sits up in
his dorm room bed.

"Once more," he gets out, changing to her
mother tongue.

"I am from the Northward Agency. Is this
Jason?"

Jason is Mike's somewhat seedy roommate.
Mike had always thought that he was a drug dealer.

"He's not here. Can I take a message?"

"If you wouldn't mind. Could you let him
know that his interview is tomorrow. He will need to be at the
Gunta Hotel at 3pm dressed appriopriately. The interviewer will pay
him the $100 interview fee in the room."

Mike shifts around in his bedsheets. The
room is dim, but his expression is clear as day in the mirror
across from him. Surpise. They are going to pay Jason to turn up to
an interview? Just what is it that they want him to do?

"I'll make sure that he gets the
message."

The woman thanks him and hangs up. Mike
leans back. He looks down at his phone with a thoughtful
expression. $100 would be enough for this week's food bill.

His eyes turn to Jason's unmade, unused bed.
If he is being honest, he doesn't even know where the man is. Jason
hasn't returned to the dorm in two weeks.

"Dare I?"

closing his eyes, he makes a decision. It
will be one that takes him to a stranger place than he has ever
been. But sometimes that is for the good. Life wasn't supposed to
be boring. The more fun the better.


INTERVIEW

 


The woman at the desk hands him a card. He
takes it quietly and puts it in his pocket.

"Thank you."

Walking to the elevator, he gets inside. The
fourth floor is where the interview room is located. Mike gets out
on the correct floor and looks around. There only seems to be
normal rooms on this floor. He was expecting meeting rooms.

His feet take him to 492. It's a regular
room. Mike knocks and waits. Inside butterflies are doing the
rounds of his stomach. He feels a somewhat uncomfortable heat
growing in his face. What waits on the other side?

The door opens. He finds himself face to
face with a gorgeous older blond of around 30-40 years. Her body is
more shapely than Mike is used to seeing and he finds himself
immediately responding to her. The dress that she is wearing (long,
flowing and open up top) is enough to make him feel a tad unsteady
on his feet. If her eyes were a shade bluer then he might not be
able to stand.

"You must be Jason. Come in."

Mike steps around her as he enters. There is
a moment where they are much too close for comfort. He feels the
slightest brush of her skin on his. It sends a shiver through his
skin. Everything is warm, too warm. He feels like running, but his
feet are taking him inwards into whatever this will be.

"Please sit at the table. Do you have the
card?"

The young man puts it on the table. She
picks it up and glances over it before placing it in her purse.

"Let me look at your CV again. I haven't had
a chance to review it."

Mike waits as she flips open a folder from a
pile of three. Her eyebrows go up on the first page, but she says
nothing to indicate why.

"You've been working with Martha at the
Heart Agency," she notes. "Would we be able to call for a
reference?"

"Um... Yeah. I guess that would be ok."

The woman makes a note in the folder. She
leans back and has it turned away from the man so he can't see what
is written.

"And you have been in the industry how
long?"

"2 years," Mike guesses.

"Good. Then you know how these things go,
right?"

"Uh, yeah. What would I be doing for
you?"

The woman smiles slighlty.

"This is the part where you take your
clothes off and show me what you have, honey."

Mike blinks. He wants to ask why, but things
are already beginning to become clear. The why is not so important
as the what right now.

"Ok."

He stands up. $100 is firmly on his mind
right now. This would be better if it had been a few questions, but
Mike is not shy when it comes to keeping himself afloat. Wherever
this is going, he's going with it.

"Strip," the woman insists.

Mike unbuttons his white shirt and lets it
hang open. The woman purrs admiringly and starts tapping her pen
against her lips.

"That's good. You are in better shape than I
had heard."

The trousers go next. Mike hesitates at the
pants, but the woman raises her eyebrow again and they go to the
floor with the rest.

"Nice, nice... Yes, you have potential."

She reaches to the folder, pulls something
from it and flips it on the floor.

"That is Jason. I am aware you aren't him."
The photo is of Jason naked with his phone out taking a photo in
the mirror in their room. "I'm also interested in you. That body of
yours is exactly what we are looking for: Youthful yet masculine
enough to not make you too feminine. Our customers prefer younger
men."

Mike gulps.

"What's the job?"

His interviewer stands up slowly and reaches
around the back of her dress to unhitch the catch - the only thing
that is keeping it in place.

"What do you think it is, handsome boy?"

In all of Mike's 20 years of life, he has
never seen a woman with such a gorgeous, perfect body. Her skin is
smooth, her chest rounded, pointed and large. The hips are an apple
bottom good and the legs long and athletic. It is a picture of
beauty enough to make him rock hard in seconds.

"You like what you see. That is good. Some
of your customers will exceed me. You need to be able to hold out
though. If you cum quickly then they will be angry. A single upset
customer will see you a $5000 penalty. I'm sure that you realize
that we are affiliated with persons that might do harm on your
person if you don't do as you are told."

"I understand," Mike gets out.

The woman shimmies towards the man. Her hand
encloses him.

"There is one way that I know that can truly
test you. How do you feel about oral sex?"

Her fingers roll around his rounds. The
sensation of her perfectly smooth skin on his is so erotic that the
full length of his manhood jerks in response.

"So sensitive. You need to be careful. The
women that you will be dealing with are very experienced and will
push you to see if you can handle them. It's important that you
control yourself."

Her lips come down as if to make her words
obselete. Mike rolls his eyes up to the ceiling and opens his mouth
wide. No sound comes out, but it is clear that he is crying to the
heavens in pleasure. One of his hands comes down to stroke through
the woman's hair as she slurps away noisely.

"Ahhhhh..." he whines.

The interviewer pulls back and clamps down
on the tip of his member.

"You are not to cum. If you do that then
this will be where we call it quits."

Eyes wide and on hers, Mike tries his
hardest. She keeps him on the verge, almost punishing him with her
quick movements. It is almost breaking him to hold his juices in.
The feeling of his rounds tensed right up against his flesh is
becoming too painful for words.

"Help me..." he groans.

She pulls back and releases her grip just as
he reaches his limit. White pours out of the end of his member. It
fountains all over her faces. She smiles and whips her face left to
right as this happens, so that she is coated, wet and cheerfully
pink around the cheeks.

"You came a lot," she says in pleasure.

"I did," Mike breathes.

The woman stands, heads into the bathroom
and returns as if she hadn't been covered in goo just a few minutes
ago. Mike is sitting at the table in his underwear when she
returns.

"That is us for the day. I'm going to give
you the job because we are very short staffed right now."

She comes over to him and runs her finger
down his cheek.

"I think you are going to do really well,"
she purrs.

Mike grins. He doesn't know what he's
getting himself into just yet, but the woman is right. Lives can
change quickly. It's all about taking the right opportunties.
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