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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.


Bank Teller

 


HE STRIDES IN ON HIS FIRST DAY OF WORK LIKE HE OWNS
THE PLACE.

Jack is one of the new tellers that HR employed and
I have been told he has experience already. Watching him walk in, I
wonder if I haven't got another problem on my hands.

The man is tall, slim and has a fashionable style.
This branch is in a top shopping district and management makes a
point of hiring younger men and women with a sense of style. Our
accounts cliental are mainly fashion boutique owners and the normal
bank goers are usually of the well dressed variety. It's a standard
that the area implicitly sets on itself and my staff - who are the
most badly-behaved, lazy good looking people on the planet in my
harsh opinion - reflect that.

"You are Jack," I say as he stops in front of
me.

He looks me over. I am as tall as him, slimmer in a
feminine way and probably a few notches above him on the looks
scale.

"I am. You are Sarah?"

I do a little double take. HR had said there was
something special about him and this is it. That voice of his is
deep, sexy and could well be used for reading romance or erotic
literature to single 30 something women.

"Yes. You will call me Miss Holmes when
working."

Jack cocks his head to the left.

"Does that mean I am Mr. Williams?"

"No. You are Jack. We use last names for managers at
this bank. You should get used to using it all the time, so when a
customer asks to see me it is natural."

He shrugs and adjusts his tie with an amused
cockiness.

"Whatever floats your boat."

I stare at him, but he doesn't blink. I don't like
this one's attitude already. Management has banned me from firing
people on the first day, but he is pushing it. Perhaps I can find
some error in his work and have him back on the street and out of
my hair within the hour.

"You seem confident. How about we start you at the
front desk?"

"No training?"

"Do you need it?"

He glances over to one of the teller booths with a
disinterested look.

"Not really. I assume there will be someone
assisting anyway."

"Observing. We are a top class bank, Jack. You are
always been observed."

He sniggers and taps his lips with one index
finger.

"Cool. Always good to know that sort of stuff
straight up. You are a pretty direct woman, Sarah."

"Miss Holmes."

"Of course."

The silence stretches as I size this one up. Is he
intentionally annoying me? That voice of his is seductive in nature
and as a woman I am aware of its subtle effect. I will not be moved
by such a thing, though. Jack is going to get himself fired today.
It will be my job to see him out the door.

"You may begin work. Take the lead on Booth 10.
Jessica Sphinx will assist you in your work."

He turns to go.

"I hope there will be no problems," I tell him.

Jack looks over his shoulder with a smirk.

"Thanks for the encouragement."

I stare at him as he wanders over to his booth. I
don't like that man. He is too cocky for his own good.


An Unfireable Employee

 


TO MY SHOCK IT IS CORRECT.

"See, boss lady. I was right," he comments in a tone
filled with boredom.

I growl and nearly break the pen.

"You were lucky this time. I will get you."

Jack leans over the desk and tries to pat me on the
head. I push the chair back and nearly fall out of it.

"Don't touch me."

"I wasn't about to. There was a fly over your
head."

I glance around.

"There is no fly."

"And there was no error."

My teeth actually creak with how hard they come
together.

"Out of my office. I will have your head yet."

He pops up from where he was sitting on the corner
of my desk and leaves. I put my head in my hands and squeeze in a
little to reduce the tension that I feel growing there. JACK
WILLIAMS IS A MONSTER. The man cannot be fired. I have tried SO
HARD to do so, but it seems impossible. Every day I check his work,
looking for a cent missing or a number added wrongly, but, NO,
always there is nothing! Absolutely nothing!

I pick up a pen and throw it at the office door.
That bastard! He rubs it in my face every time. It is like he was
born for the one purpose of spiting me.

Standing, I walk to the glass window and adjust the
screen so I can watch him at Booth 1 with a customer. They all love
him. Not a single customer has complained. I keep asking them if
they have any complaints (a sign of my desperation), but they have
none. If anything he is an area favorite. I should probably give
him my job and leave. The man seems to be aiming for it anyway with
his success in all areas.

"There must be something I can do. Some way to trick
him or deceive the management."

An idea occurs to my mind. I pull out my personal
phone and make a call to an old friend. He picks up and we have a
'conversation'. The man will come in within the hour.

I pace. Time passes and I watch the clock. If the
fool is on time then he will be here in a minute or two.

Ten minutes more clicks by on the clock and I clench
my fists. That loser hasn't arrived yet. Where is he!?!

Just as I am about to make a second call, my
'friend' enters. He is drunk and looks worse than I remember. I
watch as he talks to Henry the security guard, who casually checks
the weapon at his side, ready for anything. Ed lurches towards
Jack's booth and pushes people out of line to reach the front. I
come out and observe what happens next.

"I want da money," he blurts out, spittle flowing
freely.

"I see, sir. Do you have your bank card with you?"
Jack asks calmly.

"No, give me my money. She said it was here."

"Excuse me?"

Ed glances my way. I am quite tense right now. I
know he doesn't recognize me from way back when we were 'business
associates', but he could at any moment.

"It's here. You give it to me now!" Ed howls.

"Of course, sir. Let's head over to Booth 14. I will
give it to you right away."

Ed lurches forward and grabs Jack's shirt in one
hand.

"You listen here, buddy-boy. I don't care about no
booth. I want it now."

"Ok. If I must."

What happens next is quite shocking. Jack reaches
forward and yanks Ed right up in his face.

"If you fucking don't come with me then I am going
to ram this..." He holds the gold signing pen up. "Straight through
your fucking eye, you piece of shit."

I charge forward, but Jack has already thrown Ed to
the ground. There is a look of terror on his face as he stares up
at me and Jack standing there. His eyes dart left to right and he
lurches to his feet. For a brief second, I realize that he has
recognized me, but he says nothing. I will have to find a way to
deal with him later.

"Jack, what did you just do?"

Jack straightens his tie and uses a handkerchief to
wipe some spit off his face.

"The customer was having some visual issues and I
was helping him read."

He says it so calmly that I almost believe him.

"My office now."

The customers and staff watch on as I walk him there
and close the door firmly. It will is a shame that he must leave
them, but assaulting a customer is not acceptable.

"You are lucky that I don't have you for assault," I
start.

He laughs in my face.

"Only he can press charges, Sarah. You can't do
anything."

I growl. Damn him!

"However, you attacked a customer and this bank does
not allow violence. You are fired!"

Jack looks me up and down. His eyes crinkle.

"You might regret that," he tells me. "I won't go
down easily."

The man strides out of my office and walks towards
the employee lockers. I stare after him. What does he intend to do?
The thing that happened just now should be enough when the
management views the cameras. I am safe.

Sitting back at my desk, I watch as he leaves,
casting me a glance as he does. I have no regrets. Jack is
gone.


Danger!

 


THE KNIFE TREMBLES IN HIS HAND.

Ed has decided that he is willing to go all the way.
He wasn't this desperate when we first met all that time ago, but
things have changed.

"Give me your money," he commands. "I want
everything you owe me."

I look to the knife. There is blood on it. Ed
probably mugged someone else and didn't clean the thing after doing
his dirty work. I have no choice but to comply.

"Ok, ok, relax. I don't have it here, but if you
come to an automatic banking machine..."

"NO! Now. Give it to me now."

He grabs me and pushes me to the ground. I lie on
street out front of the closed bank hoping someone will save me,
but there is no one on the side street the bank is on.

"Listen. I don't have any right now. You need to
hear me out."

"If you don't have money then you can pay lying on
your back," Ed growls.

He jumps on me and I struggle. The knife is soon to
my neck and I stare at it in fear.

"You wouldn't..."

"What? All those upper class snobs you slept with
weren't a problem? What's the difference between theirs and
mine?"

He punctuates that by pulling his out. I can say
that his is quite different. For starters he seems to have herpes
sores all over it with not a single piece of flesh unaffected.

"Give me my..."

A trashcan slamming
































































































































































































cover.jpg





