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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.
1’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

The Baker and Her Assistant, The Mistress and
The Driver, Late Night Room Service, Mr. Busy and The
PA.

 


The ‘Erotic Fantasies Vol. 1’ collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


His First Day

 


She steps out the door and I silently draw in a
breath. This is my first day on the job outside the armed forces.
My last tour of Iraq set in my mind the need to move somewhere
warm. LA seemed like the right choice at the time. It's been
raining since day one, though. Today is the first that it
hasn't.

"That is Miss Sarah Belford," Donny, the man that I
am replacing, tells me. "She is the youngest daughter of the family
and your personal charge. She has a habit of getting into trouble.
You'll need to be careful about her."

We wait for her to stop in front of the door. I
realize that I should be opening it, but, thankfully, Donny steps
out and quickly pulls it open as I lose all ability to think on
looking down into those soft blue eyes of hers.

"Is he the new driver, Donny?" she asks, looking me
over in a way that makes me uncomfortably warm.

"Yes, miss. He was selected specifically by your
father."

She looks me dead in the eye and I gulp.

"I see. Please teach him how to open the door for a
lady before he leaves. I have no interest in men that don't know
how to act like gentlemen."

Miss Belford steps inside. Donny gives me a long
suffering look of sympathy and gets in on the passenger side.

"Can you drive fast, driver?" she asks from up
back.

I look back. Those legs are crossed on the most
perfect angle I have ever seen. If I was any good at math, I would
spend all day long trying to figure out the exact positioning of
them.

"Yes, Miss Belford," I reply.

"Good. You will need to make it to the Gilton Hotel
within 10 minutes. I believe the highway is clear today."

I grip the wheel. It's a 30 minute ride. How fast
does she want me to go?

I think back to what her father told me. He is
extremely rich. He specifically pointed out the part of the
contract that said 'All criminal offenses will be paid for in full
by the family. This includes speeding, damage to vehicles or people
and so on.' I thought that was interesting when he mentioned it and
explained in detail that it meant everything I imagined it to be.
This is like a license to do anything I want, which I am in the
habit of doing anyway.

"As you wish."

I put the accelerator to the floor, skid out through
the gate and onto the main road. The first six blocks speed by as I
skip six sets of lights, zoom past a patrol car that doesn't even
get time to throw on the lights and hit the highway.

The ride there involves hard passing and
surprisingly less traffic than I thought there would be. The car
I'm driving is top notch and handles like a dream. We make it in 8
minutes and 27 seconds. I'm not sure if I'm more in love with
looking at Sarah Belford in the rear vision mirror or this car.
This is definitely way better than the military.

"Here's your phone," she says from the back,
flinging a smart phone over into my lap. "Park and meet me for
carrying duty in less than 5 minutes. I would hate to actually have
to hold my purchases."

She gets out and leaves me and Donny in the car.

"She's quite something," I comment. "I don't think
I've seen a woman that beautiful in my life."

"I know. It's a pity about the personality. I think
you'll find that - like most of us that have worked for the female
members of the family - that you get over it pretty quickly."

We get out and hand over the car to the valet. He
takes it off to park as I fiddle with the phone.

"You need to tap the Message App. It's the green
icon."

I do and find that she's already asking where I
am.

"Amazing. I haven't had a decent phone in years. Are
they all like this?"

Donny chuckles.

"You have been in the army for awhile, haven't you?
How long has it been since you saw a normal woman?"

"About 6 or 7 years. I've been doing the rounds of
the Middle East."

"Fun. I remember doing the tour of the Gulf. I was
driving trucks, though. That was a little different from what you
were doing."

"Sounds pleasant."

"It wasn't."

We find Sarah sitting next to six bags.

"You will need to have these packed in the car by
the valet service. I have several others that I need to pick up
before we leave for my spa."

"Spa?"

She raises an eyebrow. There is silence.

"Sorry. Where to next?"

"This way."

The woman starts walking. I share a look with Donny.
She's not that bad, I guess, but it is like getting chewed on by a
little angry puppy - a cute one.

"I think this is going to be a long day," I say to
Donny.

He chuckles. I don't know the half of it.


Those Embarrassing Spa Moments

 


"Driver, what are you looking at?"

I stare. The woman called me in to bring one of the
purchases that she bought from the department store on the way
here. I didn't know that she would be wearing nothing but a towel
and a disdainful look.

"Nothing, Miss Belford."

She puts her hands on her hips. I lick my lips.
Sarah is curvy, but not too much. It's like someone has taken the
usually thin look of a model and imposed a slightly curvy, tall
blond with eyes that make me so horny I want to pull out... you get
the point.

"It doesn't look like nothing. Where are your eyes
right now?"

I consider that. I believe they are on her ample
breasts, but I don't say that.

"Is this all, miss?"

"No."

I wait. Here it comes.

"I need you to take a dictation for me."

"A what?"

"A dictation. I won't be able to use my hands during
my massage. Master Wei is very specific about that."

Master Wei? Dictation? I don't even know what I'm
supposed to do. I decide to deal with it the way that got me
through the army, which is to say...

"As you wish, miss."

She nods as if something has been settled between us
and walks out the far door into an Asian themed room that could be
chic Chinese or just some interior designer's idea of what
something like that might look like.

"Stand next to the table," she orders as she gets on
top and lies down.

I do. It is hard not to check out her ass from where
I am. Those rounds are incredible and her thighs are so toned. I
know that I have been looking, for the most part, at women who tend
to think a black, white or gray head to toe bed sheet is the way to
go, but this woman really is out of my league. Even before the
army, women like this were only for staring, wishing and fantasies.
You saw them at the club, but you never got the balls up to talk to
them and if you did, you knew they were going to bust your balls
well before anything vaguely sexual could happen. I have a few
scars from attempts on the heights of those who know how to (or
even just try to) look after themselves. Right here is the turbo
version of that. I'm not unlucky, but I'm pretty sure that I'm not
getting lucky either.

"Sarah, I am sorry to keep you waiting. I had a
particularly clogged up woman to deal with."

A middle age woman in one of those red Chinese style
button at the front shirt and baggy looking pants combo comes in.
She looks me over, but doesn't bother to say 'hi'. I guess she
knows her cliental well enough.

"How are you feeling?"

Sarah looks over her shoulder and gives the woman a
rather unpleasant look.

"It's still aching."

"Really? It is because you don't have a man in your
life. You must respect the balancing energy of the masculine."

"I don't like men. You have to tell me how to solve
this problem."

I listen on. So, she doesn't like men and she
doesn't have a man in her life. At least there's hope that some
lucky woman is going to get laid off this one. I wonder what the
issue is.

"Let me check."

The woman lifts the towel and I turn around
immediately. I just got a very good look at Sarah's naked back and
butt. It was incredible. No tan lines and not a hair on her where
there shouldn't be.

"I see. It is swollen."

I glance back. Why is the woman looking between
Sarah's legs?

The Chinese woman glances at me. I quickly look
away. There's an amused look in her eyes.

"Let's apply some needles today. I think we can
decrease your discomfort some."

She taps me on the shoulder.

"Be a good man and get the box marked B7 from the
shelves."

Master Wei gets to doing some massaging. I go over
to the shelf and find the right box pretty quickly. When I turn, I
note that the massage is happening down on Sarah's thighs. My eyes
can't help but take the scene in. I almost crush the box when my
dick jerks a little in my pants. This is getting to be a bit
much.

I walk back over and put the box next to the table,
careful not to put myself in a position where I might be
perving.

"I will begin."

The needs go in. I only glance over my shoulder a
few times, but it sounds and looks unpleasant. Sarah groans and
moans as the needles go in. This doesn't sound very relaxing.

"Now, let's put a little electricity through
it."

I can't help but look now. My dick is rock hard from
all the noises that the woman has been making, but this makes me so
hard that I can't breathe right. The Chinese woman has attached
electrical wires to the needles. Some of those have been pushed
into the flesh of Sarah's butt and thighs. I stare with wide eyes
as a small amount of voltage is applied. Her muscles tense
involuntarily and I watch the moderate shake that hits her body.
Master Wei turns out to be a bit of a sadist and she pumps the
little dial up to half way before letting loose again on Sarah. I
watch that gorgeous ass contract. She groans loudly. It sounds like
she is having an orgasm. My mind cannot handle this.

"I should wait outside," I tell them.

Sarah waves a hand at me and I retreat. I try to
find a men's toilet to calm down a bit, but the whole place is
women's only. I am soon leaning against the wall of the stairwell
near where the car
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