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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.


The Bakery

 


It's been a long day and my hands are tired from
molding dough. The bakery (a small place my father used to own and
that he left to me when he retired early) is becoming popular and
I'm having a hard time keeping up. Today, the new assistant that my
father hired without my consent or knowledge is supposed to be
turning up. I've decided that I'm going to give them a hard time -
no matter how good they are - in revenge for their appointment
without my input.

"Don't kill them," my father told me after telling
me this morning. I think the bread has never been more heavily
molded.

I keep working for another 30 more minutes. Time
flies as I do what I firmly believe that I might well have been
born to do. I'm only 19, but already I have several awards lining
the walls out front where Jenny the cashier is working her fingers
to the bone taking people's money faster than they can tear it out
of their wallets.

The door opens and I prepare myself to unleash hell.
Unfortunately, it's not the new assistant, but Jenny who seems
strangely flushed when she tells me that 'he' is here.

I stand there looking at her with one eyebrow
raised.

"I'm going to need a little more information than
that."

"The guy is here. You know that assistant that your
father employed."

"Ok. And why aren't you just sending him in?"

Jenny gives me a look like I'm not picking up on
something, which I probably aren't considering that I barely
understand the woman, who is a self professed
emo/goth/angel-in-disguise and makes little to no sense on a good
day.

"I'm just warning you. This guy is something. A girl
needs to be prepared for a guy like this."

I roll my eyes. What is this? Some sort of new way
to annoy me? I know I'm the adult in our relationship (Jenny is
23), but this is getting ridiculous.

"Just tell him to go away."

My employee gives me a look.

"You don't want to do that."

"I can do what I want. I have a 90% share."

Jenny's nose wrinkles up. I always pull the 90%
share of the business thing on her when she does something so
stupid that it requires me to chastise her so strongly as to create
irregularities in my breathing.

"I'm not doing it," she says. "It's not part of my
job."

I think about pulling the 90% thing again, but know
that she has me on this. She'll just say that she's the employee
and I'm the boss and that that's how things work and I have to go
out there and evict this attempt at circumventing my power.

"Fine then. Send him in. I'll tell him here."

Jenny gives me another look that I can't decipher
and leaves. I wait. I wonder how much pain I can cause this
annoyance that has forced its way into my life before I kick him
straight on out.

About 2 minutes later, 'he' enters. I stop molding,
draw back a hand to point towards the door he came and will soon go
out by and then REALLY STOP.

"Um... who are you?"

He smiles. I shrink back a bit. Oh, now I get it.
Jenny was flushed because he is Mr. Amazing. The guy has what looks
to be dimples and a smile that blazes like a team of dentists were
trying to create the perfect set of teeth and outdid themselves by
several orders of magnitude.

"I'm Jeffrey Davis. Your father asked me to come
help out at the bakery."

"Ok..." I pause. No, I'm not going to be knocked
senseless by a pretty face and a body that looks about as ripped as
men can be without taking it to that nasty too many veins level
that they can get to. "I guess you can get the fuck out then."

His smile drops.

"Mrs. Andrews---"

"I'm 19. Do I look like I'm a Mrs. yet, Mr. Jeffrey
Davis?"

He chuckles.

"Your father wasn't kidding."

My hands somehow have managed to slip to my sides.
They press into my hips and I stare at him as hard as my mother
used to stare at my father when he annoyed her.

"What EXACTLY did that old fool say about me?"

"He said you would call him an old fool and try to
find out what he said. I'm under orders not to say."

"He what?"

Mr. Amazing Davis walks over to the dough and looks
down at it.

"Have you been experiencing stress lately?"

The bottom of my fist slams down on the metal table
before I know that I'm doing it. It's one of those unconsidered
things that one regrets doing straight after.

"Oooouuuuccchhhh!"

I look down at it. I think I might have just broken
something.

He grabs my hand and looks at it.

"We need to get you to a doctor. This doesn't look
good."

The next 65 minutes (the nearest doctor's clinic is
at the end of the street and he takes all kinds of injuries) are a
blur. X-ray, the bad news, a cast and I'm out and done on the
street with Jeffrey, who has somehow become Jeff in my lexicon, and
Jenny, who is staring at me like I'm an idiot.

"I'm sorry about this," I say to them. "I shouldn't
have done that."

It's not the first time that I've said sorry. Jeff
is ok with it, but Jenny is not.

"You think," she replies with annoyance running
straight through her voice. "Who is going to bake the bread now?
You do know that I only have one job and I get a profit share, yes?
What were you thinking doing something like this?"

"I was pissed off."

"And how is that different from any other day of the
week?"

The woman has no sympathy or empathy. She's even
getting red.

"Jenny, don't worry. I'll figure something out."

It's too late. I can see I'm about to get swindled.
Jenny isn't play acting, but she isn't stupid either. The woman has
more wiles than a wily old wolf.

"We are keeping Jeff," she says. "That's your
punishment. If you disagree, I'm calling your mother."

I tense. Mother doesn't react well to stupid
behavior and me breaking my hand as I try to throw out a new
employee on his first day without any reason other than I'm annoyed
about the decision that resulted in his appointment is going to get
me a telling off.

"Don't I get a say in this?" Jeff asks, looking from
me to Jenny.

"No," we say together.

I clench my good fist, but release it shortly after,
knowing where that leads.

"He can stay, but he better work hard. I have a
bakery to run, you know."

Jenny rolls her eyes and jerks her finger back down
the road to the bakery.

"Then go run it."

I grit my teeth and stomp off towards our workplace.
This has really been a bad day.


1 Month Later

 


"You are doing it all wrong!" I yell at him.

Jeff chuckles and keeps working. My hand is still in
a cast, but I have taken to working one handed. Jeff has been doing
most of the really gritty labor work that I liked to do and I've
been grinding his ass over it since day one.

"You need to roll it the opposite way."

He doesn't look up from his work and keeps
going.

I sigh. Damn, that man is annoying.

"I'm going to take a coffee break," I say staring at
him. "When I get back, I expect you to start listening to me."

He gives me a wave and I leave him too it.

"Still pissed at him?" Jenny asks as I tell her that
I'm going to the cafe down the road.

"Yes," I growl at her as I walk by. "He brings it on
himself."

The woman gives me an amused look and I give her the
finger. This has been the worst month of my life. I can't wait to
get the cast off so that I can work again. My hands have been
itching to do some real baking lately and it's frustrating watching
Jeff having all the fun.

The cafe that I go to is owned by my best friend
Sarah. She's 25, but talks sense enough to be much older. I stomp
in and she sets a latte down on the table in the corner.

"You pissed at Jeffrey again?"

I pout at her and she openly laughs at me. The old
man, Henry Adams, a regular, sitting in front of me leans back and
smiles.

"I reckon she's in love with him," he whispers
comparatively.

Sarah nods knowingly.

"He's a stud, Karen. I think if I had him here,
instead of old Jose, then I would be all over that man."

Jose looks out from the kitchen, but doesn't look
annoyed. Everyone knows that these two have been at it like rabbits
for over a year now. They just haven't made it official yet.

"I think you are both retarded. Why would I like a
guy like that? Sure, he's handsome, but I don't think he can bake
bread if his life depended on it. He's always doing fancy stuff...
What was that thing he did last week? Um..."

"The Georgia Special," Sarah throws in. "It was
spectacular."

"Yes, that. How am I supposed to run a profitable
business with him doing things on his own like that? He didn't even
ask me about it. The whole situation is driving me crazy."

Sarah smiles and pats me on the shoulder. Henry
isn't so supportive.

"I liked the Special. It was pretty good. How many
did you sell?"

"All of it," I admit after some thought about how to
conceal that fact.

"How much did he make?"

"About 5 cakes in total."

"Really? They were pretty big. That's
impressive."

Henry taps an index finger against his lips.

"I sort of feel like a Georgia Special right
now."

"Henry, please don't agitate the youngster," Sarah
says. "She's in love with her assistant."

"I'm not in love with him!"

I down the coffee and try to stand, but Sarah grabs
the back of the chair and grins down at me in that way she does
when she's about to 'impart' unwanted wisdom on me.

"You are a stubborn, work loving, hard ass - and way
too young for it - but you have your charms. We are just asking you
to consider what we've said. He's really quite a nice guy and
handsome enough to be with a woman like you."

I push the chair back with a screech that causes the
other customers, who are also mostly my regulars too, to look over
and grin at me widely. Does everyone think that I'm somehow in love
with Jeff? This is getting out of hand.
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