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Note: This is a short story of around 5000 words. If you would 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 ‘Well
Hung Erotica Vol. 7’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Big In Asia, UK Stud, American Bomber,
Italian Prowess.

 


The ‘Well
Hung Erotica Vol. 7’ collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


BANGKOK

 


The heat is the first thing that hits
me. I stand there at the doors to the international exit gate
thinking that this isn't London anymore. The view from the windows
in the distance is tropical and nothing like the gray haze of
home.

"Are you Mrs. Helton?"

"Miss," I correct instantly without
even turning.

A man comes into view.

"Then you are who I am looking
for."

"Probably. I'm from Helton Industries.
Are you from the corporation?"

"Yes. Would you like to get some food
before leaving or head to your hotel directly."

"Hotel. I'm tired."

The short bald man grins.

"As you wish."

We stroll through the airport. I am
here to talk to this man's boss. When my husband and I divorced, I
took his company from him (through various legal manipulations) as
he dared to cheat on me. So far it is the best thing that could
have happened for everyone. My ex was a lousy CEO and didn't
deserve his position. I, on the other hand, am more than
satisfactory. That is the reason for the sudden increase of profits
we have been seeing and the better staff morale, which was the
primary issue in my opinion. Not bad for a 23 year old woman if you
consider it.

I am driven out onto the highway. The
real Bangkok starts to come into view as we leave the lesser sprawl
of the city and enter the mess that is Thailand's biggest
city.

"What is your boss like?" I
ask.

"Competitive," my driver
replies.

"I see. I like a good challenge as
well. How do you think we will measure up?"

The man looks at me in the mirror,
taking me in.

"You will be crushed," he informs me
cheerfully.

I grin. As this is a rather big
negotiation, I am expecting just that to happen. However, I plan to
do what I'm best at: Taking every thing not tied down. I might
leave with a lesser deal, but it will not be by much.

The ride passes. I lean my head down
on my shoulder and snooze. There will be time for more thoughts
later. The battle begins here.


BORED

 


The man continues to talk. I just
stare straight ahead and yawn. I assume that this powerless lackey
has been sent to me for the purpose of trying to lull me to sleep.
I can barely concentrate on what he is saying. His voice is almost
hypnotic.

That thought snaps me out of my near
comatose state. I listen more carefully.

"Ah, you really are trying to
hypnotize me. Does that actually work sometimes?"

The man looks shocked. I had heard
that the Asians were a sly bunch of business men. This little stunt
is amusing. I will have to apply it back home.

"Go get someone interesting. I'm bored
with you," I tell the man.

He tries to talk. I put my hand up and
stare at him. The man relents and leaves.

My driver wanders in through the door
and sits down.

"Are you next? Why don't you send me a
cleaner? I could go through the whole company before talking to
him."

The man grins and pops down a business
card. I sit up.

"Interesting. You don't look the type
to be an executive."

"It fools a few."

"I bet."

I stand.

"Get me your boss, little man. I'm
tired of playing with the help."

The executive/driver sits there and
says nothing.

"I see. The silent treatment, huh? I
thought we were here to do business."

"We are. It's only that you have a
reputation. He doesn't want to meet you directly."

I chuckle and smooth my pants
suit.

"Then he won't."

Walking out of the meeting room, I
quickly stride down the hallway. I imagine my executive friend is
rather shocked right now. The deal is worth too much for me to walk
away from; however, that isn't my plan. I turn a few corners, find
a copier room and step inside. There is one male worker
photocopying something. I stride up to him and loom (one of the
benefits of being quite tall).

"I'm a stupid British blond who is bad
with directions. Where is your CEO?"

My target leans backwards, almost
across the machine. I show him my finger nails.

"Talk," I command.

He tells me that the man's office is
on the top floor.

"Key card?"

The man nods.

I rip his from his chest and walk out,
closing the door and hustling down the hallway. There's a service
elevator nearby. I get inside, swipe the card and push number 13.
It takes a few seconds to open to the right floor.

"Hello, you must be the one I am
waiting for," the big guard waiting at the doors says as I step
out.

I smile sweetly and love tap him in
the nuts. He goes down.

"Men, men, men, always so weak down
there," I say with a smile as he turns a little red.

Strolling past some shocked looking
business men, I find the office I'm looking for. It's so big that
it would be impossible to imagine the top man here occupying any
other room.

I reach for the door. It
opens.

"You can't come in," a tall man
says.

"Whatever you say,
beanpole."

I push past him. Inside I find the
reason why the CEO doesn't want to talk to me.

"Hello, ladies. Did you come to try
and convince the boss not to work with me?"

It's the competition. They look
worried.

I stroll over and look down on them
(in more ways than one).

"You have 5 minutes to get out," I
state.

They look to one another. I bet they
are thinking that I won't do 'it' again.

One man stands, but the other pulls
him down. I don't know the stupider one (stupid as in that it is
smarter to leave), but he must be new. Probably he doesn't know
about that situation.

The door opens at my back. I glance
over my shoulder and find something quite pleasing behind
me.

"You are him, aren't you?"

He watches me like a hawk does a field
mouse. The boss is Thai, huge and looks like he could snap my body
in two with his pinky finger. Just my type.

"I am Cok."

"Cock?"

He chuckles.

"No, Cok. You can call me Charles if
you want to use my English name."

"Cock is fine."

The man looks amused. He walks around
me and sits down.

"You weren't supposed to be here. I
was just telling your rivals that I won't be working with
you."

"Oh? Why is that?"

Cok bridges his fingers in front of
him.

"You are inexperienced. I don't work
with companies like yours."

"I see. And these two are
better?"

I hear the door open and look over my
shoulder to find Mr. Executive Driver standing there with an amused
expression on his face.

"Perhaps."

I look him firmly in the
eyes.

"I don't work with liars," I
state.

The CEO's eyes crinkle some. We watch
each other.

"State your case."

I do. It takes 2.5 minutes to destroy
my rivals. There's things that they are trying to hide. My spies
found them out. The information is damning.

"I see. Perhaps you two would like to
leave now. I think she has beaten you thoroughly."

The two men get up without a word.
They should have known better than to try and challenge a woman
like me.

"Tell me why I should work with you,"
the man says. "I want to know."

"You already do. I doubt that a man
who runs a company as big as yours hasn't done his
research."

"True, but I want to hear it from you.
This is about more than information. I need to know that I can
trust you."

I sit down and throw one leg over the
other. He watches on. I can tell that the man is attracted to me.
I'm tall, gorgeous and smart. A good education combined with good
looks. Quite the package. I choose to leverage that in our
talks.

Taking my time, I explain. One finger
twirls a lock of my hair. He seems amused again. I like this guy.
He has spunk.

"... and that's why you should work
with us."

The CEO looks contemplative. He looks
to his executive.

"What do you think?"

"We can work with her."

They stare my way.

"Make it happen," he tells his
employee. The man nods his head and leaves.

"It looks like we will be working
together for some time. I hope that this is going to be good for
me."

"You are worried?"

"I think I should be. You demolished
your competition and I plan to give you favorable terms. It has
been interesting talking to you."

I give him a small smile.

"We don't have to stop talking
here."

His eyebrows go up. My meaning is
clear.

"I don't mix business with personal
affairs."

"I am all business. You don't need to
worry."

He leans back.

"I have no need. I have many women in
my life."

"Do you?" I ask offhandedly. "I have
many men who desire my time."

"Really? That is interesting. Perhaps
you could ask them for some 'conversation'."

"I would, but I see something I want.
You should know that I get what I want from our foreplay just
now."

"That was foreplay?"

"The best kind."

I stand up and walk to the
door.

"You can pick me up at my hotel. I
need to make sure your terms are truly favorable."

He says nothing. I have no idea if he
will decide to spend time with me tonight. My offer was serious,
but so was he. A man with many options has the option to refuse. I
wonder if his desire is stronger than his 'rules'. I guess I will
find out.
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