
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
DRUG STORE LOVE AFFAIR

Simple Fantasies Series 3, Book 2

 


Sophie Sin

Copyright 2014 Lunatic Ink Publishing

 


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.


Tuesday

 


HE HASN'T COME YET.

Every Tuesday without fail Mr. Rich, as we like to
call him, comes in to our drug store, located between the
industrial area and the business district where he works. He's been
doing that for over 2 years now and hasn't missed a day.

"Do you think he's coming?" I ask Stevie, the owner
of the shop, a little too casually, as I absentmindedly sort
through this morning's regular prescriptions.

The older man glances over and chuckles without
speculating on the absence of our best customer. He and his
daughter, who runs a doctor's clinic a few meters down the road and
sends most of her customers here, are well aware of how things are
between me and Mr. Rich. I have an infatuation with the man, but he
barely knows I exist.

Behind me the little set of bells ding twice. I spin
around only to find that it isn't him, but Eric the postman.

"You look stressed," he comments as I come over to
the counter. "Having a PMS day or something?"

I give the short, cheerful young man a look. We have
been friends since kindergarten and he is dating one of my sisters,
so I forgive him a lot, but today is not a good day to piss me
off.

"I..."

The door opens again and Mr. Rich steps through.
Eric pops the stack of envelopes for the clinic down on the counter
and heads off to the other side of the store to inspect our
selection of condoms as he secretly enjoys my sudden change in
demeanor.

Mr. Rich strides up to the counter and looks down at
me. He is a head and a half taller, athletically built and dressed
in his usual immaculately cut gray suit, white shirt, blue tie
combo. Everything about him just screams money and success and the
sports car that I can see parked outside through the main window
only helps to reinforce that.

"Erina, how are you today?" the tall man asks.

I throw on my best smile.

"I'm good," I tell him, looking up into his ice cold
blue eyes.

"That's wonderful. Do you have my supplement package
ready?"

I mumble that it is and head out back. Stevie rolls
his eyes and heads over to take Mr. Rich's money. I always forget
and sometimes the man has to remind me.

Pulling out a series of small boxes from a container
marked 'ready-to-go', I check that everything is perfect with the
bottles and pills inside. Mr. Rich is very particular about his
supplements. He came in 2 years back and asked to see Stevie's
credentials. It was only after a thorough checking and some rather
direct questions that he informed us that we would be preparing his
doctor prescribed supplement package with a 25% mark up for the
extra service. As far as I know, we are the only ones that he deems
reasonably qualified to organize his medications and it has paid
off. 25% extra on top of the standard price with this order and
quality of goods is a very nice win for the store. We aim to keep
him happy.

Coming back out, Stevie excuses himself to let me
have my time with the man. I put the small boxes in a bag and hand
them to him.

"Thank you, Erina. Have a nice day," he says before
turning to go.

I open my mouth, trying to think of something
appropriate to say to get a bit more of his time, and he pauses for
a moment, perhaps about to do the same, but instead closes his
mouth and gives me a small polite smile before leaving. I sink to
the counter and pant a little after he drives off.

"That man likes you," Eric says, coming back
over.

"Without a doubt," Stevie adds from his
workbench.

"Ah... You guys have to be kidding me. He barely
knows I exist."

My boss shakes his head.

"I don't think so. I mean have you ever heard him
use my first name once?" he says. "Mr. Rich always uses yours. It's
a sign."

Eric nods and pats me on the shoulder.

"You need to make a pass at him."

"I can't. It's not good for the store."

Stevie snorts.

"You fawning over that man every Tuesday is not good
for the store. I'd take the loss if he got angry - which he
wouldn't considering how pretty you are - and live with it. We
won't exactly go out of business if he decides to go to another
place and something tells me he doesn't have many other
choices."

I give him a look.

"There's no way I could do it. He's too far above
me."

Eric snorts and stops patting me on the shoulder to
slap me on the head.

"Don't undersell yourself. He's probably in his
early 40s and you are barely 30. That man might be attractive, I'll
admit that, but he probably doesn't get a lot of opportunity to
meet women near his age AND beautiful."

I fluff my hair.

"You think I'm beautiful."

This time Stevie slaps me on the head.

"If there is a more beautiful woman on the block,
I'd be shocked."

"Yeah. You just don't pay attention to that kind of
thing," Eric says. "Most of my friends want to date you, but you
never come out."

"I don't like bars. All the men are weird to
me."

They both stare.

"You realize that is because you are hot, right?"
Eric says. "They are probably intimidated."

I give him a look.

"You are being silly. I told you before: I'm VERY
normal."

My friend shakes his head and runs a hand through
his hair.

"Just give up," Stevie says from behind me. "She'll
never believe you. Erina is stubborn like that."

I give him a look. He just rolls his eyes and gets
back to work.

"I got to go, but think on it. Stevie said you can
take a shot at the man. There's nothing holding you back but
yourself."

He leaves and I glance in the small mirror that we
have near the counter that has 'smile' stuck on it in glued on
magnet letters. If I am as beautiful as they say then why doesn't
Mr. Rich make a pass at me?

I get back to work. It's going to be a long day.


A Whole Two Weeks Later

 


"WHERE IS HE???"

Stevie is looking tense and a few of the customers
are staring.

"Erina, it's only 5pm. He might come in."

"But, he didn't come in last week. Maybe something
is wrong. Maybe he died or something..."

My boss puts his hands down on his workbench and
takes a breath.

"I really think you are over thinking this. He is
not dead and probably busy. You really need to relax a little." He
picks up a bottle from the desk. "I'll even give you one of these
if you'll just be quiet about this."

"I don't need anti-depressants. I'm frustrated not
sad."

"As you say, but you don't look too happy. How about
you take the day off tomorrow?"

I give him a sharp look.

"But what if he comes in? I might miss him."

Stevie stands there staring at me.

"I give up. This is getting out of hand."

He walks over to the phone. I don't know what to
say. Maybe he's going to call his daughter and have her cart me off
to the nuthouse. I certainly feel like I need it.

Stevie pulls out his phone book with a hard done by
look on his face. He dials a number and waits.

"Hello, this is the Middlestone Pharmacy. It's Mr.
Middlestone speaking."

The person on the other end makes their reply.

"Yes, I see. Would you like it sent over? Erina is
just leaving and could drop it off."

My entire body tenses. He's not calling the nuthouse
or anything like that. I suspect he's calling...

"Mr. Rich says that you can bring the supplements
over to his apartment. The door code is 8821. He lives in the
penthouse."

"Um... eh? What did you just do?"

"He has been ill, Erina. The man has only just
recovered."

"Sick?"

"Yes, some sort of stomach bug. He was happy to hear
that you'd be dropping his supplement package off within the
hour."

"BUT I'm not dressed."

Stevie looks me over.

"You are wearing clothes right now."

"That's not enough. I have to check my make up and
do my hair."

I pull off my apron and throw it at my boss. He
grins at me pulling out my bag and turning the mirror around with
my brush in hand.

"Women..." he mutters as I set to work improving on
what is already quite good.

Half an hour later, I am on my bike with my bag over
my shoulder and Mr. Rich's medicine in it. The ramifications of
what Stevie did before are slowly starting to settle in and I have
the very real sense that I am going to need to pee before I go
anywhere near his apartment as I'm more afraid than I have been in
my entire life.

Pulling up to the place about half an hour later. I
look up. 20 floors of gorgeously designed architecture are above
me. This is the most expensive building on a block loaded with
expensive buildings. He lives in the penthouse here. The gap
between us is only growing. How can I deal with such a wealthy,
successful man as a simple (admittedly well paid) drug store
clerk?

I punch in the code into the touch panel next to the
door. The double doors open with a whoosh and I enter the lobby to
find it stylishly designed with a small waterfall and a gold statue
dominating the seating area.

Strolling across the black tiled floor, I get into
the elevator and push the button for the penthouse. It hustles its
way up quickly as I check myself in the full length mirrors that
are the walls and pray that I look as good as Eric and Stevie seem
to be convinced I am.

The top floor has only one door and a short hallway.
I walk to it and push the gold button on the intercom next to
it.

"Hello, Erina. Please come in," Mr. Rich's voice
comes from the device soon after.

The door clicks and I pull it open. Inside the
apartment is well lit with a large living area directly off a short
hallway with a kitchen to the left. Coming inside, I find there are
multiple rooms connecting off the living room and a large piano
next to a bay window. Mr. Rich stands up from where he was sitting
on the couch and heads over.

"Thank you for bringing it to me," he says as he
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