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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.


He's Just Way Too Busy

 


I walk among the models not caring for their beauty,
but only seeing flesh manikins for the designer’s clothes to drape
themselves upon in the most profit inducing manner.

"Get a bra on that one," I inform one of the
dressers. "She needs more cleavage to make that work."

The woman in question is only 2 meters away, hears
everything and looks pissed. I glance at her. She looks away. The
woman knows that a single word would see her out of the show. She
will take my comment, swallow it and talk over crack about it later
at one of those exclusive parties that I get invited to, but never
go to.

The dresser runs off and I look around.

"Where is Sally Ann?" I shout over the noise.

A model looks up and shrugs. I give her a look that
tells her that human manikins are about as smart as I think they
are. This one doesn't look offended. I remember her from a few
shows, which means she is a regular. I make a note to ensure that
she sees more shows in the future. An experienced manikin that can
take my shit is worth a million of these slim clowns that can't
even take a simple lack of cleavage (I mean what is she really
going to do about it anyway?) on her well formed chin.

Striding through the mess, I note that the chaos has
settled some. If I knew what I was going to see when I got to the
woman's rest room, I never would have left the chaos because it is
a heck of a lot better than what I am about to see.

"Kevin, you have to come here quickly. Something's
wrong with Sally."

I sigh. Has that crack whore been taking too many
pills again? I swear that if she wasn't such a decent employee that
I would be kicking her ass off the gravy chain that is me.

"What is she doing?"

The man, Henry from PR, I think, doesn't answer. He
just grabs me by the shoulder and pulls me towards the woman's
toilets.

We reach them. I stop. I stare. I turn. I look
around.

"Someone get me a mother fucking ambulance," I yell,
"This bitch is becoming a mother."

And so my life changed. I wish it hadn't because I'm
not a fan of this kind of change, but, oh well, that's how the
cookie crumbles sometimes.


That Worst Boss Ever

 


"So, you are telling me that you won't be coming
back and that you have been and will be shacking up with Mr.
Handsome for the unforeseeable future."

"Yes, Kevin. That's what I'm saying."

I think it over.

"Cool. Good for you, Sally."

I slam the phone on the table a few times. She
surprises me by still being there when I put the phone back to my
ear.

"You're still there?" I ask in confusion. Sally
never stays for the thumping.

"I just wanted to say 'thank you', Kevin. It was fun
working for you and I'll miss you."

I look at the phone like its some strange animal.
What has gotten into the woman? Don't we have contractually defined
roles? Why is she acting so out of character? I realize she's not
on the pay roll anymore. She can act however she wants.

"Please don't invite me to the wedding," I tell her.
"I'm not good at those things."

"Pictures then?"

"Yes, a few sets and digital. I'll put them in the
album with the others."

She says goodbye. I try to pretend like this is the
last time we'll talk, but it's too difficult. We both know that I
will be front and center in all of those wedding pics - due to my
love of being front and center in any picture. It will not be long
before we talk again in person and fashionably white.

Time passes. I don't have anyone to order around
now, so I go out into the massive main office. No one is looking
lazy today for some reason - perhaps they fear being selected as my
next PA - and so I stroll down to HR.

"BITCH, do you have me a new PA yet?"

Joanna, the long suffering PA employer, looks up; I
note that George and Bob are already slicking out the back
door.

"No. We can't find anyone willing to work for you.
Word has gotten around you were looking again and people aren't
even answering the faked advertisements we made up."

"You made up fake ones? Why not use real ones?"

"Well, you are a fucking prick. That might be
why."

"And? I see no reason for that to restrain the greed
of the many PAs not aware of me."

"I think someone spilled the beans," Joanna says,
crossing her fingers over her model flat stomach. "We don't think
any of the pros will take the job, so we have decided to take
another approach."

"Which?"

Bob and George poke their heads through the back
door again. They look like they are anticipating something
amusing.

"We are trying the porn stars."

I stare.

"Eh?"

Joanna looks to me as if this should be obvious.

"None of the models want to be your PA. Even the
ones with the retainers are willing to shift out to lesser paid
jobs. That left the only available talent we have contact
with."

I break in.

"Hold on, we have contact with the porn
industry?"

George and Bob disappear. They look
uncomfortable.

"You have at one time or another annoyed, irritated
or just plain pissed off 99% of the best models in the city. It was
either employ university students, who we all know suck at modeling
until they hit their last year, or employ porn stars to model the
designers clothes."

"Why didn't I hear about this? Shouldn't I have had
to ok this?"

"The designer said not to tell you."

I don't know what to say.

"I'm going to fire you."

"You can't. I'm not contracted to you. I made sure
that I have a clause in my contract put in last pay decrease that
said the designer can only fire or modify my contracts. I will be
looking forward to going back to regular salary next pay
period."

"I can't fire you?"

"No. You can't even consider it."

I bunch my fists.

"So then, I can't have a professional PA, I can't
have a model - god knows how horrible that would be with the
drooling and stuff - and I'm stuck with a porn star."

"That seems to be the gist of it."

"Then who is she?"

Joanna opens a folder.

"You have participant A. Educated, multiple hobbies,
has modeled for us before."

I look at her.

"Fat."

"And participant B. Somewhat educated, does BDSM
porn, and has done some admin in the past."

"Look at her lips. Could she not find a better
surgeon?"

Joanna doesn't draw forth any more material.

"That's all. Just two?"

"No. I have one more. I have decided to hire
her."

"I can't see her?"

"Not until tomorrow."

I pick up the cup of coffee on the table and splash
it all over the woman. She just blinks and pulls out a towel from
the desk.

"We have been drinking cold coffee for months,
Kevin. That won't work on us twice."

I throw the cup and she dodges away like she's been
practicing.

"Your PA will arrive tomorrow. Be ready."

Damn it. She's won and she knows it.

"I hate you."

I leave her to her smile and stomp out. Even if
everyone is doing their jobs, I'm going to kick some ass today.
Everyone deserves it after this.


Tanya: Highly Educated, Likes Sex, Enjoys Long
Walks

 


"I am Tanya."

I look up from my coffee, which I have ensured is
scolding.

"Go away. I don't want you."

"I am Tanya," she repeats.

"I see. That's lovely. You are a lovely retard."

"I am Tanya," she continues without blinking.

"Ok, you are Tanya."

The woman looks down at me. She has intelligence in
those sparkling blue eyes of hers. I sit up. Could this actually be
a beautiful woman with a mind? I don't think such an abomination
could exist, but I have been wrong once and her name was Sally
Ann.

"You are Kevin?"

"Mr. Richards, thank you."

"You are Kevin?"

"Listen, if we are going to get..."

She slams one booted heal into the seat I am sitting
on straight between the legs. I note that it is one from our label.
Middle range. It offends me.

"You dare slam that worthless piece of rubber into
my crotch?"

She removes it.

"Are you Kevin?"

My fury at my PA daring to wear such crap over takes
me.

"I am Kevin. Now, let's get you dressed. I will not
have anyone around me in such poverty wear."

She looks to her boot and back at me. She is
probably thinking I was worried about my nuts, but I'm not. I would
gladly be kicked in the balls if she was wearing something decent,
but this is too much. How dare they send me a PA with such crappy
clothing! I look her over.

"Cheap, cheap, cheap!!!"

Spittle flows. I do nothing to hold it back.

"Come with me."

She follows. I walk into Sarah Lee's in the
dresser's office. She gives me a 'not him' look and stands.

"What?" she asks.

"This is my PA. Her name is Tanya. You have 30
minutes to dress her properly or I will kick your ass out of the
company."

Sarah doesn't say that she had a contract change
recently that states he cannot fire her for any reason. She just
looks to the girl and smiles. It is rare to see someone this
beautiful around the office. This one is quite something. She
wonders if Kevin recognizes that yet.

He leaves and Sarah smiles at Tanya. This is going
to be interesting. Perhaps an office betting pool can be
arranged.

"I am Tanya," the woman says.

"Nice to meet you, Tanya. Let's get you dressed
right."

And so she is dressed. The porn star becomes a
goddess just like that.
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