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PREFACE


This is an adult fantasy for mature folks that comes out of my twisted mind. They are my dreams, daydreams, and fantasies transcribed onto paper.

As such, this story is not politically correct, and it features some scenes of sex and violence and discussions of illicit activities. If that’s not your thing, then please skip this book with my blessing.

If you are offended or disgruntled by any of those things, then kindly close the book, tell Amazon you made a mistake, get your refund, and go forth to enjoy life elsewhere. I wish you the best.

If you think any of this sounds fun, then sit right back and I’ll tell a tale…


PROLOGUE


There are a couple of things you need to be aware of before you start reading my memoir.

The first is that I am the son of a former US ambassador, and both of my parents were in the US Foreign Service before my father became an ambassador. I’ve lived in many countries and my speech, especially in English, is the result of my varied upbringing. Despite Mandarin and French being the two most prevalent languages here in the colonies, I’ve written my story in English since that language has experienced a resurgence back on Earth.

The second thing you need to be aware of is the state of society on Earth at the time I begin my narrative.

The economy of the United States of America began a slow decline in 2024 due primarily to US tariffs on all of their trading partners. The assassinations of the American president and the Russian autocrat in 2026 led to chaos in both countries and further economic decline, which unfortunately impacted all American and European economies. Canada, Mexico, Latin America, and the Nordic countries were less impacted than others, and recovered over time.

Given the poor economy in the West, the Chinese began the takeover of worldwide business. In a reaction to Chinese economic aggression, right-wing political agendas in Western countries flourished, feeding on the fear of Chinese hegemony. As the more “enlightened” Western countries became more reactionary, women lost their right to vote, the right of sovereignty over their bodies, and the right to reproductive care, just like they did in the US in the early 2020s. Women were still allowed to work, but being smart and competent wasn’t enough to rise up the corporate ladder. Women had to be exceptionally attractive and pander to their male colleagues to get promoted. Those who didn’t mysteriously found themselves on performance improvement programs and managed out of the company when they approached the executive level.

By 2036, no elected official in all but the smallest towns could get elected without a Chinese corporate sponsor. Women in the C-suite were driven out by corporate boards that embodied the misogynist culture that was growing across societies in general. “Women can’t be trusted to put the company before their ovaries,” became a common phrase in board rooms across the globe. Women grew frustrated by their lack of power to drive their own destiny as they hit a glass ceiling at the senior manager level, and even those opportunities were rare.

By 2041, all large commercial real estate properties were Chinese-owned. Street crime was at an all-time high, resulting from the lack of focus on and funding for public safety and welfare by the corporate lackeys in government jobs. Additionally, the 2020, 2029, and 2035 pandemics had changed work culture so that working from home was the norm.

As the corporate overlords owned all the empty buildings, they pushed governments to start cracking down on street crime and providing free public transportation and other incentives to bring workers into the offices.

Violent crimes like murder, rape, and extortion were punished by death, no exceptions. Policing agencies normally had one or more designated executioners to reduce the costs of imprisonment. Once a suspect was apprehended, two eyewitness statements were enough to result in the police executioner shooting them in the street. The community uproar in minority neighborhoods over the death of one of their own was handled by labeling the demonstrations as “fomenting civil unrest,” or sedition, which were also capital crimes. The executioners were very busy in the early 2040s. Assault, battery, and domestic violence were considered borderline cases, and executioners often referred offenders of these crimes to the courts. The courts generally sentenced offenders similarly to nonviolent crimes if hospitalization was not required. Those judged to be dangerous were escorted to the dumpster—literally—and executed by court executioners.

Nonviolent crime was addressed by assigning offenders to community labor camps. Caught thieves of all sorts were sent to the camps with no trial, and they were assigned to clean streets, pick up executed corpses, and collect garbage. They roamed the streets at night in chain gangs, receiving very little food and working long hours. Suspects of corporate fraud were jailed, tried, and, if found guilty, sentenced to farms, alongside repeat offenders of thievery. Except these farms didn’t use the latest automated machinery. They were more like Amish farms where horses and hard manual labor delivered the produce, unless there was a shortage of convicts to work the farms. Farm convicts rarely survived a year of their ten-year sentence due to exhaustion and malnutrition.

In 2046, a new international currency, called credits, was created, valued at one British pound at the time. By that time, the Chinese owned 95 percent of all global corporations and were slowly squeezing out the rest. Small businesses were absorbed if they grew to exceed five million credits in gross revenue or if they had a unique product or patent. The streets were crime-free, and free public transportation was plentiful and convenient. Still, the office towers were mostly empty, used only by the senior leadership, who had to set an example. Although required office days became a common practice, all but the most extroverted staff would migrate to companies that had the fewest compulsory office days.

On February 6, 2047, Kirari Kimura, the executive assistant to Amazebay CEO, Martin Greenfield, was kneeling between her boss’ knees after swallowing the product of all her work. She smiled and asked, “Was that to your liking, sir?”

Martin sighed happily as Kirari tucked his fifteen centimeters back into his trousers. “Very much so, Ki-Ki.”

Kirari smiled, hiding how much she despised her boss’ nickname for her. “Sir, have you considered that having many pretty women as companions in the office might provide an incentive for workers to fill up the offices again? I know the board continues to beat you up about all the unused space.”

“Yes, they are,” Martin replied with a more exasperated sigh. “I proposed leveling them for gardens or converting them to hydroponics spaces. They weren’t impressed.”

“Think of this, sir,” Kirari purred. “Hundreds of beautiful women would be available to massage stressed shoulders and sore feet, take meeting minutes, and fetch refreshments. And those who are willing could provide more intimate forms of stress relief. Also, if you converted some of the towers into housing for staff, arguments about commute time would disappear. The ladies could be housed in these residences and relieve stress for harried executives after the close of business. That would also encourage your men to move into company-owned apartments.”

From that short conversation, global business culture morphed into a model that would have been recognized by any 1960s executive. The most attractive and talented women were recruited from universities to attend Amazebay’s companion finishing school. Graduates were hired into “companion pools” that could be borrowed by even the lowest-level managers to act as personal assistants. Just as Amazebay’s two predecessors had revolutionized the retail business, Amazebay’s companions program revolutionized corporate culture, driving staff back into the now-hybrid work spaces, which had been newly renovated to provide attractive working and living quarters. Client meetings began to be held in the seller’s offices to show off their companions. More than a few companions were encouraged to entice potential clients to close a deal.

Very attractive women began to grow in numbers in the workplace, wearing form-fitting, retro-styled business suits designed to flatter their figures in styles borrowed from the 1930s to 1990s. Relaxation lounges, rooms, and cubicles began to abound, places where companions could pamper a manager or lower-level executive. Women-only fitness facilities were created to try to attract the best female talent, giving them a private place to stay in shape, relax, and talk without prying male ears. Young women discovered that by maximizing their looks and getting outstanding grades, they could become companions and have influence in the business world. Recruiters for companions began to troll high schools for attractive, smart, underprivileged girls to provide scholarships. If the girls could graduate from college with top grades, they were guaranteed a spot in companion finishing school and a job at the corporation.

As you might expect in a misogynist society, some men tried to force their affections on some of the companions, believing companions were free to use whenever they wanted. It didn’t help that authorities leaned heavily toward these cultural biases. The two-eyewitness rule was challenged on multiple occasions, but if a man witnessed the rape of a companion, his testimony, paired with the victim’s, was still enough to enure the rapist died in the streets. If there was no male witness, the executioner might require as many as five female witnesses before they would execute the rapist. Female executioners generally were more willing to listen than their male counterparts, and over time, female executioners became the norm rather than the exception as it was one of the few career paths available to women.

By 2058, women once again had influence in the corporate world. Female executives were still extinct, but the PAs who were frequently servicing their bosses learned all their dirty little secrets and business strategies. Companions began to build blocks of patrons and, through whispered comments, could accomplish things that their less-informed male colleagues couldn’t.

By 2067, female executives slowly began to reappear. They were never at the top levels, but they were generally very effective because the companion ranks would support them, providing information that their male colleagues would never share with each other about who was courting what client, what negotiations were failing, and what petty conflicts between the men could be leveraged to promote the ladies. Occasionally, men learned to lean on their favored companions when they ran into roadblocks, but given the pervasive culture of misogyny, it was extremely rare.

In May of 2069, Melissa Martin, a manager of companion recruiting at Phillips Corporation, received an anonymous suggestion to hire male companions for those who might prefer male company. The repressive forces that had pushed women down had done much the same for gay men, so that by 2035, “don’t ask, don’t tell” had become a survival strategy for them. Melissa, a closet bisexual herself, thought why not. That autumn, five young men, all trim, muscular, and with faces worthy of a fashion model, were hired as the first male companions. All five were also well-hung and bisexual.

Over the next three years, that small revolutionary step resulted in male companions being hired by most companies. For every twenty female companions, there were one or two males.

By 2080, a phenomenon had started at the relatively small Nu-Gen Electronics, a subsidiary of the recently rebranded Matsushita Holdings Group. Since executives were encouraged to work long hours to increase productivity and deliver corporate goals quickly, the company encouraged companions to stay late too. Chad Scoville, VP of companion services, encouraged companions to provide their services in slinky robes and lingerie after the doors had closed to clients. By 7:00 p.m., sexy women could be seen delivering drinks and snacks to executives in attire that, for generations, hadn’t been seen outside the bedroom or porn sets. As a result of this latest innovation, even men who didn’t treat women like toys were tempted to sample the delights of companions despite their convictions, and the influence of companions grew.
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MY FIRST JOB


On June 2, 2081, I was sitting in an orientation for new hires in Toronto, Canada, with seven of the prettiest people I had ever met.

The four other guys looked like they had just walked off one of the many fashion shows that were streamed for entertainment. They were tall, slim, and fit, with chiseled facial features. They also all had two-hundred-credit haircuts, except for a Black guy who had short-clipped, tightly curled hair and a sculpted, short beard instead. The other guys all teased him mercilessly about breaking the mold. He just smiled gently, exuding confidence.

The three women all could have been models, actresses, or even porn stars. Each had the hourglass figure of a classic Playboy Bunny from my great-grandfather’s vintage magazines—wide hips, narrow waists, round bums, sculpted legs, bountiful breasts, and faces that were too perfect not to have been touched up by FotoFix software.

Tricia Brown, the beautiful HR generalist conducting the new-hires orientation, could have been one of their number. Instead, she was there to give us the onboarding briefing.

Chad Scoville, VP of companion services for Nu-Gen, was also in attendance. Although older—in his late thirties or early forties—I wouldn’t have been surprised if he were a companion alumnus, given his good looks. I had read a couple of years back that male companions were a new thing, so I knew that Chad wasn’t actually a former companion.

Tricia called the roll and each of us answered. Cynthia Reynolds was the platinum blonde in a dark green suit whose skirt squeezed her lush, sinful figure until it flared below her knees. I had to wonder how she walked in it.

Next was Veronica Thomas. She had light skin with a touch of duskiness that I hesitated to call olive, lighter than café au lait. Her eyes were so light brown that they looked golden to me, and her hair—lustrous and dark with golden highlights—was in a twisted updo to reveal a long sensuous neck framed by artful curls. Her long, elegant legs extended from the hem of her midnight-blue suit skirt. I was unable to pay attention to the rest of the class introductions as I looked over my shoulder at the vision, in a fugue state until Tricia’s voice cracked through my trance.

“Mr. Thomas Robertson?”

I shook myself and faced forward. “Yes, ma’am,” I replied. I noticed Veronica frown slightly, and the rest of my classmates grinned as I turned back to the front of the room.

“How did you ever get through companion finishing?” Chad Scoville asked, a sneer ruining that good-looking face of his.

“Um, I didn’t,” I replied. “I’m the new acquisitions analyst.”

“This is supposed to be an all-companions class!” Chad barked.

“Sir, Mr. Forsythe said they needed him immediately,” Tricia interjected. “We got all of his credentials and education confirmed on Thursday, so Mr. Forsythe told me to add him to today’s class.”

“I don’t want my people infected by this…this plebian!” Chad huffed. “He’s not even attractive. Besides, we don’t want this guy leaking our companion training and expectations to the public.”

I frowned, getting kind of irked at the prat. “I agree that I’m rather nondescript, sir. However, my brain and work ethic are top-tier.”

Tricia read my CV out loud from her tablet. “Summa cum laude from Stanford in physics for undergrad. Magna cum laude at MIT with a master’s in physics, concentrating in materials sciences and a secondary concentration of particle physics. Plus an MBA. Speaks fluent Mandarin, English, and Korean, and is conversant in German, French, Arabic, and Japanese.”

“Why would you need to know all those?” asked the redheaded male companion. He looked genuinely curious. “Everyone speaks Mandarin now.”

“That’s generally true in corporations, but in governments and smaller businesses, it’s common to converse in the local language. Besides, a lot of Americans rebel against learning Mandarin,” I replied. “Also, my internship was with Phillips in Germany, so the two deals I brought in were both easier to close because I could communicate in the local language.”

“How long was your internship?” the other blonde asked in an Essex accent that was still discernible in Mandarin. I’d have to ask her name during a break.

“Three months,” I replied.

“That is impressive,” Chad acknowledged before raising his voice again. “I still don’t want him knowing all the details of the companion program!”

“Sir, the younger of my sisters attended companion finishing in Seoul for LG Electronics,” I said. “I know that everyone is angling to get and create the best companion talent, and I know a lot about their training curriculum. In fact, I doubt there’s much I don’t know.”

“Didn’t she graduate?” Veronica asked, puzzled by my choice of words.

“No,” I said quietly, dropping my head. “Two weeks before graduation, a classmate who was near the cutoff line for selection threw acid in her face. She’s permanently scarred, and she’s…” I cleared my throat, trying to get rid of the lump that had formed. “She’s currently working as a customer service supervisor at Deutsche Bank’s credit call center in Wroclaw, Poland. LG paid for surgeries to repair the damage, but they were only partially successful.”

I took out a handkerchief to dab my eyes. All of the companions looked miserable at the thought. Chad just frowned.

“What happened to the attacker?” Cynthia asked.

“She was judged a violent offender by the police,” I replied, leaving her fate unspoken. “Apologies for my digression, everyone. Please, continue.”

Tricia smiled sympathetically at me before running down the benefits package.

During our lunch break, I received a key code for my flat, and went around and introduced myself to my classmates—just basic good practice, according to my father. I was shy with Veronica, but she just smiled hesitantly and said, “Nice to meet you, Thomas.”

I learned that the other blonde woman was Charity. The red-headed guy was Barry, the blond was Rusty, and the guy who seemed to exude that quiet confidence was Michael Alberts. The Black Irish guy was Ian. The men sat with me over lunch, and we got to know each other. It felt good to have people notice me. I wasn’t kidding about being nondescript. People often struggled to describe me when asked—I never thought it was that hard.

I didn’t really get it, either. I stood at about 180 centimeters, so not tall but not short. I committed to exercising regularly and was fairly trim as a result, but not visibly muscular nor skinny. My limbs were long and lean but not heavily muscled, and my generic medium build allowed me to wear suits off the rack. People often described my hair as dark blond, but others said light brown just as often. My eyes were hazel, but people described them as blue, gray, or green, depending on the light. They were the part of me that tended to actually stand out. People generally remembered them as intense, even if they didn’t agree on the color. It was nothing special, just an outward manifestation of my focus.

Anyway, I found it really cool that all of my male coworkers included me on my first day. The ladies all chatted with Tricia at another table.

After lunch, as I was heading back to the classroom from the washroom, I saw Cynthia walking in front of me. I discovered that she walked very sensually in that tight skirt; there was just enough room for her knees to move, and I was mesmerized by the sway of her hips.

“She can move in that,” I murmured.

“Right?”

Charity walked past me in a gray suit jacket, paired with a mid-thigh skirt. “I wasn’t sure she could,” she giggled.

“I heard that,” Cynthia said over her shoulder as she swiped her badge to reenter the classroom. She was grinning from ear to ear.

“I’m in awe,” I admitted. “It’s an amazing feat of engineering,”

“Aw,” Cynthia drawled. “That’s the nicest thing anyone’s said to me all day.”

“My pleasure, dear lady,” I replied with a slight bow as I held the door for the two ladies.

They giggled as they walked by, and I started to follow when I heard a “Wait!”

I turned to see Veronica hurrying toward me. Despite her hurried gait, I couldn’t help but admire the swaying of her hips. If I had been behind her, I wouldn’t have been able to speak. Regardless, I replied, “Yes, ma’am. Take your time, Veronica. I won’t leave you out in the cold.”

“You old charmer,” Rusty called from inside the room as Veronica dipped her head shyly and brushed past me. I noticed that her eyes were glistening. The men all laughed as I got a whiff of her scent. Her fragrance was as enchanting as her looks—a little bit jasmine, a little bit cinnamon. Logically, it shouldn’t have worked, but it did.

I smiled gently and took my seat as the afternoon’s roster of executive welcome speeches began. About an hour into the session, I met Vince Forsythe, the executive for my division. He was fiftyish, like most of the execs. At least there was some diversity among them. Several were Black and several were Anglo, but the majority were Asians, including Nu-Gen’s CEO, Peter Chen, the CFO, Fu Cho, and the general counsel, Meng Li. The COO, Roger Felton, was the highest ranking Anglo in the firm. Overall, I was impressed by the amount of racial diversity.

After orientation, I moved my suitcases into my apartment on the twenty-third floor of the Nu-Gen building and returned in time for the mixer with the execs and our managers. Sean McGrath, my manager, introduced himself. He was a tall, heavily muscled man in his early forties. He told me he used to be a quarterback in college, but his quarterback’s figure was thickening past a dad bod into true obesity. He had a degree in biology geared toward teaching and an MBA from one of the online diploma factories. He was pleasant enough to me, but something about the way he squinted at people led me to think he was constantly watching for offense or advantage.

As the mixer progressed, the managers and execs flocked around the female companions and tried to impress each other as much as they tried to impress the women. I ended up in a circle with my male classmates and Tricia, and we all chatted like old friends, getting to know each other and swapping stories. Eventually, the ladies joined us. The guys were hilarious with their stinging observations of the older men huddled around the bar. The ladies smiled politely, but the three new companions all looked nervous, wondering which of the managers or execs would drag them into a dark corner to take what they didn’t want to give.

I shared stories about living in different countries and going to international schools while my parents worked for the US State Department, which led to Michael sharing that he was an Air Force brat from the US. Rusty’s mother was a US sailor. Cynthia was native to Toronto; she was glad she had been picked up by Nu-Gen, as she could stay close to her family. Charity claimed to be an Essex girl from east of London, and her accent reinforced her claim. It turned out she really was an Essex girl. She was buxom and brash, and seemed generally just as fun as she was sexy.

Veronica was a scholarship recipient from New Orleans. Barry was a farm kid from Missouri, and Ian was from Boston, but he didn’t share much about his background.

Tricia grew up in Montreal and went to NYU before going to finishing school. Her accent only came out when she spoke French, and it complimented my Parisian accent. As we chatted, her liquid-brown eyes captured my attention, as did her pert, full breasts, slender waist, slightly flared hips, and round tushy. She wasn’t exactly tall—a little over a meter and a half—but her legs were sculpted and begged to be kissed. I tried to focus on our conversation rather than her charms.

We had all become Canadian residents that morning, but as Tricia and Cynthia were the only ones who had ever been to Toronto, they offered to show us around over the next couple of weeks.

Knowing that all these people had essentially been hired for their looks and sexual preferences, I was impressed by their intellect. I never expected that they would end up being people I could trust most in the company.
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A BIG DEAL


“Great, Mr. Xiu. I’m confident we can come to an agreement,” I said in closing. “I’ll see you tomorrow. That’s Wednesday, June 10, 5:15 p.m.”

I disconnected the call and pulled my headset off as a light, slightly floral scent wafted into the small conversation cubicle. I turned toward it, my eyes landing upon a beauty who looked to be in her early thirties. Her cerulean-blue eyes glimmered with mischief. She was blonde and had a saucy, short hairstyle that looked like a new twist on a vintage Elvgren pinup model. She had the figure to go with it and was dressed in a midnight-blue, knee-length pencil skirt with a four-inch slit on the side and a royal blue blouse that was unbuttoned enough for me to see the black lace of her brassiere inside. A midnight-blue blazer that seemed a little longer than normal and a pearl choker complemented the look.

Those blue eyes sparkled as she stepped into my cubicle and gently placed a finger under my chin.

My teeth jarred as I snapped my gaping mouth shut and stood.

“Eh-excuse me, ma’am. How may I help you?” I asked as I willed my brain not to completely shut down.

The companions are going to be the death of me! I thought.

She tilted her head like a curious kitten, and a smirk slowly bloomed on her lips. “You can start by calling me Peggy,” she purred. “I may be older, but I don’t think I’m a ma’am just yet.”

Extending her hand, she added, “Peggy Shea, your local elder companion.”

I gave her hand a gentle squeeze. “Thomas Robertson, your newest acquisitions analyst. I wouldn’t call you elder anything.”

She smiled brightly as I released her hand. “Well,” she began, cocking her head flirtatiously. “I was the first companion hired at Nu-Gen, back in 2069.” The hand I had shaken floated up to rest on her cleavage.

“I’m sure you’re still considered a valued asset,” I told her, dragging my eyes from her décolletage to her shining blue eyes.

Her eyes narrowed. “What a lovely thing to say. It was meant as a compliment, wasn’t it?”

“Of course, Peggy,” I replied quickly, feeling my forehead crease in frustration. I closed my eyes and dropped my head to compose myself before locking my gaze with hers. “Look ma’am—ah…Peggy. You’re obviously an exceptional beauty. I know you also have a brain, and it was part of why you were hired. You’ve been here for twelve years, so obviously you’re career-oriented and not looking to be some executive’s trophy wife. It’s not uncommon for companies to start weeding out female companions at age thirty. Nu-Gen has kept you. Ergo, they value you.”

She leaned against the doorjamb and ran her long index finger seductively over her full, pink lower lip. “Ergo? How interesting,” she murmured. “You don’t often hear Latin peppered into Mandarin.”

Pushing off the door, Peggy leaned in and gave me an air-kiss right next to my ear. “Welcome to Nu-Gen, Thomas. It’s a pleasure to meet you,” she whispered.

The sexy woman spun and walked away as I murmured, “The pleasure was all mine.”

Shaking my head to clear it, I grabbed my tablet and walked to the break area. I poured a cup of that vile swill that passed for coffee for plebeians like me. I thought about going to the cafeteria for an espresso, but the line would have been long at that time of the morning, so I settled for some half-and-half to cut the burnt taste and returned to my assigned cube.

Robert “call me Robby” Nelson was having a conversation with Janet Karole, the junior finance analyst for technology acquisitions. It was actually more like a monologue, since he barely let her get a word in. He was trying to convince her how witty he was, but sadly, Robby was a complete git. He didn’t have two brain cells to rub together, plus he had the social grace of a dead fish and the breath to match. In the short time I had been there, I hadn’t witnessed him ever doing anything remotely approaching work, either.

Janet, however, was a reasonably attractive brunette. She wasn’t companion material, but her wavy dark brown hair, blue eyes, and slim figure could definitely catch a man’s attention…a woman’s too, I supposed.

Regardless, with Robby’s nattering, the odds of getting any work done in the cube farm had gone from barely possible to nearly impossible. I checked my tablet and found another conversation cube that was available for two hours. I quickly reserved it and headed off.

“Hey, Tommy!” I heard Robby call.

Gritting my teeth, I turned to see Robby hurrying over. “My name is Thomas. You asked that I call you Robby instead of your given name, and I’ve honored your preferences. I’d appreciate it if you would honor mine. Now, I have to go, Robby.”

“But you gotta hear this!”

I’d heard enough of the baloney he was pitching Janet to know it wasn’t true.

“No, Robby. I don’t. I need to prepare for my customer meeting,” I replied, walking briskly toward my refuge.

* * *


“Then he said, ‘Good work, Robertson,’ and dismissed me. I tried to tell him Xiu would be upset if I wasn’t at the meeting tomorrow, but Forsythe backed him up. I’m pretty sure neither he nor McGrath understand the technological implications of Xiu’s idea,” I said heatedly.

“Drink your beer,” Michael said, putting his own advice into action.

“And then another,” Rusty added as I took a sip from my beer. “Keep going until you stop caring.”

“I don’t know,” Ian interjected thoughtfully. “It only eases the pain temporarily.”

The guys groaned good-naturedly. We had all grown familiar with Ian’s Ianisms. We sat in one of the TV lounges, drinking our beers, before Rusty spoke again.

“I heard Peggy visited you today, Thomas.”

“Lucky bastard,” Michael murmured.

“What, you want that?” Ian looked incredulous. “She’s old enough to be your mom.”

“Mom I’d like to fuck,” Michael murmured into his beer. “She’s got that wholesome girl-next-door thing going on like crazy. God, I love that!”

“Not me,” Rusty said. “Our boy Chad, though? He claims to be straight, but I swear he’s closeted. I bet he was one of us at one time. I’d love to bend him over his desk and drive home while he keeps up a constant stream of his incessant whining.”

I snorted beer out of my nose, and Ian spit out a mouthful as he laughed.

“Yeah, he’s pretty,” Michael said. “I wouldn’t mind a Peggy and Chad sandwich. I could be the meat.”

We all laughed, and I tossed back the dregs of my beer. “I gotta go, guys. This beer in my nose is killing my sinuses. If I’m able to breathe in a little bit, I’m going to burn off some of my anger in the gym.”

“Beer and a workout. That’s a great way to get a hangover tomorrow,” Ian observed.

My voice already sounded congested as I replied, “Yes, Mom. I’ll make sure to hydrate.”

“If you weren’t so damned ugly, I’d have to marry you, Thomas,” Ian said.

“He’s not teasing, Thomas,” Michael said with a grin.

“Doesn’t matter. I don’t lean that way, and you all know it.” I gingerly blew my nose and left a five-credit tip to the server. “Bye, guys.” I waved and left, literally bumping into Tricia on my way out the door.

“Hello, Thomas,” she said with a bright smile.

“Hello, Tricia,” I rasped, my voice still congested. “I’m sorry for running you over.” I admired the look of her. Her tawny brown hair was in a short ponytail, and she was wearing a white blouse with thick, royal-blue stripes and a large pointed collar. Her blouse was open just enough to reveal the swell of her breasts, and her gray skirt hugged her hips and thighs deliciously. She was holding a gray jacket over her shoulder.

“You look stunning,” I told her honestly.

“You really are a charmer, Thomas,” she replied flirtatiously. “No one’s looked at me like that since before I was forced into a career change. Care to join me for a drink?”

“I’d love to, Tricia. Sadly, thanks to Rusty, I’ve got beer in my nose,” I explained. “I need to go do something about it if I hope to breathe for the rest of the evening. Rain check?”

“Of course,” she said as she draped her jacket over her forearm. She wrapped her arms across her stomach and rocked coquettishly from side to side. “I heard Peggy visited you today.”

“She did. Apparently it’s news,” I replied, breathing through my mouth.

“Oh, you poor man.” She leaned in to kiss my cheek. “Go take care of your problem. I look forward to cashing in my rain check.”

Tricia caressed my cheek, and I hurried to the lift for my flat.

* * *


The following evening, I was heading toward the building exit in sweats and trainers with a gym bag over my shoulder, on my way to a gym I had found online.

“Robertson! Where do you think you’re going?”

I turned to see my boss, Sean McGrath, and his boss, Vince Forsythe, towering over a middle-aged Asian man in a rumpled suit and coke-bottle glasses with black frames.

“Where are you going?” McGrath growled again.

“To check out a new gym, sir,” I replied clearly and calmly as I approached my two bosses. “When I checked with you this afternoon, you told me not to stick around.”

Acknowledging the Asian man with a short bow of my head, I added, “You must be Mr. Xiu. It’s a pleasure to meet you, sir. I’m Thomas Robertson. I apologize, but I wasn’t aware that I would not be permitted to attend the meeting when we last spoke.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Thomas. Please call me, Jesse,” he replied with a nervous smile. He relaxed a little after the handshake. “I was telling Mr. McGrath and Mr. Forsythe that I preferred that you attend this meeting, since you’ve been my point of contact.”

“Er, yes,” Forsythe said, rubbing his short, iron-gray hair. “Now that you’re here, Robertson, maybe we can get down to business.”

“Yessir,” I replied. “This way, Jesse.” I extended an arm to indicate the conference room located behind security.

A pretty brunette companion was standing next to a tea and coffee tray just past the conference room door. Her angular face held a distasteful look as I passed in my sweats, leaving my gym bag on the other side of the door. She had a slim figure without much curvature at all with one notable exception. Her enormous bust was fully covered by satin that ran up to an expanse of lace around her neck, but her breasts stuck out of her jacket like headlights.

We took our seats, and McGrath slid his tablet to me as the brunette companion served coffee and tea. I logged in and pulled up the detailed notes I had given Mr. McGrath yesterday while absently sipping my coffee. Much better than the crap I’m usually stuck with, I thought with appreciation.

“Well, Jesse,” I started with a smile, “I think you’ve already met Mr. Forsythe, Mr. McGrath, and Ms…”

The companion looked stunned, and I frowned, wondering why. The pretty woman stared down at the conference table. “Fitzgerald, sir. Bridget Fitzgerald.”

“Thank you, Ms. Fitzgerald. I apologize for asking, but I’m playing catch-up. I’m assuming you’re here to take minutes as well?” I asked.

She looked startled again, but this time I caught her eyes and held them. They were a beautiful dark, liquid brown.

Her response was a near whisper. “No, sir, but I can if you would like. I have my tablet with me.”

“Please,” I replied with a nod and a smile before turning back to Jesse. “So, Jesse, Ms. Fitzgerald will be taking minutes.” He nodded—more like twitched his head—and turned his mouth up in an approximation of a smile. “Let’s start by confirming the terms of the agreement.”

I sent Bridget a copy of the contract and walked through each term lightly, only digging into the lowest details when Jesse had questions. Disappointingly, Forsythe and McGrath had at least as many questions as Jesse.

When we got to the financials, Jesse cleared his throat, looking even more nervous, if that were possible. “Thomas, after speaking with my patent lawyer, he thinks nine hundred thousand credits is undervaluing my patent, and he can get me more by going to Matsushita directly. I would like a million credits.”

Before I could speak, Forsythe said, “Robertson. Outside.”

“Excuse me,” I said to Jesse as I stood.

I followed both of my bosses out. As soon as the door closed, McGrath grabbed my arm and tried to drag me out of sight of the conference room’s glass window.

“I thought this was wrapped and tied, Robertson,” Forsythe growled.

My expression must have betrayed some of what I was thinking, because McGrath growled, “Don’t even start to get defensive, Robertson.”

I couldn’t help laughing. “Gentlemen, I’ve no reason to be defensive. Mr. Xiu’s request was neither unusual nor unexpected. After my discussions with Engineering and Finance, conservative estimates are that the company will make twenty million credits the first year just from licensing this new chip to other companies. That’s pure profit. Plus the engineering guys have three different initiatives in R&D that can benefit from this new chip design. Finance and Legal both preapproved up to one million credits. You can find all of this information in my presentation from yesterday and the executive summary of the briefs I gave you.” I neglected to add that it was all right there on the front page.

“Mr. Forsythe, your bonus on this deal is going to be at least one hundred twenty-five thousand credits. Mr. McGrath, yours will likely be in the neighborhood of fifty thousand credits.” Both men seemed surprised by that little tidbit. “So, respectfully, can we stop standing out here and go close the deal? Please?”

Forsythe said nothing, just marched back to the conference room, and McGrath just followed his boss like a bull chasing a heifer in heat.

I slid past Bridget, barely avoiding her enormous rack, and took my seat.

“Sorry for the delay, Jesse. Mr. Forsythe wished to run through our financials again before we agreed. I’m adjusting the financial terms of the contract. Your compensation for this deal is now one million credits upon closing, plus the five percent residuals on all licenses. Here’s your copy to sign.” We allowed an NFC transfer and touched tablets.

“Calculated annually, correct?” Jesse asked as he read through everything again.

“Yes, sir,” I replied quietly. “Subparagraph 7.”

His eyes never left the screen, but I could see the smile.

“Recording acceptance with my e-chop,” he said.

We exchanged the file again. I waited a moment for my device to scan it for viruses and overwrite the draft, then I signed it digitally as the negotiator, followed by Forsythe signing on behalf of Nu-Gen.

We all shook hands with Jesse, who blushed furiously as his hand made contact with Bridget’s.

“Credit transfer has been initiated,” I announced.

“Confirmed,” Jesse replied, unable to hide his joy.

“I’ll walk you out, sir,” I said, ushering him to the door.

“My office when you’re done, Robertson,” Forsythe said.

“Yes, sir,” I replied.

We walked over to the security desk, where Jesse turned in his visitor badge and we shook hands again. “Congratulations, Jesse,” I said sincerely. He grinned, looking visibly less nervous, and started for the door, but turned back.

“You were really going to the gym?” he asked.

“Yeah. I was told that my presence wasn’t required at the meeting,” I explained, “so I decided to check out a nearby kickboxing gym.”

“I don’t think it would have worked if you hadn’t been there. Neither one of your bosses knew what was going on.” He shook his head. “I think the companion knew more than they did.”

I frowned at that. “I’d hoped it wasn’t obvious.”

“It was hard to hide, with all the questions they asked,” he said. “By the way, if you want a really good kickboxing gym, I recommend this guy. I’ll pass on his contact info in just a second. Tell him I sent you.”

He tapped his tablet and set up another NFC transfer. I tapped the communicator on my wrist, and then tapped the device to Jesse’s tablet.

“I need one of those,” he said, pointing to the clunky device on my wrist.

“Yeah, it’s a prototype I’m testing for the engineering guys. It’ll be less clunky when it has your chip in it,” I told him, and both of us grinned. “Thanks for the recommendation, Jesse. Let me know if you hear anything else interesting in your network, okay? I can send a small referral fee your way if it pans out.”

“Will do, Thomas,” he said with a wave, and jogged toward the door.

I made my way through security again, to the conference room to grab my gym bag, and then took the lift to the seventy-fifth floor. I found Bridget standing outside Forsythe’s office.

Stopping next to the top-heavy woman, I said, “Thank you for your support, Ms. Fitzgerald.”

“You’re welcome, sir,” she replied, looking down.

“There’s no reason to be nervous, ma’am. You do know I’m not even a manager, right?” I teased, but she just stood stoically in front of me. I asked, “What were your impressions of the meeting?”

Shocked, she lifted her eyes to meet mine. “You want my thoughts?”

“Look,” I frowned, “I know that companions have to be top-tier students in addition to being very attractive. You’re taught to observe and analyze in ways that most of us never learn. So yes, I want to know—what did you think of the meeting?”

Bridget looked around to make sure no one was within earshot. “The deal would have failed without you. Mr. Xiu didn’t trust Forsythe or McGrath. Even with the financial bump, I’m pretty sure he would have backed out if you hadn’t been there. I’m equally sure neither of them read your report.”

“I’m inclined to agree,” I said with another frown.

“They’re real,” she murmured.

“What?” I asked.

“You’re wondering if my breasts were real or fake. They’re natural F-cups,” she said.

“Actually, I hadn’t gotten that far yet. But I have to say, they don’t seem to fit how slender your torso is. Your back must ache all the time,” I observed.

“I do a lot of core work to keep it in check,” she replied. “Luckily, they didn’t grow as big as my mom’s. She has H-cups.”

My eyes bulged a little at that. H-cups? I couldn’t even fathom what those would look like on Bridget’s slim figure considering they were two sizes larger than her already considerably sized chest.

“Bridget!” Forsythe bellowed from his office. “Is Robertson here yet?”

“Yes, sir,” she replied with a little roll of her eyes.

“Well, send him in!”

Her expression transformed from annoyed to pleasant. She plastered a smile to her face and said, “This way, sir,” as she walked toward the door, practicing the liquid sway taught to all companions. It looked a little absurd to me with her slim hips, but Forsythe and McGrath probably loved it.

After spending nearly an hour going over every detail of the deal again, Forsythe sent me to the CFO’s office on the seventy-ninth floor to let him know that we had just closed a twenty-million-credit deal.

“We,” my ass! I thought. We’re lucky we didn’t lose it because of you two buffoons.

After the lift dinged to announce my arrival on Floor 79, I stepped out and nearly ran into Peggy.

“Well hello, Thomas!” she said, like she had been waiting for me. “It’s good to see you. Are you lost? The gym is down on Four.”

“No, ma’am...”

Suddenly Peggy’s finger brushed my lips. “Uh, uh, uh, Thomas. What’s my name?”

I felt a blush warm my cheeks as her finger trailed down my lips. “Sorry, Peggy. I’m supposed to tell Mr. Cho that we just closed this important deal.”

“McGrath sent you up here dressed in sweats?” she asked, appalled.

“No, ma’...no, Peggy. It was Mr. Forsythe.”

“Well, Mr. Cho has one of the new companions taking dictation. If you run in there, he’ll yell at you for interrupting him, and then he’ll yell at you for your attire,” she said. “He expects employees to be dressed like this.”

She struck a pose for me to admire, and admire her I did. A navy wraparound skirt showed the top of her stockings, where her thigh stuck out of the gap on the side. Her cream blouse featured a cowl neck that dropped deeply past her full, firm breasts. She slid the jacket off and did a little turn to show me the complete lack of sleeves and back on her blouse.

“Damn, you’re beautiful!” I murmured appreciatively. “I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t be able to pull that outfit off as well as you do, though.”

Giving me a coquettish grin, she replied with a chuckle, “I’d be worried if you could, Thomas. I meant a business suit.”

“So the fashion show was…”

“I needed to feel appreciated,” she said as she handed me her jacket and turned, extending her arms.

“I can’t believe no one has made you feel adored all day,” I replied.

After I slid the jacket up her arms and smoothed the lapels, Peggy leaned back into me and placed her hand on mine. “Your eyes burn when you look at me, Thomas. That’s what I mean by feeling appreciated.”

I was very grateful then for my jockstrap hiding my stiffening member. “Adored,” I murmured into her. “The word you’re looking for is adored, Peggy.”

Peggy spun and planted a kiss right next to my mouth. “I’ll let Mr. Cho know the good news,” she said as she stepped away. She purred over her shoulder in parting, “Thanks for making me feel adored, Thomas.”

“It was easy,” I murmured as I watched her lovely bum sway down the hall before I called the lift.

* * *


The next day, I bumped into Tricia as I arrived on my work floor after breakfast.

“Hello, Thomas. May I have a word?”

“Sure, Tricia. You caught me by surprise. I usually have the floor to myself for an hour unless Janet is crashing with a project.”

“Come with me,” she said matter-of-factly, and took off toward the back of the building. I followed her, admiring the sway of her hips in her umber pencil skirt and jacket. Her calves looked great, but those ten-centimeter spiked heels must have been tough to walk on. The curls of her tawny brown hair bounced and swayed playfully around her shoulders as she walked.

When we took a short right at the supply closet, she spun abruptly and placed a hand on my chest before looking all around.

I started getting nervous and looked around too, but I didn’t see anyone.

Tricia stepped close, placing both hands on my chest as I looked down into her warm, brown eyes. I noticed a peek of white lace showing out of the open placket of her taupe blouse.

“Damn, Tricia, you don’t need to show me your goodies to get my attention!” I murmured.

Her eyes danced, but then she tilted her head up at me with a cute little frown. “Shush you, this is important!” she scolded. “First thing is this is the only place on this floor I know of without surveillance. No cameras are pointed here, and the nearest microphone is down by the bathrooms. It’s the same on every floor. There might be other spots, but this one is consistent on all the cube farm floors.”

That was surprising news. I didn’t have anything to hide, but it was good knowledge to have. “O-kay,” I said slowly.

“The second thing is that Forsythe is pissed at you. Apparently, you made him look like a fool,” she said.

“What?” I yelped.

Tricia put a finger to her lips and looked around again, but we were still alone.

“No, he did that all on his own,” I said, my voice a low growl. “If he had even read the executive summary, he would’ve been fine. He was the one who wanted to close the Jesse Xiu deal with McGrath only, and told me to get lost. And they could have, if either had read the report—just reading the summary would’ve been enough. Jesse seemed ready to close when he brought up that one minor change of terms, which I’d already prepared for. Apparently, they didn’t pay attention in my briefing, either.”

Tricia grabbed my lapels tightly and shook me slightly. “Calm down, Thomas,” she ordered, pressing a kiss to my cheek. “Office politics require a cool temper to succeed.”

“Yeah, but…” I threw my hands out in disgust, letting them land on Tricia’s waist. “I’m too junior to be a threat. There’s no way they should feel threatened by me. I shouldn’t have to worry about politics at my level,” I said, turning away from beauty in front of me.

“Thomas,” Tricia chided gently. She placed a palm on my cheek and turned my head to face her. “You just closed a deal that’s expected to yield at least twenty million credits a year only two weeks after starting your first job out of college. Forsythe has struggled to bring that much in over the last year, and McGrath hasn’t managed to get his favorite minions to close a deal in the two years he’s led your team. He’s hated you since you walked in the door.”

“Why? I’ve done nothing but try to make our team a success,” I countered.

“You were so confident when he first met you that he felt threatened,” she replied. “He was telling Forsythe before you arrived in his office that he shouldn’t trust you. My source said he threw you under the bus repeatedly, saying how you were going to leave the building when they were negotiating a deal. So Forsythe decided to send you to Cho. He said that Cho would wring you out over your attire, and that would result in a demerit for you. After you left, they were laughing and congratulating each other on sabotaging you.”

“Who’s your source?” I asked.

“Bridget,” she replied. “You made big points with her despite your sweats. She said, ‘He asked me what I thought. No one’s ever done that.’” Unconsciously, she gripped my face harder. “Did you know she’s got a marketing degree from Wharton? Top of her class, just like you. Those dickheads just look at her as a cum sump with huge tits!” she seethed.

I pulled her close and pressed my lips to her forehead. “Who needs to calm down now, beautiful?”

Tricia sighed. “Did you know I used to be a companion?” she murmured.

“No, I didn’t. You’re definitely beautiful enough,” I replied, looking into her eyes.

Her anger dissolved, and her eyes twinkled. “Well, thank you, Mr. Robertson.”

She pressed a warm kiss to my lips and held it until I nearly parted mine, then stroked my cheek. “Definitely need to cash that rain check.”

“I look forward to it,” I replied before she kissed me again.

“I shouldn’t have done that, but there’s something about you, Thomas,” Tricia tossed over her shoulder as she walked away.

I watched her, hypnotized by the sway of her hips, until she disappeared down the corridor.

* * *


I stepped out of the loo on my way to the privacy cube I had reserved later the same afternoon. Peggy was standing halfway between the door to the men’s room and the corridor I had watched Tricia disappear down earlier in the day.

“Hello, Peggy. How can I help you?”

“Anyone behind me?” she asked. I looked past her and shook my head. “I was chatting with Tricia and Bridget this morning. Are you okay?”

“Well, the rumors I’m hearing are troubling,” I admitted, hoping my response sounded ambiguous.

“Don’t let them distract you,” Peggy replied. “I told Forsythe that I stopped you from interrupting Cho in a meeting but passed the message to him. He asked if Cho had any feedback, and I said Cho hadn’t gotten around to the deal yet. McGrath was cursing a blue streak in the background, mad that you hadn’t gotten your ass handed to you.” She rolled her eyes. “But Cho was impressed when he looked at the deal this morning.”

I considered this information, feeling equal parts relieved and indignant. A cool, manicured finger slid under my chin.

“Keep doing what you’re doing, Thomas,” Peggy murmured encouragingly. “The chaff will be blown away. And you are most certainly not chaff, dear. Anyone behind me?”

Dragging my eyes from her sparkling blue ones, I checked again and shook my head. Peggy leaned in to kiss my cheek. “Be careful about kissing in the corridors, Thomas.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I murmured without thought.

She cocked an eyebrow at me, and I smiled as I watched her sashay away. I was starting to like this hallway a lot.

* * *


Several days later, I had gingerly picked up my tray when I heard, “What happened to you, Thomas?”

I turned to find Tricia grabbing a tray after me in the lunch line. I’d heard about casual Friday as a common practice, but we never did that at Nu-Gen. Regardless, Tricia’s floral print wrap dress made it feel like a holiday. I took in the sight, enjoying the way the crossed lapels ran between her breasts and the scalloped hemline danced mid-thigh.

“Daring choice today, Tricia, but you make it look fantastic,” I remarked, making the two female recruiters behind her giggle.

“Sacrebleu!” Tricia gasped, noticing my black eye. She switched back to Mandarin. “What happened?”

“I started at a new kickboxing gym last night,” I said. “The assessment after the warm-up was brutal, and then the training regimen wiped me out. I’m so happy the weekend is here.”

A small folded square of paper flitted out of Tricia’s hand to slide just under the napkin I had placed onto my tray.

“The assessment was actual fighting?” she gasped.

“Kind of. It was for me, but my opponent was the sparring partner for the current world champ. I don’t think he was fighting very hard at all,” I said with a self-deprecating chuckle. “As sore and stiff as I am today, I’m certain it’s going to feel worse tomorrow.”

I picked up a plate of fish and chips, some roasted vegetables, and a glass of water, and checked out. “See you later, Tricia,” I said and headed over to sit with the engineers who were waving me over.

The male companions all came by to give me grief about my black eye and invited me to join them for someone’s two-year anniversary at the company. I congratulated the guy, Rafe, but told them I might have to take a rain check.

When I got to my cube after lunch, I finally took Tricia’s note out from my coat pocket.

I’m cashing in my rain check.

Napoli’s tonight, next to the Orientale.

Don’t make any other plans for the evening.

XOXO

I grinned and tucked the note back into my pocket.
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MY KIND OF DATE


Ahostess led me to my table, and I scanned the crowd as we made our way to the back of the restaurant, not seeing anyone I recognized. We worked our way into a back corner that had enough potted ferns and palms to make you think you were in the tropics. I spied Tricia, who still looked incredible in that floral wrap dress. She launched to her feet when she spotted me passing through the arch of greenery.

“I’m sorry for not including the time in my note, Thomas.” She bit her lip, looking worried.

“I got your text just in time, Tricia,” I smiled as I stepped up to her and handed her the rose in my hand. “For you. I had the shop clip the thorns, but it’s not a foolproof process, so be careful.”

“It’s beautiful, Thomas,” she said, gently caressing the petals. “Feels like velvet.”

“That’s my favorite type of rose. I call them velveteen red roses, but I have no idea what the real name is. The florist understood me, though,” I blabbered as the hostess walked away. “Sadly, I could only afford one. You’re worthy of dozens.”

Once we were alone, I cupped Tricia’s face and kissed her full lips. Our lips parted and our tongues playfully tagged each other’s before I walked around to seat her. Once I scooted her chair in, I whispered in her ear, “You look so beautiful. I can’t believe I’m here with you.”

After planting a kiss on her cheek, I took my seat.

“I’m so glad you made it,” she said. “I finished all of my tasks at six, so I came early.” She blushed. “I’ve pretty much been waiting in anticipation since then.”

A warmth spread through my chest. “It’s a good thing my father taught me to arrive a little early,” I replied. “I would have hurried if I had known.” Basking in the glow of her beauty, I finally confessed. “I showered after work, and changed to look less office-like. I view tonight as a date and not just dinner with a colleague—I hope you feel the same,” I said earnestly.

“Well, for one, you look very handsome,” Tricia said. I knew that was a lie, but she looked like she meant it. “You look good in a blazer. I like the lighter color too, it compliments your complexion. You always wear the same thing at work.” She leaned in a little closer. “And yes, Thomas, this is a date.”

My face lit up at that. “Well, I only have two suits, and they’re identical.”

“This outfit,” she said, referring to my jacket and open-collared shirt, “will be acceptable in July and August. Business casual is the norm for two months.”

“Should be fine all the time,” I replied. “We’re in engineering, not banking or insurance.”

“When you’re CEO, you can make the change,” Tricia teased.

“As if,” I chuckled. “Have you been here before? What do you recommend?”

“I had the langostino crespelle the last time, and it was good. I don’t see it though,” she replied as she looked through the menu.

We ordered a bruschetta appetizer to share, and Tricia had the filet of sole with a side of sauteed spinach, paired with a New Zealand sauvignon blanc. I went with the tagliatelle al ragù and a glass of Chilean Syrah.

Dinner was a wonderful experience where we mostly talked about how we arrived at Nu-Gen. Tricia didn’t explain how she came to work in HR, but she did talk about going to Matsushita’s finishing school in British Columbia.

As we wrapped up our meal, Tricia asked, “How’d you like it?”

“It was pretty tasty, although I’d say it’s more New York-style than Italian,” I replied.

“Why d’ya say that?”

I turned to see a guy in chef’s whites scowling down at me.

“Americans tend to drown the pasta in sauce,” I responded. “I understand it started as a practice in New York to show how prosperous you were. In Italy, the sauce flavors the pasta, but doesn’t hide it because the pasta has a flavor of its own, too. In Padova, this dish would still have a sauce with a significant amount of minced meat in it, but it just be wet—at least, that’s how I remember it.”

“You’re not wrong,” he said begrudgingly. “I also see a piece of carrot, which we don’t use in our ragù, only our Bolognese.” He pointed a finger at me. “You come back and say you want the chef’s Italian special. I’ll make you something you’ll like.”

“Thanks, Chef. The dish was tasty, just not what I expected,” I clarified.

“Understood. Most people think Chicago or New York are the only two styles. Obviously, they are misinformed. Do you like tonno alla Livornese?” he asked. “I have some fresh tuna coming in tomorrow.”

“I do,” I replied, catching Tricia’s eye. “I think we might just be back tomorrow night.”

She grinned and nodded.

“Ciao for now,” the chef said, and headed back to the kitchen with my empty plate.

“Would you like to share a dessert?” I asked.

Tricia leaned forward and said in a soft, seductive whisper, “I have something else in mind for dessert.”

I immediately thrust a hand out to catch the server’s eye, and made a scratching sign.

Tricia pointed a finger at me and said, “Don’t even think about it. I know you haven’t even gotten your first paycheck yet. You can take me out next time.”

I raised my hands in surrender, and she smiled brightly. The thought of a next time had me grinning too.

Once the bill had been paid, we stood to leave, and Tricia handed me a key card. “There’s a side exit from the restaurant to the hotel,” she said. “The elevators are on the other side of reception. Room 1208.”

I offered my arm, and Tricia looped hers through it.

We walked out the restaurant and through the hotel lobby, Tricia enjoying the faint, delicate scent of the rose. I held the key card to the reader for the lift, which arrived shortly. We rode up with a couple and a businessman who couldn’t keep his eyes off my date. He got off on the eighth floor before I got angry enough to tell him to mind his manners.

When we arrived at our room, I scooped Tricia into a bridal carry, which elicited a gasp and a giggle. Holding her mostly with one arm, I managed to hold the room card against the reader, and carefully carried Tricia through the door before setting her on her feet.

“We’re not on our honeymoon, Thomas,” she teased.

“No, but I like the symbolism of the act,” I replied. “I’m carrying you into a new stage of our relationship.”

She draped her arms around my neck as I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her gently. The kiss deepened—less sweet, more passionate—and my body aches disappeared.

I scooped her up again, trying not to break the kiss as I carried her into the room. I managed to open my eyes just in time to avoid running us into a table and lamp, and then I squatted to set her on the edge of the bed.

“Careful,” she warned. “You’re already sore. I want you to last through the weekend.”

Bowing with a flourish, I replied, “Of course, my lady. I thought I only had you for tonight. The whole weekend is more than I could have dreamed of.”

Tricia tossed a pillow at my feet and sank to her knees in front of me. “I want my dessert,” she purred, her brown eyes shining mischievously as she unbuckled my belt.

I took off my jacket, folded it, and tossed it toward the nearby armchair, hoping the folding would survive the flight and landing. I started unbuttoning my shirt as Tricia got to work on my trousers. As I pulled off my shirt, she pushed my boxer briefs down and hoisted my member out.

“Oh, my,” she purred as my member thickened. “That’s a nice one! Manscaped and uncircumcised, too. Yummy!” She sucked my rising cock into her mouth, watching my face as she did.

“Damn, Tricia,” I moaned as I came to full rigidity in her mouth. “Your mouth feels amazing.”

She switched to stroking me and said, “Hopefully, you find the rest of me as much to your liking.” Having delivered her message, she opened her mouth again and began sliding her lips and tongue up and down my hard flesh.

“It’s been a long time since I’ve had an expert do this,” I told her. “You’re very talented.”

Returning to stroking me with her hand, she said, “Why thank you, Thomas. I haven’t used these skills in a while. It’s good to know I haven’t lost it. It’s going to take me a minute to work up to deep throating you, though—you’re so thick.”

“You don’t have to,” I assured her. “This is…ahh…lovely.”

“Thank you, Thomas, but I want you completely inside my mouth. And then I want to taste your seed,” she murmured, stroking my length and cupping my balls.

“Yes, ma’am,” I groaned. She grinned and swallowed half of my cock in one go. I threaded my fingers into her silky hair, loving the way she purred around my member as I ran my fingers through her tresses.

After sliding up and down my shaft for a minute, Tricia slowly pressed forward, and the head of my cock gradually wedged into the top of her throat. She pushed inexorably forward until her gag response kicked in, making her back off, but not before she coated my flesh in saliva. I groaned at the sight, and she pushed forward again, eyes shining with satisfaction as her lips slowly made their way toward my torso.

“Geez!” I moaned as her tongue slid out to lick my balls.

Tricia reached for my hand, still in her hair, and pressed.

“You want me to thrust?”

She nodded up and down on me in response.

I curled my fingers in her scalp and pressed my hips forward. I felt her mouth do the same, and then I felt a squeeze as she swallowed around my girth. Suddenly, I could feel the tingling that foretold my coming eruption.

Apparently, Tricia felt it too, because she picked up the pace.

“Coming…” I moaned, and she hummed in response. She gagged on the first jet and backed off, but she sucked ferociously to capture my subsequent squirts and clean the pipes all the way down to my balls.

Tricia slid off me with a pop and opened her mouth to show me her harvest, then swallowed my entire load. I dropped down to kneel in front of her and cupped her head, pulling her in for a kiss, tasting the remnants of my essence in her mouth.

“Hmm, I taste good on you,” I murmured before devouring her lips again. She broke our kiss and looked at me funnily for a moment before kissing me again passionately.

I stood slowly, lifting her without breaking our kiss.

“Start with the buckle in the back,” she breathed as my hands explored her slender waist, looking for a way to get her out of that sexy dress. I turned her around and scrutinized my enemy. I spied a strap snugly cinching the back of the dress to her body, and a gold ornament on either side of the sash. The one on the left had a top and bottom button. I squeezed the buttons with one hand while pulling her hair from her neck with my other, nuzzling the silken flesh beneath her locks.

The sash fell away and unfurled slowly from her body to reveal a perfect, round breast resting in a white lace demi cup.

“Button on my right hip,” she urged.

I reached to caress the exposed silky flesh above her breast, and I slid around to face her, kissing her lasciviously as one hand brushed down her side to find the fastener and the other rested at the top of her left buttock.

I couldn’t unfasten her dress with one hand, so I kissed my way down her jaw, her neck, down between her breasts, until I was kissing the dress’ fabric. I squatted in front of her, and my right hand gave her round bum a squeeze before gliding across the fabric to join my left. I could see the offensive small white button poking out of a loop of red thread that blended in with the flowered print in the dress.

Unbuttoning the little loop, I slid the dress open, and Tricia held her arms back to let the silken garment slide off her body to expose a white, strapless bustier and matching white tap pants.

“More contraptions to fight through,” I growled as I pulled the pants down to reveal her womanhood.

“I wanted you to unwrap me like a gift,” Tricia giggled.

“For me?” I teased, kissing her sparse, narrow landing strip before making my way up to the first button holding the bustier closed. “You really shouldn’t have, Tricia.” I popped open the button and planted a kiss on her abdomen before working my way up each button.

Pop.

Kiss.

Pop.

Kiss.

Pop.

Kiss.

Pop.

Kiss.

Pop.

Kiss.

Pop.

And a final kiss in the valley between her pert B-cups as the dress finally dropped to the floor.

Cupping each breast, I continued to kiss my way up the valley between her full globes, up her neck, along her jaw.

“Mmmm. Oh, yes,” Tricia breathed before I devoured her lips again, sliding my hands around her to pull her nude glory against me.

“So. Gorgeous,” I murmured into her lips as I scooped her up and laid her on the mattress.

Leaning over her, I kissed every inch of her right breast before I sucked the small brown areola and hard nipple into my mouth and whipped the turgid point with my tongue.

“Oh, so good! Sacrebleu, that’s nice,” she murmured languorously. “Keep that up, and you’ll get me there from just that.”

I smiled as I bit down on the hard nub, and she shuddered with pleasure. I gave her left breast the same care and attention while pinching her right nipple. When I started whipping her left nipple with my tongue, a larger, longer shudder took her body and she gripped the bed sheet, moaning, “Oh! Yesss!”

Grinning, I squeezed both nipples with my fingertips and watched her face as she rode the small wave of bliss. When she opened her big brown eyes, I smiled up at her. “I don’t think that counts as an orgasm, Ms. Brown.”

“Think you can do better, Mr. Robertson? You sound pretty cocky,” she challenged.

“Oh I’m cocky, alright, but that isn’t the next stop on our voyage. Please ensure your seatbacks and tray tables are in the full upright position as we take off on this ride on the orgasm express,” I teased.

She laughed, eyes sparkling, but that stopped quickly when I pinched her nipples again and started kissing my way south.

I noted the marks in her flesh where the bustier had squeezed her, kissing and licking each one. As I reached the cuts in her abdomen above her hips, I realized that she was amazingly trim and fit. She didn’t look like a fitness model, more like someone who was healthy and fit, with good muscle tone and just enough fat to feed her body for emergencies. Her waist wasn’t as trim as the bustier made it appear, but I thought she was gorgeous—more athletic than a centerfold figure.

I was in dangerous emotional territory, and I hadn’t even made love to her yet.

Releasing her nipples, I allowed my hands to slowly follow my mouth’s course.

Tricia hummed her appreciation as I kissed the sparse tuft of hair on her mons and my hands caressed her waist.

“So gorgeous,” I repeated into her mound before kissing down her left thigh.

“No,” Tricia demurred as her fingers ran through my hair. “Maybe once, but not anymore.”

I pinched her thigh gently between my teeth, making her squeal. “Forgive me if I disagree, Ms. Brown,” I murmured. “I know beauty when I see it, and yours shines from the inside out, clear as day. I’ve only met two like you before.”

“Your sisters?” she teased.

“One of them,” I replied as I kept up my kisses. “My other sister may be just the opposite. I swear she’s adopted.” I kissed her knee and tickled under it before switching to the other leg and working my way up. “And no, my mother isn’t the second.”

“Who was it?” she asked.

“A little boy in the cancer ward where I volunteered in Korea,” I replied.

I wrapped an arm around her leg to squeeze one tight, round buttock. Her muscles flexed under my fingers as I suckled the soft flesh of her thigh. My other hand slid up her thigh to caress her mound and brush lazy circles around it.

Tricia’s lower lips were a little darker than the pale flesh of her legs. They weren’t plump, but thick enough to protect the treasures within. Her inner labia were brown, matching her areola, and they only became visible as the outer lips relaxed.

My right thumb descended to lay at the juncture of her petals, and I caressed the hood of her clit as I kissed her lower lips, breathing in the aroma of arousal, collecting drops of dew from her channel.

Another frisson took Tricia’s body. “More,” she moaned. “Please, Thomas. Stop teasing me.”

I dipped my tongue into her channel and licked up to let my mouth and hand trade places.

Sliding a finger inside her, I sucked her clit into my mouth. Digging my teeth in slightly, I whipped her love bud with my tongue and began pumping my finger in and out of her channel, making Tricia clasp my finger. I soon added a second finger—experience had taught me that two were enough to warm up just about anyone to take my girth pleasurably. I curled my fingers toward Tricia’s front, easily finding her G-spot.

“Why Ms. Brown, I think that your G-spot was the easiest to find out of any I’ve ever countered,” I said, grinning. She moaned in response.

With me squeezing her bum, finger fucking her, and suckling and licking her clit all at the same time, Tricia flew right past overdrive and launched into outer space with a powerful climax. Her hands fisted in my hair and her hips thrust up as her body shook. Her channel squeezed my fingers tightly before clenching and releasing.

“OUI-OUI-OUI! MONNN DIEU! JE JOUI-EEEE!” she screamed.

I lightened my assault on her clit in the hope she wouldn’t pull off my scalp. Releasing the vice my teeth held on her tender flesh and instead licking and sucking all around her clit, I reveled in the feeling of her channel contracting against my fingers.

Tricia’s orgasm was the most explosive I’d witnessed in my twenty-six years. Her juices streamed out of her channel as my fingers pistoned in and out of her, and a veritable river ran off my knuckles.

She eventually released my hair and grabbed my hand. I let her pull it out of her before I cleaned the moisture dripping from her channel with gentle strokes of my tongue.

After lapping up all of Tricia’s juices from her font, I started worming my tongue inside her, eliciting more of those delicious moans.

“Non, non, non, non—mon dieu!” she groaned as she started spasming again. I drank deeply, greedily.

As the smaller climax wound down, I began kissing my way back up her body. She languidly lifted her legs and rested her heels on my back to slide along my spine as I moved up. Her hooded eyes watched me prowl higher, planting a kiss here and there, my eyes locked with hers. I raised my head to kiss her, and she met me with parted lips, her chest heaving in anticipation.

As our tongues met, Tricia’s thighs squeezed and her hips wriggled, coating my once-again rigid cock with moisture from her font. I cupped her face tenderly, and her arms wrapped around my shoulders.

“Make love to me, Thomas,” she whispered, and I nearly fell into her beautiful brown eyes.

She lifted her hips so that I could more easily move my shrouded cockhead into her seeping channel. She nodded encouragingly, and I pressed forward, the foreskin sliding back to bare my glans as I pushed into her tight depths.

Tricia bit down on her lip as I stretched her, her moisture making it easier to slide in until I had to stop. She winced a little as I backed out slightly. When she relaxed, I slowly pressed my hips forward again, inexorably driving my thickness into my lover. Parting her. Pleasing her.

I had to reverse twice more before I was able to grind my pelvic bone into her clit. Tricia’s head promptly flew back, and she climaxed again.

I could get used to this, I thought.

I began to ride her in earnest, using full, long strokes to hammer into her. Her nails clawed into my flesh and her eyes slammed shut as her climax spiraled higher and a wordless scream escaped her lips.

Propping myself up on my hands, I watched her breasts bounce delightfully with each impact for several thrusts before my own climax approached.

“I’m going to come, Tricia,” I grunted as my thrusts grew more intense.

“In. Me,” she moaned as my fucking drove her even higher. “Fill. Me. Plea-aahh!”

Her whole body spasmed beneath me, which was the last straw. My seed once again spewed out, over and over, this time inside my beautiful lover. Her thighs squeezed and her nails clawed at my back as she felt the first warm shots erupt inside her.

Pulling my knees up and resting elbows on either side of her, I slowly dropped down to rest my forehead on Tricia’s.

“Beautiful,” I murmured.

“Thank you, Tommy,” she murmured.

“My name, beautiful lady, is Thomas, and that’s what you’ll call me,” I told her. “I’m going to mark your body with my mouth every time you use that child’s name for me.”

“It’s a lover’s name,” she said, surprised.

I shook my head. “I don’t like it. I like that you want to be affectionate, but that name makes me want to do one of two things.”

“Which are?”

“Spank that lovely bum,” I replied. “Or, fuck you like a wild animal.”

Tricia grinned. “I choose option C. All the above…Tommy.”

She squealed as I dropped down to capture her neck in my mouth. I suckled ravenously while pumping my semirigid member into her until I was satisfied she was thoroughly marked and I was completely hard again.

When I slid back to sit on my heels to admire my work, Tricia whimpered. “Please, Tommy,” she whined in French. “Please fuck this little slut with your big fat cock. Please, Tommy.” She bit her lip and batted her twinkling eyes at me.

I rolled her over, dodging a flopping foot, then lifted her hips. My hand smacked each of those glorious cheeks repeatedly as she whined, “Please fuck this whore’s cunt, Tommy. My slutty little hole needs you.”

I grabbed a handful of her hair and shoved myself into her dripping channel. It was going to be a long night.
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A WEEKEND TO REMEMBER


Our sexual adventures continued on and off, all night long. In between climaxes, we’d talk.

“How are you covering our stay?” I asked. “This place must be expensive.”

“The companions gave me a prepaid card when I got kicked out,” she said. “I’ve been saving it for something special, and I wanted our first time to be extra special. I decided this was it. Plus, one of my friends works here in reservations and hooked me up with a two-nights-for-one deal. I’ll probably have five hundred credits left on the card after this weekend. You can take me out next time.”

“Sounds reasonable,” I told her. “I like that we’re already planning another date.”

Tricia’s hand stroked my member. “I like how this feels ready to go again. What are you going to do to me this time, Tommy?”

“How blue do you want your bum?”

“Very. I want to think of you every time I sit,” she purred.

“As you wish…”

* * *


Sometime near dawn, Tricia lay in my arms and kissed my chest as I caressed her back. “Thomas?”

“Hmm?”

“In finishing school there are two breaks, one between each term. Did you know that for the Term 2 break, candidates are encouraged to spend their two weeks off practicing their sexual techniques with a trusted partner?” Tricia looked up at me. “They said that historically, family members often filled that role. Brothers were the most frequently chosen. Stepfathers, fathers, stepbrothers, and cousins rounded out the top five. Coaches, teachers, uncles, and mentors filled out the bottom half of the top ten. I think the goal was to lower the mental barriers related to engaging in certain cultural taboos. I spent mine with my cousin.”

“Stacie didn’t share that with me,” I replied cautiously, hoping this topic would go somewhere other than where I suspected it was going.

“Stacie, your sister?”

At my nod, Tricia said, “You said, ‘I taste good on you.’ We were taught to say that as part of the curriculum for oral sex. When did your sister have her second term break?”

“It was my holiday term break of my junior year at uni,” I replied. “My mother was still in Korea at the time. My roommates had all left for home, but flights to Korea were in high demand, and I didn’t have enough for the ticket. I’m not sure Mother wanted me around anyway. My plan was to just hang out in the flat, work out, watch movies, and eat cheap pizza.

“My roommates had just loaded up their cars and drove off when I got a text from Stacie wanting to know if she could stay with me for the break. ‘Of course’, I told her. She was ringing my doorbell in less than an hour.”

“She chose you,” Tricia said.

I paused.

“Yes.”

“Tell me about her,” she prompted.

“When my father was assassinated…” I began.

Tricia’s eyes widened, but she didn’t say anything, just let me continue.

“It was Stacie who rescued me,” I said. “Mother had always been less personable than Father, but she was still caring and fairly nurturing. She turned cold and emotionless after his death. After the police had told us that he had been killed, she pulled me to the side and said, ‘Thomas, you are the man of the house now. Act like it.’ I was ten years old. She went back to the embassy to work immediately after Father’s funeral.

“Lotti, my elder sister, was even worse. She screamed at me to stop acting like a sniveling brat. I would go to bed weeping. Stacie crawled into bed every single night and held me. She was twelve, almost thirteen, and also grieving. She helped me and encouraged me. She also tried to do the same for Lotti and Mother, but they would have none of it. She grew into a beautiful woman as she matured, but her real beauty had always shone from the inside.”

“You love her,” Tricia said as she played with my hair, watching me.

“Of course,” I replied. “I love Mother and Lotti too, but that feels more like duty to me. Loving Stacie is something that just wells out of my soul. If you ever meet her, you’ll instantly love her too. I didn’t even get to see her when she was attacked. When I got word of it, I flew to Korea immediately, and racked up a bit of debt as a result. But the hospital security insisted she didn’t want to see me. I’ve sent letters, flowers, and emails ever since, at least one every week. She hasn’t responded once in those three years.” I hung my head—in shame, guilt, or anger? Probably all of it. “I’d do anything for her.”

“She probably wants you to remember her as you last saw her,” Tricia said.

“She shouldn’t have to suffer through this alone,” I muttered.

“She has your love, Thomas,” she replied.

Closing my eyes to contain the tears that had been threatening to spill, I whispered, “I hope she knows.”

“She does,” Tricia replied just as softly. “She wouldn’t have picked you if she didn’t.”

Comforted by Tricia’s words and her loving embrace, I drifted off to sleep.

* * *


“Wake up, sleepyhead!”

“Huh?” was all I managed to say as I blinked around blearily.

Tricia stood nearby, looking fresh and ready to face the day, while I was wrapped in a twisted sheet, sticky with sweat and the juices of our lovemaking.

Tricia’s tawny hair was up in a high ponytail. She was wearing a cropped, red print, bustier-style top with spaghetti straps, and white walking shorts that highlighted her long legs. Her neck, chest, abs, arms, and legs all sported hickeys that had bloomed in different colors. Instead of covering them up, she seemed to revel in showing them off.

“Get up, Thomas,” she teased. “You’re usually at work by now.”

“I usually sleep the night before,” I groaned as I rolled out of bed.

After a quick piss, I found two razors, shave gel, toothpaste, and a toothbrush on the sink. I started getting ready, grinning at how much preparation Tricia had put into this.

Twenty minutes later, I stepped out of the bathroom to see Tricia putting away an iron.

“Shirt and trousers,” she commanded. “You can save the jacket for dinner tonight.”

“At least I’m not as sore and stiff today,” I said as I dressed in my clothes from yesterday. “I was afraid I wouldn’t be able to move.”

“You were very active last night,” she teased. “I expect you’ll start to tighten up later. Here are two pain relievers. Drink all the water.”

“Bossy little minx,” I teased, doing as I was told.

“Ready?” she asked excitedly.

Now fully awake, I eyed her again, taking in the full effect of Tricia’s cleavage paired with the—my, I thought satisfyingly—marks on her body. “Wanting to show off your trophies?”

“Yes!” she exclaimed, bouncing on the balls of her feet. The bustier wasn’t up to keeping her pert orbs from jiggling delightfully before she stopped jumping to open the door. She handed me a key card and hung the maid service sign on the door.

As we passed a housekeeper, Tricia said, “Please make up room 1208. We’ll need fresh sheets. Someone soiled them horrifically last night.”

The housekeeper gasped, taking in the marks that covered Tricia as we walked by. “Yes, ma’am,” she replied.

We spent the day walking around town and the lakeshore. Tricia’s marks garnered many looks, ranging from disgust to intrigue and lust. We ate at a little café that served fresh croissants that reminded me of Paris. Later, we had coffee overlooking the shore of Lake Ontario. We talked the whole time, and Tricia’s kindness and inner beauty became more apparent the more we talked.

During lunch at a little bistro that Cynthia had introduced us to the previous weekend, Tricia shared how she came to work in HR.

“I had been a companion with Nu-Gen for about five months when I agreed to be the executive assistant to one of the SVPs,” she said. “I’d had sex with a couple of execs by that point, but this one had been a complete gentleman. He always kissed me on the cheek, and never made any sexual advances toward me, claiming he loved his wife. That changed once I became his PA.

“He would have me under his desk when he took business calls. He’d offer me sexually to anyone he was trying to make an alliance or deal with. And every night before he went home to the wife he loved, he’d come inside me first, always showering before he left.

“He was a horrible lover,” she added, rolling her eyes. “He’d come quickly and then send me off to clean up. He never took care of my needs, and it started to become very distracting. Peggy tried to talk to me about what was going on, but I couldn’t tell her how foolish and embarrassed I felt. Six months later, I was pregnant. I must have missed a morning-after dose, and—” she curled her upper lip—“that tiny-cocked man apparently had strong swimmers.

“He refused to have anything to do with me after I told him, and sent me back to the companions’ pool. I finally confessed everything to Peggy, and she took me to talk to Chad.” Her expression turned wooden. “Chad arranged an abortion, but I started putting on weight after the procedure. Several execs complained that I was no longer companion material, so Chad helped me transition to HR. He cut a deal with the HR SVP that allowed me to keep companion healthcare, shopping stipend, grooming benefits, and pay scale unless I started making more money than a companion with the same years of seniority. I’ve slowly lost the extra weight and have gotten quite good at my job.”

“It’s because you care,” I told her. “You’re in a people-oriented job, and you want to care for your charges. It’s that inner beauty I was talking about earlier.”

“Thank you, Mr. Robertson,” she said with a playful smile. “Then you showed up. From the moment Daphne, your recruiter, turned your file over to me, I’ve been drawn to you. Talking to you over the phone felt like talking to an old friend. You might not be pretty like our boys, but you have a magnetic personality. There’s a confidence and intensity to you that draws me.”

“I’m glad. I’m drawn to you, too, Tricia,” I replied warmly.

During afternoon tea, Tricia asked me another question. “Your parents never called you by that other name?”

“Father always called me Thomas,” I replied. “Mother called me Tommy until Father died, then she called me Thomas. I’m not sure Lotti even knows my name—she always had some kind of demeaning nickname for me. Even her holiday communications have never had my actual name on them unless it was on the envelope of a paper card. Stacie followed Mother’s example unless we were alone. When I cried myself to sleep, she called me ‘My Tommy.’ She said it like a prayer. Even when she went to high school and left for college, if we were alone or on video with no one around, she would say it like that.”

As we left the teahouse, Tricia whispered, “We need to go to the drugstore. I need to pick up a couple of things for My Tommy.” I spanked her taut bum, and we hurried off to run her errand.

She had me wait outside while she shopped, and then we returned to the hotel for some gentle lovemaking and a nap. I took pain relievers again when I woke, and we showered together.

Dinner at Napoli’s that night was everything the chef promised it would be. The tuna was done medium rare with a tart tomato basil caper sauce. It was sheer perfection, but still not quite enough to tear my attention from my date. Tricia wore a navy silk shirtdress with gold buttons, most of which she had left open, descending down into the crevice of her unbound beasts and about ten centimeters below her delectable womanhood. I knew the dress and stockings were all she was wearing. We fed each other from a shared tiramisu for dessert before nearly running back to our room like a couple of horny teenagers.

As soon as I shut the door, I pushed Tricia against the wall and devoured her mouth while my hands flew to open her buttons while she fought to open my trousers. After whipping off my shirt, I slid my hands inside her silky dress, grabbed those taut cheeks of hers, and raised her up. Tricia’s hands maneuvered my hard manhood to her dripping slit, and I hooked her knees in my elbows to open her up.

“Fuck me, Tommy,” she purred. “Let me know I’m yours.”

She moaned and screamed while I drove her into the wall. My cock was raw and painfully hard, but I didn’t care as I growled my passion for her. She screamed an orgasm into my mouth, and I kept mauling her—with my mouth, my cock. She bit my shoulder when I triggered another orgasm by pushing a finger into the rosebud of her bum.

Tricia ran her nails down my back and cried out her pleasure as I spanked and squeezed her bum hard until I finally growled, “Mine,” before unloading inside her.

I leaned my forehead against the wall, leaving my cock and finger inside her while she trembled through aftershocks.

“Yes, I belong to My Tommy,” she whispered just loud enough for me to make out the words. I shook with satisfaction.

“Yes.”

“Set me down, Thomas,” she murmured.

I did as she asked, carefully sliding out of her slick holes. Once we were both steady on our feet, Tricia kissed me, patted my chest, and said, “Give me a minute, lover.”

She walked delicately toward the bathroom, grabbing her shopping bag on the way, and closed the door. I heard the bolt slide into place.

“Oh yeah,” I muttered, taking a clue from the bathroom lock. I made sure to lock the front door before picking up and hanging my clothes, and kicking off my shoes.

As I guzzled water from a liter-sized bottle, Tricia stepped out wearing a silky pink dressing gown. “Your turn, Thomas.” she said. Just the sight of her made me half hard.

I cupped her cheek and kissed her as I passed. “I’ll be right back.”

I drained my bladder and noticed two empty bottles of disposable enema solution in the bin as I washed up. Walking out, I didn’t see Tricia in the bedroom, but a small bottle of lube lay on the bedside table.

Tricia was looking out the window, gazing at the dark lake in the distance. I slid behind her and wrapped my arms around her, gently squeezing her middle.

Tricia moaned, and I chuckled. “It’s not because you overate. Maybe it’s the two empty bottles in the loo.”

“Are you sure your sister didn’t teach you to observe like a companion, too?” she murmured, tilting her head back. We kissed tenderly, and I let one hand slide up to cup her breast.

“Not enough time. My parents used to drill me on observation, but nothing like what you all went through. So, what did you have in mind for my gift?” I asked. “I’m afraid I’m a little clueless about what your plan is.”

“Fuck me hard, Tommy. All will be made clear,” she said, sliding out of my embrace. She dropped her robe and approached the armchair, which had a towel draped over it. Tricia beckoned me and bent over the chair.

My erection led the way until I was standing behind her. Tricia’s legs were spread, still covered in the black stockings and navy heels she had worn to dinner. Moisture was already seeping out of her, but I didn't see any of my seed dripping out. I noticed her taint was glistening, and where I expected her rosebud to be winking at me was a hexagonal, amethyst-jeweled end cap.

Tricia’s hands appeared and pulled her bruised cheeks apart to ensure I could see…everything.

“Well, we won’t ever get to the destination if we don’t start down the road,” I murmured.

Pulling back my foreskin, I notched my cockhead inside her and pushed forward into her wet, hot depths. “Damn you’re tight, Tricia. You’d never know I’ve been fucking you hard for the last twenty-four hours.”

“Oh, My Tommy,” she moaned. “You’re perfect. Big enough to fill me and stretch me, but not so big that you hurt me. Just perfect.”

I put more energy into my strokes, picking up the pace until I was hammering my hips into her bottom, making her firm cheeks bounce with each impact. Once her body began twitching, I grabbed the jewel and gave it a little twist.

“Oh!” Tricia gasped. “Tug it just a little. Not out.”

I continued to play with her butt plug with my left hand and snaked my right around to tickle her clit.

“NNNNNN. AAAAAH!” she cried out. Suspecting her guts felt like they were going to explode, I slowed down to long, slow strokes as she glided back to the here and now.

“Bathroom, please. Help me, Thomas,” she whimpered.

I pulled out of her, making us both gasp, then I scooped her up and carried her to the loo. She quickly set some paper on the vanity.

“Pull the plug and place it there,” she whimpered.

I grasped the little jewel and pulled it out slowly, firmly. Once it popped out, Tricia spun and sat down just in time to explode.

“Go!” she gasped. “And close the door!”

Returning to the living room, I picked up her robe and the towel and carried them to the bedroom. Then I reclined on the bed to wait for her return.

* * *


“Did you get bored, Mr. Robertson?” Tricia teased.

“With you around, Ms. Brown? Never. Are you okay?”

“I’m embarrassed,” she confessed. “That didn’t go how I expected it. But now I’m all clean, and my efforts should be good for another four to six hours.”

“So, a butt plug and an enema,” I murmured as she slid into bed next to me.

“Mhmm. One of the companion courses taught us that having a full enema inside you could increase your pleasure during sex, so I thought I’d try it,” she murmured. “Maybe I got too greedy. I should have just focused on what I wanted.”

“Which was what?” I murmured.

“To give you my ass. I’ve never done it before,” she said. “Considering your girth, I thought I’d better prepare with the plug, and our tutors recommended enemas before anal sex to make it more pleasurable for both partners during the act.”

“You don’t sound like you’re in the mood now,” I observed.

“I’d really like to just make love to you and fall asleep in your arms,” she replied, her dark brown eyes looking up into mine.

“Sounds perfect to me.”

* * *


I woke up and Tricia was nowhere in sight. The blackout curtains were closed, and all I could see were shadows in the gloom. I closed my eyes, focusing on the noises of the suite. Eventually I heard a sniff from the sitting area.

I slid out of bed and walked toward the sound. A table lamp clicked on, making me blink. Tricia was wearing her pink dressing gown, curled up in the armchair with a box of tissues in her lap and a pile of used ones on the floor beside her.

“Tricia? What’s the matter?” I asked as I knelt in front of her.

“The weekend’s about over,” she sobbed. “I don’t think I can do it.”

“What can’t you do, lover?”

“I thought I could have a romantic weekend with you and go back and act like nothing happened. I don’t think I can.”

My confusion must have been written all over my face. “I want to be your girlfriend, but I can’t. I’d get in trouble for fraternizing with the employees. I can’t show any change in how I interact with you that might give away that we’ve been together.”

“What? That wasn’t in the handbook,” I replied. “My beautiful and talented HR rep was very thorough.”

“It’s not. It was a condition to appease Dursten,” she said.

“The SVP of sales and marketing?”

“Oui,” she replied. “He was the one who, who…”

“Who got you pregnant and cast you aside,” I finished for her. She nodded frenetically.

“So what’s that mean then? I won’t accept not being able to see you again,” I told her.

“I’m not saying that,” she said urgently. “I couldn’t stand that. I’m saying I can’t hold your hand where others can see, stay in your apartment or vice versa, go out for regular dates, or eat lunch with you…at least not regularly.”

“What does that leave then?”

“Rendezvous outside of Toronto as often as we can for romantic getaways,” she said. “Very occasionally sneak into each other’s apartments. Group dates…hanging out together with our friends.”

I rubbed my jaw. “That is not what I expected,” I said, my brows furrowed. “Tricia, that’s not what I want! I never thought I’d get to date you, let alone make love to you. You’re precious to me, and I want more.” I ran my hands over my scalp and exhaled. “I want you, Tricia. When I said you’re mine, I meant it.”

Tricia blinked back tears. “Don’t fall in love with me, Thomas. I’m a used, broken, former whore.”

“You’re a former companion, not a whore,” I argued. “You are so worthy of love, Tricia. I’m not saying I won’t fall for you, but we’re really just getting to know each other, and my past experiences have made me wary of moving too quickly, and of declarations of love that didn’t last outside the bedroom. What I will say is that I won’t willingly let you go.”

“I’m sorry, Thomas,” she sniffed. “I can’t lose this job. My experience with Dursten still scares me. If he did what he did to me, what would he do to someone I’m fond of? He’s just the type of guy who would come after you to get to me.”

“This makes no sense to me, Tricia,” I replied. “Why would he do that?”

“Because he’s a dickless poseur. Un salo! He really doesn’t know the first thing about sales, marketing, or leadership,” she spat. “I learned too late that he likes to use companions to buy support and close deals. Peggy warned me, but I fell for his act. When she was helping me afterward, she said he was that way when she first started, too.”

Tricia blew her nose into a tissue. “I can’t lose my job, and I have no doubt that other women will entice you if I hold you off like this, but I can’t help it. I won’t ask you to remain faithful to me. It would be unfair. I just hope that you’ll find time to run off with me in the future regardless of who you’re dating. With luck, I will always be in your life, and you in mine.”

“Who am I, Tricia?”

“My Tommy,” she sobbed softly.

“That’s right, and you’re my Tricia,” I whispered intently, trying not to let my frustration bring me to tears. “I’m not giving up on you.”

“Thank you, Thomas. I am yours. I just can’t show it how I want to,” she said sadly. “Despite how badly I want to shout it to the world, hang off your arm, and kiss you in public, I can’t.” She got up to blow her nose again, and dried her eyes.

“Why don’t you leave first? Within the next hour,” she murmured. “I’ll pay and head back just before the checkout deadline.”

“No,” I told her firmly. “Shower, pack, and then you and I are going to brunch before we head back. If you think you’re up to it, I’ll make love to you one more time, so we can end our date on a high note, okay?”

She nodded and extended her arms. “Yes, please.”

* * *


“Thomas! There you are!”

I sketched a wave once I saw who it was. “Hey, Barry,” I replied, fighting to speak as I ran on the treadmill. “How are you?”

“Great, bud,” he replied as he got on the treadmill next to mine. “We missed you the last couple of days. Where’ve you been?”

“Trying to stay active to work out the soreness from Thursday’s class,” I huffed. “Chewing down pain relievers, walking around town and along the lakeshore. Doing a few body weight exercises, trying to keep the blood flowing to loosen up. While I was walking around, I found a little French café for breakfast, and then I stopped for lunch at the bistro Cynthia showed us last weekend.”

“Oh shit, Michael and I would have joined you,” he replied. “We were just hanging out this weekend. Rusty had a date all day yesterday, and Ian went down to Boston for a wedding. Neither one is back.”

“Yeah, sorry for skipping out on you,” I replied. “Sunday night happy hour tonight?”

“Hell yeah,” Barry growled. “Why do you think I’m here running on this infernal machine?”

Laughing, I replied, “Great. I could use a beer or two. With the pain relievers, I need to be careful, but a couple should be okay.”

We both chugged along, and I upped the speed on my machine a couple of times. Barry did the same, trying to keep up.

“Geez!” He gasped after I triggered the cooldown phase. “How fast were you going?”

“Not fast. Six-minute kilometers until the last five minutes,” I gasped in reply. “Then I ramped it up to end strong at four-minute kilometers for the last minute.”

“It seemed faster,” he said. “Your feet were flying.”

I laughed as the band slowed down to the next cool-down tier. “My legs are shorter than yours, goofball. I probably have to take five steps to go as far as you do in three.”

After finishing my cooldown, I drained my water bottle and refilled it at the cooler. Barry grabbed a couple of cups before joining me on the mats to stretch.

As I leaned forward to stretch my right leg, Barry asked, “Did you see Tricia when she came back?”

“No, why?”

“She must have come back from a holiday away because she was dragging a suitcase through the companions’ lounge to see the Top Girl,” he replied.

“You guys have your own lounge?” I asked. “Is that another name for the bullpen up on Floor 74?”

“Nah, the lounge is on 52—bottom floor for the female companions’ dorms, which are on 52 and 53,” he clarified. “Our dorms are right under theirs, on 51. After work, we guys generally hang out in the TV lounge on our floor, where we drank last weekend.”

“And what’s ‘Top Girl’ mean?” I asked, despite having an idea.

“Senior companion,” he answered. “Peggy. You’ve met her.”

“Oh yeah. She’s rather unforgettable,” I replied, thinking back to my interactions with her.

“Yeah, well, anyway, Tricia rolls into the lounge, and Peggy takes one look at her before leading her into her apartment,” Barry said. “She had huge hickies on her neck and a couple showing above her rack.” I recalled the white suit she wore as we left for brunch—there were definitely a couple showing on her chest and neck.

“Tricia? Damn, there’s some lucky man out there,” I said. “I’ve only known her for a couple of weeks, but she seems like a wonderful woman.”

“Yeah, I thought it might have been you. She’s been very attentive to you,” Barry commented.

“Ah, so you thought you’d come fishing at my door to see if I could entertain you with some stories?” I countered with a laugh. “Sorry, mate. I got nothing for you.”

“Thomas, she’s one of us,” Barry said seriously. “If an opportunity does present itself, treat her right, and be very discreet. The way I heard it, the exec who drove her out of the companion pool is a vindictive son of a bitch.”

I switched legs, deflecting a bit. “Oh, now that sounds like a story,” I replied. “Give.”

Barry took the bait and started telling me everything he knew about Tricia’s history.


5


AFTERMATH


“Where are you going, Mr. Robertson?”

I looked up. “Hello, Peggy. I was just going to fill my water bottle,” I replied. A quick scan of the cube farm showed no one else was on the floor yet.

“Do that. Wait for me,” she replied tersely and walked off.

Hurrying down to the water dispenser by the loos, I filled up my bottle. When I turned away from the dispenser, I saw Peggy was standing in the dead spot for surveillance.

“Do you often use this fountain?” Peggy asked as she stepped up close and looked over my shoulder.

“Yes, it tastes better than the one in the break room,” I replied. “That’s probably half of why the coffee tastes like arse. All clear behind you.”

A brief half-smile flitted across her face before she stabbed a finger toward my sternum. “What the fuck were you thinking, Thomas?”

Catching her hand, I asked, “Can you be more specific, Peggy?”

“Tricia, you oaf. What was the idea, marking her like that?” she whispered fiercely.

“I haven’t seen her today. What are you talking about?”

“Her neck? Her chest?” Peggy growled. “She has to dress to the companion standard dress code as part of her employment contract, but she can’t show marks like that. I had to jump through hoops to find a semi sheer, patterned blouse that came above the marks you left on her chest.”

“I told Barry how I spent my weekend,” I replied, deadpan. “I’m assuming he shared that with you since you’re the Top Girl.”

“He did,” she said, jerking her hand away and slapping at my face. Fortunately, I got an arm up, and she hit that instead. Whipping my arm down, I grabbed her wrist.

“Let go of my hand, Thomas.”

“Stop assaulting me, Peggy,” I growled as I released her.

“Funnily enough, nothing Barry relayed contradicted what Tricia told me in confidence,” Peggy fumed.

“If it was in confidence, then you shouldn’t be telling me about it,” I replied. “I hold Tricia in the highest possible regard and wouldn’t intentionally do anything to harm her in any way.”

Peggy smirked. “Right, not intentionally. She did say it was quite pleasurable, and that you warned her you were going to keep doing it if she kept misbehaving.”

Silence seemed like the best response, but Peggy narrowed her eyes at me.

“Discretion is good, Thomas.”

“I agree, Peggy,” I replied.

“Do you understand why she can’t be your girlfriend?”

“Maybe you should explain it to me, Peggy.”

“Her employment contract specifically states that she can’t date or have romantic liaisons with employees. It’s cause for immediate dismissal,” she explained.

“That wasn’t in my HR briefing from Tricia,” I replied.

“It wouldn’t be. It was specifically added as a provision of her transition from companion to HR,” she said.

“Barry mentioned an exec who’s out to hurt her,” I added.

“Barry needs to work on his discretion,” she said with a frown. “I’m working on addressing the exec problem, but he’s a slippery one.”

“He’ll make a mistake,” I replied. “Guys like that always do. We just have to catch him at it.”

Peggy tapped her lips as she thought about something, her eyes getting a faraway look before she addressed me again. “Sometime over the next couple of weeks, tell Rick Allen in Engineering that you’d like to test the surveillance package.”

“Okay,” I replied slowly.

“I’ll be watching you,” she said, pointing a finger at me. “Don’t disappoint me again, Thomas.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I replied as she walked past me.

She stopped and looked at me over shoulder with a cocked eyebrow and a smirk. “Cheeky boy.” She put a little extra sway into her walk, knowing I was watching her leave.

At lunch later that same day, I walked in and spotted Tricia at the end of the queue with Daphne and Sheila, two of Nu-Gen’s recruiters.

“Hello, ladies,” I said. “You’re all looking very fashionable today.”

Sheila, the youngest of the three, was a pencil-thin brunette. She was wearing a navy suit with a knee-length A-line skirt and white boatneck blouse. She was a little plain, but not ugly by any means. Daphne, a freckle-faced strawberry blonde, was slightly plump, but not enough to distract from her cute face. She wore a gray suit with a skirt ending about ten centimeters above her knee and an open-necked French blue blouse that displayed significant cleavage.

Tricia looked great as usual in a black suit with flattering slacks rather than her typical short skirt. Her blouse made up for the conservative suit; it was a black, boatneck blouse with black and gold fleurs-de-lis embroidered into it. I knew where to look, and even so, I had a hard time seeing the marks I’d left on her chest. A matching scarf was tied around her neck, hiding the majority of her bruises there. Concealer did the rest.

The other two ladies giggled, and Tricia smiled at me.

“Hello, Thomas,” she greeted me with her customary smile, although I thought I detected a little stress in her eyes. “Did you have a good weekend?”

“I did,” I replied. “I spent some time walking around town and along the lakeshore. Did some exercises and ate at some good spots. Not bad considering how sore I was on Friday, but I did have to take some painkillers. How was your weekend?”

“I packed a bag and went to stay with a friend,” she replied nonchalantly as she pointed to a couple of dishes off the hot food line. “We spent the time enjoying each other’s company, eating out, strolling, and catching up.”

“That sounds like a great weekend,” I responded before I ordered. “Steak frites, creamed spinach, and steamed broccoli.”

“Hungry, Thomas?” Tricia teased.

“Famished. I only had toast and a boiled egg for breakfast,” I replied. “Apparently, I burned a lot of calories this weekend. I should have gotten a midmorning snack, but I’m tracking some rumors on a new battery that sounds promising. I’ve also got a couple of other things that are percolating, so I had a pretty busy morning.”

I picked up a couple of napkins and set them on my tray before handing her one. “Yours,” I said, locking eyes with her and smiling gently.

“Yes,” Tricia said with a sad smile, looking away.

“Enjoy your lunch, ladies,” I said.

“Thank God he’s not joining us,” Sheila muttered as they walked away.

Daphne replied, “Granted, he’s not very pretty, but he’s charming. I like him.”

“I think he’s nice,” Tricia said without looking back at me.

“Steak frites, sir,” the young man said from behind the counter, drawing my attention back to my lunch.

“Thank you, sir!” I replied, and went to sit with the engineers.

* * *


“Hey, Rick,” I said as I joined him at a table a couple of days later. “Thanks for meeting me.”

“Hi, Thomas! You had me at real coffee,” the ascetic engineer said. “That swill they serve in the break rooms isn’t fit to water flowers.”

If someone told me to imagine an engineer from a 1960s TV show, Rick Allen was who I would have seen in my mind’s eye. He was tall, thin, and had slicked-back dark hair. Heavy black frames rested on his nose. He was sitting at the table in a white, short-sleeved Oxford shirt and black tie, and his black suit jacket hung off the chair next to him.

“I agree,” I told him as I slid his flat white to him. “I’d have thought you engineers would have figured out how to get decent coffee in your break room by now.”

“It’s the water filters,” he said. “They don’t make them any more, so management leaves them in place and won’t replace them. I wouldn’t be surprised to find heavy metals in the water coming through them. Use the water dispensers by the bathrooms. They replace those every six months.”

“Yeah, that’s what I do,” I said, sitting and taking a satisfying sip of my café au lait.

“So what did you want to discuss, Thomas?”

“I was told to ask you about testing the surveillance package,” I answered. “Any idea why?”

Rick blinked. He sipped his coffee, peering at me over the top of his cup. After the silence began to stretch toward uncomfortableness, he looked around for eavesdroppers. He leaned over the table. “Who told you that?” he asked quietly.

“Peggy,” I murmured.

“How the fuck does she know about it?” he whispered urgently.

“She didn’t say. She just said I should talk to you,” I replied, my voice low. “Why? Is this a big secret?”

“Kind of,” Rick answered. “We had to sign an NDA specific to that project. I can’t tell you anything about it, what the purpose of the product is, or who the client is. Nothing.”

“Okay. Since I can’t know what it is, I guess that means I can’t test it,” I mused.

Rick sighed heavily and looked into his cup. “Not necessarily. You’d have to swap out your current communicator prototype,” he said, pointing to the large device on my wrist. “Once we get a smaller one with that new chip, you’d have to swap again.”

“Okay. I’m guessing I’d need to sign an NDA, too,” I said.

“Yeah,” he sighed again. “We’ve got a new prototype coming out shortly, and we’ll need testers for it. I’ll put your name in.”

After a couple of sips of coffee, Rick muttered to himself, “I’ll need to be careful about the timing of it to not raise suspicions. But he’s already doing product testing for us, so that should be an easy sell.”

“I guess I’m superfluous to the conversation now,” I teased.

“Huh? Oh, sorry. Just thinking through how to go about it,” Rick said.

“Don’t worry about it if it will get you in trouble,” I told him seriously. “It’s not worth the risk.”

“There are risks, but if Peggy asked you to do it…well, she has her reasons. And I owe her.”

“How so?”

“About a year ago, Old Man Nelson was laying into me hard for a mistake one of my boys made. Since I was the team lead, I stepped in to take the heat off the kid, but Nelson was working up to firing me. Peggy walked into his office and distracted him with some finance reports that Mr. Cho wanted him to review and give feedback on,” Rick explained. “Nelson threw me out of his office with a ‘this isn’t over.’ Peggy winked at me before she closed the door. Nelson seemed to forget all about it afterward. I think she used her body to distract him.”

“She does have a distracting body,” I commented.

“Yeah,” Rick replied dreamily. “Er, anyway, later that afternoon, she was back on our floor, wearing a different outfit. As she walked past me she patted my cheek and winked at me.”

He looked up at me. “Old Man Nelson would have fired me if she hadn’t stepped in. I owe her.”

“I doubt she sees it that way,” I murmured.

“That’s how I see it,” he said, throwing back his coffee. “Anyway, it’ll be a while, but I’ll get you on the testers list.”

“Thanks, Rick,” I told him. “I appreciate it.”

“Sure, man. Um, I don’t suppose I could get you to spring for another coffee…”

Laughing, I told him, “Good thing the café is subsidized. Sure thing. I think I’ll have one to go, too.”

* * *


After Thursday night’s class, I was in the kitchenette of my flat, making a big bowl of what I called “impromptu pho,” which was essentially dried ramen noodles rehydrated in bone broth from a carton, meat from a rotisserie chicken, a variety of frozen vegetables, a boiled egg, and liberal amounts of both southwestern and Thai hot sauces. I tossed some chicken into the simmering pot and judged it ready to eat.

After pouring my dinner into a bowl, I sat at the dinette and powered up my personal tablet as I dug in. Quickly scanning my junk mail, I confirmed that my filters didn’t quarantine anything important.

Switching over to the inbox, I replied to a couple of college classmates before I saw a message I’d been waiting on for nearly three years.

I immediately opened the message and devoured my sister’s words.

Hello, Dearest.

I’m sorry for being incommunicado. Thank you for all the notes and flowers. I’ve treasured each and every one, but I just couldn’t bring myself to write back. This note will be short, too.

As you can imagine, I’ve been going through a long bout of depression over the damage to my face. The Top Girl, that’s the senior companion instructor in finishing school, knew someone at Deutsche Bank at their call center in Wroclaw. They hired me into their call center quickly when they learned about all the languages I speak. It wasn’t long before I was helping my colleagues and got promoted to supervisor despite the frequent breaks for more surgeries in Berlin to repair the damage to my face.

The final surgery was two months ago. I’m blind in my left eye, and it looks like a dead white orb in my face. I still have facial scarring, but most of it is just bright red discoloration with a couple of spots that could pass for acne scars. Concealer can hide most of the remnants. I wear an eye patch over my left eye, and I’m still working with doctors to get hair plugs that will stay in my scalp longer than four months. Apparently, they don’t like the scar tissue on the side of my head any more than I do.

On the positive side, I’m being considered for shift manager, which would be a nice pay bump. Unfortunately, I think one of the other supervisors will get it. She’s a blonde, blue-eyed Polish girl who’s also a finishing school reject. She’s sweet, and I know she’s blowing the director as often as he can find an excuse to get her into his office. I don’t blame her; finishing school taught us to use all of our advantages. Of all the people here, she’s the only one I would date, but it’s a moot point because she can’t bring herself to look at my face.

I think of you every day, but I just couldn’t stand the thought of you looking away because of how ugly I am now. Looking at me with pity would be worse than not looking at me at all. Regardless, my therapist has been encouraging me to contact you for months, and I finally got tired of her harassing me. So, I’m writing back.

It feels good to think about you reading this. I’ll work to build a habit of writing to you regularly, but it will be a challenge for a while.

I’m happy that things are going well for you. Please keep the notes coming.

I love you, My Tommy.

Yours,

Anastacia

I read her note three more times while I finished my dinner. After quickly cleaning up my tiny kitchen area, I got out my prized bottle of Armagnac and poured about a finger into a snifter. I looked at the stains on the couch that predated my move into the flat, a reminder that I needed to turn in my apartment inventory. Since I wasn’t completely sure the stains were safe to sit on, I sat down at the kitchenette to write a response.

Dearest,

I’m so glad to hear from you! It sounds to me like you’re recovering well.

As I’ve said before, I can’t imagine what it was like for you to go through the attack, and the same applies to the aftermath. I just wish I could’ve stood beside you and held you as you went through the darkest parts of it.

After that first deal in my second week, I haven’t closed on anything. But I have a promising deal in the works, and I have a handful of potentials to research. There’s no shortage of work.

I think my boss wants me to deliver a 20-million-credit deal every week. Since most of the team apparently gets paid to breathe, I can see why he might lean heavily on me. I’ll get him another bonus before too long. I’m looking forward to my first paycheck.

I met someone, and she reminds me a lot of you. She has that same kind of beautiful soul that just wants to help others. She’s not a reject, but she switched career tracks after she started as a companion. Apparently, I said or did some things that made her speculate about how you spent your last break in finishing school, but she mentioned it and let it go.

We had a lovely weekend, and I hope to take her out after I get paid.

My new kickboxing gym is a lot of fun. I could barely move after the first class, and I got a black eye from it, but I managed to only have severe soreness rather than debilitating pain from the two classes this week. The school owner and chief instructor is Franco Castellano, the recently retired world champion. He’s got a good school, and he’s supposed to be a good teacher. Some of his staff aren’t so great as either people or teachers—my primary teacher is a bit of a thug, but I learn from him regardless. Training with them should work off any spare fat pretty quickly at the rate I’m going.

I miss you, Stacie. You were always my rock, and I’ve been more than a little lost since you stopped talking to me. Thank you for reconnecting. I look forward to your next note. I could vid-chat with you on the weekend if you’re open to it.

I love you too.

Yours,

Thomas

I sent the note off and finished my drink, a big smile on my face. I then picked up my work tablet and completed my apartment inventory. I discovered that I should have a double bed rather than the twin I was currently sleeping in, and a small full-sized refrigerator, not the counter-height model I had. My shower curtain needed to be replaced, and I submitted the sofa for replacement too. Then I documented all the linens, cookware, and utensils that I received before I sent the report off to Tricia.

* * *


“Hello, Thomas. Do you mind if we join you?”

Looking up from the screen on my wrist, I took note of Tricia, Daphne, Sheila, Veronica, and Charity with their breakfast trays, waiting for permission to sit at my table.

“Please, ladies,” I said, standing and gesturing to the seats around me.

As the ladies claimed their seats, Rick walked up. “Oh, I was going to join you, Thomas,” he said.

“Please do, Rick. We have a few seats left,” I said, sitting back down. “Ladies, I’m sure you all know the famous Rick Allen, engineering lead extraordinaire. Rick, this is Daphne, Veronica, Tricia, Charity, and Sheila,” indicating each lady with an extended hand.

“Damn, Thomas,” Rick laughs. “I’m sitting with you all the time. Good morning, ladies. It’s a pleasure.”

“Hello, Rick!” they sang in reply.

“How are you doing, Thomas?” Veronica asked. “I haven’t seen much of you since the onboarding class.”

“I’m doing well,” I replied. “You remember me talking about my sister, the one who was attacked? I got an email from her last night. It’s the first I’ve heard from her in three years.”

“I didn’t realize you weren’t in contact with her,” Charity said, taking a tiny bite of her oatmeal.

Grimacing, I replied, “She wouldn’t see me in the hospital after the attack, so I eventually went back to school. I’ve been sending her cards, flowers, and emails weekly ever since. As you can imagine, having half your face burned with acid would be traumatic. She told me she appreciated the messages but hadn’t been up to replying. My mother sent me a note when she got the job at Deutsche Bank and the promotion. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have known a single thing about how she was doing. I’m pretty sure Mother used official channels to get the information.”

"Official channels?" Rick asked.

"She’s still a senior lawyer with the US State Department," I replied.

I tucked into my steak and eggs, and the table was quiet until Sheila asked, “Your sister’s face was burned with acid?”

“Yeah. Drama in finishing school,” I replied before a bite of toast.

“What happened to the girl who threw the acid on her?” Daphne asked.

“Violent crime, Daffy,” Charity replied. “You know what the penalty is for that.”

“Oh!” the plump woman said before setting down the bread she had just picked up.

“Any plans for the weekend?” Veronica asked me. “I’m cooking my grandmother’s red beans and rice for lunch on Saturday. I’ll have a huge slow cooker full of beans and another pot of rice.”

“I’m picking up fresh baguettes from a French bakery in town,” Tricia added with a twinkle in her eye. I thought I was reasonably successful at not smirking as I remembered her showing off her hickeys while we had breakfast there.

“Thanks for the invite, Veronica,” I replied. “Unfortunately, I’ve committed to working the door at the gym for a tournament this weekend. Three other gyms are bringing their fighters, and I’m checking the teams in and selling tickets. I probably won’t be home until late.”

“Are you fighting?” Sheila asked. “I remember your black eye last week. In fact, it still looks a little yellow.”

I laughed. “I won’t be getting in the ring unless they need some comic relief. I’ve only been training there for a little over a week.”

“Well, you’re welcome to drop by when you get home,” Veronica said, a bit sullenly.

Tricia gave the beauty, who had turned away, a considering look.

“Email me your contact number, and I’ll call you if it’s not too late, Veronica,” I told her softly.

Her head whipped around. “Okay, Thomas,” she replied with a shy smile.

Tricia’s smile was enigmatic.

* * *


Franco Castellano clapped me on the shoulder. “Thanks for stepping in, Thomas. It wasn’t ideal, but you did well. I’m proud of you.”

That was nice to hear from the reigning world champ, even if he was retired.

“Thanks, Franco.” I looked down at my sweat-soaked T-shirt. “I don’t have any clothes to change into, so I’ll need to get home to shower. Hopefully, a tuk-tuk will pick me up looking like this.” I lifted my shirt and took a small sniff. “No one on the trains will want to stand next to me.”

“Let me arrange one for you,” he said and went back to his office.

“Hi. I’m Jane Nelson. Nice job in the ring,” a tall, muscular woman said as she walked up. I guessed she was five centimeters taller than me. Her dirty blonde hair was up in a short ponytail. She was wearing a tank top that highlighted C-cup breasts and sculpted, muscled shoulders. Loose gray tracksuit bottoms and worn trainers completed her outfit. Her lean face was pleasant, but not even close to how pretty the companions at work were. She managed to look both feminine and very strong. A medium-sized gym bag hung from a strap to hang in front of her right hip.

“Thomas Robertson, and thank you. Sammi said I was just going to work on the door,” I replied, taking a big drink from my water bottle.

“Things change,” she said with an expressive shrug.

“Thomas, he’s waiting outside already. Have him wait for me to pay,” Franco yelled from his office in the back.

“Nice to meet you, Jane. Do you train here?” I asked as I shrugged my daypack onto my shoulder.

“Yeah, but I’m in the Monday-Wednesday group,” she replied as she walked out with me.

“Thomas?” the skinny kid with pasty skin, acne scars, and a cyclist cap asked when he saw me.

“Yeah. Franco said he’s bringing payment,” I said, happy I didn’t have to pay and glad payday was Thursday. “Going to the Nu-Gen building downtown.”

“Yeah, I know it. Right up the street from the Orientale,” he replied crisply. “Mount up.”

“Thanks.”

As I was getting into the little cabin behind the electric scooter, Sammi, my primary instructor at the gym, marched up and stuck his face in the back of the tuk-tuk. “How the fuck did you manage that, you little shit?” Sammi was about five centimeters taller than me and twice as heavy—it was all muscle. He had a swarthy complexion, a constant five o’clock shadow, dark beady eyes, and huge hands that hit like boulders. A sneer was the most positive expression I’d ever seen on his face.

“Let it go, Sammi,” Jane said. “You put a newbie in the ring, and he stepped up. You should be taking credit rather than being pissed at him.”

“Keep outta this, ya big dyke,” Sammi spat. “I need to teach him his place. I expected him to take his beating and crawl away like the college boy he is.”

“You don’t really want to meet me professionally, Sammi.” Jane’s hand slid into her gym bag.

Sammi’s swarthy complexion turned pale, and he backed away with his hands in the air. I wasn’t sure what that was about.

“Go home, Sammi. We’ll talk tomorrow,” Franco said as he came out and handed a prepaid card to the driver. “Here you go, Mark.”

“Thanks, champ,” the driver replied.

“Goodnight. Thanks again, Franco. See you Tuesday, Sammi,” I called as Mark started his e-bike and put it into gear.

“Didn’t want to take the trains?” Mark hollered over his shoulder as we pulled out into traffic.

“Didn’t think the other riders would want to smell me,” I shouted as we passed the Dufferin stop. “I usually take the subway, walking up to the Queen Station from Nu-Gen, and then switch at Bloor-Yonge Station and ride out to Dufferin.”

The short ride, roughly three and a quarter kilometers, passed quickly. Using my wrist device, I touched Mark’s tablet to pay him a tip and walked inside. I waved to the security guys as I passed their desk and called a lift.

After getting off on my floor, an inspiring view greeted me as I approached the door of my flat. Veronica was squatting in front of my door, arranging a couple of cooking pots on the ground. Her lovely, compact round bum was encased in charcoal-gray yoga pants, and she wore a navy-blue hoodie. Uncharacteristically, her hair was in a ponytail.

“Too bad this sight doesn’t greet me every time I come home,” I said, startling her.

“Thomas!” she exclaimed, and stood quickly to face me, fingers knotted in front of her waist.

“You’re a sight for sore eyes, Veronica,” I told her.

“Did you get punched again?” she gasped.

“Yeah, it’s a long story. I’m happy to tell you, but let’s go inside,” I replied, tapping my wristcom to the sensor on the door.

The lock popped, and I pushed the door open before squatting to pick up the larger of the two pots on the ground. Veronica grabbed the other and followed me inside. We sat the two pots on my little stovetop.

“I didn’t plan to compete, so I didn’t have anything to shower with or to change into. How about I pour you a glass of wine or water, you heat this up while I get clean, and we have dinner together? Or you can just drink if you’ve eaten.”

She bit her lip. “I haven’t eaten, so your plan sounds good.”

Setting my bag on the floor, I asked, “Red, white, or water?”

“Red would be great,” she replied with a slight smile.

As I took out a couple of glasses and poured, I asked her, “Do I make you nervous?”

“I…I’ve never been in a man’s apartment,” she said as I handed her glass to her.

That was surprising considering her training and profession. I poured a little splash of red into another glass and held it out for a toast. “To new, safe adventures,” I proposed softly.

“Salut,” she replied in accented French as we touched glasses.

I tossed mine back and filled the glass with water. Staying with Mandarin, I said, “I need to hydrate, so I’ll be drinking a lot of water and only a little wine. Make yourself at home. I recommend the easy chair rather than the couch. I have no idea what the stains are, but they go all the way through the cushion. I requested a replacement, but I don’t know how long that will take.”

“Okay. Enjoy your shower and don’t worry about me. I’ll get dinner going,” she said with a shy smile.

Something about her behavior yesterday and today had me wondering how I should behave around her. I finally just asked, “May I give you a kiss on the cheek? You’ve always enchanted me, but you’ve also stood a little apart from the group. I’m not really certain what’s appropriate based on our relationship so far.”

“I would welcome a kiss,” she said quietly, looking at the floor.

I deliberately slid close to her and inhaled her sweet scent before pressing my lips to her cheek.

“I’m trying not to get you sweaty. I promise a hug with the next one,” I murmured into her ear.

“I’d like that,” she said, smiling more warmly as I stepped back. “Go shower.”

I refilled my glass and water bottle, grabbed my daypack, and went into the bedroom as Veronica started playing with my stovetop.
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RONNIE


After I closed my bedroom door, I stripped and tossed my clothes into the hamper and drained my glass of water. I grabbed a pair of light track pants and a clean T-shirt from my bureau before I stepped into the bathroom.

Fifteen minutes later, I was clean and returned to the great room with my empty glass and water bottle. Veronica was sipping wine, sitting in the easy chair and thumb-typing into her tablet. I saw a sheet covering the seat of the couch as I passed by to refill my bottle with water and pour half a glass of wine.

“Do you need a refill?” I asked over my shoulder.

“Not until after we eat,” she replied as she stepped up to the stovetop. “I’ve been drinking wine off and on all afternoon. It’s a little shameful.”

“Sharing drinks with friends isn’t a bad thing, Veronica,” I told her.

“Everyone left around two to do other things. I drank two-thirds of a bottle by myself,” she mumbled as she took some bowls out from my cupboard and filled them with beans and rice.

“Why?” Then the smell reached my nose. “Oh my goodness, that smells divine. Let’s sit down before I devour it right here.”

I grabbed some spoons and followed her to the table.

As we sat, Veronica said, “You must mean that. I didn’t feel your eyes caressing me as I walked to the table.”

I laughed as I raised a full spoon to my mouth. “Yeah, I’m pretty entranced by this bowl. I had a protein bar around midday. Then I ended up fighting, so I’m feeling quite peckish.” Once the spoon entered my mouth, all thoughts of conversation left my mind. “MMMM!”

Veronica smiled shyly as she chewed her spoonful. After she swallowed, she said, “I’m happy you like it. It’s my Gigi’s recipe.”

“Who’s Gigi?” I waited for her answer, shoveling another spoonful into my mouth.

“Can we speak English? You speak it, right?” she asked. “I could use a break from Mandarin.”

“Yes, I do,” I replied in the requested language. “When I was a child we spoke it frequently since my father was a US diplomat and we were living in London. But I’ve rarely spoken it since I left uni.”

“Oh my gawd,” she gasped. “You sound British.”

“Likely not,” I chuckled in reply. “I did learn to speak proper King’s English, but I grew up in an American household. My English friends think I’m trying too hard on my accent, but this is the accent that comes naturally to me in this language. My friends in uni teased me for some of my word choices, common British vernacular rather than American. Is yours a New Orleans accent?”

“One of them. I have what they call a ‘downtown accent.’ It’s Creole—a mix of all kinds of influences, just like the Creole people,” she said.

“Is that how you identify?” I asked. “Creole?”

Laughing, she replied, “Yes. I don’t have a choice. My family comes from people from across the world, which is typical since Creoles are a mix. The Creole French language is, too, but we often call it Kouri-Vini, not Creole French, because it’s so different from mainstream and Cajun French. ”

She watched me scrape every last bit from my bowl with a smile. “Gigi would be happy to see you eat.”

“Okay, again, who’s Gigi?”

“It’s a common Creole term for grandmother. Gigi, Mawmaw, or Mimi are all common. I called mine Gigi.” Veronica’s smile turned sad. “Gigi raised me. My mother was addicted to alcohol and any drug she could get on the streets, and she would lie down in a gutter with anyone to get it. My father was an addict she was fucking for free drugs. He died before I was born, and I was in a detox program in intensive care as soon as I entered this world.”

“Gigi was your savior,” I replied. “Finish your dinner, Veronica.”

“You can call me Ronnie,” she said after a couple of bites. “Gigi and Aubrey both called me that.”

“Ronnie it is. Who’s Aubrey?” I asked before draining my water again.

“She was my girlfriend at Tulane. We met during auditions, and we both made it into the program,” she explained before finishing. “We hit it off immediately, and her parents were wealthy enough to arrange for us to be roommates. They would’ve been appalled if they knew how little use my bed got after the first week. We used to love walking hand in hand in Audubon Park in the evening and dancing together.”

“I think Tricia mentioned you studied dance during orientation. I can believe it, watching you move,” I told her, taking a tiny sip of wine. I didn’t think I was hydrated well enough to drink much more.

“I earned a BA in dance with minors in Chinese and exercise science,” she said. “Between Aubrey’s parents and the stipend for my companion scholarship, I didn’t have to work, so I was able to take a heavy class load.”

“I was all about physics until MIT. Then I picked up an MBA in addition to my graduate work in physics,” I replied. “I was curious about everything, and when I heard about this job I turned down a research fellowship to take it. It’s a similar role to the one I had as an intern. I get to learn about exciting new developments every day instead of pouring through research data to prove somebody’s hair-brained idea is worth a government grant. Plus the salary’s better and it gets me out of the craziness going on in the States.”

We picked up the dishes and let them soak in water for a little while, and I placed the small remaining portion into an aluplast container—the aluminum replacement for plastic—and offered it to Ronnie.

“Keep it. I have enough to carry me until payday on Thursday,” she replied as she used a brush to clean the major food bits from the pots and put them in my tiny dishwasher. I did the same for the bowls and spoons and loaded the dishwasher with soap.

“We should wait to run it. It’s rather loud,” I replied.

“Join me on the sofa?” she asked.

“Uh…”

“Sit on the other side of that disgusting mess,” she said. “I’m hoping I didn’t ruin your spare sheet by laying it on top. I sent pictures to Tricia so she can expedite your replacement.”

“I get the idea I got the last available flat with the last dribs and drabs of furniture they could find,” I replied as I sat, closely tucked up to the left arm of the sofa.

Ronnie placed a foot on the cushion and twisted gracefully to lie against my shoulder with her feet tucked under her. My arm naturally rose, and she burrowed closer to me, letting her weight rest on my shoulder.

“Tell me how you ended up fighting today. You said you were only going to work the table at the door,” she said, her golden eyes staring up into mine.

“That was the plan,” I agreed. “Three other clubs came to compete in the tournament. Each had at least one fighter in each weight class, but one of the other club’s light middleweight became sick shortly after they arrived. My teacher, Sammi, tossed me a pair of shorts and told me to weigh in. I came in right at seventy-two kilograms. That’s when Sammi told me I was going to fight.”

“Had you trained someplace else?” Ronnie asked.

“Here and there. A year after my father was murdered, we moved to France,” I started to explain.

“Wait a minute. Your father was murdered?”

I nodded grimly. “Under Secretary of Foreign Affairs, John Robertson. Formerly the US Ambassador to Yemen and Undersecretary for Foreign Affairs. He died in a car bomb in London. I’d rather not go into that now,” I demurred. “Anyway, Mother put me in a savate school in Paris to toughen me up—it’s a French martial art. I enjoyed the training, but I was only at it for about two years. I was the youngest person in the class by at least four years, so I didn’t get much practical boxing. When we moved to Korea, I learned some tae kwon do since it was taught in PE. I ended up hanging out with a bunch of Korean guys, and we’d street fight on Saturday afternoons. I usually got my ass kicked severely, but I got better.”

“How old were you when you stopped?”

“Oh, seventeen. Right after I graduated high school, Mother sent me to Stanford for the summer term, and I never went back until I graduated from Stanford…well, except when I went to see Stacie,” I said. “I didn’t do any kind of martial arts again until I joined the club here. That first summer at Stanford, I saw some Malaysian gents playing this game where they kicked a wicker ball over a volleyball net. The teams were uneven, so I asked to join. That’s how I learned sepak takraw—that’s the name of the game. I ended up playing with those guys through my undergrad, and I found a group at MIT, too.”

“So your instructor threw you into the ring to fill out the card?” Ronnie asked incredulously.

“Yeah. I was supposed to get my ass kicked and then hold an ice pack to my face for the rest of the day,” I explained. “I was down 0–3 to this big bruiser who should have been at least a cruiserweight. He was taller and had to be about fifteen kilos heavier than me. He didn’t so much kickbox as pummel me until he knocked my hands out of the way. There was still one round to go, and if he’d managed two more points on me, the match would have been over since it was meant to be just a training match.

“I really didn’t want to get spanked so hard, but I’d taken worse beatings in Korea. I was struggling to move when I heard someone curse in French. That triggered my memories of Antoine, my savate teacher, so I finally started doing proper footwork. My opponent threw a right hook. I slipped to my left and threw a right roundhouse kick that caught the hinge of his jaw. He was out.”

“Oh my,” she said, her eyes searching my face for something.

Chuckling, I said, “I think it was the first fight that ended with me as the victor.”

Swapping my wine glass for my water bottle, I added, “Father always said no one ever wins a fight, although I’m pretty certain he meant war, not fights in the ring.”

“My brother was a boxer,” Ronnie said. “He was a sadistic sonofabitch. He got involved in gangs and left home. The only time he was nice to me was when two of his gang brothers tried to rape me. Later, he beat Gigi to death for her social security prepaid card and her bank book. The executioner shot him in the street when they finally caught him.” She hugged herself tightly. “You don’t enjoy hurting people, do you, Thomas?”

“No,” I replied tersely. “Definitely not.”

“So he tagged you before you knocked him out?”

“No. That happened about thirty seconds into my second fight,” I said. “Louis, our light middleweight, is one of Sammi’s favorites. He’s promoting Louis to be the next big thing since the previous light middleweight quit on Monday. Like Sammi, Louis was an experienced Muay Thai fighter when he joined the gym. The basic kickboxing class I’m in is learning basic punches, kicks, and footwork, but it’s more just generic kickboxing. I’ve trained with Louis—he’s the one who gave me the black eye my first day.

“Since Sammi was in Louis’ corner, Franco, the gym owner, came to work my corner despite the fact that I was officially fighting for another club. Up until that moment, I’d only spoken to him a couple of times. The call to fight came, and I started to get my feet working. I blocked a couple of roundhouse kicks from Louis, and then he got a left jab past my guard to pop my cheekbone.” I winced at the memory.

“I ducked and slid out, and then Franco called out some instructions in French, and the words he used triggered memories of the savate skills I had learned. Round 1 ended with me at 1–2. Round 2 ended at 2–3, and Louis took a standing eight count when I pushed a kick between his hands and put my heel on his right cheek. Between rounds, Franco told me to counter his kicks with punches. When Round 3 opened, Louis threw a flurry of kicks, which I blocked and countered. Then he took a moment to set himself and did the typical switch step to indicate he was going for a Muy Thai power kick. I launched forward with a right punch to his nose, which took all the power out of his kick. Two hooking punches to his jaw and an upper cut under his chin later, the fight was over.”

“So your teacher wasn’t happy?”

“Franco was ecstatic. Sammi was as angry as I’d ever seen him,” I said. “Since Sammi is the one I train with, I expect Tuesday’s class to be brutal.”

Ronnie furrowed her brows. “Are you sure you want to do that?”

“I’m not going to hide for doing my best,” I said simply.

“I wish I could have seen you,” she said.

“I would have gotten knocked out because I wouldn’t have been able to pull my eyes away from you,” I replied.

Ronnie giggled. “Yeah, right.”

“Truth, Ronnie. You’re that gorgeous,” I told her sincerely.

“Then why do I feel like a fraud?” she whispered.

I squeezed her closely as I puzzled over why she might feel that way, but I hadn’t a clue. “I don’t think you’re a fraud, Ronnie. Why do you?”

“I didn’t make the cut at finishing school. I was the first runner-up,” she said. “I auditioned at four different ballet companies, and they all told me the same thing. ‘You're a good dancer, but you don’t look like a ballerina. You’re too curvy.’ Then they’d recommend I try some other type of dancing where curves were more acceptable. I only got picked for this job because one of the girls who did make the cut got engaged and dropped out after Nu-Gen selected her. She came from a rich family who paid off her finishing school tuition. She told me she only went to finishing school to learn how to be a better lover for her future husband. Apparently, her boyfriend liked what she learned and proposed. I haven’t been chosen for anything.”

“Did Aubrey choose you?” I asked in a rare moment of insight.

“Yes. She seduced me,” Ronnie whispered. “I lost my virginity to a nice boy at my senior prom. We were both virgins, and it was awkward. Twice I was sexually assaulted by my brother’s gang members, but I managed to escape getting raped. Aubrey—” a tender smile blossomed on Ronnie’s face—“was the first to make love to me and make me feel passion.”

“How did your practice go during the second break?” I asked.

“It didn’t. I spent it with Aubrey. She’d just gotten a spot in the New York City Ballet. I’ve only been with a boy that one time.” Ronnie looked up at me, looking miserable. “Now I’m supposed to pleasure men who are used to proficient companions. I’m a f-fraud.” Her voice nearly broke. “If they’d be happy with hand jobs and oral, I’d do alright, but I’m afraid they’ll take what I don’t want to give, and I’ll be horrible at it. Then I’ll lose my job.”

“Companions don’t have to have sex, Ronnie,” I replied gently. “I’ve heard that repeatedly ever since Amazebay came up with the concept. The standard is to be a caring assistant, right?”

I thought that my words would comfort her, but I was way off the mark.

Ronnie looked at me like I was naive—maybe I was. “The truth is, we’re expected to offer our bodies when asked,” she said morosely. “I had very little business education, so my body and my ability to fetch refreshments are my only useful contributions. I’m taking night classes online to get a business management certificate so I’ll have at least some knowledge. Maybe I’ll go for a BA in business after that. Companions get free online tuition at Athabasca University.”

I caressed her arm and sipped my wine until only the dregs remained, wondering how to respond.

“Ronnie, you barely spoke to me during orientation and in the socials. Actually, I remember watching you pass by as I held the door for you after our break—you looked like you had cried. And you hadn’t spoken to me since onboarding until yesterday. What’s going on?” I asked quietly.

“Peggy dragged a confession out of me about my inferiority complex,” Ronnie said. “She told me to talk to Tricia, who recommended I talk to you. Sitting here, leaning against you—I haven’t felt this cared for since I last saw Aubrey. Tricia said I shouldn’t worry about your looks and just feel the pull of you. Do you know what she meant?”

“No,” I confessed. “She’s told me I have a magnetic personality, but I’m not entirely sure what she meant. Charisma usually includes looks, and I think we can all agree, I don’t have those.”

Ronnie sat up and studied my face. She held my chin and turned my face back and forth. “I don’t know, Thomas. You’re not classically handsome or beautiful, but you have symmetrical features. Your eyes are piercing. I do think your hooked nose detracts from the overall effect. Otherwise, your features are pleasant, if not memorable.”

“I’m not sure which parent gave me the nose. It almost looks like my uncle André’s,” I told her.

“Which side of the family?”

“Neither. André’s a good friend of my family. He visited often when we lived in London and Paris. He actually came to visit me at Stanford and MIT, whereas Mother never did,” I replied. “I think he introduced Mother to Antoine—you know, my savate teacher. André’s minor French royalty.”

“Oh? What’s his title?”

“He’s the Marquis de Sade,” I said with a grin, watching her expression.

“No!”

“Yes, he really is,” I replied. “He’s a really great guy, and he’s even uglier than me. Bigger hooked nose than mine, penetrating eyes, and thin receding hair. We still email each other regularly. He’s always keen to know how I’m doing.”

As I nuzzled Ronnie’s hair, she burrowed closer and purred. “That feels really nice, Thomas.”

“What do you want from me, Ronnie?”

“Tonight, I just want you to hold me,” she said softly. “But soon, I’d like you to show me how to please a man.”

I pulled her chin up so that her eyes had to meet mine. “I feel I can trust you to be gentle with me, and then teach me how not to be gentle,” she explained, trying to look away.

“I’m seeing someone, Ronnie,” I told her.

“Tricia told me she’s okay with it,” Ronnie said, her eyes roaming my face. “She cried on my shoulder all Sunday night, and most nights this week.”

“Are you her…lover?” I asked tentatively.

“I wish!” she said passionately. “They encourage bisexuality in finishing school, and I think Tricia might be bi, but she’s trying hard not to get too close to anyone right now. Even though we’re not lovers, she’s quickly become my best friend here. She’s such a beautiful soul, in addition to her looks. She’s the full package.”

As she spoke, she moved closer. She stared at my mouth, as though mesmerized.

“So are you, Ronnie,” I told her before I leaned in and claimed her lips. After the kiss, I stared into her golden eyes for several minutes as she caressed my chest. Eventually, I told her, “I’m exhausted. I need to get to bed before I fall down. Are you staying?”

“Can I?” she replied.

“Of course. Let’s clean up and get ready for bed. Do you need something to sleep in?” I asked.

“No, I’ll be fine in my cami and panties,” she said before brushing her lips across mine and standing. “I did learn not to be a prude in both the dance program and in finishing school.”

I started the dishwasher, and we took turns in the bathroom. Ronnie was wearing a white cotton camisole and lacy white panties that left little to the imagination when she came out. I don’t know what those ballet companies were looking for, but I thought she had a perfect figure. I put on a pair of boxers in deference to her desire to just be held.

We cuddled closely on my twin mattress, and I wrapped my arms around her, spooning her. Her silky hair caressed my bare arms and chest as I fell asleep.

* * *


I awoke at 6:30 to my morning wood poking out of my boxers and Ronnie’s slim fingers lightly caressing it. Her left leg was between mine, and she was grinding against my hip bone.

“That feels really nice, Ronnie. Sadly, I really need to pee,” I murmured.

“Sorry,” she replied, snatching her hand back.

I got up, did my business, and fetched a couple glasses of water, offering Ronnie one upon my return. While I was busy, she had gotten up and tidied her hair back into a tight ponytail.

“Do you need to go?” I asked.

“No, I went before you woke up,” she replied. “Or did you mean leave?” She sipped her water, watching my expression.

I drained my glass and grinned at her. “No. I meant the first one,” I clarified. “Do you have plans?”

“No,” she said. “I slept really well last night. I think it’s the best sleep I’ve had since college.” She bit her lip and looked at me with those wide-open, liquid eyes.

“I’m happy to be of service,” I replied with a cheeky smile as I placed my glass on the bedside table.

Releasing that delectable lip, she said, “I was really enjoying touching you. Hand jobs and oral were both taught in school, and I got top marks on those subjects. Would you like to see what I learned?”

I couldn’t believe that this beautiful creature was offering to have sex with me, but even more mind-boggling was that she seemed to have so little confidence in her sensuality.

“I’d love to see what you learned,” I replied sincerely. “Then I’ll show you my oral skills. After that, we can see what the day brings.”

“Okay,” she said, reaching tentatively for my rising cock.

“Uh, uh, uh!” I chided her gently, pulling her to her feet by her wrist, bringing her closer. Slowly, I slid my hand up her silky arm.

Ronnie looked taken aback as my hand continued moving, behind her back and down to her waist.

“I’d really like to kiss you again, Ronnie,” I murmured. “I dreamed about our kiss while we slept. And we really should kiss before we progress to anything else, don’t you think?”

Her eyelids fluttered and her lips parted as I leaned in. I slowly pressed my lips to hers and nibbled gently on them.

Ronnie whimpered as I led with my tongue, exploring every bit of her soft lips before pushing into her mouth. Ronnie welcomed me by sucking my tongue deep and caressing it with her own. Her arms slid around my waist, and she pressed her delicious body against mine.

I cupped her face with my left hand as my right caressed her back, and she pressed her mons into my hardening cock. Releasing her lips, I kissed along her jaw, and she raised her chin, tilting it to give me access to the erogenous zones on her neck.

Warming her neck with my hot breath, I murmured, “I want you, Ronnie. Since I first met you, I’ve wanted you like I’ve never wanted another woman before.”

She turned and withdrew her head slightly, locking eyes with me. Her lips parted to say something, but she stopped and bit that lush bottom lip, closing her eyes. When she finally released her lip, she looked at me again. “Then take me, Thomas.” There was only resolve and desire in those liquid brown eyes.

Pulling her close, I claimed her lips. Ronnie whimpered, and a hand slid into my hair to keep my face close.

When we broke the kiss, I dropped my mouth to her neck and nibbled the tender flesh as my hand glided down to squeeze her full, supple bum.

“Oh my God, yes!” she gasped. “That feels so good!”

“I’m going to take you to heaven, Ronnie,” I murmured as I guided her back to bed.
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TAKING AND GIVING


My kisses continued down Ronnie’s neck, to her shoulder, where my teeth grabbed the spaghetti strap of her camisole and pulled it down her arm. I kissed the exposed top of her breast, across her chest, up her collarbone to the other side, and pulled that strap down, revealing her full, grapefruit-sized breasts to the cool air of my flat.

As I kissed her breasts, I watched in fascination as her nipples extended and her dark-chocolate areola puffed up slightly. Before my lips even touched them, her nipples were already a centimeter in diameter and at least a centimeter long. When my warm breath touched them, she shivered and cradled my head in her arms.

“Please,” she whined cutely.

Reveling in her jasmine-cinnamon scent, I sucked her swollen nipple into my mouth, and she pulled me closer. She shivered as though she were experiencing the first tremors of a climax.

“Oh, Thomas! That feels so good!” she moaned as I cupped her heavy left breast in my hand.

I was amazed at how firm her flesh was, instead of the soft, squishy boobs I’d learn to expect from bigger breasts. Ronnie’s breasts were firm and tight, pushing back when I squeezed them. God, I loved that! That squishiness was a major driver for my preference for smaller breasted women. With Ronnie, I got size and firmness. My cock grew harder, if that were even possible.

Pinching her left nipple, I bit gently down on her right.

“Oh my God, I’m coming,” she gasped.

“Not yet, Ronnie,” I replied.

She quaked in place, holding my head to her breast. “Please, let me come,” she whined.

Something in my brain clicked. The one submissive I’d dated in grad school turned out to be a pain slut. Ronnie wasn’t, but I was pretty sure she wanted to be told what to do and be taken care of.

Oh, honey, did you ever pick the right guy! I thought.

Releasing her perfect breasts, I stood. “Stand up, Ronnie!”

She jumped up to her feet and looked at me with wide eyes.

“Take off your camisole,” I said gently but firmly, holding her eyes with mine. “Make it a seduction.”

She blinked, processing this turn of events. Then she turned, looking over her shoulder with hooded eyes, and lifted the garment tantalizing slowly, revealing the white lace panties cupping the firm round cheeks that had felt so good in my hand earlier. She kept her feet together as she shifted her weight from one foot to the other, her hips swaying mesmerizingly while the garment rose up past her armpits. She threw her head back and pulled the garment quickly over her head, looked over the other shoulder, and turned to hold the camisole in front of her breasts with both hands, one knee bent to hide the treasures between her thighs.

She looked shyly off to the side as she dropped her hands, briefly holding the garment behind her before dropping it to the floor.

“Perfect,” I breathed as I admired her perfect breasts, flat stomach, and slender waist that flared out to her wide hips. Her long dancer’s legs were lean, and the gap between her thighs was visible for just a moment as she stepped to the side before hiding her treasures with her other knee.

“I’m pleased you like what you see,” she replied. “This…” her hands slowly slid around her hips and up her abdomen to cup those perfect breasts. “This is all for you, Thomas.”

Her eyes rose tentatively to find my glowing approval.

“Perfect,” I murmured again. “Now the panties, Ronnie.”

Her eyes held mine as she hooked her thumbs inside the low waistband and pressed down, slowly shimmying her hips from side to side.

Rather than let the garment slide down her legs, she bent over to push them down her thighs, watching me watch her, taking in her breasts as they hung free. Her teeth once again trapped her lip as she bent her knees gracefully until her shapely ankles were draped in lace.

As she stood, her hands glided up her legs until she was standing straight again, that knee again hiding her treasures from me.

“Feet apart,” I commanded. She did, revealing her bare mons, her fat, juicy outer lips, and a hint of her dark inner lips. “Let your hair down.”

Her hands caressed up her stomach, breasts, and neck until they reached her hair and smoothed it out—impossibly, her breasts rose even higher. With a graceful motion, she pulled her scrunchie out, shaking her hair free and letting it rest right on the tops of her breasts.

After tossing the scrunchie onto the bedside table, Ronnie looked shyly at the floor and grabbed a lock of hair with both hands, twirling it around one finger. Her right foot began to slide toward her left.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I chided. “Keep them wide so I can see all of you. Hands at your side.”

She whimpered as my eyes roved all over her, drinking in the sight, admiring the perfection of her form. I had thought Tricia was perfect, or at least nearly so. But Ronnie took things to a whole other level. She was the embodiment of female physical perfection.

“Turn around,” I commanded quietly.

Ronnie complied languidly, but without hesitation, and then looked over her right shoulder, her eyes hooded and lips parted.

“Your legs, bum, hips, back, waist, stomach, breasts, neck, face, hair…” I groaned my appreciation. “You’re perfect in every way, Ronnie. Your shoulders are even slightly sculpted. I bet you do yoga, don’t you?” I murmured.

She nodded demurely.

“I expect you to answer when I ask you a question, Ronnie.”

Her mouth dropped open into a little O, and I imagined that O around me. My cock strained painfully against my pants.

“Yes, I do yoga, Thomas,” she breathed.

“What else?”

“Pilates, barre, dance, and light weights,” she replied, her golden eyes holding mine.

“I love the color of your eyes, Ronnie. The highlights in your hair really brings out the gold in them,” I murmured as I slid closer to her, pulling her close to me, barely grazing her with my painfully hard erection. “What do you want, beautiful girl?”

I held her against me as my hand slid up her abdomen, between her breasts, until her long neck was cradled in my hand. “Tell me, Ronnie. What do you want?”

She dropped her eyes. “For you to take me. To teach me.”

I tightened my hand around her throat to hold her firmly without choking her as I slid my erection across her bum and rested the evidence of my desire between her two perfect globes of her bum. Her breathing sped up. She closed her eyes and raised her chin to lay her head next to mine.

“Do you feel that, Ronnie? Do you feel how hard you make me? How much I desire you?”

“Yes,” she breathed. Her hands slid back to rest on my boxer-clad hips.

I murmured into her ear, “I don’t think you want me to teach you, Ronnie.” Her eyes flew open. “I think you want me to take you, use you like a plaything, and keep you safe. That’s really what you want, isn’t it?”

She slammed her eyes closed and shivered as she nodded, turning her chin away from me as a red flush rose on her neck.

“I can’t hear you, Ronnie. What do you want?”

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, sir.”

I didn’t see that one coming.

“Yes, sir, what?”

She squirmed against me.

“Look at me and tell me, Ronnie.”

She turned her chin slowly, looking over her right shoulder. When her golden, liquid eyes met mine, she said, “I want you to take me, sir. I want you to use me like a sex toy, and then keep me close and safe.”

“Do you feel my cock, Ronnie?”

“Yes, sir,” she whimpered.

“Where do you want it?”

She scrunched her eyes closed and swallowed before looking at me again. “Everywhere, Thomas. I want your cock everywhere.”

“Be specific.”

Holding my eyes, she said, “Thomas, I want your cock right where you have it. I want you to rub it all over my body, across my face, and put it into my mouth and down my throat. I want to feel it pulse between my breasts as you come on me. I want you to put it in my ass. I want you to wrap my hair around it and come on my face. But most of all, I want you to put it in my pussy. Over and over again. Use it to use me.”

I nibbled her earlobe as I moved my hands to her breasts, and then I bit it gently as I firmly pinched her nipples and gave them a slight tug.

“Come for me, Ronnie.”

And she did! I couldn’t believe it.

Oh, this is going to be a great day.

“Good girl,” I praised her as she whined and squirmed in my arms. “Do you want to be mine, Ronnie?”

“Yes, Thomas,” she moaned as her body shook gently.

“The last woman I claimed said she couldn’t be my girlfriend. She chose not to be mine,” I growled.

“She’s still yours, Thomas,” she moaned. “But I want to be yours, too. I held her as she cried and told me about how you made love to her. What she told me made me feel enough desire to overcome my fear. I want what you had with her. I want to be treasured and, and…”

“Say it, Ronnie,” I whispered.

“Fucked,” she whispered in return.

“Bend over,” I ordered as I released her breasts. She just about launched her upper half onto the mattress.

Dropping my boxers, I knelt behind her and kissed her perfect bum. I tickled her rosebud with my tongue, and she squealed in surprise. Then I dropped lower to lick her clit and run my tongue through her now-parted lips, tasting her dew and nearly becoming overwhelmed by the musky cinnamon scent of her arousal.

Placing my finger beside her clit, I tapped it gently as I lapped at her moist channel.

“Please, Thomas,” she whined.

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me, Thomas,” she moaned.

I was worried I wouldn’t last more than three strokes if I entered her, but I decided to go for it anyway. The helmet of my cock was poking out of the foreskin and a little pearl of precum rested in the eye. I wiped it through Ronnie’s glistening petals, and she gasped.

Finally, I put my head at her entrance. Grabbing both of her hips, I pulled her back slowly as I pressed into her.

“Damn, you’re tight, chérie,” I murmured.

“Merci, mon maître,” she replied with her lovely Creole French. “Pour vous. Seulement pour vous.” And just like that, I owned a sub.

My concerns about my staying power were definitely warranted. Her channel was incredibly tight, tighter than the one virgin I’d deflowered. Plus, Ronnie’s pussy was hot and slick with her juices. She felt as heavenly as she looked, and I was really concerned about my ability to bring her over the edge before I fell over it myself.

I needn’t have worried. I pulled back slightly and pushed a little deeper, and she immediately began to quiver. I leaned over her and kissed her spine, running a hand under her torso to rub her clit as I sawed out and in again.

As I pushed in one more time, my cock kissed her cervix, and she moaned, “Oh my, Thomas! I never thought it could be this good! So thick. So full. I’m. I’m. Aahnnnnnn.” Her voice spun up to a sharp whine as her channel clamped me tightly.

For a moment, I couldn’t move until her climax flooded her channel. I was so close to losing it.

“Coming,” I groaned.

“Yes! With me. In me,” she gasped just before I blasted my first load into her. She grabbed a pillow and screamed into it as her climax spiraled higher. I gripped her hips hard, riding out my bliss.

The sound of our panting filled the room as we caught our breath. As I rested on her back, I murmured, “What a great way to start the day.”

“I never knew it could be like that,” Ronnie whispered. “Aubrey said it couldn’t ever be as good with a man, just necessary to propagate the species.”

Gently pulling out, I slid past her and pulled her up to lie on top of me. “She seduced you, right?”

“Um, yeah,” she replied. “Like I said, we met during auditions and became roommates. She made love to me that first night. My experience with Kelly was clumsy and unsatisfying, so I believed her.”

“Kelly was the boy you gave your virginity to?”

“Yes. We went to school together, but he was also in my dance class,” she said. “We were friends, and he was my boyfriend for most of my senior year.

“So was this experience satisfying, Ronnie?”

“Very,” she said, and bit that lip as though she was unsure I would like her answer.

“Guess what, Ronnie?”

“What?”

“We’re just getting started,” I growled, rolling until I was lying between her thighs. One of my legs slid to the floor to keep us from rolling off the edge. Her answering squeal was joyful, and I kissed her ravenously.

Hooking her legs, I pushed her knees to rest on her shoulders. A volcano of my semen welled up out of her, and I sucked it in. Then I slid forward to kiss her, letting our mixed fluids run into her mouth. I rocked back and watched as she tasted my offering, smiled, and then swallowed.

I gave her another mouthful of my cum, and she sucked it off my tongue enthusiastically.

The next time I lapped her pussy, it was more her fluids than mine, yet she was just as enthusiastic as she sucked her juices from my mouth.

“Mmmm, I taste good on you,” Ronnie purred.

Smirking, I replied, “Well, I taste good in you, too.”

She giggled as I spun her until her bum was at the edge of the bed. Then she gasped as my hard cock tapped her entrance.

“You had a long list of things you wanted to experience, Ronnie,” I told her as I split her open with my cock again. “Let’s get started.”

* * *


I used Ronnie hard, but we didn’t get through her whole list. By 10:30 in the morning, we were lying in bed after a hard fuck, followed by gentle lovemaking. Ronnie was partly lying on my body, her abused pussy leaking juices onto my hip while she played with my hair. Her breasts and stomach were sticky where she had rubbed my cum into her skin, but I didn’t care. I watched her as a variety of emotions played over her face.

“Thomas, can I share something with you?” she asked.

“Of course, Ronnie.”

“This feels different.”

“Different how? Different good?”

“Yes,” she replied. “Definitely good.” She chewed on her lip in thought. “My two previous relationships lacked something. I knew it with Kelly, but I didn’t know it with Aubrey. My relationship with her was a wild, passionate ride, but I never felt like I had my feet under me. I didn’t feel…secure.”

She cuddled me tightly. “There’s a fire in your eyes that intimidated me when I met you. Given how misogynistic men are in our society, I’ve been very wary of men since I was assaulted by my brother’s crew. I’m much more comfortable with women, so it wasn’t very difficult for Aubrey to seduce me. I found myself attracted to other women, and sometimes Aubrey and I would share one—or more accurately, she would share me with another woman. In finishing school, the only time I had intimate contact with males was during the classes on manual and oral sex practices.”

“My sister called them ‘meat puppets,’” I interjected.

“So did we,” Ronnie chuckled. “One of the female instructors took me under her wing, so I got a lot more practice on sex with women. I didn’t find any men who I felt comfortable with. Even a lot of the gay men were rather misogynistic.”

“I saw that at uni, but not here,” I replied, humming when Ronnie peppered my chest with kisses.

“So, I’ve seen men look at me intently, but it felt…malicious. You’re the first to pair it with kindness. You gave me passion, but you also made me feel safe—from harm, and from judgment. I feel safe to be myself with you.”

“You are as safe as I can make you, Ronnie,” I murmured as I hugged her firmly.

My stomach picked that moment to growl.

“How do you feel about leftover red beans and rice?” I asked.

“How do you feel about scrambled eggs with fine herbes, toasted baguette, skillet-fried potatoes with bacon, and fried tomatoes?” she countered.

“Where would we get that?”

“The companions’ lounge. I’ll cook,” she said with a hopeful look. “I’d like to do this for you, Thomas.”

I watched her confidence flag as she waited for my response.

“I’ve never dated someone who would cook for me,” I replied cautiously. “I think I would like that very much.”

“Are you certain? You don’t seem excited,” she said, on the verge of tears.

“It’s new territory for me, Ronnie,” I admitted. “My own mother didn’t even cook for me. She paid someone else to do it.”

“No one?” She was incredulous.

“My sister made soup from a tin and sandwiches when she visited during her term break. Otherwise, no,” I replied. “Well, until you brought over all that food.”

“Please let me do this for you, Thomas,” Ronnie practically begged.

I closed my eyes, trying to reset my worldview. The most exotically beautiful woman I’d ever met, who had just offered herself to me repeatedly all morning, now wanted to cook for me. This felt like emotionally dangerous territory, but I decided to forge on. Ronnie was too precious not to.

When I opened my eyes, I noticed tears gathering in Ronnie’s.

“Ronnie, I’m touched beyond words that you want to cook for me, and I would be honored to eat your cooking,” I told her.

Her tears spilled as she smiled at me brilliantly.

“Do you think we can both squeeze into my shower first?” I asked, eliciting a laugh.

We launched out of bed and gave it a try. We found that we could in fact shower together, although it did devolve into shower sex pretty quickly. The space was tight, but we made it work, and eventually managed to get clean.

Afterward, I kissed Ronnie goodbye at my door, as she was going to head over to the companions’ lounge first to get organized. I promised to join her shortly.

I tossed the sheets and towels into the washer, drank another glass of water, and emptied the dishwasher before firing off a quick, single-line email to Stacie.

I may have a girlfriend. More to follow. Love you. - T

After pulling on a decent pair of jeans, a worn orange mesh polo, and slides, I strapped my communicator on my wrist and left my flat.

I stepped out of the lift on Floor 52 to delicious smells and Ian calling out in Mandarin, “Hey, Veronica. You going to feed us all again today?”

Right, Veronica, not Ronnie, I thought. “Ronnie” was more intimate, for friends and family only, I tried to remember.

“No, I’m fixing an intimate brunch,” Ronnie replied.

“Intimate?” Barry teased. “I didn’t think you did intimate.”

“Everyone wants intimacy, Barry,” she replied haughtily. “I’m just very choosy about who I wish to be intimate with.”

Having heard her speak English and French, I was able to pick up a little of Ronnie’s Creole accent in her Chinese, too. I loved listening to her speak nearly as much as I loved watching her move.

“Hello, Veronica,” I called as I walked into the big open space. I spied a pass-through window and saw Ronnie on the other side. “Is that the brunch you promised? It smells delicious.”

“Thomas!” she gasped, and ran out into the main lounge area where the boys and several of the girls were watching a Premier League game. I waved before Ronnie launched herself at me, and I caught her just in time for her lips to mash into mine and her tongue to push into my mouth.

“Thomas?” Ian called. “You broke the Ice Queen?”

“I didn’t break anyone,” I replied as I smiled at Ronnie.

“Come to the kitchen with me,” she said shyly and took my hand, pulling me along.

“Later, fellas,” I waved, and noticed Charity, Cynthia, Peggy, and Tricia sitting among the girls in the crowd. “Ladies.”

Ronnie put me to work breaking eggs as she flitted around the kitchen.

“We’ll just scramble the eggs, but I want to get the herb mixture in there now,” she said.

“Every time I’ve scrambled eggs they end up as hard little pearls or an overcooked frittata,” I told her.

“You have to pull them off the heat before they’re set,” she said as she tossed chopped onions in the skillet with the bacon.

“Where’d you learn to cook?” I asked. “You obviously know what you’re doing.”

“Gigi taught me. I picked up a few tricks in high school when I worked weekends as a hostess at K-Paul, too,” she said. “One of the sous-chefs took a liking to me and taught me a few tricks. My fine herbes blend comes from his recipe.”

She took cubed potatoes out of the microwave and tossed them in with the bacon and onions.

“Cooking them twice?” I asked.

“They were raw potatoes,” she said with a smile. “Three minutes in the microwave makes them cook faster in the skillet, which is where we can blend other flavors with them and get them crispy. Don’t let anything burn, I’ll be right back.”

Ronnie dashed out but returned quickly before I could ruin anything.

“I had to set the table in my apartment,” she explained as she sat two plates on the counter.

Everything soon came together, and Ronnie plated a brunch fit for a king. Then we went to her flat and sat at the small dinette table that looked like a much newer version of the one in my flat. Flutes of mimosas, goblets of water, flatware, and a vase with flowers adorned the white tablecloth.

We sat, and Ronnie looked at me with nervous anticipation as I lifted the first forkful to my mouth.

I closed my eyes, savoring the bite, and moaned with pleasure. “This is first-rate, Ronnie. Better than I’ve had in any restaurant.”

A bright smile bloomed from her, complete with happy tears.

“No crying,” I growled, and then grinned at her as I dug into the meal.

Between bites, Ronnie noted, “I think Tricia sent me to you as a gift for you, but honestly I feel like I’m the one who got a gift.”

“I think we both did, Ronnie,” I told her. “I think she knew I would respond to you the way you needed me to respond.”

“I was afraid of you at first,” she said. “I think I explained why. But when she told me about how you treated her, I became intrigued. I felt a gnawing hunger in the pit of my stomach. I generally cook something on Saturdays, but I really wanted you to join us for yesterday’s event.”

“I suspect it’s hard to imagine how I might treat you by just looking at me,” I teased, smirking at her.

“Lucky for me, not many girls here really know you,” she said, dropping her eyes to her plate.

“You could have been the first and only, Ronnie,” I told her. “I’ve never been a player or cad. I couldn’t believe Tricia wanted me. I still find it hard to believe, especially given how her work contract impacts her social life. Now I’m with you, and I don’t really know what to do about Tricia.”

“Show her you still care,” she replied. “She needs you. She craves being close to you, and it’s killing her that she can’t.” She finally raised her face to look at me. “She’s my friend, and I hate seeing her in pain.”

We finished eating, and Ronnie rinsed the dishes and put them in the dishwasher.

“You want me to bring the pans in from the lounge kitchen?”

“No, Jenny said she was going to use them when I finished. She’ll put them in the dishwasher out there when she’s done,” she replied as she dried her hands.

Ronnie slid up to me and murmured, “Please hold me.”

As I wrapped my arms around her, she burrowed into my embrace, tucking her chin into my neck.

“This is amazing,” she murmured as I caressed her back. “When you hold me, I no longer feel incomplete.”

“You were never incomplete, Ronnie. I think you just need someone in your corner so you can face the world with confidence,” I replied. “I bet your Gigi did that for you, didn’t she?”

“When I was little. As I got older, she kept telling me to toughen up,” she said, her breath warming my neck.

“I think you’re plenty tough,” I told her. “Dancing’s a tough field. I’ve heard that it’s both physically and mentally demanding.”

“True,” she replied as a gentle knock on the door sounded. With a sigh, Ronnie pulled away and walked over to answer it.
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A PATH FORWARD


“Hello, Peggy. Tricia. Please come in,” Ronnie said. She hugged each woman tightly as they entered the flat.

Tricia walked in first, wearing the same outfit as last Saturday—a cropped, red print, bustier-style top with spaghetti straps, and white walking shorts, but this time with fuzzy slippers on her feet. Her hair was done in a French braid, and she would have looked sweet and delicious if not for the expression of doom on her face.

Peggy looked curious about what was going on, and she had the whole retro MILF look going. Her honey-blonde hair was styled into a flirty wave that bounced around the base of her neck. A pearl choker rested at her throat, and she wore a royal-blue dress with a sweetheart halter neckline, a fitted bodice with buttons up the front, and a knee-length flounce. Sheer black stockings caressed her calves, and she wore black pumps with a kitten heel. The dress highlighted her breasts and hips without being overtly sexy, yet the end effect was most definitely conjuring erotic images in my mind.

Ronnie offered them a seat on her sofa and indicated I should sit in the armchair. As she sat on the right arm of the chair and leaned on my shoulder, she asked, “How may I help you, ladies?”

“We came to see how you’re doing, Veronica,” Peggy said as Tricia pulled a tissue from her pocket and dabbed her eyes.

“I’m doing much better now,” Ronnie replied. “Thank you both so much for sending me to talk to Thomas.”

“I think you’ve done more than talk,” Tricia said bitterly.

Ronnie tilted her head and bit her lip. “Tricia, I thought you wanted me to develop a relationship with Thomas.”

Tricia closed her eyes and sighed, dabbing her eyes again.

“I’m having a hard time letting go of my desire to be with him,” the brunette beauty confessed.

“Careful,” Peggy murmured as she took one of Tricia’s hands in hers.

“That’s not a very safe way for you to sit,” I murmured to Ronnie as Peggy’s attention was turned to Tricia. “If you don’t want to sit on my lap, maybe you should put a pillow next to my feet so you can sit safely and still touch me.”

Ronnie nodded, got up, and tossed a sofa pillow next to my foot before sitting on it and wrapping her arms around my leg.

Both of her guests stared at her.

“Do you know why we sent her to you, Thomas? Do you know what you’re doing?” Peggy asked.

I locked eyes with Peggy, nodding slowly.

“Explain it, please,” she told me.

“You sent Veronica to me because she needs a dom. She’s so submissive that she was in danger of being abused by the first dominant personality that got her attention,” I replied. “I assume that’s why she wasn’t originally selected for hire out of finishing school. They were concerned about her safety.”

Ronnie looked up at me in wonder, and I smiled gently down at her, caressing her head.

“Tu as dis que je suis ton maître, n’est-ce pas?” I murmured. Tricia gasped, but Peggy looked confused.

“Certainement! Toujours,” Ronnie said clearly as she smiled up at me. Tricia made no move to blot the tears that were freely running down her face.

“I don’t speak French,” Peggy said slowly, looking back and forth between the two women I’d been intimate with in the last week.

“He asked, ‘You said I’m your master, right?’ She replied, ‘Certainly, forever,’” Tricia translated, sobbing at the end.

“Peggy, I learned a few years ago that I have a dominant personality,” I said. “I’m not a sadist, and I’m not interested in dating a masochist. I tried it, and it wasn’t fulfilling for either of us. I do have a very strong will and an innate desire to safeguard my people. Veronica is an intelligent, thoughtful young woman who needs someone to create and enforce boundaries to make her feel safe and confirm she’s making good choices. I think the reason she stayed with her girlfriend so long was because her girlfriend was a dom, and it was safer than engaging with men since her limited experience with them did nothing to lessen her fear of them. She knows that I’ll respect her and protect her to the best of my abilities.”

“That was my hope for putting the two of you together,” Peggy said. Turning to Tricia, she said, “I’m sorry, sweetheart, but it’s for the best.”

Tricia bolted out of her seat and headed to the door.

“Tricia, no,” Ronnie pleaded and rose from her pillow to intercept her.

“Tricia, sit!” I barked. She froze with her hand on the doorknob. I continued more calmly. “You’re in no shape to go out there, and I think you, Ronnie, and I need to talk. The longer we put it off, the more pain you’ll be in. I would never wish that for you, and I know Ronnie wouldn’t either.”

“Peggy, plausible deniability is a good thing,” I said, locking eyes with the Top Girl.

Nodding, Peggy stood and smoothed her dress before ushering Tricia back to the sofa, soothing her in a low voice. Then she gave me a pointed look. “Don’t you dare hurt my girls, Thomas.”

“I wouldn’t dream of it,” I said.

Peggy hugged Ronnie and kissed her cheek before leaving.

I knelt in front of Tricia, gently lifting her chin with my finger. Her eyes stayed down until she felt my breath on her face. They flew wide open just before I pressed my lips to hers.

As I pulled back from the gentle, warm kiss, Tricia whimpered slightly, and tears leaked from her eyes again.

“Who am I?” I asked her.

“Thomas,” she whispered.

“As many times as I’ve marked you, you should know deep in your soul that you are mine, Tricia,” I murmured. “Who am I?”

She hesitated.

“Who are you, Tricia?” I asked more firmly.

“Your Tricia. And you’re My Tommy,” she whispered tentatively as Ronnie slid in close to her.

“I’m sorry, My Tricia. I couldn’t hear you, would you say that again, please?”

“My Tommy,” she gasped, and she launched herself forward to straddle me, wrap her arms around my neck, and devour my mouth. Ronnie slid across the sofa to sit behind Tricia, parting her legs to create a space for her friend.

When we finally came up for air, I murmured into her ear. “Is it safe to talk in here?”

“Yes,” Tricia replied. “I wouldn’t say anything incriminating in my flat, but here it should be safe.” She squinted as she scrutinized my face. “You got punched again!”

“I ended up fighting yesterday,” I explained. “That wasn’t the plan, but one of the fighters got sick, and he happened to be in my weight class. I was thrown into the ring. It’s not important.”

Ronnie leaned forward and wrapped her arms around Tricia’s shoulders. “He won both of his fights,” she told Tricia as she sent a glowing look of approval toward me.

“Oh, Thomas! That’s amazing. I thought you’d only been learning for a week and a half,” Tricia said.

“He used to fight when he was in school,” Ronnie shared.

“Yeah, but this is the first time I’ve ever won a fight. I spent a lot of years getting my ass kicked,” I said with a dismissive wave of my hand. “Now for the important stuff. I’m going to go out on a limb and guess that the tears are because I’m doing too well at the ‘secret’ part of being your secret boyfriend. Does that sum it up pretty well, Tricia?”

“Yes.” Her voice was fervent. “All I’ve wanted to do since Sunday afternoon is run back to you, hold you, kiss you, make love to you, and declare to all the world that you’re My Tommy.”

I leaned in to kiss Tricia passionately, and Ronnie scooted closer, holding her friend from behind. Since Ronnie’s face was right there when I pulled back from Tricia, I gave her an equally passionate kiss.

Cupping both their faces in my hands, I soaked in the beauty of the moment. Both women looked as though they were afraid of what I would say next.

“Tricia, I too craved to be close to you all week. I wanted to revel in your beautiful soul and body,” I told her. “Now I understand you sent Ronnie to me. She thinks she was meant to be a gift from you to me.”

“There was some of that,” Tricia said. “But Ronnie needed someone who would be firm with her, but also kind. That’s a hard mix to find. There are a lot of dominant men among the company’s execs, but none of them would be careful or considerate of Ronnie’s needs. They would use her up and leave nothing but a hollow shell behind.”

Tricia turned and cupped the other side of Ronnie’s face. “Peggy and I have been racking our brains for weeks about how best to protect you. When I came back Sunday, I told her about what I’d experienced with Thomas. She thought spending some time with him would do you good,” she said, her lips inches from Ronnie’s. “And then when I got overwhelmed with my desire to be with Thomas, you held me and listened to me.”

“By the time you suggested that I pursue him, you didn’t have to convince me too hard,” Ronnie admitted, her eyes flitting back and forth between Tricia’s eyes and lips. “When he didn’t show up Saturday evening, I felt disappointed, and so upset. It was strange, and I didn’t know why. So I took a shower, and then I took some food to leave outside his door. He showed up as I was arranging the pots, and we shared a meal together. I don’t think I’ve ever felt so at peace as I did while making a meal specifically for Thomas.”

“I’m glad,” Tricia whispered. I noticed her eyes flick to Ronnie’s lips before she returned to gazing into her friend’s golden eyes.

Ronnie’s smile was brilliant. “I am, too. We ate. We talked. I asked him to teach me how to be with a man. We shared a bed, and I slept the best that I can ever remember. The next morning, he said, ‘You don’t want me to teach you, Ronnie. You want me to take you, use you, and protect you.’ I could only agree. And then he made me beg for it. He fucked me to claim me. He made love to me. We alternated back and forth until we were exhausted.”

“Then we took a nap and showered together,” I added. “You saw us arrive here immediately afterward, when Ronnie made us brunch.”

I cupped Tricia’s face, my expression tender. “Tricia, we agreed. You’re mine. I’m yours,” I told her. “You think I marked you out of spite, or because I had just gotten caught up in the sex? I would’ve had you as my one and only. I would have had Ronnie as my one and only. I’m honestly at a little bit of a loss having both of you here and wanting to be with me. It’s a new situation for me.

“I want to keep you with me always and shower you with affection above all others. You’re precious to me. But Ronnie is just as precious, and I want to keep her with me always and shower her with affection above all others too. There’s only one of me for the two precious ladies in my life. What can we do about that?”

“You have to be with her,” both women said at the same time. They looked at each other, shocked, and then their eyes locked on each other’s lips.

“You’re the best friend I’ve ever had, Tricia,” Ronnie said as Tricia dragged her eyes up from Ronnie’s mouth. “I hate the thought of being without Thomas, but I hate the thought of you hurting. I can’t do that to you.”

“I want him,” Trica said, just as seriously and ardently. “You need him. That’s the only thing that allowed me to send you to him.”

Their eyes flicked to each other’s lips again, and I said, “Would you two just kiss and get it over with already?”

Tricia turned to look at me, but Ronnie was only too willing to take my comment as a command. She pulled Tricia’s face back to her and kissed her deeply. Neither woman pulled back, and I watched the kiss deepen as blood started to fill my member. Tricia slid an arm around Ronnie’s neck as they moaned into each other’s mouth.

“Finally,” I whispered.

The girls broke their kiss and giggled.

“You could have been my mistress, Tricia,” Ronnie told her seriously. “I would have gladly given myself to you.”

“But then we wouldn’t have this wonderful man to share, Ronnie.”

“I’ve wanted to be your lover since I met you,” she replied.

“Sadly, the same restrictions apply to me being your lover,” Tricia said. “I can get fired if anyone finds out.”

“So, here’s what I think will work,” I proposed. “Ronnie quickly built a friendship with Tricia, but she discovered that she’s attracted to the ugly guy, so I’m the boyfriend, period. No caveats other than the ones about me not being allowed to use the services of a companion in the workplace, so we have to maintain proper decorum in the office. Tricia has a secret boyfriend who she claims is from…”

“Halifax,” Tricia interjected.

“Who lives in Halifax,” I agreed. “And Ronnie is Tricia’s best friend. In secret, Ronnie is your girlfriend, and I’m your boyfriend. Tricia joins the two of us as a third wheel when we go out, even going on trips with us when her boyfriend can’t join us. We can go to Halifax with her to meet her boyfriend. You have sleepovers with each other when I’m not around to keep each other company.”

“Purely platonic, of course,” Tricia teased, getting into the spirit of things.

“Uh,” Ronnie protested, pulling Tricia in for another kiss.

Chuckling, I said, “Only as far as everyone outside your door is concerned, Ronnie. Maybe if you stay overnight at her place, too.”

Getting serious again, Tricia said, “We should do that once in a while just to feed the bugs in my room. I never thought about it until I’d been with Thomas, but I’m afraid someone listens to everything I say in there. It hasn’t been an issue until now.”

“We’ll just have to stay at my place most of the time,” Ronnie said as she cuddled up close to her friend. She sent a sultry look at me. “Sir. I think you have too many clothes on, and it’s been way too long since you’ve used me.”

“Hah!” Tricia snorted. “It’s been over a week for me.”

“Ah, ah. No fighting. Kiss and make up,” I chided them. The girls grinned at each other and shared a sweet, lingering kiss. “Now, I think Ronnie needs to give us a tour of her bedroom.”

“I need to get this ruined makeup off my face,” Tricia grumbled.

“You don’t need any makeup,” Ronnie said.

“Neither of you do,” I was quick to add.

Ronnie helped Tricia up and off my lap, leading her to the bedroom. I got up and followed behind them, adjusting myself for comfort as I walked.

Ronnie’s bedroom was decorated in a rich red with gold and black highlights. A queen-sized bed sat against the far wall, featuring brass pipes, bars, and curlicues for the headboard and footboard, like something from over a century ago. A red satin brocade bedspread covered the bed, and a pile of gold, red, and black brocade throw pillows rested on the headboard. Dark walnut wood nightstands had been placed on either side of the headboard, and a red velveteen bench sat at the foot of the bed, with carved walnut legs and arms curled on either end. The arms were again covered in red velvet upholstery. A red, gold and black oriental rug rested under the bed. A tall walnut chest of drawers was placed off to the side with a pair of carved walnut Victorian chairs with red velvet upholstery cushioning the seat, arms, and back.

“Ronnie, did you decorate this room?” I gaped at the design as I followed them into the bathroom.

“Peggy helped,” Ronnie said. “Aubrey’s mom gave me a prepaid credit card to make my apartment my own. I looked at the furniture available, and it all looked utilitarian. So I spent most of what she gave me for this room. This looks warm and welcoming to me.”

“I like it,” Tricia said as she took a cleansing wipe from Ronnie and began scrubbing the tear-streaked makeup from her face.

“What do you think about it, Thomas?” Ronnie asked, looking uncertain.

“I think it’s gorgeous,” I said honestly. “It has a nineteenth-century bordello theme that really appeals to me.”

“Considering what I want you to do to me in there, that’s not a bad thing,” Ronnie said. Her lip popped out from under her brilliant white teeth and a smile bloomed on her face.

“I like the way you’re thinking, angel,” I purred, making her smile grow brighter.

Ronnie applied creams to Tricia’s face as I caressed Tricia’s shoulders. I had encountered many women who looked like entirely different people without their makeup—Tricia wasn’t one of them, and Ronnie appeared to wear only the barest amount of eye makeup.

“I really like the French braid, Tricia,” I told her.

“I just wanted to get it out of my face,” she replied. “Everything set me off this morning.”

Sliding my hands around her torso, I pressed my swelling cock into the cleft of her bum, eliciting a gasp from her, and then another when I popped open a button on her top.

“I love the little red highlights in your hair,” Ronnie said. “It looks like a rich brown under most light, but once in a while a little tinge of red shows.”

“Peggy calls it tawny brown, like a lion,” Tricia explained. “I’ve always liked the color, but the lion reference was new. I’ve just been struggling with style this week.” She gasped again as I popped two more buttons open and slid the palm of my hand to rest on her quivering abdomen.

“We may need to gag you, Tricia,” I murmured. “I’m gonna fuck you so hard, the entire building will know I’m abusing your sweet pussy.”

“Please, My Tommy,” she moaned.

“That’s three times you’ve used that name, Tricia,” I scolded her as unbuttoned the rest of the buttons of her bustier. “Where shall I mark you? Hmm? Peggy has expressed that I have to avoid marking you where they can be seen. Unfortunately, everyone knows you didn’t go to meet your boyfriend in Halifax this weekend. So?”

“Underside of her breasts and the tops of her thighs,” Ronnie suggested. Her gaze was fixed on Tricia’s smooth skin, and her mouth was open in a little pant.

“I like the way you think, Ronnie,” I said as I popped the button of Tricia’s shorts and let them slide down her slim, long legs, leaving her standing with her open bustier barely covering her breasts and white cotton panties. “Hey, do those look moist to you, Ronnie?”

Tricia dropped her hands to cover the telltale damp spot, whining cutely when I pulled them away.

“Oh, sir!” Ronnie cooed. “They do look damp.”

“Father used to always say, ‘To hear is to doubt, to see is to be deceived, but to feel is to believe.’ Do you want to be a believer, Ronnie?” I teased.

“Oh yes, sir! I do!” she exclaimed as she reached for Tricia’s damp panties. She was really getting into the game! “Oh, sir! Her panties are very damp.”

“Wearing damp clothes can’t be healthy. Slide it off her, Ronnie. I’ll take this top off, so we can see all of Tricia’s pretty body,” I said, stepping back and sliding the spaghetti straps off her shoulders, baring her torso.

“You’re more beautiful than I thought, Tricia,” Ronnie whispered in awe as she looked up from where she was squatting next to Tricia’s feet, helping her step out of her underwear. “Your skin is so perfect. And your breasts…oh, just perfect. And, and your pussy is so pretty!”

“You’re much more beautiful than me, Ronnie,” Tricia said.

“No, I’m way too fat and curvy,” Ronnie said, shaking her head.

“Two of the most beautiful women on the planet, and you both think you’re ugly? Less than perfect? This is fucking crazy,” I growled. “Ronnie, get naked now!”

Ronnie stood and whipped her hoodie and camisole over her head in one swift motion. Hooking her thumbs into her waistband, she pushed her yoga pants and panties to the ground and stepped out of them.

Dragging them both into the bedroom to stand in front of a walnut-framed standing mirror, I growled, “Now both of you, look at those two women,” pushing them gently to stand chest to chest. The height difference between the two beauties resulted in Ronnie’s larger breasts resting on top of Tricia’s slightly smaller bounty, and their hands seemed to rest on each other’s hips of their own volition. “I see two of the most beautiful women I’ve ever met. So, since you’re both mine, I expect you to have confidence in your looks. Neither of you would have been hired as a companion if you didn’t pass muster, and you’re both blessed with gorgeous faces, hair, and bodies.”

My hands dropped to squeeze their compact, round bums.

“I think you should kiss your friend to reinforce how beautiful she is, and then you should kiss me for being patient with you,” I told them.

They squeezed each other close and turned their faces to look cheekily at me. They then devoured each other with their eyes before their lips closed into a passionate kiss.

“That’s it, my beautiful angels,” I purred. As their lips parted, Ronnie’s tongue flitted out to lick Tricia’s.

“You first,” Tricia said, watching Ronnie closely.

The gorgeous Creole raised her arm and snaked it behind my neck to pull me into a hot, wet kiss. She sucked my tongue hard as I invaded her mouth, and whimpered as I squeezed her tight bum. Our lips had barely parted when Tricia pulled my chin around for her turn. I squeezed her bum in appreciation, making her squirm and press her pussy into my hip.

“To the bed, my beauties,” I growled. Each of them gave my cock a squeeze as they slid past me, and I followed their swaying hips as they approached the bed. Tricia’s athletic figure was just as alluring as Ronnie’s hourglass one. I was glad they weren’t pushing me to choose, because I didn’t think I could have.

As I pulled off my T-shirt, they pulled back the bedspread, adjusted the throw pillows, and then crawled into bed from opposite sides to recline arm in arm against the pile of pillows. Eager to get started, I unbuckled my jeans and pushed my jeans and boxer briefs down in one motion.

“Ronnie, can you pleasure Tricia while I use you?” I asked.

“Please, sir,” she pleaded. “Let me show you I can do it.”

“Okay. Tricia, have you ever been with a girl?” I asked.

“Twice in college. I learned enough to test out of the female oral courses in finishing school.” She grinned at the memory as she snuggled closer to Ronnie. “I’m not against it, but I haven’t sought women out because of the social taboos.”

“I’ve always found women, Aubrey in particular, safer than trying men,” Ronnie said as she wrapped one arm around Tricia’s shoulders and cupped one of her breasts with the other. “I have a lot of experience with a woman.”

“Your scores on male oral were top in your class,” Tricia said, cocking her head.

“Once committed, I’m very competitive,” Ronnie replied with a small smile. “Besides, they were mostly male companion candidates—easy to look at and generally less likely to act out any woman-hating tendencies than our executives. My final test with an exec from Panasonic was not pleasant. That’s what put me off from staying and practicing at the school.”

“Enough talk,” I said firmly. “I’ve got two naked beauties on the bed, and both of you are going to get this.” I stroked my hard cock to emphasize my point as I crawled onto the bed.

My two girlfriends launched up to wrap their arms around me, and we erupted into the most affectionate chaos you could imagine. I kissed Tricia, then Ronnie, all while I fondled both their bums and their firm breasts. Then they kissed each other while I alternated between nibbling and sucking on each of their necks. Ronnie dropped down to demonstrate her “top of the class” oral skills while I kissed Tricia, at the same time pinching, twisting, and pulling her nipples. I progressed to suckling her breasts while fondling Ronnie’s with one hand and using the other on Tricia’s dripping wet pussy.

Ronnie pulled my fingers from Tricia’s channel and popped them in her mouth, so Tricia sucked my member into her mouth to demonstrate that she too had expert-level fellatio skills.

I was afraid of blowing too early at the pace we were progressing. “Lie back, Ronnie. I’m gonna fuck my good girl while you eat my bad girl,” I purred.

They moved with a sense of urgency, and in mere moments, I was sheathed deep inside Ronnie. I ensured Tricia was facing me as she sat on Ronnie’s face, and we kissed as I held Ronnie's hips and thrusted urgently into my newest girlfriend.

Despite being distracted, Ronnie fired off quickly as I fucked her vigorously. Yet she stayed focused enough to drive Tricia over the edge, and then I fired off into Ronnie’s spasming channel.

“Let me clean her, My Tommy,” Tricia whimpered.

“Go ahead,” I agreed as I pulled out. Tricia sucked my wet, sagging member into her mouth and quickly sucked it clean before diving to lick up the cream pie dripping from Ronnie’s swollen pussy.

I crawled toward the headboard and bent over Tricia’s bum to lick her taint and rim her cute little rosebud while Ronnie continued to lap up Tricia’s dripping nectar. She ran her tongue over her clit and placed two fingers inside her, eliciting a moan from Tricia.

Both women were soon taken by another round of climaxes, and my flagging member began to stiffen.

Tricia rolled off to the side to catch her breath while I lay on top of Ronnie and kissed her passionately. When we broke for a breath, she said, “I’ve never been this happy, Thomas. You’ve made this all possible.”

“Tricia did, too,” I murmured. “I must admit to enjoying our little ménage à trois.”

At the mention of her name, Tricia crawled toward us to join the kissing. After making sure both of us got to taste her lips, Tricia said, “I think you came up with a workable plan, My Tommy. Ronnie can be on your arm in public even though I can’t. When I see the two of you kiss, I’ll feel all gooey inside thinking about how I brought you together…and that I’m a little slut for the both of you.”

Ronnie rolled to face Tricia, and they kissed again. Ready for another round, I stepped over them to lie behind Tricia and raise her upper leg. Ronnie’s hand found my hard member and guided me inside our lover, allowing me to shag her while spooning her as the two women kissed and their hands roamed over each other’s delicious bodies.

To my awe, Tricia came repeatedly. I then moved to kneel over the bottom leg of both women. Ronnie got five strokes, which was enough to bring her to an orgasm. Tricia didn’t quite come the first turn, but came hard on stroke three the second time around.

I kept trading back and forth between them until I shot a final load for the afternoon inside Tricia. Ronnie scooped my seed out of Tricia and fed it to her between eating scoops of it herself, while I started giving Tricia her punishment marks, much to her delight.

Finally, I lay down between them and pulled an exhausted, sweaty beauty onto each shoulder for a nap.
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BACK TO BUSINESS


Later that same evening, the door alarm rang as I was taking the sheets out of the dryer in my flat.

On my wrist screen, I checked the video from the peephole camera, raising my eyebrows in surprise at the visitor.

I dropped the sheets on the dinette table and went to open the door.

“Hello, Peggy. Please come in,” I said.

Peggy was still wearing the same outfit she had on earlier, but it looked like she’d freshened her lipstick.

She sashayed into the entry and surveyed my flat as I closed the door behind her. “Thank you, Thomas.”

“May I offer you something to drink? I have sparkling and still water, coffee, wine, beer…”

“What kind of beer?” she asked, tilting her head inquisitively.

It took me a moment to respond as I admired her cute pose. “I have a pilsner from a niche brewer in Montreal that I recently discovered.”

“In a chilled glass please,” she said.

“Coming right up,” I replied before digging into the tiny freezer compartment for a chilled glass, and pulled another from the cabinet.

“I’m afraid the pilsner glasses are at room temperature, but I have chilled standard pint. Give me a minute to pour these properly,” I told her.

“Properly?”

“Something I learned when I did my internship with Phillips in Hamburg,” I answered. “The proper way to pour a pilsner, especially from a tap, is to pour directly into the bottom, let the foam reduce, and repeat until you have only beer up to the serving line and the thick remaining foam on top.” I pointed at the serving line on the pilsner glass. “In Germany, they have standards for how much a standard or a large pour is. Anyway, they call the process ‘brewing’ the pilsner, which adds enough energy to the beer to maximize its flavor. It works well on lagers, too.”

“That sounds pretty scientific,” Peggy replied. “Do you have another pilsner glass so I can try it?”

“Of course,” I said with a grin and swapped out the cold pint glass for another pilsner glass. I pulled a couple of bottles from the pantry, popped them open, and started brewing.

“Please take a seat. If you choose the sofa, sit on the left side. There are some stains on the other end,” I said, pointing. “Any of the chairs are safe too. I’m waiting on a replacement for the sofa—it was that way when I moved in.”

While I waited for the foam to cook down, I took the sheets off the table and tossed them on the bed while Peggy sat at the dinette.

“Laundry day?” she asked with a smile upon my return.

“Housekeeping never ends,” I replied. “My elder sister would literally scream when my mother said that. Then again, she seemed to scream at just about everything. I’m worried that she’s not exactly stable.”

“Your mother or your sister?”

Laughing, I replied, “Possibly both.” I added another third of a bottle into each glass. “One more pour. So, what have you been up to today, Peggy?”

“Much like you—laundry and shopping for some groceries. I ran out of some staples,” she said with an airy wave of her hand.

“You dressed like that to do laundry and shop for groceries?” I asked, surprised. “Don’t get me wrong, you look great. I just thought you might like to pull on your favorite pair of sweats or shorts on your weekend off.”

“Part of being the Top Girl,” she said. “I’m never really off duty unless I leave for a holiday.”

“Kind of like being the dorm assistant in uni, I suppose,” I replied.

“Very much like that,” she said with a small smile. She leaned forward and added conspiratorially, “Sometimes I do opt for a swanky training suit.”

“I’d like to see that,” I teased.

“You’d probably like to catch me in my lingerie, too,” she said with a crooked smile. “Did you live in the dorms?”

“Only the first year at Stanford,” I answered. “Here you go. Notice how thick the foam head is on top? It’s almost like cream.”

Peggy raised her eyebrows suggestively. “Why yes, I do see how thick and creamy it is.”

“Cheeky girl,” I chuckled. We clinked glasses as I sat, and then I took a deep satisfying pull on the beer. Peggy looked cute with a little mustache of thick foam. I licked my lip, and she followed my example. She giggled when she caught me staring.

“You are rather predictable, Thomas,” she said. “I heard the girls talk about how you would go into a fugue if they paid particular attention to you.”

“I’m happy to bring you joy,” I replied with a grin. “In my defense, they’re all gorgeous. It’s funny, after my freshman year at uni, I never had a problem with confidence around women. I knew I wasn’t particularly attractive, but I found that women responded to my confidence and personality. Then I went to that onboarding class, and I found myself frozen when I looked at her—Ronnie, I mean. Don’t get me wrong, I haven’t met a companion who couldn’t keep my attention.”

We both sipped our beers, and I asked, “How do you like it?”

“Surprisingly good. I rarely drink beer, and they’ve almost always been ice cold. This is just cool, and it brings out the flavor. I might have to drink beer more often like this,” she said appraisingly.

After having another sip, I said, “Come by anytime. By Tuesday, I should be able to stock up a little better. What can I do for you, Peggy? I’m guessing the Top Girl doesn’t go around visiting random analysts.”

“You’re far from random, Thomas,” she said before taking another sip of beer and setting her glass on the table. “What did you, Veronica, and Tricia do this afternoon?”

“I’m struggling with why you need to know that, Peggy,” I told her after I enjoyed another mouthful of the flavorful beverage. “We pretty much just sat around and talked, as friends do. We talked about what was bothering Tricia for quite a while, and she was much happier when we finished. Then Ronnie took her to the loo to repair her makeup. I took a short nap, and then we all stopped here for me to change into some shorts before we went out to shop for groceries. I never imagined Toronto would be this hot. Anyway, we got back about thirty minutes ago, and the girls went upstairs. Ronnie said she’d be down for me to make my impromptu pho for her, which is one of the few things I can make other than sandwiches.”

“And Tricia?” she asked.

“She didn’t seem too thrilled when I described it to her, so I don’t know if she’ll come down. She made noises about going out with some of the girls for dinner,” I answered.

“What did you talk about?” she asked.

I drained my beer before answering. “I’m not going to share my private conversations with my girlfriend and her best friend.”

“Thomas. I need to know,” Peggy said seriously

“No, you don’t, Peggy. As you said the other day, discretion is a commendable quality. I think very highly of you, but I’m not going to report our conversations to you,” I replied. “Please change the topic and finish your beer.”

She left her beer on the table and stood over me to point a finger in my face. “Thomas, you need to tell me. I need to know.”

“I won’t have you browbeat me in my own home, Peggy. It’s time for you to leave,” I murmured intensely, standing.

Her eyes flashed wide, and then she slapped at my face. Like last time, I covered up before snagging her wrist. This time, I spun her around and held her arm behind her back as I marched her to the door.

She thumped gently into it, and I pulled both of her wrists up and pinned them over her head. She watched me over her left shoulder, eyes wide, as I leaned forward.

“I expected better from you, Peggy,” I growled. “You don’t want to play dominance games with me—you will lose. Do you want to be my sub, too? Do you?”

“No, Thomas,” she whispered.

“If you try, that’s exactly what you’ll be. I may be kind, but I have a very strong will,” I murmured, my lips brushing her ear as I inhaled her intoxicating scent. I stepped back and picked up her beer, sipping as she turned and ran her palms over her dress and checked her hair.

“Don’t worry, Peggy. You look as beautiful as always,” I assured. “Maybe even more beautiful. I’ve never seen you flushed before. I like it.”

A brilliant smile bloomed. “You have an interesting seduction technique, Thomas.”

“I’m not trying to seduce you,” I replied with a grin. “Should I decide to seduce you, Peggy, you’ll know.”

“Hmm. Cheeky boy.”

“You wouldn’t want me to be any other way, Peggy.”

“True,” she replied with a flirtatious smirk before turning serious. “I’m sorry for getting upset with you, Thomas. I’m very concerned about both of those women. They’re both talented, beautiful souls who are in danger. You can help with Veronica’s vulnerability, but you could also be the biggest danger to Tricia.”

“I’m actually very concerned about Tricia,” I admitted. “What I’ve heard about her situation is just unbelievable. What can I do to help?” I cupped my ear, waved around the room, and gave her a look.

She nodded her understanding and then shook her head. “Keep me informed,” she finally replied. “You’re right that I don’t need to know details, but I do need to know about threats, anyone watching you or either of the girls, or any rumors about Tricia being intimate with employees.” Her tone brooked no argument.

“There is one thing that I can think of that you might find useful,” I said. “Tricia shared with us that she met a guy last weekend. He’s supposed to be from Halifax. I got the impression she didn’t want everyone knowing about him. I didn’t even get his name.”

“Really?” Peggy replied. She didn’t look amused.

Very firmly and slowly, I said, “That is what she told us today.”

Peggy blinked, picking on the subtext. “Ah. Good to know,” she said with a small smirk. “That would explain why she’s been so moody this last week. She probably misses him.”

“I told her that he better treat her right, or I’d organize a posse to go have a chat with him,” I told her.

She laughed. “You can add my name to the roster,” she replied. She turned serious again. “Again, I’m sorry for behaving so poorly. I care deeply for my girls and boys, and I take my duty to them very seriously. I hope you don’t think less of me for my poor behavior.”

“Peggy, I adore you and hold you in the highest esteem,” I told her fondly.

“Goodnight, Thomas,” she said with a smile, and caressed my shoulder before turning to leave. She opened the door and flowed out gracefully. I locked the door behind her and finished her beer.

* * *


As I was docking my tablet in my workspace, I noticed a folding scrap of paper about the size of a place card at a formal dining event. After powering up my tablet, I picked up the little paper and read it.

My pussy is sore, sir!

XOXO

R

I texted Ronnie.

I loved your note!




Ronnie:


Thinking of you all morning




Trying not to. I have work to do!




Ronnie:


Want a good coffee? I’ve got enough time.




I chuckled as I replied.

That would be awesome! [image: grinning face]




I pulled up my notes for my meeting with Rick Allen and his boss, Marc-Anthony Nelson, Nu-Gen’s director of consumer electronics engineering.

I checked that I didn’t need to make any corrections to the agenda or the executive summary and then reviewed the slides for the meeting.

“You look like you could use a coffee,” a voice said from behind me. I turned and stood to take in the sight of Peggy and Ronnie before me.

Peggy was in a gray pinstripe suit with a wrap skirt that showed a lovely bit of skin above her knees and a long jacket that reached the hemline. A rich burgundy silk halter blouse presented her heavy breasts for adoration.

Ronnie was wearing a cream suit with a straight, knee-length skirt, a jacket that reached just past her hips, and a dark taupe satin cowl-neck blouse that dipped deep into her cleavage and made me think about taking her over my desk.

“You both look delicious. Loved your note, angel,” I told Ronnie, using the pet name we’d agreed upon as I gratefully took the steaming mug. “It has pride of place…at least until people start showing up.”

Peggy raised an eyebrow as she read the note and then embraced me with her free arm while she held her tablet next to her breast.

“Read my tablet,” she murmured into my ear before she pulled back and said a little louder, “You should probably hide that in your pocket, Thomas.”

“Who else did you tell about Hallifax?” was written on the screen.

I pulled Ronnie in for a hug and whispered to Peggy, “Only you.”

Ronnie giggled, thinking that I was talking to her, and I winked at her as I pulled back.

“I’ll let you two lovebirds have a moment alone,” Peggy said, heading toward the water fountain.

“Thank you, Ronnie. Did you make this yourself?” I asked.

“Yes,” she replied, a happy glint in her eye. “New Orleans-style chicory café au lait. I grabbed your mug when I left this morning.”

“Mmmm, this is delicious,” I murmured after sampling it. “You’ll have to teach me how to make this.”

“But then you won’t need me,” she said with a little pout, but her laughing, golden eyes belied her concern.

“Something tells me you need never worry about that, angel,” I replied. “So how sore are you?”

“Very,” she whispered. “Yet I feel so empty. I need you to use me harshly, sir.” Her eyes twinkled mischievously. “Please!”

My cock twitched at that. “I need to become an exec,” I groaned.

“Yes, you do,” Ronnie said. “I could be your PA. I could sit under your desk for meetings. You could bend me over it to give me dick-tation.”

I laughed. “That explains something Peggy said to me a week or so ago.”

“Speaking of the Top Girl, I need to check in before she gets to the lounge. I’ll see you later, sir,” she said as she hugged me. “Yours,” she murmured into my ear as her firm breasts pressed into my chest.

My mind locked up hard as I watched her hips switch back and forth as she walked away. She grinned at me over her shoulder before she disappeared.

Chuckling, I turned back to my desk, noticing Peggy’s tablet on my desk.

That was smooth, I thought. Closing the tab on the lid of my mug, I set my coffee next to my keyboard, grabbed my water bottle and Peggy’s tablet, and headed to the surveillance-free zone.

As I turned the corner, I spotted Peggy tossing a paper cup into the bin next to the dispenser.

“Ah, I was wondering where I had left that,” she said as she checked over my shoulder. “Clear.”

“Clear,” I confirmed. “You’ve got some mad skills. I think maybe we should call you Mata Hari.”

Peggy winced. “Her ending is not what I would hope for. Though I’d let you call me whatever you wanted if you pin me to the door again.”

Peggy looked shocked by her own words, and a flush ran up her neck and into her cheeks.

“A blush definitely suits you, Peggy,” I replied with a slight smirk. “What can I do for you?

“You should have never been put in that flat,” she said. “Tricia thinks it has a bug problem, so she wants to get you out and bring in an exterminator. We’ll be moving you as soon as she gets Forsythe to approve it. I thought you’d like to know.”

“Hmm. I understood it had been treated before I moved in,” I said, playing along. “I guess the treatment wasn’t so good. Okay, I’ll be waiting for word.”

She took her tablet, and started to step away. Then she looked behind me. “Still clear?” she murmured.

I checked and replied, “Yes.”

Then she pressed her sexy body into mine and gave me a swift hug. “There is definitely something about you, Thomas.”

Then she hurried away with a little extra twitch in her hips. She smiled over her shoulder just before she disappeared down the hallway.

“What are you getting yourself into, Thomas?” I muttered.

* * *


“So, my understanding is that this technology could give us a twenty-year corner on the market for automotive and e-bike power plants, but the smaller models are an explosion risk for commercial electronics,” I said in summary.

“Yeah. That’s not a market that we’re currently in, and not my area of expertise, but I’m pretty sure your assessment is accurate. We’ll need to bring Dursten’s team in on the marketing. He has an automotive campaigns director, but it’s mainly consumer electronics and safety equipment,” Old Man Nelson growled.

It was easy to see how Marc-Anthony Nelson had gotten the nickname, as his skin looked gray, and overall, he seemed decrepit despite his impressive girth. His brown suit was rumpled and looked even cheaper than mine. I also couldn’t tell if his shirt was actually pale yellow or only looked that way from age and use.

Rick said, “I interned at Tesla’s automotive division. They’d have been drooling at the thought of a battery with this capacity. Since silicon and sodium are everywhere, it would drive prices down, too. If you set up the anode and cathode right, there should be no need to reengineer power plants.”

“The specs on all the current battery technologies are public domain now. There’s only been one new battery patent since shortly after the turn of the century,” I said. “I’ve got a meeting set up with the marketing team for Wednesday.”

“You think you know how to get around the fire problem with the smaller units, don’t you?” Rick asked, eying me.

“I have a couple of ideas,” I said. “My graduate project was to increase efficiency out of the current lithium-ion and lithium-polymer battery technologies. I only got one percent out of the five that I had hypothesized, but I learned a lot about battery material properties. I’ve got three solid ideas, and a couple that are way outside the box. At least a portion of my failure was due to not having appropriate manufacturing.”

“You own that one patent,” Mr. Nelson growled again.

“Yes, but so far, no one wants to invest in licensing it. I suspect the test results make it less appetizing despite the theory and the math being sound,” I replied, shrugging. “MIT helped register it, so they have forty percent of the ownership. It would have been sixty if they thought it would be lucrative.”

“You think you can get a clause in this contract to protect our derivative works?” he pressed.

“The owner of this new patent, Chad, doesn’t protect against derivative works for consumer electronics batteries, only the vehicle ones,” I said. “He told me his lawyer didn’t think they could protect the consumer batteries since they couldn’t effectively recharge them without having them explode seventy-five percent of the time.”

“Unless they trickle-charge them,” Rick pointed out.

“Yeah, how many consumers do you think would be willing to wait for a twelve-hour recharge on their personal electronics?” I joked.

“Point,” Rick acknowledged.

“It would be good for the company if you can get it,” Nelson said. “Don’t expect Dursten’s folks to do any work. You’ll have to drag them across the finish line.”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “I didn’t meet with him last time, I just submitted it to his analytics review process.”

“We could use a power cell engineer, sir,” Rick said. “We haven’t had one since before I started here. Could we sweeten the pot with a job offer?”

“That might work. That could be useful on the defense contract we’re working on, too,” Nelson mused.

“Uh, right, sir. Thomas hasn’t signed an NDA on that yet,” Rick said quickly.

“Well get it done, Allen. We’re going to start operational testing on the new prototype in a couple of weeks, and we need him on board before that,” the gruff exec growled. “If you’re going to be a manager, you gotta be on top of this stuff.”

“Yessir,” Rick said, swallowing hard.

“Anything else, Robertson?” he asked.

“No, sir,” I said, standing.

“See you back in engineering, Allen,” Nelson said.

“Bye, sir,” we said in unison.

After he was gone, I asked, “Manager?”

“He’s been trying that on for a couple weeks now,” Rick said. “I don’t know if he’s serious or not.”

“Just keep doing what you’re doing,” I reassured him.

“Yeah,” Rick sighed. “Oh, by the way, I have a school buddy at Bombardier. He thinks they’ll have a small electric passenger aircraft ready for operational testing next year. Once we close the deal, we should have marketing contact them.”

“Oh, I thought they were out of commercial aviation. I’ll include that in the marketing pitch. I’ll send you this guy’s résumé. Let me know if you think he would be a good hire,” I told him. “I should be able to bring him in for signing on Thursday at the earliest, next week at the latest.”

“Sounds good. I’ll ping you in a day or two for that NDA,” he replied. “Later, Thomas.”

* * *


“I brought you a muffuletta for dinner,” Ronnie said as I walked up to my flat. “Looks like your teacher got over his anger.” She was waiting for me in dance tights, a leotard, and a short skirt.

“Not so much,” I replied as I opened the door. “Franco sent him home before class started. Jane taught our class today. She’s a good teacher.”

As soon as I closed the door, I pulled Ronnie close and kissed her ravenously while squeezing her tight bum. “This is what I’ve been hungry for all day,” I growled, kissing my way down her jaw.

“Eat fuel first. Then eat me,” she laughed.

“Hmm. Somebody’s topping from the bottom,” I growled again, nibbling her neck.

“I haven’t eaten yet, either,” she whispered. “I need fuel so I can be a good little angel for you, sir.”

“Yes, you do,” I said, giving her lips a final kiss and her bum a final squeeze. “So tell me, my angel. What is a muffuletta?”

“A New Orleans sandwich,” she sang. “It’s an invention of Italian immigrants—Scicilian bread, olive salad, cold cuts, and cheese. It’s quite tasty, especially when you throw in some thick-cut kettle chips.” She licked her lips, adding, “I think it’s the best sandwich in the world, even though I didn’t make it. There’s a shop nearby that delivers pretty quickly.”

“Well it would obviously be better if you did make it, but I’m hungry enough that I’ll gladly eat this substandard Italian sandwich from New Orleans,” I said, taking out a couple of plates from the cupboard.

We laughed and chatted over the delicious dinner with half a glass of wine each and a couple glasses of water. After cleaning up, we talked about our experiences at the office, keeping in mind that I likely had listening devices in the flat. It turned out we had both showered and were wearing our clothing for our morning workouts—pilates and yoga for Ronnie and running after some new bodyweight exercises Jane had assigned for me.

We went to bed and made love before falling into an exhausted sleep in each other’s arms. We awoke early to my alarm, had a quickie, and then kissed before we went off to face our days. “Goodbye, sir,” Ronnie said tenderly. “I’ll be thinking of you.”

I stroked her jaw affectionately. “And I, you.”

When I got to my desk after picking up a back bacon and egg sandwich and a coffee, I found a note on my desk in Ronnie’s handwriting.

Empty!

How the hell did she leave a note so quickly for me? I wondered.

I checked my emails and found that Daphne had the job offer package approved and ready to send to Chad Horner, the engineer who had patented the battery.

After reviewing my notes and updating the reports, I was ready to brief McGrath and Forsythe.

I stood up in time to spot Ronnie walking down the aisle toward me wearing a cream wrap dress with gold and blue floral patterns, holding out a travel mug of coffee toward me.

We looked around to confirm no one was watching, and decided to risk security seeing us share a quick kiss.

“See you at lunch, sir,” she said as she turned to go.

“I look forward to it, angel.” I watched as she swished her hips in departure. She stopped to wave from the corridor to the lifts.

Five days in, and she’s already the best girlfriend I’ve ever had, I thought to myself.
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COUPS, POLITICS, AND PAIN


Ipacked up my tablet and coffee and headed to McGrath’s office. He was already gone, so I made my way to the lifts.

As I approached Forsythe’s office, Bridget greeted me. “Hello, Thomas. Are you here to make him happy or angry?” she asked, sounding somewhat serious.

“Good question, Bridget. I’ll let you know afterward,” I replied with a smirk as she slid from her desk.

She knocked and opened the door slightly. “He’s here, sir,” Bridget said. “Right away, sir.”

She opened the door fully and waved me in.

Without preamble, Forsythe sat at his conference table. “What do you have, Robertson?”

“An interesting battery technology,” I replied.

McGrath snorted, “There haven’t been any new battery patents in nearly a hundred years.”

“Sixty-five years, sir,” I corrected him. “There was one about a year ago to increase efficiency of lithium-based batteries, but the research numbers on that are weak.”

“Why aren’t we chasing that one?” Forsythe asked.

“Well, sir, it’s mine,” I answered. “I only got one percent improvement over the current standard rather than the five percent I had expected. The lab setup to test it properly was too expensive for MIT to fund on a graduate project, so that may have been why. Or maybe I set it up wrong or my hypothesis was flawed. If you want to chase it, you can assign someone else to negotiate with me on it. This new one is much more interesting.”

I connected my tablet to his office’s projector and flashed my presentation on the wall, and walked them through it.

I didn’t expect much feedback from them given my experience last time, and McGrath met my expectations. Forsythe, on the other hand, paid attention and asked questions that showed that he was actively listening.

After I wrapped up my summary, Forsythe asked, “Would your patent allow us to address the problem with the small form factor batteries?”

“No, sir,” I replied. “We could get to market with a more efficient, longer life cell, but I wouldn’t commit to more than a one percent increase. I did learn some things in that project that I think might work to address the issue with the fires. That’s why Mr. Nelson and Mr. Allen were thinking we should offer the engineer a job and then have me consult on the project to get the next patent.”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you, Robertson?” McGrath sneered.

“Well gee, sir. Let’s see. Bring in a groundbreaking patent and then work to engineer the next-generation patent on a technology that would make us the market leader on both automotive and consumer electronic power cells for the next twenty years…” I said speculatively. “Yes, sir. I would like that.”

McGrath looked like he wanted to bite my head off.

“I’ll talk to Nelson about seconding you to them if the deal works out. What’s your next step?” Forsythe asked.

“I’ll meet with marketing this afternoon. Legal’s already reviewed the draft, and they’re standing by to review any red lines,” I replied.

“Alright,” Forsythe said. “Both of you, wait outside while I make this call.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, disconnecting my tablet. I tapped a few keys and added, “Both of you have the current package and presentation.”

McGrath was already out the door, and I noticed he left his tablet on the conference table. I took it with me.

After I pulled the door closed behind me, I handed the tablet to McGrath. He took it, but I don’t think he really even registered it because he was leaning over Bridget’s desk with his face pointing directly at her massive mammaries.

I sat down and reviewed my notes for the marketing presentation. A few minutes later, Forsythe exited his office. “Bridget, we’ll be in the marketing conference room.”

McGrath tore his face away from Bridget’s tits and followed closely enough to his boss that he could have hugged him. I rolled my eyes.

I followed as we hurried to the lift and made our way to the marketing conference room.

A petite Asian companion named Susan welcomed us with refreshments, and Dursten led in a contingent of eight guys.

Forsythe began the meeting as I connected to the room display. “George, like I said, this is an opportunity to corner the market on vehicular batteries and possibly corner the consumer electronics power cell market, too.”

“Do you have any marketing analyses?” Dursten asked in a bored voice.

I eyed George Dursten, trying not to scrunch my nose at him. The man was thoroughly unimpressive. He was maybe five centimeters shorter than me, with a contemporary business haircut, and a suit that probably cost half my annual salary. His coterie were all cut from the same cloth. There was nothing to distinguish one from another. They all were angling to stick their noses up Dursten’s bunghole.

“Yes, sir,” I said as I pulled up my presentation and sent him my marketing report.

I walked through the high points of the technology and why I thought it would be lucrative, and Forsythe jumped in to expand on the opportunity. He was actually pretty impressive.

I walked through my SWOT model, and then my market adoption model. Next, I showed the likely pricing range and the impact on Nu-Gen’s revenue by applying the market adoption data.

“In summary, sir, assuming a nine-month manufacturing ramp-up, we will be profitable within six months after we go to market and will own over sixty-five percent of a market that we don’t currently compete in by the end of the following year.”

Dursten’s face was pinched like he had just bit into a sour lemon. “We’ll need two weeks to review the data and get back to you,” he said, and started to get up.

“Sir, these numbers were reviewed, corrected, and validated by your market analytics team,” I replied.

“Who signed off these numbers?” Dusten barked, and all the male models on his team cringed.

I pulled the email confirmation up onto the screen. “The analysis was done by Juyun Kim and signed off by Harold Snow, Director of Automotive Product Marketing, and George Dursten, SVP Marketing.”

The blond guy who had been sitting next to Dursten with a vacuous, smarmy smile the whole presentation turned pale and slunk down in his chair.

“I’ll need to review the numbers regardless,” Dursten growled.

“Well, then, my weekly report to Mr. Cho will have to reflect that we passed on this opportunity because you were intentionally slowing down the process,” Forsythe said.

“Fine,” Dursten replied through gritted teeth. “But you damned well better deliver, Forsythe.”

“Of course. I have my top people on it,” Forsythe said with a predatory smile.

He stood and grinned at the marketing exec. “Thanks, George. Have a great day.”

“Bye, Vince,” Dursten growled.

I hurriedly undocked my tablet and followed Forsythe and McGrath out the door.

As we stood in the lift, Forsythe laughed. “I haven’t had that much fun in months. When do you sign this?”

“Eleven tomorrow morning. You and Mr. McGrath are both available at that time, but you only have thirty minutes, sir,” I said.

“Maybe I’ll show up to tell him how excited we are to have him on the team and his new technology,” Forsythe said.

“You don’t need me for that, do you, sir?” McGrath said.

“No, but I think Robertson needs a companion to cover notes for him,” Forsythe said. “Contact Peggy and arrange it please, Sean.”

“Yes, sir,” McGrath replied. It was the most pleasant I’d ever seen him.

Everything fell together over the rest of the afternoon.

Tricia had the approved job description for the engineer position for Chad, and Daphne was standing by to assist with the recruitment. Finance and Legal sent their approvals. By about four in the afternoon, I sent the proofs to Chad and walked him through everything on a conference call.

“Any other questions, Mr. Horner?” I asked.

“Why do you want to hire me?”

“We don’t have a power cell engineer, and haven’t for several years,” I explained. “If we want to get into this business, we need a good one. I thought you might like to be involved in solving the exploding cell problem for the consumer electronic cells in addition to everything else we have cooking. The engineering chief was pretty enthusiastic after he read your CV.”

“Yeah, I would like to be involved in solving that problem, but I’m supposed to start a new job next week. I guess I’ll have to back out,” he mused.

“I’d wait until we sign everything tomorrow, but you could do that after having a celebratory lunch,” I told him.

“That sounds like a good plan,” he replied. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Great. Bye, sir,” I replied, and then we disconnected.

I spent that last hour setting up the refreshments and conference room. Peggy dropped by with a lovely mixed-race girl with curly, rust-colored hair and a ready smile.

Peggy said, “Mr. McGrath requested a companion assistant for your meeting tomorrow. This is Jenny Kahn, and she’ll be assisting you. Please walk her through everything.”

“Thanks, Peggy. Nice to meet you, Jenny,” I said.

Peggy blew me a kiss and sashayed off while I walked Jenny through all the coordination I’d done so far.

Jenny asked a couple of questions, but she thought everything was pretty clear. I sent her copies of all the arrangements, and she looked around.

“Are you Ronnie’s boyfriend?” she asked suddenly.

“I am,” I said with a grin. “Are you the one who cleaned up after us on Sunday?”

“Yeah,” she drawled cutely. “I made bratwurst and kraut for the gang after Ronnie finished her feast. I think you got the better end of the deal, though.”

“I do like some bratwurst and kraut,” I said.

“I rinse the sour out of the kraut, like you’re supposed to,” she said confidentially.

“Exactly. I lived in Hamburg for three months, and that’s where I learned that I like sauerkraut when it’s prepared correctly,” I laughed.

“My omi is from Würzburg, so I have a lot of good German recipes,” she said with a flirtatious giggle.

“Let me know if you need a guinea pig,” I offered. “I love German food.”

“Yes, but now you’re getting Cajun and Creole cuisine,” she teased.

“Nothing wrong with those either,” I said with a grin. “I think Ronnie’s cooking tonight, too.”

“I wonder if she’s inviting the whole floor. Do you know what she’s making?”

“No. She said it would be simple since we’re both waiting on a shopping trip now that we have our first paychecks,” I replied. “I think pasta with a red sauce and roasted vegetables on the side. She’s planning beef burgundy this weekend.”

Jenny patted her flat stomach. “Yes! I got an invite for that! I told her I’ll do schnitzel cordon bleu on Sunday,” she gushed.

“Oh! Who’s your buddy, Jenny?”

She laughed good-naturedly. “I’ll add you to the guest list, though I’m pretty sure you’re Ronnie’s plus one.”

“I should hope so,” I teased.

“Bye, Thomas,” she said flirtatiously as she waved and walked off. Her hips were working much harder on the departure than they were when she arrived. She winked over her shoulder before she disappeared.

Yep, these companions are most definitely going to be the death of me.

After work, I did some stretches for about half an hour, then showered and dressed in a pair of athletic shorts and a T-shirt. Grabbing my last bottle of red, I went up to meet my girlfriend for dinner.

Ronnie wasn’t in the kitchen of the lounge, so I walked over to her flat and rang the doorbell.

Tricia opened the door. “Hey, Thomas. Your girlfriend took pity on me and invited me to join you for dinner. I hope that’s okay.” She was barefoot, wearing shorts that looked like red tartan boxers and a white support camisole top.

“Sure, Tricia,” I said, pulling her into a very chaste hug. “Do you know what magic she’s making?”

“Of course,” she said as she pulled my arm to drag me into the flat so she could close the door. “Ronnie, I have a boyfriend here for you!” She locked the deadbolt as quietly as she could.

I joined Ronnie at the kitchenette counter, setting the wine on the counter before collecting a wet, passionate kiss. “Hello, angel.”

“Hello, sir,” she purred in response. “You smell good.” She was dressed in an extremely short, print sundress.

“I’m clean,” I chuckled.

“I think you always smell good, Thomas,” she said shyly. My hands slid under the hem to caress her nakedness underneath.

“You, too, sweetheart,” I said, kissing her again. I beckoned Tricia over for her own wet kiss.

My secret girlfriend whipped off her top and pushed her shorts down, kicking them to the sofa. Tricia’s hand dove into my shorts as she wrapped the other arm around my neck and devoured my mouth.

I picked Tricia up and sat her on the counter, making sure to move the wine to the dinette table, and dropped my shorts. I looked up to find Ronnie's fingers pleasuring Tricia while the two women kissed, and I groaned. I needed to be inside one of them, now.

I lifted Ronnie’s dress, and she turned, opening her legs to accommodate my hardening member.

“I thought you were going to cook, angel,” I grunted as I lifted her and immediately thrust into her.

Ronnie whimpered and wrapped her legs around my waist as I grabbed both of her cheeks in my hands.

Tricia moaned, “Geez, you two. If you’re gonna fuck in front of me, don’t be surprised if I play with myself. You’re so hot together.”

Ronnie whined and started coming on my cock.

“Stir the sauce in a couple of minutes, Tricia. Sorry. Don’t let us ruin dinner,” I gasped over Ronnie’s moans.

“Oh my God, yes,” Ronnie gasped in English as she spasmed hard on my meat. I stopped moving and held her hips as she dropped her feet and leaned shakily against the fridge. “Gimme a second, Thomas.”

Holding Ronnie’s head on my shoulder, I watched Tricia pleasure herself. Ronnie gave my shoulder a pat, and I moved to stand before my other lover—I leaned down and licked her dripping folds while she rubbed her clit. “Oh! I’m getting there!” she gasped.

Ronnie wet her fingers in her still-dripping pussy and held them out to Tricia, who slurped them into her mouth as I drank from the spring running from her channel.

My cock was getting impatient to get back into the game, so I stood and put it into Tricia’s willing quim. Ronnie kissed each of us and pointed to the sofa, giving us her blessing while she busied herself in the kitchen.

I obliged, picking Tricia up and walking her over while her ankles squeezed me. I set her down on her back and raised her legs so that her ankles rested on my shoulders. After locking lips with her to capture all of her noises, my hips started hammering into her like it had been weeks rather than days since our last time together.

Tricia screamed into my mouth and clamped down on my member. It felt like she was milking me, and two strokes later, I blew my seed inside her with a groan. We tried to catch our breath—made somewhat difficult from all the kissing we were still doing—and I pulled out of her.

“Oh, gawd! The pasta! Thomas, please pour the wine,” Ronnie ordered from the cooktop.

Despite her exclamation, it looked like Ronnie had everything under control. “I’ve got it, my angel,” I said as I slid in behind her and kissed her neck.

I cracked the seal and unscrewed a bottle of Brouilly. Fortunately, even the French have gotten away from having corks in the bottles, at least for everyday table wines like this bottle. Mother still had some old bottles with corks the last time I visited her, but I had no idea how old they were.

Tricia and I dressed, and I poured a glass for each of us while she set the table. Ronnie tossed the pasta in the red sauce and forked a large serving into each of our bowls. She also pulled a small tray from her toaster oven and served each of us a sausage and some roasted broccoli and cauliflower. Noticing the telltale bite of her lip, I quickly reassured her. “It looks amazing, Ronnie. It smells amazing, too.”

We devoured our meal as we discussed our days. Tricia had some new complaint she was investigating, but she couldn’t tell us about it. I talked through how my day had gone, and then Ronnie talked about how Peggy had assigned her to plan a reception for the Matsushita and Panasonic execs who were coming to visit in six weeks for Matsushita’s annual sales conference.

After dinner we cleaned up the dishes, loaded them into the washer, and kissed Tricia goodnight. After she left, Ronnie and I chatted for an hour before making love on her bed and falling asleep.

* * *


Late Thursday morning, I met with Chad, Rick, and Jenny in the same conference room on the ground floor that I had spoken with Jesse Xiu in. Jenny provided refreshments and sat, ready to take notes.

Chad was a short, round guy who looked like he lived on crisps and bacon. His skin was pocked by acne, he had wireframed glasses, and his long hair fell in his face. I could barely get him to walk through all the contract points—he just wanted to sign. We were done in fifteen minutes. Forsythe came by just after Chad signed, so instead of selling him, Forsythe welcomed him on board.

Rick took Chad up to meet Nelson. Forsythe frowned at Jenny before he schooled his features and thanked her for her help. I wasn’t sure what that was about, but his gratitude seemed genuine. I forwarded the signed agreement to McGrath and Forsythe, and the senior exec signed it. I sent out the courtesy copies of the executed agreements, and Forsythe again sent me up to let Cho know we had closed the deal.

This time, Cynthia was sitting at the desk outside his door, and Peggy was seated on the corner of the desktop, looking unwell.

I gave Peggy my well wishes and updated Cynthia, who made some notes and promised to let him know.

After that, I was coasting for the rest of the day. I met Ronnie in the canteen for lunch, and we joined Rick and Chad. Tricia joined us soon after, along with Daphne and Sheila.

Chad said, “I’ve never worked at a company with companions. What’s it like?”

“Just like anywhere else, but with better scenery,” Rick quipped.

Sheila cuffed him upside his head, but he grinned unrepentantly.

“Well,” I interjected, “as you can see, the beauty of the women here is unbelievable, and all of them except Sheila have wonderful personalities.”

She threw a pea at me as I laughed. I told Chad, “If you think that pretty faces are all there is to them, you’d be selling yourself and them short. You know how society in general has tried to push women back to the roles of the 1700s.” Chad looked like he couldn’t possibly comprehend such a thing as the 1700s. “When you take that into consideration, you should expect any woman in business, even Sheila, to be smart as hell, and driven. Most have advanced degrees and earned honors in uni. They have to put up with abuse from men trying to hold them down, and yet many of them thrive. Also, companions are all top-tier students who have to pass an additional year of finishing school before they’re selected for a companion position.”

“I heard sex skills are part of their training,” Chad whispered conspiratorially. I didn’t think he had taken in a single word I had said.

“True,” Tricia said. “Classroom and practical tests of skills required of a concubine in addition to organizational and observational skills training, and role-playing a variety of scenarios that we’re likely to encounter in our role as companions.”

“I thought you were HR,” Chad said.

“I am. I was a companion before, and then transitioned to this job,” she said with an icy smile.

“Why’d you do that?” Chad asked.

“Chad,” I interrupted, somewhat coolly. “I appreciate that being inquisitive is an integral part of being an engineer, but you’re about to cross a line. I recommend just taking her word for it and moving on.”

Chad had the decency to look abashed. “Sorry,” he said. “I’ve never actually worked with people in an office since uni. I’ve been chasing my project for the last three years, with only a couple of short contracts to pay the bills while I worked on my patent.”

“We’ll bring you along,” Rick said confidently. “Fortunately, we’re engineers, and we’re supposed to be socially inept.”

As our lunch break neared its end, we got up to put our dishes on the carts, and Sheila said, “I should throw more than a pea at you.”

“If you want me to bend you over a lunch table and spank you in front of all these people, go right ahead,” I replied with a grin.

She crossed her eyes and stuck her tongue out, breaking into a nervous laugh. The whole group joined in.

I spent the rest of the afternoon reviewing my notes on some other opportunities until five, then I got ready for kickboxing, wondering what tortures Sammi would put me through that day.

I had a protein bar and a big glass of water before I left with my gym bag and water bottle, and then hurried upstairs to visit the boys.

“Look who showed up! I thought your girlfriend would be entertaining you,” Ian shouted as I walked into the lobby.

“Stop being a jealous bitch, Ian,” Rusty said. “That’s already his sixth beer, Thomas.” He looked at me apologetically.

Michael clapped a hand on my shoulder. “He’ll be alright. He knows you’ll never date him, he’s just overly emotional about it.”

“It’s not my fault I have a female brain,” Ian pouted.

“Yeah, right,” Barry scoffed before taking a swig of beer. “You just don’t like to give up the hunt without catching your prey. If he gave you a try, you’d get bored and dump him.”

“I dunno,” was Ian’s grunted response.

“Neuroscience has shown that male and female brains are really a thing—depends on the size and shaping of each brain,” I said. “Sorry, Ian. You’re a good guy, but I just don’t find men attractive.”

Barry countered, “I’ve seen him hit on girls in bars and break their hearts. His behavior is idiotic.”

“I know,” Ian pouted in reply, giving Barry the finger. “Doesn’t make it easier.” He looked at his bottle appraisingly. “I might need to graduate to whiskey. Got paid, so I can afford some.” He lifted his bottle and poured the rest of the beer into his mouth.

“Well I was going to join you all for a glass of water, but I think I’d rather go get beat up at the gym than watch Ian make a fool of himself,” I said. Ian made a crude gesture in response.

Michael followed me to the lift. “Hey, Thomas. Don’t tell Peggy about this.”

“Then will you, Michael?” I countered. “She needs to know. He’s gotten more sullen the longer he’s been here. He needs help.”

“Fu-uck,” Michael groaned. “Fine. I’ll tell her.”

“I will check,” I told him. “He’s a good guy. We can’t let him wash himself down the drain.”

“Ye-ah, you’re right. Be safe in class. Keep that left up.”

“Yes, boss.” I grinned at him as the lift closed.

Holding my gym bag close, I dashed out the door to grab the train.

Despite my pitstop with the boys, I arrived at the gym a little early. After getting my kit out—hand wraps, mouthpiece, cup, and boxing shoes, plus water bottle and towel—I prepared for my workout.

I started jumping rope to warm up. Louis joined me a couple of minutes in and worked with me on some of the exercises Jane had given us on Tuesday. After that, we got on the speed bags. Louis gave me a few pointers on technique for the bag, and then we both worked the bags until Sammi showed up for class.

“College Boy!” Sammi yelled. His hands were already taped. “Get in the ring and show these guys what you did on Saturday.” Instead of his normal trunks, he had on long, satin, martial-arts-style pants.

Louis worked with me as we talked through my two fights. Sammi seemed to get more upset the longer we went. When Louis demonstrated the kick he had attempted to finish me, Sammi shouted, “Enough. Louis, get out of there!” He rolled under the ropes.

“Run,” Louis mouthed as he walked past me to get through the ropes.

“Somebody give College Boy some headgear and gloves,” Sammi growled.

A big, blond Italian guy named Paolo slid through the ropes with the gear. “Get out of here, Thomas,” he whispered as he held up the gloves.

“It’ll be fine, Paolo,” I whispered back as he helped me put the gloves on. He adjusted the padded headgear to maximize my sight picture. We bumped fists. “Thanks, man,” I said. He nodded encouragingly.

As soon as Paolo was out of the ring and just as I had turned around, Sammi called, “Fight!” and a jab fired toward my face.

A quick slip to my left managed to get most of Sammi’s ham-sized hand to slide off my gloves, but it still felt like I’d been hit by a truck. I managed to stumble on my feet as he stood there sneering at me.

I took a big breath and blew it out, clearing my head. Okay, Sammi. Let’s see what you really know.

I started moving. I’d always been quick and pretty light on my feet, plus Sammi had been driving me to move better. I relied on that, but I knew Sammi was quick too, despite having at least twice my body mass.

Sammi plodded after me for a couple of laps around the ring until I slipped right instead of left and landed a solid left to his ribs. He leaned back to avoid the right hook that followed, but the right roundhouse kick I fired off next connected with his jaw.

He stepped back and shook his head. The sneer disappeared from his face, replaced by raw rage.

Oh, shit, I thought.

He was on me in an instant, sweeping my left lead leg to slow me down and then firing rapid hooks.

I felt my ribs snap. Soon after, my right arm cracked when I countered his punch—his right hand kept mine extended for an instant as he punched into the forearm. He stopped for a moment and grinned, relishing in his work.

I took the opportunity to drive my right heel straight up into his jaw.

Up ’til then, I had already thought Sammi was crazy. It turned out I hadn’t seen anything yet, because he came at me with a renewed fury. Suddenly, he was everywhere at once, throwing kicks and punches. Fortunately, I was able to keep my feet moving. His kicks were powerful, but relatively slow. Even so, he managed to hammer his shin into my left femur to the accompaniment of a sharp crack.

At that point, I could barely stand, let alone slip his attacks. Another rib snapped, and then he finally got a clean shot on my skull. I thought I heard a crack when it landed, and even Sammi looked surprised as a dark veil started to drop in front of my eyes.

I remembered flying out of the ring and another snap in my forearm as I managed to cover my head before I smacked into one of the pillars holding the ceiling up.

Pain flashed through my whole body, and I lost consciousness.
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SOME MUCH-NEEDED R&R


Awarm softness was pressing into my left side. A lovely scent of cinnamon with a hint of jasmine suffused the air.

Ronnie!

A voice off to my right spoke softly. “Yes. The skull fracture and concussion are what I’m most concerned about…Right…I’ll keep you posted. It’s been a pleasure talking to you. Hopefully we can talk again under better circumstances…Goodbye.”

I tried to open my eyes, but a warm pressure was holding them closed. In fact, my whole head felt like it was wrapped in a warm blanket.

I felt the warm softness next to me squirm, and I tried to speak. “Rah-nee.”

“Thomas?” my sweet girlfriend said. “Peggy, I think he’s awake.” I felt her grasp my hand.

I groaned. “Am I still…at the gym? Can’t see.”

“Thomas, this is Peggy,” the voice to my right spoke near my ear. “You’re at Toronto General Hospital. Do you remember what happened?”

“Sammi,” I answered slowly. “Hits hard.”

“Yes, I’m sure. An Inspector Nelson wants to talk to you soon,” she said. “She comes by every day to see if you’re awake.”

“O-kay.”

“You can’t see because they placed a device on your head,” Ronnie said. I might not have been able to see her, but I could hear the worry in her voice. “The nurse said your right eye was solid red when they brought you in. The left was very bloodshot, too. The device on your eyes has cups that alternate circulating warm and cool water to reduce swelling and promote healing. You have a cap on your head for the same purpose.”

“They took you to surgery immediately when you arrived,” Peggy said. “The surgeon pulled out the indented part of your skull, inserted a plate to hold it in place, and then sutured your skin closed, leaving a drain in place—they took that out yesterday. Your brain is bruised, but the scans don’t show anything that indicates permanent damage.They also pinned several broken bones and stitched the cuts.”

“You’re on a lot of antibiotics and pain meds,” Ronnie fretted. “You probably won’t be able to sleep without the meds for a while. Do you want a sip of water? There’s a cup with a straw here.”

“Please,” I murmured.

Ronnie’s warmth left my side and a moment later, she said, “Open. Small sips only.”

I felt a paper straw on my tongue and gently sucked cool water into my mouth. “Ah. Tha’s better. You. Are. Angel.”

Ronnie giggled, but I could almost feel her chewing her lip with worry.

“Do you want to know the damage?” Peggy asked. She didn’t sound happy with me.

I made a sound that came out as something like “Ungh.”

“Severe skull fracture and concussion, bruised eyes, six broken ribs, right ulna broken in two spots, right radius in one, a fracture in your left femur, and a cut down to the bone in your left forearm.” Disapproval laced her tone, making me wince. “They pinned the arm fractures and the two ribs that were poking into your lungs on your left side. The doctor said you were lucky not to have punctured and deflated your lungs. Your entire body is black and blue, although the bruising on your arms and face is starting to lighten.”

“Why’s my penis hurt?” I asked haltingly.

“You have a catheter running up into your bladder,” she replied matter-of-factly.

“Lovely. How long have I been here?” I slurred, still struggling to speak.

“Over a week. Today is Saturday,” she replied. “They induced a coma immediately after your surgery a week ago Thursday, to let your brain heal. They started bringing you around this Thursday, but you hadn’t responded until now. I’ll let the nurse know you’re awake.”

“I’m here, darlings,” a smarmy male voice sang. “Saw he was awake from his monitors.” He was speaking in English instead of Mandarin, which I found a little strange.

A hand rested on my shoulder. “Hello Mr. Meatloaf, I’m Steve, your nurse today. You kind of look like a raw hamburger, so Mr. Meatloaf seems to fit, eh Tommy? The doctor should be here shortly.”

“Don’t call him Tommy,” Ronnie snapped. “I told you that twice today already. You can call him Mr. Robertson.”

“Well, here’s to you, Mr. Robertson. Let me check your vitals, then I’ll go. Oh, oh, oh!” the nurse sang to the tune of the ancient song. He didn’t have a bad voice, but his mannerisms were seriously annoying. When he had presumably finished checking my blood pressure and oxygen, he sang, “Now, rest you please, Mr. Robertson. Sadly, I must go and cannot stay. Hey, hey, hey! Hey, hey, hey! Bye darlings,” he called, and the room became blissfully quiet.

“Ronnie?”

“Here, sir,” she purred. I could still hear the concern in her voice.

I licked my lips and made an effort to speak normally. “Are you taking care of yourself, my angel?” I asked, glad that came out more like human speech.

“Yes, sir. I even managed to work this week despite worrying about you,” she said. I could hear a little pout. “I’ve been a very good girl.” She sounded like she was teasing me.

“I talked Forsythe into letting me have a companion check on your progress regularly.” Ah, Peggy was back. She caressed my cheek, and I leaned into it as much as I could. “I don’t think he thought Ronnie would camp here, but I didn’t feel the need to tell him. She’s made great progress on her event planning while she’s been watching over you.”

“I’ve taken care of the venue and catering, sir,” Ronnie said proudly. “I’m still working on the keynote speaker and the entertainment.”

“Dursten should have had the keynote arranged before he set the date.” Peggy sounded annoyed. “I don’t know how he manages day-to-day. Ronnie claims to have no head for business, yet she’s so much more competent than that oaf.”

“How is she whose name shan’t be spoken?” I churned out.

Peggy chuckled. “Tricia’s fine. She’s been staying with Ronnie at night.”

“So, you’ve not been overnighting with me, angel?” I asked.

“No, sir. They won’t let me,” Ronnie groused. “It’s probably for the best. I’m keeping up my workouts and hygiene. Plus, Tricia is worried about you, too. We’ve been helping each other get through this difficult time. After the morning check-in with Peggy, I come by with my tablet and keyboard case, and I stay until they chase me out.”

I smiled. “You are such a good girl, Ronnie. Tell our bad girl that I asked about her, will you?”

“Yes, sir,” she said, her voice tender.

After a long yawn, I said, “Healing is hard work. I’m exhausted. I think a nap’s in order. The doc can wake me up whenever he gets here.”

“She,” Peggy said. “Unless she’s off shift. Dr. Lena Linderman.”

“She’s attractive, Thomas,” Ronnie teased. “Tall and blonde.”

Peggy interjected, “Thomas, I spoke to Stacie just before you woke up. I’ll send her a note with an update.”

“Oh, shit. I missed a weekend,” I moaned.

“She said that you’re as regular as clockwork,” Peggy replied. “She was sure something was wrong. She talked to her Top Girl from finishing school, who looked me up and reached out.”

“Tell her I’m recovering and that I’ll talk to her as soon as I can,” I said. “Thank you, Peggy.”

A hand gently turned my face to the right, and a pair of soft, warm lips pressed gently against mine.

Another hand turned my face to the left, and Ronnie kissed me wetly. “Hmm. I’ve missed those, sir. Do you mind if I crawl up there with you?”

“Of course not, Ronnie.”

I’d barely gotten the words out my mouth when I felt her on the bed. “Let me know if this is uncomfortable,” she murmured as she gently wiggled under my left arm and magically avoided pressuring my broken ribs or leg. I fell asleep with her warm breath on my neck.

* * *


Later on, a neurologist came by twice, the second time with Dr. Linderman. They consulted on what tests to order.

After the neurologist left, Dr. Linderman went over what the tests were and why they were needed. I learned from her that the plate in my head was resin composite rather than steel. She told me that if the brain scan and MRI results were positive, I would be able to leave the hospital by Tuesday or Wednesday, using a crutch to support my cracked femur. She told me that walking was the best thing I could do to promote healing the leg.

The good doctor told me that no contact sports were permitted for at least three months, and maybe even as long as a year, depending on how my tests progressed. I groaned at that even though I knew it was best. She suggested that I take up a noncombat sport instead. She recommended swimming and pointed out that her lovely figure was courtesy of hours spent in the pool. Unfortunately, I couldn’t see it, but Ronnie was adamant that it was true. Dr. Linderman said I could probably start swimming in five to six weeks.

I was less than enthused about swimming since I’d never really gotten the hang of alternating my breathing from one side to the other, but I guessed it was time to learn.

On Sunday afternoon, Tricia and Ronnie came by with my personal tablet. I collected more kisses before we connected my earbuds to the tablet, then Ronnie placed a call to Stacie before she and Tricia went out for coffee.

It was a short conversation. I explained what had happened at the gym as well as I could recall. Other than that we didn’t talk about anything of consequence because Stacie avoided talking about her situation at all. We told each other we loved each other, which in my case at least was more true than it should have been considering she was my sister.

On Monday, a nurse named Nancy came by for rounds—taking my vitals and replacing my IV bag with a fresh one. It was a big day for me, because I was finally going to be able to see again. Nancy carefully removed the cups from my eyes, and I blinked at the brightness. She was a sight for sore eyes—literally, in my case—caramel skin, slender, fortyish, dark hair cut short, and fit. The pretty nurse winked at me. “If you behave today, we’ll get that catheter out and get you fitted for a crutch.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I replied as she walked out with a slight sway to her hips. She looked really nice in scrubs.

A couple of minutes later, Inspector Nelson dropped by for a visit. I blinked again, wondering if my eyes were playing tricks on me.

“Jane?”

Jane’s powerful thighs were accentuated by a skirt with a hemline that stopped about mid-thigh. Her heavy breasts strained the buttons of her silk button-down blouse, and her jacket stretched to accommodate her sculpted shoulders. Her hair grazed her shoulders in a no-nonsense style.

“Looking good, Jane,” I murmured as she sat in a chair next to the bed and somehow managed to cross her legs and make it look elegant.

“Inspector Nelson of the Toronto Police Service, Mr. Robertson,” she said tersely, setting the tone while showing me her credentials. “I’d like to get your statement of what happened last Thursday at Franco’s Gym. I’m recording…now. Interview with Thomas Robertson regarding the altercation at Franco’s Gym on July 3. Interview begins at 12:30, July 14, 2081. Go ahead, Mr. Robertson.”

“Yes, ma’am.” So this is why Sammi didn’t mess with her that night after the tournament. “I showed up a little early for training and started warming up. Louis joined me, and we worked together until Sammi, the instructor for my class, showed up. At that point, he had me and Louis reenact our fight from the tournament. Then, Sammi told me to put on headgear and gloves, and we fought.

“He chased me around the ring a bit, blocking everything I threw with that annoying sneer of his until I managed to kick him in the jaw. Then he went crazy. I knew he hit hard, but those punches landed like a truck. Each one that landed cleanly seemed to break a bone. Eventually, he hit me in the head, and I went flying toward the pillar near the ring. I have some hazy impressions from the gym, but I don’t remember anything else until I woke up here.”

“Okay,” Jane replied as she recorded some notes on her tablet. “Do you remember anything about Franco or Sammi after you hit the pillar?”

I thought about it, frowning. “I’m sorry, Inspector. I don’t.”

Jane had me run through my account twice more before she was satisfied, and I was able to remember a couple of things I left out the first time.

“End of interview at 13:10, July 14, 2081,” she said, and put her tablet away. We looked at each other for a couple of moments.

“How are you doing, Thomas?” she finally asked, her professional demeanor slipping more to concern.

“I’m well-medicated. I’m up to eight hours between doses, but I’m very ready by the time that eighth hour comes around,” I said. “I didn’t know you were police, let alone an inspector.”

“After five years as an executioner, you can try for inspector. I passed the exams on the first go. After ten years as an inspector, I can try for judge,” she said quietly.

“That’s a tough career,” I replied just as quietly. “Are you okay?”

Jane’s head tilted as she framed her reply. “You’re the first man to ever ask me that. Most just want to know what it’s like to blow some bastard’s brains out.”

“That’s got to wear on you, Jane.”

“It does. Getting to the inspector level was important for me because I get investigation calls in addition to execution calls. It makes the job a little easier despite the challenges of being a detective. Plus, the RCMP has counselors for executioners, and the Toronto Police Service makes that available to us. Unlike the stereotype on the vidcasts, I talk to mine regularly,” she said.

I nodded. It made sense that TPS would incorporate the counselors available to the Royal Canadian Mounted Police.

“So, what’s with all the pretty ladies hanging out by your bed?”

“Veronica—Ronnie, to those close to her—is my girlfriend. She’s a companion at work. Tricia is her best friend and an HR generalist. Peggy is the Top Girl, the head companion,” I explained.

“I’ve seen all kinds of pretty women visiting you and some of the prettiest men I’ve ever seen, too,” she replied.

“The pretty guys are companions, too. We all started at Nu-Gen at the same time,” I said fondly. “We’re all friends.”

“Yeah, I was the ugly friend, too,” Jane quipped with a cheeky grin.

“No way were you ever ugly, Jane. I’d date you,” I told her.

“Are you stealing my boyfriend, Inspector?”

My eyes lit up as Ronnie arrived, my coffee mug in hand.

“As if,” Jane laughed. “Have you seen yourself in the mirror, Ms. Thomas? I can’t compete.”

“You don’t have a face that looks airbrushed, Inspector, but you’re definitely sexy. I’d be your lover,” Ronnie said seriously.

“I don’t roll that way, Ms. Thomas, but I’m flattered nonetheless,” Jane replied.

“For a second I was worried you were going to steal my girlfriend, Jane,” I teased.

“Well, I am prettier than you, Thomas,” she said, grinning. “If I decide to explore being bi, you’re in trouble.”

I held up my hands in acknowledgment. “So what was that question about Franco about?”

Jane sobered. “Well, when Sammi threw you from the ring, Franco ran across the gym and into the ring himself,” she said. “He kicked Sammi hard before he could follow you out onto the floor. Sammi was a top-level fighter, but Franco made him look like a beginner. Sammi got pissed and pulled off his gloves. While they fought, you got up and hobbled to the ring. You arrived ringside about the time Franco knocked Sammi down again. Sammi was lying in front of you, and apparently you saw him pull a small knife from his pocket as he got up. You hooked his leg with your working arm, and he tripped as you called out ‘knife.’”

Jane’s words triggered some recollection. In my mind, I drew up the memory of me limping up to the ring.

“Sammi tried to stab you, so Louis sprayed him with a fire extinguisher, but Sammi had managed to cut you. Then, Franco took the fire extinguisher from Louis and knocked Sammi out with it. Officers arrived about that time, so they took statements and called for an executioner.”

I rubbed my forehead, disconcerted. “I always felt like Sammi was a bully, and maybe a little unhinged, but this…”

Jane got up and rested a hand on my shoulder. “Sammi had been using steroids again for the last three months, and he took a dislike to you immediately when you joined the gym.”

“Yes. I’ve never understood why he disliked me so much. Everything that happened after I hit the pillar is fuzzy. So I did see a knife? I thought I imagined that,” I said.

“Sadly, you didn’t imagine it,” Jane replied. “Sammi had brass knuckles under his hand tapes, too. As hard as he hit normally, he wouldn’t have broken your arm without those, nor would he have cracked your skull. Also, his shin guards were like armored greaves with a wedged steel rod down the front. That’s how he cracked your femur.”

Ronnie made a sound that came off both indignant and cute at the same time. It relieved some of the tension in the room, and Jane and I shared a grin.

“I was already off duty when the call came in, and I saw you flying out of the ring as I walked in the door. One of my colleagues got the call for the execution, but I was there when she shot Sammi. He won’t hurt anyone again.”

I opened my mouth to ask about Franco, but she beat me to it. “With everyone’s testimony and the cameras in the gym, Franco is in the clear. I had to ask the questions to confirm, but he’s fine other than that he feels guilty about both you and Sammi.”

“Franco’s got nothing to feel guilty about,” I said. “Louis and Paolo both told me to run, but I stayed. But steel wedges on the shins? How’d that even work?” I tried to picture it but couldn’t. “Still, I guess I was overconfident after my results in the tournament.”

“Yeah, well, your brain is a weapon, too, Thomas. Put that machismo crap away and turn that part on, dumbass,” Jane scolded before she bent down to kiss me on the forehead.

“Honestly, I thought he’d just beat on me for a bit and then start class,” I confessed. “By the time it was clear he had a different plan, my bones were broken and he was coming at me for more.”

Nodding, Jane said, “I’ve got some things you can do without getting hit once you’ve healed a bit. Come to the gym when your ribs stop hurting. I’ve taken over Sammi’s class. It’ll do everyone good to see you up and about.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Alright, well, I’m gonna head out,” she said, walking toward the door. “Bye, Thomas—feel better soon.”

“Bye, Jane, and thank you for updating me,” I called toward her back. She waved a hand in farewell.

“She’s nice,” Ronnie said. “I can’t believe she’s an executioner. That’s a tough job.”

“Yeah,” I agreed. “It’s one of the few jobs where women are allowed to excel, with few limits.”

“She likes you,” Ronnie said, biting her lip.

“Um, you did catch that she called me ugly and a dumbass, right?” I said. “Plus, she’s not my angel. You are, Ronnie.”

“Yes, I am,” Ronnie whispered.

“Exactly,” I growled. “Now get up here and let me cuddle you. I haven’t even had a kiss today.”

“Oh! Yes, sir,” she moaned.

Unfortunately, kissing and cuddling were about all I could manage, but Ronnie’s pubic bone was rubbing my left hip pretty vigorously. We kissed passionately, and I squeezed Ronnie’s tight dancer’s bum, making her whimper.

After we had started to relax and I started to get drowsy, I heard a voice say, “Ma’am, you have to get out of the bed.”

I opened my eyes to see Nancy giving us the stink eye.

“You are aware that we’re not able to do anything with all my injuries, right?” I asked.

“You are aware that hospitals are sued over people falling out of a bed like that, right?” Nancy shot back, shaking her head and giving me some attitude.

“You said it wasn’t a problem before, Nancy,” Ronnie protested.

“He wasn’t awake before,” Nancy said sternly. “There was no danger of him trying to do anything about those sultry looks you were sending him.” Ronnie had the good sense to look a little chastised.

“So, it’s time to take the catheter out,” Nancy continued, “and then we’re going to take you to physical therapy, and they’ll fit you for a crutch and a pressure brace for your broken leg.”

Needless to say, the rest of that afternoon sucked.

Ronnie left to get some lunch and head back to work, and Nancy began the first torture session. Let me just get this out of the way: removing a catheter from the penis is painful, no matter how many times the nurse says, “It’s only going to be a little uncomfortable.”

On the plus side, Nancy was pretty generous about massaging my cock to make sure that the blood flow worked. She muttered, “No wonder,” under her breath as I grew to half-mast. Fortunately—or unfortunately—she stopped before it began feeling too good. I wasn’t kidding myself that she would’ve finished the job, though. Of course I’d never heard of happy endings being a feature of a hospital stay.

Once she finished caring for my abused penis, Nancy helped me into a wheelchair and programmed it for the physical therapy clinic. The wheelchair took off at a pretty quick pace for the lift and whisked me to the correct floor.

The therapist, a tall, chunky guy with a blond brushcut named Bob, fit me with a rigid brace for my thigh and helped me stand. Then he handed me a crutch and adjusted the height to fit right under my armpit. It had a big pad that rested tight in the crevice.

The next torture session began as I practiced walking. You wouldn’t think walking would be so hard, but a cracked femur was no joke. I was supposed to hold my weight on my good left hand, but I got tired after a while and began resting my weight on the pad, which wasn’t as padded as it looked. Eventually, Bob adjusted the splint to be tighter, which lessened the pain in the leg.

“Be glad the doctor didn’t order a cast for you,” he said. “Those are even less fun.”

“I’ll have to take your word for it,” I replied, but I couldn’t bother to care. My mind was on my pain meds—I was past due for another dose.

Finally, Bob sat me back into my wheelchair, placed my crutch in a bracket on the back, and programmed it to return to my room.

When I arrived, torture session three began. The vacant bed across my room now held a ninety-three-year-old man named Roger who moaned constantly. I learned that he had fallen and broken his hip. I felt bad for the guy, but his moaning quickly got on my nerves. Plus, I really wanted some pain meds. Sadly, Nancy was tied up getting Roger settled, so I had to get out of the chair and into the bed on my own—again, with no pain meds.

About two hours later, Roger fell asleep when the powerful drugs hit. Lucky him. Nancy showed up and apologized for the delay, and handed me two tablets.

“No more IV meds?” I asked.

“No, we need to switch you to these so you can go home,” she replied. “They're very good, but you should have had them three hours ago. Go ahead and take them, and ring me if the pain gets unbearable.”

Ronnie showed up at that point with Tricia. Nancy smiled as she whispered into Ronnie’s ear and then departed as the dinner cart showed up. I discovered that my left hand wasn’t nearly as coordinated as I thought when I tried to spoon oatmeal into my mouth, but I was hungry enough that I would have eaten it with my bare hand if necessary. Oatmeal never tasted so good.

Ronnie and Tricia pulled the curtain around the bed and told me about their day at the office while I ate. When I finished, Tricia moved the tray to a small stand outside the curtain and Ronnie giggled.

“Nancy said I should distract you because you might be feeling more pain than normal,” Ronnie said. She dropped the rail on the left side of the bed and guided my left hand under her skirt. “Maybe entertaining us will be distracting enough.” She moaned as I cupped the moist panties covering her pussy. “Oh, that feels nice, sir.”

I squirmed, wanting badly to be inside her.

Tricia leaned in to kiss me as Ronnie started pulling my gown above my waist. “Ronnie’s going to pleasure you, My Tommy,” she said. “I get to kiss you.”

I watched her begin to unbutton her blouse as she leaned in, and then I became lost in the taste of her lips.

I could feel Ronnie spread her feet to give me more access. My left hand was my nondominant hand, but I was dexterous enough to push aside her panties to slide first one finger, and then a second, inside her. I groaned at how hot and wet she felt. My left thumb rested next to her clit, and I let the pistoning action of my fingers rub my thumb against her hard little love button.

Ronnie moaned quietly before I felt her mouth suck in my rising member.

Tricia broke our kiss and popped open the front clasp of her bra. “I planned for this, My Tommy. Mark my tits for being a bad girl while you pleasure your good girl,” she whispered.

Tricia’s pert breast was pointed at my mouth, so I greedily licked and teased her nipple until it was hard enough to nibble on.

Meanwhile, Ronnie’s wetness was dripping off my hand and onto the floor while her mouth was quickly bringing me to a climax. Her tender care was making it very clear that I had over a week’s worth of seed backed up. It didn’t take long until I came, which she caught in a towel.

Tricia murmured, “Nurse Nancy said you’ll probably taste like iodine for the first few times from the catheter, so we thought we’d catch and release.”

As she worked, Ronnie moaned louder until she started spasming on my fingers—a sexy little whine came from her nose as she tried to stay quiet.

I withdrew my hand from Ronnie's soaking channel and held it in front of me. Tricia and I each sucked a finger clean before I turned my attention to Tricia’s other breast. After suckling her nipple, I left a bright red mark on the ribs under each of her breasts.

When I pulled away, Tricia fastened her bra and buttoned her blouse. Ronnie was tasting my semen from the towel. She shrugged and said, “Not too bad.”

Tricia leaned in to kiss me again before whispering, “I love you, My Tommy. Come home soon.”

“Tomorrow, my very bad girl,” I told her, just barely managing to hide my surprise at her declaration.

Then she took the towel from Ronnie, who kissed me passionately. “I love you, sir. Come home to me. I can’t sleep as well when you’re not next to me.”

“I will, angel,” I replied. I was less shocked by Ronnie's declaration as Tricia had already dropped the L-word on me, but I needed time to process, and for once, was glad to be left alone. “I’m so lucky to have both of you.”

Tricia gave a proprietary pat to my deflating cock and pulled my gown down to cover it, and Ronnie lifted the side rail in place. “Until tomorrow, sir,” Ronnie said, sliding away.

“Goodnight, my darling girls,” I told them.

They waved as they left.

By then, the pain meds had kicked in, and I dropped off to sleep, wondering if I would ever be ready to tell anyone who wasn’t Stacie that I loved them.
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ESCAPE FROM THE HOSPITAL


The next morning, a nurse woke me up.

“Rise and shine, sunshine,” he chirped.

“Ah, Nurse Steve,” I murmured as I recognized his voice.

“Right in one, big boy.” Something about him reminded me of the old film star Mae West.

Steve may have been uglier than even me. His light blond hair was shaved to leave just a short stubble over the creases of his head. He had a bulbous nose and a receding chin. If he had been tall and skinny, I would have thought of Ichabod Crane, that character from that really old movie from the nineties. Steve’s muscular arms and chest indicated that he spent a lot of time in the gym. I guessed he was a bodybuilder from the way the muscles were defined.

“Sadly, that naughty nurse Nancy removed your catheter, so I don’t get to see what was bringing all those pretty boys and girls to visit you.” His banter was nonstop. “So, I’m guessing from the way that pretty Black Irish lad was blubbering over you that you’re bi, Mr. Meatloaf?”

I laughed, “No, much to Ian’s disappointment. I’m straight.”

“That’s too bad for me, sweet peach. I’m guessing some of those gorgeous ladies helped you avoid getting DSB?” he teased.

“DSB? There are so many acronyms in the medical industry, I can’t keep up. What’s that one?” I asked.

“Deadly sperm buildup,” he replied in unison with a statuesque blonde in a lab coat who had just walked in.

“Ah, the lovely Dr. Lena Linderman,” Steve continued. “She could have helped you with your condition, too. If I had any attraction to women at all, I would have to sweep her away.”

The doctor teased the big man back. “Yes, Steven. We could both lie around in lingerie and eat bonbons for the rest of our days, darling.”

“I could do with the lingerie and bonbons, darling Lena, but we’d have to convince our man Tommy to switch hit.” Steve waggled his eyebrows.

“It’s Thomas,” I growled.

“Hmm. Feisty! I love that in a man,” Steve said. He looked thoughtful, then sang, “Don’t get excited, Mr. Robertson. I won’t…” He frowned and spoke instead. “Oh pooh, that just won’t work. I’ll need to work on those lyrics some more. I’ll leave you in the care of the lovely Dr. Linderman while I go play with Jolly Roger.”

Dr. Lena Linderman’s looks lived up to Ronnie’s praise. She was tall and lean. Her sun-bleached blonde hair was pulled back tight into a long ponytail. She had crystalline blue eyes that sparkled with good humor, a lean face, and a long neck. Her breasts were slightly larger than my fists and sat high on her chest—more of the common European build than the curvy US ideal. She didn’t have companion-level looks, but her slight overbite was so cute. I would have definitely dated her.

“You just get out of the pool, Doc?” I asked.

She chuckled. “No, I’ve been on rounds for an hour,” she said as she read my chart on her tablet. “So far, so good, Thomas,” she said approvingly.

She set the tablet down and leaned in to run her fingers over my skull. She smelled of lavender.

As she pressed gently on my skull, she asked, “Do you feel any pain?”

“No. Pressure. I can feel the sutures in the skin pulling,” I replied.

She flashed a penlight into my eyes. “Reactions are good,” she murmured as she pressed the fingers sticking out of my cast. “Can you feel that?”

“Yes. Your fingers are surprisingly cold, Doctor,” I said. “They’re a little rough, too.”

“Yes, hospitals,” she replied matter-of-factly as she pulled my blanket off my legs. “We keep the temperature low intentionally, and the repeated use of hand disinfectant dries out the skin. Lift your left knee, please.”

With the brace on, I couldn’t flex it much, so I ended up lifting the whole leg. She placed her hands on the bottom of my foot and played with my toes. “Move your toes please.”

I did.

“Push against my hand,” she ordered.

I winced slightly at the twinge in the bone, but was able to move her hand.

“Okay,” she said as she guided my foot back down to the mattress. “The brace holds the knee at a slight angle and provides compression on the fracture. You should however be able to flex your leg. Try to straighten it ten times, three times a day to minimize muscle atrophy. Then try to bend it the same number of times. The bends will likely be more uncomfortable than the straightening considering how the bone cracked. The more you walk and work the leg, the faster it will heal.”

“How long until I’m out of here?” I asked.

“If all goes well, tomorrow,” she replied. “That’s mostly so we have time to run another scan on your head. Are you willing to do more physical therapy while you’re here? I’m not too certain about your pain levels.”

“I’m willing to try it,” I said. “The pain’s manageable as long as I don’t miss a dose. Gets a little rough as the time for a new dose gets closer.”

“Okay, that’s expected given your injuries. So, three more days of physical therapy here in the hospital. Since you’re getting discharged tomorrow, come back to do the last two as an outpatient if your brain scans don’t reveal any problems. I want you to walk the halls at least twice each day, too—here and at home. When you’re here, make sure one of your girlfriends is also here to walk with you.

“Next week, you’ll continue outpatient physical therapy. The brace should be able to come off the leg about the same time your ribs stop hurting, probably about three to four weeks. We’ll take the cast off your arm and replace it with a removable brace at about the same time. There’s a composite plate pinned and glued to your ulna and a single pin holding your radius together. Two of your ribs have pins holding them together, too. Those, plus the plate in your skull, are going to be with you permanently.”

“But I should be able to resume an active lifestyle once I’m healed?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said. “But I’m serious about contact sports. None for at least three months. It would be better if you gave them up. You’re lucky to be alive, let alone not brain damaged. Don’t push your luck.”

“It sounds like I’ll be able to get back into the pool before I can run again,” I commented, trying to ignore the comments about my skull.

“Yes. Swimming and cycling should be good for a start. At least eight weeks before I’d recommend you try running,” she said. “Also, we’re going to wean you off the pain meds. Three doses per day today to get you used to the tablets rather than the IV. Then two doses tomorrow. We’ll keep you on that for five days, and then you’ll have a couple of days of a single dose at bedtime. In between you can take acetaminophen if needed.”

“Okay, Doc,” I replied as she smiled and gently squeezed my shoulder.

* * *


The next day, around noon, Nurse Nancy gave me my discharge instructions. I was so relieved to escape the hospital. Jolly Roger’s continuous moaning and his family’s insistence on watching the news had me constantly on edge.

CNN and BBC news kept up a stream of reports on the riots and mass shootings in the US. It wasn’t really news at this point since they’d been a feature of American life for decades. Despite having some of the best universities on the planet, my home country was quickly devolving into chaos. Riots against Chinese ownership of businesses and property were regular occurrences. The Chinese embassy and both consulates had been fired upon repeatedly. Mass shootings at Chinese-owned businesses and murders of people with oriental features were common; it didn’t matter whether they were American citizens or not. Although many of the executive roles were held by Chinese men, there were still lower-level jobs held by Americans in the big companies, and the trade jobs were mostly held by Americans.

Chinese conspiracy theories abounded, but the violence and conspiracies weren’t limited to our Asian overbosses. Xenophobia ran rampant south of the Canadian border. Anyone speaking a language other than English had to be wary about who might overhear them. Every week, there were incidents of assaults, murders, and rapes of foreign language speakers—so many that the executioners couldn’t keep up. There was even an incident in Houston, where an Englishman was stabbed for being a foreigner.

Additionally, the US economy was spiraling downward. Unemployment continued to rise each year, resulting in riots over lack of food and jobs in the last year about half as often as the xenophobic ones. About the only sectors of the US economy that were thriving were the firearms industry and farming, neither of which were a large part of the country’s GDP. Father always told me that I should be proud to be an American, and I was. But watching the behavior of my fellow Americans left me feeling ashamed.

Jolly Roger’s family sat next to him, glued to the screen, and commenting endlessly on the chaos across the border. It was driving me insane. Both Nancy and Steve had commented on my rising blood pressure.

Despite my broken leg, I could have jumped for joy when Michael, Barry, and Ronnie picked me up in a four-seater tuk-tuk and took me home. I never thought I’d be so happy to see Nu-Gen’s facade as we approached the building.

Michael grabbed my gym bag while Barry and Ronnie flanked me on either side, helping me to the lift.

“How’d I end up on the forty-ninth floor?” I asked as we exited. “I thought everything from the fortieth and fiftieth floors was for married managers and execs?”

“I think Peggy called in a favor,” Barry answered.

“She told Cho about your battery deal,” Ronnie said. “She told him Dursten was sandbagging the estimates on the battery tech, and you wouldn’t see any bonus for at least a year from it. She said, ‘He’s written more business than Mr. McGrath’s entire team over the last year, and he’s only been here a month.’ Cho liked the idea of a reward, so you got an upgrade.”

“Is it true that you’ve acquired patents worth more than the rest of your team?” Michael asked.

“I don’t know what they’ve earned,” I replied. “I just do my job, which is to get the most accurate assessment of the financial value of a patent and get a license or ownership of the tech. I don’t keep track of what everyone else does.”

“What’s sandbagging?” Barry asked.

“It means underselling expectations, among other things,” Michael said. “It was commonly used in the service.”

“Oh, I thought it meant to hit someone with a sandbag to knock them out,” Barry replied. “I heard Ian say it once when talking about Boston, although he was talking about a sock or hose full of sand, rather than a bag. It didn’t make sense for Dursten to do that.”

“No, he definitely would do that,” Ronnie said. “He’s always trying to sabotage people, and he doesn’t even care about the impact on the company. He’d definitely attack someone If he thought he could get away with it. I have to work with him on my project, and he’s a real creep.”

“Lovely,” I muttered as we approached my new accommodations.

“Try your communicator on the lock,” Michael said.

At least it was on my left wrist. The lock clicked, and Ronnie turned the doorknob.

“Shut it again, please,” I said, stopping everyone from entering. “I need to be able to do this without help. I think I have it figured out.”

Ronnie latched the door, and then I unlocked it again, flipped my left arm, and grabbed the handle underhanded. A quick twist, and…success! We were in.

I chuckled, shaking my head. “It’s the little things.”

Everyone else followed me as I maneuvered myself into my new flat.

We passed through a short entry hall created by the powder room wall on the right, and then we were standing in the great room. The decorating and furniture were functional, reminiscent of styles from the late twentieth century. They were mostly earth toned, with some splashes of orange and gold scattered around for accents.

The sofa had a deep seat, square back cushions, and mission-style faux mahogany wood arms and support, all upholstered in chocolate-brown faux leather. A matching pair of chairs were on either side of the sofa, and the dark upholstery worked well with the cream-colored walls. There was a woven rug about two centimeters thick that looked like natural jute but was probably recycled plastic fibers, sitting in the center of the rectangle created by the chairs. A large coffee table sat on top of the rug, made in the same mission style in the same faux wood as the chairs. Anonymous artwork hung on the walls.

A farmhouse-style dining table made of the same faux wood rested between the sitting area and the island that defined the kitchen. There were enough matching faux wood chairs with chocolate brown cushions to allow six people to sit around the table.

Ronnie led me directly to the bedroom, where the mission-style motif continued. The queen-sized bed had a slatted headboard and footboard, with matching nightstands and a chest of drawers. I managed to use the en suite to empty my bladder, noticing the large, tiled shower with a glass enclosure, before I collapsed onto the bed.

Michael brought me a glass of water, and I took my next dose of pills before Ronnie led the boys out amid their well-wishes. She came back to kiss me and wish me sweet dreams, and I dropped off to sleep.

I awoke some time later to quiet conversation and the delicious smells of sauteed onions, garlic, and meat. After a quick detour to relieve my bladder, I pulled on a dressing gown and hobbled out to the great room with my crutch.

Ronnie was at the stove, pan-grilling steaks and sautéing onions, green peppers, and mushrooms. Tricia and Peggy were working together, making a big bowl of salad at the table.

“Oh! Thomas! Hello,” Peggy said, a light shade of pink rising on her neck. She was wearing a taupe velour tracksuit, with the top unzipped to accent her bountiful breasts, which filled a white support camisole.

Tricia and Ronnie were in matching outfits of black dance shorts that barely covered their luscious bums. Bustiers hugged their torsos and lifted their breasts. Breasts I want to squeeze and lick and…argh. I stopped that thought, grousing internally at the fact that I’d likely be out of commission for a while. My cock flopped unhappily at the thought.

Both of my girlfriends were barefoot, and they squealed in pleasure to see me up. Ronnie was in the middle of her culinary delight, but Tricia ran up and gently wrapped her arms around me, giving me a sweet kiss.

“Did you get enough sleep?” she asked.

“For the moment. I must be slept out,” I said. “I didn’t realize I was having company. Hello, Peggy.”

“Peggy’s joining us for dinner, and then everyone’s dropping by to welcome you home and have a drink,” Ronnie said. “We all missed you.”

“Let me help you get into some clothes,” Tricia told me, and I waved before adjusting my crutch and turning slowly back to the bedroom.

After Tricia closed the door, I murmured, “Are you sure we should be kissing in front of Peggy? It takes away her plausible deniability if she’s questioned.”

“I suppose,” she agreed. “Although…we’re all very happy you’re okay and home. I think she could claim she once saw me give you a quick kiss when you got home from the hospital.”

“And helping me get dressed?” I asked.

“Yeah, that’s probably not smart,” she admitted. “Kiss me quick, and I’ll lay out a pair of scrubs.”

“Scrubs? I don’t own scrubs,” I said, puzzled as I sat on the edge of the bed.

“Dr. Linderman sent a couple sets home with you,” she said. “I’ll lay them out with a fresh pair of boxers and then send Ronnie in. I’ll tell her—Peggy, I mean—you weren’t comfortable with me helping you change your underwear.”

“Boxer briefs, please?” I asked. “If we’re having guests, the last thing I want to do is pop wood in a set of scrubs.”

Tricia giggled. “I’m sure the women—and some of the men—wouldn’t mind,” she replied. “What’s up with Peggy? Did she blush when you came out?”

“Probably from me walking around in a dressing gown,” I said. “I’m sure all my bits were covered, but…who knows. It was a shock to finally see her in something casual.”

“She’s really tired,” Tricia said as she laid my clothes next to me. “She’s been worried about you, and about how Ronnie’s doing without you being around. That’s why she sent Ronnie to the hospital. We all broke down when we got word of what had happened. Ronnie and I leaned on each other, but Peggy had to stay strong for all of us.”

Tricia caressed my face and leaned in to kiss me. I nibbled her soft lips.

“She’s fond of you, Thomas,” Tricia said, kneeling in front of me. “That much I know. Other than that, I don’t really know what’s going on with her. The Friday after your hospitalization, she was gone until midafternoon. When she came back, her eyes were puffy, like she’d been crying.

“Ronnie was there for at least half a day every day from Saturday on, on top of making sure she kept her obligations. She said her maître—” Tricia batted her eyelashes at me—“would be upset with her if she didn’t take care of herself. I generally joined her after work.”

She looked toward the door as if pulled toward the Top Girl in my kitchen. “Peggy waited for you at the hospital to come out of surgery Thursday night. She came to the office Friday and took two weeks off from work. She spent every day beside your bed from the moment visiting hours began until they chased her out the entire time you were comatose. I never saw her crying, but there was a little garbage bin next to her chair that was full of discarded tissues every day. Ronnie heard her sobbing, begging you to wake up one day when she came back from lunch. You scared her really badly,” Tricia finished softly.

“I’ll have to thank her for staying with me,” I murmured, thinking about what Tricia said. “Thank you for telling me.”

Tricia hesitated. “Ronnie’s wondering if she upset you by declaring her love to you,” she said, cupping my cheek in her silky hand. “I explained what you told me on our date weekend about being wary of declarations of love, about them drying up outside the bedroom. She understands but needs to be with you, to feel your love and approval even if you can’t tell her.”

With a small smile, I said, “I’ll give it everything I have.”

“I meant it when I said it, too. I love you, Thomas. Heal quickly—your ladies need you,” Tricia said, brushing her lips against mine and walking to the door.

“Nice bum, Ms. Brown,” I said. Oh, how I loved the sight of her walking away.

“It belongs to My Tommy, Mr. Robertson,” she replied, winking over her shoulder as she slipped out of the room, leaving it slightly ajar.

I stood, using my crutch for support, and took off my dressing gown, tossing it on the bed.

A knock sounded as I stuck my thumbs in the waistband of my boxers, and Peggy walked in.

“I’m sorry, but Ronnie’s at a critical point in preparations for the wonderful dinner she’s making for her master,” she said with a sad smile. “I really can’t allow Tricia to help you change underwear, so I’m afraid you’re stuck with me.”

“Peggy, may I ask your advice?”

“Certainly, Thomas,” she said, walking closer. “With what?”

“How do I thank a dear lady for watching over me the whole time I was unconscious?” I asked.

“Ronnie will feel your gratitude when she sees you enjoying the meal,” she replied, a slight smirk on that pretty face of hers.

“I was talking about you, Peggy.”

I never imagined that the confident, composed woman would ever look at me like a deer in headlights.

“Don’t make me walk over there, Peggy. Please come here so I can hug you,” I said.

She walked slowly toward me, trying and failing to blink away tears.

I set my crutch to the side, and opened my arms to her. She slid in close, gently clasping her arms around my waist and resting her head on my shoulder. I caressed her back with my broken arm and she began to sob silently into my chest.

“Thank you for watching over me, Peggy. It means more to me than you can ever know,” I murmured into her hair.

“I don’t know what came over me, I was so worried,” she sobbed.

“You’re a dear friend to me, Peggy. You watch out for me, just like you do for your boys and girls,” I said, grateful. “And don’t kid yourself. We all adore you. Me. Rick. I bet the members of your fan club are legion.”

She gave me a gentle squeeze and then gasped, remembering my condition. “That wasn’t too much, was it?”

“Gentle enough not to hurt but firm enough to show you care. Just like everything else about you, it was perfect.”

“I’m not all that, Thomas.”

“I disagree. And I figure I’ve got about a week left before you drag me to a quiet corner and give me hell for putting you through this,” I teased gently.

Peggy hiccuped a laugh. “You’ll be lucky if I give you that long, you cheeky boy. Now let this old MILF get your pants off and get you into clean ones.”

“Shi-it,” I drawled in English before switching back to Chinese. “MILFs can only dream about being as hot as you. And I like the tracksuit. You make it look glamorous.”

“Now you’re being silly. Where can I smack you without doing more damage?” she laughed.

“There’s my Peggy,” I said. I leaned forward and tenderly kissed her forehead.

“Let’s get you changed, shall we?” she said, stepping back just enough to be out of hugging range.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Cheeky,” she murmured as she pulled down my boxers and maneuvered them over the brace on my left leg.

“Oh my, no wonder the girls are so enamored with you,” she said looking at my member.

“I’d like to think it’s my stunning personality,” I quipped.

“I’m sure that’s it,” she chuckled, and picked up the boxer briefs as my member took notice of her proximity. “These will be harder to get over your brace. Maybe sit down and let me work them into place, and then stand you up to finish.”

We did just that, and once she had my underpants over the brace, she slid the royal-blue scrub pants on both legs until the hems were above my ankles. By the time she was done, my penis was standing proudly thanks to her gentle breath on it.

Peggy helped me up without me standing on the trouser legs, and then pulled up my pants and then the scrubs. When everything was in place, she gave my cock a gentle pat and said, “I can see why you insisted on those pants. Your little friend doesn’t show too badly. Now, into the bathroom, and I’ll scrub your upper body and apply some deodorant. Then Bob’s your uncle.”

“Sounds good.”

I watched Peggy’s face as she used a flannel to wash me. Her eyes stayed glued to my body as she washed, rinsed, and dried it—without any excessive fondling, I was disappointed to note.

“Better than the hospital nurses,” I quipped.

“Especially Nurse Steve.” Peggy’s eyes twinkled, and we shared a smile.

“That guy was wrong in so many ways,” I agreed as she helped me back to the bed.

I pulled on the top and pulled Peggy close for another hug.

“If you ever just need someone to listen, I’m here, Peggy,” I murmured.

“Thanks, Thomas. Now let me deliver you to your girlfriends,” she replied before pressing a kiss to my cheek and handing my crutch to me.

Peggy’s hips swayed delightfully as I followed her to the door. Before opening it, she looked over her shoulder and winked at me with a brilliant smile. “Come, cheeky boy. No rest for the wicked,” she teased.

Chuckling, I followed Peggy slowly. “It’s about time for another pain pill.”

“Ronnie’s got them in the kitchen,” Peggy said as we reentered the great room.

Ronnie was pulling a casserole topped with baked cheese from the oven and setting it on the stovetop. Sliced steak filled a platter, and a bowl of steaming peppers, onions, and mushrooms sat on the counter.

“Hey, angel,” I growled as Ronnie rushed to hug me, still wearing her oven mitts. We kissed passionately, and I could feel her trying not to crush my ribs.

“A special meal to welcome you home, sir,” she murmured into my ear.

“Thanks, Ronnie,” I murmured back. “All I need is my good girl, my bad girl, and my good friend.”

“I’m yours. Always,” she whispered. Then she said loud enough for the room to hear, “Everything’s ready. Let’s eat.”

Tricia helped me sit, and Ronnie loaded a plate for me with perfectly grilled slices of steak, and then ladled the peppers, onions, and mushrooms mix on the edge of the half-pound of meat. Next, she added the cheesiest scalloped potatoes I’d ever seen, followed by a heaping serving of salad.

“Hospital food doesn’t even exist on the same planet as this meal,” I said, in awe of the feast in front of me. Looking into Ronnie’s eyes, I added, “Thank you, angel. You’re spoiling me.”

“This is a special meal to kickstart your healing and welcome you home. Dr. Linderman gave me your nutritional and calorie requirements to heal. We’ll start the program tomorrow,” she told me as she smiled brightly, her eyes filled with happy tears.

Tricia placed a basket of bread in front of me. “From the French café,” she said with a secretive smile. Peggy poured wine for the ladies, and Ronnie gave me a big glass of water. They all sat and helped themselves, and we chatted easily while we ate. I savored the tender, flavorful steak and the most tender and cheesy scalloped potatoes I could ever remember eating. The other dishes just brought it all together.

The ladies visited about things happening in the office. Peggy paid particular attention because she’d been out for most of the time I’d been in the hospital. Of the three, Tricia had spent the most time in the office, so Peggy grilled her to get a complete picture of what happened while she was watching over me.

I was amazed at the details and insights they shared—nuances about conversations like tone of voice, posture, facial ticks, hand gestures. The main thing I took from listening to them was that companions had their own information network, and that they were all essentially spies.

Father once mentioned “HUMINT” in a conversation when I was about nine. When I asked him what the word meant, he explained it as people trained to observe and report back facts and impressions. I remembered saying, “That sounds boring.” I realized now that listening to mistresses of the art report out was anything but boring.

Topics ranged from who was using what companions for what services, client meetings, supplier meetings, and staff meetings. If the execs knew that everything they did was under the microscopic scrutiny of the companions in the room, they’d end the program. Given how close I was to many of Peggy’s girls and boys, I suspected I was an intelligence asset, too.

I supposed that I should have been worried, but the companions were my friends. I didn’t know all of them well, but most of them, especially my onboarding class, Peggy, and Bridget, had been helpful and supportive. I assumed I wasn’t the only one they treated like that.

After the meal, I said, “Ronnie, if you’re going to feed me like this during my entire convalescence, I’m going to be the fattest person in the company.”

Ronnie sashayed from the kitchen counter, around my chair, and carefully sat on my right thigh. “I won’t let you get fat, Thomas,” she murmured. “I just thought a feast was appropriate for my master’s return.”

We kissed warmly before she popped up off my lap and called over her shoulder, “Please go lie on the sofa until the guests arrive, Thomas. We’ll have the kitchen cleaned in a jiffy.”

“Guests?” I asked as I hobbled around the coffee table to sink slowly into the couch.

“We mentioned it before. So many people have been worried about you, Thomas,” Peggy said. “For good reason, too. That skull fracture nearly killed you. Dr. Linderman said it was a miracle you’re still alive.”

“She said I was lucky,” I sighed, reclining into the cushions. “I don’t want to give up kickboxing, but it’s going to be a slow return.”

Peggy dashed to my side, squatted next to me so our eyes were on the same level, and pointed a finger like she was going to shoot me between the eyes.

“You damned well will give it up for at least a year, Thomas. Do you hear me?” she growled.

I snaked my cast-covered hand out to pull her close and kiss her forehead.

“Yes, Mum. I hear you,” I replied as she slid forward, leaned on my chest, and hugged me. Ronnie and Tricia shared an indecipherable look before breaking into huge grins. They returned to cleaning the kitchen, while I ran my fingers in gentle caresses over Peggy’s back.
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RECOVERY


Peggy kissed my cheek and left me to snooze on the sofa while the ladies cleaned. Ronnie woke me up when they finished, so I could use her lap as a pillow. I rolled toward her so my face was resting in her lap. The comforting smells of her jasmine and cinnamon scent mixed with the scent of mild arousal, along with her fingers caressing my scalp, soon had me on the edge of sleep again.

Tricia sat on the other end of the sofa and held my feet, lightly massaging my ankles.

Even though I wasn’t paying any attention, snippets of their conversation reached my drowsy brain.

“... not that big…,” from Ronnie.

“...perfect…,” from Tricia.

“...meets minimum…,” from Peggy.

“...length and…” from Ronnie.

“...length plus circumference…,” from Peggy.

“My Tommy…”—that could only be Tricia.

Some time later, the doorbell buzzed.

“Mmf?” I asked.

“Guests are arriving, my love,” Ronnie murmured. “Can you sit up?”

“Yeah, okay.”

I struggled a bit, but Tricia lifted my feet and I was able to pivot until I was only leaning on Ronnie and mostly sitting up. Ronnie helped me adjust until I was upright, just as Michael and Ian walked in. As Peggy rose from her chair, I noticed she had changed into a 1950s-style white dress with a floral print, cut much like the blue she often wore on the weekend—halter, sweetheart neckline, circle flounce swishing around her knees.

“How are you doing, Thomas?” Michael asked.

Ronnie kissed my cheek and got up, making room for the boys, who sat on either side of me.

“About all I’ve wanted to do since you brought me home is sleep,” I admitted. “Ronnie made a wonderful meal, which put me into a food coma until you guys rang the bell.”

“When are you coming back to work?” Ian asked.

“This Monday,” I replied. “Tricia informed Forsythe. I’ve got physical therapy at the hospital for the next two days, and then I’ll be on my own for two more days until the therapist meets me here at the gym for at least another two weeks.”

“Physio is hard work,” Michael said. “I had a shoulder injury from wrestling that required three months of physio to just get to the point where I could use it again. Then I had to work on my own after that.”

“Mine’s supposed to be all about not letting the muscles atrophy,” I said before turning to Ian. “How are you doing, my friend? I’ve been worried about you.”

“Yeah…” he replied, leaving a pregnant pause. “Sorry, I only came to visit that one time. I started therapy after that.”

“I’m glad you’re getting help, Ian,” I said.

“I went three times last week to get started,” he responded. “Once to have an initial discussion, once to have some tests where they mapped my brain against known stimuli, and the final session to review the results. I’m going twice this week, and then once a week. I get homework to do between sessions, so it’s kinda like physio for the mind.”

“You need the help,” I said quietly, gritting my teeth as I shifted to face him a little more. “I don’t want you to destroy yourself over something I can’t give you.”

“I get it,” he said and hung his head. “It’s just hard. My therapist confirmed that I do not have female brain patterns, but I have an addictive personality. Plus, I tested in the gifted range on my intelligence test, which she said contributes to me getting bored easily. Apparently, you’re my current drug of choice, with alcohol as a close second. I’m going to be avoiding you and alcohol until I feel ready for your rejection.”

“I’ll never reject your friendship, Ian,” I told him. “Just your sexual advances.”

“We’re all here for you, Ian,” Michael chipped in.

“What’s really ironic is that I majored in psychology and philosophy,” Ian said with a wry smirk. “My therapist said I was likely trying to better understand myself and the world around me.”

“I’ve given up on trying to figure out the world around me,” Michael said, shaking his head. “People are getting crazier every day.”

“I agree,” I replied. “Twenty-four hours of news for three days detailing the upheaval in the US while I was captive in my hospital room has convinced me that our home country is about to implode. I just hope they don’t drag the rest of us down with them.”

As we talked, more people arrived. Michael looked around at the growing number of people in my flat and said, “Well, we’d better stop monopolizing you, Thomas. We brought you a case of that pilsner you like from Montreal. All of us are glad you survived and that you’ll be back to work soon. Lunch just isn’t the same with you.”

“I’ll say,” Rick Allen said as he rounded the sofa with Sheila. “I don’t get surrounded by a squad of companions since you’re not at the table.”

Sheila smacked him, and I watched their interplay as Rick played dumb.

“Good for you, Sheila,” I murmured. “You’ve chosen well, but how are you going to win him?”

Sheila blushed from the roots of her dark hair down her neck, into her blouse.

“Don’t worry, Thomas,” Rick replied with a grin. “She’s doing just fine.”

Sheila’s blush brightened to bright red. She sputtered, “Welcome home, Thomas,” before she dashed off to talk to Tricia.

Michael and Ian left after giving me appropriate man hugs. Rick sat down in the closest armchair, and Ronnie handed him a beer.

“Rick brought you a case of Yuengling, Thomas,” she said as she sat next to me and leaned into my shoulder.

Sheila brought Rick a chilled glass and left again, gliding a hand across his shoulder.

A steady stream of companions approached me, either sitting next to me to chat for a bit or bending over to display their cleavage before giving me a hug.

I was surprised when Jane slid into the newly vacated seat to my left and Franco walked up. He was dressed in a lightweight jacket and slacks, and Jane was in yoga pants and a support camisole that held her breasts tightly to her chest. I tried to stand, but Franco just made a patting motion. “Don’t get up. Save your energy for healing.”

“Thanks, champ,” I replied.

“I wanted to apologize to you, Thomas,” Franco said. “We knew that Sammi was spiraling downward again. We worked hard for months to get him clean, and he was, for several months. I thought he would turn into a good teacher. He was really helping Louis and Paolo, but he started back on some new steroid supplement shortly before you joined us. He’d always hated educated people because his family couldn’t afford to send him to school. It was a perfect storm.”

“You can’t take the blame for this, Franco,” I told him. “He did it to himself. Honestly, I have to own some of this, too. Louis and Paolo both told me to run. I guess I was naive to think he would just thrash me around a little bit. Jane’s already scolded me for not using my brain.”

“Running away is a great survival strategy,” Jane said. “If more guys would embrace it, I’d save the government quite a few bullets.”

Franco nodded his agreement. “I look forward to seeing you back in the gym, Thomas. Louis and Paolo would both feel better seeing you up and around.”

“Maybe wear a hat until your hair grows to cover the surgery scars on your head,” Jane teased. “Franco’s right, though. It’ll be nice to see you back. Like I told you in the hospital, I have a regimen that’ll get you in shape without risking a punch to your head.”

“Yeah, I’m being strongly encouraged to give up kickboxing,” I sighed. “I really don’t want to, but I can’t take another blow to my head anytime soon. I think Peggy would kill me herself if I go back.”

“Franco, why don’t I introduce you to Peggy, and we can try to talk her off the ledge,” Jane said.

“Let’s,” he replied. “Get well soon, Thomas. You’ve impressed me. I want you in my gym, even if you never compete.” He extended his hand, and we shook.

“I’ll do my best, Coach,” I told him.

Jane pressed a gentle kiss to my temple and got up.

Ronnie murmured into my ear, “When you’re better, could we get her into bed, mon maître? I’d love to eat her and scissor with her. Maybe when you take my final virginity.”

“Sure angel, if she’s open to exploring being with a woman. Probably better to not pile all that into one event though,” I replied, remembering Tricia’s attempt. I watched Jane’s fit bum move as she walked toward the Top Girl. “She does manage to be sexy with all that muscle,” I murmured.

Peggy squinted as Jane and Franco approached. I followed Peggy’s gaze to see Michael and Bridget standing near each other, their fingers barely touching.

“Hmm,” I noted, just before Susan and Jenny joined us.

Most of the companions I had met so far came by to wish me well. Surprisingly, Forsythe stopped by too, but he only stayed for a couple of minutes. Several of the engineering staff, including Chad and Old Man Nelson, came by. Janet was the only person from my team who showed up, but I didn’t really mind.

A young woman with oriental features also showed up, who I didn’t recognize. She had the open, fresh face of an idealistic student at uni. Her hair was in long pigtails that hung below her shoulders, and she wore a simple black cocktail dress and heels.

“Hello,” she said in American-accented Mandarin. “I heard you were home from the hospital, so I wanted to introduce myself. We’ve only talked via email. I’m Kim Juyun.”

Slowly, the synapses clicked into place, and I recognized her name from my projects. “From the marketing analytics department!” I exclaimed. “Thomas Robertson. It’s a pleasure to meet you in person. Please sit, Ms. Kim.”

“You may call me Juyun,” she replied shyly.

Ronnie rose from her seat and kneeled in front of Juyun, resting her hands on her thighs, just below the hem of her dress. “May I get you a drink, Juyun? We have beer, wine, tea, coffee, and real orange juice.”

“Juice, please. I’ve never had the real thing,” she requested quietly as she gazed into my girlfriend's eyes.

“I’ll take care of you, Juyun. I’m Veronica, but you can call me Ronnie.” Ronnie’s hands caressed the young woman’s thighs as she rose gracefully. She then turned with a seductive sway of her bum as she walked past me to the drinks counter.

“I heard that you speak Korean,” Juyun murmured in what I assumed was her native tongue.

“I do,” I replied in kind. “It would be nice to converse in it more often. I went to high school in Seoul.”

“Is she your girlfriend?” she asked, her eyes tracking Ronnie. “She’s a companion, right?”

“Yes to both,” I replied.

“Do you fuck often?” she asked. She blushed at her own bold words.

“Yes. Why do you ask?”

“Dursten wants her,” Juyun replied. “He generally likes Asians, but non-Asians catch his eye sometimes. Susan thinks he wants Ronnie because she’s yours. If he learns that you’re with her often, he’ll want her more. Plus, since you mentioned my name in your meeting, he’s been calling me to his office every day to brief him on new requests. Sometimes, he touches me inappropriately.”

“Is that okay with you?” I asked, trying to ignore the boiling in my blood from the bomb that Juyun had just dropped on me.

Dursten wants her.

I forced myself to relax my grip on my drink. I’d deal with that later.

“No,” Juyun whispered. “Susan has tried to keep his attention, but she said he wants to destroy my innocence.” She hung her head. “I think he already has.”

“Hey, Rick,” I said in Mandarin. “Do we have any of these with a panic button?” I asked as I held up my wrist communicator.

“Yeah, actually. It’s a feature on that unit. It’s on the home screen,” Rick said, leaning forward.

“But the device doesn’t return automatically to the home screen,” I said. “We should have a model with a physical panic button that calls police or security. Maybe it should turn on the audio recording, too.”

“That unit does all those things, but it’s just a touch button on the screen,” he replied. “You can change the behavior to return to the home screen every time the screen goes to sleep. You can also assign either the panic or return home functions to a predefined gesture, like tapping your fingers, clenching your fist, or shaking your hand up and down.”

“This is Juyun Kim, from Marketing. Can we get one for her?” I asked. “She’s being harassed.”

Rick’s eyes scrunched in anger. “Juyun, I’ll set up a meeting with you tomorrow.”

“I’d like one for Ronnie, too,” I said intensely. “Juyun thinks she’s in danger, too.”

“From what?” Ronnie asked as she arrived and handed Juyun a rocks glass full of juice.

“Dursten,” the young Korean woman replied.

“I’ll take care of it tomorrow,” Rick said. “Ronnie, expect a meeting invite from me.”

“I have an early meeting with Mr. Dursten in the morning,” she replied, sounding afraid. “He wants an update from me on my progress on the event planning.”

Rick set his beer on the coffee table and said, “I’ll be back shortly.” He got up and went to talk to Nelson, who was chatting with Jane.

Both of them looked angry at whatever Rick said, then Nelson nodded his head. Rick turned, gave me a thumbs up, and left. Nelson looked at me and nodded at me, too. I returned the gesture and thought we might be in one of those old comedy movies where all the spies or gangsters walked around, signaling each other with nods.

Rick returned about half an hour later with a couple of small boxes and led Juyun and Ronnie into the spare bedroom. He closed the door, and when they came back out, the ladies both sported the same clunky wrist communicators I had.

Soon after, the party began to dwindle, and guests began trickling out, saying their goodbyes and wishing me well.

After the last guest left, Tricia and Peggy loaded the dishwasher while Ronnie led me outside to walk laps in the corridor before bed.

When we returned, Peggy and Tricia had left for their own flats. Ronnie guided me to the bathroom and helped me prepare for bed. After walking me back to rest on the bed, Ronnie grabbed her overnight bag and returned to the bathroom. I leaned my crutch against the wall between the nightstand and the bed and sat on the edge of the firm, new mattress.

I heard the water turn on in the bathroom, so I pulled my tablet open to send a quick note to Stacie.

Dearest,

I made it home safely. I’ve been moved to a new flat, which is typically only for married managers. It has a big great room, two bedrooms, one and a half bathrooms, and a small walk-in pantry. Honestly, it’s more than I need, but apparently it’s something Peggy had one of her patrons approve since my previous flat wasn’t in good repair. I think my performance at work factored into it, too.

I went right to bed when I got home and slept for a couple of hours. When I woke, I found Ronnie, Tricia, and Peggy preparing a welcome home feast. I have scrubs now, too. Tricia said they were a gift from Dr. Linderman. I’m guessing I must have been a challenge for her surgical skills, so she feels the need to take special care of me.

Ronnie’s culinary skills shone again today, Stacie. The scalloped potatoes she made were the cheesiest I’ve ever had, and melted in my mouth. The ladies planned a welcome home/housewarming for me after dinner. It was really nice to see so many people from work show up and extend their support—and Franco actually came! I couldn’t believe it. I had a nice conversation with him and Jane, who has been taking over Sammi’s classes since his execution. They tried to convince Peggy that I could return to training before too long, but I have no idea how that went over.

Peggy is adamant that I shouldn’t go back for at least a year, but Jane told me that there are a bunch of things I can train without risking getting hit in the head, and Franco agreed. Peggy can be a little stubborn, and she’s been acting a little strangely. Tricia said she took off work and stayed with me the whole time I was in a coma. She even cried in my arms for a few minutes before she helped me dress for dinner (which means yeah, she saw my penis). I guess I scared her pretty badly. I think I’ve helped her get back to her normal sassy self, but I need to be careful of her feelings for a while.

Now, everyone but Ronnie has gone home. She’s been an absolute angel the entire time I was in the hospital, and she’s taking good care of me now, too. She’ll be back soon, but I figured I’d have time for a quick note.

Tomorrow and Friday, I have to make my way to the hospital for physical therapy, and then back to work next week with more physical therapy, but in Nu-Gen’s gym below the dorms. As soon as Dr. Lindeman says it’s okay, I’ll try swimming, but I’m sure you know how I feel about that.

I enjoyed our video chat while I was in the hospital, Stacie. It was so good to see you again. Hopefully, you’ll feel comfortable doing that again. You look as beautiful as always, and I may have had a very inappropriate response to seeing you.

I love you, Stacie.

Yours,

Thomas

I read through my note and decided it was good enough to send.

As I rested my tablet on my bedside table, Ronnie sashayed past in a gray, silk, kimono-style robe. She returned quickly with a glass of water and pill in her hand.

“It’s only about thirty minutes before your next dose,” she said, looking at me with those golden doe eyes. “I think you can take it now.”

“Probably,” I replied greedily, almost snatching it from her hand. I popped it into my mouth and took a large sip of water before setting the glass on the nightstand.

Ronnie scampered out to the great room and returned with a coaster, which she put beneath my glass. Then she stood before me with her fingers intertwined and her lower lip between her teeth.

“I’m quite disappointed that I didn’t get to see your breasts sway in the breeze, my angel,” I told her. “I think I need to use you harshly.”

“Thomas, you can’t!” Ronnie gasped. “Dr. Linderman said everything needed to heal before we could have sex!”

“Not waiting, Ronnie. My angel needs me, and I will not let her down.” Despite my weariness, I grew hard at the thought of what would happen next. “Take that robe off and show me your delicious body,” I ordered.

“Mais bien sûr, mon maître,” she murmured in her lovely Creole accent. She slowly untied the robe and shrugged the garment off her shoulders. The silk slid down her arms and pooled around her feet.

“So beautiful,” I groaned, needing more. I beckoned her closer, making her bite that delicious lip and step between my knees.

Given how the fingers of my right hand were encased in a plasticast halfway to the first knuckle, there wasn’t much I could do with it to elicit pleasure. I wrapped my arm around Ronnie’s waist and caressed the silky skin of her back with my thumb as I pulled her into a hungry kiss, stroking her cheek with my other hand.

Upon releasing her lips, Ronnie whined, “Thomas, we can’t. We have to listen to the doctor. Besides, you’re probably exhausted.”

“Doesn’t matter,” I growled. “I haven’t been able to help you fulfill your purpose, my slutty little angel. So I’m not going to sleep until you’ve had at least five mind-shattering orgasms. Not those tiny ones that you get when I play with your nipples. Mind-shattering.”

I watched the way Ronnie’s body reacted—mouth gaped open, chest rising and falling in time to her excited breaths, eyes wide open in arousal. My cock rose each time her heavy breasts heaved.

“How, sir?” she asked hoarsely.

“I’m going to lie down and you’re going to offer your pretty pussy to my mouth while you hold onto the headboard,” I instructed. “If you let go I will spank your delectable bum before I fuck you senseless.”

Ronnie lunged forward, her desire palpable. She wrapped her arms around me and captured my mouth with hers, wrestling with my tongue. She finally released me so that I could get into position. Ronnie straddled me, kissing me again. Her moisture dripped onto my stomach as I released her mouth and kissed down her neck to her collarbone.

More, I groaned to myself. I need more.

I squeezed her bum hard and extended a finger toward her rosebud. Ronnie whimpered with need and rubbed her wet pussy over me as I tickled her tight little hole. She threw her head back and moaned, presenting her breasts to my mouth.

I managed to capture a nipple in my teeth and bit down firmly while pressing at her sphincter with my finger.

Ronnie screamed her pleasure and began to quake as my tongue lashed her nipple, refusing to release it. Eventually, she simmered down. Moving my mouth to the other nipple, I continued to tease her sphincter.

“Tha-tha’s one,” she moaned in English.

“Think so? Get your slutty little pussy on my mouth, my angel.”

Ronnie leaned down and kissed me madly before marching forward on her knees. “Your slutty pussy, master. You own it. I felt so empty and unloved while you were in the hospital,” she moaned as she stepped around my shoulders and grabbed the headboard. “Use me, master. Use me hard!”

I wrapped both arms around her thighs and breathed in the jasmine-cinnamon scent of her arousal. It looked like my right thumb might be useful even if the rest of the hand was out of action. Laying my right palm on her mons, I gently rubbed my thumb over her hooded clit. The tip was just starting to emerge, but I avoided it for the moment while I suckled on her outer folds and then her inner ones, periodically dipping my tongue into her channel to lap up her juices.

“M-m-may I come again?” she begged.

“Not yet, angel.”

I maneuvered my left arm under her right thigh and coated the fingers liberally in her juices. Ronnie whined at my touch, pleading for more, and I slid two fingers into her channel, rubbing across her G-spot as I entered. I was glad that I’d studied her body and its reactions so closely. She started twitching as I began to fuck her with my less coordinated hand.

“Are you ready, Ronnie?”

“Uh-huh,” she whimpered as I pulled back the hood of her clit as well as I could with my right thumb.

I licked her exposed clit twice as my fingers plundered her hole before I murmured, “Come now, Ronnie,” and clamped my mouth over her button and sucked it.

Ronnie’s screams probably woke any neighbors I might have had, but I was long past caring. She bucked hard, and her channel clamped down on my fingers, holding them in place. When she slowly came back down, I bit her clit gently and thrashed it with my tongue, making her fire off again. Her juices sluiced out around my fingers to drench my face, so I did my level best to catch it all in my mouth as she recovered from her latest climax.

When Ronnie’s breathing started to slow, I began pummeling her pussy hard with my hand. “No rest for you, angel,” I growled. Given my left wasn’t as coordinated as my right, I was surprised by how easily I got her off again.

“You may release the headboard, angel,” I murmured as I gave my tongue a rest. Ronnie slumped into a liquid lump to my left, laying her head on my shoulder. When she finally caught her breath, she reached for my painfully hard cock.

“Hands away,” I ordered. “The first touch you’ll get of my cock is the feeling of it driving into your wet pussy. Feet on the floor, face on the mattress.”

Ronnie took her position as instructed, but couldn’t stop squirming in anticipation. I forgave her, mostly because I was transfixed by the sight of her breasts hanging down, begging to be squeezed.

I winced as I hobbled to stand behind her, but the tight brace on my left leg did its job as I placed my left hand on her hips and guided my cock to her dripping channel with my fingertips. It took me some adjusting, but soon we were both groaning as I pressed into her tightness.

“You feel like heaven, Ronnie,” I moaned as I grabbed her hips.

“Use me hard, Thomas! I need you,” she wailed.

Setting a brutal pace, I speared her depths with my cock over and over again. She came quickly, forcing me to slow my pace until she relaxed just a bit.

Thoroughly spent, Ronnie grunted gutturally with each thrust as I repeatedly dragged the head of my cock over her G-spot and pummeled her cervix. She twitched uncontrollably as I let myself go, taking my pleasure from her body.

“I’m going to breed you, Ronnie,” I growled. “You’ll waddle down the corridors with a big, round belly, and everyone will know you’re my little slut.”

Ronnie nodded frantically and moaned, “Yesss.”

My balls gradually stopped slapping her clit and drew upward as a tingle started in my toes and worked its way up my spine.

“Uh!” I gasped as I released my load inside of my beautiful girlfriend. I held myself up on the mattress using my good hand and leg, easing myself back to Earth.

I hobbled to sit on the bed, and Ronnie curled up like a child. Her smile and sparkling eyes, so full of love and trust, made my heart thump. “Thank you, Thomas,” she murmured. “You always know exactly how to take care of me.”

“You’re precious to me, Ronnie.”

“You’re still hard,” she observed.

“Mostly,” I agreed. “How about you straddle me and we make love gently before going to sleep.”

She gave a bright smile. “Yes, sir. I’d like that.”

I scooted back until my knees were at the edge of the mattress, and Ronnie straddled me. I circled the base of my cock with my left thumb and forefinger to keep it hard, and Ronnie guided my meat into her needy pussy.

She wrapped her arms around my neck and looked into my eyes. “Make love to me, Thomas.”
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BACK IN THE SADDLE


“Veronica Thomas, what on earth do you think you’re doing?”

I sat up partially, blinking bearily at Peggy in her normal weekend attire, a yellow, halter-style dress with a sweetheart neckline that held her impressive assets in place and included—to no one’s surprise—a circle flounce.

Ronnie sat up slowly. “Huh?” she muttered, wiping the drool from her face.

Her hair was a tousled mess, and she looked well and thoroughly fucked. In short, she was adorable, and utterly beautiful. My morning wood immediately took notice.

“Thomas, put your weapon away. You’ve done enough damage,” Peggy sniped.

Ignoring Peggy, I picked my wrist communicator from the nightstand and checked the time.

“Angel, you’re late,” I murmured.

“Oh shit,” she gasped. “My tablet…where is it?” She grabbed her communicator from her nightstand and gasped again. “I need to go, Thomas. I can just make it to roll call if I hurry.”

She jumped over me and ran to the bathroom.

“You can’t wear that contraption on your wrist,” Peggy called after her. “If you want a watch it must be delicate and feminine. You know…”

“Do you have any of those with a panic button that calls security and the police, Peggy?” I interrupted. “Ones with a GPS in it so they can find her?”

“She’s not in danger, Thomas.” Peggy rolled her eyes at what she thought was me being dramatic.

“According to Susan and Juyun, she is.” It was my turn to be snippy, though the effect was probably diminished by my struggling to stand and clutching my crutch for support.

Peggy pulled up short. “What did they say?”

“Dursten has set his sights on her. And he’s fondling Juyun whenever he can,” I replied. “Rick gave them both communicators last night. I don’t think he linked them to their tablets, but he left them the boxes they came in, which contain the instructions.”

I hobbled over to the chest of drawers and opened a couple until I found the one containing my boxers. Snagging a pair, I made my way back to the bed to maneuver them over my brace.

Peggy dropped to her knees in front of me as soon as I sat and plucked my underwear from my hands. “Let me help,” she murmured before sliding the shorts over my left ankle.

Ronnie ran by with bag in hand, back in her shorts and camisole from last night.

“Your tablet is probably on the shelf next to his pills, Ronnie,” Peggy said, holding my boxers open for me to stick my right leg into them.

“Yes! Found it!” she called back and then ran in with a pill. “One in the morning, and then every eight hours after, Thomas.”

I pinched the pill and popped it into my mouth before swallowing it dry, then chased it with the rest of my glass of water.

Ronnie dropped her head into my lap and swallowed my cock to the root, getting the head stuck inside her throat. Peggy and I both gasped, and I moaned when Ronnie slid off me with a pop.

“I love you, Thomas,” Ronnie murmured with a loving smile. I thought Peggy’s eyes would pop out.

“I need you, Ronnie,” I admitted. “Always and forever.”

Her smile got impossibly brighter. “Just like that,” she agreed.

She kissed me and hurried to the door. “Peggy,” she called, stopping in the doorway and gesturing at my hardened member, “can you take care of that for him? I’d do it myself, but the Top Girl will spank my ass if I’m late to work. Bye.”

Peggy and I stared at the door as it closed, stunned. Her hands were still holding the waistband of my boxers. I dropped back onto the mattress and lifted my hips to pull my boxers up into place, covering my raging cock.

Peggy watched me sit up, a smirk appearing on her lips. She stood slowly, widening her stance and placing her hands on her hips.

“You don’t want to try my charms, Thomas?”

“Want? Oh, I definitely want, Peggy,” I replied hoarsely, pointing at my boner sticking through my boxers. “When I dated She Who Shan’t Be Mentioned, I would have taken her as my one and only. When she disappeared and Ronnie connected with me, she could have just as easily been my one and only. When I look at you, my pulse and breathing speeds up, plus the blood rushes out of my brain and goes…you know where. You could just as easily be my one and only, Peggy. How do I deal with that?”

She looked at me seriously, placing her weight on one foot and sliding the other closer so that it just barely touched the ground. She clasped her hands behind her, and of course I noticed the way her breasts rose as a result.

“I don’t know, Thomas,” she said, her voice low. “I need you to take care of Ronnie, but no one has looked at me like you do in a long time. You make me feel beautiful and special. Even my patrons don’t look at me like that anymore. That day that you came to Cho’s office to inform him about the deal with Chad, I felt like I had been stabbed with a knife. Cho had asked me to bring Cynthia and Charity to him, which meant I was no longer enough, no longer sufficient—no longer satisfying. And then I met you, and you practically drooled over me.”

“Peggy, I adore you,” I said simply. “I’m also in awe of you, not only for your beauty, but for your empathy and intelligence. You’re the whole package, and I get the impression you could easily run this firm, if you’re not already.”

“Be careful what you say, Thomas,” she warned. “Comments like that could make me disappear. But I do appreciate the sentiment.” She walked over to the chair where my scrubs and Ronnie’s robe lay. “Now let’s get you dressed. You reek of sex, but I don’t think you need to worry about a shower until after your physiotherapy.”

She held the waistband of the scrub trousers open, and her expression pulled a laugh from me. I dropped onto my back and stuck both legs straight out, and Peggy slid the trousers on until the hems cleared my ankles, then I lifted my hips again to pull them on completely. She tossed me the shirt, and I sat up to put that on. I grabbed my crutch again, struggling to stand. “Come on, drugs,” I muttered.

“Overdo things a bit last night?” she asked over her shoulder as she sashayed toward the kitchen.

“It was worth it,” I chuckled, hobbling after Peggy’s sexy swaying hips. “Ronnie felt much better by the time we passed out.”

“How’d you manage to do that with your injuries?” she teased.

“Good drugs and high levels of motivation,” I laughed.

“I can see you love her. Why don’t you tell her?” she asked as she opened a cabinet in the kitchen, pointing to my meds on the shelf.

“I have issues with declarations of love,” I said. “Tricia knows a little about why, and she’s probably told Ronnie. It’s going to take a long time before I’m ready to declare my love to anyone.”

Peggy’s face took on a sad look, and her eyes glistened. “Companions are great listeners, Thomas. If you can’t talk to Tricia or Ronnie about it, I’d be happy to lend my ear.”

I nodded and whispered, “Thank you, Peggy.”

Peggy then proceeded to orient me to what was where in my kitchen. Once I had an idea of what I had in stock and where the utensils were, she got ready to leave.

“I need to conduct daily roll call,” she said as she slid in close and hung her arms from my shoulders. “Jenny has an early appointment this morning, so she can’t cover for me. I’ll be back an hour before your appointment to accompany you to the hospital for your physio. Don’t forget to take the antibiotic with your breakfast.” After placing a quick kiss on my lips, she slid away. “See you soon, Thomas.”

Peggy closed the door behind her, and I made a protein drink and a bowl of instant oatmeal with peanut butter. While I was eating, I read the news highlights from CBC and BBC. It must have been a slow news day since the headlines all reflected the same stories I was force-fed in the hospital. I put my tablet away, sick of seeing what was happening, and decided to give myself a sponge bath despite Peggy’s instructions.

In the bathroom, I stripped off my shirt and pulled down my trousers and underwear, grimacing at the sight of my bruised body. My ribs were various shades of black, purple, and yellow, and I could see the small incisions in the mirror from where Dr. Linderman had installed the pins in my ribs. My face was a mix of purple and yellow, too, especially under my eyes. I washed myself with a clean flannel as gently as I could and gave my genitals a good scrub because I could definitely smell Ronnie on me. When I finished, I rinsed the flannel and hung it before dressing and applying deodorant. I went searching for a pair of shoes for my trip to the hospital.

* * *


“Geez, it’s hot!” I groused as we rode in the tuk-tuk to the hospital. “I thought Canada had cool temperatures!”

“Taking this tuk-tuk may have been a mistake on my end,” Peggy said, patting my hand. “I thought walking to the train station might have been too much for you, but I would have appreciated the air conditioning.”

Peggy had changed after the roll call. She showed up at my flat in a loose, lightweight peasant skirt-and-blouse combination. Strappy sandals, big sunglasses, and a large, floppy straw hat completed her ensemble.

She slid her fingers to intertwine with mine, and I had to reboot my brain. “Ye-yeah, you’re right,” I stuttered. “I probably should have worn shorts.”

“All of your shorts look like something a poor college student would wear,” said, squeezing my hand to let me know she was making fun. “That would be inappropriate for someone of your status.”

“Status?” I laughed. “I have no status.”

“Not true, Thomas,” she said, her tone brooking no argument. “You’re the son of great parents, you’re an up-and-coming employee at a major multinational corporation, you are dating not one, but two, of my ladies, and you are holding my hand. You most definitely have status.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Her raised, sculpted brow was barely visible over her sunglasses. “Cheeky boy,” she murmured with a sexy little smirk, squeezing my hand again.

We arrived at the hospital, and the reception staff gave us each a badge. They put me in another automated wheelchair. Since Peggy was with me, it took off more slowly to match her leisurely pace.

Bob, the therapist, put me through my paces. I warmed up by walking around the physio gym, then walked backward while he held onto a band around my chest in case I stumbled. Then he had me walk backward at an incline on a treadmill. Bob said we were working on proprioception, understanding where my foot was in space.

I knew from my robotics classes that this was an issue not just for injured people, but for robots, too. It was why most robots designed for uneven surfaces were mounted on wheels or tracks.

Once I finished that, Bob had me work on squats, curls, and extensions on machines, using very light weights. Finally, he stretched my muscles before sending me off for a final five laps. Dr. Linderman arrived then, and she talked to Bob and Peggy while I hobbled around the room, made more difficult without my crutch.

When I finished, Bob said, “Congratulations, Thomas. I figured you’d wimp out after the weights.”

“If I were to hazard a guess, I’d say Thomas doesn’t give up on anything,” Peggy said with her signature sexy smirk.

Dr. Linderman addressed me. “I’m going to switch out your brace for a different one. It will fit over your clothes and be easier to put on and off. If you can walk five laps with no crutch, that should be sufficient. Bob will show you how to put it on and adjust it. If everything goes well, we may trade the crutch for a cane in a week or two, depending on how your healing goes. It’s been two weeks since your injury, so it’s a possibility. We’ll do a complete workup of scans next Friday.”

With a squeeze to my shoulder, the attractive doctor left me in Bob’s care. He fitted me for a different brace and tossed my current one in a bin for recycling.

Peggy held my hand on the trip home, but we were both pretty quiet. Once we were back inside my flat, she helped me in and out of the shower, but otherwise kept her distance. I felt her eyes on me, caressing my body, but she never touched me once I was stable on solid ground. I dressed, and Peggy reminded me to take a pain pill after 2:30. She then gave me a tight hug and a kiss on the cheek before leaving me to my own devices for the afternoon. The feel of her ample breasts pressing into my chest was heavenly.

After a late lunch, I took my pill and lay down for a nap, and woke up late in the afternoon. I moved to the living room and focused on drinking water while reading through engineering and physics journals, looking for the next big thing until Ronnie came home, a sweaty mess after her afternoon workout.

Ronnie showered and then made a simple yet delicious meal. We chatted about our days like an old married working couple, and then we went to bed to make love and sleep.

Friday started off with Ronnie waking me early with her mouth sucking my morning wood, but otherwise, the rest of the day was much the same as Thursday.

After checking our bank balances, we decided to have brunch at the Orientale on Saturday, and as we were finishing up our meal, Tricia walked by and dropped a key card envelope on the table without saying anything. Of course, Ronnie and I followed her at a distance after I paid the bill. We spent the rest of Saturday afternoon and Sunday morning fucking and making love until Tricia was satiated, leaving Ronnie and me exhausted.

* * *


“Have a seat, Robertson,” Forsythe pointed to an easy chair as I walked carefully into his office.

“Thank you, sir,” I said gratefully. The requirements of walking around the office were stressing my leg fracture to the point that I was craving another pain pill, and it had only been four hours since the last one.

“You in a lot of pain?” he asked.

“I definitely have enough to build character, sir,” I replied as I set my tablet on the coffee table and sank into the chair. “I may have overexerted myself on the weekend, and walking through the office this morning is really pushing the leg fracture. I’ve tightened the brace as tight as I can get it, even with Barry’s help. Any tighter would probably impact circulation. I just need to tough it out.”

As I laid my crutch on the floor beside me, Bridget entered the room with coffee service.

Forsythe said, “The companion? I heard you were dating one. I didn’t realize it was one of the men.” He looked appalled.

“He’s just a friend. I went through onboarding with seven of the companions, four of which were men,” I replied. “I count those guys as good friends. I’m dating one of the ladies from the class.”

“Ah,” he said skeptically. After a moment he said, “Peggy informed me about what happened at your gym when she requested a companion to check in on you. Was the man insane?”

“He definitely had issues, although he was medicating himself with a cocktail of performance enhancement drugs. I’m pretty certain old-school steroids were in the mix,” I replied while Bridget poured coffee. Two sugars and a lot of heavy cream in Forsythe’s and just a splash of cream in mine.

Bridget handed a cup and saucer to me and said, “Mr. Robertson.”

“Ms. Fitzgerald,” I replied cordially, which earned me a small smile.

“That will be all, Bridget. You may leave the pot,” Forsythe told his assistant. He devoured her with his eyes as she walked out of the office and closed the door. “Damned distracting,” he added. “McGrath can’t focus on anything except those huge tits. She’s a good assistant, but it’s a damned shame I can’t have her take minutes if he’s in a meeting.”

“She seems nice,” I replied noncommittally. “She was very helpful on the chip deal. I don’t think there’s any reason you can’t lean on her heavily, sir. A couple of things she captured make me think she’s a lot more than a pretty face with a huge bustline.”

“Right,” he said distractedly.

We sipped our coffee in silence while I waited for my boss to speak.

Finally Forsythe asked, “What are your thoughts on the battery technology we just bought?”

“The automotive and e-bike power cells are a quick win, but we need to move now on the manufacturing. I’m sure one of the current players in that market is reviewing the patent, looking for ways around the derivative works clause. I wouldn’t contract it out, either. Someone will start to pirate them. If we want to own this market, we need to own the manufacturing, and we need to move now.”

“I’ve had McGrath look into seeing whether we can get one of Matsushita’s plants to fabricate the chips. I’ll have him add a search for a battery plant to his list. I’m pretty sure Panasonic’s lithium cells are made in either Indonesia or China. We can probably get in there.”

Forsythe set his coffee on the table and made a note on his tablet, then added a couple of spoons of sugar and another dollop of cream into his cup before topping it up with more coffee. He leaned back in his chair, eyeing me. “I want the consumer batteries to be your top priority. Nelson and I discussed it, and I think it’s the best for the company. Anything you need help on, get Nelson—the other Nelson, from your team—to assist. I’ll probably have him do the licensing for your patent, too.”

I must have looked like a fish, the way my mouth kept flopping open and closed.

“Is there a problem, Robertson?” the executive asked.

My teeth clicked as my mouth snapped shut. “Permission to speak freely, sir,” I said carefully.

“That’s an odd request, Robertson,” he said. “Go ahead.”

“We’re talking about Robert Nelson, right?”

He nodded. “I think he prefers Robby.”

I paused, surprised that such a top-level exec would retain that small bit of information. “Sir, if Robby Nelson has ever accomplished anything in life, it’s been by accident. I won’t sign any contract that he writes, even with outside legal counsel. I definitely won’t have him pick up any of my work. He’d either ignore it or make a complete mess of it.”

At this point, my head was threatening to explode, and thinking about Robert “call me Robby” Nelson was definitely not helping; I really wanted a pain pill. “I don’t know why he’s even employed here. He’s a liability.”

“He’s well-connected,” Forsythe said with a bitter frown and a heavy sigh. “McGrath likes him but readily admits that the man has no work ethic at all.”

“He’s not related to the other Mr. Nelson, is he?” I asked.

“No. Marc-Anthony Nelson is from Quebec,” Forsythe explained. “Robby is the favorite nephew of Panasonic’s chief of staff. They’re out of California. He screwed up at Panasonic badly enough that the CEO said he had to go. His uncle cut a deal to have him foisted on us.” Forsythe rubbed his jaw. “The only reason we created your job is that we were losing opportunities because of this guy. I put him in your team to keep him from making a mess of things, even if he doesn’t do anything. He already screwed up in sales and then screwed up what should have been a lucrative marketing campaign. I would have put him on the business acquisition team, but they’ve actually generated the most profit in the past.” Forsythe eyed me shrewdly. “I expect you to exceed their performance, Robertson.”

“I understand, sir,” I replied. “To do that, I’ll need to continue researching and chasing technology acquisitions. Pulling Robby into it would just give us all a big headache. Janet was helpful with checking my financial analysis and coordinating with Finance to sign off on the battery deal, but I won’t even let Robby look over my shoulder. I’m not sure how Janet gets anything done with all the time he spends leaning on her desk talking without pause.”

“True,” he said. “Don’t worry about Robby—he’s my headache. I’m going to trust you to stay on top of everything, Robertson. Don’t make me regret it.”

“I won’t, sir.”

“One more thing, Robertson,” Forsythe added. “Matsushita’s home office is frantic about rumors of miniature fusion power plants. The communications say that acquiring an exclusive license on them is their top priority.”

“I read an article on that last week, sir,” I replied. “Some preliminary searches indicated that they’re still science fiction. The smallest power plant so far is the size of an Amazebay delivery truck. That one was only a prototype. But I’ll keep looking into it, sir.”

“Do that,” the exec said. “Get well soon, Robertson. We need you at full capacity.”

“I’m working on it, sir,” I replied, struggling to my feet. I grabbed my tablet and crutch and left the office—the dull ache in my leg got sharper. “Bye, Bridget,” I groaned as I walked past. She stepped out from behind her desk and followed me to the lift.

“Um…Thomas, may I meet with you during lunch?” she asked quietly, pressing the call button for me.

“I’ll probably take lunch at my desk. Ronnie said she’d arrange to have it delivered,” I replied.

“I’ll talk to her. I have an idea I’d like to discuss with you,” she said as her eyes scanned the corridor nervously.

“Certainly, Bridget,” I replied, my curiosity piqued as I stepped into the empty lift.

“Look for a meeting invite,” she said.

I poked the button for the engineering floor. “I look forward to it.”

She smiled brightly as the doors closed.

* * *


“How are you holding up?” Rick asked. “I couldn’t believe it when I heard what happened to you. Peggy said you were lucky to survive.”

“That’s what the doctor said, too,” I said. “Blows to the head are frequently fatal, so I’m lucky my skull hit the post on the side of the crown.”

“Apparently, we’re both Peggy’s projects,” Rick chuckled as he laid a device on the workbench in the corner of the engineering lab.

“Worse things to be, I suppose,” I replied. The pressure in my head was getting to be almost unbearable, but I plastered a smile to my face, trying to keep it together.

“Okay, here’s your new test unit,” he said. “Give me your other one and strap this one on.”

As I unstrapped the clunky device, I asked, “It pairs with my tablet the same way?”

“No. We were requested to make it more secure, so we’ll have to connect it to your tablet with a cable to initiate the pairing,” Rick explained. “It uses a proprietary new version of connectivity. Once you’ve initialized it with the cable, it’ll still need to exchange key pairs via a new NFC protocol, and after that it only communicates via an encrypted BT-17 channel.”

“I thought Bluetooth tech had only reached generation fourteen,” I replied as I strapped the bigger device onto my wrist.

“That’s the latest commercial release,” he said confidentially. “It’ll likely stay there until the secure devices get to generation twenty. I’ll need to replace your tablet, too.”

“No problem. Everything’s on the internal network. I don’t use it for personal communications,” I replied.

Looking at the face of the device, I asked, “What are the pieces on the end? They don’t quite look like part of the communicator.”

“They’re not,” Rick said. “They’re surveillance drones. They have a communications channel through the tablet to our internal cloud. The only thing that doesn’t go through the tablet is the panic button, which still routes to the 911 operator and copies our security if you’re in the building. We’ll be able to upload your voice prompts into it from the old device, and I’ve already programmed in your door key.”

“Okay, walk me through it.”

* * *


I spent an hour with Rick learning the features of the new device and how to use the communicator to open secure files on my tablet, which contained the test cases they wanted me to try on the device.

The drones were each about the size of a hornet. I could deploy one or both at a time, and they could stay on station for about fifteen minutes before they needed a recharge from the charging bases built into the communicator. I could direct them via voice commands or with my tablet, dragging my finger to lay out a path for them to fly.

Rick gave me two magnetic chargers for the main communicator battery. I’d have to charge it at least daily, depending on how much I exercised the drones. I’d keep one with me, and one by the bedside.

After that, I followed Rick to another conference room, where Chad and Old Man Nelson joined us. We discussed our approach for the small electronics cells, and I pulled up some of my research notes that I’d forwarded to my work account.

Chad had defeated the recharging problem on the larger cells by putting a heat sink and a power regulator in each cell to pull heat away from the power exchange, similar to how charging the older lithium-ion cells worked. His attempts to replicate that approach had failed because the regulators and heat sink he had tried took needed space away from ion exchange to create the electricity. The tiny little cells used in tablets, communicators, earbuds, and medical devices just didn’t have the space needed.

I didn’t think any of my original theses would help, but I had a few ideas that weren’t included in my patent. Rick went off to arrange appropriate nondisclosures and some legal documents that included me on the engineering team for any future development on the batteries so I’d get credit on the patent.

As I was rising to leave, Chad said, “Hey Thomas, thanks for getting me on at Nu-Gen.”

With a tight smile, I replied, “You’re welcome, Chad.” It was time for another pain tablet, and I didn’t want to hang around too long. I hoped it would help with the ringing in my head.

“Hey, I read your research paper,” he said as he followed me out of the conference room. “You should have gotten at least a five percent increase. I have an idea for the lab setup that might prove it out. Are you up to try that?”

“Sure,” I said. “We’ll have to get licensing agreements with MIT and myself in place. Talk to Rick and Mr. Nelson about it.”

He helpfully pressed the call button on the lift. “You want to talk about it over lunch?”

“I’m supposed to have a lunch meeting,” I replied tightly. “Maybe tomorrow? Honestly, I’m very focused on getting my pain meds at the moment.”

“Okay,” Chad said cheerfully. “I’ll talk to Rick.”

I pressed the button for my floor. “Sounds good, Chad. I’ll talk to you when I can focus again.”

“Great!” he chirped as the doors closed.

After a detour to the loo, I found my way to the conference room Bridget emailed to me and took a seat. I put my foot on another chair, and that relieved the ache in my leg a bit. My headache was seriously affecting me. I still had an hour before my next pain pill, and I sincerely hoped it would take care of the headache, too.

I unlocked my new tablet and opened Chad’s test case files and read through those until Ronnie and Bridget walked in.

Ronnie carried a shopping bag and a drink container with styroplast cups—the foamed version of aluplast.

“I need to meet with the caterer soon, so I can only stay long enough to quickly eat this,” Ronnie said before bending over to give me a lascivious kiss.

“How do you not get in trouble for bringing him lunch?” Bridget asked. “If I did that, I’d get in trouble.”

“Well, if Michael gets beaten to the point of death, maybe you can get assigned as the companion to help him,” Ronnie teased, making Bridget flush a bright red. “Don’t worry, Bridget—it would be documented with HR.”

“What are we having?” I asked. “You ordered in?”

“No,” Ronnie said with a cute shake of her head. “The canteen packages food to go. You’re having a patty melt, sweet potato fries with mayo, and steamed spinach. I’m having a chopped salad.”

I opened the styropaper container she handed me and the wonderful smell of a burger and fries assaulted my nose.

“Chicken salad for me,” Bridget said as she took a seat at the end of the table and pulled her lunch out of the bag.

We ate in companionable silence until Ronnie was finished. My appetite was dwindling, so I picked at my food.

Ronnie kissed me and murmured, “Mmm. Garlic in the spinach. Excellent. I’ll see you after your physio, Thomas.”

I got another kiss before Ronnie danced out of the room, her movements graceful.

I took a sip of iced tea before speaking. “What would you like to discuss, Bridget?”

Bridget took a second to finish chewing, looking thoughtful. “How do you find innovations to acquire?”

With a shrug, I replied, “Really, it’s all research. Periodicals, engineering boards, talking with engineering students and teachers on social media.” I popped a couple fries into my mouth.

“You don’t advertise?” she asked.

“I post my wins on LinkedIn…sometimes I post other articles or comment on other posts, especially from classmates and from my universities. I’ve got a VI…er, virtual intelligence bot running on MIT’s cloud account, but I can only use it for twelve months after graduation. I’m thinking about getting my own VI bot established on the dark web soon and then a personal one on the open web about a month before the account from uni expires.”

“I do know what a VI is, Thomas, even if I’m not an engineer.” Bridget smiled sadly, and I could’ve pinched myself for underestimating her the way every other guy probably did. “They’re ubiquitous now, but do you think it would have value? Especially the dark web one?” she asked. “And how would you even do it?”

“Definitely valuable,” I said. “There are a lot of engineering boards on the dark web. Setting up the bot isn’t too difficult, just set up a cloud account and robust security on your server, and get the routing right. Then load the content to train the VI.”

“Oh, okay. Well, if people were going to come to you, what information would you want?” she asked.

“Hmm,” I pondered. “Let me think about that.” I managed to finish my sandwich but instantly regretted it. My stomach was starting to rebel against lunch.

“I would want a description of the innovation or invention.” I sipped more of my iced tea. It helped settle my stomach, but just barely. “Whether it’s already patented, and if so, the country and number of the patent. I’d also like a description of how the engineer or inventor sees how the idea could be commercially viable. Whether there are any other companies or universities that have a claim on the patent. Whether they have any time constraints. What they think the idea is worth. That about covers it,” I summarized, pinching the bridge of my nose in the hope of alleviating my pounding headache.

I watched Bridget’s expression as she closed her eyes in thought. I could see her eyes moving under her eyelids, and I was even more curious as to why she was asking these questions.

Without opening her eyes, she said, “I’m thinking of a couple of channels to bring in more leads. I can put an e-flyer on school message boards, engineering publications, social media, LinkedIn, and the like.”

“Have the QR code open an intake page on a net site,” I replied despite the building pressure behind my eyes. “Don’t save the data on the server for safety, but pass it on directly to a data server behind a firewall. Clean the public server’s caches daily, and then analyze the findings from the database using a simple web page.”

”Do you know how to do all that?”

“I can design it, but I can’t engineer it,” I said. “The one time I did it before, I had the help of a very good cloud engineer. I hear we have some good ones here, though I don’t know any of them.”

”I’ve heard a few things,” she said. “I’ll check around to find some candidates.”

My eyesight began to dapple, and my upset stomach started to devolve into nausea.

“Aw, geez,” I moaned as I rubbed my eyes. The pain behind them was getting very sharp.

“Are you alright, Thomas?” Bridget asked, her voice laced with concern.

“Bin,” I gasped, reaching for the trash bin in the corner.

She hurriedly grabbed the metal container, and I snatched it and bent over it just in time for it to catch the contents of my stomach jetting from my mouth.

When the first volley finished, I slid to the ground to hug the metal bin and heaved my guts out again.

When the spasms took a break, I looked up at Bridget in the dappled light. “Help…” I moaned just before a spike of pain behind my eyes turned everything black.

* * *


“But he’s my boyfriend!” Ronnie whined plaintively.

“I don’t care,” a male voice growled. “This is the intensive care ward. If you want him to get better, you need to leave.”

“Fine, but if he’s not better soon, I’m coming for you!” Ronnie shouted. That irritated my headache, but it was just a dull ache compared to the sharp pains I had felt before I blacked out. My eyes felt soothingly cool. I imagined that it was something like the cups on my eyes when I came out of the coma following Sammi’s beating.

“Don’t you think that was a little severe, Dr. Crane?” a familiar voice said.

“Damned pretty corporate whores think they can do whatever they want,” the male voice replied.

“I know her from the last time he was hospitalized. She’s very sweet and deeply in love with him,” the other voice countered. “I know you think women are a necessary evil for procreation, Timothy, but she is nothing like how you just described her. If he hears about how you just shouted at her, or how you just described her, I suspect he would find a way to hurt you.”

“Dr. Linderman, if you hadn’t proven yourself a competent surgeon, I’d have you on disciplinary action,” Dr. Crane growled in response. “I won’t have you threaten me, even by proxy.”

“Watch yourself, Timothy,” Dr. Linderman replied after a short pause. “One word to our Top Girl, and you’ll have to make do with your own hand instead of our companions’. And since we only have five companions, I’m sure all of them will be busy elsewhere whenever you call. You’ve already alienated the medical and admin staff.”

“Fine,” he snapped. I really didn’t like that guy.

“What did you learn, Doctor?” Dr. Linderman asked in a more conciliatory tone.

“The scans are conclusive. He didn’t have a stroke or a TIA,” he replied in a dry, professional tone. “With the nausea, I’m tempted to call it a migraine. Maybe the tart can tell you if he’s been overdoing physical activity.”

Nearly sixteen hours of nonstop fucking? I thought to myself with a mental shrug. Maybe that was too much? Tricia didn’t seem to think so.

“Keep him on IV fluids and a codeine drip,” Dr. Crane continued. “Switch him over to IV ibuprofen tomorrow morning and keep pushing fluids into him.”

“I’ve already prescribed that,” Dr. Linderman said, sounding impatient. “What else did you learn from the imaging?”

“You watch your tone with me, Lena!” Dr. Crane snapped. “The damaged section of his brain from the impact injury still has relatively little activity, but the bruising is mostly gone. I think the damage to the dura mater, arachnoid, and pia mater are all healing at a pretty fast pace—top end of what we would normally expect for a healthy twenty-six-year-old male. The interesting part is that his cerebrum is overactive. The scans show that his frontal cortex is firing nonstop and that the rest of his cerebrum is firing very frequently for someone who is unconscious. It makes me wonder if his brain is rewiring itself. He may speak very rapidly when he comes around.”

“Thank you, Dr. Crane,” Dr. Linderman replied. “I appreciate your help.”

“You should,” he said arrogantly as I heard him walk away.

“Mysogynist pig,” Dr. Linderman muttered.

“Uh-huh,” I murmured, and the good doctor laughed, her voice sounding much closer.

“How much of that did you hear?” she asked.

“All of it. I understood most of it,” I replied, but the words didn’t come out how I expected. They were a mishmash of German and Korean rather than the Mandarin I thought I was speaking.

The doctor replied, “I understand some German, but I don’t know what the rest of it was. Can you try again?”

I repeated myself, but that time it came out in French and English.

“Okay,” she drawled. “I speak English pretty well too, so with all that, I understand you’re saying you heard all of it and understood most of it.”

“Yes. Thank you.” That came out in Cantonese. I didn’t know much Cantonese, but that phrase was part of my vocabulary.

I felt a warm hand on my shoulder. “Just give me short answers. Hold one finger up for yes, and two for no. I don’t want you moving your head much.”

I raised a thumb, and she laughed lightly. “So, we think you had a severe migraine. Did you have a headache?”

I raised an index finger.

“On a scale of one to ten, how bad was it?”

“Eleven. Maybe twelve. I’ve never felt pain like that,” I replied. Every language I knew made an appearance in my reply, but the numbers were in German and Mandarin, so I hoped she understood.

“So, ten or more,” she said. “I’m going to remove the cooling cups from your eyes and check your reflexes.”

She leaned close as her hands snaked behind my head. A putrid scent of nervous perspiration overlaid her pleasing lavender scent.

“That other doctor really scares you,” I observed in a gibberish mix of Mandarin, German, and English.

“It’s not him I’m afraid of,” Dr. Linderman said quietly. “I’m afraid of what I’ll do to him one of these days. Your friend Inspector Nelson would have to take me out to the dumpster or the curb. Unfortunately, he’s the chief of neurology here, and yours was an interesting case. I would have rather dealt with Jeremy Zahn, the neurologist who cared for you last time.”

“Nicer?” I asked. I tried for Mandarin but got English.

“Much. If he wasn’t married, all the women would want to date him,” she laughed. “His wife is a sweetheart, and he lives for her and his two little girls.”

Hoisting a thumbs up seemed like a nice option for that one.

“Did you choose to raise your thumb, or was that meant to be the index finger?” she asked.

I smiled and tapped my thumb, and then raised my index finger. Then I tapped my index finger and raised the index and middle finger of the other hand.

That earned me a slight chuckle. Dr. Linderman struck me as a truly nice person—on a Stacie or Tricia level.

After checking my pupils with a small penlight, she had me do a bunch of tests for motor function. When she finished, she stood beside the bed with her hands in her lab coat pockets.

“Well, other than the migraines and scrambled language center, you seem to be doing well,” she said. “I didn’t take any X-rays of the fractures in your limbs. Since you’ll be here all week, we’ll do those on Friday as planned. I’m going to move you to a ward. You don’t really need intensive care since you’re not having a stroke. Plus your…um…friends can visit you there.”

“Gut,” I replied, and she nodded.

“So, did you do anything you shouldn’t have this weekend?” she asked.

“Um,” I replied nervously. “Sex?” That was in French, but the word was the same as in English and German.

She cocked an eyebrow. “How much?”

I held up ten fingers in response.

“Ten times?”

I pointed repeatedly toward the ceiling.

“More?” she said incredulously.

I held up my index finger.

“How much more?”

“Ronnie,” was all I said in response. It was hard to mess up names.

“Yes, I’ll ask Ronnie. Anyone else I should ask?” she cocked an eyebrow at me again.

“Ronnie,” I said again, but held up two fingers this time.

“Okay, I’ll ask Ronnie. Get some rest, Thomas.” As Dr. Linderman slid out of the curtain, I heard her mutter, “No wonder she’s so addicted to him.”

I chuckled in response, and she turned back, a rosy blush rising on her neck. “Sorry, Thomas,” she said before disappearing.

I napped while the codeine did its work to mute the pain in my head. A couple of hours later, a cute, petite brunette wearing scrubs walked in.

“Hello, Thomas,” she said softly. “I’m Carrie, and I’m one of the neurology nurses. Let’s get you settled in your temporary home. Can you move to the wheelchair?”

I gave her a thumbs up as she dropped the side gate. She moved the IV bag and the monitor apparatus to the poles on the mechanized wheelchair as I slid gingerly from the bed and sat in the chair under her watchful eye. She placed a styroluminum bag with my belongings on my lap and clipped my crutches to the brackets on the back of the wheelchair. She used her tablet to enter our destination and then followed along behind the chair as it moved at a sedate pace toward the lifts.

“Ronnie, there he is!” I heard Tricia call urgently.

I couldn’t see either of them, but I beckoned for them to follow me. The four of us piled into a lift that took us to the neurology floor. Ronnie knelt next to me and gave me a sloppy kiss. “Are you okay, Thomas?”

“Oui.” I frowned, having expected Mandarin to come out of my mouth.

“Not intentionally speaking French?” Tricia asked.

“Non.” Well, at least I intended for that to be French.

“Dr. Linderman said you should pick one language and stick with it,” Carrie said. “Really focus on it. She said it might help order your brain. I speak English, Mandarin, and enough French to get by. Just pick one.”

I focused ferociously and managed to say “Mandarin” in that language.

“Mandarin it is,” Carrie replied. “Okay ladies, the chair’s about to move, so stand clear. It expects people to get out of its way.”

Ronnie stood and clasped my hand as the door for the lift opened, barely getting out of the way of the juggernaut I was sitting on.

While Carrie was getting me situated in my room, Ronnie said, “I hope Nurse Steve isn’t going to be assigned to Thomas. He was way too flippant about Thomas’ care.”

Carrie laughed. “He’s actually a great nurse,” she said amicably. “But yes, patients either love him or hate him. This is the neurology ward, and Dr. Crane would fire Steve if he stepped into the domain of His Imperial Crankiness.”

“That sounds like a nickname Steve would make up,” Tricia observed.

Carrie laughed again. “It is.”

After I settled into bed, Carrie gave me an orientation. “So, Thomas, no physio today. Tomorrow, once you’ve been off the codeine for four hours, you can start walking on your own, but I recommend having someone with you all the time, just in case. Tomorrow afternoon, you’ll resume physio, unless complications arise. You’re to rest today, but tomorrow you can work from your hospital bed. Neurology has only single rooms, so you have the place to yourself.”

“Here’s your tablet, Thomas,” Ronnie said, handing the device to me. “Just send me a list of what you need.”

After that, the evening was primarily a flurry of nurses and service staff checking my stats and bringing food. Dr. Linderman came in to check on me, and then watched the door so Ronnie and Tricia could each give me a lascivious kiss.

After they left, the doctor said, “Once I got them out of the lobby, they told me that you pleasured both of them from Saturday afternoon until noon on Sunday. No wonder you were exhausted.”

“It seemed like a good idea at the time,” I replied, mostly in Mandarin.

“Focus on picking a language and sticking to it until you have it under control,” she said. “Then you can try some of the others.”

“I agreed to Mandarin with Carrie,” I replied. That one was all Mandarin.

“Don’t add her to your harem,” Dr. Lena teased.

“Nope. Two is plenty,” I said.

“Rest, Thomas. I’ll check in on you tomorrow.”

“Yes, Doctor,” I replied…unfortunately in English.

At least the whole response was in a single language, I thought drowsily.

* * *


Tuesday was a steady parade of doctors, nurses, and orderlies trotting in and out of my room. Ronnie arrived at nine in the morning with a conference room docking station and my personal tablet. After she plugged the wireless connector to the television, I spent the day visiting with her while she worked on firming up the details for her event, and I investigated an interesting discovery on my work tablet when the medical staff weren’t poking and prodding me. I went to physio in the afternoon, and Ronnie returned to the office to work on her project.

After physio, one of the nurses watched me in the shower as I washed to ensure I didn’t fall—I had actually raised a bit of a sweat. After I toweled off, the nurse said I could wear pajamas, but I didn’t own any. After getting back into a clean gown, I ordered a couple of sets from Amazebay and sent Ronnie a note to pick up the package for me at security and bring them during her next visit.

Tuesday evening, Stacie was worried enough to show me her face again when we called on our tablets. Despite the redness on the side of her face, the missing hair near her temple, and the milky eye on her left side, I still thought she was beautiful. She wanted to argue with me, but she left the video on for our calls for the rest of the week. As the week progressed, our conversations grew nearly as easy as they were before she was attacked.

By Wednesday morning, I had an established routine. Midmornings, I went for walks with Ronnie around the ward. I held Ronnie’s hand instead of using my crutches, holding on for balance when I needed to steady myself. During the afternoons, Ronnie returned to the office, and I went off to physio. Ronnie and Tricia would visit in the evenings and would crawl into bed, where we’d cuddle, kiss, and fondle until the end of visiting hours. After my girlfriends left, I had a quick call with Stacie on my personal device. Considering the five-hour time difference, it was early morning for her, but she claimed the timing worked well for her. We would talk until she began to yawn, and then sign off with declarations of love for each other.

By Thursday, my thigh fracture wasn’t bothering me too much. The ribs were the worst, but even they were twinging less fiercely. The headaches had slowly disappeared as I built up enough of the drugs in my system for them to control whatever was going on in my head. They put me on tablets, so I didn’t have to drag the IV around when I went on walks.

Forsythe and Bridget accompanied Ronnie Friday morning, and the big boss and I discussed the innovation I was chasing.

* * *


“We don’t manufacture graphene, Robertson.”

“I know, sir. I’m not suggesting we start,” I said quickly, now rarely slipping out of Mandarin. “They’re using unique, proprietary equipment. There are only a couple of expensive components in the machines, yet their design is revolutionary. Two of those components are new inventions. Their machines will increase both the quality and volume of the graphene they produce. If we could license their design, we could manufacture the new machines, sell them for a modest profit, and make a killing on volume.”

“Matsushita does all that type of manufacturing,” Forsythe replied thoughtfully. “But there’s nothing that says we can’t. We might be able to use one of their plants to mill and assemble the parts.”

“Exactly, sir.”

“Okay, engage with them and see what level of interest there is. McGrath would probably want to put Robby on this, but this sounds potentially lucrative. So we’re going to keep it between us for now. I’m getting weary of his poor decision-making.”

“Sounds good, sir,” I replied, wisely choosing not to comment on his remarks about my direct manager. “I’ll contact them, and I’d like to schedule a visit to the graphene plant in Windsor. They claim to have the current state-of-the-art setup for 3D graphene printing. Then, I can visit the site in California and compare setups and products.”

“What timelines are you thinking?” Forsythe asked.

“Four to six weeks before we could visit the California plant,” I replied.

“Alright, I agree. Keep me posted on your progress, Robertson.”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “Bridget, thanks for your help getting me here. I’m doing well now, and I have you to thank for that. Maybe we can pick up our conversation this weekend.”

“That would be great, Thomas.” She smiled before leaning in to hug me, pressing her huge tits into my chest.

They left, and I turned my mind to how to pursue this new project.

* * *


On Saturday, Ronnie and Tricia spent the day with me. They arrived in the morning, wearing matching yellow elastic-waist sundresses with spaghetti straps and a loose-flowing flounce that ended just past their sexy bums. As soon as they were certain we were alone, they lifted those hemlines to show me that neither was wearing anything underneath the short dresses. They had brought me a new set of burgundy silk summer pajamas—shorts and a short-sleeved shirt—and a matching dressing gown. I dressed in my new gifts, and then we walked around the ward so I could exercise a bit before I checked out with the ward nurse. We went down to the cafeteria on the ground floor for a decent coffee and sat in a booth for about an hour, visiting about our week’s adventures and flirting incessantly. I finally ordered Ronnie to stop stroking my cock and put her hands on top of the table.

When my member had softened enough to walk without advertising my endowment, we walked back to the ward and checked in with the nurse. She said, “We’re short staffed, so I won’t have anyone to take your vitals until noon.” She winked at us and continued, “I’m afraid the three of you will be all alone for the next hour and a half.”

We walked quickly to my room. After closing the door, we attacked each other, kissing, groping, and suckling each other’s flesh.

“Stop!” I growled. Both ladies froze in my arms.

“Ronnie, I want you naked, right now. Kneel on a cushion, hands clasped behind your head. Since you were a bad girl in the cafeteria, you can watch without touching yourself.”

“Yes, sir,” she moaned before attacking my mouth in an aggressive kiss.

I squeezed her bum hard, which elicited a louder moan and made her hurry to follow my order.

“Tricia,” I said as I pressed her against the wall, “stand on the far side of the bed, lift your dress, and lean over. Lay your face in a pillow to muffle your screams.”

“Yes, My Tommy,” she moaned before capturing my lips with her mouth. She broke the kiss and ran to assume the position I ordered.

Carefully, I disrobed and laid my garments next to Ronnie’s dress on a chair. I moved Ronnie so that she would have a good view of me fucking Tricia.

I positioned myself to Tricia’s right side and spanked her twice on each cheek with my left hand, since the right was still in a cast. She squealed into the pillow with each strike.

“Feet wider,” I commanded. “That was your punishment for using that name, my bad girl. Now I’m going to use you to punish Ronnie for teasing me in the cafeteria.”

“Yes, please, sir,” Tricia moaned. “Use me.”

Gingerly, I knelt on my right knee and licked Tricia’s dripping pussy, eliciting more moans. I used my right thumb on her clit and fucked her hole with my tongue before sliding two fingers of my left hand into her to fuck her to her first orgasm.

I slowly pressed myself up to a standing position and stared at Ronnie while licking Tricia’s juices off my fingers. Ronnie whimpered in response.

Turning, I ran my hard cock through the juices dripping from Tricia before slotting myself in her channel and pushing forward, groaning in unison with my lover.

Once I had managed to bottom out in her, I set a steady, medium pace, holding onto Tricia’s hip as well as my cast would allow while using my other hand to reach around and diddle her clit. Amazingly, I was getting pretty adept with the fingers of my nondominant hand.

“Keep your hands behind your head and come here, Ronnie,” I ordered.

She launched to her feet and was soon standing to my left, close enough that one breast pressed against my arm.

“Look at Tricia’s pretty little pussy sucking my cock as I pull out. It looks like she doesn’t want to let me go,” I teased.

“I can understand that, master,” she whimpered. “I want to switch places with her.”

“You’re still being punished, Ronnie,” I replied as I picked up the pace.

“Please, sir. Let me come. This is cruel,” she whined. “I’m sorry for teasing you.”

“Your punishment isn’t over. Put your thumb in my mouth.” I groaned as I picked the pace, making Tricia scream into the pillow and climax.

I sucked on Ronnie’s thumb, making it sloppy with my saliva. “Now pull Tricia’s cheeks apart and rim her with your thumb.”

“Oh, no!” Tricia moaned as Ronnie moved to fulfill her orders.

Ronnie parted Tricia’s tight bum to reveal the puckered hole between her cheeks.

“Rim this slag’s arse, Ronnie. I’ll keep fucking this slutty cunt,” I growled as I tried to hold off my impending climax. “That’s it. Stretch that tight little hole, Ronnie.”

Tricia whined incessantly into the pillow as she began to shake. “Jam your thumb in that tight little bum, Ronnie, and stick your other hand in her slutty mouth. Let’s use all this slag’s holes.”

Ronnie reached around and turned Tricia’s head, using all four of her fingers to stretch Tricia’s mouth.

“That’s it, Tricia. Be a good little slut and come on my cock!”

Tricia began to scream, so Ronnie pulled her fingers out and pressed Tricia’s face into the pillow. I couldn’t hold on any longer, so I dumped a week’s work of cum into Tricia’s tight, juicy pussy as she screamed her pleasure into the pillow and Ronnie fucked her bum with her thumb.

Ronnie leaned in to share a hot, wet kiss with me as I pumped my load into her best friend. When she released my lips, I fell forward to gently rest my head on Tricia’s back.

“Catch everything, Ronnie. Make sure she’s clean,” I murmured contentedly.

“Yes, sir,” she replied, running off to place her cushion under me. She stuck a hand under where Tricia and I were joined and caught my cock in her mouth as I pulled out.

Ronnie proceeded to suck me clean until I backed out of the way, and Ronnie applied her mouth to Tricia’s still-dripping pussy with relish. I drank a glass of water as I watched the two beauties.

My member didn’t stay down long, so I had Ronnie stand and Tricia roll over onto her back.

Taking her cushion, I knelt behind my Creole beauty and started to apply my mouth and fingers to her glistening womanhood while she made love to Tricia with her mouth. My manhood hadn’t lost much of its hardness, so after sucking Ronnie’s delicious juices, I slotted myself in her channel and pushed forward.

I thrust into her multiple times to bury myself in her, and Ronnie moaned and grunted with each push. I grasped her firm, round, derriere as well as I could given my cast, and hammered into her hard, using her bum to pull her back onto me.

Ronnie climaxed again soon after. After unloading in Tricia, I thought I’d have more endurance for Ronnie, but I’d missed making love to her all week. When she hit her third orgasm, I went with her, and Tricia followed me. It was mind-blowing how connected we were.
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THE CALL


Iwas lying next to Ronnie, fondling her breasts and kissing her in between watching Tricia clean her. My cock was interested, but I knew the nurse would arrive before long.

“My darling girls, the nurse will be here shortly,” I murmured. “I’m going to take a quick shower.”

After a quick peck to Ronnie's lips, I slid off the bed and knelt beside Tricia. She turned away from Ronnie’s pussy long enough to give me a wet, lingering, Ronnie-flavored kiss before turning back to loving on my angel.

I levered myself up off the floor with my arms assisting my weakened legs, grabbed my new pajamas, and went to the bathroom.

The water took a while to heat, and just before I got in, Tricia came into the bathroom. She hung her dress from the hook on the door over my pajamas and slid in front of me. The shower wasn’t big enough for both of us, so I just watched through the gap in the shower curtain as Tricia quickly soaped her body and then used the hand wand to rinse, keeping her hair mostly dry.

I handed Tricia a towel, and Ronnie arrived to also slide into the shower before me. I couldn’t help but chuckle. Tricia dropped her dress over her head, kissed me, and exited while Ronnie tied her hair up with a scrunchie. She was also quick about getting clean, and I gave her the spare towel, sentencing myself to drying myself off with a damp towel. I gave Ronnie a kiss and slid into the small cabin and washed myself quickly.

Once I was relatively dry, I pulled on my pajamas. When I returned to the main room, Tricia was sitting behind Ronnie at the foot of the bed, weaving her hair into a French braid to match her own. I crawled in with them and leaned against the raised head of the bed, cushioned by two pillows, to watch the show.

A new nurse came in who I didn’t recognize, a slightly chunky Asian woman with a ready smile in purple scrubs. She introduced herself as Wing Caihong before she took my vitals, noted them in the chart, and told me that the lunch cart was down the hall.

I visited with my lovers for a few minutes before a lean young man with dark, penetrating eyes, black hair, and the burnished skin of someone who spent a lot of time outdoors delivered a tray with my lunch—grilled cheese, thin tomato soup, crisps, and green gelatin.

“I thought I was supposed to be on a high-protein diet,” I said with a frown.

The man shrugged and looked embarrassed. “Sorry, that’s what I was told to give you,” he replied over his shoulder as he departed.

“We’ll get you something better than that, Thomas,” Ronnie said.

“We can go to the canteen at work and get him something decent,” Tricia added. “It’s less expensive than the cafeteria downstairs and has better food.”

“Or that French café,” Ronnie said.

“It’s not yet payday, Ronnie,” Tricia said. “We need to be more frugal. If we go to the canteen, we can splurge on a tuk-tuk. It won’t take long.”

“Okay,” Ronnie replied. She tasted the soup and a tiny crisp and frowned to let me know what she thought of my meal. “Just eat the sandwich, Thomas. That soup is so diluted that there’s barely any tomato in it. And there’s barely enough potato in the chips to hold onto the grease. We’ll bring you something tasty that has more protein in it.”

Tricia took a picture of my meager meal with my personal tablet. “Show that to the charge nurse or Dr. Linderman the next time you see one of them. Love you.” She planted a wet kiss on my lips that caused my cock to pay attention.

Ronnie felt she had to at least match Tricia’s goodbye, so she kissed me until she whimpered. As our lips parted, she looked up at me through her thick lashes. “I love you, Thomas.”

She slid out of my arms and joined Tricia at the door. “We’ll be back soon. Remember, just the sandwich.”

“I’ll miss you while you’re gone,” I called as they disappeared. That made them come back so each could give me another kiss before they finally departed in a chorus of giggles.

I couldn’t help but grin as their joyful noise rang through the hall. Knowing each had declared her devotion and love warmed me the cool air of my hospital room.

After turning on the television to CBC, I picked at the supposed grilled cheese sandwich. It didn’t look grilled, more like they had run the bread through one of those conveyor toasters like the ones in the dining halls at uni. On the plus side, the two slices of cheese inside tasted like good, sharp cheddar. I picked at the cheese while I watched the international news segment.

A headline caught my eye on the sidebar for upcoming stories—“Marquis de Sade hosts music festival at Château de Lacoste.” I remember Uncle André talking about his plans to finish the renovations and restore the tradition started by Pierre Cardin when he had owned the old castle.

The story wrapped up as I finished picking the cheese from the cardboard-flavored bread. I hadn’t spoken to Uncle André since my MIT graduation, so I wiped off my fingers and picked up my tablet to compose a message to let him know I saw the story and asked how he was doing. I told him his was the only uplifting story on the international news after all the grim stories of the latest war in the Middle East and chaos in the US.

The national news came on shortly after I hit the send button. The big news was that bandits from the US had come across the plains in Manitoba to steal cattle. It was the third such raid this year, and the Canadian Minister of National Defense vowed to implement border patrols to “stop any further American nonsense from trickling into civilization.”

As an American native, I thought I should have been upset by his “American nonsense,” but I had to agree that the behavior of the US more resembled a nest of vipers than humanity. An interview with the American ambassador in Ottawa emphasized the US position that any border incursions into the United States by Canadian forces would be seen as an act of war, but they did support Canada’s right to defend its borders against criminals. The rest of the newscast was devoted to various talking heads sharing their expert opinions and selling their books as reference material for their position.

When the local Toronto station’s news came on, the leading story was an expected break in the normal summer heat. Oh, good, I thought as Ronnie and Tricia rushed into the room with a bag leaking out wondrous smells.

“Chicken and chips!” Ronnie crooned alongside the sound of my stomach rumbling.

I dove into the classic English dish of half a roast chicken on a bed of pommes frites. Ronnie also brought a dish of sauteed spinach in garlic, and Tricia gave me a huge styroplast cup of iced tea. The girls caught me up on the latest news about my friends at the office and rumors about the execs.

Once I finished eating, Ronnie said, “I talked to the nurse on the way out. She said you received the ‘you didn’t place an order’ meal. You need to order what you want.”

“Yeah, I forgot in all the excitement of you two showing up. I’ve missed you both terribly,” I said seriously.

Both Ronnie and Tricia looked at me with wide open, glistening eyes. Finally, Tricia said, “We love you too, Thomas. It’s scary how much.”

“It is scary, but I feel so safe in the knowledge I’m yours,” Ronnie agreed, sniffling cutely. “I don’t think I would survive if you ever cast me aside.”

“Not going to happen, my angel,” I murmured, my own eyes getting a little dewy. “You belong to me, and I’m not ever letting you go. Same goes for you, Tricia. You. Are. Mine.”

“Yes, My Tommy,” she whispered through her own joyful tears.

Ronnie handed her a tissue and wiped her own eyes. “We have to go shopping for the week, sir. My master wouldn’t want us to be without groceries.” She gave me a shy smile.

“Not until you kiss each other for my pleasure, and then kiss me soundly enough to hold me during your absence,” I replied with a chuckle.

They made sure I would be warm for days in case their absence was longer than expected, and then departed to run their errands.

* * *


“Knock, knock!” Nurse Carrie called as she entered the room shortly before the end of visiting hours.

Tricia was making sure everything would be in easy reach for me once she and Ronnie left for the night. Ronnie was lying on the bed with my arm wrapped around her as she pouted about not being allowed to stay with me.

“So you’re the night nurse, Carrie?” I asked.

“No, I have swing shifts. The night nurse takes over at midnight,” she replied.

After taking my vitals, Carrie gave me my evening regimen of tablets, and I washed them down with the last of my tea and a cup of water.

Halfway to the door, Carrie stopped and said, “Thomas, I’ll be back at eleven. If you happen to have any visitors breaking the policy, please ensure they’re gone by then.”

“Thank you, Carrie,” Ronnie squeaked in surprise.

“Just close the door,” Carrie giggled as she left.

That’s how I ended up naked in my hospital bed with empty balls and a naked beauty resting on each shoulder when Stacie called around ten.

Tricia handed me my personal tablet, and I answered the call, setting the speaker volume so my girlfriends could hear rather than using my earbuds as per usual.

Stacie appeared on the screen in a white satin robe, her dark hair looking tousled like she’d just gotten out of bed. In the darkness of her flat, the light from her tablet made her damaged eye glow white.

“Hello, Stacie,” I said fondly.

Stacie’s eyes widened. “You’re not alone, Thomas,” she said in English.

“I don’t think you’ve met my girlfriends,” I replied in the same language. “Under my right arm is the first one to accept me, my bad girl, Tricia. On the other side is my angel, Ronnie. Say hello to my sister Stacie, ladies.”

Ronnie sat up, her breasts appearing on the screen, and gasped. “You’re even more beautiful than Thomas said! Hello, Stacie. I’m Veronica Thomas, but please call me Ronnie.”

“I’m Patricia Brown,” Tricia said after also sitting up to flash her goodies to my sister. “Please call me Tricia. I’m so happy to meet you.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you both,” Stacie said as she grabbed a brush and attempted to put her hair in order. “Sorry to interrupt your special time.”

“It’s not a problem,” I reassured her. Both of my ladies leaned down to kiss my cheeks.

After a short lull in the conversation, Ronnie said, “I wish you were here with us, Stacie. Mon mȃitre misses you terribly.”

“I miss him, too, Ronnie. I would love to be in the middle of your cuddle puddle,” Stacie replied, barely audible.

“We’ll have to arrange for the two of you to get together,” Tricia said. “I’ll get your contact info from Thomas later, but right now we need to get going. The night nurse will be here shortly.”

“It’s a pleasure, Stacie,” Ronnie added. “Is it okay if I call you?”

Stacie nodded after a moment. “I’d like that. I don’t have any friends here—friendly coworkers, but not friends. If Thomas cares for you to the extent he obviously does, then I’m certain we’ll get on famously. Thomas, please do send me their contact information and vice versa.”

“Will do, Stacie,” I said as my girls carefully climbed off the bed. They dropped their sundresses over their heads, blew kisses to me, and slipped out the door.

“So why are you up so early, Stacie?” I asked.

“I haven’t been able to sleep,” she murmured. “You didn’t answer when I called at midnight. I was worried you’d taken a turn for the worst.”

“I’m sorry, dearest,” I replied tenderly. “I didn’t even hear the ringer go off. Have you been awake all night?”

“Yeah. Have you been shagging all day long?” she asked.

“No, Stacie. Only a couple times today—no migraine-inducing marathons,” I replied. “They took me out on frequent walks, and we had some good coffee and conversation. It’s so nice to be out of my hospital bed.”

“Yeah, I can remember that feeling,” she sighed. “Thankfully, I’m done with surgeries, though I am scheduled for another procedure for follicle implants. It’s a new experimental procedure that’s had good results with burn victims. Despite acid doing the burning rather than fire, the doctor thinks I’m a good candidate.”

“Having thinner hair on your left temple doesn’t detract from your beauty, Stacie,” I told her. “I don’t think anything could. It shines from inside.”

“You’re a hopeless romantic,” she replied with a sad smile. “But then, beauty is in the eye of the beholder. I remember all the kids teasing you about being ugly because of your hooked nose, but I think you’re very handsome.”

“I think I’m more plain than ugly, but opinions vary,” I replied with a grin as we rehashed an old disagreement. “Not memorable is how I think of myself.”

“I bet those two ladies sharing your bed think you’re handsome,” she said with a genuine smile as she teased me.

I laughed. “Actually, Ronnie said that I’ve got very symmetrical features that might not be memorable, except my hooked nose.”

“And your eyes,” Stacie added softly.

“Yes, she said that exactly,” I replied. I drank in the picture of my sexy sister during a short pause in the conversation.

“You should tell those girls that you love them, Thomas. I can see it in your eyes,” she murmured.

“You know I swore I’d never do that after Scarlett,” I said.

“That bitch deserves to be flayed,” Stacie growled. Talking about my first girlfriend at uni was the only thing I knew of that brought out the fire in her personality. “She didn’t love you, and she should have never told you she did. Remember that E-TV interview where she bragged about how she broke your heart as an acting exercise before starting her porn career?”

“Exactly,” I growled back, wincing at the still-painful memory. “I’m not ready to open myself up to that again.”

“It’s been over six years, My Tommy,” she murmured. “She was never worthy of you, and you’re giving her power over your love and happiness. Those two girls absolutely adore you.” She looked at me knowingly. “I can see your love for them in those intense, expressive eyes of yours.”

The corners of my mouth turned down. “They know that I’m reticent for good reason. They accept that.”

“They’ve declared their love for you, haven’t they?”

“Yes.”

“So, why won’t you tell them how you feel?”

“I use other terms,” I said defensively. “They accept that.”

“It’s not the same, Thomas,” she said. “You need to tell them.”

I refused to reply.

“You tell me you love me,” she said quietly.

“And I do love you. If I could marry you, I would,” I murmured. “I’ve been yours since we were kids.”

“And I am yours, My Tommy,” she whimpered. “I want nothing more than to be with you and spend my life with you, even though there’s no government in the world that would recognize a marriage between us. I shouldn’t have spent term break with you, but I couldn’t think of anyone else I trusted enough to practice with.”

“Well you didn’t have to worry about me falling in love with you since I had already done that years before,” I said with a sad smile. I switched to ear buds so no one could eavesdrop on our conversation.

“And I knew my heart was safe because it has been yours forever,” she said. “You were open and caring, and the time we spent together gave me the confidence to ace my tests.”

“You woulda been Top Girl in no time, Stacie,” I told her. “You’ll always be my Top Girl.”

“I don’t know,” she said, her smile teasing me. “I think Peggy wants to be your Top Girl.”

That earned a laugh from me. “Well, she is Top Girl at our company, so I guess she has the position.”

Stacie’s laugh was musical. “Be careful, or she’ll end up in your bed too!”

“Guess I’ll need a bigger bed, then!”

“Just save room for me,” she said, suddenly serious.

“Of course, dearest,” I replied in kind.

“Thomas, I haven’t been with a man since my last test in finishing school,” she said. “Those men were experienced lovers, skilled. They just didn’t light me on fire like you do.” She gasped, realizing what she was saying, and buried her face in her hands.

“Stacie, I wasn’t a virgin when we made love, but I felt like one. Being with you was…transcendent,” I whispered.

“Is it like that with Ronnie and Tricia?”

“Yeah, it is,” I admitted. “If we didn’t have that level of connection, it wouldn’t have lasted this long. I’m yours forever, but I feel that way with them, too.” It was my turn to bury my face in my hands. “I’m a fucking mess.”

“No, dearest,” she said softly, coaxing me to look up. “You just have a heart big enough to hold more than one love. I masturbate every night at the memory of that heart, and of your touch.”

Stacie carried her tablet to another room, setting it down on something, and put in her earbuds.

“Can you hear me, Thomas?”

“Yes.”

“Good,” she said as she backed up. “I’m going to show you something. Make sure you’re not recording.”

I checked, then nodded.

Stacie stepped back until I could see her from the top of her head to mid-thigh. She locked her gaze on the screen. Slowly, she untied the sash of her robe and let the satin garment hang from her elbows.

“Oh, Thomas! Touch me,” she whispered as she threw her head back and caressed her neck, slowly moving down to fondle her perky breasts before sliding down her flat stomach, across her bare mons, to her thighs. I always thought her slim shoulders, pert breasts, and lightly flared hips were perfect. The gap between her thighs was sexy as hell. I remembered her bum was tight and round, too. My sister was the model of a goddess.

I was mesmerized by Stacie as she sat on the edge of the bed and gave me a solo sex show, driving herself to orgasm multiple times by twisting her own dark pink nipples and fingering herself with her long fingers. After her first climax, her slim fingers scissored along her clit, and she wet the pointed little nub with her own juices as it emerged, whipping her fingers across it. After her second orgasm, one hand returned to twisting her nipples while she finger fucked herself, her thumb rubbing her clit to two more explosive orgasms. Throughout the entire performance, she called out my name frequently.

After the fourth climax, Stacie sprawled on the edge of the bed, her left knee bent and splayed to the side, her right leg hanging down off the bed to give me the barest glimpse of her dripping womanhood in the weak glow of her tablet. Her body was twisted and her face was turned to the right, staring at my rapt face on the screen as she sucked on her wet fingers. My cock was standing straight up as I looked at my gorgeous sister splayed seductively before me.

“Only for you, My Tommy,” she murmured. “I’ll not take a lover until you claim me as yours, until you own my body like you own my heart and soul.”

“Mine,” I growled as I stroked myself.

“Yes. Yours,” she said with a beautiful smile that her scars couldn’t mar. “Goodnight dearest. I think I might be able to sleep for a couple of hours before work. I love you.”

“I love you, too, Stacie. Sweet dreams, beloved,” I replied. We blew a kiss to each other, and I signed off before I whipped my little soldier into submission.

After cleaning myself, I sent Stacie’s contact information to Ronnie and Tricia, and then sent theirs to Stacie.

* * *


The next day, I woke to a breakfast of skyr, fruit, muesli, whole grain toast with peanut butter, and orange juice—much better than that thing that had passed for grilled cheese.

I enjoyed the meal, and Peggy showed up in one of her retro dresses, looking like the sexiest mid-twentieth-century housewife you could ever imagine. We visited for about an hour before a steady parade of visitors sauntered in and out of my room—many of the companions, my friends from HR and engineering. Jane, Louis, and Paolo from the gym stopped by together, and Jane passed on Franco’s regrets since he had a family event that day. The surprises were Janet from my shop and Juyun from Marketing. I barely knew Juyun, and Janet had always kept things cordial and professional. I guess after two trips to the hospital in close succession, she decided it was okay to visit.

Ronnie showed up around two with Tricia, both in yoga pants and support camisoles. Tricia left after a couple of hours with Peggy, but Ronnie stayed until the end of visiting hours. Most of the time she was cuddled up next to me on the bed while we watched ancient movies and shows from the hospital’s entertainment server.

Stacie called around four. I used my earplugs so Ronnie couldn’t hear Stacie, but my sister insisted on speaking Korean anyway.

“Hello, dearest,” Stacie said as a greeting.

It took me a moment to change mental gears, but I soon replied in Korean. “Hello, beloved. I enjoyed the show last night. Do I get another one tonight?”

Stacie groaned and covered her face. “I’m sorry, My Tommy. I was in a bad place last night, so I acted inappropriately.”

“I will hold you to everything you said last night, Stacie,” I told her sincerely. “I meant every word I said to you. And Ronnie meant it when she said she wished you were with us. She’d gladly accept you in bed with us. It seems to be a kink of hers. I should ask her about it.”

Stacie bit her lip but didn’t say anything, so I added, “By the way, I used half a box of tissues to clean up my mess after you hung up.”

She laughed. “Oh, I’m sorry I missed that!”

“Me, too! I don’t know how I would have gotten my tablet set up for a show, but I would have loved to show you just how excited you made me,” I replied. “I’ve rarely masturbated since I discovered sex, but you had me wound tight last night. I’m just lucky the nurse didn’t show up until after I’d disposed of the tissues.”

“That would have been funny,” she giggled. “Any news on your pending escape?”

“No, Dr. Linderman hasn’t been in to see me this weekend, but I expect her tomorrow,” I replied. “I’m hopeful I can get out of the nick tomorrow. I’m guessing Wednesday at the latest.”

“That’ll be nice,” she said. “Sleep in your own flat, your own bed, with those two hotties keeping you warm.”

“Yeah, about that…” I murmured. “Tricia’s got some weird restrictions about not fraternizing with employees, so we have to be very careful to keep her from getting fired. She’s actually having more regular sex with me in the hospital than when I’m home. I don’t know if she wants me sharing that, so I’ll stop there.”

“I’ve heard of that when companions are pushed out of the pool,” Stacie said through a yawn. “Kasia on my team has something similar in her contract. She’s a cute little Polish girl, but she can’t date anyone from work without losing her job. I expect she’ll be looking to move to another company before long.”

“Are you about ready for bed?” I asked. “You didn’t get much sleep last night.”

“Yeah, I’m knackered,” she admitted. “Tell your girls that I appreciated their emails. I’ll respond no later than Tuesday. I have Tuesday and Wednesday off.”

“Great. Get some rest,” I said with a smile. “I love you.”

“I love you, too!”

Stacie blew a kiss, which Ronnie and I returned before I disconnected.

“What were you speaking?” Ronnie asked. “I thought you were only speaking Mandarin, but you were speaking English yesterday and whatever that was just now.”

“That was Korean,” I said. “Stacie chose to speak it, so I just went with it. I had to mentally switch gears, but it wasn’t too difficult once I had. I must be getting better. Stacie and I both went to the International School in Seoul during high school, and she went to finishing school there, too.”

“You went to college in the States. Did she, too?” she asked.

“She did,” I said. “She went to Thunderbird School of Global Management in Phoenix, Arizona. She finished with both a Bachelor of Science in International Trade and a Master of Global Management—all that in five years. She’s amazing.”

“And she’s so beautiful,” Ronnie sighed. “I can’t wait for her to join us in our bed.”

I looked at Ronnie, somewhat perplexed. “You do realize that I don’t need you to bring other women into our bed, right?” I asked.

“I’m sorry, master,” she said and tucked her face into my chest. “I accept any punishment you choose.”

“No punishment is necessary, angel. It seems to me that you’re always looking for new bed partners for me, or us. I just don’t understand why. Please explain.”

“Aubrey,” she replied. She paused for so long that I was about to prod her for more details when she finally spoke again. “After we had been together for about three months, she said she loved me. I told her I loved her, too. A couple of months later, she said that we should find another beauty to play with in our bed. I didn’t like the idea, but she said that if I really loved her, I’d do this for her. I’d find other women for our bed.”

“That’s fucked up, Ronnie,” I replied, aghast. “That doesn’t sound like she loved you.”

“Maybe not,” she agreed. “She didn’t make me feel as loved as you do, and you won’t even say the words. Regardless, I still feel compelled to bring you more women.”

“Do you understand why I don’t, Ronnie?” I asked. “You said Tricia told you, but I didn’t really give her any details.”

“Will you tell me, Thomas?” she asked, turning her liquid eyes to look into mine. “I’d like to understand.”

I looked toward the door, almost as if contemplating escape, as I thought about whether I wanted to relive this.

“You don’t need to carry this alone, Thomas,” Ronnie murmured, squeezing me tighter.

Why not? I thought. It’s not like you’ll ever let Ronnie go.
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CONFESSION AND COMPULSION


“Her name was Scarlett.”

I stared unseeing at the menu on the entertainment screen as the words slowly came to my mouth. “I’d always been ignored by the pretty girls in school, and I’d come to the realization in high school that I had a taboo obsession with Stacie. When I arrived at Stanford for the summer session my freshman year, a gorgeous girl escorted my group around for orientation day. She had a heart-shaped face framed by rich, shining, auburn hair that danced around her shoulders. She wore these tan cargo shorts that bared her thighs, white canvas deck shoes, and a forest-green polo shirt that was completely unbuttoned. I remember she had a lacy gray bra that would peek out every so often. Her eyes were a startling emerald green that danced with laughter.

“As you know, I get tongue-tied when I first meet a beautiful woman, and it was even worse when I was first attending uni. When she asked my name, I barely choked out a response. I think she only heard ‘Robinson’ because she called me ‘Mister Robinson’ for the rest of the day.”

Ronnie cuddled close and buried her face in my neck.

“When the fall term started, she was in my calculus class,” I continued. “After a couple of weeks she stopped me after class and said, ‘So, Mr. Robertson, your name is really Thomas?’ I nodded dumbly, and she unleashed a sexy giggle. ‘Would you study with me, Thomas?’ she asked. ‘You seem to understand the material so well.’ So, we started studying together. I stopped being tongue-tied around her as the novelty wore off, and she asked for my help with Mandarin, too. She was a senior and calc was a last-minute surprise for her since she was studying for a BA in drama. Like everyone else at uni, she had to learn at least intermediate Mandarin.

“One night, she kissed me.”

Ronnie held me tighter.

I blew out a heavy sigh. “Soon we were having sex after studying and going out on dates, and she even took me to a formal event for her sorority. In mid-November, she told me she loved me. I was definitely drawn to her, and I said it back. At first she got this blank look on her face, and then she gave me the brightest smile. It was similar to what I felt for Stacie, and I really thought I was in love.

“From then on, we spent most of our time together. But after her graduation ceremony, I found her in the crowd kissing this tall, good-looking, athletic guy. I froze, unable to move as my heart broke. I must have made a sound because they both turned to look at me. She started laughing so cruelly and pulled away from the guy, who I later learned was her fiancé. ‘You didn’t really think I was in love with you, did you?’ she said. ‘Have you looked in the mirror? You were just a diversion until Daryl and I could be together.’ She turned to Daryl and said, ‘Let’s go, babe,’ and they disappeared in the crowd arm in arm.”

My gaze finally focused, and I sought comfort by kissing the top of Ronnie’s head and wrapping my arms tightly around her. “I called Stacie, and she took the train from Phoenix to Palo Alto so she could comfort me. After crying in her arms for a day, she began helping me look for an apartment. We found a house that could accommodate four people, so I reached out to some of my friends, and we moved in together. Stacie left in time to get back to Phoenix for the start of her summer term. I started dating toward the end of that term, and I never told anyone that I loved them again.

“A couple of years later, Scarlett and Daryl had a successful porn studio, which featured them as part of the on-screen talent. They were selling content on all the major porn channels. Scarlett did an E-TV interview where she bragged about how she broke my heart as an acting exercise in college. She even mentioned me by name. She and the interviewer had a good laugh at the ‘broken son of the former ambassador and Under Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs.’ When Mother heard about it, she threatened to sue both of them for defamation, and it never came up in public again. No one can say that Mother isn’t formidable.”

Ronnie sat up, looking into my eyes. Hers were full of compassion. “I can see how that might leave emotional scars, Thomas. I hope you know I’d never do that to you.”

“I know, my angel.”

“If I hadn’t been so relieved when you woke from the coma, I would have held off for a while before telling you,” Ronnie admitted. “We’ve only known each other a couple of months, but when I heard Tricia say it, it felt right. So I played my hand much earlier than I should have. And I don’t want to put you on the spot, mon mȃitre, but I do hope to hear you tell me that one day.”

“Just be patient with me, Ronnie,” I replied. “Remember, you’re mine. I’m never letting you go.”

Ronnie’s smile lit the room. “If that isn’t a declaration of love, I’ve never heard one.”

I chuckled and reveled in her loving gaze.

When my dinner arrived, Ronnie pulled a soup thermos out of her tote and fired up the heating element. I ate my dinner of two lukewarm grilled chicken breasts, barely heated frozen broccoli and cauliflower mix, and a roll with butter while Ronnie ate the most delicious shrimp and sausage gumbo I’d ever smelled. She had mercy on me and gave me a taste, and it made me want to hurl my tray across the room. We split my tiny little cup of chocolate ice cream.

At the end of visiting hours, Ronnie kissed me and left for the night. I fell asleep and dreamed of making love to Stacie while Ronnie and Tricia watched.

* * *


The next morning, after the nurse came in to take my vitals and give me my morning doses of medicine, I had a reasonably warm ham and cheese omelet with toast and jam for breakfast. Since the physio techs had the weekend off, I hadn’t done more than walking and sex on the weekend, and I was feeling the need to exercise. Though I’d likely have physio later in the day, I got out of bed and did some squats and walking lunges, holding onto my crutch like a misshapen cane in case I had trouble balancing. That went well, so I decided to try a few press-ups, or pushups, as Jane called them—I might have lived in the US for a while, but I still said some things like a Brit and always would. I had to do them on my knuckles because of the cast, but I was able to get to twenty-three before my out-of-condition body called a halt. I decided that the hospital’s cold linoleum floor was probably not the best condition for that particular exercise.

I pulled on my dressing gown, grabbed my crutch, and took off for a walk, again using the instrument more like a walking stick than as intended. I made a complete circuit around the ward, wishing everyone I met a good morning, until I arrived at the lounge area. During my stay, I had often stopped there to look out the window with whoever was escorting me, catching glimpses of the lake through the buildings.

That day, the lounge area was deserted except for a lone figure standing by the window, looking out and sobbing. It took a moment for me to register the blonde ponytail, pale blue scrubs, and lab coat, but I finally recognized the woman as none other than Dr. Lena Linderman.

She saw my reflection in the glass and hid her face in her hands. I slowly walked up behind her, switched my crutch to my right hand, and placed my left behind her shoulder in an attempt to comfort her. I assumed she had lost a patient.

I didn’t caress her shoulder or squeeze. I just let my hand warm her to let her know that I was in her corner.

After a few minutes, the doctor turned to me. Her expression was withdrawn and sad, but it reinforced the idea that she’d lost a patient.

“Thank you, Thomas,” she whispered, casting her blue eyes to the floor. “I had a pretty bad weekend. You’re the last patient on my rounds, then I’m going home. I had my staff clear my surgeries for the rest of the day.”

“That sounds pretty serious,” I replied. “Do you want to go to my room? You can talk about it without prying eyes.”

Despite the tears, she choked out a laugh. Finally, she said quietly, “I know what you do in your room. I’m not one of your girlfriends.”

“Well yesterday, Ronnie and I spent our alone time cuddling and watching movies,” I replied gently. “We talked for hours and watched really, really old movies. So, minus the kisses and caresses, I can offer you the same.”

After looking into my eyes for a long moment, she stepped closer, and I pulled her into a hug. She melted into my embrace with a sob.

“Heh-he left me,” she managed to say as the sobs decreased. “He’d been my partner for eight years. We supported each other through our residencies, and then he received a job offer in Toronto. I left my practice in Amsterdam to move here with him. We were talking about marriage just two weeks ago. Then on Friday, he walked into our flat with his receptionist, who was much younger than him, of course—” she made a derisive sound at the cliché—“and announced they were moving to New York together for a new job offer that he hadn’t shared with me.”

“That’s rough,” I told her as I held her. “What kind of a dumbass is he? I can’t imagine you as anything other than a great catch for some guy.”

“Thanks, Thomas,” she sobbed.

My girlfriends were both fit and young. They spent over an hour every day exercising hard and they were lean and sexy. I loved holding their firm yet soft bodies in my arms. Holding Lena was different. There was no softness to her body. I could feel the muscles in her back move whenever she shifted. I imagined it was like holding Jane from the gym, only with less bulky muscles.

After a while, she backed away and dried her eyes using the tissue box on the side table, turning to face out the window. “I see you’re using your crutch more like a cane. How’s that working for you?”

I took the hint—the time for comforting my doctor was over. “Pretty well. I've been getting a little ache in the fracture since I stopped wearing the brace, but it seems to diminish every day. I did some of my physio exercises today, using the crutch for balance and safety.”

“What did you do?”

“Twenty air squats and twenty walking lunges. And a few press-ups.”

“How’d you manage that?” she asked. “I would think the cast would prevent it.”

“On my knuckles,” I said, holding my cast up to demonstrate, “which made them harder to do. I only got to twenty-three.”

Dr. Linderman laughed. It was nice to see genuine humor light her face. “Most of my patients with good arms would struggle with five.”

“Yeah, well, we’d do a couple hundred each night at my kickboxing gym, either on our palms or fists. Twenty-three makes me feel pretty wimpy,” I said. “Are you sending me to physio later today?”

“Yes, but you have a round of imaging first—an X-ray of your arm and a brain scan. You’ll probably be Bob’s last patient of the day,” she said with a knowing grin that reached her eyes for just a moment.

“Oh, geez,” I groaned. “You know he gets more demanding as the day progresses, right?”

“I don’t want you feeling wimpy,” she chuckled. “Show me your squats and walking lunges.”

I pulled off the dressing gown and handed it to her, and then demonstrated my air squat with the crutch.

“Give me the crutch, too,” she said quietly but firmly.

I handed it over. “Sadist,” I grunted as I hit the bottom of the motion and flexed my quads and glutes to return to my standing position.

“Not really,” she replied. I barely had time to register the sadness in her voice before she commanded, “Walking lunges,” offering my crutch back.

I focused on keeping the tip of the device off the ground unless I wobbled, which unfortunately, I did a couple of times.

“That’s a harder test,” she said with a decisive nod. “You should touch the back knee to the ground. Look straight ahead and walk backward.”

I did my best to perform as asked.

“You seem to be uncertain of where your foot is in space,” she observed. “I’m going to tell Bob to increase the proprioception exercise. You’ll soon be able to take over strength training on your own. I’m also going to have him fit you for a cane rather than a crutch.” She motioned at the cast on my arm. “Your arm’s been healing remarkably well—well enough to replace the cast early, if your X-ray looks good. You’ll be able to get into the pool after that.”

“Great,” I replied with something less than enthusiasm.

“I’m sure you can handle it, Thomas,” Dr. Linderman said confidently as she handed me my dressing gown. “You’ll probably have to start with the breaststroke regardless to build up your endurance.”

“Geez, I haven’t done that since I was a kid in London,” I groused, pulling my robe on. “You may need to give me lessons.”

She tilted her head at my comment but didn’t respond to it. Instead, she said, “You may finish your walk. I’m going to stop by the nurses’ station to update your chart and then go home.”

“When can I go home?”

“Maybe tomorrow. Probably Wednesday. Have a good day, Thomas.” She smiled sadly.

I squeezed her shoulder as she passed. “You too, Doctor.”

* * *


I spent the rest of the day working until I went to the imaging lab and then physio. Ronnie and Peggy came by for a couple of hours before visiting hours ended, each still wearing one of their retro business suits with pencil skirts and stiletto heels. Peggy seemed a little sad, but she cheered up when we resumed our normal flirting.

Nurse Carrie arrived about thirty minutes later with a cute redheaded nurse I hadn’t seen before and introduced her as Jessica.

Nurse Jessica was just starting, and she would be my swing shift nurse the next day if I didn’t get released. Jessica didn’t fit the common ideal of beauty any more than I did. She was about Tricia’s height, with thin narrow hips and shoulders. Her scrubs fit loosely, but it was apparent she didn’t even have the subtle curves that Carrie did, let alone the sexy shape that the companions sported. Her face was angular, with sharp cheekbones, a pointed chin, a small pointed nose, and freckles that liberally dusted her cheeks. Yet she managed to draw my attention. I think it was her large, sparkling emerald eyes, pink lips, and bright smile. Tendrils of naturally wavy copper hair hung down to frame her face, but the rest was in a twist on top of her head.

After introductions, Jessica took my vitals and updated my chart. Then the two nurses left. Peggy followed them to the door and locked it. Ronnie quickly stripped, and Peggy helped me out of my pajamas. She gave me a warm, chaste kiss, and I turned to find Ronnie bent over my bed, her torso lying on the mattress. Since we didn’t know when we might get another visit, we went for quick climaxes, but Ronnie was as wet as when I’d spent an hour on foreplay with her, so we had no problems getting started quickly.

When we finished I crawled back into bed to watch Peggy help Ronnie put on her snug pencil skirt. “Do you want to clean him, Peggy?” my girlfriend asked.

“I’d better not,” she replied wistfully. “That would probably be like eating cookies—once you start, you don’t want to stop.”

“True,” Ronnie giggled. She sucked my damp member into her mouth and moaned as she cleaned our juices off me. When she finished, she slid her naked torso up to kiss me, sharing our combined flavor. Peggy shook her head leniently and helped me with my pajama shorts. She gently patted my cock, which had hardened again while Ronnie was cleaning me, and then kissed my cheek. We watched Ronnie finish dressing. I never would have thought watching a woman dress could be sexy, but Ronnie made a performance of it. I was definitely ready to go again by the time she finished.

I stood and gave each woman a hug and a warm kiss, including the quickest little taste of Peggy’s tongue. They left for the night, and I pulled on my shirt and crawled back into bed.

Just before I dropped off, Nurse Jessica entered my room, looking conflicted. She bit her lip cutely, the way Ronnie did, and her eyes grew as big as dinner plates after noting the scent of sex in the room. She eyed me for a few moments, then she spun around and left.

Tuesday was much the same as Monday except I went to the cast lab in the morning after Dr. Linderman stopped by. She didn’t say much but held my hand a little longer than she needed to as she examined it. I squeezed her hand as she withdrew it before she disappeared with another sad smile.

The cast tech removed the plasticast cast and fitted me with a rigid brace that let me move my fingers. When I arrived at the physio clinic, Bob fitted me for a cane, too. It was an ugly, heavy, rigid rubber model, which he cut to length and put a rubber cap on the tip. I could use it without leaning or raising my shoulder, so I guessed he had the fit right. Then we started a tough workout. Walking backward on an inclined treadmill was the worst, although the press-ups from the rotating grips on the ground were pretty tough, too. I managed a set of thirty, one of twenty-five, and two sets of twenty.

When I exited the showers, dinner was waiting for me, along with both of my girlfriends, who were dressed in cargo shorts and cotton button-down shirts. After dinner, Nurse Jessica winked at us as she left, setting the tray outside the room by the door, closing it behind her.

We talked for about thirty minutes while dinner settled until Ronnie slid down and swallowed my cock, kicking the night off. Tricia and I kissed, our hands roving all over each other, and eventually my fingers found my way to her pussy. She came on them as I exploded down Ronnie’s throat.

Then both girls stood, dropped their shorts, and leaned over onto the bed. They kissed and caressed each other while I stood behind them and fucked Ronnie. After she came twice, I pushed into Tricia, fucking her to a screamed orgasm, which she muffled into my blankets. I alternated back and forth between my two girlfriends until I blew a load into Tricia’s tight, wet pussy.

Once I caught my breath, I pulled out and sat up on the bed. Ronnie dropped behind Tricia to clean up all the juices dripping from her, and Tricia swallowed my semihard cock. I was slowly returning to firmness when Nurse Jessica slid into the room. Her eyes locked on Tricia’s mouth leaving a glistening trail of saliva along my length.

“Ronnie told me to come by,” she whispered, only dragging her eyes away from Tricia’s ministrations long enough to type a command into her tablet and set it aside. I heard the door lock slide into place, and Jessica reached for the drawstring of her pink scrubs. “She told me to come by on my break to join you. Are you okay with this?”

I was in such a fog of lust from Tricia’s amazing blow job that I couldn’t even speak, but Tricia popped off my cock and growled, “Yes,” before returning to her task, and Ronnie popped up long enough to say, “Yes, please.”

“A-are you s-sure about this?” I moaned.

Three voices responded nearly in unison, “Yes!”

“G-get up here, Jessica,” I growled.

The slender redhead dropped her scrub pants to reveal a pink lace G-string that barely covered her womanhood. She whipped off her shirt to reveal a matching pink lace demi-cup bra pushing up breasts that looked like the nascent buds of a young girl.

Tricia kept her mouth on my cock as she surveyed our new partner’s body.

Jessica was every bit as lean as I thought she was. Her body was as unusual as her face. Her clavicle and hip bones were startlingly visible, as were a couple of ribs. A thin veneer of skin stretched tightly across her abdomen, showing each muscle in relief. Her waist was so narrow, I thought I might be able to encircle it with my hands. Her arms and legs were equally lean, but she didn’t look fit. I don’t think she worked out at all. And still…yeah, I wanted to fuck her.

I hooked a finger in between those nascent buds, releasing the front clasp of her bra, and pulled her down into a kiss. She pressed the hard little points of her nipples into my chest as we kissed for the first time. The light lavender smell of her body wash mixed with the light musky sent from her arousal. I cupped her bum and discovered a delightful surprise—she had a compact, round little bum.

I snagged the string that was nestled between her cheeks and ripped it. Jessica gasped as I pulled the destroyed garment from her body. “Kneel next to me and let me take a look at you,” I demanded.

“Yes, sir,” she said quietly. I scooted left to make room, and Tricia whimpered as she chased me and the orgasm that Ronnie had just triggered.

Jessica had protruding nipples that extended from her pale pink areolae, which were about two centimeters in diameter. Her tiny breasts drooped just enough to make her nipples point upward. She had no noticeable outer labia, and her inner petals were very trim and pale enough to match her areolae. Moisture was dripping from her petals.

“How long do you have?” I asked.

“Not long. Less than forty-five minutes now,” she said.

“Let’s get to it then,” Ronnie said as she stood behind Tricia, her lips and chin glistening with moisture.

I guided Jessica to sit on my face with her back facing me, and all three women took turns sucking me and kissing each other while I feasted on Jessica. It took me longer than I expected to get her to her first climax, but I assumed it was due to the distractions in front of her face. Once the first one arrived, numbers two through four took her quickly and completely.

I slid off the bed, pulling Jessica’s hips to fold across the edge of the mattress. Tricia took position in front of the young nurse with her legs splayed, and Ronnie held her up from behind so she wouldn’t fall off the single bed.

I wedged myself into Jessica’s entrance and started the hard work to drive into her unbelievably tight channel. Fortunately, she was slick from her own orgasmic juices, and I eventually bumped up against her cervix. I hammered my hips into that cute, compact bum, and she grunted every time I bottomed out inside her.

“I’m going to fill you up, Jessica,” I growled.

“Aren’t you going to ask her if she’s safe or where she wants it, mon mȃitre?” Ronnie asked breathlessly, raising her wet fingers from her pussy to Tricia’s mouth.

“No. Jessica, you’ll take it where I tell you to take it. Is that clear?” I heard her moan in response from where her face was buried between Tricia’s legs. She started coming harder than she had up to that point, and her unbelievably tight pussy sucked at my cock like she was trying to draw my seed into her depths. My balls felt like they were going to explode.

“Oh, you like that, don’t you, Jessica. You’re a little cock whore, aren’t you?” I growled. “You just want to be used, don’t you?”

She squealed into Tricia’s wet womanhood and nodded, and the intensity of her spasms became more powerful. It was too much. I exploded inside her, and she arched her back and spasmed like a possessed woman from a bad horror film. Ronnie clamped a hand over her mouth as Jessica whined through her nose.

Gradually, we both came down from our orgasms. It turned out that Ronnie had also climaxed when I called Jessica a cock whore, and Tricia had fired off when Jessica squealed into her pussy. Jessica’s pussy held me tightly inside her for a couple of minutes before she was ready to release me.

“Just think, Jessica,” I murmured, “my cum is going to run down into those cute pink scrubs and leave a trail of wet spots. Everyone will know what a little slut you are.”

“Worth it,” she gasped as she released me. Ronnie ran around to capture my seed as Jessica’s channel expelled it.

Despite Jessica’s willingness to debase herself with her coworkers, I didn’t want to get her fired. We bathed her with a warm, moist flannel after Ronnie had slurped up most of her drips—all the while, I pressed soft kisses and caresses to her lips, her skin.

I pulled my last clean pajama shorts out, and she wore those instead of her destroyed thong. They were at least two sizes too big for her, but they had a drawstring that at least held them in place.

“May I join you and your ladies again, sir?” she asked shyly.

“I have two girlfriends already, Jessica,” I said.

“I could be the third,” she offered hopefully.

“I don’t know you, sweet girl. You’re delicious, willing, and a lot of fun in bed,” I told her sincerely. “But that’s not a basis for a relationship.”

“Maybe if we did this again?” she asked, still hopeful.

Tricia kissed her as I looked at Ronnie. She gave me a shrug and then a nod, which I interpreted as why not.

When Tricia released her, I pulled Jessica to me and kissed her deeply before answering. “Maybe,” I replied. “Talk to Ronnie about it. She takes her duties of taking care of me very seriously. Whatever she tells you, assume it’s what I want.”

The smile on Ronnie’s face was brilliant. She pulled Jessica in for a kiss before leading her toward the door. Ronnie murmured to the nurse, and Jessica typed into her tablet, unlocking the door.

Finally, Jessica hurried back to me. “You should be out of here tomorrow. Please give me a goodbye kiss, sir.”

I did just that, squeezing her compact little bottom.

When Jessica was gone, I faced my two girlfriends. “That was fun, and she’s a sexy little thing, but why? I have the two most fantastic girlfriends on the planet. Why would I need a random nurse to join us?”

“I thought you might like it, mon maître,” Ronnie replied. “You didn’t say no when we were talking about it.”

“We got sidetracked talking about Scarlett, my angel,” I reminded her.

“But you didn’t say no,” Ronnie whispered. “I saw her standing outside your room, staring at the door. We talked, and she was intrigued when I told her you were my master, so I invited her to join us.”

“I had no objections,” Tricia said. “I don’t know if I’d invite her back, though. Like My Tommy said, we don’t know her.”

“Which is dangerous,” I murmured. “I don’t need any other women. I’m happy with the two of you.”

“I may bring other women to you, mon maître,” Ronnie murmured. “If I do, please trust me. No more random ones. Only those you have a connection to and who need you.”

I looked at each woman closely. Opening my arms to invite them into a hug, I murmured my reply. “Just be careful, my darlings. Some people are crazy, and I don’t want to risk either of you getting hurt.”

“I will be, mon maître. You and Tricia are my treasures, and I’ll guard you with my life,” Ronnie said passionately.

“I sincerely hope it never comes to that, my angel,” I said seriously. “I’m not sure I could handle losing either one of you.”

“You won’t, My Tommy,” Tricia said just as quickly. I pulled her close and swatted her bum with my good hand for using that name.

Ronnie crawled under my arm while Tricia kissed me passionately, then we cuddled each other on the bed for about thirty minutes before the girls got dressed. They kissed me goodbye a little after the end of visitation hours and left.

The next day, Ronnie arrived with Peggy at eleven. The ladies chatted with Dr. Linderman for a while, but I didn’t pay much attention since I was focused on packing my few belongings into a styroluminum bag. I checked out of the hospital and they helped me return to my flat.
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SWIMMING LESSONS


Wednesday flew by.

Delicious smells greeted us as we approached my flat. Ronnie knocked on the door, and Tricia opened it, wearing an apron over her work blouse and suit. As soon as Peggy closed the door, Tricia pulled me close for a searing kiss. After giving me a proper greeting, Tricia turned back to the stove.

“I’ve kept stirring it, Ronnie,” Tricia called over her shoulder. “I put the bread in the oven about ten minutes after you left, so it should be nearly ready. The rice is done.”

“I’ll add the fish to the stew,” Ronnie said before giving me a searing kiss. She stepped back, peeled the jacket of her suit off, and hung it on a dining room chair before also donning an apron.

Using my cane, I gimped to my bedroom, followed by Peggy. Once I set my bag on the bed, she pulled me into a tight hug that mildly irritated my ribs but was delightful regardless.

“Welcome home, Thomas,” she purred in my ear before planting a kiss on my cheek. She wrapped her arms around my neck and leaned back with my hands resting on her hips.

“Please, Thomas. No more hospital incidents, please,” she said sternly as she looked deep into my eyes. “I’m not sure I could survive another one.”

“I’ll do my best, Peggy.”

She looked at me for a moment and then brushed her lips across mine before leaving me to put my pajamas in the laundry hamper. I heard her tell my girlfriends, “I need to get back to work.”

“I’ll bring lunch to you, Peggy,” Ronnie replied.

“Thanks, Ronnie,” I heard Peggy say before the door opened and closed.

When I returned to the great room, Ronnie announced, “About ten more minutes for lunch.”

A fresh round loaf of artisan bread sat on a cooling rack, and the smell of spices permeated the entire flat.

“What are you making, Ronnie?” I asked.

“It’s a Creole fish stew, sort of like a bouillabaisse and an étouffée had a baby,” she replied. “I used a little heavy cream this time in addition to the roux thickener. We have fresh bread and brown rice. We should be able to eat off this for a couple of days, but since it’s fish, you don’t want to leave it in the fridge for long.”

Needless to say, the meal was delicious. Each of us had a full bowl of stew with about half a cup of rice, a thick slice of warm bread, and butter. Large chunks of white fish and shrimp floated in the savory gravy.

After eating, Ronnie made a bowl for Peggy, gave me very specific instructions on how to store everything, and left with Tricia, leaving me to clean up.

At that point, I hadn’t really been in the flat long enough for it to really feel like home, but the exercise of cleaning and putting away leftovers felt almost like a zen exercise. By the time I finished, I felt a little more like it was my place instead of a temporary resting place.

My plan was to work out with some of my physical therapy exercises, but even with the cleaning, I needed to let that meal settle for about a half hour more, so I sat in front of my TV with a big glass of water and my tablet and turned on my daily ration of news.

The wars in the Yemeni lands and southwestern Saudi Arabia had intensified, and Israel was once again fighting the Syrians and Iranians with some added Lebanese insurgents. I remembered Father talking about all the different historical factors that drove those countries to constantly fight each other, but it seemed to me that they just refused to get along. Maybe the old feudal practices of binding kingdoms via intermarriage might have worked, but from what I recalled of history, that practice wasn’t particularly successful, either. It almost seemed like the only way to have peace across the planet was to get rid of the problematic denominator altogether—in other words, kill all the humans.

The CBC national news was focused on border incursions from the US. More bands of marauders were running across the Canadian border to steal livestock and food. The prime minister had ordered military roadblocks at all major border crossings and roving patrols across the open spaces between.

Father had often told me that the America of our forefathers died about the beginning of the twenty-first century, as shown by the growing divisiveness and hate speech from political leaders. I don’t know if it was completely the leaders’ fault, because most of the stories on BBC and CBC indicated that gangs of people were rising up to take what they wanted because they believed they deserved it. Some gangs were ethnically homogenous. Others were regional heterogenous groups that seemed to identify as being from the same place and a belief that they deserved food, shelter, and luxuries without having to work for them.

I shut the news off in disgust and prepared for my workout.

The fitness center was deserted when I arrived, which was fine by me. Focusing on body weight exercises and light dumbbell exercises that Bob had prescribed, I managed to soak myself in sweat. After that, I rinsed off and pulled on my old swimming trunks from high school.

I’d never understood the appeal of board shorts. They made for ridiculous looking swimwear, with their long legs dragging in the water. I supposed that was why competitive water sports athletes wore tight suits—either body suits or exceptionally trim suits that looked like slingshots. Even something like the boy shorts the girls wore for workouts were a more sensible choice.

My old trunks were short for board shorts but still hung halfway down my legs. Regardless, I decided to try a lap in the pool and then a soak in the hot tub. By the time I finished the lap, I almost had a working breaststroke. The effort of trying to figure it out wore me out more than the strength work. After a fifteen-minute soak in the hot tub, I returned to my flat, ready for a nap.

After a one-hour late afternoon siesta, I spent the rest of the afternoon catching up on mail and planning the next two work days.

Uncle André’s email was in my personal accounts inbox, and I pushed my brain to read his French instead of using a VI to translate it. In the message, he invited me to bring some friends to the festival. I had to remind him that we had to work and that it was too short notice. I told him to invite us next year and to let me know about three months ahead of time, and that I’d call on the weekend when it would be easier to deal with the time differences.

I sent a note to Stacie, and then looked at my work inbox. Most of the content was from well-wishers from work, but there was a note from Forsythe approving my proposal to pursue the graphene project. McGrath was CC’ed in it—there was another note in all caps from him.

WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU THINK YOU’RE DOING, ROBERTSON? WE’RE GOING TO HAVE A SERIOUS TALK WHEN YOU GET BACK.

Wow, that’s a little over the top, I thought. I noted the italics in the message and snorted. That was probably why he wrote it in English instead of Chinese.

Then again, McGrath’s spoken Mandarin wasn’t very good, so maybe he just preferred to only write in his native language.

I shrugged it off and pulled up a message Bridget had sent me on Tuesday, warning me that McGrath was on the warpath, and laying out her proposal for acquisitions.

Her approach was to leverage a single website, with multiple targeted electronic “post cards” with a tailored message and a QR code that sent the submissions to the site. She left me to engineer the back end with one of our IT engineers. She listed three—Jared Wilkes, Spenser Davidson, and Monica Driskill.

I was acquainted with all three of them. Jared, the senior infrastructure engineer, was an arrogant, mannerless prat, and I wasn’t certain he had any technical skill at all. He was Canadian, and I suspected he had gotten through uni by being on the Trinity West hockey team. He wore his Spartans jersey to and from the gym, making me think he was reliving his glory days. His sparse blond hair was already receding, even though I guessed he was under thirty. I gave him another three years before a beer belly appeared.

Spenser seemed okay, but he never seemed particularly motivated about anything other than playing games on his tablet. I didn’t know how he managed to do that because his dark hair hung in his face. I guessed he must have been able to see through the strands. I was pretty sure that he only handled the most rudimentary tasks. I also didn’t like to talk to him because he habitually smelled like stale sweat, making me think he didn’t bathe often, if at all.

Monica had a caustic personality. I suspected she was the real brains of the outfit, but I knew the other two gave her a lot of grief about her looks. She was the sole exception I’d seen of the unwritten policy that Nu-Gen only hired attractive women. Monica was well past “pleasantly plump” but not quite at the “grossly obese” state. Her long, dank, blonde hair was habitually in a ponytail that stemmed from the crown of her head. Acne scars peppered her face, and her coke-bottle glasses made her small eyes look rather buglike. She was prone to wearing bright colors that didn’t match, and her clothing choices usually did nothing to hide or flatter her figure. I was pretty sure her caustic personality was related to 1) the teasing from Jared, and 2) doing all the heavy lifting to maintain our technology infrastructure while Jared took all the credit.

Hard no to each of them, I thought.

Instead of reaching out to any of them, I typed out a message to Chris Wilson, the classmate who had helped me engineer my university VI bot setup, asking him if he’d be willing to get on a video call with me on Friday to discuss a side project.

Ronnie dropped by at 5:30 before returning to her flat to change into her dance clothes. I followed along, and we made our way to the dance studio. I sat on the floor near the door while she warmed up with a routine. She then worked on some skills before putting on some classical music and dancing through the whole piece. I didn’t recognize what was playing, but Ronnie’s movement was mesmerizing.

I sat enthralled as Ronnie worked through three different dances, the last of which was more lyrical. Afterward, she lay huddled on the floor for a moment before getting up and bounding over to me, collapsing to the floor to hug me tight.

“That was beautiful Ronnie. I could watch you for hours,” I told her.

“You nearly did,” she giggled. “I was at it for an hour and a half.”

I couldn’t help but laugh with her. Usually, she was only this full of joy after sex or when I complimented her cooking.

“You really should be a professional dancer,” I said sincerely.

“I’m too curvy,” she sighed. “I could maybe get into a lyrical or contemporary company, but classical ballet is my true joy.”

“Do you have a slow waltz on your tablet?” I asked.

Ronnie looked at me with big eyes, as if asking, Are you about to do what I think you’re about to do? She bit her lip and nodded slightly, pulling her hands back to rest in her lap.

I pushed myself to my feet and extended a hand. “I won’t be very graceful, but I would be honored to have this dance.”

Ronnie took my hand and floated to stand before me. She dropped into curtsy, holding her short skirt out as though it was a ball gown. “I’m honored, sieur. Please allow me a moment to arrange appropriate music.”

“Please, my angel.”

Ronnie flitted to a small table in the corner of the studio, where her tablet rested in the dock. I slowly followed her and rested my cane against the table.

She turned to me, and I opened my arms. Her eyes locked on mine as she rested one hand on mine, the other on my shoulder. I rested my right palm behind her left shoulder as the music began, and I stepped forward with the downbeat of the second measure of the song. It had a nice, clear, slow beat, which was perfect considering I was still recovering from my injuries. Ronnie’s eyes never left mine as we floated around the room to the music until it ended.

We stayed in the dance hold for a long moment before I pulled Ronnie closer and kissed her. As our lips parted, Ronnie dropped into a deep curtsy again, lightly resting her right hand in my left, her eyes to the ground.

I couldn’t help myself. I gently kissed the knuckles of her hand and murmured, “Tu m'appartiens, mon coeur.”

“Bien sûr, mon maître,” she replied softly. “Toujours.”

“Oui. Toujours,” I agreed. At that point, it sunk into my soul, making my heart swell. Ronnie would belong to me forever. I couldn’t be happier.

We left the dance studio hand in hand and parted when the lift arrived at my floor. I packed the leftovers from lunch and both of my tablets into a large aluplast bag, and went up to Ronnie’s flat. Tricia met me at the door with a spinach salad as my wristcom unlocked Ronnie’s door.

“It’s Tricia and me, Ronnie!” I called after shutting the door. After a tender kiss to reconnect after a half day’s abstinence, Tricia and I took out some small pans from Ronnie’s assortment and put the stew and rice on to heat. We set the table and then cuddled on the couch, kissing and groping each other until we heard Ronnie tending to the food.

“We’re lucky it didn’t burn considering all the attention you two weren’t paying to it,” she scolded. When I looked up, she was smiling.

“Are you teasing us, Ronnie?” Tricia giggled. “Wow, someone is coming out of her shell.”

“Thomas danced with me this afternoon,” she said shyly. “It was wonderful.”

“Oh! I’m jealous!” Tricia replied. “I want to dance with you, too.”

“Well, I didn’t do it very well,” I said, looking embarrassed. “I’m still limping a bit.”

“Your moves were far beyond the basic box step,” Ronnie countered with a bright smile.

“Well, I learned some basic ballroom dancing from the time I was eight. It was required of me as a diplomat’s son,” I replied. “I actually did dance with children my own age at formal events until I graduated high school. In Korea, it was only for a couple of events a year, but it was every couple of months when we lived in Europe. I do okay on the dance floor.”

“Better than okay,” Ronnie practically purred. “That song was called ‘River Flows in You.’ It’s a great song for beginners, but you didn’t need one that simple.” She might have been prejudiced in my favor.

Either way, we enjoyed our dinner together, visiting about our days. After we cleaned up, the girls dragged me to Ronnie’s bedroom.

An Amazebay styroluminum container rested on the red comforter. Tricia and Ronnie prompted me to open it and giggled as l pried the folds of the container open and started laying out the contents. Four different types of men’s swimwear, goggles, and wax ear plugs came out of the container.

“Try this one first,” Tricia giggled as she held up a very brief pair of trunks. “They’re what all the competition divers wear.”

“Yeah, no,” I said decisively. “You’re going to get spanked, bad girl.”

“Don’t threaten me with a good time,” Tricia teased.

I selected a pair of midnight-blue trunks that were more to my liking, stripped off my trainers and pants, and tried them on.

“Perfect,” Ronnie said with a decisive nod. They were comfortable—not too tight or loose—and covered me from about ten centimeters below my navel to about the same amount on my legs below my package.

“We have swimming lessons tomorrow,” Ronnie said.

“Really? I figured I’d be able to muddle through,” I replied.

“I never learned to swim,” Ronnie mused. “My brother taught me how to survival float, tread water, and dog paddle, but I was always in dance programs. Given our financial state, we made good use of the youth programs available to us, but the city council didn’t like you to be in more than one program because there were so many poor children. I joined a dance program at the community center and fell in love with it, so I wasn’t really able to pick up swimming.”

“That’s why Dr. Linderman is going to teach her how to swim, and help you with your technique, too,” Tricia said as she bounced on the bed. The bouncing did delightful things to her breasts, which were mysteriously bare. We quickly devolved into a passionate session of orgiastic lovemaking, all thoughts of swimming forgotten.

* * *


I woke to Ronnie’s alarm.

“No-o-o,” Ronnie moaned. “I wanna sleep.”

“I knew we should have sent Tricia home earlier,” I murmured. “That last round wore me out.”

“You shouldn’t have modeled that red slingshot for us,” she replied. “I still don’t understand how it stayed up.”

“There were some kind of rigid springs in it,” I explained. “It ran across from the top of the codpiece around my right hip and back to clamp on my opposite hip. It was very uncomfortable and didn’t stay in place very well, so I’m glad you agreed to let me throw it away.”

“Dr. Linderman will be here soon,” Ronnie yawned. “I’d better get my suit on. I want to see your reaction when you walk into the pool and see me in it.” She bit her lip.

“Fine. Give me a kiss, and I’ll head downstairs,” I chuckled and then bent down to her upturned lips.

“Bien sûr, mon maître,” she purred just before our lips met. We fondled each other until her second alarm rang ten minutes later. Finally, we pulled apart, and I got dressed as Ronnie strutted, naked, to the bathroom. Once I was dressed, I grabbed the bag with my new swimming gear and my cane, hurried to the bathroom to kiss Ronnie goodbye while she tinkled, and hustled out the door.

Peggy, dressed in yoga attire and a light jacket, was calling the lift as I approached. I leaned in to kiss her cheek, and she smirked. “You reek of sex.”

“I can’t imagine why,” I replied as we stepped inside.

As the doors opened again on my floor, she said, “Make sure you shower before your workout.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I replied with a grin as I hurried to my flat, barely using my cane.

I followed Peggy’s advice, packed my workout bag with my swimming gear and a water bottle, and left for the fitness center.

After I finished a couple sets each of air squats, walking lunges, and knuckle press-ups, I did as many pull-ups as I could with good form. Then I hung from the bar and did a set of hanging leg lifts before rinsing off again, pulling on my trunks, and heading to the pool, bag and cane in tow. Two companions were heading into the ladies’ locker room as I arrived, leaving the pool unoccupied for me to enjoy.

When I reached the farthest lane, I placed my gear next to the pool, picked up a towel from the stack provided by the fitness center, and added it to my small pile of stuff. Standing on the edge of the pool, I took a deep, cleansing breath and dove in.

Once I got relatively used to the 23°C water, I swam back to the edge to put in the wax earplugs and don my goggles. I then pushed off the wall into my first lap. When I reached the far side, I stopped to hang on the side as I watched Ronnie and Dr. Linderman walking toward me, talking quietly to each other. It was an alluring sight.

During the swimsuit modeling the night before, I had been the only model. If I’d seen Ronnie in her suit before my modeling debut, I would have fucked her senseless and avoided the embarrassment of the slingshot trunks.

Both ladies wore one-piece swimsuits in shades of blue. Dr. Linderman was in a standard turquoise halter suit with the legs cut high on her hips, a neckline that stopped at the base of her throat, and a ribbed fabric, like in corduroy, that ran vertically. She looked like she had less than 10 percent body fat, which probably contributed to her tight, pert bum and high, modest breasts. She didn’t have much of a waist, and her hips were as wide as her shoulders. Those sinewy shoulders looked strong and slightly sculpted, and her leg muscles were defined. She was sexy in all her lean, athletic perfection.

Ronnie’s suit was inarguably sexy—a royal-blue garment featuring straps over her neck to hold her bodice just over the top of her full breasts. There were two cutouts in the front of the suit—one teasingly small opening between her breasts and a larger one beginning roughly ten centimeters below her breasts to reveal the dusky flesh of her abs and ending a little below her navel. The cuts for her legs extended clear to her hip bones, leaving a very narrow triangle that dipped below her thighs to cover her treasures.

When the two women fussed with their swim caps, they turned to help each other tuck their hair into the silicone garments on their heads, revealing their open backs—the suits relied on their snug grip on their derrieres to keep them in place.

Figuring I’d better get moving before I jumped Ronnie on the pool deck, I pushed off the side to flail toward the other end of my lane. By the time I got there, Ronnie was sitting on the deck adjusting her goggles and the doctor crouched at the end of my lane, giving me a glimpse of her womanhood covered in the snug suit.

“How many laps have you done, Thomas?” she asked.

“First one,” I replied as I stood in the meter-and-a-half-deep water.

“You look like you’re struggling with timing,” she observed. “Who taught you how to swim?”

Ronnie rolled forward into the water and came up gasping from its temperature.

I chuckled at Ronnie’s reaction. “I had swimming lessons when I was eight. I really haven’t swum since, more goofing off in the pool with classmates. I learned to crawl, as well as the breaststroke, sidestroke, and standard backstroke.”

“Let me show you the proper rhythm.” She sat on the edge of the pool with her arms pointed above her head and legs together, toes also pointed. She leaned back, using her core muscles to stay in position, just as if she were floating on top of the water. “When your arms pull back, your legs should pull up toward your hips as though you were squatting.”

As she demonstrated, she flashed her turquoise-covered womanhood, the cords of her inner thigh muscles on display. I started to stiffen inside my suit.

“Then, you extend your legs out at an angle and whip them together as your hands meet under your breastbone and shoot forward like a spear,” she said while demonstrating. She sat up and let her legs drop into the water. “Exhale when you kick. If you pull your arms downward just a little bit, it makes it easier to lift your head to inhale while your arms reach the end of their backward motion.”

Ronnie slid under the lane ropes and paddled behind me to rest on my shoulders. “Can you show me, too?” she asked.

“Certainly,” Dr. Linderman replied. She repeated the performance, talking through the execution. “Your arms pull back as you pull your legs into position, then you kick as you spear your hands forward.” She sat up and said, “Work on that, Thomas. I’m going to work with Ronnie.”

“Sure. Thanks, Doc,” I said.

“Lena,” she corrected me, smiling warmly. “I think by now we can be on a first-name basis, no?”

Ronnie and I grinned in response, and Ronnie leaned forward over my shoulder to kiss my cheek before paddling back to her lane and bobbing under the rope.

I worked on my technique until I started to feel like I was getting the hang of it pretty well at the end of my second lap.

“Looking good, Thomas!” Lena called as she sidestroked beside Ronnie, who was using a kickboard to work on the frog kick. “Do five more laps!”

“Damn, Coach,” I groused with a grin for the sexy doctor before pushing off to follow her instructions.

When I finished, Lena was talking quietly to Ronnie as they sat next to each other on the edge of the pool. I pushed myself out of the water and went to soak in the hot tub, laying my cane and gear next to it.

I sat in the water and stretched for about five minutes before getting out and stretching some more on the pool deck. Lena and Ronnie continued chatting as they approached me—Ronnie had an arm around Lena’s waist and was caressing her arm.

I walked toward them with my cane as I heard Lena say, “It’s destroyed my self-image. Why did he abandon me after all these years?” Lena’s eyes looked haunted. “I supported him and gave him everything.”

“He was an idiot, Lena,” I told her. “If he was stupid enough to leave you, you’re better off without him.”

“I agree,” Ronnie said. “Thank you for working with us. I know you’re hurting, but you were very patient and kind with us both.” She looked at me for confirmation.

“Definitely,” I agreed. “Without your help, it would have taken me weeks to get that right.”

“You’re easy to teach. I think I just reminded you of the mechanics. Tomorrow, I’ll help you with breathing on the crawl,” she replied. “Ronnie has further to go, but she did well today. She’s a natural athlete, so she’ll be strong on the breaststroke after tomorrow morning.” Ronnie beamed at the compliment, and Lena addressed her directly. “I’ll work with you for a couple of days next week to get you started on the crawl after you’ve had a few days to practice the breaststroke on your own.”

Ronni hugged Lena, pressing her full breasts into her. “Thanks again. I’m looking forward to tomorrow.” Lena looked at me sorrowfully before closing her eyes and squeezing Ronnie in return.

“Until tomorrow,” Lena said as she drew away from Ronnie and turned toward the locker room. “Goodbye, Thomas.”

“Lena, wait,” I barked.

She froze, her pretty face pointed toward the pool deck.

I walked around her and lifted her chin with a finger. When her eyes met mine, I pulled her into a warm embrace. Ronnie relieved me of my cane, freeing my other arm, and Lena wrapped her arms around me and hung on like her life depended on it, leaning her head against my neck.

Loosening my embrace, I pressed a gentle kiss to Lena’s cheek and stepped back, brushing the tears from her face with my thumb. “Lena, I know you’re hurting, but you’re not alone unless you want to be. There are two of us right here who are happy to listen to you, hold you, and comfort you. I’m willing to bet that Peggy, Tricia, and even my sister, Stacie, would gladly be there for you, too. Please call or text if you ever need to be with people who care about you.”

Ronnie stepped up behind her and wrapped her arms around Lena, resting her chin on her shoulder. “You have our contact information, Lena. Don’t be shy about using it, okay?”

“Thank you. Both of you,” Lena whispered, and Ronnie let her walk away.

“I have to go. I love you, mon maître,” Ronnie told me before kissing me and following Lena to the locker room.

“Mine,” I growled, and Ronnie flashed a brilliant smile over her shoulder as she sashayed away.

* * *


The workday started off just like normal. I had a breakfast sandwich and coffee from the canteen while catching up on correspondence. Ronnie came by later with a fresh mug as I started cruising the engineering boards for potential innovations to acquire. I found reading project synopses fascinating, and I read through a few in detail that I found interesting.

Midmorning, as I was walking to the loo, McGrath caught me in the hallway and started berating me.

“What the hell are you doing talking to Forsythe without me?” he hollered loudly enough for the whole floor to hear. “If you do that again, your career is over, you little shit.”

I leaned on my cane and took a cleansing breath. “When Mr. Forsythe visited me in the hospital, he asked me what I had been working on before my collapse, so I explained it. There was no malicious intent, sir. The next time he asks me a question, shall I tell him that I’m not allowed to talk to him without you as a chaperone?”

“You better be careful, you little ass-kisser. I will end you!” he shouted and stormed off.

I shook my head as I continued my march to relieve myself, muttering, “Great leadership technique there, Sean, my boy.”

Tricia, Ronnie, Rick, Sheila, and Michael joined me for lunch, and I spent the afternoon confirming arrangements with the graphene manufacturer in Windsor for the following week. Bridget took care of the travel arrangements for the four-hour train ride and an overnight stay in a hotel near the manufacturing plant.

After work, Tricia accompanied me to Franco’s while Ronnie practiced dancing. She walked beside me companionably until we boarded the subway. After carefully scanning the commuters in the car, she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me into a passionate kiss.

“I’ve wanted to do that all day,” she murmured. “It was all I could do not to crawl over the table to sit in your lap at lunch.”

“I’m not convinced that our secret is very well kept, sweetheart,” I replied just as quietly. “All the people at that table know about us. How many of the companions? I’m pretty sure all the boys know.”

“No, all of them except Michael think I’m having an affair with Ronnie,” she said. “They don’t have a clue about us. As for the other companions, I don’t know. Susan watches me like a hawk. She’s a sweet girl, but she’s under Dursten’s control.” I noticed her lip curl at the mention of Dursten. “Peggy told me to be careful around her. It’s a shame since she’s such a sweetheart, but I know what it’s like to be under Dursten’s—” another lip curl—“thumb. He would make her spy on me.”

“I still don’t get why he insisted that your contract says you can’t date employees.”

“Punishment for leaving him,” Tricia murmured in reply. “He viewed my pregnancy as a betrayal, and he’s never forgiven me. Is this our stop?”

We switched trains and continued our cuddling after ensuring no other employees were in the car.

When we walked into the gym, everyone stopped what they were doing, almost in slow motion, and looked at us. It was like a scene from a movie. Jane was in the ring, sparring a big, heavily muscled guy I didn’t know. Franco was coaching her while she fought. She stepped back and her eyes focused on Tricia and me. Franco looked up and a slow grin spread across his face.

“Thomas!” Louis called.

Jane hit the floor and slid under the ropes to run up and gave me a warm hug. It was lovely despite how soaked she was with sweat.

During our visit, I introduced Tricia around and had longer conversations with Luis, Paolo, Jane, and Franco. Jane asked Paolo, whose day job was an occupational therapist, to show me some things to strengthen myself in preparation for my return. Jane added a couple of exercises and told me to come back as soon as I could.

Just before we left, Franco pointed at my cane and asked, “Did you ever get any savate cane training?”

“My teacher Antoine taught it, but I wasn’t ready for it when I trained with him,” I answered.

“Antoine Saint Claire?” he asked incredulously.

“Yes, he taught me when I lived in Paris. Given how famous he is, I think my uncle André helped my mother arrange it,” I replied. “I was very young, and he normally only took students sixteen years and older. I only trained with him for about fifteen months.”

“Well, you kept a fair amount of what you learned. When you come back, Jane and I will focus your training on savate with some elements of Dutch kickboxing—hands and strategies. You’ll only train in assault mode for many months.”

“Assault mode?” Tricia asked.

“Light contact,” Franco answered. “I don’t want your man back in the hospital because of his training with us. I don’t want you in a full-contact match for at least a year, Thomas.”

“Yes, sir.”

After saying our goodbyes, Tricia and I stopped to pick up some food from a nearby Lebanese place to share with Ronnie before catching a street car and then the subway home.
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Ronnie joined me and Tricia for dinner, and then we cuddled on the sofa for about an hour, talking while we listened to some music, jazz standards from the mid-twentieth century.

Eventually, the caresses and kisses turned into a very heavy makeout. When the clothes started coming off, I ushered my two beautiful girlfriends to the bedroom. Ronnie and I focused on Tricia. I suckled her breasts while Ronnie ate and tribbed her. Then Ronnie lay back on the pillows and Tricia buried her face between Ronnie’s thighs while I mounted her from behind, playing with the jeweled butt plug that Tricia often wore. We took a break once Ronnie and I had each given Tricia several strong orgasms.

At that point, Tricia dressed, fixed her hair and makeup, and kissed us both goodnight. I escorted her to the door and received another quick kiss for my gallantry before she left for the night.

Ronnie was kneeling on the mattress in the submissive’s resting pose when I returned, her breasts sitting firmly on her chest. “I’m ready, mon maître,” she purred.

“Your turn, my angel,” I replied.

We made love twice. The first was fast, passionate, and hard, and Ronnie had enough climaxes that I lost count before I shot off. The second was slow, sensual, and tender. Afterward, we lay on the damp sheets with me leaning on a stack of pillows and Ronnie draped across me, her face resting on my chest.

“A perfect end to the day,” she sighed happily.

“Yes,” I agreed lazily. “It was good to get back into the saddle. I can’t believe that August is almost over.”

“What did you think of Lena in a swimsuit?” Ronnie asked, looking up at me with a smile.

“She’s sexy. The view when she demonstrated proper form on the side of the pool made me hard,” I admitted. “Then there was you. Damn, Ronnie! I wanted to fuck you right there on the pool deck!”

“Good,” she replied primly. “That’s the reaction I wanted. But back to Lena. She needs you, Thomas. She’s hurting so much, and she’s convinced that her ex left her because she’s no longer attractive. She needs your affection and for you to make love to her.”

“Ronnie?” I drawled. “What did I say about bringing me other women?”

“That you would trust me,” she answered. Her eyes were big and glistening, and she was biting her lip again, but there was an assertiveness in her voice, and in her eyes, that I’d never seen before.

Good girl, I thought proudly.

“I do trust you, sweetheart, but Lena?”

“You know her better than Jessica,” she said.

“That’s not hard. I don’t know Jessica at all,” I replied. “If I hadn’t been in such a fog of lust from you and Tricia, I would have rejected her. I should have.”

“She’s a sweet girl who needed a good fuck,” Ronnie said. “She said that she spends all of her free time training for ultramarathons. It’s why she’s so skinny—like she burns off all of her flesh from all that running. I’d like to have her join us once in a while. She’s like a sexy little fairy girl, like something out of an Irish romance.”

“Oh, I thought she just starved herself. Either way, we’ll need to get to know her better before I agree to her joining us again, angel.”

Ronnie nodded. “I can get behind that. But Lena needs you, mon maître. She saved your life. She knows us pretty well after having taken care of you for so long. She doesn’t have much of a private practice given her duties and schedule as a trauma surgeon at the hospital, but she took you on as a private patient. She cares about you. I know you care about her, too.”

“Of course I care about her,” I said, exasperated. “That doesn’t mean I have to fuck her!”

“Do you trust me, Thomas?”

I closed my eyes for a moment. “Of course I trust you, Ronnie. I just don’t…”

“Don’t overthink it, mon maître,” she interjected. “Offer her kindness and affection, and if an opportunity comes up organically, make love to her. Make her feel special and beautiful like the way you make me feel special and beautiful.”

“What will Tricia think if I do, Ronnie?” I asked. “You saw what happened to her when I first made love to you.”

“Tricia’s in favor of it. We had a conversation about it, but she left it up to me to convince you. Like me, she’s grateful to Lena, and she knows how the pain and fear of rejection feel. She doesn’t want Lena to suffer that.”

I released a heavy sigh. “Fine. I’m happy to comfort her. Otherwise, we’ll see what happens.”

“That’s all I ask,” she replied with a bright smile.

* * *


In the morning, we quickly stripped the bed and put on fresh sheets. We had discovered over time that if we didn’t do it first thing in the morning, we’d end up riding soiled sheets for most of a work week.

After we shared the shower with only minimal sensual activities, I kissed Ronnie goodbye, and she disappeared to get her swimsuit and pick up Lena at security. I got to the gym and warmed up on the rowing machine for twenty minutes before making my way to the pool.

After only two lessons with Lena, I was able to breathe from either side as I swam, making it easier for me to swim a straight line using a freestyle stroke. Ronnie was doing well on her breaststroke, and Lena stopped coaching us and did some vigorous laps of her own.

We all sat in the hot tub afterward, the glow of the ultraviolet disinfection system making the bubbles look like fireflies. Ronnie asked, “Thomas, can Lena use your shower? The one in the locker room is out of order. There’s a leak in the main feed pipe. I’d offer mine, but I need the bathroom to get ready for work.”

“Sure,” I replied. “That seems strange. Any idea what happened?”

“I only know what the sign says,” she answered. “They’re going to close the locker room at nine o’clock to repair it.”

“Okay, we should get going. I’ll meet you both outside the locker room.” I got out and dried off, and Lena and Ronnie followed.

When we reconvened, Lena was wearing shower slides and a T-shirt over her swimsuit, with a towel wrapped around her waist. Ronnie had on a white, semitransparent cotton coverup with a scooped neckline and shoulder cutouts, and a towel was wrapped around her torso under her coverup. We entered the lift and rode up, and Ronnie kissed me goodbye when Lena and I got off on my floor.

“Do it this morning, Thomas,” Ronnie murmured in my ear as we parted.

I rolled my eyes and escorted Lena to my flat.

“Please come in, Lena,” I said. “The bedroom is straight back, and the bathroom is to the left.”

“Only the one bathroom?” she asked after noticing the powder room.

“One and a half,” I replied. “Two bedrooms, though. I assume they planned the second to be a home office for a spouse, or maybe a single child’s bedroom. It’s pretty small. I think Ronnie stores some stuff there since she only has a one-bedroom flat. I’ve only been in the second bedroom once since I moved in. Would you like a glass of water? ”

“Please.”

“I’ll set it on the bathroom counter,” I told her. “Go. Get out of that wet suit.”

She disappeared into the master suite, and I pulled two large aluplast tumblers from the cabinet and filled them.

When I entered the bathroom, Lena was standing in front of the vanity, staring into the mirror. She had opened the halter behind her neck and was holding the bodice up with her hand.

I set her glass on the counter, drained half of mine, and set it next to Lena’s.

“Am I ugly, Thomas?”

“Fuck, no!” I exclaimed. “You’re sexy as hell, Lena, and you have a pretty face. I’d date you in a heartbeat.”

“But not marry,” she murmured. Tears began to run down her face.

“I don’t know you that well, Lena,” I told her as I stepped behind her and wrapped my arms around her. “But you’re the full package—pretty face, hot body, keen intellect, sharp wit, and kind heart. You’re having a hard time emotionally right now, but I get the sense that emotional breakdowns are rare for you. Based on all of that, I think you’re definitely marriage material. Especially if you like slightly younger men.” I waggled my eyebrows as I rested my chin on her shoulder.

She laughed through her tears, displaying cute dimples. “Thank you, Thomas. You’re good for my spirits.”

“Well, I need to make sure your body is also taken care of, so let’s get you out of that suit and into the shower.”

I left her to strip out of my own suit and damp T-shirt in the bedroom and pull on a pair of pajama shorts. I heard the shower running and thought I’d chance going back for my tumbler of water.

Studiously avoiding looking in the shower or the mirror, I picked up my tumbler.

“Thomas?” Lena's plaintive voice called. I turned to face her. She had both hands pressed against the glass, fingers splayed. Small breasts with dark pink areola and tiny nipples greeted me through the water dappled clear glass. Her eyes glistened with unshed tears. “Stay?”

I placed my right hand on the glass over hers. “Whatever you need, Lena,” I said. I finished my water, returned it to the counter, and dropped my shorts, then opened the glass door and stepped into the shower. Lena turned to wrap her arms around my neck, rubbing her face firmly against mine as she pressed her lean body into me.

“Let me help you, Lena,” I murmured. My protective instincts were firing on all cylinders.

She stood back, her arms still hanging from my neck as she looked down. I tipped her chin up and leaned forward to plant a warm, affectionate kiss on her lips. When I pulled back, she looked at me for a moment, then another, before leaning into me again. Our kiss gradually warmed as she opened her lips, and I met her tongue with my own. Our passion ramped up, and she moaned into my mouth and pressed her very firm breasts into my chest.

My growing erection rose between her thighs, and she broke the kiss and stared into my eyes.

“Please?”

“Let’s rinse you off, and then I’ll take you to the bed,” I replied.

“No, here. Right now—please?” she asked. “I need this, Thomas.”

She seemed desperate, and if I was being honest, I was a little desperate to have her right then and there.

“Lean against the wall and hold the safety bar,” I said. She slid past me to get into position, and I pressed her against the wall and kissed her again, lightly biting her bottom lip before kissing my way down her neck to her breasts.

She had such lovely breasts—they were perfectly shaped, full mounds. I cupped her pussy as I fondled, kissed, suckled, and nibbled those wonderful breasts. I pinched one nipple as her grinding into the palm of my hand grew urgent, then licked my way down her body and slid a finger back and forth through her folds to lubricate it.

As suspected from Lena’s swimming demonstration, her bush was trimmed short and her outer folds were plush and full. They were parted, allowing the petals of her dark pink inner lips to open. I licked her from taint to clit with a flat tongue, taking in her flavor and aroma—musky yet clean. Then I slid a finger into her channel and began to massage the textured patch inside, focusing my tongue’s attention on her clit.

Lena’s hand clenched in my hair and she made the cutest little yipping noises, which turned into a near-screech when her channel spasmed around my fingers. After a moment, she relaxed and moaned, “Please, Thomas. Fuck me!”

I stood so that I could look her in the eyes. “I’d be happy to do that, my dearest Lena,” I said, “but then I’ll want to make love to you, if it’s all the same to you.”

Her smile returned. “That would be absolutely perfect,” she murmured.

My response was to kiss her again as I lifted her left leg and slotted myself into her channel.

“Damn, you’re tight!” I gasped in pleasure at the sensation of Lena’s hot wetness squeezing me.

“So thick,” she groaned into my ear as she wrapped her arms tightly around my neck. “I’ve never been stretched like this.”

I worked my way into her with a series of slow thrusts of my hips.

“So full…” she moaned just before I bottomed out inside her.

“You’re so fucking hot, Lena. So fucking sexy,” I growled. “I’m going to make you pass out from pleasure and then fill you up.” I pulled back and sawed the head of my cock just inside her channel. “Would you like that, Lena? Do you want me to fuck you hard and breed you?”

“Yesss,” she hissed.

“Say it! Tell me what you want!”

“Fuck me hard and breed me, Thomas! Give me a baby!” she cried out.

My left leg didn’t complain at all as I lowered myself a little to hook her right leg over my left elbow and took her weight on my arms. “As you wish, sweet Lena.” I slammed my hips forward, brutally fucking my sexy doctor as she gasped and made those cute yipping sounds near my ear, begging for more, faster.

Lena’s entire body started spasming in my arms, and she screeched in pleasure as I flooded her with my seed.

As my bliss faded, my legs began to shake. I quickly sat her on her feet before I dropped her.

“Oooooh!” she moaned, her head tilted back with eyes closed. “I can see how you could wear yourself out.”

“You ain’t seen nothing, yet,” I replied in English, mimicking my grandfather’s Alabama accent to the best of my ability.

She dropped her chin and batted her eyelashes at me. “That’s big talk, Mr. Robertson,” she said, also in English but with a sexy Dutch accent. “Prove it.”

I attacked her mouth with a ravenous kiss and then dragged her out of the shower. I quickly wiped each of us down with her towel from the pool, grabbed two more towels from the stack next to the shower, and dragged her to bed.

After pulling back the bedspread, I laid Lena back on one of the towels and climbed on top of her. “I’m going to blow your mind with pleasure,” I growled.

Her joy bubbled out through her laughter. “Please! I haven’t been getting my quota.”

“Well, we can’t have that!” I exclaimed and buried my face to nibble on her neck. “Give me a second.”

I got off her, pulled my arm brace out of my bag and snugged it into place.

“Good,” she replied with a mischievous grin. “I might have to send you back to Bob if you don’t follow instructions.”

As I crawled back over her, I said, “Well, don’t blame me if it smells like sex all day.”

“I don’t see your cane,” she teased.

“Forget about my cane and brace yourself, because I’m going to make you feel so good that by the time I’m done, there will be no doubt that you are pretty…”

I kissed her neck.

“Desirable…”

I kissed her jaw.

“And sexy.” I devoured her lips, and Lena wrapped her arms around my torso, holding me tightly. My ribs barely noticed.

Breaking our lip-lock, I proceeded to plant kisses along her jawline and nibble on her neck. Lena’s arms loosened to caress my back while she moaned appreciatively. My mouth left a trail kisses down her chest to worship her breasts.

As I worked my way around her mounds, I noticed that the undersides of her breasts seemed to be a very sensitive erogenous zone for her.

I can work with that, I grinned, sucking a nipple into my mouth.

Lena’s hands wrapped around my head as she gasped, “Yes, Thomas!” All the while, my hand made lazy circles on her side and stomach, creeping inexorably lower until I cupped her mons. I played with it, teasing Lena by applying just the lightest pressure all around, enjoying the sounds that I elicited from her. I took my time before finally dipping my fingers inside her, making them nice and wet and circling her clit. I made sure both nipples were stimulated, using my other hand to pinch down on her other nipple.

Lena’s moans turned into those urgent little yips as she climaxed again. While she was distracted, I pushed two fingers into her—God, she was tight—and started finger fucking her, my thumb resuming the clit stimulation. My fingers curled inside her channel to rub her pleasure patch, making rapid thrusts into her juicy pussy.

Lena’s body began to quiver intensely, and she clamped her lips shut and released a high-pitched, nasally squeal before she lost control and shouted, “Oh! Oh! Ohh, yesssss!” Her grip on my head loosened as her orgasm tapered, so I kissed my way down her lean torso.

When my mouth reached the short stubble of her thatch, I saw the little swollen bud of her clit extending from the hood, inviting me to play. I latched my mouth onto it, sucking mercilessly while I continued to finger her with one hand while the other continued worshipping her breasts. Moments later, Lena started bucking on the mattress, keening her pleasure.

At that point, my cock was fully recovered and hard as steel. As she quivered through her aftershocks, I withdrew my fingers, making her whimper in protest.

“Lena, whose cock do you want in your tight little cunt?” I asked, punctuating each word with a kiss. “Whose…cock…do…you…want…in…your…tight…little…cunt?” I ran my tongue up her neck, sucking and nibbling on it.

“Yours, Thomas!” she moaned as she tilted her head to give me free access to her.

“Wrap your legs around me,” I commanded.

As I felt her legs slide up my torso, I dragged my cock through her moist lips. I reached under her leg and pushed the tip of my member into her, groaning at the wetness that surged to meet it.

“Oh, God!” Lena exclaimed. “You fill me so good, Thomas. Please! Fuck me! Breed me!”

I kissed Lena savagely as I rammed my cock into her until I poked her cervix. I slowly withdrew until just the tip was still inside, Lena’s channel milking me the whole way as she moaned into my mouth. The next time I slammed back forward and withdrew, I dipped a finger into the pool of our combined fluids beneath her, and then snaked it around her lean bum. I slammed forward again and took up a fast pace of long, deep strokes while I rimmed her rosebud with my gooey finger.

Lena broke from the kiss and started whipping her head back and forth, gasping “No…no…no…,” until it suddenly became a screamed, “YesyesohgodYES!” She jerked and twitched like she was having an epileptic fit. Her channel clamped down tightly before being flooded, and I felt liquid splash onto my thighs.

I continued to fuck her rapidly until my climax got close, then I just stayed inside her and held still to cool down, enjoying her spasming around my cock until she finally relaxed and her legs dropped to the matress.

Pulling out of her as she panted beneath me, I murmured, “I’m going to roll you over and then fill your sweet little pussy with all the seed I have in me, Lena. You want to be bred? Your wish is my command.”

“Oh god, yes,” Lena moaned.

I rolled Lena to her left and lifted her hips. Once I had her how I wanted her, I moved behind her and adjusted her legs so that I was standing with my knees between her calves. My cock unerringly pointed to her sopping channel, and I grabbed her hips and pushed in to the hilt, pressing firmly against her cervix.

Taking up a fast rhythm, I pummeled Lena without mercy. She immediately fired off another orgasm. I wet my left thumb in my mouth and slightly pressed it into her tight sphincter as I continued to slam my hips forward and her pussy made little squishy sounds.

Lena squealed into the mattress, and I lost it, pumping her full with another load of semen. I held myself deep inside her as I squirted, draped over her sinewy back, kissing her sweaty neck.

We stayed like that until I was able to think again. “Definitely pretty, desirable, sexy, and beautiful,” I murmured.

I rolled off her, and she collapsed onto the second growing puddle of fluids.

“I needed that desperately, Thomas,” she breathed, sliding a hand across my chest. “It’s so different from what Werner would do to me.”

“Do you want to talk about it?”

“No, but it was different. I could feel your affection washing over me,” she whispered. “You were even more dominant than him, but I felt cared for. You paid attention to my pleasure. That was new.”

“That’s the way it’s supposed to be. And I thoroughly enjoyed making love to you, Lena,” I whispered back. “Why are we whispering?”

She chuckled delightfully. “Takes less effort?” she proposed.

My laughter bubbled up. “Maybe. Look, I need to shower and get ready for work. Will you join me?”

“I’d like that. Go ahead, I’ll join you soon,” she replied, pressing herself up to meet my incoming kiss.

I got up and started the shower. As I finished rinsing the shampoo from my hair, Lena slid in behind me and wrapped her arms around me. I turned around and kissed her tenderly, caressing her supple flesh.

“What about your girlfriends?” she asked. “How mad are they going to be with us?”

“Not at all,” I replied. She looked at me quizzically. “Ronnie specifically told me that she wanted me to make love to you, to make you feel special and cared for, and she said Tricia agreed. I hope she’s right. Regardless, it was my great honor and great pleasure to make love to you. I’m definitely open to a repeat.”

We kissed again, and Lena’s face took on a thoughtful look as I pulled away.

“I’m not likely to get pregnant from this, Thomas. I’m in the last few days of my cycle,” she said. “I quit taking the pills a couple of months ago when Werner and I started talking about a family, but I’m relatively safe right now.”

“Still, you asked to be bred, so if it turns out that way, I guess we can’t complain,” I mused, smiling at her. She smiled brightly at my reply.

I proceeded to wash and condition her hair, and then scrubbed her with a flannel soaked in body wash. We made it through the whole shower with only minor breaks for groping and kissing.

After we dried ourselves, Lena handed me her brush from her bag, and we sat on a corner of the bed that wasn’t too soiled. I proceeded to untangle and brush her blonde tresses to the accompaniment of her hums of pleasure.

Finally, we dressed, and I put the linens from last night in the dryer, dumped the current ones in the wash with the towels, and pulled out the last fresh set of linens. Lena helped me make the bed before she packed her bag.

Grabbing my satchel with my tablet and meds, then my cane, I led Lena to the lift and took her to the canteen. She ordered an egg white veggie omelet with wheat toast, and I had a corned beef hash with two basted eggs on top and a side of sausage with an English muffin. We sat down to eat as the early morning rush diminished.

I told her about my visit to the gym, and she immediately replied, “No contact for a year, Thomas.”

“Yes, Doc. They have a variety of training exercises that won’t rattle my head,” I said with a cheeky grin.

We chatted companionably while we ate until McGrath stopped by. “Where the hell have you been all morning, Robertson?”

“My doctor came by to help with my physical therapy and test my motor skills, sir. Dr. Linderman, this is Sean McGrath, my boss,” I replied. “Sir, this is Dr. Lena Linderman.”

He grunted in response, completely dismissing Lena. “You should be in the office by now, Robertson.”

“Oh? Well, sir, I thought I was fine considering Robby won’t be in for another hour yet,” I replied as I turned back to my food.

“You don’t have his political connections in the company, Robertson,” he spat. “I’m gonna⁠—”

“Hello, Mr. McGrath,” a sultry voice interrupted.

I turned toward the sound of Peggy’s voice.

“How have you been, sir?” Peggy cooed. “It’s been so long since we’ve had a chat.” She rested her hand at the top of her exposed cleavage.

“Uh, I have to go,” McGrath managed to stutter before tearing his eyes from Peggy’s breasts and hurrying away.

“Predictable,” Peggy murmured, sitting next to Lena. “Hello, Dr. Linderman. You’re looking much better than you did on Wednesday.”

The two women hugged, and Lena replied brightly, “First of all, call me Lena. And…well, I was helping Thomas with his physical therapy and then he helped me…stretch afterward.”

Both ladies giggled until Ronnie and Tricia came by to collect hugs. Ronnie couldn’t stay as she had to work on her event coordination for Dursten, but Tricia sat with us for a moment.

“So was Thomas able to help you work through your problem?” she asked.

“I’m sorry, Tricia,” Lena said, speaking to her plate.

“Don’t be,” Tricia said quietly. “All three of us agreed, and we’re happy to welcome you into our little family as often and as long as you need. You were there for us, so let us be there for you. I have to go to work, but I wish you a lovely day. Come by over the weekend if you want.”

“I’m working a double today,” Lena replied. “I’ve had swings this whole week, but I’m also on graveyards starting tonight until next Friday because one of the other doctors was called up on national service because of the American border incursions. I’ve had to reschedule all of my appointments, and I’ll likely sleep in the dorms all week.”

“Whenever it works for you, Lena,” Peggy said as Lena finished her meal. “You and I can hang out if they’re not available. I’d love to have a friend outside the company.”

“Thank you,” Lena said sincerely. She dried her eyes with her napkin before hugging first Tricia and then Peggy. “I need to go home to sleep. It’s going to be a long day.”

I finished the last of my meal and stood. Lena hugged me and kissed my cheek, and Peggy said, “I’ll escort you out, Lena.”

I collected a kiss on the cheek from Peggy before she hooked her arm around Lena’s and led her away.

I spent the morning ensuring I had my list of questions for my factory visit in Windsor, and Peggy came by midmorning. Tricia and Ronnie joined me for a quick lunch in the canteen before I returned to my desk. Then Janet checked on me in the afternoon after I finished a meeting about test preparation with Chad. I began to wonder if all the ladies in my life weren’t conspiring to keep an eye on me.

After work, my girlfriends went to the companions’ fitness area for a class, and I worked on my exercises from Paolo and Jane. As I finished stretching, my wrist comm announced a call from Bridget asking me to return to Forsythe’s office. I asked for ten minutes, and hurried back to my flat to pull on a dry T-shirt and a clean, black training suit before grabbing my tablet and jumping back on the lift.

I arrived at Bridget’s station a little before 7:00. She was wearing a navy suit and cream-colored silk blouse, and she waved me into the office before disappearing.

McGrath was sitting on the sofa and Forsythe was behind his desk. Forsythe reviewed my travel arrangements, and we reviewed my list of questions. McGrath sat on the sofa without saying a word the whole time, quietly nursing a rocks glass with an amber liquid in it. Forsythe dismissed me, and I exited the office to find Bridget sitting outside the office, filing her nails.

As I exited, Bridget stood, revealing her change of attire. She was wearing a black lace teddy that barely contained her enormous breasts. The garment was so narrow at the juncture of her thighs that her womanhood was barely covered. Thigh-high stockings hugged her slender legs, and her feet were perched inside a pair of open-toed heels that added almost a whole head to her height. A transparent black negligee hung from her shoulders.

“Time to perform,” she said with a sigh as I pulled the door closed. “Goodnight, Thomas.”

“Best of luck, Bridget.”

She gave me a slight smile before pasting a brighter, patently false smile on her face and entering the office. As I waited for a lift, Michael emerged wearing his business suit from the day.

“Wish me luck, Thomas,” he said as he walked past. “This is going to be interesting.”

“Good luck,” I called as the bell rang for my lift, wondering what that was all about.

When the door opened, Peggy was standing inside, wearing a white lace bra and pantie set, matching garter belt, white stockings, and white heels. A white gossamer robe was draped over her outfit, but she had it pulled open to display everything. She looked furious.

I got on the lift and pressed the button for my flat as she growled, “Not a word, Thomas.”

“Well, Peggy, I think I should be allowed to mention how beautiful you look,” I replied, looking studiously at the door. “I’m here to adore you if you’d like.”

“Not until you’re an executive, Thomas,” she said quietly. “It would ruin both of us. But thank you.”

“You do look beautiful, Peggy. I’ll remember this elevator ride fondly.” I squeezed her hand just before the bell for her floor rang and stepped out of her way, watching her lovely cheeks flex under the triangle of lace as she walked away.

Wow. How on earth does she not have all the execs wrapped around her finger? I thought.
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DESIRE AND FRUSTRATION


After a first round of beer in the employee lounge with some friends, I spent the evening hanging out in the companion’s lounge with Tricia and the male companions while Ronnie cooked. It was good to catch up with everyone. Michael and Bridget were both withdrawn and quiet for most of the evening, holding each other tightly. If anyone had doubts about them being in a relationship, they were gone from then on.

Ian, Rusty, Barry, and Rafe visited with me. Ian told me his therapy was progressing well, and I noticed he had been drinking club soda or ginger ale since we first met in the employee lounge. Rusty teased Rafe about how much time he was spending with Corinna Wilson, the sexy deputy general counsel, until Rafe’s tablet pinged.

“Gotta go,” Rafe said with a grin and went to his room. Soon he hurried past, dressed in black slacks, a goldenrod-colored, silk V-neck shirt and a black jacket with faint gold pinstripes.

“Give Corinna our best,” Rusty called as Rafe walked by.

“Don’t be an ass, man,” I chided my friend.

But Rafe replied, “I will,” to Rusty’s jibe in good humor.

After I finished a beer with the boys, I slowly made my way to Ronnie through the press of gorgeous women. Susan stopped me to ask me how I was doing. After a quick chat, I continued, only to be stopped by Jenny, who gave me a warm hug and inquired about my health. After she released me, a pair of Korean companions stopped me to converse in their native language.

For the life of me, I couldn’t remember their names. I’d only spoken to them to say hello in passing before that moment. They laughed as I struggled until one of them admitted, “We’ve never actually been introduced. My name is Ha-eun Park. This is my twin sister Ha-yoon.” Their laughter was like ringing bells.

“You girls got me good,” I admitted good-naturedly. “So, the Park sisters, Ha-eun and Ha-yoon. That’s not confusing at all.”

The girls smiled indulgently, used to that sentiment, and Ha-yoon said, “Ha-eun means great kindness.” She bit her lips as her eyes danced.

“Yes, and as I recall, yours means greatly willing,” I teased.

“It’s true!” Ha-eun laughed. “She’s a very naughty girl who’s willing to do anything.”

“As if,” Ha-yoon gasped. “You’re the adrenaline junkie and slut. I think they got us mixed up at the hospital.”

“And with that, I’m going to escape to my girlfriend,” I said with a grin.

“Tell her to be careful, Thomas,” Ha-eun said quietly, placing a hand on my chest to halt me. “Dursten wants your sweet girlfriend on his tiny little cock.”

“Thanks for the warning,” I replied heartily. Each of the sisters hugged me before I finally made my escape to the kitchen to wrap my arms around Ronnie.

“Hello, my angel,” I purred as I nuzzled her neck. “What are you making? It smells wonderful.”

“Jambalaya,” she said with a sultry smile as she tilted her head to give me free access to her neck. “It’s a good one for a crowd.”

“Burgers, hot dogs, or pasta might be easier,” I murmured into her neck. “It seems like more people are showing up when you cook. Maybe you should enlist some sous-chefs.”

”All the prep is done,” she replied, groaning as I nibbled her neck. “You’re all the help I need, mon maître.”

“And you have me, my angel. Always,” I replied, suckling a spot I knew she liked.

“Forever?” she asked.

“Forever,” I agreed.

Ronnie set her spoon down and turned into my arms. We kissed deeply and my hands rested on the curve of her gorgeous bum. She lay her head on my shoulder and sighed. “I’d rather just cook for you and Tricia. Maybe I’ll do this just once a month.”

“That’s fine by me,” I replied as I noticed Peggy walking into the lounge from the lift. She was back in her business suit and carrying a tote bag over her left shoulder, holding the straps with both hands as she walked by with her head down. Her face still sported the furious look she had when I saw her in the elevator.

“Hey, Peggy!” several of the companions called in greeting. She didn’t even look up, just waved and plodded past the lounge.

“Any idea what’s going on with Peggy?” I murmured into Ronnie’s ear. “I saw her earlier in the lift in her lingerie, and she looked furious. She still does.”

Ronnie turned in time to see Peggy walk past the kitchen, and her eyes widened. “Oh, wow,” said, her voice low. “I’ve never seen her that angry. Her anger over Tricia’s neck pales compared to the storm on her face now.”

Ronnie hugged me tightly and stroked my back. After a moment, she said, “Everyone is supposed to bring their own bowls and flatware. I don’t have Peggy’s. Would you go get them from her?”

“Of course,” I said, getting one last nibble in. “The corner flat?”

“Yes. She only needs a bowl. You can take it to her when I serve everyone else,” she groaned, breathless. “Oh, that feels so good, mon maître! You’re making me wet.”

“I’ll have your juice for dessert,” I whispered into her ear. “Then I’ll fuck you until you can’t walk.”

Ronnie shivered in my arms. “You’d better go now before I pull your cock out and have creamy hors d’oeuvres, Thomas. I want you desperately.”

“As you wish, ma séraphine,” I replied, nipping her ear and physically turning her in my arms to face the stove. “I’ll be back soon.”

My hand trailed across her hip and derriere as I turned to find Peggy’s flat. There was a corner door on either wall, but the second one was closer to the corner, so I knocked on it.

Peggy’s “Go away!” was barely audible. It sounded like I’d knocked on the correct door.

“Hello, Peggy. It’s Thomas. I need your bowl for Ronnie’s jambalaya,” I said through the door. I could hear dull thuds on the other side, like someone was throwing things or beating on something…nothing too heavy or fragile, just fast, dull thuds. Eventually, I heard a faint scream, too.

“Is there a problem?” Tricia said as she walked up to join me, placing a hand on my lower back.

“She looked really mad, and it sounds like she’s hitting something. I’m worried about her,” I said.

“Those were the magic words,” Tricia said. She hurried to her flat and quickly returned with her tablet. She pulled up an app and keyed some commands into it, and then the lock on Peggy’s door clicked.

I pushed it open and stepped in. “Peggy?”

Tricia followed me in and closed the door just before Peggy screamed in English, “Get out!”

She was kneeling in front of a love seat, and the divots from her fists were still visible in the cushions. Her jacket was off, so she was only wearing a silk halter blouse and skirt.

“No.” I walked quickly to her kitchen. I opened a couple of cabinets and pulled a bowl out. Handing it to Tricia, I said, “Please take this to Ronnie. I’m going to stay to provide support.”

“NO! GO!” Peggy screamed.

Tricia nodded and left quickly, closing the door behind her.

“I swear to God above, Thomas. I will beat you repeatedly if you don’t leave,” she threatened in English. She had a sexy southern belle English accent.

“Use a pillow or a sofa cushion,” I replied in the same language, sounding like a posh Englishman. “I’m healed enough that it shouldn’t break anything.”

“I’m not kidding, Thomas,” she growled and pulled a seat cushion off the loveseat.

“Me, neither,” I said, lifting my hands into a defensive posture. “Since I don’t know who hurt you badly enough to make you this angry, I can’t hunt them down and kick their ass. So I’m left with offering myself to be your punching dummy. Won’t be my first time.”

“AAAAH!” she yelled and started trying to brain me with the sofa cushion. I raised my arms to protect my fractured skull and let her go at it. Eventually, she changed to swinging it at my body, so I dropped my hands to a boxing cover posture and rode out her assault. She managed to catch my ribs a couple of times, but I was able to get my elbows down in time to absorb most of the impact.

I lost count over time, but Peggy must have hit me forty or more times before she dropped her arms and slowly fell to her knees on top of the cushion as she fought to catch her breath.

I knelt in front of her and pulled her into my arms, cradling her head on my shoulder. Peggy squeezed me tightly for a couple of minutes before she lightly hammered the base of her fist into my back.

“Too soon to talk about it?” I asked.

She nodded against my neck.

“I didn’t realize you were a southern belle,” I teased.

Peggy hiccuped a short laugh. “I’m not done being angry yet, so don’t make me laugh.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I replied, which elicited a slap from her on my backside. “You sure looked hot in the elevator, ma’am,” I told her. That earned me another spank on my bum.

“Don’t you want to be adored, Peggy?” I asked.

“I was hoping to get laid,” she groaned.

“Southern belles ‘get laid’? I thought they ‘reveled in the throes of passion’ instead,” I joked.

“Where’d you hear that baloney?” she scoffed.

“Stacie loved to read romance novels when we were young,” I replied. “She talked about them with me all the time when I got older. That was my introduction to sex.”

“What about your older sister?” Peggy asked, getting distracted by my story.

“Lotti? Maybe she read stories about how to get away with murder,” I said, only partially joking. “I’m not really certain.”

I caressed Peggy’s back for a while longer before speaking again. “You know, if you’d propositioned me in that negligee, you might have gotten laid.”

“That would have been dumber than what I did,” she sighed.

“Regardless, you looked amazing today,” I murmured into her hair.

She sighed again. “I haven’t worn lingerie in the office since I became Top Girl,” she said, sounding vulnerable. “I can’t believe I did it today.”

“Did you need to be adored again?” I asked.

“A girl has needs, Thomas,” she nearly whispered. “I haven’t had my itch scratched since Cynthia and Charity started. My toys just aren’t getting the job done. I was sitting on Cho’s lap in my new lingerie, ready for him to give me a good fuck, and the bastard asked me to call Cynthia for dictation.”

“Ah. That explains why she’s not here or in the employee lounge.”

She nodded. “Yes. I had hoped you’d be in the employee lounge, so I wouldn’t have to face you. I know you boys like to start the weekend there.”

“Ronnie decided to cook for the companions tonight rather than tomorrow, so we can spend the weekend together,” I explained. “The boys and I just had one round in the lounge with Rick, Chad, and the ladies from HR. Then we headed up here with Tricia for another one—no one wanted to risk missing Ronnie’s cooking.”

I caressed her silky flesh where her blouse left her back exposed. “What’s boggling my mind is Cho turned you away. It was about all I could do not to jump you in the lift.”

“From what Ronnie’s told me, that would have scratched my itch quite well,” Peggy laughed sadly. “That would have broken the companion usage rules and my Top Girl contract. I’m only allowed to service VPs or above. We’d both have been on the street.”

“Might have been worth it,” I told her. “If you sit on the cushion, I’ll rub your shoulders. You’re tied in knots.”

“Let me change first. Maybe you could pull a Sancerre from the wine fridge,” she said. I released her and she disappeared into her bedroom.

After removing my shoes and placing them next to the door, I took a moment to survey Peggy’s flat. It was larger than mine, featuring a huge entertaining area, a large dining table, and a kitchen that was considerably bigger than mine, with a sizable island. There were two wide, counter-height wine fridges mounted under the island’s countertop, facing the sitting area.

After a quick search, I found the one for white wine. The shelves were filled with French Sancerre and white Burgundy, a couple of brands of New Zealand sauvignon blancs, and some Müller-Thurgauer and Franken bottles from Germany.

Out of curiosity, I perused her red collection—mostly Chiantis and other sangiovese wines from Italy, some Burgundies and Bordeaux from France, several bottles of German dornfelder, and several bottles of a red blend from Chile.

I pulled out a Sancerre and rummaged around for wine glasses and a wine opener. Peggy returned about the time I had placed the two stemless glasses of wine on coasters on her real-wood coffee table.

Peggy’s appearance had changed drastically. Flouncy palazzo-style pants covered her long legs, and a plain white support camisole held her full breasts. A silk scarf that matched the black-on-white pattern of her pants wrapped around her forehead and under her hair. She had removed her makeup, and yet, like many companions, she didn’t really need it.

Leaving the cushion on the floor, she sat cross-legged on it and sipped her wine as I began to work the knots out of her neck and shoulder muscles.

“I hope you don’t mind me pouring myself a small glass,” I told her. “I haven’t had a really good wine since Uncle André brought me a couple of bottles in Cambridge.”

Peggy didn’t respond, just negligently waved a hand as her head slowly dropped and I drove the stress from her. When I finished, I wrapped my arms around her waist and hugged her gently. “Is that better?” I whispered.

“Much,” she purred. “You’re awfully good to this old whore.”

“Not old and not a whore, Peggy,” I told her with a firm squeeze around her lean midriff. “I think of you more like Mata Hari, running an intelligence network.”

“I think I told you that I don’t want to end up how she did,” Peggy replied quietly.

“We’ll just have to make sure we don’t leave you behind enemy lines,” I murmured before I placed a lingering kiss on her neck.

Peggy slowly turned to face me over her shoulder and then twisted a little to lay her arms over my shoulders. She stared at me with hooded eyes.

The kiss happened suddenly.

It was searing, but brief. The kiss broke, and Peggy turned fully to push me back to sit on the floor before straddling me and capturing my lips again.

When that kiss broke, she leaned her head on my shoulder, her warm breath caressing my flesh as my lips cooled from the fire of that kiss.

“I adore you, Peggy,” I whispered.

“Not like your girlfriends,” she murmured.

I circled my finger in the air and cupped my ear as I asked, “How’s your pest control here?”

“It’s safe. It would be a severe breach of contract if they bugged my flat, and Rick checks it at irregular intervals,” she said, kissing my neck. “If I find one, I get a handsome damages award, and someone would get fired. It’s a safe haven for all the companions.”

With a nod, I said, “To your earlier comment, I’m committed to them both.”

“Yet you won’t tell them you love them,” she said.

“It’s complicated,” I replied, trying not to tense up at the thought of a declaration of love or my memories of Scarlett. “I tell them they’re mine, always and forever, and that I’m theirs in the same way. Ronnie and Tricia both.”

“And yet you made love to Lena this morning,” she observed wryly.

“That’s also complicated,” I agreed. “Ronnie’s last lover, Aubrey, broke her badly. She told Ronnie to bring other girls to their bed to prove her love. Now Ronnie thinks that’s normal. I told her no more, and she nearly begged me to trust her to bring me women I cared for who needed to be…well…adored. I didn’t know Lena was on the list until last night. Something tells me you’re on the list, too.”

“I couldn’t do that to her,” Peggy said. “I’m her boss, and she’s such a special girl. I couldn’t disrespect her like that.”

“Ronnie has the keys to the bedroom door. That’s how Lena arrived in my bed this morning,” I explained. “That’s how Jessica, one of the nurses in the hospital, ended up in bed with me and my girlfriends the night before I was released. Afterward, I told her no more, and that’s when she made her proposal. I can only think of two women in addition to Lena that she’d consider, and you’re one of them.

Peggy shook her head. “If she offered, I couldn’t even if I wanted to,” she said. “You’re not even a manager, and I could be fired if anyone found out. Plus, I don’t want to hurt Ronnie or Tricia.”

“They both agreed on Lena,” I pointed out. “Look, all I’m saying is that if Ronnie brought you to me, I would never turn you away, and our little ménage à trois would become a ménage à quatre.

“Let’s see, that’s ‘family of four,’ right? I only know a few words in French, but I’m pretty sure I have that right,” she said in her southern belle accent.

“Yes.”

Peggy lifted her head and arched a brow. “I don’t think you’re going to be rid of Lena for a while,” she observed. “Maybe a ménage à cinq?”

“Look at you with the French,” I teased gently. “You’re probably right about Lena. Emotionally, I think she’s looking for confirmation that she’s desirable. A quick fuck isn’t going to do that for her.”

“I like her,” Peggy said. “I hope she wants to hang out. I was serious about needing a friend.”

“I’m your friend, Peggy,” I told her.

“Yes, but you’re dangerous,” she said as she rested her head on my shoulder again. “A very unremarkable-looking man at first glance who craves intimacy yet abhors the idea of telling someone that he loves them.”

“I readily admit I’m a mess,” I chuckled darkly. “But I care for you deeply, and I’ll always be there for you.”

“Always and forever?” she asked tentatively.

“Yes.”

We sat quietly for a moment, holding onto each other and enjoying the connection.

“Let’s move to the sofa,” she said.

I held the glasses while Peggy tossed a couple of pillows on the low table. We put our feet on the pillows and Peggy snuggled up close to me, holding her wine in both hands. I wrapped my arm around her, and we enjoyed the closeness.

I told her about my earliest memories, playing with Leila, my young playmate when I was a child in Yemen, then moving to London at five. How the teachers in London’s International School forced us to speak “proper” English, hence my semi-posh, semi-West End accent.

Peggy finally began to talk, describing growing up on a farm in South Georgia with three brothers. She played volleyball and softball in high school and began competing in beauty pageants her junior year. She started taking dancing lessons to help with her pageant aspirations, and she continued competing at the University of Georgia as she studied psychology. She found her studies easy, so she kept busy playing volleyball on the school’s varsity team, practicing yoga and pilates, dancing, and studying arnis for self-defense. She won Miss Georgia her third year at uni, which ended up delaying her graduation by a term. I also found out that alongside her Top Girl duties, she was studying, working on her PhD in organization behavior.

We discussed our varied adventures and misadventures in the martial arts, and she was about to show me how she’d turned the third bedroom into a practice studio when the front door opened and Ronnie and Tricia entered with two bowls each.

“I thought I’d better bring these in before the vultures descended,” Ronnie said in Mandarin. “They took most of the bread already.”

“Thank you, my angel,” I replied in English. “Peggy would like to converse in her mother tongue this evening.”

“Oh good,” Tricia said. “I don’t get many opportunities to practice. My parents and cousins primarily speak French.”

Peggy left my side to get a couple more wine glasses, saying, “I wasn’t hungry until I caught the smell from those bowls. Thomas, please pull that big wing chair up to the table.”

I pulled the chair close to the table, and Peggy curled up in it while my girlfriends sat on either side of me on the sofa. As we ate, we shared stories of our past and avoided the topic of why Peggy was upset.

After dinner, I was quite relaxed from two beers, two glasses of wine, my bowl of food, and the attention of three beautiful women.

Tricia said, “Why don’t you go home and nap, Thomas. We need to have some girl talk.”

“Okay,” I replied, and captured a lascivious kiss from each girlfriend before standing. Peggy offered me her cheek, and I dutifully pressed my lips to her soft skin. I pulled on my shoes and said, “Goodnight, ladies,” before I left and returned to my own bed.

In the darkness, I was roused from my slumber by the covers flipping off me and a warm, soft, female body crawling up from the foot of the bed to lie next to me. Her scent and shape told me immediately that it was Peggy. When I wrapped an arm around her, I was surprised to find she was still at least partially clothed.

“Mmmm, Peggy,” I purred as I caressed a silky leg.

“Just hold me, Thomas,” she drawled tiredly. “Just hold me.”

“Of course,” I replied and pulled the covers over us.

Later, I woke to the gentle sounds of my guitar ballad alarm from my wristcom. I shut it off and took stock of the situation. Sometime in the early morning hours, Peggy’s head had ended up on my chest, and her arm and leg were draped across me. The heat of her womanhood warmed my leg, and her hard nipples gently poked my abdomen. Her hair felt like silk on my skin, and I really didn’t want to move. Sadly, my bladder was sending urgent signals that I needed to get up.

As I gently disengaged myself from my visitor, she whimpered cutely. I managed to not wake her completely, and hurried off to relieve myself. When I turned to wash up, Ronnie walked in wearing only what God gave her, her full breasts and hips swaying hypnotically.

I enjoyed the view as she approached and wrapped her arms around me, and we shared a deep kiss. “I missed you desperately, mon maître,” she murmured against my lips.

“Where were you?” I asked as I reveled in holding her close to my own naked body.

“We stayed with Peggy for a few hours and had a few bottles of wine. When I learned she used to dance, I invited her to join us for the weekend,” Ronnie said. “We split up to pack and then camped out for another bottle of wine in your living room. Tricia and I made out during lulls in the conversation, and I noticed Peggy getting tired, so I finally told her to join you in bed. Tricia and I made love for a while and fell asleep on the sofa.”

“Having her in bed was a nice surprise, but it was dangerous,” I replied. “She’s aching for some cock, and I was asleep. We could have both been in trouble if I had thought she was one of you.”

“No chance of that, Thomas,” she murmured. “She’s much more beautiful than me.”

“You know that’s completely false,” I said firmly. “You’re both beautiful, just different…flavors of beautiful. Fortunately, her scent is different from yours and Tricia’s, so I knew immediately who it was.”

“I knew she was safe with you, mon maître,” Ronnie replied. “Please let me get ready. Lena will be here soon to join us in the pool.”

“Okay,” I answered. “Is Peggy joining us too?”

“No, she’s going to sleep in and shower,” Ronnie said. “We’ll breakfast here, and then Lena will sleep here while we go to the dance studio downtown and then have lunch at the French café. Then we’ll go to the lakeside Labor Day Music Festival until about three before we make our way back to pick Lena up. We’ll have an early dinner at the Lebanese place near your kickboxing studio, then we’ll escort Lena to work and head back to the festival.”

“Sounds like a wonderful day,” I said. “I had planned to spend some time looking through the scripts my friend Chris sent me. It may have to wait until I’m on the train.”

Someone’s arms wrapped around us both, and a pair of turgid nipples pressed into my side. “I’m going to skip the pool and stay here with Peggy,” Tricia said. “You could join us, Thomas. The rest of the day sounds wonderful, but when do we get to make love?”

“We’ll manage, bad girl,” I replied with a spank to her gorgeous, naked bum before kissing her hotly enough to curl her toes. Ronnie took the opportunity to escape and relieve herself, while I enjoyed Ronnie-flavored kisses with Tricia until she crawled into my bed.

The toilet in the powder room flushed as I pulled on my trunks.

As Peggy reentered the bedroom and sauntered toward me, I admired her long legs extending from a brief, high-waisted, high-cut pair of white cotton panties—those legs looked never-ending. I let out an appreciative whistle. Nothing about her even hinted that she was over thirty.

Peggy smiled at me blearily and gave me a quick kiss before returning to bed. Tricia wrapped her arms around her, and they immediately fell back into a slumber.
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A LITTLE DANCING, A LOT OF COMFORT


Once I had packed my swim gear, I headed down to wait for Lena at the security desk. She walked in looking tired, but she perked up quickly when she spotted me walking toward her.

We hugged, and I signed her in. Once we were in the lift, we attacked each other with ravenous kisses.

“I missed you last night, Thomas,” she purred.

I dropped my hand to the gentle curve of her hip and murmured, “I would’ve liked to have found you in my bed this morning.”

“I’m sure you were well taken care of last night,” she replied with an arched eyebrow and slight smirk.

“Funnily enough, it was one of the few nights without sex since I moved to Toronto,” I said. “I wasn’t alone in bed, but I was only playing the part of the teddy bear. No orgasms given or received.”

“Mmmm, maybe I can help with that after our swim. “I’m sure I’d sleep better with a warm injection of Thomas inside me.”

“Is that a medical term?” I teased.

“It’s the medicine I need,” she purred. “You aren’t limping much at all.”

“Yeah, but I’m still going to take my cane. I don’t want to overexert myself, especially since we’re going to be on our feet for a good part of the day.”

“Good. I’m supposed to have Wednesday night off, so I’ll meet you at the train station when you return from Windsor if all goes to plan,” she explained.

“I think you ladies have everything lined up for me,” I teased as we reached the locker room.

“Not yet, but we’re working on it,” Lena replied, locking her blue eyes on mine, her cute little overbite just barely visible under her lip.

“My future is in good hands,” I said.

We spent about forty minutes in the pool. Lena gave Ronnie and me warm-up assignments, which felt like a full workout for me. Then she had me alternate between breaststroke and freestyle for another four hundred meters, then I graduated to sprinting for one length followed by two lengths of resting using a breaststroke until I’d caught my breath, and then using a slower freestyle.

While I worked on my routine, Lena coached Ronnie on improving some basics, and we all finished with a lap of slow breaststroke to cool down. Ten minutes in the hot tub and ten of stretching followed that until we showered in the locker rooms. Even with my shaving in the shower, I still had a ten-minute wait for the ladies to emerge, in the midst of a fit of giggles. I forgave them both immediately when I saw their long legs almost completely exposed in their short shorts.

When we got back to my flat, Peggy and Tricia were in the kitchen making something that smelled delicious. I tossed everything, including Lena’s scrubs, in the laundry while the ladies finished getting breakfast on the table.

We were soon seated and having a delicious breakfast of biscuits and gravy, scrambled eggs, grilled ham, fried potatoes with onions, and fried green tomatoes—I’d not known those were a thing. After the swimming session I’d had, I devoured everything on my plate quickly.

After cleaning the kitchen, we all gathered around the bed to tuck Lena in, then grabbed our day bags and water bottles and slipped out quietly. She pouted prettily when no sex was offered, but I promised her a dose of medicine when she woke up.

I wasn’t really sure what we were going to do at the dance studio, especially since I was still using my cane, but I assumed I would be partnering with each of the three beauties on the dance floor.

I had to take my work tablet with me to test the features of my wrist comm, but Bridget’s discussion about marketing and prospecting kept percolating up into my conscious mind. I kept thinking about how I wanted to configure a server block with virtual bots to crawl both the public Internet and the unregistered sites that most still referred to as the dark web. That was how my personal tablet ended up in my satchel, too.

Ronnie dismissed me for the first part of her plan, so I sat on the floor of the studio with my tablet to review Chris’ response to my questions about deployment scripts for cloud servers and VI agents while the ladies worked on some project I had heard them whispering about as we left Nu-Gen.

I was deep into the first script when a jangly guitar played just before someone said, “You broke my heart, ’cause I couldn’t dance…”

Looking up, I saw the ladies smiling, and Peggy was literally vibrating with anticipation. Her arms rose languidly, and when the singer sang, “Do you love me?” Peggy’s feet moved, and everything from her hips to her neck swiveled and twisted. I’d never seen a dance like it, but I was definitely interested in seeing more.

Ronnie and Tricia danced in place with choreographed steps that drew the eye but didn’t distract from the sensual fire that Peggy embodied in front of them. They changed up from a twisting move to one that mainly involved the arms going up and down, then back to the twisting.

This continued until Peggy struck a pose right as she sang with the singer, “Watch me now!” At that point Ronnie and Tricia began to emulate Peggy’s style of dance, but each was doing their own thing until the music faded and stopped. They all struck seductive poses until the backing singers came back on, shout-singing “Work! Work!” The three of them danced closer to each other until Tricia and Ronnie were backed up against their Top Girl, who wrapped her arms around them as the music stopped.

They held that pose for a few seconds and then broke up in laughter.

“You’re not getting much work done, Thomas,” Peggy teased, exuding her Top Girl vibe.

“That’s hard to do when I have three sexy women putting on a show for me,” I replied.

“What did you think, mon maître?” Ronnie asked. “We were just playing with some ideas, but we’re planning to polish it into a number for the Companion Showcase.”

“What’s the Companion Showcase?” I asked.

“On the first day of autumn, the companions put on a variety show for the company to celebrate the end of summer,” Peggy explained. “The C-suite judges the acts and the winners have bragging rights until the winter holiday party. There’s usually some kind of talent show put on by the companions then, too.”

“There used to be a spring and summer show, too,” Tricia said. “The last summer one was the year I started. Chad announced my transition to HR at the last spring one; the companions have refused to do another spring show in support.”

“So, we’re going to practice for a while,” Ronnie said. “If you sit in the lounge outside, you might be less bored.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever been bored around any of you ladies,” I said. “However, I’d be happy to dance a waltz with each of you when you’re done. I’ve been psyching myself up for it.”

“Deal,” Tricia purred as all three women looked at me hungrily.

I rolled to my feet, wobbling a bit as circulation returned to my legs. Once I recovered, I collected hugs and kisses and made my way out, gear in hand. My muscles had fully loosened by the time I arrived at the worn pleather loveseat in the lounge. I decided to conduct a test by sending the little insect-like drones from my wristcom to watch the girls. Then I settled in and started digging through all the information from Chris.

The drones returned fifteen minutes later to recharge. I logged the test and watched the video. There wasn’t anything in it that would get anyone in trouble, but I tested the encryption and sent it to my personal mailbox.

About an hour later, I had a pretty good handle on what each script from Chris did, although there were a couple of routines I wanted to dig deeper into. I was about to do just that with one of them when Tricia appeared.

She sank into the seat next to me and pulled me close for a hot kiss. “Come dance with me, My Tommy,” she purred.

“I’m going to spank you as soon as we get back into the studio,” I growled.

“Good,” she replied with a cheeky grin.

We packed everything into my satchel and returned to the studio. I did pull her shorts down and spanked her bum to a chorus of laughter from Ronnie and Peggy, then I waltzed with each of them, switching partners back and forth until my leg began to ache in the middle of the fourth song.

The door to the studio opened as I was kissing each of them warmly, including Peggy. A chorus of gasps and giggles erupted from the little girls who entered the room.

“Let’s get some lunch,” I proposed.

I growled at the little girls as I walked by, eliciting delighted squeals of mock horror. The cute teenage instructor bit her lip as I passed, and I just shook my head.

It was hard to choose what to order, but lunch was delicious. The four of us shared a variety of salads, croissant sandwiches, and fresh fruit and water before leaving with iced café au lait.

The early act at the music festival was dismal, some kind of electronic noise with thrashing guitars, but we were able to get a spot in the shade, taking it over as a family of four left. We ignored the band, choosing instead to visit with each other and relish the relatively cool temperatures. The next band was a group of three young men with two synthesizers singing emotional-sounding but ultimately empty lyrics over electronic drums and strings. I wouldn’t exactly call it music. As they played, Tricia pulled Ronnie off my lap to dance. Peggy and I looked at each other and shrugged, then she took Ronnie’s seat next to me on the blanket. “Not my kind of music,” she murmured.

“Me neither,” I agreed. “Tricia should have worn a sports bra if she was going to bounce around that much.”

Peggy smirked. “Tell me you don’t like the way her goodies are bouncing.”

“I don’t want her to hurt herself,” I replied with a gentle frown. “Ronnie’s being more careful.”

“You’ll have to reward her after you give Lena her medicine,” Peggy said, looking forward and trying to look innocent.

“Heard that did you? Do you need some medicine too? Hmm, darling Peggy?”

She didn’t respond, just lightly caressed my thigh with a sad smile.

“Sorry to tease you, Peggy. I didn’t mean to ruin your day,” I told her, giving her a side hug.

She rested her cheek on my shoulder. “You couldn’t ruin this day, Thomas. I’m having a lovely time with you and the girls. It was so fun to dance again.”

“I’d never seen anything like it,” I replied.

“It was nothing special. Western swing footwork, a little belly dancing, and a bunch of moves from the clubs when I was a student,” she said.

“You were even sexier than usual,” I told her.

“Enough sex talk for me,” she said with a pat on my leg before getting up. “I see a wine kiosk. I’ll see if the girls want to go. Canadian drunks are generally more polite than Georgia drunks, but I always tell the girls to travel in groups.”

“Good call,” I replied as I watched her brush nonexistent grass off her shapely bum. She looked over her shoulder to smirk at me before swaying over to my girlfriends. They stopped dancing and nodded enthusiastically, then the three of them walked around the grounds to a kiosk that had three lines of thirsty people waiting to be served.

I sent one of the drones to follow them and monitored on my tablet long enough to confirm it stayed locked on the ladies. Once I was satisfied, I turned back to my code and read through that until someone called my name.

“Hello, Thomas!”

It was Luis, with Paolo, Jane, and a huge guy I’d never seen before.

“Are you expecting ladies to join you on your inviting blanket?” Jane teased as I levered myself to my feet and grabbed my cane.

“No, they all went to get drinks. They should be back shortly,” I replied.

We visited for about ten minutes, and Jane introduced me to her date, Kory. He was in the Monday-Wednesday group with her and had agreed to join her when she extended the invitation.

When the ladies returned, Jane introduced them to the boys and then left with her group. The ladies laid around me on the blanket to enjoy the shade. After a quick tap on my wristcom screen, the drone landed on the watch face and walked back to its charging station.

The next group up was a blues group, and Peggy dragged me to my feet to show me some basic swing dance steps. When I sat back down, several young men approached her to dance, and she entertained a couple of them. She flowed sinuously around them and had a great time. I sent a drone up to capture her on video while trying my new moves with Ronnie and Tricia.

At the end of a slower song, a particularly skilled dancer got a little insistent about having Peggy join his group and didn’t want to back off when I walked up with my cane.

“Fuck off, bud,” he growled.

With a flick of my wrist, I tapped the outside of his knee with my stick, making him stumble. As he got up, I told him, “There are at least two executioners here, and I’ve got you on video.” Peggy stood behind me and rested her chin on my shoulder.

“Based on what one of them told me, you pressuring my friend and displaying an aggressive attitude is enough for you to end in the gutter tonight with a hole in your skull. Walk away.” I stared him down until he raised his hands and backed away before turning to wade through the crowd, closer to the stage.

When I escorted Peggy back to the blanket, Ronnie and Tricia had packed everything.

“We need to go anyway to pick up Lena,” Ronnie said as I held my wristcom up for the two tiny drones to dock.

We dropped our empty drinks in a bin on the way out, catching the subway once we reached Union Station. We heard the shower running when we returned to my flat.

I kissed my girlfriends, and Peggy shooed me off with a smirk. “Go give the doctor her medicine, Thomas.”

Waving at my companions of the day as they returned to the lift, I closed the door and walked into the bathroom, stripping my clothing along the way. Lena was standing still, her face lifted into the stream with a serene expression, her arms wrapped around her torso, caressing her own arms.

I knocked on the shower door gently, and Lena startled. A smile bloomed on her face as she turned and backed up to lean against the shower wall, facing me.

“I’ve been thinking of you,” she said, biting her bottom lip seductively. She languidly grabbed the safety bar with her left hand and pressed her hips forward as though she were bridging off the back wall of the shower stall.

Lena beckoned me with her other hand, and I was caught in the spell of her startling blue eyes. “I’m ready for my injection, Mr. Robertson,” she purred.

A feral need took me and a growl rumbled in my chest like nothing I’d ever made before as I slipped through the door. I took her sexy, lean body in my arms and devoured her mouth.

“How ready are you for your medicine, Doctor?” my voice rumbled in her ear.

“Dripping, Mr. Robertson. Ever since I woke in your bed,” she whimpered as she raised her leg and lined me up.

I pressed forcefully into her slick tightness as we groaned into each other’s mouths before I backed out, repeating the back-and-forth until my member was pressing on her cervix.

“You stretch me and fill me so good, Thomas,” Lena moaned. “It’s like you were made for me.”

“Or you were made for me,” I told her. “I’m going to hold my cock right here when I come so my seed soaks your womb to breed you.”

Lena pulled herself up using the bar and my shoulders to wrap both legs around me—she immediately began quivering. I pushed her hard against the wall and grabbed the bar with one hand while I cupped her lean bum in the other.

“That’s right, Lena. Your sexy body will swell with my first child, and everyone will know you belong to me,” I growled, and her orgasm spiraled higher.

“And. Then. Two. More,” she gasped as her body shook. “Now, Thomas. Please, come in me. Breed me now!”

I pushed through the aching in my leg and repeatedly hammered my hips into her as she matched me with thrusts of her quivering pussy.

Finally, a rush rose up my spine to blow my mind, and then my member exploded inside my needy lover. I held myself deep inside her as my body delivered my seed to her womb’s front door.

“Perfect,” Lena sighed as I set her on her feet. “I wish we had more time.”

“Yeah, sorry. It took a little longer than I thought,” I sighed too. “My leg started to ache, so we didn’t walk very fast.”

“Then we should get you off your feet for a bit,” she said as we started soaping each other up. “But not too long. I have a colleague covering for me until six-thirty, so let’s get going so I can eat with you guys.”

Soon after, we were clean and dry, and I was reclining on the bed in a fresh pair of boxers and a T-shirt, watching Lena drop the clean linens from the dryer onto the bed and dress in her scrubs while I folded towels. The rest of my ladies returned in time to help with the sheets while I got dressed.

Each of the companions had opted for long pants and light jackets or sweaters. I took a cue from them as I pulled on clean clothes.

Once Lena and I were ready, we trooped back outside to catch the subway again. After we switched lines, we got off at Ossington and walked the short distance to the Lebanese place that Tricia and I ordered takeaway.

“As-salamu alaykum,” a middle-aged gentleman greeted us as we entered the restaurant.

I instinctively responded, “Wa alaykumu s-salam,” pressing my right hand to my heart and bowing slightly.

He looked surprised and replied in English. “Welcome, please be seated. Tariq will be with you momentarily.” A boy who looked barely old enough to be in high school walked out with menus and asked for our drink orders.

I looked around before turning my attention to the menu. There were a few people sitting at the plastiwood tables, including a couple of guys from the gym whose names I didn’t recall. They waved when I caught their eyes and went back to their conversation.

We started with a mezze platter with hummus, tabbouleh, baba ghanoush, pita, falafel, stuffed grape leaves, and a variety of pickled vegetables. Honestly, it was probably enough to feed us all without ordering anything else. However, we ordered a variety of skewers served with roasted green beans as the main course, and rice. We also got a chicken shawarma pita sandwich and baklava for Lena to take for her midnight meal.

We laughed and stuffed ourselves as we talked, but the time for Lena to run off to work approached more quickly than any of us wanted. We all shared hugs and kisses with her before she ran out the door to catch the subway while Tariq packaged our leftovers.

“Ma a Salama,” I called to the proprietor as we left and turned toward the subway station.

The temperature had dropped drastically while we ate, reminding me of a crisp autumn day in Germany. Just as we mounted the escalator, raindrops started hitting the sidewalk. As we arrived on the platform, I asked, “How about we stay home tonight?”

“Definitely,” Peggy said emphatically, and the girls quickly agreed.

The subway seemed to get busier at each stop, but we had no problem with our change of trains. When we got out at Queen Station, the rain was starting to run down the stairs.

“I didn’t read anything about rain in the forecast,” I groused at the thought of gimping home in the downpour.

“It wasn’t supposed to arrive until around midnight,” Ronnie said as the escalator took us into the downpour. “Conditions must have changed. I’m sorry, mon maître.”

The ladies squealed as they got soaked, but Ronnie held back.

“Go!” I urged her. “Get inside!”

“Not without you, Thomas!” Ronnie insisted.

“Veronica Thomas, get your perfect bum out of this rain or I’ll spank it when we get home!” I shouted just before lightning flashed, followed swiftly by a crack of thunder.

Peggy pulled her sweater up over her head and led the charge for the building while I held my cane crossbody and hobbled as quickly as I could. Honestly, I thought I moved pretty well considering how sore my leg was after a day of walking.

We tramped by security, and Peggy groused as we filed into the lift. “Crap! I forgot about the entrance from the PATH.”

“What path?” I asked as I pulled Ronnie close.

“P-A-T-H, not a path,” Tricia said. “It’s the network of underground walkways across Toronto. I forgot we have an entrance downstairs. I always look forward to being outside, so I don’t generally think about it unless it’s bitter cold.”

“We’ll have to explore that. Just not today,” I said. “Don’t worry about it, Peggy. I’m just worried Lena got caught in it.”

“The PATH connects her stop straight to the hospital,” Peggy replied. “I used it a couple of times when I visited you. Exploring the PATH is one of my favorite pastimes. There are three department stores underground and a bunch of restaurants.”

“You should beat me for screwing up like this,” Ronnie whined in English after a pause. “I really fucked up.”

Her stress was evident because she’d been trying to focus on only speaking Mandarin or French in public. But I ignored her comment and said, “Ladies, I’d invite you in to dry off, but…”

“Don’t worry, Thomas,” Peggy interrupted. “We need dry clothes unless you want us all dressed in your pajamas. Besides, I need to towel this cardigan dry right away; it’s soaked.”

“Come down for a movie?” Ronnie whined. “Maybe we can salvage the evening.”

“Knock it off, Ronnie. It’s just water,” I growled.

Her teary eyes opened wide in surprise as she looked up at me.

“I’ll bring popcorn,” Tricia said after a moment of silence.

“Sounds good,” I replied. “You joining us, Peggy?”

“What movie?” she asked as she pulled her sweater off to reveal a short-sleeved blue blouse accented with small gold flowers. The lace of her bra was visible as the blouse’s low neckline sagged under the weight of the water soaking it.

“I was thinking about a dance film from about a hundred years back,” Ronnie whimpered.

“Dirty Dancing?” Peggy asked excitedly.

“No one puts Ronnie in a corner,” Tricia teased, but I had no idea what they were talking about.

The lift pinged and the door opened. “See you in about an hour,” I told them as I steered Ronnie to my door with a hand at the base of her neck.

Using the wristcom, I unlocked the door and gently pushed Ronnie inside.

When the door latched, I growled. “Don’t move. Strip in place.” I kicked off my shoes and stripped my own soaking clothes as Ronnie hastened to follow my order.

“Stay,” I barked and marched carefully to the bathroom to grab a stack of towels. I began toweling off as I returned to the living room.

Ronnie was kneeling in a submissive’s pose—knees splayed, hands on her thighs, shoulders slumped, and head bowed—when I reached the front door.

“Sit up straight, Ronnie,” I growled. “A sub must sit straight, proud to display her charms for her dom. Her head must just be dipped, not hanging limply from her neck like a wet noodle.”

Ronnie corrected her posture, and my cock began to swell.

“Better,” I said, more gently. “Now stand, my angel.” She rose gracefully, and my breath caught at her beauty, somehow magnified by her sadness. I wrapped a towel around her hair and squeezed it dry before gently drying her skin. As I worked, I spoke.

“Who am I, Ronnie?”

“You are mon maître, Thomas,” she murmured.

“I can’t hear you, Ronnie.”

“You are mon maître, sir,” she replied clearly.

“Why?”

“To use me and keep me safe.”

“So who decides when you require discipline.” It wasn’t a question.

“You do, mon maître.”

“What do you do if I give you a command?”

“I obey, sir,” she sobbed, breaking down.

I wrapped my hand around her throat and pushed her back against the door.

“When I tell you to run, you run, Ronnie,” I growled in her native language, and she lifted her eyes to mine. “I don’t care if I’m lying bleeding on the ground. You run like the hounds of hell are on your heels. The only reason to pause is to take off your shoes if you can’t run in them, then resume running like the wind.”

“But Thomas, you were in danger,” she whined.

“It wasn’t mortal danger, Ronnie. There was an infinitesimal risk of a lightning strike, and some risk of me losing my footing. There’s nothing you could do about the lightning, and if I fell I’d either get back up or crawl to get inside if I have to,” I explained, a little less intensely. “It wasn’t your fault the weather front came in early. The weathercasters rarely get it right, so why would I expect you to?”

“I need to take care of you, Thomas,” she said, tears leaking from her eyes. “It’s a burning need in my soul. I have to get it right.”

“Ronnie, I forbid you to blame yourself for things you can’t control,” I growled back. “I forbid it.”

She blinked a moment later. “Oui, mon maître.”

“Good. Follow me,” I kissed her nose and tossed a towel on the floor. I led her to the bathroom and turned the water on.

“Toilet, please, sir?” she asked quietly.

“Certainly,” I agreed as I checked the water temperature.

Ronnie did her paperwork and flushed before I escorted her into the shower. “Let’s get you warm, my angel,” I said. “Under the water, Ronnie.”

She whimpered. “Hold me, Thomas. Please. I feel so lost.” The steam rose around us, fogging up the glass door. “I imagined you falling and hitting your skull and dying, and…I was so afraid.”

“Do you know what I’m afraid of, Ronnie?” I asked, pulling her closer. “Losing you, or you being hurt. You catching pneumonia from getting drenched in a cold downpour.”

“I just wanted to help you, mon maître,” she murmured into my chest. “I apologize. You should punish me.”

“Discipline,” I corrected her, not unkindly. “It’s not about punishment, my angel. It’s about leading you to discipline yourself to stay inside the boundaries that will keep you safe.”

She wrapped her arms around my waist and moved closer, and my hands glided down the chilled flesh of her back to rest at the top of her beautiful bum. “We started our relationship because we were drawn together,” I said, kissing her temple. “You were looking for love and safety. I was looking for someone to love who wouldn’t turn on me and leave.”

“You should have stayed with Tricia. She would have given you that if I hadn’t ruined it for you,” she sobbed.

“She left me, Ronnie. That hurt. I’m so happy she’s back, and she’s been everything I crave since she did, but not so thoroughly as you have, not so completely as you.

“Before we even shared any intimacy, you gave me everything, my angel,” I said. “You’ve held nothing back and gone above and beyond my greatest expectations. Of all the women I love, you’re the one I hold closest in my heart.”

Ronnie raised her head. “Y-you said it,” she stammered, awestruck.

“Not how you need to hear it, but it’s the best I can do right now,” I replied, embarrassed.

“You should discipline me, Thomas,” she said, bringing that subject up again. “I think I need the pain to emphasize the error of my ways.”

“How does that mesh with me keeping you safe from harm, Ronnie? I’ve had a sub before. She was a true pain slut. You’re nothing like that.” I shook my head. “I’ve always thought distance was the best method to discipline you.”

“Thomas, distance from you is excruciating. If you distanced emotionally from me, it would break my mind,” she whispered fearfully.

“Spanking?”

She nodded wordlessly. “Or you could take my final virginity without lube,” she proposed.

“Uh, no. That could damage you,” I said emphatically. “So, grab the bar and bend over.”
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Ronnie kissed my chest, and I briskly rubbed her cool, wet skin to warm her. “When you’re ready, my angel,” I murmured. “Let’s get this done so I can then assure you how much I treasure you.”

“Please, mon maître. Hold me tightly through it,” she pleaded.

“I will,” I promised solemnly.

Thankfully, my shower was bigger than the one in my last flat, otherwise I wouldn’t have been able to maneuver to stand beside her with my left arm draped over her narrow waist to pull her hip tightly against mine.

“Veronica Thomas, my Ronnie, I’m spanking you so you remember to obey. Do you understand, my angel?” I intoned.

“Yes, my beloved master. Please be firm as you hold me in your heart,” Ronnie cried.

“Obey me, my angel,” I whispered before I squeezed her hip and delivered four hard, sharp blows to her derriere. She gasped from the first one and was screaming from the last two.

Slowly, softly, I caressed her abused flesh as she sobbed. Her sobs tapered to quiet gasps, and I turned, bent over her, and wrapped my arms around her.

“Will you do something for me, Ronnie?”

“Anything, Thomas.”

“Please. Please. Never ask that of me again,” I murmured.

“I’ll try, my love,” she replied after a moment’s hesitation. “You deserve a mate who’s perfect. I’m not. But I promise to give you everything I am.”

“You’re more than I deserve, Ronnie,” I told her as I helped her straighten. She turned and wrapped her arms around me.

We danced slowly in a circle, taking turns warming up from the steaming water. Once Ronnie’s skin felt warm to the touch, I turned off the water and dried her with the last of my towels.

“Let me rub lotion on your bum, Ronnie,” I said. “It’s supposed to soothe the burn.”

“Thomas, I don’t feel I need it,” she replied. “What I really want to soothe me is you making love to me.”

“I hope I didn’t break you, angel,” I said. “Your word choice has changed.”

“I don’t want to be controversial. I just want you to love me,” she murmured as I squatted to lift her up in a bridal carry. “Please put me down, mon maître. You said your leg is aching. I don’t want to cause you any more pain.”

I really wanted to argue, but I had asked her to never ask me to spank her again. I guessed she was referring to that.

“Good point,” I conceded. She dropped her chin as though defeated, and I took her hand and led her to the bed. I kissed her lips gently, almost tentatively, until she raised her arms around my neck and whimpered as she began to kiss me hungrily.

“You are my treasure, Ronnie. You are my Top Girl,” I murmured into her hair, caressing her.

“I disagree, Thomas.” Before I could protest, she said, “I’m not your number one girl—Stacie is.” She squeezed me tightly at the sight of my expression. “It’s okay,” she added. “As long as I’m yours, I don’t need to be your Top Girl.”

“Before my first hospitalization, I might have agreed with you,” I said. “And honestly, if I could marry her, I would have long ago. But I can’t, not without putting her in danger of public embarrassment and prison. How do you do that to someone you love?”

I held Ronnie’s hands in mine. “The timid girl you were when I met you has blossomed into a strong and capable woman in the short time we’ve been together. Coupled with your natural grace and loving nature, you’re the full package. If I could only pick one, I would pick you. That doesn’t mean I don’t love Stacie, too. I love many people to varying degrees of friendship and desire; I would hate to lose Tricia, Lena, or Peggy from my life. I just feel that you’re the one who makes me the best man I can be, and the thought of losing you terrifies me.”

Her eyes met mine, and she smiled brightly. “For a man who doesn’t make declarations of love, that was very romantic.”

I shrugged. “Like I said, you bring out the best in me.”

We kissed again, and I guided her to lie down. As I crawled onto the mattress and between her readily spread thighs, Ronnie said, “I have to confess something.”

“What’s that?”

“You’re going to find me very moist.”

I froze. “Oh?”

“I hated the pain and screamed from it, but I’m embarrassed to admit, something about you discipling me made me really wet,” she said with a tentative smile. “I started dripping immediately. Is there a way to explore spanking without so much pain?”

My chuckle sounded evil to my ears. “You want the Goldilocks spanking, my angel?”

Her smile brightened. “Yes. Not too hard. Not too soft. Just right.”

“Another day,” I promised as I slotted myself into her channel and pressed into her very moist cunt.

Ronnie moaned as I sawed my rigid member into her. She orgasmed immediately, even before I was hilted inside her. We made love passionately—not too hard, not too soft, but just right. Ronnie finished twice more before I filled her with my seed.

After we caught our breath, we hurried back to the shower, giggling like little kids, to clean ourselves before the girls returned. We finished quickly and stripped the bed and tossed the sheets and the wet towels into the washer. I was just picking up two towels we hadn’t used off the bench by the door when Peggy walked in with a cashmere throw over her arm.

“Is it your birthday, Thomas? Or do you need more time?” she teased.

Tricia almost forgot to close the door behind her. “Oh, you’re ready for me?”

“Maybe he’s ready for Peggy,” Ronnie said as she came out of my room, tying her kimono-length silk robe.

“I don’t need that trouble,” Peggy said as she looked me up and down. “Tempting though it is.”

“You’re just as tempting to me, Peggy,” I assured her as I marched back to the bathroom to leave the towels on the empty rack. I pulled on my silk pajama set that the girls had gotten me for my hospital stay as Ronnie took out two gift bags from my closet. Out of an abundance of caution, I kicked off one of the antisurveillance features of my new communicator, sending the drones in the air to do a full sweep while we watched the movie.

When I returned to the great room, Ronnie had docked her tablet and was pulling up the film, and Tricia was making the popcorn. Both were wearing identical kimonos, which incidentally matched my pajamas. Peggy was taking off her yoga pants. When she stood, she turned away from me to display the white panties that draped her lovely bum and then pulled on her own matching kimono.

As she turned back toward me, she tied her kimono and said, “I didn’t realize we were going for a matching theme.”

“Ronnie’s the planner. I just do what I’m told. You want a beer?”

“You sound like a husband,” Peggy said. “And yes, I would like a beer.” I grabbed one for myself as well, and Ronnie and Tricia went with club soda and lime wedges.

Ronnie started the movie and then sat on a cushion between my feet. Tricia sat next to her, and Peggy curled up next to me and nestled under the throw.

The film started with opening credits alongside music and dancing in the background. Then, some guy without testicles—maybe a castrato, one of those castrated Italian opera singers—began singing. As he sang about big girls, a vintage petrol-drive car drove on a highway crossing into New York State. Then a cute girl with a haircut that looked like rats had chewed on it appeared, reading a book in a car, and a female narrator, presumably the girl, told us the events on the screen happened in 1963. She didn’t really look like a big girl to me.

Peggy was immediately absorbed in the film with a gentle smile on her face, absentmindedly sipping from her beer glass and nibbling on popcorn from the bowl in my lap. Ronnie looked up at me with a grin and then turned back to watch the film while Tricia squirmed, trying to get comfortable. I couldn’t help laughing out loud when I saw a merengue class in a gazebo. The costumes were funny as hell.

The movie wasn’t a great work of art, but it drew the audience in. Soon, I was just as focused on the screen as the ladies were. The dancing was fun to watch and most of the music was nice. Finally, Johnny saved Baby from the corner, they danced and ensorcelled the audience to join in, Baby got the lift, and Dr. Jake forgave Johnny. The closing scene faded into the credits, and we left the year 1963 and jumped back to 2081.

“Bathroom!” Tricia exclaimed and launched herself toward the bathroom in my room. Peggy kissed my cheek and languidly unwound from her coiled position next to me and swayed toward the powder room.

Ronnie crawled onto my lap, and we kissed, lazily entwining our tongues.

“How’s your bum, my angel?”

“Not bad. It still tingles a little. You must have smacked me pretty good,” she said, biting her lip.

“That’s what you asked for,” I told her.

“Well, as you noticed, I liked the spanking in a way, even though I didn’t like the pain.”

“You like me controlling you,” I observed.

“Yes,” she breathed, claiming my mouth again.

She pulled away and walked to the master, looking over her shoulder to blow me a kiss.

Peggy emerged from the powder room pulling her robe around her, nearly bumping into me as I waited my turn.

I pulled her into a hug and murmured, “You enjoy the movie?”

“It’s one of my favorites,” she purred into my neck as she laid her head on my shoulder. “It’s romantic and just thrilling enough.”

“I’d never put you in a corner, Peggy,” I replied, finally picking up on the comment Tricia made earlier.

“I’d never let you, Thomas,” she said, looking into my eyes. “Unless you were at my side.”

I cupped her face and leaned in to kiss her. Peggy’s lips met mine, and she groaned as my tongue slid between her open lips to claim her. My hand dropped to cup her gorgeous, curvy bum as she pressed her breasts into my chest and her mound into my rapidly rising hardness.

“It’s about time,” Tricia commented, startling us. “Don’t stop on my account. Ronnie and I can curl up together on the sofa and watch,” she added, smirking at the pink flush that bloomed on Peggy’s cheeks and neck.

As Peggy began to close and tie her robe, I spun her and pulled her back into my body. Before she could protest, I kissed her cheek and gave her some room by sliding past her into the powder room.

Feeling much relieved, I rejoined my ladies. Ronnie was pulling up another film. My stomach growled as I sat, and Tricia pressed a kiss to my check and handed me a small plate with hummus, carrot and celery sticks, and small pieces of shawarma.

Peggy placed a large glass of soda water next to me and returned with another small bowl of popcorn and a glass of soda just as the Matterhorn appeared and a familiar synthesizer song began. Red letters streamed across the screen before a voice began singing, but I was too interested in my snack plate to catch the words.

A young woman on a bike appeared in the morning gloom. She stopped to pet a cat, and then the film followed her riding her bike across a city in the gloom, then into sunshine, then back to morning twilight as the music picked up the pace—some song about dancing and passion.

After a bit more of that, and a carrot dripping hummus, the scene changed to a construction site. Welders worked in the gloom, the camera eventually focusing on a welder wearing a helmet with “Alex” scrawled on it. The welder lifted the hood to reveal a pretty young woman, presumably the bike rider, as she shook out her luscious curly hair and blew out a breath.

The woman looked much like Ronnie—large, mesmerizing eyes, dusky skin, and dark silky hair. Ronnie’s hair was mostly straight whereas the actress’ was curly, and Ronnie’s face was leaner and her eyes were more golden. Honestly, if not for how similar the actress looked to my girlfriend, and the dancing, I didn’t see much about the movie to recommend it.

When my snacks and the popcorn were gone, I turned a little to my left, and Peggy crawled into my lap. We kissed briefly and then settled to watch the movie cheek to cheek. Her fingers stroked my chest and shoulders while mine caressed her waist through her robe and her thigh through the soft cashmere on her lap. My member was hard the whole time as the film ground toward its inevitable ending.

I kissed Peggy’s cheek as the credits appeared. “That’s enough for me, time for bed.”

“Good idea,” Peggy said as she stretched her arms above her head.

“Are you joining us?” Tricia asked. Ronnie didn’t say anything, just bit her lip and looked hopefully up at Peggy.

“No,” the beautiful blonde replied as she stood and picked up her yoga pants. “I can’t. I’m not about to give them an excuse to push me out until I’ve squeezed every bit I can out of Nu-Gen.”

“Nor should you,” I replied as she took off her robe and put on her pants. I lifted Ronnie to her feet and kissed her soundly, and then pulled Tricia into a group hug to kiss her, too.

Peggy stepped into her slippers and folded her throw. “Thanks for the robe, Ronnie. Should I leave it here? Or can I take it with me?”

“Of course, Peggy. You’re family,” my sweet girlfriend replied, not really answering the question.

I picked up the garment and folded it carefully before handing it to Peggy. “So you can be with us even when you can’t,” I said.

She smiled slightly. “Okay. Maybe I’ll wear it while I work on my dissertation tomorrow.”

Tricia hugged Peggy and gave her a gentle kiss. “You need someone to walk you home?”

“No. I pity any fool who tries anything with me,” she grinned.

Ronnie and Peggy hugged and kissed each other’s cheek, but then Ronnie took the blanket and robe from Peggy and stepped back, allowing me to slide in and pull Peggy close. I claimed her lips and walked her back until she was pressed against the door.

As her hands rose to my shoulders, I pushed her arms over her head and pinned them to the door. Our tongues thrust forward to do battle until Peggy whimpered in defeat. Ending the kiss with soft brushes of my lips, I looked into her deep blue eyes, holding her wrists firmly.

“As far as I’m concerned, you’re mine, Peggy.” Her eyes opened wide and she began to pant, her breasts heaving against my chest. “If being mine is something you want, all you have to do is tell me you’re ready.”

Peggy stared into my eyes as Tricia caressed us both and Ronnie pressed into my side. “Just like Ronnie and Tricia? I don’t know if I can do that,” she said doubtfully.

“I’m not asking you to be with them like they are with each other,” I said. “I’m offering you a chance to be part of a family that cares for you deeply. That adores you. Always and forever.”

“What about Lena?”

“She’s dear to me, to us,” I acknowledged. “But she’s not mine.”

“Yet,” Ronnie added. “I think she should be, but not yet. If you’re family, you get a voice, Peggy.”

“Agreed,” Tricia said. “You’re like a big sister to me, always there to support me. I’m not sure I could handle being your lover, too.”

Peggy tried to pull her hands down, so after a moment’s hesitation, I released them. She held her hands to my face and kissed me tenderly.

“I suppose you’ll want to mark me,” she said with a slight smirk.

“I’m definitely open to it. You just let me know where.”

“Not tonight,” she replied, with a brief peck to my lips.

I nodded and stepped back, and Ronnie handed her items back to her.

“Have a safe trip, Thomas. I’ll see you when you get back,” she said.

I opened the door for her. “Good luck with your dissertation.”

With a wave, she walked off to the lift. When she disappeared, I closed the door.

“We’re going to need a bigger bed,” Tricia said.

“We already do,” Ronnie replied. “One of us had to lie on top of Thomas when Lena was with us.”

“That was some of the best sleep I’ve had recently,” I joked.

We spent a few minutes rotating through the toilet and brushing our teeth before we fell into a pile on the mattress.

We took our time with each other, moving and touching languidly until Tricia straddled my hips and guided my hard member into her tight, moist heat. Ronnie moved behind her, and her deft fingers played with Tricia’s clit and teased her nipples, her lips nibbling gently on Trisha’s neck while I thrusted up into my bad girl.

Tricia came quickly, and Ronnie twisted her nipples harder while keeping up the stimulation on her clit.

Tricia came twice more in short order, and then once more as I thrusted up into her a final time, blasting my seed deep. She collapsed onto my chest. I wrapped my arms around her, and Ronnie slid off to cuddle up against us.

“I love you, Thomas,” Tricia murmured into my neck.

“Back at you, Tricia,” I replied.

“Almost,” Ronnie teased.

“I’ll take it,” Tricia laughed, and suckled my neck until I smacked her bum with my hand. “I hope you love Ronnie, too.”

“I do,” I replied drowsily.

“Stacie, Peggy, and Lena, too,” Ronnie whispered.

“Um-hm,” I affirmed before consciousness left me.

* * *


I woke to the smell of bacon.

Ronnie’s head lifted from my shoulder. “Oh, I should give her a hand.” She kissed me and crawled over me. “Don’t be too long, mon coeur,” she said as she got off the bed and walked to the kitchen naked.

I took my time dressing in sweatpants and a T-shirt after doing my business in the bathroom. I noticed both drones were docked on my wristcom, which was sitting on the charger. After I strapped it on, I confirmed that the scan of the flat came up clean, then checked my messages, seeing a long one from Stacie.

Hmm, I thought. I’ll take a look later. I placed the tablet down on the kitchen table and turned my attention to my two lovers.

Both were standing at the stove wearing nothing but aprons. Ronnie had a hand resting on Tricia’s lower back as they talked quietly.

“Good morning, lovers,” I murmured, placing a hand on each naked bum and kissing Tricia’s cheek. Ronnie kissed me warmly and took the spatula from Tricia, who turned to wrap her arms around my neck and press her lips to mine.

“Thank you for loving me,” Tricia said.

I laughed out loud. “How could I help it, Tricia?”

She smiled brightly, kissed me again, and took over the cooking duties.

“Sit please, mon maître,” Ronnie said. “Tricia’s doing a good job. You’ll enjoy this breakfast as much as any of mine.”

“Yes, ma’am.” I sat at the table and read through Stacie’s message. “Stacie sent a rather long note. She says to tell you both—and Peggy and Lena—hello.”

After reading a little more, I exclaimed, “Oh! She’s interviewing for a job in Canada! It’s a manager role at a call center in Windsor. She asked if I could stop by during my trip and get an impression of the place.”

“You should, Thomas,” Tricia called over her shoulder. “I think you’re pretty observant. You could learn a lot in a short visit.”

“Well, I arrive at four in the morning, so I’d have time if it’s not too far out of the way,” I mused. “I don’t need to be at Can-Man until nine-thirty.”

“Can-Man?” Ronnie asked as she pulled an English muffin from the toaster. “Oh, right. Canadian Manufacturing.”

“It really doesn’t sound like a company name, does it?” Tricia chuckled, scrambling eggs in a bowl and pouring them into the skillet.

“They’re into a variety of products. Graphene is a profitable line for them, but they also make a variety of aluminum, steel, iron, and plastic parts and products. They actually hold the patent for aluplast. Oh!” I laughed.

“What?” the ladies exclaimed.

“The call center Stacie’s applying to does work for Can-Man. They’re only about three kilometers from each other,” I explained. “I can definitely stop by.”

“Breakfast is ready,” Tricia announced as she placed a plate in front of me. “Scrambled eggs and American bacon, with English muffins.”

I set my tablet aside as my lovers joined me for breakfast.

“Have you had an exterminator come by recently?” Tricia asked while she buttered her muffin and smeared strawberry confiture on top.

I swallowed a mouthful of eggs. “No, but I did a complete scan last night while we watched the movie. We can talk about anything.”

“I’m interviewing for a job outside Nu-Gen.”

Ronnie froze with a slice of bacon halfway to her mouth, and I set down my fork.

“I’m not leaving you two, it’s just too good of an opportunity not to try,” Tricia explained. “It’s at the Orientale. They’re looking for a local HR director.”

I breathed a sigh of relief. “My immediate thought was, ‘She’s leaving me again.’ Damn, Tricia. That might just be perfect for you.”

“We wouldn’t be able to meet for lunch,” Ronnie said tentatively.

“Sometimes,” Tricia said as she took Ronnie’s hand in hers. “It’s right across the street, mon amour.”

“What’s the job entail?” I asked as I resumed eating with relief, with Ronnie following my example.

“All talent operations for the local branch,” Tricia said. “I’d report to the regional VP for talent operations. I’d manage all the recruiting and employee relations work at the hotel, and supervise two people.”

“Are they open to hiring a woman for the position?” Ronnie asked. “That’s an executive position, right?”

“That’s the great part,” Tricia said. “They’re looking for a woman due to a recent scandal. The last director was caught conducting interviews with his cock. They have him on camera with eight different women. He hired all of them with the stipulation that they would be his personal cum sumps, which is exactly what he told them.

“My friend in the events office said the hotel manager wants a woman as a result. I’m a great candidate for the job, and I exceed their minimum experience requirements by just a bit. I expect every female HR generalist or manager in Canada will be vying for the position. I’ve done recruiting, and I’m a generalist now. So I figure I’m competitive for it.”

“When’s the interview?” I asked.

“Tuesday, while you’re in Windsor,” she replied. “They’re in a rush to replace the guy because a bunch of women quit when the scandal leaked. I can get out of here with thirty days’ notice, but I can ask Nu-Gen to waive it to two weeks. My boss will likely approve it just so he can get Dursten out of his business. If not, they’ll most likely put me on garden leave for the entire notice period. In that case, I’ll propose to the Orientale that I consult during that time until I can officially start as an employee.”

“I hope it works out for you,” I said sincerely as I finished my plate.

“I’ll miss you,” Ronnie pouted.

“You’ll see me as much as you do now, Ronnie,” Tricia reassured her.

“Uh-uh. I won’t be able to drop into your office to bounce ideas off you,” Ronnie said sadly.

Tricia took Ronnie’s hand in hers and squeezed it. “You won’t need to, Ronnie. Every idea you’ve had was brilliant.”

“Well the event is next Thursday, so after that, I’ll probably be back on refreshments duty anyway,” Ronnie said.

“I doubt that,” I replied. “They’ll probably put you on whatever the next event is.”

That seemed to cheer her up a bit.

“So what’s the plan for the day?” I asked.

Both women looked at me hungrily.

“Oh.”
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TO WINDSOR AND BACK


Ispent most of Sunday making love with my two ladies until we headed to the hospital in time to escort Lena for her breakfast. We found a diner in the underground that served breakfast all day, and Lena was happy for the company.

When we finished eating, each of us kissed Lena goodbye and wished her a good day. She seemed to be getting more comfortable being physically intimate with Ronnie and Tricia. Then we went back to my flat so I could pack. Once I was done, the girls dragged me back to bed.

We woke up Labor Day and fucked until exhaustion set in again. Around noon, we went to a holiday brunch at the Orientale and hung out in the flat until I needed to shower and get ready for my trip. Labor Day weekend was over for me.

At nine in the evening, the three of us rode the subway to Union Station, where I waited for my train to show on the schedule display. I kissed my lovers goodbye and found my platform and berth.

My compartment was a surprise. I knew Bridget had booked me first class, but I didn’t realize she had booked me in a Pullman car. It had a worn vintage look that reminded me of Europe. I’d had the opportunity to ride in a six-person sleeping berth there, but sleeping with six sweaty travelers was completely different from the comfortable elegance of the first-class Pullman compartment.

Since the train wasn’t one of the superfast or even fast trains, having the room to lie about or sleep was an unexpected boon. I was scheduled to leave at ten and arrive in Windsor at four in the morning. Upon my arrival, I’d need to find breakfast and a ride to the Luxe Calling Operations building.

I settled into my compartment and pulled up my email on my tablet. Stacie had sent the address and contact information for Tessa Gentry at Luxe. I noted the information on my travel itinerary document and thought about calling Stacie, but since it was only three in the morning in Wroclaw, I sent her an email instead.

I had been lost in the affections of my girlfriends all weekend, so I wasn’t able to call Uncle André. I sent him an apology note, adding that I hoped we could have that call soon. I then decided to check up on the news. I should have skipped it.

Saudi Arabia and Yemen were again fighting over Yemeni mineral mines, and the US was backing the Saudis since their relations with Yemen had been sour ever since the US attack that preceded Father’s murder and that of my Yemeni friends.

Muslim protesters in Paris were causing a small uproar, but had so far limited themselves to disrupting traffic and trains.

Marauders from the US were raiding Canada farther west, particularly Winnipeg, Medicine Hat, Regina, and Calgary. American raiders were attacking across the borders in convoys of cargo trucks and pickups loaded with gun-toting thieves. Authorities had warned civilians not to engage American raiders, and the CAF—Canadian Armed Forces—had caught all of them. The ones at Winnipeg were caught by a battalion of rangers screening along the border, and reserve mechanized infantry companies stopped the ones attacking Calgary and Medicine Hat.

The Regina attack was the most dramatic. In addition to the pickups and trucks, that group had three military vehicles with turret-mounted machine guns stolen from a US Army reserve unit in Bismarck, North Dakota. The newscasters called them Joint Light Tactical Vehicles, or JLTVs. The CAF border scouts had identified them north of the border and called in attack helicopters. They had left enough debris to identify the unit the JLTVs came from, but unlike with the other groups, there were no survivors.

British Columbia had experienced some thefts, but no major raider attacks were reported. Near Detroit, the Gordie Howe, Blue Water, and Ambassador Bridges were blocked, with tanks on our side of the border, as was the Detroit Windsor Tunnel, and all vehicles requesting entry were subjected to an extensive search for weapons. Vehicles heading back toward the US were checked to ensure travelers had receipts for any goods they were bringing to the US. I assumed that the eastern border was also being secured in a similar manner, but the CBC newscast didn’t mention it.

In short, US-Canada relations were at an all-time low. I would have bet Mother was shitting bricks.

Fed up, I turned off the news and called my girlfriends. Ronnie picked up from her living room; it looked like she was hosting some friends. Tricia, Peggy, Jenny, Michael, Bridget, Rusty, and Susan all waved as I wished everyone goodnight before Ronnie walked to her bedroom.

“I miss you already, mon maître,” she said as she sat on her mattress.

“I miss you, too, ma séraphine,” I replied. “We’ve spent so much time together this weekend that it just seems wrong that we’re apart.”

“Exactement,” she replied. “I left you something to remember me by while you’re gone.”

I smiled. “I’ll take a look. Goodnight, angel. Love to the girls.”

She grinned. “I’ll let all three of them know.”

I signed off after blowing a kiss. I then slid my hand into the outside pocket of my clothes bag to find a folded silky garment and note written on premium paper.

Thomas,

Just the thought of being separated from you is painful. In the hopes you don’t suffer the same, please sleep inside of this sleep sack. It’s a breathable microfiber that should help you stay comfortable. We even scented it for you!

All that I am is yours,

Ronnie

I unfolded the couch and then opened the sleep sack. Inside were two pairs of black lace panties. I raised them to my face and inhaled deeply—one was Ronnie’s and the other was Tricia’s. They smelled like my girlfriends had worked themselves into a high state of arousal before folding them into the sack.

I removed my clothes, hung my dressing gown on one of the hooks, and crawled into the sack, falling asleep with the gifts from my lovers close to my chin, enveloped by their scents.

My tablet alarm woke me at 3:15 a.m. I sat up slowly, stretched, and stepped into the tiny water closet. After relieving myself, I shaved in the tiny sink next to the toilet before stepping out to get dressed. At twenty to four, a garbled announcement in English and French came through the speaker in the corridor as I packed my dressing gown and mementos away.

When I disembarked, leaving the platform and entering the main hall, I found a small diner that was just opening for the day. I sat and ordered a full English breakfast with a pot of tea. It arrived quickly, and I enjoyed a leisurely breakfast before boarding a taxi at about 5:15 for the Luxe office in Essex.

I arrived at their office about ten minutes before it opened but only waited a couple of minutes before five women walked up from the bus stop nearby. Four were fairly attractive with skin in varying shades of brown—Black or Latina, maybe? The fifth one had long, dark braided hair, high cheekbones, and dark eyes. She looked like she could’ve been from one of the First Nation tribes from the area. None had figures that were remarkably good or bad, although I was drawn more to that last woman than to the others.

One of them, a tall Black woman with a halo of dark curls and glasses, stepped close and asked in English, “May I help you?”

“Possibly, ma’am,” I replied in kind. “I’m Thomas Robertson, and I’m here to meet with Tessa Gentry.”

“Ah, you’re a little early. I’m Tessa,” she said, and handed her keys to the Native-looking woman before extending her hand. I shook it as she continued. “I’m normally the night shift supervisor, but I’m also the senior supervisor, so I have to cover until we get a new manager. Anastacia is your sister, right?”

“Yes,” I said. “She’s two years older.”

“Come on in, Thomas,” Tessa said, waving me through the door. “No reason for you to stand outside for another five minutes.”

She led me into an office and set her bag behind her desk. “What happened to your sister’s eye?” she asked.

“That’s her story to tell, Ms. Gentry. I’m just glad she’s getting less self-conscious about it,” I replied.

“Tessa, please,” she said with a dismissive wave of her hand. “Let me give you the nickel tour, as my gramps used to say.”

I surreptitiously kicked one of the drones off to film the tour, setting them to rotate filming duties until I recalled them both. Tessa walked me around the floor and breakroom areas as she explained the business of Luxe. Essentially, they were a contract call center that handled business ranging from customer service, inbound sales, government services, and even interactive phone and video porn. Operators were trained on at least three accounts to start with. Supervisors and the manager needed to be able to handle them all. VI agents supplied prompts for the operators depending on what type of call was routed for which cover. Each operator had virtual avatars that could be used to video chat for the sex calls.

“I’ve always wondered why VI hasn’t replaced porn in general,” I observed.

“The avatars are good, but they can’t blush and they can’t be programmed to show a handprint on flesh, react to interaction, or drip blood during a porn film,” she explained. “Our pornographic callers generally aren’t that discerning. Surprisingly, that’s only about twenty percent of our call volume. Regardless, everyone has to be prepared in case we get a surge for it when there’s a lull for the others. If you listen, all of our ladies have very inviting voices, which is a benefit in all our businesses.”

We talked through the technology stack that supported the operation, and I learned that their telephone system used top-tier VoIP technology, with fiber to each station. Each operator had very comfortable headsets with noise-canceling directional microphones.

Tessa also explained the benefits package. There were no dorms for staff, but the firm would either subsidize an apartment nearby or pay a stipend if the employees were happy with their own arrangements. There was a supplementary health benefit over the state benefit for Canadian residents, and the 15 percent of employees who traveled over the bridges from Detroit had a basic US-based plan. Commuters from Michigan usually moved to Windsor within a couple of years of starting.

The biggest selling point to attract talent was that despite the lack of opportunities for upward mobility, the average tenure for operators was eight years.

“You gotta understand, Thomas. Most call centers do well to keep staff for twelve-to-eighteen months,” Tessa explained. “We pay stepped loyalty bonuses, and bonuses from our commercial clients are shared with the staff. The variety of businesses and government agencies we serve also helps our girls avoid too much boredom. That all contributes to the longevity for call agents.”

“I would think that employee longevity is about the best endorsement you could ask for,” I replied. “My sister’s mentioned that retention is the biggest challenge in this field.”

“For sure,” she agreed.

After three-quarters of an hour into the tour, I docked the drone and thanked Tessa for her time. She led me out of the building, and I called up a ride for the short trip to Can-Man.

Just before I got into the electric vehicle, Tessa called out, “Tell Anastacia that we can’t wait for her to join us.”

“Will do,” I replied, and closed the door.

The drive to the Can-Man site was only a couple of minutes, but I gave the driver a big tip to make it up. Employees were showing up at the front door of the facility, and I found myself with two and half hours to kill.

There was a Tim Hortons on the corner across the street, so I headed over and camped at a window booth with an apple fritter, a couple of crullers, and an extra large styroplast cup of coffee.

I enjoyed my treats while I packaged the video and sent it to Stacie. Then I reviewed those subroutines in Chris’ code that didn’t make sense to me. I finally came to the conclusion that at least one of them contained a backdoor, and I was pretty sure the second subroutine did too by the time my wristcom told me it was time to get ready to visit the Can-Man office.

After a short wait at security, a short, trim, Black gentleman met me in the reception area. He wore a blue lab coat over a white shirt, knitted waistcoat, and brown tie. He wore glasses with thick lenses that mildly distorted his eyes, which was a little disconcerting whenever he looked at me.

“I’m Carl Stevens, the chief engineer,” he said, extending his hand. “Shall we start the tour?”

Carl led me back to a conference room rather than taking me to the manufacturing floor. He offered me coffee and then subjected me to a primer on graphene. After about ten minutes, I stopped him and explained that I had a master’s in physics and a deep understanding of materials science in general and graphene in particular. I also reiterated the purpose of my visit—understanding how they’d overcome the normal obstacles to manufacturing quality 3D graphene at scale.

Carl asked for my indulgence and started demonstrating Can-Man’s operation via a VI graphics presentation that showed how they created rolls of 2D and 3D graphene, 3D graphene parts, and graphene laminates that were being used more and more to replace steel. I managed to get all of the presentation on video with my drones, freeing me up to ask questions.

At noon, Carl replaced his lab coat with a tweed jacket and took me to Tim Hortons for a quick lunch. Upon our return, we both donned blue lab coats, goggles, and hard hats before Carl gave me a two-hour tour of the manufacturing floor. I tasked my drones to sit on top of my goggles in rotation and film the entire tour from my perspective.

They had a variety of graphene materials in production. Long nanotubes for circuits. Prefab body parts for tuk-tuks, e-bikes, and e-cars and trucks. Sensor pads for medical test equipment. They were custom-printing graphene threads into complex valves that looked like plastic but were stronger than steel counterparts. I knew a lot of these things were possible, but it was inspiring to see the theory becoming reality after the one-hundred-twenty-year struggle to realize the potential of the material in industry.

I asked Carl about issues of chemical distribution and material conformity that the LA plant’s new valve was supposed to solve for, and he laughed.

“We actually built those valves for them. It’s a novel approach, but we experimented with a couple of early prototypes and discovered that they didn’t really help anything. The flow problems they’re experiencing were more of an issue with suboptimal logic in the control modules. They have a very bright young engineer, Tyler, down there, who came up with the valve, and he even admitted it wasn’t necessary with the changes to the control logic. I’m trying to hire him,” he explained, chuckling the whole time.

“Well, that little bit of information helps,” I agreed with a smile. “It’ll save me a trip to LA.”

“Glad to help,” Carl said. “Look, I need to wrap up pretty quickly. Tyler flew in this afternoon, so I need to do his interview. Do you have any other questions?”

“No, I think I’m good,” I said as he led me out of the plant floor.

“Where are you staying?” he asked.

“I have a hotel near here, but I’m thinking of trying to catch an earlier train home tonight.”

“Okay,” he said with a shrug. “My wife and I are planning to take Tyler out for dinner and a comedy show this evening. Lotte Calderon is in town. You’re welcome to join us.”

“I appreciate it, Carl,” I said. “I’d rather be able to sleep in my own bed tonight if I can. I’ve never heard of Lotte Calderon.”

“She’s a rising star in comedy. She’s a little raunchy, but not too bad,” he explained as he watched me dock my drone in my wristcom. “If you can’t get a seat on the train, let me know.”

“Will do,” I replied. I raised the device and said, “I’m beta testing these. I’m finding all kinds of uses for them.”

“I bet,” he said. “Let me know if your plans change.”

We shook hands in the reception area, and Carl returned to the office. I was able to get a seat on the high-speed nonstop bullet train to Toronto, so I called a taxi and canceled my hotel. Then I notified Ronnie that I’d be home that night.

* * *


“In summary, sir, I recommend canceling this line of inquiry,” I told Forsythe as I wrapped up my presentation.

“Any questions, Sean?” he asked McGrath.

“No, sir. Not wasting money on a trip to California will be good,” my boss replied with a frown on his face. “Too bad you didn’t do enough diligence to avoid this trip, Robertson.”

“This trip was the due diligence, Sean,” Forsythe replied on my behalf. “It was worth the small investment, and Robertson saved us the cost of a hotel stay in addition to the expensive trip to LA. Our business acquisition team has to go onsite all the time. Don’t sweat the small stuff. Good job, Robertson. Let the Americans know that we’re backing out.”

“Yes, sir,” I replied, happy that I wouldn’t have to travel to the States.

“Go find something that won’t be a waste of time, Robertson,” McGrath growled.

“Yes, sir,” I replied, biting back my frustration of having to work for the wanker.

“Robertson,” Forsythe said, interrupting my exit. “Since you had to travel on Labor Day, take tomorrow off.”

“Thank you, sir.” My grin widened when I noticed McGrath’s scowl.

I departed quickly and returned to my workspace. Once there, I notified the graphene manufacturer in California that I wouldn’t be coming based on things that I learned at another manufacturer.

At that point I was at a bit of a loss since I hadn’t planned to back out of this deal. Plus, I had no plan for the rest of the afternoon since I’d expected the meeting with my bosses to drag on. And I had no idea how best to put my day off to good use. Unfortunately, Lena would be resting in preparation for a double shift Thursday afternoon, so while I could meet with her that evening as planned, I wouldn’t be able to see her during my actual day off.

I reminisced for a moment over the surprise of Lena meeting me at the station last night. She had worn a light trench coat over an orange knit dress that hugged her lean, athletic figure. Her hair was in an updo with tendrils framing her face. Instead of her typical gym bag, she was holding a fairly large, tan, leather tote-style purse and matching open-toe heels.

As I approached her, I was surprised to discover she was wearing light makeup. Her blue eyes popped through the dark liner, and her lips and nails glistened in pale pink. I’d always found Lena attractive, but in her street clothes and makeup instead of in her usual scrubs and lab coat, she was nearly companion-level beautiful.

A message had pinged on my wristcom as I drank in the sight of her.

“Enjoy! We’re crashing to get ready for Thursday. Love, RTP.”

Apparently, Ronnie, Tricia, and Peggy had arranged this date for me.

Lena had taken me to an Italian restaurant in the underground, and then we went to my flat to make love until nearly one in the morning. We still got up early at 5:30 to swim, and I took her to breakfast in the canteen after we showered. We said our goodbyes outside of security, and then I hurried to my workspace.

I had to admit, it was a very nice date, and I found myself feeling that Lena was getting closer to my heart. It didn’t scare me as much as it would have even a couple of weeks ago.

You’re a fucking mess, Thomas, I thought. You let a tramp break your heart, then you don’t let anyone close to you for years other than the sister you have an unnatural lust for. Now, you have a handful of women in loving relationships.

“Yep, a fine mess you’ve gotten yourself into,” I murmured.

My wristcom pinged with a text message from Tricia.

Tricia:


!!!!!!!!




Me:


Your office?




Tricia:


PLEEZ!!!!!!




Grabbing my tablet, I hurried to the lift and stepped out on Tricia’s floor. Daphne was standing just outside the lifts talking on an old-style mobile phone.

“I’ve got to go, Chad. I’ll see you tonight. Bye,” she whispered hurriedly, just loudly enough for me to hear before she disconnected.

“I hope that’s Horner, not Scoville,” I murmured.

She startled, and a blush bloomed on her plump cheeks. She tried to fight the accompanying smile, but eventually just gave up. “Yes!” she exclaimed happily. “Second date tonight.”

“Good for you both,” I told her, with a happy smile of my own. “Which way to Tricia’s office?”

“Right next to the conference room to your left,” she said.

“Thanks,” I replied and went hunting for my secret girlfriend.

As I reached her office, I stood by the door, watching Tricia type into her tablet for a moment, noticing her hairstyle was considerably shorter than it was when I had left for my trip—more like Peggy’s.

She noticed me standing in the door, smiled brightly, and waved me inside.

“Hello, Thomas. Please come in,” Tricia said warmly, making a little circle motion with her finger to indicate we were under surveillance. “Please close the door.”

After doing so, I met her as she stepped around her desk. “It’s good to see you, Tricia,” I said as I clasped her hand warmly. “I like the new hairstyle.”

“Thank you, Thomas,” she replied with a bright smile. “Peggy introduced me to her personal stylist. She got me in on Tuesday morning, so I looked fresh for my meeting across the street.”

“I’m assuming from your message that it went well.”

She bit her lip and looked like she was about to explode with happiness. After a moment of vibrating in place, she wrapped her arms around me and murmured in my ear, “I got it!”

“Oh, congratulations!” I told her, keeping my voice low.

“I’ve accepted, so I need to go talk to my boss,” she said conversationally.

“Christopher Tolk?” I confirmed.

“That’s right. I’m hopeful he’ll go for two weeks’ notice. I told them thirty days, but possibly sooner,” she said. “I think Chris will be happy to get rid of me and replace me with a man so none of the execs have any reason to nose into his business. Wish me luck.”

“Good luck,” I automatically replied. “Dinner with RTP tonight to celebrate?”

“I think I’m going to be helping Ronnie with last-minute preparations,” she said. “She’s really stressed.”

“It’s in the grand ballroom at the Orientale, right?”

She nodded, then grinned. “It made it very easy for me to slip away for the interview.”

I leaned in close again. “Such a bad girl,” I murmured into her hair. I kissed her cheek. “Go talk to Chris. I’ll talk to you tonight.”

She followed me out of her office and turned right after I turned left back toward the lifts.

By that time, it was four—a little early to skip work, but I decided to risk McGrath’s wrath anyway. Returning to my workspace, I packed up my satchel and left for the Orientale.

When I arrived, I followed the signs to the ballroom. As I approached the open doors, I heard Ronnie shout, “WHAT DO YOU MEAN WE NEED SECURITY?”

I jogged through the door, holding my cane more like a cudgel than a walking stick.

Dursten was reaching for Ronnie’s shoulders.

I launched my drones as I hurried closer.

Ronnie drove her hands up and out as she stepped back quickly out of his grasp.

“Keep your hands off me, sir!” she practically growled. “I do not give you permission to touch me under any circumstances.”

“Listen here, Ms. Thomas,” he said, stepping forward.

Suddenly, Peggy was between them, her hands on Dursten’s chest. “Sir! Ms. Thomas has clearly rejected any physical interactions with you. This is not the first time. You will refrain from touching her, or I will press charges on her behalf.”

“Two corporate whores against a respected executive? Good luck with that, Ms. Shea!” he spat.

“I saw it,” I said loudly as I put my cane to the ground and carefully walked closer. “I saw you try to restrain her in front of a room full of companions and hotel staff. Although I’m no one in the hierarchy of the company, I am the son of two highly respected diplomats. I’m willing to bet my testimony will have you facing a judge or executioner, sir.”

“Try it, Robertson,” he growled. “I’ll have your job.”

“Good luck with that, sir,” I replied calmly. “Now would you like to share with the rest of us why you think we need security?”

“Have you been watching the news, Roberson?” he said incredulously, scowling at me.

“Why yes, sir, I have. American bandits have been crossing into Canada for over a month,” I replied. “You’re just now deciding that we’re in danger in Toronto. Do you have any intelligence to support that?”

“Matsushita’s security called me this afternoon wanting to check our security arrangements since most of the top executives from the home office and all the subsidiaries are going to be here,” he gritted through his teeth, clearly displeased about having to explain himself to a grunt. “I told them we had everything well in hand and that we would have security personnel on site.”

“And how do you plan on doing that?” Peggy asked. “You didn’t include it in the requirements for the event. Veronica has done an outstanding job pulling this together despite how you’ve continually changed direction and added requirements, sir.”

“Not my problem. Make it happen, Ms. Thomas,” he growled and stomped out of the ballroom.

I directed my drones to follow him until he left the building and pulled Ronnie into a hug. She was as stiff as a board, but she slowly melted into my embrace, throwing her arms around my neck.

“Merci, mon maître,” she murmured into my neck.

“You have this, my love,” I replied. “Let me see if Franco or Jane has any recommendations.”

She sniffed and looked up at me. “Oh, okay. I was thinking maybe our security firm could help out. I have Jane’s number. I’ll call her first.” I handed her my handkerchief, and she dried her eyes before pulling her tablet from a hidden pocket in her dress.

“Make sure to ask for a threat update,” I told her. “Also, I’m off tomorrow, Ronnie. Forsythe gave me the day off as a comp day for traveling on Monday.” She jerked her head up from her tablet, looking pleasantly surprised. “I can be here for an additional pair of hands to help with whatever you need.”

A smile bloomed on her tear-streaked face. “Oh, thank you, Thomas. I really need you near me right now.”

“You’re doing great, Ronnie,” Peggy said warmly. “Everything else is all set. Let me know what else I can do to help you.”

Ronnie hugged Peggy and then stepped away to make some calls.

Peggy watched her proudly. “The musical act for the after-dinner entertainment fell through yesterday, but she pulled a coup, getting an up-and-coming comic to put on a show,” she said. “She apparently loves doing corporate gigs. Her name’s Lotte Calderon.”

“That’s funny, I just recently learned about her,” I said. “I had a chance to see her Tuesday night but I missed out on it so I could come home early.”

A smirk twisted her red lips. “I hear you managed to find other entertainment,” she teased.

“My girlfriends hooked me up,” I chuckled. “Thank you.”

“Lena’s quite happy,” Peggy said. “I checked on her after my morning inspection. She said she was on cloud nine.”

“I’m glad. She deserves to be happy,” I replied.

“So do you,” she answered softly. Peggy leaned onto my arm, then twisted away to check on something.
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THE ANNUAL SALES CONFERENCE


Midmorning on Thursday, I was sitting in the back of the Orientale’s grand ballroom at the table for support staff, listening to Matsushita’s executive VP of business development talk about the great opportunities coming from exciting new developments in battery technology and chip design and how we could make a mint from them.

As if anyone outside of Nu-Gen had been involved, I thought. It sounded like we were handing my hard work over to other Matsushita subsidiaries. It left me cheesed off.

A rich female voice said near my ear, “Hello, Mr. Robertson.”

I turned with a smile to find Inspector Nelson leaning over me. Sadly, only one button was open on her blouse, but the ones over her breasts were straining. Only a sliver of her thick, muscled thighs were visible beneath her skirt. I had always been impressed with her physique in class, but she cleaned up really well.

I pointed to the doors at the back of the ballroom, grabbed my cane, and followed her out. I was surprised to see Jane’s hips sway seductively. I never saw that in the gym.

We exited past the two guards posted inside the door and the two outside, and walked across the corridor to look out at Queen Street from the window.

“It’s good to see you, Inspector,” I told her. “I was just thinking that you clean up really well.”

“Thanks, Thomas,” she snickered. “You look good in that suit, too. By the way, you can call me Jane unless I’m interviewing you.”

“Works for me, Jane. Thanks for arranging the security. Are they all with TPS?”

She replied with a quick nod. “Most are off-duty executioners or special weapons team members. They don’t get as many opportunities for overtime as the rest of TPS.”

“Because they’re women,” I hazarded as a guess.

“Exactly,” she frowned. “The two gentlemen are in the same predicament because their masculinity has been brought into question.”

“I’m assuming that’s a euphemism.”

“Not exactly,” she replied. “Police forces typically have a very macho culture. I understand that in the US, they’d probably both have been driven off the force through harassment despite both being married with amazing wives and more children than you can count. I’d like to think we’re more enlightened here in Canada. Yet someone still started rumors about them being in the closet, mostly because they’re not assholes like everyone else in the force.” Jane lifted a shoulder. “Maybe they upset someone. When I notified the chain of command about this event, they let me pick who to assign, surprisingly. These guys need the extra income as much as anyone else on the force, so I brought them along with a bunch of women who deserved an opportunity.”

“I’m surprised they didn’t send in RCMP,” I said.

“Any other province, well, except Quebec, would have. Most provinces contract with the RCMP for all their police services. Only Ontario and Quebec don’t. RCMP is currently working more border patrol, antiterrorism, and policing trains from across the border due to the stupid stuff from our southern neighbors spilling across our border. They have their hands full with the current situation. Ontario Provincial Police are assisting RCMP and CAF down at Horseshoe Falls,” she explained.

“I’m just glad Ronnie called you,” I said. “Her boss dropped the security requirement on her last minute. I know he didn’t budget for it. It seemed like he was setting her up for failure.”

“She said that. Honestly, headquarters was happy for the notification that so many VIPs were arriving in town,” she said. “We’re increasing airport security and security patrols until they leave. Lots of officers are getting overtime. Of course they would have liked more advanced notice, but Ronnie earned some points with TPS.”

We chuckled, and then she asked, “When are you coming back to class, Thomas?”

“Tuesday,” I replied immediately. “I’ll still need to wear the brace on my hand, maybe on my leg, too. But I think I’m ready to start training. I’ve been doing the exercises you and Paolo recommended. Plus, I’ve been swimming since running’s not currently on the menu.”

“Jumping rope is probably going to be a problem, but we can work with that. I’ll have you do a lot of conditioning and shadow boxing work for a while. I’d like to spend some time with you on using a cane for self-defense rather than savate style,” she said. “Sorry, I’m letting my passion for the art distract me. I just wanted to check in. I’m off to investigate a warehouse break-in next.”

“Did you talk to Ronnie?” I asked.

“Yes. I spoke with her first,” Jane grinned teasingly. “She looked gorgeous in that navy jacket and pencil skirt with that cowl neck blouse. Like I said, if I were into women, I’d take her away from you. She’s a special lady.”

“Most companions are, but she’s special even among them,” I replied. “I’m lucky to have her in my life. Good luck on the investigation.”

“Thanks, Thomas. Bye.”

I watched Jane walk to the stairs leading down from the mezzanine to the lobby, enjoying the clenching of her strong bum under the hem of her jacket and the gentle sway of her hips. I sighed and returned to the conference room.

One of the door guards, a plain-looking, flat-chested officer with short red hair smirked at me. “You think you can handle all that, Mr. Robertson?” she teased.

“Definitely not in the ring,” I replied.

“How about in bed? You look a little small for her,” she said after a short chuckle.

“I try not to think about it,” I said, looking her in the eye. “She’s my teacher.”

“Oh! Are you the guy who got busted up by that psycho?”

“Yes. That’ll probably be my epitaph,” I groaned. “I’ll be back in class next week. She’s gonna kick my ass hard.” I gave her a nod and returned to my table.

The EVP of sales and marketing from Matsushita was reviewing sales performance and laying out revised sales targets for the fourth quarter. It was nice to know, but he took fifty minutes for his thirty-minute spot. I powered down my tablet and stood, waiting for any questions from the attendees. I didn’t expect any, but the attendees were mostly sales execs from across Matsushita. My experience with them earlier in the day told me they didn’t always think before speaking. I ended up giving directions to the washroom to the same three execs at every break.

Everyone hit the buffet for lunch and then returned to their seats so they could make up the time. The next speaker took the stage when most of the attendees were seated.

I spent my time heads-down on my tablet, reviewing the scripts to create the servers, initialize the VIs, and establish the database for the marketing system Bridget had helped me envision.

Ronnie stopped by a few times. She did look delicious in her suit and heels with her hair in a twist, leaving a couple of tendrils framing her face. It was all I could do not to drag her into a dark corner and have my way with her, but Peggy gave me the stink eye—that woman didn’t miss anything—so we settled on surreptitiously holding hands under the table, and I was at least able to focus on my review of the logic in the scripts.

By the time I finished my code review, about halfway through the afternoon, I’d found at least one code block to create a backdoor in each script. One script had three, which funnily enough all used the same methods but with different coding styles. I’d have to talk to Chris about his crap security in the code he gave me. I expected at least a couple were his doing.

After commenting out all the dangerous code, I manually established a new account with AWS and loaded one script at a time. Testing revealed no problems with the build of the technology with the suspect code commented out, so I deleted all the virtual servers and backdoor code blocks and created everything again. Everything tested okay, so by the end of the closing remarks, I had all the infrastructure in place for my research VIs, the message handling, the database, and a blank front-end website for TR Technology Brokerage, the name I’d discussed with Bridget.

When all the execs stood and clapped after the closing remarks, I shut everything down, put my tablet away, and got ready to deal with whatever came up.

The execs descended on the four bars in the room like a swarm of locusts. The hotel staff hurried to change the setup from a conference room with chairs and tables facing the stage to a banquet arrangement.

I helped move some tables, and as soon as the staff laid out the place settings, I joined Ronnie and her twenty companion colleagues in getting the name cards and charts in place. Rusty and I erected four easels with large posters showing seating arrangements. I thought Ronnie’s idea—listing names alphabetically with their corresponding seat assignments and having a graphic of the banquet tables—was solid. Better than what I’d seen at some embassy events.

The execs checked the chart and several negotiated swaps. When dinner was announced, they all clambered over each other like a nest of rats. Chaos ensued, and several arguments arose because some of the guys didn’t sit where they were assigned, probably thinking they were too important to bother with the seating charts. Ronnie, Peggy, Dursten, and Susan fixed the mess shortly after the soup was supposed to be served.

When dinner service began, Ronnie asked me to follow her outside. After we had a lascivious kiss in a dark corner, she asked me to go to reception to meet Lotte Calderon, who was having dinner in the bar downstairs.

“Of course, my angel,” I said, holding her lovingly.

“Just ask the hostess,” Ronnie instructed me. “She’s expecting someone to arrive and escort her up.”

I squeezed her delicious derriere, wanting so badly to take her right there and then. “Anything for you, chérie,” I all but panted before heading to the stairs.

I descended into the lobby and looked for the bar. On my dates with Tricia in the hotel, I’d never noticed it, but it was pretty easy to find after a quick scan of the lobby. I didn’t expect a hostess in a bar, but there she was.

“I’m from Nu-Gen,” I said with a smile to the pretty blonde in her short black cocktail dress. “I’m here to escort Lotte Calderon to her show.”

The girl frowned when she saw my face. “This way, sir,” she said and led me to the back corner of the bar.

A voluptuous brunette in a white vest and matching trousers was studiously ignoring two businessmen who were sitting at her table. It looked like they were trying to seduce her, but from her body language, she didn’t look very impressed. The sculpted shoulders emerging from her vest made me think she could handle herself if they got handsy.

“Ms. Calderon, your escort,” the hostess said.

The brunette stood and turned to look at me, and I froze.

The plumpness of the girl I remembered was gone, replaced by the voluptuous and sexy figure of a porn star. Her acne scars had mostly faded, but she still had that bitchy frown that I remembered from childhood. As she took me in, though, her frown slowly melted into an incredulous look.

“Thomas?” she asked in English.

“Hello, Lotte,” I replied, changing my pronunciation of her childish nickname to match her public persona. “I didn’t think you knew my name. That’s the first time I’ve heard you say it.”

She frowned, turned her head slightly, and squinted sideways at me. “Don’t make me start calling you Squirt again,” she half-threatened.

I couldn’t help but laugh, holding my hands up in surrender. “Yes, ma’am. Truce.”

Then she did the strangest thing. She laughed. Carefree, genuine laughter rolled off my elder sister. I’d never seen this from her—from my earliest memories, she only frowned and screamed until she left for boarding school in Switzerland.

She turned to the hostess and said, “Thank you, Kelli. Mr. Robertson will take me where I need to go.”

Kelli held out a tablet to me. “Please sign, sir.”

I keyed my e-chop on my wristcom and signed for the bill.

“Thank you, sir,” Kelli said, and then promptly ignored me, walking back to her little podium.

Lotti took my left arm, so I transferred my cane to the right and led her to the lifts.

“So, what’s with the cane?” she asked. “Stacie told me about how you ended up in the hospital. Is it a remnant of that?”

“Yes,” I replied. I didn’t feel like giving her the details as we walked through the lobby.

“And you work for Matsushita?”

“One of their subsidiaries, Nu-Gen Electronics,” I replied. “I started in June.”

“Two days after you walked across the stage at MIT, if Mother’s information is correct,” she added.

“Yeah, but…I never knew if she was there. Uncle André was. He took me out for lunch, then waited for me to clear out of my flat and drove me to the airport,” I explained.

“Of course he did. Just like a proud father,” she replied. “Mother was there. She said she had breakfast with André before your ceremony. She’s very proud of you.”

“She has an interesting way of showing it,” I chuckled mirthlessly. “Ever since Father was murdered, she just keeps pushing me further and further away.”

“But she’s always watching over you,” Lotti said as we entered the lift for the short ride up. “Remember how she jumped all over Scarlett after she talked about you on television?”

“I figured she was just protecting the Robertson name.”

Lotti shook her head. “No, she didn’t want that experience to follow you for the rest of your life,” she explained. “I’ll have to tell you what I did to that bitch, but not until after the show. I need to get my head straight.”

“Why Lotte Calderon?” I asked.

She absently replied, “My biological grandmother on my father’s side.”

“How did you get Lotte Calderone from Charlotte Hennesey?”

“Not Grandma Robertson, Grandma Calderon,” she clarified as we walked along the right-hand wall of the banquet hall. I noticed some of the execs were following us—following Lotti, really—with their eyes, but we made it to the stage door without anyone intercepting us.

“We don’t have a Grandma Calderon,” I said slowly as we climbed the short staircase behind the door.

“You don’t, but I do,” my sister said absently.

“Huh?”

Lotti turned to look at me, surprise dawning on her face. “You don’t know.”

“Know what?” I asked, getting exasperated.

Lotti grabbed my shoulders. “I can’t do this right now, Thomas. I have to do my show. Escort me to my room after—we need to talk.”

Her penetrating gaze held my attention until I relented. “Okay.”

Ronnie got up from a small table in the wings, dabbed her lips with a serviette, and walked slowly toward us.

“So what’s the proper way to wish a comic good luck on stage?” I asked.

“Break a leg,” Lotti replied.

I kissed her cheek and murmured, “Break a leg, sis.”

She smiled at me as I extended an arm in invitation. “Ronnie, please let me introduce you to Ms. Lotte Calderon. Lotte, this is Ms. Veronica Thomas. She’s the organizational genius who pulled this event from chaos.”

“Merci, mon maître,” Ronnie murmured.

I replied, “Mon plaisir, ma séraphine,” as Ronnie extended her hand.

“A pleasure, Ms. Calderon. Please call me Ronnie,” my sweet girlfriend said with a bright smile.

“Bien joué, mon frère!” Lotte murmured to me, sounding surprised. She returned the handshake with a professional smile. “I’m Lotte. It’s a pleasure, Ronnie.”

“The microphone is set up. Is this stool satisfactory?” Ronnie asked as she indicated a wooden three-legged stool with three clear aluplast bottles of water. Rusty was on standby next to the stool.

Lotti nodded, and Ronnie seemed to relax minutely, as though she’d been waiting for confirmation. “I’ll introduce you in a moment to confirm the mic is live while Rusty sets these—” she indicated the stool and water—“on the stage. Then you knock ’em dead.”

“It’s okay to tell some jokes in Mandarin, right? I’ve been working on some new material, and they just don’t translate to English,” my sister asked.

“Certainly. Everyone here speaks Mandarin well. Most speak English pretty well, too. None of the actual Matsushita family is here, so skip Japanese. The Chinese overlords don’t like it very much,” Ronnie explained.

“Got it.”

“Break a leg, Lotte,” Ronnie said sweetly, and then glided out to center stage.

Rusty nodded at me and carefully carried the stool and water to the right of the microphone.

“She’s smolderingly hot. You have a companion as a sub?” Lotti teased just before Ronnie introduced her.

“Long story,” I said. “Break a leg.”

Lotti brushed a kiss on my cheek and then strode to center stage to the accompaniment of tepid applause.

Ronnie fell into my arms and kissed me soundly. She wiped the lipstick from my cheek before turning to lean back against me while we watched the show. “Sister?” she asked over her shoulder as my arms encircled her slim waist, cane in my left hand.

“The terror of my childhood,” I confirmed. “I knew her as Carlotta Maria Robertson, or Lotti. She’s apparently legally changed her name. We’re going to catch up after her show. She has family secrets to share, so I’ll get more of the story then.”

“Will you still have time for Tricia and me tonight?”

“Of course, mon amour,” I murmured. “You two can start in my bed, and I’ll meet you there.”

“Perfect,” she said, squeezing my hands.

“She got the job,” I said.

Ronnie spun in place and looked at me questioningly. “Tricia?”

“Yes. Lots of celebrating tonight,” I said.

“Yes!” she exclaimed quietly before turning back to the show.

The comic that was Lotte Calderon—Lotti, she would always be to me—killed it. She threw out jokes about growing up around the world, plus her later travels, leveraging the quirks of the different cultures she experienced. She told stories about boarding school and “learning how not to be a bitch.” She made funny observations about men and the female companions in the workplace, which surprisingly went over really well.

She blew my mind when she started talking about calling her little brother Squirt and how as an adult he told her, “I didn’t think you knew my name.” Then she related that she’d replied, “Of course I do, Squirt.” I wondered if she made that up on the fly.

At the end of her forty-five minute show, she owned the audience, and they howled for more as she bowed and walked offstage with a wave. Ronnie met her stage left for a quick embrace, and then Lotti was standing next to me. Ronnie closed the evening by thanking by name the companions and other employees who had assisted pulling the event together, the hotel staff, and then Dursten for hosting.

“The bars here are open for another hour. After that you’ll have to entertain yourselves at the bar downstairs,” she concluded, smiling warmly.

Then she hurried offstage and threw herself into my arms. “It’s done! Well, except for the cleanup,” she said.

I squeezed her tight. “You were amazing, Ronnie. I’m so proud of you. Will you be okay without me for a while?”

“Yes, sir,” she replied.

“Keep Rusty with you until you get back to my flat,” I ordered.

“I will, sir,” she purred. “I love you, Thomas.”

“Back at you, Ronnie,” I replied. She grinned at me, as if saying, Close enough.

Lotti hugged my girlfriend, and I led her out. Many execs stopped her to shake hands and invite her for drinks, but we managed to make it out of the ballroom and to the lift without offending anyone.

“Did you just make that joke about my name up tonight?”

“Yeah, I ROCK!” Lotti yelled giddily as we waited on the lift.

“Yeah, you do,” I laughed.

“So what do you do?” she asked.

We talked about my job and adventures as we entered a familiar suite, and Lotti poured brandy from the bar. Then we sat at opposite ends of the sofa facing each other and sipping our brandy as I got to know my sister as the talented woman sitting across from me.

Lotte had tried several jobs before landing on comedy. “It gives me a sense of freedom, and I don’t have to worry about offending some random man. I just go out and do my thing. I liked it a lot better than doing porn, so I’ve stuck with it.”

“Than what?” I exclaimed.

“After Scarlett called you out on television, Mother hit her with the lawsuit. While I was getting established as a comic, I adopted the name Candy Corazon and did some porn shoots. I sometimes weave that into my routine when I’m in a racier club. Eventually, I lined up an audition with Scarlett for a catfight porno,” she said. “We were supposed to play fight, but after about thirty seconds I started fighting that bitch for real—scratching, biting, kicking, and striking with my palm like my self-defense instructors taught me. When she was lying there nearly unconscious, I lay down on top of her and whispered, ‘If you ever talk shit about my brother again, I’ll ruin your face,’ into her ear. Then, I rolled over onto my back and shouted, ‘Eat my cunt, bitch!’ It was surreal with guys standing around with dicks in hand while that broken bitch tried to get me off. I got tired of her crap efforts and faked one for the camera, and then the director took her fingers out of her pants and called, ‘Cut!’” Lotti smirked at my expression. “Fucking surreal,” she repeated.

“Holy shit,” I muttered. I added more loudly, “I never would have thought you would defend me, Lotti.”

“Well, I was a useless little cunt as a teenager,” she admitted. “Sorry, bro,” she added softly. “I hate how I was to you, Stacie, Mother, and Dad. You’re my last stop on my making amends tour. I visited Dad’s grave for my conversation with him.”

“So, tell me about Calderon,” I prompted after we sat a while in silence, sipping brandy.

“Well, I discovered who my biological father was when Mother took me to Bern for boarding school. As we waited for the flight, she told me about how she and Dad had met at the embassy in Paris. He’d noticed that she was not only promiscuous but also discrete. He invited her to one of the elite clubs in Paris that was frequented by the swinging crowd.

“He told her what to expect, but she was still surprised when men and women both hugged and kissed Dad full on the mouth and groped him. Diplomats, government officials, entertainers, royalty, and the obscenely wealthy were all there, and they all knew Dad. They had sex with each other—groups of men, groups of women, and mixed groups—together and separately. Subs were hung from crosses or over benches, left for free use. She said it was the most hedonistic experience of her life to that point.”

I shook my head in amazement and waved at my sister to keep going.

“Mother wanted more of that lifestyle, but without Dad she’d never be invited unless she found a patron. Dad took her to three of those parties before he asked her on a vanilla date. Before they married, Dad explained that he’d had a vasectomy so as not to leave him at risk of some political scandal, but he agreed that Mother could select from any of that social circle to father her children, because anything that happened in the circle was never spoken outside the room.”

I was flabbergasted, and struggled to wrap my head around what my sister was saying.

“You really didn’t know?” Lotti asked.

I just shook my head. “Does Stacie know?”

“I think so,” she replied. “Then again, I thought you would know by now. She probably didn’t tell you to protect you. We all know how much you idolized Dad. Stacie would do anything for you, as I discovered when she threatened to kill me if I ever hurt you. That was the main reason I went to boarding school.”

“I still do—idolize him, I mean. He embodied everything I thought a man should be. This seems like an affront to his memory,” I said. Finally, I asked, “Who are our biological fathers?”

“Mine’s Juan-Carlo Calderon,” she said.

I almost dropped my drink. “The former ambassador from Colombia? Ran for president and is neck-deep in the cartels?” I asked.

“The very one,” she answered. “Dad found out about the drugs shortly after Mother started morning sickness and forbade her from talking to him again, and she readily agreed as he was officially an enemy of the US. He reached out to her after Dad was murdered by our own government. Juan’s agreement to pay for boarding school probably helped convince Mother to let him meet me. I’m named after his mother, and she went by Lotte. That was the origin for me changing my name. She gladly gave permission for me to use it and then told me to get as far away from Colombia as possible. So I moved to the States, changed my name to hers, and started to recreate myself.”

“I think you did a great job,” I said. “I thought you were amazing on stage.”

“Well, I can still be a class A bitch, but I try to save it for when there’s a reason to be,” she said with a small frown. “I don’t always live up to my own expectations, but I’m slowly learning to shake it off and try harder.”

“Sounds like you’re adulting,” I said with a gentle smile. “I like this version of Carlotta.” After draining my glass, I asked, “And my and Stacie’s father?”

“Stacie’s biological father is Daniel Angel,” Lotti revealed. “He was doing a publicity tour for his latest film through Europe, and Uncle André invited him to a party. Mother had already planned to have another child, and Daniel turned out to have very potent sperm. By the last count, Stacie has at least eleven half-siblings, in addition to the two of us. Mother went into a lot of detail about the sex—” she grimaced at the memory—“I think she wanted to shock me. Bottom line, Daniel was the only man other than Dad who she had fucked since I was born. She never told him. Daniel, I mean.”

“And me?” I pressed.

Lotti’s eyes pierced mine. “Whose nose do you have? Whose piercing eyes? Who’s always there for you, even when neither your mother nor your sisters are able?”

When Lotti said “always there for you,” I immediately thought of Ronnie, but she obviously didn’t fit the question. Realization dawned on me. “Uncle André?”

“Who else?” she replied gently. “He’s in love with Mother, and he loves you. She doesn’t do the swinger parties any more, but I know André visits her regularly.”

“Jeez,” I muttered, rubbing my eyes. “How did I miss that?”

“Good question, Squirt,” she teased. I immediately locked eyes with her, and she shivered. “Sorry, Thomas. Too soon?”

“Yeah. Have you talked to Stacie?”

“I usually call her on Tuesdays. It’s typically a travel day for me, and she’s off then,” Lotte said. “She’ll be surprised I talked to you.”

“She looks beautiful, even with the white eye,” I murmured.

“You know, I was surprised by the whole Scarlett thing,” Lotti said, looking thoughtful. “You only ever had eyes for Stacie. I figured the two of you would run off to some remote corner to live together. I’m glad you’ve found someone else to love in Ronnie,” she said. “It’s pretty obvious you’re not just using her to scratch your itch.”

“No, I’m not. It’s been indecently quick, and if I could just figure out how to clear the block Scarlett put in my head, I’d be able to tell her that I love her,” I said. “Really say the words, not some sad variation of them.”

“You’ll get there. You’re tough, Thomas. You’ll eventually kick Scarlett’s betrayal into the trash where it belongs,” she said confidently. “What about the other girlfriend?”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “You really have been talking to Stacie. Her name is Patricia Brown—Tricia. She’s also gorgeous, and her beautiful soul touched me soon after I met her. She’s like Stacie in that, but she’s a lot more playful. She was a companion, but she got in trouble and switched to HR. Our first date ended with us spending the weekend in this very suite.”

“No shit?”

“Truly,” I replied with a grin. “I won’t tell you everywhere we fucked, but if you’re anywhere in this suite…anyway, she brought Ronnie to me. Ronnie’s a beautiful person inside and out, but she’s even more broken than I am. Tricia and I both love her deeply.”

“Together? In bed?” Lotte asked incredulously. “You did get something from Mother.”

“Yeah, well, probably from Uncle André, too. Speaking of my ladies, I need to get home. We have a lot of celebrating to do for Ronnie’s event success and Tricia’s new job.”

Lotte escorted me to the door, and we hugged warmly and kissed each other’s cheeks.

“Can I call you?” she asked.

“Please do, Lotti,” I answered, locking eyes with her. “I’ve always wanted to say that I love both of my sisters. I’m proud of who you’ve grown into. You’re special, sis. Be well.”

l left the suite with a wave and made my way to my flat and waiting lovers.

Muffled moans greeted me as I entered, and I walked to the bedroom. I leaned against the doorframe and watched the scene before me as I loosened my tie and unbuttoned my shirt.

Ronnie was facing the foot of the bed, face down on top of Tricia’s most intimate places. All I could see of Tricia was her hair, above the curves of Ronnie’s bum. Both of my ladies were moaning passionately, so I guessed Tricia was pleasuring Ronnie as aggressively as she was getting from Ronnie.

Suddenly, Ronnie snapped her wet face up to capture my eyes with hers.

Tricia wailed, “Ronnie! Don’t stop!” as Ronnie squealed, “Thomas!”

Chaos ensued as I tried to get out of my suit as fast as I could and my ladies crawled off the bed and launched themselves at me. Before long, I was naked, and we were crawling over each other on the rug—kissing, caressing, fucking, and moaning endearments.

Much later, in the darkness of early morning, I was lying in bed with Tricia sleeping on one shoulder and Ronnie on the other, our sweaty bodies drying in the cool air. I stared at the darkness, trying to sleep as I considered all Lotti had told me.

As sleep slowly dragged me down, one question kept running through my mind.

Who am I?
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“AARGH!” I growled as I tossed my satchel on the sofa. It was Friday, a little over a week after the conference.

“What’s the matter, mon maître?” Ronnie gasped as she walked out of the bedroom, putting an earring in.

She looked delicious, wearing a short silk dress that barely reached mid-thigh and featured a halter neckline that plunged deep between her breasts to display her navel. A gold charm hung from her belly button, and her breasts were held high by some invisible support in the swaths of fabric running up to wrap around her neck. A long gold pendant hung from her neck, pointing to the top of her cleavage. Sheer, glittering stockings encased her long legs, making them look like jewels. She stood on the balls of her feet, in tall, spiked, red heels that completed the ensemble. The two golden locks in her hair fell from her temples to frame her face, and the rest of her dark, silky locks were twisted into an updo.

I paused, forcing my rage down so I could show my appreciation for Ronnie’s beauty. “You look more beautiful than usual,” I told her, albeit somewhat emotionlessly.

“What’s the matter, Thomas?” Ronnie repeated, pleading.

“McGrath reported me to Cho for abuse of company funds,” I growled, my rage rising again at the thought of the events of the afternoon. “It was so surreal that it could have been a vid drama.”

Ronnie slid close and wrapped her arms around my neck. Her amazing breasts pressed into my chest and cooled my temper just slightly. She brushed her lips against mine. “Tell me about it, mon maître,” she murmured.

“Where to start,” I muttered, rubbing my eyes. “Peggy called me from Cho’s office as I was packing up to go home, telling me to report immediately. I hurried over and met her outside the lift. She escorted me to Cho’s office and told me, ‘Knock on the door and wait to be summoned inside. Don’t speak unless spoken to.’

“I followed her instructions, and Cho invited me in. McGrath was sitting in an armchair, grinning like he had won a lottery jackpot. I stood up straight in front of Cho’s desk and Peggy introduced me. Forsythe then knocked on the door, and Cho waved him into the room and pointed him to a chair. McGrath lost his grin when Forsythe caught his eye.

“Cho stared at me for a long moment and then told me to give a quick rundown of my activities and outcomes from the Windsor trip. I quickly talked through my travel to Windsor and my visit with Can-Man. I wrapped up my story, talking about how I decided that I didn’t need to stay for another meeting, canceled my hotel room, and booked a train home.

“He asked, ‘Why did you think you could book an express train home?’ I replied that the savings from canceling my hotel more than covered the upcharge for an express ticket and allowed me to report for work the next day rather than taking half a day off for a late arrival. I finished by pointing out that our travel policy allows both the express ticket and the half-day.

“McGrath stood and bellowed, ‘I didn’t authorize a half-day off for you, Robertson. And only executives are supposed to take an express train or first-class flight.’

“Forsythe spoke up then, saying that he had authorized the half-day in advance and approved my itinerary change and the express ticket. ‘Why are we here?’ he said. McGrath’s face turned purple, and Forsythe just shook his head like he was disappointed in him.

“Cho said, ‘Sit down and shut your mouth, Sean. We’ll deal with your outburst later.’ He turned to me and asked if I had anything to add. I told him, ‘No, sir.’

“Forsythe stood and shook my hand, saying, ‘You did well last week, Robertson. I’m not sure why Sean has such a hard-on for you, but we’ll get this ironed out. You’ve brought more into the company than the rest of his unit has in the last two years combined. He should be happy. Go home, maybe have a drink.’

“Cho thanked me for indulging his questions and then dismissed me, so here I am.” I heaved a heavy sigh, muttering, “I’m not fit for human company. I need to wear myself out in the gym.”

“Tricia’s farewell party starts soon. Are we skipping it, mon maître?” Ronnie asked.

“No, but…” I groaned as I leaned into her forehead. In her heels, she was just as tall as me. “She doesn’t deserve to have me being grumpy at her party.”

“What can I do?” she pressed.

I loved Ronnie, but somehow, her question undid me. I snapped.

“You can open your legs for me. I’m gonna fuck the shit out of you. Right now!” I grasped her neck just below her hairline and turned her toward the table. I grabbed a couple of throw pillows and threw them on top of the plastiwood tabletop.

“Hands on the table,” I ordered as I found the clasp of her dress and unfastened it. Ronnie quickly moved to obey and hung her head as the silk slithered down her sexy body. I had her step out of the dress, and tossed it onto the sofa.

Ronnie spread her feet, and I admired her long legs, her dusky thighs peeking out from the top of her golden stockings, the small gap between them, and her round bum and wide, rounded hips encased in red lace panties, curving to her narrow waist, then to her lean back, with tendrils of her sable hair drifting around the base of her long neck.

I drove my fingers through the lace of her panties and ripped it off her. I grabbed both of her wrists, and using the torn garment, tied them behind her back.

“Face on the pillow, angel.” My voice was guttural. “Remember how you told me to take you and use you, Ronnie?”

“Oui, mon maître,” she replied breathily as I took note of the red jewel where I had expected to see her rosebud.

“Hope you’re ready,” I growled.

As I unbuckled my belt and dropped my trousers to the ground, she moaned, “Toujours, mon maître.”

I twisted the red jewel of her butt plug and rubbed my cock in the juices dripping from her. She moaned until I angled the tip up slightly and pressed into her hot, juicy channel and then thrust forward hard.

Ronnie squealed, clamping onto me until I pulled back and slammed forward twice more.

“Maî-maî-maître,” she babbled.

“Don’t you dare come until I tell you to, Ronnie,” I threatened as I reveled in the musky cinnamon heaven that was Ronnie’s cunt. “You’re going to think you’ll explode, but you won’t because you’re my good girl. I’ll fuck you until your cunt is as raw as your nerves, and then I’ll fill you with my cum,” I told her in gutter English.

“Please, sir, use me like a whore,” she moaned. “Like the little cum sump I am.”

“Fu-uck,” I groaned as I battered her bum with my hips. “My cum sump.”

“Y-y-yes…” Ronnie panted as I brutalized her. I played with the jewel in her little hole and reached around to press quick, hard flicks to her clit. Her body started to quiver.

“Don’t you dare come, Ronnie,” I panted as I kept slamming my hips forward, harder than I ever had. “Whores don’t get to come. They just take it.”

Placing both of my hands on her hips, I pulled her back into each hammering thrust.

“Master, please let me come,” she cried out.

“Not yet.” I kept ramming into her, feeling the heat in my balls grow.

Her feet slipped and splayed wide as the tingling in my body grew. I pulled her back into me and hammered into her with every ounce of energy I had until I was on the verge of erupting.

“Now, Ronnie,” I gasped. “Come now.”

She screamed into the pillow as her body thrashed, and my cum exploded like magma inside her already hot depths. With my own climax battering my body, it was hard to hold her hips to keep her on the table, but somehow we managed. After I finally returned to the real world, I untied Ronnie’s hands and turned her to face me.

She wrapped arms around my neck as she stood, trembling in my arms, looking at me with wonder.

“Wow,” she murmured.

“You like that?”

She nodded, her eyes big. “Do you feel better, sir?”

“Some. But I think I need to do that all night long to fully feel better,” I replied.

Ronnie’s eyes dropped, and she bit her lip and shivered.

“You like that idea?”

“Yesss,” she moaned. “You’ve fucked me roughly before, but that was a whole other level. And you not letting me come was mean, but the orgasm was amazing.”

“I’ve not really thought about going beyond what we’ve been doing, but you really got into that, didn’t you? You want to play more dominance games?”

“Yes,” she murmured, and then dropped her chin. “Aubrey used to do stuff to me.”

“Okay, we’ll talk about what you liked about that and what you didn’t,” I said.

“Thomas, anything you want to do to me, do it. Pain, pleasure, bondage, I don’t care. I’m yours to use,” she said, addressing my chest. I was about to lift her chin up, but she raised her head to look at me. “I’m yours. I love you.”

My heart warmed at the fire in her eyes, the conviction in her voice. I cupped her face and realized that I’d never experienced this level of devotion from anyone.

I felt safe.

This felt right.

“I love you, too, Ronnie.”

Her mouth fell open in surprise even as her face bloomed into the most joyful expression I had ever seen. “I will not abuse your trust and love—ever,” I vowed.

She cocked an eyebrow at me. “Maybe just a little bit, Thomas. I might like it.”

We laughed, and then I said, “Get dressed but leave your hair as it is. I want you looking and smelling freshly fucked when we walk into the hotel.”

She grinned at me. “Yes, sir.”

We shared one more loving kiss, and I hurried to shower and get ready.

Soon, I was clean and dressed in a new black suit, white shirt, and red tie that matched Ronnie’s dress. I’d been surprised when she presented the outfit to me the previous evening; she’d bought it last weekend when all the ladies were out shopping together while I worked on my marketing system.

Ronnie presented herself for my approval.

“Lift your skirt,” I told her. She did, revealing a new pair of panties—black lace. “Take those off. I want your pussy juices to flow down your legs.”

She bit her lip and shimmied out of her underwear.

“Show me again.”

She lifted her dress again, and I nodded in approval.

“Perfect, angel,” I said. “Let’s go.”

“I’ve got Tricia’s gift,” Ronnie said, holding a small aluplast bag with ribbons bedecking the top.

She played with her hair as I opened the door. “Sir, may I please fix my hair? I look horrible.”

“No, my angel. You look beautiful and sexy as hell,” I assured her. “No one will call you Ice Queen looking like that.”

“I’m not an ice queen,” she pouted.

“You’re about as far from it as I can imagine, Ronnie,” I murmured as I wrapped my right arm around her and grabbed my cane by the door.

“Do you still need the cane?” she asked.

“Not very often,” I confessed. “If I stand on my feet for a long time, the leg still aches, but Lena said that could last for a couple of years. She recommended I keep the cane with me.”

“Don’t worry, Thomas. Leave it,” she said. “I’ll be your crutch, for however long you need. Forever.” She cuddled under my arm, dropping her hand tablet into my pocket.

“I like the sound of that,” I told her. When we reached the lift, it opened to reveal Tricia and Peggy in dresses and jewelry identical to Ronnie’s, surrounded by companions chatting happily. They were all dressed smartly and in a mood to party.

“Come on in!” Rusty called.

Ronnie and I pressed in, Tricia grabbed my free hand, and the door closed.

Peggy leaned forward and murmured to Ronnie, “We need to fix your hair, Veronica.”

“Mind your own business, Peggy,” I growled. “I told her to leave it like that. She looks beautiful and sexy.”

“She looks freshly fucked, Thomas,” she whispered a little too loudly. “That’s not…”

“I am,” Ronnie said clearly. “Right on top of the dining table just before we left. He ripped my panties off, tied my wrists with them, and fucked me harder than I’ve ever been fucked. I’m still dripping.”

“You’re not wearing any panties?” Jenny gasped.

“Thomas told me not to,” Ronnie replied. “He loves me, protects me, and wants me easily available for his pleasure.”

“What happens when he has you service other men?” Susan asked from behind Peggy.

“If he tells me to, I will. I hope he doesn’t,” Ronnie responded just loud enough to be heard.

“No way in hell,” I growled. “That’s a hard limit.”

“What happens when some exec forces the issue, Thomas?” Michael asked with concern.

“Then the dark wolf will run free,” I growled back.

“Like the Ojibway parable?” Cynthia asked.

“My grandfather said it’s a Cherokee parable, but same idea, I imagine,” I replied less aggressively.

“What’s that?” a slim redhead asked. Krystal, I believed—Roger Felton’s personal assistant.

“There are two wolves fighting in each person’s soul. One is brightness and all things positive; the other is darkness and all things negative. The one you feed wins,” Cynthia answered.

“That’s the Cliffs Notes version,” Peggy interjected just as the lift dropped us off.

We poured out, and I pulled Ronnie to the side while everyone else flowed through the lobby and across the street to the Orientale.

“Are you okay, angel?” I asked as I pulled her into a tight embrace. “I was very rough with you.”

“I’m so happy, Thomas,” she murmured into my ear. “I felt so needed, desired, and loved. I’m happy to offer myself for you to work out your frustrations.” She kissed my neck, adding, “Those may have been the best orgasms you’ve given me.”

“We’ve been rough before, but that was over the top today,” I said as I guided her to the door.

“Thomas, I loved it, and I hope you’ll do it again,” she purred as we exited the building to see Tricia across the street, beckoning us to hurry.

A sizzling sound announced two kids racing by on skateboards that didn’t have any wheels. The noise gave me enough warning that we avoided stepping in front of them, but I was mesmerized by the novel sight.

How are they making those boards float? My inner physicist was intrigued, and I kept looking over my shoulder to catch another glimpse as we crossed the street.

Tricia ushered us inside the hotel and into the crowd that had overflowed the bar. One of the Park sisters, wearing a little black dress, shouted, “Here she is, the guest of honor!”

All of the companions and HR were there, as well as many managers and execs, quite a few people from the engineering team, and employees who had been in Tricia’s onboarding classes over the years.

Lena appeared out of the crowd with a circle of guys swarming her. It was understandable because she was sexy to begin with, but she was wearing another red dress with jewelry that matched Ronnie’s with one exception—a thin golden chain draped across the gap in the bodice, just below her breasts. Lena’s nipples pressed against the fabric of the dress, immediately capturing my attention, and her lustrous hair bounced off her sinewy shoulders.

Lena slid close and collected a kiss from me as Ronnie and Tricia wrapped their free arms around her.

One of Lena’s admirers exclaimed, “Hey, wait a minute!”

Peggy chastised them as I released Lena. “Careful, boys. She’s his, and he’s hers. You’ll have to hunt elsewhere.”

“Hey, Tricia,” one of them said. “How ’bout it? You’re not an employee any longer.” I caught his expression as Lena slid out of my arms to loop her arm through Ronnie’s. I think he was one of the junior marketing execs.

“You’re right, I’m not,” Tricia said with a devilish grin. She turned to me and Ronnie. “Ronnie and Thomas, can I be your girlfriend, too?”

I kissed her hungrily, and she gave as good as I did. “That’s one yes,” she said and slid to my right to collect an even more lascivious kiss from Ronnie, drawing surprise and whistles from the assembled crowd.

“I guess that’s settled,” I said, grinning at the five guys. They turned and left, looking morose, and all three of my lovers crowded close. “I’m gonna fuck all three of you tonight until you can’t walk,” I promised possessively.

Ronnie whimpered, Tricia gasped and shuddered, and Lena just bit her lip and nodded at me. I grinned at each of their reactions. “Well, I could use a drink,” I said, so we followed the rest of the companions to the bar.

Peggy waved Tricia and Ronnie to her and created a space in the center of the bar before she called to get everyone’s attention. “Attention! Attention! May I please have your attention!”

I could barely hear her, but the crowd gradually quieted. I pointed Lena toward a pair of barstools that were vacated as the crowd gravitated toward Peggy. She ordered for us while I watched the proceedings.

When the room was reasonably quiet, Peggy said, “Not that you all need an excuse, but we’re here to celebrate the accomplishments of two fine young women. First of all, Patricia Brown is leaving Nu-Gen to take an HR operations director job elsewhere in Toronto, so we’re here to celebrate her and wish her all the best success. She’s been with us for nearly five years, and she’s proven herself repeatedly both as a recruiter and a generalist. Please join me in congratulating her.”

Tricia accepted the round of raucous applause with grace before thanking Peggy, Chad Scoville, the companions, the ladies of HR, and our colleagues in general. She glanced my way, and I shook my head slightly to dissuade her from mentioning me. She just winked at me and spoke again after the applause died.

“Now I’d like to draw your attention to a talented young woman who I’m certain you’ve noticed but may not know. Ms. Veronica Thomas,” Tricia said, pausing to allow a moment for Ronnie to raise her hand.

“As you might expect from her exotic good looks, Veronica is a companion,” Tricia continued. “I don’t think anyone is shocked to know some companions make themselves sexually available to our executives as part of their duties. It is not a contractual obligation, as many assume. Ms. Thomas prefers not to, so to keep her busy, Peggy assigned her to help organize Matsushita Group’s annual sales conference.

“Ms. Thomas is a ballet dancer by training, but she rose to the occasion and delivered an event that Erik Clausen, Matsushita’s head of sales, declared an outstanding achievement. What was happening behind the scenes was chaos, but Ms. Thomas wrangled all the cats and even handled the original entertainer’s late cancellation and a last-minute requirement for robust security to deal with the attacks from our American neighbors. Mr. Dursten, our executive sponsor of the event, even smiled and gave Ms. Thomas glowing reviews.”

Laughter exploded because of Dursten’s reputation as a sourpuss. As the laughter died down, Tricia wrapped up, saying, “So please, let’s have a rousing round of applause for my best friend, Ms. Veronica Thomas.”

The two gorgeous ladies hugged and kissed each other’s cheeks as we all applauded them both.

Ronnie said quietly into the microphone, “Thank you for the kind remarks, Tricia. I’ll keep this brief. I owe the success of the event to the small army of people who came to my aid. Peggy for her mentorship, the companions and admin staff for providing guidance as well as labor, the staff here at the Orientale that were able to translate my thoughts into a well-orchestrated event, Ms. Lotte Calderon for stepping in at the last minute to entertain us, and Inspector Jane Nelson of the Toronto Police Service for helping arrange security at the last moment. I couldn’t have done it without all of you.”

She clapped, and everyone joined in as I took notice of Jane walking in, carrying a long thin box with a little blue ribbon. She looked gorgeous in a very short gold lamé cocktail dress with her hair pulled back, towering over many of the men in her tall heels. A matching purse hung across her body with a golden chain crossing between her breasts. Franco had a hand on the small of her back, and he looked quite debonair in his dark-blue pinstripe suit. They made a striking couple.

Peggy raised her hand as the applause tapered. “I want to remind all the executives that Ms. Thomas is currently available to arrange more events and assist with coordinating projects. Let me know if you have any requirements. That is all. Please enjoy the complimentary bar and hors d’oeuvres for the next hour.”

I noticed some thoughtful looks from a couple of execs until someone yelled, “Hey, champ!” Then the room’s focus turned to Franco as Jane slipped by to congratulate Ronnie and Tricia.

Lena handed me a pilsner glass and touched the rim of her wine to my glass. I kissed her cheek before sipping the beer. She scooted her stool right next to me and leaned against my shoulder as I enjoyed the flavor.

“Good choice, Lena,” I told her as she wrapped an arm over my shoulders.

“I’m glad you’re pleased,” she said. In a lower voice, she asked, “Are you okay, lover? You seem tense.”

“See the guy over there glaring at me, who looks like a beer barrel with legs?”

“The one with the crew cut, looks angry enough to chew rocks?” she confirmed.

“That’s my boss, Sean McGrath. He reported me for fraud to the CFO this afternoon,” I explained. “The CFO finally figured out it was all bullshit, and McGrath’s boss showed up to deal with it. I’m betting he was slapped hard. The CFO has a reputation for not putting up with stupidity.”

“I remember him chewing you out at breakfast that one day. It seemed like he had some kind of a grudge,” she said as McGrath’s attention was diverted by something across the room, his face turning redder and redder.

Ronnie appeared through the crowd with the box Jane had brought. Jane, Tricia, and Peggy followed her.

“Thomas, my love, Jane and I decided you needed a more debonair cane than that rubber one you’ve been using,” Ronnie said in English as Franco joined us. “Jane had an idea, and she, Franco, and all your ladies in red arranged it. Please open it, mon maître.”

She held the box in her open palms. I slid the ribbon off the box and lifted the lid. Inside was a cane featuring a black lacquer staff with a heavy brass hand grip.

“It’s a steel shaft with brass wrapped around a steel grip and end cap,” Jane explained as I held it up.

“This is a weapon,” I murmured.

“It is,” Jane agreed. “However, it looks fitting for a man with…is it four girlfriends now?”

“Three,” Peggy interjected.

“I didn’t realize Dr. Linderman had crossed that line,” Jane said.

“I saved him, and he saved me,” Lena replied brightly, leaning forward toward Jane. “One of the only appropriate examples of quid pro quo.”

“Franco, I don’t think you’ve met Lena yet,” I said.

“I met Dr. Linderman while you were unconscious,” he replied.

“I think we all did,” I joked, eliciting groans.

“Call me Lena, Franco,” she said, and lifted her glass in a toast.

“Nice to see you again, Lena. Thomas, bring the cane to class,” Franco said as the ladies laughed. “I’ll teach you what I know of savate cane.”

“Oh, no,” Jane groaned. “All that spinning and jumping.”

“It’s more practical than you’d think,” Franco countered indignantly.

“I thought I’d show him the arnis method,” Peggy interjected.

“You teach Filipino stick fighting?” Franco asked.

“Enough school business, Franco,” Jane chided him.

“I’m not a guru or anything, but I used to assist junior students toward the end of my studies,” Peggy clarified.

“I didn’t realize you two were a couple,” Ronnie said to Franco and Jane.

“I’m just his work wife,” Jane laughed. “His actual wife gets jealous enough already. She’d kill me if she thought we were intimate in any way.”

“True. After she fed my balls to me,” Franco said with a grimace. “She’s supposed to join us here.”

“Look for a gorgeous brunette who looks like an Italian actress,” Jane said. “Teresa’s actually a lovely person. If Franco forgets to introduce you, I will. She has that effect on him.”

We enjoyed a laugh at Franco’s flustered response until Bridget stuck her head between Jane and Peggy.

“Thomas!” Bridget gasped. “Please come, quickly. McGrath is going after Michael.”

I set my beer down and got up, alarmed. “Show me.”

“Franco, please go with him,” Peggy requested. “He’s in no shape to do what he’s about to do.”

“Inspector, you too, please,” I called as I followed Bridget through the crowd. I took an earbud out of my pocket and inserted it in my ear. The tone indicated that it had connected as I stepped out of the crowd and turned with Bridget.

Michael entered the loo at the end of the hall, oblivious to my brutish boss cracking his knuckles as he followed. Tapping my wristcom, I said, “Surveillance up and forward.”

The drones launched, and the video appeared on the wristcom. “Follow subject,” I ordered, and tapped McGrath’s image. A green halo appeared around his image and I hurried to follow.

“Call 911 and route video to them,” I commanded, trying to get closer to McGrath. I sensed Franco and Jane nearby as I stuck the other earbud in. Jane was making a call into her hand tablet.

A man’s voice spoke into my ear. “What is the nature of the emergency?”

“I’m watching a man stalk another man into the men’s loo at the Orientale. The one following shows hostile intent. I request defense protocol,” I said hurriedly. “Also, off-duty inspector Jane Nelson is with me, following the potential attacker. Request police assistance.”

“Inspector Nelson’s presence is noted. Defense protocol for self only granted at this point,” the operator said as McGrath pushed the door to the loo open and hurried inside.

“Video package arrived and video feed is now streaming,” the operator said.

The feed on my wristcom showed that only one drone made it into the room with McGrath. Michael was standing at a urinal, and McGrath walked up and slammed Michael’s head into the wall.

Bridget, who had been intensely monitoring the feed, let out a scream and pressed her hand to her mouth. Arriving at the door, I pushed inside, feeling the gentle eddy in the air from the second drone flying past my face.

Michael was on the floor in a fetal position, trying to protect his body with his elbows and knees, but he looked barely conscious. McGrath loomed over him, kicking him over and over.

“Defense of others granted,” the operator said in my ear. “Foot patrol should be at your location in five minutes. Self-defense granted to the man on the floor.”

“MISTER MCGRATH!” I shouted.

McGrath landed another vicious kick into an unprotected rib before whipping around. His face was so red it was almost violet.

“YOU! YOU FUCKING LITTLE SHIT!” he screamed. “As soon as I teach this Black bastard to stay away from Bridget, I’m going to fuck you up!”

“Bridget? She’d rather cut off her own tits than have you looking at her,” I retorted. “You’re done, McGrath. I’ve got your assault on video, and the police…well, more are coming, but Inspector Nelson is just behind me.”

“YOU LITTLE SHIT!” McGrath sounded utterly feral. He launched toward me like he was planning to tackle me like an American footballer.

I was barely able to slip to my right and pull the cane up, gripping it in both hands. I launched into McGrath, shoving the cane into his ribs. His forward momentum bounced him off the short wall separating the urinals from the vanities, past it and into Franco. Both men fell to the ground.

McGrath tried to get up, which allowed Franco to free a leg and fire a kick into McGrath’s jaw. My boss fell backward, smacking his head on the granite countertop of the vanity, and promptly fell unconscious.

Jane pulled McGrath off Franco, and I checked on Michael.

“Hey, buddy, you with me?” I asked urgently as I checked his pulse.

“Wha’? Thoma’?” he said blearily.

“The police have McGrath in custody. How bad are you?” I asked.

“Head. Ribs. Feel like you looked in hosp’l,” he muttered.

Turning back to the entry, I called, “Franco! Get Lena! Dispatch, are you still there?”

“Yes,” the operator said in my ears. “Do you need DHS?”

“Huh?” I asked as Bridget kneeled next to me and gently cupped his face.

“I’m here, Michael,” she whispered. “I’m here.”

I was jolted by the operator’s voice. “An ambulance? Emergency medical service?” he clarified as I heard a shrill scream in the distance.

“Definitely,” I replied. “There’s a doctor at the party. She should be here momentarily. He’s disoriented and took quite a few kicks and probably has a concussion if that head slam was as bad as it looked.”

“Yeah, they’re already heading your way. Police patrol has arrived. There’s also an executioner on the way,” he said.

That stopped me cold. Intellectually, I knew what McGrath had done was a violent crime, but I didn’t connect the dots until the dispatcher called it out.

“Give me some room,” Lena said as she arrived. “Thomas, go back to the bar. Some guy is giving Ronnie a hard time. Peggy’s trying to intervene, but he’s getting insistent.”
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“Shit!” I exclaimed, lurching to my feet. “Dispatch, please route the officers into the bar. I understand there’s a guy sexually assaulting a woman there. I’ll meet them. Surveillance, go back to your start point and find Ronnie in the crowd.”

“I’m coming with you, Thomas,” Jane said, beating me out the door. She could move damn quickly in those stilettos.

My drones would have keyed off Ronnie’s wristcom to find her, but she wasn’t wearing it, counting on me to protect her. I had her tablet in my jacket pocket, so the drones would have to circle until they recognized her face. I figured they’d used at least half of their battery by that time, so I hoped they found her quickly. I’d never find the cursed things if they fell out of the air somewhere random. At least the bar wasn’t far away.

I caught Jane as she stopped to talk to two patrolmen in uniform just outside the crowded bar. Everyone was packed tightly to watch the drama, and I didn’t see an opening in the crowd.

My wristcom beeped—one of the drones found Ronnie. The video appeared on the screen, and I gritted my teeth. It was Dursten, with his hand around Ronnie’s neck, pinning her to the bar. His other hand was reaching under the flounce of Ronnie’s dress. Ronnie scratched his face, shouting “No!” The drones didn’t have audio, but it was clear from the way her lips moved, and I could hear her scream without an audio feed. Peggy was trying to choke him out but couldn’t get a proper grip, and Tricia was trying to pull his hand away.

I crawled up onto the bar and carefully made my way toward Ronnie. Jane kicked off her shoes and followed me.

“Requesting defense of others,” I growled.

“Granted,” was the terse reply as the operator watched the live feed.

Dursten backhanded Tricia hard, and she fell to the ground.

Jumping off the bar, I slammed the grip of my cane down on the top of Dursten’s head.

Peggy jumped back as Dursten stumbled, and I pulled Ronnie close.

“Get behind the bar, my angel,” I told her.

She didn’t say a word, just mounted a barstool, stepped up with Jane’s help, and jumped behind the bar.

Peggy rushed to my side. “Get Tricia behind the bar,” I ordered. “Both of you stay there until Jane or I help you out.” Then I turned to face Dursten.

“You’ll die in the gutter for that, boy,” he spat at me.

“Not for that,” I said. “I’m on the line with police dispatch. I’m authorized to defend myself and others. That little tap on your crown was me defending my girlfriend. You step closer, and I’ll be defending myself.”

“Granted,” the operator said in my ear.

“She’s a companion. It’s my right to take her sexually. You can’t because you’re not an executive,” Dursten spat again.

“As a companion, she is not obligated to allow sexual acts of any sort from anyone she doesn’t want,” I replied. “As for me, I don’t use any companion services at work unless Mr. Forsythe or Mr. McGrath have arranged them. Ms. Thomas and I are dating outside any work relationship and outside work hours. Additionally, this event is not sponsored or paid for by Nu-Gen. Ms. Brown is footing the bill. Furthermore, you just struck Ms. Brown, who was trying to protect Ms. Thomas. In other words, you’re in deep shit, Mr. Dursten.”

“Mr. Dursten didn’t do anything wrong,” Roger Felton, the COO, interjected from the far end of the bar. “She’s a companion, and he’s an exec. End of story.”

“I’ve actually read Ms. Thomas’ employment contract, sir,” I replied coldly. “Your interpretation of the facts doesn’t align with the law, her contract, or the current circumstances.”

“He’s right, Roger,” Corinna Wilson stated loudly, standing at the edge of the crowd with Rafe. “George’s actions invalidated her contract and forgave any outstanding debt she may have had for her education. You don’t have a legal leg to stand on if you want to fight it.”

Felton looked pissed, but it wasn’t apparent whether it was the news or Corinna’s familiarity that angered him.

Jane landed beside me and said, “Inspector Nelson, Toronto Police. I saw enough to justify sexual assault and assault and battery from the middle-aged man Mr. Robertson tapped with his cane.” She presented her warrant card to the crowd.

Ignoring Jane, Dursten growled and lunged, reaching for my throat.

I rolled my eyes and kicked a heel right into his bladder, which released as he crumpled to the floor. My wristcom beeped to let me know the drone batteries were getting low, so I tapped the screen to recall them to their docks.

“Close surveillance files,” I murmured.

“I’m dropping off the call, Mr. Robertson. Unless you need more assistance,” the operator said.

“I think we’re fine now. Thank you,” I replied as a woman’s voice shouted through a speaker. “Make way! Toronto Police Executioner arriving.”

The crowd dispersed quickly to create an aisle, and an officer in body armor, helmet, and visor arrived. She was obviously female despite her breasts not being visibly evident in the body armor, with a narrow waist and rounded hips, and she was wearing a large firearm strapped to her right thigh.

She addressed Jane. “Inspector, how much of this incident did you see?”

“I saw the man who pissed himself hit Ms. Brown, choke and fondle Ms. Thomas, and attack Mr. Robertson. That’s enough for a finding of violent crime,” Jane said.

“I’m inclined to agree, but I understand there’s video of both incidents. I’d like to examine it before I make a judgment,” the executioner said. “Let me get Potty Pants cuffed, and the officers will take statements.”

“Sounds good. Let me take you back to the other crime scene,” Jane said.

“What other crime scene?” Felton asked. “What video?”

“Not your concern, sir,” the executioner said. “Go back to your party.”

“The bar tab is closed,” Tricia announced, holding Ronnie with Peggy. “I’m not paying for you all to get drunk while you all talk shit about my friend.”

“May I join my girlfriend, Officer?” I asked.

“Sure. I’ll escort you out,” the masked policewoman answered, and I immediately brushed past Felton and lifted the surface on the left side of the bar so that my ladies could walk out instead of climbing over it again.

I pulled my jacket off and wrapped it around Ronnie, pressed a kiss to her forehead, and escorted her through the crowd with my arm wrapped protectively around her waist. I was nearly carrying her as she leaned into my shoulder, completely limp if not for the way her arms clung to me.

I looked back to confirm Tricia was with us—she was tucked under Peggy’s arm, the two of them talking quietly, their foreheads touching.

We exited the press of the bar crowd in time to see Franco rush by to envelop a pretty brunette in a cocktail dress in his arms and drop her in a dancefloor-worthy dip as she chuckled into his lips before kissing him.

The executioner led us to an empty sofa. She said, “Please wait here, Mr. Robertson. I need to ask each of you questions after I examine the scenes and review the video.”

“I’m sorry, mon maître,” Ronnie whimpered into my neck.

I leaned back to capture her eyes with mine, but she kept her chin lowered and wouldn’t look at me.

“You have nothing to be sorry for, my sweet angel,” I told her. “Nothing that animal did to you diminished your perfection in any way.”

She slowly raised her tear-soaked face to mine. “I’m damaged goods, now, Thomas. You should cast me aside and use Tricia and Lena to help you forget about me.”

“Did you think I was lying to you when I told you I love you, Ronnie?” I asked quietly.

Tricia and Peggy both gasped. “If I decided I didn’t love you anymore because some animal pawed you, that would be a very shallow kind of love, and I’d be a shallow kind of person.”

“You’re not,” Ronnie whispered. “You’re not shallow, Thomas.”

“That we can agree on,” I said firmly. “A good shower and a night of me making love to you should clear any filth from Dursten.”

“I don’t know, mon maître,” she replied, hesitant.

“Did you enjoy it?” I asked quietly, and she gasped in shock.

“No!”

“Did you invite him to do it?”

“Of course not!” she exclaimed again.

“Then you have no shame, Ronnie,” I told her as Corinna and Rafe emerged from the crowd.

Corinna looked around, and Rafe pointed toward us. Jane then emerged from the crowd and followed them after waving at Franco and his wife. They followed Jane to join our group.

“You are mine forever and always, Veronica Thomas,” I told her. “I will go to my grave loving you.”

“Not anytime soon, I hope,” Tricia whispered, which brought a gentle smile to Ronnie’s face.

“I’m planning to be around a long time yet,” I replied as Corinna and Rafe reached us.

“Veronica, I’m Corinna,” the attractive woman said. “I’m the deputy general counsel. Everything I said to Felton about the dissolution of your contract is true, but you need to sign a complaint against Durston to make it happen.”

“I’ll make sure Karin, the executioner, has you sign it tonight, Ronnie,” Jane said as she knelt next to us and took Ronnie’s hand. “She’ll need it before she can pass judgment. Are you okay? Do you need medical attention?”

Ronnie shook her head, and Jane asked, “How about you, Tricia?”

“I think I’m okay,” she replied. “I’m sure Lena will want to check us over either way.”

“Okay, I’m going to check in on your friends in the men’s room. I’ll be back before long,” she said, rising. She offered a hand to Corinna. “Thanks for standing up for Ronnie, I’m Inspector Nelson. Please call me Jane.” With a quick nod, Jane disengaged her clasped hand and walked off.

Rafe sat in a nearby easy chair, and Corinna sat on the arm, holding his hand as we waited. Franco introduced his wife, Teresa, and sat her in another easy chair. We stayed there as the time passed, and watched the drama unfold.

* * *


A couple more uniformed officers arrived to take statements from the crowd. One of the bartenders brought a tablet over for Tricia to sign to close out her tab, and the guy appeared happy with the gratuity she added. Peggy went to the bar a little later.

The EMTs wheeled Michael by on a gurney. Bridget was holding his hand, but it didn’t look like they were too worried since they had him sitting up. Peggy caught up with him before they left and caressed his arm as they talked. Then Michael waved to us as Peggy hugged Bridget and spoke with her briefly. They were soon out the door and loaded into the ambulance.

Peggy soon returned with a waiter carrying a tray full of glasses of water as Lena joined our group. She handed Tricia a cold pack she’d taken from the EMTs for her face. Then Lena knelt in front of me and hugged Ronnie, apologizing profusely for leaving her. We all assured her that it was okay, and Ronnie even said she’d be fine after a long shower with me.

Jane returned with the executioner and a bag. She had Ronnie put her dress in the bag, which turned into a spectacle because Ronnie just got up and shrugged out of my coat. I stood quickly when I realized what she was planning, and managed to shield her from view of the bar before she dropped the dress.

Once Ronnie was covered in my jacket, Jane and the executioner both shook their heads, but I wasn’t sure if it was due to Ronnie’s actions or her beautiful body. Ronnie picked the garment off the floor and pinched between her fingertips, and Jane put it in the evidence bag.

“We’ll get it back to you after analysis,” she said.

Ronnie shook her head vigorously. “Keep it. Thomas loved seeing me in it, but I don’t want anything that animal touched on my body. I thought he was going to fuck me right there in the bar.” She shuddered.

Tricia growled, “Even if we hadn’t gotten him off you, you wouldn’t have even noticed his tiny dick after being with Thomas.”

Despite it being the wrong thing to say at the moment, our group started laughing. Rafe and Corinna and even two of the officers joined in until even Ronnie chuckled, “Thankfully, I didn’t suffer that indignity.”

After we sat back down, the executioner offered Ronnie a tablet. She read the statement on it, typed in some additional comments, and signed it. Shortly afterward, Ronnie’s tablet rang from the pocket of my suit coat. She pulled it out, confirming that she received an official copy with seals on it.

Peggy asked Ronnie to send her a copy so she could start the process to remove her obligations. The two policewomen stepped away and reviewed the video the dispatcher had forwarded to the executioner.

Meanwhile, Tricia walked over to the reception desk, where a man in a suit soon joined her. They shook hands, and then Tricia spoke for nearly a minute before the man nodded sharply and replied. He then turned to the receptionist behind the desk, shook Tricia’s hand with a warm smile, and walked away. The receptionist asked Tricia a couple of questions, and Tricia handed over a card, then collected a couple of items from the receptionist and walked back.

Upon her return, Tricia asked, “Jane, can I take the girls upstairs? I think Ronnie would appreciate a shower. You can come up to Room 1208 if you have more questions.”

“Uh, Karin?” Jane said. “It’s your crime scene.”

The executioner turned to Ronnie. “Do you want to witness his execution?”

“No!” Ronnie looked horrified. “I just want to move past this.”

“I will,” I said, surprising myself. “That way I can assure Ronnie if she needs closure later.”

“I want you to witness the other one, too,” Karin said. “You caught him; you’re essentially the accuser. You should witness.”

“I will witness, too,” a voice said behind the two policewomen.

Jane turned to reveal Forsythe. He said, “If I’d done a better job of leading him, then perhaps it wouldn’t have come to this. He’s been spinning out of control, and some of the actions I took to try controlling him may have triggered him.”

“Like what?” Karin asked before Jane could ask the same question.

Forsythe scratched the back of his head. “He had a crush on my admin assistant. I thought if I made him watch her with her boyfriend, it would break it. They’re both companions and agreed to try it. It didn’t work, and he’s gotten more obsessed and paranoid since.”

“Holy shit,” I murmured, the sentiment echoed by everyone else in the group.

“Okay. You can’t take ownership of his actions, but if he was unstable, that might have tipped him over the edge,” Karin replied with a frown.

Jane looked like she wanted to shoot Forsythe. “Next time, you might want to try enforced counseling,” she nearly growled.

“Yes, ma’am,” Forsythe said contritely.

Peggy offered to get the ladies’ handbags, and she and Lena hurried off to the bar. They returned carrying matching small purses on gold chains, and Tricia took hers and then helped Ronnie up.

Ronnie handed my tablet to me from the inside pocket of my suitcoat and kissed me, and then the ladies in red escorted her to the lift.

A policeman led Dursten out of the crowd in the bar, and two more police and a hotel security officer watched as the manager closed the bar and ensured that everyone had paid for any additional drinks before they left.

“Let’s go,” Karin said as another officer appeared, dragging McGrath by his bound wrists. “I’ll call you later, Inspector.”

Jane nodded and left with Franco and Teresa.

Karin led the two perpetrators and their escorts, Forsythe, and myself through a door to the left of reception, past a laundry room, a kitchen, and eventually out the back door of the hotel to congregate in the alley.

“Put them on their knees facing away from the hotel,” Karin ordered.

“You can’t do this to me,” McGrath yelled. His initial shock from being arrested seemed to be wearing off, and he struggled against his guard.

Karin grabbed McGrath’s right arm while his escort struggled to control him by the other, and she smacked him hard at the base of his skull and pulled him backward. Then she kicked the back of his knee, and his heavy body slammed down onto his knees.

The other escort bound Dursten’s ankles with a long flex cuff and then did the same to McGrath while his partner held him. Dursten’s escort returned to guarding him and put in earplugs. Karin handed earplugs to Forsythe and me before holding McGrath’s collar.

When we had donned our hearing protection, McGrath’s escort knelt beside him and held his left arm tightly.

Karin took a deep breath and spoke clearly and slowly. “Sean McGrath, you have been found guilty of the following charges—assault and battery against Michael Alberts with the intent to kill, assault against Franco Castellano as he tried to lawfully detain you during the commission of your attack against Michael Alberts, and the attempted assault of Thomas Robertson with the intent to kill as he tried to lawfully detain you during the commission of your attack against Michael Alberts. Do you have anything to say in your defense?”

“I’m going to beat the shit out of you, bitch. Then I’m going to kill Robertson, Forsythe, your two buddies, and then I’m going to fuck you until you breathe your last breath,” he growled.

“Jesus, Sean! What the hell’s wrong with you?” Forsythe gasped.

“Me?” McGrath laughed. “You should have been pushing Bridget to me! You never touched her, and you knew I wanted her! She was meant to be mine!”

“Oh, shit!” I exclaimed. “You’re psychotic and delusional.”

“Okay,” Karin interjected. “So, nothing in your defense. Sean McGrath, for the assault, assault and battery, and attempted assault charges, I sentence you to death.”

She unstrapped her firearm and pulled back the top of the weapon. She took a deep breath as she put her finger on the trigger, squeezing as she exhaled. The gun made a loud BOOM, and the blast was a physical wave that battered me. I was happy for the earplugs. The eruption of the firearm was followed by a spray of red erupting from McGrath’s face—his body fell forward as the policeman released his arm.

Karin looked at me and asked, “Do you want to do the next one?”

“I’d love to, but I’ve never fired a gun,” I replied. “Besides, it’s probably not legal.”

“True,” she acquiesced. “I can see it in your eyes, though. You want to.”

I paused, gathering my thoughts. “He’s earned it, but my role in life is to protect people to the best of my ability, especially those I care about,” I said thoughtfully. After a heavy sigh, I added, “It’s probably best that I’m not the judge and executioner.”

“Okay, let’s finish this,” she said and stepped behind Dursten. “George Dursten, you have been found guilty of the following charges—sexual assault of Veronica Thomas, assault and battery against Patricia Brown as she tried to lawfully intervene in your attack against Veronica Thomas, and the attempted assault of Thomas Robertson as he tried to lawfully to detain you during the commission of your attack against Veronica Thomas. Do you have anything to say in your defense?”

Dursten wept. After a long pause, he cried out, “I think I was drugged.”

“Your defense is that you committed these crimes because you were drugged?” the executioner asked. Dursten’s escort officer smirked at the idea.

“I knew it was wrong, but it didn’t seem to matter.” Dursten looked miserable, his tears running down his face. “I’d been trying to seduce her, but she wouldn’t look at anyone except Robertson. I was standing there, drinking with Felton, and I thought I should just take her while Robertson wasn’t around.” He choked out another sob. “God, I sound almost as deranged as McGrath.”

“Madame Executioner, if I may,” Forsythe interjected. “Drugging someone sounds like something that Felton would do. A former companion told me that she and several others were drugged and then group raped. I haven’t heard of Felton doing it recently, but Peggy would know, Madame Executioner.”

Karin considered this. “I knew some shit happened in the big corporations, but that’s truly fucked up.” Looking down at the criminal at her feet, she said, “Well, Mr. Dursten, it does sound like you were experiencing symptoms of being drugged, but I’m no doctor. We can take you off to jail and wait for your blood work. After that, you’d go to court, and depending on the results of your bloodwork, you’d go to a work farm or be executed at that point.”

Dursten shook his head. “Take the blood, but let’s finish this here.”

“We should draw the blood now. You have a kit?” she asked Dursten’s escort.

“Yes, ma’am. Jerry, give me a hand will you?”

Karin removed the magazine from her weapon, pocketed it, and pulled back the top of the weapon, causing a shiny object to flip through the air. “Weapon clear,” she announced, then took out a thick red cloth from one of her pockets and wiped the weapon with it. After holstering the weapon, she picked up the cartridge and wiped it thoroughly before putting it back into the magazine.

The two uniformed officers cut Dursten’s cuffs and then split open his jacket and shirt sleeve from wrist to shoulder with a sharp knife. One held Dursten’s skinny neck in one hand while the other swabbed the crease of his left elbow and drew two tubes of blood from it with a hypodermic needle from the kit. He didn’t seem to be very concerned with being gentle.

Once the officer labeled the tubes and returned them to the kit, the other officer tied Dursten’s wrists with fresh flex cuffs, and Karin put the magazine back into her weapon.

“George Dursten, do you waive your right to wait for a trial?” Karin asked, dropping her hand to her firearm. He nodded. “I need to hear you say it, Mr. Dursten.”

“Yes,” he gasped out.

“George Dursten, for the crimes of assault, sexual assault, and attempted assault, I sentence you to death,” Karin said.

She drew the weapon and exactly repeated her actions when she executed McGrath. The blast was just as horrible as the first time, and Dursten’s face exploded even more dramatically than McGrath’s.

Karin followed the same ritual on the weapon as before as she said, “Officer Kerry, please arrange a meat wagon to pick up Mr. Dursten’s body and take it to the morgue. Leave the other one for the chain gangs.” She cocked her head as she cleaned the weapon.

“Roger, Dispatch. I’ll be there in thirty minutes or less,” the executioner said, apparently in response to an audio call in her ears.

“I’d better tell Dispatch to notify the penal authority, or that sack of meat may lie there for a week,” McGrath’s escort replied.

“Follow me to my bike, gentlemen,” Karin said to Forsythe and me. “I just got another call. Some American punks have attacked several stores and bystanders, then looted the stores in the underground near Union Station. I’m off to end several mommies’ precious angels.”

Forsythe and I followed her back through the corridor. We continued through reception before Karin stopped in front of the front exit and turned to us.

“Any idea why Dursten waived jail time?” she asked. “They’ll usually grab the chance to delay their sentence, even if the outcome would likely be the same.”

“The company will pay a big insurance settlement to his widow if he’s executed for sexual misconduct of a companion,” Forsythe explained. “If he went to jail, the policy would have been void. I know he loved Connie despite his infidelity in the office. He wouldn’t want her to suffer poverty. It’ll be enough for a modest private apartment for her and their daughters, good schools, and subsistence. She’ll still have to work, but all the basics will be taken care of.”

Karin shook her head in wonder. “I want to know more about this drugging. That’s some serious shit. Depending on the evidence we can find on them, the perpetrators might end up like these two guys, but at a minimum they’ll end up serving a stretch on a prison farm.”

“I’d happily help put an end to that,” I growled.

Forsythe added, “I’m sure my source would be willing to talk to you, but I’ll lose my job if I’m not careful. I’ve got a wife and four kids, and getting another similar job at another company won’t happen if word gets out that I helped prosecute an executive for companion abuse.”

“What happened to your source, the one who told you about Felton?” Karin asked with a little attitude.

“I married her,” Forsythe said. “She’s the mother of my four children, and with the way she’s acting lately, I think another is on the way.”

It was hard to tell Karin’s reaction with the visor and helmet, but I’m sure my face showed some surprise. After a moment, she pulled her tablet from her pocket. “Please tag me your contact details. I don’t have you in the case files.”

Forsythe tapped his tablet against hers and tapped the screen to confirm the transfer.

Karin looked at me through the dark amber lens of the visor before tapping some details into her tablet. “Jane gave me your info, Thomas,” she said with a crooked smile as she typed. “She says you’re a good guy. I’m inclined to agree, even if you can’t take her.”

A memory clicked in place. “Ah, the jocular guard. I didn’t recognize your voice,” I said with a small grin. “Hope the next time we meet is under better circumstances.”

“We rid the world of two violent offenders tonight, so it wasn’t all bad. Still, I’d prefer less stress the next time, too,” she said, and extended a hand. “Until then, Thomas.”

“Be safe out there, Karin,” I murmured as she turned. She gave me a thumbs-up as she pushed the door open.

When the door closed, Forsythe looked at me and extended his hand. “Well done, Robertson. I was afraid you were going to kill George a couple of times tonight.”

I shook my head. “Karin’s offer was tempting, but I think I’d rather not kill anyone, given the choice. I’m willing to if needed, but I don’t desire it, if that makes sense.”

Forsythe looked at me for a long moment. “We got off to a rocky start, Robertson, and yet, you impress me more every day. Can you be in my office tomorrow at ten-thirty? I need to figure out how to deal with Sean’s absence, and I’d like your input.”

“Uh, yes sir. Depending on where we are in moving Tricia out of the dorms, I may be a couple of minutes late, if that’s alright. She doesn’t have much in the way of personal furniture, and yet she has a lot of stuff,” I told him.

He smiled. “I remember moving Tammy out. She was pregnant with our first, so both of us were moving at the same time into a unit for senior execs with families. She was suffering from morning sickness, and I couldn’t believe the piles of clothes and shoes she had. I had planned a day for each apartment, but it took all weekend for hers alone. I spent the first three evenings of the following week moving mine, clearing our original apartments, and arranging things so we could find the basics. Good times.”

“She was a companion?”

“Yes. I thought I’d never marry, and then I met Tammy. Until that moment, I figured I’d rent companionship or, after the arrival of companions at Nu-Gen, leverage their company. Then Tammy appeared at the new-hire mixer, and I was lost. She was worth every bit of grief I received for first taking her as my admin and then marrying her. Every minute,” he said with a smile and a faraway look.

Forsythe’s happy mood melted. “The only thing I would change is that I would take away her fear and shame over how Felton indoctrinated her. He used to call her damaged goods to my face—hers, too. If the opportunity arises, I will piss on his grave.”

He nodded at me solemnly. “Goodnight, Thomas. I look forward to our chat tomorrow.”

“Goodnight, sir.”
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CELEBRATION


Ismiled at the memory of my first time with Trisha in suite 1208 as I waited for someone to answer my knock.

Peggy greeted me after just a moment but stepped back, holding the door open. “You have blood on your shirt,” she said, preventing a hug with her index finger pressed into my chest. “Probably from the spray of blood when their faces exploded. I think there’s some on your face and hands, too.

“Damn, I thought I was far enough back,” I muttered. “It was bad enough to see it. I really don’t want to be wearing either one of those guys. I need to run back to my flat for clean clothes after I check on Ronnie.”

“Bathroom,” she ordered tersely. “Strip off the shirt and wash in the sink. You’ll want to shower and change when you get back to your apartment.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I replied quietly and walked past Tricia and Ronnie in the shower. Lena was leaning against the vanity, holding a plush hotel robe over her crossed arms. Tricia turned off the water, and Peggy handed her a towel.

“Welcome home, Thomas,” Lena said, taking in the sight of my shirt.

“Let me clean up, and then I’ll greet you all properly,” I said.

“You didn’t stand behind them, did you?” Lena observed. “Standing far back and upwind is the only way to avoid spray. The least little breeze, and the mist will still find you.”

“Seen a lot of executions?” I asked, stripping off my shirt.

“A surprising number of people are executed near the dumpsters outside the ER,” Lena replied dryly. “Since I’m not squeamish about the sight of blood, I sometimes get asked to witness. It’s not my favorite task, but I think they deserve to have a witness.”

“You don’t approve,” Peggy observed as I scrubbed my face and neck with soap.

“Not particularly,” Lena confessed. “I’m a doctor, so I find the waste of life upsetting. Still, many of the executions I’ve witnessed did involve accusations of killing someone I had just tried to save. There’s a holding cell where the police keep the accused while we try to save their victims. The executioners are very concerned about getting the charges right before they kill them. There seems to be a fine line as to whether they get sent to the farms or to straight to hell.”

“I’ve heard it depends on how many are available for chain gang duty,” Tricia said as she toweled Ronnie gently. I noticed a bruise on her cheek from where Dursten backhanded her and partially regretted my decision not to execute him myself.

Peggy handed me a towel after I turned off the water. She said, “I was a little surprised they didn’t send McGrath to a farm.”

“He was visibly trying to kill Michael, and in the alley, he threatened to kill me and three police officers. He even threatened Forsythe, and we all know how much time he spent with his nose up Forsythe’s arse. He was destined for hell,” I murmured before I collected a kiss from Lena.

“Be careful of his trousers, they’re probably more bloody than his shirt,” Peggy said before offering her cheek for a kiss.

Lena helped Ronnie into the robe, and I ruffled Tricia’s hair affectionately before I pulled Ronnie into a tight embrace.

“I’ll bring your robe and a change of clothes for tomorrow,” I told her after a lingering kiss.

“I’m exhausted, mon maître,” she whispered into my neck. “May I take a nap before we make love?”

“Bien sûr, ma séraphine. I’ll go back to the flat and get clean clothes for each of us,” I told her. “I need to feed you, too. You haven’t eaten, have you?”

Ronnie shook her head slowly, still looking a little dazed, and Tricia said, “It’s still early, and we haven’t eaten anything except a couple of appetizers the piranhas left behind. I’ll order something from Napoli’s. I’ll ask for the Chef’s Italian special for five.”

“Actually, Tricia, see if we can get a table in about an hour,” I said. “We shouldn’t allow the Philistines to ruin our celebration dinner.”

“I can’t show up in the lounge wearing this dress tomorrow morning. Would you take me home, Thomas?” Peggy asked.

“You’re coming back, right?” Tricia asked.

“Of course,” Peggy said, hugging her. “We’re celebrating your successes tonight.”

I kissed my three girlfriends goodbye, put my jacket on over my bare torso, and escorted Peggy to the lift.

She snuggled close and wrapped her arms around me. “I’m worried about what Felton will do,” she said into my neck. “He glared at me across the bar when I got water for our group and again when Lena and I picked up our purses.”

“I think you have reason for caution,” I replied as we exited the lift. “Forsythe told me about what he did to Tammy.”

We crossed the lobby in silence until we left the Orientale. Peggy hooked her hand lightly in the crook of my elbow as we stepped off the curb to cross the street.

“He did it to me, too,” Peggy said quietly in the middle of the street as we stopped to allow a tuk-tuk to pass. “Cho had already taken me as a patron, so he got me out of there before things got too out of hand.”

“How out of hand?” I asked.

“I’d rather you didn’t know the details,” she replied. “I like you. I don’t want you to think less of me.”

“Like I told Ronnie, nothing that was done to you can diminish you, Peggy,” I said firmly. “I know what the expectations are for companions. Cho was your patron—I know what that means. It doesn’t matter. I still adore you.”

“I adore you too, you silly man,” she said as we entered Nu-Gen’s lobby.

Security waved in recognition as we passed by their desk in front of the bank of lifts. I flicked the tip of my cane up with my left hand and deftly tapped the call button.

“You’re right-handed, right?” she asked as we entered the lift. “You’re using your left a lot more. Lena mentioned that your technique with your left hand has gotten more adept.”

“She did, did she?”

Peggy chuffed a short laugh. “Of course. We’re friends, and girls talk,” she said. I cocked an eyebrow, and she smirked in response. “She said, and I quote, ‘He was balls-deep in Tricia and his right hand was buried in Ronnie’s pussy. I leaned over Tricia’s leg to kiss him, and his left hand was soon bringing me to a very satisfying orgasm.’ She looked very satisfied, too.”

I chuckled at the memory as the lift opened on Peggy’s floor. “She seemed to be at the time,” I admitted.

“That was last weekend, after the sales conference, right?” Peggy said as we turned toward the lounge and her flat. “She was singing the praises of ‘Thomas’ massive love muscle.’”

We both laughed at the idea as we passed by the companions’ lounge. The area was packed with people and there were stacks of pizza, bottles of sparkling wine, and a small keg of beer.

“Tricia went all out,” I observed.

“Ronnie and I pitched in,” Peggy said.

“You should let me chip in,” I replied as I waved at my friends in the crowd. It seemed strange not to see Michael and Bridget in the group. The Park sisters, Jenny, and the boys made fun of my lack of a shirt and tie, but we didn’t stop.

“Maybe, but Ronnie and Tricia both have very low expenses since you’ve been buying the groceries for Ronnie’s cooking,” Peggy said as she unlocked her door.

“Fine,” I said. “You can’t have much spare cash after paying for your doctoral program, though.”

“Oh, that’s paid by the company,” she said absentmindedly. “I know just the dress for Ronnie. I’ll pack it into a roller bag. Will you come back to get me?”

“Of course,” I replied, pressing my lips to her forehead. “Be back soon.”

Peggy disappeared into her flat, and I walked past the gang.

“More skin!” Ian shouted as I walked by the group. He was drinking soda from a can, so I was hopeful that he hadn’t regressed. Rusty was sitting on his lap with an arm around his neck while Tamsin, one of the multitude of brunette companions, had her tongue buried in Rusty’s face. Then she switched to kissing Ian, and he forgot all about me.

I grinned as I stepped onto the lift. When I returned home, I docked my earbuds, wristcom, and tablet and jumped in the shower. After I was clean, I pulled on chinos, a casual blue-striped button-down, my light sports jacket, and loafers that would be appropriate for Napoli’s.

I found a black silk cocktail dress and matching pumps on Ronnie’s side of the closet. Peggy said she had something for Ronnie, but I grabbed the clothes anyway. I added Ronnie’s essentials bag with all her makeup and brushes and stuff to the pile on the comforter. Then I found a pair of midnight-blue yoga pants, a lavender support camisole, and trainers for the next morning. I grabbed Tricia’s black yoga pants and white camisole, then added Lena’s spare scrubs and a pair of trainers to the pile. After a moment’s thought, I threw in the burgundy silk robes from the closet.

After neatly folding everything and stuffing them into a suitcase, I put my tech back on and went to pick up Peggy.

I found her in the lounge wearing a deep red version of her favorite weekend dress, a halter with a sweetheart neckline and full circle skirt that reached just below her knees. She stood chatting with the companions, and I took a moment to admire her until Ha-yoon pointed at me.

Peggy turned and smiled at me, revealing a golden comb nestled within the left side of her hair, holding it back. We wished everyone a good evening, and she hugged my arm tightly as the lift closed.

“I like the hairstyle,” I told her as we descended.

“Good. I did it for you,” she said.

“I don’t deserve you, Peggy,” I murmured.

“If everyone only got what they deserved, there’d be much less joy in the world,” she replied softly. “I’m joyful because you look at me like I’m the most special woman in the world. Funnily enough, knowing you look at Ronnie, Tricia, and Lena the same way doesn’t lessen the impact.”

“Really?”

She nodded. “I know they’re all beautiful, talented women making a positive impact on the world. If you look at them like that but also look at me the same way, then I know you love me and appreciate me, too. I think our close relationship minimizes any competition for your affection. How we care for each other deeply keeps it in check.”

“Women are a mystery,” I murmured as we exited the lift and hurried back to the hotel.

“Don’t I know it,” she said.

Into a lift we went again, and Peggy pulled me in for a hungry kiss. “It’s getting so hard not to make love to you, Thomas,” she said, a little frustrated. “I just can’t risk my job. Half of my salary is going to pay for my little sister’s education. She was a little surprise package who was born when I was still in college, and my brothers’ education drained all my parents’ savings. I want to make sure she has all the opportunities available, so I’m paying private school tuition and trying to set enough aside to get her through grad school outside the US.”

“I get it. I don’t think your job should be at risk over who you sleep with, but that’s where we’re at,” I said. “I want my sisters to have all the chances they can get at being happy, so I can appreciate you working so hard for yours.”

“One of Georgia’s congressmen has proposed that women’s pay should be paid directly to the man responsible for them,” she said. “And there’s a senator from Georgia who has proposed a bill to repeal the 19th Amendment. Both bills are gaining momentum. I need to get her out of the US as soon as I can.” Almost as an afterthought, she added, “She wants to study physics or engineering.”

“Toronto has a good physics program. UBC in Vancouver is good, too,” I said as we approached our suite for the night. “Edinburgh, Manchester, and London have good schools, as do Heidelberg, Munich, Zurich, and Lausanne. I almost went to SNU in Seoul, and I’d been accepted by EPFL and Edinburgh, too. Then the scholarship to Stanford was approved, so…” I knocked quietly on the door. “That’s where I went.”

The door swung open, and Lena stood in the doorway, wearing only her jewelry.

“Miss me?” I asked.

“Desperately,” she said with a grin. “Do come in.” She turned and walked back into the suite, her red jewel glittering between her buttocks.

Once I closed the door behind Peggy, I said, “The nipple clamps are a bold choice, Lena.”

“I haven’t worn any since medical school,” she admitted. “I saw them when we got matching butt plugs and had to have them.”

“Where was that?” Peggy asked.

“Erasmus University in Rotterdam,” Lena replied. “Then I had a trauma fellowship in Berlin’s Charité-Universitätsmedizin hospital after my residency.”

She turned back to me. “Tricia was waking Ronnie—and I was watching. Since I was getting very aroused, I took off my dress so I didn’t drip into it,” Lena explained, giving me bedroom eyes and biting her lip.

“Why don’t you help Lena, Thomas,” Peggy suggested with an inscrutable look. “I’ll get the other two ready.”

“Ronnie’s dress is in my bag,” I said as Lena fell into my arms.

“Take off your trousers, Thomas,” Peggy ordered as she took my bag. “You know how she squirts.”

“I do,” I replied. “How do you know?”

Four voices rang out as I kicked out of my loafers. “Girls talk!”

“I guess so,” I chuckled, stripping off my clothes.

Lena leaned against the back of the sofa and spread her legs. I knelt between them and kissed the cords of her thighs before burying my tongue into her dripping pussy. I nearly had her clean when she shuddered and a fresh stream ran from her.

“Oh God, Thomas,” she moaned. “You play me like a virtuoso.”

I groaned—I was so hungry for her. “Turn over,” I ordered.

Lena spun in place and bent her waist over the back of the sofa.

Wasting no time, I stepped behind her and slotted myself into her dripping channel. “Be quiet, Lena. If we get the other ladies excited, we’ll miss our reservation.”

“Yes, sir,” she whispered, placing a throw pillow under her face.

I slammed home hard.

Lena screamed, mostly into the pillow.

“Now, Lena,” I chided as I withdrew slowly, making her moan more. “I told you I was going to fuck the shit out of you.”

“The-there’s nu-none left in-n-n me,” she gasped out as I set a brutal pace, roughly pulling her back into me and keeping at it until her whole body began to tremble uncontrollably and she screamed again into the pillow. My lower torso and legs were soon moist from all the fluids that her sweet pussy sprayed out.

When she stopped screaming, I slid my fingers along her scalp, clenched her hair, and levered her up to stand on her shaking legs. I reached around to pick up some moisture on my fingers, then rubbed her captive nipples. Then I made a loop with my thumb and forefinger and slid it along the chain between her nipples. Another tremor took her, and I ramped it up, pulling gently on the chain and twisting the jewel of her anal plug. I elicited another scream—music to my ears—which she smothered by slamming her face into the pillow.

“Take it out,” she gasped, dropping the pillow.

Assuming she meant the anal plug, I grabbed the jewel and carefully pulled it out, twisting it back and forth. It took a lot more effort than I anticipated.

Her tight little hole finally allowed the swell of the plug to emerge, and I was amazed how fat the plug’s conical bulb was. Lena moaned loudly as it slid out.

“Geez, that thing’s big!” I laughed. Lena’s bum glistened with lube and gaped as the tight ring of muscle tried to overcome the paralysis caused by the fat cone.

“Fuck my ass, Thomas,” she moaned. “Quickly, before it clamps shut.”

I quickly withdrew my cock from the steamy grip of her cunt and pushed forward into her rosebud with only minimal resistance until I was about eight centimeters inside her.

“Fuck, you feel so good, Lena. I’m still going to fuck you until you can’t walk,” I growled, sawing back and forth until I was hilted in that tight hole.

“Do it. Fill my asshole, sir!” she moaned.

I hammered her relentlessly, and her moans kept time with my thrusts. As my climax approached, I reached around to tease her clit and pull the chain connecting her nipples. It felt like my cock was growing inside her, and Lena tipped over the edge again, thrashing and screaming into her pillow. My release arrived, and I filled her bowels with my seed, bending over her to hold her tightly. Her climax grew as she felt my warmth, spraying more of her cum all over my legs and the back of the sofa.

We both calmed down, but I was still hard inside her. She whimpered through an aftershock. After lying on top of her back for a minute, I stood.

Lena held her plug up and whispered, “Put it back in, sir. I want to feel your hot seed in me for the rest of the night.”

“Are you feeling needy, Lena?” I asked, taking the jewel.

“I only got to make love to you once since last weekend after the conference,” she moaned as I wet the bulb in the fluid still dripping from her pussy.

“Definitely getting needy, my Doctor Doxy,” I told her.

“Only for you, Thomas. I need you, and I’m only your Doctor Doxy,” she said.

I thought about that as I pulled out of her arse and stuck the tip of the cone into her gaping hole and pushed. Her shrinking sphincter fought me for only a moment before I had the whole bulb seated inside her.

“Stay there. I’ll get a damp cloth to clean you,” I said.

After wiping her down, I wiped her fluids off my own legs. “Are you going to take the clamps off?”

“No. They’re not too tight, and I can handle them through dinner,” Lena replied. “I’m out of practice, but it won’t be the longest I’ve worn them.”

“Okay, put that sexy dress back on your sexy body. I’m definitely ready to eat,” I said, putting on my clothes.

Ronnie walked out of the bedroom, looking perfectly put together. I stopped in the middle of tucking my shirt in to admire her.

She wasn’t wearing the dress I brought for her. Her hair was perfectly coiffed in an updo, and her velvet and lace dress was cut close to her delectable figure. The garment draped rather than stretched across her curves. Lace covered her from her neck down to the sweetheart cut of the velvet at the top of her breasts, and the hemline reached mid-thigh. Rather than being blatantly sexy, the cut was somewhat conservative and very classy.

The pendant she wore before was visible through the lace, disappearing between her breasts. She held a small black clutch in her left hand.

Once I was fully sorted and had put on my jacket, I took Ronnie’s hand and knelt on one knee in front of her, kissing her knuckles. She turned and sat on my knee, wrapping her arms around me and squeezing me tight as we shared our most loving kiss yet.

“You make me a better man, Ronnie. One day, I’ll be worthy of you.”

“What of the others?” she asked quietly.

“Without you, I would have never gained the courage to tell any of you how much I love you all,” I told her sincerely. “I’m less broken because of you.”

She pressed her forehead to mine. “I don’t feel broken at all when I’m with you, Thomas. Only when we’re apart. All of me is yours. I love you.”

“I love you too, Ronnie.”

After another kiss, she rose, and I followed her to my feet. “Let me get your wristcom out of my bag.”

“I already did. It’s in my clutch with my tablet,” she said.

“Okay,” Tricia said. “Let’s go eat so Thomas has the energy to follow through on his threat before the party.” She wrapped her arms around me and kissed me sweetly.

“I think I’m more in a lovemaking mood at the moment,” I admitted.

“Yes, me too,” Ronnie said.

“How about you, Peggy? Are you going to finally join us?” Trisha asked.

“Didn’t you tell her that you couldn’t have sex with Peggy because it would be like fucking your sister?” Lena teased.

“I offered to teach you how to eat pussy,” Tricia teased back, ignoring her question. “Maybe when you’re ready, that’s when Peggy will join us.”

“I already know how, Tricia,” Lena laughed. “I’ve even had a bit of practice. It’s just that I prefer sex with a man to planting my face between a woman’s thighs.”

“Exactly,” Peggy said. “I’m famished. Can we move this party to the restaurant?”

* * *


There were a couple of happy surprises when we arrived at Napoli’s.

The chef was talking to Franco, Teresa, and Jane when we walked up to the hostess station. He grinned as he took note of us.

“Ah, the Robertson party?” he asked. “I haven’t seen you for a while, Mr. Robertson. I thought you must not have been impressed.”

“Oh my goodness, no,” I replied. “That tonno alla Livornese was divine. I just don’t eat out often. The food at my company’s canteen—that’s what we call our cafeteria—is pretty good, and Ronnie is a great cook. Regardless, I’m looking forward to what you’ve prepared for us tonight.”

“Oh, so you’re the special party,” Franco said with a smile. “I should have known. Allow me to make a proper introduction. This is my wife, Teresa. Teresa, Thomas is the guy who was nearly dead but still managed to stop Sammi from cutting me.”

Teresa threw herself on me and hugged me fiercely, kissing my cheeks in the Italian fashion. “Thank you for protecting my Franco, Thomas. I don’t know what I would have done without him.”

“I’m not certain I can take credit for that, but you’re most welcome, Teresa,” I replied, slightly embarrassed by the attention.

Teresa returned to Franco’s attentive embrace, and I introduced my ladies, who were having a hushed discussion. After I introduced Peggy, the girls nodded to her, and she said, “Franco, Teresa, Jane, would you care to join us? Our treat. We’re celebrating Ronnie and Tricia’s recent accomplishments.”

The hostess looked appalled, but the chef, who introduced himself as Leon, thought it was a great idea. He waved the manager over, and the three of them went over seating arrangements. Teresa coerced Franco into agreeing, but he and Jane both looked happy about it.

Teresa, who had been a popular actress in an Italian series when she met Franco, was known to both the chef and Lena, but I wasn’t aware of her work. She and Leon spoke about wines in ebullient Italian while the manager and a couple of bussers helped set up the table. From what little I understood, he was describing a feast, and they debated on wines for each course as we waited to be seated.

They managed to fit all eight of us at a round table in the quiet corner where Tricia and I had our first date. I was sandwiched between Ronnie and Tricia, and Peggy was sandwiched between Ronnie and Lena. Franco was across from me, sitting next to his wife, who was also next to Lena, while Jane sat next to Peggy. We didn’t have too much space, but it was cozy, and we preferred it that way.

Wines and liters of sparkling water arrived. Teresa conducted the acceptance ceremony and then the waiter poured a semi-frizzante prosecco white, which was quickly followed by antipasto consisting of trays of Caprese salad, grilled and marinated peppers and zucchini, bruschetta with prosciutto, plus baskets of crusty bread.

Franco asked about what happened with McGrath and Dursten. I didn’t go into details of the executions but did describe McGrath’s violent diatribe and Dursten’s allegation that he’d been drugged. Peggy inhaled sharply at that, but shook her head when I looked at her inquiringly. Before too long, Jane was whispering in her ear, and Peggy nodded.

Franco changed the topic to my first week back in class, and I told him that I was mildly sore. Fortunately, Paolo took it much easier on me than Sammi ever had. That made Franco happy, and he reminded me to bring my new cane to Tuesday’s class.

After the antipasto cleared, Teresa teased Franco about his student having five women while he could only handle one.

“And two kids,” Franco added quickly in his own defense. “I thought it was only four, Thomas.” He extended a hand toward my ladies.

“Jane has barely taken her eyes off Thomas since he arrived,” Teresa said with a grin for the sexy inspector.

“I was going to say three,” Peggy said.

I leaned forward, capturing her eyes with mine. Peggy blushed just as prettily as Jane had, and I beckoned her to me with a finger. I leaned across Ronnie, and her arm draped across my shoulders as I kissed Peggy tenderly.

“Maybe four,” Peggy whispered, and her blush traveled down her neck between her breasts.

“Good answer,” I whispered back. “I'm definitely in.”

As I pulled back, I turned to kiss Ronnie in passing, making her giggle.

“Well, that’s finally settled,” Lena teased, and the rest of my ladies laughed jovially.

“Teresa, I distinctly recall Franco mentioning that you would murder him if he had another woman,” I said, turning the conversation back to the pretty Italian actress.

“I don’t like to share,” she said with a shrug.

“Me neither,” Franco replied. “It works out well.”

“I just thought it would be fun to tease him,” Teresa said, giving Franco a mischievous smile. “Now if I were open to sharing, I would have invited Jane to join us years ago,” she added, making both my teachers’ cheeks redden. “I did play with girls a little before I met Franco, but I just haven’t been interested since we married.”

“It helps when there are multiple women in bed with one man,” Tricia said, sliding her hand into my lap.

“I imagine,” Jane replied as the wait staff poured fresh glasses of Orvieto Classico, followed immediately by a first course of linguine con frutti di mare with a light tomato sauce that was nearly a broth. Our conversation continued, mostly talking about how we all had arrived in Toronto.

Next up was a tagliata di manzo with side dishes of garlic sautéed spinach, garlic roasted broccoli, and roasted fingerling potatoes with rosemary. The wine was a lighter blend of Valpolicella red than I’d ever tried. Ronnie and I told the group about Lotte Calderon being my sister Lotti. Peggy shared some funny stories about pageants, and Franco grilled her on who she studied arnis with.

The food was unbelievably good, but I was starting to move past full. Fortunately, the wait staff brought out a light dessert of cups of berries with a sinfully delicious mascarpone cream on top. It was small enough that everyone felt comfortable eating it, and it went well with our demitasses of strong coffee. After coffee, they provided everyone with Averna, a digestive liqueur.

Chef Leon came to check on us soon after, and we all groaned good-naturedly about how full we were.

“I’ll need to spend hours in the gym tomorrow, but it was worth it,” Teresa moaned.

“I haven’t eaten a meal like that in a long time,” I murmured with pleasure.

“It was like Thanksgiving drawn out over hours,” Peggy drawled.

When I ordered another coffee, Franco and Teresa begged to be excused. “The babysitter is going to have a fit if we don’t get home soon,” she said. “It was lovely meeting you all, and thank you for inviting us to join you. You must come to the house sometime for dinner.”

We all hugged and Jane firmly pressed a warm kiss to my cheek. “See you Tuesday, Thomas,” she said in parting.

The waiter presented the bill, and I about choked on my coffee when I saw it. I shook it off and decided to make a rare transaction on my credit card. The food and joy on the faces of my ladies and guests was worth the price.
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PEGGY


Shortly after midnight, I gently slid out of the bed where I’d been entertaining Ronnie, Tricia, and Lena for a couple of hours.

I need to get one of these king-sized beds, I thought as I looked down on my three lovers entangled with each other.

Tricia caught my eye as Lena was cleaning my seed from Tricia’s just-fucked pussy. Ronnie was asleep, cuddled into Trica’s loving arms. The bruise on Trisha’s face was blue, but didn’t look like it was going to turn black.

Tricia mouthed “I love you” right before Lena’s tongue found a spot that pleased her, and she gasped, reflexively closing her eyes. She reopened them in time for me to reply with a mimed “I love you, too.”

Tricia suddenly threw her head back. “Right there, Lena,” she whispered urgently. “Don’t stop…”

I was tempted to crawl behind Lena and have another go with her, but by that point I’d dropped at least one load in each of them and given them each multiple climaxes. After over two hours of nearly continuous fucking, my cock needed a break, no matter how willing I was to keep going. I was managing only half-mast at that particular moment despite the erotic scene before me and Lena’s dripping pussy pointing right at me.

Shaking my head, I slipped into the bathroom with a smile, emptied my bladder, and quickly rinsed off the sweat and remnants of our sexual acrobatics in the shower.

We’re going to need more towels, I thought as I hung the lone bath towel on the bar. Shouldn’t have used so many in the bedroom.

With a chuckle, I pulled on a clean T-shirt and pair of boxers.

Tricia and Ronnie were embracing each other, asleep with their legs entangled and foreheads touching. Lena was tucked in close behind Ronnie with an arm draped over both of our lovers and her face resting on Ronnie’s shoulder. Long strands of blonde, black, and brown hair draped all over them.

I pulled the discarded sheet and comforter over them and crawled up to kiss each of them on the cheek, then got up and turned off the lights, leaving only the nightlight from my charging tablet to navigate by.

A soft haunting melody teased my ears as I left the bedroom and pulled the door mostly closed. The quiet voice was rich and soulful as the song continued.

I walked around the couch. Peggy was sitting on the sofa in a yoga easy seat, wearing the support camisole and high-rise cotton panties she seemed to prefer for bedtime. Her right hand curled around her neck and tears streamed down her face as she sang.

I knelt on the floor next to her to listen.

Peggy finally looked down at me, wiping her tears away.

“You sing, you dance. Is there nothing you can’t do, Peggy?” I asked. “That’s a beautiful song.”

“It’s ‘Time in a Bottle’ by Jim Croce; it’s over a hundred years old. No one writes songs like that any more,” she said, sniffing.

I spotted a tissue box on a desk, so I retrieved it and offered it to her.

“Thank you. We sang it in choir in high school,” she explained, getting up. “I remember thinking at the time that they were silly lyrics, but I think about them more and more as I get older, especially the part about never having enough time.” She pulled a tissue and delicately dried her eyes.

Setting the box down on the table, I asked, “So why does it make you cry?”

She looked up at me, looking startled by my question. Tears leaked again from her eyes, and she raised her arms to me. I pulled her into my arms as she began to sob in earnest.

“What’s wrong, Peggy? What can I do to help?” I asked as I held her.

“There’s nothing you can do,” she cried into my neck.

“Why? What is it?”

She didn’t speak for a long time. When her sobs finally slowed, she whispered, “You’re the one I want to go through time with, through the rest of my life with.”

I held her more tightly. “I’m right here, Peggy. With you. Always. Forever if you want it,” I said.

It made no sense. I’d just made love to three women in the other room, and there I was pledging to be with a fourth forever.

My emotions said differently. My animal brain had claimed Peggy long before that point. The legalities and the complications didn’t matter. I loved them. All four of them.

“I wanted you from the moment you turned to look at me in the cubicle that first day. That initial awkwardness that so quickly shifted to quiet confidence and eloquence rocked me,” she murmured, sniffing her tears away. “I saw your picture before that day on Tricia’s desk from your onboarding class, and couldn’t figure out what she was so smitten with. Then I met you. Then I sent Ronnie to you.”

I kissed her neck and gently caressed her back with one hand while still holding her tightly with the other.

“This evening, when I was leaning against the headboard of the bed, my arm curled around Ronnie’s head, comforting her, I felt like I belonged,” she said quietly. “Then you started making love to her, and I wanted to scream, ‘No! He’s mine!’ That’s why I left. I want you for my own.”

“I am yours, Peggy.”

“And Ronnie’s, and Trisha’s, and Lena’s, and probably Stacie’s,” she muttered bitterly. “Eventually, who knows how many others.”

“I hope that’s not prophetic,” I teased gently. “Four lovers is insane.”

She had the grace to hiccup a little laugh. “I wouldn’t be the least bit surprised. Both of the Park sisters want you, and so do Susan, Jenny, and Charity. Then there’s also Juyun Kim, that analyst in Marketing, and Jane. I’d ask how a plain-looking guy can attract so many women, but I already know the answer. I never thought I’d turn into such a jealous bitch.”

“I think a little jealousy is normal,” I replied. “Especially since you don’t feel safe to act on our desires.”

“Felton would insist Chad fire me immediately if he found out,” she said. “I’ve been keeping him from all the new girls. He doesn’t take rejection well.”

I tilted my head toward the bedroom. “That bed in there was probably the safest opportunity you could have had, surrounded by people who love you,” I told her. “But that doesn’t matter. You’re worth waiting for.”

“Thank you,” she sighed, pressing her delicious flesh into mine.

My member was sending me signals that it had recovered enough to go again, but I tried to ignore it. Unfortunately, Peggy was swaying a little in my arms, rubbing herself against me.

After a time, she planted a gentle kiss on my neck. “Thomas, I don’t want to wait any more,” she whispered in English, her soft Georgia accent caressing my ears as her body caressed mine.

I craned my neck to look at her and followed her movement as she shifted to stand in front of me.

She kissed me softly and locked eyes with me. “Make love to me.”

I stared at her for a long moment, falling into her startling blue eyes. I nodded slowly, and then gravity pulled us into a passionate lover’s kiss.

One hand dropped to grasp the delicious curves of her bum—soft with steel underneath, much like Peggy’s personality—while my other hand supported her head.

When we broke for air, Peggy placed a finger to my lips. With a sultry smile, she dropped her hands to the hem of her camisole and slowly, tantalizingly, pulled it upward. I held her eyes with mine the entire time except for the brief moment when the garment hid them, taking that small window to whip my T-shirt and boxers off.

Slowly, my eyes traveled down her face and neck, down until they reached her breasts and drank in the sight. I found my vocabulary insufficient to describe the glory of the nearly naked goddess in front of me.

“Not a breast man?” she teased as I tore my eyes away from her amazing bust.

“I’m an aficionado of the whole female form,” I replied quietly as my gaze wandered down to her flat, slightly sculpted abdomen and narrow waist that opened into round hips. Her white panties rode high on her hips, and I could see evidence of her arousal moistening the gusset. “You’re a veritable cornucopia of female perfection, my lady.”

I ran my hands up and down her hips, and Peggy purred. I planted kisses down her neck and hooked my thumbs into the waistband of her panties, murmuring praise.

“Your breasts are amazing. Bigger than any of my other girlfriends, round and pert, standing so proudly. The way your nipples point up just a bit…just lovely,” I whispered into her flesh.

My mouth traveled down between her breasts, planting a couple of tender kisses on each one and down the valley between them as my hands eased her panties off her hips and down her legs.

“Based on what you’ve told me, you have to be at least thirty-six…”

“Thirty-seven in April,” she interrupted.

“But these breasts look like those of a university freshman who just bloomed the previous summer,” I finished. I kissed and gently nibbled on each nipple before continuing down to give some attention to the gentle cut in her abs and following the crease down to her womanhood.

Like everything else about Peggy, her pussy was a wonder to behold. Her outer lips were thick, pink, relaxed, and inviting, and her trim, inner petals bloomed a deep pink. I leaned in and licked a drop of fluid from her font and then dragged my tongue all the way up to her thick clit, which had emerged from its hood.

Peggy shivered deliciously with the contact from my tongue, and the second time, she whimpered. “Thomas, please.”

“That’s my intent, my lady,” I murmured and pulled her bare flesh to mine. We stayed upright for some time, unwilling to move from our embrace and our lip-lock. Finally, I eased her back to sit on the sofa.

“Inside me, Thomas, please…” Peggy moaned. “I’ve waited so long.”

I pressed my lips to hers. “Patience, my lady,” I murmured as I made my way down again, to her breasts. I began to adore them properly, hefting their weight in my hands. As I kissed one breast, my hand caressed her other. Peggy cradled my head in her hands, running her fingers through my hair as I adored her.

I started squeezing and pulling her left nipple, and applying my teeth to the right. Her moans grew a little more intense, and I grinned, squeezing harder.

You’re all mine, Peggy, I thought satisfyingly.

I slid first one finger, then two, from my left hand into her—damn, she was tight—and curled them up to caress her pleasure patch inside.

“Yes…” she moaned as my left thumb started rubbing across her distended clit. After only a moment of caressing both her G-spot and A-spot, Peggy began to shake, and her channel squeezed my fingers.

“Nnnnnnn,” she whined, trying to stay quiet. Thick, sticky, fluid coated my fingers and droplets splashed into my palm as her tremors took her luscious body.

“Oh!” she gasped. I released the nipple I was nibbling on and captured her loud moans in my mouth in the hope of not waking up my other lovers in the next room. As Peggy’s body slowly relaxed, her tongue slid into my mouth, and her arms wrapped around my back to squeeze me tightly. Her legs rose and wrapped around my hips.

The tip of my manhood was dragging through the wetness dripping from her.

“Please. Fuck me, Thomas,” she begged.

“I want to eat that pretty puss of yours, Peggy,” I replied into her lips.

“Later, please! I need you,” she whimpered, reaching under me to grasp my cock. Her silken touch was firm and felt like heaven, so I decided to go with it. And if I were being honest, I couldn’t wait any longer, either.

“Before the sun rises, I want you to come all over my face,” I growled as I pressed my hips forward and my member pierced her channel.

“Anything, just fuck me,” she gasped as her other hand cupped my cheek. “Breed me, Thomas. Claim me.”

About halfway in from my first thrust, I was already seized by her clasping channel. Peggy threw her head back and her body spasmed again only a fraction more gently.

“Nnnnnn,” she whined.

I chuckled. “Someone is very sensitive.”

She nodded, and her eyes slowly focused on mine. “You have no idea how long I’ve ached for you, Thomas.” Her blue eyes nearly glowed with lust. “Again,” she purred.

“Are you topping from the bottom, my lady?” I teased, thrusting harder.

She gasped in response as I found myself nearly completely planted in her. After a moment, she said, “I’m not very submissive, Thomas.”

“I remember pinning you against the door quite fondly, Peggy,” I whispered as I pulled back through her slick folds.

“I was hoping you would take me,” she said, a blush impossibly brightening the pale flesh of her breasts.

“You weren’t ready for me yet,” I replied tenderly, adding an equally tender kiss. I punctuated my next thought by slamming my hips forward. “Now you are.”

She clamped her lips shut and screamed through her nose, and that was the end of the conversation for a while. My mouth alternated between sucking her tits and capturing all of the delicious sounds that she made while my hands roamed her body.

We rotated through a number of positions throughout the dark hours of the early morning, and Peggy had orgasm after orgasm. I loved watching her face in the throes of passion, lit by the dim light from the large window.

I pistoned into her from the missionary position with her heels goading me on, then I folded her legs up until her toes were next to her ears so I could fuck straight down into her until I filled her. When I pulled out, I held her shaking legs as my seed bubbled out of her. I released her legs, letting them rest on my shoulders as I scooped my seed up with my fingers, and fed it to her.

In between scoops, she asked, “Didn’t you come in the girls?”

“Multiple times. Ronnie got two, and Tricia and Lena got one each. None of them suffered for lack of their own climaxes,” I replied with a smirk. “I think all the sex is training my body to make more, faster.”

“It can happen,” she drawled, and then opened her mouth for another scoop. “Ronnie said you fed it to her from your mouth once,” she added after swallowing.

“I did. Tricia, too, but I really don’t like the taste of it very much. Though I’m sure I’ll get my fill in a minute when I finally eat your pretty puss,” I replied as I scooped out the last of the visible remnants and fed them to her.

Peggy caught my wrist and suckled my fingers, and I started kissing her knee. We stared into each other’s eyes as I shifted and kissed my way closer to her gates of heaven. Before long, I was licking her fat lips and clit and sucking her dewy petals while my fingers invaded her cunt and tickled her G-spot. She spiraled from one climax to another as I ate my fill until my flagging member was once again ready to play.

We started back in missionary, and then she rode me while I supported her heavy breasts with my hands while abusing her nipples. Then I sat up, and we transitioned into butterfly, with me facing forward on the sofa.

After one particularly hard orgasm, Peggy sagged like Jell-O that had been left out too long, so I shifted my feet to the floor and eased her head and shoulders onto the carpet. Her eyes fluttered open as I stood, holding her firm cheeks in my hands. She managed to arch her stomach as I started fucking down into her. The next climax had her arms and legs thrashing like a rag doll, and I couldn’t help but give her another load as her pussy clamped me in place and she keened through her nose. Slowly, I sank to the floor on my knees.

My cock deflated, and we cuddled there on the floor for a moment. I looked up to see Ronnie staring down at us with a tired smile. She walked around the sofa, crawled up next to me, and wrapped her arms around us, kissing us both.

“Welcome to the family, Peggy,” Ronnie said contentedly.

“I’m sorry, Ronnie,” Peggy said, her voice full of remorse.

“Don’t be,” my angel replied. “I want this, and I’ve been waiting for you to be ready. You belong in our loving family. Thank you for joining us.”

“I doubt Tricia and Lena will feel the same way.” Peggy’s worry was palpable.

“Oh, Peggy. How wrong you are. They both love you, too,” Ronnie consoled her. “We’ve talked about it.”

“Girls talk,” I reminded Peggy, playing her own words back at her.

“Now, get some sleep,” Ronnie scolded us. “You’ll need your energy tomorrow. I love you both.”

She kissed each of us and returned to our other ladies in the bedroom.

“Welcome to the family,” I repeated Ronnie’s greeting. “It sounds perfect to me.”

Peggy’s eyes watered a little. “I feel welcome,” she said, burrowing her face into my neck.

As the sweat on our bodies began to cool, we sat up. I wiped down the sofa with my shirt while Peggy retrieved a spare pillow and blanket from the closet in the entryway.

I laid out the blanket while Peggy put her camisole back on to fight off the effects of gravity on her chest. We lay on the sofa together, Peggy spooning against my chest. I pulled the blanket over us and wrapped my arm around her and cupped her lower breast.

My member was soon hard again, so Peggy lifted her leg, and I rolled my hips forward. She guided me inside her, and I pushed home. We entwined our legs as I started a relaxed pace of thrusting into her already dripping cunt.

“God! You’re hitting my G-spot with every little motion,” she moaned.

“Enjoy,” I replied, sliding my hand down to rub across her clit.

She turned her head toward me, and I captured her lips in an easy, loving, wet kiss.

Little tremors began in her legs. “I think this is it.”

“What?” I asked.

“My favorite position to make love,” she replied. “I’m wrapped in your arms, and you’re hitting all my buttons. I feel so loved, Thomas.”

“You are loved, Peggy. I’m in love with you, and I love holding you.”

“I can’t believe I’m finally here,” she said dreamily as her upper body began to quake.

I shot off inside her again, then moved my hand from her clit to return to groping her magnificent breast. As her spasms receded, she said, “I’m finally home.”

“Yes, you are,” I agreed wearily. “Goodnight, My Lady.”

“I like the sound of that,” she murmured.

We fell asleep entwined in each other.

* * *


“You look pretty chipper, Thomas.”

“I feel pretty energized this morning, sir,” I replied to Forsythe as I sat in the easy chair he offered. “I’m glad Tricia is finally free of the draconian restrictions she had in her contract.”

“Well, don’t forget, there were some terms that worked to her benefit,” he replied, taking a swig of his coffee. “She basically got all the perks of being a companion without having to put up with all of the demands of being one.”

“I think she appreciated that, but it’s nice to know she can’t be penalized for making love to whoever she wants,” I said quietly, nursing my own coffee.

“Something tells me you didn’t get much sleep,” he said with a knowing smile.

I smirked and thought about how to respond, but I decided it was better not to.

“Felton called me early this morning. He was looking for Peggy and Veronica,” Forsythe continued, his face schooled into a neutral expression. “Do you know where they were?”

“Given the drama last night, none of us were particularly looking forward to returning to our flats, so Tricia got a suite at the Orientale. Given Tricia’s soon-to-be employment there and the violence on premises, the hotel comped it for the night. We all had dinner at the restaurant there with friends and returned to the suite. Peggy slept on the sofa bed, and I used the bed with Tricia and my girlfriends,” I said, trying not to sound like I was being either too casual or too careful.

“Good,” he said, not unkindly. “Peggy’s been good for the company, and she was always good to Tammy. I’m glad the two of you aren’t getting into trouble.”

I nodded cautiously. “Noted, sir. What do you want to discuss, sir?”

“With the unfortunate demise of both Sean and George, I expect a bit of a shake-up,” he replied with a heavy sigh. “George had a bunch of AVPs and VPs reporting to him, but none of them could lead their way out of the building during a fire drill.”

Sounds about right, I agreed silently.

“Cho and I had a chat last night after everyone left. In truth, our organization falls under Cho because it’s all about financial transactions, especially Nathan Ng’s group in Mergers and Acquisitions. Even your team is essentially a specialized purchasing function that fits neatly in the finance organization. Sales and Marketing have gone back and forth between the COO and the CFO organizations multiple times since I joined the company shortly before we were acquired by Matsushita.

“Felton wants Cho to take over Marketing because it’s a mess that he doesn’t want to bother with. Cho wants me to pick it up since I’m an SVP with a relatively narrow scope of operations and I do have some marketing experience.” Forsythe heaved another sigh. “That means that I can’t just pull your team up to have them all report to me directly. I don’t want to go through the whole song and dance of hiring a replacement for Sean. Can you take it on?”

I had wondered if that was where Forsythe was going when he asked me to join him today, but it still shocked me to hear him actually say it. I had only been there a few months.

“It’s slated as a VP slot with four teams of four, but Sean never filled any vacancies as he drove people out. He’d restack them and pick up anyone cast off by other teams. Two whole teams of his picked up and moved wholesale to Panasonic in Vancouver early this year. We demoted him from VP to director. You haven’t been here long enough to be promoted to a VP, and honestly, I think we’re better off with a leaner team than what’s on our approved organization chart. Regardless, the money for the head count has been committed elsewhere, so the position doesn’t really warrant a senior executive or a company officer.”

I processed all of this as I drank my coffee.

“Cho and I agreed that we’d offer to promote you to director, but there would be no pay increase.” Forsythe looked at me apologetically. “You would get all the perks and benefits of being an executive, but that’s it. We originally thought of offering a senior manager title, but then I remembered that you’d have to deal with Robby Nelson. That in itself requires a significant incentive.”

Oh, shit, I thought. Robby? Maybe I can get rid of him!

“Yeah, I’m not sure I’d want to take that on,” I replied cautiously.

Forsythe actually laughed. “I told Cho you’d say that. So, one additional incentive is that you can hire an assistant. Not a companion to service you, but a dedicated, experienced assistant who understands business. Going from analyst to executive is going to be a change of mindset. I think you’ll need the help.”

I had a flash of insight about what Forsythe was saying. “Someone like an intelligent, experienced companion with twelve years of experience in the company who’s about to age out and knows where all the bodies are buried.”

He smiled slightly. “That would be an inspired choice. Obviously, any favorite companion a young executive might find to help him stay relaxed would be available to you as an executive, too.”

I weighed what Forsythe was offering versus the pain of dealing with Robby, and smiled. The pros definitely outweighed the cons.

“Okay, sir. I’ll do it,” I said as my wristcom pinged. I glanced at the screen.

Peggy:


Felton is here.




“Excuse me sir,” I said, and called Ronnie.

She answered as I stood. “Thomas! Are you finished?”

“Where are you?” I asked tersely.

“In the lift on my way to Tricia’s room,” she replied.

“Get off at the next floor, and go back to the hotel suite until either Peggy or I call you,” I commanded firmly. “Run, Ronnie.”

She gasped, and I heard the lift bell ring. Then I could hear her tapping a button repeatedly.

“I just got back to Peggy’s floor, but the door just closed and I’m headed back downstairs,” she reported.

“Good girl,” I replied. “Where’s Peggy?”

“She and Tricia are packing more clothes into suitcases,” she replied. “Lena’s here with me and a couple of empty suitcases.” I heard the bell again. “Time for us to run, mon maître. Be safe.”

“You too, angel,” I replied. I disconnected the call just as Cho walked into the office.

“Felton is on the female companions’ floor,” I said as I hurried toward the door.

Cho looked taken aback but recovered quickly. “Let’s go, men,” he said, turning to lead the way to the lifts.
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DEALING WITH THE FELTON PROBLEM


Forsythe called for security to report to Floor 52 for a disturbance and to ring the police while we waited for the lift to arrive. After he explained the need, he hung up in disgust.

“Felton told them to ignore all calls for emergency services until noon,” he explained as the lift door opened.

I pulled out my personal tablet, pinned my cane under my left arm, and dialed 911. When the dispatcher answered, I transferred the call to my work tablet and explained the situation as we loaded into the lift.

“My name is Thomas Robertson. I’m an employee at Nu-Gen Electronics, and I’m here with two company officers. We’ve been notified that a senior executive is harassing employees in the companions’ dorm. Our security has been ordered by the chief operating officer not to call emergency services until noon. He’s the one who is supposedly harassing the companions. We need the police to come to Floor 52 of the Nu-Gen building as soon as possible,” I urged.

“Okay, Mr. Robertson,” the man replied. “Has anyone been attacked? Do you need medical assistance?”

“Unknown,” I replied tersely. “We’re about to arrive on that floor ourselves. May I send you video coverage?”

“Of course. Send when ready.”

I stepped out into the corridor and discharged the drones. I could see Felton towering over Peggy and Tricia as the video feed started, and shouts from other companions rang down the corridor toward us.

“Requesting defense protocol for myself and others,” I said as we started walking down the hall.

“Stand by,” he replied. Tucking my tablets into my thigh pockets, I set up a defensive position with my cane.

Then Felton punched Peggy in the face.

A guttural sound left me. Still too far away, I could only watch as Tricia tried to get between them while Peggy scrambled to her feet and dashed back to her flat. Tricia’s interference earned her a snapping front kick somewhere in her torso, which launched her back a few feet as her body folded in half.

Tricia stumbled backward toward the kitchen and fell against the pillar on the corner, lightly bouncing her head off the masonry.

Ian, Barry, and Rusty beat me to Felton. Barry caught Felton’s right heel in the temple, and he dropped to the ground as Ian tackled the executive and drove him into the wall to my left before firing right uppercuts into Felton’s stomach.

I tried to slide past them as they fought up against the wall on my left.

The dispatcher’s voice nearly shouted, “Approved! Defense of self and others.” His voice rang in my ears as Rusty threw a left jab, which Felton mostly slipped, taking only a glancing blow to the cheek. When Rusty’s right cross follow-up fired off, Felton used a hammering blow to the outside of the arm, deflecting it before reversing his arm and firing a knife hand into Rusty’s throat.

Felton then hammered both elbows down into Ian’s back, dropping him to the ground.

He smiled at me. “What are you doing here, Robertson?”

“Filming your performance,” I told him, wanting to wipe that smug expression right off his face.

“Is that right?” He pushed himself off the wall, unfazed. “Let me show you how a real man deals with a pest like you.”

I should have said “no thank you” and rushed to check on Tricia, but something about him set me off. I wanted to put him down like my grandpa had that rabid dog back in my youth.

“Who are you bringing in to do that, sir?” I asked, feigning an innocent expression. “Probably someone who doesn’t beat women, right?”

He took a little hopping step and fired off a classic tae kwon do side thrust kick at my face. If I hadn’t moved, he’d have taken my head off with it. Instead of waiting for what would likely have been a fatal blow to my already damaged brain, I dropped under his bulleting left foot to the ground and hooked my own left foot behind his right heel. I pulled myself closer to his leg while stomping my right heel into his right knee, holding my cane over my head for cover.

A loud pop was followed rapidly by a louder scream as Felton fell. Ian jumped on top of him and started brutally pummeling his face.

Rusty was slowly rising, coughing and fighting for his breath.

Peggy returned with fire in her eyes, holding two sticks, each about half a meter long.

Rusty waved her off, and then he dropped all of his weight into Felton’s lower abdomen, his knees driving in just above his bladder. Rusty steadied his balance with his hands on Ian’s back before kneeing Felton’s groin three times. It seemed like everyone wanted a piece of him.

As I regained my feet, I called out. “Ian, Rusty, stop! The police are on the way. If you keep going, they’re going to judge you as violent offenders rather than defenders!”

Peggy set her sticks down just inside her flat as Rusty came to his senses and started pulling Ian off Felton’s limp body. My two friends got up and went to check on Barry as a puddle grew under Felton’s groin. I looked down at him, taking in details close up that I hadn’t before. He looked to be about two meters tall and ninety kilograms. He looked lean and fit, like he spent a lot of time working out.

“Dispatch, we’re going to need emergency medical assistance,” I said.

“They’re already on the way,” the operator said. “The policemen were detained by your security team. More police are on the way, including an executioner.”

“Thank you. We have one blow to the head, victim still unconscious. We have another blow to the head of a woman who now has an obviously broken nose and possibly a mild concussion,” I said, but Peggy waved it off as I knelt next to Tricia and gently touched the back of her head. “We also have one woman who was kicked across the room. She’s breathing but appears unconscious. I don’t feel any swelling on her head, but I’m not a medic.”

I gently pushed on her abdomen, and Tricia moaned, “Ow,” when I reached her left ribs. “She has extreme soreness under the left side of her rib cage. I think that’s where the spleen is. This one and the unconscious blow to the head are probably the top priority. I’m calling my girlfriend to triage. She’s a trauma surgeon.”

“I got it,” Peggy said.

I turned back to Felton—his burning eyes were locked on me. I told the operator, “The assailant is conscious and has multiple bruises and a dislocated knee. He’s sitting in a puddle of piss. He’s the one who told security not to call the police, so if your officers tell them he’s been subdued, maybe they’ll let them through.”

“Oh, they’ll let them through. SIRT just arrived at your location,” the operator said with an evil chuckle.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Serious Incident Response Team. They tend to solve problems with overwhelming violence,” the operator said.

“Just what we need, more violent hotheads,” I replied.

“I’m going to kill you slowly, Robertson,” Felton groaned. “Then I’m coming for the rest of all the nancyboys.”

“No, Roger. I think your days of terrorizing the staff are over,” Cho said as he stepped in front of Felton and stood before his splayed feet.

I turned back to Tricia and slid under her shoulders to cradle her head in my lap.

“It hurts, My Tommy,” she whimpered.

“I’m sure, my bad girl,” I replied. I bent down to kiss her chin, the only part of her head I could reach with my lips while her head rested in my lap.

“Lena’s on her way,” Peggy said as she knelt next to me to squeeze Tricia’s hand. “I’ll get the big first aid kit from the kitchen.”

Less than five minutes later, Lena and Ronnie appeared with a police escort.

“How’re you doing, Tricia?” Lena asked, a complete professional as she knelt next to Tricia. Ronnie knelt opposite her, her face white. Meanwhile, Cho and Forsythe gave the police a quick rundown of what happened.

Peggy pulled Ronnie away as Lena examined Tricia. “My stomach hurts, my head hurts, and my shoulder aches. I’m starting to feel sick,” Tricia said, somewhat drowsily. I looked at Lena in alarm at the change in Tricia’s condition.

“We’re getting you to the hospital right now,” Lena said. “The EMS was just arriving as I stepped inside the lift.” She checked Tricia’s eyes with the penlight from the first aid kit and gently poked and prodded her abdomen. “Let me check the others, and then I’ll be right back, sweetie.”

She kissed my cheek and rose, then Peggy led her to Barry. Ronnie knelt beside me and caressed Tricia’s hair as she leaned on me.

Lena examined Barry, cringing as she gently palpitated his temple. Her frown deepened as she flashed the penlight into his eyes.

After a short quiet conversation with Peggy, Lena asked me, “Do you know what happened to him?”

“Perfectly executed heel kick to the temple. Barry dropped to the ground immediately. I think he was unconscious before he started falling,” I said. “He hasn’t stirred since.”

The paramedics arrived, and Lena rushed over to them. “I’m Dr. Lena Linderman, a trauma surgeon at Toronto General. We have two severely injured patients and a handful of others.” She pointed at Barry. “The man over there has a severe skull fracture with intracranial hemorrhaging.”

She then guided them to Tricia. “This victim has a ruptured spleen. Symptoms are tender upper left abdomen, Kehr Syndrome, onset of nausea, and a rapidly swelling abdomen. She may have a slight concussion, too. Type her and get a unit of whole blood started on her. I’ll ride with her in the ambulance. Follow your normal procedures to notify the ER, but I’m going to call the hospital to ensure they have the right people on standby.”

As the police started taking statements from everyone, Lena put on gloves and straightened Peggy’s nose, which elicited a sharp gasp and more than a few tears. Lena cleaned the blood from her face, placed a splint over the entire nose, and put dressings in the nostrils before taping the whole thing in place. A paramedic tossed Lena a cold pack, and she had Peggy sit in the lounge, holding the cold compress to her wounded flesh.

Peggy waved Jenny over and began an intense whispered conversation as another pair of paramedics arrived with another gurney. They assisted Tricia onto one, and Barry was lifted onto the other while Lena talked on her tablet, looking distressed.

Lena walked back to me and Ronnie and squeezed our shoulders. “They just had a series of explosions at Union Station. I’m going to be at the hospital all day. Pray for me, my darlings.”

We kissed Peggy on the cheek, and Lena led her off to the ambulance.

My wristcom beeped at me, so I recalled the drones. I wasn’t sure when the police operator had dropped off the call.

Then it was my turn to talk to one of the officers. Ronnie explained that she had come in with Lena after the events, and then I described the events starting just before I received the text from Peggy until Cho took up his post at Felton’s feet.

As I was talking, a large, armored, male executioner arrived. He was talking as he walked, presumably into a headset in his helmet, and stopped next to an officer taking a statement from Rusty. I was barely able to hear the executioner over the chatter from the various interviews taking place. “Okay, I’m here. I’ll wait for you before I pass judgment, but what I saw on the video was pretty damning. I’ll talk to those two and review it with you when you arrive.” As he finished, I felt his eyes lock onto mine before he approached.

“That should do it,” Sergeant Collins, the policeman interviewing me, said. “Stick around for a bit.”

“I’d like to get to the hospital. That creep ruptured my girlfriend’s spleen,” I replied. “How long before we can go?”

“I thought this is your girlfriend,” Officer Collins said, pointing to Ronnie.

“Tricia is our girlfriend,” Ronnie clarified. “Peggy and Barry are our friends, too.”

Collins looked befuddled and turned to me. “How’d you get that lucky?” he asked.

“Wish I knew. I’d bottle it and make a mint,” I replied dryly. Ronnie giggled nervously in response.

“What did you learn, Sergeant Collins?” the executioner asked without turning his attention from me.

“Mr. Robertson is the one who called us in. He got a text from the head companion that Mr. Felton, the guy sitting in a puddle of piss over there, was here to rape Mr. Robertson’s girlfriend, Ms. Thomas,” Sergeant Collins said, pointing to Ronnie. “He told her to run back to the hotel suite they overnighted in last night, which she managed to do without capturing Felton’s attention.”

“Mr. Felton,” the executioner corrected him, his eyes still locked on mine.

“Right, sir. Mr. Robertson accompanied Mr. Cho, the CFO, and Mr. Forsythe, SVP of Acquisitions, here as Mr. Robertson called us and explained the situation,” he said. He looked at me inquisitively and asked, “Robertson?” I nodded to indicate I was fine without the formality, and he kept going.

“Robertson released a couple of surveillance drones upon arrival of this floor. He witnessed Mr. Felton punch Peggy Shea, the head companion, or Top Girl, in the face. When Ms. Brown tried to get between them, Mr. Felton, apparently an expert martial artist, kicked her hard in the abdomen, apparently rupturing her spleen. Three male companions, Mr. Ian Clayton, Mr. Barry MacCrae, and Mr. Rusty Linder, attempted to subdue Mr. Felton. Robertson, who is recovering from a brain injury, got permission to defend himself and others from Dispatch. Mr. Felton kicked Mr. MacCrae in the head, but Mr. Clayton and Mr. Linder were able to distract Mr. Felton from the ladies. Then Mr. Felton threatened Robertson and tried to kick him in the head as well, knowing it would likely kill Robertson.”

The executioner interrupted. “If you’re recovering from a brain injury, why’d you risk yourself?”

“To protect my friends—same reason Tricia jumped in front of Felton. I may be broken, but I’m still trained,” I replied.

Sergeant Collins continued. “Robertson ducked under Mr. Felton’s kick and dislocated his knee. Then Misters Clayton and Linder jumped Felton and beat him unconscious, and then got up of their own volition,” he said in summary.

“After prompting from Robertson,” the executioner said. “I saw the video.”

“No argument, sir, but they did respond immediately,” I agreed. “They were trying to get him to stop hurting others, not maim or kill him.”

“Are you a lawyer, Robertson?” he asked aggressively.

“No, sir, but my mother is. The rules for defense of others and self are pretty consistent in every country I’ve lived in,” I replied. “She drilled them into me from the first time I was bullied in school.”

The executioner stared at me through his faceplate for a long moment. “An inspector will be interviewing Ms. Shea, plus Dr. Linderman and Ms. Brown at the hospital, if she can get to them. This is going to take a while.” Then he turned away to talk to other officers and review statements.

A tablet chimed, and Ronnie jumped before lifting the hem of her camisole. Beneath her top and yoga pants, a belt was strapped around her abs and held her tablet and headset. She extracted the single ear headset from its compartment and pressed the activate button.

“Hello?” she answered. “Hi, Jenny. What?” She turned white again. “Oh my goodness. Hold the line.”

Ronnie addressed Sergeant Collins, who seemed reluctant to step far from her. “Officer, I have one of the senior companions on a call. She went to Mr. Felton’s apartment to find Krystal, his PA. No one’s answering.”

“Is that an issue?” he asked, and the executioner—and Felton himself—focused his attention on the conversation.

“Yes. For two reasons,” Ronnie explained. “Mrs. Felton and his two sons should be there. Jenny checked with security when no one answered.”

Felton’s face turned more and more red as Ronnie explained. “Secondly, Jenny said Krystal didn’t come home after the party broke up last night. Mr. Felton frequently uses her brutally on Friday nights, but Jenny says she always comes home well before midnight. She knocked on her door earlier, but Krystal didn’t respond. She’s concerned Mr. Felton hurt her worse than he usually does.”

“When this idiotic situation is resolved, I’ll show you how I treat her, you fucking whore.” Felton had the audacity to lick his lips and wink at her.

The executioner stepped on Felton’s injured knee, making the executive thrash as he tried not to scream.

“Sergeant Collins, get security up here to open the missing woman’s apartment, and up to Mr. Felton’s apartment to open it. Have a couple of constables cuff Mr. Felton and move him to his apartment. I’ll meet you there. The priority is to confirm that…” He turned slightly to Ronnie.

“Krystal,” Ronnie prompted. “Krystal Tierney. She’s a very slender redhead with long curly hair. Impossible to miss her.”

The executioner nodded. “The priority is to ensure Ms. Tierney and Mr. Felton’s family are safe.”

Felton shouted incoherently as two officers dragged him to his feet.

“I’ll show you the way,” Cho said and escorted the party to the lifts.

Once Sergeant Collins left to coordinate activities, I asked the executioner, “Sir, may we go to Ronnie’s flat while we wait to be released?”

“Where?” he asked as the lobby slowly emptied as the companions around us returned to their rooms.

Ronnie and I pointed to her door.

“Sure, but you’re not authorized to leave this floor until I release you,” he said. Looking at Ian and Rusty, he added, “You two, too. I’ll need to discuss this with the inspector before I pass judgment.”

“Yes, sir,” I replied. “Also, an executioner named Karin executed two people at that party Ronnie mentioned. One of them claimed that he was drugged and implicated Mr. Felton. Karin might want to look through his flat for evidence of drugs.”

He sighed heavily. “I know. I took over from her at shift change. She turned that investigation over to Inspector Nelson. With that bombing at the station, we don’t have time to mess around with this crap. I’m tempted to drag all four of you men out, shoot you, and move on to something more urgent.” He didn’t sound particularly mean, just very matter-of-fact—unfortunately for us.

“I can understand that, sir,” I replied carefully. “You are the one who gets to decide, but I’m pretty certain the video shows that Ian, Rusty, Barry, and myself were acting to protect others, specifically the ladies on this floor.”

“Yeah. I’d like to see how you’re able to get the video you have,” he said. “I find it more than a little suspicious that you’re able to get that video without staging cameras or drone operators.”

I raised my wristcom. “Surveillance drones. I’m on the testing team for these. We have a contract with someone to develop them. The NDA’s so tight my head might explode if I even think about discussing it with you.” I pointed to where they were docked on my wristcom. “I’m hopeful that the client will allow TPS to use them.”

I couldn’t fully see his expression behind the dark visor, but he visibly frowned.

“Maybe I’ll have to confiscate it,” he mused.

“Please don’t. Our lawyers would own you and me both,” I countered. “We need you on the street able to do your job rather than as a defendant in a corporate espionage case.”

“Probably right,” he sighed. Then he growled, “Go to your apartment before I change my mind.”

* * *


The day dragged on as Ronnie and I waited in her flat. We were both too worried about our family and friends to get frisky, but I held her closely as we watched dance performance videos.

Peggy texted that Lena was in surgery for the bombing victims, but she’d turned Barry over to the guy who had worked with her to rebuild my skull. Tricia was with a surgeon who specialized in nanobot-assisted organ repair. Peggy herself was going to see the cosmetic surgeon who was on retainer for Nu-Gen. She said she didn’t expect he’d do anything until the swelling went down, especially since it was a Saturday.

I told her we’d meet her at the hospital as soon as we were released. Then I called the hotel and explained Tricia’s situation to the shift manager. They sent someone to secure her room and clean our suite.

At about one in the afternoon, Ronnie was pulling some soup out of her freezer to reheat when a knock sounded at the door.

She checked her wristcom and nodded at me. “It’s Jane in an executioner uniform.”

I opened the door to find her holding her helmet under her arm.

“Hello Inspector, how can we help you?” I said neutrally as I eyed the male executioner from earlier standing behind her.

“I don’t need any crap, Thomas,” she growled at me.

“I’m sure, Inspector,” I replied. “Come in and have a seat.” I waved the male executioner, who was taking up a post by the door, forward. “Why don’t you come in, too, sir? There are plenty of seats. I think a cold glass of water would probably be welcome after all the drama this morning.”

He paused, then nodded and followed Jane inside. They pulled out chairs from the dinette and sat in those, facing the kitchen while I filled some glasses with water. When I handed the man his glass, I noticed the haunted look in his eyes. Jane was staring down at the floor as I sat the glass on the table next to her. The man picked up his glass and drank mechanically, his thoughts far away.

Jane slowly sat up, focusing. “What do you know about Roger Felton, Thomas?” she asked.

“Not much,” I admitted. “He’s the COO, and I’ve never dealt with him. I met him during onboarding with the other execs, but he was focused on the new female companions. I think last night was the first time I’ve interacted with him since then. I’ve heard he’s originally from Hong Kong, he’s married with children, and that he takes his PA, Krystal Tierney, home with him after work. A lot of people are afraid of him, but I didn’t understand how bad it was until last night when Peggy asked me to escort her home to get clean clothes before dinner.

“Last night, Dursten said he thought Felton had drugged him. Karin said she wanted to investigate that more. Then I learned more from Mr. Forsythe about Felton’s penchant for drugging women.”

“He’s a monster,” the male executioner said gruffly.

Jane merely stared at the floor.

After a full minute of silence, I spoke up. “What can I do to help?”

Jane slowly looked up at me. “You stopped him. That was enough,” she said.

“He cracked when we dragged him into his apartment,” the man said. “He went to his computer and logged into it to make notes on a secure cloud site. We pulled him out of his chair when we saw what he had written on the screen.”

“Delancy, it’s an open investigation,” Jane said, but Delancy was no longer with us, lost in his recollection.

“He had notes going back to when he started here, detailing blackmail material and slights that he planned to avenge,” he muttered to himself.

Jane sighed. “His notes cover all the top executives. Your bosses pointed out who was who. You’re going to lose a lot of your company leadership,” she said. “This investigation is going to go on for months.”

“I thought the whole idea around the newer legal system was to avoid lengthy, expensive investigations,” Ronnie said as she ladled soup from the stove into four bowls.

Ronnie’s comment seemed to pull Executioner Delancy out of his fugue. “It’s supposed to be a benefit,” he acknowledged. “With all the attacks from the Americans, we really don’t need this distraction right now.”

“We owe it to the victims, Kurt,” Jane replied quietly, and he dipped his head, acquiescing. “I think we have more than enough to pass judgment on Mr. Felton. The forensics team will be processing the scene all day, and then we’ll need to pour through all of his notes. I think Mr. Cho is the only one of your C-suite who won’t be charged and sentenced for crimes.”

“He didn’t force anyone? He seems to really like his blonde companions,” I said.

“He claims he didn’t force anyone. I’ll have to confirm with Peggy, but I think he’ll survive,” Jane said. “All the evidence we’ve found pertaining to him so far has been standard corporate infighting. Same with your boss. I suspect we’ll be back tomorrow to make arrests, and there will be more over the next few weeks.”

“Well,” Delancy said candidly. “I guess I’d better take care of this evil bastard.”

“Eat first,” said Ronnie while placing a steaming bowl of cream of potato soup in front of them. You could smell the richness of the butter, cream, and bacon. Apparently, she’d warmed a loaf of bread from the freezer too, because hot bread appeared on the table.

I kissed her in thanks and pulled out her chair. We all ate quietly, lost in our own thoughts.

When we were finished, I was helping Ronnie clear the table when Jane broke the silence.

“I’d like you to witness, Thomas,” she said quietly.

“Sure. I’ve still got visions of the last two in my head. I might as well,” I said. “Try to keep me out of the splatter zone this time.

Jane smiled a little. “Karin said you got splashed pretty good.”

“She’s got an evil sense of humor,” I said wearily.

“You don’t know the half of it,” Executioner Delancy said, finally cracking a smile. “She’s a horrible prankster.”

Jane chuckled evilly. “What did you expect when you had her, Craven, and Tillson all in the same night without their knowledge, and then bragged about it?”

“I was very drunk at the time,” he said, blushing a bright red.

“Not an excuse, Kurt,” Jane said.

“I’ll take care of the kitchen. Come get me when you’re done, so we can go to the hospital,” Ronnie told me.

“Yes, ma séraphine,” I said, pressing a kiss to her hair.

As we marched to the lifts, Delancy talked on his radio, telling the uniforms to bring Felton downstairs to security. The officers arrived with Felton in cuffs and shackles shortly after we did. A security guard led us past the conference rooms and out the back to the alley.

I expected the alley to be empty, but the space was packed. Cho and Forsythe were both there, but so was every companion in the company. Forsythe had his arm wrapped around an auburn-haired beauty whose bright green eyes burned with hate at the sight of Felton. Many other women I didn’t recognize were also there to witness, many with the same angry expression but also many others with fear, disgust, or even hope on their faces.

It took a bit of orchestration to get everything arranged so the bullet wouldn’t hit a bystander. The whole time, Felton struggled against his restraints, cursed, and shouted hate to various individuals.

When they announced the charges, I thought we all became nauseous. “For the murder and dismemberment of Krystal Tierney, Elaine Felton, Jeremy Felton, and Phillip Felton, I sentence you to death,” Executioner Delancy intoned. “For the assault with the intent to kill Thomas Robertson, I sentence you to death. For the attempted murders of Patricia Brown and Barry MacCrae, I sentence you to death.”

Unlike Jane’s friend Karin, Kurt Delancy didn’t give Felton a chance to speak. The concussion from the bullet was a physical force as Felton’s head ruptured.

The officers removed the restraints from Felton’s corpse, and people started filing past. Most of the women spit on the corpse as they walked by. Forsythe kicked it in the ribs, and his wife reached under her dress and pushed her panties to the ground. Then she stood over his broken skull and urinated. Chad Scoville followed her, pulling his penis out of his trousers and spraying the entire body. Cho was doing the same when Jane got exasperated and shouted at everyone.

“Keep it decent, people!” she cautioned. “I don’t want to arrest anyone for public indecency.”

I shook my head and went back inside to find Ronnie.

* * *


When we finally got to the hospital, Tricia was out of surgery and had been wheeled from the recovery ward to a room. Barry’s surgery was complete, but he hadn’t made it to the recovery ward. Barry’s surgeon had informed Peggy that Barry would survive without long-lasting impacts. He might have speech problems and headaches for a couple of months afterward but was expected to make a full recovery.

As Ronnie and I held Peggy, Jane walked in, still in her executioner armor. She beckoned Peggy outside for another conversation. While they talked, Lena came out to meet Ronnie and me between surgeries for a quick kiss and cuddle, but she went back to it after just a few minutes.

When Jane had finished her conversation with Peggy and left, the three of us picked up coffee from the cafeteria. On the way, Ronnie and I updated Peggy on what happened at Nu-Gen, and she sobbed when she heard about Krystal’s fate. I gave them a full update on the execution once we had our coffee and were walking up to Tricia’s room.

Peggy was surprised that Cho had been so demonstrative. She said he’d always been very stoic where Felton was concerned.

Upon arriving in Tricia’s room, we pulled the two chairs in the room next to her bed and talked quietly, watching over her while she slept. Peggy and Ronnie took turns sitting on my lap and kissing and cuddling me.

During our vigil over Tricia, I shared Forsythe’s plan to make me a director to take over for MacGrath, but I didn’t go into the hiring Peggy part because I thought it would be unfair to say anything until I had a vacancy I could fill. Peggy counseled me to be cautious and to figure out how I was going to meet my acquisition and engineering support goals while also getting the department under control. We also discussed how best to deal with Robby Nelson.

Peggy also said she thought that based on what Jane told us, there would likely be a purge of the execs. When Ronnie asked why, Peggy frowned.

“This is going to make the news. It’ll put a stain on Nu-Gen no matter what happens to the execs, and Matsushita will take some action to restore their honor,” she explained. “They might fire all the execs. They might even dissolve the company. I’m certain Panasonic will be trolling to steal our intellectual property and any people they can.”

Tricia stirred and moaned—we all launched to her bedside.

“Welcome back to the land of the living, Tricia,” Peggy said. Her voice was teasing, but her eyes were wet.

“Nice raccoon eyes, Peggy,” Tricia murmured blearily.

“The cosmetic surgeon said I probably won’t need surgery, so I’m feeling pretty lucky,” she replied soberly. “Lena set my nose straight, and the ER put stents in my nostrils to keep the airways open. I just get to wear this stylish metal splint until it fuses.”

“I’m sorry I didn’t get there faster,” Tricia mumbled.

“I’m glad you didn’t,” Peggy replied. “He nearly killed you as it was. Others weren’t so lucky.”

Ronnie handed her a cup of water, and I updated her on everything that happened. I barely knew Krystal and I didn’t know Felton’s family at all but was crushed by the horrible waste of life that resulted from Felton’s actions. Tricia and Peggy, who had been at Nu-Gen longer, were particularly devastated by the loss of Krystal and Felton’s family, whom they had met on several occasions.

Tricia told us that she was expected to be discharged by Wednesday at the latest, but given how bleary she was from the anesthetics, I took that with a grain of salt.

I told her, “I informed the shift manager at the Orientale about what happened, and he said he’d pass it on to the general manager and secure your flat.”

After a long moment of silence, Tricia said, “I’m exhausted. Would you all go finish moving the rest of my belongings? If I’m all moved in, it’s less likely they’ll try to back out after all the trouble.”

“The manager said not to worry, that they’re anxious for you to heal and join the team,” I reassured her.

She smiled slightly, and then we all leaned in and carefully kissed her goodnight.

After we arranged to get Tricia’s flat open, it only took a couple of round trips to move the final bits of her belongings over. The key to her new flat was on the kitchen counter, so we were done in time to order Indian food for delivery at about seven. We cuddled on Peggy’s sofa until we’d digested, and then we all climbed into Peggy’s bed.

I fell asleep with a beauty on each shoulder, wondering what the world would bring the next morning.
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