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"Ugh,' I breathed through my nose.

I couldn't stand these cheap bars, but after the day I had, I needed a drink.

I tried not to pay attention to the rabble, especially the three guys hitting on the hot blonde with the huge rack.

'She probably paid top dollar to get those bolted onto her chest,' I thought as I gave her another look.

The three guys, probably out on the town for a good time, were not taking no for an answer. No doubt they were thinking that because she had a huge chest, long blonde hair, and cleavage stretching from here to Tuscan that they could get lucky.

For the fifth time, she told them no and tried to get away.

No one else in the bar was giving them any attention; just like this new generation, they didn't want to get involved.

"Hey!" I barked across the bar, past the bartender.

The bartender was a young man, probably in his twenties, a poor guy who looked scared out of his wits. In a small bar like this, he was just trying to get through the night without incident. Oh well, sucks for him. I wasn't in the mood, but after she shoved one off her, they still didn't get the hint. I started thinking, what the hell.

"What do you want, old man?" one of the guys came over to my side of the bar.

The bar was a small square smack in the middle of this place. Few seats and chairs all around, and three pool tables in the corner. It was a local dive, nothing elegant about it.

"She said no," I stared at him as he approached me, his buddies right behind him.

"What are you like forty-something?" one of the young guys laughed.

"Forty-four," I corrected him.

The so-called leader was right up close to me.

"Coming to be the shining white knight coming to save the damsel?" the third guy taunted me.

"Does he look white?" the leader pointed a finger at me. "Shining black knight more like it!"

"Probably wants to stick his big black lance up her ass!' the second mocked.

"Don’t do that," I shook my head.

"What call you black?" the leader turned back to me. "You are black, and if I want to call you black or any other fucking name, I will."

"No that," I stared at his finger. "Don’t point it at me."

"Or what?" he pointed it again.

I quickly grabbed and

Snap

"Fuck!" he fell to the floor, holding his broken finger.

I grabbed his head and shoved my knee into his face.

"What the fuck, man!" the second exclaimed, looking at the blood pouring from his friend's nose.

"Told him not to do that," I shrugged as I got back on my stool.

The other two picked up their friend. "We are leaving, leave us alone, man, fuck!"

They dragged their buddy out the door, and I stared at the twelve people sitting around and playing pool. I was watching to see if anyone would call the cops. No one said or did anything.

"Thanks," the blonde came around the bar and sat on the stool next to me. "I didn’t know what else to say to get them to leave me alone."

"There was nothing you could have said," I responded. "They were jerks."

"Janine," she held out her hand.

"Tom, or Thomas," I shook her hand.

"Thank you again, Thomas," the blonde smiled.

She bought me the next drink, and I thanked her.

The bartender said it was the last call as he was closing up.

"Thanks again," Janine waved at me as we were leaving.

I waved back as I started walking back to the hotel. It was a short walk, as the bar was right behind it.

"What a coincidence," Janine grinned as she pulled up in a rental car.

Seemed she was staying here also.

"Yeah, looks like it."

We walked into the hotel and headed for the elevator. "Third," she looked at me as I pressed the number three button.

We both stifled a laugh.

"After you," I let her out first, and we went down the hallway. At the end of the hallway, she went left, and I went right.

"See you around, and thanks again," Janine nodded as she went to her room.

I opened my room and headed straight for my bed; I didn't even change my clothes. It was a shitty day, and I wanted to get it over with.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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In the morning, I groaned as I had slept on my face, and I felt like utter shit. I rolled out of bed and went to the bathroom.

After a shower and a shave, I picked up my phone, sure enough, all hell had broken loose. I had left the phone in the hotel room when I went to the bar because I didn't want to deal with the aftermath of the shitty meeting.

I took a deep sigh as my boss was calling me for the fifteenth time, most likely to fire my ass.

I answered. "I am packing now," I stated before he could say anything.

"Good!" Ryan shouted. "I already put in for the termination of your card after today."

"No shit," I sat on the edge of the bed.

"What the fuck were you thinking!"

"I am fired, right?" I asked as I looked at the clothes on the floor and other things. "Can I pack and use the card to get a flight home, or do I need to find my own way?"

"If it were up to me you would be finding your own damn way, but HR says we have to pay for you to get back, so soon as you get back it will be..."

I hung up and smashed it on the floor. It was a corporate phone. I was sure he was going to call my personal phone next.

"Dumbass!" I cursed; it was more of a curse to myself than to Ryan.

I had fucked up royally, and no one said anything until I was damn near finished.

I had taken the wrong reports to the meeting, the wrong research data, and everything, so while I was giving my speech and detailing what needed to be done, I was talking to the wrong people.

I had done everything wrong, everything! I had no one to blame, even the fucking name on the screen was wrong, and everyone just sat there, sat right there at the table while I was...

"Just stop," I shook my head.

I had been going over the events and trying to place blame on them for not stopping me, but it was my own incompetence that led me to do what I did. It was embarrassing as I finally realized what I had done, nearly half an hour into my presentation.

I packed my things and headed downstairs.

"Thomas!" I heard a female voice from behind me.

It was Janine. She was dressed very provocatively, her chest nearly spilling out of a very low-cut top, and she wore a very short skirt. No wonder the guys were hitting on her last night.

"I wanted to thank you again for last night," Janine said, shaking my hand again.

It finally dawned on me that there were many scantily clad women in the lobby area of this hotel.

"What’s going on?" I asked when I noticed some of them were wearing nearly see-through clothing.

"The award ceremony is today," Janine leaned closer to me.

"What award ceremony?"

"AVN," Janine whispered.

"No idea what that is," I responded.

"The porn awards," Janine leaned in closer.

"Oh!" I finally caught on. "Here?"

"No, down the block," Janine laughed.

"And you are?"

"Hoping I get an award for best online performer," Janine grinned with excitement. "I haven’t done any actual porn, yet, but I have a huge following on my website and some of my solo videos have been nominated."

"Ah, I see," I stared at her.

"And there it goes," Janine grimaced as she looked at me. "Well, it was nice meeting you."

Janine turned on her heels.

I didn't know what to say. I was never one of those guys who followed porn that well, or knew porn actors' names, or followed any of the sex workers, as they liked to be called.

My friend Storm followed four or five women and subscribed to a few of their pay sites. I watched Janine leave and wanted to apologize for how I had acted, but I knew it was no use. I wasn't into that kind of thing.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"I don't know a Janine," Storm told me.

I hadn't gotten home and had contacted my company through a coworker, so now I was officially released from my duties, and they weren't giving me a care package because I had broken the contract by giving false information to one of our contracted businesses.

"Blonde with big tits," I tried to describe Janine.

"That’s half the roster, and narrows it down to twelve electives of that award. Here," Storm sent me the webpage for the awards.

"Wow, that was quick," I stared at my screen and clicked the link.

We were talking online via video chat.

I pulled up the names and photos of the women nominated for the award Janine mentioned.

"Ah!" I yelled as I spotted Janine. "That’s her!"

"Which one?" Storm asked.

"Fourth row down, five across," I stated. "Kylie Maxx."

"You spoke to Kylie!" Storm screamed. "Ray, Andy, get in here!" Storm yelled for his roommates.

I saw Ray and Andy come into Storm's room. "Fucking Tom spoke to fucking Kylie, this morning!"

"Get the fuck out of here!" Andy roared. "Fucking Kylie, bro?"

"Dude, did you get her number?" Ray asked.

"No, I didn't get her number," I shook my head as I clicked on the link that showed up under her name.

It sent me to some of her social media and pay websites.

"She has the best tit fuck videos for a newbie!" Andy smiled.

"I have never wanted to be a plastic fucking dildo more in my life than her last video," Storm shook his head.

"Do you guys need a minute to jerk each other off?" I asked.

"Fuck off, Tom, you are still mad you got fired," Storm held up a middle finger to the camera. "Not our fault, you're a fucking moron!"

He had me there; it was totally my fault.

"Wait," Ray stopped. "Are you the guy that saved her last night from the guys that were hitting on her?"

The three of them stared at me through the camera. "I didn’t actually save her, it was more..."

"What the actual fuck!" Storm got up from his computer chair. "She was saying how hot you looked smashing that one guys face and was hoping she would get to talk to you again and how chivalry wasn’t dead and shit."

"She was on her live last night posting about that shit!" Ray added.

"What the fuck did you say to her!" Andy went silent as he looked at his phone.

"No, fucking way," Storm stopped moving and looked at Andy's phone.

It went silent as they were all reading his phone.

"What?" I asked.

"What did you do!" Storm yelled. "I am coming over there right now to kick your ass!"

I watched as Storm put on his jacket and his shoes.

"What happened?" I asked.

"Read her latest post, bro, not fucking cool," Ray turned off the camera.

I clicked the link to one of her socials, saw nothing current, then clicked the other and followed her. It took a second to reload.

I read the post, it was about someone who she thought was a cool person, but then it turned out that they hated sex workers, and she felt that the person looked down on her.

"I didn't look down at her," I told myself. "I am just not into that type of thing."

I unfollowed because she seemed like the kind of person who made everything about herself and how she felt. Just because I didn't want to associate myself with someone who did that type of thing didn't mean I hated them.

Storm knocked on my door, and I opened it. "So should I kick your ass inside, or do you want to go outside?"

"Hello, to you too," I let him inside.

"What the actual fuck?" Storm stared at me.

"First, she's not your girlfriend, so bring it down a few notches. Second, I will tell you exactly how the conversation went."

After I told him, he sat back in the chair and drank his beer. "Just because you’re into all that paying women who take their clothes off and post stuff, doesn’t mean I have to be into it."

"But they are real people," Storm explained. "Just because they take their clothes off, and post it, or go fuck their roommates or their boyfriends or husbands and post it, doesn’t mean they are less than human."

"No one says they are less than human, and if they are people who say that, then they are fucking idiots," I responded. "Most people are just saying it's not something they are into, or interested in, or want to be around. How is that
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