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She has a crush on her
boss, and just knows he’s a demon in the sack. She just has to wait
until she can find out firsthand.

 


 


Arcady has worked for
Z-Tech long enough to apply to their sister company, the Blind Date
Corporation. With a tech-based blindfold, she goes on dates with
other actives whose powers are compatible with her own.

She has had a
crush on her boss since the day she met him, but it was only when
she started spending a few nights each week with other powered
beings that he filed his own application to become one of
her dates.

Their first
night is magical, but it ends in disaster that brings them close
far more quickly than either imagined.

Dr. Krizt goes
from scientist to lover, but no matter his role, one thing is
certain. He wants her body.
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Chapter One

 


 


Arcady finished her
shift at the soup kitchen, nodded to the regulars, and hung up her
apron. She washed her hands for the third time and dried them.

Thomas looked
at her. “Are you nervous?”

“No. Not
really. I know that I can be an asset to them, just as I am
here.”

He laughed.
“Then, go to Z-Tech and get to your interview. You have me sold;
now go work with them.”

“For them. I
will be working for them.”

“You won’t be
doing shit unless you leave; now go!” Thomas flicked the tea towel
at her.

Arcady headed
to the public transport and was down in the tube, rocking slightly
when she had a compulsion to pick up items on the way to the
interview.

She got off a
stop early and picked up eight coffees and an herbal tea. All the
cream and sugar were on the side. She checked the time and scuttled
along. She checked in at the security desk and headed up to the
boardroom to run the panel interviews.

The
receptionist took her name and looked at the coffee wistfully.
Arcady blinked. “Oh. Right. These are for you. Where can I put
them?”

The
receptionist said, “How many did you get?”

“Eight and one
herbal tea. Sugar and cream on the side.”

“Oh, my god.
You are an angel. Come this way.” The receptionist got up, and they
walked into the breakroom where a woman with dark hair and a blue
man with horns that took up a lot of his skull were standing in
conversation.

Arcady set the
trays on the table, and she handed the tea to the blue man. She
smiled at the receptionist and said, “I will just wait in the
reception area.”

The woman with
the dark hair paused. “You are our interview?”

The blue man
sipped the tea, and his brows raised in surprise. “How did you
know?”

She shrugged.
“It is my job to know, isn’t it? Well, not yet.” She nodded and
went to sit out of the way in the reception area. She waited for
three minutes, and the dark-haired woman came by and said, “Come
with me.”

Arcady got up
and walked after her into a boardroom where a table was prepped for
the interviews, and the blue man sat with a tablet open, and the
dark-haired woman paused and introduced herself. “My name is Zera,
and I own Z-Tech. I will be your boss’s boss’s boss if you get
hired.”

“Pleased to
meet you. My name is Arcady.”

The blue man
sipped at his tea and raised his heavily horned head. “Researcher
Krizt.”

She nodded.
“Pleased to meet you, Researcher Krizt.”

He smiled
slightly. “There is a point.”

Zera chuckled.
“Everyone else has skipped half of his name.”

“Ah. Well, if
you introduce yourself that way, that is how you want to be
addressed.”

He nodded.
“Interesting. Be seated.”

She sat.

Zera asked her
questions about how she handled stress. Researcher Krizt asked her
how well she took direction.

“Fairly well. I
can’t give specifics unless I have specifics.”

He nodded.
“Good answer. I might need you to enter a research space or project
and be my hands. You have to follow directions precisely. As you
can see, there are some protective pieces of equipment I can’t fit
into.”

“Oh, of course.
Yes, that will be fine, but you can’t stop giving the direction
until the project is complete.”

He quirked his
lips. “Why is that?”

“Because if I
am acting as your hands, I have to let my mind go blank. My
problem-solving will be put into neutral so that I don’t interfere
with the desired result.”

“Have you done
that sort of thing before?”

“Yes, when my
brother burned his hand and I had to cook at the shelter. He would
give me precise instructions, but as soon as he stopped talking, I
just stood there, and the food nearly burned. So, I know that I
will only be a set of hands until I am done.”

Zera nodded,
and Researcher Krizt nodded.

He asked,
“Would you be willing to try right now?”

“Um, of
course.”

He nodded and
stood. “Come this way.”

He left the way
they had come, and he walked down to the lift and entered it; she
followed behind at a respectful distance. When he got into the
lift, she waited until they turned before stepping in and to the
side. Zera stepped in just as the doors closed.

They descended
into a subterranean lab, and he swiped a key card and then keyed in
an override. “This way.”

He walked at an
easy clip, swiped again and again at a few locks. Nobody talked.
Arcady walked at a safe distance, and they were soon in the
research lab.

“So, you have
lab experience?”

“I do. Show me
once, supervise me once, and I have it.”

“Good. Put on
this suit.” He pointed to a hazmat suit with negative pressure.

She nodded and
stepped out of her shoes before stepping into the suit. She had to
pause to yank her pencil skirt up and put on the nitrile gloves,
and then, she flipped the hood and sealed the suit. She pressurized
the suit, and he nodded. “Good technique. Now, walk in there and
clean up. A tech spilled some benign projects but refused to go
back in. I will give you specific orders if an item requires
it.”

“Yes,
Researcher Krizt.” She detached her umbilical and walked through
the doors that he opened for her. Arcady went through the airlock
and was decontaminated before she entered the lab. There was a mess
of broken glass and spilled substances. After hooking herself up to
the air supply, she got a cleaning kit and went to work. She
cleaned up the large glass and put it in the incinerator chamber,
then got some dampened blotters and absorbed the substances, more
stuff to incinerate. She was careful, precise, and when the spill
was taken care of, she started to hear instructions, and she took
the vials in the vent area and closed them, one by one. They were
put back in a rack, stowed in a freezer, and the lab was clean and
ready for an automated clean.

“Please proceed
to decontamination.”

She left the
lab, checked one more time, went and closed an open cupboard, and
then went out into the airlock. The decontamination blast nearly
knocked her over, and she lifted her arms above her head and turned
to make sure she was covered. She stepped out when the door opened,
and Zera was grinning. Researcher Krizt looked at the monitor, and
a slight smile crossed his lips. “Report to human resources. You
can start immediately.”

“I can?”

“Be back down
here in an hour after you have gotten your provisional security
card.”

Zera laughed.
“I will take you. Come on.”

“So, I am
hired? Just like that?”

Zera nodded.
“Just like that.”

“Why?”

“You closed the
cupboard. He could deal with the broken experiments, but the open
cupboard was driving him nuts. The fact that you did what he needed
without him saying anything was huge.”

“Oh.” She
opened the suit and stepped out of it, wiggling her skirt down to
below her knees. It was a little wrinkled but otherwise fine.

She looked up
to see a strange expression on Researcher Krizt’s face as he stared
at her thighs. “I will start wearing slacks.”

He frowned.
“Not necessary. Perhaps a skirt which is not so snug.”

Zera snorted
and took her arm when the suit was on the wall. “The clock is
ticking. He wasn’t kidding about you being back in an hour.”

They headed up
to the tenth floor, and Zera swept her into the human resources
office. “This is Researcher Krizt’s new assistant. He has
authorized it himself.”

The HR lady
typed, and her mouth hung open. “Yes, he has. He has also
authorized her pay scale. You are going to have to sign off on
this.”

Zera came
around the desk and looked at the number. She barked a laugh and
nodded ruefully. “Drop it by twenty thousand, and she can have it
if she lasts six months.”

Arcady’s eyes
were wide open when she heard about the drop of twenty thousand,
but when the HR lady turned the screen, she swayed. “Is that
serious?”

“Of course. It
is coming out of his budget, so it is very serious.” Zera grinned.
“What do you think you will do with it?”

“Not a clue,
but I might get a skirt with a bit more fabric.”

Zera laughed.
“For all you know, that is what got you the extra zero. You are
going to be working with the hardest task master we have at Z-Tech.
If you can keep him productive, you will receive performance
bonuses.”

“So, bonuses on
how well he does?”

“Yup. All you
have to do is keep him productive.”

The HR lady
grinned and said, “Let’s do the biometrics and get your codes
selected. That is the rough part. Krizt hates it when folks have to
refer to documents for passcodes.”

She went
through the scans and registered all parts of her, including a
blood sample. The code was eleven digits long, and she wrote the
code on two slips of paper. One went into her bra and the other
into her shoe. She used her personal shorthand and put marks on her
fingertips that would help her remember it. The lanyard she got
went around her neck, and then, Zera was leading her back down to
the labs. The first test was the elevator, where she used her
credentials and then the code.

Zera grinned.
“Well done. The code is an override in case you have someone
without credentials with you. You also need to do it at your first
scanning station.”

“Right, and if
you mess up in an elevator, you just have to wait and ride up and
down until someone comes to get you.”

“Yeah, or we
gas you, and you will become one of Krizt’s experiments.”

“You are
joking, right?”

Zera smiled.
“Am I?”

Arcady blinked
and stood as they descended.

“Once you do
your six-month trial, let me know, and I will interview you for an
in-house project.”

“A what?”

“You are an
active?”

“Yeah. Boring
and discrete, but yes.”

“Good. Come to
me in six months.”

Zera escorted
her to the lab and handed her over. “She’s all yours, Researcher
Krizt. Take care of this one. We want to keep her in one
piece.”

He snorted, and
he gestured to a desk covered with documentation, tablets, and
vials strapped to courier packs. “That is your desk. When you have
cleared it, let me know.”

She nodded,
“Yes, Researcher Krizt. I will let you know.”

She looked at
the documents, flicked her lanyard over her shoulder, checked the
time, and went to work.

 


It took her two
days to clear the desk, and everything was filed, mailed, or
couriered to other facilities, supplies had been ordered, and an
inventory was scheduled.

She had found
his main com and plugged it back in as she started to answer his
un-secured calls. She took notes and messages for him, and then,
she went to find him.

He was bent
over a microscope and checking his visual findings with what the
computer imaging was showing.

She spoke
softly, “Researcher Krizt, I have a series of messages that were
not time-sensitive but need to be addressed.”

He nodded.
“Read them to me and then send a reply.”

She stood and
took notes as she went through the requests for copies of
monographs that he had written, requests for him to speak at
schools or colleges, and a call from his mother.

He gave her a
dark look through his solid black eyes. “You are giving me a
message from my mother?”

“Well, your
father called as well, but he said to call your mother, so it was
an economy of effort.”

He sighed.
“Tell them I will attend the holiday celebrations and then find out
what I need to bring and get it for me.” He looked back into the
microscope. “And then remind me when the event is approaching.”

She nodded.
“Yes, Researcher Krizt.”

Her com
vibrate, and she asked, “Do you need anything else tonight?”

He shook his
head. “If I do, you will probably know before I do.”

She nodded.
“Okay, I will return these messages, and then, I am done for the
night unless you need me.”

“I will not
need you.”

Arcady nodded.
“Right. Well, then, good night.”

He flicked his
long fingers, and she left.

 


Arcady was
still stuck at her desk two hours later, laughing until her eyes
teared as Sophie and Melvil were telling her stories about Krizt
before he activated at thirteen.

She was
laughing, and suddenly, the faces of the two older members of his
family stilled in concern, and Arcady grimaced. “Good evening,
Researcher Krizt.”

“I thought you
were leaving, Arcady.”

“I said I would
return the calls first, and your mother was the last call.” She
inclined her head toward his parents. “I wish you a good
night.”

They both
grinned and waved. “Bye, Arcady.”

Krizt spun her
chair around and loomed over her. His fangs were markedly visible.
“As you are here, you can watch me have dinner.”

She blinked.
“Dinner?”

“My activation
requires blood to function. My dinner is being delivered.”

She blinked,
and then, she heard the chime. She got up and went to answer the
door.

A middle-aged
woman stood there and smiled. “Oh, you must be the new assistant.
You weren’t here yesterday. I am from the blood bank.”

“Oh. Right.
Please, come this way.” She smiled pleasantly and brought the woman
to the sitting area outside the lab where Researcher Krizt was
waiting.

The woman
greeted Krizt, he indicated that he would take from her arm, and
the woman flicked an understanding glance toward Arcady.

She rolled up
her blouse sleeve and extended her arm toward him. They sat, he
bit, and Arcady watched it all as he got what he needed from her.
It took about five minutes, and he lifted his head, licking his
lips, and in a second, he looked like nothing had ever happened.
The woman’s arm sealed and healed in seconds.

Krizt nodded
and looked to Arcady. “See her out.”

Arcady got some
moist towelettes from one of the cupboards and blotted away the
blood left behind. The woman smiled. “Thank you. I am Molly, by the
way.”

“I haven’t seen
many regens around. You must be in demand.”

Molly fixed her
cuff, and Arcady got rid of the cleaning wipes. “I am, but Krizt is
always precise without any stupid shenanigans, so he is one of my
favourite clients.”

They headed for
the lift and headed up to ground level.

“So, you are
his assistant?”

“Um, yes. I
have been on the job for two days, and so far, I have only spoken
to him three times. Maybe four.”

“I just do what
you saw, and I have been feeding him for three years. I think you
and he will work well together. If I ever get a call to cancel
service, I won’t feel bad about it.” Molly smiled brightly.

“So, he drinks
every night?”

“Yeah. On the
weekends, I still come here. He works weekends and doesn’t sleep
much.”

“Nothing is
going to happen between us. Our connection is strictly
professional.”

Molly nodded.
“For now. Let me know if that ever changes.”

Arcady blushed
and walked Molly out past security. She waved and then returned to
the lift and headed to the lab. Time to finish up and go home for
the night.


Chapter Two

 


 


Meeting with Zera on
the tenth floor was weird, but when she saw the banner for Blind
Date Corporation, she began to understand. After six months of
working with Researcher Krizt, she knew how to keep his temper in
check, how to make sure that the supplies were there in time, and
how to fade into the background when no one needed her.

Her morning
commute took forty-five minutes, and with the money she was
donating to the homeless shelter, they were able to hire some staff
to take her place as well as lure in some volunteers.

“So, I know you
have heard rumours about the Blind Date Corporation.” Zera was in
her CEO chair and grinning.

“Yeah. I have.”
She started to fade into the chair as Zera stared at her with a
calculating gaze.

“So, that’s
new.” Zera smiled. “It isn’t mentioned on your activation
documentation.”

“It isn’t my
primary. My primary is intuition. This is just a self-defense
mechanism. From what my own research has shown me, most female
actives have one whether they declare it or not.”

“Well, you are
good at research. So, I am inviting you to become an escort for the
Blind Date Corporation.”

“Uh...”

Zera laughed.
“Don’t worry. It is a fairly involved training process, but the
patrons are vetted even more thoroughly, and there are safeguards
at every step of the way.”

“Um, why so
many safeguards?”

“When you are
dealing with actives who are trained to be aggressive, you want to
make sure that they are exercising self-control with their
lovers.”

“Uh, I don’t
have physical manifestations. I just have the intuition.”

“That makes you
an excellent prey date. They chase you, they catch you, they seduce
you.”

Arcady licked
her lips. “That sounds fascinating, but aren’t they likely to tear
me limb from limb?”

“No, but during
your training, we can find the precise match for your skills, or
matches, as it were.”

“So,
different... uh... patrons?”

“Certainly.
They don’t need or require exclusive use of your person; they just
need sexual and social outlets so that they can increase their
personal control and not go insane. That is the purpose of the
masks. It keeps things on an impersonal basis. The masks also dull
the sensory memories of the patrons. They can only remember their
emotions, not identifying details. Your anonymity will be
protected.”

“It will?”

Zera nodded.
“It will. Your family won’t know, your boss won’t know. You will
triple your income by the end of the year, and if you don’t want to
continue working as an assistant, you won’t have to. We have just
gotten a surge of new patrons, so we are looking for escorts of
both sexes to fill the need.”

“Uh, how long
is the training?”

“About five to
six weeks. You already have all the clearances, but you will need
training on how to simply accept the needs of the person you are
with. Then, you have to be able to accept that some or most of them
will need to give pleasure as well.”

Arcady blushed.
“So, sex?”

“No. Pleasure.
Nights at the opera, horseback riding in the park. Stargazing at
night. Actual dates. Not everyone just wants to have an orgasm and
be done. They can find prostitutes that will let them get off. They
want to feel human again for a night, and that is what we
provide.”

She tapped her
fingers to her desk. “With Capitol City forbidding social
interaction of actives, this particular method is the only way for
a lot of them to actually feel normal. It grounds them and makes
them better heroes, better researchers, and better people.”

“Would I know
if sex was required before the date, and could I turn it down if I
wasn’t up to it?”

“You can. You
can also mark out your period, though I do have to say that it is
not a dealbreaker for a lot of patrons.”

“What about
birth control?”

“There are
disease scans given to the patrons regularly, but for your own
piece of mind, I would recommend a device under your control.” Zera
smiled. “We have physicians on the roster who can offer care for
those things.”

Arcady
chuckled. “I am good for another four years. I just wanted to make
sure that this wasn’t a sneaky way of getting around the city’s
active breeding policy.”

“No, don’t
worry. We are keeping everything technically legal just to make
sure that everything can remain active. Oh, we are building a
resort for overnight dates in Aksalla, but all the staff, escorts,
and patrons all have to have travel visas. Nice and legal.”

“So, these
dates in the city are only for a few hours?”

“All timelines
are confirmed by you, but yes, generally three to six hours.”

Over the course
of the next hour, questions were answered, and it was pretty much
assured that Arcady was starting her new range of studies. She was
going to be an escort. Close proximity with Krizt had been driving
her insane for the last six months, and if she was honest, she
needed an outlet just as much as the patrons did.

Well,
eventually, she was going to get laid. She just had weeks of study
ahead of her; she could do this.

 


Masturbating
with a timer had been one of the weirdest moments of her training.
She had learned how her body liked it slow, fast, and how long she
could leave herself hanging before she wanted to punch something.
Five weeks after starting the process, Arcady got her escort
number, and her com was set for date notifications. She was
Seventeen.

She was sitting
at her desk and jumping every time her com went off or the main com
went off.

Researcher
Krizt came in, and he scowled. “You look on edge today, Arcady.
Take an early lunch. You know you get hangry.”

She checked the
time and nodded. “Can I get you anything?”

He nodded. “You
know what I like.”

She nodded,
shut her station down, and put away the research just as she always
did. Just because she was nervous didn’t mean she was sloppy.

She left the
Z-Tech building and walked across the street to the sandwich shop.
She got one predator special and her standard ham and cheese with a
fruit salad.

She was sitting
to eat her sandwich and pickle when her com went off. She froze and
checked it. She was getting her first date request.

She looked at
the request and blinked. It was for that night.

She exhaled and
looked at the stats and the request. Dinner and a movie in a hotel
room followed by vanilla sex. She would be home by midnight.

She went hot,
then cold, then hot again. She bit her lip and looked at the
grooming request, which was minimal. It would take her about thirty
minutes to get ready after work, and then, she would be wearing the
outfit her patron had selected, and she would finally get laid. By
this point, she was desperate.

She authorized
the date and let out her breath in a rush. She had started.
Tonight, she answered to Seventeen.

She finished
her sandwich and fruit salad, grabbed Krizt’s order, and headed
back to the office. She left the sandwich in Krizt’s fridge.

She focused on
work for the rest of the day, but the moment her com warned her
that she had to leave, she went to Researcher Krizt and let him
know that she was going.

She stood in
his office doorway and knocked softly. “Your sandwich is in the
fridge, your iced tea is next to it, Molly will be here at seven,
and I have to head out today.”

He frowned.
“You do?”

“I have plans
this evening.”

He laughed. “Do
you?”

“Surprisingly,
yes. So, the reports have been sent to your inbox, you have
tomorrow’s experiment prepped, and all supplies will be checked in
by noon. See you tomorrow.”

She turned on
her heel and left.

 


It took her
forty minutes from leaving the lab to being ready for her date. She
was wearing an outfit that was slightly more risqué than her normal
clothing but still office clothes. She was going to do some
playacting.

Her mask was
put in place, and the cloak was draped over her shoulders. The
transport was out front, and she got into it, being whisked away
from the Z-Tech building and into the downtown.

The transport
door was opened by the doorman, and she was helped out. She took a
look at her icon and rode up the elevator in silence. Her date was
on the twenty-fourth floor.

She walked out
of the elevator and arrived precisely on time. The icon led her to
the door, and it opened for her. In keeping with the theme of the
evening, she stepped inside and said, “Hi, honey, I am home.”

A roiling
shadow materialized in front of her and helped her off with her
cloak. “Aw, sweetie, you look exhausted. What do you want for
dinner?”

She turned and
clung to him as she stepped out of her shoes with a groan.
“Chicken, Chinese, burgers. What don’t I have to cook?”

He grinned, and
she could see the white slash of teeth through her mask’s visual
filters. “Craving high fat?”

“Sadly, yes. It
was a rough day.”

He picked her
up and carried her to the couch, setting her down as he brought up
restaurant menus from the area.

They cuddled
together and picked their delivery, then went on and picked the
movie. By the time they had both agreed to the action thriller
followed by a romantic comedy, the food had arrived at the
door.

She groaned and
got up.

He gripped her
hand. “I’ll get it.”

“No, it’s the
least I can do. You cooked.”

He
chuckled.

She gathered
the bags, nodded to her security bot, and retreated to the hotel
room as the columns of smoke wrapped around her and took the
takeout from her and lifted her to carry her back to the couch.

The first
handwipes were used and chopsticks handed out. Chinese had been the
option, but she had made some choice picks. Dishes he hadn’t had
before.

She moved from
the couch and sat across from him on the floor, supporting herself
on her left hand as her right moved the chopsticks. The position
let her wrapped shirt drape open, and the red lace flashed him. He
moved to the floor as well, and when he kissed her, the chopsticks
fell from her grip.

She whispered,
“Sweetie, I don’t mean to impose, but I really need to unwind
quick.”

He groaned.
“You sure?”

She stroked his
face. “Please. I need you.”

He leaned on
the couch and pulled her astride his belly. She had to pull her
skirt up to her hips in order to manage it, but soon, they were
kissing, and his hands were roaming over her. He caressed the edge
of her stockings and groaned when her slick heat met his fingers as
he eased them between her thighs.

“Oh, god. You
are so ready.”

She kissed him
softly. “It was a long day, and I thought about you every few
minutes.”

“Not every
minute.”

She grinned.
“Don’t want you to get a swelled head.”

He slid two
fingers inside her without warning, and she threw her head back,
and her throat flexed in a gasp. “Oh, there is extreme danger of
that.”

He didn’t
thrust his fingers, he curled them and slid them back and forth
over her g-spot, and she braced her hands on his shoulders until he
urged her onto his chest, and she moaned and squirmed against him
until the burst of silken fire ran through her, and she whimpered
softly before shaking in his grip. He threaded his fingers through
her hair, alerting her that her hair was down. The kiss that
followed was hot, but he murmured, “Now, let’s watch that
movie.”

She pouted.
“Jerk.”

He grinned.
“Come on, cuddle bug. That skirt is awfully snug.”

She was firmly
wedged against him. She thudded her head into his shoulder. “I am
stuck.”

He laughed and
lifted her up, tossing her lightly onto the couch behind him. Her
hair swung and slid as she landed, and she tried to get the skirt
off. She worked the skirt down, calmed herself, and opened the
closure before wiggling out of it and kicking it to one side. “That
is a death trap.”

Her patron
laughed again and sat on the couch, pulling her against him as they
watched the movie. Through the whole thing, he kept an arm around
her, his thumb caressing her breast. He asked her, “What did you
think of that?”

“If they had
just left him alone and not chased him, the end result would have
been the same. He was the only one needed for the job.” She
shrugged.

He laughed. “My
conclusion as well. Now, we do the same analysis with the
romance.”

“Analyzing
romance? You have developed some fun hobbies, honey.” She stroked
her hand across his chest.

“How was
work?”

She shrugged.
“Boss was a pain, co-workers were pains. Someone had a birthday, so
there were cupcakes.”

“Did you get a
cupcake?”

She laughed.
“No. I just bring them in. By the time my break rolls around, they
are long gone.”

The movie
started playing. “Why not keep one for yourself?”

“Because then
it wouldn’t be for someone else’s birthday. I have even tried
making more, and all I can guess is that I make a damned good
cupcake.”

“I have no
doubt that you do, sweetie.”

She stroked his
chest, and the bodysuit that had been under her fingers parted as
he shifted a bit. She delved into the suit and felt his skin, hot
and velvety, against her fingers.

She cuddled
closer and yawned. He let out a small laugh. “Need something to
keep you awake?”

She lifted her
head to his. “How attached are you to the movie?”

He grinned. “We
can come back to it for the wrap-up at the end.”

“Oh, dear. That
only leaves seventy minutes. What shall we do with that time?”

“I think I can
use that time to keep you awake.”

He shifted, and
she was pinned to the couch, her hands above her head. Her yelp of
surprise had been genuine. “Now, what can I do to get you a little
more energized, darling?”

“I think one or
both of us is wearing too many clothes, and since I am just wearing
a shirt and a bustier, it might be you.”

He shrugged. “I
only have one thing on. Perhaps we should start with you removing
your shirt?”

She bit her lip
and reached for the side tie on her blouse. He stopped her and
said, “Let me.”

His fingers
took the loose strand and untied it, peeling open the left side
before undoing the tie on her left hip and unwrapping the left
side. The dark red bustier that was attached to the stockings was
now all she had on.

He groaned as
he looked her over. He undid the small hooks that held her breasts
up and leaned down to rub his lips against her right breast. She
slid her hand into his hair, and when he took her nipple between
his teeth, she made a fist. “Bite, and you are a dead man.”

He laughed and
lapped at the tight nub, then sucked softly.

On the screen,
the heroine was still debating her affection for someone she had
known her whole life. Arcady moaned as he slipped a hand between
her thighs again. Knowing someone was overrated. Pretending to know
them was a lot more fun.

More hooks were
opened, and when he finally stripped, he moved over her and slid
into her, incredibly hot, and he felt so good.

A dozen slow
thrusts had her groaning and clutching him as her body held him
tight. He pulled her up to face him, and they kissed as she started
to move on him the moment that her body had relaxed. He slid his
hands up her back, cupped her hips, and kissed her as she moved on
him with deliberate slowness.

His breathing
increased, and his hands gripped her hips as he started to thrust
upward. When he came, he gritted his teeth and growled low as if
the sound was being pulled from his soul. She felt the jerk of him
inside her, and her body clasped him in response with a slow
aftershock. She remained still, and when he cuddled her against
him, she pressed her lips to his throat. They remained linked until
the movie was over. Slow repetitions of her riding him brought both
of them satisfaction three times before it was time for her to
leave. She caressed his cheek as she sighed and dismounted.

“Sorry, honey,
I have to get to bed. Work tomorrow.” She stood, and her legs were
wobbly, but she forced them together and pulled on her skirt. She
put her bustier together and wrapped the blouse back into decent
lines. When she was dressed, she checked her chronometer and knelt,
taking his cock between her lips and sucking him in deep.

He groaned and
said, “You don’t have to, ohgodswhatareyoudoing?”

She swirled her
tongue and kept the suction going. His fingers through her hair
soon tightened, and he grunted as he came. She swallowed quickly
and got to her feet, stroking his cheek. “Night, honey. Sleep
well.”

She put on her
cloak, stepped into her shoes, and left her patron in a daze on the
couch with a wrap thrown over him. Time to head back to base.


Chapter
Three

 


 


Zera was waiting for
her when she returned. “Hey, Seventeen. How was it?”

Seventeen took
her mask off and looked at Zera. “I think it went well. It was fun
on my end.”

“How many times
did you have sex?”

“Four? Five?
And one blowjob.” She chuckled. “I am sticky, need a shower, and am
going to be sore in the morning.”

Zera smiled,
and there was a slight ping. “Well, your review is in. You didn’t
break out of the girlfriend experience once, and your final
farewell for the night was memorable.”

“The blowjob.”
Arcady went to her sonic shower and got rid of all traces of her
evening. “We had managed to stay in hot relationship mode all
night, so it seemed right to finish it the same way.” She chuckled.
“He even fed me while we were connected. That was unexpected.”

“It seems like
you had a good night.”

“I did. And
now, I have to get home and get some rest. Tomorrow we do monthly
lab inventory, and I need to be alert.”

“Why do you do
it monthly? It used to be twice a year?”

“It lets us
keep less inventory on hand and also makes sure that the long-range
projects are attended to. There were several that had been
forgotten about and had outgrown containment.”

Zera chuckled.
“I have that problem occasionally myself.”

Arcady got back
into her work clothes, and she yawned. “Right, so can I take a
transport home as well?”
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