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Robin stood upon the pedals, her shapely legs pumping furiously for the hill climb portion of the virtual ride.  The rest of the class soon followed suit at the instructor’s urging, prompting the occasional groans of angst from a few of the participants.

“Out of the saddle, people, out of the saddle!”

Robin couldn’t help but to notice the glare of the rider directly behind her in the reflection of the window.  “Dennis,” she thought his name was, or maybe “Steven?”  He was almost twenty years her senior and worked in the financial investment field, as she recalled from a handful of their brief conversations.  For being in his late forties, he was in remarkable condition, and although married, seemed to have a rather keen eye for some of the younger class members, especially Robin.  It wasn’t uncommon during the hill climb portions for his eyes to become rather fixated on her ass, which on this day was covered by a pair of tight-fitting black Lycra shorts.

“Keep it up, people!  Just a little further!”

Although it was admittedly a tad creepy, it was also in a strange manner somewhat validating.  Robin had worked hard to get to where she was at in life.  She had worked hard in school to get her Construction Management degree, worked hard on her job in a male dominated field to get her recent promotion, and worked equally as hard on her nutrition and exercise routines to achieve the body that she so proudly displayed.  She was beautiful and in great shape, and if an older man wanted to occasionally admire that beauty, possibly even fantasize about it, that didn’t much bother her, as long as he was respectful about it.

“Last push people, last push!!”

Robin’s face was beat red with body heat and determination as they approached the pinnacle of the ride.  Her white, short sleeve cotton shirt clung tightly to her torso.  Her long straight, jet-black hair, bound by a pony tail, bounced playfully off her back, while her delicate hands gripped the handle bars with a steadfast intensity.

“Almost there! Almost there!”

Robin again glanced at the reflection in the window only to find “whatever his name was” still preoccupied with her.  His face was dripping wet and contorted as if anticipating some form of climactic moment just ahead.

When the class finally surged through the peak phase, and had again settled back into their seats for the cool down portion, he happened to glance up and make eye contact with Robin in the reflection of the window.  He seemed somewhat embarrassed; as if he was caught doing something that he knew he should not have been doing.  She grinned rather coyly.  He was quite handsome after all.

Robin proceeded to the locker room and quickly disrobed, leaving her sweaty work out gear on the floor in front of her locker.  She grabbed a towel from the rack next to the long counter of sinks and stopped briefly to check herself out in the mirror.  She was of Iranian, or Persian descent, as she usually chose to describe herself.  She had beautiful olive skin, with very limited tan lines, smaller but perky breasts, and most assuredly a rather adorable posterior.  She turned ever so slightly to take a quick peek at her tush, before nodding appreciatively as she proceeded into the shower area.

Once dried off and dressed, she straddled her tote bag across her shoulder and proceeded towards the elevator.  As the door opened, a middle-aged gentleman approached to join her on the trip down.

“Hi, Robin, right?”

She smiled, “Yes, that’s right.”

“Steven,” he offered.

“Sure, yes, I remember,” she said, nodding.

They both stood silently for a moment as the door closed and the elevator began its downward journey.

“Quite a work out,” he observed.

She again nodded and smiled.

He glanced over at her, “You really keep yourself in amazing shape.”

She smirked, glancing back at him, “Thanks, as do you.”

He smiled confidently, “I don’t mean to be too forward, but how would you feel about grabbing a cup of coffee somewhere?”

She pondered the question for a spell.  It was Saturday morning, she had no other plans, she wasn’t seeing anyone currently, and some male companionship certainly sounded rather refreshing.

“Sure, I’d like that,” she replied, much to his pleasure, “There’s actually an OhsoJava on the ground floor of my building, just down and around the corner.”

He grinned, and nodded with anticipation.

It was a pleasant sunny day in downtown Los Angeles.  A few clouds still lingered from the recent storm, but overall clear skies prevailed. They barely spoke with one another as they proceeded down the boulevard, which was lined with high-rise buildings and state, federal, and city offices.

They turned the corner and came upon the twenty-one story multi-use complex that she called home.  She stopped briefly at her mailbox near the front entranceway and pulled out its contents, mostly bills.

As they made their way towards the front door a whisky-graveled voice emerged from the shadows of a nearby stairwell that led to the adjacent parking structure. “What, oh what, should Robin do?” the voice inquired.

It startled her initially, “Dammit John!” she gasped.

Sitting on the concrete below the stairwell, almost hidden from site, was a rather robust elderly man in his early sixties, wearing tattered jeans, a stained Lakers sweat shirt, and a pair of loose-fitting red Chuck Taylor’s.  His hair was long, wavy and gray, and he wore an unruly beard that hung well below his neckline.  A tattered piece of cardboard with the words “Luke 4:18” leaned against the wall next to him, and a five-foot-long walking stick carved from Rosewood, adorned with a brass lion’s-head handle, lay across his lap.

“Sorry my dear, didn’t mean to startle you,” he stated.

“I’m not your dear, dammit,” she briskly replied.

“No, ma’am, indeed,” John recanted, quickly sizing up the man accompanying her, “Is that a wedding ring I see, sir?”

Steven wasn’t sure how to respond.

“Come on, don’t mind him,” Robin insisted.

She pushed open the front door and the two of them walked gingerly towards the OhsoJava, Steven glancing back briefly at the rather odd homeless fellow.

“My treat,” he said as they approached the barista at the front counter, a tall, handsome, clean shaven African American male in his late twenties, who wore his hair back in straight cornrows with a braided pony tail.

“Well thank you,” Robin replied.

“Is John harassing people again?” the barista inquired.

Robin shook her head dismissingly.

“Alright, well, let us know if he is,” he stated.

She smiled, awkwardly.

“So, Skinny Vanilla Latte?” the barista surmised.

She nodded, “Thanks, Marcus.”

“What about you, sir?”

Steven looked up at the wall menu, “Oh, just a small black coffee.”

“Okay, you got it.”

As Steven waited for the order, Robin staked claim to a small table in the back corner of the cafe, well out of John’s line of vision.

Soon enough Steven approached and set her drink down in front of her.  As he sat down with his coffee, he noticed her name on one of the pieces of mail.

“Is that really your last name?”

She glanced down at the envelope, “Yep, that’s me, Robin Shood.”

He raised his eyebrows, “You’re not planning on robbing me and giving my money to the poor, are you?”

She grinned, “Not at present, no.”

He smiled, and thought for a bit.  “Ohhh!” he exclaimed as the light bulb flashed, “What, oh what,‘Shood’ Robin do?”

She rolled her eyes.

“How does he know your name?”

“I once dropped a piece of mail in front of him.  He bent down and picked it up and as he handed it to me, he said, ‘So you’ve come to free the poor and oppressed, I see.’”

Steven smirked.

“I had no idea what he was talking about.  I had never even heard of Robin Hood.”

“You’re kidding?”

She shook her head, “No, I’m serious.  I had no idea.”

“Were you born here?”

“No, I moved here when I was still a toddler, just after the first Gulf War in the early nineties.”

“From where?” Steven inquired with curiosity.

“Iran,” she said unapologetically.

“Oh,” he replied, nodding. “Well, I suppose that might explain it.”

She laughed, “I suppose. To be honest it isn’t my real name.  I was born Roshan Shahidi, but my father changed our names after we immigrated to the United States, and I became Robin Shood.”

He nodded thoughtfully while gazing into her deep dark eyes, fully absorbing her beautiful facial features, “Roshan, that’s a lovely name.”

She smiled demurely, “Thank you, it means ‘The Bright Light.’”

He too smiled, rather self-assuredly, “Well, you’re most certainly that!”

She glanced downward and gingerly took a sip of her Latte as he continued to devour her with his eyes.

“I suppose,” she suggested, “that we could always finish our drinks at my place.”

He cleared his throat, being caught a tad of guard by her level of assertiveness, “Yeah, okay, that sounds great!”

She smiled and gathered up her belongings.  They proceeded to make their way towards the elevator in the front lobby, Robin making sure to avoid any eye contact with John who was still lingering under the stairwell outside.

They got off on the ninth floor where Robin escorted her guest to her apartment just down the hall.  It was a modest one-bedroom unit with a pleasant view of the downtown area, mainly furnished with IKEA décor.

She set her workout bag down by the entertainment center and tossed her mail on one of its shelves.  Steven took note of a row of DVD’s labeled, “American Conqueror”, a reality television series filmed in Los Angeles that depicted mostly younger men and women “conquering” great physical challenges of strength and agility.

He pulled one of the DVD’s out as she made her way over to the breakfast bar and set down her drink.  “I see you’re a fan,” he stated.

She nodded, “I was actually on an episode.”

“Seriously?” he asked.

“Yeah, about three years ago.”

He slid the DVD back into place, “How’d you do?”

“Not bad, didn’t make it to the final round, but I did okay.”

“I’m impressed! I’m not sure I could handle those obstacles any longer,” he stated.

She sized up his physique, openly judging him in her mind.  “You might just surprise yourself,” she suggested.

He smiled and approached her, “You think so, do you?”

She nodded, flirtatiously, “I do, actually.”

He set his coffee down next to hers, placed his gym bag on a stool, and stood directly in front of her, “And what makes you arrive at that conclusion?”

She gazed into his yearning blue eyes, “Trust me, you’ve definitely got the bod for it.”

He smiled and leaned forward, giving her a kiss.  As their lips became intertwined, she reached up and began unbuttoning his shirt, starting at the top and methodically working her way down.  Soon, much to his delight, she was also undoing his belt and slacks.  “Do you have protection?” she whispered.

He nodded and reached into his gym bag, pulling out a condom, and slipping it on.  She slid off her sweats and leaned forward over the breakfast counter, as an offering of sorts.  He grasped her hips from behind while admiring her adorable posterior, his object of fantasy and desire.

She was amazed at how quickly she reached climax.  It had been at least eight months since her last sexual encounter she figured.  Afterwards, she happened to glance up and catch his reflection in the glass door of the wall oven.  His face was dripping wet and contorted as if anticipating a climactic moment just ahead.

After he too reached his peak, and had settled into the cool down phase, he glanced up and made eye contact with Robin in the reflection of the oven door.  He seemed somewhat embarrassed; as if he was caught doing something that he knew he should not have been doing.  She diverted her eyes, not wanting to share in his apparent guilt and remorse.

They made casual small talk as they slipped back into their respective attire, he periodically checking his watch.  As he finished his coffee and prepared to depart, he gave her one final kiss.  “Just a head’s up,” he cautioned, “I’m going to be starting some work on a project that’ll most likely tie up my Saturday mornings for the foreseeable future.”

Robin nodded in understanding, “Okay, well, you know where you can reach me, I suppose.”

He smiled, “Yeah, definitely.  Okay then, take good care.”  He opened the front door and awkwardly departed.

Robin grabbed her Vanilla Latte and took a seat on the couch, gazing out the window at the city streets below.  From out of the bedroom crept her cat, a seven-year-old Persian male named Shiraz.  After assuring that the visitor had indeed departed, Shiraz jumped up on his owner’s lap, running the top of his head under her chin.

“Oh Razi, my sweet, sweet Razi,” she consoled, “What a crazy world we live in, no?”  She kissed his forehead, and stroked his long, soft fur and again gazed out the window at the comings and goings far, far below, as a single tear drop rolled down her cheek.
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Jack Gunterson stood up front in the large conference room of his impressive real estate development empire; his wavy red hair combed back, his round clean-shaven face beaming with excitement.  He stood at an imposing six foot-two inches, and weighed all of two hundred and fifty pounds, a handful of which hung over his beltline.  Jack had made a lifelong habit of working hard and playing hard, and even well into his sixties enjoyed his scotch, cigars, and women.  He and his wife of over forty years, Rose, shared a marriage of convenience, but hadn’t shared a bedroom in nearly a decade. He conveniently had access to an unabated line of escorts; she conveniently had access to his unabated credit line.  It was an arrangement that suited them both just fine.

Jack had a personality that was larger than life. He certainly made an impression on people, for better or worse.  He did everything big and boastful; there wasn’t any hindrance of modesty about him.  On this day he stood before his underlings, nearly fifty of them, who all sat on the edge of their seats, anxiously waiting to hear the big announcement.  Behind him was a large, to-scale, wall projection of his latest preliminary development plans, a twenty-seven story, multi-use project east of downtown that was scheduled to get underway within the year.  Today was the day that they were all going to find out who it was that would be spearheading the project.

Everyone in attendance had their favorite choices.  The office pool was heavily favoring the old veteran, Carl Woodbridge, who had recently completed a similar but much smaller project up in the Valley.  Not far behind Carl, though, was Thomas Baines, a rising star within the company who had dated Robin for a time when she first came on board.  Thomas’ favorite memory of that experience was when they had once had drunken intercourse on a steel girder beam, some seven stories above the ground.

Trailing well behind Carl and Thomas in the odds was Dave Langley.  Dave had once been a sure frontrunner for such endeavors, but after a crane collapse incident on one of his projects that cost several lives, he had since been relegated to more of a supportive role within the ranks.  Still, at fifteen to one odds he wasn’t a bad bet to have made.

Jack stood quietly up front, wringing his hands, as the remaining attendees took their seats.  Finally, he cleared his throat, “Welcome everyone, welcome.”  He smiled broadly, “It’s the big day folks, the big day indeed.  Hope ya’ll got your bets in, cuz that window just now closed.”  There was laughter among the crowd.  He grinned, “That’s off the record of course.”

He paced slightly, “You know, this is never an easy decision to make.  We have so many good, qualified people working here with us.  It’s never easy to say I’m going with this person or that person, because it naturally implies that I’m not going with someone else.  But please be assured that all of the candidates who expressed an interest in this project could do the job.  I have complete faith in that.  It’s just that sometimes we need a particular signature on a project, a particular flair that one person might bring to the equation.”

He paused and looked around the room, “That is certainly true of this project which is going to be located in a slightly rougher area than most of our other projects.  It’s part of a greater plan to increase economic development in a section of the city that has kind of been left behind.”  He again hesitated, choosing his words wisely, “I wanted to find a project manager that was sensitive to those concerns, who had personal experience living in an area that has undergone a similar transformation.  A person who would understand what works and what doesn’t, what’s appealing and what’s not.”  He again paused and smiled, “Well, it turns out that we have a well-qualified candidate who fits that bill rather nicely.  A person who not only understands such a project, but actually lives in a development which is very similar to the one we will be constructing.”

Robin, sitting in the back of the room, suddenly felt incredibly anxious.  Her heart beat started to escalate, the palms of her hands began to sweat, and she felt rather flush.  She looked around the room, trying to ascertain who else might live in such a development.  Certainly not Carl or Dave, both of whom lived in Palos Verdes.  Thomas was a long time Santa Monica resident, more of a beach bungalow dweller.  There was also Hank, but he had cashed out on his deluxe high-rise unit and bought a big place on some acreage in the Inland Empire.  Judy maybe?  She lived in the Valley now, but at one time she had resided in the downtown area.

“And so,” Jack continued, “without further ado, I’d like to introduce you all to the project manager of our newest development, a nearly quarter billion-dollar multi-use project situated just east of downtown.  Ladies and gentlemen, if you’d please give a warm round of applause to our very own, Miss Robin Shood.”

There was an initial gasp from the crowd that was quite palpable, one which Robin herself participated in.  One of the employees, however, just couldn’t contain her level of excitement upon hearing the news.  Francis Hernandez, who worked in building maintenance services, leapt from her chair, extended both of her arms upright, and with clenched fists shouted, “Yessss!!”  Francis had earlier in the week decided to place a hundred bucks on the underdog in the field, a bet which with the prevailing odds in the company pool had just made her enough money to pay off the balance of her three-year-old pickup truck loan.

Following the initial surprise and subsequent laughter from the audience, they all rose in supportive applause, as Robin in a near state of shock made her way to the front of the room.  She exchanged a warm embrace with Jack, whose hands naturally gravitated to a spot inappropriately low on her back.

“Robin Shood, everyone!” he proudly announced as they separated, standing back in order to yield the floor to his chosen one.  As the applause began to die down, Robin took a deep breath and began, “Oh my goodness.  Wow.  Just wow!”  She shook her head, “Trust me, I’m every bit as surprised as you all are.”  She smiled and turned towards her boss, “Thank you, Jack. Thank you!”  He grinned and nodded.

She again addressed the audience, “I realize we do things a little differently here than our competitors might, with a little more pizzazz, a touch more drama perhaps, a tad more zeal.  But I think that translates well into our finished product.  I think our developments reflect that personality trait, of this agency, and in turn our founder.”  She turned and applauded Jack, as did the other audience members.  He smiled and nodded appreciatively.

“When I first saw the preliminary summaries of this project in only its infancy stage, I have to tell you that it piqued my interest.  As Jack indicated, I live in a very similar project not all that far from where this development will break ground.  I have seen firsthand the changes that the multi-use project I live in has brought to my community, with a tremendous influx of investment dollars, entrepreneurship, and quality employment opportunities.  No longer is my neighborhood one that people avoid at night, but rather one that people flock to with their consumer dollars.  My neighborhood has literally been transformed by the development that I live.”

Robin smiled and took another deep breath, “So, when I saw those preliminary outlines, even though there were literally dozens of people more qualified than I, I just couldn’t resist throwing my hat in the ring.  Even though I didn’t think that I stood even the slightest of chances of being chosen, I still felt compelled to submit my entry.”  She paused momentarily, “And so, I am very grateful, to Jack, and to all of you who have taken me under your wings and helped to prepare me for this, my moment to fly.  With your support and encouragement, I am certain that our project can do for this neglected community, what the development I live in has done for mine.”  She smiled and nodded, “Thank you, thank you all very much!”

The audience stood in ovation as Robin turned to give Jack another warm embrace.  It was quite a touching moment actually as they stood hand in hand addressing the crowd, smiling and waving.  It was one of those moments that doesn’t come along all that frequently in the cut-throat field of real estate development, where billions of dollars float about like feathers in the
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