
A Life of Service 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 1 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

A Life of Service 
 

© Copyright 2004, 2006 by silli_artie@hotmail.com 
 
This work may not be reposted or redistributed without the prior express written permission of 
the author. 
 
A work of fiction, meant for adults.  Read something else if you are not an adult, or are offended 
by stories with sexual content.  Then again, if all you’re looking for is in-out, in-out, in-out, you 
should probably read something else.  I welcome constructive comments.  Enjoy. 

 
Last Revised: 2009/12/04 
 

1 
 
I barely sat down for lunch in the faculty dining hall when I glanced up, responding to 

noise at the door on the other side of the hall. 
 
And saw two Matrons in their long gray habits speaking with the staff. 
 
I stood again.  From across the hall, I recognized Sister Margaret, and saw her nod as she 

located me.  I didn’t recognize her companion.  Sister Vivian again?  They made their way to 
me.  No, too tall to be Vivian. 

 
I turned to the young server.  “We’ll be three for lunch, if you please.” 
 
She glanced up, saw the Matrons, and blushed.  “Yes, sir.”  She hurried away. 
 
Sister Margaret smiled as she approached.  Her companion had her head tilted down 

enough so that the headcovering of her gray habit partially obscured her face; her hands were 
hidden together in the sleeves, and of course the body of her habit came to within centimeters of 
the floor. 

 
“Sister Margaret,” I greeted her warmly, opening my arms to her. 
 
She stepped back after a brief hug.  “Alan Edwin Grant, we request your Service,” she 

said formally, but still smiling. 
 
I bowed my head briefly.  “I am here to Serve, Sister Margaret.”  I indicated the table 

with my hand.  “I was about to have lunch, and would be honored if you would join me.  I 
suspect I’m going to need my strength.” 

 
“We would be honored to join you,” Sister Margaret chuckled.  She turned to her 

companion. 
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From what I could see of her face, she was young.  From what little I could tell from the 
drape of her habit, she was most likely well endowed. 

 
“Alan Edwin Grant, may I present Sister Rose.” 
 
Sister Rose raised her head and looked at me.  She was indeed young -- twenty?  She had 

an impish smile and twinkling green eyes.  She held out a hand, which I took in mine. 
 
“Sister Rose,” I said softly, looking in her eyes, “we have beautiful rose gardens here, but 

your cheeks put their blossoms to shame, such a soft pink shade.” 
 
She held her gaze, but the color in her cheeks intensified, her nostrils flaring. 
 
“And now they are the red of promise,” I whispered as I kissed her hand. 
 
Her smile broadened and we didn’t break eye contact until we sat down. 
 
“Oh Alan,” Sister Margaret chided gently. 
 
I reached out and took her hand.  “How long has it been, how many years?” 
 
Margaret exhaled, sighing and shaking her head, seemingly surprised by my question.  

“Twenty two years?” 
 
The feelings running through me were strange-intense, bordering on tears.  To think that 

she had been one of the few constants in my life over that period of time... 
 
A different woman, one of the hall’s senior staff appeared with extra utensils. 
 
“What happened to your younger associate?” I inquired. 
 
Our server smiled and shook her head slightly.  “She’s quite new, and not accustomed to 

serving guests such as yourselves.” 
 
I nodded, agreeing sadly.  Without glancing around, I’d guess there were no more than 

three other men in the hall, all substantially older, and sixty or so women.  I expected that I’d 
recognize, and be recognized by most; I’d been eating here for the last twenty years. 

 
Sister Rose suggested, “You could have her assist, if you think that would help.” 
 
Our server smiled and nodded.  “Thank you, Sister.” 
 
Tuesday was meat pie day; I ordered a large, and my guests ordered small ones. 
 
Sister Margaret retrieved two small capsules from inside her habit and placed them by my 

hand. 
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“Glad I ordered the large,” I muttered as I swallowed the capsules with a sip of water. 
 
Sister Rose tried laughing as she drank, with the expected complications. 
 
“Alan,” Margaret told me, “I’ve tentatively selected Rose to work with you, to replace 

me -- with your approval.  I am to move to Geneva.” 
 
I looked to Rose, who smiled and met my gaze, then to Margaret.  I reached for her hand 

again.  Her actions, her behavior became clearer.  The last one she’d brought, Sister Vivian, I’d 
not expected to see again -- something hadn’t meshed between us. 

 
“A promotion?  Congratulations,” I said, sadness filling my voice.  Our time was over? 
 
“Thank you, it is a promotion,” she replied, her voice clouded with emotion, her chin 

wobbling slightly, her eyes showing moisture. 
 
I don’t want you to leave, I didn’t say to her, knowing my eyes and my expression told 

her, told her clearly and emphatically.  Don’t leave me, please... 
 
I had to turn away, or break into tears.  I turned to Rose.  She smiled still, but her smile 

was strained.  She offered a hand across the table.  I took it, warm and soft. 
 
“Tell me about yourself,” I managed to say. 
 
She nodded, and held my hand in both of hers.  Did I see compassion in her eyes, or did I 

need to see it? 
 
“I was raised near Brisbane, Australia, called to the Order when I was twelve, studying 

there and in Sydney.  I haven’t made the move all at once, though -- I spent the last two years at 
Johns Hopkins in the States.” 

 
“With Kalansky and Nishimura,” Margaret added. 
 
“So you are as bright as you are beautiful,” I told Rose. 
 
She only blushed a little this time, holding her head high and laughing softly. 
 
“Yes she is,” Margaret praised, “Helen Kalansky offered her carte blanche.” 
 
...And she chose me, I was to conclude.  I glanced to Margaret again.  No, I let my eyes 

rest on Margaret.  She would choose carefully.  This had undoubtedly started more than a year 
ago, with Vivian, and the ones before her.  The way she’d looked at me, held me, had changed. 

 
“When did you arrive on this sunny isle?” I asked Rose. 
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Sister Rose replied with a smirk.  “Last week, so I’ve had a few days to get over the time 
change and see the sights, but I’ve yet to see my shadow.” 

 
And I’d been here over twenty two years, and hardly seen a thing... 
 
I challenged her.  “In your professional opinion, how many generations do we have left 

before we observe effects of monoculture?” 
 
Sister Rose inhaled sharply, evidently taken aback by my question.  The Service I gave 

came with a price, a price for us all.  I’d had a number of exchanges with Kalansky along those 
lines. 

 
“Well?” I reiterated, keeping her on the spot, using the tone I’d use with an unprepared 

student at a tutorial. 
 
Rose glanced around, then to Margaret.  I didn’t take my eyes off of her. 
 
“Conservative estimates,” she began. 
 
“Your opinion,” I interrupted. 
 
She nodded, took a breath.  “Five before risks become significant, and seven or eight for 

detrimental effects -- if they happen at all, and I believe they will not.” 
 
I smiled and nodded.  I liked the way she emphasized the last part.  “You share my 

optimism.” 
 
That seemed to shock her all the more.  That’s optimism? 
 
“Alan, please behave,” Margaret chided.  “I told you he will challenge you in many 

ways,” she told Rose in a tone that suggested she’d made that remark a number of times before. 
 
I saw our server approaching.  “Saved by lunch!” I intoned. 
 
The meat pies looked and smelled delicious.  “This is good, warming, comfort food,” I 

suggested to my guests. 
 
Our younger server refilled our water glasses as we ate.  Margaret and I thanked her, and 

Rose drew her into conversation.  She was studying economics; working in the dining hall was 
part of her Service.  I signed for lunch at the end of our meal. 

 
“Should I cancel my tutorials for tomorrow and Thursday?” I asked as we stepped into 

the brisk fall weather outside. 
 
Margaret chuckled.  I felt her hand on my back.  I wanted to grab her, hold her, and cry -- 

don’t leave me! 
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“Freeing up tomorrow would be appropriate,” suggested Rose. 
 
I looked her in the eye.  “You don’t think I’ll last longer?” 
 
I heard Margaret laugh, and Rose replied with an impish smile.  “Then you might want to 

free up the following day as well -- to recover!” 
 
I laughed as well, and took their hands as we made the brief walk to my quarters.  I 

nodded along the way to the watchers who although not seen, I knew to be present. 
 
Approaching the door, I saw three bags on the stoop.  To be there, they’d been carefully 

vetted, as had my guests.  I opened the door and carried the two clothing bags inside, leaving the 
third for one of them. 

 
“Welcome,” I said, setting the bags down. 
 
Margaret and Rose entered, Rose closing the door behind us and setting down the 

equipment bag. 
 
“The leather collar with the bell,” I told Rose, “Hang it on the hook outside.  That 

signifies privacy.” 
 
As Rose picked it up and hung it outside, I added, “As it has for the occupier of this 

abode for hundreds of years, so I’ve been told.” 
 
I gave them the short tour and history; Margaret had heard it before.  I remembered the 

first time, walking through with her, as the history had been recited to me, the famous people 
who’d occupied it.  In a hundred years, would my name be part of that history? 

 
We ended in the study I use for my tutorials, with its comfortable couches and chairs.  I 

stepped to my desk and left a message for Alexandra, my assistant.  “Alex, it’s Tuesday about 
two.  Please cancel my tutorials through Thursday.  Oh hell, give everyone a break and cancel 
through the end of the week.  I’ll need privacy, but may call for meals to be brought for the three 
of us.  Thank you again for all your help.” 

 
I turned to my guests with a smile. “Please, sit down.”  I sat in my usual chair. 
 
But I felt so different -- this wasn’t a tutorial, sitting with students.  I remembered the 

first tutorial I took here at Oxford, and the first I gave from this chair, the nervous yet eager 
students sitting around me.  The college, the University, this building, even the chair and this 
office -- felt so solid, so permanent -- and suddenly I felt so transitory. 

 
Margaret stepped close, too close -- my arms flew around her waist.  I closed my eyes 

and sobbed, “Don’t leave me, please don’t leave me,” as I held her tight. 
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She wrapped her arms around me, holding me to her through the heavy cloth of her habit. 
 
I babbled in her arms; I don’t know what I said.  I heard and felt her sobbing, her tears.  

We moved to the larger couch and both of them held me, rocked me. 
 
When I settled down, Margaret stood up.  “I’ll fix tea.”  She kissed me on the head and 

moved to the kitchen. 
 
That in itself spoke volumes, the senior Sister fetching tea -- she was disengaging, or 

trying to. 
 
I looked to Rose again.  I touched the tears which streaked her face. 
 
“I can hear them now,” I spoke gently, looking into her eyes.  “These outbursts -- they 

don’t match our models, and they’re becoming more frequent.  Is this instability?  What do we 
have in his family’s history?  Any signs in his offspring?  Who do we have doing comparisons 
across cohorts?” 

 
Rose nodded solemnly.  “I have marveled at your strength and resilience.” 
 
I held her hands.  “Now you experience the reality.” 
 
Her gaze resolute, she said, “I am where I want to be.” 
 
We looked into each other.  I knew my need could blind me to serious flaws and 

differences -- remember Vivian. 
 
The sounds of cups on a tray -- we  turned to Margaret bringing a tray with our tea.  She 

set down a cup and saucer for me, one for Rose, and the remaining one for herself. 
 
Without conscious thought I picked up the cup she’d set out for Rose.  I looked at 

Margaret before taking a sip. 
 
“They’re all the same, Alan,” she said with a tinge of sadness. 
 
I shook my head, looking down.  I looked up to her again.  Such suspicion after accepting 

two capsules from her at lunch without hesitation.  “Please forgive me?” 
 
Margaret looked pained.  “No, Alan, please forgive us.  We have asked so much of you.” 
 
...And taken even more, I thought. 
 
I took a sip, then looked to Rose. 
 
“What do you know of me?” I asked. 
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“What I’ve studied; what Sister Margaret has told me.” 
 
“How old are you?” 
 
“Twenty seven; I was born in 2069.” 
 
I nodded, closing my eyes.  She looked much younger.  “When was I born?” I asked. 
 
“You were born August 23, 2060 in Las Cruces, New Mexico,” she replied. 
 
Even though I anticipated her answer, and my stomach tightened, I asked anyway.  “Was 

I planned?” 
 
“You were perhaps the luckiest accident of the century,” she replied happily. 
 
...Quoting Kalansky’s damned paper on me, and filling me with rage!  I stood and hurled 

my teacup blindly, shattering it against a wall. 
 
“I’m so glad someone is happy about it!” I shouted.  “How many children do I have?”  I 

accused them angrily.  “To the nearest order of magnitude?  The oldest should be over twenty 
now, are we breeding true in the second generation?  I got a note from one of them a few weeks 
ago.  One of my students brought it back with her; she presented a paper we wrote to the 
Copenhagen conference.  I couldn’t go, of course, for my own safety...  You know what the note 
said?  The only thing I’ve heard from an offspring?  It said, ‘You are my father.  I hate you.’  
Multiply that by how many ... million?” 

 
Margaret stood, saying something as she touched me.  The world wobbled.  She touched 

the back of my neck and I started to melt into her, decades of conditioning overriding my anger. 
 
But Rose shouted out, “No!  Let him talk!” 
 
Margaret stepped back. 
 
I took a breath, clearing my head.  The knowledge, the desire, of her touching me, 

whispering to me, melting me into trance as has happened so many times rekindled my anger. 
 
“I’ve read or heard of some of them -- I imagine they’re being carefully tracked, 

especially the older ones.  I know number 317 took her life a few years ago, but I haven’t been 
able to learn any more -- this prison is too secure.” 

 
I saw the shock in their faces.  “It’s a prison!  Yes, I am a professor, in a minor but 

honored Chair, and I’m watched and monitored day and night, and can’t leave!  I’m told they 
don’t have sound or visual coverage in here -- I don’t know if that’s true.” 

 
I tapped my chest, the monitor implanted there, transmitting physiological data.  “But I 

can imagine what they’re doing and saying now, calling everyone around the monitors.  ‘Look, 
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his BP, respiration, and pulse have all jumped!  Not in there an hour, and they’ve started!  Who 
put money on the first one within an hour?’” 

 
Margaret had a look somewhere between shock and dismay. 
 
Rose was blushing furiously, tears rolling down her cheeks. 
 
My hands were shaking.  The wall was stained, bits of teacup embedded in it.  Would that 

become part of the history of this place, like the bell on the leather collar? 
 
I tried to calm myself.  I knew either of them could, with a touch, a word, with drugs... 
 
I looked to Rose, still crying silently.  “You’ve been in Kalansky’s lab, probably spent 

time monitoring me.  That’s what happens, right?”  My volume had diminished, but the anger 
was still there. 

 
Rose nodded and wiped her face. 
 
With a sigh I told her, “I’m sorry -- that wasn’t called for.”  I looked to Margaret.  

“Maybe you should have grabbed me.” 
 
Rose surprised me.  “No!  We’ve all paid far too little attention to your feelings,” she said 

with strength.  “And you’re right; that is the way they talk, monitoring, modeling, losing sight of 
us, of the human beings at the other end.” 

 
“Forgive me for my outburst?  I’m not myself today,” I pleaded. 
 
“Forgive our callousness?” Rose asked. 
 
“Of course,” I replied, “What can I do for you?” 
 
Rose nodded, a smile returning to her face.  She nodded to Margaret, who turned down 

the lights and sat on the couch, leaving a space between them.  “Sit with us.  Tell me about 
yourself?  Growing up?” 

 
I sat between them. 
 
“Closer, please, both of you,” I whispered.  They moved closer, very comforting. 
 
More than comforting -- they held me, whispering, touching, and I let go, dropping into 

trance.  I was uncomfortable, twitching, but they held me, rocked me, taking me beyond that.  
Part of me knew I was sitting on the couch with them, but I also knew I was rocking and being 
held.  Their voices were so far away but their warmth and touch were so close. 

 
I described the movie unfolding in front of me. 
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“You know I was born in 2060, 22 years after the outbreak of the Plague.  Las Cruces, 
New Mexico -- both parents taught at the University, dad physics, my mom sociology.  My 
earliest memories are of a normal childhood -- normal for me.  Mom and dad started teaching me 
early; they were always teaching me -- it seems I’ve always been able to read.” 

 
“When did you first learn about the Plague, and yourself?” Rose asked. 
 
“I wasn’t aware of anything unusual for years.  Yes, I had checkups and tests regularly at 

the University med center, but it was all presented as routine.  When I started pre-school, three 
boys including me, twenty-something girls total at the start, there were a few of us who could 
already read and write.  I realized later that the function and importance of programs at that age 
is socialization more than learning.  When we started first grade, one of the boys was gone, and I 
thought the other one was slow -- something I didn’t understand.  Of course when we started 
counting and arithmetic, not only was I already doing multiplication and division, two other girls 
could as well, but I knew the difference between a ring and a field -- abstract properties.  That’s 
when I started feeling different, but that was a difference based on what was between my ears, 
not ...”  I sighed and they held me. 

 
The scene in front of me changed.  I recalled the smell the fall air, the feel of sheets 

touching my skin as I woke up that morning.  “Things changed in the fall of second grade, 
October.  I was six.  I woke up early one morning to shouting and gunshots.  My dad was 
running around, and mom was really scared, holding me.  We lived on the edge of the chaparral, 
a ways from the University.  A group of javelina had come down from the hills and were on our 
property.  They hadn’t been seen in the area for many years.  Someone spotted them and raised 
hell.  The police shot them, and people started going crazy.  What idiots!  Javelina are called 
‘pigs,’ even though they’re a completely different family, and incapable of harboring the Plague 
virus.  I remember my parents saying that, and the CDC and UN people on the phone telling the 
locals that.  One group wanted to torch the whole area, with us in it, I thought.  By the end of the 
day it was clear that we were stuck there, quarantined to placate local idiocy, fear, and 
superstition.  That’s when I learned that I was different, and others were afraid of that difference.  
My folks, for the most part, were supported by the University.  With video links they continued 
their teaching, and even more people were involved teaching me.  We were stuck there until the 
Spring, with food and supplies dropped off regularly.  We had visitors once -- we were taken ill 
suddenly, vomiting; it scared the hell out of us.  A swarm of medical people helicoptered in, all 
in isolation suits, and decided it was food poisoning -- the folks responsible for our provisions 
had been cutting corners.  They were replaced, and we ate better, too.  When we could finally 
move around again, my folks talked to the school, but I didn’t go back that year.  Instead I kept 
studying as I had.  It was a shock to learn that some people considered us a threat; I didn’t 
understand why.  To a certain extent, I still don’t.” 

 
I paused to hold them for a while, and be held.  “One of the University people taught me 

about the Plague.  It was a summer evening, the sun had just gone down.  I can remember how 
things smelled, her worn denim shirt, the bandanna on her head, the direction and sound of the 
wind.  The Plague started in ‘38.  Initially considered a low-grade flu, minor symptoms for a few 
days, the little pustules behind the ears.  It spread like wildfire, but it seemed so mild, so benign 
in comparison to SARS or Holmberg-Weiss at the beginning of the Century.  She told me even 
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epidemiologists didn’t take it seriously at first, interested in it as it allowed them to track and 
model rapid propagation.  It spread so quickly, so easily.” 

 
“Then about six weeks in, people died in large numbers -- and quickly, 12 hours.  All of 

that first group were immuno-compromised; most of them had the scourge disease of the last half 
of the twentieth century; I don’t remember what it was called, an immuno-deficiency virus.  I 
remember the woman who taught me; that disease killed, but slowly, over a period of years to 
decades.  She thought that quite a few governments viewed the Plague as a quick way to clean up 
a slow problem, and if they didn’t actively spread it, they treated it with officious indifference, 
allowing it to clean up a lingering mess.  Some viewed it as wrath of God stuff, punishment for 
immorality.  So in that first wave, what, seventy million died?  Another phrase I learned -- 
collateral damage -- there were others who were immuno-compromised, organ transplant 
patients, people on medications that suppressed the immune system.  After some politicians and 
their families died, research started in earnest, identified pigs, Suidae, as the probable viral host, 
origin in Asia as a novel virus resulting from a shift event or combination of viruses, and 
revealed that once infected, people had the virus and remained contagious long after symptoms 
diminished; technically, lifelong latency and longterm reactivation.” 

 
“At twenty weeks, pigs died all over the planet, followed in a few days by people.  What 

was it?  40% of the remaining human population died in eight months?  Another few percent 
were collateral damage -- cholera and similar diseases, insurrection, rioting, starvation, mass 
suicides.” 

 
“I was seven years old when she told me, with the equivalent of a high school education, 

a weird education -- deep but narrow.  Yeah, I was bright, gifted even.  But, as I was told, I’d 
also picked my parents well -- you know that neither of them could ever remember bring sick, 
and I’ve never been sick either, other than food poisoning.  They were four and six when the 
Plague hit; both lost friends and relatives, but both of them, their parents, their siblings lived.” 

 
“The Plague seems to have a thing against males, killing off sixty percent of human 

males and rendering most of the remainder either sterile or genetic cripples.  Only the most 
common problems had been identified at that time, and my parents were in good shape; the 
Eugenics Acts weren’t in place yet.” 

 
“And then I came along  -- a surprise to my parents, since something about the Plague 

made it harder for women to get pregnant, and an incredible surprise when she gave birth to a 
boy, and I tested genetically clean...  I guess I was lucky -- the med school at the University was 
one of the first to start that screening, and they hit the jackpot early on.” 

 
“The fall after our quarantine, they tried me back in the normal school for a week, but it 

didn’t work.  I understand better now -- there were, I think, six boys in the school, which went to 
8th grade, and I was the next to youngest.  They didn’t know what grade to put me in.  Kids 
picked on me; I didn’t understand why.  I think my parents talked about putting me in the high 
school, but that didn’t happen.  Instead I went to the University every day with them.  I took 
classes, did a lot of tutorials.” 
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“I knew I was special -- a lot of testing, hushed questions when I was around.  I never 
knew I had bodyguards, though.” 

 
Another scene, the smell of steamed tamales and fresh cilantro.  How I missed tamales...  

“I was twelve, it was early spring, a faculty dinner with a bunch of families and a bunch of kids.  
I remember an older girl, late teens and very pretty, and a boy two years older than me.  I can 
almost hear her screaming.  It was after dinner, but I was still packing myself full of tamales.  I 
guess the girl and the boy were off necking when the boy went into convulsions and died.  They 
didn’t know the genetic markers for those problems yet.” 

 
“That’s when it was explained to me that I was a rarity, one of a very small number of 

healthy, undamaged males.  I was healthy, intelligent, and destined to help rebuild the human 
race.”  I shuddered and shook my head. 

 
I opened my eyes and turned to Margaret.  “And the next year you came into my life.  I 

didn’t know it then, it was one of the things kept from me, but that was when the Eugenics Acts -
- mandatory screening, sterilization, and abortion were being debated in the States.  I didn’t 
realize the ‘protective’ veil had descended years earlier, isolating me.  I remember all these 
people in our house, some with guns, and two dressed all in gray, you and Sister Evalyn, she was 
so much older -- she must have been thirty.” 

 
I paused as we laughed at that. 
 
I shook my head.  “I thought I understood.  I knew you wanted to take me away, ‘for my 

safety.’  I remember telling you that we were safe from the javelina, they weren’t even the same 
family as the true pigs that had harbored the Plague.  I remember telling you, an attempt at 
humor, that the two-legged pigs were more dangerous.” 

 
“You and dad convinced me -- Oxford was the place.  I’d get a first-rate education, and 

I’d be safe.  I can still see mom and dad holding hands on the couch, hear dad talking, mom 
nodding her head but looking so frightened, and one of the women with the guns standing by a 
window, looking outside, looking with the intensity of a hawk.” 

 
We both sighed and held hands.  “And what was it, 18 months later, you were telling me 

that my parents were dead, the house burned to the ground with them in it...”  I felt the moisture 
build in my eyes as I watched hers fill. 

 
Emotion reduced my voice to little more than a whisper.  “Will I ever see Las Cruces 

again?  Taste tamales?  Am I condemned to spend the rest of my life in this gilded cage?  I don’t 
even get to visit London.  I don’t remember joining a cloistered order.” 

 
I held her hands tight as emotion built.  “And now you’re telling me I won’t even see 

you.  Margaret, you are the only family I have, or have known for all these years.” 
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I could barely see her tears through mine.  “I know I’m being selfish -- I owe you so 
much.  You brought me to Oxford.  You trained me, yes conditioned me, but some times I think 
that conditioning is the only thing that has held me together.” 

 
I put my arms around her, holding her tight.  “I don’t want you to leave.  Please don’t 

leave me.” 
 
We both broke down, holding each other and crying. 
 
I felt hands on my shoulders and neck, soft words whispered in my ear, relaxing me, 

carrying me to safety and peace. 
 
Surprisingly, when I opened my eyes again, I was still on the couch, still clothed. 
 
I looked to Margaret.  She was leaned back, eyes closed, breathing softly -- trance, drugs, 

both? 
 
A hand on my back, I turned to Rose. 
 
“Alan,” she said softly, her voice full of emotion, “please be gentle; this is very, very 

difficult for her, and she blames herself for so much.” 
 
I nodded, looking at Margaret.  I guess I’ve been her only family as well. 
 
When I turned back to Rose, the look on her face changed to a smile.  She reached a hand 

to the back of my neck and squeezed gently, making me moan as she move closer. 
 
She looked into my eyes.  I was on the edge, falling into her.  “Please,” I pleaded. 
 
She nodded slowly, sliding her other hand up my chest.  She squeezed the back of my 

neck as she whispered, taking me deeper and deeper into her eyes, letting me escape the pain. 
 
...Counting me back up, my arms wrapped around a warm body, my head held between 

cloth covered breasts.  I held her close, reveling in the touch, the warmth, the sound of a heart 
beating in my ear.  She squeezed me again and helped me sit up. 

 
I opened my eyes, looking at Rose.  My eyes and throat had the feeling I associate with 

deep trance work. 
 
We were still in the study, on the large couch.  She’d changed, taking off her headpiece 

and the heavy outer part of her habit, revealing short blond hair.  She was wearing the soft gray 
one-piece top and gray slip of the same material common to her Order.  I could tell she wore a 
bra, and was well endowed.  I felt my erection grow, conditioning asserting itself. 

 
“Supper,” said Margaret from the doorway.  She was dressed the same. 
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As they helped me stand, I glanced to the mantle clock.  Almost two hours had passed.  
The broken cup was gone, but the stain on the wall still present.  Ah, history preserved. 

 
We hugged, strongly.  I stopped at the loo before joining them in the dining room. 
 
Beef barley soup, hearty soup and fresh bread.  I sat between them.  Each of us had two 

capsules, looking to be the same as what I’d been given at lunch.  We took them silently with 
sips of chilled white wine. 

 
Margaret looked better.  Rose was smiling, but it felt forced. 
 
“What did we do this afternoon?” I asked Rose. 
 
When she didn’t respond, I added, “It felt like deep work.  I don’t recall any such of late.” 
 
She nodded.  “Yes, it was deep.  Alan, I’m learning -- learning how to help you.” 
 
I looked to my soup.  That’s a change; if it’s true. 
 
“I’m sorry if I was difficult this afternoon,” I apologized. 
 
“Nonsense,” Rose stated emphatically.  “You’ve held too much for too long.” 
 
I looked to Margaret, and back to Rose, but she didn’t elaborate. 
 
We finished our meal, all the soup, bread, and wine.  We cleaned up. 
 
The undergarments they wear may be eminently practical, but they’re also revealing, 

showing every curve.  I’ve memorized Margaret’s curves over the years; my body responds to 
the mere memories.  Watching Rose move around in my small kitchen stoked the fires even 
more; I longed to be in her embrace again. 

 
Rose looked up at me as hands touched my shoulders from behind and Margaret’s voice 

filled me. 
 
I was sitting in my chair in the study, naked.  Warm soft hands and a warm soft voice led 

me up the narrow stairs to my bedroom. 
 
I saw her, naked on my bed, and I wanted her so much.  Something told me to kiss my 

way up her delicious body, enjoying all of her.  I was trapped between her legs, her moans filling 
me with fire as I pleased her.  She held me to her breasts, comforting me, filling me. 

 
Our bodies slid together, joined from our lips to our toes, moving, holding, thrusting.  She 

came underneath me, time and again, until voices and hands took me over the edge, thrusting 
into her again, wanting to be so deep within her. 
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We held each other and I listened to the music of a rapid heartbeat, kissing the side of a 
sweaty breast.  I caught fire and moved atop her again, this time her legs wrapped around me, 
squeezing me as I held on, giving myself to delirium and coming again, collapsing to hold each 
other close and drift away. 

 
I woke in the middle of the night, wedged between two soft, warm, sleeping forms. 
 
And with a shock, I realized -- I’d topped Margaret, not Rose!  Remembering, I could 

almost hear Rose’s soft but strong voice weaving Margaret and me together. 
 
Margaret was in front of me; I moved down a bit, moving her more to her back.  Closing 

my eyes again, I let my lips find a nipple.  I sighed at the contact; she murmured and wound her 
arms around me.  What peace, what satisfaction, in her arms. 

 
I woke in the morning wrapped in soft warmth, listening to the slow regular music of a 

heartbeat.  I kissed and mouthed the side of a breast, and was rewarded with a nipple, a nipple 
that became taut in my mouth -- Rose!  But I didn’t need to think, holding on, enjoying, being 
rolled to my back, inflamed, ridden, and held once again. 

 
On my back in bed, moving my arms out slowly, just two of us.  I turned to my right -- 

Rose opened her eyes and smiled. 
 
“Where is Margaret?” I asked. 
 
Her smile diminished.  “Gone.” 
 
She moved closer; I returned to my back.  That’s how it happens. 
 
“Let me hold you,” she whispered. 
 
I stayed on my back.  I was waiting for the pain, the sadness to hit, but there was only 

emptiness. 
 
“Don’t you like being held?” she asked. 
 
I closed my eyes, squeezing out the tears.  “Yes,” I whispered. 
 
She pulled me to her, putting a leg over me, burying my head between her breasts.  I held 

her fiercely. 
 
“What’s wrong?” 
 
“This is how it always goes,” I told her, holding her tight. 
 
“How what goes?” 
 



A Life of Service 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 15 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

I held her, burrowing in, trying to suffocate myself in her. 
 
She squeezed me, moving me to a nipple, cooing gently as she held me.  I held on as best 

I could, suckled, and cried. 
 
“Tell me, tell me,” she whispered later, still holding me close. 
 
“Later today, tomorrow, the day after, I’ll wake up alone ... again,” I told her, holding 

her, feeling her, needing her. 
 
She sighed, moving a hand to the back of my head, confirming for me the pattern of the 

years. 
 
“It feels so good -- it’s so good going to sleep being held, holding, but I know I’ll wake 

up alone again,” I whispered, tears still streaming. 
 
She held me, rocked me. 
 
“Get up, go to the bathroom, and come back,” she told me. 
 
We unwound.  I made my trip.  One of the bags was gone.  The empty space on the floor, 

the empty space inside me.  As I crawled back into bed, she got out.  I lay on my side, turned 
away from her side of the bed.  I stayed there as she got back in, reaching for me. 

 
“Let me hold you again,” she whispered. 
 
I stayed where I was. 
 
“Alan, I need to hold you.  I have something to tell you.  All that is changing, Alan.” 
 
I rolled to my back, looking at her.  She was crying.  I reached up and touched her tears. 
 
She shook her head slowly, a teary smile filling her face.  “Alan,” she said, voice choked 

with emotion, “I’m not leaving you today, and I’m not leaving you tomorrow...” 
 
I moved closer to her, my heart pounding, but still afraid of the pain. 
 
With more strength in her voice, she said, “I’m not leaving until you throw me out.  Do 

you understand, Alan?  I’m staying as long as you want me to.  I promise.” 
 
I threw my arms around her, burying my head in her chest again as I cried.  She cried 

with me, holding me. 
 
“I need you to hold me, Alan,” she cried. 
 
Not as much as I needed to hold her... 
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Our tears eventually turned to passion as we kissed and ran our hands over each other.  

She pushed me to my back and moved up, at first holding me to a breast, then pressing down, 
engulfing me, pulling up to let me gasp, and moving me to the other side. 

 
She impaled herself on me, pressing on my shoulders with her hands, rocking her hips 

strongly.  Her voice took hold of me as her hands moved to my neck; she lowered herself down, 
elbows on my chest, her eyes getting bigger and bigger, taking me in. 

 
I couldn’t take my eyes off her as she rocked.  Her voice was so far in the distance, but I 

heard, felt, and watched her orgasm on top of me and around me, once, twice, and as she 
approached the pinnacle again, she moved, lowering a nipple to me. 

 
Slowly, oh so slowly, and I was oh so close -- I needed her nipple, her weight, her 

softness.  A hand under my head pulled me and held me to her nipple.  Her hips rocked slowly 
and strongly, pushing me over the edge, pumping into her.  And she held me, and held me, and 
held me. 

 
I woke up in her arms and held her, squeezed her, trying not to cry, at least not out loud.  

She held me, and sighed. 
 
Eventually, though, we needed to get up. 
 
Another change -- she stayed on her back and had me get a little gray case from the other 

bag.  She had me open the collection kit, and walked me through collecting my semen from her, 
coaching me.  Strange, a process I know has happened undoubtedly thousands of times, yet I’d 
never witnessed it, either asleep, in trance, drugged, or not present.  Even the women I was 
supposed to impregnate, I imagine the “excess” was collected. 

 
I sealed up the kit.  It had a label on the top, with a barcode and “AEG-144-19937” 

printed on it.  “What do I put on the ‘Collected from’ line,” I asked. 
 
“RCS,” she told me, “And on ‘collected by’ put ‘AEG,’ your initials.” 
 
“That’s going to give someone a shock,” I muttered. 
 
“They’ll have to get used to it!” she told me. 
 
I dated it 2096/10/23, and put it on the night table. 
 
She was on her back, naked, smiling from ear to ear. 
 
I rejoined her, kissing, holding her. 
 
“I thought we needed to get up,” she said later. 
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“We need to drop off the next generation?” 
 
She gave me a squeeze.  “We’ve got twenty hours, and you canceled everything through 

the end of the week.” 
 
“I’ve got my exercise schedule...” 
 
She squeezed me again and growled, “I’ll give you exercise...” 
 
“There is lunch,” I managed to say a while later. 
 
“Ah, you are gifted,” she said, squeezing me once more, then letting go and rolling away.  

“I’ll shower first.” 
 
By the time I got out of the shower, she was dressed. 
 
“Why the long face?” she asked, straightening the top of her habit. 
 
“I wanted to watch -- I wanted to help,” I told her. 
 
“A likely story,” she told me with pursed lips and a lifted eyebrow. 
 
“Yes, you are very intelligent as well,” I said, and kissed her on the nose. 
 
“Get dressed -- we need to get out of here!” she scolded me, but with a smile. 
 
I got dressed.  Downstairs she gave me two more capsules, and took two herself. 
 
“If we drop the packages at your offices, the hall will be open for lunch by the time we 

get there.” 
 
“Great,” she replied, putting her arm in mine as we headed out the door. 
 
We stopped outside the door and she kissed me, long and deep. 
 
“I thought public displays were against the Order’s rules,” I told her, trying to get my 

bearings again. 
 
“To blazes with the rules,” she growled. 
 
We walked to her Order’s office.  “Why the change?” I asked.  “What’s happening?” 
 
She sighed, and I felt purpose in her stride as we walked arm-in-arm. 
 
“Alan, many of the people working with you, Margaret for example, have been 

geneticists, medical doctors.” 
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“Yes, as is Kalansky, not surprising.” 
 
Another sigh.  “I’m a medical doctor as well, but a psychiatrist.” 
 
I grunted.  “Someone thinks I’m other than gonads with a life support system?” 
 
She stopped us mid-path and turned to face me, beaming from ear to ear.  “Yes!” she 

exclaimed.  “I’ve been trying to convince people that you are more than a pair of testicles!  A 
number of us have been trying, for so long!  Oh Alan -- we’ve psychoanalyzed your offspring, 
your mates, your offspring’s mates, but has anyone ever talked to you?  Asked you what you 
felt?” 

 
“Not since I was fourteen,” I told her. 
 
With a serious visage she said, “Alan, that’s at an end -- if you want it to be.  I want to 

help.  I want to listen, and to understand, if you want to talk about it.  I will not force you.” 
 
I nodded.  “I still have my other duties?” 
 
“Yes, and we can talk about that, how to make those duties more appealing to you.” 
 
I held her gently.  “Thank you.”  I looked up at the building housing her order’s offices.  

“How long has this taken?” 
 
Rose frowned.  “To get this far?  Years.  Margaret ... no, she should tell you.” 
 
“I have so much to thank her for,” I whispered, holding her. 
 
“You thanked her last night, and helped more than you could know.” 
 
“I need to tell her again, and again.” 
 
“We will.” 
 
We entered the building.  Usually I only came by for checkups, tests.  I pulled the sample 

kits out of my coat pockets.  “What do we do with these?” 
 
Rose took them from me and handed them to the woman at the desk, who blushed. 
 
She looked cute. 
 
“You could help some time, if you want,” I told her. 
 
She blushed furiously, but smiled.  Rose chuckled, took my arm, and led me out of the 

building. 
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Once outside we laughed and hugged.  I closed my eyes, holding her, breathing her in. 
 
“What’s gotten into me?” I asked as we headed to the commons for lunch.  “I can’t 

imagine saying something like that, even though it’s what I felt.  And last night -- the things I 
said, the way I felt.  Today, I feel more alive, colors seem brighter -- is it you?” 

 
She smiled, but her look turned serious.  “Part of it is the work we did yesterday, opening 

you up, helping you remember.  Part is the capsules we’re taking.  Another big change.” 
 
I stopped, holding her hands.  “And that is?” 
 
She sighed, shaking her head.  “Alan -- please forgive us, forgive them.  For the last few 

years, you’ve been medicated.  Oh hell -- you’ve been medicated, observed, sampled, and 
prodded since birth; you know that.  Vitamins, minerals, life extension, those will continue.  But 
for the last few years, you’ve been medicated, it’s hard to characterize -- anti-anxiety is perhaps a 
good catch-all, a stabilizer.  Cognitive processes are unaffected -- supposedly.  I’ll give you the 
data if you’re interested, and discuss it with you.  It’s pumped into your bedroom in the air at 
night. The capsules counteract it.  It’s been discontinued, but it’s going to take a while before it’s 
purged from you and your environment.” 

 
I was angry again.  I knew my abode had an advanced air heating, filtration, and 

circulation system, explained to me as another of those ‘for your safety’ deals.  “I bet I can tell 
you when it started.  Looking back, it’s affected my drive, among other things.” 

 
She beamed again, frowning at the same time.  “Alan!  That’s what I want to hear!  

That’s what I need to hear -- what they need to hear!” 
 
“And what’s being done to replace that leash?” 
 
Her smile became more intense.  “Do you know the old American folk tale of Brer 

Rabbit?” 
 
“Nope, a hole in my education, one of many.” 
 
“Well, Brer Rabbit was a crafty character.  She’s caught by Brer Fox, and pleads and 

pleads -- please don’t throw me into that briar patch.  Please don’t throw me into that briar patch, 
Brer Fox...” 

 
I smiled, thinking of the Manzanita around our house outside Las Cruces, and the wildlife 

living in it.  “Where she wants to be all along...  So they made you promise to be by my side?” 
 
She nodded, tears forming.  “Where I want to be, more than anything,” she squeaked out. 
 
I held her again.  Our watchers must be having apoplexy.  “Help me, please.  Maybe you 

should have grabbed me earlier last night.  I don’t want to cause trouble.” 
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She held me fiercely.  “No Alan -- you need to cause trouble, and I’m going to help.  You 

are a person, not a thing.” 
 
I leaned back, looking at the fierce determination on her face.  Such complex motivations 

-- was I a subject, an object, or more? 
 
“I tried reading psychology a number of years ago.  I finally concluded I was being 

dissuaded from that path, and have gotten by on books my students smuggle in for me.” 
 
“And those are recorded as well.  You’ve more than made your contribution.  If I’m here 

for very long, I expect to teach.  I’ll be happy to be your tutor.” 
 
“Want to study physics?” I asked. 
 
“No,” she answered quickly and definitively. 
 
I hugged her again, laughing.  She joined me. 
 
We showed up for lunch earlier than my usual, and sat in a different spot, fine with me. 
 
“What’s so funny?” she asked a few minutes later. 
 
I tilted my head to the door.  “Threw my watchers off schedule.  Usually one or two of 

them whenever I’m in a public area such as this.” 
 
“Does that make you feel safer?” 
 
I scowled.  “Hell no.  I’m not sure why I’ve put up with it.” 
 
She raised an eyebrow.  “Some of us have been killed, you know.” 
 
“Us?  Who’s this ‘us?’” 
 
“Our clan of genetic clears, saviors to the race.” 
 
“Who turned so many men into mules?” 
 
She took my hand.  “The same.  I think, I hope, society has outgrown that anger.” 
 
She stopped us as we walked along the path back to my residence after a good lunch.  

She touched my forehead.  “You’re frowning -- why?” 
 
I took a breath.  “You’ve opened up so much, in a short period of time.” 
 
“Too short a time?  How do you feel about that?” 
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I looked around; typical gray day.  “Not sure.  Better, I think -- as a physicist, I believe 

that more knowledge is better than less.  I must, even if that knowledge shatters earlier beliefs.” 
 
She managed a slight smile.  “We can have some interesting conversations about that...” 
 
“I’m sure we can.  Right now, I want to check some notebooks.” 
 
“For what?” 
 
“A hunch.  Any side effects of those capsules?” 
 
“Why?  What are you noticing?” 
 
“Not sure.  A little twitchy perhaps.” 
 
“Keep telling me how you feel, if things change.  There may be side-effects from 

suddenly eliminating any medication.  Do you still get regular bodywork?” 
 
“Massage?  Yes, part of my exercise regime.” 
 
“Good.”  She put a hand on my back.  “Of course I can do a good job.” 
 
I slipped an arm around her waist.  “That’s definitely more enticing.” 
 
We went to my study.  I pulled a group of notebooks off a shelf and sat at my desk. 
 
To Rose’s questioning looks, I explained, “An old custom -- keeping records by hand, 

using a fountain pen that came with the residence, the Chair.  A few months ago, a student had a 
question about something we might have covered years ago, and that sent me digging.  I spotted 
something else.”  I opened a pair of books, glancing at entries, then moved to another pair.  
“Surprised these haven’t been scanned off somewhere,” I muttered sotto voce. 

 
Rose was sitting opposite the desk.  “Oh, they have, but I don’t recall reports of anything 

interesting from them, other than you’re a gifted and considerate teacher.” 
 
I shook my head, my jaw muscles clenching, getting angry again.  “Then those people are 

fools!” I muttered angrily as I got another section of books, setting the others on the floor. 
 
“Here, I’ll put those back in order,” Rose offered. 
 
I ended up with three notebooks on my desk.  So many students, so many skilled, bright 

minds, all of them female... 
 
“March 2090, that’s when they started the gas, early to mid-March,” I declared. 
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Rose looked over her shoulder to me, shelved the last of the notebooks, and sat in the 
chair again. 

 
“How can you tell?” she asked. 
 
I frowned again, opening the three notebooks and turning them to her. 
 
She glanced at each.  “I barely made it through the physics I needed for my medical 

degree,” she told me apologetically. 
 
I shook my head, almost snarling now.  “That isn’t it -- look at the handwriting!  My 

bloody handwriting changed!  Look, compare the way I wrote the names, here, here, and here.”  I 
pointed to each of the books. 

 
She looked up at me, smiling.  “You’re right -- they are fools.” 
 
“I’d like a word with the good Doctor Kalansky.” 
 
Rose shook her head.  “Not her fault.  She’s a geneticist, with a narrow focus.” 
 
“As long as what happens doesn’t affect my balls...” 
 
“Sad but true...  But that’s why I’m here.” 
 
“Why?  Why the change?”  I thought for a moment.  “Did they lose one, is that it?” 
 
The look on her face became far more serious; she averted her gaze. 
 
“I’ll take that non-response as agreement,” I told her, being deliberately provocative. 
 
“You’re not supposed to tell me,” I added after a few more moments of silence. 
 
She nodded, then said softly, “About more than one...” 
 
That sat me back.  “More than one?  All right, how do you define ‘us,’ how many were -- 

are -- there?  God, I have been in a gilded cage!  And I was taught that the tendency toward 
retentive ‘state secrets’ and Machiavellian schemes died along with male-dominated socio-
political structures.” 

 
“Some things die out slower than others.” 
 
We looked at each other in silence. 
 
My gaze drifted, unfocused.  “They died of starvation,” I whispered.  I could feel it in my 

legs and in my chest. 
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“What?” she questioned. 
 
“You let us taste, but that’s all -- you’re starving us to death.  Drugging me for those 

years just prolongs it.”  I looked to her again.  She was frowning, looking pained. 
 
“Alan, please explain.” 
 
I slid my chair away from the desk and held out my arms.  She moved closer, my arms 

wrapping around her, and hers around me.  I closed my eyes. 
 
“Tell me, please,” she pleaded, holding me, rocking me, “if you can.” 
 
I let my shoulders down so she could better hold my head to her.  “I need skin,” I 

whispered. 
 
She let go and stepped back for a moment.  I left my eyes closed, letting my head hang 

forward, breathing deep, feeling the horrible emptiness, the pain in my chest and legs. 
 
She held me again, to soft, warm skin, the top of my head pressing up into her breasts.  

Her hands, so warm, held me as she rocked gently side to side, my arms around her waist. 
 
“Can you tell me?” she asked again after a while. 
 
I took a breath, inhaling her natural scent, exhaling with a sigh.  “I’m conditioned -- and I 

respond.  I’m used.  Oh, it feels good, so good -- but I wake up alone, empty again.  Little tastes, 
delicious tastes, but so little, so brief, and I’m so hungry.”  I kissed skin, felt skin.  “It hurts so 
much, waking up alone, knowing all I’ll ever get is little tastes.” 

 
“Oh, Alan,” she whispered, holding me. 
 
“I woke up alone so many times, crying, and it hurt so much.”  I sighed again, holding 

her.  Then a thought -- that had changed too; when? 
 
I moved her to my lap.  She pulled me to her again, and I nestled in, but not for long. 
 
“I need to check something.” 
 
She tried to get up.  I held her waist.  “No, stay here.  Let’s look.” 
 
I pulled the three notebooks closer, flipping pages, glancing, reviewing.  “That may have 

saved my life,” I told her. 
 
She had an arm around my shoulders.  She jiggled me.  “Explain, please!” 
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I managed a smile, pointing at the margins, the edges of the page.  “Bet they didn’t figure 
this out either.  I knew I was under a microscope; I couldn’t keep notes on a computer, which 
was a pain -- private notes that is.  So I keep them here.” 

 
“I don’t get it,” she said. 
 
“Fountain pen -- an old cranky one.  I make marks in the margins to keep the nib clean 

and the ink flowing.  Some of it is doodling.  Some isn’t.” 
 
I flipped through the pages, peeking at a later page, then back.  “Early 2090, waking up 

so many mornings crying.  Holidays are the worst, students going home to families -- families 
still exist, they must exist.” 

 
“Early January, Margaret brought a woman on Friday afternoon who left Sunday 

morning, Margaret stayed, but Tuesday I woke up alone again -- tears all that week, tapering 
off,” I told her as I turned pages. 

 
“Where are you reading that?” Rose asked. 
 
“Then, early March -- lots of tears, but Margaret shows up, Tuesday, and stays for five 

glorious days!  She leaves, and I cried, but not as much and not as long.  That must be when it 
happened -- call it March 8, or thereabouts.” 

 
I flipped quickly through more pages.  “The tears diminished -- and after a few weeks I 

invented a new symbol, to note the empty feeling that replaced the pain.” 
 
I closed the book and put it on the pile, holding her again.  “I can’t remember the last 

time I woke in pain, in tears; instead it’s the emptiness, the hunger.  Some times it’s so bad I 
don’t want to get out of bed in the morning.”  We held each other. 

 
“Will you teach me how to read those marks?” she asked later. 
 
I took a breath, feeling my jaw set in determination.  “Only if you share what you learn.” 
 
I was surprised; she hugged me strongly. 
 
“Let’s go upstairs,” she whispered. 
 
We went upstairs.  I got undressed, we crawled into bed together, and held each other.  I 

felt her relax in my arms.  I followed, drifting into sleep. 
 
Waking on my back, with her curled up at my side, her head on my shoulder.  I held her 

close and she burrowed in.  A new feeling -- followed closely by doubt, wondering when she 
would leave, when the emptiness would return.  I kissed the top of her head. 
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With a deep breath she stretched, looking at me, smiling.  She moved and we started 
kissing.  I soon found myself on top of her, sliding together, moving together, coming together, 
resting together again. 

 
At her side, kissing her shoulder, how many times had that happened?  How many times 

had I had sex when it wasn’t directed, orchestrated, controlled?  Oh, when I was in trance the 
sensations were so intense -- yet hadn’t this been just as intense?  Intense yet relaxed at the same 
time -- a big difference -- no pressure to perform. 

 
On our sides, I held her from behind, one arm under her pillow, the other over her side. 
 
“Should we get up?” she asked. 
 
“Why?” was my reply. 
 
She pulled my hand between her breasts and held it.  I kissed the back of her neck. 
 
We eventually got up.  Once dressed, we returned to the dining hall for a light supper. 
 
“I think we should postpone the tour until tomorrow,” I suggested to Rose as we stepped 

outside; it was drizzling again. 
 
“Oh?  You expect clear, sunny skies tomorrow?” 
 
I managed to chuckle.  “Let’s not be nasty.  What can I offer you instead?” 
 
“A warm, cozy bed? Hold me?” she whispered. 
 
“That I can do.” 
 
In bed, we held each other.  That was all.  We held each other, closely, tightly, and 

eventually we went to sleep. 
 

 
END of Part 1 

Rev 2006/10/04 
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2 
 
We held each other in the morning.  I drifted in and out of sleep in her embrace, 

wondering how many days this would last. 
 
The sound of rain striking the windows greeted us as we got up.  “Alan,” she said, “I’d 

like to get a complete sample.” 
 
I held her, kissing warm, soft skin.  “Want me to sit on the edge of the bed?” 
 
“Is that how she usually did it?’ Rose asked. 
 
I moved to sitting on the edge of the bed.  “Yes; please hold me afterwards.” 
 
Margaret took complete samples at least twice a month, first thing in the morning.  I 

remembered a few times it happened out of the blue -- last year, in the spring?  Margaret arrived 
on short notice and did me between tutorials.  Intense. 

 
“Alan,” Rose said softly. 
 
I opened my eyes.  She was kneeling in front of me. 
 
Her hands touched the sides of my face; she spoke and I fell into trance, my eyes riveted 

to hers, my body responding to her voice. 
 
Her fingers touching my cock and balls, so intense, stroking gently, getting me so 

aroused, so close. 
 
She held me at the edge, her touch, her voice, her eyes.  She let me come -- my eyes 

closing and my head resting on her shoulder as I gave my Service yet again, coming, coming to 
her touch, her voice. 

 
In bed, in her embrace again, my head on her chest, her hands playing with my hair.  I 

moved one of her hands to cradle the back of my head.  She squeezed gently and I moaned. 
 
“Oh, I like that too...  Did you like that?  Would you rather focus on my eyes, my lips, or 

perhaps a nipple?” she asked. 
 
I kissed skin again, feeling our bodies touching.  “Very nice.  You could alternate.” 
 
“Is that what Margaret did?  What do you like the most?” 
 
“Margaret alternated.  Sherry used her breasts.”  I took a deep breath as my body 

remembered.  “She squeezed me to a nipple when she wanted me to come.” 
 
“Mmm...  That sounds nice.  Did she fill in for Margaret?” 
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“No, she was before Margaret.” 
 
Rose held me, rocking me.  “Oh?  Feel like telling more?” 
 
“Of course, if you keep holding me...” 
 
She sighed and squeezed me, moving my head around a little. 
 
“But when you do that,” I told her when she’d stopped, “The only thing I can do is hold 

on...” 
 
“Mmm...  I’ll remember that.  Tell me about Sherry?” 
 
I continued with a sigh.  “Late spring, my last months in Las Cruces.  I was at University 

during the week, all day, either in class, tutorial, or studying in the library.  I had a little study 
room in the library, either it was assigned to me, or I just took it over, I don’t remember.” 

 
“Sherry?” 
 
I gave her a squeeze.  “Getting there.  They made me take a bunch of liberal arts classes.  

Didn’t like it at the time, but I’m glad mom and dad insisted.  I was having a hell of a time with a 
lit class.  I didn’t have the experience or maturity to comprehend some things.  Sherry joined the 
class, and she needed help with a statistics class -- statistics for the social sciences they called it -
- I called it counting for dummies.” 

 
Rose laughed, shaking me.  “I’m sure you did.  What happened?” 
 
“We studied together.  I helped her and she helped me.  One day, explaining something in 

a story, she kissed me.  Wow!  Of course then I was all shaking and nervous.  She offered to help 
me relax.” 

 
“What did she do?” 
 
“We sat facing each other.  She told me to look into her eyes, that’s all I had to do.  She 

touched the sides of my face and spoke to me, softly.  Her eyes were so pretty and brown, I think 
you call it an epicanthal fold, so very pretty...  She smelled so nice...” 

 
“What was her name?” 
 
“Sherry.” 
 
“No, her full name, silly,” she asked, jiggling me. 
 
“Shu Lin Wang, something like that,” I told her, snuggling in, remembering. 
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“Chinese?” 
 
“I guess so.  I haven’t thought about her for a long, long time.  That first time, after my 

eyes closed, she took me to a very relaxing place.  It was great.  The next time it was sort of the 
same, but she took me up and down quite a bit.  Things got more interesting after that -- bringing 
me up with a kiss, taking me down by squeezing me to a nipple.  We were also necking, kissing, 
fooling around quite a lot.  She taught me to eat her, which I really enjoyed.  Then one afternoon 
she took me down, and I felt her hands on my cock and balls, and I never came so hard in my 
life.” 

 
“Did you have intercourse with her?” 
 
“Twice before I left, yes.” 
 
“And how many times do you think she made you come, other than intercourse?” 
 
“Oh, God -- ten or twelve, I’d guess.  I never got to say goodbye to her.  I haven’t thought 

about her in a long time.  Do you think she’s still with your Order?” 
 
“Did you and Margaret ever talk about her?” 
 
“No, don’t think we did.  Funny, my memory is usually so good -- wasn’t important, I 

guess.  Margaret and the older one, Evalyn, started right in.” 
 
“Right in where?” 
 
“Not where, when -- the afternoon we met at the house.  After dad and mom agreed, they 

took me to the airport.  I left with the clothes on my back, not even a toothbrush.  I hugged mom 
and dad.  We got into the car and Margaret held me close.  From the time they got to the house to 
the time we left, maybe three hours.  I got the feeling mom and dad had talked to them a lot 
already.  I was scared as hell.  Two women with guns in the front seat, I was between Margaret 
and Evalyn in the back.  Were they hiding me so I couldn’t be seen?  Margaret held me, partially 
covered me in her habit.  We got on a private jet and took off.  Of course I was scared, nervous, 
didn’t know what was going on.  First time on an airplane.  They offered to help me relax.” 

 
“And?” 
 
“They did -- looking into Margaret’s eyes while she and Evalyn talked to me, touched 

me, a plastic mask on my face -- God, I went deep!  They took me up and down, so many times, 
and I came I don’t know how many times.  I was still drifting when we stopped to refuel, some 
place on the East Coast, then took off again.  Same thing across the Atlantic, landing in London, 
two days in a medical clinic somewhere, then here, Oxford.” 

 
She held me, rocked me for a while.  “The reports were that you responded extremely 

well to initial conditioning.” 
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“I guess I did.  The only time I’ve ever been on a plane.” 
 
“How do you feel about that?” 
 
“I’d like to see Las Cruces again, so many other places.” 
 
She sighed.  “I’m trying.  How do you feel about being conditioned?” 
 
I burrowed in a bit more.  “I don’t know.  To a certain extent, it’s held me together.” 
 
“But?” 
 
“I don’t know -- I’ve been kept apart.” 
 
“Do you have a favorite?” 
 
“Favorite what?” 
 
“On top, on the bottom...” 
 
I held her closer.  “Like this.” 
 
“I was just curious...” 
 
“And I’m serious -- holding, companionship.  That’s what I need.  Holding and being 

held.” 
 
She held me.  I held on, and that’s all that mattered. 
 
“Do you have a favorite?” I asked her, looking in her eyes again, such pretty eyes. 
 
She took a breath, her nostrils flaring as she ran a hand over me.  “Yes, I do.” 
 
I kissed her on the lips.  “Then show me.  Use me, please, and hold me afterwards, let me 

hold you.” 
 
She smiled and growled, moving me to my back.  We kissed, feeling and teasing.  She 

took me into trance as she impaled herself on me, my eyes locked in hers.  Oh, watching, feeling, 
hearing, seeing her take her pleasure on top of me added so much to my own pleasure.  Coming 
in her arms, relaxing into her embrace again. 

 
“How do you feel this morning?” she asked as we dressed. 
 
I shook my head.  “Awake and alive.  More awake and alive than I usually feel until I’ve 

had a pot of tea.”  I moved my fingers.  “My hands, my fingers feel different, thin and nimble.” 
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She nodded, a serious look on her face.  “How’s your appetite?” 
 
She hadn’t put on her habit yet, just undergarments.  I pulled her to the bed, mouthing her 

breasts through layers of cloth. 
 
She held me, laughing happily.  “I’d say it’s good.”  She gave me a delicious squeeze and 

slipped away from me. 
 
“Let’s drop these off, then get something to eat,” she told me, now dressed and holding 

two sample kits. 
 
I was fine until we stepped outside.  It was clear, cold and unseasonably sunny out.  I 

stepped into the sun and the cold and staggered as if someone hit me in the head. 
 
“What’s the matter?” Rose asked, moving closer, holding me. 
 
I grimaced as I shielded my eyes.  “Sharp sudden pain in my head.” 
 
“Can you walk, or should I call for a cart?” 
 
“Let’s walk,” I told her.  “It’s not that far.” 
 
By the time we got to her offices, I had a pounding, throbbing pain arcing from the back 

of my head to behind my eyes.  “I’ve never felt anything like this,” I explained to her as we were 
ushered to one of the medical rooms. 

 
Soon I was stripped down and wired up.  I covered my eyes with an arm -- that seemed to 

help.  Rose stepped away with two of the other Sisters for a few moments. 
 
Sister Kathryn, one of the resident medical doctors, returned and quizzed me about how I 

felt.  Adding to the pain in my head, muscles in my calves and feet felt like they were on the 
verge of cramping. 

 
Rose returned with one of the other sisters, and a metal cart festooned with stainless steel 

fixtures, valves, gages, and such.  The other Sister hooked a hose to a fitting on the wall while 
Rose and Kathryn conferred. 

 
“Alan,” Rose said, taking my arm from my eyes again.  “Look at me, please,” 
 
I opened my eyes; the light hurt.  She moved my head a bit.  “What’s happening?” I 

asked.  I was scared. 
 
Rose was frowning.  “Our suspicion is that the sudden withdrawal of the medication is 

causing these symptoms.  We want to take some samples, then return you to a low dose to see if 
that alleviates your symptoms.  What do you think?” 
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I was confused.  “I have a choice?” 
 
Even though I was squinting, I saw her jaw muscles tighten.  “Yes, you do!” she said 

forcefully.  Then softer, “Alan, that’s our recommendation.  That’s what I’d prefer to do.  
Performing these tests will help us learn more what’s been done to you and how you’ve 
responded, adapted..  Your alternative is to tough it out -- we can give you something for the 
pain, and monitor you for other symptoms.  Those are the alternatives.  The choice is yours.” 

 
“Thank you,” I told her.  “Let’s proceed with your recommendation.” 
 
She smiled.  “Thank you, Alan.  Look in my eyes, darling...” 
 
I was filled with her voice and her touch again, relaxing me, my eyes closing once more.  

I was on my side, and felt something in my back, pressure, but knew not to move.  Then I was on 
my back again, and opened my eyes to see a pink plastic mask descending to my face. 

 
“Deep breath and relax, Alan,” Sister Kathryn told me.  After a few breaths my eyes 

closed. 
 
A soft kiss on my forehead, Rose saying, “Let’s get you dressed again.” 
 
I opened my eyes cautiously; she helped me sit up. 
 
“Sister Rose?” a Matron queried gruffly and accusingly from the doorway.  She was one 

of the older ones; I seldom spoke with her. 
 
“You have my response,” Rose replied in a strong voice. 
 
The older Matron frowned, turned, and left. 
 
“What?” I asked. 
 
Rose smiled, a somewhat forced smile.  “We can still make lunch -- are you hungry?” 
 
My stomach growled in reply.  “Yes,” I responded. 
 
“How are you feeling? How’s your head?” she asked as I dressed. 
 
“No pain in my head,” I told her as I buttoned my shirt.  I shook my hands. 
 
“My hands -- this morning when I woke up, my fingers felt thin, nimble.  Now they feel 

fat and stubby again.  God, I’d forgotten how much I hate that!  It’s so frustrating!” 
 
Rose gave me a pensive nod, then glanced to Sister Kathryn.  Sister Kathryn nodded as 

well.  “So much for ‘no side effects,’” Rose added in emphasis. 
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“Musculature?” Sister Kathryn inquired. 
 
I moved a bit, standing up on my toes.  “That almost-cramping feeling is gone.  But it’s 

that same sort of thing -- this morning I felt so alive, nimble.  Now it’s leaden, soggy, or 
something.  Again.  I’d gotten so used to it.” 

 
“We gave you about a quarter of the dose you’ve been receiving.  We’ll cut that tonight, 

and taper from there.  You need to tell us when you feel adverse symptoms, though.  It’s 
important,” Kathryn told me. 

 
I nodded.  “I will.  I understand.”  I turned to Rose.  “Let’s get lunch.” 
 
We had the usual high overcast when we stepped outside.  I took an experimental breath, 

then a long, deep one. 
 
“Are you okay, Alan?” Rose inquired. 
 
I took her arm in mine.  “So far, so good.  What was that exchange with the older one?” 
 
Rose sighed and held my arm tighter.  “Alan, I declined to do something the Order 

requested.” 
 
I stopped and faced her.  “Disobeyed an order?” 
 
She smiled.  “Let’s say rather that I’m keeping my word to you.” 
 
“What?  Tell me, please.” 
 
She nodded and started us walking along the path again.  “Once I’d gotten the samples I 

wanted, I spoke with Geneva.  I ... Raising a fuss doesn’t even come close.  I shocked them, I 
told them they’d been wrong, and I gave them proof.” 

 
“And?” I asked. 
 
She squeezed my arm again.  “Some of them are upset with me, but others are more upset 

-- with the way things have been done.  In one sense, I’m doing exactly what I told them I would 
do, delivering on promises I made, but a lot sooner than they expected, and in more detail.” 

 
“Such as?” I asked as we approached the dining hall. 
 
“I verified that they don’t have audio coverage in your residence.  We can talk there.” 
 
On the steps of the hall, I turned to her once again, and held her close.  “Does this mean 

you’re on my side?” I whispered to her. 
 
She squeezed me closer, kissed my ear, and whispered, “Yes!” 
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“What took almost three hours?” I asked after we were seated. 
 
Rose took a sip of water.  “The spinal tap and other work took an hour.  The remainder of 

the time you rested and I raised hell.” 
 
“My notebooks?” 
 
She nodded.  “That’s part of it.  If you could travel, where would you like to go?” 
 
She was changing the subject -- vastly.  My hands were on the verge of trembling. 
 
“Please don’t tease me,” I said softly but seriously. 
 
She held my hand.  “Alan, I’m not.  We still have concerns for your safety, but I think it 

would be good for you to travel.  Where locally would you like to go?” 
 
That was easy.  “Stonehenge, the Roman ruins at Bath, Salisbury Cathedral, London, the 

other place, Greenwich Observatory for starters.” 
 
“Other place?” she asked. 
 
I had to smile.  “Cambridge.” 
 
She nodded and smiled.  “Those all sound quite reasonable to me.” 
 
I was catching on.  “But to others?” 
 
She nodded, a serious look on her face.  “There are those who fervently believe you 

should be in a bunker outside Geneva.” 
 
“Are they going to take you away?” I asked. 
 
She shook her head.  “Only you can send me away, Alan -- I gave you my word.” 
 
I held her hands.  “I don’t know what I could do to revolt -- spend a lot of time in really 

hot baths?  I’d think of something.” 
 
She smirked and smiled.  “Thank you, but it won’t come to that.” 
 
We had lunch and walked back to my quarters.  Once inside, I hung up her cloak and my 

coat. 
 
“Where to start,” she mused. 
 
I started by pulling her into a kiss. 
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“You have a wonderful smile,” I told her afterwards. 
 
She hugged me briefly.  “Oh, thank you -- let’s check your office.” 
 
We walked to my office.  She sat down and pulled up my keyboard, holding her right 

wrist over the authenticator.  Using mouse and keyboard, she entered a URL into the machine, 
and up popped the usual “not there” display. 

 
With a frown she picked up the phone and punched a local number.  “This is Sister Rose.  

I am to have unfiltered access at this location.  ...  No, that’s completely unacceptable.  We both 
know it only takes a few seconds to make the change.  Either do it now, or we’ll go use a public 
machine -- very public.  It’s your choice.”  She hung up the phone. 

 
She smiled, drumming fingers on the desk for a while, then retrying.  This time we heard 

a chirp, and an authentication request screen popped up on the display. 
 
“That’s better,” she said as she waved her right wrist at the authenticator once again. 
 
The display changed.  She navigated quickly.  “We’re in the Order’s archives.  If we look 

over here...” 
 
A window opened up on my display, showing most a page from one of my notebooks.  

The scan quality was very good, but...  “Can you make it bigger, to show more of the page?” I 
asked. 

 
She looked at me and beamed.  “Does that mean your notes are in a portion of the page 

they didn’t scan?”  She clicked and the window expanded to fill the entire display.  “This is all 
they have.” 

 
I looked at the edges of the page.  I’ll admit that I smiled, too.  “Not going to learn much 

from that,” I told Rose, “other than physics.” 
 
I was standing; she was sitting in my chair.  She turned and threw her arms around my 

midsection, hugging me. 
 
“A win for our side, then?” I suggested. 
 
“Oh yes,” she assured me.  “When I told them you correctly deduced the onset of 

medication within a few days by looking at your records, they wanted -- no, demanded -- that I 
immediately get all the information they’d need to decode them.  I told them we’d discussed the 
issue, and that information would only be forthcoming if you were included in the process.” 

 
I thought about it.  “It would be so easy,” I said softly, thinking out loud.  “Take me into 

trance, walk me through it...” 
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“Yes, but I won’t do that without your permission,” she told me, still holding on. 
 
With a sigh she turned back to the keyboard and mouse.  With a few clicks, she brought 

up some correspondence.  I looked over her shoulder, read one note, then another, and laughed 
with her.  “Too much trouble to go outside a standard format,” I said, repeating what one note 
recorded, “and the standard format captures everything we need...  Well, not quite everything.” 

 
“What would you like to do about it?” Rose asked. 
 
I sat on one corner of the desk.  “I’ll give it to them because I want to know, but I want 

someone to come here and do it.  The books don’t leave, and I want to know what they find.  
Even when I explain, I’m going to be needed for interpretation -- little things like what I 
mentioned about holidays being the worst.  Without context, they are just ink stains on paper.” 

 
Rose stood up, her eyes taking in mine.  “That’s what we’ve been telling them, Alan -- 

we need you to supply context.  They’ve been so narrowly focused, blinded by their own 
dedication.” 

 
I nodded, holding her. 
 
Her expression changed, becoming more determined.  She opened her mouth as if to 

speak, but paused.  Her features softened.  “Let’s go upstairs.” 
 
“Do you have any more of those capsules?” I asked. 
 
“We’re tapering you off, gradually,” she told me with a frown. 
 
“Oh, I mean for you,” I replied. 
 
She shook her head.  “I get what you get.  When I started abusing them on side effects, 

none of them admitted to any first-hand knowledge of the drug.” 
 
Upstairs, she slipped out of her habit while I visited the plumbing.  “I guess I shouldn’t 

be surprised to hear of differences of opinion, internal politics,” I suggested. 
 
“How about witch hunts?” she said, standing in the doorway wearing her gray 

undergarments. 
 
I wiped, flushed, and stood.  “Really?” 
 
She went quickly, stripped, and took me to the bed.  “Oh, yes, and I put an end to one 

today.” 
 
We snuggled in, sighing and moaning at the joy of skin against skin, reveling in 

sensation. 
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“Witch hunt?” I prodded her, not lifting my head from between her breasts. 
 
She moved slightly, running fingers through my hair. 
 
“What do you know of your genetic makeup?” 
 
“Other than clean?  Oh, a lot of American Indian -- both mom and dad were half Pueblo.” 
 
“Right.  And to a geneticist, there are a handful of genetic markers that scream out your 

Pueblo and Mexican background.  Some we call super-dominant.  Have you studied the Plague 
Years, the politics around that period?” 

 
I gave her a squeeze.  “I’d love to, but it’s been off-limits to me.” 
 
“I thought so.  That’s changing.  There are people here at Oxford who would love to 

interview you.” 
 
“What’s stopped them?” 
 
“How about threats of dismissal, expulsion if they came within ten meters of you?” 
 
“That has to change.  I thought this institution was about academic freedom.” 
 
“It will change; we’ll change it.  For now, I’ll tell you a story about the Chinese.” 
 
“I’m all ears,” I said, kissing the side of a soft, warm breast. 
 
She chuckled and squeezed me.  “You don’t feel all ears... .  Oh, if you’re going to travel 

in wider society, we should say, ‘The Change Years.’  The P-word is not used in polite company.  
Let’s see...  While it’s not my specialty, I know the outlines.  China has oscillated between being 
an open and a closed society for millennia.  In the years immediately prior to the Change, they’d 
been moving toward openness.  But that changed...  We, the world outside China, still aren’t sure 
how many died in China and lands under her control.  Oh, your arms around my waist feel so 
good.  You are so warm...  Perhaps the Chinese don’t know either, but we suspect they have 
information which could improve our estimates and understanding.  Even though we know the 
family of viruses we call the Plague originated in the region that brought us SARS at the 
beginning of the century, they’re still very closed about it.  Gentle, darling.  As we learned more 
about the Plague, and the genetic devastation it left behind, we also learned about, and 
discovered male genetic clears and their rarity in the population.  That era also saw the founding 
and recognition of our Order under the auspices of the United Nations.” 

 
“I smell politics,” I muttered, pulling away from a breast momentarily. 
 
“Oh, do you?” she chuckled.  “Possession, control of clear genetic material became the 

next cartel, supplanting oil, diamonds, illicit drugs, copper, tantalum, you name it.  I think the 
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world was quite lucky that the first few male clears came from other than the old superpowers, 
enabling world-wide cooperation to develop...” 

 
“Cooperation encouraged through controlling the availability of that material,” I 

suggested. 
 
“I knew you were bright,” she suggested, squeezing me and kissing my head. 
 
“And where do I fit into this picture?” 
 
“Ah, as you suggested, availability of clear genetic material was, and still is, a powerful 

tool.  Especially when you appeared, Alan.  By then we’d learned, and had time to discover that 
some of those we considered ‘clear’ wouldn’t even make third tier now.  Back to China -- they’d 
been, let’s say reluctant to join international convention, providing information in exchange for 
access to clear genetic material.  We knew, everyone knew, that they went to some lengths to 
obtain material from non-Chinese clears.” 

 
“The Buckeye scandal?” 
 
“No, that’s a story for a different day.  Actually, we were all very lucky on that one.” 
 
“Really?” 
 
“Yes, very much so.  By the time you came on the scene, we, my Order, thought we were 

so good, so secretive in making identifications and restricting availability of material to those in 
the club, so to speak.  The Order was especially proud of how you’d been handled.” 

 
“Until?” 
 
“Yes, until indeed...  It shouldn’t surprise you that in addition to implanted identification 

chips, that was pre-Change, genetic verification is required for international travel.  Alan, you 
should be proud of the fact that one of the things you’ve passed on to your offspring is your 
brilliance.  China was one of the last countries to give in on genetic verification, allowing their 
citizens to be profiled as a condition of entry into many countries of the world.  Everyone 
assumed their reluctance was due to some chicanery on their part.  International conventions 
gave assurance that this genetic information was used only for identity verification, and that such 
information was not retained or used for other purposes...” 

 
“Until...” 
 
“Yes, until we got word from an unnamed source in Singapore that quite a few Chinese 

passing through Singapore or attending scientific conferences in Singapore carried a very 
interesting set of genetic markers.” 

 
“My markers, perhaps?” 
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She held me tightly for a while.  “Oh yes, yours.  Couldn’t have come from any other 
source.  You can imagine the inquisition that started!  First came denial -- those results must be 
wrong.  When they received profile after profile clearly and unambiguously showing those 
markers, when blue eyes would suffice, the inquisition started.  From the ages of the individuals 
involved, it had to have been a very early sample, within the first year you were here.  The Order 
scoured their records, and thought they could account for every sample taken from you, so they 
started tracing where those samples had gone, accounting for those, then started at the beginning 
again, with the first samples ...”  She paused. 

 
“That Sherry took,” I suggested. 
 
After a long pause, she said softly, ‘What if Sherry wasn’t part of the Order?” 
 
That was a big shock!  “But her techniques -- the same as Margaret and Evalyn used, that 

you use!  You’re telling me the first samples they thought were the ones taken on the plane?” 
 
“Yes.  For years our Order fervently believed your first sperm samples were the ones 

taken on the plane and offloaded at the Newark airport while your plane refueled.  There was 
such debate about letting you fly at all before samples were taken, let alone fly trans-Atlantic, but 
the faction wanting you out of the United States won.  They were convinced one of those first 
samples taken by Sisters Margaret and Evalyn got away.” 

 
“Why didn’t they know about Sherry?” 
 
She sighed.  “Would you believe I’m the first to ask?” 
 
I moved in her embrace.  “That doesn’t feel right.” 
 
She held me close for a while.  “Oh, Alan -- your instincts are good.  Yes, from what you 

described, Sherry used techniques that were undoubtedly derived or outright copied from the 
Order.  I strongly suspect that she also gave you suggestions to cover her tracks -- you used the 
phrase ‘not important’ a few times, and remarked yourself that it ‘wasn’t important to remember’ 
some details.  Those phrases are highly suggestive to me.  If you want, we can explore that, and 
try to learn more.  I’m sure we could, but it’s something we’ll only undertake if you want to 
undertake it.  We’ve learned enough to understand where and when the Chinese got your 
material, and place an upper limit on how much of it they obtained.” 

 
I sighed and held her.  “We should explore it.  The whole thing still feels uncomfortable.  

How many Chinese offspring could I have?” 
 
“Oh Alan, we don’t know.  Now that we know the source, the time period, some feel 

we’ll be able to get at least some admissions, and perhaps additional information...  If they were 
stingy and used in-vitro techniques, the number could be staggeringly large, but as you yourself 
have suggested, one needs to be aware of the risks of monoculture.  We expect the number is 
quite large; they had enough material for their own uses, and perhaps enough to start a secondary 
market.  That would explain other anomalies.” 
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“But isn’t that a natural outgrowth of a cartel?” 
 
“Secondary markets?  And I thought you were a physicist...  Yes, and that’s one of the 

problems a number of us have with the Order and how we’ve been used to promote and further 
certain political agendas -- deciding what bloodlines, what families or social groups should 
continue, which groups should die out.  There are schisms within the Order.” 

 
I moved up, putting my head on her shoulder.  “Really?  That Machiavellian?” 
 
She nodded, looking at me.  “Did you know you have a son at Cambridge?” 
 
“Only one?” 
 
She raised an eyebrow.  “A special son -- the son of a very powerful Arabian head of 

state, a king who was rendered sterile by the Plague, cutting off his bloodline.  Not only did you 
give him a child, you gave him a son, a prince who will not only take over the kingdom, but a 
son who will continue the family name.” 

 
I frowned.  “I’m confused -- I know I’ve benefited quite personally from some groups’ 

objections to in-vitro techniques, and I’ve heard tales of, well, men altered to deliver someone 
else’s semen, but still, doesn’t that give the kid questionable heritage?” 

 
She smiled.  “Not if the king declares you his son.  Not if the king sends his favorite wife, 

who is a full-blooded princess to London for a week...” 
 
A tingle went through me.  I closed my eyes and remembered. 
 
Rose pulled me closer, cradling my head magically again.  “Alan, tell me, please, if you 

can...” 
 
“Oh, I remember her...  I was what, sixteen or seventeen?  Yet I remember her so well...  

Most of the time, Margaret takes me to a woman who is in trance, medicated, or both, and she 
takes me under and uses me, oh God, uses me so well, hours or days of incredible erotic dreams 
for us both.  But this woman was different.  Margaret took me to an estate outside London, a 
huge house.  I remember meeting her -- she must have been in her mid twenties, so tall, so full, 
so beautiful.  I remember the color of her skin, a little darker than mine, her long, oval 
fingernails, her beautiful dark hair, the robe she wore that hid and accented her figure at the same 
time.  We had dinner together, a meal served by servants wearing diaphanous veils, women who 
would have been so beautiful anywhere else, but paled in comparison to her.  She seduced me -- 
I remember my hands shaking with desire as I helped her undress.  The perfume she wore -- I’ve 
never experienced anything like it.  We made love for days, morning, noon, and night, so joyful.  
Except for meals and bathing, it was just the two of us -- I never saw Margaret, just her, and her 
servants.  And I remember the look on her face as we parted, both of us leaving the estate.  She 
knew she was pregnant, and she was so happy, so proud...”  I snuggled into Rose, hungry for her 
warmth again. 



A Life of Service 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 40 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

 
“What did she do that was special for you?” 
 
I almost cried, the feeling hit so hard and so fast.  “She treated me as a person, as a 

lover,” I managed to whisper. 
 
“Oh Alan,” Rose whispered, holding me, then moving me to my back. 
 
I could see the tears forming in her eyes. 
 
“You are a person to me,” she whispered, “and my lover as well, if you want to be.” 
 
Looking in her eyes, I stroked the side of a breast, watching her gaze waver and her 

nostrils flare.  She smiled and moved a hand to caress the inside of my hip, stroking gently. 
 
We kissed, teased, and explored.  I invited her on top of me, an invitation she accepted, 

sliding down to tease me with her breasts, enveloping my cock in softness.  I pulled her up and 
helped her impale herself, raising my knees to support her.  She took her joy, leaning forward to 
hold me to a nipple, holding me and rocking us both to delirium. 

 
Afterwards at her side, she held me and sang to me, softly, filling me with warmth. 
 
I awoke to her sitting next to me, her hand on my side, smiling. 
 
“Should I get the sample kit?” I asked. 
 
She shook her head.  “Already did it.” 
 
“I don’t mind,” I told her. 
 
“Thank you,” she smiled.  “Neither do I.” 
 
“What’s he studying?” 
 
“Who?” she asked, wrinkling her brow. 
 
I reached up and touched her forehead.  “Don’t frown.  My son, the prince.” 
 
She smiled again.  “Political science and economics.” 
 
“I’d like to meet him.  If he’s interested, of course.” 
 
“Really?” 
 
“Yes, really -- although I suppose it wouldn’t be considered ‘safe’ by some.” 
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She nodded.  “He asks to meet you.” 
 
“He does?” 
 
“Oh yes -- he sends a formal request once a week, first thing on Monday.” 
 
My turn to frown.  “I guess I’m not surprised I’ve never heard of his requests.” 
 
She nodded.  “For your protection.” 
 
“Bollocks.  Sorry, I’m tired of that.  It needs to change.” 
 
“It will, within reason.  Would you like to meet him?” 
 
“Yes, I would.” 
 
“Not our first outing, but we’ll do it.” 
 
“Really?” 
 
She leaned forward, almost nose to nose.  “Alan, I promise.” 
 
“Thank you,” I whispered, lifting my head to kiss her nose. 
 
She smiled and giggled. 
 
“Is there a danger?” I asked. 
 
Her smile vanished.  “Yes, there is.” 
 
Her reaction was visceral, and spoke of something personal.  I pulled her to my side.  

“What is it?  Tell me?” 
 
“Two ... have been assassinated in the last decade,” she said coldly. 
 
Too coldly for such a statement, I thought.  I held her head to my shoulder.  “Is there 

something else?” 
 
After some silence, she whispered, “Yes.” 
 
I held her, cradling her head to my shoulder.  It was a new feeling for me, protecting her, 

but I drew on my feelings as a tutor, and then on something deeper.  “Tell me, if you can, if you 
want,” I whispered to her. 

 
“I’m one, too.” 
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“One what?” 
 
“A genetic clear.  There are more females, but not that many.” 
 
Something told me there was more.  “And?” 
 
She sighed, a sobbing sigh. 
 
I held her close.  “I’ve got you.  You don’t have to tell me.” 
 
“No, I should.  I need to.  I was twelve.  My brother was nine, and my mom was pregnant 

again, with a girl.  We went to Brisbane, a few hour drive for us, to see some special doctors, 
mom, dad, my brother, and me.  Australia had only started mass-screening, and was just getting 
around to follow-ups.  We were one of the first families called.  I didn’t understand it, only that 
we were special.” 

 
I held her as she took a few long, deep breaths. 
 
“We were greeted like royalty, and taken off individually for all sorts of tests.  I was 

treated so well, especially by these pretty women dressed all in gray.  Together again in a 
conference room after hours of tests, we were talking about everything that had happened, about 
to leave, when one of the doctors came in and took my mother and father off to the side.  They 
glanced over to me, and suddenly I was so worried.  Was something wrong with me?  Wasn’t I 
special any more?  I didn’t know.  They came over and the doctor bent down to talk to me.  He 
was really sorry, but one of the staff had dropped some of my samples.  They needed to take 
them again.  It would take about an hour.  I told him that would be okay, even though I was 
really hungry.  We hadn’t had anything to eat since dinner the night before.  I looked to my 
mother and father and told them they should go get lunch, and take my brother too.  We hugged, 
they left to get lunch, accompanied by some Sisters, and I went back with the doctor.” 

 
She held me tight.  I held her, rubbing her back, holding her head, doing the things I 

found comforting. 
 
“We were in a medical centre a few blocks from a public plaza.  I didn’t know, we didn’t 

know, a demonstration started, led by a fundamentalist hooligan -- I can’t call him a preacher.  
He was rallying a mob against the Eugenics Acts, and someone spotted the Matrons and my 
family.  I was in the conference room, looking out the window, waiting for them to return.  I saw 
the mob chase them down the street.  I screamed, watching as they caught and killed them -- the 
Matrons, my father, my mother, even my little brother.” 

 
I held her as she sobbed. 
 
She managed to continue in a softer voice a while later.  “I stood there, looking out that 

second floor window, screaming and crying, beating my fists against the thick glass.  I can 
remember the smells of that room, how my clothing felt, the way the glass bounced as I struck it.  
Two Sisters grabbed me.  Someone gave me an injection that turned me to jelly.  They bundled 
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me into the boot of a car and took me to the Order.  And that bastard was never charged; none of 
them were.  They killed my family.” 

 
I held her, thinking but not speaking, they killed my family as well.  I remembered the 

afternoon Margaret told me about my parents.  She held me while I cried.  I often wondered why 
she didn’t take me into trance, why she just let me cry until I couldn’t cry any more.  I guess 
those tears just have to come out.  I held Rose, an arm around her body, one hand on her head, 
holding her to me.  “I’ve got you,” I told her, “and I’m not going to let go.” 

 
Gradually the tears stopped.  I held her.  Then the sniffling stopped, and still I held her.  I 

noticed her breathing had slowed.  I closed my eyes, holding on gently. 
 
“Thank you,” she whispered, kissing my forehead. 
 
I blinked my eyes open, turning to her.  She had a slight smile now. 
 
“It’s getting easier to talk about it.” 
 
“That was easy?” I blurted out. 
 
She made a sniffle-snork noise and told me, “Believe it or not, that was easier.  I think 

you understand.” 
 
I pulled her head to my shoulder again.  “I hope so, I should, better than most.” 
 
We snuggled again and she told me more of her past.  She grew up quick, graduating 

from Medical school at an early age, following the suggestions of her Order to specialize in 
Psychiatry.  The training had helped her enormously, she told me.  She’d done major projects on 
me, “the Brazilian,” as well as working within her Order.  She became determined to work with 
me, determined to learn more about me.  It took her a while, but she convinced people.  Margaret 
had been a big help.  She told me she hit them with their own ignorance, asking very simple 
questions that they couldn’t answer, asking them over and over again. 

 
We slowed down for a bit, resting.  We got up, showered, and walked to the dining hall to 

eat -- lamb night, and it was delicious. 
 
The air was cold when we left.  We walked around campus, stopping at the Bridge of 

Sighs. 
 
We were cold when we arrived back at my residence.  We knew the best place, and the 

best way to get warm. 
 
“Ugh!  How could you stand it for so long!” Rose exclaimed as we left my residence late 

the next morning. 
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I put an arm around her and squeezed her waist.  “Wasn’t I attentive enough to you this 
morning?” I inquired. 

 
She turned and hugged me, sighing in my ear.  “Oh Alan, yes you were.”  She kissed me 

on the neck, the warmth of her lips a contrast to the chill of the air.  “I was referring to the drug -
- I understand what you said yesterday about feeling soggy and leaden!  And that’s at 20% of the 
dose you’d been on!” 

 
I tugged her along the path to her Order’s offices.  “But at this level I don’t feel as, well, 

pacified -- mentally, I still feel sharper than I’ve been in quite some time.” 
 
“Hard to tell,” she muttered as we walked along.  “Maybe I should try the full dose.” 
 
I made harumpfing noises, disagreeing with that suggestion. 
 
She chuckled.  “Oh, wouldn’t you like that?  Have me all docile and compliant for a day 

or two?” 
 
I squeezed her hand sharply.  “I would not!” I told her strongly.  “You forget,” I added in 

a softer tone, “that’s how I’ve experienced most of my assignations -- my partners so docile and 
compliant.” 

 
“But I understand it amplifies sensation as well -- you have a reputation for taking very 

good care of your partners.” 
 
“Eh?” I didn’t understand. 
 
She sighed.  “You went down on me this morning, treating me so well.  Why?” 
 
This was confusing.  “I hope you enjoyed it; you certainly seemed to...” 
 
“Oh, I did darling!  You’re marvelous!  But, why did you do that?” 
 
I shook my head.  “Well, I actually enjoy it, and you seemed to as well.” 
 
“I’m glad to hear that -- and I’ll ask again, why?” 
 
I started to speak, but decided to think for a bit before answering -- something I challenge 

my students to do, and something most of them learn, eventually.  “Ah, if you’re looking for a 
physiological basis for such behaviour, Margaret taught me that female orgasm greatly facilitates 
conception.  Besides, it’s fun for both involved.  It also prolongs our time together.” 

 
She laughed, her arm around my waist holding me.  “Very good, Alan -- and something 

else we have to thank Margaret for; she’s somewhat of a bête noir, as am I -- I don’t suppose it 
would surprise you to know that few of your counterparts share your outlook, behaviour, or 
interest in your partner’s enjoyment?” 
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I shook my head.  “She taught me to slow down and enjoy it.  I wanted, no, I needed, to 

please her as well, to give back some of the joy she gave me.  When can I see her again?  I have 
so much to thank her for.” 

 
Rose sighed.  “In a few weeks, I hope.  We’ve been so lucky with you...” 
 
“Bollocks,” I muttered not quite under my breath. 
 
“Alan -- you’ve been quite lucky.  I should show you records on some of your fellows; 

many of them have essentially been kept at an adolescent stage, quite useful for repeated mating, 
but for very little else.  They...” 

 
“My God, that’s horrible!” I interrupted.  “Why?  Why do that to a person?” 
 
“Alan, do you realize how close we were?” 
 
“Close?  To what?” 
 
“Extinction, Alan -- the extinction of the human race!  That’s what drove the Order, Alan, 

and what still drives many of them.  Survival first and foremost, insuring our survival.  If the 
burden falls more on some than others, what of it?” 

 
I looked around.  “I didn’t know.  Are we still in danger?” 
 
“I think not.  A lot of us think we turned the corner about five years ago.  If it wasn’t for 

the stupid ban on IVF in some countries, we’d be doing much, much better.” 
 
I shook my head.  “That’s something I never understood.  Why, oh why, especially in the 

face of extinction as you say, would people object to using the most effective ways of using 
genetic materials and spreading genetic diversity?” 

 
“From a psychological perspective, I could go on at length, but it comes down to pride, 

greed, and fear.” 
 
“What was that old religious order in the States, the Shakers?  The ones who believed in 

celibacy?  A self-fulfilling prophecy of extinction...” 
 
“Yes, but they had faith, and belief in their ways.  The modern psychopathology is 

nowhere as simple or clear-cut.” 
 
“So I’ve been the beneficiary, knocking them up one at a time...” 
 
“Rather than what others have done, including the Chinese, we believe, using one of your 

samples and IVF methods to impregnate thousands or tens of thousands of women.  We’ve had 
successes in some areas, but still incredible pockets of resistance.” 
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“Then why save them?  Why go to the trouble?  It seems to be a malady which will cure 

itself over time.” 
 
“Never that simple, I’m afraid.  There’s an old joke in mental health circles about a 

woman who comes in and says, ‘Doc, I’ve got a problem -- my cousin thinks she’s a chicken.’  
The psychiatrist counsels her that such issues can be addressed, but the cousin has to want to 
address them.  The woman interrupts and says, ‘That’s not the problem Doc -- the problem is we 
need the eggs, and she’s all in a funk and stopped laying.’” 

 
I couldn’t help but laugh.  “We’re still too close to the edge to let them go?” 
 
“In many sectors, yes.  While from a genetic standpoint many of us believe species 

survival is assured, from a cultural and societal perspective, things are still dicey.  We’re still 
reliant on particular countries, regions, and even cultural groups for our survival worldwide, a 
very complex web of interdependence.  So we must be tolerant of them.” 

 
We were at the entrance to her Order’s office.  We entered and dropped off a handful of 

collection kits, and picked up a fresh box.  The young Sister behind the desk held my gaze and 
even smiled as she handed them over. 

 
Then she turned to Rose.  “Sister Miriam would like to speak to you.  Should I call her?” 
 
Rose gave a momentary exasperated look.  “Yes, get her on the phone.”  She squeezed 

one of my hands. 
 
The conversation was brief and fairly one-sided, with Rose saying, “Yes  ...  Yes, I 

understand.  ...  Yes, perhaps that would be best.  I’ll be there momentarily.  No, under no 
circumstance will I allow that!”  She hung up the phone. 

 
“Alan,” she told me in a strong voice, “Go back and wait for me.  I shouldn’t be more 

than fifteen or twenty minutes.  Go now, please.” 
 
With the look of determination in her eyes, I nodded.  I hugged her and kissed her cheek.  

“I’ll wait for you -- and if you’re not back in an hour, I’ll come looking for you,” I whispered. 
 
Her response startled me.  She stepped back and said, “NO!” quite forcefully.  “Alan, you 

must never, ever, enter this building without me.  Is that clear?” 
 
I felt cold, frightened, and alone.  “Yes, it is,” I managed to say.  I was scared for her as 

well. 
 
“Then go, please darling -- I’ll be back within half an hour.” 
 
I nodded and left the building. 
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I wasn’t safe there without her?  Did we now have a schism so deep within her Order, the 
Order that had put me in the position I was in today, and all that entailed? 

 
When I returned to the cottage, Alex was busy tidying up. 
 
“I hope ye didn’t mind me, Sir, but the place needs it,” she told me, cheery as usual. 
 
“Thank you, Alex, that’s fine.”  Time to start changing things and break it to her early.  

“We’ll see, but I may have more permanent companionship here.” 
 
The look on her face -- joy and tears?  “Oh Mister Grant, that’s wonderful news!  It’s not 

right that a man such as yourself be livin’ all these years alone.  I ...” she paused suddenly, 
looked away, and went back to cleaning. 

 
“Alex, I agree.  Thank you for being here and taking care of me.” 
 
She remained turned away from me. 
 
“Oh, there’s a stain on a wall in the study,” I mentioned. 
 
With that she did turn, wiping her eyes. 
 
“That I’ve seen, Mister Grant, and it won’t be coming off,” she told me crossly. 
 
I nodded.  “Don’t try -- it’s a new piece of history for this place.  I’ll explain later.” 
 
She nodded, still looking at me crossly.  “As long as we don’t get too many more pieces 

of such history,” she said gruffly. 
 
“I promise to behave, Alex,” I told her.  That brought small smiles to both of us. 
 
“Will ye be canceling tutorials for early in the week?” she asked. 
 
“Oh no, we’ll be back on schedule, thank you -- you can let them know they’ll have no 

such luck!” 
 
She managed a laugh.  “Oh no, Sir -- most of ‘em are cross about being canceled!”  In a 

softer voice she added, “They love you, Sir.” 
 
I caught the clear implication in her voice.  “Thank you, Alex, for everything.” 
 
Her smile returned, but vanished quickly.  “I’ll be gettin’ back to me work then, Sir...” 

she gave me one of her looks. 
 
I smiled and nodded.  “And I’ll get back to mine as well, so I don’t disappoint our 

students.” 
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She smiled a bit more, satisfied, and left the room. 
 
I sat at my desk, picking up my latest notebook to review where we were in tutorials. 
 
My heart wasn’t in it.  I heard Alex puttering happily in the kitchen, going up and down 

the stairs.  I kept glancing to the clock over the mantle, worrying... 
 
The sound of the door opening -- she was back!  I hurried to the door. 
 
And almost collided with Alex in the foyer.  I rushed to Rose, hugging her. 
 
She held me, whispering, “It’s all right.  I’ll explain.” 
 
As we parted, I glanced to Alex.  I’d never seen her so focused, so attentive, so ... on the 

edge? 
 
“Alex, this is Sister Rose.  Rose, this is Alex, my assistant, manager, and saviour,” I 

intoned, introducing them. 
 
Alex forced a smile and bowed.  “I am honored to meet a Matron of the Order.” 
 
Even I could taste the dripping sarcasm in that, sharp and bitter. 
 
Rose’s eyes opened wide, and so did her mouth. 
 
“Stop!” I called before she could say a word.  Both ladies looked at me, surprised. 
 
I shook my head.  “I don’t know what’s going on, but it’s going to stop.  Rose, Alex has 

been my assistant for many years.  More than an assistant -- an organizer, a help, so much more.  
Alex, if my students love me, it’s because you organize and run my life so I can spend time with 
them.  Rose, in matters relating to the College and this house, Alex runs things.  Her word is law.  
Do you understand?” 

 
Rose looked at me, eyes wide.  “Alan, I understand.” 
 
I looked to Alex.  “Alex, in matters regarding the Order, and my duty of Service, Rose is 

in charge.  Is that clear?” 
 
Alex nodded.  “Yes, sir,” she said in very precise, even tones. 
 
Too precise, too even tones -- something was going on here.  I glanced from one to the 

other.  “And when the two conflict, I expect you two to work things out.  I will not have you 
squabbling like students vying for my attention.  I expect you to treat each other with 
professional courtesy -- no, far more than that.  Rose, Alex, I expect, no, I want you to treat each 
other as friends.  I know that’s a lot to ask.” 
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They both nodded. 
 
Rose looked down.  “Perhaps it would be best if I were to pack my ...” 
 
“NO!” I interrupted loudly.  Both of them jumped.  I took one of Alex’s hands and one of 

Rose’s, pulling us closer. 
 
“Rose, look at me,” I asked. 
 
She lifted her head, crying silently. 
 
“You gave me your promise that you would not leave until I ask you to.  I am NOT 

asking you to.  I am asking, begging you to stay.  Please.” 
 
Her chin wobbled more.  I dropped Alex’s hand and hugged Rose to me, holding her 

while she cried. 
 
When she finally stopped, I kissed her face, bringing back a slight smile. 
 
“Thank you, Alan,” she whispered. 
 
“You are quite welcome,” I told her, shaking my head slowly.  So many things I didn’t 

understand all of a sudden. 
 
She straightened up.  “I should go talk to Alex.” 
 
“Please -- I need both of you!” 
 
She nodded, smiling, eyebrows raised.  “Yes, you do,” she said softly.  She kissed me on 

the nose, and walked into the kitchen where we could hear Alex puttering. 
 
I shook my head again and returned to the study, to physics, to something I could 

understand. 
 
I heard them in the other room, talking, even laughing.  I felt better. 
 
“Thank you so much, Alex,” I heard Rose saying some time later.  I looked up to see the 

two of them in the foyer, smiling.  They looked to me. 
 
“Alex, at your convenience, please brief Rose on our schedule,” I told her formally. 
 
They looked at each other, and laughed! 
 
Rose put a hand on Alex’s shoulder and said to me, “Alan, we’ve gone over that 

already.” 
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“If that will be all, Sir?” Alex asked. 
 
I was flabbergasted.  “Yes, thanks again.” 
 
The two ladies closed and whispered.  Alex left. 
 
Rose sat across from me, hands folded in her lap, trying to look prim and proper, except 

for the smirk on her face. 
 
“What the hell is going on?” I asked in exasperation. 
 
“With what?” she responded innocently. 
 
“At your offices, for one -- you scared the hell out of me!” 
 
She sighed and sat back in the chair.  “Yes, where to start...  I’m close to ovulating; the 

time change and the stimulation you’ve provided may have changed my timing.  In a week, 
Tuesday perhaps, I’ll be spending a few hours having eggs harvested, and will be uncomfortable 
for a few days.” 

 
“Part of your Service?” I asked. 
 
She nodded.  “Yes; part of the price I pay.  Some times I think it’s so unfair -- you 

produce so much seed, and I produce only a few eggs a month.” 
 
“And your eggs, once harvested?” 
 
She smiled.  “Will be sent to Geneva, so we can have another child.” 
 
I frowned and sat back. 
 
“Unlike your sperm, the eggs don’t keep.  Oh yes Alan, you and I have two dozen 

children so far; nineteen girls and five boys.  The eldest are fourteen now.  I’ve never met them, 
but I do check on them from time to time.  They are all happy, healthy, and loved.  I’ve had 
hundreds of children, so far not carrying a one.” 

 
I looked at her with I’m not sure what feeling.  Our eyes met, a connection made.  So far? 
 
She changed the subject.  “As to the other matters, I report to Geneva, not to the people 

here.  I do not take direction from them.  Quite the opposite, in fact.  They need to understand 
that, and now they do, at least a little.  We made progress.” 

 
“Evasive and nonresponsive,” I replied curtly. 
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She raised an eyebrow.  “Very well.  The locals are still in a snit that I haven’t dragged 
more information out of you, on your notebooks as an example.  They think I’m withholding 
information from them on that and other matters, and I am.” 

 
“Such as?” 
 
She shook her head and made a dismissive gesture.  “The note you received is one -- I 

won’t tell them about that, as they’d interrogate all your students to find the poor girl who gave it 
to you, at the very least.  I know their orders, but I will not violate confidences.  We’ve been far 
too intrusive as it is.” 

 
“Orders?  What orders?” 
 
She frowned.  “Your students are very carefully instructed as to their behaviour with you, 

what they may and may not discuss outside the areas of your tutorials for example.” 
 
My turn to frown.  “And I expect that they’re grilled about such things as well?” 
 
“Oh yes.” 
 
“That will stop, and it will stop now.  I will not have such interference in the tutorial 

process.  Please inform your superiors.” 
 
She nodded, smiling slightly.  “I will.  But if the response is not to your liking?” 
 
I shrugged.  “By Monday morning I’ll have a set speech which I will give to each 

student, telling them I’ve been made aware of these rules, and that I do not accept them.  What 
goes on between tutor and student is confidential.  I expect my students to feel free to ask me 
absolutely anything under the sun, moon, or stars, and I will endeavour to give them the best 
answer I can, knowing that such discussions are confidential between us.” 

 
She smiled more.  “I’ll be happy to help you, but what you’ve said is very good.” 
 
I mulled things over -- a lot to think about in a short while.  “Why did you want me out of 

there?  I would have waited for you.  Am I not safe in that building?” 
 
Her smile vanished.  “No, not at this time.  Until they understand clearly and completely 

that I lead decisions with respect to you, and I report to Geneva, you are not.  I have no doubt 
that if you’d remained, as soon as we were separated, you’d be taken into trance, drugged, or 
both, and the information they want taken from you, at the very least.  I caused quite a snit doing 
what I did, and I did it quite deliberately.  You are a person, Alan, and must be treated with 
respect.  A part of that, as I have explained and demonstrated to them, is the process of informed 
consent.  You are to be informed -- they don’t like that.  You are to be asked for your consent, 
which you may or may not give -- and they really don’t like that.” 

 
“As long as you are here,” I suggested softly. 
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She nodded.  “Yes, there is that.” 
 
“How solid is your backing at Geneva?” 
 
“Strong, and stronger with Margaret there, and the cloud over her finally lifted.” 
 
I looked around the room.  Such a nice nest, a nice prison...  “Somehow I get the feeling 

that there are factions who don’t care if my participation in their programs is consensual or not.” 
 
“Unfortunately, you are quite correct.  The Brazilian may have done us all a grave 

disservice.” 
 
Another frown.  “Who or what is this Brazilian, and what is the relevance?” 
 
She sighed.  “Can we sit on the couch?  Please?” 
 
“Of course,” I said, standing. 
 
She stood and removed the outer layers of her habit, leaving on her undergarments.  We 

sat together on the couch. 
 
“Alan, this is another area which has been kept from you.  When we, in the Order, in the 

field, talk about you, we refer to you as ‘the Indian,’ from your Pueblo heritage.  It’s a somewhat 
ambiguous term, misleading even, and I think that’s one of the reasons it’s used, to confuse 
outsiders.  Another male genetic clear is a man born in Brazil, hence, ‘the Brazilian,’ eight, no 
nine years older than you.  After being compromised by the Chinese, he was essentially 
cloistered -- I believe that’s the term you used earlier.  He led a very sheltered existence, and was 
given very little opportunity to mature socially, psychologically.” 

 
“I’m confused -- is he alive or dead?” 
 
She held my hands.  “A little over six years ago, he attempted suicide -- for the second 

time.” 
 
I nodded, thinking of the timing.  “And part of the response was to drug me, and I expect 

others, my colleagues?” 
 
“Yes, rather than seeking to understand why, look for commonalities, identify and 

address problems, they turned to chemical straitjackets.  A lot of good it did them -- four months 
ago another successfully committed suicide.” 

 
I shook my head.  “And the Brazilian?  He has a name?” 
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“Alberto.  His second attempt wasn’t completely successful.  Essentially, he’s brain dead, 
in a permanent vegetative state.  But the rest of his body is kept alive and functioning.  Like to 
see?” 

 
I contemplated.  “I think so.” 
 
She led me to the computer, authenticating into the Order, through some lists, and 

bringing up a video window.  A hospital room, a body in a bed, wires and tubes.  Data displayed 
on the sides of the window. 

 
“What’s the motion I see?” I pointed to the display. 
 
“Air cushions in the bed in constant motion, to prevent sores, assist in maintaining 

mobility and provide some proprioceptive stimulation,” she answered clinically. 
 
“So he has become testicles with a life support system.” 
 
“Exactly -- and there are those who find him far easier to deal with.” 
 
“If they could clone or support my testicles, they wouldn’t have any use for the rest of me 

-- I’d be free.” 
 
Her eyes widened.  “Correct on the first part -- and they tried, with the Canadian, to 

preserve his testicles, but the poison he used had caused irreversible damage.  But as to the 
second -- you would not be free.” 

 
She sat there, silent, making me ask. 
 
“Why?” 
 
“Because if you were free, you could bestow your gift outside the Order’s control, and 

that could upset the balance of power.” 
 
I held her closer.  “Wouldn’t the United States Government protect me?  I’m still a 

citizen.” 
 
“Look,” she told me, bringing up a different window. 
 
The screen gave her history -- who she was, where she was born, an amazing amount of 

information -- education, you name it.  “Citizenship,” she said, pointing. 
 
That was easy to spot.  In bold red letters it said her citizenship was United Nations/Swiss 

and that she was a Category 1B Protected Person, Special Provisions Apply.  More red text 
followed that, but before I could read it, she cleared the screen. 
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“Let’s see what it says about you,” she said, hitting the keyboard and mouse again.  
“Try.” 

 
I waved my right wrist over the authenticator.  I knew I had, everyone had an 

identification chip implanted at birth. 
 
My window was far shorter, showing only my identification, name, date of birth, and in 

bold red letters United Nations/Swiss citizenship and a Category 1A Protected Person.  After a 
blank line I read in more bold red letters “INTERFERING WITH OR DETAINING A 
CATEGORY 1A PERSON IS A CAPITAL OFFENCE UNDER UNITED NATIONS LAW.”  
The following lines, in bold red text, I guessed were translations of the same dire warning in 
other languages.  Yes, I recognized the French, and the German. 

 
“Why so much less than yours?  Why this difference between 1A and 1B?” I asked, 

pointing at the warning. 
 
She put a hand on my back.  “If we ran one of your students, we’d have to scroll through 

many windows of data, showing essentially their life history.  Almost everything about you is 
classified, unavailable except to a very few.  As a member of the Order, I can see more 
information about you.  To anyone else, you’d probably show up as a U.N. diplomat and nothing 
else.  A little more is available on me, as clear females are far more in number, more every day.” 

 
I shook my head.  She blanked the screen.  We returned to the couch, holding each other. 
 
“How do you feel, Alan?” 
 
I moved my head between her breasts and my arms around her waist.  “Shocked, 

somewhat numb.  Is it safe for me to go outside the walls again?” 
 
She held me.  “Yes, I believe it is, if we’re careful.  There are a few places I wouldn’t 

take you to, Rome for instance, or the States, but I think it’s safe for you travel.” 
 
I closed my eyes, retreating into her warmth.  “I was more worried about walking to the 

dining hall, or the Science buildings.” 
 
She chuckled and squeezed me.  “Oh Alan -- I hope I haven’t scared you that much.  So 

many of these things are tempests in a teapot.” 
 
“Still not good for the teapot.” 
 
“True, very true.” 
 
“You said there have been assassinations -- tell me more?” 
 
“The last were about five years ago.  One to a systemic poison, the other a bomb.  Many 

people died in each incident.  The more interesting one, an unsuccessful attempt, was on our 
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friend the Brazilian, about ten years ago now.  A sordid political tale -- a so-called noble woman 
of a Spanish family was sent to him to produce a clean heir.  A rival family found out about it 
and made a fuss in the press, playing the Catholic religion card.  In doing so, enough clues to his 
location surfaced so that Brazilian religious fanatics attempted to take him out using a truck 
loaded with explosives.  Leveled a city block, if I recall correctly.  He escaped -- he was being 
watched by the Chinese, who ‘rescued’ him and had him for almost two weeks before he was 
recaptured or returned, or whatever you might consider it.  Significant changes were made as a 
result of that incident.” 

 
“That’s about the time Alex joined me,” I mused. 
 
She squeezed me deliciously, slipping off her top and taking me to a nipple, cradling my 

head.  “That’s enough excitement for one day, darling...” 
 
Yes it was -- I needed her comfort, warmth, and safety.  After a while on the couch, she 

took me upstairs.  She told me she needed it too.  She melted me into her, and later took us both 
to the heights of passion. 

 
We made it out of bed in time for lunch on Sunday.  That afternoon we both worked, 

preparing for the week ahead.  We also discussed the matter of my notebooks, and Rose 
proposed an approach which I found acceptable. 

 
We placed a call to Geneva shortly before supper.  Once we were assured the line was 

secure, Rose jumped into it.  The spying on my students must end.  I was going to travel.  Rose 
gave them the ‘proposal’ for my notebooks, which sounded more like an ultimatum.  She 
requested that Sister Deev from Johns Hopkins join us to work on the notebooks with me; I 
would make time available every day to assist her.  She would keep me informed as to what she 
and others learned. 

 
They actually spoke directly to me as well, asking if I would work with Rose to get more 

information about Sherry.  I glanced to Rose, who smiled and nodded.  I thanked our callers for 
asking, and told them we would have time to do that during this next week.  Another person 
asked how I was feeling.  I couldn’t help but be cynical, expressing surprise that they were 
interested in my feelings.  As soon as I’d said that I regretted it, until Rose put a hand on my 
shoulder, smiled and nodded.  After a somewhat lengthy pause on the other end, they told me 
that my feelings and psychological well-being were very much important to them.  Was there 
anything I needed?  I asked that they tell Sister Margaret that I missed her very much, and 
couldn’t begin to thank her for all she had done for me; I looked forward to seeing her again.  
Rose gave me a hug at that, and someone at the other end of the call said they’d be very happy to 
pass the message along. 

 
All in all, the call was more cordial than I’d expected.  If anything, the local Order was in 

for heat, excuse me, “a better understanding of their roles and responsibilities.”  I jotted that 
phrase down for the next time I had to speak to a student who had fallen off the path. 
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We arranged to speak again in a week.  They told me specifically to call if I felt issues 
were not being addressed.  Rose smiled at that.  She smiled more when I told them I had full 
faith in Rose. 

 
When we ended the call, Rose threw her arms around me.  We started necking on the 

couch, and ended up pulling down two of the cushions so we could make love on the floor.  
Afterwards, I propped up her bottom with another cushion so I could run upstairs for a sample 
kit; I brought down three, putting two in a desk drawer. 

 
We walked to the dining hall for a late supper, which was positively ghastly, British 

cuisine at its worst!  I told Rose we could go back and have Alex fetch take-away for us, we had 
very good Chinese and Indian available, but she insisted in suffering through it. 

 
Monday went surprisingly well.  I woke early, or was almost awake as Rose led us to 

mutual delirium.  I showered alone, dressed, and kissed her on the forehead before returning to 
my usual Monday - Wednesday - Friday exercise regime.  When I got back, my initial panic 
dissipated -- while Rose wasn’t there, her bag was still in the bedroom.  I gave my little speech to 
my students; the younger ones listened with wide eyes; the older ones nodding appreciatively.  
One of my doctoral students told me that she hadn’t cooperated with “them” for years. 

 
At dinner I asked Rose how she’d spent her day.  She laughed and shook her head -- she 

had a great deal of work to do, let alone smoothing out the ‘rough spots’ with the local Order.  
She told me that was going well, with only one call to Geneva today. 

 
Walking back, she asked if I had anything special I’d like to do. 
 
“We could dig into Sherry,” I told her as we walked hand in hand.  “Answer some 

questions and give people some information, let them know we’re not totally defiant.” 
 
She chuckled and squeezed my hand.  “Yes, it would help on a number of fronts.” 
 
“I need about 45 minutes to get ready,” she told me when we were in my residence. 
 
“Good -- I’ll review notes for tomorrow.  Give me a shout.” 
 
Even though my research area is quantum field theory, particularly gravity in what’s 

commonly called the “revised model,” I really enjoy teaching.  One of my favourite subjects is 
thermodynamics; that’s what I have Tuesday.  I spent time reviewing and planning.  Such bright 
students!  I really was quite lucky. 

 
“Ready?” 
 
I glanced up to see Rose standing in the doorway, wearing her gray undergarments. 
 
“All yours,” I said, standing and leaving the books for tomorrow. 
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“Why don’t you get ready for bed,” she suggested as we walked up the stairs. 
 
I went through my routine in the bathroom.  When I returned to the bedroom, she’d put a 

large towel in my reading chair.  I took that as a suggestion, and had a seat. 
 
She pulled up the footstool, then picked up a notepad and a little gadget. 
 
“Alan, I’ll be recording this, for my own use later on.  I will delete the recording when 

I’m done with it; it will not leave this building.  Is that acceptable?  I can work without it, but 
would prefer to have it to reference later.” 

 
I nodded.  “That’s okay -- go ahead with the recording, and thank you for asking.” 
 
She smiled and set the gadget on the little table by the chair.  “You’re quite welcome.  

You get the easy part -- all you have to do is relax and let it happen.” 
 
I leaned back, taking a breath, letting it out and relaxing. 
 
“That’s good, Alan -- another breath and relax...” 
 
She touched my forehead as I exhaled.  A tingle ran through me as I let her voice take me 

deep into trance. 
 

End of Part 2 
Rev 2006/10/05 
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3 
 
I was in my university library study room in Las Cruces.  Sherry was sitting across from 

me, wearing her usual, denim pants and a close-fitting soft top, the lavender velour one I liked so 
much, the way the colours shifted along the soft curve of her full breasts. 

 
Books on the table -- for our literature class, for my classes. 
 
But something was out of place -- the thermodynamics text on the table wasn’t the one I 

studied, it was the one I co-authored, the one I taught from. 
 
“What should we do first?” Sherry asked me. 
 
Her brown eyes were so soft and inviting.  I felt nervous around her, felt it in my chest, in 

my thighs, my palms getting wet and my mouth getting dry. 
 
“Are you nervous, Alan?  Let me help you relax,” she invited, opening her arms. 
 
That only tightened the feeling in my chest.  Glancing at the clock, I knew -- in the 

building next door, my mom had office hours.  I could drop by; she never minded when I 
dropped by, and I did that so seldom anymore. 

 
“I need to visit my mother, for just a few minutes,” I told Sherry. 
 
“You’re upset -- I can help,” Sherry whispered, brushing my cheek with a fingertip as her 

other hand pressed on my back, bringing me closer, sending shivers through me. 
 
Oh, I wanted her -- but I wanted to see my mom so bad; I hadn’t seen her in so long. 
 
“It’s okay, sweetie -- let me hold you and help you relax,” Sherry whispered, pulling me 

closer. 
 
I cried.  Mom was next door, in her office on the second floor, her little office strewn 

with papers and books, pictures I’d drawn as a little kid on the walls, the picture of her and dad 
hanging above her computer display.  Dad was teaching, but he’d be done in an hour and we’d 
meet at his office and go home together.  Dad would drive, and we’d talk about our day.  Mom 
and I would fix dinner while dad walked the fence surrounding the house.  Oh how I missed 
them; how I needed to tell them I loved them, how I needed to see them one more time. 

 
“It’s okay, sweetie -- I’ve got you,” Sherry whispered, holding me closer. 
 
I held her as I cried. 
 
“Let’s start at the beginning,” she whispered.  I held her. 
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She spoke as she held me, rocking me gently, helping me relax.  It was hard, oh so hard, 
but we did it.  Then she started taking me up and down.  It was so nice to drift, floating in the 
softness of her voice.  I didn’t want to come up.  But when I did, I looked for the clock again, not 
wanting to be late, wanting to see my parents, wanting so much.  But we had plenty of time.  She 
took me down once more, down so deep, so relaxed, so comfortable, so safe with her. 

 
“Coming back to me; three, feeling your hands and feet; two, another deep breath; one, 

eyes open, so relaxed and peaceful.” 
 
I opened my eyes; back in my bedroom in Oxford, looking at Rose. 
 
I burst into tears, reaching for her. 
 
She held me. 
 
“I never got to say goodbye to them,” I cried. 
 
“I know,” she whispered. 
 
Remembering what she’d been through made it all the more painful. 
 
We moved to the bed and she held me.  I clutched her, wanting the sound of her heartbeat 

to drown out the pain.  I wanted her to take it all away again, but she held me and I cried.  She 
cried with me.  I guess we ran out of tears eventually, and went to sleep. 

 
I woke in the morning so hungry for her, moving closer, finding a nipple, and then in the 

space of a breath, things were so much better. 
 
“You’re smiling,” Rose remarked as she sat up in bed. 
 
I nodded, feeling the warmth of her skin.  “Yes -- with good reason.” 
 
She frowned and I reached to touch her forehead. 
 
“You’ve been here a week,” I told her, “Those first few days -- I wasn’t sure it was real.  

Now...” 
 
She interrupted, grabbing me, grabbing me and sobbing. 
 
I held her.  “I hope those are happy tears,” I whispered.  She kissed me.  I guessed they 

were. 
 
As we finished breakfast later, I asked, “What did we learn last night?” 
 
Rose looked at me and sighed.  “A great deal...  I have some calls to make, some people 

to talk to this morning.”  Then she smirked.  “And some things to try in the next few days.” 
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I held her hand.  “I like that look better.  And I do feel better this morning.  Last night 

was quite a surprise to me as well.  But I’m glad we did it, glad it came out.” 
 
“Will I see you for lunch?” I asked as we cleaned up our little kitchen -- surprise, in only 

a week, it had become “our” kitchen. 
 
“Oh yes -- I’m not going to cause too much trouble this morning.” 
 
A cold thought -- I moved closer, putting my arms around her waist.  “Next week -- your 

procedure...” 
 
“Harvesting eggs?  Don’t worry, I’m used to it.  It takes an hour or two.  I’m 

uncomfortable for a few days.  But you’ll be well taken care of, I promise.”  She smiled more 
and wiggled her hips. 

 
“It’s not that I worry about,” I told her seriously. 
 
She gave me a serious look in return. 
 
“I’m concerned -- I know what they’ve done to me.  No, I don’t know what they’ve done, 

but I’m concerned.  How long would it take them to have you come out singing ‘I’m a little 
teapot’?” 

 
She sighed and nodded with a very serious look.  “Not very long -- for either of us.” 
 
“How do we protect you?” 
 
She glanced up for a moment.  “Deev will be here -- I’ll have her attend, and I’ll talk to 

Geneva.  It’s a valid concern, as I’m medicated for the procedure.  Thank you, darling.” 
 
“For worrying?” 
 
“For worrying about me.” 
 
When we met at the dining hall for lunch, she was all smiles.  “Your morning went 

well?” I asked. 
 
“Yes, very.  Geneva is sending someone to do the retrieval next week -- and I’ll have 

Deev there as well.  How did your morning go?” 
 
I smiled.  “It went well.  Very good students.  Alex said something about my schedule 

later in the week?  To ask you?” 
 
“Oh good -- I’ll chat with her this afternoon.” 
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“What’s going on?” 
 
She smiled, an evasive female smile.  “We’re trying, darling.” 
 
I knew better than to push it further! 
 
My afternoon tutorials went well; Rose met with Alex about something.  I’d find out 

eventually. 
 
We had a second computer installed, and I guess mine was substantially upgraded in the 

process.  Now we could both work in the evening, if we weren’t busy doing other things... 
 
After dinner, we’d been working quietly for a while.  I looked up as Rose was taken by a 

girl’s happy-giggle-fit, bouncing in her chair.  She turned to me and gave me a big hug. 
 
“Like to tell me?” I asked. 
 
She squeezed me tighter.  “Oh, it’s working out so well!  Deev will be here Sunday 

afternoon!” 
 
It was quite obvious she was very happy with this prospect.  “Wonderful!  Like to tell me 

about her?” 
 
Surprisingly, that sobered her quickly.  “Alan, we’ve known each other for a while, 

we’ve ... worked together, closely, and ...” 
 
I nodded, still smiling.  “I understand; don’t worry about it.”  I’d had students meet in my 

tutorials and fall madly in love with each other before.  It was the falling out that caused the 
problems... 

 
She smiled, our foreheads touching.  “Oh...  You’re going to like her as well, I know...” 
 
“Oh?” 
 
She chuckled.  “You’ll see, silly.” 
 
“Is she Indian?  Hindu?” 
 
“No!  Why?” 
 
“Well, from her name...” 
 
Rose laughed again.  She pulled us to the couch.  “Her real name is Angela.  She’s a 

statistician, an analyst.  Because of her, ah, personality, someone called her ‘standard deviation,’ 
and that got shortened to Deev.” 
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I raised an eyebrow. 
 
“She’s very, very good,” Rose tried to repair the damage. 
 
“...and when she’s bad, she’s fantastic?” I suggested. 
 
Rose gave me a mock-offended look, but couldn’t keep a straight face.  “Let’s go upstairs 

-- I’ll show you how good I can be...” 
 
My last tutorial on Wednesday ends at three.  Shortly after my students departed, Alex 

came in. 
 
“We’ve revised your schedule slightly,” she informed me, handing me a piece of paper as 

Rose entered the room. 
 
Friday tutorials have never been popular.  I never liked them as a student, even though I 

didn’t have places to flit off to for the weekend.  Currently I only had one, Friday morning from 
eleven to twelve.  That was moved to late Thursday afternoon, leaving Friday morning with only 
my exercise routine.  My other Thursday tutorials had been moved up slightly, and a bit taken 
out of lunch. 

 
“Have the students been approached about these changes?” 
 
Rose smiled.  “Oh yes, they’ve all agreed.” 
 
“And why are we doing this?” I inquired. 
 
“To free up your time,” was the sphinx-like response.  I knew from the way they smiled I 

wasn’t going to get anything more out of them. 
 
Rose looked at the clock.  “Oh, and we have a visitor at four.” 
 
I picked up a group of papers I had to review, and a red pen.  “At least I have time to get 

some reading done.” 
 
Alex made a face.  “Please do it upstairs!  That loo has a fan!”  She waved a hand in front 

of her face in mock disgust. 
 
“Feed me roses,” I mumbled in reply. 
 
The ladies laughed.  I went upstairs for a period of relative tranquility. 
 
I returned after completing two of the three papers.  Rose was puttering happily. 
 
“And who is our visitor?” I asked. 
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“She’ll be along shortly,” Rose informed me cheerily. 
 
I sat at the desk and took my notes. 
 
A knock on the door -- Rose answered it. 
 
“Please come in, dear; you’re early.” 
 
I remained seated, hoping I wore a scowl appropriate to an Oxford tutor. 
 
But who did Rose appear with but one of the young ladies I’d seen at the reception desk 

at her Order’s offices!  Quite an attractive lass she seemed to be as well. 
 
“Alan, this is Jessica.  She is still in training, and agreed to come over this afternoon.” 
 
I nodded, staying seated at my desk. 
 
Rose gave me a firm and displeased look. 
 
I closed my notebook and walked around the desk to greet our visitor.  “I am pleased to 

meet you, Jessica.  How may I be of Service?” 
 
She blushed at that. 
 
“Silly me -- I didn’t mean to embarrass you,” I half-apologized.  Still, I knew why they 

had offices here, and so did she -- I’d handed her sealed-up sample kits. 
 
“Oh, please sit down, Alan,” Rose said in an amused tone. 
 
I sat on the couch. 
 
“Continue, dear,” Rose told Jessica. 
 
“Thank you for agreeing to help with my training,” Jessica said, standing in front of me.  

I could tell she was a bit nervous. 
 
“What would you like me to do?” I asked, looking up to pretty brown eyes. 
 
She took off the top of her habit, and the head covering they wear, wimple?  Her hair was 

short and black. 
 
She removed her simple gray top; her breasts were full and ripe, held in a plain bra.  She 

fiddled with the center clasp. 
 
She stepped closer and pulled my head to her, nestling me between her breasts.  “Hold 

me, please,” she whispered. 
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I put my arms around her waist and let my eyes close.  I enjoyed her warmth and her 

scent, and was soon drifting in her embrace. 
 
“Alan?” 
 
I opened my eyes and sat up.  I was still on the couch.  “Where is our visitor?” I inquired. 
 
Rose sat next to me, rubbing my back.  “Oh, she went back.” 
 
I glanced at the clock.  Over an hour had passed.  “I take it things went well?” 
 
She smiled, almost chuckled.  “Yes, very.  You were quite a help.” 
 
“She seemed nervous.” 
 
“We all were at one time, and we all are at some times.” 
 
I raised her hand and kissed it.  “Very true.” 
 
I took a deep breath.  “I feel like a walk.  ‘Bird and baby’ for dinner?  Is it dry out?” 
 
She frowned a bit but smiled.  “A local pub?  I don’t think we’re in for rain.  Let me 

check.”  She kissed me on the forehead as she stood up. 
 
I stood up and stretched a bit.  I felt quite rested.  Oh well. 
 
Rose returned with my coat and her cloak.  “Alex says we’ll stay dry.  Are we going to 

‘The Eagle and Child’ pub?  My colleagues recommend it highly.” 
 
I nodded as I helped her with her cloak and put on my coat.  “Yes.  I went there quite 

often in my early years.  It’s still a favourite haunt of the literature types.  Good food, good 
pudding, and they’ll nip out for Indian or Chinese if you like.  Haven’t been there in months.” 

 
The walk over was good, the food and ale were good, and the walk back refreshing.  I 

was feeling quite talkative for some reason. 
 
“We should do that more often,” I suggested to Rose as we hung up our coats, back in the 

cozy warm. 
 
We went to the study.  Rose tapped her computer, shrugged, and turned to me with a 

smile.  “Sit with me?” she asked, moving to the couch. 
 
I nodded and sat while she removed her heavy top, leaving the thin gray undergarment. 
 
“What do you remember of this afternoon?” she asked. 



A Life of Service 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 65 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

 
“What in particular?” I asked in reply. 
 
“Our visitor?” 
 
“Oh!  Jessica?  Nice, nicely put together, somewhat nervous, soft and warm.” 
 
Rose nodded.  “Do you remember anything else?  Anything she said or did?” 
 
It was hard to frown when recalling such things.  “She was soft, warm, and held me very 

nicely.  I tend to fade out when such things happen.  The next thing I remember, you called me 
and helped me sit up.  I was actually surprised I was still clothed,” I ended with a smirk. 

 
Rose nodded, a neutral expression on her face.  “Close your eyes for a moment, darling.” 
 
I closed my eyes; I thought I heard her move.  I felt her hands on my head, her hands 

pulling me to her, holding me gently. 
 
“Think about this afternoon with Jessica, and long ago with Sherry.  Did Sherry hold you 

that way?” 
 
“Oh yes,” I answered quickly. 
 
“Was the scent similar?” 
 
“Mmm...  With jasmine and maybe sandalwood...” 
 
She asked more questions, when, how often.  It was interesting -- I was somewhere 

between being there again, and watching it like I was watching a movie.  “A week or so after we 
started studying together, she said she was cold -- could I hold her?  She was wearing a short-
sleeve velour top, and I could tell she was cold.  I was a little nervous, but I held her, and soon 
she had me nestled so nicely...  We did that for weeks.  So nice...”  I burrowed in closer. 

 
“Was that before or after you started kissing?” 
 
“Oh, weeks before.  Funny, I didn’t remember that.  Must not have been important...” 
 
She squeezed me, moving my head, and I was back in Sherry’s arms.  She was saying 

something; I couldn’t quite understand it, even though it felt like I was repeating every word. 
 
It was clearer now, how she held me.  We both liked it so much.  And after we started 

kissing, and she helped me relax, some days she’d just hold me, at first with her top on, then with 
her top off, the scent stronger, oh so nice -- I wanted to drown myself in that scent and her 
warmth and softness.  Holding, squeezing, relaxing, so safe. 

 
“Alan?” 
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I opened my eyes, looking at Rose.  I hugged her close again.  We sat up. 
 
She was smiling, shaking her head back and forth. 
 
“What did we learn?” I asked. 
 
“This afternoon with Jessica -- do you remember having an orgasm?  Ejaculating?” 
 
I frowned. 
 
She touched my forehead, as I touched hers when she frowned. 
 
“Touché,” I whispered.  “No, I don’t.  Not at all.” 
 
She nodded again.  “And do you remember me telling you something, something that 

made you very excited and very happy?” 
 
“Not at all.  I remember her holding me, then you woke me.  Nothing between the two.” 
 
“I made a recording, if you’d like to view it.  Jessica needs the recording for her 

evaluation.  She did very well.  I may have her practice more with you.” 
 
I leaned against Rose, my head on her shoulder.  “Explain, please.” 
 
Rose held me, rocking gently.  “Oh Alan...  She was practicing standard sample 

collection technique, the technique we use to collect the first sample from a male.  She used a 
mixture of drugs -- one that lowers resistance, a euphoric that stimulates pleasure centers and 
relaxes muscles, and a third that induces short-term amnesia.  It was invented by your 
government for covert interrogation of suspected terrorists.  It allows us to take samples 
surreptitiously, without raising suspicions or alarms.  Very effective.” 

 
I shook my head, burrowing into her shoulder.  “Yes, very.  So that’s another, what, 

twenty or so Sherry got from me?” 
 
“Yes.  And you’re recalling the language patterns she used as well -- she worked quickly 

at first, relying on drugs, but then started working in depth as it seemed she’d have more time 
with you.  We’re very lucky we got you when we did.” 

 
I sat up and looked her in the eye.  “Oh?” 
 
“Alan, I don’t want to frighten you ...” 
 
“...anymore than necessary,” I interrupted. 
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She managed a slight smile.  “While these techniques cannot be used to make you do 
something you truly do not want to do, when we associate with a very strong desire, with strong 
feelings and sensations, pleasurable sensations, practically anything is possible.” 

 
“I’d be speaking Chinese,” I whispered. 
 
A slight rise in an eyebrow, a slight movement of her head answered me. 
 
I couldn’t help it.  “But I’m safe, because The Order would only use these techniques for 

good.” 
 
She smirked, then sighed.  “You understand all too well.  I wish more of my Sisters did.” 
 
I sat back.  “A lot to absorb in one sitting...”  I looked at Rose.  “She really did me, 

though?  Jessica?” 
 
She sat back, smiling a little, putting an arm around my shoulders.  “Yes, she did.” 
 
I shook my head.  “Sorry I missed it.” 
 
Rose laughed.  “You didn’t -- you just don’t remember.  You enjoyed it very much.  So 

did she.  And I used the opportunity to impress on Jessica that her subject was in a highly 
vulnerable state, and should be treated with care and respect.” 

 
“Something I dare say isn’t part of the standard protocol.” 
 
“Not at all,” she snorted. 
 
“And what did you tell me that got me so excited?” 
 
She grinned.  “Can’t you remember?” 
 
I gave her my best “Oxford Don disappointed with a student” look. 
 
To which she broke into laughter!  “Oh, you are priceless some times!” 
 
“Not me, just my seed.” 
 
She pushed her lower lip out in mock-pout.  “Have I offended you?” 
 
“Of course not,” I said, pulling her to a hug. 
 
“Like something you can remember?” she whispered in my ear. 
 
“Yes -- but I’d like to give you something to remember first.” 
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“Ahh --  that would be delightful.”  She stood, pulling me to my feet.  “Shall we, 
darling?” she suggested. 

 
I turned out the lights as we went upstairs. 
 
I woke to the alarm Friday morning.  When I looked at the clock, it was early -- very 

early.  I rolled over and reached for Rose, but she was already out of bed. 
 
“Get up -- we need to get going,” she told me. 
 
“Why?  It’s warm in here, if lonely.” 
 
She peered at me from the bathroom doorway.  “We’re going to the Roman ruins at Bath 

today -- if you get up!” 
 
It took a few seconds for that to filter through, and then I was up and on my feet! 
 
I joined her in the shower.  “Bath?  Really?” 
 
She handed me the soap and a washcloth.  “Shower, really -- wash my back.” 
 
I was nervous, almost giddy.  “You told me about this the other day, with Jessica?” 
 
She managed a chuckle.  “Yes, and you were like a little kid, hopping up and down, until 

we grabbed you and got a nipple in your mouth again.” 
 
I’d soaped her back, so I snuggled up close to get soap on me.  “Thank you,” I whispered 

in her ear.  “Now turn around so we can do the front.” 
 
My favourite way to shower -- she turned in my arms and we spread the soap around as 

we kissed, working up a good healthy foam. 
 
The next surprise, as I was drying off, was seeing her put on something other than her 

habit! 
 
“Is that permitted?” I asked. 
 
She smirked.  “Oh yes, for some of these trips, it’s required!” 
 
“We’ve more than one planned?!” 
 
She laughed.  “Calm down!  We’re working on it, but we have to see how you behave!” 
 
Opening the bedroom door once we were dressed, I smelled bacon and eggs.  I rushed 

downstairs to find Alex in the kitchen fixing breakfast. 
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“You’re in on this as well?” I asked. 
 
She nodded.  “I’m driving.” 
 
“That your bag by the door?” Rose asked as she entered the kitchen. 
 
“Yes -- you packed?  One egg or two?” 
 
“Almost -- two please.  Be right back.” 
 
“Bags?  We’re staying overnight?” I asked. 
 
Alex shook her head.  “Yes, and driving back tomorrow afternoon or evening.  You and 

Rose share a room, and I’m in the adjoining.” 
 
I sat down and picked up my cup of tea.  I tried to be nonplussed, but my hands were 

shaking.  In over twenty years, I’d barely made it to the Fens! 
 
I was quiet as we ate.  Alex talked about the trip.  I hadn’t thought about it, but road 

maintenance was one of many things that had faltered post-Change, one of those manpower-
intensive tasks.  With limited manpower, only major routes could be maintained by the central 
authority these days.  Some communities maintained portions themselves.  When I remarked on 
that, Rose told me Oxford enjoyed improved rail and road access because of my presence. 

 
As we were ready to leave, I stopped at the front door, remembering. 
 
“Alan, what’s the matter?” Rose asked, hand on my shoulder. 
 
“I don’t know whether to laugh or cry,” I told her. 
 
“What?” 
 
I looked to her, and to Alex.  “My father -- whenever we drove somewhere, the last thing 

before we walked out the door, he asked, ‘Did everybody go to the bathroom?’” 
 
Rose smiled.  “You go upstairs.  We’ll use the downstairs.”  She kissed me on the cheek. 
 
For some reason, Rose carried two bags, I carried one, and Alex carried none at all, 

leading us to a garage where our car awaited.  It was flanked by two young women who stood 
attentively as we approached. 

 
“All ready?” Alex inquired out loud, then whispered something I didn’t hear.  The other 

two women smiled and relaxed.  We loaded our bags and ourselves into the little fuel-cell 
vehicle and were soon on our way.  I was actually escaping! 
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Getting back into the car Saturday afternoon, once we were on our way I exclaimed, 
“God, can I talk now?” 

 
Rose and Alex laughed.  “Not quite what you expected?” Rose asked. 
 
“Alex,” I said, exhausted and sore, “I couldn’t have survived without your help.” 
 
“I know,” she agreed. 
 
I moved my shoulders and looked at my hands.  “I wanted to learn about the Romans, not 

live like them!”  That got more laughter. 
 
I’d never worked as hard, physically.  I understood the duty of Service -- part of the post-

Change world.  Even at our College, Grad students taught (but didn’t they always?), and 
undergrads do other things, such as serving in the dining hall.  I’d helped with painting and 
landscaping as an undergrad.  I still helped during the summers.  But when we arrived at the 
ruins, surprise -- we joined a crew of students on a renovation project. 

 
“Maybe we should visit Champagne during grape-picking season,” I half-suggested. 
 
“Ooh, that’s back-breaking labor!” Rose cried. 
 
“But grapes are a hell of a lot smaller and lighter than the stone blocks we moved!” 
 
“I’ll agree with that!” Alex added. 
 
I’d been put to work moving stone from point A to point B.  Surprisingly, Alex joined 

me, and was a great help -- much stronger than she looks.  We did have a number of talks about 
the old Roman baths, and time to look around. 

 
“I’m glad you took it so well,” Rose told me, rubbing a shoulder. 
 
“My hands are a mess,” I told her. 
 
“Poor baby,” Alex tossed in. 
 
“Last night after dinner -- why was that woman so surprised I knew Latin?  I understand 

why they didn’t know who I was.”  During a tour, we stopped at a wishing well.  A number of 
“wishes” were on display, written in Latin.  I read one, translating it out loud: the writer 
complaining he’d been sold a sick cow, and wishing for the seller’s eyes to fall out. 

 
“They don’t run into that many men,” Rose responded. 
 
That response didn’t sit well.  Especially when Alex gave her a nasty look. 
 
“Like to rephrase that, or expand on it?” I suggested. 
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She shook her head for a moment. 
 
“Later, if you prefer,” I offered. 
 
“No,” she told us, looking to Alex, then to me.  “Alan, what’s the percentage of male 

births, in unselected pregnancies?” 
 
“Usually quoted as thirty to forty percent,” I suggested.  “Is that number bogus?” 
 
“No, it’s an accurate spread, but it’s a spread, over a large population.  I’m sure Deev can 

give you a much better presentation.  With Northern European whites, it’s about twenty percent, 
just over one in five.” 

 
“So I should stay busy?” I offered in partial humor. 
 
She smiled, and Alex actually laughed. 
 
“We’ll keep you busy, but for clears the unselected distribution is pretty much fifty-

fifty,” Rose confirmed.  Her brief smile disappeared.  “Over the non-clear population, how is 
I.Q. distributed?” 

 
I shrugged.  “Over a statistically significant population, it should be a Gaussian 

distribution about a norm.” 
 
Rose gave me a frowning smile.  “You’ll get along with Deev really well.  I’ll be honest 

and say I’ve heard those terms before.  What’s the norm?” 
 
I thought for a moment before answering.  “From your question, I get the feeling there’s a 

divergence between female and male populations -- but wait a minute -- over time wouldn’t that 
pull down the entire ensemble?” 

 
“Oh yeah, you and Deev speak the same language.  She says ‘highly skewed’ and the 

male number varies by regional genetic characteristics, but it’s bad.  Cognitive specialists talk 
about ‘trainables’ -- that’s in the 65 to 70 I.Q. range.” 

 
Alex spoke tightly but clearly, “And that’s a big reason behind the Eugenics Acts.” 
 
Suddenly sore muscles didn’t matter.  “If they breed, they take the entire race down?” 
 
Rose nodded.  “It’s not just intellectual -- it’s a whole host of problems, from 

maintenance and support to susceptibility to disease -- Alzheimer’s, autoimmune...  Margaret can 
explain that dimension.” 
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I frowned.  I recalled overhearing a remark from dinner last night, a disparaging, “at least 
he worked for it,” remark as I had seconds.  I had been very hungry.  “So it’s the additional drain 
on resources as well?” 

 
“Yes,” Rose agreed, “especially on manpower.  The Change reduced our use of many 

resources, but so much work still needs to be done.  We got to experience that firsthand.” 
 
“First hand, leg, and back,” I suggested.  “I’ll stick to painting trim, although I haven’t 

been able to do that for years.” 
 
Alex made a grunting noise.  “Like to imagine what some people said when they learned 

you were three meters up on a ladder wielding a paintbrush?” 
 
“It was fun, and I was good at it,” I said in my defense. 
 
Alex shook her head.  “Inhaling paint fumes...” 
 
Rose added, “It’s all about the risk-benefit ratio.” 
 
“I like being outdoors occasionally...” 
 
Both ladies broke into laughter. 
 
I shook my head.  Time to change the subject.  “Were we that close?  Are we still that 

close?” 
 
“The debate goes on,” Rose told us, “But a lot of us feel we’ve passed the crisis point.  

But there’s still a difference between genetic and sociological survival.” 
 
“So the weeding continues,” Alex threw in. 
 
That startled me.  No, a lot of things I’d learned about Alex on this trip startled me.  The 

simple language and tone of voice she used around me before was gone.  She was decisive, 
analytical, and strong -- mentally and physically -- she kept both of us going yesterday when I 
was ready to stop.  Add leadership to that; I’d been ready to quit and she got me back on track 
quickly.  I don’t remember what she’d said, but I’d taken it as a challenge. 

 
“In some areas, within some populations, it has to,” Rose continued on Alex’s remark, 

“unless you want inherited disease and disability to become the norm.  Yes, I know, in other 
areas, those same programs may not have as seemingly altruistic a motivation.  Remember, we 
won’t be out of the woods until we go a generation without the virus, and we’re not there yet.” 

 
“We’re not?  I don’t hear about outbreaks.  Oh -- I don’t hear about a lot of things.” 
 
“It’s not just you who doesn’t hear.  Remember, once infected, people carry the virus 

until they die.  With proper therapy, maternal transmission, from infected mother to child is 
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preventable.  But it’s expensive, requiring intensive drugs therapy through birth and precluding 
breast feeding, so it’s limited.  We still don’t completely understand reactivation, but when that 
happens, the cycle starts over again.  The number of carriers is relatively small, hopefully getting 
smaller every year.  That’s a very tough part of the problem.” 

 
“I thought there was a natural immunity.” 
 
“For some,” Rose said.  “We’re immune, as are the vast majority of our offspring, a 

positive example of autosomal dominance.  The virus can’t get established in the immune 
population.  But others are asymptomatic -- carriers who don’t get ill.  Without testing, it’s hard 
to distinguish the two populations.  And over time, those two populations will dominate.” 

 
“Are carriers, even latents, restricted in terms of travel?” 
 
Rose smiled, the first smile I’d seen in a bit.  “In the past, yes.  But in the last few years, 

some have even been encouraged to move, to relocate.” 
 
“Why?” 
 
“Think about it...” 
 
“Oh!  Put them in populations where they’re surrounded by immunes -- reduce the risk.” 
 
“Way too altruistic...  The other extreme?” suggested Alex. 
 
“Yes,” agreed Rose, “those exist as well -- and we watch carefully, to make sure they’re 

treated well.” 
 
A cold thought... “And which camp are my students in?” I asked. 
 
Rose provided an answer.  “They are not screened, at least not officially.  Antiretrovirals 

which greatly reduce the risk of infection or reactivation are made available to all students, 
faculty, and staff as part of the health scheme.  And if anyone near you takes ill, they receive 
immediate care.” 

 
“Whether they like it or not,” I suggested. 
 
Alex nodded her head. 
 
Time to shift...  I rolled my shoulders again; sore.  “I need a massage...” 
 
Rose fished in her bag.  “Let’s see if we can set up anything for tonight,” she said. 
 
But as she pulled out her handi, Alex put a hand on it and commanded loudly, “NO!” 
 
Rose folded it up and very meekly put it away. 
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Alex told us, “If we arrive before six, and we should, a medical check and a working over 

are prearranged.” 
 
How quickly the simple housekeeping Alex disappeared! 
 
“We’re thinking of Stonehenge next,” Rose suggested. 
 
I moaned out loud.  “Now those rocks are big!” 
 
We all laughed. 
 
We arrived about a quarter past four, and went together to where I had my exercise 

sessions.  We were greeted by the staff and taken off separately.  I was checked quite thoroughly, 
with comments of “an honest day’s labour,” bandied about.  Then it was a very good massage. 

 
After a hot shower (alone), I met Rose in the reception area.  She’d changed back into her 

habit.  “Did you get a massage?” I asked. 
 
She smiled and put her arm in mine.  “Oh yes, very nice.  Dinner?” 
 
I nodded.  “I’m starving!” 
 
A good meal; we took a circuitous route back.  The labour had done me well, not that I 

wanted to do the same every day! 
 
“Stonehenge?” I inquired.  It was cold and damp out, the usual for this time of year. 
 
“Yes, with a group from one of your Colleges; we’ll know mid-week.” 
 
I took a breath, but said, “Thank you.” 
 
Rose chuckled and squeezed my arm.  “This trip will be more intellectual.” 
 
“That’s good.” 
 
“Now let’s get inside -- you need to keep me warm!” 
 
I guess I was frowning as we got ready for bed. 
 
“What is it?” Rose asked. 
 
I shook my head.  “Something about the trip; not sure yet.” 
 
“They’re not used to intelligent men, and we were trying to be quite circumspect.  We 

won’t have to be as closed this next trip.” 
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“That’s not it.  Something about the others.” 
 
“They accepted us quite readily,” Rose pointed out. 
 
“Yes -- even though I felt older, an outsider.” 
 
“Well, your life hasn’t been run-of-the-mill, nor has mine...” 
 
I wiped my face and rehung the towel; amazing how domestic I was getting.  I looked at 

myself in the mirror, and then at Rose. 
 
“Ah, you’ve figured something out?” she asked. 
 
“I’ve figured out a question -- thinking about the students, and us, we all look to be about 

the same age, or at least you certainly do.  I’m not sure how men age; I haven’t many to point to, 
but you certainly looked to be in the same age group.  I remember when we first met, I guessed 
your age at about twenty, but you’re older than that.” 

 
She smiled and nodded, a sad kind of smile, and reached for my hand. 
 
“More story telling?” I inquired. 
 
She nodded.  “More genetics.  Did you know both of us have generations of family 

members who lived into their 90’s?” 
 
“A genetic component to longevity?” 
 
She shrugged.  “Not sure, but there seems to be something.  And, we’re both receiving 

the best care medical science can provide.”  She smirked.  “Ever try to order two desserts in the 
dining hall?” 

 
I shrugged.  “No, oh -- early on I suppose I went through the usual ‘I’m away from home’ 

thing and tried to go a bit wild.” 
 
She smiled.  “But they won’t serve you more.  Nor me -- when we order, our orders are 

checked against dietary guidelines.  Poor Deev is in for quite the shock.  Ever hear, ‘I’m sorry 
sir, we’re out?’ from a server?” 

 
I nodded, smiling.  “They watch to that degree?” 
 
She smiled, nodding as well.  “They do -- they want us to live long, long lives.” 
 
I grunted.  “We should eat at pubs more often.” 
 
She laughed and hugged me.  “How tired are you,” she whispered hotly in my ear. 
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“Mmmm...  Not too tired...” 
 
“I could be on top so you don’t have to do all the work,” she suggested. 
 
I held her.  “That’s what you said last night,” I needled her. 
 
She tried to pull away; I held her close. 
 
“And I don’t mind in the least,” I whispered back, kissing her neck and breathing in her 

ear. 
“Good,” she growled. 
 
I took her hand and we went to bed. 
 

 
End of Part 3 

Rev 2009/12/04 
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4 
 

Deev 
 

I’m a physicist, not an anthropologist or sociologist.  Still, I’d guess that most would 
consider the definitive act of maleness, of aggression, to be sexual insertion.  Guns, swords, all 
those “boy” things, so phallic.  Rose tells me there must be a genetic, archetypal component to 
such behaviour, as boys still play that way, even outnumbered by girls as we are, four or five to 
one.  And the feminine?  Receptive, accepting, nurturing.  Right. 

 
I suppose an anthropologist would say that whenever a niche evolves, that niche will be 

filled. 
 
That brings me to Deev...  Feminine?  Female, certainly, a goddess, an Amazon (two-

breasted, two full, sensuous, and sensitive breasts).  But she’s also the most sexually aggressive 
person I’ve ever met.  “Aggressive breasts” may sound strange and contradictory, but it applies 
to Deev.  No, just make that aggressive.  Everything she does, she does all out. 

 
She entered our lives Sunday morning.  I was at my desk preparing for the upcoming 

week; Rose was puttering in the kitchen.  I saw motion out of the corner of my eye and looked 
up.  A cart was coming along the path to our place. 

 
“I believe someone has arrived,” I called out. 
 
“Deev!” shouted Rose.  She ran to the door, flung it open, and ran outside.  “Deev!” 
 
“Siggy!” was the equally enthusiastic reply. 
 
I got up when the noise moved to the entranceway. 
 
And when I looked, just inside my door, I saw enthusiastic, passionate hugging and 

kissing.  Rose is about my height, Deev at least a head taller. 
 
Rose was grinning from ear to ear when she finally stepped back.  Both of them looked 

pleasantly pink from their mutual greeting.  Deev has a roundish face and sparkling green eyes.  
They were still holding hands. 

 
“Sister Deev, Alan Edwin Grant,” Rose introduced us. 
 
“At your Service,” I tried to say formally, but was having trouble keeping a straight face. 
 
“Deev is here to study your notebooks,” Rose said, poking Deev in the ribs for emphasis. 
 
“Whenever you’re ready,” I said with a smile. 
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The wrong thing to say -- Deev grabbed me, pulling me into a kiss.  I held on; she pushed 
me against the wall with her entire body.  I felt hard nipples and full breasts pressing into me 
almost at my clavicle level.  She was passionate; I responded. 

 
Rose pulled us apart, laughing.  “I said notebooks!” 
 
Deev looked at me, what a lascivious, lusty look!  “Yeah,” she growled. 
 
“Let’s get your things inside,” I suggested. 
 
She had four bags, half technical by the looks and weight of them. 
 
“You’re early!” Rose exclaimed happily. 
 
“Strong tailwinds, and we took off early,” Deev told us, moving the last of the bags.  “Oh 

Siggy, it’s so good to see you!” 
 
“See?” I had to interject. 
 
Deev gave me a carnivorous look.  Rose chuckled and hugged her friend again. 
 
“Anyone for lunch?” I suggested, looking at the clock. 
 
“I’m starving!” Deev exclaimed.  “They hardly fed us!” 
 
Rose shook her head.  “I’ll clean up a bit and we’ll go.” 
 
Deev gave her a quick hug and let her scamper up the stairs. 
 
“Professor Grant, I’m sorry if I was forward,” Deev half-apologized. 
 
I shook my head.  “Please, call me Alan.  No apologies necessary.”  That seemed to relax 

her a bit.  “Why ‘Siggy’?” I inquired. 
 
“Her pet name for me,” Rose replied as she came downstairs, “after Sigmund Freud.” 
 
That confused me.  “Really?  I would have thought you’d take after a woman 

psychologist, like the U.K. woman, rather than him.” 
 
“Klein?  No.  Let’s go,” she said, shooing us to the door and outside.  “It’s a historic 

reference.  Professionally, I take after the American husband and wife team from early this 
century, Andrew and Rachel Wilson.” 

 
We fell into step, Rose between Deev and I, holding both of us.  Deev and Rose chatted 

about goings on back “at the lab,” which I took to be Kalansky’s place. 
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When we got to the door of the hall, Rose stopped.  “Wait here,” she told us.  She moved 
closer to Deev and gave her a big hug and a peck on the cheek.  She gave me a big hug and a 
very nice kiss.  Then she popped in the door. 

 
She looked amused when she waved us in.  One of the women who runs the dining hall 

took us to our table.  Rose wore an interesting grin.  Our server set out water, utensils, and 
napkins, but no menus. 

 
“Sister Deev,” Rose began formally. 
 
Deev sat back.  She’s a big girl.  “Yes, Sister Rose,” she replied with equal formality, an 

eyebrow raised. 
 
“You are here for the next few weeks,” Rose continued, “primarily to research and 

evaluate Professor Grant’s notebooks.” 
 
Deev and I nodded. 
 
Rose continued.  “In addition, you will be attending to certain other tasks.  We have 

arranged for you to participate in an exercise regime...” 
 
“What!” exclaimed Deev. 
 
Rose nodded.  “To make it easier, the same time and location as Professor Grant.” 
 
Deev didn’t look pleased. 
 
“In addition,” Rose said, “our meals here will be carefully prepared.” 
 
Deev grumbled under her breath. 
 
“And don’t even think of running off for something,” Rose told her.  “Is that clear?” 
 
Deev nodded her head.  “Yes,” she said dejectedly. 
 
We had a fairly normal lunch.  I got the feeling Deev might be used to larger or multiple 

portions, but she didn’t grumble about it, or at least not much. 
 
“You can have my broccoli,” I offered.  Rose and Deev laughed. 
 
As we walked back, Deev asked, “When can I get started with your notebooks?” 
 
“When we get back.  How much do you know?” 
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“Not much -- deliberately.  You’ve encoded information in a non-textual manner, and 
evidently outside the area captured in existing images.  I thought I’d spend the afternoon looking 
things over to see if I can spot something on my own.” 

 
I liked that.  I showed her the notebooks, explaining history and sequence.  She showed 

me some of her equipment, including a digital camera she’d use to record marks of interest, if I 
gave my permission.  I didn’t have a problem with that.  Rose took her two clothing bags 
upstairs.  Deev settled in on the couch with a stack of notebooks and a notepad.  We moved a 
reading lamp closer.  I returned to my desk to work. 

 
I glanced over after a few minutes.  “You’re holding that upside-down,” I suggested, 

looking at the way she was holding a notebook. 
 
She looked up and smiled.  “Yes -- it helps me spot patterns.” 
 
I nodded.  “Interesting approach.” 
 
She smiled. 
 
Rose came down a while later, wearing her gray undergarments, her usual dress when 

students weren’t around.  Deev glanced up and raised an eyebrow. 
 
“Residence hall rules,” Rose told her. 
 
“Really?” Deev asked. 
 
Rose looked to me.  “Alan, do you mind if Deev goes around like this?” 
 
“Not at all,” I told both of them. 
 
Deev smiled, leering at me.  “I’ll get comfortable when I complete this volume.” 
 
“I hope you brought slippers; the floors get cold, especially downstairs,” Rose warned her 

as she stepped around the desk.  She gave me a kiss on the head and sat down at her computer. 
 
“Show me where things are?” Deev asked Rose a while later.  They went upstairs. 
 
...And came back down quicker than I’d have anticipated, but I didn’t comment.  Both 

looked rosy. 
 
From our lunchtime conversation, I expected -- I don’t know what I expected.  Deev 

certainly didn’t look overweight.  She looked to be in very good condition.  I was glad I was 
sitting down -- I had quite the erection.  She gave me a smoldering look, which didn’t help 
matters, but then sat down and picked up her notepad and the next notebook. 
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Rose giggled.  I turned and looked at her.  She made a face and returned to her work.  I 
shook my head and did the same. 

 
“Dinner break,” Rose called, standing up to stretch. 
 
I looked up.  I’d actually gotten quite a bit done!  I looked to Deev; she sighed and 

stretched.  God, she looked good!  She saw me looking and smiled, almost licking her lips.  I was 
in trouble, and it was going to be glorious! 

 
The ladies went upstairs; I used the downstairs loo, then grabbed my coat and their 

cloaks.  It looked drizzly out, no surprise for this time of year. 
 
“Tentative conclusions?” I asked Deev as we walked to dinner. 
 
She maneuvered between Rose and me, holding us.  “Not yet -- let me worry it through 

dinner.” 
 
Sunday, lamb night.  We had generous portions, and it was delicious.  Deev talked about 

her schooling, growing up on the Upper Peninsula of Michigan (a “yooper,” she told us proudly), 
going to Stanford, then Johns Hopkins and Kalansky’s lab.  With a frown, she said a lot of her 
colleagues had a tough time distinguishing correlation from causation, let alone what was 
required for statistical validity. 

 
After dinner, we continued our conversation in the study.  Rose got up to prepare tea. 
 
When Rose returned, Deev asked, “Ready for some guesses?” 
 
I was in my tutor’s chair.  “Certainly!” I replied with a smile.  I pointed to the 

whiteboard.  “Be my guest.” 
 
Rose held the tray in front of me and said, “Pick one.” 
 
I looked up at her and smiled.  “Thank you,” I whispered. 
 
Deev picked one and moved a chair closer to the whiteboard.  She had a sip of tea, started 

to speak, and asked, “Is this place clean?” 
 
Rose and I looked at each other.  “As far as I know,” I told her, shrugging. 
 
Rose nodded.  “As far as I’ve been able to determine.” 
 
Deev sighed and took another sip.  “Thanks.  I’ll start with my assumptions.” 
 
She shuffled paper for a moment.  “First, what I’m looking for is non-textual in nature.  

Second, it repeats and evolves over time.  Third, someone is too anal-retentive to have allowed 
any hard science types to look this material over.  Fourth, they wouldn’t tell us if they had!” 
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“Most likely valid,” Rose pronounced. 
 
Deev grinned.  “Okay.  I grouped things into four classes of non-text markings.  I’m 

excluding recognizable math from the start -- that’s math recognizable to me.  One class looks 
like circuitry and block diagrams.  One class looks like ink blobs; an aunt of mine used a 
fountain pen and fussed with it, producing similar blobs.  That leaves these two classes.” 

 
She picked up a marker and started drawing on the whiteboard, putting a line down the 

middle, then drawing from her notes.  “One class I’ll call leaves, as to me they look like stem 
patterns or branches.”  She drew a few of those.  “The other, I’m not sure what to call.  They’re  
closed curves, and related, sometimes with symbols like those from set theory or higher maths.  
Both have repeating elements and evolve over time, meeting my criteria.” 

 
She sat back, capping the marker and looking at me. 
 
“You found it,” I told her with a smirk I know I’d picked up from Rose. 
 
Deev tossed the marker at me and stuck out her tongue. 
 
“Not unless you’re going to use it,” Rose said in half-jest.  Deev gave her a lusty look. 
 
“Ah, any guesses?” I interrupted.  “The blobs are indeed blobs, so you can throw them 

out, and the math, and the block diagrams.” 
 
Deev shook her head and looked back to me.  She pointed to the second set.  “These look 

really interesting.  There are patterns and progressions, verbs or operators, almost a language.” 
 
I nodded, easing back and having another sip of tea.  “Those are notations I use in 

working with the evolution of quantum theory.” 
 
Deev nodded, a look of concentration on her face.  She reached for a notebook, opening it 

to a page.  “But here -- you’ve got them at different ends of the page, and stuff with a question 
mark connecting them, looks like Hamiltonians and tensors run through a blender.” 

 
I smiled and described what I was working on, the quest to integrate gravity with existing 

quantum models.  That led to the problem of action at a distance, the work of J. S. Bell, and 
quantum nonlocality.  After a few minutes, both Rose and Deev were squirming in their seats 
and frowning.  I couldn’t help but chuckle. 

 
“That’s so bizarre,” Rose said. 
 
I nodded.  “And it’s a measure of your intelligence that this makes both of you 

uncomfortable.” 
 
“Yeah, it means I made the right choice to bail out of physics,” Deev muttered. 
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I shook my head.  “No, it means you’re both very intelligent to be able to grasp the 

implications.” 
 
“But why?” Rose asked. 
 
I shook my head.  “Don’t ask ‘why,’ seek to understand ‘how’ first.  Kepler did that -- the 

orbits of the planets cover equal areas in equal time.  That was how, fitting hypothesis to data.  
Later, Newton came along and said why it had to be that way, and connected falling apples to 
orbiting planets.  Well, until someone looked closely enough at the advance of the perihelion of 
Mercury, peeling away another layer of the onion, asking questions again.  Explaining that 
opened up far more questions.” 

 
That got the puzzled looks I expected. 
 
“One of my colleagues gives wonderful lectures on the history of science, of physics.  

I’ve written some of the lectures.” 
 
Deev said, “I’d love to hear you talk.” 
 
I sighed and looked at my empty teacup.  “They don’t let me.  Something about being in 

front of crowds.” 
 
Rose frowned, almost snarled.  “That’s got to stop.” 
 
I looked at her and nodded. 
 
Deev said, more excited, “That means the leaf things -- they’re it?  That’s what I’m 

looking for?” 
 
“Yes, dear!  Would you like an explanation of some early ones?  They have evolved over 

time, and as I told Rose, will require context to understand.” 
 
Deev smiled.  “Oh yes!  But I’ve got to pee first!”  She bolted for the downstairs loo. 
 
“I’ll go upstairs,” I said with a chuckle, standing. 
 
Rose hugged me and picked up our cups and saucers. 
 
Returning to the study, I sat between Deev and Rose on the couch.  Starting with an early 

notebook, I explained a few of the diagrams, the main line representing time, the markings above 
the “stem” line representing sexual encounters, and the markings below the stem my feelings.  I 
skipped to the notebook for March 2090, going through those entries, explaining them, 
demonstrating to Rose and to Deev how I concluded that’s when the medication started, pointing 
out the obvious changes in handwriting as well as recorded differences in how I felt.  I skipped to 
the latest one, going through the week before Margaret and Rose arrived, the circles I used to 
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represent feeling so empty, and pointing to my latest entry, where instead of an empty circle, a 
small arc appeared.  “What’s that look like?” I asked them. 

 
Rose looked puzzled. 
 
Deev said, “A smile?” 
 
I nodded, smiling.  “A smile -- I’m happy.” 
 
Rose threw her arms around me.  I held her as well. 
 
As we separated, Rose made a giggling sound.  I turned around. 
 
Deev had taken off her top and bra.  Her breasts were magnificent!  She pulled me to a 

proud, erect nipple. 
 
My eyes closed as my arms flew around her.  She growled and rumbled, moving my head 

around, almost suffocating me as I sucked on her, trying to fill myself with her. 
 
We made it upstairs, shedding clothing as we went.  As she pulled me to her once more I 

managed to confess, “Do something or I won’t last long at all!” 
 
Deev laughed, letting me go on to my back.  Rose leaned over and whispered in her ear.  

Together they stroked me, sending shivers through me as my eyes closed. 
 
Her weight felt so glorious on top of me!  She jammed a pillow beneath my head to prop 

me up, and held me to her as she rode me.  After I was spent and had slipped out, she still held 
me.  Deev started whispering, and I didn’t even have the strength to hold on.  But I didn’t need 
to; she held me. 

 
Deev and I made love at least three more times before we got up in the morning, and after 

the last time, both of us shuddering as Rose orchestrated us, Deev held me again.  I couldn’t get 
enough of her. 

 
Rose got us out of bed, though, and ready to go exercise -- too late for breakfast at the 

hall.  As we walked in the early morning light, Deev muttered, “No wonder he’s got such a good 
immune system.”  Rose laughed and gave me a squeeze.  So did Deev. 

 
“What’s that mean?” I asked. 
 
Rose was still chuckling.  “Nursing develops the immune system,” she told me. 
 
“And you haven’t stopped,” Deev added with a squeeze. 
 
“Never will,” I said, “And I didn’t hear any complaints...”  I squeezed the side of a breast. 
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Deev held my hand in place.  Rose chuckled. 
 
We separated once we got in the building; I worked with the usual crew.  After a nominal 

workout, I stretched out for a massage. 
 
“Hmmm...  Someone should trim their nails,” Shirley offered as she worked my back. 
 
Deev and I met in the lobby, returning for toast and tea before my tutorials started.  Deev 

set up her camera in the kitchen and started recording notebooks. 
 
Deev was still bubbling over at lunch, excited with the project.  She was recording and 

dating images, and once she had a database, would start going through it with me.  Rose met us, 
returning from the Order’s office.  Tests showed she was close to ovulation -- tomorrow morning 
would be it.  The specialist who was doing the retrieval was a woman she’d worked with before.  
We held hands for a moment.  Deev told her she’d be at her side all the time. 

 
Deev grumbled about not enough lunch.  We sat down together when my tutorials ended 

and covered a lot of ground.  Initially Deev was checking with me only when things looked 
different.  I told her that was a good first approximation, but she needed to be cognizant of 
holidays and such, things that supplied context.  She assured me we’d go through things day by 
day at least once. 

 
And at the end of an hour or so, she did it to me again.  One moment I’m looking around, 

and the next moment she’s squeezing me to a nipple.  This time she’s put on perfume, and I 
really can’t get enough of her.  We made it upstairs and she wiped me out. 

 
Rose roused us; we made it to dinner.  After dinner, we moved to the kitchen, talking 

about things as Deev imaged more notebook pages.  Rose took over that task as it was pretty 
mechanical and repetitive, and joined in as Deev and I discussed specific dates, adding context. 

 
Rose was interested in some of the events, primarily the times when I cried.  She wanted 

to “drill down” into that.  Didn’t sound like fun to me.  Rose and Deev said they’d make it up to 
me, they promised.  I could tell from the way Deev looked that she wanted to make it up to me 
pretty damn soon! 

 
After cleaning up downstairs, we went upstairs and got ready for bed.  Rose told me to 

relax on my back.  Right -- I could lay on my back, but I didn’t think it was going to be an easy, 
relaxing trip. 

 
They snuggled up on either side of me.  Deev held me and Rose started whispering.  I 

took a deep breath as I sucked gently on Deev, and when I exhaled, I dropped deep into trance. 
 
It was hard for me to remember, to go back to those days when I woke up alone and 

cried.  I didn’t want to go there; the more recent times were so much stronger, waking up alone 
and so empty.  Those were so dark, so empty, like being at the bottom of a hole, days on end 
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when I didn’t want to get up.  But that was recent -- for years and years I’d responded 
differently, being hurt and angry.  The empty stuff was newer, the last few years. 

 
We moved forward, past that.  I didn’t have to be empty; they were here, now.  I was so 

hungry, holding her, devouring her.  And the sensation of skin against skin, the sound of her 
moaning in pleasure set me afire; I was on top of her, pounding into her, then at her side once 
more, nestling in, attached once more, being held and rocked. 

 
Half awake in the morning, being wrapped up in her again, this time as she held me, 

hearing her voice, feeling hands on my cock and balls, her squeezing me and coming so hard, 
relaxing into her embrace again. 

 
“Alan, time to get up.” 
 
Deev and I unwound.  Rose was up, half dressed.  I looked at the clock -- it was still 

early. 
 
“Something wrong?” I asked. 
 
Rose shook her head, smiling, a forced smile.  “No, but we should get to the Center.” 
 
Deev rolled out of bed.  I saw sealed collection kits on the side table.  I cleaned up as 

quickly as I could. 
 
I hugged Rose before she could get out the door, holding her close. 
 
“Don’t worry -- I’ve been through this many times,” she told me. 
 
I looked in her eyes.  “Well I haven’t.”  I turned to Deev and hugged her.  She squeezed 

me oh so deliciously.  “Please take good care of her; keep her safe,” I asked. 
 
“I will.  We’ll see you later.  I might see you for lunch,” she said. 
 
I watched them walk off in the early morning mist. 
 
“Professor Grant?” 
 
I was eating lunch alone, and not enjoying it.  I looked up to see a middle-aged woman 

standing at the other side of the table.  She was smiling. 
 
“Yes?” I responded. 
 
She held out a hand.  “Andrea Hastings.  May I join you?” 
 
“Of course, please have a seat,” I told her.  I’d just ordered lunch. 
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“To what do I owe the pleasure?” I asked. 
 
She laughed.  “You’re going with us to Stonehenge; I wanted to meet you beforehand.” 
 
“Wonderful!  When are we going?  How long?” 
 
“Oh, it’s a day trip, departing either Friday or Saturday morning, depending on the 

weather.  Currently we’re expecting to leave early Friday.” 
 
We talked more about the trip.  She gave me a list of reading materials, with a few 

highlighted, saying she’d like to make use of my science expertise.  I muttered something about 
being better than the last trip. 

 
She broke into laughter.  “You made quite the impression on Mad Max, you know.” 
 
I gave her a questioning look. 
 
“Maxine Putnam -- curator at Bath.  I was speaking to her on other matters yesterday 

when she mentioned visitors.  She was truly astonished to learn she’d hosted one of the Sacred 
Seven, and quite apologetic of the way you were put to work.” 

 
I managed a smile.  “She didn’t seem so apologetic at the time.  It was somewhat of a 

different learning experience than I’d expected.” 
 
She laughed again.  “Oh, so I understand!  She is quite appreciative of the effort the two 

of you put in.” 
 
I looked at my hands, still scratched.  “It will be something I remember for a while.” 
 
She held one of my hands.  “I promise you, this will be a far easier trip.  If you can 

review the references I’ve marked, and assist in answering questions, I’d appreciate it.” 
 
We spoke more as we ate; the particular references dealt with the uses of the site as a 

calendar.  I hoped she’d included some references suitable for a nonspecialist such as myself, 
and she pointed those out. 

 
We also chatted about college life; she’d been at Oxford about fifteen years, and was 

surprised to learn I’d been here over twenty.  I told her I’d started very young.  We talked about 
the differences among the colleges which made up Oxford, and especially differences in food.  
She thought my dining hall excelled in some areas, but one or two of the other faculty halls had 
their good points as well.  I was welcome to join her on “the other side” whenever I liked. 

 
Walking back to my residence, my head was high and I was smiling, in spite of the 

weather.  It had been quite an enjoyable lunch.  Then “Sacred Seven” popped into the forefront, 
another puzzle piece to play with. 
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No sign of Rose and Deev, and I didn’t think calling would do any good.  I read through 
the general references on Stonehenge and some of the specialized ones before tutorials. 

 
Partway through my last tutorial of the afternoon, I saw an electric cart coming up the 

path.  It was full of Matrons in their gray habits. 
 
“Please excuse me,” I told my students.  I tried not to rush to the door. 
 
Deev and another young Matron helped Rose from the cart.  She looked pale, and Deev 

was definitely holding her up.  “We’ll help her upstairs and to bed,” Deev told me. 
 
I recognized the other Matron as one of the medical people.  I guess I was giving her 

questioning looks; she motioned me outside the door.  I partially closed it behind me. 
 
“Well?” I asked.  “She doesn’t look very good.” 
 
The Matron sighed and shook her head.  “This one was rough.  The good news is that she 

produced a dozen gorgeous eggs, her usual is seven or eight.  But the retrieval was long and 
involved.  We finally gave her a general anesthetic.  She’s still a bit groggy, and will probably be 
sore and cramped for three or four days, during which time you should leave her alone.” 

 
I nodded.  “I understand.  What should we watch for?” 
 
She smiled and put a hand on my shoulder.  “She knows, as does Sister Deev, but 

excessive cramping or pain, excessive bleeding -- some will be present for the next 48 hours or 
so.  She’s been medicated and has additional oral medication to help her through the difficult 
period.  She should remain in bed for 48 hours at least.  No lifting, no exertion.  I’ll be available 
if needed, and will drop by tomorrow morning to check on her.  Any other questions?” 

 
“Does she go through this every month?” 
 
Her smile disappeared.  “No, and we’ve recommended she not go through another cycle 

such as this for at least six months.  From what I understand however, she may need some 
convincing.” 

 
I nodded.  “I think we can be persuasive.” 
 
“I certainly hope so, for her sake.” 
 
I heard the door opening behind us.  The younger Matron came out. 
 
“You can see her,” she told me. 
 
“Thank you, thank you both,” I told them, and rushed in the house and up the stairs. 
 
Deev was sitting next to her on the bed.  I sat on the other side and touched her forehead. 
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“She’s out of it,” Deev told me, “but she’s recovering.  She’ll be fine.  I’ll sit with her.” 
 
I nodded, then leaned down and kissed Rose on the forehead.  She moved a little in bed.  

I gave Deev a hug and thanked her, then headed back downstairs. 
 
I had four students in this tutorial, older students.  They gave me wise, knowing, feminine 

smiles.  I sighed and jumped back into our subject matter. 
 
I was wondering what to do after closing the door behind them when Deev came down 

the stairs. 
 
“She’s resting comfortably,” she told me in answer to my unasked question.  “And don’t 

worry -- if anything happens, we’ll know.  She has the same monitoring equipment you do.” 
 
I touched my chest, where I’d been told part of the monitoring package was installed. 
 
“Yes,” Deev said, “all clears do, at least the ones in your category.” 
 
Ah, the Sacred Seven again.  “What should we do?” 
 
Deev frowned.  “Don’t know about you, but I’ve got work to do.”  She smiled and moved 

closer, hugging me.  My arms went around her.  “Don’t worry, Alan -- she’ll be fine.” 
 
I let my eyes close as I rested in her embrace.  But my mind was still whirring.  “You’ve 

seen this before?” 
 
She sighed.  “Let’s sit down.” 
 
We moved to the study.  The couch was still warm from my students. 
 
“You heard she shouldn’t do this again for at least six months?” 
 
I nodded.  “Yes.  What’s involved, anyway?” 
 
Deev shook her head.  “I’ve watched her go through this for years, and from what I’m 

told, she’s been doing it for years longer.  I don’t know what’s driving her, and I don’t think she 
does, either!  Alan, they pump her full of hormones to get multiple eggs to ripen at once.  For the 
first few days after that, her skin and her attitude go to hell.  Then she’s merely irritable, okay  
until ovulation and harvesting, and then she’s a wreck for a week, recovering.” 

 
“And she wants to start over again?” 
 
Deev nodded.  “I guess when she was a teen, she did it every month for years, producing 

a prodigious number of eggs.  She’s been doing alternating months for a while.  Alan, she needs 
to stop.  Will you help me?” 
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“Of course.” 
 
Deev sighed.  “You think she’d understand, if anyone would.  I mean, that’s what...”  She 

turned a little pale and shut up. 
 
“What?  Tell me,” I asked. 
 
She nodded, sighing again.  “She goes through terrible emotional swings, a quite 

predictable result of the hormones.  Even she admits that.  With others, they ... they medicate 
them, trying to control the mood swings.  But that doesn’t always work.” 

 
I looked at her.  The tutor part of me felt this wasn’t the end of the story, there was more 

to be told.  “And?” I said, looking in her eyes. 
 
“One of your daughters, one of the early ones, took her own life.  They ... were using her 

as a damn egg-producing machine, not caring about the rest of her, drugging her to mask the 
problems they were causing, not realizing the drugs only made it worse.  Rose and others are still 
trying to convince them that some of the drugs they use cause problems, severe problems.” 

 
“Like what they used on me?” 
 
She nodded.  “If I say yes now I’m not being a very good researcher, but from what I’ve 

seen so far, and what we learned last night, it certainly looks like it.” 
 
“Was she 317?” I asked, trying to fit puzzle pieces together. 
 
“Oh, the girl?  Yes, I’m pretty sure that’s her.  I did the meta-analysis and helped Rose 

with the report.  The idiots in Geneva, sorry, our elders, tried to ignore it, but we managed to get 
enough information disseminated to the field through Kalansky that those particular drugs are no 
longer used, and much more careful monitoring is going on.” 

 
“Not good to kill off the Golden Goose,” I muttered. 
 
“Indeed,” she agreed.  “Want to hear the epilogue?  It isn’t pretty, even if it is just 

desserts.” 
 
I sat back.  “Please.” 
 
“As a female clear, Class 1 no less, the poor girl was closely monitored.  Hell, she was 

locked up, cloistered.  Glad I’ve got a few snips; I can have children if I want, but I’m no prize.  
She killed herself -- drowned herself in a bathtub, so now you know why you only have a 
shower.  They got to her quick, put her on life support, a heart-lung machine I think Rose told 
me, keeping blood circulating.  Brain gone but body still going.  They transplanted her ovaries 
into two ‘volunteers,’ trying to keep her genetic line going.  Guess what happened?” 

 



A Life of Service 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 91 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

I shook my head, frowning.  “Not a clue.” 
 
She grinned, a nasty grin.  “Think about it -- you should know.  Tissue transplant.  What 

does that mean?” 
 
“Oh my,” I said, as things clicked into place.  “They were on immunosuppressives -- and 

either carried the Plague, or were exposed -- the Plague got them.  Why didn’t they use two from 
the same, what do you call it, cohort?  Her sisters?  Immunosuppressives wouldn’t be needed.” 

 
She nodded.  “They were in too much of a bloody hurry, I guess, but as to the outcome, 

you’re right; one of each.  The first one was exposed after seven or eight months.  You know 
what happened.  Those ghouls managed to take her through one more egg cycle before she died.  
They isolated the second one and started pumping her full of drugs when they found out she was 
a latent carrier.  They thought psychotropics would do it, but the virus reactivated.  They won’t 
even admit the possibility, but a lot of us are convinced reactivation was directly caused by the 
stress induced by the hormone treatments to produce multiple eggs.” 

 
“Did they find more ‘volunteers’ and try to move the ovaries once more?” 
 
She shook her head.  “By that time they were saturated with Plague virus.” 
 
“End of story.” 
 
She shrugged her shoulders.  “Wish I was sure.  The Order now have a site that’s staffed 

entirely by genetic immunes.  I think it’s above the Arctic Circle, Sweden or Norway.” 
 
“How did you figure that out?” 
 
She smiled again.  “Oh, I use a lot of meta-analysis tools, and because of my position I’ve 

got very wide access, at least for statistical queries.  It was actually an accident that popped up 
while I was testing new tools.” 

 
I shook my head.  “Whose interest do they have at heart?” 
 
She held my hand.  “Not their own, I’m sure of that.” 
 
“And not necessarily mine, or Rose’s either.” 
 
She squeezed my hand, looking me in the eye.  “Not if they conflict with saving the 

race.” 
 
“...Saving the race according to their plan,” I added. 
 
She nodded. 
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I asked about other cheery subjects, such as IQ differences by gender.  Deev brought up 
some of her analyses, explaining to me that it was far uglier than it looked when you factored in 
the increased resource drain involved in their care. 

 
She moved to showing me more uplifting, positive information, explaining why many of 

them thought we’d turned the corner a few years ago, as far as the genetic aspects of species 
survival were concerned. 

 
But something bugged me. 
 
“What is it, Alan?” Deev asked. 
 
“Flip back a few -- let me look.”  I looked at the data, flipped through some more. 
 
I looked at Deev.  “Male birthrates are deliberately kept low.”  It wasn’t a question. 
 
She nodded, raising her eyebrows a bit.  “A closely guarded secret, or some think it is.” 
 
I thought for a moment more.  “They don’t want to return to a male-dominated world.” 
 
She kept nodding.  “Unstated, but I’d have to call that a fundamental assumption.” 
 
We sat silently for a few minutes. 
 
A knock on the door -- Deev blanked the computer screen.  I went to the door. 
 
Alex was there.  “How is she?” 
 
“Come in,” I replied.  “She’s recovering, but it was evidently an ordeal.” 
 
Alex nodded.  “I can sit with her while you go eat.” 
 
My stomach growled.  I’d not paid attention to the time.  “Thank you, if you don’t mind.” 
 
“Not at all,” she told me. 
 
I heard and sensed motion behind me.  “Have you met?  Sister Deev?  Alex?” 
 
Alex said, “Yes, we’ve met.” 
 
Deev nodded.  “You’re going to watch her?” 
 
Alex nodded.  “You should bring back some soup.” 
 
“We will.” 
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We went upstairs to check on Rose.  She moved a bit when I kissed her forehead.  I told 
her we were going, but would be back, and Alex was going to sit with her.  Don’t know if she 
heard me or not. 

 
Dinner was somber.  We were hungry, though.  We brought back soup. 
 
“How is she?” I asked Alex when she came downstairs. 
 
“I helped her to the bathroom.  She’ll be ready for soup and more pills in a while.” 
 
Deev and Alex brought her down about half an hour later.  She insisted on sitting at the 

kitchen table and eating soup.  Of course we sat with her. 
 
When she asked how my day had gone, I replied, “Oh shit -- what about Stonehenge on 

Friday?  You won’t be up to going.” 
 
Rose shook her head.  “No, I won’t.  You and Alex will go, though.” 
 
I thought for a moment.  “Won’t your Order be pissed if they’re not represented?  If I’m 

allowed to travel alone?” 
 
To which Rose replied, “Oh yes, but they won’t find out until afterwards.” 
 
I squeezed her other hand.  Her color had improved markedly. 
 
“It’s always easier to ask for forgiveness than permission,” Deev reminded us. 
 
Deev and I helped Rose upstairs.  I was wondering how I was going to get to sleep, at 

least until Deev ambushed me.  After taking me on an incredible ride, I went to sleep with her 
partially on top of me. 

 
Rose was better the next morning, orchestrating Deev and I, and managing to get us out 

of bed and off for exercise. 
 
I think Rose could have gone Friday if she’d wanted.  But she and Deev stayed behind.  

Alex and I were up early, meeting for a group breakfast before boarding a creaky old bus. 
 
The trip was interesting, if something of an anticlimax.  Some were surprised to learn that 

I was a professor, and even more surprised to learn that I was that professor... 
 
Andrea was very good.  The group was divided into younger, senior, and graduate 

students.  The graduate students, and I was included in that class, were expected to be up on a 
particular aspect of things Stonehenge.  I held up my part of the bargain, working in more of the 
history of science.  I may have even drummed up some interest for that course and our college. 
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After some spirited discussion and some wild impractical ideas, Andrea put me on the 
spot, asking how I would place stones on top of each other -- using only tools available at the 
time.  I suggested burying the upright stones in earth, making a long ramp to the top, dragging 
the top stone up, and then unearthing the uprights.  Seemed pretty obvious to me.  We had a 
good, plain meal at a pub on the way back, and arrived home just before ten. 

 
Both ladies were in bed.  I did my routine and climbed in between them.  Deev was on 

her side, facing away from me.  As I settled in, Rose whispered, “Please hold me.”  I moved 
closer to her, pulling her head to my shoulder.  “No,” she whispered, pushing me lower.  I moved 
down, winding myself around her, so warm and soft.  She held me to a nipple and she whispered 
and rocked me to sleep in her arms. 

 
I think something might have gone on while I was away Friday...  When I woke Saturday 

morning, the three of us snuggled together.  We talked softly; they quizzed me on the trip, and I 
wanted to know how Rose was feeling, if she’d had a good day. 

 
She sighed, smiled, and reached around behind me to do something to Deev.  I heard 

Deev sigh, and felt her relax. 
 
“Get on her other side,” Rose whispered to me as we moved Deev to her back. 
 
I moved over.  Rose leaned close to Deev’s ear and started whispering.  I recognized the 

look on Deev’s face, not from having seen it, but from knowing what it felt like -- I’d been there, 
often, in deep trance. 

 
Glancing at Deev, I saw her nipples tightening.  And as they did, I got so hungry for her.  

I couldn’t help it -- I latched on.  My eyes closed as a hand found the back of my head.  I glanced 
up to see Rose taking Deev’s other nipple in her mouth. 

 
And when she did, Deev moaned and squeezed both of us.  I was incredibly hungry for 

her again.  Deev thrashed and shook under us, moaning, squeezing us.  Eventually with a 
moaning cry, she went limp. 

 
Whispering in my ear, hands on me -- I was sitting up between Deev’s legs, her legs 

squeezing me as I pounded into her, coming as she did, then collapsing once more, drifting off to 
a soft voice and soft hands. 

 
“My God, that was amazing!” 
 
Deev squeezed me to her, smothering me to her breasts.  When she let go, I rested, 

panting, an ear on her chest, listening to her heart beat. 
 
We managed to sit up.  I could hear the shower going.  I gave Deev a kiss, pushing her to 

her back again.  “I guess you had an interesting day as well,” I told her, bracing myself up on my 
arms. 
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She smiled, sighing.  “Oh yes...  And we even got some work done!” 
 
I laughed.  “I’ll believe you...” 
 
When Rose got out of the shower, Deev and I went to take it over, after “helping” Rose 

dry off. 
 
“If you two don’t hurry up,” she objected, “I’m going to breakfast without you!” 
 
I gave her a hug.  “I’m glad you’re feeling better.” 
 
This time as we walked to the dining hall, I walked between Rose and Deev. 
 
“Like to tell me about this morning?” I asked Rose. 
 
She smiled.  “Oh, just my way of thanking you for taking such good care of me.” 
 
Walking back after a good breakfast I told Rose, “I’m glad you’ve recovered.” 
 
“It will be Monday or so before I’m ready; I hope you don’t mind,” she told me. 
 
Deev gave me a squeeze.  “I can help...” 
 
“Oh, you certainly can,” I told Deev, to laughter from both of them. 
 
More seriously, I gave Rose a squeeze.  “One of the doctors told me you shouldn’t repeat 

that for at least six months.” 
 
She sighed.  “I know, but it’s part of my Service.  I’ll be ready after a month off.  I’ve 

done this for a while, you know.” 
 
I’d thought about it for a few days, talked to people.  I stopped and turned her to me.  

Deev stepped to our sides. 
 
I looked in Rose’s eyes.  When we look at each other, we smile; it’s automatic, 

something that comes from inside.  “Let me put it this way.  You won’t do it again for at least six 
months if you’re living with me.” 

 
The smile vanished from her face as the implication of my statement sunk in. 
 
“People told me what you put yourself through.  I verified with our medical school -- 

they consider it excessive, and not healthy.  Darling, I want you with me for a long, long time, 
and I want you healthy.” 

 
Her eyes were filling and her chin was wobbling.  I hugged her, and Deev held us both. 
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“You mean too much to me,” I whispered to Rose.  “You’ve told me -- you know as well 
as do I -- they’ll take all they can from us and only ask for more; we have to save something for 
ourselves, for each other.  If you won’t listen to the doctors, or to us, listen to yourself.” 

 
She buried her head on my shoulder and cried.  Deev and I held her. 
 
We made it back to my residence.  Before we went in, I looked at Rose and asked her, 

“Do we have an agreement?” 
 
Her chin wobbled, and she didn’t say anything, but she did nod her head, then smiled a 

little.  I hugged her, then kissed the tears from her face. 
 
She and Deev went upstairs.  I let them be, going to my desk. 
 
A while later Rose came down, handi-phone in her hand, a frown on her face.  “My handi 

doesn’t want to work.  Any ideas?” 
 
I thought for a moment.  I hadn’t had one since I left Las Cruces.  Strange, that.  I 

frowned, for more than one reason.  “Try it outside, but come back in.” 
 
She gave me a funny look, but stepped outside.  I saw her from the window.  She tried it, 

and it must have worked.  She stepped back in the house and closed the door. 
 
She stepped into the study with a puzzled look on her face. 
 
“Let me guess -- it died when you stepped back inside,” I suggested. 
 
She nodded. 
 
I frowned.  “I bet this damn place is shielded -- for my protection, of course.” 
 
“Of course,” Deev agreed, stepping into the room. 
 
Rose sighed and sat on the couch.  I moved next to her.  “What do you need?” I asked. 
 
She looked at me, touched my face.  “I really need to make a call, a personal call.  I don’t 

want to stand outside and do it, though.” 
 
I nodded and glanced to Deev.  “Is the line here secure enough?” 
 
Rose nodded. 
 
“Why don’t Deev and I take a walk, then.  Meet you for lunch in about two hours at the 

hall?” 
 
Rose hugged me.  “Thank you.” 
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Deev and I put our coats on again. 
 
I glanced to Deev as we stepped away from the door.  “Any ideas?” I asked, taking her 

arm in mine. 
 
“Talking to her analyst, I’d guess.” 
 
“She has one?  I thought she was one.” 
 
“Oh, she is, but she has an analyst she talks to; it’s part of their training.”  She sighed and 

gave my arm a squeeze.  “You brought things to a head, making her decide like that.” 
 
I shook my head.  I didn’t know what else to say. 
 
Except that the sky was about to open up -- I felt a few large drops.  “We might make it 

to the library before we drown.” 
 
Running, we made it with seconds to spare, the door unlocking for me when I waved my 

hand over the plate. 
 
“Where are we?” Deev asked. 
 
“Undergrad stacks; should be deserted on a weekend.” 
 
Deev chuckled. 
 
We walked through the library and had a seat overlooking one end of the courtyard, 

currently being drenched.  We draped our coats over another chair. 
 
“Alan, do you love her?” Deev asked. 
 
I sighed and shook my head before I looked up.  “I don’t know.  I don’t know what that 

means.” 
 
We held hands. 
 
“You’re always so warm,” she said softly. 
 
I shook my head again.  “I know my feelings for her are strong, but I don’t know if that’s 

because we’ve been together for what, two weeks now.  That’s something that hasn’t happened 
to me -- since I’ve been here.” 

 
Deev nodded.  “It’s the same for her, you know.” 
 
“How about residence halls and the like?” 
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She shook her head.  “I’d guess you had the same experience, rooms by yourself.” 
 
“Yes, I can see that.  A little too weird for a normal roommate.” 
 
“Where do you go from here?” 
 
I looked at the rain pouring down.  “Don’t know.  One day at a time.  I still get scared...” 
 
“Of what?” 
 
I held her hands tighter.  “Of that morning I wake up alone again...” 
 
Deev looked at me intently.  “Alan, she’s just as scared of that.” 
 
I sighed again.  “Let’s change the subject.” 
 
She grinned.  “Okay, what is it about you and breasts?” 
 
I sat back and laughed out loud. 
 
“Do you know?” she asked when I’d settled down, 
 
“A bunch of things,” I told her softly, intently.  “I need to be held -- I need that a lot.  

And I need to hold someone as well.  The two are part different and part the same, I don’t 
know.” 

 
“What is it when you’re sucking on me?  What goes through your mind?” 
 
I closed my eyes for a moment.  Remembering?  “How can you remember nothing...” 
 
Thinking about this morning -- “What was it this morning?”  I reached over and put a 

hand on a breast. 
 
Her eyes closed partway and she held my hand in place.  “Ohhh...  That was very nice.  

I’m pretty sure she prepped me yesterday.”  She opened her eyes a little more.  “Did you like 
that?  You’re a lot like my Nikki back home -- I’ll bet you’d like nothing better than to spend a 
day curled up with me, sucking...” 

 
I held both her breasts, and she held my hands to her.  “That would be heaven,” I said 

softly.  “In front of a fireplace, somewhere warm and dry, away from this damned dampness.”  I 
broke off, surprised at how I sounded. 

 
But she nodded, massaging her breasts with my hands.  “That would be nice -- a pile of 

soft pillows, a crackling fire, snuggled up close...” 
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I moved to my knees and between her legs.  My arms went around her waist and she held 
me.  We talked about many things; what we wanted, what we feared, what we’d been through.  I 
got the feeling she knew more about parts of my life than I did. 

 
Eventually we got up and made our way to the dining hall.  I was pretty sure I knew a 

route which should bring us in the back of the building, minimizing the amount of rain we 
caught.  “I hate the weather here -- damp, cold, gray,” I complained bitterly.  But we made it, 
popping through a side door into the hall.  One of the staff gave me a stern look.  I returned a 
raised eyebrow and considered us even. 

 
We were surprised; Rose was already sitting down.  I gave her a questioning look as we 

approached; she stood and hugged us both. 
 
“Thank you,” she told us as we sat down.  “I have more calls to make, but things will 

work out.” 
 
We ate more or less silently.  It was pouring rain as we left for my residence.  Deev held 

the large umbrella Rose had brought; we huddled near her.  The ladies’ cloaks and outer 
garments seemed well waterproofed.  My coat was as well, but it only went to about my knees.  
Below there, I was soaked by the time we arrived. 

 
I was also disgusted, fed up with the cold, the damp, the gray. 
 
I was unlacing my wet shoes when I heard Rose chuckle, a chuckle that was quickly cut 

off.  I guess I looked up at Rose and Deev with not too pleasant an expression. 
 
Deev sighed and shook her head.  “I know what you need.  Get out of those wet pants and 

let’s go upstairs.” 
 
Some times I don’t catch on too quickly.  I stomped around, taking my time in the 

bathroom, finally returning to the bedroom.  Deev was already in bed. 
 
“Care to join me?” 
 
I took off my remaining clothes and crawled in. 
 
Oh, soft, warm skin!  She held me, nestling me.  She whispered, holding me, telling me 

about holding Nikki, holding her like this for hours.  In her embrace the rain beating against the 
windows didn’t sound as cold.  In her embrace the wind became more like sighs of contentment.  
I held her, at peace.  She rolled partially on top of me, and I was where I wanted to be. 

 
Rose managed to get us up without getting dragged into bed with us; I’m not sure how 

she managed that. 
 
We trudged to dinner in light rain; I tried not to let it bother me.  Dinner was good, and 

the rain paused for our evening retreat, cutting loose again once we were indoors. 
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We sat in the study with our evening tea, listening to the rain pound the windows. 
 
“You’re smiling -- what is it?” Rose asked. 
 
I shook my head.  “Remembering the first year I was here, the first room I had -- the 

wind drove rain around the leaky windows; I had to pack them with towels, and it got so bloody 
cold!  Margaret saw that, and I had a new room; newer, actually, that part of the school still goes 
back a few hundred years.” 

 
“You’re doing better though,” she suggested. 
 
I took another sip of tea.  “I guess.”  I looked to Deev.  “This afternoon was very nice.” 
 
She smiled.  “I agree.” 
 
“Could I visit Sakai at Batavia?” I asked the ceiling. 
 
“Where’s that?” Rose asked. 
 
“Oh, outside Chicago, in the States -- particle physics research.” 
 
Rose sighed.  “That would be hard...  Not sure we could do that.” 
 
I sat up a bit.  “Why?  I detect a story.” 
 
Deev harrumphed, “At least one.” 
 
Rose nodded with a sad look.  “Alan, you didn’t leave the States on a scheduled flight...” 
 
“So?  I’m not entirely sure how voluntary my departure was.” 
 
That seemed to shock her.  “Oh God, don’t even think that!” 
 
I moved closer to her, pulling her to me on the couch.  “Why?” 
 
As Rose shook her head, Deev started talking.  “You really should study the history of 

those times, the Buckeye Scandal, your departure, the Eugenics Acts.” 
 
“Give me a summary?” I asked. 
 
Rose nodded, settling back.  “Alan, I’m not sure you understand just how rare you are...” 
 
“One of the Sacred Seven?” I suggested. 
 
“Where did you hear that?” Rose asked, sitting up quickly. 
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“More like six if you ask me,” added Deev. 
 
“Someone here at Oxford let that slip.  Only seven?  Why do you say six?” I asked Deev. 
 
“The Brazilian shouldn’t count,” she answered, sipping her tea. 
 
Rose relaxed back a bit.  “There are three more,” she suggested. 
 
Deev still wasn’t impressed.  “Yeah -- one is four, the eight-year-old is already psychotic, 

and I can’t find any data on the twelve year old in the last eight, ten months.” 
 
That troubled Rose.  “How do you know that?” 
 
“We keep looking,” she said obliquely. 
 
Rose shook her head.  “Alan, of the current active group, you’re number two or number 

three; a lot of people think you’re the most stable.” 
 
“So?” 
 
“Oh Alan, those times were such a mess -- and in some ways we haven’t progressed very 

far.  You know about the Eugenics Acts in the States?” 
 
“I’ve read that they were among the last countries to implement them, even China 

succumbed before they did, and there was a lot of disagreement over their adoption.” 
 
She managed a slight smile.  “An understatement, that.  It came down to an ultimatum -- 

if the United States wanted to continue participating in the global economy, it had to enact and 
implement the Acts -- mandatory screening, abortion, sterilization.” 

 
“But selection as well -- identification of clears, right?” 
 
“What do you think happens to those who are identified as clear?” she asked. 
 
“Not something I want to think about -- are you suggesting I got the good part of the 

deal?” 
 
“Oh yes, Alan -- we both did.  We’re able to walk around, look outside.  In the States, 

they revised the old Selective Service System, with what they called the ‘Special Skills Draft,’ to 
gather up clears.” 

 
“Before or after I left?” 
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Rose smiled, moving closer.  “Just after.  Talk to Margaret -- she was afraid, your parents 
were afraid, that the government would grab you and you’d never be seen again.  That’s why you 
were whisked off and made a ward of the United Nations.  In a sense, you were the test case.” 

 
“So some people think I was kidnapped?” 
 
“Oh yeah,” said Deev.  “Still.” 
 
“For the record, I don’t agree.  But I gather it wouldn’t be a good idea for me to set foot 

in the U.S. again?” 
 
Rose shrugged her shoulders.  “Hard to say now, but is it worth the risk?” 
 
I sighed, looking at the ceiling.  “Would life be much different?” 
 
I looked to Rose and pulled her closer.  “I’m sorry -- I need you.  Thank you for all 

you’ve done.  Please keep me.” 
 
We snuggled silently for a while. 
 
“I think the twelve-year-old is another Buckeye,” Deev suggested to the room. 
 
Rose popped up quickly.  “You’re nuts!  You really think they’re connected?” 
 
I asked, “What?” 
 
Deev nodded.  “Oh yeah!  The more I look, the more the pattern sticks out.  Buckeye, a 

plane crash, lots of accidents -- and a while later, years with Buckeye, we learn the same thing.” 
 
“Which is?” I asked. 
 
“Do you know the Buckeye story?” Rose asked. 
 
I shook my head.  “Just that it was something nasty.” 
 
She frowned.  “About six months after you, ah, departed, the United States acceded to the 

Acts, and started implementation.  Well, started official implementation of all phases -- they’d 
been scouring the country for clears already, and sterilization of individuals thought to be 
genetically unsound has a long sordid history in the U.S.  Their program identified a young man 
in Ohio -- the Buckeye State -- as very promising.  The Order already had him tagged and was 
watching him.  The U.S. programme was still in its early stages, still learning things The Order 
learned a decade earlier.  Two Chinese agents caught the Buckeye, evidently trying to get him 
out of the country.  They made their escape attempt in an old internal-combustion vehicle.  It was 
winter, they got caught in a snowstorm, and they pulled into a barn to wait things out.” 

 
“So?” 
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“They left the engine running to keep warm -- they didn’t realize those engines release 

carbon monoxide, which is poisonous in very small quantities.  They weren’t found for weeks.  
When they were found, they were found with all sorts of notes and covert communications 
equipment.  Very embarrassing for both Chinese and United States Governments.” 

 
“And damn lucky, too,” Deev added. 
 
“Why?” 
 
Deev shook her head, smiling a little.  “The Order had some samples.  A few years later, 

when they’d discovered additional markers for certain genetic problems, an automated search 
brought up the Buckeye.  Analysis showed he carried traits which were unrecognized at the time, 
but would have been devastating if he’d been put into high-volume use.  We dodged a bullet.” 

 
Curious and confusing!  “And there’s a pattern?  There are more of these cases?” 
 
Deev nodded, ticking them off on her fingers.  “Chilean -- plane went down mysteriously 

-- Alzheimer’s and aggressive age-related dementias.  Japan -- car over an embankment -- 
cancer, autoimmune problems.  Belgium -- accidental electrocution -- heart defects.  There are 
more, failures of cryopreservation systems, bacterial contamination, stuff like that.  No recent 
biometric data on the twelve year old, and the eight year old has all but been written off by the 
psychosis.” 

 
“So, you’re postulating the existence of a body or organization that’s making sure we’re 

only sowing good seed, so to speak?” 
 
Deev shrugged.  “I’m not postulating squat.  But if you look at the data, I don’t think that 

such a conclusion is out of the question.” 
 
Rose was sitting up, frowning.  “Oh, and what about the Durban fiasco?” 
 
Deev looked at her empty teacup.  “Served ‘em right.  Brought that to a grinding halt, 

didn’t it?” 
 
“Tell me?” I said to Rose, putting a hand on her shoulder. 
 
“A group of, well, racial supremacists in South Africa started their own rebuilding 

program.  Some aspects were wildly successful -- they developed mass-fertilization techniques 
that were years ahead of what The Order had.” 

 
“Chinese imports,” Deev interjected. 
 
“Unproven, but quite probable.  Certainly those techniques went into widespread use 

afterwards.” 
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“But?” 
 
“Indeed,” Rose nodded.  “The problems started to appear as the first cohort hit puberty.  

They tried to keep their difficulties under wraps -- none of them allowed to travel -- but 
eventually information, and genetic samples, leaked out.  Analysis showed the results to be 
colossally bad.  A tremendous waste.” 

 
“A lot of good came out of it, in a weird way,” Deev added.  “That’s what got the 

Chinese to finally agree to genetic screening in international travel, to stop the spread of those 
genetic flaws.  A lot of what had been National databases were opened up to sharing.” 

 
Something in Deev’s presentation still bugged me.  “Back up -- you’re not only 

postulating the existence of a group doing quality control.  If I understand you correctly, they’re 
doing it on the basis of genetic flaws we don’t understand?  They have superior knowledge?  
Sounds like paranoia or some weird conspiracy hypothesis.” 

 
Deev smiled.  “That’s your problem, sport.” 
 
Rose made a face.  “That’s one of the things that makes that scheme so unlikely -- if 

someone with such superior knowledge is present and manipulating things, why aren’t they 
helping us more?” 

 
“Maybe they are,” I suggested. 
 
Deev chortled and nodded.  “There’s unbridled optimism for you!” 
 
Rose still bore a sour look.  “I wonder if there’s a genetic predisposition towards 

conspiracy theories?” 
 
Deev looked entirely unrepentant.  “Not my theories, dear -- I just present the data.” 
 
“So where does that leave us?” I asked. 
 
“In need of a snuggle?” Rose suggested. 
 
I smiled, pulling her closer to me on the couch. 
 
“One on each side?” suggested Deev.  Rose and I chuckled. 
 
Deev stood up and moved closer, taking off her top but leaving her bra on.  She wiggled 

in, forcing herself between Rose and I on the couch, pulling us both to her. 
 
“I’ll give you something to think about,” she told us.  I closed my eyes and relaxed 

against her. 
 
She chuckled.  “No, really,” she said. 
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I sat up. 
 
“This is for you to figure, Siggy,” she said.  “When Nikki holds me, her hands are like 

this.”  She held up her hands, fingers relaxed and curving in to her palms.  “But when he holds 
me,” nodding to me, “his hands start out like this,” she extended her fingers, “and only after a 
while, when he’s really relaxed, they go like this, like Nikki,” she held her fingers relaxed and 
curved again. 

 
Rose furrowed her brow, smiling.  “Did Nikki start out the same way?” 
 
Deev answered, “Don’t remember.” 
 
Rose smiled.  “This needs careful observation!” 
 
I stood up, pulling them with me.  “Observe all you want,” I told her. 
 
I don’t know how much observation she did.  When I crawled into bed, I snuggled up to 

Deev, and stopped thinking when she pulled me to her. 
 
I woke in the morning prior to the alarm going off.  I managed to get out of bed so I could 

pee.  As I returned to bed, Rose got up, making it easier for me to get back in. 
 
Oh that sensation of skin against warm skin!  Deev and I held each other. 
 
I was drifting in her embrace when things changed.  I could hear her voice from far away, 

feel her as she held me to her, and feel a hand on me, getting me so aroused.  She gets me to 
come with an incredible intensity, and melts me into her again so quickly. 

 
But we had to get up.  Back to the routine -- exercise, teaching, research. 
 
“What did you find?” I asked Deev as we walked to dinner.  She seemed really excited. 
 
“Not sure yet -- but I just got access to a lot of physiological data.  I started a hack 

looking for correlates to some of your states.  We’ll see what it turns up.” 
 
She filled us in a little more.  I was familiar with Kalman filtering of course, but not so 

familiar with neural nets.  She’d identified what she called a training sample, and was having her 
hack look for correlates in the physiological data.  The second phase was to look for similar 
events in the physiological data, and see if they correlated with other events not in the training 
set.  Or at least that’s what I think she was going to do. 

 
She went right back to it after we returned from dinner.  Her computer was set up in one 

corner of the kitchen, on our little kitchen table; that’s why we’d been eating all our meals at the 
hall.  Rose and I waved to her when we went to bed.  We recognized the state Deev was in, and 
knew better than to interrupt or interfere. 
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“Besides,” Rose whispered to me as we went upstairs, “That leaves you all to me 

tonight.” 
 
I held and kissed her at the top of the stairs.  “You’re better?” 
 
“Only one way to find out,” she whispered hotly in my ear. 
 
We made love on a cloud, with her atop me.  I remember falling into her eyes with her 

riding me, but coming to her touch.  I held her afterward.  Some time during the night Deev 
joined us.  I remember molding myself to cool skin, finding a nipple, and being filled with joy at 
the sounds Deev made. 

 
As we got ready for exercise in the morning I noticed some blood stains on the bedding.  

“Are you okay?” I asked Rose, holding her. 
 
She nodded.  “I cramped up, so you didn’t finish inside me.  I hope you don’t mind.” 
 
“Not at all,” I told her.  “I love holding you.” 
 
“I really needed that,” she said, resting her head on my shoulder. 
 
At lunch, Deev was animated, but not letting me in on what was happening.  She and 

Rose were at it all afternoon in the kitchen.  For a while I thought I was going to dinner by 
myself, but they relented.  They went back at it when we returned. 

 
They joined me in the study at about nine.  Both looked quite involved still. 
 
“You’re right,” Rose said to Deev.  “We need verification, and more data.” 
 
“Told you so,” said Deev.  She took off her top and bra as she stepped around the desk to 

me. 
 
As I turned, she put a hand behind my head and pulled me to a breast.  In an instant, I was 

hers. 
 
I went through some dark and lonely places before coming out the other side.  But the 

other side was filled with warmth, softness, and passion. 
 
The rest of the week was strange.  They worked hard.  Sometimes they argued.  We had 

“more data” a few times, with Deev grabbing me.  One evening we sat together and reviewed 
entries in detail.  We’d go to bed, snuggling.  I’d only wake partially in the morning, to one of 
them holding me, getting me aroused, milking me, and carrying me back to peace for a while. 

 
Rose and Deev seemed much more relaxed as we went to dinner Friday night. 
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“We have answers?” I asked them. 
 
I was walking between them; Deev gave me a squeeze. 
 
“We’ve got a set of interesting hypotheses, and some fascinating models.  Helen agrees.” 
 
“Helen?” I asked. 
 
“Kalansky,” Rose answered. 
 
“I didn’t think she was part of The Order.” 
 
“Oh, she’s not,” Rose said. 
 
“But she has access to far more computational resources, and many of the databases are 

stored local to her, so it’s easier and more productive for us to ship the models to her and run 
them on the data over there,” Deev explained. 

 
I nodded.  I was catching on.  “Especially if someone decides these models need ‘further 

study’ before any conclusions can be drawn, let alone recommendations made based on them.” 
 
“I told you he was bright,” Rose said. 
 
“Warm and cuddly, too,” Deev added. 
 
And at dinner, Deev received larger portions! 
 
“What happened?” I asked in astonishment. 
 
Deev smiled.  “The good people running the exercise regime made it clear to certain 

busybodies that I’m in fine physical condition, thank you, and in fact their dietary restrictions 
were causing me harm!  Oh, and their data on you, Alan, has been the icing on the cake!” 

 
I raised an eyebrow 
 
“Their records clearly show a drop in your performance coincident with the introduction 

of the medication six years ago, and an increase following its discontinuance.  The drop was so 
dramatic that they made formal inquiry at the time, which was of course waved off.” 

 
“That shoots ‘minimal secondary effects’ all to hell, I’d say.” 
 
“Helen is sure she can get a number of countries to either significantly restrict or outright 

ban the use of a number of agents based on our analysis,” Rose added with a smile. 
 
“If we can save someone from that dark path, it’s worth it,” I told them. 
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Walking back, I had the feeling something was going on.  I was feeling frisky -- and I 
hoped one of them was as well! 

 
An encouraging start when we got back -- rather than dive into the kitchen and the 

computers, we gathered in the study for some serious snogging on the couch.  We moved to the 
bedroom, shedding clothes and doing our evening rituals. 

 
We’d resumed naked on the bed, and were progressing well when Deev disengaged.  “Be 

right back,” she told us, “carry on...”  Well, she did make the suggestion! 
 
I thought I heard a hissing sound, then felt something like a cool mist on me.  It smelled 

nice, perfumy, with a little tang to it.  Rose moved a little.  I opened my eyes and saw Deev 
standing at the side of the bed, holding a mask to her face, and a sprayer out over us.  I started to 
say something, but the world went soft. 

 
Soft, and very nice.  We hugged and kissed more.  Deev and I kissed and adored Rose, 

enticing wonderful noises from her. 
 
I was sitting up, with Rose impaled on me, moving slowly as we kissed.  A hand on my 

back, strong and warm, moving to my neck, interrupting our kiss.  We were drawn to Deev’s 
breasts, delicious and fulfilling.  Someone had been having fun with me as well -- when I filled 
myself with Deev’s breast, I tasted rich chocolate and cherries, the deep chocolate of her skin 
and the red cherries of her nipple.  She held us, and her voice moved within us, setting us on fire, 
taking us to the edge, and crashing us over the other side, eventually separating, only to be drawn 
back to her again, nestling in to sleep. 

 
Rose and I repaid Deev Saturday afternoon.  I’d been working at my desk and noticed it 

was awfully quiet.  Then Rose walked in, naked, and with a very nice pink blush from head to 
heaven.  I managed to save my work before she took me.  I remember Deev making a lot of 
noise.  We all enjoyed it.  We declared a truce Sunday, but spent the afternoon in bed together. 

 
Monday lunch, both ladies bore interesting looks; they’d been at The Order’s offices 

most of the morning.  “What is it?” I asked as I spread my napkin in my lap. 
 
They looked at each other in amusement.  Deev sputtered a bit, and Rose told me, “We’ll 

tell you after lunch.” 
 
Fine.  Lunch was what you’d consider nominal. 
 
Back in my abode, they both had that amused look.  We sat on the couch together. 
 
“Alan,” Rose started out, “would you say you’ve gotten used to The Order’s, ah, 

techniques?” 
 
I raised an eyebrow.  “I suppose so.  No complaints, mind you, at least not currently.” 
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Deev sputtered in amusement. 
 
Rose nodded, a look of serious amusement.  “Would it surprise you to know that the 

volume of fluid you produce for a standard sample is quite predictable?” 
 
I shrugged.  “Some variation based on how busy I’ve been, recovery, that kind of thing.” 
 
Deev looked about ready to burst into laughter.  Rose gave her a poisonous look. 
 
“Yes,” Rose continued, “but even with that, quite predictable.” 
 
“Okay,” I agreed, “And the point is?” 
 
Rose shook her head, still smiling.  Deev started chuckling. 
 
“Except when she does it,” Rose pointed at Deev, “you produce twelve to fifteen percent 

more!” 
 
I started laughing as well, bewildered.  “What?  How?  Why?” 
 
Rose sat back.  “That’s what we’d like to know!” she said, looking at Deev accusingly.  

Then both of them looked at me. 
 
“What?  You expect me to have answers?” 
 
“Yes,” Rose told me, her face now a model of seriousness, her eyebrows almost knit 

together.  “Is there a difference in feeling?  Does it feel different when she does it?” 
 
I sighed, letting go to remember, letting my eyes drift closed.  “Hold me, please...  Yes, 

there is.  With you, Margaret, Sherry, it’s relaxing, smooth, I don’t know.  With Deev -- she 
takes me to a different place.  Deeper, more turbulent, more intense, so hungry for her...” 

 
I looked at them both, holding Rose, reaching for Deev.  “Does that help?” 
 
Rose nodded, and looked to Deev.  Deev gave us a wistful, “Who, me?” look. 
 
Rose smiled.  “I think more research is in order.” 
 
Deev licked her chops. 
 
I sighed.  They laughed.  I wasn’t going to get to sleep early, that was for sure! 
 

 
End of Part 4 

Rev 2009/12/04 
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5 
Data, and More Data 

 
We got “more data.”  Rose and Deev recruited two young lovelies from The Order’s on-

Campus office, having them arrive at the crack of dawn to take standard samples from me. 
 
The first few times were nice enough, but...  When Rose quizzed me, I told her -- I really 

needed to be held afterwards. 
 
So the procedure changed a bit; I’d sit on the edge of the bed so they could take the 

sample, and then we’d snuggle for a while.  Much nicer. 
 
Wednesday morning, Judy, the one with the freckles.  Sitting on the edge of the bed, 

looking into her pretty eyes, her fingers touch my neck and slide up to my face; I sigh as I drop 
into trance.  So pretty, her voice so far away, her touch so soft, so stimulating. 

 
But this was different -- hunger in her voice and in her touch, my breath speeding up, so 

hungry for her, so intense, coming so strongly as she smothered me to a nipple, a hand at the 
back of my head, then holding me as we collapsed to the bed.  I held her, my heart still racing. 

 
Deev, Rose, and I walking to breakfast later.  I sighed as we walked along. 
 
“What?” asked Rose, an arm around my waist. 
 
“That was intense,” I told her. 
 
“What was?” Deev asked. 
 
I shook my head.  “This morning with Judy.” 
 
“Oh, you could tell the difference?” Rose asked. 
 
I gave her a look of incredulity; Deev laughed. 
 
Friday morning with the other one, it was the “old” way, gentle, smooth, snuggling so 

nicely afterwards.  Monday morning with Judy, my heart raced with anticipation, but it was the 
old way again, soothing and comforting, being held after. 

 
But Wednesday and Friday, both of them, so turbulent, so intense! 
 
I was trying to explain the difference to Rose and Deev Friday night after dinner, looking 

in Rose’s eyes, trying to put words into the intensity I’d felt... 
 
When Deev took me, pulling me to a nipple, chocolate and cherries again, wiping me out. 
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Mid-morning Saturday, Rose did something, Rose and Deev both, surprising me 
downstairs, the two of us on cushions on the floor, Rose riding me with Deev “helping.” 

 
Sunday afternoon we reviewed Deev’s study of my notebooks, breaking for dinner. 
 
Walking back from the hall, I paused a few meters from the door. 
 
“Alan, what’s the matter?” Rose asked, arm around my waist.  Deev put an arm around 

my shoulders. 
 
I shook my head.  “I don’t know what’s going on!  You, the others, have been so intense 

recently!  What is it?” 
 
Deev rubbed my back.  “Do you need comforting?” she whispered. 
 
Don’t know what I did, but both Deev and Rose chuckled. 
 
“Alan,” Rose answered after a bit, “We’re finishing up our research and getting ready to 

raise hell, on a number of fronts.” 
 
I made a face.  “If they’ll let you...” 
 
“Helen is helping,” Deev said, holding both of us.  “When we hit ‘em, I think even they’ll 

know they’re outmatched -- if they try and suppress it, it will only make things worse.” 
 
I looked to them.  “Thank you -- thank you both.” 
 
Deev held me close, and Rose whispered hotly in my ear.  “And we’ll take good care of 

you tonight, we promise.” 
 
They did -- soft and comforting. 
 
The next morning Judy wiped me out! 
 
Wednesday and Friday morning, Rose and Deev took the samples, working together, 

taking me to a level of intensity that was amazing.  They were also very soothing at night. 
 
Saturday morning walking back from a late breakfast, Rose surprised me.  “Like to hear 

some answers and some questions?” 
 
“Yes!  Of course!” 
 
We settled into the study.  I decided to take my tutor chair. 
 
“Don’t want to sit with us?” Deev asked as she took off her heavy clothing. 
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I smiled.  “I’ll start here...” 
 
Deev pushed her lower lip out in a pout. 
 
Rose came in from the loo, and laughed.  “Saving your strength?” 
 
I tried to look offended, but they laughed at me! 
 
Rose sat down.  She leaned back against Deev.  “Oh, this is nice.  Sure you wouldn’t 

rather sit with us?” 
 
I thought about offering to take this discussion upstairs ... but that might be what they 

wanted...  “I’m fine here for now.  Answers?” 
 
Deev reached around and caressed Rose’s breasts, but just for a moment. 
 
Rose sat up and sighed, a big smile on her face.  “Oh, how nice...  Okay, the easy one.  

Standard samples -- different technique, different result, right?” 
 
I nodded.  “I figured that was part of it.  What did we learn?  Sure we got enough data?” 
 
They snickered.  “Oh, we’ll keep experimenting,” Deev suggested, licking her lips. 
 
Rose nodded, sitting up straighter, trying to be serious.  “We demonstrated clearly and 

definitively that slight modification of technique increases volume -- ten percent or more.  And  
as important -- you enjoy it more!  You’re more satisfied, and look forward to the next time!” 

 
I nodded, smiling.  “Yes, I do -- I remember when Judy went back to the old way; it was 

nice, but disappointing.  They should like that -- ten percent for a little change in technique.” 
 
She nodded. 
 
I’d learned...  I’d learned that look.  “But?” 
 
She nodded again.  “But...  The old, traditional technique -- in spite of the objective, you 

could almost call it sterile; we’re taught to maintain such detachment.”  She sighed, something I 
think she’s picked up from me.  “One of the first mornings I was here, you told me...”  She 
looked at me so intently, almost whispering.  “We’re starving you, only letting you have little 
tastes...”  She shook her head.  “Touch-starved, that’s part of it.  We questioned you, and the 
girls, under trance.  A great deal of the increased satisfaction, for both of you, comes from 
snuggling afterwards, that simple act of holding, the pleasure of skin on skin.  Oh, the process 
itself requires more involvement on our part, emotional involvement as well as physical...” 

 
I nodded.  “And they learned...” 
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Rose looked to Deev.  She sat back, shaking her head.  “Maybe we did them a favor; 
maybe we didn’t.  We’ve tried to reshape society, the basic family unit.  You and I were so 
lucky, being raised with strong families, strong fathers.  So many of these girls have never had 
men in their lives, especially someone as kind, as considerate, as intelligent as you.” 

 
I wasn’t sure where this was going, but I was uncomfortable all of a sudden. 
 
“Both girls,” Rose continued, “are pretty much at the end of their rotations here, and want 

to be transferred.  Karen wants to study more; Deev and I have talked with Helen Kalansky to 
get her placed.”  She looked to Deev again; both of them sighed. 

 
Rose looked to me again.  “Judy...  Judy is more complex.  You’ve...”  Rose paused to 

wipe her eyes.  I moved quickly, sitting between them, holding Rose, feeling Deev hold me. 
 
“Oh darling,” Rose whispered, “you’ve brought out so much in her, and in me...” 
 
Rose brushed my face with her fingertips.  She shook her head, smiling.  “I’m not sure 

how she did it, how she got them to agree...” 
 
“Well, I know,” grumbled Deev. 
 
Rose nodded with raised eyebrows, a thoughtful look.  “Yes, that’s perhaps the best 

guess, that they did it to pay me back.”  She looked in my eyes again.  “Thinking it would make 
me jealous...” 

 
“What’s going on?” I asked, more confused. 
 
“Alan, if you agree, and it’s your decision, Judy wants to leave with something special...” 
 
“Oh?” I asked. 
 
She smiled.  “Your child.” 
 
I sat back.  Deev pulled me to leaning on her.  I closed my eyes, moving around until my 

head was cushioned between her breasts and I could hear and feel her heart beating.  She put a 
hand behind my head and held me to her gently. 

 
How many “children” did I have?  To the nearest order of magnitude?  More than a 

hundred thousand but less than a million?  On the high side of that...  How many had I “started” 
myself, over twenty-plus years?  A hundred, hundred fifty?  One every other month?  I’d been 
really busy a decade or so ago, one every week for a while.  I could check; I had records once I 
started as a tutor... 

 
“Is she sure?” I asked. 
 
Deev hugged me.  “Oh, she’s sure,” Rose replied. 
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I sighed and nestled in more.  “What’s your opinion?  Professionally?” 
 
I heard her sigh.  “I’m not sure...  Perhaps I’m too close to be objective.  I’ve spoken with 

my analyst; I can argue both sides.” 
 
Jealousy -- Judy carrying my child before Rose did?  But Rose said we “had” a number 

of children already.  And carrying my child, being pregnant, Rose wouldn’t be able to produce 
eggs.  Well, she wasn’t going to be producing large numbers for the next six months or so 
anyway.  “Would it be wise for me to talk to her?  I could do that tomorrow.” 

 
I felt Rose move closer, sandwiching me in.  She kissed my neck.  “That would be best.” 
 
I started to move, to tell Rose that I loved her, but as I moved, Deev held me tighter, 

Rose whispered in my ear as they touched me gently, and the world went soft. 
 
We rode together on a cloud, Rose and I, and I told her, over and over, that I loved her, I 

needed her. 
 
Sunday morning walking back from breakfast, Deev on one side and Rose on he other. 

We’d been quiet so far.  “Ah, how do I arrange to speak to her, to Judy?” 
 
Rose replied, “I’ll call, and Deev can walk you to the building, if she’s available.” 
 
“The prohibition against being in the building, any of their buildings without you, still 

holds?” 
 
“That would be best,” Rose told me. 
 
“Unless you want to be their little teapot,” Deev threw in. 
 
Deev and I walked to the Order’s residence building about an hour later.  Hard to believe 

-- two buildings, all the people, because I’m here...  One of the “Sacred Seven,” right? 
 
Deev went into the building, returning with Sister Judy. 
 
As they approached, Judy held back a bit, tentative? 
 
“Sister Judy,” I said, opening my arms to her. 
 
Still tentative, until I held her.  She sighed and gave me a squeeze. 
 
Looking at her -- so young -- early twenties?  How had she fallen into the Order? 
 
“Walk with us?” I suggested.  “The weather is with us, at least.” 
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She nodded. 
 
I took her arm in mine.  Deev followed behind. 
 
“Rose told me...  Are you sure this is what you want?” I asked. 
 
I think she nodded.  I shook my head, stopped, and turned so we were facing.  I lifted her 

chin with a finger.  I smiled -- she was so pretty.  I remembered looking into her face, falling into 
her eyes as she took me with such passion. 

 
“You need to tell me,” I said.” 
 
“Yes,” she said with surprising strength.  “I want your child.” 
 
So strange -- how many children did I have?  “And next year, and the year after?” 
 
She smiled more, stepping closer.  “Yes...” 
 
I put one hand on her shoulder, the other behind her head, and pulled her to a kiss. 
 
She put her head on my shoulder with a sigh. 
 
“Judy, if you’re sure,” I whispered. 
 
She smiled, raising her head.  “I am sure.” 
 
I took her arm again.  We walked, Deev following once more. 
 
“When would this happen?” I asked. 
 
She gave my arm a squeeze.  “This Wednesday or Thursday would be best.  I’ll know 

tomorrow.” 
 
Deev spoke up.  “We will work out details.” 
 
Judy had a curious look. 
 
Deev added, “One of us will be there.” 
 
Judy smiled.  “I understand.” 
 
“...to help...” Deev said. 
 
Judy smiled more.  “That would be very nice.” 
 
We kissed briefly, then walked more. 
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“Where will you go?” I asked. 
 
She sighed.  “I’ve been offered a position at a research station, Station Six.  I’ll be taking 

advanced degrees there as well.” 
 
I nodded.  We turned and walked back.  We kissed in front of her building.  Deev walked 

with her to the door, and spoke with her for a moment.  Judy turned to me and smiled broadly 
before going in. 

 
Deev walked back to me.  She smiled and shook her head.  We intertwined arms. 
 
“Well?” I asked. 
 
Deev smiled, moving her arm around my waist. 
 
Oh well. 
 
We went to my study.  Rose was on the couch reading.  She gave us a questioning look. 
 
“She’s immune, that’s for sure, and I’d guess no worse than 2B,” Deev said as she got rid 

of her outergarments. 
 
“Really?” asked Rose. 
 
“Explanation, please?” I asked, shaking my head, trading shoes for slippers as I sat in my 

tutor’s chair. 
 
Deev plopped on the couch with a sigh.  “She’s to be posted to Station Six -- that’s their 

‘research’ station above the Arctic Circle.  Only staffed by immunes.  Ooh!  We’ve got tags on 
her!”  Deev was sitting up, excited and attentive. 

 
“Would someone care to translate for me?” I asked, frowning. 
 
“Doesn’t he do that well?” Rose told Deev. 
 
I frowned more. 
 
Rose sighed, smiling and shaking her head.  She moved on the couch, making room for 

me.  “Alan, come sit with us, please.”  She patted the spot next to her. 
 
I moved with a harrumph.  They laughed at me! 
 
But they held me when I sat between them. 
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“I know from earlier snooping,” Deev told us, “that Station Six is staffed entirely by 
genetic immunes.  Through datamining outside the Order, I determined it’s located North of the 
Arctic Circle -- you can learn a lot from travel records.  I also determined that all the personnel 
are high-grade.” 

 
Rose picked up the explanation.  “There’s a grading or rating scheme...  Class 1 are the 

clears.  Each class is subdivided, 1A males such as your exalted self,  I am 1B; there are, what, 
four hundred in that group?  C and D are considered clear but with ... noisy ... sections, yes?” 

 
Deev nodded.  “I can check; I think 1B is around four sixty now.  That’s as good an 

explanation as any for 1C and D.  Not 1A/B, but no recognized issues.  Class 2 are minor genetic 
issues, snips.  I’m 2B.  Class 3 still minor issues; the Order would like to limit reproduction to 3 
and above, with some wanting only 1 and 2.  Not very many takers on that.” 

 
“Singapore,” Rose suggested. 
 
“Not officially...  But now I’ll be able to probe that site!”  Deev rubbed her hands in glee. 
 
“Explain,” I requested.  “I thought you found out a lot already.” 
 
She nodded.  “So far, from statistical queries.  Imagine this huge cloud of data out there -- 

riddled with tripwires.  It’s hard to do individual queries, what was your heart rate and blood 
pressure at 6 AM yesterday, for example, without attracting undue attention.  Rose and I can do 
that kind of query on you, because we’re working with you.” 

 
“But if someone in Sydney or Paris did that, all hell would break loose,” Rose added. 
 
“Expand on that, please?” 
 
Deev made a noise.  “Wouldn’t get the data, that’s for sure.  And unless they were very 

clever on how they’d made the query, they’d quickly, in a matter of days at the latest, have the 
opportunity to personally explain to representatives of the Order just why they were after that 
information.  And you understand how persuasive the Order can be...” 

 
“Indeed.  Of such incidents teapots are made?” 
 
“You got it,” Deev agreed.  “Usually it takes more than once, although they have been 

known to follow up single queries.” 
 
“But at the same time,” Rose added, “They need to allow legitimate research.” 
 
“So most of my work is based on statistical queries,” Deev agreed, “define and query 

cohorts.  It’s an interesting dance; I can query some things but not others without raising 
attention.  It’s set theory -- a group of qualifiers returns a set with you as a member.  Now add 
one more qualifier and form a subset of that first set -- based on information I have on you, 
exclude blue eyes as an example.  Now I have two sets, one happens to be a subset of the other, a 
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subset because you’ve been excluded -- I can query both sets and learn whatever I want about 
you by comparing results.  I’ve got other tools to let me mix things up and evade the guard dogs.  
By accident I identified a cohort that essentially resolved to one location.  Once I had that 
definition, I could query that cohort, see what else I could learn about them.  That’s all without 
knowing or identifying individuals.  Definitely the hard way.  But now that I have an individual, 
I can go in with that information -- well, go in through a side door...  But I’ll be able to learn a 
whole lot more about what goes on.” 

 
“How?” I asked. 
 
She grinned.  “Remember, this is a highly analytical organization -- and as one of my 

profs used to say, ‘and that starts with anal’...  Once Judy’s there, I’ll be able to suss out the 
entire site -- specialties, staffing, you name it.” 

 
“How did your ‘talk’ go?” Rose asked, changing the subject. 
 
“She says she’s sure,” I told her, rubbing her back. 
 
“Wednesday or Thursday,” Deev added. 
 
Rose frowned.  “Of course.  Okay, we’ll postpone a day or so.” 
 
“That will give Helen more time to get her ducks in a row,” Deev suggested. 
 
“How many schemes going on here?” I had to ask. 
 
Rose chuckled and shook her head.  “Not that many -- on our side, at least, and we count 

Helen and her group on our side.  We’re going to make a difference, that’s for sure.” 
 
“Whether the Order likes it or not?” 
 
“Who knows, they might actually listen,” Deev suggested. 
 
“We’ll know in a week.” 
 
“And until then?” I asked. 
 
Deev grinned.  “We’ll have to do what we do best...”  She dug fingernails into my 

shoulders. 
 
“May I visit the loo first?” 
 
They laughed at me again! 
 
But I actually got work done.  They were in the kitchen, working on their analysis and 

presentations.  They were in their own world through dinner, not talking much. 
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I was surprised when we took a longer walk back to my residence.  The evening was 

clear and cold. 
 
Holding Rose, looking in her eyes, she shook her head. 
 
“What?” I asked. 
 
“What they’ve done to you, to us...” she whispered,  “It’s a wonder they haven’t lost 

more.” 
 
Walking back, Deev told me, “The data from your exercise programme really settles any 

doubts -- and the data from both of you when they restarted and tapered the drug.  Even they 
won’t be able to ignore it.” 

 
We went back.  I read for a while as they typed away. 
 
But only for an hour or so.  Without a word, we went upstairs,  We held each other and 

went to sleep. 
 
We slept in Monday, at least in comparison to the last few weeks.  Rose pushed Deev and 

me out of bed in time to exercise. 
 
“Saving me for later in the week?” I suggested to Deev as we walked across the 

courtyard. 
 
She put an arm around me.  “We’re trying...” 
 
I laughed.  “If I can hold out, so can you...” 
 
She laughed with me.  “But we can still snuggle...” 
 
“Please,” I whispered, stopping on the path and holding her close. 
 
Walking back from lunch, Deev left us along the path.  I glanced up from my first 

afternoon tutorial to see her returning with Judy in tow.  They entered and went upstairs.  I kept 
at my students; they were sitting papers shortly, and I expect them to do well. 

 
That tutorial ended, another started, and ended.  I wrote notes.  Visited the downstairs 

loo.  Did I have to make my own damn tea?  I listened as I passed the stairs, but didn’t hear 
anything other than air circulating.  Frown -- my little abode was extremely well built.  I 
probably had no idea how well built, how secure...  “Sacred Seven” and all that.  Narrow damn 
stairs with a turn at the top -- how had they gotten my huge bed up there, and the bloody 
wardrobe?  Nevermind -- I’ve work to do.  If I take supper alone, so be it.  Did that for years. 
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But they came downstairs, the three of them, around supper time.  All dressed proper, 
even if Judy did look quite rosy and with a big, if somewhat spaced out, smile. 

 
“Productive afternoon?” I asked, slipping into my shoes. 
 
When I stood up, Judy took me in her arms, kissing me.  We wrapped around each other, 

taking our fill. 
 
“Dinner?” interrupted Deev. 
 
Rose laughed as we pulled apart.  We walked together to the hall.  I knew better than to 

press for details.  During our meal we chatted politely about college life.  My students would be 
sitting papers soon; I expected each to do well, and was helping as I could.  With the older ones 
it was review.  With the younger ones, it was review and preparing them for the ordeal.  I was so 
lucky, always such good students.  Deev complained about the weather.  We chided her, as she’d 
not enjoyed a full winter here -- nor was she inclined to do so!  And while there was no explicit 
reference or questioning, I got the feeling Judy didn’t know where she was going, just that it was 
a research station, and she’d be taking advanced degrees as well as other duties (unspecified). 

 
We separated with a brief hug, though, outside the hall.  Deev, Rose, and I made our way 

back to my residence. 
 
“Preparation for later in the week?” I asked as we hung up our coats inside. 
 
Those sphinx-like smiles... 
 
“And when does mine occur?” I asked. 
 
Rose and Deev exchanged glances.  “What makes you think you need more?” Rose 

challenged. 
 
I chuckled and nodded. 
 
Deev gave me a quick, intense hug.  “We’ve work to catch up on.  Don’t wait up for us.” 
 
“Really?” I asked, looking at Rose. 
 
She touched my forehead.  “Oh, don’t worry -- we’ll hold you.” 
 
“I promise,” Deev whispered as she briefly smothered me between her breasts. 
 
I got to work, occasionally hearing discussion from the kitchen.  Occasionally I heard a 

louder, more spirited “discussion”...  Mostly though it was the subdued clacking of keys. 
 
I’d had it for the night.  I tidied up and went upstairs. 
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I was about through with my evening bathroom routine when I saw Deev in the mirror. 
 
“I came up to tuck you in,” she said as I turned to her. 
 
“Thank you.” 
 
She smiled, removing her top and bra.  “Why don’t you get in bed?  I’ll be a moment.” 
 
I crawled into bed while she used the loo.  It was nice, having more room to myself, but I 

wouldn’t trade that for skin against skin, for waking up and snuggling close, being held, being 
held to a nipple... 

 
The room lights went off and the bed moved as Deev slid in with me.  Oh, skin against 

skin feels so good!  We wound together.  She held me where I wanted to be, and rocked me to 
sleep in her arms. 

 
Anticlimax?  No, it was special.  Wednesday returning from lunch, stepping back into 

my little abode, soft hands on me, soft voices whispering me to that special place.  Rolling on the 
bed with Judy, kissing her, sucking on her, going down on her.  Her cries made me all the 
hungrier for her.  On top of her, thrusting into her, looking at her, feeling her hands pressing on 
my lower back, filling her and collapsing to a kiss.  Some times alert, other times in dreams, we 
were together through the afternoon, evening, night and morning.  I remember sitting up, Judy in 
my lap, rocking together as Deev held us to her delicious breasts, Rose’s voice in my head.  I 
went to sleep holding Judy’s head on my shoulder.  Different things, intense -- Judy taking me, 
riding me, one with her on her knees, head on the bed, me standing by the bed holding her waist. 

 
The four of us having soup for lunch in my little kitchen, hugging and kissing, curling up 

in bed with Deev, her softness and weight all around me, drifting to sleep. 
 
I showered alone, dressed, and went downstairs.  Deev and Rose were dressed, hovering 

over Rose’s computer display. 
 
We walked to the hall for supper. 
 
“How did I do?” I asked, walking between them. 
 
Rose rubbed my back.  “I think you did very well.  What do you think?” 
 
“Intense.  I wish her well.”  I took a breath.  Cold, damp air.  “Are you ready?” 
 
“Helen’s crew has been doing prep work.  Some of them are upset, claiming we’re too 

soft, pulling our punches,” Deev told us. 
 
“And those punches are?” I asked. 
 
“Low, fast, and nasty,” Deev snarled. 
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“We’ll tell you tomorrow afternoon, dear, and let you read the reports,” Rose told me. 
 
In spite of not having that much to eat, I wasn’t that hungry. 
 
Checking my desk when we got back, I had notes from Alex, from  students. 
 
“Am I free tomorrow?” I asked Rose. 
 
She smiled.  “We don’t have anything planned -- maybe Bird and Baby for supper to 

celebrate.” 
 
I nodded, smiling to her, and picked up the phone. 
 
“Alex, I saw your notes.  I can meet with Caroline and Anita at their convenience; 

schedule an hour to an hour and a half for each of them, and reassure them that I’m certain they 
will do just fine!  ...  Yes, thanks dear.  ...  Oh yes, I’ll make exercise in the morning.” 

 
Rose looked up, questioning. 
 
“I’m meeting with students for review.  It’s more a matter of nerves than anything else.” 
 
She nodded.  “As it is with all of us.” 
 
I sat with her.  Deev was working away on her computer in the kitchen.  “You, too?” 
 
She put her head on my shoulder, her arms around me.  “Alan, they’ve got to change.  

They will change; it’s a matter of whether they do it voluntarily, or have to be dragged, kicking 
and screaming.” 

 
“Thank you,” I whispered, kissing her on the head. 
 
She moved her head, still on my shoulder.  “No, Alan, thank you -- for your 

perseverance, for your notes, for keeping your humanity.” 
 
I kissed her head again.  “I have you and Margaret to thank for that.” 
 
I held her.  “I’m also warm and snuggly -- do you need to be held?” I offered. 
 
She looked up, smiling.  “Oh yes, I do.” 
 
We didn’t make it to bed for a while, but when we did, I held her, she held me, and Deev 

held us both.  I slept well. 
 
They were up early; we were up early, and had an early breakfast. 
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“Wish us well,” Rose told me at a junction in the path back to my place. 
 
I hugged her and whispered, “I love you.” 
 
I turned to Deev and hugged her.  “Oh, I love to be lost in you,” I told her. 
 
She growled and squeezed me tighter. 
 
They walked off to battle. 
 
I started walking back to my residence, but turned and headed to exercise.  I’d be a little 

early, but what the hell. 
 
I invited Anita to lunch with me after our review.  I dislike eating alone, and she needed 

the boost in self-confidence.  It was a treat for her; she tried not to spend all her time looking 
about the hall.  Another of her  tutors stopped by and told her what a fine job she’d done on her 
paper.  That helped greatly. 

 
Caroline was a similar story; she would do fine.  She was having problems with very 

difficult material, and it was a tribute to her that she was questioning it. 
 
Rose and Deev returned a little before five.  They were smiling.  I got big hugs and kisses 

from each. 
 
“Are we celebrating?” I asked. 
 
“Oh yes, we are!” Deev said enthusiastically. 
 
“Was it bloody?” I asked Rose, arms around her waist. 
 
She smiled; we do that when we look at each other, it just happens.  “A little at first, but 

when Helen’s team weighed in, they figured out pretty quickly they were in for it whether they 
liked it or not.” 

 
I moved us to sitting.  “Very good.  Now give me the two minute summary, please.” 
 
Deev sat on the other side of me, and grabbed me for a quick squeeze.  Rose laughed. 
 
“Alan,” Rose started, “As you may recall, they asked, and we agreed, for an analysis of 

your notebooks.  We gave them our report on the analysis of your notebooks.  We showed them 
how you had been keeping detailed notes on your experiences, and how those notes expressed 
your mental state.” 

 
“And we managed to get in a few swift kicks on how being cheap and restrictive hurt a 

lot of people,” Deev tossed in. 
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Rose nodded.  “We demonstrated clearly that the way you have been treated has caused 
you psychological distress from the start.”  She paused and smiled.  “They didn’t like that, so we 
went for the kill.  We showed them clearly how you were able to go back and deduce the onset 
of medication.  We demonstrated unequivocally that the medication caused severe physical 
effects, as measured by both exercise and non-exercise physiological response.  We also 
demonstrated that the medication induced severe clinical depression, and concluded that the 
same medication is linked to the suicides of others.” 

 
I nodded.  “And for the future?” 
 
“Thanks to the efforts of Helen’s group,” Deev added, “Those medications will be 

banned in many countries by the end of next week.” 
 
Rose smirked.  “The Order graciously agreed to ‘study’ our findings; Helen told them the 

manufacturers have already agreed to withdraw the compounds from the market, and a number 
of governments are banning their use outright.” 

 
“And the future, going forward, for individuals such as me?” 
 
Rose smiled broadly.  “You are individuals!  When we treat you as such, care for your 

needs, engage you, care for your psychological, social, as well as biological needs, you are 
happier, more productive, in every sense of the word, and live longer!  Simply put, we need to 
take care of you, all of you!” 

 
“And will they?” I had to ask. 
 
Rose sighed.  “That’s the question, isn’t it?  Certainly we’ve taken a few things out of 

their bag of tricks, and showed them the benefit of changing their ways.  Did you know...  Helen 
showed, through analysis and correlation of data from multiple sources, including biometric data, 
that your immune system is stronger, and your stress levels far lower when you’re happy.  Both 
of us, you and I darling, are so much healthier now than before I arrived...  Even looking back, 
just holding you for a while yielded such positive results.  It’s a lot harder for them to ignore that 
kind of data.” 

 
“Harder,” I offered, ever the optimist. 
 
Deev grabbed me and smothered me to her.  “Oh, we kicked ass!  They have to change, if 

for no other reason than they can’t sweep it under the rug!  The data is out there!” 
 
I was so hungry for her -- I wanted to pull off her bra and fill myself with her.  I started 

leaning backward so she’d be on top of me. 
 
Rose pulled us apart.  “Dinner!  I need something to eat!”  She poked me as she pushed 

Deev back.  “And so do you!” 
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We grumbled as we got up.  I’m glad we did, though, as dinner was very good.  Even 
though it was damp and cold out, we took the long way back.  How I missed the clear night sky! 

 
Back home, Deev wanted to drag me right up to bed.  I didn’t fight, much.  But when we 

got upstairs, I stopped her mad rush to strip us, leaving her bra and panties on, and my shorts. 
 
“Slow down for a moment, please,” I whispered.  “Let me feel you...” 
 
Standing together in the room, I burrowed my head between her breasts, running my 

hands along her, feeling her, feeling the smooth fabric of her bra, and the warm softness filling it. 
 
She put one hand behind my head and one on my lower back, holding me closer. 
 
On the bed, I couldn’t get enough of her, on top of me, around me.  She rode me 

deliriously, and I came so hard and so fast, and still couldn’t get enough of her. 
 
Holding on, being held to a nipple, I felt Rose slide up behind me.  She squeezed me to 

Deev and started whispering in my ear.  After a while, something in me let loose, and I could 
relax.  I could relax, let go, and be held. 

 
“What was with you last night?” Deev asked, hugging me downstairs as we were about to 

get our coats and walk to breakfast.  It was raining out, and we’d need umbrellas. 
 
“I don’t know,” I told her, holding on for a moment. 
 
Rose stepped closer.  I felt her hand at the back of my head.  “Really?” she whispered.  

She did something that melted me into Deev. 
 
I closed my eyes and held Deev closer.  “Your work is done.  You’ll be leaving,” I said, 

my voice full of emotion. 
 
Deev kissed the top of my head.  “Monday morning,” she whispered. 
 
“But I’m not going anywhere,” Rose told me.  “I promise.” 
 
That helped, yet it didn’t. 
 
Shaking off rain inside the entrance to the hall, Deev muttered, “Not going to miss this 

damned weather, that’s for sure!” 
 
After breakfast, I went upstairs to change.  As usual when it rains hard, I’m soaked from 

the knees down. 
 
Sitting on the edge of the bed, putting on fresh socks after drying myself off, I looked up 

to see Rose coming in. 
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She walked up and pushed me back on the bed, laying on top of me.  I held her tight, 
closing my eyes. 

 
“Oh Alan, I’m here, and I’m staying here, with you!” 
 
We held each other for a while, then went downstairs. 
 
Deev was at her computer in the kitchen, laughing, sneering.  “Oh, you turkeys!  We 

expected better!” 
 
“What’s happening?” I asked. 
 
Deev shook her head, smirking.  “Oh, what we expected.  Actually, the two-day delay 

helped enormously.  Helen and her team were able to prep so many people, anticipating their 
antics -- the Order has been moving to undermine what we’ve done.  Helen’s people -- around 
the world -- not only got the word out, but prepared people for exactly the sleazy tricks we’re 
seeing.  Ooh, it seems the Singapore government was not very happy with the Order’s 
representatives!  It’s really hard to contradict your own people, your own data...  Oh!  The group 
in Canada is behind us!” 

 
“Dissention in the ranks?” I asked. 
 
“Oh, quite a bit,” confirmed Rose. “At least on details such as this.  Still broad agreement 

on directions, goals though.” 
 
Walking to lunch Sunday (we missed breakfast, gloriously), Deev’s handiphone breeped 

pretty much as soon as we walked out my door.  At least it wasn’t raining.  She looked at the 
display -- her eyebrows went up and she answered it.  “Yes?  This is Deev.” 

 
We stood there in the path, Deev listening, nodding.  “That’s complete bullshit!  For one, 

they have no basis for making those interpretations.  Second, they’re wrong!  ...  No, that’s 
absurd!  My information came directly from his notebooks, and from personal interviews, 
neither of which they’ve had access to!  Would you like to speak to him?  Yes, he’s right here; 
we were on our way to lunch.” 

 
Deev handed me her phone. 
 
“This is Alan Grant,” I said. 
 
“Doctor Grant, this is Helen Kalansky.  I’m meeting with a number of colleagues, and 

wondered if you might have the time to answer some questions for us.” 
 
I smiled; it sounded like she was using a speakerphone.  “Of course, Doctor Kalansky -- 

it’s an honor to finally speak to you.” 
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“Let me assure you, Doctor Grant, the honor is mine!” she replied, with some laughter in 
the background.  “We do have some questions on your notebooks, the records you kept.” 

 
“Yes, for what dates, particularly?  I can fetch the relevant volume.”  I moved to a nearby 

bench. 
 
“March through May of 2090, particularly,” she said. 
 
“March - May 90, please,” I told Rose, who took off to get it.  “I’ll have it momentarily.” 
 
“Thank you.  While we’re waiting, why did you keep those notes?  And for whom?” 
 
“I kept them for myself, a diary.  I did not keep them at the direction or request of others.  

If I had, I certainly would not have used the forms I did!  I’ve been aware that I’m under a 
microscope, and wanted to keep some things private, which is why I invented the schemes I did.” 

 
“Why was it important to you to keep them private?” another voice asked. 
 
I shook my head.  “Why do any of us desire to keep aspects of our lives, our thoughts, 

private?  For me, partially, by writing them out, giving them voice, I could seek to offload some 
of the pain.  I don’t know who told me, long ago, not to hold things in.  Until so recently, I’ve 
had nobody to share with, no shoulder to cry on.  So paper had to do.  And because I feared, 
rightly it seems, that my feelings towards privacy would be neither shared nor respected, I kept 
them in the form I did.” 

 
Deev nodded, sitting next to me.  Rose rushed up with the notebook, handing it to me and 

sitting next to me. 
 
“And these notes, these marks, were contemporaneous?” another voice asked. 
 
“The date of each entry is clearly shown at the top of the page.  I tried, where something 

covered multiple days, to indicate that.” 
 
“Have you ever revised or edited...” 
 
“No!  Once something is written, it’s written!  At least in the physical sciences, when we 

teach students to keep notebooks, we try and instill in them the importance of accurate record 
keeping.  We teach them, I teach them, that if they find an error later on, to note that when they 
find it, but never, never alter earlier notes.  Science is based on observation, and intellectual 
honesty.” 

 
Another voice started in describing the entry for a day in late March, and...  I finally had 

to interrupt, I’d been laughing.  “That is the most ludicrous, preposterous, and tortured thing I 
have heard in a long, long time!”  I flipped to that entry and described it in detail, translating, 
pointing out that I’d used the same terms and structures for over a decade previous.  Well, where 
could the other interpretation have come from?  I had no idea -- it certainly had not come from 
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me!  I was peppered with other questions.  I spent a while describing what I felt coming off the 
drugs and having them reintroduced and tapered, the feelings in my fingers, my legs, other 
aspects.  I shot down the occasional attempt to revise history or put garbage in my mouth. 

 
I realized this could go on for hours.  “Doctor Kalansky,” I said, “It’s evident that 

someone is trying to recast the work done by Sister Rose and Sister Deev.  Let me say quite 
clearly that Sister Rose and Sister Deev are the only ones I have discussed this material with.  
Sister Deev and I went through each entry, each and every word in her analysis.  Let me clarify -
- and Deev is sitting next to me -- it’s not just her analysis, it is our analysis.  I stand behind that 
analysis.  The entries in those books are what they are, and they mean what I say they mean -- I 
made them!  Attempts by others, particularly by others who have not spoken with me, to cast 
them as something else are preposterous and wrong!  Doctor Kalansky, Helen, I thank you for 
your assistance.  It’s clear to me this discussion could go on for quite a while.  I would suggest 
that the best way to continue would be to meet with me here, at Oxford.  I would like to meet 
you, and your colleagues, and I’d hope that you would be interested in meeting the lab rat who 
has kept you and a succession of talented students and colleagues entertained for all these 
years...”  Laughter at the other end.  We wrapped things up fairly quickly after that. 

 
Walking to the hall, still in time for lunch...  “Why would any rational person think they 

could get away with that?” I asked more or less rhetorically. 
 
Deev suggested, “They’re not used to being doubted, or called on things.” 
 
“And that’s why Helen and her group did such a superb job,” Rose added 
 
“Bound to piss some people off,” I muttered. 
 
“Which is why we warned people about sudden recanting or restatements coming from 

any of us -- Helen knows how little teapots are made,” Deev added, hugging both of us. 
 
We helped Deev pack, taking a break for our last lamb supper together.  Later that 

evening, and again in the morning, Rose orchestrated Deev and I, and it was glorious. 
 
The three of us did breakfast together in the hall.  We parted along the path afterwards. 
 
When I got back from exercise, Deev was gone. 
 

 
END of Part 5 

Rev 2006/10/26 
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X 
 

Cambridge 
 
Cambridge, walking down a hall, walking to a pair of doors, doors with my son on the 

other side. 
 
“Remember, refer to him as ‘Your Excellency,’ and let him take the lead,” one of his 

retinue hissed in my ear as we approached the door. 
 
I nodded to her, glancing to Margaret, Rose, and Alex following behind.  I paused in 

front of the double doors, took a breath, and opened them.  Stepping into the room, a fireplace to 
the left, glowing, flickering, warm.  My son -- my son stood in front of a desk, hands behind his 
back.  He was wearing typical Western dress, pants, dress shirt, coat, no tie.  Flanking him were 
two Sisters, a younger one and an older one, and two women in normal dress. 

 
Stepping forward, I could see myself in him.  He looked tall, strong.  I saw what I wanted 

to see in him.  His skin was slightly darker than mine, his nose larger, his eyebrows and hair 
darker, yet with blue eyes.  His smile developed as mine did. 

 
I stopped a meter and a half from him, bowed forward a bit, and said, “Your 

Excellency...” 
 
Or I started to.  I got out the “Your ...” when I felt his arms around me, hugging me tight.  

I held him, feeling his strong shoulders, feeling his arms around me..  My eyes filled with tears; 
his did as well. 

 
When we stepped back a bit, he smiled -- a wry, happy-sad smile, his eyes twinkling. 
 
“I am very happy ... and honored to meet you at last ... father,” he said softly. 
 
It was my turn to grab him and hold him.  We cried together, but quietly. 
 
“I would be honored if you would join me for lunch,” he asked when we parted again. 
 
My son -- I had a son, and he was standing in front of me.  “I would be honored as well, 

Your Excellency,” I replied. 
 
He frowned momentarily, glancing around the room.  “Protocol be damned...  Here, for 

now, please call me Richard.” 
 
I nodded.  “If that is your wish.  Please call me Alan.” 
 
That wry smile again, his dark full mustache moving as the wheels turned in his head.  “I 

will try.” 
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We both chuckled. 
 
“May I give you a tour?  We can talk as we go,” he suggested. 
 
My turn for the wry smile.  “If our entourage permits.” 
 
He raised an eyebrow.  “I think a small contingent will be adequate to protect us.  If I 

may suggest, two of your party and two of mine?” 
 
I turned and glanced to Rose, Margaret, and Alex standing a ways behind me with others 

of my son’s group.  Rose and Alex exchanged glances and stepped forward. 
 
“Your Excellency,” I said, stepping to the side, “may I present my companion Sister 

Rose, and my invaluable assistant, Alex.” 
 
Both ladies blushed; my son raised an eyebrow.  “Sister,” he acknowledged with a nod, 

“Captain...” 
 
Captain?  He turned to his entourage and with a nod of his head, two young ones stepped 

forward. 
 
“Sister Brenda and Captain Curtis,” he introduced the two. 
 
Extending a hand he suggested, “Shall we?” 
 
We retrieved our overcoats.  I helped Rose with hers, and Alex helped me with mine.  

Both Alex and Rose looked a bit miffed.  An unexpected gift for me to ponder -- Captain? 
 
That could wait; I enjoyed the walk with my son.  We talked about life, at school and 

away from it.  We shared a distaste for cold, damp weather.  I spoke of the high desert in New 
Mexico, with the scrub, Manzanita and Mesquite, the song of the coyote, the shimmer of summer 
heat, and the crystal clarity of winter sky.  He nodded, speaking of many of the same things -- the 
shimmer of summer heat, the many words for desert winds, the beauty of winter nights with stars 
piercing a dark velvet sky. 

 
He knew the history of his school; he’d attended a public school prior, being groomed for 

his future.  He looked forward to vacationing for the holidays.  I hung my head at that, but only 
momentarily -- the holiday season would be different for me this year, because this year, Rose 
was with me.  With a smile I glanced back to her. 

 
I couldn’t read the look on her face, partially hidden by her habit and slightly bowed 

head.  The women were following us in pairs, the two Captains immediately behind us, alert and 
looking around -- police, military?  Why?  The two Matrons followed them, conversing, heads 
bowed forward together, hands hidden in their sleeves. 
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My son suggested that he had been trained for other Service as well, giving me that wry 
smile once more. 

 
I nodded, smiling, almost smirking, and suggested it wasn’t that bad at times. 
 
He raised an eyebrow; we chuckled together.  When I told him of my “Service” on our 

outing to Bath, he laughed.  He’d had his share of manual labor during his early schooling. 
 
Speaking more of travels, I told him I had been cloistered for many years; I’d only 

recently been traveling, and this was my third trip in over twenty years.  Hopefully I would get to 
visit London soon, and possibly attend a conference on the Continent in the Spring. 

 
He gave me a stern and serious look, and told me it wasn’t right that I should be treated 

so; if he could be of assistance, all I had to do was ask.  I thanked him. 
 
We passed through one of the old libraries; I thought ours were better, and said so.  We 

chuckled.  He told me the food at my school had to be better.  I told him I doubted that, and we 
both laughed. 

 
We saw other people as we walked, even a few other men.  Richard volunteered that 

there were about a dozen males total, students and faculty.  His younger sisters saw more coming 
up in their Public schools. 

 
We passed some of the dining halls, hearing the chaos within.  With a smile, he led us to 

a pair of old wooden doors.  “Forgive me, father,” he said softly, with a smile. 
 
He opened the doors, old wooden tables and a clutch of people standing in front of them, 

ranging in age seeming from fourteen to twenty. 
 
As I looked at them, from person to person, from woman to woman, it struck me -- 

overall build, facial features, the blue eyes -- my children? 
 
“Oh shit!” a voice exclaimed behind me; I didn’t recognize it. 
 
Looks of surprise, some smiles, some tears -- what does this mean?  What am I to them; 

what are they to me? 
 
I gave a questioning look to my son.  He nodded, smiling slightly.  Our group was inside 

the room now, the doors closed behind us. 
 
Standing in front of me, a head and a half shorter, a girl of perhaps fourteen.  Familiar 

blue eyes looked at me. 
 
“I am honored to meet you.  Thank you for coming,” I told her.  She held out a hand; I 

held hers briefly in mine. 
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I moved through the crowd, eighteen young women.  Some hugs, some tears, some 
merely shaking hands. 

 
I ended at the head of the table, Richard beside me.  The two Captains looked amused, 

and the Matrons looked miffed. 
 
“I don’t know what to say,” I told them. 
 
“How about, sit down and eat?” Richard suggested pragmatically. 
 
That broke the ice, and gave us direction.  We sat and enjoyed our meal.  I fell into what I 

do in the first few tutorials, learning about new students.  They were all bright, talented and 
motivated.  They’d come in from Cambridge, other schools, some Public schools.  They were 
interested in a wide range of careers -- medicine, science, public policy, music, and I 
congratulated those who were honest enough to admit to, “I don’t know.” 

 
Things evolved into more of an exchange, more questions for me. 
 
One of the young ones turned up the heat.  “I want to study Foreign Policy at St. 

Antony’s -- why can’t we go to Oxford?” 
 
I looked to Rose.  Even though she was off at the end of the table, I could tell she sighed. 
 
“There is no reason,” I answered.  “I’ll raise hell.  Keep trying, and let me know what 

happens.” 
 
“How do we contact you?” was her blunt follow-up. 
 
I gave them my e-mail address. 
 
“Won’t work,” Richard interrupted.  “that address is heavily filtered.  Whitelisted and 

then some.” 
 
I passed a frown to Rose. 
 
“All right then, someone start circulating a piece of paper -- put your contact information 

on it.  I’ll push things from my side.” 
 
Another of the young ones held up a handiphone.  “Don’t suppose you have one of 

these?” she suggested. 
 
“...Along with some goatherders in outer Azerbaijan,” I suggested, attempting humor.  It 

worked, partially. 
 
Richard plopped one in front of me.  “This is now yours.  It will work anywhere.” 
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I picked it up.  Hard to believe -- I’d had one back in Las Cruces.  “Shards of light pierce 
small cracks in prison walls,” I intoned, holding it in front of me, the modern Grail. 

 
“Do they really have you locked up?” another person asked. 
 
“Until a few months ago, yes,” I answered.  “Rose has brought quite a few changes, and 

improvements to things.” 
 
“Physically or mentally constrained?” another asked. 
 
“Both,” I replied with a sigh.  “But again, things have loosened up immensely in the last 

few months, thanks to Rose and Margaret.  I think we’re all familiar with the techniques used by 
The Order.”  That received nods, even from Rose and Alex in the back.  Some of those nods 
were not very accepting.  “Before you judge them,” I said, “remember that they focused on 
saving the human race from extinction.  And personally, but for those techniques, Sister 
Margaret, and Sister Rose, I am not sure I would have survived.” 

 
“But some of the restrictions imposed on us are so ridiculous, like not seeing you, or 

attending Oxford,” someone suggested. 
 
I looked to Rose, who smiled and nodded. 
 
“And they are -- when you find one, challenge it.  Ask them ‘why?’ five times.  That’s 

what I’m doing.  ‘For your safety, for your protection’ doesn’t cut it anymore.” 
 
A quiet voice said, “I know some who have tried, and ... they changed them.” 
 
I nodded, hearing the fear in her voice.  “We were there a few months ago.”  I glanced 

back to Rose.  “We have a shorthand, ‘teapot,’ wondering if one of us is going to reappear 
singing ‘I’m a little teapot.’  It hasn’t happened yet.  I’m pushing limits.  Rose and Margaret are 
helping.  I’ve broken out of prison, with their help.  We’ve picked our battles carefully.  I came 
to visit Richard.  I’ve met all of you.  I’m going back with my own handi, something I haven’t 
had since I was a teenager.  I will continue to push, and I’ll do what I can to help you.  And if 
one of us suddenly turns into that teapot, please, all of you, please scream bloody murder.” 

 
We talked for a while longer.  I told them I didn’t know what I could do to help, but I’d 

try.  I made them the same offer I made to my students -- ask me a question, and I’ll answer as 
best I can.  With a grin, I reminded them I was an Oxford don, so my answer might be a 
question.  That brought groans and smiles. 

 
It also seemed to be a cue for Richard, who leaned over to me and whispered, “I 

promised to deliver you to your physics colleagues.” 
 
“We need to be going,” I told the group.  Sighs and groans.  “No!” I told them loudly and 

enthusiastically.  “I finally get to meet people I’ve been collaborating with for years!  I finally 
get to see them, and The Cavendish!”  That brought nods and looks of understanding. 
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I couldn’t get out of the room without more hugs and handshakes.  One of the younger 

ones, after shaking my hand, told Richard and I, “I’m glad I decided to come.”  So was I. 
 
Two of the older ones walked with us to The Cavendish, peppering me with questions 

about my work on gravity.  They wanted to know what I thought of Sakai’s work.  I told them 
I’d really like to meet with Doctor Sakai and discuss it with her.  Richard wanted to know where 
she was -- FermiLab, outside Chicago, I told him.  He smiled and I frowned.  “Complicated,” I 
told him. 

 
We reached our destination.  Richard and I hugged again.  He wished me well, and 

suggested we meet for breakfast before starting the journey back to Oxford.  I glanced to Rose 
and Alex, who nodded.  I told him we would like that very much.  Another hug, and we parted. 

 
What a day!  Actually meeting and speaking in person with Doris and Betty, two eminent 

physicists I’ve collaborated with for so many years!  We quickly left Rose, Alex, and Richard’s 
minders in the dust.  We covered whiteboards, talked nonstop through dinner, and after.  It 
wasn’t all physics -- we talked about students, colleagues, the weather.  They really hoped I’d be 
able to attend conferences -- we had Geneva in the Spring, then the annual one in Copenhagen in 
the fall.  We talked about Sakai’s work, and Thompson’s; we ended the day with glasses of port, 
making wild interpretations of preliminary results from CERN in Geneva. 

 
I was dizzy and giddy as we were led to our quarters for the night.  I hugged Alex, and 

Margaret, profusely thanking them, and then Rose and I retired. 
 
I must have been babbling still as I brushed my teeth.  I turned to look at Rose, who 

smiled as she shook her head.  She took the toothbrush from my hand and wrapped me up in a 
delicious full-body kiss. 

 
Eyes closed, holding her, my head buzzing and spinning.  “Oh, I need you,” I whispered.  

“I hope I behaved today.” 
 
She sighed as she held me.  “No you didn’t -- you were marvelous.  What do you need, 

darling?” 
 
I stepped back a bit.  Laughing, I picked up a washcloth and wiped the remnants of 

toothpaste foam from her mouth, and mine.  “Take me, please, and unwind me.  Use me and take 
me to sleep in your arms.” 

 
Her smile broadened.  “I’d love to...  Finish up and get into bed.” 
 
On my back in bed, eyes closed, my head was still going.  I felt her crawl in next to me.  

As I turned she drew me to a nipple.  I held her, feeling the joy of skin against skin.  She drew 
me close, squeezing me, leaving my mind behind. 
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We made joyous love again in the morning, only needing to hurry slightly to make 
breakfast.  I think I surprised Richard by asking how his studies were going.  When he gave me 
an offhand response, I inquired if his tutors would agree with his assessment.  The older Matron 
in his entourage chortled.  With a haughty (regal?) look he told me the measure of his learning 
would begin in a year and a half.  I agreed, suggesting that made his preparation here, now, even 
more valuable.  He rolled his eyes, looking up to the ceiling, and laughed.  He reached over and 
squeezed my hand. 

 
He suggested that with my help, he might be able to confer with people at St. Antony’s, 

one of our colleges.  I glanced to Rose and Margaret.  To our surprise, Margaret informed us that 
those roadblocks existed no more. 

 
As we were about to take our leave, Richard presented me with a paper bag, and a piece 

of paper.  “Handi and charger,” he said as he handed me the bag, “and a list of my tutors,” as he 
handed me the paper.  I glanced at the paper -- besides a list of tutors, it looked to be the list from 
our meal the previous day. 

 
“Thank you for everything,” I whispered to him as we hugged. 
 
“Thank you ... father,” he whispered in return. 
 
The weather had turned seasonal again, dreary, gray, and drizzling.  We started our return 

journey to Oxford. 
 
Our initial chat was about surprises and successes, the family resemblance with Richard 

and the others at lunch.  Rose surprised me, saying that they had my sense of humor.  When I 
quizzed her, she remarked that a sense of humor was a superb coping mechanism. 

 
Rose and I were in the back seat; Alex was driving, with Margaret next to her. 
 
“There is so much to learn,” I told Rose and the others.  As they nodded their heads in 

agreement, I followed up.  “Such as why Richard called you ‘Captain,’ Alex...” 
 
I watched Alex; her grip on the steering wheel tightened.  Did her facial colour fade a bit? 
 
“Well?” I prompted when an explanation wasn’t forthcoming. 
 
“Alan,” Alex spoke up, “I’m a Captain in Her Majesty’s Home Guard, part of the military 

detail responsible for your security.” 
 
“I’m confused.  I thought The Order did that.” 
 
Alex smiled.  “Rose?  Margaret?” 
 
Rose held my hand.  “Alan,” she told me, loud enough for the others to hear as well, 

“You are citizen of the United Nations, Swiss for convenience.  In spite of what some of my 
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sisters in The Order might think, you are not the property of The Order, but a ward of the U.N.  
As with many things, there is a delicate balance here -- officially, the United Kingdom as host 
nation provides your security -- Alex and her team watch you, as they watch Richard at 
Cambridge.  They run your exercise program as well, tracking your health.” 

 
I nodded, smiling.  “They watch me, and in the process, they also watch you,” I 

suggested to Rose. 
 
She nodded.  “What do you think of that?” 
 
“Alex,” I said in response, “Thank you.  Please don’t let me take you for granted.”  To all 

of them I added, “Actually, I feel better.  There have been times I felt at the mercy of The Order.  
It’s good to know someone is guarding the guardians.” 

 
Rose asked, “Alan, have I given you cause for concern?” 
 
I looked into her eyes and brushed a soft pink cheek with my hand.  “No, you haven’t, 

nor has Margaret.  I owe my life to the two of you.”  Louder, “it’s your colleagues who worry 
me.  Like one of the girls said, taking people and changing them.” 

 
“I will not allow that to happen,” Rose told me softly but firmly. 
 
“And neither will I,” added Alex in an equally strong tone. 
 
“Then it’s unanimous,” Margaret agreed. 
 
“Thank you,” I told them.  “And I suppose this is one of those things I’m not supposed to 

know about, at least officially?” 
 
“Yes, please,” said Alex from the front, “Although I’ve wondered how we’ve kept it 

from you for so long.” 
 
“And what do we do about my handi?” I inquired, neglecting to comment on my own 

powers of observation. 
 
“Whatever you like,” said Margaret with a smile. 
 
“I won’t rub their noses in it -- not too much...” 
 
The laughter relieved the tension which had built up.  I asked, “Were there restrictions on 

my, ah, offspring attending Oxford?” 
 
Margaret turned to look at us better.  She wore a satisfied smile.  “Yes, and the operative 

term is ‘were’ -- there were, and they are present no longer.  They were one of the less relevant 
restrictions imposed by our Order.  The school has always chafed under them.  Gone.” 
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“Margaret, that’s yet another thing I have to thank you for.” 
 
She smiled. 
 
“Our lunch yesterday -- that took you by surprise?” I asked them. 
 
Nodding heads -- Rose responded.  “Oh yes!  I don’t know what they were afraid of -- 

spontaneous combustion?  The resemblance is quite striking among you, Alan, seeing you next 
to them -- and he has a number of sisters, at Cambridge, and at other Public schools.  I imagine 
they were involved in planning and execution.” 

 
Alex added, “Oh, they might have had a little help...” 
 
I laughed, as did Rose, and eventually Margaret and Alex joined in.  “It’s good to have 

support for the insurrection!” I told them. 
 
“It was also a security move,” Alex informed us.  “While my colleague didn’t share The 

Order’s paranoia, she was concerned.” 
 
I nodded.  “I understand -- it isn’t physically possible for me to meet them all, even if I 

wanted to, if it was safe.” 
 
Alex smiled.  “As a future leader, Richard understands that as well.  You met a very 

select and carefully vetted group.” 
 
“When do you return to Geneva?” I asked Margaret quietly, holding her hand and kissing 

it. 
 
She smiled, a sad smile.  “Tomorrow morning, I’m afraid.” 
 
“Then let’s make the best of the time we have,” I whispered, kissing her hand once more. 
 

Gaudete 
 

Gaudete, Gaudete, Christus est natus 
Ex Maria Virgine, Gaudete! 

 
The words of the chorus still rang in my head as we left the hall.  Rejoice?  Sitting in the 

faculty section of the old hall, listening to the echoing of the chorus, listening to the Christmas 
pageant as I’d done for many years: 

 
Ezechielsis porta 

Clausa pertransitur, 
Undelux est orta 
Salus inventur 
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Light has arisen, salvation is come, bursting the gates of death.  Are we salvation, Rose 
and I?  Have we, the genetic clears, thrown back the gates of death?  Or have we just postponed 
the inevitable -- how much good would two or twenty more generations done the dinosaurs? 

 
A hand squeezing mine -- Rose at my side, making things so different.  In years past the 

Christmas pageant marked the beginning of a lonely time for me, a dark time as students took off 
for the corners of the globe to friends and family, the depths of winter, and despair.  If Margaret 
didn’t come to visit, I was alone. 

 
But this year -- Gaudete! -- rejoice, Rose is here.  This year, we have each other. 
 
Outside the hall, cold winter air, our breath visible as we start the walk back to our little 

abode.  I was silent, Rose was silent. 
 
I glanced up, and saw a star twinkling brightly in the sky.  So much had changed.  She 

had brought so much change. 
 
I stopped and turned us, facing each other.  She looked at me, questioning, smiling. 
 
“Rose, I love you,” I said. 
 
Her mouth opened, but no sound came out.  I kissed her, holding her close. 
 
Jostled by the departing crowd, I moved us to the side of the footpath, holding Rose close 

to me.  “I love you,” I whispered to her. 
 
So much to be thankful for this year, so many changes. 
 
She lifted her head from my shoulder and kissed my cheek.  She was smiling, with her 

tears catching the lights nearby.  I wiped them with a finger. 
 
She nodded, her smile broadening.  She put her head back on my shoulder and hugged 

me close.  “Oh I love you!  I do!” 
 
Her words filled me with joy. 
 
“Are you two packed yet?” 
 
I returned to Earth, looking at Alex, standing smiling next to us. 
 
“Of course not,” I told her. 
 
Rose laughed, and after an initial frown, so did Alex. 
 
“We do have an early morning, you know,” she reminded us. 
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I nodded, keeping my tongue civil and in my mouth. 
 
“Wouldn’t it be quicker to fly?” Rose asked. 
 
We were headed to a ski chalet, somewhere on the Swiss-Austrian border, courtesy of 

Richard.  He’d be joining us for the New Year, and we’d return together. 
 
Alex shook her head, and moved us along the path.  “Not this time of year; we’d have to 

take the train for the last two legs anyway.  It should be fun.” 
 
“I don’t know about the tunnel part, actually going under the Channel,” I cautioned. 
 
Rose gave me a squeeze.  “You’ll do fine, I promise.” 
 
I chuckled a bit.  One way or the other, I suppose. 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
Flying back to the U.K.-- 
 
I met up with Rose and Alex in Customs; they were waiting with our bags and a group of 

uniformed officers. 
 
“Alan!  What happened?  We were about to send out a search party!” Rose exclaimed, 

hugging me. 
 
“It’s okay,” I told her. 
 
“What happened?” Alex asked.  “I expected you’d get through formalities quicker than 

the rest of us -- should I have stayed with you?” 
 
I shook my head.  “Don’t know if that would have helped.  All are bags here?” 
 
“Yes -- we’re ready to go.  A car is waiting.” 
 
“Where’s Richard?” 
 
“He said he’ll see you next week.  They had a tight schedule.  Tell me, what happened?” 

Rose asked. 
 
I managed a smile.  “When we’re in the car.” 
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Turning to Alex, I added, “And next time, I would very much appreciate an escort.” 
 
After brief introductions, we were escorted to the car.  The three of us sat in back, with a 

uniformed driver and her uniformed associate in front. 
 
“Well, what happened?” Rose asked again. 
 
I held her hand.  “It was pretty surreal.  I presented my passport, put my hand on the 

authenticator, and waited.  The battleaxe, I’m sorry, seasoned civil servant, behind the window 
gave me a very strange look, then asked me to re-authenticate.  She looked at her screen, then at 
me, then at her screen, then at me again.” 

 
“And?” Alex asked. 
 
“Eventually she started going on about how she never forgot a face, and she was sure 

she’d seen me before.” 
 
I could tell Rose was trying not to laugh. 
 
“Yeah, that’s how I felt.  She recognized my eyes, she’d seen them before.  Right -- how 

many times?  She didn’t believe I was an Oxford scholar, not for one moment.  Eventually, 
another woman showed up, waved her hand over the plate, and had me do it again.  This time, 
her screen gave a much different beep.  Both of them looked at the screen and turned somewhat 
pale.  The senior one handed me my passport and wished me a good day.” 

 
Alex and Rose both looked at me, smiling. 
 
“How many times has she seen my face, my eyes?” I asked them. 
 
Rose took my hand.  “I hope she continues to see them for a long, long time.” 
 
I sighed and reached inside my coat, pulling out a gold-engraved invitation.  “Will she 

see them a year from June?” 
 
Now she smiled. 
 
“I’ve never been to a coronation before,” I told her. 
 
She smiled more.  “And you don’t have to ask -- there’s nothing The Order can do to 

prevent you from going.  When they find out, they’ll do their best to spin it to their advantage, 
but we’re going.” 
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Y 
 

La Selle 
 
Cozy in our little house, tutorials done for the day, listening to the rain outside.  I sighed. 
 
“That was an interesting sigh,” Rose said, moving closer and putting her hands on my 

shoulders.  “Care to talk about it?” 
 
“Not here,” I rumbled, getting up from my chair and taking her to the couch, snuggling 

with her. 
 
“There’s another one,” she said after a while. 
 
“One what?” I asked, very content at being in her arms. 
 
“Another sigh.” 
 
I gave her a squeeze.  “It used to be that this time of year, February, was the worst for me.  

Cold, gray, damp, short winter days, grumpy students.  You’ve changed so much of that.” 
 
“We’ve changed it,” she whispered, squeezing me. 
 
“We’ve visitors for dinner tonight, we get a private room,” she told me later. 
 
I sat up.  “Oh?  Who?  What about?” 
 
She smirked. 
 
That kind of visitor? 
 
“Intermediaries.  It should be interesting,” she told me. 
 
“I’ll be on my best behaviour then,” I said formally. 
 
She chuckled and squeezed me again.  “Oh Alan...” 
 
“What an interesting evening,” I told Rose as we returned to my study after our two 

visitors departed. 
 
She matched the perplexed look I imagine I had.  “Very.” 
 
I sat in my tutor chair again. 
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“Can you tell me what was going on?  Those women initially seemed terrified -- as if I 
was going to assault them.  The older one, she seemed astounded that I could speak, let alone 
utter complete sentences.” 

 
Rose sighed and nodded. 
 
“And our so-called conversation -- Oxford, the weather, the tutorial system -- they 

expressed interest in me, but I’m not sure if it’s for stud or tutorial services!” 
 
Rose chuckled, colour in her face.  “They’re interested in you for, as you put it, stud 

services.  They represent a family who is pressured to at least pay lipservice to the old ways.” 
 
I shrugged.  “Lipservice is one way to do it, pleasant enough for me at least,” I muttered. 
 
Now Rose laughed freely. 
 
I turned serious.  “They seemed incredulous, impressed that I could speak -- why?” 
 
Her expression and demeanour changed.  She sighed and her shoulders dropped.  She 

stood and moved to her computer.  “They’re Austrian.  Let me show you,” she said quietly. 
 
I moved to my chair, sitting next to her as she authenticated and navigated to something 

within The Order. 
 
“You’ve already heard the phrase, ‘Sacred Seven’ -- here’s another of the group, the 

Bavarian.”  She selected an entry from a list. 
 
A video window popped up on the screen.  A man wearing nothing but a short robe was 

walking about a small, very sparsely furnished room.  While he looked fit, he had a few days 
growth of beard, and his hair was unkempt.  He was mumbling something, not quite audible, and 
not in English.  A pulsing, humming sound started at the left of the image.  Turning slightly, it 
was evident he was getting an erection.  He sniffed the air and turned to a seat or something at 
the edge of the picture.  The camera turned to follow.  Something like ... a human torso, with a 
seat at one end?  The shape near the seat, resembling an exaggerated and shapely woman’s 
bottom, further up, similarly exaggerated mounds for breasts?  He slapped the bottom part with 
both hands, yelling at it.  The humming increased in intensity.  Moving closer, he touched it, 
caressed it with his hands, his expression changing, contorting.  The cushion yielded to his touch.  
The look on his face -- yearning, hunger, anguish?  Turning to it, he slipped his now-full erection 
into the cushion, his eyes closing as he sighed in pleasure, and sat on the seat.  Gripping the waist  
with both hands, he rocked back and forth, his head back, eyes closed, making unintelligible 
noises which got louder and more animalistic as the humming pulsed along with him, until he 
grunted and groaned, his body moving in evident orgasm.  A low moan came from him as he 
shook.  He flopped forward, caressing the cushion, kissing the breast mounds his head rested 
between, as the sound and image faded. 

 
The window disappeared from the screen. 



A Life of Service 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 143 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

 
“What do you think?” Rose asked.  “How do you feel?” 
 
I took a breath.  I had an erection.  “I don’t know.  That was ... troubling.  What was that 

... thing?” 
 
She nodded, smiling a bit, putting a hand on my shoulder, reassuring me.  “La Selle -- the 

saddle, developed as a sex toy by the Japanese pre-Change, actually.” 
 
I felt myself go pale and cold. 
 
Rose moved closer, holding me.  “What is it?” 
 
I held her, clutched her, memories flooding back.  “Margaret -- when I first got here, to 

the U.K., I overheard an argument, Margaret and some older Matrons about ‘training me for the 
saddle.’  Margaret was incensed -- she yelled -- telling them that wasn’t the agreement, that I was 
to be kept ... sentient.  She did ... something ... to protect me.” 

 
Rose held me, rocking me.  “We owe her more than I thought,” she whispered.  She stood 

and held me close.  “It’s an automated ... collection system.  It provides intensely pleasurable 
feedback.  It’s tied into the biometric telemetry system.  While it isn’t formally correct to call it 
addicting, its use is extremely habituating.”  She squeezed me once more, then pulled me to 
sitting with her on the couch. 

 
“And Margaret was right -- after years of use, of isolation, it’s hard to consider them 

sentient any more.” 
 
I shook my head.  “Breeding stock -- not human.” 
 
She nodded. 
 
“Olfactory as well, he smelled something as the sound started.” 
 
“Yes.  A computer tied into the biometric system senses when he’s ... ready.  It senses 

proximity, and emits sensory triggers.  As you noticed, the olfactory response is quite strong.” 
 
And how could I forget the perfume they sometimes wear, the effect it has on me? 
 
“The pain on his face -- and the hunger,” I whispered. 
 
We held each other.  “So many of them don’t see that; they only see the results...   

Tremendous internal conflict, still.  The violence he displayed in that recording was quite mild in 
comparison to past outbursts.” 

 
“We’re bound with pleasure,” I whispered, on the verge of tears. 
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“We are,” she whispered back. 
 
I sat back a bit and looked at her.  I guess I was frowning; she tapped my forehead. 
 
“Yes, both of us!  Oh Alan, I’ve been conditioned, too.  The pleasure I feel when I hold 

and suckle you -- I understand, darling, I understand the uncertainty, not knowing what part of 
that is natural, and what part has been done to us, altered.  My professional opinion is they can 
only amplify what’s there.  So it has to be ... tuned, individualized.  They have teams that...  The 
Bavarian likes certain tactile characteristics, while one of the orientals sleeps with ... one with 
breasts, covered in fur.” 

 
I shuddered again, memories... 
 
“What?” she asked. 
 
“That’s what set it off -- when I first got here, to Oxford, Margaret stayed I think two 

weeks.  Oh how I held her, clutched her!  She left, and I cried myself to sleep for the first few 
nights.  I was still spending an hour or two a day with one of them, usually one young matron.  
Don’t remember a lot, other than holding her, or at least starting that way.  They brought me ... 
they called it a pillow, to hold while I slept.  It was simple at first, but after a few days, they 
replaced it with one that a more definite shape, and after a few days, one with a very sensuous 
fabric, and shapes -- I remember squeezing it, pressing my face into a breast-shaped mound, 
being filled with a scent...”  I chuckled and shook my head. 

 
“What’s funny?” 
 
“It might have worked, but this place sabotaged them...” 
 
“Oh?” 
 
I held her, feeling her shoulders and back.  “The last one had a ... slit in it.” 
 
She nodded.  “That’s the common practice, go through a series of steps, introducing the 

collection system.  Did you use it?  The records on the Bavarian and on Nihon, the Japanese one, 
are quite complete if you’d like to see them, the sequence.” 

 
I closed my eyes momentarily to let the memories flow.  Did I want to see that?  “Oh yes, 

or I tried.  It was nice.  I remember going to bed with it, holding it, humping it, going to sleep 
holding it, wrapped around it -- and waking up freezing!  That’s where it fell apart!  I think I 
mentioned before, the room they put me in, the windows leaked so much, one time I measured a 
twenty degree C temperature difference from one side of the room to the other!  I had to go to 
bed practically fully clothed, which undercut the, ah, utility, of the device substantially.  I could 
hold it, though...”  I sighed. 

 
“What happened?” 
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“Margaret came back, unannounced, I think, found the thing, threw it out, and raised 
bloody hell.  Also got me moved to a better room, much better.  And had someone sleeping with 
me at least two nights a week.”  I sighed and shook my head again.  “They’re not very bright 
some times!  It seems like they couldn’t figure out who I really liked, and who I didn’t.” 

 
She nodded, an intense look on her face.  “That was in the first few months?” 
 
My turn to touch her forehead, relax the wrinkles.  “Yes, leading up to that first 

Christmas here.  Margaret stayed with me, two whole weeks, and another young one for part of 
the time as well, a gorgeous black woman.  Short, not like Deev.” 

 
“I don’t recall many records from that time,” she said with a sly smile. 
 
I smirked as well.  “Oh, we both know they’re there...  I’d appreciate your professional 

opinion.”  I moved a bit and took a breath, regaining my composure.  “So how did this relate to 
our visitors, and to me?” 

 
She took my hands.  “If you represented a family who needs to produce a genetically 

clean heir, one with a young woman who you care about, and could not resort to in-vitro or 
artificial insemination techniques, who would you turn to?  The ... animal we saw, or a charming, 
warm, and soft-spoken Oxford tutor?” 

 
I shuddered.  “Do they use him ... ?” 
 
A grim look on her face.  “Yes, both drugged, and with handlers for him.  Still, he usually 

leaves them quite bruised, but pregnant.” 
 
I shook my head.  “How many of the ‘Sacred Seven’ do you consider sentient?” 
 
She glanced up for a moment.  “Three including you, and one of the other two, barely.” 
 
“I don’t know why I’m shocked -- what do my feelings or desires have to do with the 

survival of the species, let alone my intellect?” 
 
“Exactly -- your genetic heritage and the genetic component of your intelligence is of 

interest, but your present ability to use it?  Some consider that a liability.” 
 
“I’m cold -- I need you to hold me ... in bed,” I whispered. 
 
She held me, closely, wordlessly.  But we take comfort in our conditioning.  I went to 

sleep in her arms. 
 
In her arms in the morning, awake -- awake but troubled. 
 
“Still bothering you?” she whispered. 
 



A Life of Service 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 146 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

I sighed.  “There’s a bit of sentience left,” I told her. 
 
“Oh?” she inquired. 
 
I could still see the images playing in front of me.  “When that thing first started making 

noise, giving off a scent, I guess those were the cues, he yelled at it and hit it.” 
 
“And?” 
 
I held her.  “He was mad, angry, upset -- the way he yelled and hit it.” 
 
“But then?” she asked softer. 
 
“His ... his body betrayed him.” 
 
She sighed and held me.  “Oh Alan, it’s not that simple, or that fatalistic.  He responded 

to deep, repeated conditioning.  You saw how pleasurable it looked.  You still remember how 
strongly you were drawn to it.” 

 
I nodded silently. 
 
“I agree,” she whispered, “It’s so good it’s frightening.” 
 
“How long does it take?” I asked. 
 
“For what?” 
 
“To condition someone.” 
 
She rocked me for a bit.  “What we saw was the result of about fifteen years, say fifteen 

thousand reinforcements?  The initial conditioning, when he was a teen, probably took two 
months.” 

 
“And me?” 
 
She sighed.  “Alan, oh Alan...  Yes, if they wanted, they could, but not as long as I’m 

alive.” 
 
The way she held me, the ferocity of her response was comforting, but she’d not 

answered my question.  “No, how long did it take to condition me initially?” 
 
Another sigh, and the way she held me was softer, gentler.  I felt myself softening into 

her, responding to my conditioning. 
 
It was a while before she answered; her voice was full of emotion.  “Probably about two 

weeks,” she whispered. 
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I held and squeezed her; her breath was a little ragged. 
 
“Oh Alan, they conditioned me, too,” she managed to say. 
 
I couldn’t help saying it.  “To love me?  For me to love...” 
 
She squeezed me, whispering, “No, no, no...”  Then after a bit, she took a deep breath, 

holding me, chuckling.  “If intelligence gets in the way, what do you think they feel about love?” 
 
I held her close, whispering, “I love you,” over and over.  She whispered the same to me. 
 
We moved to kissing, and to making love. 
 
Walking to breakfast, holding hands. 
 
“How ... are you conditioned?” I asked, hoping I was doing it gently. 
 
She moved an arm around my waist.  “Among other things, we’re conditioned to orgasm 

strongly, easily, frequently.  When you start sucking on me, or on about the third or fourth 
stroke...  And when you fill me!” 

 
She sighed, stopping and holding me. 
 
She kissed my nose, then shook her head slightly.  “The fools -- they don’t know.  

You’ve told them; you’ve told me.  The best part, what we need the most, is holding, snuggling.” 
 
I nodded and hugged her close. 
 
“Would you like to know how it’s done?” she asked as we resumed our walk. 
 
“What?” 
 
“Conditioning.” 
 
“Yes, I would,” I told her. 
 
She squeezed my hand.  “Actually, I’d like to explore it with you, take you back to those 

memories.” 
 
“Won’t that damage the spell?” I asked. 
 
“No, if anything, the opposite -- reinforcing.  Is that a problem?” 
 
I squeezed her hand.  “Not with you.” 
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* 
 
Waking in the middle of the night, so many things different -- in a different place, 

different bed, different noises, my head pointed in a different direction. 
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Z 
 
Packing, puttering -- in two days we’d fly to a different part of the world to join Richard 

in his celebration.  As I cleaned up, I looked at myself in the mirror, wondering what my son 
would think.  I’d grown a mustache in the last three months since I’d seen him.  It wasn’t as thick 
and bushy as his, but I suppose that was genetics as well.  In a sense that was reassuring -- not all 
my genetic traits were dominant, or at least he’d managed to escape some of them. 

 
Alex hurried in as Margaret and I put breakfast dishes in the sink. 
 
“Good morning,” I greeted her. 
 
Rose came downstairs, not quite dressed. 
 
Alex gave us a tight smile.  “We leave in 45 minutes.” 
 
“What!” Rose exclaimed.  “We’re not scheduled to leave for two days!” 
 
Alex nodded.  “That’s why we’re leaving,” she glanced at her watch, “in 44 minutes.  Do 

you need help packing?” 
 
“But I ...” I started in, looking at the dirty dishes. 
 
Alex shook her head.  “Forget those!  Pack for overnight!  We’re going to a real, honest-

to-God palace!  I think they’ll have anything we need!  They said we didn’t have to worry, 
right?” 

 
“Do the people in the Order know?” Rose inquired. 
 
“I certainly hope the hell not!” answered Alex.  She glanced to Margaret.  “Margaret, 

grab him and calm him down, please -- we don’t want them catching on until it’s too late.” 
 
Margaret smiled as she approached.  She held me and the world went soft. 
 
She kept me in a soft haze as Rose packed, one bag each.  Richard had said, more than 

once, that we didn’t need to bring anything...  We’re going to take you up on that! 
 
With two minutes to spare an electric cart driven by one of Alex’s comrades whirred us 

off to the sports field by Magdalen Green. 
 
The crackle of voices on a radio, our driver responding in clipped precise tones. 
 
Less than a minute later, the four of us and our bags were aboard a helicopter.  Our pilot 

made sure we were properly buckled in place, and fitted us with headsets which she said would 
cut out most of the noise.  She gave us a double check, then returned to the front seat. 
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We lifted off so quickly we left my stomach behind. 
 
It was exhilarating, giving me a view of the College, the University and the Oxford 

surrounds I’d never had before. 
 
We met our flight at what must have been a military airfield.  From my previous trips, I’d 

expected security and formalities.  None of that -- the helicopter landed, the rotor blades stopped, 
and we were helped out of the helicopter and up a ramp to a large jet aircraft. 

 
At the top of the ramp, a crew member approached Alex and asked, “Captain?” 
 
Alex followed her to the cockpit.  Soon we were bucked in and the plane was moving.  

Alex rejoined us as we approached the runway. 
 
“They figured out we’re moving, and they’re upset,” she told us with a smile.  The Order 

wanted me to accompany their contingent to the celebration, elevating their position, at least in 
their eyes.  Richard and I didn’t want anything to do with that -- it was his celebration, not theirs. 

 
We were very well cared for on the flight -- each of us carefully measured for dress for 

the numerous functions we’d be attending.  One young lady gave us additional instruction on 
customs, including dining styles, and the food aboard was superb.  It was clear I was in a unique 
and delicate position.  Publicly at least, I was being identified as an Oxford tutor, which was true 
enough. A number of Richard’s tutors were attending.  But unlike his other tutors, our group was 
staying in the main Palace. 

 
In the main Palace -- more like a Palace within the Palace.  As our motorcade 

approached, we were greeted by uniformed guards.  Guards in the same uniforms helped with 
our luggage, leading us through splendor. 

 
Passing through a narrow corridor, we entered an anteroom staffed with similar guards.  

Well, similar in the way that a surgical scalpel is similar to a butter knife.  Where the “outside” 
guards’ uniforms were festooned with flashy ornamental bits, the uniforms of these women 
warriors were smooth, unblemished, undecorated.  Where their outside colleagues moved with 
emphasized military pomp and precision, they moved with feline grace and fluidity.  We were 
separated and “helped” by two or three young women each (I got two, Alex got three).  In 
impeccable English, I was asked to please disrobe and step through a corridor into another room.  
Probably an imaging apparatus of some kind, the walls and floor were smooth and featureless, 
the ceiling providing uniform lighting. 

 
Two different women met me on the other side, a third was sitting behind what I guessed 

was a display of some kind. 
 
“May I see?” I asked innocently. 
 
And undoubtedly naively, from the looks the three exchanged. 
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But the one sitting said, “Certainly, Professor Grant.”  One of the others motioned me 
toward her colleague. 

 
Imaging indeed!  Color, detail, I’d never seen anything like it!  We “looked” at the 

implant under my breastbone, following leads to different parts of my body.  The operator 
showed me a full-color movie of my heart beating (I think she was showing off), moving around 
and looking at cross-sections, remarking that the vessels around my heart were remarkably free 
of disease or accumulated plaques, the same with the carotid arteries in my neck. 

 
I asked, and we looked at the authenticator chip in my right wrist.  She tapped a key and a 

data window popped up, showing more than I’d seen before with Rose, showing body 
temperature, respiration, heart rate, blood pressure, and a few things I didn’t recognize. 

 
“The Order requested, and we have provided them access to telemetry data,” another of 

the women told me.  “We have taken steps to insure that signal propagation is one-way.” 
 
I’d never considered the link being two-way, those wires going to my heart, to my head...  

The implications made me dizzy for a moment. 
 
“Are you all right, Professor Grant?” one of them asked, placing a hand on my shoulder. 
 
I took a breath.  “Yes, thank you.  Were you going to analyze this further?” I asked, 

pointing to my implant. 
 
One of them nodded with a slight smile. 
 
“If you would share your results, even partially, I would greatly appreciate it.  Even 

though I carry it, I’ve not been told...” 
 
“We will be happy to oblige,” the one who nodded informed me. 
 
Another led me to a table with clothing on it.  They helped dress me, with sandals and the 

native garb that I’d seen Richard wear, and seen on others in the area since we arrived.  They 
explained to me that clothing for the different functions would be available shortly, additional 
minor fitting might be necessary.  My other clothing and effects would be in my room shortly. 

 
I was shown to our suite, a group of three rooms off a common room, one bedroom for 

Rose and I, one for Margaret, and one for Alex.  The bedroom for Rose and I was good sized, not 
overly large or ostentatious.  The bathroom was magnificent, larger than my bedroom at Oxford. 

 
I sat with my hostess in the common room waiting for the others.  Margaret entered first, 

followed by Rose and two women dressed in the same style as my hostess. 
 
“Alex will be with us shortly,” Rose told us. 
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I expected Alex would arrive in a bad mood, upset at being put under a microscope.  But 
to my surprise, she arrived smiling and talking to two of our hostesses.  She was wearing a gray 
uniform similar to theirs. 

 
We were given the brief run-down.  It was indeed a Palace within the Palace, a very high-

security area.  Everything entering the area was examined.  Everything and everyone moving in 
the area was tracked.  Alex nodded and told us she was going to sleep well.  I took that as quite 
the compliment, as did our hosts, from the way they responded. 

 
Rose introduced the woman sitting next to her.  She was wearing a blue broach.  The 

person wearing that broach was my administrator-secretary-whatever-I-needed.  Rose told me 
The Order had assumed, incorrectly, that they could schedule me whenever and wherever they 
wanted.  They’d been informed politely but firmly my schedule was not theirs to command, and 
that most of their requests could not be met. 

 
I was, however, to perform Service while I was here.  Either Rose or Margaret would be 

with me during those periods.  With a sly smile Rose told me I should find the conditions of 
Service acceptable. 

 
Another tour, a light meal, and we were left to relax for the evening.  The closets in our 

rooms contained clothing for different events.  The tub was marvelous, and the bed even better.  
So quiet -- I missed Old Tom’s evening chimes. 

 
Such hospitality!  We didn’t get to see Richard until late the following morning, and then 

only for a short time; he was occupied with final preparations. 
 
An audience with the King -- by myself, something I was told was rare, but then, I was 

in an unusual position.  Dressed in the formal desert style that I was getting to like, once again 
standing before doors, the unknown on the other side.  I knocked and was bid to enter. 

 
A small room, at least for the Palace.  Simple furnishings, some old and undoubtedly with 

much history.  I bowed as I’d been taught, feeling respect for a man who had been through so 
much, holding his country and the region together through the Change and beyond. 

 
The King looked old, his face and hands weathered -- which took the higher toll, the 

desert or the ticking of the clock?  We embraced, and sat.  We talked as we sipped strong sweet 
coffee in small cups.  I thanked him for his hospitality, telling him how much I missed the desert, 
the feeling of sun and dry wind, the shimmering days and the crystal-clear nights.  And as I told 
him, he smiled and his eyes twinkled.  He reached over and squeezed one of my hands. 

 
He asked if I would walk with him -- of course!  We walked through a part of the Palace 

I’d not seen, and outside, still within the confines of the Palace, but an area where the desert had 
been invited in.  I smiled as the heat of the afternoon embraced me, a long-lost friend.  The King 
laughed when I told him how much I missed that embrace.  He missed it too, complaining of 
spending too much time indoors.  I could see and feel the joy in him as he tipped his head back 
and took a deep breath in through his royal nose. 
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We walked the courtyard and he quizzed me.  He spoke in tones that told of a Cambridge 

education.  What did I think of Richard?  I told the King of our schools, Cambridge and Oxford, 
reminding him of how tutors occasionally had to deal with students who felt “privileged.”  As 
had been said long ago, there is no royal road to geometry.  The King frowned slightly.  I shook 
my head and told him that Richard worked hard, and when used his position, it was to help 
others.  I’d observed Richard over the last year and a half, and saw that he treated people well, 
inspiring loyalty, challenging but not demanding, rewarding people but not buying them.  I found 
him to be fair, considerate, and thoughtful.  He was tolerant, but didn’t suffer fools.  He was 
inquisitive and open to ideas, yet examined things carefully and made up his own mind.  The 
others agreed with me -- we were proud to be his tutors. 

 
The King smiled.  What did I think of The Order? 
 
I sighed.  A sharp blade can cut many ways, and I was too close to answer objectively, I 

told him -- they pursued their goal with determination, some would say fanaticism, and didn’t 
seem to mind the sacrifice of a few if the goal was to be achieved.  He murmured in thought. 

 
We spoke of other things as we walked.  We went inside another building, but not for 

long, going up some stairs, through another suite of office-like rooms, and out on to a balcony.  
The King looked around, looking into the desert.  “They really don’t like it when I come out 
here,” he told me with a smile.  I knew both sides of that coin, and told him as much. 

 
We went back in after a few minutes.  He spoke rapid-fire to one of the women who had 

been following us at a polite distance.  She nodded and scurried. 
 
We meandered back, going around the other side of the courtyard.  At one point I heard a 

noise I couldn’t place.  The King stopped, smiled, and took a deep breath through his nose.  I did 
the same.  I frowned -- something different in the air, something unfamiliar.  “Camel,” he told 
me with a laugh. 

 
Our hands and feet washed, back in the room where we’d met, a low tray of finger foods 

was set out.  You do not turn down an invitation from the King!  Besides, I was hungry.  We sat 
and ate.  He quizzed me more about Richard.  I told him how he had helped many people, helped 
me to taste more freedom, and helped to break down some of the restrictions the Order had set 
up, helping others with scholarships, with grants for equipment, for study.  I didn’t mention that 
seemingly quite a few of those people had blue eyes... 

 
When our time together drew to a close, he thanked me, and I thanked him.  We parted 

with a hug. 
 
Heading back to our quarters, I could tell the staff was atwitter.  Rose asked me, for the 

benefit of those around us as much as for her own curiosity, how things had gone.  I told her 
simply that he was a gracious host and a wise man; I was honored to have met him, and for the 
gift of his time. 
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She and Margaret nodded.  Margaret took me in hand to the bath, but handed me over to 
the staff for cleaning.  “I hope you had a chance to rest,” she told me.  “You’re busy tonight.” 

 
Deliciously busy, until almost lunch time the following day! 
 
Tours, dinners -- another formal meal, an early dinner.  I was scheduled for “service” 

later, and was looking forward to it.  My assignation, a Princess, was young, very pretty, and the 
way she’d flirted and teased promised us both a very pleasant time together. 

 
But sitting in a tuxedo, not really listening to a stream of dignitaries wasn’t very pleasant.  

At least Rose and I weren’t at the head table; we were placed off at a side table with a mix of 
Richard’s tutors and minor dignitaries. 

 
Initially I was seated alone, Rose was occupied, probably discussing my later Service.  

The woman sitting next to me was one of Richard’s tutors from “the other place,” Cambridge.  
During table introductions, I gave my first name, and told the table I was from Oxford.  My 
neighbor turned a bit haughty, until Rose approached in her formal gray robes.  As I stood to seat 
her, I noticed my neighbor now looking at me with wide eyes.  That Oxford professor! 

 
The meal of course was superb.  Table conversation was pleasant if a bit strained; I doubt 

if there were more than four males in the room, other than the King, Richard, and myself.  I think 
most of us were somewhat appreciative when the speeches started. 

 
I lost interest quickly, though.  I picked up a fork, turning it slowly.  The tines cast 

shadows on the tablecloth...  I glanced to the small high-intensity lights above us. 
 
As I turned the fork the tines, the different shadows moved in unison, moved across a 

fold in my cloth napkin... 
 
A tingle ran through me -- shadows -- the shadows were far apart; the shadows on the 

napkin were on parts of the cloth that were far apart when the napkin was unfolded, but folded as 
it was, they were practically adjacent. 

 
The fork shook slightly in my hand as wonder filled me.  Multiple shadows, separated in 

space, yet formed by one object.  Could that be the answer?  Rather than particles separated in 
space, tied together by actors which played out the mystery of action-at-a-distance, what if we 
instead saw multiple shadows of a single entity?  Shadows cast through the upper dimensions of 
superstring space, making concepts of “distance” in relativistic space-time irrelevant, like the 
shadows on the folds of the napkin? 

 
I turned and raised an eyebrow at the young woman I knew had been detailed to me, the 

one with the blue jewel.  She quickly approached.  “Paper and a pencil,” I whispered to her.  She 
bowed and backed away. 

 
She returned quickly with paper and a gilded pen.  Now I was glad we weren’t at the 

main table, glad for the droning.  I hoped it continued indefinitely. 
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I felt a hand on my back -- Rose.  I smiled and whispered, “I love you,” and returned to 

my paper.  I knew it was incomplete, but it felt so right.  With access to my computer, verifying 
the major symbolic pieces would only take a few hours. But even without that help it felt right.  I 
could even see how as distance increased, we approximated the “standard” Ricci tensors. 

 
But what does “distance” mean?  I looked at my napkin, seeing a set of points distinct 

and separate within the fabric of the cloth, the path in “napkin space” establishing one measure 
of “distance” between them. But at the same time, “I,” the extra-dimensional observer, saw that 
those points were adjacent to each other as viewed across the folds of the napkin. 

 
I put the pen down and looked up once more at the small high-intensity lights.  A shiver 

ran up my spine as the equations formed in my mind -- manifolds, 5-branes, multiple points 
folding together in higher dimensions -- the stars are within our reach!  Tears formed as I stifled 
a laugh; they were within our reach, if we could figure out how!  I was lightheaded, tears 
streaming down my cheeks, visualizing the mathematics.  I looked down again, picked up the 
pen, and scribbled furiously.  Sakai was going to have a cow when she saw this! 

 
A hand on my shoulder -- I kept writing.  A jab in the ribs -- I glanced to Rose.  She 

frowned and nodded to the main table.  Richard was standing at the podium as people applauded 
politely.  I guess I should at least pretend to pay attention; this was supposed to be an important 
speech for him, part of his ascendancy. 

 
But still I had that other-worldly feeling, part of me watching symbols dance, symbols 

holding so much promise.  And part of me heard Richard thanking his teachers.  I was pleased; 
he gave special praise to those who taught him the ways of the desert.  I nodded as he thanked 
his tutors at Cambridge and Oxford and glanced my way. 

 
He spoke of challenges ahead, not of rebuilding, but of building anew.  I knew his 

Kingdom was largely based on petroleum, still vital to the world.  Another shiver up my spine -- 
we could tap into the Sun, reaching directly into her core, practically boundless energy. 

 
No, one of the covariant forms -- the symbols danced -- we were awash in a sea of 

energy.  How do we reach it? 
 
I half paid attention to Richard.  He was building bridges, speaking with skill.  Still, I 

turned to my notes aperiodically and added things, revised a bit, adding in spurts. 
 
The reception after was blissfully short for us; nobody wanted to talk to an Oxford Don, 

and I had “business” coming up. 
 
Walking along the hallway to the screening point, Rose asked, “What were you about 

during dinner?  You seemed to be in another world.” 
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I laughed and squeezed her.  I looked to my blue bejeweled attendant.  I put e-mail 
addresses on the top sheet.  “I need these scanned and sent to these people as soon as possible.  
Will you do that for me?  I need the originals back.” 

 
She nodded, glancing over the papers.  She read out the e-mail addresses, and said it 

would be done by the time we got to our rooms. 
 
“Hardly seems worth getting dressed,” I told the attendants on the other side of the 

security checkpoint.  One of them blushed a bit.  I put on my robes and met Rose in the hallway. 
 
“Is it your turn tonight or Margaret’s?” I asked. 
 
She hugged me.  “Oh, it’s mine, and we don’t have to bathe first -- they’re going to take 

care of us.” 
 
I nodded.  “That sounds good.  I’m looking forward to it.” 
 
A wistful look swept over her face. 
 
When we were in our quarters, I looked at the confirmation that my e-mails had been 

sent, and looked at a copy of what the recipients received; all quite legible.  That should start 
some discussions!  I also had a quiet conversation with my blue-bejeweled assistant.  Yes, two 
days from now was all blocked off, as I’d requested.  We’d have one day for just us. 

 
I looked to Rose, looking out a window, her back toward me. 
 
I stepped to her, put my arms around her waist, and kissed the back of her neck.  “I love 

you -- and I told our schedule-keepers we need some time together, just the two of us.” 
 
She turned in my arms.  “Oh Alan,” she whispered, holding me tight.  “I love you, I do.” 
 
With a sigh we parted.  She looked at the clock.  “We should be going.” 
 
“What’s Margaret up to this evening?” I asked as we walked. 
 
“Oh, she’s with some other Sisters, talking shop and politics I’d imagine.” 
 
“I think we’re in for the better time...” 
 
Rose rolled her eyes.  “You can count on it...” 
 
We were bathed, pampered, massaged, and finally led into an amazing boudoir.  

Everything pleasing to the senses, and every sense pleased.  The platform -- it was too big to call 
it a bed -- was awash with a sea of writhing bodies.  The sea parted, only to swallow us up. 

 
“Alan!  Wake up!  Hold on to me!” 
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Stinging in my nose, a sharp pain in my left thigh.  Was that Alex?  I was groggy, weak, 

confused.  My throat was raw.  I tried moving my arms and legs -- trembling, so weak, so heavy.  
It was dark -- where was I?  Someone grabbed me from the other side.  I hurt as things pulled 
away from me -- needles in my arms?  Someone put a mask over my head, pulling it tight, too 
weak to fight back.  Yes, I can breathe, I nodded my head to answer the question. 

 
Something slipped on my feet, something wrapped around me, Alex and others 

supporting, carrying, almost dragging me from a room into a corridor, a corridor filled with 
smoke and people in dark uniforms, flashing lights, shouting, explosions.  Running, trying to 
move faster.  Where were we? 

 
More shouting, more explosions, sharp noises -- gunshots?  Sirens and more violent 

explosions, rocking the building, shaking the walls. 
 
A crash as someone broke down a door.  We went through the door into what once must 

have been a room, except that it was filled with debris and an exterior wall was gone, leading 
outside to dry warm night air, more people, vehicles, being picked up and put into the back of 
something, bouncing and accelerating away, more gunshots, sirens, explosions, yelling. 

 
The mask pulled from my face, something stinging at my eyes and nose.  Bright lights 

shining in my eyes, someone holding my eyes open, too weak to fight.  Coughing, dizzy, a mask 
on my face... 

 
I awoke with a start, trying to cry out and sit up, but all that came out was a croaking 

noise as I flopped from one side to the other in a bed. 
 
Hands -- moved to my back, helping me.  The back of the bed raised up, bringing me to 

sitting up, the bottom part of the bed moving, my knees bending.  Blinking cleared my eyes and 
sharpened my vision. 

 
A large room, high ceiling.  Back in the Palace?  We’d been visiting my son, that’s right, 

the celebration. 
 
A woman I didn’t know looking at me, a doctor?  Behind her was Alex, who looked like 

hell. 
 
I recognized a beeping noise, beeping with my heartbeat.  The woman holding my arm 

glanced up.  She started to smile. 
 
I tried to talk, croaking again. 
 
“Don’t talk -- not yet.  Would you like some water?” 
 
I nodded, yes. 
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A cup with a straw -- the first sips were painful yet delicious. 
 
She took the cup away, even though I wanted more. 
 
More prodding and checking.  I felt so weak.  My arms had needle marks on them.  

Pushing the bedclothes back, I had spots on my chest -- from electrodes?  My pubic hair was 
now short stubble.  My legs hurt, and when I moved around, I had spots on my legs that looked 
like bruises.  Where I wasn’t bruised, I was pale, not a good color for me. 

 
She handed me another cup, and I drank.  This one had something thicker, sweet and 

filling.  I drank it, quickly. 
 
“Slowly,” she coached; too quickly I guess. 
 
I finished drinking.  Then she gave me a thorough exam, testing reflexes, motion, and 

strength.  I was shaky and weak. 
 
I tried to talk again, to ask questions, but noise came out. 
 
Smiling, she held a mask to my face.  “Not today -- we’ll talk tomorrow.  Rest now.  You 

need the rest.” 
 
She held the mask to my face.  My head started buzzing, and the world faded again. 
 
I was stronger when I woke.  As I rolled over, I saw a woman sitting in a chair, a nurse?  

She got up, stepping to me quickly, helping me raise the bed to sitting again. 
 
“Water?” I managed to whisper. 
 
She pressed a button at the side of the bed and handed me a cup with a straw. 
 
It was delicious. 
 
When I’d finished it, I rested again.  I looked at my hands.  They weren’t shaking as 

much, hardly at all.  I still felt weak.  I felt... 
 
The door opened.  Alex came in, looking better but grim.  My son, the Crown Prince 

came in, with others I didn’t recognize.  Where were Rose and Margaret? 
 
But other matters first.  I managed to pull the bedclothes back and swing my legs over the 

edge of the bed. 
 
“What?” the nurse said in surprise. 
 
“Need to pee -- help me to the bathroom,” I whispered, the only noise I could make. 
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She started to protest, but Alex and Richard stepped up.  “We’ll help you,” Alex said. 
 
I’m glad they did -- I couldn’t have made it on my own.  Even with their help, I was 

dizzy sitting on the toilet, almost passing out.  They helped me back to the bed, and I faded for a 
bit. 

 
“Where are Rose and Margaret?” I asked when I was with it again. 
 
Alex’s face tightened.  Richard looked to be ready to explode. 
 
“Where are they?” I asked again, louder. 
 
“Dead,” replied Alex bluntly. 
 
I collapsed back, dizzy, the room buzzing and swirling around me.  A mask on my face 

again -- I tried to push it away. 
 
“It’s just oxygen,” a voice explained. 
 
I held out my hands, reaching for Alex and Richard.  Even though they held my hands, I 

felt cold and numb.  “Tell me,” I said through the mask. 
 
One of the women behind Richard said, “Before that, please tell us everything you 

remember from that night on.  Please; it’s important.” 
 
I looked to Alex and Richard.  Alex still bore scratches and bruises on her face and head. 
 
“Alan, please -- it’s important.” 
 
I took off the mask so I could talk better.  Someone swapped it for a thing that stuck up 

my nose a little. 
 
“The last things I remember -- I was ... with your cousin,” I looked to Richard, who 

frowned more, his eyes filling with tears.  “On that huge bed, with others around us.  We had so 
many hands and mouths on us, it was incredible.  I remember hearing Rose, turning my head and 
seeing her naked next to us, someone between her legs, others feeling her, sucking at her breasts, 
one woman holding her head.  She was in ecstasy.  All of us were.  The ones with us...”  I 
paused, faltered, remembering how good it had been, coming so hard, collapsing into hands and 
bodies... 

 
“The lights in the room dimmed a bit more.  Rose and I were squeezed closer; we kissed, 

people still touching, caressing us.  Someone new joined us on the bed, a woman with long dark 
hair.  I could smell new perfume as she crawled nearer.  She wore a robe, and I remember seeing 
spots on the front of it, her breasts moving inside it.  Rose and I were moved closer together, and 
the new woman opened her robe, showing us the most perfect, full breasts I’ve ever seen, with 



A Life of Service 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 160 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

milk showing at the nipples.  She moved on top of us, giving Rose and I each a nipple.  The 
others held us and we held her as we drank.  That’s the last I remember, sucking, feeding.” 

 
Richard looked ashen.  Alex nodded, as did the woman next to her. 
 
“What happened?” I asked again. 
 
Richard opened his mouth, but only a choking cry came out.  He shook his head, raising a 

hand to his face.  The woman next to Alex put her hand on his shoulder.  “If I may, Your 
Excellency?”  Richard nodded. 

 
“I am Major Breem, head of security.  You were drugged and kidnapped.  You were held 

for eight days before we rescued you.  You’ve been back with us for two days now.” 
 
Eight days?  Back for two?  “I remember Alex grabbing me, something stinging my nose, 

a poke in the thigh, someone pulling a mask on my head, being hustled out of a room.  A hallway 
with a battle going on?  Going through a broken down door into a room full of debris, with the 
outside wall gone, being put into a vehicle of some kind.  What about Rose and Margaret?” 

 
Alex spoke this time.  “We’re still piecing things together.  They’d planned extremely 

well.  Her milk was drugged.  They were getting ready to move you when they made their first 
mistake.” 

 
I looked at her as she paused to catch her breath.  I squeezed her hand as best I could. 
 
“They knew you were a clear, of course,” Alex told us, “but they didn’t know Rose was 

also a clear -- and had the same wireless telemetry implant you do.  They knew once your signal 
dropped off, all hell would break loose, so they had a simulator present, a transponder.  But they 
didn’t know about Rose.  They killed her, and as she died, her monitor sent out a distress signal.  
They didn’t know about that, either.” 

 
Alex paused for another ragged breath. 
 
“Margaret was with another group of Sisters, five of them.  The monitor she carries all 

the time went off, responding to the emergency signal.  She knew something was wrong, but 
didn’t know which of you was affected.  When she raised the alarm, one of the Sisters she was 
with grabbed her and cut her throat, then attacked the others.  I also have a monitor.  I was with 
the security people,” she nodded to the Major, “and I raised the alarm.  The alarm came in from 
the Sister’s quarters at about the same time.  Our main group rushed to the bedroom with you 
and Rose.  They’d tripped house security, sealing the door, and by the time we got through, 
you’d been put in something that blocked your transponder and were on your way out of the 
building.  We had a firefight with the remaining group.  We interrogated the survivors, but none 
of them knew your location.” 

 
I closed my eyes, letting my head hit the pillow again.  People started moving, but I held 

Alex’s and Richard’s hands.  “No,” I said as loud as I could.  “I’ll make it.” 
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“But you found me,” I said, surprisingly stronger. 
 
The Major nodded, and looked to Alex.  “Thanks to you, Captain.  We knew you were in 

an RF-shielded environment because we couldn’t reach your transponders.  Your Captain 
provided the needed clue, and we located you within four hours.” 

 
“The clue?” 
 
Alex wore a grim smile.  “They needed liquid nitrogen for cryopreservation.  That’s how 

we found them -- from the liquid nitrogen deliveries.” 
 
“Then they were...” 
 
Alex nodded again.  “Using you as best they could.  We’re pretty sure they were getting 

ready to move you again, move you out of the country.” 
 
“I don’t remember any of that.” 
 
The other woman spoke.  “Doctor Hassan.  You were kept sedated, fed through a tube.  

That’s why you are weak -- you weren’t getting proper nutrition or care.  You were developing 
bedsores.” 

 
“Not taking very good care of their Golden Goose,” I muttered. 
 
“Not at all,” the Doctor agreed. 
 
Rose, Margaret dead.  “How many others?” I asked in a whisper. 
 
The Major replied.  “In addition to Sister Rose and Sister Margaret, four Matrons dead, 

three of them renegades, the Princess, two of our people, and eleven kidnappers.  Fourteen 
captured for interrogation.” 

 
I shook my head.  “The Order participated?” 
 
The Major shrugged her shoulders.  “The Order denies all involvement of course, and 

from what the surviving Sisters have given us, they might be telling the truth.  We’ve all heard of 
schisms within the Order.  This was meticulously planned, probably going back to when you 
were first invited.  We don’t yet know who originated and financed the scheme.” 

 
Numb and cold, numb and cold.  “What do we do from here?” I asked. 
 
“Representatives of the U.N. and of the Order want to talk to you,” Alex replied. 
 
“Sand take them all!” I spat back.  That brought a fierce smile to Richard; he squeezed 

my hand. 
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But Alex sighed.  “Alan, you need to talk to them, and soon.  The Order is attempting to 

turn this into an international incident, intimating you’re being held against your will by the 
Prince and his Government, demanding your immediate return.” 

 
I sighed as well.  Understandable -- that’s what I’d do.  “I am not to be left alone with a 

member of the Order, is that clear?  Not for a minute!  I am not a chattel, their chattel.” I told 
them. 

 
Another fierce smile from Richard as he nodded. 
 
“Why?” the Doctor asked. 
 
I shook my head.  “I imagine they’re insisting on taking me to a safe place, say Geneva, 

to check me over thoroughly?  Fly me out immediately, on one of their transports, for my 
safety?” 

 
“Exactly,” said Alex. 
 
“I have been conditioned and manipulated so much over the last two plus decades -- by 

the time we got to Geneva, I’d be singing ‘I’m a little teapot’ and insisting that I wanted to stay 
with them for the rest of my life.  After a few days, I’m sure I’d even sound sincere.” 

 
The Doctor shuddered, as did I. 
 
“That’s what I tried to explain to them,” Alex said softly. 
 
“I had not realized that aspect of their ministrations,” Richard added. 
 
“Silk is soft, but can form strong bonds,” Alex told them. 
 
“Alex, what do you recommend?”  As soon as I’d said that, I looked to Richard. 
 
Before I could apologize, he said, “I understand -- you must seek your own counsel.” 
 
“You should meet with them,” Alex told me, “And as soon as possible to get the heat off 

everyone else.  After that?  It’s up to you.” 
 
“Doctor, how long until I’m strong enough to travel?  I think it would be best for all 

concerned if I were to leave as soon as possible.” 
 
Richard nodded.  “You have our hospitality for as long as you wish to remain.” 
 
I squeezed his hand and nodded. 
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“You could be moved at any time,” the Doctor replied, “with proper medical care.  You 
should be well enough to travel without support in two to three days.” 

 
“We will take you anywhere in the world you wish to go,” Richard said. 
 
That brought a smile to my face.  Las Cruces?  Wouldn’t that piss them off. 
 
Another thought...  “When I was recovered -- how about my sperm?  What became of it?  

That is The Order’s highest concern, more so than my life.” 
 
More fierce smiles.  The Major spoke.  “From the records we captured, none of it had left 

the compound; we retrieved it all.  Of course we are unfamiliar with the requirements for 
preserving such materials, and it may not be viable any longer.” 

 
“An excellent answer.  God’s will, we’ll survive this storm and live to see another.”  I’d 

picked up some phrases from my son.  “Doctor, I look for your recommendations on something I 
can eat.  I suggest a meeting in two or three hours with both the United Nations representatives 
and The Order.  I want to be sitting at a table with Richard and the Major on one side of me, and 
Alex on the other.  I propose to make a short statement, answer questions for a while, and throw 
the whole lot out.  If need be, I will meet with the United Nations people separately, afterwards, 
with Alex at my side, but I will not under any circumstances meet alone with The Order.  Doctor, 
I authorize you to release any and all medical records you have on me to the U.N. people, and to 
The Order.  I assume my telemetry is still functioning, and The Order is getting the data? 

 
Richard said, “They are.  They knew you’d been rescued even before I received 

confirmation.  I agree with your suggestions; my house is yours.  We can suggest a suitable 
room.  What do you propose to do afterwards, as I am sure they will ask that repeatedly.” 

 
“Rest, recover.  In a few days, I will return to Oxford.  I will not go to Geneva.” 
 
Alex stayed by my side, as did one of the nurses, while the others made preparations. 
 
I managed to get something to eat, and got cleaned up.  I felt somewhat stronger, but still 

looked like shit.  The Order demanded to see me immediately, alone.  No. 
 
We had a short audience with the King, who was upset, but I got the feeling that like 

Richard, he was more upset that this had happened under his nose, and that I had been injured. 
 
For our “meeting,” we were already seated behind a table before our guests were let into 

the room.  Two Matrons of the Order started rushing towards me, but stopped about a meter in 
front of the chairs set out for them. 

 
“Sit down and shut up,” I told them.  They sat. 
 
That set the tone.  The others came in and sat down.  I cleared my throat and gave my 

statement, starting by thanking His Excellency and the Crown Prince for his hospitality, and for 



A Life of Service 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 164 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

saving my life.  I emphasized that I was not being held against my will, and as soon as I felt 
stronger, would be returning to Oxford.  I completed my statement and invited questions from 
the United Nations representatives, much to the disgust of the Order. 

 
In response, I repeated what I’d experienced, before and after the abduction.  They 

wanted assurances I was safe and acting on my own free will.  I told them I was.  They wanted to 
speak to me further, intimating privately, and I told them I was willing to do so as long as Alex 
was at my side.  They agreed to that, which made the group of Sisters grumble even more. 

 
The Order wanted to examine me alone, completely in private.  No.  One of them said 

something on the order of, “We’re concerned about your psychological well-being,” and I really 
lit into her. 

 
“Tell that to the Brazilian and the Bavarian!” I spat.  “You didn’t give a rat’s ass for my 

psychological well-being for the first twenty two years I was in your clutches.  The only thing 
that scares me is being alone with any of you!” 

 
That set them back on their heels; one of them turned quite pale.  One U.N. representative 

had quite the satisfied smile on her face and asked me why I was scared.  I gave her my “little 
teapot” spiel, adding at the end that their conditioning had helped me greatly at times, but as far 
as I was concerned, they wanted me “safe” under their thumb in a bunker in Geneva, and I 
wanted to remain free, or as free as I could be.  One of the Sisters looked unwell. 

 
Another insisted they were concerned about my condition, and wanted their medical 

people to check me, they needed to check me thoroughly, for my own good. 
 
I asked if they were impugning the quality of medical care provided by our hosts -- that 

brought quiet laughter and rapid backpedaling.  I reminded them that they were receiving 
continuous telemetry from the sensors implanted in my body; that brought a surprised look from 
one of the U.N. people.  I reminded them Doctor Hassan had provided them with all my records, 
and if there were other tests they wished performed, Doctor Hassan and her staff could discuss 
them with me, perform them if I consented, and pass along the results. 

 
One of the older Sisters who had remained silent until now started racking and wheezing 

about this being totally unsuitable and unsatisfactory, they weren’t getting anywhere, on and on... 
 
“Well,” I interrupted her, “I suppose we could have a press conference, invite the media 

in, and open up the whole thing.”  I turned to Richard. 
 
He nodded, glancing around.  “We would need a larger room.  In an hour perhaps?  The 

media representatives are usually quite responsive, and they have been inquiring; such an 
incident is very difficult to keep quiet.” 

 
I think our dear Matron redshifted, backing up at close to the speed of light!  No, she 

thought it was best for everyone if this matter stayed out of the press.  Laughter, at her expense. 
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If that was all, I suggested, we could adjourn and Alex and I would meet privately with 
the U.N. people.  I didn’t know what the eldest Matron was going to do -- she looked extremely 
upset.  Good. 

 
One of the sisters started a rambling, oblique statement.  Doctor Hassan picked up on it 

and interrupted.  “If you are asking about Professor Grant’s seed, which we understand to be of 
paramount importance to you, we believe that all of it was recovered and accounted for.  You 
will appreciate, however, that military commandos are not trained medical personnel used to 
preserving such material; we do not believe the material to be viable, but we will be happy to 
turn it over to you along.  We will also provide you and the U.N. with copies of their records.” 

 
Sighs of relief from The Order, and some backpedaling, insisting that my health and well-

being were their first concern. 
 
To which I interjected, “Bollocks.” 
 
Richard actually chuckled, as did some others.  Then he stood up, signifying our circus 

was at an end.  Everyone else stood up, but when I tried, he put a hand on my shoulder. 
 
“Sisters,” I said, and waited for them to turn and the mob to settle. 
 
“Sisters, I hope you understand my concern, and my fears.  I will meet with you under 

certain conditions, among those having Alex and the Major armed and present at all times.” 
 
One of them mumbled something about delicate matters, to which I replied that I 

understood delicate matters may be discussed, but I was willing to tell Alex and the Major 
anything I would tell them. 

 
And things came to a quick end. 
 
I tried walking, but Alex and Richard would have none of that, putting me in a 

wheelchair. 
 
“The older one,” Alex said as she pushed me along, “was upset.” 
 
I snorted; she was referring to one of the senior Matrons.  “Upset!  If looks could kill, 

we’d all be dead,” I suggested. 
 
“We’ve made enemies today,” the Major added, putting a hand on my shoulder as we 

moved along the corridor. 
 
I shook my head.  Why was it seemingly impossible to build such a simple conveyance 

that didn’t squeak?  Or maybe it was part of the design...  “I think they discovered more dissent 
within their own ranks.  To them the important thing is that I’m still alive, so their programs may 
continue...  But I’m not sure under what conditions...  They certainly don’t like the U.N. getting 
copies of my captives’ records...” 
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I had more to drink, and met with three people from the U.N.  Major Breem defended 

Alex, again thanking her for providing the breakthrough which led to my location. 
 
Two and a half days -- eating a little better each time, not quite sleeping, never alone, 

always a doctor, a nurse, Alex and/or the Major; after a while I told Alex to go get some rest.  
The Order was more polite in their requests.  We did some additional tests and gave them the 
results.  The evening before Alex and I were to leave we had a final dinner with Richard, the 
Major, close advisors.  We discussed the flight back, and made our plans.  Paranoid?  Realistic?  
I was tired, and wanted to be home. 

 
An audience with his Excellency the King in the morning, thanking me for all I had done 

for the Kingdom, apologizing for the difficulties which had arisen.  He didn’t look well.  I 
thanked them for their hospitality and kindness.  I truly owed them my life. 

 
To the airport -- a small convoy of vehicles, we rode with Richard and the major.  

Passing through a guarded gate, we pulled up to a “private” jet, only slightly smaller than the 
nearby commercial jets.  We stood in the open air, the shimmering heat. 

 
Richard took the headdress off his head and settled it on mine; one last gift.  “Father,” he 

whispered in my ear, “I hope your next visit is more pleasant.” 
 
I held him.  “Richard, my son, you saved my life.  Thank you.” 
 
As I hugged the major I asked, “Are they watching?” 
 
She nodded slightly.  “Yes -- I wish you a safe flight.” 
 
The others had already gone up the ramp into the plane; family members, diplomats from 

half a dozen countries, and important business folks off to London. 
 
Alex and the major helped me up the steps; I was stronger, but still had a ways to go.  We 

stopped at the top and waved once more to our hosts. 
 
Inside the plane, we were taken to the forward cabin, the small cabin reserved for royalty; 

the other passengers were in the rear cabin, which was quite spacious and richly appointed. 
 
The door behind us closed; we stepped quickly to the front of the cabin. 
 
“Just like we practiced,” someone told me. 
 
I extended my hands and they lowered and wedged me into a metal food service cart, into 

a big plastic bag with a shining metallic coating.  We’d run through the process twice late last 
night.  The combination of the coated bag and the metal cart should be RF tight, blocking my 
biometric telemetry. 
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“Put this in your mouth, the tab on top of your tongue.” 
 
I took the mouthpiece.  They’d explained it to me, that the bag had to be sealed tight to 

provide adequate shielding.  I reminded them that I was a physicist, and that to be effective, the 
enclosure couldn’t have any openings a quarter wavelength in diameter or larger.  Anyway, 
except for the tongue tab, I was used to the things, using one about every month for metabolic 
studies as part of my exercise program. 

 
They’d had time to make some cushions, so the thing was borderline comfortable, or at 

least better than being crammed into a can. 
 
“That’s fine -- let me tighten the shoulder straps.” 
 
It even had what amounted to a safety harness in it; I hope they weren’t planning on 

dropping me! 
 
“A few breaths through the mouthpiece and we’ll button you up.” 
 
I was wondering how I was going to take being cooped up in this little box, and for how 

long, when I started feeling really dizzy.  My head started buzzing.  I tried to move, but heard 
someone say, “Good...” 

 
More buzzing, or at least a dull roar in the background.  I was stretched out, something 

covering my eyes and a mask on my face.  I moved, or tried to.  My arms worked, but there was 
a strap around my upper chest. 

 
“Here, let me help,” Alex said, slipping off my eyeshades and loosening the belt around 

my chest. 
 
I was in a little bunk in a tight space somewhere, curved walls...  “We made it?” I asked. 
 
Alex nodded, slipping the pink plastic mask off my face.  “Oxygen,” she told me.  “We 

took off about ...” she glanced at her watch, “fifty minutes ago.” 
 
“And we are where?” I asked, still puzzled. 
 
She smiled.  “Just as we said, aboard the commercial flight to London.  This is the below-

decks crew rest area; they use it for flights over eight hours.” 
 
I nodded.  “And our presence is undetected, our absence unnoticed?” 
 
She shrugged.  “The flight deck and the first-class cabin crew know they’ve got someone 

important down here, but that’s all.  I’ve been assured they’re very discrete, and this happens 
often enough.  There are quite a few dignitaries upstairs, returning from the celebration -- some 
of his tutors from Cambridge and Oxford, diplomats, even a few Matrons from The Order, or so 
I’m told.  I haven’t popped up to take a look.” 
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I smiled.  “And something tells me you’re not going to.” 
 
“Nope.  How are you feeling?” 
 
“Okay.  A little surprised, particularly at not being consulted.”  That brought a pang with 

it -- Rose had gone overboard making sure I consented to things. 
 
Alex sat next to me on the little bunk.  “Alan, I’m sorry.  We didn’t know how you’d 

hold up being confined, or how long that would last.  We sat on the tarmac for about twenty 
minutes before we were loaded aboard.” 

 
I nodded.  She did it, buttoned up in a similar enclosure, but without all the shielding.  I 

knew Alex was a lot tougher than she looked.  “Don’t know if I could have held out that long.” 
 
She nodded.  “That’s what we thought.  Easier that way.” 
 
I looked at my feet, my hands.  “Why?” I asked nobody in particular, then looked up to 

Alex.  “Why Margaret and Rose?” 
 
She sat next to me with a sigh.  “Alan, I know it’s hard to accept.  The whole thing was 

so well planned, turning asymmetries in security into advantages.  You were the target, Alan -- 
capture and use you -- Rose and Margaret got in the way, as did others.  To the ones who 
planned this, they were of no consequence.” 

 
“I loved her,” I whispered. 
 
“I know,” Alex whispered in reply.  She put a hand on my back.  It was warm, but it 

wasn’t the same.  It would never be the same. 
 
After a bit of silence she asked, “Hungry?” 
 
“I guess...” 
 
I picked at my food; Alex cajoled me into eating and drinking more than I would have.  I 

went back to the bunk, fading out.  Late June at Oxford -- a week before the summer programs 
started.  What would I do? 

 
I took a nap. 
 
A beeping sound.  Alex was in the bunk above me.  She got up and took a phone from its 

cradle on the bulkhead.  “Yes?” 
 
“The bastards!  We didn’t think they’d dare!  ...  Yes, thank you, we’re fine.  ...  Yes, of 

course.” 
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She gave a mighty sigh as she replaced the phone.  She turned to me, shaking her head. 
 
“The bastards -- we thought they might try something, but we didn’t know what...” 
 
I nodded; that’s why we’d planned and executed this ruse. 
 
“Italian fighter jets intercepted the flight and are trying to force it to land in Rome.  We’re 

over France currently, and will begin our descent into London Heathrow shortly.  The Order is 
using the Italians and provoking a major international incident.” 

 
“Maybe I should go somewhere else for a bit?” I suggested. 
 
She shook her head.  “We’d thought of Stanstead or Cambridge, but I think you’re best 

off reappearing in Oxford -- that will show the Order for the duplicitous bitches they are.” 
 
I was tired still, but I forced a smile.  “Then I’m for it.  How long until the decoy lands?” 
 
“If they let it?  About five minutes before us.  Lucky for us they delayed their takeoff.” 
 
“I thought they were going to take off first,” I told her, confused. 
 
“Last minute change; glad they did it.” 
 
“What now?” 
 
“Go to the bathroom and clean up.  We’ll be taken to the cockpit shortly before landing 

and ride in the jump seats.  I’ll make a phone call once we’re on the ground, and we’ll be the first 
ones off the plane.” 

 
Just after Alex returned from her turn in the very small crew lav, we felt the plane’s 

orientation change, and heard a change in the engines. 
 
Shortly thereafter, a knock on the door, and we were led up narrow stairs to a small 

passage with two bulkhead doors, a very solid looking one, and a slightly less solid looking one. 
 
In response to my quizzical looks, the uniformed crew member leading us said, “I’m 

Joanna Crossman, copilot.  That door,” she pointed to the very solid one,” leads to First Class, 
and this one,” she put her right hand on a standard-looking authenticator plate and the door 
opened. 

 
We stepped into the cockpit and were shown our seats and buckled in.  I was impressed 

by the view, and by the control layout.  A lot of stuff, but it looked quite logically organized.  
One would certainly hope so, at least! 

 
I was still looking around, trying to take in the instrumentation and the view all at once 

when the copilot handed Alex a handset and told her, “Captain, you can place your call.” 
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Alex dialed a number, identified herself by a codename, and informed the other end of 

the call that she’d be bringing her assignment to Heathrow Terminal 4 gate 12 in....  The copilot 
told her sixteen minutes to the gate, which Alex relayed.  Alex requested an escort through 
formalities, and transport on.  After a moment she thanked the other end, pushed a button, and 
gave the handset back.  “We’re all set,” she told us. 

 
I was nervous through the landing.  It was interesting, watching the Captain.  It looked 

like she was using finger pressure on the control stick.  If I moved my head I could see her head-
up-display, and the symbol that must have represented our plane inside a slightly larger outline 
that I guessed represented the optimum flight path. 

 
Landing was smooth, and the taxi on the ground seemingly endless.  The flight crew 

made their landing announcement in three languages, requesting that people stay seated with 
seatbelts on until the Captain turned off the seatbelt sign. 

 
We pulled to a gate, and waited again.  A handset on the wall beeped and the copilot 

picked it up.  She spoke a bit and handed it to Alex.  Alex conferred, handed it back, and said, 
“They’re ready for us.” 

 
Alex thanked the crew for their hospitality.  I added my thanks.  The copilot unlocked the 

door and took us back through the small passage and through the other door. 
 
The first class cabin was spacious, and full.  People were starting to mill about.  I heard a 

gasp, and looked to my left -- two Matrons.  I smiled and nodded.  One scrambled for her bag 
and pulled out a phone. 

 
Two stewardesses ran interference for us to the door.  Two officers, backed by uniformed 

and armed soldiers were waiting for us, wearing the same black and silver uniform Alex wore at 
our fancy banquet. 

 
“One moment, please,” one of the stewardesses said. 
 
I turned, and she reached up and repositioned the headdress Richard had given me. 
 
“That’s better,” she said with an impish grin. 
 
“Thank you,” I told her. 
 
Alex saluted the officers; one held out a small box.  Alex put her right hand over the box.  

Must be an authenticator.  The officer nodded and looked at me. 
 
I stepped up and put my right wrist on the authenticator.  The officer holding it looked at 

the display screen, which was hidden from me.  She raised an eyebrow as she looked at me 
again.  She didn’t have blue eyes. 
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“Please follow me,” she told us. 
 
We had a quicktime armed escort through empty hallways; I guess I was more recovered 

than I’d thought.  Our identification was checked once again.  When asked about luggage, Alex 
told the questioner that it was held up in Rome.  We could head out now, or wait half an hour for 
a helicopter.  Alex told them ground transport was fine. 

 
Back into the cool, green, damp world.  I didn’t really need the sunglasses Richard had 

given me; it wasn’t that bright, even though it was midafternoon. 
 
Following the flashing lights of our escort out into the countryside, sitting next to Alex, 

my mind fading once again.  What was I going to do?  Empty again, so empty. 
 
Some time along the ride, Alex’s handi beeped.  She answered it and had a conversation, 

mostly listening.  She managed laughter occasionally, but I could tell it was bitter laughter. 
 
“Like to know?” she asked me after she hung up. 
 
I nodded. 
 
From her look, it was a bitter victory.  “They forced the plane down.  Once it landed, they 

actually shot out tires!  They stormed the plane, and were mistreating the crew and passengers 
when word evidently came through from The Order that we’d been spotted in London.  The 
Italian government is now backpedaling very rapidly, the group of very influential diplomats on 
the flight are very upset, and The Order is in deep, deep trouble.  The Italians claimed The Order 
mislead them, The Order denied that, and then the Italians released recordings backing up what 
they’d claimed.” 

 
“Wonderful,” I said, adding to the bitterness.  Maybe our race shouldn’t survive, after all. 
 
We pulled into Oxford about mid-dusk, and were escorted to my residence.  With a 

salute, our escort left us. 
 
“Do you need dinner?” Alex asked. 
 
“No, thanks,” I told her. 
 
She put a hand on my shoulder.  “What do you need?” 
 
I shook my head.  “Time alone to adjust.” 
 
“Call, and I’ll be there,” she whispered. 
 
Should I have hugged her?  I was empty, numb.  “Thank you for everything, Alex,” I 

managed to say. 
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I turned and opened my door.  I heard her walk off. 
 
 
I closed the door, and descended straight into Hell. 
 
The floors in our little abode are cold; when I turned around, I saw the pair of slippers 

Rose left by the door, ready for her return.  My stomach lurched, my legs turned cold.  Even my 
nose betrayed me; rather than the friendly scents of home, the place had a metallic edge to it, the 
empty, lonely kind of jagged metallic taste that tears at your tongue and leaves sharp edges 
inside your mouth. 

 
Every room, every turn -- little things, important things -- the pile of her books and 

papers on her desk, she’d been so excited about teaching in the fall.  Her favourite cup in the 
kitchen, next to it a spoon she’d lifted from an airline. 

 
And upstairs, oh God, her clothes, clean and dirty; her toiletries in the bathroom, the 

towel she’d used after showering, still hanging on the shower door, undergarments still on the 
unmade bed. 

 
I was exhausted.  I finally cried myself to sleep holding on to her soft gray top, trying to 

fill myself with her fragrance one more time. 
 
Why get up?  Why bother?  But I had to pee.  More of her things, at every turn.  I picked 

up a jar of skin lotion, but didn’t even have the strength to throw it.  I found an empty paper bag 
downstairs and started filling it. 

 
But when I came upon her clothes upstairs, I fell back on the bed, holding a slip she’d 

worn, clutching it, crying silently. 
 
Alex forced me to get dinner, and sat with me, challenging me to eat.  She told me 

bluntly that if I didn’t eat, they’d pop me in a medical ward.  I ate. 
 
And I cried myself to sleep again, holding Rose’s slip. 
 
One morning I talked to diplomats and people from the UN.  They took my statement, 

asked questions. 
 
When I got back to my residence, all Rose’s things had been cleaned out, even her old 

slip that I’d kept under my pillow.  Now she was really gone, and I cried out loud. 
 
I don’t know how many days passed.  Threats to put me in a medical ward got me to eat.  

Alex was called off to London, the inquisition continuing.  A new officer was in charge, and she 
kept her distance. 
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I needed help, I knew that.  I called Deev.  But all I had a chance to do was say who it 
was and she started screaming at me, that it was my fault, all my fault, if it weren’t for me, 
they’d all still be alive. 

 
She was still screaming when I hung up the phone. 
 
She was right.  Because of me, they were all dead.  I should have died with them. 
 
I might as well have killed them myself.  In a sense, I did kill them. 
 
And what was left? 
 
Nothing. 
 
Time passed, slowly, painfully.  Some days I didn’t get out of bed except for dinner.  I 

still exercised one or two days a week, but that was because Alex yelled at me.  Some days even 
that didn’t work; I just stayed in bed.  The phone rang.  So what.  The handi my son gave me 
rang.  Let it ring.  Nothing mattered.  I was empty. 

 
Then she came. 
 
Uninvited and unwanted -- initially she didn’t speak at all.  She got me up, pushed me 

into the shower, dried me, fed me, dragged me outside, dragged me to meals.  For days.  All 
without a word, even though I complained, yelled, screamed.  I just wanted to be left alone. 

 
Eventually she broke through.  At lunch -- she was trying to get me to eat again.  I didn’t 

care if I ate or not.  I screamed at her, hurling bread and soup from the table. 
 
When I looked at her, she was crying. 
 
That’s when it struck me.  What had I done?  I held her and cried.  I cried for what I’d 

done to her, for all those I’d hurt -- her, Alex, Deev, and more.  I cried for those I missed, those I 
loved -- my parents, Margaret, and especially Rose. 

 
She took me upstairs to bed.  I cried in her arms.  She let me.  She held me. 
 
And when I ran out of tears she held me to a nipple, comforting and soothing.  She 

rocked me and sang me lullabies.  It took a while, but something let go inside me and I could 
relax in her arms.  I was safe.  I could relax.  I could rest.  I slept better than I had in weeks. 

 
When we woke she held me again, cooing to me.  I relaxed more.  I relaxed in her arms 

to the point where she had to hold my head so I could suckle, so hungry for her. 
 
My hunger turned into heat, fanning a fire I’d thought extinguished.  She rolled me to my 

back and fanned the flames, riding me until I cried out, giving myself to her softness once more, 
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drifting in peace listening to the music of her heartbeat with my head nestled between her 
breasts. 

 
Oh how she rekindled the flame!  Burying my head between her breasts, inhaling her 

perfume filled me with fire again.  Afterwards, holding her, being held, filled all the empty 
spaces inside. 

 
I was still at the bottom of a very dark, deep hole.  It had taken me quite a while to dig it.  

She pulled me, she pushed me, she cajoled me out of that hole.  I fought her, actively, passively.  
I didn’t want to come out, I wanted to stay where I was -- with her. 

 
But she didn’t give up, finally pulling me back into the light of day.  I don’t know how 

long it took -- probably weeks. 
 
And when I looked around, I knew things needed to change, and it was the right time to 

do it. 
 
I left Oxford. 
 
We moved for a while to a small cottage with a view of the lake, just outside Geneva.  

We moved again, to another place where it’s quiet and safe.  The nights are long and cold, but 
the sky is clear, and I never tire of the auroras.  My life is filled with her.  My life is a life of 
joyous Service, with her, and with all the women who come to stay with us. 

 
My life is complete again. 
 
And when she holds me and calls me “her little teapot,” I know for sure -- I am where I 

belong. 
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