I was just about to get a blowjob by the woman of my dreams when the alarm went off.  She'd had blue eyes, blond hair, and a perfect, timeless face.  It was shattered like a hammer meeting glass.  I threw the blankets off and got up.  My legs wobbled and my head spun for a moment.  When my vision cleared, I stumbled over to the mirror panel on the far wall and palmed the upper right corner.  Jane's alarm was programmed to respond to a number of different commands, including vocal, but I didn't trust myself anymore.  A red glow met my hand and the clanging bell was cut off in mid-ring.

"Good morning, Tock.  Today is Tuesday, June 12, 2028."  Jane's British-accented voice was quiet after the blaring alarm.  She stepped onto the screen from the right as she spoke, and I got the familiar feeling that she was real, looking through a smoked-window, rather than just the computer's avatar.

"Morning."  I stretched in front of the mirror panel as it darkened and came to life.

"You must have been enjoying your dream," Jane said.  Her eyes flicked down and it was then that I realized I was still mostly erect.  Fucking computer with a sense of humor.  What's this world coming to?

"Yeah, it wasn't bad."

"Would you like me to find something to help you take care of that?"  As she spoke, a line of six small images popped up from the bottom of the screen.  One showed a woman with a cock between her tits.  Two of them showed slender women riding their partner.  The other three were blowjobs.

"Nah, it's alright."  The images vanished.

"I've found some news headlines that might interest you," she said as a list of bolded text came up on screen.  On the far left, a calendar with several days highlighted emerged, followed by a brief weather forecast below it.

"Meet me in the kitchen with the second story."  The panel went blank without another word from Jane.  I put on a pair of pants and went to the bathroom to empty my bladder and take care of my erection.  Waffles and bacon waited for me when I walked in.  The full text of the article was on the monitor in the middle of the table.  It was about a bombing that had destroyed an army recruitment office downtown.  The ARC - American Rebel Coalition - was mentioned, but the police don't think it was their work.

"Jake, I apologize for interrupting your breakfast, but there's someone at the door."

"Show me."  Jane's face disappeared from the corner of the monitor, replaced by a view of the hall outside my apartment.  A woman wearing jeans and a leather jacket looked up into the camera.  Her eyes were blue and her hair was blond.  I touched a button below the video feed.  "What do you want?"

"Delivery."  She looked up at the camera again, annoyed.  "It's urgent."

"Who's it from?"

"Your left nut."

I grinned as I touched another button.  "I'm in the kitchen.  To the left."  She walked through the opened door just before the feed vanished.  I swallowed a mouthful of waffle as she came in.

To say she was beautiful would be like calling the Milky Way pretty big.  I nearly choked.  "You're new," I said, once I was able to swallow.  She'd opened her biker jacket to reveal the evidence of round, full tits.  The bottom of her t-shirt stopped just short of her navel.  Her stomach was flat and tan.  Wouldn't mind taking a few shots of tequila off that.  "What does Mr. P want?"

"Not really," she said, taking a seat next to me.  She turned the monitor off and pushed it back into the table.  "I don't usually make house calls, but Mr. Pinelli asked me to come personally."

"Why's that?"  I finished off the bacon and wiped up the syrup with the last bit of waffle.

"He wants you to work for him on a permanent basis."  Her face was unreadable.  The only thing that kept me from poking her to see if she hadn't turned to stone was the silver glow in her left eye.

"You recording this?"  She just smiled.  Damn.  She had an implant, a computer hard-wired into the brain and connected directly to the optic nerve so that it uses the eye as the display.  Must have cost Mr. Pinelli a fortune.

"What does he want with me?"

"He believes your skills would compliment his organization."

"Maybe I should speak with Mr. Pinelli in person."  This whole thing seemed a little... off.  I couldn't put my finger on it, though.

"He sent me," she replied sharply.  "He will make you a rich man, Mr. Tock."

"Just Tock."

"Right."  She reached into her jacket and pulled out an envelope.  Jane would have told me if she was packing, so I didn't sweat.  She pushed the envelope across the table.  I realized that she hadn't given me her name.  "This is yours, just for letting me through the door."

I took it when she removed her hand.  I rifled through the notes, not bothering to count.  Didn't need to; there were a shitload of zeros in there. 


"Hundred thousand credits."  I've been paid more for a single job before, but I've never been paid that much for opening a door.  "That will be your monthly wage, should you accept Mr. Pinelli's offer." 

  

I laughed.  Don't know why, but that struck me as the funniest thing I've ever heard.  She didn't think it was funny. 

  

"Let me ask again," I said when the giggles passed, which was pretty quickly, under that stare.  "What does Mr. Pinelli want with me?" 


"You're the best coder on the east coast.  And you also happen to be ronin."

"I like working freelance," I said.  She leaned forward, giving me a view down her shirt.

"I'm sure you do.  But I don't need an answer right now.  Take a couple days to think it over."  She reached up and touched her earlobe.  The silver light faded from her eye.

"Is that it?  Is that your sales pitch?"

"Officially, yes."  Keeping her eyes on mine, she took her jacket off and draped it over an empty chair.  "Mr. Pinelli has a rather extensive file on you, Tock."  She stood up and helped herself to a glass of water.  Her ass filled out the jeans magnificently.  I think if I hadn't just stroked one off, I would have been standing at attention by then.  It was nice to see a girl with a bit of curve to her body for a change.

"That so?"

"But I've done my own research on the side.  As it turns out, I happen to maintain a distant but familiar friendship with a certain Miss Lacey Kasumi, also known as Lady Lunaria."

Fuck.  My ex-girlfriend.  Well no, I shouldn't say ex-girlfriend.  We were exclusive sexual partners for about seven months, until she decided to drop the 'exclusive' aspect of our relationship without telling me.

"What's your name?"  Hopefully the question hid my squirming.

"Ashe."

"So, Ashe, what did Luna tell you about me?"

"Nothing bad, I assure you.  In fact, it's because of what she said that I didn't refuse this assignment."  She finished the glass of water and walked back to the table, smiling.  "If you take this job, you'll be working with me very often."  She didn't sit, just stood above me, looking down.

"So?"

"Stand up."

I looked at her a moment.  There was a sparkle in her eye, but it wasn't the silver glow of her implant.  I stood.  I was only a couple inches taller.

"Let me just say," she said, closing the gap between us and taking my hand.  I would have pulled away, but I wasn't getting any bad vibes off her.  Which is somewhat remarkable in this day and age.  "The computer is the only thing in my body that isn't natural."  Before I could puzzle at the statement, she placed my hand on her breast and closed her lips on mine.  Comprehension sank in with the flavor of mint that flooded my mouth.  My other hand came up without prompting and I fondled her tits appreciatively.  Her tongue was strong and confident.

"Lunaria said you were the best lover she'd ever had."  Our kiss and my fondling came to an end when Ashe dropped to her knees.  Her fingers caught in the waistband of my pants and brought them down.

"Why did she cheat on me, then?"  My cock was already half erect from the kiss.  A few more heartbeats and it throbbed with painful satisfaction.

"Told me she didn't get it enough."  She dropped her eyes to my member and moaned.  "Can't say I blame her for wanting it all the time," she said as she gripped my shaft.

I was done talking about Luna at that point.  My breathing quickened as her hand began to move and her lips touched the very tip.  I sighed and flexed in her grip.

"I don't know if I'll be able to get any work done with this around."  She smiled up at me before snaking her tongue out to trace to the head.

"You sound pretty confident that I'm going to take Mr. Pinelli's offer."

Ashe smiled knowingly in response.  Suddenly she plunged down on my cock.  Before I knew it, her nose was pressed against my groin and her tongue was licking my balls.  My dick had completely disappeared into her mouth.  All ten inches of it.

Stunned, I could only watch as she gripped my ass and started fucking me with her mouth and throat.  She made no sound.  Before I could process what was going on, her lips were sucking hard on the head of my prick.  One hand cupped my balls while the other jerked my shaft with a practiced stroke.  It didn't take long.  I didn't even feel it coming.  All of a sudden I was grunting and spraying cum into her mouth.

"There are some fringe benefits," she said with a grin as she licked her lips.  She stood, kissed me again before grabbing her jacket and started for the door.  "I'll be back in two days.  For your answer, of course."  She grinned and was gone. 

