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Retribution (don’t try this at home, kids)
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The man’s briefcase clattered to the floor. “I did no—”

“Save your breath. I have my father’s lab journals. His 
notes leave no doubt that the research was ninety 
percent his. It was he who first observed that the 
domestic red squirrel utilizes the missionary position, 
as well as the more animalistic doggy-style.”

“Let me see them—the journals, I mean.”

“Nice try. They’re in a safe place. If anything happens 
to me, a dear friend will send them to the university.”

His face turned to stone. “What do you want?”

“Now you’re talking my language. What I want is the life 
that your actions denied my mother.” She smiled. “You 
see, my goal has always been to emulate her—in every 
way. And with your help, that’s exactly what I’ll do.”

“My help? But I don’t know the first thing—”

“She always wanted to live in one of those big houses 
next to the campus. Five bedrooms, three bathrooms, 
a big fancy kitchen with copper cookware hanging over 
a granite chopping table. Maid service. Yard service. 
A backyard pool serviced by a well-built young stud. 
Sounds a lot like your house, doesn’t it? Standard issue 
for an important man such as yourself. It’s a pity you 
have no one to share it with.”

He clutched at the back of the couch. “I’ve been 
unlucky in that regard. What are you getting at?”

“This is your lucky day, professor. The lovely Vanessa 
will now tell you what you’ve won.” She held up a single 
finger. “Item one, an all-expenses not-paid vacation to 

the exotic clinics of Thailand, accompanied by yours 
truly, where I’ll be getting the ultimate cock-and-balls 
treatment. I hope your credit cards are all paid up, 
Professor, because it’s all on your dime.”

“I suppose I owe you that much.”

“There’s still that life of leisure I mentioned. Did you 
know, in the end we were living in a basement suite?”

He stared at the floor.

She held up two fingers. “So while we’re there—in 
Thailand—we might as well get married. You’re only 
fifty, so it’s not too scandalous. Maybe a few jealous 
undergrads will call you a dirty old man. But on the 
other hand, you get a sexy young wife.” She touched his 
cheek. “That’s a role I was born to play, Cecil. You’ll 
see.” Her lips brushed his. “I promise to make you the 
envy of the faculty.”

He sighed. “That part sounds… acceptable.”

“It should. But don’t go expecting a whole lot of fidelity 
from me. Between pool boys and a campus full of studs 
—and separate bedrooms, I might add—you’ll be lucky 
to see my soon-to-be-lady parts once a semester. 
Around exam time, I suspect.”

She stepped back. “But first, Mister Bushtail, I’m 
afraid it’s time to pay the piper. Kneel before me, like 
the rodent you are.”

Vanessa lifted her skirt. “Now put that beard to good 
use and get me up and running. And then I’ll show you 
what the domestic red squirrel already knows: doggy-
style is the way to go.”  �


