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Tears pricked at the corners of Peter's eyes as he took in this new information. And then the one question burning in his mind finally escaped his lips. "But where is my mother now?" The woman's expression turned somber as she shook her head.

"We don't know. Your grandparents have never stopped looking, but there has been no trace of her since." A heavy silence filled the room as Peter's thoughts swirled with a mix of longing and sadness for the mother he barely knew.

“But what does it have to do with the attack? Angela asked, impatient.

Mrs. Robinson turned to Peter, her eyes serious and calculating. “Your grandfather's name is Robert Hughes,” she stated, causing Angela to gasp in surprise.

“Mr. Hughes is the owner of St. Mary’s. And you’re his sole heir.”

Peter's mind reeled as he tried to make sense of this newfound information. It was a shock to know that not only he had a grandfather, but that he was the owner of the school.

“Where’s my grandfather now?” Peter asked.

“I’m afraid right now Mr. Hughes is bed-ridden and unable to come right now. When you’re better we will visit him.” Mrs. Duran explained.

"But what does this have to do with the attack on me?" Peter asked again, wanting to understand the connection.

Mrs. Duran leaned forward, her eyes serious and intense. "Think about it, Mr. Robinson," she said. "Powerful men are just as vulnerable to female wiles as regular men. And if only a few of those men were to be entranced by St. Mary's alumnae who were being guided by a power-hungry hand behind the scenes...well, let's just say the potential for bad things to occur would be staggering."

Angela gasped in realization. "But that's not what St. Mary's is meant for!" she protested.

Mrs. Duran gave her a sad smile. "Of course not," she agreed. "We strive to raise our students with ethics and moral principles. Imagine what another management, one without such scruples, could do with this kind of power."

Peter was speechless. The implications were huge. The right word in the right ear could mean death or life, wealth or poverty, for people, companies, even countries. Most men think with their cocks. Maybe not all the time, but enough.

“So that’s why they tried to get rid of me,” Peter said, shaken.

“I’m afraid so,” Mrs. Duran confirmed.

“So, who are those people? What can we do?”

Mrs. Duran looked at the door, to confirm it was closed. Then she approached a chair to the bed and sat.

“St. Mary’s was founded by Mr. Hughes’ family about 100 years ago. It has been passed to one direct descendant since then, to be chosen by the owner at that time. It was decided to do it this way instead of to the oldest child in order to avoid giving it to somebody not up to the task, whether by moral reasons or otherwise. To avoid family conflicts, those direct descendants who didn’t get St. Mary's got instead a part of the huge family wealth, which is held in a trust by the owner of St. Mary’s. Most descendants were content to receive money and properties instead of a school, so there were no conflicts until now.

In the case of Mr. Hughes, there were two candidates, his father and his uncle. In the end, his father was given St. Mary’s and his uncle was given an equivalent part in wealth. Both brothers were content with this, but one of his uncle’s sons realized the potential for power of the school, and wanted it. As things were set up, the only way for Mr. Hughes’ uncle’s descendants to get their hands on St. Mary’s would be if Mr. Hughes died without inheritors.”

“And there were no inheritors, until he found me.”

“Correct. Until months ago, Mr. Hughes had been grooming another man for the post, one of his grand-nephews. But when you entered the scene, that man had to go. He was given a consolation prize, a very plush position in one of the companies and a huge settlement in cash.”

“Samuel Johnson?” Angela ventured.

“Yes, dear.” Mrs. Duran confirmed.

“So, Samuel was who ordered the attack on me?” Peter asked.

“We don’t think so. Samuel is a good man, and his psychological profile confirmed it. Can’t say the same about his grandfather, though.”

“So...” Peter sighed.

Mrs. Duran nodded. "Yes. We’re sure that Samuel's grandfather, Michael Hughes, is the one behind all of this. He has always been power-hungry and manipulative, and when he saw the opportunity to take over St. Mary's for his own gain, he took it."

Peter shook his head in disbelief. "But why didn't anyone try to stop him? Surely there are other members of the family who could have seen his true intentions."

"Unfortunately, we have no solid proof and Michael Hughes is a master manipulator," Mrs. Duran explained. "He tried to convince Mr. Hughes that St. Mary's would bring them more power and wealth than they could ever imagine, but Mr. Hughes refused to follow that path."

"Well, I wouldn’t be convinced, either!" Peter said firmly.

Mrs. Duran chuckled. "I can see that," she replied with a smile. "And that's precisely why Mr. Hughes chose you to be his successor."

"Because I’m his grandson?" Peter asked.

"Not only that. Remember, the position is not inherited automatically. The current owner must be of the opinion that the inheritor is worthy.”

“And I am worthy?” Peter inquired.

“Yes. You have proven yourself," Mrs. Duran answered simply.

Angela furrowed her brow in confusion. "Proven? In what way?"

Mrs. Duran turned her gaze towards Angela and smiled warmly at her before answering Peter's question.

"You have integrity, Mr. Robinson," she said sincerely. "You may not realize it yet, but you possess qualities that make you stand out from others in this world of power and greed."

Peter looked down at his hands, feeling embarrassed by Mrs. Duran's words.

"I'm just a regular guy trying to make a living," he said quietly.

Mrs. Duran leaned forward and placed a hand on Peter's shoulder.

"You are anything but regular," she reassured him. Peter looked at Mrs. Duran’s eyes and almost saw a hint of Emma.

Just then, there was a knock on the door and Mrs. Duran quickly withdrew her hand from Peter's shoulder as if she had been caught doing something wrong.

"It must be time for your medication," she said with a nod towards Angela.

“We need to go now, but there is a guard in the door for your protection. We will come back later to inform you of our next steps.” Mrs. Duran turned and left.

“Get well soon, Peter. Everyone in St. Mary’s misses you.” Angela said.

—————————————-
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A SOFT AND HESITANT knock sounded on Peter's bedroom door. His mind immediately searched for the source of the sound, trying to place the owner of the shy voice that followed.

"May I come in?" the voice asked timidly.

"Penelope?" Peter replied, surprised by her unexpected visit.

"Yes!" she entered the room with a shy smile on her face, closing the door gently behind her. "I... I brought regards from the students. All of them wish you a quick recovery," she said earnestly.

Peter couldn't help but smile at her kind gesture. "Thank you, Penelope. It means a lot."

She took a seat in the chair next to his bed and reached out to take his hand in hers. "We also miss you in class," she said softly. "Mr. Ochoa is doing his best, but he can never replace you."

Peter chuckled, feeling a sense of pride and affection towards his dedicated students. "I miss you all too," he admitted truthfully. His body had been used to late-night activities with his students, and now that he was temporarily out of commission, it felt like a part of him was missing.

Penelope's hand ventured under the sheets and found its way to his manhood, gently caressing it with her fingertips. "I'm sure you do," she commented with a playful smirk as she felt it start to stir under her touch.

"Oh, Penelope, I don't think..." Peter started to protest, but was cut off by her placing a finger on his lips.

"It's okay," she reassured him. "Miss Dickinson thought it might aid in your recovery." With that, she began to stroke him slowly with her hand, eliciting pleasure from deep within him.

Peter's muscles tensed as Penelope's hand continued to work on his erect penis. He felt a mix of arousal and discomfort, knowing that it was probably normal for patients in his situation to have these types of needs and desires. But for him, it still felt inappropriate.

"Penelope, I appreciate the gesture, but I don't think this is appropriate," he said, gently trying to push her hand away.

But Penelope seemed determined, her voice now huskier as she spoke. "It's just a way to help you heal," she insisted.

Despite his reservations, Peter couldn't deny that her touch felt good and his body responded eagerly. He closed his eyes and tried to focus on something else, anything else, but Penelope's skilled hands were too distracting.

Just as he was about to give in to his desires, there was a knock on the door. Quickly composing themselves, Peter and Penelope looked up as Angela entered the room with a warm smile.

"Good afternoon, Peter," she greeted him. "I hope I'm not interrupting anything."

"Erm...no, not at all," Peter stuttered, discreetly adjusting himself under the sheets.

"Oh good," Angela said with a knowing look. "I hope you're enjoying Miss Parker's healing touch."

Angela glanced at Penelope who grinned widely, making it clear that she was enjoying the situation.

“Did you...?” Peter began to ask, his voice raspy and weak.

Angela nodded, her eyes sparkling mischievously. “Yes, I did. Mrs. Duran suggested that it would be good for your recovery, and I agreed.”

Peter's eyebrows raised in surprise at the mention of the principal. “Mrs. Duran?”

Angela grinned. “Yes. And she asked me to tell you that Emma wants you back on your feet soon.”

A smile spread across Peter's face remembering their time in Spain. It gave him a renewed determination to heal quickly.

Angela sat on the other side of the bed, her gentle hand caressing his stubbled cheek. Meanwhile, Penelope had resumed her ministrations on Peter’s cock under the sheet.

“Do you like it?” Angela whispered into his ear, her breath tickling his skin. He nodded eagerly.

“Good. Just relax and enjoy,” she murmured before turning to Penelope with a suggestive look. “Penelope, perhaps you could use your mouth?”

The young girl's cheeks turned pink as she obeyed Miss Dickinson's command and lowered her head beneath the sheets, her warm lips and skilled tongue working in tandem with her delicate fingers to please Peter.

His body responded eagerly to Penelope's expert touch and Angela's sultry whisperings in his ear. He couldn't believe this was happening, that these two women were pleasuring him in such an intimate way.

Penelope lifted her head from beneath the sheets and gave him a reassuring smile. "It's okay, Peter," she said. "We just want you to feel better."

Her words calmed him and he relaxed back onto the pillows, trying to let go of his thoughts and focus on the pleasure that was coursing through his body.

Angela leaned down again, her lips hovering over his ear as she whispered seductively. "Just let go and enjoy yourself, Peter."

As Peter's body trembled with pleasure, he surrendered completely to the overwhelming sensations that consumed him. Penelope's hand moved in a blur on his cock while her mouth worked tirelessly on the head, sending electric pulses of ecstasy through every nerve in his body.

With a loud and guttural moan, Peter reached his peak and released into Penelope's waiting mouth, his whole being consumed by intense pleasure. As he came down from his orgasmic high, he felt Angela's tender kiss on his forehead.

"Feeling better now?" she asked with a playful smile.

Peter could only nod in response, still trying to catch his breath after such an intense release.

Angela glanced at Penelope, who discreetly wiped her mouth with a tissue before smiling down at Peter. "Penelope, I think we've done all we can for our boy's recovery. Now we should let him rest."

Penelope nodded and gave Peter a kiss on the lips before leaving. Angela leaned in for another kiss, this time longer and more intimate, before bidding him goodnight and departing as well.

Peter's eyelids grew heavy as he drifted off to sleep, feeling satisfied and content after the mind-blowing experience he had just shared with two lovely women.

—————————————-
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THE FOLLOWING DAY, Angela arrived at his room, alone. Her eyes held a determined gleam as she gazed up at him.

"Mrs. Duran told me what happened in Spain," she announced. Peter's heart skipped a beat, though he tried to maintain a neutral expression. After all, he and Angela were not an item. They hadn't even shared a bed yet.

"I have nothing to say about Spain," he replied calmly, trying to deflect the situation.

But Angela just smiled mischievously. "Oh, I'm not angry!" she clarified. "My aunt told me all about your little escapade, and honestly, I'm happy for her. It makes me want to experience the infamous 'Robinson Treatment' for myself!"

Peter felt his cheeks flush with embarrassment. "I don't think I'll be in any condition to treat anyone for a while," he stammered, feeling caught off guard by her boldness and openness about the situation.

“Oh, I’m patient. No pun intended,” she said, laughing. Peter laughed, too.

Angela's expression turned grave as she spoke. "But that's not why I'm here," she said, her voice tinged with urgency. "I brought someone with me, for your protection."

Peter's heart raced at the mention of a bodyguard. Why would he need one, especially in the safe confines of a hospital?

But then, the door swung open and in strode a tall, imposing figure with rippling muscles and a stern countenance.

"This is Vicky Sanders," Angela introduced, gesturing towards the woman. "She'll be staying with you for a while to ensure your safety."

Peter couldn't help but feel a twinge of resignation as he looked at Vicky. "I understand the need for a bodyguard. I just don't like it."

As Angela sat down next to him on the bed and took his hand in hers, Peter's mind raced with thoughts. He had never considered the weight that came with being the sole inheritor of Saint Mary's school.

"Do you think they will try again?" he asked, his worry palpable.

"That's exactly why we hired Vicky," replied Angela firmly. "She'll make sure no one gets to you."

With reluctant understanding, Peter nodded. He knew they were only trying to protect him.

"Thank you, Angela," he said sincerely before turning to the woman standing by the door. "And thank you as well. I'll do my best not to be a burden."

Vicky's stern facade softened slightly at his words. "I'm glad to hear that. Trust me, there are many principals who can be quite difficult to handle."

"Principals?" Peter asked quizzically.

"Yes," Vicky explained patiently. "VIPs, millionaires, famous artists - they all think they're invincible or bulletproof and it makes my job a lot harder."

Angela's voice chimed in, cutting through Peter's thoughts like a ray of sunlight. "Vicky herself is an alumna of Saint Mary's," she said, her words carrying a sense of pride and fondness. "She can fill you in on the rest later." She leaned in to give him a gentle kiss on the lips before gracefully departing, leaving behind a faint trace of her perfume and warmth on his skin.

As Angela's departure left Peter alone in the room with Vicky, he couldn't help but take a moment to appreciate her beauty. Her long, dark hair cascaded down her back in soft waves and her delicate features were highlighted by the warm glow of the room.

In that moment, Vicky gave a twirl, causing her short dress to flare out and reveal her toned legs. Peter couldn't help but feel a bit flustered by her sudden movement.

"Do I meet your standards?" she asked with a playful smirk.

Peter's cheeks flushed with embarrassment. "I'm sorry, I meant no disrespect," he stammered.

A mischievous glint danced in Vicky's eyes as she revealed,

"It's quite alright," Vicky reassured him. "As you heard from Angela, I am a St. Mary's alumna. I was trained in the art of sex and I was also Mr. Hughes’ slave."

"What?" Peter exclaimed, taken aback by the revelation.

"I was his slave," Vicky repeated calmly. "He bought me from my first master and has kept me as his bodyguard for the last ten years. And now he has transferred me to you."

Peter's mind spun with disbelief. "What do you mean ‘transferred’?"

Peter's mind raced with confusion and conflicting emotions as Vicky's words echoed in his head. A part of him was intrigued by the idea of having such power over another person, but he also felt a sense of guilt and discomfort at the thought of treating someone as a slave. He couldn't shake off the nagging feeling that this was wrong.

"Are you okay?" Vicky's voice broke through his thoughts, her hand still holding onto his.

Peter quickly pulled his hand away, feeling guilty for even considering the idea. "I... I don't know," he replied honestly.

Vicky's expression softened, understanding the turmoil he was going through. "I know this may be overwhelming for you," she said gently. "But please trust me when I say that I am happy being your slave."

"But why?" Peter couldn't help but ask, still struggling to understand.

Vicky sighed and sat down next to him on the couch. "It's hard to explain," she began. "Growing up, I never wanted to be like other girls my age. I didn't want to get married and have kids or have a regular job. All I ever wanted was to serve someone else, to be at their beck and call."

She looked up at him with a hint of sadness in her eyes. “My first Master sent me to St. Mary’s to learn how to serve him, then to a special school where I was trained as a bodyguard. Those were some grueling years, but my Master had ordered it so I obeyed. I was his protector and slave until pancreatic cancer took him.” Peter simply nodded, although he couldn’t understand how such a muscular, powerful woman could want to be somebody else’s property.

“When my Master died, he willed me to Mr. Hughes. I swore to serve him as faithfully and completely as I had served my first Master.” She paused for a moment before continuing. "When Mr. Hughes offered to release me from my contract after ten years, I begged him not to because I didn't want to leave his side."

Peter could see the sincerity in her words and it made him feel even more conflicted.

"I know it may be difficult for you to comprehend," Vicky said softly. "But please don't burden yourself with guilt or discomfort around me. This is who I am and what I want to be."

Peter nodded slowly, his mind still reeling from the revelation. "I'll try my best," he replied, unsure of how to process everything. "Can we just focus on having a normal relationship for now? We can address the master-slave aspect later on."

A playful glint appeared in Vicky's eyes as she responded, "As you wish, Master." Peter sighed at that.

Suddenly, a thought struck him. "Do Angela or Mrs. Duran know about your... status?"

Vicky's expression didn’t change as she answered, "Yes, both of them are aware. Mrs. Duran has known me for years and accepts and understands me." As she spoke, Peter couldn't help but feel a sense of admiration for Vicky's courage and openness about her identity.
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