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BIMBO ACADEMY 3:

FUNDAMENTAL CONVERSION

This job was getting to be too much. After tallying up thirty-four student exams, I realized my role could be summed up as 'glorified dom, with paperwork.' If the subject of the evaluation didn't leave my office a shivering, broken mess of her former self, I had failed. But my first time prepping a new student for our lessons obliterated that simple view I had of why Smolensky Finishing Academy exists.

The light knock on my office door should have told me who it was. As always, I had to hide my automatic arousal as my grandmother entered. I still wondered if this woman, who looked no older than twenty, had been born in 1939. “Do you have a moment, Alexei?”

I knew she had something important on her mind. It's the only time she acted so polite. “I can spare a few minutes. What's up?”

She took a seat, crossing her legs so that the split in her sheer dress revealed too much thigh. “Your dedushka asked me to make a special request of you.”

Nope, I'm not banging my grandmother. No way in hell. I couldn't help frowning for even going that far. “And that is?”

“We have a new student coming this evening.” Natalia grinned as if she was setting up a prank. “A special case.”

“Doesn't Anya handle entrance evaluations?” As well as my wife did train the students, I wondered how awful some of them would have been before she got hold of them. “I wouldn't know the first thing about doing that.”

“As an American,” my grandfather, grandmother, and my wife all said 'American' like they held where I was born against me, “you know better how to handle this sort of person.” But they always came up with a reason to at least dislike everyone, of every background.

“I'm not sure how that matters. What's the issue here?”

“Have you ever spoken to God, Alexei?”

Right before a test I didn't study for, sure, I hoped I could beg something for mercy. “I'm not the religious sort, if that's what you're asking.”

My grandmother nodded. “I thought as much. That means you are perfect for this.”

My face went blank. “What are you not telling me?”

“Your first new student is the daughter of a very important man, and Anya might be too harsh on her.”

“I'm supposed to be even stricter than she is.” Nothing added up here. “What makes this girl so special?”

“You will see at dinner. Make sure Anya dresses,” Natalia stood up and turned to leave, “with modesty.”


“You act like you want to hide me, Alexei.” Anya hated dressing like this, but she knew the orders came from over my head. She forced her breasts against my arm as we walked down the hallway to the dining room and then whispered, “And stealing one of my students. You have no shame.”

I knew what she was hinting at. “Calm yourself down until this is over, alright?”

“Such a neglectful husband.” By this point, I assumed guilt-tripping you while turning you on was a talent all Russian women were born with.

“That's enough,” I gave her a quick swat on the ass to tide her over, “try to behave yourself in there.”

“You owe me after this.”

“I'm sure I'll pay for it later.” We got to the end of the corridor. “Now try to act decent, if only for a few minutes, please?”

“Of course.” Anya recomposed herself, standing erect and looking as graceful as I knew she could at least pretend to be. Her perfect posture, immaculately straightened hair, and the way every part from the long sleeves to the bottom hem hugged her body in that blue dress, made Anya the living embodiment of elegance.

I pushed the door open, seeing our three guests at the middle of the table. Our empty seats were right across from them. Seeing a woman in her fifties so uncomfortable probably meant my grandfather had cracked the wrong joke.

Without the courtesy of letting me pull our chairs back or to even check out the fine, young blonde next to him, the man I guessed was her father stood and put his hand out. “Senator Jerry Chandler,” he gave a practiced smile, “nice to have your acquaintance.”

Fucking politician. “Alex Smolensky,” I stuck my hand out, matching his squeeze, “and this is my wife, Anya.”

She offered her own hand. The senator held on to her a bit long for my liking. Anya's smile started to crack before he settled down and took his seat.

“Alexei,” my grandfather started in, “tell the senator what we can do for his daughter.”

I had barely gotten my ass in the chair, and I was already in the spotlight. I'm gonna fuck her brains out, first of all. “She'll enter as a young girl, but she'll graduate as a refined lady.”

A quick glance at the mother, and I knew she didn't come from this academy. In fact, I knew neither of them had any clue what actually happened here. Senator Chandler slapped the table, full of phony enthusiasm. “You see, Janet? Lara's in good hands here.”

“But for two whole years? Shouldn't she go to college instead?”

The bone of contention was right there, open as a compound fracture. “She missed the deadline to apply this semester too. Lara knew if she didn't decide, I would for her.”

His poor wife probably knew he was lining her up to shoot her down. “But she wants to go to nursing school. Why can't you let her decide?” I felt bad for her, even if her hair looked like it had been formed in a vat like every politician's wife.

“And the only husband she'll find there is some closet queer.”

I guess I know which party he's a part of. As a couple of the house staff entered with our food, I tried to steer everyone back on track. “Ma'am, I was told that I will be tutoring your daughter personally, as a special guest of our academy.”

She nodded and looked down, hands in her lap. Of course, her husband spoke for her. “My wife is only concerned about our daughter's future, just like myself.”

“I can see that.”

“But what she doesn't realize is how much harder our daughter's life will be if she gets too many uppity ideals.” As soon as the plate hit the table in front of him, the senator had his fork in hand. “Our daughter would be honored to be a student here.”

And your idea of table manners starts and stops with 'don't fuck the pork roast.' “We'd be honored to have her.”

“She'll prove herself worthy of your institution.”

'Worthy.' The emptiest word in the English language.


The longest dinner of my life finally ended. As Mr. and Mrs. Chandler said their good-byes to their Lara, my grandfather motioned for me to follow as he got up. “Anya,” he said, “the new student is in your care until we are finished.”

She grabbed me by the upper arm, muttering, “You still owe me later.”

Have I ever turned you down? “I shouldn't be too long. Just take care of her until I get back.”

A line of ice traced up my back from the slow, deliberate way she said, “I will.”

It's not like I could do anything about it. My grandfather wasn't the person you left waiting around here. He was already at the doorway opposite the one we had entered earlier, clearly heading toward his own office.

As soon as I caught up to him at the start of another corridor, he said, “New students do not arrive after the start of the semester, but this girl is a unique case.”

She didn't look any better or more important than any of the other students. “How so?”

“Alexei, do you think she will be happy living under her father's thumb, even though she is old enough to choose for herself?”

“So it's better if we force her to believe things instead.” I didn't mean to come across so snarky and ham-fisted.

A quick swat to the back of my head was punishment enough, but that look of derision in his eyes was enough to gut me. “You Americans all think that hypocrites are fine, so long as they have money.”

“He seemed honest and open about being a shitty person to me.”

“True.” I saw his usual grin come back as he pulled his customary after-dinner cigarette out of his breast pocket. “Do you like people like that man, Alexei?”

“Self-proclaimed religious conservatives hell-bent on forcing their ideals onto everyone but themselves? What more could I ask for in a person?”

“It is always sarcasm with you.” His lighter clicked a tiny flame out. “We had our own people like him in Soviet Russia.”

One thing you learn quickly about my grandfather, grandmother, and wife: Even though they find a reason to hate every group of people, they always save their most vile feelings for their fellow Russians.

“Money taken under the table, unspeakable luxury, and even immunity from the law.” He was having another one of those verbal flashbacks. “Only for the party leaders and their backers, but nothing for the common worker. And today? All in the hands of even fewer oligarchs.”

“It must have been awful there. I'm glad you found a way over here.”

My grandfather stopped at his office door, leaned against it, and then crossed his arms. “Who said I was speaking of Russia?”

He had me there. Of all of the obscenely wealthy people I had met, my grandfather was the only one who spoke openly with contempt for how shitty the rich treat their employees. Knowing the accounting books behind this academy by then, even the lowliest employee made a more than decent living. It told me why so many people had been with him for so long.

“Come,” he opened the door, “let me tell you what has to be done with that girl.”

“Is this a test, or a special assignment you're trusting me with?”

My grandfather didn't bother responding. He marched straight to his opulent desk in the middle of the room and sat, a plume of gunmetal blue smoke flowing upward from his mouth. As soon as I had my ass in a chair, he answered. “Both, Alexei, for you and Anya.”

As far as I knew, he trusted my wife just as much as my grandmother. “I thought she was your crowning achievement since founding this place. Why question her ability now?”

“I am questioning nothing about her talents.”

“So why test us both?”

He relaxed the way he always did when I finally asked the right question. “The school will be in fine hands with the two of you. By now, I am certain of that.”

My own shoulders dropped, finally at ease with the way the conversation was going. “So Lara Chandler isn't getting the normal lesson plan.”

“Natalia is right about you.” He flicked the ashes off the end of his cigarette, right into a crystal tray fit for a museum. “You are smarter than you act.”

I didn't quite take it as a compliment, but you valued whatever seemed like kind words you could scavenge around them. Living and working around people with brutal, unfiltered honesty takes a thick hide and a strange kind of skill. You could almost call it refreshing after dealing with fake niceties your entire life, assuming you can get used to it.

“So tell me,” my grandfather started in again, “was I wrong for taking his money?”

The right side of my mouth bunched up as I thought about what he was really asking me. I came back with the most valuable question I had learned here. “What's the part you left out?”

“This moron thinks that because I am wealthy and Russian, supporting us is a wise campaign move.”

I won't get into my own political opinions here, but it was odd how members of one party suddenly cozied up to our family, as if the decades of suspicion never happened. I just nodded, expecting another diatribe from my grandfather about how similar corrupt politicians are in Russia and America.

He pleasantly surprised me by getting to the point. “What he does not know is that I refuse to give his daughter the standard curriculum.”

“I actually agree with that.” Lara wasn't the rebellious, spiteful kind of girl we usually dealt with. “The last thing she needs is to be taught how to be more submissive and mindless. The girl didn't say a word all through dinner.”

“She is a model daughter for her father.” He took another drag, holding it in longer than usual. As he talked, the curling tendrils of smoke wafted from my grandfather's mouth. “Turning her into what her father hates most is what both of them deserve.”

Among the tenets we expect our students to live up to, independence wasn't one of them. “I understand exactly what you're getting at.”

“Good.” He leaned back, ready to stare at the ceiling alone, or whatever he always did after our one-on-one meetings. “Just remember, if she is a student, she must have a bracelet. Do with that information as you see fit.”


“Nyet, this is not the house of a devil!” I was still a good thirty feet from my bedroom, but I could already hear those two having rounds with each other.

Lara's voice rattled my eardrums for the first time. “You're a sinner and a whore!” If I didn't get in there, fast, it was going to get physical. Anya didn't fuck around when a student flipped her switches.

“Po'shyol na hui, suka!” I heard rapid footsteps, and then a clinking sound. “B'lyad! Piz'da!” Anya kept throwing every obscenity out there, even ones I hadn't learned yet.

I stopped with the commotion. Something had snapped between the two, and I wasn't sure I wanted to step in the middle of the fracture. My best guess was that Anya had finally reared back and slapped Lara's face to the back of her head.

As stern as I let her be with students, I couldn't stand for hitting one of them in anger. I shoved the door with my shoulder and tromped right in. Suddenly, it wasn't Lara I had to rescue.

“Is this what you do here? Let staff shout at students?” Lara stood in the middle of the room, somehow triumphant. Her calf-length skirt ended in a leg, leading to a flat resting on the chain between a pair of cuffs.

For the first and only time I'd ever seen it, Anya's face dripped with shame. Still in the same blue dress as before, she didn't say a word to explain it. Without knowing how it happened, I had no idea what kind of girl I was dealing with.

“So,” my eyebrows almost hit my hairline, “I guess I missed something.”

“Your wife tried to handcuff me.” As she tended to do with students who get out of line during a lesson, or to the ones looking for extra credit. “My daddy'll sue the daylights out of this place and have you shut down.”

“Calm down.” I had one of the bracelets in my pocket, but I knew this would be a teachable moment for Anya. “When an instructor tells you to do something here, don't question them. Trust me.”

“Trust you? Why would she even do that?”

Probably to see if you're still a virgin. “You picked up moves like that somewhere. Do all of the senators' kids get training?”

“Some of us take martial arts when we're young.”

That's how that happened. Good to know before I try something. “I'm impressed. Can you show me that move?”

Anya's face glowed red like a forge as Lara showed me how she had pivoted as soon as Anya grabbed her wrist, transitioning into an armlock with just enough pressure to get the point across. “The trick is using their own strength against them.” I quickly realized how vulnerable I had just made myself.

“You're an interesting one. I don't even know if I could handle Anya in a fight.” I really didn't. My wife knew her place as my assistant, and as a bracelet-bearer, but I figured she could toss a slobber-knocker of a punch if she needed to. “Care to let me try?”

Lara eased her grip on my wrist. “Promise you won't try to put a pair of cuffs on me?”

“Do I look like I have any?”

“Fair enough.” She let go completely. “Alright,” she stepped around to my front, “when I grab your wrist, pull and straighten my elbow.”

I looked down, seeing the trace of a smirk in Anya's lips as I followed Lara's instructions. “Like this?”

“Good, now step beside me and wrap your arm around mine.” We followed through the motions as I pulled the bracelet out of my pocket with my free hand. “Now when I elbow behind me with my other arm—”

She never got that far, relaxing for a fraction of a second, and then collapsing to the floor as the golden light from the band flooded the room. I let her be, stepping to Anya. As Lara started writhing in agony from the copper magic's initiation, I pulled my wife up by the arms.

“I never thought I'd see the day.”

“Shut up.” Anya was already turning for me to do something about her predicament. “The key is in my nightstand.”

“Special orders for this one.” I gave her a quick pat on the small of her back. “I hope you understand.”

“Suka p'oshel nak'huy uyebok!”

I translated her words in the most deadpan manner I could. “Bitch motherfucker, fuck you... Really?”

“You know I have to be strong in front of the students.”

“Well, you just fucked that up, didn't you?”

“I...” She knew I was right. “I want to prove it will not happen again.”

Not throwing Anya's pet peeve in her face felt like a shame. Digging my fingertips into her ribs, just below her armpits, I had her wriggling on her feet. “Too bad, you've got your own instructions for this one.”

“Hui!” Anya stayed bent at the waist. “You know I hate that.”

“It's not like I tickle you like that when you're wearing cuffs in bed. Come on, just admit you fucked up and we can move on.”

Anya straightened herself and tilted her head at me. “You are pushing it, Alexei.”

“Good.” It's about then that I noticed Lara pulling herself up to her hands and knees. “It's gonna get pushed further, and you'll fucking like it.”

“No, I can not let a student get the upper-hand. All of them will see it as weakness.”

I shook my head and reached a hand down for Lara. Pulling her up, I forced her to stand in front of Anya, Lara's forehead even with my wife's chin. “I'm supposed to teach this one, so let's consider her an intern.”

“The old man has lost his mind.” Anya started to take a step back, until I grabbed her by the upper arms. “You can not teach Lara what I can teach.”

“I'm not supposed to. Old man's orders.”

“You do not know what he is asking.”

Lara started coming to, holding her wrist, exactly where the band was doing it's magic. Her voice was nowhere near as brash as before. “Where are my parents?”

Anya couldn't hide the spite any longer. “They dumped you here, so that my husband can prove he is a fool.”

Is that jealousy in her voice? “What Anya means is, 'You're here so you can pursue your dreams, instead of your father's plans for you.'”

“You mean,” Lara whipped around, barely keeping herself from hugging me around my neck, “I can go to nursing school?”

This poor fucking kid. “If that's what you want, then yeah.”

Lara's mind tried to process it, but she just couldn't understand the sudden reversal of her fortune. “No no, no. I'm supposed to go to a private Christian college and meet my future husband. My father would never stand for this.”

“He's the one who put you here.”

“You mean daddy's letting me do what I choose for myself?”

Anya couldn't resist butting in again. “Not exactly.”

Lara was already back in that state of delirium. “Why is that lady in handcuffs? What's going on?”

It was time for a little reprogramming. “Lara, look at me.” I stepped in front of her, “Right here. Hey!”

“I don't even know where I'm at.”

A quick snap of my fingers had her back on track. “Listen, you're going to follow your own path now. What your father wants for you is not in your best interests, and you know it.”

She nodded, the faintest hint of a smile drawing across her lips.

“You are at Smolensky Finishing Academy for the rest of this year, and then the next, but not as a traditional student.”

“So why am I here?”

“Think of it as an internship. As the next headmaster, I need a helper to get settled in.” I put my hand on top of her head, ruffling her hair just a bit. “The current headmaster and I chose you for the honor.”

“So I answer to you?”

“Exactly.” It was time to drive the thumbscrews in. “You answer only to myself and the current headmaster, and nobody else while you're here.”

Anya could handle that last part. “This is unacceptable, Alexei!” My wife forced herself between us as best she could, not having use of her hands and all that. “You would put this, child, above my rank?”

“Technically, she's a grown woman,” I patted Anya's forehead in the most patronizing way I could, “and you'll just have to deal with it.”

My wife glared from within inches of Lara's face. “I will never take orders from you.”

This might be crazy enough to work. “Lara, I've already got a job for you.”

“Yes, sir?”

Sir? I like it. “We expect discipline and obedience from our students, but it looks like our star teacher has forgotten that they apply to her as well.”

Anya tried barging her way through and past us. A quick snatch at the chain linking her wrists put and end to that. Of course, Anya being Anya, rose her shoulders in defiance.

“Where the hell do you think you're going?” I forced her to turn back around. “It's your fault you ended up like this.”

“What my husband means,” it was like Anya was trying to downplay my authority, “is that he enjoys pranks and testing new people.”

That tears it. “Lara,” I meant it to sound like an order, “molest this bitch until she cracks.”

“Mudila yobaniy, yebat tya v'rot!” Anya tensed up like a spitting cat as soon as Lara's hand grabbed her ass. “Yob tvoyu mat!”

“That's not quite enough,” I knew I'd be teaching this sheltered girl how to do all kinds of degrading things before the night ended, “do the unthinkable to her.” I motioned toward the dresser where Anya kept her favorite 'toys.'

“Yes, sir.” Lara was already making me proud.

“Here, let's make it easier.” I jerked my head toward the dresser again. “Get a few more pairs of cuffs out of there.”

I marched Anya to the foot of the bed and forced her to bend over. The zipper split from the top of her neck, gliding all the way down her back with just the stroke of my finger. I forced the dress off her shoulders, jerking the sleeves down her arms until the cuffs blocked the way.

Tangled up in her own dress, Anya knew well enough to stay still while I got the universal key for all of her restraints. Even that stubborn bitch knew fighting back would only make it worse. It wasn't quite hatred in her eyes, but some spark of resistance glared back as I got back to her.

Lara had done exactly as told, dropping at least six pairs of cuffs on the mattress. Stainless steel, pink, fuzzy, leopard print. You name the finish, Anya probably had it.

I unlocked the set of cuffs, not completely sure I wouldn't get a jaw-cracking slap. “Now,” I pulled Anya back up by the nape, “take everything off.”

She kicked herself out of her heels, and then let the dress fall around her ankles. She wasn't wearing anything underneath, because of fucking course she wasn't. Anya considered any kind of underwear the top layer of an outfit, only.

I couldn't help admiring my wife, naked as Eve, sexy enough to ruin all advice about personality being superior, and mad as hell. My hands drifted along her body from breasts to between her legs. “I really should humiliate her more often.”

Anya couldn't help herself. “Yest' der'mo i umeret, vy oba.”

“Now,” Lara stood, waiting for my next order, “let's make sure she behaves.” I went over and pulled the backless bench next to the walk-in closet, leaving it just feet in front of them. The leather cushion and narrow legs made it perfect for Anya's punishment.

“Making her strap me to a bench? You are a slave-driver, Alexei.” Anya had at least enough left in her to cross her arms, leaning to one side.

“No,” I pointed down, “you're going to do it to yourself.”

Anya knew refusing would send her own bracelet into a fury of what she described as 'a pain to make you envy the dead.' I almost expected it to set off as she walked herself to the toy box. When she pulled a collar with loops in the front and back out and strapped it around her neck, I knew Anya was only fulfilling my orders to the best of her ability.

“Let me know if you need any help.” I made my way to the chair in the corner pulled it past the bed for a better view. I sat and rested a foot on my knee, thinking this is gonna be one hell of show.

I watched Anya sit down and clasp a pair of cuffs to each ankle, shutting the other ends of them around the legs on the end of the bench closer to me. Leaning back, she reached behind herself, binding her neck to crossbar on the other end. After she had her right arm under lockdown, she used her left hand to take care of itself.

With my wife unable to move any part of herself more than mere inches, Lara didn't hesitate to stand over her head. My intern's new purpose in life being the sexual torture of her helpless victim, both hands slapped onto Anya's breasts, squeezing hard enough to leave clear outlines for moments. A final pinch of the nipples between her fingers made the victim gasp.

Lara stood back up, pulling her cardigan up, her skirt down. The deep pink lace of her bra and panties revealed she probably wasn't as innocent as her creepy father believed. She had herself stripped that far, but hesitated.

“That's alright, you can keep those on for now.” I had to leave her some measure of dignity, unlike the trained sluts we called students.

“Thank you, sir.” Lara smiled at the concession. “Any requests?”

A few thoughts crossed my mind, each one dirtier than the last. “No, I want to see your creativity at work. The only thing you can't do is hurt her,” I paused for a moment, “permanently, anyway.”

Lara shot me the nastiest grin I'd ever seen. I realized how much all of the sexual repression she had faced had probably turned her into one fucked-up little tramp, if only in her own subconscious. “Can I use any of the toys I saw in there?” She pointed back to the cabinet.

“Anything you can get hold of is fair game.”

She jumped and clapped her hands together, squealing like I'd just given her a new car. “I won't let you down!” It was a mad dash, Lara pulling drawers and rifling through Anya's extensive collection.

I got up to check on my wife, getting on my hands and knees to face her at eye level, upside down as they were. “We could do this every night. You know you'd like it.”

Her voice rasped because of the collar pulling against her throat. “It is like how I feel about my husband.” Smirking, Anya finally told me the raw truth about our relationship. “I hate it so much, that I can not help but love it more.”

It almost didn't make sense, but Anya would never admit to even liking anything remotely nice. I gave her a pat on the cheek. “Who knows what will happen? I might even fuck her on top of you,” I stood back up and added, “every fucking night.”

Anya had brought students to our room for 'night lessons' before, but even she drew a line at literally becoming furniture. “You would not.”

I back up onto my knees and unzipped my trousers, pulling my shaft out and tapping her in the face with it. Already stiff and rearing to go, I forced it between her lips and thrust forward. “Just shut up, already.”

Lara was back already, holding just a few toys. “I was gonna use that part of her.”

“Wait, weren't you raised Evangelical?”

“Yeah, what about it?” She looked genuinely confused.

Anya's throat started to twitch, the limits of her gag reflex hitting hard. “I thought this would at least bother you, but you're taking to it like you've done something like this before.”

Lara blushed. “It is wrong to do, but since I had to stay pure for my future husband above all else,” she looked at me like I had just pantsed her on stage, “well, you know.”

Oh. “You don't have to worry about getting judged here, but I get it.” I'd always suspected some crazy shit went on in the girl's bunkhouses at Bible camps everywhere. I mean, people are going to find a way to get themselves off, no matter how much you shame them about it.

“Other girls and fantasizing was all I had.” Lara poked at the tip of Anya's pink, silicon rabbit.

“You realize your wedding night would have been the most awkward time in your life, right?”

Now we were getting into unknown territory for her. “I thought it was supposed to be a sacred time.”

“Everyone thinks that, until it happens.” Goodness knows my first time was hilariously bad. “It's something that takes practice.”

Lara picked up right where she left off with Anya, teasing her vulnerable slit with care. “But won't that cheapen me to my future husband?”

“Would you let a toddler do homework for you?” It was a crude comparison, but it made my point. “This academy pumps out perfect wives, and that's a large part of what Anya teaches the students.”

It let her know the punishment could pick up a bit. Lara plunged the highly abstract imitation of a cock deep into Anya, who was already wet enough to make it not a problem. My new project focused everything into pounding away after that, positioning herself for the full view.

Anya's mouth vibrated around me, but Lara was still an amateur. “If you hit the button on the bottom, something fun happens.” You could barely hear the thing whirr to life, but I knew Anya felt it. “Now hit it a couple more times.”

The bedroom filled with the noise of a vibrating motor trying to break out of its case. My wife opened her mouth wide enough to get something like a squeal out. Even then, I knew Lara's technique could use more work.

“Now really press that top part against her, and don't let up until you think she's had enough.”

“The poor thing must like it.” Lara tucked her lower lip behind her teeth for a moment. “Do you hear that?”

“I don't just hear it, I feel it.”

Anya whimpered as well as she could, being plugged to the back of her throat and all that. The steel rings clattered against the wooden legs. I knew she was near her normal limit already.

I wasn't able to take much more, myself. Pulling my cock free of that mess of vibrations and attempted screams, the sudden chill almost made me jump. Of course, Anya suddenly belting out an agonizing moan had a little to do with it too.

“Is she gonna make it?” Lara shouted over what she was causing. “I don't know if I should be jealous or afraid.”

“Probably both.” Anya would get her revenge at some point, since Lara couldn't just shut her down like I could. And her idea of showing another girl a 'good' time makes me look like I half-ass it.

I knew even a fraction of a second without that inhumane vibration would send Anya flying right over the edge. Lara started looking concerned, never having forced an orgasm out of someone before. It is one hell of an intimidating sight, when you pull it off that first time.

“What's about to happen to her?” The poor thing working torturous magic on yet another poor thing had that deer-in-headlights look. “Is she gonna be mad?”

Holy hell, you don't wanna know. “It's not like she can do anything to you.”

Before I could add 'right now,' Anya managed to let out, “Fuck! Eto slishkom,” she took two full breaths with her lips pursed up before she could continue, “mnogo, chert voz'mi!”

Lara asked, “What did she say?”

'It's too much, damn it!' But she doesn't need to know that. “She wants you to press as hard as you can.”

“Ya chertovski,” another round of panting, “ubivayu etu sku!”

Uh oh, can't have her whipping out death threats. “I think,” even I couldn't deny we were about to push it too far, “it's time to let up on her.”

The muscles jerking and contracting under Anya's skin got to a dangerous level. I can't imagine how much willpower it took her to beg, “Pochemu ona zhdet? Ostanovi eto!”

I'd never heard Anya plead for mercy. “I said that's enough!”

Lara finally got it through her head. The instant the buzzing stopped, Anya's entire body quaked. Cuffs rattled against the posts as she tensed against her collar, her entire face going red. Even Anya herself wouldn't have taken it so far..

“Are you sure she'll be alright?”

“Hold up,” I pulled the key out of my pocket, releasing the cuffs holding the collar.

Anya's head surged forward, her face gradually turning back to its normal complexion as she gasped and sputtered for air. Checking her brow with the back of my hand, even the muscles in her forehead were going berserk.

“Christ, that's the hardest I've seen anyone come.” And I had forced a lot of orgasms since arriving. “Did you know what you were doing?”

“No, I didn't know I'd make it that hard on her!” I knew she wasn't lying. “I'm sorry!”

Not as sorry as you'll be when she gets hold of you. “It's alright, she'll be fine. I just had a little scare is all.” It's not fun seeing your wife panic and then suffocate right in front of you, rough as I am with her.

Lara got on her knees, cradling Anya's head in her hands. “I never meant to make it that hard on you. I thought just a few more seconds would make it even better for you, honest.”

Anya exhaled, and still shaking, looked at Lara. “Lean closer.” Anya whispered something in her ear.

Lara's face turned white as soon as Anya backed her mouth out of her ear. I knew I probably didn't want to know what she'd heard, but I had to find out.

“What's gotten into you all of a sudden?”

Still looking like she'd seen a premonition of her own death, Lara refused to look at me. “I can't tell you all of it.”

“Well,” I knew Lara had at least heard how she might die, assuming she told, “what's the part you can say?”

She looked like she had a lump in her throat the size of an orange. “She wants me to trade places, or else she'll—” Lara stopped herself before she fucked up, royally.

“Your first night, and you're already on Anya's shit-list. You'd better be damn glad you're not a regular student.” She was lucky I'd at least be here to keep her out of any serious danger. “If you do what she says, it's your decision.”

I started unlocking the cuffs from Anya's wrists and ankles. She rolled to the side, landing hard on her ass and hands. All four limbs bore the marks of her body tensing against the restraints.

At least now, Anya could try speaking. “That girl,” she panted, “is she a demon?”

“No, just a standard blonde eighteen year old.” But maybe that too. “You know you can't go that far out of revenge, right?”

Anya's voice got back to close to normal. “She will not be harmed, but I will have my revenge.” She gave one of those calm smiles she only gave when a normal person would have been furious. Coming from my wife, it'd scare a gator into running.

“Now, when we do this again tomorrow night...” I let the idea die as it came out. The gradual turn of her gaze sent a shiver through my entire core. “Lara?”

“Yeah?”

“You heard the lady,” I wasn't getting caught in the cross-fire unless I had to, “take her place.”

“But you said I didn't have to answer to her.”

Well, shit. “For now, do what she says.”

“Yes, sir.”

Anya had slightly different plans as she got to her feet, shaky as a newborn foal. “Remain sitting up and remove your clothes.”

“These aren't clothes. This is my underwear.”

Anya put her fists on her hips and bent over, getting right in Lara's face. “Toe-may-toe, tah-mah-toe. Remove them, now.”

“Alex? Do I have to?”

“This is between you two. The only way I got involved was getting Anya to shut up for a few minutes.”

Lara turned her back to us, unhooking her bra from behind her back. As soon as it fell, her panties slid to her knees. Her bare ass looked just as lovely as the rest of her.

“Now,” Anya was holding a pair of cuffs, “come to me.”

Lara hesitated for a moment, but she finally turned around with her face dripping shame. Her crossed arms covered her breasts, but not even a single hair covered what she had below. You just knew by looking at that barely-there slit, that even if she had been with a guy already, she hadn't done so very often.

“I will not tell you again. Come here.”

Lara could only dart her eyes my way for a second. The rest of the time, she stared at Anya like a mesmerized rabbit would at a snake. Even the sound of her feet on the hardwood floors said, 'I'm terrified.'

Anya had a set of cuffs on Lara's wrists, right in front of her, before either of us could react. “You will do what I say,” Anya whispered something else in her ear, putting even more fear in Lara's expression, “and do not think that he will help you.”

I couldn't help going over Anya's head on this. “Are you sure you're alright?”

Lara only said, “Yes, sir.” She hadn't even taken her eyes away from Anya, and even her obedience sounded different.

Anya brushed Lara's hands aside, diving right between her legs with eager fingers. “Alexei,” she stated, “this girl was not saving herself for a husband.”

“Really?” I had banged two girls who were supposed to be saving themselves for marriage, when I was in college, and neither of them were virgins at the time. “Color me shocked. A good, Christian girl would lie about that?”

Lara couldn't drop her head any lower in shame, or it could have been because Anya was having fun knuckles deep inside her. “Don't tell Daddy.”

“If I told him what's happened so far tonight, trust me, that'd be the least of your worries.” And to have a connected senator coming down on us? “Don't worry, we don't rat people out.”

“But we do turn lying whores into upstanding women.” Anya kept her hand between Lara's thighs, walking her backwards toward the bed. “I will teach her what I can, Alexei, but you are responsible for the moral education.”

The best-laid plans never survive a set of handcuffs. “I'll allow it, but we're the only two who will teach her.” Some of our 'moral guidance' teachers were even more strict than Anya, and nowhere near as pleasant to look at.

“She was wet when I started,” Anya eased her prey onto the bed, crawling right alongside her, “but she will ruin the sheets like this.”

“That's your problem, right?” I turned to leave, knowing Anya wouldn't dare actually harm her. Maybe just make Lara think she was going to die. “I have to let my grandparents know the plan, so you do with her what you see fit.”

Anya smiled at me, “I will take care of her,” keeping it up as she looked back at Lara, “and you should hope that my husband returns soon.”

By the time I had the door closed behind me, Lara had already started whimpering.


“Then do as you see fit.” That's all I got out of him, other than a wave to go away. He was still in his office, this time reading yet another travel guide. My grandfather couldn't have cared less if he tried.

I stopped right before going back into the bedroom. I know it's a damn test, but he could at least let me know if I'm on the right track.

Suddenly, I heard a blood-freezing, “Please!” A second one rang out, the last half of it devolving into sobs.

I bolted back in, expecting far worse than what I actually saw. Anya and Lara were still in the same position, even after the fifteen minute break I'd taken. I was expecting the two blondes to be deep into the throes of heavy sadism and debauchery when I got back, not a polite fingering.

“Alexei,” Anya pulled her fingers out, “did you know that she will agree to anything you ask?”

“What do you mean?”

She slid two back in, curling them up to hit that magic spot. “I asked her if she will fuck my husband first. She tells me 'no.'”

Anya got her wrist and elbow into it as panic welled up in Lara's eyes.

“And then I tell her, 'I will not let you come.' Stubborn girl continues to refuse.”

“Then that means she doesn't want to. That's fine.” While I have every right to do what I please with any student, no matter how fresh, I still waited for examinations or for Anya to bring one to me. Hell, my wife was plenty to keep me busy by herself.

“But I am not finished with this story.” Anya's arm was almost a vibrator itself, sending Lara speeding right for a brick wall of an orgasm. “I ask her again, and she still holds back.”

“Get to your point.”

“I finally get her to say, 'yes.' That was about twenty almost-orgasms ago.”

Fuck.

“Now do you know what she has agreed to since then?”

“Something new every time, I'm sure.”

Anya pulled herself out as Lara got so close, I could have sworn she was coming already. “Some of them I will not tell you, but others you will find funny.”

I wasn't sure I wanted to know them all, anyway. “And what will you share?”

“Other than her,” Anya dove back in again, “she is afraid of cats, I am the most beautiful woman in the world, and that she secretly does hate her father.”

Programming some deep daddy-issues into Lara was already part of the plan, but I could always work with a primed canvas much easier. “I'm not ready to take advantage of her, though. I'll let you two keep at it. I can always sleep on the couch in my office.” Hey, when you're used to getting it at least two times a day, skipping a day completely feels as good as breaking a dry spell at that point. Every man would need his rest by then.

Lara broke through the hold of another brush with climax. “No!”

“Alexei, do you not understand?” Anya shook her head at me. “This girl can not come tonight unless you are inside her.”

I already knew Anya's game. “You edged her until she begged for it, didn't you?” It was far from her first time doing exactly this to a student, too.

“You do not look mad about it.” Anya scooted herself over, guiding Lara's shoulders into her lap. Spreading her torture doll's thighs, my wife gave her just enough clit-play to make the whole sensation come flooding back. “Will you not show this girl mercy?”

And I knew Anya would keep playing with her until I came back to check on them the next morning. I called her bluff one night, and when I returned, I knew exactly what had happened. Some poor redheaded student was crawling on all fours, pleading like I was the executioner who could spare her life, all because I hadn't nailed her yet. My wife has many fine qualities, but zero fucks to give.

Lara already had that classic 'fuck me until I can't walk tomorrow' look. Her few seconds of relief ended as Anya violated her cunt again. With tears in her eyes, the poor thing stared up at me as I got to the edge of the bed and begged, “Please?”

God damn it. I was already hard again, because how couldn't you be watching this happen in front of you? “You're in for a long couple of years here.”

It was too much hesitation for Lara to handle as Anya edged her to the brink again. “Just fuck me already, fuck!”

No getting out of it now. I kicked those damn dress loafers off and dropped trow. Anya helped with my button-up shirt as I yanked the socks off my feet and slid out of my boxer briefs.

Lara was outright begging for it without saying a word. Her cuffed hands shot between her legs, middle and index fingers spreading the curtains. Even the pout in her lips screamed, 'Female version of blue-balls, right here, if you don't start fucking my brains out.'

I couldn't have resisted, even though I should have known better. As a rule my grandfather pounded into my head, you never fuck students fresh off the bus. Smolensky Finishing Academy always made sure both students and staff had solid protection against any 'negative consequences' to our methods. But with Lara, in that position and after seeing everything else that night? I couldn't imagine turning down the invitation, right through the front door.

Slamming my shaft against her clit already had her twitching and giving me that look. She damn near licked her nose, sending her tongue from one side of her upper lip to the other. Some girls act vulnerable because you're about to fuck them, and others act that way because they're afraid you won't. She was firmly in the latter group, trying to push her slick, dainty cunt onto my tip like that motherfucking missing piece to the jigsaw puzzle.

I fought the urge to slam it deep. Fuck, she's probably not on birth control yet. Still, I imagined her legs wrapped around my back and toes curled, every part of her begging me to keep going.

For a split-second, Anya looked like she understood what I was just thinking. Evil whore. But I couldn't be that mean to my wife. She knew I'd have to breed her, eventually, just to keep the place going. I almost imagined that she'd be warm toward another person, for the first fucking time in her life. Hard as that was to dream up.

“You know you want to, Alexei.” Anya knew exactly what to say.

“I can't.”

Common sense be-damned, Anya pushed my ass, driving me right inside Lara's soaked cunt. “But you want to fuck her.” She was far too happy when she said it.

I couldn't lie. Every instinct I'd ever felt screamed, 'Wreck her body, come in her cunt!' The only thing holding me back was the thought of my grandfather, waving a lit cigarette instead of a finger for knocking up a student. As much as I wanted kids, I had already decided Anya would force them out of her own body, in an odd sort of punishment for such a demanding bitch. It made cumming inside my wife my highest priority, because fuck her, for the weirdest reason possible at the time.

Lara's bound hands rose up to my chest as her legs wrapped around my back. As the balls of her feet pushed me a little deeper, I gave in. Sometimes you just have to go with the perks life throws your way.

Anya put herself behind Lara, scooting close and cradling her. “Do you see? I knew your modesty was a lie.” Both of my wife's hands massaged at Lara's perky sweater puppies as the real work started.

“That's it,” she was already winding up, “please make me come!”

I wanted to pull out, just to draw out the torture. It felt too fucking good. She had a cunt like a cozy, little cottage, just cramped enough to make you feel snug.

As it drew closer, Lara's mouth stayed open, her screams and girlish squeaks getting louder with every breath. It's when her eyes opened back up, that I knew a denial would break her heart.

Gifting a hard rush of thrusts, I gave her exactly what she wanted more of. Her legs tensed as her thighs started clamping down on me. She was so close, you couldn't slide a piece of paper between Lara and her orgasm.

And so I pulled out. “I'm not much nicer than my wife.”

Her cuffed fists beat against my sternum. “What the fuck?” You could hear the tears in her voice. “Asshole!”

Anya giggled behind her. “My husband only rewards people who take what they want.”

The frustration turned to anger. Lara tried flexing her legs, but it only made my cock slide over her mound, which was a nice enough feeling. “Quit joking around and fuck me.”

“The edge is a hell of a place to get stuck, isn't it?” I knew what I wanted. “I'll give you a chance to earn it.”

Lara unwrapped her legs from around my waist, settling back against Anya's equally nude body. “What do you mean?” That pout could have melted the heart of a hanging judge.

I lied down next to them. “Anya might even help you get there,” I stared at my partner in life and crimes against decency, “won't you?”

“Is she deserving?” Anya gave Lara's nipples the same twisting pinch as she had gotten before. Over the seething coming from her victim's teeth, she added, “I want to see what I am working with.”

Lara got the point, scrambling off of Anya and onto me. She tried positioning my dick, finding it harder than she thought with locked hands. “A little help?”

Anya stepped in for her first lesson. “Slide your pussy forward and grind against it.”

I felt what had to be the most amateur dry hump I'd experienced. Lara was a shining example of the Dunning-Kruger effect, thinking she was blowing my mind, but she failed to realize how little she knew. “Does it feel good?”

Preferring to teach by example, Anya faced her. I was left seeing nothing but ass, thigh, and cunt. As she rested her muff on my mouth, the rhythmic wave of her torso made me want to start using my tongue.

My shaft appreciated the pointer. Lara started working it over, her juices making it a slick, soft massage worth shelling out serious cash for. Both of them moaned and hummed, almost in unison.

“Yes,” it was hard to hear with Anya's almost-endless legs around my head, “now slide a little closer to me.”

My tip found home as soon as she did. Lara knew it too. I wrapped my hands around Anya's thighs as I felt that kitten's belly warmth and softness creep down my shaft. Lara's hands pressed against my abs as soon as she had me fully engulfed.

“Now lean back,” Anya started rocking the way she loved to do, “and roll like the ocean. Put all of your effort into it.” I braced myself, knowing exactly what it did to me.

Lara took to it well, but it was only almost-perfect. Something that Anya and her students knew like instinct, wasn't something you guessed and got right. Still, it was enough to get Lara panting again.

“You must pop your hips when you are almost all the way forward.” Anya shifted, sliding her pearl away from my tongue, stopping with her entrance right there to play with. The floral, yet slightly metallic flavor of her interior flooded my taste buds. “Yes, now play with yourself.”

I was already on that duty for my wife, but Lara almost buzzed with the rising tension between her legs. This was the legendary ride Smolensky graduates had become known for. And coming from such a fresh performer, it was enchanting.

My body settled in, responding to the vigorous hump exactly like you'd expect. This set off alarms in my head, however. Fuck, she won't know when to stop.

Lara picked up the pace as her voice flooded out even my thoughts. I knew I had just let the precome go. Suddenly, Anya's pussy was the last thing I wanted blocking my mouth.

“You are doing so well.” Anya grabbed hold of my forearms. “He is close like you.”

I tried to speak, my mouth covered in one of my dick's favorite homes. Don't you fucking do this to me! Anya was fond of pranks, but this was fucking dangerous and sadistic, even for her.

“Yes, make him come with you.”

Even when you're not weak, it doesn't take much to pin you down. Anya and Lara were plenty to keep me locked in place, captive to whatever their pussies decided to do with me. For the first time, my wife and a student had turned the tables on their master.

Shit, this is bad. Lara had me dead to rights, her walls and inner-limit cradling my shaft in a heavenly hell. I can't believe she'd be this fucking careless. Yet there we were.

“Does my husband enjoy this?” I twisted my head side-to-side the best I could. “Oh yes, you should feel how much he wants you to keep going.”

I made another attempt at screaming.

“Oh, he wants you to go even faster.” Anya's fingers tightened against my skin. “Isn't that right, Alexei?”

Fuck!

“That is it, make him come inside you.” I could only imagine the twisted smile on my wife's face as she added, “Slow yourself a little now. It is only proper to come with your man.”

Lara's quivering body held on, somehow. I knew I had seconds to try and think of something.

But nothing useful popped into my head. My knees felt like they were caving in, even lying down. The final shred of resistance I had left had been mercilessly torn down like a tent full of food in bear country.

The old man's gonna fucking kill me. I tried one last time to belt out a scream. Any sound would have done.

As I ran out of breath, I knew it was already too late. Lara's entire body shuddered as my muscles all contracted at once. I was coming, even if Lara miraculously got off of me that instant.

Of course, she couldn't, even if she wanted to. As she lunged forward, the torment of holding back broke my will in half.

The first rope of cum shot forth, hitting every part of Lara's deepest confines. This panting, screaming mess of a girl sounded like getting herself knocked up was part of what got her off. Even for me, the second and third jets felt good enough to make me enjoy it, whether I wanted to or not.

Anya slid off of me, finally letting me groan out what were supposed to be words. Lara looked every bit as flustered as I was, grinding herself hard against my hips and taking every drop. This wonderful nightmare finally came to a stop, in what felt like buckets of cum later.


I woke up from what had to be the poorest imitation of a night's sleep. Rolling over, Anya was in her usual spot, right in the center of the bed. Just over her shoulder as I raised my head up, Lara smiled as she slumbered.

Well I'm glad you're fucking happy. She had confirmed my worst fear and stripped away what little hope I had the night before with, “No, I'm not on birth control.”

I knew it wasn't a dream, because the room still had the sweet aroma of sex all through it, a pair of cuffs still at the foot of the bed. I needed sleep, but it wasn't happening. Possible father to a student's possible child as I might have ended up being, I still had work to do.

With a gut-wrenching sense of dread as fresh as ever, I rolled out from under the covers. I had two examinations today, and one problem student to discipline. Of course, the two I really wanted to punish opened their eyes as soon as I was standing.

Silence never solved a problem, so I greeted them with, “That was the dumbest fucking thing you two could have done.”

Anya flashed her teeth with the most satisfied grin, “Alexei, do you think I would really let you give someone else a baby first?”

Knowing her, Anya was getting ready to twist the knife already in my gut. “You don't mean you're already pregnant?” I wanted to be overjoyed, but the situation tinted everything with an ugly darkness.

She laughed. “The look on your face now matches the one from last night. It is beautiful to see.”

Lara cuddled up to who I thought was her tormentor. “What she means is, I lied to you.”

“So you are on birth control?” I felt like the weight of the world might think about getting off my shoulders.

Anya put her hand out, taking mine. “You do not have to worry. She went behind the back of her father and has been on it for months.”

Fucking wonderful! But I still had another issue to worry about. I stared at Anya and asked, “And you?”

“Me?” She finally sat up, naked as possible. “I am not, but you know I would like to be.”

A little disappointment to go along with my relief. Anya never would let you just enjoy a moment. “I know you stopped taking anything just a couple of weeks ago, so the possibility hadn't crossed my mind yet.” But then something that pissed me off came to the front of my mind. “So why pull a trick like that? I didn't sleep a bit.”

My wife turned to Lara and pulled the covers from her own nude body. These two model-worthy blondes were a damn sight to behold. “Do you remember promising to take care of my needs before dinner last evening?”

Now I get it. “Yeah.” I rolled my eyes and huffed.

“That was payback, Alexei.”

Yes, in a way, I hate my wife. Anyone would. But you know what? Sometimes the person you hate most is also the same one you worship.
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She leaned forward and asked, “First question, do you have a significant other?”

“I don't know why that matters, but no.”

“Good. Your family history is almost spotless too. Your children will be lucky to get your genes.”

What the hell? I watched Dr. Clare's face, still looking down at a clipboard in her lap.

“Your pay for this study is based upon certain tasks and benchmarks you complete. Is that acceptable to you?”

I knew I had lowered my eyebrows. “I guess, but I still don't know what I'm supposed to be doing.”

Dr. Clare finally looked up at me and snapped, “For now, answering a few more questions.” She blew a few strands of hair off her forehead and continued. “Are you straight, bisexual, homosexual, or other?”

“Straight,” I droned, making my impatience clearer than I intended.

“Your current occupation is listed as office assistant. How do you feel about leaving your current employer.”

“I hate the place. If the money's good enough once I know what I'm supposed to do, I'm gone.” It was a dead-end of a shit job.

“Excellent.” Dr. Clare extended her foot, popping her heel out of her shoe. “Now that I know you're a potential subject, I can tell you more. Are you still interested?”

“I guess, but only if you tell me what this is all about.”

“Grant,” she change in her tone threw me for a loop, “you have a gift, and it's one that needs to be shared with the world.”

A little praise always went a long way with me, but answers went even further. “And that is?”

“In case you didn't figure it out from the name of our organization, we deal primarily with human genetics.” I saw Dr. Clare smile as she uncrossed her legs and stood up. “We pay for prime genetic material, and you're a diamond in the rough.”

* * *

The chatter of ass kissing flooded the muggy night air. It was the only thing I could hear until the soft beat of heels pulled me by the ear. I looked back for a short glimpse of the source. God in Heaven.

Her hands were clasped in front of her hips, head and shoulders as low as they could be. The posture screamed chastity, but everything else about the girl lit my fuse. It took a cock-hair of a second to figure out what was going on.

That's the future Mrs. Boyce. The blonde kept several feet behind the reverend, the posture of her criminally tight body revealing shame in his presence. But her ass was worthy of a ballad from Steel Panther.

Reverend Douche Incarnate didn't even acknowledge her presence. “Gentlemen, our financial report for this month is disappointing.” He paused as no sound came from my left. “Explain this.”

The bravest of the sycophants chimed in. “Brother Boyce, our congregation has only grown ten percent in the past six months. Are you sure this kind of expansion is wise?”

“If it's for His glory, all will pay off,” one of them rattled. I began to salivate, gradually moving my eyes up that golden yellow skirt. “Our congregation has grown at three times that rate for the past four years. This is only a hiccup.”

Alright, fuck this guy. I opened the left corner of my mouth, sneaking out a, “Tssst.” Nothing. “Hey...”

Jack and shit. As fed up with the lack of service as I was with the circle-worship next door, I poked the girl in the small of her back with a rigid finger.

Still nothing. She wouldn't even acknowledge my presence. Her entire world revolved around that table and the bullshit emanating from it.

Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. I leaned in her direction. “Hey, listen...”

* * *

That shame is the only thing I can't stand about her. “Listen, stop complaining and come sit down next to me.”

She tried to fight against it to the very end, but she did exactly as told. Elena kept a little distance between us, fidgeting in place as soon as she was down to my left. I knew I had pushed her limits.

Turning to stare right at her, I cupped her chin in my right hand. She averted her eyes, pouting those plush lips. I grumbled my frustration and then said, “Look at me.”

“This is too much for me to handle, Grant.” I never let her chin turn, even as she tried to make it. Finally, she got the message and locked eyes with me.

Ego sum alpha. “Listen very carefully.” Et genua parere. “That modest church mouse stuff has got to go. There's no shame to have about your body.”

Elena relaxed, her eyes widening. “But I’ve always been taught that—”

“Drop it. There's a better way to live.” The brainwashing of fundamentalism was deep in her, but it was time to set her free from all that creepy garbage. “You've got a body worth worshiping, and you've got far more to offer than just being a damn housewife.”

“Then what am I supposed to do,” she caught herself cracking a smile and forced it into a disapproving frown, “be some kind of harlot?”

That's a word I hadn't heard anyone use in a long while. I focused my intent and said, “You'll be my harlot, and mine alone.” Her eyebrows slacked and her neck ended all resistance. “You're more than just a broodmare for a husband or a church. You live for being admired now.”

“I do?”

“Why not? If you've got it, why waste it?” I watched her smile return and added, “Any straight man would climb mountains just to worship the ground you walk on.”

“So you think I'm that great, huh?”

What's with this damn insecurity about herself? She's rockin' and doesn't even know it. “Losing a beauty pageant killed your ego every time, didn't it?”

“I didn't lose many, but yeah, it hurt when I didn't win.” She was totally relaxed now. “Like I didn't measure up to what I should be.”

“That's a load of crap.” I let go of her chin and moved my hand down to her shoulder. “I don't know how to describe you other than the most stunning woman I've ever seen.”

Elena's blushed with her cheeks, shoulders, and what little of her breasts I could see. “I was always told to look out for guys like you.”

Flattering that towel right off of her was kinda the goal, so at least I knew she wasn't dense. “Caught me red handed.” I moved my hand down a little more, sliding a finger underneath where the towel held onto itself. “You're not complaining, though.”

“Travis never talked to me like this,” she didn't stop me as I tugged against the fold, “but I like it.”

The friction in the towel gave way and it fell to the mattress. Jesus tap-dancing Christ. “Why would you hide yourself?” I was already salivating. “Have you ever looked in the mirror?”

Elena started to reach for the towel. I leaned over and put my hands on top of hers. She looked at me, her eyes trying to waver away from mine, finally settling in a direct stare.

I fought to keep the gaze intact. Those perfect handfuls she called tits and what I thought might be a bald slit called my name. I resisted, somehow.

* * *

I pressed harder against Brooke until she begged, “Just let me go, please.”

“Not yet.” The way her strength gave in told me she was about to break. “You've got dirt on everyone big in this town. How do I get Boyce to back off?”

“I don't know.” Brooke tried fidgeting out of my hands. Her legs dragged as I forced her over to the couch.

“Sit down and don't move.” My head started to hurt from all the orders.

Brooke crossed her arms and legs, slouching in her seat. “He'll get his way, you know.”

“Yeah? He can go fuck himself.” I started toward the folder. “What's your ball in his court?”

“I've been a member of the church since college, not that its any of your business.”

“That's rich, coming from someone who's nosy for a living.” I grabbed the file and started rifling through the pages. Behind the surveillance photos of Elena, I found a three page bio on her that GeneFactor had compiled. I looked past it and found what Janus had been talking about.

'Comparative Analysis of Thought Induction Techniques' It had Janus A. Rickard, PhD as the author, dated about five years ago. I read through the synopsis quickly, glancing up constantly to make sure Brooke stayed put. Apparently, Janus had been experimenting on his own with Patrem Delta's side effects.

I flipped through, scanning for the meat of what he hinted at being a help to me. '… the author notes that forced induction is best achieved while the subject(s) are distracted by physical stimuli. Traits subject to change can range from mood, up to personal beliefs.'

Motherfucker. He knew exactly what would happen. The file dropped back on the counter. I got back to Brooke, standing directly behind her and putting my hands on her shoulders.

She flinched and tensed up. “What's your plan with me?”

That's when Elena opened the door, not a scrap of clothing or any other cover on her. “Brookie?” Her eyes were wide, like she had just realized a speeding truck was heading right for her.

“So that's the kind of thing you're doing now. Travis was right about you, whoring around like this.”

I squeezed Brooke's shoulders harder and leaned down. “That was a mistake.”

“You'll both end up burning in Hell. It's never wrong to tell a sinner that they're on a path of destruction.” She still wasn't trying to get away, but the tone of her voice felt like acid. “You should feel ashamed of yourself, turning my friend from from the light.”

“Elena, come over here.” I watched her trot over without an ounce of embarrassment. That bug in her personality had been ripped out like a garden weed by this point. “Explain to your friend here why you're happier now.”

Leaving both of them to their own devices, I heard some heated chatter as I slipped into the bedroom. Physical stimuli, huh? I had just the thing for it in my nightstand.

I slid the drawer open and got it out. Long, white, and with a motor that'll make your hands numb just from holding it, I'd put the wand to good use on Prime Recipients and Elena. More for my entertainment than anything else, but none of them complained. Hell, Elena even gave it a name.

Putting it behind my back, I strolled back into the living room. The smirk on my face got their attention. “Elena, it's time out.”

“What did I do wrong?” It was our term for her 'punishment' when she let shame come back.

* * *

“You'll never believe this, but Boyce is getting married next Saturday.”

“What?” I knew I'd stolen his fiance and made her my own, but the guy moved as fast as me. “Who's the unlucky girl?”

“Elena and I both know her, but the church is in an uproar.” It was like Brooke was stifling a laugh for a moment. “You won't believe this.”

After all the shit I'd been through, that was a bold claim. “Try me.”

“Alright,” she took a breath and finally let the giggle out. “A good ten percent of the congregation walked out when they learned he's marrying a girl who just turned eighteen. It's backfired on him hilariously.”

“Couldn't have happened to a nicer guy.”

“The people who stayed are taking it like the word of God Himself, so it's been weird there lately. Even I would have started having doubts after this, before you changed me, anyway.”

“Glad to hear it,” even the conversation couldn't hold me back. I gasped and tried to carry on. “So what's this mean for me?”

“This new girl is heading up Camp Purity. And it gets even weirder from there.”

“I'm not sure how you're finding all this out, but I'm listening.”

“I've,” I knew Brooke was smiling by the way she let it out, “got my ways.” From irritating reporter to scheming whore of Unity Fellowship Baptist. “I'm sure if I tell you she's at Camp Purity until the day of the wedding, you won't do anything untoward with that information.”

“Never.” I couldn't hold back my own grin, largely because of the miracles Elena kept working on my shaft. “Is she my type?”

“You'll like what you see.”

Elena sucked hard, finally delivering me from edge-of-climax limbo. I couldn't stop myself from groaning, the warm fuzzies of release washing over me.

“I guess Elena's with you.”

I caught my breath and saw my knuckles turning white against the steering wheel. “She's closer than you think.”

“Grant, you're the worst kind of pig.”

“Hey, I'm only getting married to a nineteen year old. Don't compare me to him.”

“Wait,” Brooke gasped on the other end, “what?”

“You heard me.” Elena gulped and got to cleaning me off with her tongue.

“You didn't.”

I couldn't resist patting Elena on the back of the head for her service. “What can I say? I'm a lucky man.”

“Maybe you're right, or maybe you're a prick.”

“You're still on my side, though.”
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