
        
            
                
            
        

    
BIMBO ACADEMY IV:

IMPROVING ON PERFECTION

by

Jen Eastwood

Copyright © 2017 Jen Eastwood. All rights reserved.


READER ADVISORY:

This is a work of erotic fiction and is not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Please enjoy this story, but be advised that it contains sexual themes and explicit language. The characters and events in this story are intended for titillation purposes only and in no way represent any real people or transpired events. Any similarity to actual individuals or events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted are the age of 18 or above.

OTHER TITLES BY JEN EASTWOOD


BIMBO ACADEMY IV:

IMPROVING ON PERFECTION

I could tell by the size of the breast cupped in my hand, it wasn't Anya pushing her ass into my crotch. “You're friendly this morning.”

Lara ignored me, intent on oversleeping like she always did. Other than that, she was adapting well to life at the academy. But even as my intern, Anya was the one she followed around like a lost kitten. That is, unless I was the only other person in bed.

The light was too bright this early. I poked my head up and saw Anya draped in a sheer, smokey nightgown, her figure almost black against the white light. She had her arms crossed and her eyes staring at the outside world.

“What's got into you?”

I thought she was ignoring me too, until she said without moving, “It is snowing.”

“Really?” Hardly ever leaving the grounds, I stopped paying attention to weather forecasts.

“I hate it.”

But you hate everything. Of all things, you'd think a Russian would love snow because it reminds them of home. “Why am I not surprised?” But of all things they hate, home is the worst to them.

“Have I told you why I never want to return?”

She had told me small reasons to never set foot over there daily, but never much about her past. I wondered if she even remembered much. “Not exactly.”

“And I never will. Even what I can remember, I do not like.” I knew the snow had to remind her of something. She started talking again, too quiet to make out.

I let her carry on, focusing on getting Lara off her ass. “Come on, up.” I could have used copper magic to get her up instantly, and even fix an early-rising habit into her, but overusing my family's powers has consequences for the student. “You've slept enough.”

Lara shot her elbow back, square on one of my floating ribs.

You little bitch. I slung the covers off her and got my own feet on the floor. I had my hand reared back for a print-leaving slap to her ass when I stopped. Anya wasn't talking to herself. She was singing something like a nursery rhyme, the rhythm vaguely familiar.

Vot oos pala noch toomaya,

Zdyot oodaliye molodets...

Choo, eedyot. Preeshla zelannaya,

Prodayot tovar koopech.

I gave up on Lara, knowing I had to ask one of my grandparents what the singing was about. Anya would never tell me herself. Just the fact that she was singing for the first time meant I was in over my head on this one.


I knew where to find Natalia, but I didn't know if she would have the answers I needed. As stepped into my grandparents' more complete living quarters, she was right there on the divan, laid out reading like she always was when I visited. “I've got something to ask you.”

She slid a red strip of ribbon between the pages and closed it. Sitting up, she said, “Of course. Something troubles you?”

I did my best to describe what I'd heard, in the rudimentary Russian I'd picked up so far. “Anya was singing something about a foggy night, a man waiting, and something about selling goods.”

“Your dear Anya? Singing?” It got Natalia to sit upright. “I can not imagine it.”

“And she was staring at the snow falling outside, hinting about why she doesn't miss home.”

“Has she still not told you why?”

I shook my head. “As little as the day we met, so far.”

“Sit beside me, Alexei.” My grandmother patted next to herself. I was simply glad she was dressed modestly, as she tended to in the mornings. “It is not because she does not trust you.”

“Then why won't she open up about it?” I took the seat, resting my elbows on my knees, my jaw in my hands. “I mean, I don't even know what part of Russia she's from.”

Natalia leaned forward and stared right at me. “I am sure you have never heard of Severodvinsk. It was called Molotovsk when your dedushka and I were children.”

Another one of those cities that changed its name? “I have no idea where it is.”

“It is a port city not far from Finland, a major shipyard is there.”

That told me next to nothing. “Maybe I can take her there someday.”

“You would not get in, as an American. It is restricted to foreigners because of the submarine base.” Natalia brushed her shoulder against mine. “And she would not go.”

Now we were getting somewhere. “Why not?”

“Alexei,” she almost sounded sad, “would you think less of Anya for her past?”

“I can't if I don't know anything about it,” something big was about to drop, “but she's a different person now, I'm assuming.”

“What I am about to tell you,” she grabbed my arm, “you can never repeat to Anya. Do you understand?”

It's that bad? “I'm sure she'd have me neutered for going behind her back like this, so I know better.”

Natalia suddenly got up, pacing just feet in front of me. “You should come with me. You have not seen this place, but it is time to show you.”


We entered a wing of the academy I rarely visited other than to file some papers. Lara was already more familiar with it than I was, getting sent to put some document away when I wanted her off my back. I wouldn’t describe the place as dark or dingy, but it definitely felt empty all the time.

Natalia ushered me into the main filing room and locked the door behind us, a massive place full of storage cabinets holding decades worth of records. The thought of moving everything to digital records gave me heart palpitations, but we'd have to break down and do it at some point. Yet even when I looked for where Anya's records should be, I never found a thing.

She tapped on top left of what seemed to be one of the random, gigantic cabinets that needed a step-ladder to really look in the top drawer. “Pull this side from the wall, Alexei.”

I gave it a quick tug. Fuck, it's gonna be heavy. As soon as I put my weight into it, hidden rollers did their magic and made it far easier than I expected. Behind the beige behemoth was an open doorway.

“No one is to learn of this place, not even Lara,” she had the same serious look my grandfather gave on the rare occasion he wasn't joking around, “and especially not Anya.”

“What's in here?”

“Records for our special cases.” It was just a tiny fraction of the size of the main filing room. “Even my records are not in here.”

“So what makes a special case, well,” I failed to think of a better way to put it, “so special?”

“Has your dedushka taught you about erasing memories yet?”

“He's mentioned that it can be done, but he told me it would have to wait until it's needed.” And I remembered his warning about it too.

Natalia sighed. “That is good. We do not like to receive such girls.”

“Then why do it?”

It was like stepping closer to our goal was making her more depressed with every inch. “It is not that we do not like the girls. They are always excellent students. It is simply unfortunate that they were in such a situation to begin with.”

I started piecing the broad scene together. “You mean you took them in, because their lives were a mess.”

Natalia balked at the word 'mess.' “These girls are not delinquents, Alexei. Our special cases have been through situations that make me wish there was a hell.”

She wasn't talking about what she wished for our special cases, either. “You mean, they've seen some serious shit in their lives.”

“That is putting it lightly.” My grandmother reached for the cabinet marked 'V-Z.' Pulling out a box surrounded by much smaller folders, it had 'Voronin, Anya' written on the top.

“So that's her maiden name. She wouldn't even tell me that.”

“Because she does not remember it, Alexei.” Natalia sat the box on a table across the aisle. “This will tell you everything about her past,” she looked down and paused, like she was holding back a crying fit, “and it is not a happy one.”

“So why does she have a box, but everyone else has a file?”

“Promise me you will still love her after you see.” Natalia grabbed my hand before I could open the box. “She had no choice in how her past unfolded.”

There wasn't anything so awful that I could imagine it tearing us apart. Spiteful and harsh as she was, Anya had become my obsession, just by being who she was. “Trust me, she's too wonderful.”

She turned to leave. “Then I am glad she has found happiness with you. I will lock the door behind me and I will tell your dedushka that you are too busy to be disturbed.”

“Why didn't he tell me about this?”

“We disagree on whether you should know. Say nothing to anyone.”

She walked out, leaving me alone with the filing box that amounted to Anya's entire past. It was so much more than any other student, but at the same time, there was so little. I pulled the lid off and set it aside.

Her entry papers for the academy were on top. Date of birth, 4/10/1997. Parents, Iosif (deceased) and Sabina Voronin (deceased). Legal guardians, Mikhail and Natalia Smolensky. Date of admission, 8/1/2015. English-fluency, basic.

My grandparents adopted her? This is getting weird already. I set the papers aside, wanting to dig deeper. More boxes, and a tattered stuffed animal with a long snout and a creepily happy expression sat in one corner. Like someone had tried to make a some weird rat/fox creature cute by making it pink and cuddly.

The first smaller box I opened had a few pictures on top. Starting from her first photo after being born, her parents at least looked happy to have such a cute daughter. The obviously tiny apartment didn't look like either of them had much going for them, but Anya was the happiest kid you'd ever seen. Then around the time of her first school picture, her mother disappeared from the later ones. The one thing that replaced her mother was that stuffed animal she hugged tight in so many pictures, and the start of her sadness.

Her father started to look worse for the wear soon after. The apartment became more bare over time, until he disappeared as well, around the time she was probably twelve. Taking his place was a guy who looked right out of central casting for Russian Mobster Number Four. And the further I went, I noticed Anya's eyes became blank, almost like she wished for death.

By the time the scenery had obviously changed to some place you'd want to go on vacation. I gathered from a sign in the background of one image that it was Miami. But even without the depressing scenery of Russia, Anya's eyes around sixteen told the story.

It didn't take much guessing, but close to the bottom, I found a folded note with Natalia's handwriting.

This is to document the reason for our adoption of Anya, who came into our lives as a child. Alexei, if you are reading this, know that I did not intend for her to become your wife or a student at this academy. Mikhail demands it, however.

She lost her mother to pneumonia, and her father was murdered over gambling debts to the man you see with her later. His name is Anatoly Petrov. He is a criminal who sold her body to other men, starting from a young age.

At the time, your dedushka still had business dealings with his associates on a property in Miami. We were introduced to Anya during one of our visits, and she was the most pitiful sight, Alexei. I demanded that Mikhail pay whatever price to buy her freedom and end all ties with these men. They agreed to trade her for our shares in the resort.

Please know that I only reveal her past to you so that you know to leave it buried. I would prefer that you destroy all of this after seeing it. Although I wanted her to live the rest of her life as normal as she can, Mikhail believes that as a victim of sex trafficking, she would be too prone to falling back into that life. I reluctantly agreed, and took Anya as my personal student to give her the one chance at a happy life she would ever have. Please understand, it was the only choice I had.

I flipped the paper over, seeing the closing paragraph.

Alexei, give Anya the best life you can. She did nothing to deserve her past. I received her as a broken, hollow shell of a girl and gave her a new life that is not certain to be happy. Should you prove yourself as the next Headmaster, it is you I have to trust with Anya. Please, do not ruin her only chance.

“Jesus.” It blew the fucked-up fact that legally, Anya was my aunt, out of the water. I almost wished I hadn't learned it all.

I knew I couldn't tell her, but it put too much of her personality into perspective. Suddenly, every one of her quirks that I couldn't stand made perfect sense, at least for someone who knows nothing but her life here. It's exactly why she was held as the absolute template our students should follow.

“She is the perfect graduate, because she was a blank slate when she got here.” As merciful as that was for her, parts of it still turned my stomach. My grandfather's decisions for Anya, while definitely better for her than her old life, had become absolutely revolting.

I rifled through everything else. Pictures of Anya before her official entry as a student showed dramatic improvement, that cold fire in her eyes apparent early on. If I was her age back then, I'd have crushed on her, hard. But then I opened the other, smaller box.

It was full of sheets of notebook paper, every one of them wrinkled like they had been balled up and then flattened back out. As I dug through, the solid Cyrillic began mixing English words. It was like Anya had written down a journal meant for the trash bin, but someone had salvaged them.

The last one was dated the day before I arrived here.

I am to meet my husband tomorrow. If he looks like the Headmaster, I will be sad. As the only student he does not test himself, I want my husband to be young, kind, and handsome. Basically, the opposite of Mikhail.

Natalia assures me that Mikhail has made special arrangements for who I am to marry, but will not tell me who he is. I can not tell if she is excited or sad about this. I hope he is as perfect a husband as I am a wife.

But I am not optimistic. I do not want to leave this academy.

I had to wonder if I was anything like she hoped for. The fact that she was able to stay, and when she said, 'You still ask what I want,' right before she agreed to be my wife made me smile a little. If anything, I knew I had to be more understanding of how rigidly she held to the ideals of this place, to the point the students had nicknamed her 'Iron Cunt Anya.' She was working with what was thrown her way without any say in the matter, and was absolutely thriving.

The only objects I put back in the larger box were the plush toy and the pictures from when her mother was still alive. Even if I had to lie about the rest, should Anya ever ask, I wanted her to have something to remember about when she was happy. Not that Anya really troubled herself with things like that.

I carried the smaller boxes down to the basement of the main hall. The boiler room was guaranteed to have at least one, if not several furnaces going. If I was given ownership of her past, I at least agreed with my grandfather, in that most of it had to be destroyed.

What few shreds I let remain, however, should have burned with the rest of it.


Lara was already in my office, sitting across from my chair. “Where the hell have you been?”

“You're here before I am for once. That'd be a good habit to get into.”

“Yeah, because you're late.” The thing about my intern is, she always has some smart-ass comment. “Anya needs your help with a problem student, like, now.”

“Shit. If it's the same one from last week, she knows I can't dole out punishment like that so soon after the last time.” I collapsed into my swivel chair. It was too much walking to get across this place a couple of times.

“It's a different one, and it's weird.”

“We don't call students 'it.' What's she done?” The disciplinary room was much easier to take care of now that I had Lara to do all the work, but I had an exam to administer late yesterday. “Get to cleaning back there, and I'll bring her back.”

“If you'd teach me how to use these bracelets, I wouldn't have to clean all that up.”

“Are you related to me?” I cocked an eyebrow, letting her know I was at my limit.

“No.” Lara's shoulders dropped. She had to learn some of our secrets, but I knew they'd have to be erased before she left, just like Anya's past. As Lara opened the door, she wrinkled her nose and said, “God, it still smells like sex.”

“Clean it well, and you'll get a surprise tonight.” And by surprise, that usually meant letting Anya go full-throttle in there with her. Sometimes I wondered who fooled around with my wife more.

Lara poked her head around to add, “You offer to help her, and you've got a deal.”

“This isn't a negotiation, Lara.” I stood back up, having sat just long enough to make my legs ache. “Be happy I'm feeling generous today.”


“Do you have any questions?” Anya addressed the class as she straddled the headless, limbless silicon mannequin. I had stood in the doorway and watched Anya demonstrate one of her reverse cowgirl techniques, the one where she swirls her hips around in a way you'd just have to experience to understand. Obviously, this wasn't a first-year class.

One of the girls up front raised her hand, legs split atop her own practice dummy. “Do you thrust your hips any? It almost looked like you did.”

“Very astute, Christina.” Anya broke it down, slowing herself until the waved her ass clockwise from twelve o'clock to six as smooth as her own cheeks, and then whipped the last half of the circle, starting all over again.

I wondered what the fuck her trick was. Sitting in on any of her lessons always left me impressed. Anya had broken sex down into a science, and somehow found a way to turn it back into a totally new art.

She glanced toward the doorway and caught me admiring her work. “I will be back. Practice until I return.” Anya got up, the soaked, erect cock on her dummy bobbing back and forth as she adjusted the black, leather skirt reserved for instructors. As soon as she was close enough to whisper, she said, “You are hard already. Perhaps I can use you to teach this to Lara tonight.”

“Speaking of her, she said you had a student I need to take care of.”

Anya turned back toward her class, every one of them moaning and whimpering on their lesson. “Yes, third row, second from the right.”

I looked toward the right spot and saw a fitly curvaceous redhead I'd been hoping to have a run-in with for a while. By the looks of it, she was enjoying the lesson. Too much, actually.

Anya looked back at me as I kept watching her pupil turn red in the face as she was in the hair. “Do you see the problem?”

“No.” I couldn't tear my eyes away. God damn! She kept giving it more effort, speeding up until she was doing revolutions at twice the pace of anyone else in the class. “She's a sight to behold. Just look at her go.”

“Alexei,” Anya put her hand against the door's frame, pushing all her weight against it, “how can I teach this girl when she can't help working herself into a climax at every opportunity?”

“So she's sensitive. What's wrong with that?” The little redhead was already on the verge, screaming loud enough to drown out the rest of the class. “God Almighty.”

Anya wasn't having any of it. As my wife stomped a heel into the granite floor, she broke down into her barely intelligible level of Russian accent, reserved for when she was at her breaking point. “Ja'yooliya!”

I was still enraptured, my heart almost breaking when she stopped right before climax. “Yes, Headmistress?” Tiny, curvy, redheaded, and enthusiastic as fuck to fuck. I knew, even before coming here, that all four of those traits meant fun. But I'd never had a girl with all of them. Two, at best so far.

Anya stormed over, bending right over the poor girl. “This is a class, not a honeymoon! V'at is v'rong v'ith you?” If I'd have mentioned the bottom of Anya's bare ass showed while she bent that far over, I'd have probably had a dummy or a student thrown at me.

“I'm sorry, ma'am, but it feels so good.” The poor thing looked like she was about to break down in the middle of class, and far from the first time. “I can't help it.”

I watched my wife straighten up slowly and turn my way. She crossed her arms and smirked at me. “The Deputy Headmaster v'ill see you.”

What does she expect me to do? Have the time of my life and say 'A+, good job kid, keep it up'? Fuck! I knew I looked as scared and confused as Julia.

Anya almost bowled over a few students in the front two rows marching right back to me. Every step cracked out like a gunshot. “Alexei, this is serious. I can not pass this girl in this condition!”

I tried to keep quiet enough for the class not to hear us. “Well what the fuck do I do with her?”

“Your job.”

Who the hell are you to tell me what my job is? My neck tensed as I got ready to tear Anya a new asshole, and possibly a new cunt or two, in front of thirty or so students. But then I remembered that being the example of the perfect graduate was the only context her mind worked in. “I don't doubt you know exactly what you're talking about, but this is some new shit for me.”

The toughest woman I'd ever met suddenly eased herself, almost looking nurturing. “Alexei, you will find a way. As the next Headmaster, you have to.”

She was right. “I don't even know where to start with this girl.” Students usually got sent to me for routine progress evaluations or disciplinary measures because they were defiant toward the staff. “You're telling me she should enjoy sex less. That makes no damn sense here.”

Anya put a hand on each of my shoulders, walking me past the door and into the anonymity of the main hall. As soon as my back was against the wall, she actually gave a sincere smile. “You have been a good Headmaster so far. I have faith in you.”

I wanted to spill out what I knew, but this wasn't the time. “Have I been a good husband as well?”

She acted like her heart had stopped beating. “Why do you ask?”

“Because I want to know.”

Anya teared up on the spot. “You are everything I hoped you would be,” one eye let a drop rip down her left cheek, “but why ask this now?”

I couldn't come up with a reason that wasn't the truth, so I let loose with the safest one. “You were singing this morning.”


“What?”

“When you were staring out the window at the snow. What was that song?”

“You know I do not sing, Alexei. That is frivolous here.”

Knowing what I know now, it should have been a warning. “You are the strongest person I know. Never forget that.”

“You are still as kind as you were when we first met. Do you remember?”

For the first time since that day, Anya looked vulnerable. “Yeah, plain as day.”

And that rare, innocent look in her eyes disappeared as abruptly as it arrived. “That kindness will be your downfall. You are too much like Natalia.”

“Maybe you're right.” I looked around her and motioned for the redhead to follow me. “I'll see what I can do with her.”


At least Lara could do what she was told, no matter how much she bitched and griped about it. “There, it's clean just so mess it up all over again.”

The room had lost the aroma. “I'll need your help with this one.” I pointed at Julia, holding her hands in front of her hips in the doorway.

I heard her take a few gentle steps forward. “Is this another exam? I passed the one last year.”

Waving my hand forward and then pointing at the chromed pole in the far corner, I dropped the bad news. “No, this is a corrective measure. You're damn close to getting kicked out.” When they're scared and politely obedient like this, enough of Anya had rubbed off on me that I started to like them like that.

Lara already had the strips of black webbing in her hand. “I can take care of her while you pick the tools.”

“Only strip her to her underwear.” I wanted to take my time with her. “You do the same.”

My intern winked and smirked as she walked past me. “Come on, he only brought you here to save your ass from failing.” I heard a smack behind me. “And what a nice ass. I think he'll like you.”

Lara had picked up on my preferences alright. I dragged myself to what I'd started calling my 'magic motivation table.' We'd even added a few new toys. “Everything's clean enough to eat off of.”

I looked back to see Julia start panting and turning pink as Lara undressed her. Christ, already worked up? I decided against any toys, for now.

“Alex?”

“Yeah?”

Lara kept her eyes on me as she strapped Julia's hands, seven wraps up the forearm, and then seven perpendicular to those. “Over your head, back against the pole.” She was about to put Julia under lock-down. “Are you sure about this?”

“There's nothing in my hands, so yeah, I changed my mind.”

“Then what's the plan?” Lara stepped out of her own black staff skirt she begged and pleaded for, black bra, panties, and another accessory. “Is it alright if I keep the socks?”

“Go for it.” Sometimes I liked her in thigh-highs, sometimes I didn't. She looked like she was wearing parts cut out of her shadow.

Lara had her hands on her hips, facing me. “So what's the new plan?”

I needed to know where Julia stood, first of all. “Rub up against her, but keep your hands out from between her legs.”

Julia blushed, her bountiful tits heaving with every breath. As Lara put one hand on her flat stomach, the other on her thigh, she jerked like she'd just been shocked. “I'm sorry.”

Was she startled, or is she naturally this turned-on all the time? I stepped closer, within range of feeling her breathing against my face. “Keep going.”

“Slow down or I'll...” Julia tried to keel over as soon as Lara had her hand inside that strained bra. “Fuck!”

Lara took her hands away and asked, “Is she coming right now?”

I twisted my lips and nodded. “If it's something physical, I can't do anything.” I patted Julia on her cheek as she finished quivering. “If's it's in your head, you're probably in luck.”

Grabbing her wrist with the copper band, I put my other hand on her forehead. Flashes of Lara and myself doing things to her I'd never imagined filled my own brain.

“You're a creative-type, aren't you?”

“What do you mean?” Her feeble voice had a little shake to it now. “I like to draw, write, and all kinds of stuff like that.”

I'd only come across this issue once before, but nowhere near this level. “I'd say you're a prodigy at things like that. Am I right.”

Julia looked embarrassed to even nod in agreement. “I just see things more clearly in my own head than I do with my eyes.”

Better be careful, or I'll strip that gift away completely. It was time to try one of those delightfully depraved ideas I'd gleaned from her mind.

Lara never saw it coming. As I forced her back against the wall, I pulled one leg up to my waist. Unzipping my fly, the natural erection I already had pressed against her opening. The only thing keeping my out was the damn panties.

Shifting them aside, I plunged hard and saw the shock in Lara's face. She couldn't believe it as I covered her mouth, her eyes opened wider than I'd thought they could. And believe me, I'd seen some wide eyes on the poor girl.

I gave her hip-shattering thrust after thrust, feeling like my own pelvis would crack. Her voice buzzed against my palm as I pulled her leg even higher, resting it in the crook of my elbow. It let that hand move up to her throat, where it clamped down hard.

We didn't get much of that savage fucking in before I heard a whimper that twisted into a loud scream. I knew Lara couldn't speak, because hell, she couldn't even breath. It made me wish I'd have used a stop-watch.

Pulling out of Lara and letting her go, she slid down the wall until she was a breathless mess in the floor. As Julia came beside us, my intern looked up, coughed, and then touched her throat. “God, you've gotta do that to me again. Fuck.”

As long as she was alright with it, I planned on accommodating her. “If I tried that with Anya, she'd either love me even more, or murder me in my sleep. I don't know which.”

Lara grinned at the idea of me even trying. “Don't run to me for help if you do.”

Our test subject wasn't standing on her feet anymore, having already slid down the poll with her restraints. Julia was too wobbly to stay up on her own, but I had the answers I needed. As I unwrapped the strapping from her wrists, something resembling words came out of her mouth.

“Aw, look!” Lara drug herself to her feet. “She came so hard she's turned to mush.”

Hell, am I gonna need a medic to oversee this? “Get her some water. This'll be a long session.”

As I helped Julia to her feet, it sounded like she said, “More, please.”

By the time I had her on the X-table, her skin became pale and uniform as porcelain again. I took care with the velcro straps. Just jerking them too hard got the poor girl excited.

“Have you always been like this?”

She shook her head as Lara held the ball gag over her face. Using her last chance to speak, she said, “Only since the start of this semester.”

We were already getting close to finals. Why the hell didn't Anya say anything about her sooner? “Lara, after she's taken care of, call Anya up as soon as her classes are done. She's got answers, and I'm dragging them out of her, one way or another.” And why did she tell me she has faith in me, if she could be the cause?

Ever the scheming mega-bitch, I knew the chances were slim of her not being the cause. The sad part is, after she explains herself, she'd probably come back with a damn good reason, too. Until she answered my summons, I'd have to keep Julia contained, for her own safety.


“You call your wife to your office,” Anya leaned with her arms and legs crossed, a shoulder resting on the door frame, “and you greet her by fucking your secretary on the desk.” She sat down like nothing was out of the ordinary, because not even a speck of dust really was out of place. “The two of you are,” she searched for the right words, “so predictable, it is embarrassing.”

I let go of Lara's wrists. It really was all her fault, what with trying to get into my pants while I was catching up on other work and all that. “She started it.”

As I pulled back, Lara shouted, “Hey!” She stared at Anya, not sure if she needed to be worried or amused. “He's the one that tried something new, and then he pulls out a few seconds later.”

Yoink. I pulled out all the way, watching Lara's face contort like I'd just thrown her a mortal insult. “See how she reacts?”

Anya wasn't in the mood, standing there with a blank expression on her face, eyes narrowed. “Enough of this skit. What is the problem?”

“You're the one who noticed the issue with Julia, so why wait until now to let me know?”

“I do not know what you are talking about.” As soon as she was all the way in, I pressed the lock-in button under my desk, slamming and bolting the door from across the room. “Why this sudden distrust of what I say? I did nothing you would not do, Alexei.”

That's a tell. I cut right to the point. “What did she do to you?”

“You call me a liar?” She tried acting offended, but outrage was the one emotion other than sympathy Anya couldn't even comprehend. “What is this joke you are playing? Have you fixed my student or not?”

I got up, put my shaft back in my pants, and walked toward the door to the back. “That's how I know you're lying. You repeat yourself and dig the hole even deeper.”

“We will see.” Anya stared hard at Lara when she got to my desk. “And I will deal with you later.”

You got caught, and now you're taking it out on everyone else. I'm glad you're back to normal now. “Lara, come on, you know she probably watched us and liked it for a while.”

She teased back at Anya from behind. “He was already doing something rougher than you can do.”

Anya didn't even look back. “Try me.” She walked through the door first. “Dear husband, we can not keep her like this the rest of the year. She will get bed sores.”

“Har har.”

“Alexei,” Anya whipped right around, “I did not do this, but I know who did. This has gotten more out-of-hand than I thought.” She bowed her head at me. “This is partially my fault. I am sorry.”

“How did you get in over your head this time?” I looked around her to see what caused the sudden change. Julia was already shaking in place. “Lara, cut her free and bring her with us. I'm getting to the bottom of this.” Fuck I've done too much walking today for this shit!


We'd walked clear across the old castle, like some mid-seventies mystery gang cartoon, minus the irritating dog with a speech impediment. Anya broke the silence first. “Julia already knows who did this to her, I am sure.”

“Galina?” Her voice was either naturally meek, or she had been through so much hell already, she expected to get stepped on. “Now that I know someone had to make it happen, I can't think of anyone else.”

As we stopped before the massive double-doors for the student dormitory, I had to know. “So tell me, exactly how did she do this?”

It was like Anya tried to duck into the shadows of the early evening, backing against the far wall away from the massive windows. “You have used borage seed oil on students, yes, Alexei?”

I didn't know how it worked, but it made even the toughest students crack. A dab of the concentrated stuff made them squirm from the slightest touch down there. “But how would Galina get it inside Julia?”

Anya explained it so simply, it made the plan even more diabolical. “After this American bitch insulted Galina by calling her a 'potato eating, vodka swilling piece of Euro-trash,' I gave her the oil and told her what it does.” She grinned, proud of the effects from tipping one domino to drop them all. “She figured out the rest on her own.”

“Explain 'the rest.'”

“Every student has their own practice dummy, and their own supply of lubricant.” Anya jerked like she was holding back a rare laugh. “I did not think Galina would think to make it last this long by dosing the lube.”

“So what did you think she'd do?”

“Grease her dummy's pole a few times between classes. She is my kind of subtle, that girl.”

All this over one insult she didn't even direct toward you? “God, you're such a bitch.”

Anya got back to her normal self. “Do you expect any less of me, Alexei?”

No, I really shouldn't. “You know I'm in charge of discipline. You should have sent Julia to me for the insult. Now it's ten times fucking worse.”

“But you are so busy already. It is best to let cat-fights sort themselves.”

I grabbed one of the doors. Before pulling it open, I had to make my stance known. “I just dropped about twenty points off my estimate of your IQ, Anya.”


Galina pushed her slender self against the back wall of her dorm. She pointed directly at Anya, speaking with hardly any Russian accent herself. “You ratted me out?”

My wife didn't say a word. Lara and Julia hung back at the entry as I walked through the tiny room and around the bed. “We could dish out the punishment here, or we can do it elsewhere.”

The tall, slender brunette looked like she was ready to spit in my face. “You don't have any proof.”

“So what did Anya rat you out about, exactly?”

“Fuck you!”

“Lara.” I trusted my little enforcer with matters like this. “I think she wants it to happen in my office.”

I got back to Anya, who wouldn't fight back against anything I ordered her to do by that point. “Alexei, understand that Julia started this.”

“Still trying to weasel out of it? You know I can't let it slide.”

Lara and Galina tumbled in the corner. By the time I turned around to watch, my blonde intern had the brunette with nearly a foot over her pressed face down against her bed. “You little suck-up bitch!” She already had a zip-tie around her wrists.

“Good job.” I turned back to Anya. “You know you've got to do the same.”

She whipped around, pressing both wrists together. “Do not use the skinny ones this time.”

That's all I had in my pocket. “Sorry, you don't get to make demands anymore.” Now we had one last issue to take care of. “Anya, Galina, you two sit on the bed. Lara, Julia, help me search for the borage oil.”

“It's between my mattresses.” Galina nodded her head toward a certain corner. “Can we go now?”

She thinks she's clever. “Thanks for letting me know I'll probably find something even worse in here.”

“You asshole.”


I had to use one of her sheets to bundle up all the contraband after we finished ripping the room apart. Cigarettes, liquor, and even a cell phone. Someone in the staff pool was sneaking this stuff in. Nobody else came and went from the academy often enough to smuggle so much in one trip.

We marched Anya and Galina, side-by-side. They kept their heads down, knowing they were about to get hell, and that would just be the warm-up. Lara and Julia guided them for me, because I had dozens of pounds of banned shit to haul.

“Alexei,” Anya shot a hard stare at Galina, “I did not know about the contraband.”

“I believe you, and I know you didn't supply it.” Anya never left the academy. On the rare occasion I had to, she always refused to go with me. “I'll figure it out and fire her supplier. She's lucky I don't boot her ass out right now.”

Tossing the makeshift bag over one shoulder, I dug out my office key. As soon as I was in, I dropped the bundle in the corner, bottles clinking together as I did. Every time glass hit glass, the fear in Galina's eyes amplified.

“Take them on to the back,” I dug for the vial of borage oil and pulled it out, “and make sure you use plenty of this on them.”

Lara's shook with excitement as she snatched it out of my hand. “Holy shit, thank you!”

I had to doubt if letting someone that excited at the idea using it on anyone was wise. But our two troublemakers should have known better themselves. “Julia, do you think you can handle watching?”

Her face turned stop-light red. She leaned in, whispering, “If I clean it out of me, I think so.”

I simply nodded at her, not wanting to embarrass her any more than she already was. “Lara, get them ready and we'll be in there in a few minutes.”

Lara gave me a quick, sloppy salute for the first time ever. She poked a stiff finger in the small of their backs and ordered, “Go on. I've got one bottle of the magic juice and just a few minutes alone with you two.” Anya's own creation had turned on her, and it was marvelous.

“As soon as I get all of this sorted and accounted for, we'll be in there to help.”

Stopping and grabbing the door handle, she grinned and said, “Don't rush, do whatever you need to.” The hard slam of the door wasn't anywhere near the loudest thing I'd hear as I took inventory.


Julia stepped back into my office right as I finished counting. Galina really did have her own little bodega, right inside the academy. Before she went anywhere else, I was learning the name of her supplier.

Anya belted out a razor-sharp scream that made it seem like the thick door wasn't even there. She had been getting the brunt of Lara's attention. I snapped my fingers to get Julia's attention back from the pure vocal chaos. “Sit down a second.”

“Am I still in trouble?” Julia's ass filled a chair that I wished was my lap.

“Did you do anything wrong?”

She took a moment to think about it. I could tell she wasn't the brightest student we had, but intelligence didn't give much of an advantage in this school. “I don't think so.”

“Good.” I pulled a shot glass out of a drawer and poured myself a shot of gin from one of Galina's bottles. “I would offer you one, but I can't go breaking the same rules I'm enforcing, can I?”

Julia's mouth curled a bit, letting me know she was easing up. “Do I really get to help punish them?”

“Do you want to?”

She really was a cutey when she smiled. “If you'd let me.” And polite as fuck.

“I'm content to let you two do the work. Watching my wife squirm at the hands of a student would be fun change.” I was stiff as the gin already, just thinking about it.

“A couple of hours ago, I thought my life was over.” Julia got up and walked around my desk, sitting against the edge in her uniform. “Thank you.”

I was happy to help, and even happier to see her cross her legs close enough for me to touch them. “This is my job. I didn't do anything for you that you didn't deserve.”

“All the other students think you're as mean as Anya. I'm glad they're wrong.”

“And I'm glad they think that.” I tossed back my shot and slammed the glass back on my desk. “This place would fall apart if they thought I was a big softie.”

Galina's ragged voice took over the cacophony of screams. It made Julia smile even more. “Well, you're not too soft.”

“Come on,” we both stood about the same time, “Lara's not having all the fun in there.”


“Alexei!” Anya fought against the straps on the x-framed table, giving up shortly after. “I did not mean for it to go this far!” She already looked like a frazzled wreck.

“But it did.”

“Prosti menya, ya isporchen!”

Yeah, I know you fucked up, too. Anya knew exactly what she'd done, and why I had every right to be mad. No amount of begging would get her out of paying for this one. “And another thing,” I handed the second Hitachi over to Julia, “The two of us get free-use of you, any fucking time we want.”

“This will make the students defiant. You can not be so dumb!”

“No,” I stepped closer and then took a hard squeeze of her left tit, “they need to know that nobody is above policy here. You fucked up by taking sides.”

She made the most hollow gesture I'd ever seen, biting her bottom lip and giving me puppy-dog eyes. “Alexei, you could not be so cruel to your devoted wife.”

“Lara gets to do the same thing to you too. Stop talking before you make it even worse.”

Anya couldn't look me in the eye anymore. “Yes,” she looked over at her co-conspirator and mouthed something without making a sound, “sir.”

I looked at Julia as she turned the wand back on. “You get to use Galina as you see fit. I don't want any staff or students thinking their actions won't have repercussions.”

The joy of final victory washed over her face. She pointed to her former tormentor and motioned for Galina to come to her. “I want both of you at the same time.”

“Lara, strap her in on top of Anya, face down.” I realized the logistics between their legs wouldn't work with just one wand. “And give her that other Hitachi.”

My intern's eyebrows shot up when she shot a glance at Julia. “Letting a student do the discipline? What will the old man think of it, Alex?”

Galina did exactly as her new master commanded, sandwiching Anya between herself and the top of the table. Shame and worry were a good look for her face.

I turned to Lara. “Who knows? He told me to find my own way of handling discipline.”

She nodded as she started on Galina's wrists. Once she got them done, she couldn't help brushing the side of Anya's face from above. “Usually I'm the one who gets in trouble.”

Anya's mind couldn't process the turnaround. I was about to pull Lara back when I heard the phtoo. “You will not use me like this.”

Lara wiped the spit from her face and looked at me. “Now you know why I strapped her down all the way.” The table of toys was already calling her name again.

God, Anya. Right when I think you can't make it any worse on yourself, you go and fuck up even harder. I grabbed hold of her wrist, right on top of her copper band. “You will do whatever she wants, whenever she wants, and wherever the hell she damn well pleases.” The metal heated up a little and buzzed between our skin.

It was like I had dumped a water tower on that bonfire in her eyes. The first new, direct command I forced onto Anya had already branded itself onto her mind. “Yes, Alexei.”

“And you,” I stepped to the other side and grabbed Galina by the bracelet, “you will drop this sneaky, bitchy habit you've fallen into.”

The same sensation tingled against my palm. “Yes, Headmaster Smolensky.”

“Good.” I looked over at Julia, holding a wand in each hand, both of them already going at full-tilt. “I'll leave it up to you.”

I caught up to Lara at the table, but my goal was next to it. One black folding chair that bore the chips and scratches of it's real purpose called my name. While the paint didn't hold up to someone struggling against cuffs, it sat all the same.

“You're not picking something out?” Lara held up a riding crop and the popped it against the table.

I grabbed the chair and shook my head. “The skinny one? You can only use it on her once for each piece of contraband.”

Lara patted an open palm with the business end, looking like a BDSM Catholic schoolgirl fantasy. “So how many times?”

“Forty-seven.”

We started back to the commotion already unfolding. “I can work with that.”

As Lara started pulling ahead of me, I grabbed her by the arm. “Let Julia have her fun too.”

She was already having to shout over the cries of overload. “You're sharing the chair with me, then.”

I popped the chair open where we'd have an amazing view. Lara was already trying to get in my lap before I was even down. Her charcoal blazer flew away almost on its own.

As Lara ripped at the buttons on her shirt, I worked on my own. She knew where my mind was going. After that, as her skirt came up, her panties went down.

She fished my cock out, clamping it between her thighs just above where her socks ended. I don't know if it was the show we were watching unfold, or all the noise, but Lara had my pants soaked in no time.

I ducked my head to the side, trying to see what I could around her. “Damn, Julia's pissed.” I scratched my neck just behind my jaw and asked, “How much of that oil did you use on them?”

Lara stared in awe at the writhing pair in all their blissful agony. It took her a few seconds to process that I'd even asked. “All of it.”

Christ almighty. “How many times do you wanna let them come before we get involved?”

Without hesitation, Lara answered by rising up, and then dropping herself down my shaft. She had me planted deep. “Just until I come, 'kay?”

It worked for me. Lara slid her arms out of her sleeves as I guided her hips. One quick flip of my fingers had her bra dangling loose.

“It won't take me long.” Lara snatched my hands away from her waist, planting them on those fun handfuls she called her breasts. She'd already started panting and getting pink in the shoulders. “Just listen to them.”

The staccato vibration of their screams hitting different notes rattled my ears. Anya was mid-climax as Galina rushed in to join her seconds later. And they weren't short, merciful orgasms, either. The harder their bodies locked and twitched, the harder Julia went at them.

“Ah, fuck!” Lara played with herself underneath her skirt and whipped against my cock with her walls. “Why does watching Anya get me off so much?”

I thought of exactly why it did the same thing to me. “If you'd never seen her naked, you'd think she has a bigger dick than I do.”

Lara arched her head back and went a little faster. “No,” she fought to get it out, “it's because she can't be Queen Kong for once.” Lara's shoulders wiggled as she whimpered, “Being totally helpless doesn't compute in her mind.”

She was exactly right. Even when I was in control, Anya always kept some hold on the strings. The way you couldn't predict what she'd do made her a blast in bed, but a pain in the ass when it came to running the academy.

Galina's legs quaked so rapidly, they almost blurred out. Julia released both of them from their clitoral hell at the same time. As they squirmed and moaned, I almost gave in and joined them.

Lara beat me to it by seconds. I fought to hold myself back, not wanting to let the fun end on my part so soon. But when you're in the same room as three girls coming at once, and you're in one of them? You tell me you wouldn't have trouble. Go on.

I took a deep breath as Lara settled down. Mercifully, she got up as soon as she had gotten what she wanted. “Thanks for the seat,” Lara turned back for a second, “and I used a little of the oil on myself.” She had the riding crop in hand already, almost skipping on her way to join in.

She wasn't hogging all the fun, though. I had myself back together in seconds, rushing to butt in. As our two human toys rode out the tail end of their mind-erasing orgasms, I wanted to have a little time with them.

Sliding my index and middle fingers inside Galina, I hooked them until I had her g-spot pinned. Her entrance pulsed around my knuckles with each stroke. Within seconds, she sounded like she was getting a hard shagging from behind.

Just inches beneath, Anya's slit parted around my dick. She wasn't any quieter, the aftershocks of her climax already building back into something new and powerful. Moans, whimpers, and pants all flooded my ears, each one as rough as saw blade.

I gave them both a hard drive like I was trying to come. The instant I felt their passages seize in unison, I pulled myself out of both of them. Their ears had to be ringing like church bells, if they had enough of their minds left to even process that thought.

Feeling Anya's thighs, she trembled like I'd never felt before. These weren't the random twitches you'd get from her after a hard marathon fucking. This was a constant vibration, like hypothermia was setting in.

It might be time to wrap this up. As I started loosening the strap on one of Galina's ankles, Julia and Lara almost bowled each other over trying to stop me.

“Hold up,” Lara went so far as to grab my wrist, “I still have stuff to do to them.” She held up one of the wands in her left hand, the crop in her right. “And I know you still want to fuck her, right?”

But where? You could do a lot with a simple chair, but we had so many more options in there. Besides, Julia had the kind of face you want to watch as she comes.

Julia answered for me, pulling me by the hand over to a swing I honestly didn't use as much as I'd liked. This wasn't one of those chintzy ones with the rough, narrow webbing either. You'd almost want to display this leather, steel, and silk beauty in the living room.

You could see it in her eyes and the way she bit at her bottom lip. Even without the oil working inside her, she was as turned on as a field full of rabbits in spring. I probably couldn't have gotten away from her if I tried.

Julia jerked at whatever piece of clothing she could make progress on with one hand. Her blazer slid down her arm until it stopped at my hand. Buttons popped off her shirt, and her red skirt had stopped halfway down her thighs.

As Galina and Anya set to crying out again, Julia stopped in front of her destination and finished taking everything off. The curvy little fuck-goddess had to have been torture for her old man to watch at home, knowing he couldn't touch her. He'd definitely sent her to the right place to build upon her natural gifts, regardless.

“Impatient, aren't you?”

Julia didn't say a word, hopping her ass right up into the swing and spreading her legs out in the stirrups like a grand opening.

Woah. The sliver of a cunt peeked out like a slender, pink ribbon on alabaster. I already knew it was wet enough to count as a body of water. She'd make some lucky bastard realize he'd picked incredibly well, someday.

I couldn't wait. Without even dropping my pants, I pressed my tip against her entrance. Anything that hot that hot against your skin should have a furnace somewhere in the works.

When my head plunged inside, Julia realized her mistake. The incredible amount of oil I'd picked up from inside Anya made her walls slick, and unfathomably sensitive to boot. She was bobbing her head, struggling to take a breath, before I was even all the way in.

Julia's sensitivity to the stuff made the cries behind us sound like whispers next to a speeding freight train. She gripped the leather straps holding her up, unable to escape or even come up with the idea. As I dove in the last little bit, a roaring orgasm shot through her entire body.

As the supports rattled, I couldn't do anything but stand there. Her cunt did all the work, sucking and twitching better than any mouth could dream of doing. The same ecstasy I'd seen her experience in class was all around my shaft, satisfying an itch I didn't realize I'd had all afternoon until then.

But no matter how good it feels just to stay inside, my gear was made for thrusting. Just easing her back and letting gravity do the rest scared me. If it were in any other context, you'd swear she was in the throes of a grand mal seizure.

Nothing compared to it, before or after. Her soft skin rippled with every muscle spasm as her eyes rolled back. We were both feeling something we'd never experience again.

Right as I thought about pulling out for her safety, Julia's head surged forward. “M-mu-muh... Mo...” She kept swinging with the natural momentum of her body rocking back and forth. “More!”

All I had to do was give the back of her thighs a slight push. The whole ordeal ramped up to the point of a spiritual awakening or that first high addicts always chase. Somehow, her walls made the slowest thrusts possible feel better than the most brutal poundings Anya and Lara could beg for.

Fuck me, no wonder she couldn't help herself in class. I couldn't tell if Julia was chasing the feeling one last time, if this was her 'normal' now. If this was what her body was used to, the poor thing could run marathons with all that endurance.

A few moments of this later, I noticed the room had gone silent aside from the rattling of the harness. The jarring riktktktkt of velcro straps getting torn apart barely registered in my mind. We were about to have an audience.

I had enough sense left to look down. Watching my length disappear into that perfect, spasming vessel is something I regret not getting on video. The plush, slick sensation against my skin merged with the damn sight of her, as the sound and pulsations threatened to send me flying off the cliff.

Exhausted panting and the sounds of bare feet on the tile surrounded me from behind. I couldn't tell if Anya and Galina were jealous of how good it had to feel for Julia, or if they were shocked by what they'd caused. Either way, neither Anya or myself had seen anything approaching this garbled static, of climax after climax, after always another climax, Julia had gotten trapped in.

If we wanted to market the academy at all, checking with Guinness about whether they keep a record for consecutive orgasms would have been in the plans. As soon as one started, another built right after it. Julia almost made me wish my grandfather had chosen her as my wife instead.

Lara finally broke the tension. “I am so fucking jealous right now.”

Little did she know, Julia was on a hair-trigger to feel something beyond an orgasm. I still felt like I had a few minutes left in me. That is, until the poor thing busted out with a scream of “G...g...g...guh...g...guh...GAAAAAAAWWWWWWWWD!”

I collapsed into Julia's burning, shivering body. Something in my own had tripped like a breaker. Cum busted loose like someone had dynamited the Hoover Dam.

Before my eyes closed, I caught a glimpse of what had to be the happiest expression I'd ever seen on a girl's face. It seared into my mind, an image I'll never forget. After all the hell she had been through at the hands of my wife and Galina, one blissful experience paid back all of the debt with insane amounts of interest.

I felt like I was getting hollowed out from the inside. As what used to be part of me started pouring out of Julia, it finally eased down to a normal flow. The swing held both of us up by that point.

Anya finally had the nerve to talk. “Did this little, ginger whore break my husband?”

Lara responded, “No, he just really fucking enjoyed himself.”

“We will never have children at this pace.” I didn't care enough to give a damn, but Anya's words brought a smile to my face anyway. “I did not know a man could have so much cum in him.”

Hell, it felt like the marrow from my bones went with it. Julia and I took a good couple of minutes to get our bearings about us. She actually started stirring before I did.

“Headmaster?” Her voice was as sweet as any other part of her, shaky as it was.

“Hmm?” I couldn't muster anything more meaningful.

Julia's control over her body came back before mine did. “Thank you.”

No. Thank you. I fought to push myself up, struggling until Lara and Anya stepped in to catch me before I got too far and fell on my ass.

“I will never live this down.” Anya went into caregiver mode all of a sudden, something I had never seen out of her. “Lara, Galina, get this little whore back to her room. I will take care of Alexei.”


“Alexei,” Anya wrapped herself around me from behind, her hands gliding along my chest, “Mikhail will be mad at me for this, but he will be proud of you.” Right before bed, assuming Lara wasn't around, was always Anya's time to suck up.

“So why do it?”

Anya couldn't help herself, drifting her fingers down my abs. “I did not think you would figure all of it out, honestly.”

I brushed her hands off of me. “You did this at the expense of a student who probably just needed a good ass-whipping.”

“But she insulted our people.”

“Did she exaggerate? We're not like them, and you know that.”

“You have been in America too long, Alexei.”

I gave her a warning tap on the thigh, “I was born here, and so was my father.”

“But you are of our blood.”

“As much as you bitch about how American I act, what the fuck are you talking about?”

Anya sighed like she was giving up. “I know how Russians are, because I was born in Russia.”

But if you remembered living there, you'd probably hate them yourself. “Why can't we agree there are assholes everywhere?”

“You are still weak. Relax, and I will make you feel better.”

I didn't have the energy or the mood to deal with it. “Can't you be the warm, snuggly wife for once? I'm fucking exhausted.”

Right when I thought I'd shut her up, she dropped a bomb that kept me up the rest of the night. “Alexei, I remembered something this morning. It is something I have not thought about since coming here.”

What? What the hell?

“It is a stuffed animal you would probably make fun of. It makes me think of my mother.” Her strokes along my body suddenly got slower. “The song I was singing, reminds me of her too.”
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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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