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BIMBO ACADEMY V:

FERTILITY FIELD TRIP

I stared at the gold-leafed trim lining the ceiling of my grandfather's office. No matter how long you absorbed the details of the Amber Room, there was always more nuance to pull out of it. The reconstruction of it had to take months, if not years. I hadn't quite wrapped my mind around the fact that one of the lost wonders of the world, would soon be nothing more than my office.

He's got five more minutes. After that, I'm outta here. I could only absorb so many details before even this got old. When my grandfather was late, it usually meant he'd simply forgotten about you.

Skipping a meeting was fine by me. I was still exhausted from dealing with Anya and Galina the day before, as well as making trip after trip around the castle. An easy day of catching up on routine paperwork sounded dandy for once.

As I took my first step to leave, the ivory and gold door started to open. “Alexei,” his voice was way too enthusiastic, “follow me.”

“Where are we going?” Any distance further than a few hundred feet seemed like miles.

He opened the door the rest of the way, dressed like he was about to play golf or hit up a yacht club. “I feel I have to reward you for resolving that situation yesterday,” he nodded down the hall, “and we have matters to discuss.”

“Can't we do it here?”

He shook his head. “I tire of this place at times. Let us go somewhere else.”

I'd never seen him outside the walls other than the day we met, and that was just feet in front of the main entry. “Like where?”

“You decide. I do not care.”


The waitress put a plate of pulled pork and a few buns as big as hubcaps in front of me. Sounding like she smoked her way through two lighters a day, she asked, “Anything else, hun?”

I stared down at the hulking thing in front of me. “I think I'm good.”

She walked off, leaving my grandfather and myself alone in the corner of the diner. “You can eat all of that by yourself?”

Hogging out at a greasy spoon was the main thing I missed about the outside world. “It's not like I did every day, but nothing beats barbecue every now and then.”

“If you did eat this every day, we would have to widen the doors at the academy. I never understood this about Americans.” He jabbed a spoon in his bowl of soup and took a sip. “It is too hot so that it masks how little flavor there is.”

“So what's this all about?” I had to unravel some part of this mind-fuck before I dug in. “You're not yourself today.”

What he had to say was more heart-stopping than the food. “Did Anya's past trouble you?”

“Excuse me?”

“When you stuck your nose in the archives yesterday,” he carried on like it was as hum-drum a topic as the weather, “did it answer your questions, or change how you felt about her?”

“How did you know?”

“Natalia does not know that I know, but I have certain means.”

I reached for the bottle of sauce with an 'H' on it, one of those plastic bottles you have to strangle to get anything out of it. “I agree that she should never remember her past, if that's what you're getting at.”

“Then you should have put everything in the incinerator.” He took another spoonful and then added, “That power only works until the subject is triggered to remember. I have already had a staff member dispose of the rest.”

“What's so bad about leaving the good parts for her to remember, if she ever gets curious?” I gave the bottle a hard squeeze, shooting so little out it was an insult. “She wasn't herself yesterday morning, so I knew I had to find out more about her to snap her out of it.”

“Anya got back to her normal self just fine, Alexei. Do not meddle with the block in her mind.”

I finally got enough of the red stuff out. “But when Anya, of all people, starts singing?”

“Was it in Russian?”

“Yeah, like a nursery rhyme.”

My grandfather let his spoon fall completely into the soup. “Fuck!”

I handed him the table knife that could cut a soggy bun, but not much else. “Fish it out with this.”

“No,” he reached across the table with his hand out. “I need your phone, Alexei.”

I dug it out of my pocket and pulled up the dial pad, knowing he'd have no clue how to get that far. “What's wrong?”

“Eat quickly. You will prove what kind of man you truly are today.”


Already nauseous from that act of culinary foolishness, I barely kept my stomach in check as my grandfather sped us back to the academy. As old and big as it was, his Packard Super Eight could scoot. With patches of snow and ice still on the road, you couldn't have driven a toothpick up my ass with a sledgehammer. Even worse, I started to realize why he was so worried after I told him about the singing.

“So what you're saying is, she could suddenly remember everything, at any time?”

“If she is remembering a song from her childhood, yes. The block begins to break down in fragments, but then it collapses with no warning.” He puffed away at his second cigarette in ten miles. “You should have come to me instead.”

“Then you should have told me about all this before now.”

He took a hard drag and sighed the smoke out of his lungs. “I should have.” Tires chirped as he took a sharp turn. “What I do not understand is what made this happen. Has she acted strange in other ways, Alexei?”

“No, that's it.” I jogged my memory for anything out of place. “She was just standing there, staring out the window, singing to herself.”

“If it were as simple as snow reminding her of home, this would have happened by now.”

“So what's your theory?”

“Fuck. Fuck!” He pounded on the steering wheel with one hand. “You will become the new Headmaster of the academy,” he swallowed a lump that had to be as big as a peach, “today.”

“You're shitting me.” I didn't even think I'd be ready with twice the time. “There's no way I can handle the whole place.”

“You can, Alexei, and you must.” It almost looked like he was going cry. “Even tomorrow may be too late.” As if it were possible for him to.

“Too late, for what?”

“For Anya.”


Natalia was already there with Anya when we rushed into the office. They were emotional wrecks, with each cheek dripping eyeliner. “It is too late, Mikhail.”

“How long ago did she turn?” My grandfather ran across the room faster than a man his age should. “We have to try.”

I stayed back at the entry. Whatever was going on, it was beyond my capability. I knew Anya didn't even recognize me when I walked in.

“Alexei!” My grandfather motioned for me hard enough to throw a rotator cuff. “We have to do this, now.”

Jogging over, I caught a better look at Anya. It was that same dead look in her eyes from her dark times. “What can I do?”

He took a pocket knife out and flipped open the pen blade. Holding his left arm out, he handed me the knife and then pointed halfway down the bottom of his forearm. “What marks me as Headmaster lies under my skin.”

I noticed a small lump with a blue shade to it. “I've got to cut that out of you?”

“And place it in yourself.”

Whoa! What the hell is this? “You're serious.”

“Deadly serious.” He pointed at the same spot. “Hurry, before it is too late to save her.”

I almost sunk the knife in a couple of times. Tempting as it was sometimes, I'd never stabbed a person before then. Fuck it.

“Chto bolit kak ublyudok!” My grandfather stood strong as I cut around what turned out to be a blue token carved with random lines under all the blood. “Now you must make it a part of you.”

It's one thing to slice into someone yelling at you. But when it's you? I don't even know what this fucking thing is.

I looked over at Anya. Her face was just as helplessly afraid as mine had to look. It was the last emotion I ever expected to see in her.

But she's not the Anya I know. I can tell she doesn't even want to exist. I gritted my teeth against a piece of rawhide I wish was actually there.

The biting sting gripped my forearm as I sliced a pocket into myself. Blood pooled in the void, paused for a brief second, and then slid down to my wrist.

The token slid right inside, burning like a little disk of fire under my skin. It was what I'd imagine getting shot feels like.

Natalia sounded like an actual grandmother for once. “Alexei, take this.” She held a thin scarf under my arm and wrapped.

I dropped the knife and held pressure over the searing pain. As I started to feel less of my blood pouring out of me, the circle glowed through my arm, the cloth, and the back of my hand. After that, it's all blank.


I woke up feeling like nothing had happened. In fact, it was like that morning hadn't happened at all. Anya towered over me, asking like she was her regular self, “Why must my husband be such a lay-about?”

I stared back, my face feeling as cold as her eyes. “You're back.”

“Where would I have gone?” She grabbed my left arm and pulled. “You are not glass. Get up.”

The shooting pain reminded me that it wasn't just a dream. Something had happened between when I had blacked out and then. Did he reverse the changes in her?

“Your arm, Alexei...” She looked at me like it was an accusation. “What happened to it?”

“Some blue bead or disk, or something,” I knew I was starting to trail off, “I had to take it out of my grandfather and put it inside me.”

Anya had some idea of what it was. “You performed the ceremony, and I was not present? Mikhail knew I wanted to be there!”

I didn't know if I had the nerve to tell her everything, but if I didn't give her something, she'd have torn the damn room apart. “But you were there.”

“You are a fool.” She held back a blush as only Anya could. “I woke late as well this morning.”

She really doesn't know what's going on. “You don't remember any of it?”

“I remember going to bed early after yesterday's,” she really did blush this time, “mistake.”

“That was your fuck-up, not mine.”

“As you have made abundantly clear.” She acted like she didn't dare push me, partially because of her punishment, and because I was now the actual Headmaster.

I rolled out of bed and looked at the spot on my forearm. The burn wasn't just in my head. It looked cauterized.

“Really, you don't remember anything at all about what happened this morning?”

“You ask of what you already know, Alexei.”

It was for the better, anyway. That girl who I saw in her eyes was still Anya, but broken beyond recognition. Perhaps there was no saving her original self.

She pushed her body against mine, breasts wrapping around my upper arm in her grey, long-sleeved turtleneck dress. “Mikhail told me to bring you to his office when I wake you.”

“Did he say what for?”

“No.” She patted the spot on my arm. “I suppose it is your office now.”

“Sounds like it.” I broke free of her attempt at getting me worked up over nothing. Reaching for the pant's I'd already had on that morning, I said, “Odd that he'd call both of us at the same time.”

“And Lara too.” Anya threw my button-up my way. “I do not like it when he summons me.”

Does anyone? “What about when I do?”

A brief hint of a smile drew across her lips. “Only sometimes it is for work. Mikhail calls only to bark orders.”


Anya sure was fired up. “You make him Headmaster, and then you make us leave? What game is this, Mikhail?”

“Anya, I told you and Lara to leave us.” My grandfather stared back at her, unfazed by her nut-shriveling gaze. “Now.”

She turned and left, bitching to herself the whole way out. The door slammed shut behind her.

“She can't stand being away from here for even a weekend?”

“It is all she knows now, Alexei.” His face darkened, making him look frail to me for the first time. “At least, until her old self flares up again.”

“Again?”

“I transferred my powers to you. Did you think whatever fix I did was more than a mere patch?”

It made sense, partially. “So it's up to me to fix her permanently.”

“Correct.” The down look on his face finally warmed up a bit.

“And I have to go back home to do this, why exactly?”

He leaned back, this time not grabbing a cigarette like he usually did. “You will not leave this academy often in the future, Alexei. Take this time to see your parents. They deserve to meet their daughter-in-law.”

“You still didn't explain why I have to fix her there.”

Now the cigarette came out of his pocket. “Your father received one gift from me after he left this academy as a young man. Ask him for the key.”

“That old place?” I knew it had to be the hunting cabin my dad had always claimed belonged to a friend. “Why didn't he tell me it was yours?”

“He had to promise to keep our family secret from you. Obviously, he did that very well.”

Damn right, he did. I was pretty pissed at both of them. “If I showed up for the weekend with their new daughter-in-law, and another blonde in tow, my Mom would flip her shit.”

He grinned and blew a jet of smoke upward. “I have not met Theresa, but I do not like her.”

“That's a little unfair.” Really, it wasn't.

“From what you have told me, she would never graduate from this academy.”

I imagined my mom in one of the uniforms, then moved on to what that would mean when she got to my office for an exam. That same fucking barbeque threatened to come up and say 'hello' again. “Anyway, when do we leave?”

“One of the maintenance men is jumping your battery now. Once that piece of shit is running again, off with the three of you until Sunday.”

By the number of bodies, it was three of us. Unfortunately, I knew our fourth person would make an appearance. “So what do I do with Anya when she relapses?”

My grandfather pointed at the bandaged spot on his own arm. “If you grab any copper bond with this hand, you will see.”

“I'll see, huh?”

“Yes, it is that simple.” He gave me a wink before waving me away with both hands. “Now go. You have a field trip to chaperone.”


I whipped my Toyota around the last turn. The cul-de-sac I'd grown up in made for fun driving when you're trying to fly, unless you're trying to make it home before my mom. Luckily I only saw my dad's truck in the driveway.

He saw us from the roof as I pulled in. A big wad of black leaves crashed to the ground. I'd forgotten he had always made me help with the fucking gutters this time of year. He waved with one gloved hand, confused as all hell.

“Wait in here.” I opened my door enough to shout, “Dad, get down here!”

“No, you get up here and help me with these cock-assed things.” He grinned, but more like Natalia than my grandfather. I hadn't noticed the similarities between them until then.

“I'm serious,” I got the rest of the way out and leaned against the open door, “before mom gets home and throws a fit.”

“What the hell did you do?”

“It wasn't my fault.” I nodded my head toward the car, realizing we sounded like I was a teenager again. “It's been a few months, hasn't it?”

“I expected to see my father again before I'd see you.” He finally crawled toward the extension ladder. “Not carrying on the family tradition, I see.”

I didn't have the gall to tell him I'd married his adoptive sister, but it screamed to jump out of my mouth. So long as I got him off the roof and had the key before mom got home, I was golden. Now halfway down, I knew I could save that mind-bender for another day.

“You're not alone.” He trudged closer and stopped several feet away from me. “What's her name?”

“Anya.”

“And the other one behind her? I didn't know we allowed polygamy in the family.”

“It's not like that.” I shut the door behind me before either of them opened their mouths and made it worse. “Listen, I need the key to the cabin.”

He cocked an eyebrow. “That's a terrible place for a honeymoon. Wouldn't you rather stay in that damn castle for that?”

“Listen, I don't have time to fuck around.”

He closed the few paces between us and frogged me hard in the shoulder, like always. “I'll get it off my key chain,” he ratcheted the other brow, “so long as I get to see her better.”

I wiped bits of decayed leaves off my shirt. “I've had a long-ass day,” I huffed and then added, “fine.”

“Calm down,” he pulled the gloves off, “your mom's stuck late at work. You've got a good hour before she gets here.”

If I'd have known that, I wouldn't have tore ass to make it in time. “I guess I've got a lot I can catch you up on.” I started opening my door back up. “And you can stop dancing around the secret, finally.”

My dad really was the kind of man I'd have turned into, if I weren't the grandson of a copper mage. “You're right. I've got some crazy stories from growing up in that place I never could tell you, or anyone else.”

After hearing them, I could see how having free run of the place as a kid would send you a little off the vulgar, jaded end.


“So let me get this right,” my dad pointed at Lara, “you're just his intern.”

Lara's face turned red as my mom's KitchenAid pans hanging over the stove behind her. “That's what they call me.”

That impish look said it all. “And the students are just there to study. I gotcha.” He threw a hi-five up in my direction.

“Listen, the stories told me a lot I didn't know about the academy, but we can't stick around any longer.” I stood up and put the key in my pocket. “C'mon, I'd rather you two not meet my mother.”

“Make a copy of the thing and bring mine back.” I watched my dad take his fill of the view as Anya and Lara's asses treated him at just below eye-level. “As far as I know, everything's still working up there.”

“Well I fucking hope so!” I wanted to yell at him for not checking, but I knew it wasn't his responsibility to keep the place up in case I wanted to take two blondes there for the weekend. But had he known that was possible, he would without further questions. That's what happens when you were raised by Mikhail and Natalia Smolensky.

“Take care of yourself, Alex.” The hi-five invite shifted to a shake. And of course, the shake morphed into an awkward man hug from his seat. “It's not like I hated your grandfather. It was just easier to make you think I did.”

And my kids will be just as fucked up as you are. I couldn't help smiling at that thought. “They'll drop in for a visit soon, I'm sure.”


The front porch to the ramshackle cabin squalled and moaned like it always had. Anya's nose had stayed curled ever since we'd cleared the tree line. “This place will fall in and kill us, Alexei.”

I checked Lara's reaction. Her eyes darted from broken guardrails to windows opaque with dust. It was starting to look like they'd rather sleep in my Corolla, which was about as old as either of them.

“I promise it just looks like this on the outside.” I slid the key in the hilariously heavy-duty lock on the door, hearing that familiar SLONK of the bolt. “You don't leave anything that looks nice on the outside out this far. It's asking for a break-in.”

Anya wasn't having any of it. “You could push these walls down.”

“And this is coming from the girl hailing from the land of,” I donned my most offensive mock accent, “'Do not lean on outside of building comrade, is load-bearing drywall.'”

Lara chuckled and leaned against the cedar shake in her blue button-up and white pencil skirt. “Seems to be holding.”

Anya brushed one hand on her shoulder and replied, “I would make sure you have a tetanus shot first.”

I never thought staying at the academy all the time would make her this damn snotty. I turned the handle and pushed the door open. Despite the outside and lack of clear windows, the inside looked like the miniature version of a magazine cabin the instant I turned the lights on.

“It's actually really swanky, Alex.”

“You talk like you have a mouth full of shit.” Anya hated it when Lara strung together even the lightest, unintentional tongue-twister. Aside from physically twisting her tongue, Anya didn't have much luck in that department, and it had always pissed her off. I still don't know the reason for her attitude over that one.

I pulled Anya by the arm inside, letting go when she was in front of us on the way in. “That's not even hard to say, and it's not like she did it on purpose.”

“She was the same way this morning before Anya hauled her off.” Lara slapped Anya on the ass. “Bitchy like you wouldn't believe.”

Slap. The sound echoed as I stared in shock. Even Anya couldn't believe what she'd just done.

Lara's hands stuck to her left cheek. I grabbed her wrist to check the damage, mistakenly grabbing with my left hand. Fuck.

These weren't my eyes I was seeing through, they were Lara's. Even the throbbing sting in her face felt real. Whatever the Headmaster's true power was, it went beyond the simple will-hacking I had been taught.

I let go and returned to my own head. “If that fist was closed, you'd be out right now.”

Lara didn't know which one of us to stare at. The one who'd just readjusted her jaw, or the one who barged into her mind without asking. No lie, I'd have felt violated myself, judging by her face.

Anya broke the tension for us. Her voice actually sounded sweet and caring, her accent even thicker. “Vhy would you slap this girl?”

To my horror, she was asking me. “Anya,” she looked shocked I knew her name, “that was you.”

Her eyes faded to emptiness in front of me. “You are that man who did that awful thing with Mikhail earlier.” She looked around, no idea where she was. “Where have you taken me? Who is this strange girl?”

Lara was just as confused, still holding her cheek. “Alex, what the fuck just happened to her?”

How do I even start explaining this to both of them? Lara at least knew crazy shit happened with my powers. “Guest bedroom is the door at the back of the room. Get your stuff in there and I'll talk to you later.”

“But Alex, I—”

I gently put my hand up to shush her. “You know more than she does right now. Just listen without complaining, for once, please.”

“Fine.” Even her bratty self couldn't argue at that point. I heard the door close behind us.

Anya stared at the palm of her right hand, already pink and hurting. “I did this?”

Are you gonna flip out, break down... What? “It's okay, you weren't,” I hated that I couldn't find another word, “yourself.”

“I keep waking in different places. First I am staring out a window at snow, then Natalia is with me, and now it is you.”

I wanted to hug her, brush her cheek, or hell, even smile at her. Anything to comfort her. But I knew better. “I'm Natalia and Mikhail's vnuk, Alex.”

“And that girl?”

My intern, and your favorite plaything, normally. “She is a close friend of the family. Don't worry, she earned that slap.”

“Then you have odd friends, just like your dedushka and babushka.”

Like that Anatoly Petrov bastard. “No, not like them. Despite herself, Lara is a good person.”

Something I couldn't place came back to her expression. She moved her attention to the bracelet on her wrist. “I do not remember where I got this.” She looked down, noticing everything else she was wearing. “But I remember having it and this dress on earlier.”

It was risky, but she seemed ready for a little context. “What is the last thing you remember before looking out at the snow?”

“Mikhail,” she looked betrayed, “told me that I would forget everything awful that happened to me.”

“But you remember all of it, don't you?”

All she did was nod her head. That same despair came back. No matter what, even if we kept the original Anya from freaking out, she couldn't be left alone until our Anya was physically safe from her old self.

“I just want you to know that you're safe here, too.”

“You will not sell me like those other men?”

You're my wife. Of fucking course not! I caught myself before I said those exact words. “Do you remember anything about what Mikhail said to you before the snow?”

Another nod.

“Do you mind if I ask what it was about?”

Seeing Anya blush without fighting it almost turned my hair gray. “That I would marry a wonderful man and find happiness. He would personally see to it.”

Hell, it almost made me blush too. Even after talking to her for a few moments, I was downright smitten with her. Yes, I realize this was the same person, with different histories.

Lara marched through with her bags, pretending to ignore us. Seeing her gave me an idea that seemed dumb enough to actually work. “Lara, can I borrow your phone?” I pulled my own out of my pocket.

“I guess.” She slid her finger to unlock it. “Here, but don't hog it too long. I'll be bored as shit in there.”

“It won't take long.” I turned my attention back to Anya and gestured toward the plaid couch across the living room. “Come on, I've got some pictures you need to see.”

“What of?” Anya walked right beside me, her mind eased enough to hear me out.

“Us.” Selfies with Anya made my high school and college buddies mad with jealousy, even though I couldn't tag the location.

“But I have never taken photos with you, Alex.” We sat, the small gap between us feeling like miles compared to how her body was always all over me. “You are lying to me.”

I started with Lara's photo album, realizing my mistake when I caught the next thumbnail before Anya could. Damn they get into some freaky shit when I'm not around. I turned the screen off and pulled my phone in front of her.

“So that girl I slapped,” slight fear turned to remorse, “she is my best friend?”

“Sorta.” I hadn't thought of it that way, but Lara was the closest Anya had to a friend outside of family. “Now look at these.” At least my photos stayed PG-13, at worst.

Anya flipped through at her own pace. The most recent pictures were of her showing off in a tiny dress I'd bought her on a rare trip to the outside world, happy as can be. “I do not remember this.”

“Keep going.”

She flipped through image after image. After several dozen of said selfies with her, she stopped. “This is not the life I remember, Alex.”

“That was all in the past five months.” I wanted to put my hands on her, even the back of her hand, but held myself back. “I know you won't believe this,” I finally broke down and put a finger under her chin, guiding her to look at me, “but we're married.”

“Then,” tears welled up as a hint of life came back to her eyes, “why do I not remember any of this?”

“When Mikhail told you that he could make your past go away, did you lie when you agreed to it?”

Anya jerked at the question. “What do you know of my past? How do you know?”

She deserved to know. “Natalia begged Mikhail to buy you from Petrov, because she wanted to save you.” I could tell by the look on her face that it was news to her. “Your life before that, I wouldn't wish on my worst enemy.”

“Then how can you stand to be married to such a damaged girl? Am I not too young?”

“Anya, you're nineteen now.”

She looked at me like I had just shot a man in front of her. “I do not remember the past three years? How?”

“Do you know what Mikhail is?”

“He is Headmaster of a finishing school for girls.”

I guess he never revealed the secret until after she had her memory wiped. “I'm Headmaster now. That's what all that,” I showed her the mark on my left arm, “unpleasantness was about. In his own weird way, he made me transfer ownership from himself to me.”

Just as I figured, Anya had seen enough depraved and psychopathic shit in her life, that this didn't bother her one bit. “So we are like Mikhail and Natalia, then?”

“If that's how you want to see it, sure.”

“But in these two lives, am I the same person?”

The question took over my attention like an atom bomb going off,  nowhere nearly far enough away. I really don't know.

“Alex, please, tell me.”

Would bringing my Anya back for good kill this poor girl? My eyes shot away from her. “I'm sorry.”

“I need to know.”

“But I don't know.” I hoped it was still the same girl, but I couldn't bring myself to lie to her. “I can make you the woman I married again, but I can't tell you if she is actually you.”

Suddenly, Lara stepped in front of us. Her hands were planted on her hips, legs spread wide as she towered above. There was no telling how much she'd overheard. “Anya, name three foods you can't stand.”

The girl I hoped was actually my wife didn't take long to think about it. “Lemons, onions, and pickles.”

Lara and I looked at each other. She got it out before I could. “That's totally her.”

Really, the way of testing it is that fucking basic? I had to run my own check by her. “Books. What kind do you like reading?”

Anya didn't hesitate. “Biographies.” The bookshelf not far from our bed was packed full of them, from Winston Churchill to Jim Varney. 'Did you know the man who played Ernest P. Worrell could quote Shakespeare from memory, Alexei?' she'd asked one night after setting her book down. She didn't even have to know who the person was to want to read their life story.

I looked at Lara and bobbed my head back and forth. “No doubt about it. She's the same person.”

“One more.” Lara bent down to face Anya at eye-level. “Name three kinds of person you can't stand.”

“People who only give orders, meddlers, and,” she gave it a few seconds of thought, “people who brag.”

My wife was still kicking around in that noggin, somewhere. “Anya, please tell me the truth.” I reached over her lap, grabbing the wrist with the copper bracelet, but not with the super-powered hand. “Which life do you want to remember?”

“The one where I am happy.”

I couldn't help feeling the warm fuzzies meet a cold pit in my stomach. This version of her was a complete sweetheart once you brushed past the layers of trauma, but I knew Anya would never fit into her life at the academy this way. Even knowing what she had survived had to be a living hell, every time she closed her eyes.

As I concentrated on the thoughts flowing out of her, it became obvious this Anya was envious of the other's life. “If I do the same thing Mikhail did for you, it'll be permanent this time.”

“Can I make one request?” Concern for her other self poured from her and then through my right arm. “I want to know I chose to forget my past, and that you helped me do it.”

But I don't even know what I'm doing. “I'll see what I can do.” Making her forget seemed like a great way to get our Anya asking questions she wouldn't want the answers to.

“Thank you, Alex.” She sat cross-legged, facing me. “What do I need to do?”

The simplest answer was right in front of us on the coffee table. I grabbed my phone and handed it to Lara. “Just sit for a picture with me. The you I know won't remember taking it.”

I heard the tone for the start of a video recording. Lara stepped back and asked, “Anya, why do you want to forget everything?”

She looked at me for a moment. Tears of relief built up around the edges of her eyes. “Because my past was cruel, but my present is happy.”

I heard a crack in Lara's voice. “Is there anything you want to tell yourself?”

“Yes.” Anya turned and sat cross-legged, facing me. “That I have a wonderful husband who only asked what I wanted. He is the first person to ever do this for me. I should never forget that.”

“Alex, anything to add to it?”

That's one hell of a spot to put me on. I gave it a split-second of thought before it came to me. I looked the Anya I didn't know in the eyes. “Meeting the you I'd never met only made me respect you even more. All I ask is that you trust her decision.”

My phone chirped again in Lara's hands. She sat it on the table and said, “Anya, you act differently, but I see the same person right now.”

“How so?”

Lara didn't have to think about it. “No matter how bad the situation, you know you can trust Alex.”

What she said next played my heart-strings like a Spanish guitar in the hands of a prodigy. “Perhaps it is how my husband treats me that does not change. I know that he would respect me, whichever past I choose to remember.”

Anya had never made me just want to hug her before. Then again, the Anya I knew well would never let herself be emotionally vulnerable like this. Being Iron Cunt Anya for a living does that to a person, I guess.

“Besides, even you treat me like an old friend, and you know so much about me. I wish I could think of a way to thank you, as well.”

Lara grinned. “You have your ways.”

“And those are?”

This girl who had gone from playmate to practical family member in the space of a few minutes blushed in front of both of us. “Some things are better kept in each of your pasts. I'm sure you understand.”

This Anya looked at me for an answer. “I'd go with that.”

“Oh.”

I couldn't help smiling at how delightfully awkward they felt. “Lara knew as much as you did, but you're both on the same page here.” It seemed crazy, but I was the fucking Headmaster now. “If she wants to stay at the academy, we'll always have a place for her.”

Anya looked at her. “Is she trying to rise above her past as well?”

“I wouldn't say that about her, but what other people had decided for her was the opposite of what she wanted. We gave her the chance to decide for herself.”

Anya pulled up the only warm memory from the past several years of her history she could remember at the time. “Then you are more like Natalia than Mikhail. You only want to give people their own choices in life.”

It was an odd way of explaining how I tried to work within the rules of the academy, but she wasn't off the mark. “It's not how I'd put it, but you're not wrong.”

Anya pulled the high heels off her feet and scooted closer. “Then I am ready. What do I need to do?”

“Hold your arms out and cross your wrists. I can take care of the rest.”

“Can I say one more thing before we do this, Alex?”

“Go for it.” Honestly, I could have married this version of Anya and I would have been just as happy, for different reasons. “You deserve to be heard out before we go through with it.”

“You are exactly the kind of man I hoped I would marry someday, if I survived the life I had before.”

She's the same Anya, but asking to be protected. I didn't think it was possible for her to act like this. But the overcompensation in her hard-assed nature suddenly made sense. “When I give you a hug after this, I don't know how you'll react.”

“I do not know my other self. I can not tell you either.”

There wasn't anything left to be said. “Are you ready?”

“I am.” She held both arms out and crossed them as I had ordered. “I have no doubt about this decision.”

“Good.” As much as I like this Anya, for different reasons, forcing her to stay this way would just be cruelty for my benefit. “I know it might sound weird since you don't remember me, but I want you to know,” I grabbed her right wrist and waited to take hold of her left, “I love you.”

The mix of tears and eyeliner shot down her cheeks as I grabbed her left wrist. As much as I wanted to hear her return it, should she ever revert in the future, this was the exact instant I wanted her to return to.

Anya's memories, few of them humane or fond, flooded into my head. What I'd read about the day before played out like a movie inside my head. Cruelty, sadness, and the worst aspects of humanity received a whole new context.

God, that's fucked up. I tried processing all of it, feeling the kind of despair you'd only feel after seeing everyone you love slaughtered in front of you. My mind was barely capable of maintaining the wall between her memories from my own after just a few seconds.

The next step clicked in my head. Taking every shred of the painful events into my own self, I focused on the token inside my forearm. Before I gave out and had to send everything flowing back, I forced a block. The only part of her old self I allowed back was her decision to go through with it.

Letting go, I slumped back and shivered on the couch like I was naked and outside on such a cold day. As awful as knowing what she had gone through could be, seeing the memories from her perspective had left a gaping wound on my soul. For the first time in my life, I understood what it felt like to need to step in front of a train. Standing at the brink, pondering how long I could handle the new memories I had taken from her, a voice grabbed me by the collar and jerked me back to safe ground.

“Alexei!” Anya rattled my shoulders with both hands, her thighs straddled around my lap.

I opened my eyes, Anya's face little more than a blur. As everything came back into focus, I saw the fear in her eyes. But this time, it was for me, not of her past.

“What have you done? Why are you shaking so?” Anya kept shaking me herself as even more eyeliner traced down her cheeks.

“I...” My body had taken just as much punishment, somehow. “You...”

Anya swung an open hand all the way behind her. I braced for the impact. Suddenly, Lara snatched at her arm, holding it back.

“Anya, you know what just happened. He did it for you.”

“But why?” She looked at me as she asked. “This is not his burden.”

Lara pulled her off of me and pushed Anya back down, face first into the couch beside me. “You ungrateful,” it was like she was about to start throwing punches, “fucking bitch!” Lara stopped just short of it. “You saw the look on his face. That was you just a few minutes ago!”

“And now he is stuck like this.” Anya had the nerve to stand up and get right back in her face. “He is always making the problems of others his own.”

“He,” Lara pointed at me, “is your fucking husband! What did you expect him to do? Leave you like that?”

“I let myself be so pathetic?” For as heated as Lara was, Anya kept her composure. “I can not believe it.”

The mental bricks stacked up around her memories, slowly quarantining them away from my own being. I wasn't quite as vulnerable as she had been anymore. Before they came to blows, I had to say it. “You still are.”

Both of them stopped and looked at me. Anya bent at the hips, our noses almost touching. “I had that pathetic look in my eyes?”

My left hand shot out, grabbing her band. I'm not cruel enough to make you remember, as a punishment, but I won't let you talk down about your other self. Her memory of the last several minutes, starting from when she slapped Lara, poured back into her.

The rough edges in her expression softened into puffs of cotton. “That is what I was like?”

“Do you fucking understand now? There's a reason I did it, and you know what it is, just as well as I do.”

Her eyes watered again as I kept hold of her wrist. “Alexei,” she looked like her mind was reeling, “I did not know you would protect me like this.”

“Why?”

Something snapped in her brain, but unlike a psychotic break, it soothed the foul instincts in her head. “I did not know I needed to be protected.”

I let go of her. “Well, now you know.”

Without saying a word, Anya rose up and ran for the nearest door. She disappeared into the master bedroom.

Lara and I stared at each other as we heard the sobbing on the other side. “Alex, did I just see that?”

“Yeah, she finally broke down.” I wanted to get up and go to her. “As strong as she is, knowing why it happened without knowing the details was just too much for her.”

“So she knows her memory's been wiped, and she prefers that?” Lara nudged me back down as I started to get up. “Alex, how bad was her past?”

“If you knew, you'd hate the world.”

Lara sat next to me, keeping a respectable gap between us. “Then I really don't want to know, do I?”

I kept staring forward and shook my head. The crying softened for a moment, only to peak again. If only giving her back the past few minutes had this effect, returning all of it would have destroyed her.

“Should I go check on her?”

“No,” I started getting up again, “I'll do it.”

“Right.” Lara patted me on the small of my back as I started walking.

I don't feel like I should apologize, but I need to. Sometimes the hardest things to bend end up breaking instead. In Anya's case, she had shattered.

Standing in the open doorway, I saw my wife prone on the bed, face buried in her arms. I shut the door behind me without making a sound. Seeing my Anya like this chucked my entire view of her out the window.

“Hey,” I said as I sat on the other side of the bed, “none of this was your fault.”

Her crying stifled down to those hyperventilated spasms. I felt the weight on the mattress shift. She let out a few stuttered breaths before her arms wrapped around my chest from behind.

I reached back, brushing her hair out of the mess of tears and makeup on her face. “It's alright if you don't want to talk. I won't go anywhere.”

Her chin rested on my right shoulder. “Alexei.” She let out another wild breath. “I am sorry.”

My left hand rested on the long , bare legs curled to my side. “About what? I'm the one who did this to you.”

“No.” Her breathing slowed back to normal after a few more seconds. “I have been a terrible wife and person. That other girl could only hope to have my life.”

“You mean you, before you met my grandparents.”

I felt her head nod against me. “When she realized those happy pictures were of you and her, she knew she was dealing with a kind man.”

“But that's the thing. You are her, just in different circumstances.”

“I do not remember her life. She can not be me.”

Flashbacks of the awfullest acts that could happen to a young woman crept into my mind. “That's because I took those memories for myself, so that you wouldn't have to face them.”

“Her life was that hard?”

I couldn't lie to her. “If you hadn't ended up at the academy, you'd be dead by now, or wishing for it.”

“You did this for a stranger?” Anya squeezed me tighter. “You are as kind as she hoped.”

This was too much to dance around. I broke free of her and turned around, placing both hands on her shoulders. Leaning forward, I pressed her back against the mattress. “No, I did it for my wife.”

Complete vulnerability washed over her. “Do you not see a difference between that girl and myself?”

“No, not one bit.”

“Then why...” She trailed off, probably too afraid to ask the rest of the question.

“Why did I bring you back instead of choosing her?”

She bit her bottom lip and barely nodded. Her entire body felt limp, like she was just accepting whatever I wanted.

“I made you remember tonight, because I want you to know that you and her are the same Anya.”

The nature vs. nurture debate had to be roaring in her mind. “But she does not act like me.”

I couldn't help smiling at her. “What do you think you're doing right now?”

Anya finally tried pulling me down with her. As I resisted, the confused look on her face grew with the amount of strength she tried using. “Alexei, are you not in the mood?”

Limp, tear-smeared makeup, being held down. It was too much like her past that I couldn't speak of anymore. “I'm not taking advantage of you like this.”

“You mean,” a little of that spark in her eyes came back, “you would not do to her what you would do to me?”

She wouldn't have begged for it. You, on the other hand, will. “Come on, let's get you cleaned up. I'll get our bags.” It was the first time I'd seen her face this much of a mess, without an orgasm involved. At least I knew I had enough humanity left, that I wouldn't enjoy a lap dance, if the stripper was crying.


I had just shut the front door behind us after my second restaurant meal that day. Anya, back to her usual self, didn't approve of what she ordered on my recommendation. “The problem with fried chicken,” she said, “is that you can not taste the damn chicken.” I knew she'd missed the point of it entirely.

Still, Lara and Anya were back to their usual selves. Even buying a few groceries to last us the rest of the weekend, I had to keep them in line. That behavior is fine at the academy, but not in the dairy aisle of a small-town grocery store.

Anya had already claimed first dibs on a shower, so that left Lara and myself. We sat at the round table in the tiny kitchen, waiting to hear the faucet start running. Once it did, I couldn't help it any longer. “Any idea why she's acting so normal now?”

“I don't even know what you two talked about, but whatever you said worked.”

I scrunched up one side of my mouth and jacked up my eyebrows. “I didn't say anything different, but I think I know why she ran off crying like that.”

“And?”

I couldn't believe it myself just yet. “She wanted to apologize to me for being an awful wife and a terrible person.”

Lara tried to hold back laughing, failing miserably. “You mean,” her face had already gone red, “ol' Iron Cunt has a soft spot?”

A quick chuckle came out on its own. “I know, but I really don't think she's such a bitch on wheels because she wants to be. Even she knows it.”

“So,” already back to normal, Lara had a concerned look again, “you let a little of that other Anya stay, didn't you?”

“Stay? They're the same Anya, and I think she finally realized that.”

“But she told me while you got lost in the grocery store. You let her keep the memory from after she jaw-jacked me.” Lara rubbed where the impact had happened, probably still hurting.

“And she'll never admit she was wrong for that.”

“That's just it, Alex.” She looked like she couldn't believe the words herself. “Anya told me she was sorry, and she'd make it up to me.”

It was like their cat fight had never happened, alright. “If this was her a week ago, we'd be scared shitless of what she's plotting.”

Lara cast her eyes in the direction of the bathroom. “I still think she's got something planned.”

“No,” I looked that way with her, “she's sneaky, but I think Anya's being honest about everything.”

“So soon after what she let happen to Julia?” Lara scooted her chair back and stood up as soon as she heard the water stop running. “Come on, Alex, you know better.”

“Don't use all the hot water.” I got myself up, figuring I could use a short nap on the couch. The past couple of days had rode my ass hard and hung me up wet.

No sooner than my head touched the pillow, I was out.


I felt the warm silk close around my hand, fingers around my wrist. “Anya, not right now.” It felt lovely and ready, but that poor muff would have to wait.

She kept pushing it, guiding my fingertips along that slit until I felt just how hot it was. Fresh out of the shower, and not a hint of stubble. It couldn't have been shaved more than minutes ago.

“I told you,” I rolled onto my back, not exactly forcing my hand away, “I'm tired as hell. Just a few more minutes.”

“Shower's free, Alex.”

I opened my eyes. Lara stood there, naked and grinning like a bald fox. I frowned and pulled my hand back.

“Plenty of hot water left, too.”

Judging by Lara's usual time in the shower and accounting for the shaving, it wasn't just a couple of minutes. “I was out that long?”

“Hurry up.” She finally picked her towel up off the coffee table and wrapped it around herself. “I found some board games in the guest bedroom. I'm bored as shit.”

I knew them well from my childhood. Risk, Monopoly, Clue, and a few other standards. Not exactly a replacement for the non-existent television when you've played them hundreds of times in that cabin. “I'd rather turn in early, and I know you two would just team up on me.”

Lara sighed and said, “Fine, but you'll feel even worse if you sleep on that thing all night.”

She was right. My back had already started aching from that couch's legendary sag in the middle. “Alright. Just check on Anya for me.”

Joints popped and muscles complained as I got up. A hot shower couldn't hurt at that point. As Lara disappeared into the master bedroom, I realized I had messed up. You never, ever let a naked Lara around an equally naked Anya, and expect them not to go at each other.


I pulled the drain plug and heard the water start chugging through the pipes. A bath might have given those two enough time to wear themselves out. As soon as my feet hit the bath mat, I had the towel around my waist.

When I got into the master bedroom to get my underclothes, I didn't see either of them. Walking back into the living room, nobody was there or in the kitchen on the other side. The only other place was the guest bedroom, and I was almost afraid to check. Better as I felt, I still had a nagging ache in my back and a serious case of fatigue.

I opened the door as quietly as I could. There, asleep in Lara's arms, was a sight I never thought I'd see. They weren't naked, but the frilly pink bra and panties on both of them was as far from Anya's personality as you could get.

I pondered where she even got them, until I noted her tits almost pouring out of them. Something good had happened between those two, and who was I to bother them? Besides, my ass needed sleep. And for once, I got my wish.


I woke up alone the next morning. It was odd, not having at least one of them with me. Judging by the covers, nobody had snuck in and woken up already.

The place had gotten cold overnight, so I knew I'd have to get the pot-bellied stove going. Even if it dipped below zero, that thing could cook every room. I threw on some fleece pajama bottoms and a t-shirt for the meantime.

It didn't look like either of them were up yet. I put a wad of newspaper in the middle and covered it with cedar kindling. One match is all it took.

Crouched down, I let it build until it was ready for the first split log. I knew I'd have to go out back and bring more in from the pile later, but the hopper had enough for now. After chucking a couple smaller pieces in, the first thick one was ready.

I had just put the whopper in and closed the door when I felt hands on my shoulders. “You can do a commoner's work as well, Alexei?”

“Commoner? What the hell is this, medieval England?” I knew she was just ribbing me a little. “If I didn't know how to do this, we'd all freeze tonight.” The temperature had to have fallen off a cliff the night before, making the following night even worse.

“You know I would not survive in this place by myself.” Her fingers kneaded away what tension was left in my shoulders. “Even Russians get cold.”

“I thought you people never thawed out in the first place.” Personally, I hated being cold myself.

“You are the most American man I know, and I hate you for it.”

Other than my grandfather and the few male staff members, I was one of very few men she knew. “And you're still married to me. Imagine that.” I stood up slowly so Anya could keep working the strain out. Normally I thought any kind of back or shoulder rub was just annoying, but this time felt different.

Anya didn't stop, guiding me closer to the kitchen table until she had me in a chair. “I will cook. Rest here.”

Wait, you can cook? While you'd assume an academy that trains perfect wives would teach that, our students were meant to marry the rich, famous, and powerful. Introducing a cooking elective had crossed my mind, and now that I was Headmaster, I would be on the lookout for the right instructor in the near future.

Anya leaned into the fridge, pink panties and her perfect legs the only part of her I could see behind the door. She pulled out the fresh carton of eggs and the slab of bacon, setting them on the counter before the obvious problem hit her.

“Alexei, there is no stove.”

I caught myself getting lost in seeing her like this. “What's that?”

“The stove. Where is it?”

“We were just in front of it.” Lights, the fridge, and hot water were the only electrical needs there. When I was little, the place didn't even have those luxuries. “Grab that big pan hanging under the counter. We've got to heat it up first.”

Anya looked at me like I had just pissed on her leg. “You are joking.”

I got up and took the pan from her hand. Grabbing the thick handle cover off the counter, I turned and said, “Come on, it's just like a regular stove top. Leave the food here for now.”

I put the cast-iron pan right in the center of the flat slab on top. Anya put her hand just inches from the surface, jerking away before she actually got burnt. “This is primitive.” Her accent and disdain really shone through on that word.

We had a bit before everything was up to working temperature. “What's with the pink underwear and domestic act?”

“If you do not like it, I can—”

“No, no.” I sat down and took a good look at her. If Barbie had a bustier, but domestically-disabled sister, she'd have been Anya to the letter right then. “I really like it.”

Her face got red-hot as the inside of that stove. “You are trying to embarrass me, Alexei.”

“If I was doing that, I wouldn't have such a hard time looking away from you.”

“We wanted to show you last night, but we fell asleep. You took too long washing up.” Anya couldn't take it any longer. She sat down next to me, hiding her face in her hands.

That little bit of her old self accented her like basil and a little salt on a homegrown tomato slice. Amazing on her own, but absolutely irresistible with just that little addition. “I was dog-tired last night.” But I would have given in, seeing you like this.

“You were not yourself last night, and I felt responsible. I am sorry, Alexei.”

“That's enough grovelling.” My hand was just about to reach for her thigh when a whistle-pitched whimper came from the guest bedroom. “What did you do to her?”

“Lara woke up horny and wanted to help make it up to you,” Anya looked at me like she had done nothing wrong, “but I do not want to share right now.”

I pinched the bridge of my nose. Christ on a cracker. “Anya, we're not at the academy. Remember the old lady you two almost gave a heart attack at the store last night?”

Another squeal rang out. “She is close to being satisfied. Let her ride it out.”

The slight banging on the wall told me Lara wasn't in that position voluntarily. “Why so jealous all of a sudden?”

“It is something a woman knows,” she smiled for a second and then looked at me, “inside herself.”

“You mean you're...”

Anya put one finger on my lips. “No, I am not.”

I knew she couldn't be. Something about the copper bands made birth control a non-issue. Otherwise, the academy would need one hell of a maternity ward attached to it. “Then what is it?”

“Natalia told me about when she decided to have your father.”

I was ready for kids, myself, but hearing Anya talk about it had my heart pounding ribs to dust. “What about it?” At the very least, I would shelter them from the real workings of the academy better than my grandfather had.

“I know this is true because of what you did last night, but I did not believe her.” Anya cracked and finally looked happy enough to cry. “Can you make it so that I can have your children, Alexei?”

Holy fuck-balls! I couldn't speak. Even more than that, I didn't even know how I'd go about doing that.

“If you are the kind man from last night, you will be a wonderful father.” She was excited and glowing like she was pregnant already. Anya clasped her hands around mine. “Please, this is why I do not want to share you right now.”

Lara had finally hit her breaking point. Between the tortured girl my wife considered her personal plaything, and Anya shattering my view of her by going baby-crazy out of nowhere, I didn't know which crisis to deal with first. All I could do was sit there and smile with my mouth open, like a dumbass.

“I have even thought of names.” Knowing I had cut and pasted her blocked memories into my own head, she had to be thinking about this before, and very well could have been the trigger for her reversion. “If it is a boy, Jospeph, or Iosef if you will allow it. If it is a girl, Sabina.”

Your parent's names. I guess a few fragments leaked through, no matter how hard my grandfather blocked everything off. I knew that she had known they loved her dearly, once upon a time. It finally gave me the gumption to speak. “Those are wonderful names. I'm on-board already.”

Anya took it as me agreeing to the whole shebang. For the first time, she hugged me out of joy, squeezing like she'd never let go. Even if I wasn't beyond ready for what she wanted, I wouldn't have had the nerve to turn her down. You don't rip that kind of happiness away from someone you love.

Still, I had another issue to deal with, which gave me an out. “Anya, we should probably let her loose.” Poor Lara was trying to scream through whatever blocked her mouth, now outright banging to get the message out. I expected cracked drywall, at least.

“But she will take what belongs to me.” Anya tugged at my arm as I tried to get up. “You can not do that to me right now.”

I gave up and planted my ass back down on the couch. “Don't worry.” I had no choice but to break down and let her know. “I want the same thing as you, but I had to wait until I was Headmaster.”

“You are now.” I didn't know if it was the fragment of her old self, or hormones doing the talking. “There is nothing to stop you, Alexei.”

“If we do this, there's no going back. You'll have to let someone else fill in as head instructor for a while.”

“That is unfortunate,” Anya thought for a moment, finally adding, “but it must happen. I will do the search for my substitute.”

“I'm alright with that, but we really need to get Lara out of there.” I succeeded in getting up, but Anya was right on my tail. “I didn't know you brought anything like that with you.”

I opened the door. Lara had curled into a whimpering, shaking ball on the bed, hands bound behind her back with duct tape. She had the same treatment on her ankles, along with copious amounts holding whatever toy between her legs.

She opened her eyes, pleading without saying a word. I fished a finger in her mouth, pulling the pink, saliva-drenched panties out. Instead of words, she unleashed just a series of gasps and gibberish.

“Anya, help me get this off her.” I started on her wrists as her torturer worked between her legs.

I felt a hand on my arm. “Alexei, leave her like this. I want her to watch.”

“Not until you get whatever that is off her cunt.”

Anya kept ripping strips of tape. Lara flinched with each on as she got to the bottom layers. “Alexei, I will miss being used like this, the most.”

The final piece came off with a violent scrit, forcing Lara to jerk up. Of course, the instant the stimulation ended, she shot back down again. Her body twisted and contorted as she yelped.

“How long has she been like this?” My dick was already hard enough to crack engine blocks from the sight of it all. “Just look at her go.”

“She wanted to share. You know I can not let that happen right now.”

“How long?”

“A few minutes before I saw you were up.”

She's a lunatic. “You were gonna try cooking breakfast and get your rocks off, all while she's in here, so close to the edge it would cut her.”

Anya looked at me like nothing was out of the ordinary, because nothing really was. “You watched all the same.” Stepping closer, she pressed her body against mine. “And you enjoyed it.”

I couldn't argue with that. “If you want her to watch, you'd better figure out what you want to do.” I had a few ideas myself, but I enjoyed her creativity.

Instead of telling me, she smirked and bent down next to Lara's ear. As she whispered, Lara's eyes kept getting wider. Anya stood back up and faced me with the same shit-eating grin. “She can only wish she thought of it.”

“Then do it, already.”

Anya slid down my body, stopping on her knees. A sudden draft came over my legs as she pantsed me. Then my hips as my boxers hit the floor. I lifted my shirt, knowing nobody had any dignity while shirt-cocking.

Her lips pressed against the tip and her tongue slid along the bottom. A firm grab of my sack got my attention. Anya knew exactly where what she wanted hid from her.

I expected her to glide forward, but she stopped. The grip on the family jewels got tighter as she backed away and stood again. “If you think of coming right now,” her fingers clamped tighter, “I will wear them around my neck.”

Anya didn't let go, grabbing Lara by the hair with her other hand. She pulled her onto her back, forcing Lara's head over the edge of the mattress. Slow and certain, she brought her hands closer to each other until I felt breath along my shaft.

“Now fuck her face.” She let go of both of us. “She should be thankful I will let her come again.”

Anya picked the toy back up and jammed it between Lara's thighs. I forced myself to the back of her throat, feeling her tongue roll along the top of my dick. Lara was already humming by the time I eased myself out and back in again.

I planted my hands on the bed, thrusting hard against the back of Lara's throat. Her voice sputtered and gurgled as she shot headlong toward that next climax. I would have been perfectly willing to keep going until I came, assuming Anya didn't have my balls in the proverbial salad shooter.

A hint of teeth made me slow down. Lara's thighs came up as she tried curling inward. Her voice buzzed my shaft.

I helped Anya keep her down by pushing against Lara's knees. Still crammed firmly in her mouth myself, she wasn't wiggling out of it. Like it or not, we weren't letting up until we were done forcing it on her.

The same cunt that I'd had a hand on the night before took over Lara's entire body. She twitched against the duct tape's unforgiving hold. Her attempts at screaming rattled my dick so hard, it almost felt like I was fucking a light socket.

Giving up on her mouth, and wanting to hear it, I pulled my dick out. Lara coughed before she belted out, “Fucking let me come!”

I saw the twisted smile on Anya's face. “You will not come until I want you to.”

Watching those two go at it was too much. My cock had to be in something. Even my own hand would do.

My other option was right in front of me. Sliding the band of Anya's panties down to her knees, I saw the glistening readiness she couldn't keep inside. One quick push had me buried deep in the only warm part about her.

I grabbed hold of the back of her bra with one hand, wrapping her hair around the other. Slowly pulling back, I could have sworn she looked eternally grateful. A gentle tug as I popped my hips against her ass only made her smile again.

If I fuck her as hard as she's asking, it'd probably hurt her. But asking for it or not, she'd driven me to the brink. I took it easy for a few thrusts, gathering up the will to give Anya something even harder than those post-argument hate-fuckings we'd have every now and then.

Lara begged on more time, finally realizing she was in for a long morning. She was a mess. Her voice shook as she forced her head up, screaming, “Oh my ga-hawd!”

You always get to the line, and then dance right over it. Even a glutton for punishment like Lara had her limits. Sometimes you just have to take pity and show some mercy.

I was out of that, though. Pushing hard between her shoulder blades, I forced Anya chest-first into the bed, making sure I kept the tension up on her hair. Two cracks of our bodies colliding broke her hold.

Lara cooked right the fuck off. She rolled around, shaking like a leaf in a hurricane. By the time the full force had her locked tight, she was face down right next to Anya.

I forced Anya's head down, making her look Lara right in the face. It only drove her closer, every scorching march of my shaft through her pussy driving her insane. She was already close herself.

Anya tried pushing her shoulders back up. I let her think she was getting the relief she needed, only to pull her arms behind her back. As I firmed the grip, my left hand held right over her copper band.

God, she's fucking loving this. Anya's own bliss filled my mind as I felt her true desire. I tried to reserve some attention for working my own body as I dug around in there, guiding myself closer to what she was really after with all this.

Pure joy at trying to break Lara once and for all, anger that she had been foiled at it again, and an outright demand of herself that she come, fast. Everything was there, as clear as if it were in my own head. But something was just past these desires, so heavy I could almost breathe it.

“Yego rebenok, yego rebenok!” The thought boomed into my head. It wasn't just a thought, feeling, or memory like all the others. “Zavershite menya.”

Then, another... thing appeared. No longer in my own head, I felt what I can only describe as a barrier. As close as I wanted to get to that true desire, it was like an invisible brick wall.

I pounded against it with both fists, feeling it start to give way. With one hard shove, it collapsed. Anya's deepest fantasy flashed right before me.

I came to a split-second before I crashed sideways onto the mattress. Anya was towering over me, hair keeping me from seeing her face. Her voice was ragged as she asked, “You saw it, did you not?”

I nodded, realizing I was already exhausted. “Did I finish already?”

She crawled over me as I rolled onto my back. Lara was already scooting and shimmying her way up the bed, stopping next to me. Anya got right in my face and said, “No, you simply collapsed in the middle of fucking me.”

Collapsed? “I felt like something was keeping me from seeing what you really wanted, but once I got past it, it became plain as day.”

Apparently my grandfather had told her something he hadn't told me. True warmth lit up her face. “That means I am able to do that now.”

Her fantasy, holding a cooing infant as I looked over them. That's what that barrier was? “Then I just made us able to have children.”

“You always find a way, Alexei.” She buried her face in my collar. “You will have to be rewarded.”

A grateful Anya is the best Anya, and that's a rare sight. Her slit pushed against the length of my cock, the shaft parting her lips from top to bottom. It felt hotter and wetter than I'd ever remembered it. Ready to be bred.

Lara's mouth steamed next to my ear in a whisper. “I can't believe I get to watch.” She seemed as willing as I was. “God, I've never seen her want to fuck this much.”

I started opening my mouth when I felt a finger fall on my lips. “I will do the work, Alexei.” I didn't have the energy to give even the laziest hump, anyway.

She slid forward and then arched her back forward, guiding me directly inside her. Anya moaned as she slid herself down, taking my tip straight to the Motherland itself. The look on her face was positively divine.

Her hands slid down my chest as Anya started rocking herself. This slow, straight in-and-out motion was a first with her, but I knew she was just enjoying the moment. I couldn't complain, captivated by that heart-torching smile on her face.

Anya could fuck a stripped bolt out of an engine block, but this wasn't her usual mind-blowing sex. My brain sizzled and fizzed when I realized it. She fucking making love to me right now.

Lara's breathing got heavy in my ear as Anya gyrated her hips just enough to give my shaft the full tour. She planted her hands on my abs and kept at it, swirling at a pace so slow, it actually felt better than usual.

But she'll never come like this. I knew that wasn't her goal at all. She was after my climax, and nothing else.

Anya kept the most sensual pace you could imagine, easing out a little moan every now and then. Relaxing is the best way I could describe it, like getting covered in sleeping kittens during a fantastic massage. Just thinking about it still gets me hard, instantly.

She began sliding her hips forward and backward, her waist and breasts motionless above me. That first bead of precum made the texture that much better. Anya knew it, giggling the second she felt it.

“You always make me come so many times, Alexei. I do not think it will happen this time.” The smile told me she was perfectly alright with it. “To think I would feel so generous right now.”

One thing Anya knew, but not the full extent of, was how much I enjoyed seeing and feeling her mid-climax. The helpless look of pleasure on her face, the graceful curve of her feet as they curled, and every point in between. She was physical perfection, made even better, when she came.

Lara whispered something I couldn't help agreeing with. “Thinking about her legs wrapping around your back,” she paused for a heavy breath, “is getting me so fucking hot right now.”

The mental image almost set me off like a firecracker tossed in a flame. The body was ready, but the mind wasn't willing to let it end so soon. I balled my fists, trying to hold off the inevitable.

“Does she whisper about how good it feels?” Anya was absolutely pleased with herself. The little wiggle in her hips came out. “You are so close, I can feel it in you.”

Fuck, I'm about to come. I tried to grit my teeth and close my eyes. No dice.

“It is okay. Come so hard it hurts.”

My hands shot up, grabbing her arms. Anya jumped like she'd just been shot. Rolling the two of us and then wrestling control away from her, I ended up on top, still inside her.

Lara's enthusiasm could be bound, unlike her body. Nobody with her wrists and ankles taped together against their will has any business smiling like she was. “That's what I'm talking about!”

Anya couldn't keep her mouth shut, the dirty-talking little slut. “Alexei, you—”

One hand shut her trap, the other wrapped around her throat. “Hush.” I'd never fucked Anya without making her come, and I wasn't starting now, of all times.

She tried wiggling loose, easing off when she realized that her body could move around, but her head was stuck. I'd have rather had Lara's help, but she was in no position to, and I couldn't fix that without letting go of Anya.

If she wanted to, Anya could have punched or at least slapped to get free. Try as she might to break loose, she was willing enough that she kept the fight fair. Or she knew I'd drop the load in Lara, as a fitting punishment.

“Do you really think I'd let it end with you on top? God, Anya, it's like you don't know me at all.” I let go with both hands and planted them into the bed to each side of her head.

It was that same fucking grin. “I knew you would crack.”

With a hint of laughter, I said, “You're such a fucking bitch.”

She threw both arms back, lying flat on the bed, elbows bent at ninety degree angles. Her innocent look always had that glimmer of fakeness to it. “With your prick still inside me, you can not say that you hate me.”

She wasn't just my dream girl or my wife. Anya was more than either of those. “The more I love you, the more I hate you.” I realized it was only half-said. “And the more I hate you, the more I love you.”

Anya knew exactly what I meant, judging by the smile revealing her teeth and that damn giggle. “You describe how I feel, exactly.” Her hips slithered underneath me, forcing my dick to slide along her walls.

This kid's gonna be so fucked up. Par for the course in my family. “Shut up and make me want to come inside you.”

That's all it took. Anya put her right hand down below, her teeth biting against her lower lip. The way she squirmed felt just as amazing as when she was on top.

Her first hard gasp brought a smile to my face. I was ready to start hammering away, but I knew I wouldn't last. It would have been like starting a marathon with the finish-line in sight.

Anya's cheeks flushed pink as every breath got its own noise. Her left hand cradled her breasts, fluffing and bouncing them for her pleasure as much as mine. Staying still when she was that fucking hot and ready tortured that primal instinct to slam away.

The good work between her thighs stopped, and then Anya slapped both hands on my ass. She pulled me all the way in. Hitting rock-bottom forced a ravenous moan out of her.

She kept working with her arms, making it happen whether I wanted it to or not. My cock was getting the same treatment it had given Lara's mouth earlier, the thrusts happening at Anya's command. Within seconds, I knew she was on the road to one hell of a climax.

I put my arms between hers and my torso. Forcing them over her head, I gripped both wrists tight, keeping the special one away from her bracelet. I had learned from that mistake, that Anya will have her way with you until she's satisfied, whether you're helpless or not.

From tip to trunk and back again, her entire body jarred with each impact. Her shouts started hurting my ears. Anya was letting herself go delightfully mad, sounding more like a petite screamer than the sensual moaner she'd always been.

This is what they mean by 'fucking her brains out.' Indeed, she didn't sound like she had any left. I drew on energy I didn't really have to begin with.

I pulled her arms down behind her head and kept the grip on both wrists with my right hand. I closed the left around her throat. The room started going hazy as I felt the warm ache in my sack.

Silky yet sculpted, her legs came up and then snapped shut around the small of my back. Anya had me trapped, cutting the length of my thrust in half.

I kept on. Squeezing her throat just hard enough to distort her screams only turned her on even more. As I closed harder, it just made her legs squeeze around me like a vise.

We fought to see who could squeeze harder until Anya's eyes shot open. She looked right at me, her face a red, blissful mess. She nodded before her eyes rolled back in her head.

An instant of panic came over me, until her thighs slammed me all the way in. They shivered around me, her entire body seizing as she writhed underneath me. She was dead to the world, but very much more alive than she'd ever been.

I let go of her neck and wrists, feeling my strength give out. Cum rushed through my plumbing as hard and fast as the endorphins flooding my brain. Like a burst dam, the candidates for half of our first child began shooting hard and heavy.

Her back wall was slick now, sliding my head around to cover everything. The overload on my skin made me start shaking as well. My body was locked in, and it felt very generous that morning.

The balls of her feet pressed harder. Whether out of the San Andreas of orgasms or her own will, the point was clear. Anya's body wouldn't stand for a single drop being wasted.

Anya peaked as I kept unloading. She was spent, but I couldn't have stopped if I tried. It felt like my life-force itself was getting shot right into her.

Her arms, still trembling, wrapped around my shoulders. With her hands on my back, she pulled me tighter. “You have a very happy wife, Alexei.”

You fucking better be. One last, painful spurt forced me to collapse into her. I fought for every breath, our bodies drenched, exhausted, and above all else, satisfied.

What normally ended up being depraved by the end had turned into something beautiful. Sex with Anya always left your mind blown, but there's nothing quite like this time. Up for anything as she was, begging me to put our child in her was the invitation to violate her in the deepest, most sensual way. I've never felt anything like it since.


I stopped in the doorway of Anya's classroom. The students had paired up, practicing those facial expressions that drive a man wild, as they rode their dummies. Only, it wasn't Anya pacing and observing among them.

Knowing enough from what Anya described as 'advanced tutoring,' Lara had filled in as substitute teacher for the past several months. One of the perks for being your wife's boss is that you don't have to worry about work demanding a short maternity leave. And Lara had been handling the job like she had been at it for years. If she wanted to stay on as official staff after her two years, the invitation was already there.

She caught sight of me and jogged over. “So?”

“She's started contracting. I'm going there right now.” Anya insisted on giving birth at the academy, which was fine by me. I still had to make sure it ran smoothly.

Lara's face lit up. She couldn't wait to meet little Joseph. Without looking back, she yelled, “Class dismissed!”

“It's not like she's having him right this minute.”

“I know, but,” she turned like she was going there with me, “you know she'd like having both of us there with her.” They were practically sisters by that point, helped along by that small fragment of Anya's original self I had left intact.

“I've gotta call my parents and let them know. I guess it's time to show my mom what this mysterious 'job' Grandpa landed for me is all about.” I dreaded the thought, but I couldn't hide it from her forever. Hell, she had only met Anya a couple of times at their house, and only recently.

“She'll shit cinder blocks.”

We started marching down the first of many hallways ahead. “I know, but what could she really do about it? I'm sure my dad is so ready to tell her all those fucked up stories from his childhood, just to drive her insane.” And at least she'd know why I was married so soon after meeting her, and expecting a baby not long after.

Lara picked up the pace, forcing me to do the same. “You can't have fun with Anya six weeks after this, you know.”

The new baby dry-spell had hung over the due date like a cloud for months. “Don't remind me.” Her mouth was still good to go, but what she had between her legs was downright magical. Even though I could get it elsewhere, and had to in order to do my job, nobody compared to Anya in the sex department.

One person came close, though. “You know she'd kill me if you felt the slightest bit deprived.”


AUTHOR'S NOTE:

That's a wrap! I hope you enjoyed this series, and I feel like I could have kept it going, but this ending felt right to me. While I could have gone into Alex's exams that didn't have any bearing on the overall plot, I knew I had to give each story in this series some significance to his becoming Headmaster. If I'm in doubt about how important it is to advancing the plot, I cut a scene or even an entire story from my outline.

I'm hoping to get the first of my next series out days after the start of 2018, so be on the lookout. Instead of showing an older title, I decided to dig through the incomplete manuscript for this next one. We all know what every man would do if he woke up a woman one day, and that's turn into the biggest bimbo imaginable. The change in perspective is making this one hella fun to write.

A SHORT EXCERPT FROM THE UPCOMING:

HIS BIMBO SWITCH

His visibility suddenly shot from a couple of feet, to dozens of feet. Jack saw his kayak, the pole already somewhere up or down the river. What shocked him most wasn't how cold, clear, and still the water was. It was the riot of fish that outright ignored him.

Focused more on the oxygen he already wanted more of, Jack plunged the last ten feet to his boat. His lungs were already stinging, threatening to purge and inhale any second. The first loop of his knot on the front carrying handle almost felt like the end of his effort.

Jack persevered until his knot was finished. He regretted it that second, massive bubbles shooting above his face. The burn of water down the wrong hole shocked his entire body.

Kicking as hard as he could, Jack kept his grip on the rope. He felt himself lose that panic as calm set in. As he broke through to the dingy part of the river again, he pulled out his last reserve of willpower.

His body shot through the surface. As jack shot up to his hips, he took what he knew was the sweetest breath he could imagine. But that wasn't all that was sweet.

He let out an echoing cough as he bobbed in the channel. The water sputtering up from his lungs almost tasted like artificial sweetener. It made him want to hurl so badly, he knew he had to start swimming back.

Dragging himself on all fours, Jack rested with his legs still in the water. Another shot of water surged from his mouth and nostrils. I almost bought it down there.

He crawled the rest of the way onto the pebbly bank, pushing himself up on his knees. He had survived, at least. Now all he had to do was pull hundreds of pounds of plastic and water without any help.

*      *      *

The shrill chirp of a robin woke Jack up. Fucker's right over my head, probably trying to shit on me. He tossed the cover and half the sleeping bag off himself. His joints and muscles felt better, but the pressure on his face had stopped completely.

Rolling out, Jack noticed his legs weren't his own. Shapely, long, and with bald skin smoother than a baby's ass. Even the feet looked smaller, delicate even. “What the fuck?” The voice coming out of his mouth was a few octaves higher than his booming speech.

Those same legs and feet didn't reach the ground when he tried to get out, either. Shoving off, Jack winced as the round gravel dug into the soles of his feet. He'd barely felt a thing walking on it before.

A swoosh on the back of his neck caught Jack's attention. Thinking it was a leaf from one of the trees he was between, he reached back and felt hair down to his shoulder blades. Remembering the hair loss from the night before, he checked his face.

Bald and smooth as his legs. Pulling his t-shirt up to check under there, what used to be a modest set of abs was now flat, hairless, and narrower. Even down there?

Running daintier fingers than he remembered under his waistband, Jack's heart felt like it had just stopped. The smooth silk of the skin was the least of his worries. I'm fucking dreaming. This can't be real.

Pulling the boxers out further, Jack no longer felt like the manliest man to ever man the hell out of man-things. What used to be a boastfully large cock... just wasn't there.

With feet in the now oversized boots, Jack stumbled to the water's edge. What looked back in the reflection forced out a sound worth calling the cops over: A woman's terrified scream.

“Why—” The instant she heard her own voice, Jack's hands slammed over her mouth. The image of a stunning but horrified woman stared back through tears even a man would cry. I've gotta wake up.

*      *      *

She pulled the boots off at the door going into the kitchen, and then bolted for the master bedroom upstairs. The entire wall of mirror Jack had used to watch himself fuck wouldn't lie.

Yep, this Jack's a Jill. She stepped into the narrow gap between the bed and the mirror and checked out the new body, dropping the cargo pants first. Even without makeup and my hair a wreck, not bad.

The slim yet curvy figure showed it's fuller glory as Jack lifted her shirt over her head. That guy wasn't lying. These are some knock-out tits.

Jack kept her arms straight down, bringing them together more times than she could count. Indeed, the breasts bounced like the real deal. Jack even hugged them upward, knowing her missing cock would have had a raging boner well before that point.

It was time for the boxers to go. Jack struggled to breath as they crept down. Plain as day, Jack had a pussy of her very own, hairless like nothing had ever grown there.

Huh. I don't even notice I don't have a dick unless I'm thinking about it. Jack spun herself around, jutted her ass out, and any other test pose you could imagine anyone with a new body trying. I still don't like it, but I'd absolutely fuck out what little brains I look like I have.

Jack remembered the 'lost and found' box under her bed, full of whatever past conquests had left behind. She finally had a use for it, other than saving the day for a one-night-stand with hair ties or tampons. Yes, she used to be one of those guys. I've gotta wash this river funk off of me.

She pulled the box out and tossed it on the bed. A few discrete sex toys, lipstick, even a whole purse. It was a veritable bar-slut-starter-kit, minus the wardrobe.

*      *      *

Jack sat on the edge of the bed, facing the mirror in all her nude glory. Her face blushed again as soon as she noticed the vibrator with her own reflection. Why is it so embarrassing? This isn't even me.

She leaned back, her ass barely on the edge of the mattress. Jack almost couldn't turn the knob on the bottom. The toy buzzed to life as she started it off on the lowest setting.

Jack stopped just short of touching it to herself. If this is all a dream, it's the most fucked up thing I've ever experienced. Acknowledging just how unlikely this all was, she found the will to press down.

Her head jerked back. She couldn't imagine backing out now. Jack's body or not, the feeling was as real as the static noise clouding the edges of her mind.

“Mmmh...” Jack pushed the tip down a little, and then just a smidge more. It felt better the more of it she had in contact with herself.

It already felt as good as the best parts of sex, as she knew it so far. Instead of one part of her old body, every part of her rippled with the energy coursing from between her thighs. The toe-curling thing women did finally made sense.

Jack built up the nerve and desire to look at herself in the oversized mirror. God I'd fuck her until she couldn't walk. She imagined those perfect, luxuriously long legs in the mirror propped on her former shoulders.

Her cheeks flushed with heat again, realizing she was fantasizing about fucking herself. But I would, in a heartbeat. The moment of confusion fell apart as soon as Jack cranked the vibrator up to the next stop.

*      *      *

“Trixie,” Jack got a fresh reminder that her voice wasn't the same, “I need your help.”

“And you are?” The slim, busty brunette crossed her arms and put one foot forward.

“It's me, Jack Harpeth.”

“Did he dress up one of his girlfriends in his clothes to play a prank? I'm not in the mood right now, sugar.” The door started closing.

Jack pulled the storm door and put a narrow wrist through the main door. “Wait!”

Trixie's head shot backward. “Excuse me?”

“You can ask me anything, and I know this is fucking weird, but I am Jack.”

She almost shut an eye as she dropped a brow. “Fine. What does the tattoo on my inner thigh say?”

“'Lucky you,' in French.”

“He's seen it enough to memorize it, but I know he wouldn't go so far as to pronounce it for you.”

Jack rolled her eyes and stated, “Quel chanceux etes-vous.”

The dropped brow shot way up. “Alright, what does he hate most about my husband?”

Too easy. “Neil lies about his fucking golf scores, and he expects the impossible, yesterday.”

“No fucking way.” Trixie looked like she was holding back a laughing fit. “I know it sounds weird, but I believe you.”

What the fuck? “Alright.” Jack put her arm the rest of the way through the door and stepped inside. “I don't know what happened, but I woke up this morning, and this is what I look like.”

“And how many times did you think about how hard you'd fuck your own brains out? You're exactly your own type.”

Jack blushed, knowing how long she'd spent having that exact that, and then taking liberties with her new body. “Jesus fuck, I don't know what the hell to do right now.”

Trixie couldn't hold the laughter back any longer. “Neil's gonna be so pissed.”

“What?”

“You wouldn't believe me if I told you why, and you of all people, show up at my door a big-titted, blonde bimbo. It's fucking hilarious at this point.”

What the shit are you talking about? “Trixie, I don't know what the fuck to do.”

“Oh my God.” Trixie put her right hand over her mouth. “Get in here, right now.”

Jack wanted to find out why, but she couldn't even speak. Trixie pulled her in by the collar of the t-shirt. Somehow, the day had gotten even stranger. “What was that about?”

Trixie stared into Jack's eyes with devious enthusiasm. “I know exactly what you need!”

“Yeah?” Jack hoped beyond reason that somehow, she'd know a way to turn her back.

“A makeover.”

Fuck.

*      *      *

What felt like hours of torture only ended up being forty-five minutes. Makeup, hair styling, and a few pieces of borrowed clothing later, Jack stared at herself in the mirror. Her habitual instinct to pop a boner felt like an insult.


“I hate to say it,” Trixie wrapped her arms around Jack's slight shoulders, “but you're a knock-out.”

She couldn't argue against it, staring at herself in the mirror. Jack wore the blue mini-dress and stockings, better than Trixie did that one time Jack had fucked her stupid at an office party. Jack gave herself an approving nod, pouting her lips out for full effect.

“This is great and all, but how do I keep my damn job?”

“You know the answer already.”

Jack had heard the rumors about the new girls in the research department replacing a whole swath of staff that had quit one day. “No way, I'm not fucking Neil.” Watching herself penetrate her marvelous pussy with a piece of plastic, in the mirror, was one thing. Sexing up that bastard was about ten levels of magnitude too far. “You've been fucking me behind his back for a reason.”

“Calm down. He's not that bad, and you're not the Adonis you think you are.” Trixie couldn't help driving the knife in further. “Especially now.”

Jack sent up a dainty middle finger. “I won't do it.”

“And if you're a woman now, we can't just call you Jack.” Trixie ignored the bird still flipped her way. “Quick, what's a sexy woman's name.”

Jack's finger finally went down. Half-assing the answer, she thought of the last girl she'd took home as a he. “Sarah.”

“No, too plain.” Obviously, Trixie hadn't seen that Sarah. She looked around the room, stopping on a purse that had to cost too damn much. “Chanel.”

Jack shook her head. The sound of a car door almost made both of them jump. Jack thought seriously about it. “Lexi.” Jack had always wanted to fuck a Lexi, and in a way, now she had.

“Trixie and Lexi.” The unfaithful wife pinched her chin. “Neil's gonna love a threesome with two girls with an 'X' in their names.”

“And we're not even strippers.” Now that she thought of it, Lexi knew she'd make a killing as one with a body like this. “But I don't even like dick. Never even considered it.”

Trixie laughed at the idea. “You loved yours. Miss it yet?”

Nicer as she was to look at, Lexi knew she did. “Come on, just talk to him and tell him I'll be in tomorrow, like this.”

“Oh no, I'm not passing this up.”

Lexi thought of how great it felt playing around with herself earlier. Then she thought of Neil's face above her. If I lose my job, I lose my house, my truck, everything.
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