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BIMBO ACADEMY:

FLAWLESS ASSISTANT

Family secrets are never shared, even among ourselves. As a Smolensky, the respect we had always received from the rich and powerful was never to be asked about. In the words of my father, “Your dedushka will tell you what he won't even tell me, in time.”

Now that my grandfather had called for me in a letter, I hoped to learn about our past. As I eased my car past the entry gate, I knew I was in for a lesson. This was my first time even seeing the castle he had moved from Romania, brick by brick after The Iron Curtain fell.

I was getting a better view as I drove up the hill. The Transylvanian stereotype I expected fell apart as soon as I saw how neat and orderly the grounds were. Even the stone blocks themselves sparkled in the sunlight.

“Would have been nice if he shared some of the wealth,” I muttered to myself. We were never poor, but even an engineer like my father can only earn so much. I never saw any evidence that my dedushka had given my father a dime.

I rounded one last curve in the drive. A sign reading Smolensky Finishing Academy greeted me after the final hedgerow. From the road, you wouldn't know what the place was.

I pulled in right behind a restored Packard Super Eight. The tan canvas top and flawless white paint didn't show it was past seventy years old, but the thing reeked of old money. It drove home how disconnected I was from my ancestry.

The burning light and heat of mid-afternoon had me getting out of my car and going for the front door. I was less impressed by the size of the slab as I was the knocker. The brass monstrosity of a lion's head stared back, almost mocking me as I grabbed the ring in its mouth.

I smacked it a few times and waited. The place could be a mansion, or a fancy insane asylum. Not a single window on the ground floor was wide enough to get an arm through.

I kept waiting, tapping my foot as if it would summon an answer. The more I looked, the more it felt like the building wasn't so much meant to withstand a siege. Every detail was too ornate to be so utilitarian.

The door finally eased open. When I saw the brunette in a red, thigh-split dress and heels on the other side, my cock was ready to stand at attention. Wouldn't it be a bitch if she was my grandmother-in-law?

“You are Alex?” Her Russian accent was undeniable.

“Uh, yeah.”

She smiled like I had given her a complimentary pass to Heaven. Her arms wrapped around me, squeezing like a woman twice her size had no business doing. “Good, let us go inside.”

“Nice to meet you, I guess.”

She finally let go. “You have so much to tell me about yourself.”

“And you are?”

“Your father never talked about me?”

He wouldn't even acknowledge my the question when I asked about our family. “No.”

She gave me a big, wet kiss on the cheek. “Your babushka is so happy to see you.”

Wait, fuck, WHAT? I jerked my head back and stared. “When did you marry my grandfather? Nobody told me about this.”

She cocked her head. “1958, before we left Smolensk for America.”

“Uh huh...”

A man's voice came from behind her. “Natalia, let the boy in.” Only a trace of accent was in his speech. “Let me see our grandson.”

I was beyond ready to turn tail and run from the pack of lunatics. “Are you sure this isn't a prank? I know I've never met my grandparents, but I know my grandmother can't look younger than me.”

The man finally stepped out, looking exactly like I expected my father to in thirty years. He pulled a pack of cigarettes from the breast pocket of his paisley lounge jacket. He pulled a tube out and hung it off his lip before saying, “You show up and act like this? Such a shame, Alex.”

Him, I could accept. “I believe you,” I looked at my supposed-grandmother and caught my eyes sneaking down to her cleavage, “but what kind of trick is this?”

He laughed and lit his cigarette with a match. The first puff blasted from his lips before he said, “Listen to your babushka and come inside. It is hot as hell out here.”

I could either drive three hours back home or figure out the prank. “No more tricks like this?”

My grandfather winked and held a hand out for a shake. “No more tricks.”

We shook. “Alright, but what's all this about?”

“As soon as you stop staring at your babushka's tits,” he grinned like a madman, “we will go to my study and I will explain everything.”

I darted my eyes away, a humble red coming across my cheeks. Fuck.


Every room in the place felt as large and expensive as the average house where I grew up. Marble, teak, and gold leaf weren't so much detail materials as they were room themes. Yet somehow it felt classy in an old-world way, instead of the usual, overcompensating form of tacky you get with that stuff.

Grandfather stopped at the entrance to a room and pulled a key out. “Natalia, leave us for a moment.”

She clasped her hands in front of her hips and nodded as the ornate copper bracelet on her wrist caught the light. Before leaving, she leaned in and whispered in my ear, “Such a handsome boy.”

I watched her hips sway down the hall. No way in hell I was believing her. At the very least, I wanted to know who my real grandmother was.

He already had the door open when she rounded the corner, out of sight. “You'll regret doing that by the time we're done talking.”

“I'm not saying I'm not proud of my grandpa for scoring a girl like that,” I'd have fucked her in a heartbeat, “but I'm not five.”

“Poor fool, America has made you and your father close-minded.”

I followed grandfather into the office. Everything about the room made the rest of the place look like a hovel in comparison, other than the size. While it wasn't as cavernous, the place reeked of opulence.

“You recognize this room?”

I looked around, taking in the shining beads of amber on the walls. Even the inlaid wood on the floor was in a pattern that had to take a master craftsman to even imagine. “Maybe I've seen a picture of it before?”

“You should have. This is the Amber Room of Prussia.”

I knew I'd heard of it as the lost eighth wonder of the world, looted by the Nazis, but I chalked it up to another trick. “It looks real, like someone put the original in a museum.”

“I rescued it from a shady antiquities dealer. The Kremlin would just sell it off to some trash oligarch if it was returned to The Motherland. This is the real one, Alexei. ”

Nobody called me by my proper first name, but I gave him a pass. “Now seriously, what's going on here?”

“Take a seat.” He pointed to a desk smack in the middle of the room, that and three chairs being the only furnishings that looked out of place from the pictures I remembered.

“And you'll tell me without joking?”

“Belief is important, but trust has to come first.” He walked faster than a man his age should have, getting behind the desk and opening a drawer. “Come, let me show you.”

I caught up as fast as I could, dropping myself in a claw-footed chair. “I guess I should ask about your life.”

“It has been interesting, but not always good.” He tossed a photo book at me. “Take a moment and look through that.”

It was all black and white at first. Grainy photos of a peasant family through a couple of decades, and then I got to the war. I knew enough Cyrillic to figure out the note on the bottom of them read Stalingrad 1943. Bombed out buildings and total destruction was all there was.

“You fought for the Soviets?”

“Your great-grandfather did. I was the young boy in the photos just before that.”

I turned a few more pages, noticing my great-grandfather was missing from the family portrait. “I'm sorry he didn't make it.”

He stepped around and turned a page for me. Pointing to a man who looked about his age now, he said, “This is your great-great grandfather. Natalia and I left for America with him a few years after this picture was taken.”

“From Russia? I thought The Cold War was going on.”

“We were dissidents. My work, and my dedushka's work, was not welcome.”

Something paid for this place, but I couldn't figure out what. “How did you end up like this?”

“Our work,” he boxed my ear, “but I see your father kept his promise, just the same as your son will have to do.”

“To be honest, I think he hates you.”

“I know, and he should.” His face wasn't full of regret, just acknowledgment. “It is the way of our family.”

I was getting the hint, but it was too horrible to admit. “So every generation has to go out and make it on their own. I can see why you'd do that.”

Grandfather shook his head. “No, Alexei,” he put his hand on my shoulder and gripped hard. “We pass our work from grandfather to grandson.”

No wonder dad hates him. “What are you saying?”

“Your babushka and I are leaving the academy to you, after you prove you can handle it.” He turned to the next page and pointed. “That is your babushka before we were married.”

I looked down. No doubt, the woman looked identical to Natalia. “So where is she now?”

“Probably in her bedroom,” he let his hand off my shoulder and took on a shit-eating grin, “changing so you will stop eye-fucking her.”

“No way. I know there's plastic surgery and face lifts, but that girl's younger than me.”

I kept flipping through as grandfather took his seat again. As the pictures turned to Polaroids, and then to modern snapshots, my grandmother was still there. Only, as my father grew up and my grandfather aged, she looked the same.

“No fucking way.” My skin crawled as I got to the last picture. It was both of my grandparents, probably taken in the last few years.

“Now you see?” He leaned back and rested his hands on the arms of his chair. “I am a lucky man to have her.”

“How?” She had to be in her late-seventies, at least. “I see it, but I still can't believe it.”

“The wife of a copper mage doesn't age until her husband dies.”

“A what?”

“It is a skill passed down through the family, that skips a generation.”

If I could believe Natalia was really my grandmother, why not hear him out? “So you're telling me you're a wizard or something.”

“That is an insult. Magic does not come from a wand or a book.”

“And how does one make a living like that?”

My grandfather pulled a loop of brassy metal out of his pocket, identical to the one on Natalia. “For centuries, we peddled trinkets and jewelry that we had granted powers.” He tossed it my way just like the book. “Do not put it on.”

I eyed the thing. Other than the ornate etchings, it didn't look any more special than copper bands you see pitched on commercials. “I don't get it.”

“Our students wear these until they graduate. At graduation, a part of it is implanted in their body. We have never had one return to their old ways.”

The place was sounding more like an asylum. “So what do you teach?”

“I only discipline the students and look after the staff. Think of this as a reform school.”

“For the rich and famous, by the looks of it.”

His face lit up. “You are starting to get it now.”

“So you use magic to fix rich brats.” There's a sucker born every minute, and some of them are loaded, I guess. “That doesn't explain how you could afford this place, though.”

“The parents and future husbands of our students pay handsomely for our services.” He stood up and pulled another cigarette out. “Come, you will see.”


I followed my grandfather through another corridor. Large windows lined the wall looking out on a landscaped courtyard about half the size of a football field. It looked like the quad of a women's college out there.

Every one of them wore the same red skirt and charcoal blazer. Dark thigh highs only left a strip of skin showing on their legs. “Our students, Alexei.”

It all felt like a fever dream, especially when I saw a few of them wearing the same copper band he had tossed me on their wrists.

“You mean, you make a living running a school for all these girls?”

He pulled yet another cigarette out and struck an oversized match. As the first hint of tobacco smoke hit my nose, my grandfather put his hands on his hips. “It is a reform school. These girls are here because they were going nowhere, despite the privilege in their lives.”

Grandpa's Academy for Young Lady Delinquents. Doesn't have a good ring to it. “So what do you teach?”

“Hmmph,” a puff of smoke flowed from his nostrils, “do you know what makes the ideal wife for the rich and powerful?”

It seemed easy enough. “Be hot, accept a pre-nup, and produce acceptable heirs for the estate.” As much as my family was oddly accepted by high society, you picked up a few open secrets.

“That is only the first layer.” Grandfather plucked the paper tube from his mouth and filled the immediate area with a choking cloud. “Obedience and a certain amount of, let's call it creativity, are just as important.”

Art and manners is all they need? “I don't follow you.”

“You will.” He tilted his head to motion toward a staircase to our right. “You're about to see how I met your babushka.”

“What do you mean? Was my grandmother a student here?”

I knew he was holding back a laugh and a slap across my face. “This academy did not exist then, but something like it did.”

“So she was a student.”

“Under the Soviets, my grandfather barely kept our tradition alive. Natalia was his last pupil before we had to flee for our lives.”

“So how did you build this place? The money had to come from somewhere.”

Grandfather slapped me on the back, almost knocking me down. “You train a few socialites with our methods, and word gets around those circles. Before I knew it, I could not piss the money fast enough.”

And I'm next in line? “So what am I supposed to do? I didn't even know this was a reform school an hour ago.”

He looked at me like I had just farted. “You train,” my grandfather took a long drag from his cigarette, the smoke pouring out as he added, “and get to know your assistant.”

“I have staff while I'm learning?”

Two girls in the yard suddenly tangled up, a tall blonde grabbing a brunette's hair in the start of a cat fight. My grandfather pulled a walkie-talkie from his breast pocket. “Code yellow in the courtyard.”

It really is a place to dump rich troublemakers. Two women who had to be nearing seven feet tall marched out, putting both girls in headlocks and lifting them off the ground.

“We'll see how you handle discipline for new students tomorrow. The brunette will be a good first test.”

I stared as she got hauled off into one of many doors. The girl looked familiar, but I couldn't place it behind the scowl and mess of hair obscuring her face.

“Until then,” his hand gripped my shoulder, “you have work to do.”

I imagined reams of paperwork, or maybe a toilet brush for the next few hours. “As in?”

His fingers loosened. “Just like Natalia was trained by my grandmother to help run the school, Anya has been trained by your grandmother.”

I was almost afraid to ask. “What kind of training?”

“Rules, procedures, and being an upstanding role model for our students.” I should have known what was coming when he let go and started walking off. “Like family tradition dictates, she is Russian, of strong blood.”

“What are you telling me?” He was already too far away to hear. I ran to catch up. “What's the important part you left out?”

He stopped at the bottom of a staircase going up to the catwalk for the second floor. “You have not lost that bracelet, right?”

I felt inside my pockets. Still on the right side of my jeans. “I've got it.”

“Good.” I knew that smug grin was the one my father always talked about hating in people. Now I knew why. “Headmistresses are trained with the knowledge to do their job, but they stay unbranded until they are paired with a headmaster. You might say Anya is fresh off the boat.”

I followed him up the stairs and to our the right on the second floor. “So I give Anya this, and she's ready to help me run this place?”

“There is more to it than putting jewelry on her, just like taking a wife.” He wasn't bothering to turn around. “Tell me, do you like your women strong, or submissive?”

“What?” My grandfather was asking this kind of question? “I never thought about it, but both would be nice.”

“Good answer. The perfect woman minds herself, but is not helpless.” He stopped at a door and turned to face me. “Remember that, and she will serve you well.”

“Serve me?”

“Of course. 'Master' is most of 'headmaster,'”

Is he the kind of person I'm expected to be? “If you say so.”

He shot me a knowing grin. “Your mind will change after you meet Anya.” He pushed the door open and stepped inside.

I followed, ending up in an incredibly luxurious bedroom. A wall of windows overlooking the estate lit up the cherry floors and furniture. But in the chair in the far corner, draped in white fur like she was still in The Motherland, sat the most stunning blonde I'd ever laid eyes on.

She put down the book she was reading as we approached. The closer I got, the more I realized her eyes were in that weird space between blue and green. The only thing certain in them was the apprehension.

“Anya, this is Alexei.”

She looked up at me when I stopped just short of her. Thick as wax, Anya's accent made her even more exotic. “It is a pleasure.”

“Likewise.” I wrapped my hand around the fingers she offered up. Her wrist couldn't have been any more limp.

Grandfather noticed. “Anya, sledoyte za treneepobkoy.”

Anya looked at him, the slightest hint of resistance poking through the worry.

“Eto ranshe,” she jerked her hand back from me, “chem ya doomal.”

“Alexei, take out your bracelet.”

As soon as I had it out, Anya had to know what it was. She stood bolt-straight, yelling at my grandfather. “Natalia skazala, kto mne eto noosno!”

Even if I didn't know much Russian, his anger was clear as perfect English. “Ktot gneb dokazivaet, chto tebe kto noosno...”

She looked utterly defeated already. “Vi zestokiyi chelobek, Smolensky.”

She stepped between us, facing me. I wanted to grab her by the wrist and start running. The only thing stopping me was the resigned look she gave me. Anya knew it was futile.

Grandfather frowned behind her. “Znayi svoye mesto vetoy semve, Anya.”

Anya presented her wrist to me. “Do not make me regret this, Alexei.”

From the looks of it, she already did. I held the bracelet up to her arm, pulling the open ends apart. “Are you sure?”

“You still ask what I want,” Anya smiled faintly, “so yes.”

Alright then. I put the open end over her wrist, sliding it on her without letting the bracelet touch skin. The instant I let go and it hit Anya's wrist, it shone with a blinding, golden light.

I blinked hard for a moment, my vision marred with dark spots. Anya didn't seem fazed at all, or at least, what I could make out of her face. The band itself had closed to form a perfect loop around her wrist that would have been impossible to remove.

“You stared right at it, dumbass.” My grandfather grabbed Anya by the shoulders and sat her back down. “Give her a moment.”

“So that was how you work as a copper mage?”

“No,” he pulled yet another smoke out of his breast pocket. “That is how you get married as a copper mage.”

“WHAT?” My heart was trying to break my ribs. “There's no way I'd marry a girl I just met.”

“There is a way, and you just did, Alexei.”

“Do either of us get any say in the matter?”

He lit the cigarette, not caring that he was in someone else's room. “She was allowed to choose, but we do not get that luxury. That is our way.”

I was almost ready to bum a smoke off him. “Have you ever resented it?”

“I asked my dedushka the same question. We all fight against it at first, but then we see the benefits.”

“So if I'm taking over the academy, what will you two do?”

“Assuming you succeed in taking it over,” he took a drag and then blew a thick puff of blue smoke straight up, “we will go see our son for the first time in decades. Maybe do the usual American thing. Buy an RV, move to Florida, and play golf until I die of complications from tuberculosis.”

“You have TB?”

He almost laughed. “No, but it is in half the fucking obituaries I read, it seems. It is stereotypical but true, like if I was drunk on potato vodka all the time.”

Self-awareness at that age is rare, I guess. Hope I have that later. “So this is my life now.”

“If you do not fail miserably at it, yes.” He looked back at Anya. “She is coming to. Let me leave you alone.”

“Wait,” I didn't even know where to begin looking for him later, “where am I supposed to stay?”

“This is your room.” He started toward thee door, leaving me in place. “Well, yours and hers.”

“You're not leaving so I can...”

He stopped in the doorway and looked back. “Yes, consummate the marriage.” Grandfather shut the door and left like it was no big deal.

I came here expecting to catch up with my grandparents. Nobody mentioned I'd be inheriting a castle or that I'd get tricked into an arranged marriage. I looked back at Anya. She seemed like she was coming back to her senses.

I took one step closer to her and asked, “Does any of this seem crazy to you?”

Her accent still sounded right off the streets of St. Petersburg. “Whatever do you mean?” The way she relaxed in her chair struck me as odd.

“None of this bothers you?”

“I am your wife now, solnishko. All of this is right.”

Am I the only one who can't believe this? “What made you want this?” I expected it to stop Anya, or at least slow her down.

She had a wistful look in her eyes as the rest of her face seemed assured. “Life can be cruel outside of these walls. If you follow the rules, those cruelties go away.”

“So you're saying life wasn't always good for you.”

“Your babushka always warned me about living in the past. You should listen to her, Alexei.”

I knew the subject was impregnable. “So what about your future?”

“Our future, you mean?” Anya finally rose from her chair. “As you go, so do I.”

I wanted to back away when she put her hands on my chest. “What made you want this?”

She ignored it entirely as she eased me backwards. “You should worry about proving you can run this academy. Come, let us enjoy our first day together.”

I didn't even have a full idea of what this place was for, but Anya wasn't being vague about her intentions. The girl was coming on to me like a desperate prom date.

The back of my legs hit the side of the mattress. I fell backward, Anya right on top of me. The extra fabric of her long, flowing gown covered us both.

I won't lie, having her on top of me did feel amazing. The only thing worth frowning over was when I felt the fur draped over her shoulders and realized it was the genuine thing.

Anya pushed herself up, resting on her knees. She worked buttons loose all the way down and let the veil drop.

Did I wreck my car and die on the way here? Utter perfection is the only way to describe her. The black lace of her bra and panties didn't leave much left to imagine.

“You like what you see.” Anya beamed with pride. “I am glad.”

Grandfathers utterance of 'consummate' finally hit home. “Slow down a second. We met, what, not even five minutes ago?”

“We will have our whole lives to get to know each other.” Anya chucked the furs away, looking less like a Russian transplant and more like a Victoria's Secret catalog brought to life. “Relax, and I will show you how our students are supposed to behave.”

“That's what we teach?” Expecting me to teach the Kama Sutra was like expecting a drop-out to teach advanced trigonometry. I wasn't inexperienced at that point, but it was asking too much.

“You do not teach skills. You instill discipline and give final exams.” Anya spread her legs and sat herself right on my crotch. “Your staff and I teach the skills.”

It's the difference between a headmaster and a teacher, I suppose. But it still didn't explain the ravishing, blonde Russian straddling my package. Or why she agreed to be my wife before even meeting me.

“Now Alexei, tell me,” she stared down at me, those breasts catching my attention as much as her eyes, “do you like it slow, or would you rather be rough?”

The way she put the emphasis on 'rough' clued me in on her preference. “We should slow it down, period.”

“Teasing is the woman's job. Now tell me.”

It was time for a new approach. “Don't be a bad girl, now. Stop.”

“Bad girls need to be punished,” Anya put her hands on my shoulders and pinned me to the bed, “and I can be very, very bad for you.”

Now I knew what reluctant dates feel on college campuses everywhere. “You won't back down, will you?”

“Why would I? Your erection tells me it is working.”

It would feel even better inside her, but it still felt wrong somehow. “You looked relieved when I asked if you wanted this. What was that about?”

“Because I know you will be a kind husband.” Anya started pushing herself back and forth in my lap, making it that much harder to resist. “I was worried about the kind of man I was to marry, but you are not the sort of person I was afraid of.”

“That's good to hear.”

“No,” she picked up the pace, “it is awful.”

“Why?”

“A headmaster can not have a kind heart and a soft hand. Your dedushka is a cruel man, but that is as he should be.”

I have to be like him? It sounds awful. “So what do you have to be like?”

Anya was getting herself worked up against me, all by herself. “Your success is my success. It is the same with failure.”

“I don't think it has to be that way.”

For a brief moment, Anya looked genuinely happy. The copper band around her wrist suddenly burned through my shirt. She jerked to the right, writhing in pain.

I shot upright. She was pitiful like this, curled into a fetal position on her side and her face twisted in agony. “Are you alright? What the hell happened?”

Anya whimpered into the sheets, slowly relaxing herself. As her limbs straightened back out and she looked at me, streaks of mascara dribbled onto the bed. “That girl wanted to be dead. I can never let her come back.”

“You mean, the old you.”

Anya nodded and the gradually pushed herself up. “I have to clean myself up. This is unacceptable.” She made her way around the bed and to the dressing table on the left wall of the room.

“I'm sorry about this.”

Anya was already wiping the black off her face. “The Smolensky's did her a favor. I am grateful.”

“I mean what just happened, too.”

“That is my fault. I was weak.”

“What if I refuse to run the academy? That will set you free, right?”

Anya stood back up, marching right up to me. Her plush lips narrowed into a slit. “I do not want to be free if it means my life is like it was before.” She gave me a hard push, sending me onto the bed. Crawling over me, Anya tacked on, “And you are a fool.”

Me? “I don't believe that.”

Anya ran her fingers along my inner thigh, stopping right on my crotch. “You would give up your dedushka's legacy, but I would still belong to you.” She gave me a slow stroke through my jeans. “You do not even know what tour job entails yet.”

I tried to object as Anya tugged on my zipper. As I felt her fingertips on my shaft, I finally regained the nerve. “Anya, stop.”

She had my cock out, working on turning the chub into a full-on erection. Anya had her face inches from mine. “Shut up and enjoy it.”

I wanted to stop her, but my brain wasn't doing the thinking anymore. I clutched at the sheets when Anya's lips pressed against the tip. With a light grab at my balls, she took me in her mouth like she was starving.

I tried to back away, kinda. The tension around waist broke as Anya worked my belt and the button loose. By the time she had my jeans down to my knees, I knew I only had one choice.

Sorry for this. Taking a full fist of hair in one hand, the other wrapping around her throat, I forced her to back off.

Anya tried to go back down. As my grip against her neck got tighter, she actually smiled at me. Hoarse with restriction and accent, she fought to say, “That is it, Alexei.”

I let go, too horrified at the idea of doing anything more severe to stop Anya. “I didn't want to do that.”

She crawled back up my torso. “Hmmm.” Anya pressed her cheek against my face. “I know what your first lesson must be.”

“Lesson?”

She bit at my earlobe before saying, “If you want me to stop, you must make me.”

“I just did, didn't I?”

I should have known her answer when Anya sent a hand down. “No.” Even with her mouth next to my ear, another round of wet heat enveloped my dick.

I shot my eyebrows up and stared at the ceiling. When she moved her hips, I knew. “You're not joking, are you?”

Anya pushed herself back up, my cock hidden inside her cunt. She smiled and tossed her hips left and right. “You like?”

She just pushed her panties to the side, just like that. Another shift of her body closed my eyes.

“You can not give in like that with students.” Anya drove the point home with a swish of her body meant for drawing a rapid climax. “They will eat you alive, Alexei.”

Eat me alive, swallow my dick whole, what's it matter? I settled in and put my hands against Anya's thighs, hoping she wouldn't stop. That's when I felt the left side of my face light on fire with a pop.

“Nyet!”

“What the fuck?” The rise and fall of the sting was in tune with my pulse. “What the hell is wrong with you?”

“You are lucky I did not stick knife between your ribs instead.”

I didn't know if it was just that brutal Russian honesty, or mental issues. “If you've got a point, tell me.”

“Eto piz dets, my husband is an idiot.”

You don't grow up in a family from a non-English-speaking ethnic group without learning their cuss words. “You've got a foul mouth on you.”

Anya made a quick swirl with her hips, trying to force me to give in again. “And you are weak.” A hand pressed against my sternum. “You see? You do not even try to push back.”

I took each of Anya's wrists in my hands, forcing them in front of her. As she kept rocking herself, I asked, “Is that better?”

“Do you think I just want you to be a little rough?” Anya's voice and movements had me dribbling pre-cum already. “You will blow your load early, like a weak, little man. I can feel it.”

Who knew I'd end up in an arranged marriage to the mega-bitch of Moscow? “You could be more pleasant.”

“I could be, but nobody is making me. That is not even asking.”

“It was a question.”

Anya broke a hand free, whipping it right behind her. Her fingers closed around my balls tighter than a camel's ass in a sandstorm. “Could you go ahead and come inside me?”

I sat upright without having to think about it. Both of my family jewels felt like they were about to burst. The only thing I knew to do was snake my hand between her arm and body, and then reach up. As I took hold of Anya's upper arm and pushed out with my elbow, the pressure finally eased.

Anya tried with her other hand. She smiled when I blocked it the same way. “Good, now get your dick out of me.” One more quick pump of her hips. “I need to be punished.”

When I tried to roll over, I realized how strong Anya was, despite looking feminine as all hell. I put my arms into it, sending her crashing onto the bed. Pulling myself out of her was the last thing I wanted to do, but it was time to make my point.

I sat back up and pulled Anya's legs over my lap. A quick swat to the ass seemed like enough.

“Is that all? You treat me like a child who stole a cookie?” Anya stuck her rear up. “Whatever you are about to do, think of something worse, and then think of something worse again.”

I had gotten a few spankings as a child, but never an outright ass beating. I knew enough to figure out what might satisfy Anya. “Are you sure about that?”

“When the disobedient need to be punished, you do not ask for their permission, Alexei.”

“Hell of a fetish you've got.” I grabbed my belt buckle between the two of us and pulled it from the loops. “I kinda like it.”

“I hate it.” Anya's cheeks tensed beneath black lace. “But not as much as I hate having a weak husband.”

Something's fucked up in her head. Anya wants me to be a domineering jerk? I doubled the belt over in my hand and tugged her panties down. I shook my head at the thought of marring that kind of perfection.

“Do not hesitate. Make me regret it.”

I reared my right arm back. Giving it more force than I intended, the crack echoed through the room.

Anya's head jerked up. A strip of red stayed on her ass like I'd stamped it on there.

I pulled back for the second and watched her buns clench. The second one was just as hard, overlapping the first in a way that had to sting like a bastard.

The pain was obvious in Anya's voice. “Do not let up. Mercy is weakness.”

I should have felt guilty about the grin spreading across my face. My hand went vertical and then swooped back down.

Anya whimpered as the sound bounced around the room. I brought a few more down, finally wanting it to hurt.

Suddenly, it wasn't about punishment alone. “Stand up.”

“You are not satisfied?”

I got up with her, just to push Anya between the shoulder blades, forcing her to lean against the bed. My arm whipped back and then snapped in the other direction.

Anya squealed as I wondered if it broke skin. Not quite, but this time, my belt's stitching showed in the stripe on her ass. She still wasn't begging me to stop.

I pulled my shoes and socks off, and then let my jeans drop. Taking one shoe in hand, I put the end of the belt through the buckle. If the little bitch wanted me to be cruel, Anya was about to get my homework and the extra credit.

The loop of my belt went over her head and then tightened around her neck. I sat next to her, resting my elbow on the small of her back.

Her breathing went ragged as I pulled on the end of the belt with one hand, givng teasing taps from my shoe with the other. By the time the swats built up enough power to hurt, you could have cracked walnuts between her cheeks.

The full force of my muscles bounced the shoe off her ass, almost sending it flying out of my grip. It only pissed me off. New copies of the tread pattern stuck with each strike until Anya's ass looked like two cherries pushed together.

I let go of the belt. Anya surged forward and choked for breath. Before she could get a full one, I put what strength I had left in that arm into one final pop.

Anya finally screamed, letting it trail off in to sputtering and sobbing. She tried pulling the loop from around her neck as I stood.

I jerked my end of the leather back and stood behind Anya. She rose up to stand in front of me. I gave her a quick tap with my hand and loosened my pull.

She gave a quick sob and wiped at her eyes with the back of her hand. The black streak trailing up her forearm told me the kind of wreck I 'd made of her. “It is so painful.”

I pushed her forward again.

Anya got one last bit in before I gave the belt another tug. “And I am so proud of you for it.”

Stubborn little whore. I had the belt so tight you could pluck a note on it. My shirt came off with one hand until I had to let go of the belt to get it off my arm, giving Anya another chance to hoard precious air.

I dropped my boxers and squared her ass up, making sure my hands smacked against her in the process. My soldier was ready for the first invasion of Russian territory to succeed. The tip slid along the neat, bald line of her cunt.

Anya backed into me. The gush inside her made it easy to slam home. As my waist cracked against her ass, Anya realized her mistake in thinking it would be without pain.

I leaned into her ear, almost growling as I ordered, “You'd better make yourself come, and fast.”

Anya's lips parted like she was about to ask, “Why?”

I took the belt in my teeth, freeing my hands. One went against her back, the other pulling against a copious amounts of blonde.

She was vertical again, trying her damnedest to rub her clit. Every crash against her tender ass and breath denied motivated her more than a generous pay scale.

As Anya's neck craned back over my shoulder, I had to jerk my head to the left to keep tension on the belt. The wheezing sound from her mouth told me I needed to pull harder.

And that, in turn, let Anya know I expected more effort. Her body shook with the fury she was expressing down below, all through one elbow.

I pushed the hand with her hair against Anya's back, freeing the other one to join her own up front. My fingers joined in as I kept slamming away from behind.

It came to a head with the warning of a lightning strike. Anya stiffened against my body.

I pulled my head left as hard as I could. Her cunt pulsed around my cock before seizing to the point I couldn't back out.

The force of Anya's climax jerked her forward. The belt slipped from my bite, gifting her the first oxygen she'd had in over a minute.

Letting go completely, I watched her come on my shaft and sputter. If I could have broke free inside that trap of a pussy, giving another round of thrusts would have finished me off at the same time.

I bent over to unhook Anya's bra. It felt like a shame that I hadn't seen her tits yet, considering what I'd already done to her. The only hard part was getting hold of it as Anya almost vibrated in place.

My dick felt a tiny slip. I pulled back, enough tension left inside her to make it difficult. Once I had finally extracted myself, I gave Anya a quick shove.

Her cheeks and jaw were striped with runs of mascara as Anya rolled onto her side. The full beauty of her ample breasts heaving with each gasp was a sight worth traveling for. But the weird part was in her eyes.

Anya cleared her throat and sat up with the belt still around her neck. She tugged at the loop, pulling the end out of the buckle. With her voice feminine, but rough as sixty-grit sandpaper, Anya said, “Very creative, Alexei.”

“You're still not done.”

A gulp passed down the indention the belt had left on her neck. Anya opened her mouth to speak again. Something had stopped her before the words could come out.

“Good, you're behaving now.”

She kept staring at me as I gave her time to speak.

“Now you get punished until I come.” I crawled onto the bed as Anya pulled the bra free of her arms and slid her panties from around her ankles.

I lied on my back and asked, “You know what I want you to do?”

She shook her head.

“Hand me the belt, and then get on your knees in front of me.”

Anya did exactly as I ordered. That gleam in her eyes I couldn't put my finger on before started to look less like fear, and more like respect.

“Now, turn around and put your hands behind your back.”

Her streaked face went away, but her sorely abused ass was just as lovely after getting too much. Anya didn't hesitate getting down to it, giving me the wettest dry hump I'd ever gotten.

Anya had the classic hourglass shape from behind. As much as I wanted to see how much she could show off with it in a dress, she still had a job to do before a shred of clothing could get on her.

One quick slap against her ass sent her head and should forward. Anya got the point. She had me back inside before I could pull back for another one. I reared and did it anyway, just for my enjoyment.

Anya tried to block with her hands. Totally unacceptable.

I reached for the belt again. She had to have seen or heard it, judging by the way she started giving me the best damn ride of my life. I gave a few teasing pats with it before whipping it with just enough force to sting.

She tried blocking me again. This time, I'd had enough. I made another loop through the buckle and forced it around her wrists. Drawing it tight, I fed the tail around the other way, making sure that was the end of her defiance. I made myself clear by making my hand sting.

“Khu'i!”

Yeah, I guess I am a dick, you little cunt. My right arm had worn out, so she got a swat from the left. “Piz'da.”

Anya used what I had just called her like a pro. Every time I felt her slowing down, she'd get another round until she was back up to speed. Eventually, I gave her a little slack for letting that sexy voice express how much she loved pleasing me.

I gave one last slap as I felt the rush all over my body. My cock hardened even further and I rolled my head back.

That's when Anya pushed against the bed with her hands and feet. The only parts of us that touched were shaft and tunnel. And how did it feel? Imagine getting a blowjob from a world-champ, but the hole feels far better than a mouth ever could.

I balled my fists among the sheets, knowing I should be pulling out. My neck tensed and my loins rushed as I tried dropping my hips.

Anya wasn't having any of it. Sinking herself back down, she kept rolling her ass around in front of me. “That is it, come inside your wife's pussy.” Her voice was enough to bring a man to climax by itself.

My mind glitched out as the desire for release got too strong. The hot jet blew forth with the most amazing feeling I'd experienced up to that point. At that moment, the roughest sex I'd ever had with the hottest girl I'd ever seen, made all the craziness feel like a blessing.

That sliver of self-awareness that comes back with the second burst jarred me out of it. Fuck, what am I doing? I tried to pull myself out again.

Anya pressed herself even harder, moaning in victory. “That is it, give it all to me.”

I settled in for the rest, knowing the damage had been done already. At the very least, I guess we were married already.

“Your bebushka and dedushka will be so proud of you, Alexei.” Because of fucking course they would, from what little I'd learned about them so far.

Anya pushed herself off of me the instant I finished. A drop of pearly white threatened to drip out her cunt onto the bed. She rolled onto her back, resting her thighs on top of my stomach.

“Alright,” I leaned toward her, “what's this about?”

She pushed one finger up to her lips, curling it at the corner of her mouth. “It is more likely to happen if I stay like this for a while.”

I knew exactly what “it” meant. “Hold on, I never said I wanted kids this soon.” I mean, she looked like the perfect girl to have them with. “I planned on having a career first.”

“But you do.” Anya took my hand. “This is our life now, together.”

I'm definitely bumming a smoke off grandfather when I see him.


The table was set for us in the dining room. Or in the case of this place, the dining hall. It seemed a bit ridiculous that only my grandparents were at the table in such a grand room.

Grandfather looked at us first, grinning like a shot fox. “So, judging by how Anya is glowing, it went well.”

“Mikhail, show some decency.” Natalia, or rather my grandmother, picked up her wine glass. “Our grandson has just gotten married to my student. This makes me proud.”

I looked to my left at Anya, admiring how she filled out that black dress fit for a gala. She was beaming, just like my grandfather had claimed.

“Come, sit and eat.” Grandfather pointed at the seats across from them.

It took as long as you'd expect to get to the middle of a table that could seat twenty. I pulled Anya's seat for her.

As soon as she dropped, she shot right back up. “May I stand for a moment, please?”

Grandfather looked at my waist and started laughing, beating his fist on the table. Even Natalia's elbow to his ribs didn't faze him. He worked it out until his face was red as grandmother's dress.

“Really, you laugh at a time like this?” She wasn't finding the humor in it yet.

Grandfather wiped both eyes and pointed at me. “His belt, Natalia, look.”

She narrowed her eyes for a moment. “Oh.” Grandmother looked at Anya and grinned. “It looks like Alexei needs a new belt from all that scuffing.”

His laughter picked back up. “Fucking bite marks! If you did your job well, Alexei, she won't sit for a week.”


BIMBO ACADEMY 2:

HEADMASTER'S DISCIPLINE

My eyes opened to that bright, blurry first view of the morning. I felt Anya's hand on my chest, her head on my shoulder. For all I knew, I'd woken of my own accord.

My grandfather's face crept into my field of vision, right above me. “Up, both of you.” The first curl of blue smoke wafted over me.

“Do you have to do that in here?” I rose up as Anya rolled over. “Those things will kill you.”

“I am almost eighty and they have not killed me yet. I will take my chances.” He jerked his head toward the door. “Get dressed and come with me.”

“What time is it?” I looked over at Anya and gave her a nudge on the back.

“Time for work, Alexei.”

“Alright, let me catch her up.” I gave Anya a quick swat on the ass. By the way she jerked to attention, aggravating the soreness back there got the message through.

“You can make a Russian woman mind so quickly? There may be talent in you.”

No, I'm imitating you when you're around. “I guess.”

Grandfather stood at the foot of the bed, watching Anya instead of me. I caught him smiling when he saw the marks all over her rear.

“So what's up first?” I noticed he was still admiring his granddaughter-in-law. “I don't even know how those bracelets work.”

“Do you need to know how to build a motor to drive a car? Baby steps first.”

“Alright, then what's on the agenda?” I hate having to repeat myself.

“The problem student I mentioned yesterday. Anya knows the one I am talking about.”

She was already half-dressed, sliding a short sleeved turtleneck over her head. The deep red, form fitting fabric accentuated her breasts well. “Kate?”

Grandfather blew a cloud of smoke that filled the air over the bed. “She will be a good first test for him.”

Anya looked back at me as I pulled a pair of khakis out of my bag. “I believe he will do well.”

At least my wife had confidence in me. “Should I be nervous?”

Anya's smile dissolved. “She will rip you apart if you act like that. Remember what I told you.”

Yes ma'am! I faked a grin. “Alright.”

Grandfather took a long drag and then blew a geyser of smoke straight up. “Listen to her, Alexei.”

Anya finished pulling her hair back into a ponytail. She'd gone from model hot to looking dangerous in a moment. “I will find her.”

“Good.” Grandfather turned to me as Anya walked out. “Now, let me show you your office for now.”

“I didn't know I got one.”

“You get mine when you take over.” He started to turn away, “But for now, you get basics.”


Grandfather had left me with another copper band, this one less decorated. Right before he left, he explained the difference from Anya's. “If you want it to put the girl in line, say 'hvatit' and watch her learn.” It seemed to vibrate on the desk in front of me when he said it.

I spent my time digging through drawers, trying to figure anything out about the place. Nothing but bare bones office supplies. And apparently, he didn't believe in computers.

My patience was wearing out as I turned over what seemed like a two-minute hourglass for the fifth time. The bare walls of my makeshift office held my interest about as well as a workplace safety video. What was behind the door to my right piqued my curiosity, but I'd find out what was in there when Anya and my problem student would decide to show up.

Tok tok.

“It's open.” I cracked my knuckles, wondering how much of an ass-chewing I'd have to give. Grandfather told me I'd have to be tough and merciless, so it was time to show it.

Anya spoke, but never came in. “Do not disappoint us again.”

Nervous and barely dressed in an outfit set for a rough Valentine's night, the troublemaker stepped in. “The fuck are you doing here, Alex?”

How in the hell? I tilted my head like a confused dog. “Kate Geary?”

The door slammed shut behind her. “Look at my face if you're gonna talk to me.”

I'd known Kate since we were young. Her parents treated my family like old friends, even though we were from different worlds. It kinda made sense now. “What'd you do to end up here?”

“Dad got pissy when I told him I wasn't going to college. Next thing you know, I'm here.”

She'd always had a reputation as a brat. “No getting busted with pot this time?” It had raised a bit of a stink at the private school she went to.

“Fuck you.” Her middle finger stood at attention.

“That's exactly the kind of attitude we don't accept here.” I couldn't help smirking at her. Being above her for once was plenty of entertainment.

“So what the hell are you and that Russian gonna do about it? I noticed she's got one of those bracelets now.”

It was risky, but I had to know. “What can you tell me about those?”

Kate finally stepped closer and sat on the corner of the desk next to me. “You don't know, and your grandpa runs the place?”

“He doesn't tell me shit.”

“Rich people usually don't talk business unless they have to. You should know that by now.”

It was hard not to reach out and touch her, dressed like that. “How long have you been here?”

“Since I graduated Helmsworth.”

“About a year? It must be rigorous.”

“If rich-girl-rehab had cotillion, this would be it.”

“I think I saw you yesterday,” I finally gave in and patted her on the thigh, “getting your ass kicked in the courtyard.”

“That bitch just pulled hair.” Kate swatted at my hand. “And don't get any ideas. They put us in this kind of shit to embarrass us.”

“You should be embarrassed. Fighting's pretty trashy, no matter how rich your family is.”

If a stare could kill, I wouldn't be telling you this story right now. “You could keep lording it over me, but I know you're just a scrub here. The old man and those two Russian chicks are the only ones who can do anything.”

You dumbass. “You realize the blonde's my wife, right?”

Kate bent over laughing. “You and her? She stomps your balls with stilletos every night, doesn't she?”

I could see where she'd get that idea. “She's not a hardass with me.”

“Bullshit.” Kate giggled at the idea and crossed her legs. “Anya would eat a pushover like you.”

Is that how she's always thought of me? “I'm replacing my grandfather soon, so it's probably not smart to laugh right now.”

“Probably not? I know you're slinging shit against the wall now.”

“If you don't see it sticking, that's on you.”

She looked at me like I'd pissed on the rug. “If you think you can tell me what to do, you're a bigger dumbass than I thought.”

“Fine,” I nodded my head at the door behind me, “go in there and get out of my face.” For all I knew, it was an exit back to another hallway.

“You big fuckin' wuss.” Kate got up and started for the door without looking at me. “I told you that you wouldn't do anything to me.”

I didn't want to put up with her anymore, is all. Headmaster-in-training or not, I didn't have to listen to these kinds of insults.

Kate opened the door and stopped. “Alex, what the fuck is wrong with you?” By the look on her face, it wasn't another insult about leniency.

“I've never even looked in there, so you tell me.”

She walked in, not saying another word.

“Hey, hold up!” Shit. I got up and got my first look inside.

Something about the room felt off, even from the doorway. The dim lighting felt like it flickered, but my eyes couldn't see it. The instant I put one foot in, it was like I had two tons sitting on top of my soul.

“Alex, you're not just pervy, you're bent.” Kate stood in front of a series of racks, benches, and other things right out of a torture chamber.

“Maybe it's this school's idea of gym class.” I got right behind Kate and brought my hands down on her shoulders. “Boo!”

She whipped around and sent a fist right at my throat.

I jerked to the side right on time. Wrapping an arm around hers, I stepped back behind Kate and curled my other arm around her neck. You learn to defend yourself, at least a little, when you were a kid with a weird last name.

“Will you calm the fuck down? This is the kind of shit that got you in trouble to begin with.”

All it did was make her kick and flail, trying to get any hit in. A heel that almost bent my knee backwards was the last straw.

I squeezed her arms tight against her body and lifted Kate. Walking her toward the nearest anything, I pinned her against what looked like a cushioned sawhorse. Straps that looked like tiny belts adorned the corners.

“Eat shit and die!”

“Calm the fuck down before I have to tie you down!” They weren't kidding about her, but am I really gonna have to treat her like I did Anya yesterday?

Another heel landed against my inner thigh, barely an inch away from my balls. Kate was stronger than her petite frame would make you think, but that was relatively speaking. She wasn't overpowering me at all.

I got one of the leather strips ready to hold her down, for my own safety more than anything. Even putting all my weight on Kate's back, I could only hold her down for so long. The idea of her getting loose made my nuts want to hide in my stomach.

“I always thought you were uppity, Slavic trash, Alex.”

“And I always thought you were a snotty, little bitch.”

The strap locked around her wrists as I pulled it tight. “And to think I had a crush on such a skanky pest years ago.” Forcing Kate to bend over made her tight, little ass look that much better.

“That's quaint. It's not like I'd have given it up for you anyway.”

“You're about to figure out why I don't care.” I pulled her bracelet out of my pocket. “And congratulations, you're about to graduate to the next class.”

Kate spat, putting a splotch on my white shirt that soaked in immediately. “The girls that get those always act like stuck-up sluts.”

“Kettle, meet pot. You two have a lot in common.” I pulled against the open ends of the band. “I'd advise you to fall in line, fast.”

“Go fuck yourself.”

I couldn't deny what the room was for any longer. That's why you're here.

“Go on then, fuck my brains out and get it over with.”

I thought about giving her the exact treatment I'd given Anya the night before. “I'm sure you'd like that.”

A table on one side of the room caught my eye. I walked over to it and realized it was stocked like a sex toy convention. The part that had me laughing was the way everything had been laid out in meticulous order.

Do I break her first, or have some fun with her?

Being called 'trash' because of my ancestry chapped my ass. I looked over the actual buffet of marital aids. The thing that caught my eye and tickled my fancy was the most innocuous of all.

“You know,” I shouted back, “this might be just the thing you need.”

“I didn't choose to come here. That was my bastard father's idea.”

I turned around with the silver egg and played with the controls. My hand went numb as it buzzed to life. The little thing wasn't one of those cheap units.

Kate saw what I had as I got close. “That's your idea of punishment?”

“You mean you don't mind?” I pulled back on her panties until I had a full view of her ass and cunt. She looked nicer down there than I expected.

Kate jolted as the cool metal touched against her clit. She finally shut her mouth as I started the teasing on a light note.

“If you'll excuse me, I've got something to do.” I ramped the speed up to maximum. “Later.”

Kate tried to get something out as I pulled her panties back up hard enough to split her in half. The toy stayed in place, just like I hoped. A final tuck of the controls in her waistband had her ready.

As I got to the door, I looked back. Kate was shaking her head, her voice seething between clenched teeth. Now to occupy some time.


“What the fuck am I doing?” Five minutes of sitting at my desk gradually brought me out of whatever had spurred me on. “Why did I do that?”

Kate's screams had started making it through the door. Every part of me wanted to run in there and stop the torment. Even for a bitch like her, it was too much.

Anya begged me to do it, but Kate's just dumb enough to talk shit until I lose my temper. I got out of my chair without thinking about it. As I opened the door, the full volume of her yells rattled my eardrums.

But with every step, the sympathy faded. By the time I got back to Kate, I hated her again. I wasn't ready to end the punishment, but I did want her to shut the fuck up.

Taking the control out of her waistband, I pulled the cord as far as it would go. I knelt in front of her, taking the full blast of a scream right to my face. As soon as I turned the dial all the way down, Kate's eyes shot open and then rolled to the back of her head.

She quivered against the restraints, vibrating just as hard as the toy that had brought her to this point. The hardest orgasm I'd ever seen played out right in front of me. In a way, Kate had to be enjoying it.

I couldn't stand for it. As she kept spasming, I forced her panties to her ankles. The egg clacked against the floor.

I picked up the lacy bit of fabric and got back in front of her. “You should be thanking me for that.”

Kate's face was red as Anya's ass. Her voice shook as much as her body. “Fuck! No more of tha—” A ball of panties stopped her mid-syllable.

“You nod or shake your head. Nobody wants to hear you speak.”

Kate stilled herself. It was that kind of passive-aggressive display I knew to expect from her. Someone had to make her mind her place.

“That's alright.” I thought about putting the band on her and stripping that part of her out by force.

But that would be too easy on her. Kate had to learn the price of disrespect as herself.

I pulled off my belt, thinking again about giving her the Anya treatment. Too easy on her. I looped it around her forearms and then unbuckled the restraints on her wrists.

“Stand up.”

Kate tried reaching her hands to her mouth. A quick tug at the tail of my belt stopped that little attempt.

“Do that again, and I'm using it on your ass.” I gave her a quick tap, letting my hand linger for a good feel. “I told you to stand.”

She knew I couldn't give her a lashing with the belt around her arms. A hard smap left a ruby hand-print on her petite right hump. It got the point across enough to get a rise out of her.

“Good,” I saw another set of leather cuffs hanging on a rope from the ceiling, “follow me.”

Kate didn't nod or shake her head. Stubborn as a cult member, she kept her feet planted to the floor.

“I told you to come on.”

Kate nodded, mocking me with narrowed eyes. For being a tiny girl fighting to reach five-two in heels, she had bigger balls than a bull.

I yanked on the belt, feeling the bite mark I'd left in it the night before. When it came to a test of strength, Kate didn't stand a chance against me.

She tried keeping her arms down as I grabbed the cuffs. The rope gave easily enough for me to bring the rig down to her level. As the cuffs locked around her wrists, Kate tried to grin with a mouth full of panties.

“You think I'm doing this for fun?”

She nodded again. The belt dropped off her forearms as I pulled it loose.

I looked up to the ceiling, noticing the pulley holding the rope. The tail end dangled a few feet away. I looped it around a cleat on the floor, pulling it until Kate stood on her toes.

I put myself in front of her. “You can't talk, you can't move.” I gave her a light tap on the cheek. “Life's a bitch sometimes, isn't it?”

Kate tried spitting out the lacy gag in her mouth. Muffled vowels was all she could manage, but I knew she was trying to cuss me out.

“How about we get creative?”

The way she rolled her eyes expressed what she couldn't say. I had to give it to Kate, she was true to herself. If only the true her wasn't a complete bitch.

I got back to the table for another shopping trip. Some of the stuff I couldn't even figure out. A riding crop, mini-prod, and what I call the 'dick on a stick' all looked right up my alley.

I held them behind my back. Kate tried angling herself for a better look, but as I got behind her, the struggle made her lose contact with the floor.

I dropped everything but the crop. Quick swats at her thighs got Kate to dancing. The tension between the sting on her legs and the pain on her wrists had to be hell.

I moved it up to her ass, sticking to one spot until she gave in and tried to kick free. “You want me to stop?” I kept it going.

Kate finally broke and nodded. One final, hard snap forced a squeal out of her.

“Good, we're getting somewhere.” It was time for the prod. As I bent over to pick it up, I added, “If you behave, I'll let you speak again.”

Kate stayed still for once. As soon as I had reached around her and pulled the wad of panties out of her mouth, she started bitching again. “If you'd lower me like an inch, you'd be less of an asshole.”

I rubbed my fingers against the cylinder in my hand. Poking the metal prongs against her ass, I pressed the button. The pop was barely audible, but I was happy to leave it on the lowest setting for now.

“Fuck!”

I let loose with it again.

“Shit, damn it!”

“One more word, and it'll hurt worse.” I let her have it on the thigh.

Kate swung as she tried lifting her legs out of the way. Her neck tensed and her mouth drew into a thin line. A quick tease at another shock had her cringing.

I didn't follow through with the threat. “If you weren't so damn bratty, I'd have just put the bracelet on you and sent you on your way.”

Keeping her trap shut had to be killing Kate. As I got in front of her, she pulled exactly the desperation play I expected of her. Smooth thighs wrapped around my waist, putting her weight on me.

I pretended to like it. “I appreciate the willingness.” She didn't realize it'd have shocked me as well as I pressed the conductors against her skin. “But you should do it because it's all you can think about, not to make your legs stop aching.”

Kate's right eye twitched. She tried thrusting herself against my crotch. The heat between her legs told me all this had her worked up.

“You think I'd fuck an ungrateful brat like you? I know it's because you want something from me.”

“Of course I do, you prick!”

I squeezed the sensitive area in the crook of her thighs with my thumbs and middle fingers. It loosened her legs enough for me to back away. I held the prod in front of me with the trigger pulled.

Kate swung back, trying to kick herself out of the way. She jerked hard as she made contact.

I made a quick jab with it, right on the side of her waist. “That bitch I always knew as Kate Geary has to be replaced with someone else before you can leave here.” I gave her another poke, this time inches above her slit.

The expected dog-cussing didn't come. It was time to seal the lesson.

Pulling the band out of my pocket, I held it in front of Kate as she swung back and forth. “Since you know what this is, it'll save me from having to explain it for you.”

Hate and worry got her to start kicking. When she saw me put the prod between us, Kate realized what a horrible idea it was. Resigned, she stopped and let her toes reconnect with the floor.

I smiled and said, “Good, you know there's no point in worrying if the situation is hopeless.” I pulled the ends of the bend apart and squeezed it onto her wrist, just below the restraint.

“I don't feel any different, you moron.” Kate grinned like she'd won. “Blowhard.”

I turned the dial on the prod up to maximum and gave her hell. Five rapid pops sparked against her skin. The little marks it left had to burn like fire.

“Fuck!” Kate wiggled herself, trying to break loose. “My dad'll have you shot for this.”

“Best I recall, he's the one who sent you here. Patrons know exactly what this academy does.”

The way she kept fighting brought a smile to my face. Time to put an end to it, sadly. “Hvatit.”

Kate winced and tensed her entire body. You could almost feel the heat coming off the band. One loud scream bounced from wall to wall.

“You know, you're my first one to reprogram. Take it as an honor.”

“You haven't reprogrammed shit, that just fucking hurts!”

She was right, it wasn't the instant change I saw in Anya. But then again, Anya was utterly broken when I met her. Kate still had more bitch in her than a kennel for female dogs.

I shot my arm forward, making her jerk like I was shooting a gun at her. It seemed like the consequences had sunk in. A double-tap on the button got her yowling.

“I hope you figure out why I did it twice that time.” I ran my fingers through that golden triangle of empty space between her cunt and thighs, hotter than July. “When you do, I can start rewarding good behavior.”

“You don't even know what I want.”

I pulled my hand off her and replaced it with another shock. Kate tried not to react, barely keeping it all inside. She faced another mock jolt right after like she didn't care.

“Good, at least you know how to shut up and take punishment.” I bent over and loosened the tensioning rope until she could stand with a little slack. “Have you learned your place?”

Kate nodded, already looking like she'd been rode hard and hung up wet. “I give up,” her head dropped between her arms, “just no more of that, please.”

I paced around her a couple of times, teasing with the prod but never pulling the trigger. “You're lucky I picked the weaker one. I'm not as sadistic as everyone else here.”

“You want me to thank you?” She looked back up, one eyebrow rising up her forehead. “You should be kissing my ass so I don't have you sued.”

Kzzt-pop!

Kate's legs gave out, her knees almost touching the floor. “Alright, shit! Just let me go and I'll do it.”

Kzzap!

I wondered if she had got the message as well as I wanted her to. “That's for whatever smart-ass comment you were about to use next.”

“I give up, fuck!” She couldn't help letting a little sob out. “What do you want from me?”

I untied the cleat and let her fall to the floor. “For now, I want you to crawl over here.”

Kate started to get up, realizing I specifically demanded a crawl. Even a shameless little psychopath like her could get red in the face like she did, if you pushed her far enough.

“Good.” I looped the rope back around the cleat, leaving her hands essentially bolted to the floor. “Do you think you deserve a reward?”

As I knelt down and forced Kate to look up at me, she shook her head in utter humiliation. “No, sir.”

“Would you like a reward?”

The thought of her voice sounding meek and fragile seemed impossible until then. “I don't deserve it.”

“Good answer.”

“May I speak, sir?”

“Hell no.” When did she think she'd earned that right? “You can prove you deserve to.”

Kate knew better than to ask me how. If it wasn't what she was supposed to do from the start, I'd have been proud.

It was time for that last instrument I'd grabbed. Thick, flesh-toned, and long enough to gauge her limits, it flopped around on the end of the broom handle.

“Ass up.” I watched her ease her knees forward. “Higher.”

Kate gripped the wings of the cleat, her pussy on full display under her cheeks. My hand-print, at least, was still there.

As the tip pressed against her opening, she tried to jerk forward. With the sound of one footstep, she eased toward me. Without an instant of hesitation, Kate pushed back until the first inch disappeared inside her.

I kept standing, guiding it until I felt her inner limits resist. Such a small woman could never handle a Peter North, but how much of the length Kate handled impressed me.

I pulled it back with a little more speed. Steady and picking up the pace a bit, it slid back in. “Definitely not your first.”

Kate tried to hold in a moan as I worked up to a good fucking speed. It finally came out, making her tense her ass like the fury of a wet cat was about to come down on it.

“Don't worry, that's not talking back. You can show gratitude.” I knelt down and picked up the egg at her feet. Gripping the stick close to the base, I got ready to see how thankful I could make her.

The bulb whirred to life against her clit. Kate gasped like she was about to go underwater.

“See? If you acted like this from the start, we could have started from here.”

I felt her back into the imitation cock, begging for more. I pumped it as fast as I could, eliciting a drawn-out, heavy, “Thank you, sir!”

“Do you know your purpose in life now?”

Kate tensed her entire body. She let out a long scream as her hands flailed against the cuffs and slapped against the floor. As soon as her feet lifted, I pulled the vibrating egg away.

“That's it, show me what you're meant to be.”

She started coming like a good, little slut should: Loudly, intensely, and most of all, easily. I wanted Anya to pick up that talent.

“See? Shouldn't getting what you want always be that easy?”

Kate panted and shook against the floor. As she collapsed onto her side, she opened her eyes and smiled. “Yes, sir.”

“You know what the next set of classes teach?”

Kate trembled in place. “Yes, sir.”

“Then there's no reason to be that scared.” If any of her attitude remained, you couldn't see it in her eyes. “In fact, I think a little slut like you will enjoy it.”

“That's right, I am a little slut.”

I twisted the mechanism on her cuffs. As Kate rose to her knees, I didn't bother looking at her. “Every student gets an evaluation from the Headmaster before moving up. I'm sure you know what that means.”

Kate rubbed a hand over her bracelet and smiled. “Well, I'm glad it's you and not that old man.”

“Bullshit,” I started walking back toward my office, “you'll marry the first old fart who doesn't ask for a prenup.”

Her voice came from the same spot she'd been in. “You know I'm more than just a girl you had a crush on. I know you don't think that about me.”

I turned around when I got to the door. “To tell the truth, I didn't think that about you.” I opened it and put one foot in my office. “In all the years since we last met, I didn't think about you at all.”

I let her frown, slamming the door behind me. Even with the worst parts of her ripped out and crushed in my hands, she still managed to insult me.

I crashed into my office chair and saw the note on my desk. I picked up the memo-sized sheet and leaned back.

FINISH the examination. Our health regimen facilitates this.

Finish? I heard the door open behind me. No damn way.

My chair titled back even further. Kate snatched the paper out of my hand and pulled it behind my head. “Oh wow, I didn't know it went that far.”

“Don't sound so excited, you barely even know me.”

Her arms wrapped around my neck. “I've known you for years, Alex. Besides, didn't you tell me to be a good, little slut?”

It was light-years beyond evil, little terror, at least. “I didn't sign up for that.”

“The Headmaster administers exams, including the entrance exam for the second year. Didn't they tell you anything?”

“That was an exam to see if you passed your first year. You passed.”

I expected her to hurl insults again, but instead I got a nibble on my earlobe. “And you grade me on where I stand for year two. It happens all over again to see if I'm ready to leave.”

I knew Anya wouldn't kill me since she had to know about it. Still, my grandfather really threw Kate at me for this? “This is fucked.”

“No, the point's for us to fuck,” she slithered around the chair, “and I want out of here sooner rather than later.”

“I can't make the call on sending you off ahead of schedule.”

“I know,” her fingers wrapped around the rise in my pants, “I do.”

“No, that's not how it works either.”

“Rule seven of the Smolensky Finishing Academy Exam Code: 'A student may be placed in advanced course for year two if the exam is completed in two minutes or less from the time of initiation.”

“No, no, hell no.”

Kate started easing herself into my lap, her legs over one side of the chair, arms around my neck again. “Do you have any choice?”

I knew the feeling from the back room had gone away completely, for me at least. “If you want me to be honest, yeah, I do.”

Kate jerked her head back. “I'm ready to move on, and I need you play along so I can do that.”

“That's not you talking.”

She leaned her head on my shoulder. “So what? I look a lot happier now, don't I?”

I couldn't deny it. Every girl in that courtyard the day before looked like they'd rather be anywhere else. “So what's with the mood swing?”

“I realized there's no point in fighting what I'm supposed to be.” Kate unwrapped her arms and slid down my lap until her knees were on the floor. “You got me there.”

Something broke in her head. “I don't know what came over me. That room changes people.”

“Do I look like I care?” Kate pinched my zipper pull with two fingers. “I know you're ready to go.”

I wanted to stop her, but my shaft was out by the time I built up the willpower. “Seriously, I don't want this.”

“I do.” She took care not to actually touch my dick. “Come on, Alex. Fuck me like you still hate me.”

Hell, I feel sorry for you now. I watched her stand up and rest her ass on the edge of the desk. “If I do, that means I'm alright with this. I'm not.”

“But I am.” Kate scooted back and put her feet on top of the desk, her legs open like a book. “This is the first test I've wanted to ace.”

“So the second year is about using your body to get your way.” If I was right, this was a messed up way to earn extra credit.

“If I give you what you want, I get what I want. What's wrong with that?” Kate started working herself up, her fingers massaging the top of her neat, shaved cunt.

If it were offered to me in any other context before I came to the academy, I wouldn't dream of turning her down. “You're still kind of a bitch.” I stood up and put my hands on the desk.

Kate's face was inches from my own as she grinned like a Cheshire cat. “You've never had a good hate-fucking, have you?”

It didn't surprise me that she probably had already. Kate grabbed the hourglass as I said, “I hope I knock you up, out of spite.” It was fucked up and harsh of me to say, but she was pressing every button. And the worst part is, I knew she was doing it to get her way.

“Don't worry, they put us on birth control as soon as we get here.” She flipped the hourglass and shot herself forward, taking half of my cock into herself. “You'd better fuck me like you want to ruin my life, though.”

I plucked the glass out of her hand and sat it on the corner of the desk. My hands wrapped around Kate's upper arms as I slung myself all the way inside. “Go to hell.”

Her legs wrapped around my back, locking me inside the slickest, hottest pussy I'd ever felt. Kate began thrusting her own hips, forcing me against every nook until her head rocked back.

I didn't want her working out more hate than me. Letting go of her arms, I grabbed her throat with one hand, the front of her bra with the other. It was enough leverage to keep me ripping in and out.

Fingernails dug into my sides. Kate's lower lip disappeared under her teeth. Even through makeup, the growing blush in her face came through.

Fucking hell. I knew birth control wasn't guaranteed safety. Maybe if I plowed her hard enough, something would grow in that field.

“Harder, you sad shit!”

My knuckles went white as I gripped her throat with both hands. Whether I choked her out or not, I didn't care.

It only tempted a look of pure satisfaction out of her. Kate's nails dug harder into my skin, right on the verge of drawing blood.

I felt it rushing in on me. Pounding myself into her like I was cramming an hour of fucking her brains out into a moment, I had myself at the point of collapse. Definitely a sprint instead of a marathon.

Her voice came out ragged as a saw blade as it fought to get past my grip. “That's it! Come inside me you piece of trash.”

My body flamed out in one last burst. My arms and abs burned like after the first time at the gym. The folds of silk around my shaft had finally won out.

“Yeah, that's it.” Kate pulled one of my hands up as my strength gave out, sucking on my thumb like a worshiped cock. “Give me all that cum.”

Weak and shaking at the knees, I fought to push myself to her deepest limit. The flood of sensation shot through my length, and then out to surround it in creamy warmth.

Kate held the hourglass in front of my face when I tried watching myself finish. Her other hand went down to her slit. I watched the last bits of sand drain from the top, about the time I was empty.

“You see?” Kate had herself closer already. “I don't need to start at the basics.” Fuck no, she didn't.

I couldn't imagine pulling out yet, feeling her walls tighten as her thighs clenched around me. I caught my breath as Kate tried losing hers, the feeling of completeness in watching her play with herself better than the sex itself.

“Fuck,” Kate's head ducked, hiding her face in her hair, “I'm gonna come!”

I snatched the hourglass from her hand before she dropped it, then went back to watching the marvel unfold. Her pussy gripped onto my dick, pulsing inward like it was trying to pull more cum out and drawing what was alreay there even deeper.

Kate jolted forward, resting her head against my shoulder as she kept working herself. Every part of her shivered like the room had gone sub-zero.

She had one last surprise. As I felt her body heat rise, Kate moaned, “Thank you, sir.” Drawing out that last syllable, she came right on my desk.

I let her ride out the breakers, listening to her breath slow down. That's when I heard the slow clap coming from the doorway to the main hall.

“Well done, both of you.” My fucking grandfather.

“How long were you there?” I pulled out of Kate and tucked my dick back in my pants. “Didn't they knock in Russia?”

“It is my house. I go where I please.” He stepped into the office. “If you continue like this, it will be yours.”

Kate's face was red as an apple. She scrambled for the back room.

I sat back in my chair, as proud as I was embarrassed. “That was fucked up, making her my first test.”

Grandfather pulled up one of the chairs on the other side of the desk and propped his feet up. “You should get used to it.”

I could. “That bracelet didn't affect Kate like it did Anya. What's up with that?”

“The basics of copper magic will come to you over time. For now, you train your mind and soul.”

“By fucking?”

He snickered. “By fucking.”

“I'm sure I need to learn how the finances and all that work.”

He put a cigarette between his lips. “That is what staff are for. A man has only so many fucks he can give properly.”

“I'm sure you don't just mean how many times I can bang students with that.” The stench of a match hit my nostrils. I started looking for something to fill in as an ashtray, before I had a floor covered in cinders.

“You worry about becoming the kind of man who can run this academy. That is your only job right now.”

“Well, what was so good about what you just saw?” I passed the metal garbage bin to him over the desk.

Grandfather sat it on the floor next to him and blew a cloud of smoke like a diesel. “She got you to fuck her, even though you hated her. Why do you think I am proud?”

“Is that a trick question?”

“No. Answer it.”

Aside from watching his grandson bang a girl out of his league, all I had left were straws to grasp at. “I put her in her place?”

He shook his head. “Do you take your dedushka for a pig, Alexei?” Another puff of smoke. “We do not make obedient slaves. Our students learn to claim what they want.”

“With sex...” Maybe he was a pig.

“That is a part of the skills we teach. Women are more than walking genitalia.”

I pinched the bridge of my nose. “That's what I'm trying to get at.”

“Then we have a misunderstanding. That is all.”

I wasn't so sure. “Ever since I got here, it's been sex, sex, sex. What else do I do?”

“We are the only men allowed on staff. Who else can evaluate that skill from a future husband's perspective?”

It wasn't like a strap-on had a sense of touch. “But really? The perfect wife is a nymphomaniac?”

Grandfather put his feet down and leaned forward. “Think of Anya. I am sure you have no complaints when she pleasures you.”

She is as insatiable as she is hot. “I wonder if it's right, is all.”

“You tell me who you would rather have as a wife.” Even at his age, there was a spark in his eyes. “Anya, or some frigid bitch who brings her shitty office job home with her, sitting there like a log when she lets you fuck her once a year for your birthday. Be honest.”

“That was,” I piled my lips on one side of my face for a second, “very specific.”

“Many of our clients don't want their daughters to end up like their mothers. The men who send their future wives here have a common fear.”

“I don't doubt you, but damn.” It had to come from a specific case. “Who were you talking about?”

“Your father refused my offer to accept your mother as a student before they were married. Tell me that isn't her to the letter.”

“That's my mom you're talking about! How should I know about their sex life?” I knew it was probably true, regardless. Frigid bitch with an office job she takes out on her husband described my mother to the letter.

“I see it in your face. It is true.” Grandfather flicked a quarter of a cigarette worth of ashes into the can. “I told Mikhail he was being foolish.”

How did my father end up so normal after being raised by this lunatic? “Can we talk about something other than my parents?”

“Your student received an advanced result. Most of them will not.”

“How often do I have to do this, and what's up with that creepy room?”

“Get used to doing it two or three times a week.” Grandfather snorted. “And you picked up on the aura. Maybe I will go over the basics of copper magic with you tomorrow.”

And yes, copper magic is as strange as you're thinking.


BIMBO ACADEMY 3:

FUNDAMENTAL CONVERSION

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Have you ever spoken to God, Alexei?”

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

“You owe me after this.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I can see that.”

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I am questioning nothing about her talents.”

“So why test us both?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do I look like I have any?”

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

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

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

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

“I never thought I'd see the day.”

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

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

“Suka p'oshel nak'huy uyebok!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You do not know what he is asking.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“He's the one who put you here.”

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

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

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

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

“I don't even know where I'm at.”

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

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

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

“So why am I here?”

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

“So I answer to you?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, sir?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Wait, weren't you raised Evangelical?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I don't just hear it, I feel it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lara asked, “What did she say?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you sure she'll be alright?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah?”

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

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

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

“Yes, sir.”

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

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

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

“Alex? Do I have to?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

“What do you mean?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Get to your point.”

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

Fuck.

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

“Something new every time, I'm sure.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I can't.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, make him come with you.”

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

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

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

I made another attempt at screaming.

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

Fuck!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A little disappointment to go along with my relief. Anya never would let you just enjoy a moment. “I wondered what kind of birth control we used here, but I never bothered asking anyone who'd know, so the possibility hadn't crossed my mind yet.” But then something that pissed me off came to the front of my mind. “So why pull a trick like that? I didn't sleep a bit.”

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

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

“That was payback, Alexei.”

Yes, in a way, I hate my wife. Anyone would. But you know what? Sometimes the person you hate most is also the same one you worship.


BIMBO ACADEMY 4:

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.”


BIMBO ACADEMY 5:

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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