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Chapter One

_______________

____

Coney Island, Brooklyn, NY – The Present Day

Semyon Zubkov sat brooding in his expansive office on top of the nightclub he owned in Coney Island called “Moscow Nights.” He had a slight family problem he needed to get resolved – and fast. In addition to owning the nightclub, Vladimir owned several car washes, laundromats, a couple of BMW dealerships, and several Brooklyn Borough Councilmen, cops and judges. He was the PAKHAN, or godfather of the largest Russian Mafia syndicate in the United States.

His tentacles reached all the way back to Mother Russia – the black market, arms trafficking, drugs, underage prostitutes, and vices that would make a hardened killer blush. He was deemed untouchable, and had enough contacts in the media which meant that any reporter who even mentioned his name would meet with a quick, most unpleasant, and untimely death.

Semyon’s dream was to one day hand over his empire of evil to his oldest son, Viktor. This was the promise he made to his late wife Katerina, over six years ago, just before her death from cancer. He had her flown to the best hospital for her disease in the world – in Switzerland, but even the best on Earth, was no match for the Will of God. Like most Russian mafia chiefs, Semyon was fiercely devoted to the Russian Orthodox Church, and now carried a grudge against God.

He had another reason for a grudge – his son Viktor. Now approaching sixty, Semyon knew that he had to prepare his playboy son to take over the family business. However, Semyon thought Viktor soft, spoiled by the good life in the United States. A bright young man, he sent him to Harvard, where he majored in political science, thinking he would become a lawyer, the family “consigliere,” however that turned out not to be. Viktor’s love for drink and fast cars and gambling made this dream of Semyon’s impossible. The boy simply had no sense of responsibility.

However, there was no one else that Semyon trusted, no one to replace him. Viktor’s younger sister, Madeline, lived in Chicago and had no interest whatsoever in the family business. So what was he to do?

Semyon had a glass of brandy before him and a good Cuban cigar and thought hard. He took a deep breath and sighed. It was time to make a humiliating phone call to an old friend, someone he spent five years with in a Siberian work camp, during the last years of the Soviet Union.

His tattooed right hand, missing a pinky finger, picked up the old land line rotary phone and made the call.

***

Viktor was sleeping in the family mansion on Staten Island, face down on the bed, just wearing his tight undershorts. The eighteen year old newly imported Russian prostitute lay next to him after giving him a night of blowjobs and performing other acts of debauchery which Viktor loved so well that only a girl from the old country would know how to perform. She had a gorgeous figure, blue eyes, a Slavic face, and long, platinum blonde hair. A mountain of coke was on top of a mirror on the table of Viktor’s chest of drawers.

Heavy sets of footsteps ran up the grand staircase leading to Viktor’s room and two of Semyon’s bodyguards knocked hard on the door.

“Okay, okay, I’m coming,” Viktor answered, turning around, his head banging with a headache, the morning sunlight preventing him from opening his eyes. It was eleven AM.

The door burst open, the two men impatient, not giving Viktor a chance to get on his feet to walk over to the door.

“Get rid of her Alexi,” a burly, bald man named Nikolai said to the other, a muscular man with close cropped red hair, and a scar running down his face from his right eye to his neck. Alexi shook the hooker awake and barked at her in Russian to put her clothes on and get out.

“What the fuck Nikolai?” Viktor whined; his eyes half closed.

“Your father wants to see you Viktor, NOW. Hurry up and get dressed.”

“All right. What is so important?”

“I just told you,” Nikolai answered, his tone showing no respect for Viktor whatsoever. Viktor just mumbled, forcing his eyes opened, grabbing for a bottle of Bourbon on his night stand, and taking a quick swallow before Nikolai could stop him.

“I don’t think the pakhan wants to smell alcohol on your breath today Viktor.”

“Well fuck the old man,” Viktor said under his breath. He needed a bit of “the hair of the dog,” after last night’s heavy partying.

“Come on, hurry up,” Nikolai said, handing Viktor a shirt from his closet and a pair of hanging slacks. His clothes from the night before lying on the floor were in no condition to be worn now.

“Marta has breakfast for you downstairs. I suggest you hurry up and eat. We’ll wait ten minutes for you in the car.”

The last thing Viktor wanted was food, but he suspected it would be a long day, so he forced himself to eat. Alexi called an Uber for the hooker who barely had time to put on the short, glittery party dress from last night.

Nikolai double parked in front of Moscow Nights and he and Alexi escorted Viktor up the stairs to his father’s office. The door was cracked open and two armed bodyguards stood on either side of the heavy oak door. The three of them walked in.

“Good morning gentlemen,” Semyon said, his voice deep and serious. “Nikolai, Alexi,” wait downstairs until I call you up.”

“Yes Pakhan,” Nikolai responded. Both of them turned around and left, smartly closing the door on their way out.

“Viktor,” Semyon said, gesturing with his hand. “Have a seat.”

Viktor sat in the plush, red velvet seat in front of the desk.

“You look like shit today son,” Semyon said, snarling, looking over his son from top to bottom.

“The best private schools, vacations in Greece, Harvard University, and all the opportunities I and this great country can offer you, and what do you have to show for it, eh? Drinking, drugging, and consorting with cheap prostitutes.”

“But they’re your prostitutes, father.”

Semyon shook his head in disgust. “You know, if you were anyone but my son, I should shoot you in the balls for that!”

On his desk, Semyon was spinning a .45 caliber handgun with a pearl handle and a blue steel barrel.

“So, how are you doing with the gambling collections I asked you to make last week?”

“I . . .”

“No don’t answer. Nikolai already told me. What are you trying to do Viktor? You are twenty five years old. I had hoped for you to take over for me someday, and I see no promise in you – none. Do you know the others do not fear you, or respect you. They call you a ‘pussy’ behind your back, among other things. To the other gangs – my competition, you are a joke. They smell blood in the water. But I have no choice. I have to turn you into something that maybe you are not. Do you not see my problem here Viktor? What am I to do with you? You’re an intelligent young man. But you’re lazy, you’re soft. Madeline should take over the family business. SHE is more of a man than you are! What do you have to say for yourself, eh?”

Viktor looked down at the plush, red carpet in front of the desk and was defiant.

“Just give me a chance father! I know I can still learn the business.”

“But it’s not just that Viktor. You have no presence on the street. My businesses don’t even know you. You’re a laughing stock, a joke. You don’t even know how to shoot!”

Viktor was silent. He knew his father was right. But he didn’t have the right temperament to be a mob boss, or any type of boss period. He wasn’t even sure he was a man, never having any steady girlfriends, just having prostitutes around. He didn’t even have any real sex with them so to speak, just blowjobs, and then they would drink or drug themselves to sleep. Prostitutes were easy. He was the boss’s son, so he didn’t have to worry about any insults or ridicule from women. He could easily get a new girl every night, and never repeat a single one for a year. He was a lost cause.

At his father’s last comment Viktor smirked. Would someone even take him seriously if he pulled a gun?

“So I’ve come up with a solution for you Viktor. I contacted an old friend of mine in Moscow; another Pakhan I do some business with. I told him about you, and he and I think you could use some ‘toughening up,’ Russian Style. You will leave tonight from JFK. I’ve booked a flight for you, and you will stay at his dacha (summer house) for two months. By that time Viktor, you’ll either be ready to be my successor, or be a garbage man in Moscow. Now what do you say?”

Viktor swallowed hard. This would not be an English boarding school or a week at SANDALS with a prostitute. This would be something else entirely.

“Don’t thank me yet Viktor. You can do that when you return. My friend’s name is Sergei. Sergei Tupolev. Now get out of my sight. Nikolai will take you home and help you pack, then take you to the airport.”

Semyon opened his desk drawer and handed Viktor his passport and airline ticket.

“Have a nice flight Viktor, and remember: Sergei will be giving me regular updates on your progress.”

“Yes father.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_______________

____

So Viktor found himself in the passenger lounge at JFK of Aeroflot, waiting for the seven fifteen night flight to Moscow’s Sheremetyevo International Airport. He was to stay for two months at Sergei’s dacha on the Black Sea. What could he possibly learn from this trip? Accounting? How to forcibly take over a legitimate business and turn it into a Mafia plaything? Business management of the most powerful Eastern European crime syndicate on the east coast? Stamp collecting? That was the passion of his youth, but like most of his past interests, it went nowhere. He laughed to himself. Father, father, he thought. How can you turn a lemon into an apple?

At the passenger gate at Sheremetyevo a man in a black suit and chauffeur cap stood with a sign saying “ZUBKOV” in English. Viktor waved to him, and they both collected his two suitcases from the carousel and got into the limo waiting curbside.

Standing outside the limo were two guards, presumably armed with small submachine guns. These guys took no chances. They drove through Moscow, stopping about twenty miles outside the city at a private airstrip where they then boarded a private Leer jet which would take them to an airport outside Odessa on the Black Sea. From there, it was a short drive to Sergei’s dacha on the water.

They came to an isolated, ornate mansion which would make a Czar blush. From labor camp in Siberia to mansion on the Black Sea – The Russian Dream in the Twenty First Century. Like many, Viktor’s father and Sergei had made a killing on the black market from the collapse of the former Soviet Union.

Viktor was escorted inside. His mouth dropped open at the opulence of the mansion. It was enormous, even by European standards with a large circular driveway, and submachinegun toting bodyguards patrolling all around the grounds. Once inside, Viktor’s jaw dropped at the gold-plated banisters, marble stairways, and expensive paintings on the wall. The smart money these days was in art, and Sergei Tupolev was very smart.

“Welcome Viktor how was your flight?” a rotund, muscular and bald man wearing heavy gold chains, rings, and a silk bathrobe asked as he hurried across the marble floor to shake his hand. The same as Viktor’s father, Sergei’s right hand pinkie was missing from the first knuckle out. Yet his grip, as he shook Viktor’s hand was as strong as a vice. “Please, come inside. I will have your bags brought upstairs. You will be treated as family. Your father and I are blood brothers. I assume he told you this, no?

“Yes he did, Mr. Tupolev.

“Good. Please, call me Sergei. His tone turned serious, and his tone lowered as he came closer to Viktor. “Your father and I went through some hard times together in the Gulag. However, we both rose above that most unfortunate period in our lives in the ‘New Russia,’ the land of the oligarchs, as you can see. During your two month stay, I will teach you to run your father’s empire, and to be . . . a pakhan.”

“SASHA!” he called out in Russian. “Take Viktor’s bags upstairs to the guest room.” A tattooed bodyguard with a black tank-top t-shirt and tattooed arms came running and carried Viktor’s bags away.

“Now Viktor, come into the parlor for drinks.” With a wave of his hand he pointed to a wall filled with every type of liquor imaginable. “Make yourself at home and have whatever you like. After dinner, we will talk business. But for this afternoon, you can relax, and I have a little something for you to help with that.” Sergei smiled at Viktor and clapped his hands together loudly, twice.

A tall, svelte brunette longhaired girl with long legs, lots of makeup, and a short, one-piece blue latex dress came from the staircase across to the parlor. Her stiletto heels announced her arrival with a clacking sound before Viktor could even see her. She was absolutely radiant, with magnificent cleavage, and a big smile on her beautiful face.

Sergei smiled as he saw her enter the room.

“Viktor, this is Nadia. She will help your relax, and get you ready to concentrate on your education which will start tomorrow.”

Viktor barely heard Sergei as the huge boner in his pants betrayed his arousal. Nadia, standing in front of the two men., noticed it and smiled at Viktor.

Sergei patted his hands on his thighs and rose from the couch. “Well, I have some work to do Viktor. Nadia, why don’t you take Viktor out to the balcony overlooking the grounds and get acquainted.” Then turning to Viktor he said, “You will see she speaks excellent English. I will see you for dinner at six.”

Nadia wasn’t shy at all and took Viktor’s hand and slowly walked with him upstairs and to his room, then through sliding glass doors to the large marble floored balcony. There were plush, red velvet chairs, a table, and a large couch outside.

“So Viktor, I will make your stay here pleasant,” she said in a soft voice with a surprisingly slight accent.

“Thank you Nadia. If you don’t mind my asking, what is your relationship to Sergei?” Normally Viktor wouldn’t ask such an invasive question, but he knew that Nadia “had to” answer. She wasn’t just a guest – she came with the house. That’s how it was.

“Sergei is a lovely man, and my job is a hostess for his many guests. There are four girls, of which I am the boss. If you have me, then it means you are special. In addition, I help him with his business, which I teach you too.”

“I’m, uh, flattered,” Viktor said, his cock practically following her movements like a magnet. It was even interfering with his speech.

“You seem nervous Viktor. How about I bring your scotch outside from the parlor. I’ll have a vodka. Sergei has his own brand. It’s quite good.”

“Okay, then I’ll have one too.”

“Good, just have a seat and I’ll bring the bottle with a couple of glasses.” Viktor’s eyes were drawn to Nadia’s ass as she slowly walked back inside the house. He started to rethink his early opinions of this trip.

When she came back outside, she sat down next to him placing the bottle and glasses on a small table in front of the couch. As she leaned forward and Viktor got a good look down the front of Nadia’s dress, he saw that she wasn’t even wearing a bra. This only made him more distracted, restless, and unable to converse in a manner than made any sense. She was wearing perfume, not a heavy amount, but just enough to make him bulge even more.

She poured a glass for Viktor and herself. “Let’s drink a toast.”

“What will we drink to?” he was able to squeak out. Nadia laughed at his obvious shyness.

“Why don’t we drink to a successful completion of your training.” How did she know about that? Viktor thought to himself. Did she know that his father had no faith in his ability to become a pakhan, and that his trip was to make him into something that he had no faith in his ability to become?

“Okay then,” they klinked glasses, and he said, “to a successful completion of my training.”

“Tell me something Viktor,” Nadia said as she lit up an all-white, long 120mm cigarette, and did a snap inhale, “do you have much experience with women back home.” So forward, he thought.

“Uh, nothing steady.” What he meant to say was that he never had actual sex, but just blowjobs from his father’s hookers from the club. So really, he was technically a virgin – at twenty five.

“I see. Maybe we can change things a bit,” she said as she touched her shapely ass to his, and rubbed it a bit with hers. Viktor quickly swallowed his vodka and Nadia laughed and poured him another glass.

“I’m looking forward to that Nadia,” Viktor said with the voice of a high school kid. He remembered those days; endless taunts about his lack of masculinity, and slim body build that girls never paid attention to. His thoughts turned to his best friend in high school, a girl named Stacy who one day said to him, “Maybe you aren’t meant to be a boy Viktor. You interact better with girls.” A shiver ran down his back as he remembered.

Nadia turned to Viktor, and her long, painted fingernails gently turned his face towards her as she softly planted her lips against his and slowly moved them around his. Her tongue stuck out from her tight lips and entered his mouth, finding his, and twirled it around turning him on even more. Her smoky breath made his cock throb – this was a bit of a fetish of his; attractive women smokers. Without saying a word or breaking contact, Nadia rubbed his cock through his trousers and boxers, causing a drop of pre cum to escape.

She kept this up, and Viktor had a feeling about what was to come next. But it seemed she knew what he was thinking when she said, “Don’t worry Viktor, we have complete privacy out here.”

Her hand now reached for his zipper and pulled it down, then up again, toying with him, making him moan through his closed mouth. Then she left his zipper down, and reached into his trousers with her probing fingers and gabbed the head of his cock with her fingertips, squeezing more pre cum out. She felt the wetness on her fingertips and pulled off him, staring him in the face with her emerald green eyes, and placed her wet fingertip inside her mouth, a doe-eyed, girlish expression on her face.

She undid his belt and pulled his pants down, causing him to raise his butt, and pulled them down to his ankles. She did the same with his boxers.

“Oooh, I see your Russian blood has blessed you with a giant cock!” She laughed. “I am very hungry for this. I love to suck cock very much.”

Taking a large, cheek-hollowing drag from her cigarette, she placed her mouth over his cock, exhaling a large smoke stream from her mouth and nose. It turned him on even more. She took her lips off him, and smiled, stroking his bare cock and said, “Such a nice cock you have Viktor.” Then bending her head down, she kissed the tip of his cock with open lips.

Now with her lips tightly closed around Viktor’s cock she moved slowly, the velvet smooth lip gloss she wore painting his cock tip a bright red. Her tongue circled and rubbed his cock, especially the soft tuft of skin on the sensitive underside. The slowness with which she moved made Viktor moan involuntarily. The depth of her sucking increased and she placed his cock deeper and deeper into her mouth.

She could only place it three quarters into her mouth, but it was enough. Her mouth was nice and wet, and she went up and down, faster and faster. Viktor met her sucking motions by bucking his hips up to meet her thrusts.

Her lips were so tight that after just a few minutes of this he exploded a huge load of thick, white cum all inside of Nadia’s mouth, hitting the back of her throat, forcing her head back. Greedily she sucked and swallowed a huge bolus of his jizz. Not a drop ran down the sides of her mouth.

She licked him clean and came off him, kissing him and giving him the first taste of his own, sweet/salty jizz. It surprised him that he loved it so much. It was like a nectar of the gods to him. What that meant, if anything, he tried to push from his mind, but it was no use – he loved it. Her eyes were glazed with pleasure and satisfaction. She smiled and was hungry for more of Viktor.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_______________

____

“Let’s go inside now Viktor. We have some time before dinner, and my pussy is aching for you,” she said as she squeezed his cock again through his trousers.

“Lead the way!”

Nadia grabbed his cock through his pants and took him in through the sliding doors to his bedroom.

He was still horny as fuck and flattered at the same time. No woman had ever paid him attention like this. His self-esteem was always in the gutter, but now for the first time, he was somebody who he could look in the mirror and be proud of. Yet something was missing that he couldn’t quite put his finger on.

“I’m as you Americans would say ‘so hot’ for you Viktor.” She pushed him down on the bed by his shoulders into a sitting position, and then backed away from him a few steps. He watched spellbound as she lifted the tight latex dress over her head, and was treated to a full view of her gorgeous, smooth breasts; her nipples sticking up into the air like two pencil points.

Nadia moved closer to him, wiggling her hips, clad only in a lace-topped green satin G-String, and pushed her breasts into his face, moving them in a circle around his mouth. Viktor somehow knew what to do by instinct. He stuck his tongue out and circled her nipples with it, alternating between right and left. Then he placed his lips over each nipple, suckling them and taking his mouth off, kissing each breast. She threw her head back and moaned, her long, auburn hair falling down the middle of her back. Nadia placed her right hand underneath the pouch of her G-String and moved it up and down, stroking her pussy in a continuous motion.

Viktor used his hands, squeezing her firm breasts, using his fingertips to tickle her, which made her stiffen and hiss between her teeth, saying his name over and over again. Down below his beltline, Viktor’s cock was throbbing, so soon after he had just cum in her mouth on the balcony.

Suddenly, she pulled off Viktor’s mouth, and he looked up at her puzzled. She was smiling at him, and shifted from side to side, like a rhythmic dance, hooking her thumb down the front of the thong.

She bit her lower lip and looked at him with those piercing emerald eyes, and slowly pulled down the G-String. He could see that her pubic area was shaved and looked smooth.

What he saw next made his jaw drop and his eyes to pop open wide. Nadia had just revealed a cock to him. He stared at it in disbelief.

“Nadia! What the fuck is this? Is this real?”

She laughed at him, the thong now around her ankles covering the straps of her high heels.

“I assume you have never seen cock on woman before, right Viktor. I know they have women like me in United States, no?”

“Yes but . . . here? In Sergei’s home? He know this about you??”

“Of course Viktor. Sergei has women like me, or should I say ‘ladyboy’ or ‘shemale’ as they call us in Thailand. We work for him in powerful positions in his organization. He finds that we get a lot of respect. Trust me, we do.”

“But I’m not gay? Am I?” Viktor asked, scratching his head, confused as hell about what he just did – getting a blowjob from a girl with a cock.

“I don’t know Viktor. You are who you are.” She paused and saw Viktor’s troubled state, and picked up his chin with her hand.

“I think Viktor that you should not be troubled and just go along with what you want to do – what your body tells you to do, okay? You listen to me – this is right for you. Nadia knows.”

He swallowed hard. “Okay.”

“Good boy,” she said with a mellow, soothing voice, and took two steps toward him, placing the tip of her fleshy, bulbous cock against his lips. Viktor’s lips remained closed, and she bounced her cock on and off his lips. Nadia stuck her index finger in her mouth and took it out, rubbing the wetness over Viktor’s lips. To her it was like giving a child candy for the first time.

“You can think of this as my ‘clit.’ I like to have it sucked by other ladyboys.”

She placed her cock on top of his lips once more, but this time she forced it, causing them to open up, just enough to place her tip inside his mouth. Viktor stuck his tongue out and placed it onto her slit and moved it around the head of her cock, causing her to moan and place her hands gently on the back of his head.

Nadia pushed her hips deeper against Viktor, making her cock to go deeper into Viktor’s mouth. He liked it. Against everything he knew – he enjoyed it. His mouth was very wet, and he went back and forth, sucking her cock like a kid who hadn’t had a favorite candy cane in a long time. He surrendered completely to the act, licking and sucking. His tongue slid up and down over the tuft of soft skin on the bottom of her huge “she cock.”

She rocked against him faster and faster, her arms wrapped across his shoulders. Now he felt the same sweet/salty taste leak from the tip of Nadia’s cock. It tasted the same as his own.

Nadia let out a large “Ahhh,” filling Viktor’s mouth with a warm, thick explosion of jizz. Not once, or twice, but three large spurts filled up his mouth. She kept thrusting, and he swallowed almost all of it, but some leaked down from the corners of his mouth onto his chin.

He licked her cock clean, and she pulled off Viktor and ran her tongue over her cum that had escaped his mouth, kissing him deeply, sucking up the cum she missed from inside Viktor’s mouth. Their foreheads touched for a minute, and she came off Viktor, touching his face tenderly with her fingertips, and said, “That was not so bad was it? You were wonderful Viktor.”

“I loved it. I didn’t think I could ever do that, but I really enjoyed it.” This was a real revelation to him.

“That’s right Viktor. Think of it as my boy clit. It’s my ‘pussy,’ but a different type than maybe you are used to.”

“I have something to tell you Nadia. I’m a, or I was a virgin until now. You’re my first.”

“Oh Viktor that is so sweet,” she said and pulled him up off the bed and kissed him deeply with her arms around his shoulders.

“I’m still not satisfied Viktor. You must do one more thing for me to please me.”

“Oh? What would that be?” he asked, really curious. The woman was insatiable. Wait a minute, he thought. Is she really a woman? Yes she is, but she happens to have a cock. So what? This was more than rationalization, it was desire. He wanted her. She was much different than the unfeeling hookers of his father that gave him blowjobs at home.

She tugged at his pants, opening his zipper, unfastening his jeans, and pulled them down around his ankles, along with his boxers.

“Please step out of these.”

He did as he was told.

“Now get on the bed on your knees and face the front.”

“But I’m . . .”

“No, you do it. I promise you enjoy this Viktor. It, how you say, will open new world for you.”

Viktor thought of the double meaning of that statement, and he didn’t object, doing as he was told.

Nadia hopped on the bed behind him and spit on her hands. She spread his ass cheeks apart and rubbed her spit around Viktor’s ass, and her cock, pulling his butt cheeks apart. Her she cock was even harder than before. She played around with it against his cherry, puckered virgin asshole. An electric shock of pleasure ran through his body.

“Viktor, you will feel some pain, but soon it will turn to pleasure unlike anything you have ever experienced before. I promise you this,” she said reassuringly. “You trust me no?”

“Yes, yes Nadia, I do.”

“Good. Now relax, and enjoy me Viktor.”

With his butt cheeks spread apart, Nadia slid the head of her cock just inside Viktor’s asshole, making him wince, and causing him to grab the sheets of the bed with closed fists. The pain was almost intolerable as she went deeper and deeper, but he remembered what she told hm. Gradually, he was consumed by a pleasure he never thought possible. It was so strange to him, this mixture of pain and pleasure; where pain became pleasure . . .

He felt comfortable enough to buck his hips backwards against her thrusting and she began to moan; her fingernails digging deep into his flesh. They got into a furious rhythm, both caught up in the moment.

There soon came a point where the pleasure became total for him, and his cock was erect again. He started to stroke it, amazed by the connection between his hardness and her actions. Each time she went deeper, a wave of impending orgasm shot through him. Nadia yelled out wordless sounds and he felt a familiar wet warmth, but this time deep inside of him. She went faster and faster now and soon, like a sneeze welling up from deep withing he shot a tremendous load of cum onto the bedsheet below him. Not once, but twice.

Her thrusting slowed like it was at the beginning. She was letting him down gently. Tenderly, still inside him, she spread herself across his backside, and they stayed still for what seemed a long time, both spent.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_______________

____

They came down for dinner like Sergei requested at six o’clock. Gathered around the table in his impressive dining room, servants brought out the dinner in courses, like in any other great house. Sergei looked from Nadia to Viktor and a smile crossed his face.

“So Viktor, I assume Nadia taught you some new things, yes?”

Clearly embarrassed and turning beet red, Viktor weakly replied, “Yes, Sergei, she revealed much to me.”

Sergei’s heavy belly laugh filled the room, and Nadia was laughing and smiling as well.

“Yes, I’m sure she did. Did you know that Nadia plays a key role in my operations here?”

“Uh, she told me that women were very powerful in your operations, pakhan, but she didn’t tell me much about what she did.”

He pointed his fork at Nadia after putting the roasted duck in his mouth, and said, “She will teach you much Viktor. Not just things in the bedroom, although that is a very important part of your time here. Believe it or not, she is one of my best enforcers. If you do not yet understand, you soon will. I am going to return you to your father very strong and powerful, just as he asked of me. However, you will be a little ‘different.’ Believe me, the both of you will thank me. I sense a ‘connection’ of sorts between the two of you. This is good!”

Viktor assumed correctly now that he was headed for a transformation from a carefree playboy son of the biggest pakhan in the Russian Mafia in America, into a powerful . . . but somewhat “changed” son. He knew that his first duty was to his father, and if this is what father thought was best for him, then it was his duty to go along with it. He would have to see what the next days brought.

“Now Viktor, tomorrow morning I must go to Moscow for a week, and you will be here with Nadia and the servants, yes?”

“Whatever you say pakhan, it is my pleasure.”

“Good boy. I know Nadia will take good care of you.”

***

After Sergei left, NADIA came to Viktor’s room and said, “Viktor, come to my room, I want to show you something.”

“Sure. What is it?”

She smiled wickedly. “You’ll see, come.”

On Nadia’s bed were an assortment of women’s clothes – HOT women’s clothes, including some lingerie that elicited a large boner to arise through Viktor’s jeans. Nadia noticed this and said:

“Viktor, I think you enjoy this, yes?”

“Yes I think I do.” It didn’t pay to hide anything from Nadia. She was very intuitive and would see for herself anyway. What the hell, he thought. It wouldn’t hurt to experiment a little, right? Viktor didn’t waste any time and slipped off his jeans and his boxers, kicking them off to the side. He picked up a purple G-String and stepped into it, feeling the softness against his almost hairless legs as he slowly pulled it up over his legs, thighs, and then settled it around his junk. He loved the way the satin material felt on the soft underside of his cock. The expression on his face told Nadia everything she wanted to know.

On the bed was also a case of makeup that she would skillfully apply to Viktor’s face. The dress she picked out for him was a low cut one-piece satin short, black evening gown with earrings, and also a long redhaired wig to match his hair.

The bra was a one-piece stretch elastic with lace that pulled the skin on his chest together to give him the illusion of cleavage. The heels he would have some trouble with, but it was something that he had to learn. He was determined.

“Wow, Viktor, you look beautiful,” Nadia said as she walked around her new creation. Now she took him into the bathroom and made him up in front of the vanity with his chair turned sideways so he couldn’t look into the mirror until she was finished with her job.

She used heavy mascara to make up for his light, sparse eyelashes. The finishing touch was the long, redhaired wig. Viktor ran his hands over the smooth satin of the dress and felt his boner rubbing against the G-String. He felt feminine, but also powerful.

“Okay, now you may look. What do you think Viktor?”

Viktor was in awe of the beautiful women staring back at him in the mirror. He wanted to fuck himself; that was how good he looked.

Nadia stood back admiring him, and reached into her bag for a long, all-white cigarette. She gave him one too, and said, “If you want to be a domineering woman in the Bratva, (Russian Mafia), you have to smoke and look powerful my love.” So she lit him up and Viktor held the cigarette the American way and it turned him on even more. He loved the way the lipstick looked around the white filter. He wanted to be a slut, a tough, but elegant slut.

“Here, let me put these on you.” She said.

“Are these real, Nadia?” They were large diamond earrings, hanging from a gold chain.

“Yes they are – a present for you from Sergei.”

Now he was complete. He felt a tingling in his ass, with the feeling that he wanted to be fucked – badly, by a real cock too. Maybe it was the way the G-String felt between his butt cheeks? Whatever, he liked it.

“Now my love, I am going to teach you how to control a man, and ensnare him for your purposes.”

“What do you mean?” Viktor asked, trying to hide his enthusiasm. But he couldn’t fool Nadia. She picked up her cell phone, and made a quick call in Russian. Viktor understood pieces of conversation, and in this case just enough to get what was going to happen next, and he was getting nervous.

A muscular young man in his early thirties with a crew cut, tank top, tattoos all over both arms, a gold tooth in his top front came into the room. Immediately, Viktor was hard as a rock, but gave up trying to analyze how he felt. He was immediately attracted to this specimen of absolute manhood.

“Viktor, this is Piotr. He is your lesson for today. You will seduce him.” She thought for a minute. “Actually, I think “fuck” is a better word.”

Without saying anything, Piotr took his jeans and boxers off, and smiled, golden tooth showing at Viktor.

“She is beautiful Nadia,” he said admiringly.

“Yes she is Piotr, enjoy her.” And with that, Nadia took a seat off to the side, spread her legs and began playing with her gurl cock as Piotr obediently got on the bed.

Nadia lit a cigarette and threw Viktor a tube of K-Y Jelly which he applied all over Piotr’s ass and surrounding areas up to his balls. He then took a small amount and applied a thin layer to his cock.

It felt cool and silky on his cock, causing a small drop of pre cum to leak from his tip.

Spreading Piotr’s butt cheeks apart, Viktor placed the tip of his cock against Piotr’s ass. A prison tattoo on his right butt cheek told Viktor that Piotr was a “fan” of this kind of treatment. It made him wonder about his father and Sergei, but the thought didn’t last long.

He rubbed his cock in a circle around Piotr’s asshole and Piotr moaned. It filled Viktor with a sense of power. He smacked Piotr’s butt which made Piotr wince and Nadia laugh. She looked on approvingly at Viktor.

Viktor slowly slid just the tip of his cock into Piotr’s asshole, and then withdrew. The next time he went a little farther, withdrew, and then went farther each time. Now he got into a steady rhythm of thrusting. Piotr moved his butt back onto Viktor matching each thrust with his own. The smooth silkiness was almost too much to take, and Viktor was close to cumming. His dress and makeup aroused him more.

Piotr was moaning with pleasure and Viktor felt it too. It felt different to be on the giving end for the first time in his life, and he thrusted faster, the tightness of Piotr’s “boy pussy” adding to his pleasure. With a loud sigh, Viktor unleashed a torrent of his cum all the way up into Piotr. So much so that a stream ran down Piotr’s butt cheeks. Now Piotr stiffened and cum shot out of his erect cock onto the bed.

Like an obedient slave, Piotr pulled off of Viktor’s still erect cock and got down on his knees off the bed, facing Viktor. Viktor turned to Piotr and Piotr grabbed hungrily for Viktor’s cock and placed it in his mouth.

Piotr licked all of Viktor’s cum off his cock, and it made Viktor as hard as he was before. Viktor loved blow jobs and at this point it didn’t matter to him who it came from. But that wasn’t entirely true. It was a big turn on for him to get it from a man while he was dressed as a woman.

Soon Piotr’s lips had Viktor’s cock tightly inside of his mouth, and his tongue was circling the head; his lips making a tight seal. Viktor spread his legs apart more and stiffened his back and threw his head back, moaning with pleasure. It took him a little while longer to cum so soon after he fucked Piotr, but he did – all through Piotr’s mouth. Piotr made sucking noises as he swallowed all of Viktor’s load, and Piotr eagerly licked Viktor clean.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

_______________

____

Nadia taught Viktor everything she knew about managing a syndicate in the Bratva, and he was a fast learner. He accompanied her on her rounds, and he saw the respect she gained wherever she went. She introduced Viktor to people who appeared as if they would never take instructions from a woman, yet they did. In fact, they feared Nadia. He wanted to be just like her, and wondered how he would do in his father’s organization. Certainly, as a beautiful woman he would be a curiosity, but Nadia taught him that he must be tough at all times, and be ready to back it up with force.

On the grounds of Sergei’s dacha, Nadia taught him how to handle different firearms and how to fight barehanded. He looked on incredulously as she “manhandled” several of Sergei’s men in physical combat, and she spent time teaching Viktor these methods.

There was another part of Viktor’s training that he didn’t see coming, but Nadia assured him that this part was necessary. He was to begin a regimen of HRT. She told him that he would enjoy the sex much more and even feel more powerful.

What Viktor lacked as a weak man; he would gain as a strong transgender woman. 


By the end of six weeks, he was starting to show signs of the transition. His breasts grew larger, and his hips rounder. He also got stronger through weight lifting and endurance training.

At night, Viktor and Nadia slept together. He was becoming very attached to Nadia and he didn’t want to leave her when it would be time to go back to Brooklyn. He thought about extending his stay to maybe another four months. Sergei was impressed with the progress Viktor was making and he told him that he would speak to his father and tell him the good news, that Viktor would return to him “a new man.” Indeed. There was just one test that Viktor had to pass. He was to come to Sergei’s room one night after dinner.

Nadia took him aside. “Don’t worry Viktor, everything will be fine. This is a test that Sergei gives to people who come to him for training.”

“Uh Nadia, how many men has Sergei put through this ‘training?’”

Nadia laughed. “Not many. I think you are the fourth, but because of the close bond between Sergei and your father, he is paying special attention to you.”

“Now there is one more thing. We need a woman’s name for you. We can’t have you being ‘Viktor’ anymore. It just doesn’t fit you now,” Nadia said laughing. “Do you know what you would like to be called?”

Before he could really think, “Valentina” popped out of his mouth.

“Ah Valentina! Yes, this is excellent and sexy name for you. Valentina you shall be then!”

***

Before Valentina entered Sergei’s room, Nadia took her aside and said, I am going to give you something new which will teach you to climax like a real woman Valentina my love. You will feel strange at first, but Sergei enjoys.”

Valentia was fully made up and wore a pink silk teddy and a bra because after two months, she had decent tits and needed it, and also a satin G-String which felt indescribably good between her butt cheeks, nestled in the crack.

“I may take you first before Sergei,” Nadia said and came close and rubbed Valentina’s hard cock under her silk teddy. Valentina’s gurl cock was throbbing and aching for her “mistress,” and what Nadia did next to her hurt a bit. Nadia pulled out a pink plastic “cock cage” that she applied to Valentina’s cock and then locked it with a gold padlock. Nadia kept the key as a sign of “ownership.”

Nadia took her and kissed her deeply. “When he is through with you tonight, you will come to me in my room. Sergei never sleeps with his girls. Now go.”

Valentina, full of confidence went to the room of her father’s best friend.

“Ah Valentina. You look magnificent. Good enough to eat!” he said with a husky laugh. “Come here. I was dying here thinking of you. How would you like to suck the best cock of your life?”

“Oooh, sounds nice Sergei.”

Sergei got on his bed with red satin sheets and took off Valentina’s robe and her bra. She was on her knees on the bed in front of him as Sergei fondled her breasts and kissed her nipples, even taking them between his teeth. This sent shivers down Valentina’s spine, and her cock was pressing painfully against the cage. This just made her want to get fucked even more. It was too much for her to ignore, so she said to Sergei, “Please Sergei, I want you to fuck me badly in my pussy.”

He laughed heartily and said, “But of course.”

So they switched places and Valentina got on her knees and faced the foot of the bed and Sergei got on his knees behind her. He was a gentlemen as he reached for a tube of K-Y Jelly from his night stand draw. Squeezing out a good amount, he spread it generously over Valentina’s ass after moving the G-String from between her butt cheeks. He then placed a nice amount on his hard, throbbing, veiny cock, which made Valentina lick her lips with delight.

She loved the feel as his thick, fleshy head touched her cherry boy pussy. He rolled it around, just teasing her, all the while her gurl cock was straining at the plastic cock cage. She moved her butt in a circle. He started off gentle, only going in a little bit at a time, head first. Valentina moaned with ecstasy. Each time she was fucked like this the feeling became better and better. Sergei’s was the biggest cock she ever had.

Now he went in slowly, but as far as he could go. Valentina let out a loud moan, and gripped the bed sheets in her fists. He went faster and faster, grunting, and Valentina was nearing her orgasm, her p-spot being hit with each thrust.

Sergei cried out and shot a huge load all the way up Valentina’s ass, and he smacked it hard a couple of times, adding to her enjoyment immensely. Valentina let her load loose too, but her cock was not fully erect, being confined in the cage. This was not her first, but a true “sissygasm” nonetheless, and it was incredible.

Sergei was panting, and lay across Valentina’s back. He was still hard, and Valentina was overcome with the urge to suck Sergei’s cock, and that’s just what she did. She slipped off the bed and got down on her knees facing the side of it.

“Ohhh, Valentina, you are marvelous my dear! Yes, yes, of course you can,” he said with a smile lighting up his whole face.

He sat on the bed facing her with his legs spread apart. She was overcome with desire, proudly acknowledging that she had become a real cock whore. She grabbed his cock in her fist, but her fingers barely went around it’s girth.

Moving in closer on her knees, she looked up at Sergei, and placed are mouth over his cock head and began sucking it hard, like a vacuum, her tongue running circles around it. Sergei hissed and threw his head back in pure awe of this shemale that Nadia created. She was, he thought, by far the best. He wished he could keep her in Russia, but he had made an agreement with his friend.

Valentina was full on sucking and playing, trying out new tricks with her tongue and even closing her teeth gently on his shaft, biting it, which Sergei loved even more. Her mouth was very wet, and she now went faster and faster. Sergei slid on his ass to be closer to her, as her tongue worked it’s magic on the soft underside of his cock.

He could take no more and shot a huge load into Valentina’s greedy mouth. She pulled her mouth off and let Sergei shoot his load all over her eyes and face, making her heavy mascara run down her cheeks.

She looked up at him with a puppy dog expression, and he pulled her up by her shoulders and licked all the cum off her face. This only made her cock throb more inside the cage.

They kissed and hugged for a while longer. Finally Sergei said, “Go to your mistress Valentina. She did an excellent job with you, and she tells me you are learning the business very well. Someday your father will have a very strong heiress he can be very proud of.”

This was music to Valentina’s ears.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

_______________

____

Valentina made her way to Nadia’s bedroom and found her sleeping. She took her place next to her and they cuddled and then fucked in the early morning hours. They later came down for an early breakfast.

“I think in a week you go back to New York my love.”

“Yes I think so. Nadia do you think I’m ready?”

“You are more than ready my dear. You will be very strong. You have learned the business very well. Sergei is very pleased with your progress as a shemale and as a boss. I must tell you,” she said laughing, “I’m a little jealous of what a great lover Sergei says you’ve become. I’m going to miss you very much. But I have a surprise for you!”

“Oh, and what’s that Nadia?”

“I’m going back with you for a while. I’m going to help you run things in New York for a while. Of course we will be together in Brooklyn.”

Valentina couldn’t believe her ears. This was better than she could have hoped for. She got up off her chair and ran over to Nadia and hugged and kissed her, running her hands through her thick dark hair.

“This is wonderful Nadia!”

“Tell me. How do you think your father will react to two women helping him run his business?”

“When he sees all the money rolling in he will be very pleased I think.”

“And how will he react to having a second daughter?”

“Well from what Sergei tells me, he is already very happy.”

“See, I knew it would be okay.”

“Nadia, come back upstairs with me. It’s still early and my pussy needs a lot of attention,” she said and smiled.

“With pleasure my dear, with pleasure.”

***

When Viktor, aka Valentina returned to Brooklyn with Nadia, her father was very pleased. She earned a reputation as a no nonsense boss and made her father a lot of money, acquiring new business ventures, some legit and some in “the gray area,” but with Nadia to guide her along it went very well. Valentina was respected by those in the Bratva and more importantly she was also feared.

However, Nadia could not stay since she was too valuable for Sergei’s operation be in Brooklyn for too long. So the two lovers made a pact and every six months they saw each other; sometimes in New York, and sometimes in Moscow.

Some years later, both Sergei, and Semyon retired. Nadia taking over her father’s organization, and Valentina taking over her father’s. The two of them decided to merge and became the most powerful Bratva group in Russia and the United States. Of course they kept the hiring of men to a minimum and trained many transgender women. Breaking them in was always fun. They made many femboys over in the “Russian Style.”
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