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“You find that pain can be pleasurable, yes? And pleasure… can be suffering.”


Chapter One

I felt naked.

Not in the literal sense. Winters in Russia were brutal, and I was bundled up in a fur-lined trench coat over my suit. But my pistol, a Sig Sauer P228, was nowhere to be found. Over twenty years I had become accustomed to the weight, the feel of cold steel strapped safely to my left side. I kept reaching for it in the cab, only to feel nothing. Amputees sometimes describe the same sensation, itching or tingling in their missing limb. Since joining the CIA, it was as much a part of me as my hands or feet. It was the closest thing to a wedding ring as I would ever get.

But I wouldn’t be needing it for this mission.

The cab slowed to a stop in front of the hotel, and I passed the driver cash. American money. He took it with a grunt, and cursed under his breath.

“Туристический”

Tourist.

I was far from it. I had trained in Russia, lived there for fifteen years, two of them in a Siberian gulag infiltrating a crime ring that was counterfeiting American currency. The same currency the driver currently crumpled and stuffed into his pocket.

The doors unlocked.

“Thank you,” I said, pretending to struggle over his native language. I had learned to appreciate Russian although it always felt heavy on my tongue, even when pronounced fluently.

I opened the door and immediately a savage gust of icy needles ripped through me. The suit jacket and trench coat did nothing to dull the pain of being cold. Truly cold. In the gulag, I had gotten used to it, hardened by long days and longer nights of suffering with only rags and thin textile blankets for warmth. But years of sitting behind a desk had made me soft. Too soft?

I braced myself against the elements and went inside.

The expansive lobby oozed opulence. And heat. By the time I passed through the grand foyer and into the bar, I was sweating, the collar of my shirt stuck uncomfortably to my neck. I lost the jacket and draped it over my arm as I scanned the room.

I saw her at a table in the back. A corner booth. A semi-circle of red leather with gold buttons surrounding a marble table. She wore black, just as I knew she would. A black blouse and pencil skirt over black tights. I took a seat at the bar and watched her in the reflection of the mirror that ran behind a display of top shelf liquor.

She sipped a martini.

Her name was Olga Smirnov. Loosely translated, Smirnov meant meek. She was anything but. She was the director of the Russian State Ballet, a title she assumed after the last director vanished without a trace. But what brought her to the attention of the CIA—and in turn to me—was the audition of a young woman named Katrina Petrov. The daughter of a billionaire businessman and reputed mobster, she had none of the qualities of a ballet dancer. She was short, large breasted, and clumsy. But somehow she passed the audition, and soon after the budget of the ballet quadrupled.

And the books seemed showed investments from an American company suspected of connections with the Russian mafia.

I ordered a tourist drink: a vodka soda with a twist of lime and plenty of ice. The bartender poured me a budget brand and charged me for top shelf, but I didn’t say anything. A vacationer couldn’t tell the difference.

As I sipped my shitty cocktail, Olga stood and waved. I glanced casually to my side, just in time to see a man in a black suit cross behind me. I followed him the rest of the way in the mirror. He was a big fellow: a barrel chest strained the buttons on his shirt, biceps bulged against his jacket. He carried a leather briefcase. At her table, he dropped the briefcase and waited patiently until she motioned for him to sit.

He could rip in her half like a paper bag—and if he was the man I thought he was, he had done so to an agent in Volga two years ago. But he didn’t dare move unless she gave him permission.

Olga pretended to sip her drink and spoke softly as the glass obscured her lips. I couldn’t make it out, but when she was done, the man nodded and slid the briefcase to her under the table with his foot. She never broke eye contact with him as she lifted it, an inch off the ground and put it back down.

She put her drink on the table and spoke clearly so I could read her lips.

You’re dismissed.

I watched as the man gently kissed the back of her hand and departed. As he passed, I noted beads of sweat along his brow. It was hot in the bar, but not that hot. No. He was afraid of her. But why? I planned to find out.

When the man was gone, Olga Smirnov finished her drink, grabbed the briefcase and stood up. A lump swelled in my throat. I had done this many times. The Agency called it a Honeypot. But still, I couldn’t help but feel I was walking into a trap. Unarmed.

I turned as she passed and gently touched her arm.

“Excuse me, ma’am,” I said in Russian that even a high school learner would have been ashamed of. “Are you from around here?”

Olga looked me over like a bear sizing up a human child that wandered too close to her cubs. Was I worth her time?

“I am,” she replied, cautiously.

I feigned a sigh of relief. In reality, my heart was thundering in my ears. She had an air about her, a presence that demanded respect. I had never wanted to be in ballet, but if she was the teacher, it would have changed my mind.

I pressed on.

“I’m waiting for a friend. She isn’t here. I don’t know my way around.”

Her stone gaze softened. Slightly.

“That must be troubling. A foreigner lost in a strange city. You’re American?”

“Da.”

Yes.

“Are you at this hotel?”

“Da.”

“The concierge should help you. Now, please, I must be going.”

“Wait,” I urged, taking hold of her wrist. I instantly regretted it. The angry fire that burned behind her eyes chilled me to the core.

“Take your hands off me. American swine.”

“I’m sorry. Please. Will you sit with me until me friend arrives? I’ll buy you a drink.”

Olga yanked her hand free from my grasp, but she didn’t leave. She eyed the empty seat next to me and then my half finished glass of vodka soda.

“I accept,” she replied, coldly. “As an apology for your rudeness. Martini. Vodka.”

I waved down the bartender. He took one look at Olga and poured her drink without taking the order. She set the briefcase on the floor and sat, resting her feet on top of it.

“Thank you. I appreciate you being so—”

“Stop,” she hissed. “There’s no friend. I watched you come in. You say she is late, but yet you don’t check your watch. So tell me, American, what do you want from me?”

I was taken aback. The Agency has warned me she would be tough to crack, but I insisted I could do it. She was ruthless, and she saw right through my bullshit. But there was another option. It was nuclear. But I didn’t have a choice.

“I want to be trained,” I said, speaking perfect Russian.

Olga scoffed and downed her drink in one swallow. She didn’t even wince.

“Ballet is not for you, dear,” she replied and pushed away the empty glass. She was on her feet with the briefcase in hand.

“You misunderstand. I wanted to be trained.”

Olga smirked and pressed her face close to mine until I could smell the liquor on her breath. It masked the subtle scent of peppermint and lavender perfume.

“I understand just fine. I just wanted to hear you say it again.” She added in, English: “what’s your name?”

Depending on the passport I carried, I had hundreds of them. For now I was: “Jacob. Barton.”

Olga rested her hand on my shoulder and whispered into my ear. Her voice was icier than the wind that billowed outside.

“Not anymore. Your name is Piglet. And if you are serious, my driver will meet you in the lobby at dusk. You won’t be late.”

A shiver ran down my spine.

“Thank you,” I replied.

“Thank you, Mistress,” she corrected and turned on her heels.

Before I could process what just happened, what I had willingly asked for, she was gone. I reached into my jacket to feel the comforting grip of my pistol. I found nothing but empty air.


Chapter Two

The United States taxpayer didn’t pay for lush accommodations at one of Russia’s nicest hotels. They ponied up for a rundown apartment in the slums that I shared with two other agents and a family of mice. It had two dilapidated beds and a couch, all older than I was, and a tiny kitchen. The gas oven served as our only heat.

I looked decidedly out of place in a suit and tie. But in the lobby of the Grand Czar hotel it was the minimum attire expected. I had to walk six blocks out of the ghetto before a cab would even look at me, and when we arrived the driver took my money with the same disdain as the first. As I walked in, hunkered down against the cold that had only intensified in the passing hours, the sun was just beginning to set.

The lobby buzzed with excitement. Men in tuxedos and women in formal evening gowns zipped by. Waiters wandered with silver trays of champagne flutes and caviar. My invitation to the party must have been lost in the mail.

I took a seat in an oversized leather chair that faced the vestibule doors and waited. The hours slipped by slowly. The throngs of people cleared until eventually the only other humans in the lobby were two women behind the front desk wearing matching silver dresses, their platinum blonde hair done up in neat buns.

Now those were two girls I wouldn’t mind being trained by.

I began to worry. I had one chance with Olga Smirnov, and if she didn’t take me up on my offer, it was over. Months of tracking her movements, learning her schedule, figuring out how to win her over. All for naught. I almost blew it at the bar. I didn’t give her enough credit. But I made up my mind. If her driver didn’t show, I would go to her. I didn’t relish what she had in store for me, but I could take it.

I hoped.

The lobby doors opened and a man in a tuxedo walked in. He looked like any of the other nameless hotel guests that had filled the lobby not long ago. Except for the pin on his lapel. A golden ballerina dancing en pointe.

“You,” he said, gruffly and marched over to me. “You’re the piglet.”

It wasn’t a question.

“I am.”

He chuckled. As if he knew something I didn’t. But I knew plenty. I knew what she was going to do me. Degrade me. Humiliate me. Beat me. Treat me like trash stuck to the bottom of her leather boots. Maybe if I was good, I might get to lick them.

“Come with me.”

He introduced himself as Ivan and promptly forbade me from talking to him. I followed him to a waiting car, a Mercedes.

Black, as expected.

I half expected him to open the back door for me, but I shouldn’t have. Starting now, I was nothing. A submissive servant to be held in contempt by those around me. I climbed into the backseat. She was waiting for me.

“Good evening, Piglet,” she said with a smile that belied her cruel intentions. “Did we keep you waiting long?”

“No, Mistress,” I replied.

Olga frowned. “Then you were late. That won’t do at all. I will have to punish you when we arrive.”

“Where are we going?”

She moved like lightning. Her hand cracked across my cheek, and the car echoed with the sound of my flesh being slapped. Years of training told me to kill her. It took all of my willpower not to. I rubbed my stinging face and felt the marks of her handprint seared into my skin.

“Did I tell you to talk?” she barked.

I gritted my teeth and looked down.

“No, Mistress.”

“Then don’t. Ivan, you may drive.”

When we were out of the city, she blindfolded me.

“This is for you own good, Piglet,” Olga said as she handed me the soft silk mask. “I don’t trust your mouth. And I don’t trust your eyes. I will tell you this only once. The safe word is ‘glory.’ When you use it, we are finished. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I tried to navigate despite the darkness, but it was impossible. Ivan took a circuitous route, doubling back and driving in circles. We could have been in the country or back in the city for all I knew. Olga owned a home thirty kilometers south of her studio, but as the car lumbered up a steep gravel hill, I knew we weren’t there.

“Your clothes, Piglet. Take them off,” she demanded as the car slowed to a stop.

“Yes, Mistress.”

I realized my mistake as soon as I opened my mouth. She hadn’t asked me a question, and the ensuing slap confirmed that I still wasn’t supposed to talk.

“Ugh,” I grunted as my other cheek burned from her open palm.

“Not a fast learner, Piglet. Oh well, you should be fun at least,” she mused.

It was more difficult than I anticipated getting undressed in the dark. I fumbled with my shoes before taking off my suit. When I was completely naked, she opened the back door and a gust of biting wind whipped at my nude body.

“Out,” she demanded. “On your hands and knees.”

Sharp gravel dug into my palms and knees as I dropped to all fours. Olga took a tuft of my hair and dragged me forward.

“Hurry up, Piglet. I don’t care if you freeze, but I don’t want to be outside.”

I crawled as fast as I could, but it wasn’t good enough for her. Every few feet she yanked on my hair, sending jolts of pain from my scalp to my feet. I followed her blindly, careful not to be kicked when I started to veer off course.

The gravel gave way to smoother stones and we ascended a short flight of stairs. I heard a deadbolt turn over and then a rush of warm air. She led me inside. I never thought I would be thankful to crawl around on marble.

“Stand up, Piglet,” she said. Her voice seemed to come from everywhere. Even in the darkness I knew the room was huge. Not the type of place a civilian dance instructor could afford.

I scrambled to my feet.

“Why are you here?” Olga asked. Her heels clicked on the hard floor as she walked a circle around me.

“To be trained, Mistress. I want to submit to your wishes.”

Something swished in the darkness, and cool leather slapped against my chest above my left nipple.

“You lie!”

Another slap, this one on my right ass cheek. Blood rushed to the site, and despite the pain, my cock trembled.

“I don’t, Mistress.”

Her voice came from behind me: “You come from America just for me? I don’t believe it. You lied about your friend, and you’re lying to me now!”

“I promise I’m not, Mistress!”

Swish! Swish! Swish!

Painful swats kissed my flesh. One on my stomach and two on my ass. All at the same time. How?

“So you’re telling the truth, hmm? You want to be trained? Tell me, Piglet, what makes a big strong man like you want to submit to a woman?”

I didn’t. The thought of being treated like trash didn’t appeal to me. Neither did whatever she was spanking me with. But apparently my body didn’t get the memo. As my ass tingled in pain, my cock stood up, long and firm. I was going to lie, but dammit it was believable.

“Because I like it, Mistress. I like to be abused. And I know you are the best.”

Olga chuckled softly in my face. The spanking continued, fast sharp swats all over my body. I clenched my cheeks instinctively, but it did nothing to soften the stinging pain as she whipped my ass and thighs.

“So you like this, yes?”

She rested the soft leather tongue on my chin, and I knew what it was. A riding crop.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She drew the crop down my heaving chest and circled the tip around my nipples. They shriveled as she teased them before slapping each one with precise aim.

“Owe,” I gasped, but I didn’t recognize my own voice. It hurt. So why did it sound like I was enjoying it?

She read my mind.

“You find that pain is pleasurable, yes?”

The leather crop dragged against my skin, over my stomach and down the length of my shaft until it rested on the head of my cock. I swallowed.

Hard.

“Yes, Mistress. I do.”

“And pleasure… can be suffering.”

I braced myself for more, and Olga didn’t disappoint. The head of my cock exploded in agony when she slapped it. My knees wobbled and I struggled to breathe. I fell forward. Every sense in my body screamed for me to fight back. Or run. I had never felt pain like that before. But something was wrong.

Why did it feel like I was going to come?

“So is this what you wanted, Piglet? Is this what you came all this way for?”

I shook my head. My body burned. Stinging welts raised from my tender flesh. My cock ached.

“No, Mistress. I came for more.”

She tore the blindfold from my face, and for a moment all I could see was white. I forgot about the rest of the pain as my eyes adjusted to the brightness. When I could see again, Olga was kneeling in front of me, the leather riding crop in her long, slender fingers.

Behind her stood a troupe of ballerinas, five of them in total, wearing identical peach leotards and white tights. They too had crops.

Very tricky.

“That’s what I wanted to hear, Piglet,” Olga said. She ran the tip of the crop between my legs and placed it firmly on my balls. “Now that I know you’re telling me the truth, we should deal with the matter of you being late.”

I cringed as she swatted my sack. It hurt so bad I could feel it in my teeth. That didn’t stop a drop of cum from falling to the floor.

Olga turned to her accomplices.

“Girls. Prepare the bed for my Piglet. And light a candle.”


Chapter Three

I followed Olga Smirnov down a series of long hallways. She didn’t need to blindfold me again. Her house—or wherever the hell we were—was labyrinthine. When we stopped in front of a black wooden door, I didn’t have a clue where I was or where we came from.

“Your sleeping arrangements for tonight have changed, Piglet,” she said as she opened the door. It swung backwards without even a hint of protest from the antique brass hinges. “I hope that’s okay.”

If I didn’t know better, I would have laughed. A dominatrix pain dungeon was a step above where I would be sleeping otherwise. She mentioned something about a bed?

“Yes, Mistress. I had hoped you would let me stay.”

Olga smirked. “Yes, I am letting you stay. That’s a privilege, Piglet. I would tell you not to get too comfortable. But I don’t think that will be a problem.”

The room was bare bones except for a large four poster bed in the center. It was neatly made with pressed red sheets and an overstuffed black duvet. Attached to each post was a metal ring with a leather cuff. It didn’t take a genius to guess what those were for.

“On the bed, Piglet,” Olga said and shoved me forward.

After the beating with the riding crops, the smooth sheets felt like heaven against my skin.

A single candle burned from a sconce on the wall. When I was comfortable—as comfortable as I could be, at least—she placed the crop on my stomach and took the candle down.

“Open your mouth,” she ordered.

Visions of hot wax pouring down my throat made me pause. She snatched the crop and slapped me with it again. I wanted to believe her aim was indiscriminate. The leather stung my flesh just above my pubic hair. If she intended to slap my cock again, I had no doubt she would have.

“Do as I tell you!”

I opened my mouth obediently and she placed the base of the candle against my tongue.

“Hold it right there.”

I wrapped my lips around it and held it straight as she fastened the restraints around my wrists and ankles. The fact that she chose something phallic to put in my mouth—with hot liquid at the tip, no less—was as humiliating as it was ingenious. I was forced to respect her or suffer the consequences. Now it was a little less forced.

“Being late is not acceptable to me, Piglet. When you are late, I have to wait. I do not like to wait. Do you like to wait?”

I bit the cande so I could talk.

“No, Mistress,” I mumbled.

“I didn’t think so. But I’m going to make you wait. And wait. And wait some more. Starting now.”

She turned swiftly and strode out of the room, slamming the door behind her.

The flame on the candle flickered and a dribble of wax started to trickle down the side. I watched with dread as it neared my lips. I bit the candle again and blew as hard as I could, trying to slow it down.

No luck.

I flinched as the burning wax touched me. My lips recoiled as they burned; the wax dribbled down into my mouth.

“Fuck,” I grunted and tried to keep my head back, despite the pain. Moving would only make more wax come down in a vicious, never ending cycle.

I managed to only burn myself one more time before Olga came back, this time with company.

I had never seen the girl in person, but I recognized her immediately.

Katrina Petrov.

The mobster’s daughter.

I cared less about her and more about getting the fucking candle out of my mouth.

“Someone spilled,” Olga teased as she relieved me of my burden. My jaw was sore and numb but I could still feel the hardened drops of wax on my singed lips. “Piglet, meet Piglette.”

It took a moment for me to register she was talking about the girl. I understood my name. American swine. The insult to her was more personal. She wasn’t fat, but she was far from the ideal ballerina shape. She was curvy with large breasts that weighed heavy on her tight leotard. The outline of her nipples perfectly clear through the thin, stretchy fabric. Her legs were long but full and her thighs touched beneath her crotch. She could have passed for healthy by American standards.

She didn’t speak, and I took that as a hint.

“Piglette wants to be a dancer,” Olga continued. “Does she look like a dancer to you, Piglet?”

I couldn’t look at her. She was a pretty girl, one I wouldn’t have a problem taking to bed. I didn’t want to talk bad about her. But it wouldn’t have done either of us any good to argue.

“No, Mistress. She’s too fat to be a dancer.”

Olga nodded. “That’s correct, Piglet. She’s much too fat. Too hungry,” she said, rubbing the poor girl’s stomach. “So I’m training her like I’m training you. She wants to eat, so she’s going to suck your dick and eat your cum. And you. You won’t let her. You’re going to wait. Wait to come until I tell you it’s okay.”

I sighed under my breath. For a moment I thought I was getting off easy. I should have known. There’s no such thing as easy in Russia.

“Piglette,” Olga barked. “Get to work!”

There was nothing I could do. Strapped to the bed, I couldn’t fight it. Couldn’t stop her from straddling my legs or rubbing my cock until it stood proud and tall, couldn’t stop her from taking me deep in her mouth. I shuddered as my cock hit the back of her throat. Her voluptuous tits brushed against my leg as she bobbed her head up and down my shaft, her stiff nipples rubbing against my thighs.

“Look at him when you suck his cock,” Olga snapped. She grabbed Katrina’s hair and pulled her head back. She had huge, deep blue eyes. “That’s how you do it, Piglette. Have you never sucked a cock before?”

She had. Her technique was flawless. Just the right amount of pressure from her lips, just the right speed as she fucked me with her face. Her tongue wrapped around my shaft and twisted as she crested the tip. And those eyes.

My balls tingled. She cupped them gently as she sucked me, rolling my sack around her in her palm. My body tensed. I was going to come.

Until I didn’t.

Katrina’s head shot up like a missile, yanking my dick out her mouth with a pop. She pulled my balls away from my body just before I climaxed. My cock burned like hellfire. I thrust my hips, desperate to fuck something. Anything.

So close, and so very very far.

“Aaaagh,” I grunted as the painful sensation dragged on.

Olga tipped the candle and burning wax splashed on my chest. Suddenly I didn’t care about coming. My dick went limp in Katrina’s hands, and I yelled.

“Are you going to be late for me again, Piglet?” Olga snapped.

I replied through gritted teeth as the molten wax coursed down my body. “No. Mistress.”

“Good. Again!”

I didn’t think I could get hard again as the wax ran a burning river down my stomach, but I was wrong. Katrina wrapped her lips around my soft pecker and started batting it with her tongue. I swelled inside her mouth like a dick-shaped balloon. It felt even better the second time. And the third time after that. Again and again, she brought me to the edge of shooting a load down her pretty throat only to take it away at the last second. My nuts felt like they were in a vice, being squeezed until they wanted to pop, just to stop the mounting pressure.

And between each blowjob, Olga dumped the candle on me. When she finally called it quits, it had burned down to a worthless stub and every inch of my chest was raw and caked with dried wax.

“Enough,” Olga said as she pinched the wick between her fingers and thumb and set the smoldering candle on the ground. “I think you’ve had enough, yes?”

I was almost insane with desire. I would have fucked anything just to get release. In my delirium I almost asked for more before pressing the thought down.

Way down.

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you for teaching me a lesson.”

Katrina climbed off of me and stood with her head down. It didn’t do her a bit of good. Olga still slapped her hard on her jiggling ass.

“You should learn something from this one. That’s how you talk to your Mistress, Piglette!”

She winced and backed away. “Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry. I’ll try harder.”

“Now get out of here. Piglet needs his rest. He’s had a long day. And tomorrow will be even longer.”


Chapter Four

I hadn’t had a wet dream since my first year of high school, but the next morning I woke with a raging hard-on and a puddle of dried cum in my pubic hair.

I wished I could remember what I dreamed about.

Despite the bed being the most comfortable thing I had slept on in years, my body ached. My arms from being stretched and shackled to the posts, and my chest from being drenched in boiling wax. The red welts that dotted my ass were the least of my concerns. My internal clock woke me at six every morning, but with no clock and no natural light in the room, it was only a guess.

When would Olga come back?

Was I still waiting?

The thick wooden door masked any sound that may have come from the outside. That’s what I attributed it to anyway. I didn’t like the thought that anyone, even petite ballerinas, could sneak up on me. But that’s what happened. One moment I was alone in the room, alone with my pain and thoughts, and the next three of Olga’s minions were at my side.

At least they didn’t have crops this time.

“Did you sleep well?” one of them asked as she walked behind the bed and began to loosen the restraints on my wrists.

“Yes,” I replied. “My compliments to the Mistress for her hospitality.”

The ballerina smirked. “Thank her yourself. She summons you.”

As a second minion released my ankles, the third snickered and flicked the head of still erect cock.

“It looks like you slept a little too well.” She looked to the others. All three wore the same outfits as yesterday. They could have been triplets. Each had fair blonde hair and delicate features: small, perky breasts and slender arms and legs. “Should we tell her about your little accident?”

The restraints around my wrists dropped away, and I rubbed the stiffness from my muscles. “I can tell her myself.”

The girls looked at each other and giggled. There was wickedness in their sweet smiles.

“Feisty,” said one.

“Stupid,” added another.

My feet were free, and I swung my legs off the bed. Surprisingly the stone floor was warm. I hobbled to my feet, my legs just as sore as my arms. What was Olga going to do about my nocturnal emission? I doubted she would be happy.

“Come with us,” said the ballerina that had released my wrists. She was slightly taller than the other two and led the way out of the room while the other two followed behind me. She made no concessions for my stiffness, and I had to force myself to keep up.

The hallways stretched forever, a never ending maze of stone walls and identical black doors. Was she training this many men? Or was it all for show? I got some semblance of an answer when a door opened ten meters from where we walked, and a naked man with a red ball stuffed in his mouth walked out followed by a woman dressed in black latex. She held a whip.

“Move it, worm!” she yelled and cracked the leather across his muscular back.

He whimpered and hurriedly marched toward us. As our party moved aside to let them pass, I saw him clearly. Igor Popov. A mobster known more for his brutality than his intelligence. Now he was reduced to a sniveling dog, dominated by a woman who had the same body size and shape as the three I obediently followed. A dominatrix ballerina.

“What are you staring at? Piglet?” she sneered at me as they passed.

A latex mask obscured her face, but her voice confirmed my hypothesis. She was one of the girls that spanked me in the great room yesterday.

“Nothing,” I replied quietly and look down at the floor. Popov may be enjoying that whip, but I wasn’t interested.

“Keep waking,” one of the ballerinas behind me said and shoved me forward.

We reached the end of the hallway and climbed a spiral staircase. The stone walls and floor turned into polished marble and royal red and gold wallpaper. At the top, we exited into another large, magnificent room neatly sectioned off by area rugs and couches surrounding brilliant fireplaces. Save for us, it was empty.

The leader brought me to a fireplace in the center of the room and pointed at a duct tape X on the floor.

“You’ll wait here,” she said. “Turn around.”

Of course I wouldn’t be allowed the luxury of sitting. The fact that I was covered in wax and dried cum had nothing to do with it. The ballerinas moved in unison as they took a seat on the beautiful sofa. Three grown men wouldn’t have fit, but the slender girls could sit comfortably, barely touching shoulders as they looked over my naked body.

I felt like meat. Cattle being judged. But instead of farmers in overalls and straw hats, my judges were pretty girls in tutus. Someone how that was worse.

They spoke in French now.

“He’s big.”

“For an American.”

“Do you think we’ll get to have him?”

“You mean the gauntlet?”

“Yes.”

“Maybe.”

“I hope so.”

“If he’s bad.”

“I think he will be.”

“Hush. She’s coming.”

My French was rusty, but I caught the gist of it. What was the gauntlet? I didn’t have time to think on it. Olga appeared at the other side of the room. She was dressed in dancer’s clothes, the same as the girls except all black. Her dark hair was pulled back in a tight ponytail.

“Thank you girls. You can go now,” she said as she walked across the expansive room. Her dominant voice echoed in the vastness.

They stood up one and by one, and the leader whispered to me as she passed. In Russian: “we’ll see you again, Piglet.”

I watched their tight asses as they walked away. They wanted to have me? You and me both, honey.

“Good morning, Piglet,” Olga said as she approached me. “I trust you had a nice night?”

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress. Thank you. But I’m afraid I made a little mess on myself.”

She grabbed my cock and tugged me closer. “It doesn’t look little. It looks like someone can’t control himself. Tell me. Did you slip your bindings? Or were you just too excited about working with me?”

“I was bound all night, Mistress. I wouldn’t think of pleasuring myself without your direction.”

She swatted my cock aside and spat in my face.

“Either way, you disgust me.”

I closed my eyes as her spit rolled down my face. The urge I felt the first time she slapped me, the urge to kill her on the spot, was surprisingly gone. Was this changing me? Was I becoming accustomed to being degraded?

“First we need to wash you off, you filthy beast. Come with me.”

I followed Olga out of the giant room and into another hallway. This one was simple with pale green carpets and beige walls. Every few meters a plain wooden door punctuated the dull scenery. The hall ended at a T and she led me to the left where a pair of red, steel doors waited.

“The showers,” Olga snipped. “In.”

She opened the door on the right and went in. She didn’t wait for me. I hurried along behind her and found a small shower room with walls of square blue lockers. A few of them were padlocked, likely for the male dancers, but most of them were empty. To the right was a tiled shower stall, completely open, with ten spigots at chest height along the wall. Below them, at waist level, were stainless steel hooks.

“Pick one, Piglet. And wait for me.”

My eyes were immediately drawn to the hooks. They curved up and back towards the wall. Not intended to injure, although from my time in the gulag, I knew they could be used for that. Prisoners used them to secure their toiletries which we kept in drawstring mesh bags. I didn’t think they served the same purpose here.

I chose the spigot at the far end. It was an illusion of privacy. When Olga came back she was carrying a short length of rope with a slip knot at one end. She entered the shower stall and pointed at my crotch.

“Lift it, Piglet.”

The mystery of the hooks was solved. They weren’t for hanging toiletries. They were for me. I lifted my sack, and she maneuvered the slip knot over my package and shaft. She yanked it tight and knotted the loose end of the rope around the hook.

“I don’t believe in leashes and collars,” she said. “Being a dog is too much of an honor for swine like you. This is much more effective.”

I grimaced as the scratchy rope rubbed across my sack. She was right. A leash and collar would have been much better. The rope afforded me twenty centimeters of slack, and it wasn’t nearly enough. Olga turned on the water, and an icy spray splashed against my naked body.

Instinctively, I pulled away, and the rope cinched tightly around my cock and balls.

“No, no, no, Piglet,” Olga chided, wagging her finger. “There’s no escape for you. Clean up your mess, and do it quickly. There’s much to be done today.”

I gritted my teeth and leaned into the freezing water. The knot around my package loosened slightly. I wasn’t sure what hurt more: that or picking drops of old wax from my chest hair. I cleaned the wax as quickly as I could, wincing as I ripped chunks of hair from my already raw skin. When I was cleaned to Olga’s satisfaction, she turned off the water.

I breathed a sigh of relief.

“Such a messy Piglet. You need to learn to tidy up. Come with me.”

She untied the other end of the rope and pulled. My crotch exploded in pain as the rope bit aggressively into me. I had no choice but to follow closely behind her as she led me out of the shower room and back down the beige hallway. We stopped in front of one of the nondescript doors.

Inside was a small room, littered with discarded leotards, tights and ballet flats. It reeked of sweat and a scent I recognized keenly from the gulag.

Despair.

Katrina Petrov stood in the far corner with her hands on her head. She was nude. Her curvy ass was marked with angry red welts: three in straight lines across her jiggling cheeks and two more that formed an X. Clenched between her cheeks was a long wooden cane. Olga pushed me inside.

“Piglette lives up to her name, doesn’t she?” Olga commented snidely. “She’s just as messy as you are. But she’s being punished for a different reason.”

Olga tugged down on the rope, and I fell to my knees.

“You can clean up this mess for her. And take a good look at what happens when you break my rules.”


Chapter Five

“Wait here,” Olga instructed and disappeared back into the hallway.

I couldn’t take my eyes away from Katrina. Her figure, her flowing blonde hair, her ass that looked just as good after a sound spanking. Why couldn’t she have been the honeypot?

I also could help but wonder. Igor Popov had all but confirmed that the ballet troupe had been transformed into a punishment dungeon with Olga in charge and her dancers as willing mistresses. But why Katrina? Was she here because she wanted to be? Or was she a pawn in a mafia connection to gain influence over the state?

I checked over my shoulder to make sure the door was shut. Olga and her ballerinas moved silently, so it wasn’t truly safe to talk, but I risked it.

“Katrina,” I whispered. When she didn’t reply: “Katrina Petrov.”

She stirred but didn’t turn around.

“How do you know my name?”

“That doesn’t matter. Listen to me. Are you being held against your will?”

Silence.

“You can tell me. Please. I can help.”

She turned around slowly. Her brilliant blue eyes were red and puffy, make-up smeared down her cheeks. She shook her head.

“You shouldn’t be talking. Mistress Olga won’t like it.”

“But I—”

I stopped abruptly when I heard the door handle. Olga entered the room carrying a tangle of rope, the same that she affixed to my balls. She looked from me to Katrina suspiciously. Did she hear me?

“Piglet,” she barked. “On your feet, now.”

My legs were still exhausted from being restrained over night, but I was getting the feeling back slowly. My knees only wobbled a little as I stood up.

“As you know, piglets don’t have hands. And neither will you. I expect you to clean this mess with that little snout of yours,” she said and flicked my nose. “Arms behind your back.”

I did as I was told. She wrapped the rope around my chest in loops, weaved one end up my front and around my neck. The other end she wrapped around my ankles and up my back. She pushed me back to my knees before drawing both ends tight and tied a knot just above my ass.

I was the Piglet, and I was hogtied.

“Now that’s how a naughty little piglet should look,” she chuckled. “Now I expect this room to be spotless when I come back. Unless you’d like your ass to look like Piglette’s.”

“No, Mistress. I’ll be good,” I promised.

“I thought as much.”

Olga reached for the door, but before she could leave, Katrina turned around.

“Mistress,” she started.

Olga’s speed was commendable. She crossed the room in a heartbeat without making a sound and slapped Katrina hard across the face. Her golden hair sprayed to the side, but she didn’t cry out.

“Did I tell you to turn around, Piglette? Do you want another round with the cane?”

Katrina shook her head, but she kept eye contact with Olga. Something I had yet to see anyone else do, myself included.

“No, Mistress. But I thought you should know. He tried to talk to me.”

Damn.

Olga turned slowly on her heel and marched over to me. She grabbed the rope around my balls and pulled it sharply.

“Aaaaw,” I grunted.

“Is that true? Did you talk without my permission?”

My balls felt like they were going to be ripped off. I couldn’t talk. But when she tugged harder, I forced the words out.

“Y-yes, Mistress. I did.”

She held onto the rope until I thought I was going to pass out. When she finally released it, I gasped for breath and keeled over.

“That is a bad Piglet!” she scolded. “We are going to have to deal with you.”

I saw stars. She was still speaking Russian, but I barely understood it. Did she say ‘we’?

Olga turned to Katrina and stroked her tear-stained face. “You did the right thing, Pigl— Katrina. Why don’t you go get changed. I’ll bring Piglet to his room when he’s done. You know where to go, right?”

Katrina nodded. “Yes, Mistress. I do.”

The ballerina called Igor Popov a worm. That’s exactly how I felt as I wiggled across the floor, picking up sweaty leotards with my teeth and stuffing them into drawers. It was exhausting and humiliating work made worse by Olga standing over me and hurling insults at me every step of the way.

“You are pathetic! Miserable excuse for a man. How does it feel cleaning up a woman’s clothes like this?”

I had to swallow what little was left of my pride.

“It’s embarrassing, Mistress. But you are right. I am pathetic.”

Olga spat at me as I inched to the other side of the room to pick up a pair of tights.

“You are nothing! Less than nothing. You are a naughty little man that can’t follow the rules. Why should I keep you around?”

“Please, Mistress. I need your training and discipline.”

That made her grin, smugly.

“Oh yes. There will be discipline, Piglet.”

I wasn’t looking forward to it, but I knew better than to procrastinate. Whatever she had in store for me would only be worse if she thought I was dragging it out.

The stench of unwashed spandex clung to my nostrils. Ropes rubbed angrily across my back and neck. But I kept my wits about me. As I carried a pair of Katrina’s flats across the room, I saw it. A bobby-pin laying on the floor concealed under a pair of socks. I carried one with me at all times in the inside pocket of my suit jacket. But with that gone—I assumed forever—I was eager to pick one up.

Handcuffs, even military grade, could be foiled by a simple bobby-pin. Stuff it under the teeth and click once, and they would fall off like melted butter. I wasn’t sure how it would work on the wrist restraints on my bed, but it was worth having. For the first time since she made me crawl to the house like a dog, I had a plan. While Olga ranted, I slipped it under my tongue.

“You are useless, Piglet!” Olga barked. “Worthless slime! This room is worse than it was before!”

She exaggerated. I had put away almost everything, but I understood the game. Break me down further before punishing me.

“Yes, Mistress. I am doing a terrible job.”

“Shut up! I’m done talking to you, miserable wretch!”

That was fine with me. Talking with Katrina’s sweaty clothes in my mouth only served to push the stench down my throat. Olga was doing me a favor for once. When I put the last item away, she grabbed the rope around my cock and pulled me to my feet.

I was never going to move fast enough to avoid the pain, but the ropes around the rest of my body made it damn near impossible. I groaned in agony as the knot squeezed my sack. I had to hop along behind her as took me back through the grand room and down the spiral staircase to my dungeon.

I was getting my bearings. I felt confident I could get from the dungeon back to the hallway on the main floor. From there, it was just a matter of finding her office. Aside from Olga and her ballerina minions, I hadn’t seen anyone else on the property. Not even Ivan. I prayed that when night came, I could move around freely. Whether they were all asleep or preoccupied with other ‘clients’ didn’t matter to me.

The door to my room was already open when we got there. The bed was freshly made and on top sat one of the ballerinas. Only instead of the usual leotard and tights, she wore tight black latex that covered every inch of her body.

Her curvaceous body, with full breasts and plump, juicy ass.

Katrina.

She held a cane.


Chapter Six

I don’t know why I expected Olga to untie me for my punishment, but it didn’t happen. She dragged me to the bed by my cock-and-ball leash and pushed me over the side. I landed face down in front of Katrina who ran her latex fingers through my hair.

“Naughty, naughty, Piglet,” she purred. “I was supposed to be learning from you. Now it seems I’ll be teaching you a lesson.”

I had so many questions I didn’t dare to ask. Was she really training to be a dancer? Or was she just another cog in the fetish machine? And if so, why? Why a mobster’s daughter? Surely she wasn’t hurting for money. Why submit to Olga’s punishment only to turn around and dish it back out?

Katrina climbed off the bed and stood behind me. She dragged the tip of the cane down my naked back and positioned it against my ass. The way Olga tied me up left my cheeks free to be punished.

“Will you be staying, Mistress?” Katrina asked as she bounced the cane lightly against my ass.

“I think I will,” Olga replied. “The Piglet still belongs to me. I want to make sure he learns his lesson.”

“Oh, he will.”

I didn’t have long to consider the shift in power between the two of them. One minute Katrina was naked in the corner after a beating, the next she was in charge. At this rate, maybe I would be wearing the latex bodysuit next, disciplining a Russian mobster. The thought was almost humorous.

I didn’t get the chance to laugh. I heard the cane before I felt it. It cut through the air like a knife. Long and thin, it swished mercilessly as it raced toward my ass and bit into my cheeks. I had never felt anything like it. A line of fire burned across my ass as if it was made of red-hot steel instead of wood.

“Aaaaahh!” I grunted as the pain sunk in deep. The way I was bent over made it impossible to clench. I doubted it would have helped.

“Does that hurt, Piglet?” Katrina mocked.

I took a deep breath and tried to block it out. There were more coming, and I wanted to be ready. The first stroke caught me by surprise, but not again.

“Yes, Mistress. That hurt.”

I liked her better when she was sucking my dick.

“Did it answer your question?”

Not in the slightest. I was more confused now than ever. Thankfully Olga chimed in before I could answer.

“What question was that, Katrina?”

“He asked if I wanted to be here. He offered to help me.”

“Is that so?” Olga said, snidely. “Well, can he help you?”

“No, Mistress. Only you can help me.”

“That’s right. And you can help him. Teach him to keep his filthy little mouth shut and remember his place. He is less than the ground under your feet. He is less than the frozen dirt. Do you hear me, Piglet? You are nothing. Not even a wriggling little worm.”

Before I could answer, Katrina caned me again. So much for being prepared. The wood connected lower this time, at the base of my ass just above my thighs. I tensed as pain rushed through me, and I yelled into the sheets.

“Ooooowe! Yes, Mistress! I am nothing.”

“I don’t believe him. Again,” Olga snapped.

Katrina was the one punishing me, but it was clear who was still in charge. She caned me over and over. Each lick felt like hellfire, a branding iron pressed against my bare flesh. I thought for sure it would be over after five licks, the same as Katrina got, but I was wrong. After each stroke, Katrina and Olga took turns berating me for my behavior, my insolence, my very being. And when they were done, Olga said the word.

“Again.”

It lost all meaning by the eighth cane stroke. It just meant pain. Burning searing pain I had never known before. And somehow, pleasure. My cock was rigid, pressed firm against my stomach under the weight of my body. Each time she spanked me, it jumped. Pulsed with heat. The CIA trained me to control my body like a machine. I could slow my heart rate; I could hold my breath for four-and-a-half minutes; I could beat a lie detector with batting an eye. But I couldn’t control my own dick. Part of me I never knew existed had been exposed. The tough outer layer peeled back, the soft, raw part exposed.

The part that got a rise out of being punished.

It still hurt like a bitch, though.

“Aaaaaagh! Fuck!” I screamed as the cane landed again. There wasn’t an inch of my ass that was spared.

“Do you think he’s had enough, Mistress?” Katrina asked. There was a venom in her voice I had never heard before. She didn’t want it to be over. And who could blame her. When she was done with me, did she have to go back under Olga’s thumb?

I gasped as Olga’s fingernails dragged down my sore ass cheeks, digging roughly into the cane welts. As bad as it hurt, I didn’t want it to stop. I wanted her to reach around and grab my cock, jerk me off until I came all over my bed.

I was losing my fucking mind.

“I don’t think so. Not yet. Two more strokes. At an angle.”

I remembered the position of the marks on Katrina. The swollen red X across her naked backside.

“Yes, Mistress.”

I braced myself for the last licks, but it wasn’t enough. I screamed as the cane cut across me. Once. Twice. My breath caught in my throat after the last lick. My body went slack, and I took it all in: the pain, the humiliation, the confusion of hating every second of being punished, but enjoying it at the same time. If my hands weren’t tied behind my back, I would have jerked off right then. Fuck it. It would have been worth whatever else Olga decided to do to me.

And she knew it.

“Pain is still pleasure for you, Piglet?” she smirked and grabbed the rope around my neck. She tugged me to my feet and looked at my cock, hard and strong. “I see that it is.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I choked out as I regained my composure. “Very much so.”

For the first time, I didn’t feel like I was lying.

I spent the rest of the day at Olga’s side, pulled here and there by my dick. She fed me a bland lunch of boiled potatoes and mystery meat. I was too hungry to complain, even when she dropped the plate on the ground and made me eat it off the floor. I must have behaved well because by the afternoon she untied my ropes.

Some of them. My dick was still in a noose.

I watched the dancer’s perform. They were mesmerizing. The way they moved as if light as air. I almost couldn’t believe the same girls moonlighted as dominatrixes. I wouldn’t have if I hadn’t seen it myself.

And been at their mercy.

I learned the layout of the building better. On the other end of the hallway with the showers was another set of stairs. It lead to the ballet studio on the second floor and above that was another floor. I was sure if I could get up there, I would find Olga’s office. I rolled the bobby-pin around my tongue.

Soon.

I could tell Olga was growing bored of me. When we left the rehearsal she barely tugged on my cock. She was either thinking of new ways to humiliate me. Or she was getting ready to let me go.

“How can I please you, Mistress?” I asked as we walked back down the stairs.

I expected the slap. I turned my head early and deflected most of it.

“By keeping your American trap shut!” she barked. “Do you never learn?”

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“Obviously not enough.” She sighed. “Worthless swine. But I don’t have time for you right now. I have a meeting I must attend. I will have one of the girls bring your dinner. And I’ll figure out what to do with you tomorrow.”

I looked down at my feet, sorrowfully. “Yes, Mistress. Thank you.”

My heart was racing. This was the most unorthodox honeypot I had ever done, but it was working. She opened up to me. And gave me the green light to go snooping around.

She spat at my feet.

“Don’t you thank me, Piglet. Not yet.”


Chapter Seven

Time had made me almost forget about how bad the caning hurt. The throbbing pain had just become part of me. As if it was always there. But when I climbed back into bed, I was reminded in an unexpected way. The silk sheets felt like sandpaper on my ass.

Olga released the rope from around my package and tossed it across the room before securing me to the bed. The leather cuffs had a simple mechanism, a metal tongue that slipped into a female clasp. They would be easy enough to release with the pin.

When I was strapped in, she sat on the edge of the bed.

“You impress me, Piglet,” she said, running her fingers through her ebony hair. “I thought for sure you would crack. We don’t have many American clients, but the ones we do are soft. Squishy like children’s bath toys. But you. You are resilient.”

I had to suppress a grin. I was resilient. I was the best fucking male sub this side of the equator. I wanted to hear more about these other Americans, but I couldn’t ask.

She patted my face, almost motherly.

“But I will find your limit. Don’t you worry about that. I will find it, Piglet. And you will crack.”

She gave me every reason to believe her. Tonight was the night. I needed to find whatever I could. Anything that would tie Olga Smirnov and the ballet to the mafia. And to anyone in America that was helping her.

When she was gone, I set to work. With the pin between my teeth, I could just reach the leather cuff. The release lever was stubborn but with a little fidgeting, I was able to pop it open. With one hand free, the other was a piece of cake. I kept the cuffs loosely in place so when one of the girls brought me food it would look like I was still restrained.

I could easily have subdued any of them without injury. But it wasn’t worth the risk. It turned out I didn’t need to worry.

An hour after Olga left me, Katrina Petrov opened my door. She was back in her ballerina outfit. I liked it better than the latex. I could appreciate her curves. The way her tits bounced as she walked in with a silver plate and a glass of water. The way her ass jiggled with every step.

She set the food down at the foot of the bed and said:

“How do you feel, Piglet?”

“Sore, Mistress,” I replied.

She chuckled.

“Me too,” she said and rubbed her butt. “But you have to know pain to dish it out. That’s what Mistress Olga says. I didn’t hurt you too badly?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Too bad,” she shrugged.

I couldn’t put my finger on this girl. Was she sweet? Or a merciless sadist like the rest of them. She brought the plate of food—another mish-mash of unrecognizable slop—to me and forked up a mouthful. I opened my mouth to eat, but she stopped just as the fork grazed my tongue.

“Who are you, Piglet?”

“What do you mean? Mistress?”

She fed me the bite and put the plate on the floor.

“Mistress Olga registered you as Jacob Barton. But I checked. There is no Jacob Barton at the Grand Czar hotel. Never was. So who are you?”

I looked away and weighed my options. I could knock her out with a single pinch to the neck. It wouldn’t last long, and I had no idea how long it might take to find Olga’s office. It was a risky move. But if she was digging into who I was—or her mobster father was—I might not have another choice.

I waited.

“That’s my name.”

Katrina shook her head.

“Do you know why girls join the ballet? To escape a life of suffering. Little do they know that’s exactly what they are signing up for. Ballet is an exercise in suffering. Dancing on broken toes. On broken ankles. Pretending nothing is wrong. That’s not why I’m here. And I think you know that. Don’t you?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Mistress.”

She placed her hand on my chest and raked her nails over the marks the ropes left on my skin.

“But you knew my name. How is that?”

Her hand crept lower and brushed through my pubic hair. She wrapped her fingers around my cock and started to stroke me. I firmed up immediately for her. My best bet was still to knock her out cold. But I could wait a little longer.

“I did my research on this place. I wanted to be disciplined. Trained. That’s all, Mistress.”

She leaned away from me and took my cock in her mouth. This time she didn’t hold back. She sucked me like she meant it, taking my full length until it hit the back of her throat. Her blonde hair cascaded over my torso as she bobbed her head up and down. Lips wrapped tight around my shaft, tongue pressed firmly against me.

I shuddered in ecstasy. It all built up to this. The beatings, the humiliation. I wanted to hate it, convinced myself I did. But I loved it. Every fucking second of it. It was all I could think of as she blew me. She grabbed my ass and dug her nails into my beaten ass. It hurt so good.

I came in her mouth.

Katrina rolled her tongue around the head of my cock, making the pleasure linger. She swallowed every drop and took my cock deep one more time before sitting up and daintily wiping her mouth.

Shit.

I was the honeypot now. If you wanted someone to tell the truth the quickest way was to make them come first.

“You did your research? Or the American government?” She said matter-of-factly. As if she didn’t just have my balls on her chin.

My head was swimming. That was the best orgasm of my life. Part of me wanted to tell her everything. And when I was done, let her do whatever she wanted to me. As long as I could have her again.

Instead I just mumbled under my breath. I couldn’t fuck it all up now.

Katrina clicked her tongue and straddled me.

“We aren’t enemies, Jacob Barton. Or whatever your real name is. If we were, would I have left that bobby-pin for you to find? Or made sure I was the one to bring you dinner tonight? I trust you’ll make the most of both circumstances. Yes?”

I looked deep in her eyes and for a split second I didn’t see the cool, calm ocean of blue. She was fierce. Strong. Dominant. Her stare was like Olga’s.

Only worse.

I tugged my wrists and the restraints snapped off.

Katrina smiled.

“Good. When I leave, go find whatever it is you’re looking for. I’ll make sure you aren’t bothered.”

She climbed off me and watched as I released my ankles. I had become so used to being degraded, I almost forgot what it was to be embarrassed. But I felt it again, standing naked in front of her next to the bed.

As she turned for the door I stopped her.

“Why are you helping me?” I asked.

She turned and brushed her hair lightly off her shoulder. “We both have a job to do here, Piglet. Do yours so I can do mine.”

“And what’s that?”

Katrina walked back to me and kissed me lightly on the mouth. Her lips were soft like velvet. And salty from my cum.

“Catch you. So you can be punished. Olga wants you to crack. I’ll give her a reason to do it.”

“How?”

She smirked. “Lets just say I wanted to have you before you were spent. No one makes it through the gauntlet.”


Chapter Eight

I counted to a hundred after Katrina left, at her recommendation. When I ventured a peak outside my room, I found the hallway completely empty. The grand room as well. I didn’t see another soul as I climbed the stairs, passed the ballet studio and up to the top floor.

The stairs ended at a magnificent landing. Framed black and white portraits of former dancers and directors lined the walls above leather sofas and antique wooden occasionals. A single doorway waited for me at the end. Stenciled on the textured glass window in black letters was Olga Smirnov.

Director.

Bingo.

I tried the handle on the off chance she left it unlocked. No such luck. The lock was more than a bobby-pin was equipped to handle, but I had to make it work. I didn’t know what Katrina was doing, but it wouldn’t last all night. She made it perfectly clear she was going to find me. I was on a ticking clock.

The first three tumblers on the lock were simple. They clicked into place effortlessly. But every time I fumbled with the fourth, the rest would slide back down. I needed something else. Something to hold everything in place.

I searched the landing. The occasional drawers were all empty. The sofas were barren, not even loose change under the cushions. I looked behind the pictures hoping for hanging wire, but they were mounted to the wall with stainless steel brackets. I was about to return to the door and make do—kick the fucker in if I had to and worry about it later—when I saw it.

Tucked into the seam where the carpet met the wood trim was a paperclip. It blended in with perfectly with the design of the carpet, invisible unless you were really looking.

Like I was.

She planted it there. All so she could catch me and rat me out to her boss? No. There was more to her than she was letting on.

I doubted she would ever tell me.

I could dwell on it later.

The paperclip proved invaluable. I got the tumblers lined up and turned the lock softly. The door swung inward silently, and I walked in to Olga’s office. It wasn’t what I expected. A clusterfuck of papers, old playbills, paperboard boxes and file folders stacked haphazardly to the ceiling. It was a fire waiting to happen.

A wooden desk dominated the center of the room with an old KGB era computer in the center. The dust on the keyboard told me it wasn’t where I should be looking. I started with the drawers, and found even more stacks of paper. Some of them were decades old and yellowed with curled corners. Dancers information. Old check stubs. Sheet music. Nothing of value to me.

A sliding drawer in the middle of the desk was locked. For a moment. The rusty lock wouldn’t have kept out a curious toddler. Inside was a letter opener and a stack of torn envelopes. All empty. I was about to close it and move on when something in the back caught my eye. Another envelope, inconspicuous except for the stamp. It was never postmarked. I took it out and saw the stamp was peeling back from the top right corner.

I removed it, careful not to tear the paper. On the reverse was a string of numbers. Three two digit numbers separated with hyphens.

A combination.

Short of having sex, this was the most excited I had ever been while naked. But I had to be calm. I was still in a hurry, and if I wasn’t careful, I could make a mistake. I noted the combination and pressed the stamp back to the envelope. It didn’t go back on perfectly. I just had to hope she had committed the numbers to memory.

I locked the drawer and started looking for a safe. The obvious spot was the single framed portrait that hung opposite the desk, but when I took it down, I was greeted with a plain wall. If I had more time—or didn’t have to worry about being found out—I could have tore the room apart. Instead, I took a step back. Stood with my back pressed to the door and surveyed the room.

Despite the mess, there was a clear flow to it. A path through the smattering of useless papers and boxes and folders. I walked to the far corner and found a wooden hutch surrounded by more boxes. They were dusty and discolored from years of neglect and storage.

The hutch, on the other hand, was clean.

I moved the boxes from in front of it and pulled open the doors. Inside was a steel safe that filled the cavity perfectly. As if it was specially made to fit. To hide. To keep out prying eyes.

My prying eyes.

The combination wheel spun easily, and when I stopped on the last number, it clicked softly. A click that to someone who wasn’t trained to hear it would have been inaudible. I could have cracked it but glad I didn’t have to.

I had to crack the combination to the briefcase I found inside. It was a three numbered wheel combo. No harder than a drugstore bicycle lock, and in less than a minute I had it open. And I had everything I needed.

In addition to stacks of money—Russian rubles, US dollars, euros—there was ledger filled with names and dates. I recognized many of the Russian names. Mobsters on the Agency’s radar, ‘legitimate’ businessmen, even heads of state. But it was an American name that caught my attention. Nathan Mann.

He was a tech billionaire from California, and his name popped up dozens of times as I flipped through the pages. Next to his name were numbers. Dollar amounts. Payments. Judging by the low tech computer and manual bookkeeping, they weren’t paying him for his products. So what else could an American entrepreneur be selling a mafia fetish operation?

What else but secrets?

I slipped the ledger back in the briefcase and closed the safe. Just as I moved the boxes back where they belonged, I heard it. Footsteps approaching the office. Either my hearing was getting better, or Olga was making more noise than usual. I suspected the latter.

My heart froze as the knob rattled. Did I lock it? Shit.

I scrambled for the desk and pressed myself into the back corner, pulling the chair close. Light from the hallways spilled into the dingy office, and I saw Olga’s feet. And a pair of ballet flats.

“Why would he be in here?” Katrina’s voice said.

A slap.

“Don’t question me!” Olga shot back. “This is your fault. You lost him! And it’ll be your ass on the line if you don’t find him. Now go!”

Katrina left and Olga crossed the room, her black heels clicking on the tile floor. I heard boxes slide across the ground and the safe door open. A thud. Another briefcase. If only I could see what was inside. But it didn’t matter. I had what I needed. The CIA could handle the rest.

If I made it out.

I held my breath as Olga shut the safe and walked back across the room. She stopped in front of the desk and tapped her foot. Each click of her polished shoes on the ground made my skin crawl. If she found me here, it wouldn’t just be punishment. No. It would be the end of me.

Time stood still as I waited for her to move. It could have been seconds or hours. All I knew was that I didn’t breath again until I heard the door latch behind her. Sweat dropped down my naked body. I closed my eyes and focused, trying to slow my rapid breath.

In the darkness I saw her.

Katrina.

Standing in front of me, dressed in her leotard, tapping a cane against her palm. I knelt naked  between her legs, eagerly kissing her bare feet. She let me worship her before tugging on my hair and bringing me to my feet.

“Bend over, Piglet. Let me punish you.”

Her thick accent was music to my ears. I turned around and grabbed my ankles, willingly exposing my naked ass to her cruel wishes.

She tapped the cane against me.

“You’ve been a naughty, naughty boy!” she whispered and struck me.

I opened my eyes. Still under the desk. Hard as a rock.

I had to get out. Leave this place before they changed me. Before I started asking to be punished. Hell, I feared I was already too late.

The landing outside Olga’s office was quiet. I made sure to lock her door behind me and headed down the stairs. I passed the ballet studio and was about to get off the stairs at the beige hallway when I heard voices. Katrina’s among them.

“Did you hear that?”

“It came from up there.”

“Follow me.”

I spun around and sprinted up the stairs. There was nowhere to go. She promised to find me, and she would. I ran into the ballet studio and looked around. Something to crawl under. Hide behind. There was nothing. Only wide open space. Black rubber floor mats. Wooden bars along the walls. And mirrors. Mirrors everywhere.

I didn’t hear their footsteps as they followed behind me.

“Where the fuck have you been?” Katrina yelled.

I spun around. She stood in the doorway with a group of ballerinas crowded in the small landing behind her. She scowled at me. And winked.

“Girls. Go get Mistress Olga. Let her know he’s up here. And prepare to run the gauntlet.”


Chapter Nine

Katrina walked over to me and ran her hands down my chest. Over my abdomen. Grabbed my erection.

“Did you find what you were looking for?” she asked softly.

“I found enough.”

“Good.”

“What’s the gauntlet?”

Katrina smirked and stepped backward. She stared at me as she lowered the shoulder straps on her leotard. Her large breasts bounced free, and she cupped them, running her fingers over her nipples. They shriveled at her touch. She lowered her outfit to the floor and stepped out, her hips swaying gently as she walked back to me.

She nibbled my earlobe and whispered: “You’ll find out soon enough. Do you like what you see?”

“Absolutely.”

“Not for long,” she replied with a knowing smirk. Her fingers ran the length of my cock and gently flicked it before walking back to the door and standing guard.

Not for long? She was mistaken. I could look at that body for hours. Days. For the rest of my life and never tire of it. If they wanted to crack me, this wasn’t the way to do it.

Moments later, the ballerinas came back with Olga at the front of the pack. She marched right up to me and slapped me hard. At least I felt like I deserved that one.

“Scum!” she shouted, spraying saliva across my stinging cheek. “Wretched, worthless, lowdown scum! Why were you out of your room? How? Answer me, Piglet!”

I shrugged, and it only made her angrier. She slapped me again and shoved me to my knees. Pressed my face to the floor and rubbed it in with the toe of her shoe.

“Tell me now, Piglet. How did you get out?”

“The cuffs, Mistress. They were loose.”

Olga spat on me and cursed. The Russian equivalent of motherfucker.

“Well I have a way of dealing with men like you, Piglet. You enjoy pain, so I’m going to give you the opposite. I’m going to give you pleasure. So much you pleasure you won’t be able to stand it. Now get up!”

As I got to my feet, Olga told the rest of the girls to undress. I suddenly understood.

Do you think we’ll get to have him?

I hope so.

I wanted to have you before you were spent.

So much pleasure you won’t be able to stand it.

A younger me would have jumped at the opportunity to fuck a room full of naked dancers. But I was wiser. I knew the impossibility of the task. She wanted me to crack. She would get it. But I was going to put up a hell of a fight.

Olga leered at me. “Are you ready, Piglet?”

“Yes, Mistress. Very ready.”

“We’ll see,” she replied with a sinister laugh. “Svetlana. You’re up first.”

A girl from the back of the pack pushed her way forward. Clothed they all looked the same, but naked they all had subtle differences. Different sized breasts, different colored nipples, pubic hair trimmed in a variety of styles. Svetlana’s tits were small and perky, most of her pubic hair was shaved with just a thin, closely cut strip growing from the top of her lips. Fucking them all would quickly turn into a struggle, but I would enjoy it while I could.

“Be gentle with me,” she whispered and stroked my cock. “Big, burly American.”

“If that’s what you want,” I replied.

It wasn’t. I lifted her off the ground and held her by her ass. She wrapped her legs around my waist. She was light as a feather, easy to maneuver into position so the head of my cock perched at her hole, trembling between her pink lips. When I was inside her, she went wild, bucking her hips against me, grinding her clit against the base of my shaft.

I fucked her hard. Her little tits bounced as I slammed my cock into her. She squealed and moaned with each mighty thrust. It felt like I was going to break her slender body, but she took all of it. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and dug her nails into my back. She screamed as she came.

My cock swelled. I was close. I pulled out all the way and rammed back into her. I erupted inside her; a geyser of hot sticky cum filled her tight pussy. I kept at it until I expended every drop of cum and it dribbled down her thighs.

I shuddered as I pulled out and set her nicely on the ground like a piece of fragile china.

“Good, Piglet,” Olga chirped. “Next.”

Natasha was next. She took a running start at me and leapt into my waiting arms. I stumbled backwards and nearly lost my footing. She didn’t care. Her hands were all over my cock, stroking me and rubbing me against her clit. When I was stable, I loosened my grip on her hips and she slid down my shaft.

“Fuck me, American macho man. Fuck my tight little cunt.”

I was still ready. I squeezed her ass and got to work, plunging my dick in and out of her. She moaned in ecstasy and leaned back. Her fingers circled her nipples, teasing them to rigid peaks.

“Bite them,” she demanded.

I didn’t need to be told twice. I took a nipple between my teeth and rolled it back and forth before clamping down. I wasn’t sure if she was part of the group that spanked me on the first night, but I pretended she was. And this was a small bit of revenge. I bit the second nipple harder, enough to make her cry out.

In delight.

Her pussy tightened around my shaft as I fucked her. She held my head to her tits and touched herself. Her fingers slipped around on her clit and rubbed my cock. If I hadn’t come just minutes before, that would have done it.

“Don’t stop,” she sighed. “Make me come. Make me come. Make me—”

Her body tensed in my hands. Her legs squeezed around my waist, and she rocked her hips wildly. Golden hair sprayed in my face and she screamed in pleasure.

When she was satisfied, I went to set her down.

“No, no,” she said and leaned back into me. “You are the man. The man always finishes. Come inside me.”

I kept going. It still felt good. My cock tingled, an orgasm within reach but not happening. I fucked her as hard as I could until sweat poured down my naked body. My hips started to give. I used her body instead, manhandling her back and forth like a sexy puppet. Finally I came, a comparatively weak squirt of cum inside her.

She patted the top of my head mockingly.

“Good boy, Piglet. Thanks.”

I set her down and caught my breath. I didn’t hear the next girl’s name. In an instant she was in front of me, ready to be fucked. My mind was willing. But my body was weak and tired.

My cock sagged, half erect.

“Wait!” Olga barked. “This won’t do at all.” She crossed the room and slapped my cock. It hurt, but it got my attention. Blood rushed to my member and it sprung back to life, thick and ready to go.

Stupid thing.

“This will help, Piglet. I can’t have you going soft on me until you’ve pleasured all of my girls.”

She removed the hair band from her ponytail and slid it down my shaft. Wrapped it around itself twice, three times. An impromptu cock ring. I wasn’t going soft any time soon.

“Much better. Now go again.”

As I fucked the next girl, Olga’s words rang in my head. Until you’ve pleasured all of my girls. That meant I was going to fuck Katrina. I just knew she would be last. So I wouldn’t be able to enjoy it.

“Come on, big boy. Give it to me hard. Like the others,” the ballerina in my arms said. “Isn’t my pussy nice and tight?”

I grunted. It was. And it didn’t matter. I had lost all feeling in my cock. Even as she bounced and moaned, rubbed her tits and grabbed my body, it didn’t help. I was empty. And I had a long way to go.

My arms were lead. Soaking wet she weighed maybe fifty kilograms, but it felt like a thousand. But I pressed on. It felt like I was going to pop. When I finally managed to climax, nothing came out.

I pulled her off me and set her down gruffly. Fuck being gentlemanly. Olga was right. Pleasure could be suffering. And these girls were getting off on it.

“Half way, Piglet,” Olga sneered. “How do you feel?”

I couldn’t talk. I flashed her a weary thumbs-up and motioned for the next girl.

I ran a marathon my senior year in college. I told myself it was good training for law enforcement or the CIA where I dreamed of working someday. Around the twenty-second mile, I hit the wall. A place where my body was ready to call it quits. Pack the fuck up and head home with my tail tucked between my legs. My legs ached and my shoes were filled with lava. I closed my eyes and pushed through it. And got a second wind two miles later.

The fourth girl was the wall.

The fifth was the barbed wire on top.

My body refused to cooperate. My knees trembled. My arms shook. My cock was so sensitive it felt like I was fucking a sock full of broken glass. I don’t know how I did it. When I looked back on it years later from my condo in Miami, I could only attribute it to superhuman endurance. And maybe the fact that when I was done, Katrina was next.

My balls were empty. They shriveled up and hid inside me as I came for the fifth time, filling her pussy with a hot load of fucking nothing.

When I set her down, I fell to my knees and gasped for breath. Veins bulged from every muscle. My cock was raw and sore. Choked to life by the hairband at the base of my shaft. The first five girls stood in a line against the far wall with their hands behind their backs. Two of them had my cum still running down their legs.

“Oh Piglet,” Olga said. “You aren’t tired yet are you? Katrina has been waiting so patiently for her turn.”

My ears perked up. If it was anyone else—just another dime-a-dozen skinny ballerina—I would have thrown in the towel. Fuck it. I had what I wanted. But I couldn’t.

I had almost everything I wanted.

“I’m good, Mistress,” I lied. It hurt to talk.

“It’s your turn then,” she said.

I didn’t look up until I saw her feet. From the ground, her tits looked even better, firm and round, beckoning me to stand and fondle them. Her pussy glistened with desire. I hobbled to my feet and put my hands on her waist.

“Are you spent?” she whispered.

Yes.

“I’m just getting started.”

She climbed into my arms, and I climbed over the wall. It still hurt to fuck her, but it was worth it. I dug my claws into her bouncing ass and plowed into her. Her tits bounced in my face. Her hair flew in every direction. I pulled her close until I was as deep as I could go and rocked her back and forth.

She held her breath as I made her come.

I owed her that much for earlier.

When she was satisfied, I took care of myself. I set her down, and before anyone could protest, I spun her around and bent her over. She dropped to her knees, and I mounted her. My arms were shit, but my legs were willing.

I slammed my cock deep into her, making her jump in surprise. Her ass shook as my hips plowed into her over and over. I leaned forward and grabbed her luscious tits, feeling their magnificent weight and teasing her nipples. My balls swelled and slapped against her clit.

“Fuck me,” she gasped. “Fuck me harder.”

She tightened around my cock and screamed in orgasm. Two. I grabbed her hips and pulled her backwards. She sat up and rubbed her ass into me. Her tits bounced in my hands as I brought it home. I don’t know where it came from, but I grunted and shot a load into her.

I didn’t stop until I felt the last drop of cum shot into her pussy.

And then I fell backwards to the floor.

The room was silent except for the sounds of our labored breathing. And a slow clap from behind me, getting closer as Olga crossed the room. She bent down and put her face inches from mine.

“Impressive, Piglet. Impressive. But you know what I liked best?”

My chest heaved, and it felt like I was trying to breath underwater. But I forced myself to answer her.

“What? Mistress?”

Olga smirked. “That you’re naive enough to think you won.” She stood slowly and cupped her hands over her mouth. She said the only word that to this day still sends shivers down my spine.

“Again!”

My heart sank. I tried to roll over. Push myself to stand up. But I couldn’t do it. My muscles were wrecked. My body exhausted. My spirit broken. She did it. She won.

“I can’t, Mistress,” I breathed. “I can’t.”

“You know what to say, Piglet.”

“Glory,” I whispered.

Olga chuckled and bent down. “Oh, Piglet. You were fun. Tell me. Did you get what you came here for?”

I nodded. It was all I could manage. “Yes, I did.”

She had no idea.


Chapter Ten

True to her word, when I said it, I was done. Within the hour, Ivan dropped me off at the hotel wearing my suit—cleaned and pressed—and with a bill for Olga’s services.

Uncle Sam would be thrilled.

An hour after that I was in an interrogation room at the American Embassy telling my supervisor about what I had seen. About the ledger, Nathan Mann, the payments. Where the office was and how to get in the safe. He wanted all the dirty details.

I may have left a few things out.

When the debriefing was over, he showed me to a room, and I collapsed on the bed. After spending two years sleeping on a ratty couch with busted springs and two days strapped in at Olga’s dungeon, I could have slept on a fucking rock and not known the difference. But my body could tell. I woke up fifteen hours later, and only then because my throat was dry.

For the first time in my adult life, I woke up without an erection.

They stormed the building over the weekend, and came out with a truckload of incriminating documents. The government promptly classified the shit out of it. Everything I had helped get was suddenly above my pay grade. I didn’t care. I just wanted to get the fuck out of Russia. I had enough of her, and she enough of me.

For weeks the press buzzed. About corruption, mafia influence, a billionaire traitor. They didn’t mention the dominatrix ballerinas. Must have been classified. The Russian news media was silent except for a small article on the ballet postponing shows due to weather. Hidden at the bottom of that article was a snippet on the new director after Olga Smirnov vanished into thin air. Her name was Tatiana Sokolov, and the blurry black and white photo didn’t do her justice. She had cut her hair into a short bob and dyed it black, but I recognized her immediately.

Katrina Petrov.

I read that newspaper in the back of a car on the way to an American Air Force base in Moscow. I ripped out the picture and stuffed it in my pocket. I left the rest in the backseat.

By the time I was home, everyone wanted a piece of Nathan Mann. The government, the SEC, the California State District Attorney’s office. They split him three ways and locked his ass away for wire fraud, tax evasion, espionage, and intent to commit treason. While he toiled away in a Virginia prison, I bought a condo in Miami.

And retired.

My name is Sam Colfax. My real name. And for the first time in decades I could tell it to a woman without fear she would one day wind up regretting ever knowing it.

I met her at a bar in downtown Miami on a night hot enough to cook dinner on the blacktop. I could deal with the heat. She couldn’t. She wore a bikini top and a pair of white cotton shorts that left nothing to the imagination. Her name was Jessica, and I offered to buy her a drink.

As we talked, I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. Her full breasts threatened to bounce out of her top at any moment, and her ass filled every inch of her tiny shorts in the best way possible. She reminded me a lot of someone I used to know in a previous life.

“You want to get out of here?” I asked as the bartender offered up a last call. “I’ve got a little place right on the beach.”

She leaned in unexpectedly and kissed me. A hard one, on the mouth. Her tongue slipped in and rubbed against mine. Her breath tasted like vodka. I kissed her back.

“You sold it short,” Jessica said as I held open the front door of my condo.

I hadn’t spent a dime of my government salary while I was stationed in Russia. Didn’t have to. In retirement, I may have went overboard. The condo was small, but it was beautiful. An open floor plan with all the bells and whistles. If the developer offered it, I took them up on it. Chef’s kitchen, marble everywhere, smart appliances and televisions. A hybrid swimming pool, half inside, half outside that brushed against a private stretch of beach.

I shrugged. “It’s okay.”

Jessica shoved me and kissed me again. I wrapped my arms around her and let her press me against the wall. Her chest was soft and warm, and I couldn’t help but grab her breasts. Pinched her firm nipples through her top.

She pulled away and untied it, letting it fall to the floor.

“Is this what you wanted?”

“Yes, please.”

She laughed as I buried my face in her tits and kissed them all over.

“Maybe we take this to the bedroom,” she said.

I pulled myself away reluctantly. “We can do that.”

Jessica followed me down the hallway that lead to the master. When the lights were on, she flung herself on the king size bed and beckoned me forward. She ran her hands down her tits, over her stomach and untied the drawstring on her shorts. I pounced on her. Our tongues danced as she unbuttoned my shirt and tossed it aside.

Any evidence I had been a dominatrix’s plaything was long gone. The rope and wax burns healed, ripped out chest hair grew back, the cane welts on my ass were a distant memory of a time long ago. But the memory was persistent.

Very persistent.

I kissed between her tits and slid my tongue down her tanned stomach. Teased the ties of her shorts around my tongue and took the waistband between my teeth. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

“Eager beaver,” she chuckled and tousled my hair as I spread her legs and went down on her.

Eager for beaver. I spread her pussy lips and pressed my tongue into her. She squirmed beneath me, moving her hips to the rhythm of my thrashing tongue. She tasted sweet, like a pina colada while sitting on the beach. I sucked her quivering clit into my mouth and played with it until her thighs gripped my head, and she groaned.

“Slow down,” she said with a laugh and pulled me up. “Don’t make me come yet.”

I climbed between her open legs and kissed her. Her hands trailed down my chest and fumbled with the belt on my slacks. She yanked them open and dove in, eagerly stroking my cock.

I tugged my pants off and knelt on the bed. She lay on her stomach and took me in her mouth. My cock hit the back of her throat over and over as she bobbed her head back and forth. Her nails tickled my sack. When I felt like I was about to come, she slowly pulled away and looked up at me with big blue eyes.

“Do you want to fuck me now?” she asked.

Absolutely. But there was something I wanted to do first. A part of me stayed in Russia. The part that was hard and secret, that didn’t think twice about offering a fake name or fucking a honeypot for information. That part was gone. But something came home with me as well. Something that I never knew was missing until I tried to be with other women and found it woefully lacking. Lacking spice. Adventure.

Pain.

“Will you do something for me?” I asked and climbed off the bed.

Jessica made herself comfortable in the mountain of decorative pillows against the headboard and said: “What do you have in mind?”

I walked across the room and opened the wardrobe next to the walk-in closet. It was full of clothes I doubted I would ever wear again: suits and ties, polished dress shoes, a leather shoulder holster for the pistol I stopped reaching for a long time ago. At the bottom was a slender drawer that housed a ballerina’s leotard and a cane.

I held them up.

“Would you put this on for me?”

Jessica frowned playfully as she looked at the outfit and the long, thin piece of wood I held in my other hand.

“Oh no. Have I been a bad ballerina?”

She scooted off the bed and wiggled into the tight costume. It barely contained her curvy body.

“Not quite,” I said and handed her the cane. “But I’ve been a naughty, naughty boy,” I continued as I bent over the bed. “I need to be punished.”

It was always a toss up as to whether a woman was willing to hit me. To spank me with the cane and put me in my place. Some of them obliged as a politeness and offered a few weak strokes across my ass just to be done with it. Others walked away completely.

Jessica held the cane with both hands and gently bent it, examining the curve of the pliable, swishy implement of discipline. A grin spread across her face.

“Oh, yes. You have been very naughty! Did no one ever teach you to take a woman to dinner before bringing her to bed? I can’t believe you expected to just feed me drinks and then fuck me! Bad boy!”

She slapped my naked ass with the cane, and a rush of pain shot through my body. Delicious, arousing pain.

I sighed. “Thank you. May I have another?”

She spanked me until my legs trembled and sweat poured down my face. It was the rush I had been searching for since coming home.

“Is this teaching you a lesson?” she snapped and whacked me again.

“Ugh! Almost,” I choked out. “Keep going.”

She tapped the cane against my ass and smirked. “Stubborn aren’t we?”

“Very. I’ll let you know when I’ve had enough.” I clenched my teeth and braced myself for more punishment. Before she swung again I added:

“Don’t stop until I say the safe word.”

“And what’s that?”

I swallowed hard, knowing she would give me the thrashing I dearly wanted.

Feared.

Needed.

“It’s ‘Piglet.’”
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