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Anastasia Orlova moved down the long, brightly lit corridor at a brisk pace, her heels clicking audibly against the tiled floor. 5’9” tall and exceptionally well-built, she was an almost impossibly perfect mix of both Nordic and Slavic beauty, blue-eyed and golden-haired and tanned to a rich, even bronze. She walked with the effortless poise and grace of a trained dancer, hips swinging provocatively inside the knee-length skirt of her tight-fitting uniform, and the overall look she projected was one of both vivacity and wild sensuality. 

At this hour, the corridor was not too densely populated, but there were still quite a few people going about the place, most of whom were men, most of whom made various attempts to get Anastasia’s attention in one way or another. She ignored all and continued on her way, finally reaching her destination – a leather covered door almost at the end of the corridor. She knocked on the wooden frame, waited, and upon hearing the single word “Da”, opened the door.

“Permission to enter, Comrade Colonel,” she said, hovering briefly in the doorway. 

“Come in, lieutenant. Sit down,” the semi-permission, semi-order came from a squat, bald, uniformed man seated behind a desk. 

Anastasia strode over to the desk and sat opposite the man, shoulders squared, knees together. Pushing aside the file he had been reading, Colonel Tarasov looked keenly at her and mentally nodded his appreciation. Now there is a woman, he thought, his cold grey eyes fixed unblinkingly on her, scanning the collection of curves which not even the uniform could conceal. But it was not just the curves, or the beautiful face. In a land where curvy, blue-eyed blonde beauties abound, Anastasia stood out by possessing that nameless quality, that proverbial ‘something’ that made her truly special. Sex appeal oozed from her like honey from an overfilled jar, thick and sweet, making her virtually irresistible to men – and to plenty of women as well. And it was not some random occurrence either; she controlled that flow at all times, masterfully and with ease, which in turn allowed her to control others. It was not by accident that she had gotten where she was today.

Tarasov’s probing gaze did bother Anastasia somewhat – it always had – but she knew better than to show any signs of it. While not exactly afraid of the colonel, she realized all too well that, for the time being, as the head of one of the larger departments of Russian Intelligence, he was the one calling the shots. But this will not last forever, she silently promised herself for perhaps the hundred and fiftieth time. Not if I can help it! 

And she believed she could very well help it. As smart and as ambitious as she was attractive, she had plans for her future and those included her taking the place of the nondescript man facing her. She was certain this would not take her too long to accomplish. Ten years, at the most. That was all the time she believed she needed to become a colonel herself, and from there to sitting in that big leather chair on the other side of the desk would be but a short step. She envisioned no serious obstacles along the way and the thought of not getting to her desired destination did not enter her mind for a second. She always got where she wanted to be. Only twice in her entire life had she not accomplished something she had set out to do and, in her book, neither instance qualified as a failure. On both occasions she had been stymied by unavoidable circumstances, rather than failed through error. 

The first of those occasions was when, as a child, exhorted by her parents and driven by her own burgeoning ambition, she had embarked on a quest to become the world’s best figure skater. The sport had always been highly popular and well-developed in the country, with some of the best training programs and facilities in the world. Enrolling in one of the top schools in her native Moscow, Anastasia had started well enough, showing plenty of promise. That promise, however, was never to be put to the test as she had hit puberty before she was old enough to take part even in junior competitions. Shortly after turning twelve, she had been deemed ‘too tall to be a successful skater’ and that had been that. She had continued to practice, but would no longer get special attention from the top trainers, who would focus on other, ‘more prospective’, girls instead, and as a result her performances had suffered. A few months later, seeing that she was not getting anywhere, she had quit skating in favor of something that was just as big in Russia: Ballet. Naturally gifted, she had made rapid progress early on, but, as with skating, it was not to be. Before too long, she had gone through another growth spurt, this time in a different direction, and her hopes had been dashed once again. She had been told bluntly by her teacher that she was simply too top-heavy and too curvaceous overall to be a ballerina and she should perhaps turn her attention to a different kind of dancing, one for which physique like that was actually preferable. Whereupon, she had punched the teacher in the face, deriving a great deal of pleasure from it, and had left the school, never to return.

Devastated and somewhat disillusioned, Anastasia had gone through her teens rather aimlessly, drifting between various companies, cliques and even gangs. She had been quick to figure out that the long legs and the curves that had hitherto destroyed her dreams, were actually more assets than liabilities in other areas of life and she had made use of the fact. There was no place she could not go, or a thing she could not get by using the combination of striking good looks and innate shrewdness she possessed. 

This period of what she herself considered ‘silly fun’ had lasted for several years, then it had ended as abruptly as it had begun. The difference was that, unlike the skating and ballet endeavors, it had ended exclusively by her own choice. To put it simply, she had gotten bored. Sure, it had been nice to be able to get the things one wanted without too much effort, but after a while she had begun asking herself what exactly it was that she wanted. Surely, there was more to life than parties, vapid boys, jewelry, expensive clothes and rebelling against her narrow-minded parents. By then she had turned 18 and she had figured it was time for her to start planning for the future. Looking at her options, she could not see herself working a nine-to-five job, so that was definitely out. Marrying a billionaire (or at least a millionaire) was always a possibility, but she had been in no hurry for such a step. There would be plenty of time for that. 

It was through a chance meeting with a girl from her ballet school that she had ended up at what was the modern version of the infamous, now defunct, State School Number 4 – a training facility for ‘swallows’, or ‘sparrows’, or simply sexpionage agents. She had stayed there for a little over a year, learning everything she needed to know about the art of seduction and sex, in addition to some other skills that were considered essential for any good spy. After that period of time, nobody could see a point in keeping her there any longer, except perhaps as an instructor, so she had been transferred to another facility. She had been put through some additional training, plus the mandatory indoctrination and, six months later, she had been declared ready for active duty. 

Working for the KGB (even if the name was now different) was something Anastasia had never thought she would do, but right after her first mission, which had been a resounding success, she had felt that there was nothing she would rather do. Being a part of one of the biggest intelligence agencies in the world had given her a feeling of importance and power, while the work itself had provided her with all the excitement she needed. Every accomplished task would give her a sense of personal achievement and would also fuel her burning patriotism. She had always felt extremely proud helping the Motherland in any way she could and that was why she had always pursued success with unrelenting tenacity. This approach, coupled with her training and her natural gifts, had born fruit almost immediately and she had quickly climbed the ladder. Now, at the age of twenty-four, she held the rank of lieutenant and was considered one of Russia’s most efficient female spies.  

“You are familiar with Professor Andreas Krause,” Tarasov said after several moments of silence. It was a statement, not a question, but Anastasia answered nonetheless. 

“We have met,” she said simply.

“Ah
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