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Cork, Ireland

Room 2B

The lights in Room 2B hummed with tired electricity, flickering just enough to feel oppressive. The air smelled like dust and chalk, old floors and older decisions. The hour was late—campus dark, quiet. Offices closed. Classrooms abandoned.

Except this one.

Mike Kelly stood at the window for a long time, not speaking. 

Mike was in his mid-50s, her stood at a towering six foot six, he was a wall of an ex-rugby forward.

Thick muscle was everywhere. Shoulders that strained cotton. Puffy muscle packed onto the frame of a man who’d never needed to lift for show. A chest like a furnace under his shirt, arms still corded with aged strength, fingers like pipe segments. His gut wasn’t soft—it was solid, the kind that came from meat, pints, and punishment. His nose was flattened from hits long healed, his jaw wide beneath rough stubble, scars barely fading through his weathered skin.

One arm folded across his broad chest, the other holding a clipboard, thick fingers tapping the corner. His jaw worked slowly, beard flecked with salt, eyes hard. He’d stopped smiling years ago. He didn’t start again tonight.

Behind him sat two women.

Mimi and Coco.

Mimi and Coco were near-matching dolls—twenty-one, Japanese, and barely over five feet even in the sharp, provocative red heels they wore. 

Both had long, glossy black hair yanked back into neat ponytails, the strands swinging like schoolgirl ribbons turned into leash-handles. Petite frames, perfect curves in miniature—tight waists, soft thighs, delicate collarbones rising under the lace edges of their blouses. But there was nothing innocent about the way they dressed: skirts cut too high, blouses a button too low, eyes cast down when caught.

They looked like discipline waiting to happen.

Two obedient little assistants.

Both of them  sat perfectly still.

Their posture straight-backed. Knees together. Hands folded in their laps. Dressed in soft, tasteful blouses tucked into conservative skirts.. Minimal makeup. A look cultivated for academia—modest, neat, respectable.

Mike didn’t buy it for a second.

They were 21. Sent from Japan as part of an elite university program. Teaching assistants assigned to his department. Sharp minds, polite manners, with the intent to practice talking in English. Their applications glowed with praise.

And last night they were caught.

Laughing too loudly in the wrong part of town. Clearly drunk. Arms around strangers. One of them making out with some greasy-fingered tourist while undergraduates from his class stood in line for chips and took videos.

He turned.

The silence broke like a bone.

“You know why you’re here,” he said, voice like gravel dragged across steel.

Mimi’s head bowed instantly.

“Yes, Sensei,” she said softly.

“We... brought shame,” Coco added, dipping her head next to Mimi’s. “Our behavior was... unprofessional.”

Mimi bowed her head. “Yes, sensei,” she murmured. “We disrespecting you.”

She stood so fast her chair screeched against the floor. “We—we didn’t mean that. We are so... so sorry. Mike-san. We—” she bowed. Deep. Almost ninety degrees.

Coco followed, fast, flustered. “It was... it was Negligent,” Coco added, lips barely parting. “We are sorry. Truly.” she faltered, then gave up entirely and bowed again, lower this time, forehead nearly touching the table.

“Sorry doesn’t cut it,” Mike growled, slamming the clipboard down. “You think you’re clever? Walking in here dressed like that? Acting sweet, soft, like that’ll fix shit?”

Mimi’s voice trembled, but she held her posture. “We not try trick you.”

Coco nodded, eyes lowered. “We... respect you, sensei.”

Mike stared at them.

“You think this is Tokyo? You think you can walk out of here drunk off your tits and kiss strangers in public like no one’s watching?”

“No, sir,” Mimi said, barely audible. “We... we understand.”

He walked slowly around the desk. His boots thudded on the tile. The women sat straighter. He could see their shoulders tense beneath the fabric. Smell something faint—linen soap, skin, and nerves.

“The students saw you,” he said. “One of them sent me the footage.”

He dropped the clipboard on the desk with a heavy slap.

“Both of you,” he said, pacing behind their chairs, “represent your country. Your universities. This department. And you’re out on MacCurtain Street with your legs open and your mouths on strangers like horny sluts.”

“No—” Mimi started, voice cracking. “Sensei, please... it was mistake. One night. We drank too much.”

Coco nodded quickly. “We were not in control. It will never happen again.”

He stopped behind them.

“You two promised to be professional.”

“Yes,” they said in unison, heads bowed again.

“You’re not children. You’re adults.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You think being drunk makes it better?”

“No, Sensei,” Coco whispered.

Mike walked slowly around to face them. Arms crossed. He leaned against the desk and looked down at them.

They kept their gazes low.

“You think I want to be the one who has to report this?”

“No,” Mimi said. “We... we beg you not to.”

“If I file this incident,” he said, voice cool, “the academic board will terminate your placement. Your university will recall you. You’ll be sent home in disgrace.”

The words hit hard.

Mimi’s hands clenched in her lap.

Coco’s lower lip trembled.

“Please,” Mimi whispered. “We are not... that kind of woman. It was... out of character. We drank, but it was just one time.”

“It won’t happen again,” Coco said. “We learned our lesson, Sensei. We were ashamed.”

“You think the board would enjoy hearing about that?” he continued, standing tall again, his voice tightening with every word. “The Japanese Ministry of Education? The school principal? That little behavior clause you signed?”

They bowed again—deep this time. Foreheads nearly touching their knees. A desperate, practiced humility.

Mike let the silence stretch.

When they lifted their heads, he saw the flicker behind their eyes—fear, yes. But something else. Shame, coiled with obedience. A willingness to take whatever he gave them, as long as they weren’t dismissed.

“You want a second chance?” he asked.

They nodded.

“We do anything,” Coco said.

Mimi added, “We accept correction.”

That word made something move behind his eyes.

Correction.

You want correction?” he asked, voice low.

Coco didn’t flinch. “Yes, sensei.”

Mimi nodded. “Please teach us.”
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Mimi spoke first. “Sensei, we wish to learn discipline... properly.”

Coco bowed her head. “Please correct us.”

Something in the way she said correct made the air tighten. 

He stood, stepped forward, towering above them. His body blocked the desk lamp, casting a shadow across both of their faces.

“Then stand,” he said.

They rose without question.

No complaints. No protest.

He could hear their breathing. Measured. Controlled. But not calm. He circled them slowly, like inspecting inventory. Their skirts were above knee-length. Their blouses tight against the strain of their breasts. Their high heels were side by side. They stood too straight. Too perfectly still.

“You understand,” he said, voice low and close, “that when you disrespect the institution, you disrespect me.”

“Yes, Sensei,” they said together.

“You disrespected my name,” he continued. “You made me look like I don’t control my staff. Like I can’t manage two little assistants who came here to learn.”

“We are sorry,” Mimi said. “Deeply.”

“We wish to repair this,” Coco added.

Mike stepped between them now, facing them. His body a wall. Their eyes flicked up to him, then lowered again.

“You said you’d do anything,” he said.

“Yes.”

“Anything to avoid going home in shame?”

“Yes, sir.”

He reached into his back pocket and pulled out the folded report. The half-written disciplinary record. The one with both their names on it.

They saw it.

Their breath caught.

Mike lifted it slowly, letting them see the weight of what he could do.

Then he dropped it on the floor.

They flinched at the sound.

“Then you’re going to prove to me,” he said, stepping forward, making them back up until the desk was at their hips, “that you’re worth keeping here.”

Their heads dipped again.

“We will,” Coco whispered.

“Please,” Mimi added. “Teach us.”

“We want correction,” they whispered together.

He grabbed Mimi’s chin. Forced her eyes up.

“Do you know what that means?”

She nodded. “Yes, Sensei.”

They exchanged a glance, it was an unspoken message, some quiet coordination that he didn’t catch. When they looked back at him, their faces were calm. Too calm.

“Stand up”.

They rose.

“Hands at your sides.” Mike yelled.

“Hai.”

He circled them slowly. The room hummed with the clock’s second hand and the faint sound of traffic outside the windows.

“You come in here at night,” he said, voice low. 

Mimi answered in a whisper. “Because we want to be... better.”

Coco echoed, “Yes. We wish to please our sensei.”

“Please me?” His tone was rougher than he intended. “You think this—” he gestured toward the tidy appearance , the perfect hair —pleases me?”

They didn’t answer, only stood straighter.

Mike stepped closer, close enough to hear the soft rasp of their breathing. “You talk about discipline,” he said. “Discipline isn’t begging. It’s doing what you’re told, even when it’s hard.”

Both nodded. “Yes, sensei.”

He exhaled slowly.

“You’re brats,” he
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