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Chapter 1



	Katerina Sakova wasn't that good a gymnast, but what she lacked in skill and presentation she made up for in sheer will and determination... she was a young girl who would stop at nothing to achieve her dream, and being a realist she knew that at best she would have only two bites at the cherry... perhaps not even that many. The Olympic Games came around only once every four years, and at the age of eighteen she knew that in such a demanding and competitive discipline, she had to move quickly, she had Gold in her sights, and she would get the medal... or die in the attempt.


	Yuri Kimski didn't rate her chances that highly, which had always been a bone of contention between them... gymnast and coach should be closer than family, but it didn’t bode well when the mentor doubted his prodigy.


	“You lack flair!”


	She could learn.


	“Your upper body strength is low!”


	She could spend more time training, increase the weights.


	“You are not graceful.”


	Ballet lessons would cure that flaw.


	“I doubt you have the real determination to succeed!”


	She had taken that as a direct insult, yes she sometimes lacked... but never in that department.


	“I do not understand?”


	Yuri grimaced, he wanted to test her... he also wanted her to abandon the impossible dream, she would end up broken and devastated... he would spare her the anguish and pain.


	“To succeed you must be prepared to do anything you are told, without hesitation, without question... regardless of if you see the benefit or not.”


	“I am prepared!” she responded and set her jaw stubbornly.


	Yuri looked her up and down slowly, his mind working on different levels. The upper and professional level determined to prevent the train wreck that she was steering herself toward, and the lower, base level seeing only a sexy young girl completely at his mercy. A girl that he could possibly exploit to his own gratification.


	Either way I win he told himself as an idea filtered into his twisted mind.


	“I doubt that!” he shook his head and began to turn away. “The training that worked for Ana wouldn't benefit you!”


	Ana had been his prodigy also, but almost twenty years had passed since she had stood on the Olympic podium, she had been one step down and accepting silver, but it had been the pinnacle of both careers, gymnast and coach.


	“Why not?” she demanded.


	“Because you lack drive and discipline, you are too sure of yourself, too full of objections.”


	“So test me.” Katerina replied defiantly, he was dangling the training regime of her greatest idol before her eyes yet refusing to let her touch or try.


	“Take off your costume!” Yuri folded his arms across his chest and looked her directly in the eye. Here it comes he told himself, he saw the flash of outrage and anger in her eyes but maintained his own neutral expression. She would either walk away, or if not... he would get to see her tight little body before he managed to find another way to dissuade her.


	“As you wish!” Katerina tugged at the zip under her arm and lowered it down to her hip, the tight Lycra had moulded itself to her figure, now it lost shape as she stripped it away and moments later dropped it onto the floor.
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