
    
      
        
      

    





    
        
          А Hot Summer in Crimea

        

        
        
          Aleksander Pronin

        

        
          Published by Aleksander Pronin, 2026.

        

    





  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      А HOT SUMMER IN CRIMEA

    

    
      First edition. July 30, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Aleksander Pronin.

    

    
    
      Written by Aleksander Pronin.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  




Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

А Hot Summer in Crimea

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

About the Author




Hot Summer in Crimea



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1


[image: ]


To the lulling rhythm of the train wheels, sleepy villages, spotted herds of cattle, and dark forests with glistening rivers slipped past the window. Three young women in the compartment chattered excitedly, interrupting one another, their voices filled with a heady sense of freedom and the thrill of adventure. At last, there would be no one to control them, to lecture them, to rummage through their beds in the morning searching for cigarette ash or the lingering scent of someone else's perfume. Everything was possible now. Olga and Katya were the most exhilarated—they were sick of lying about "studying for exams at a friend's place" just to escape to that same grimy restaurant, with its beer-sticky tables and the groping hands of random men. And then, stumbling home at dawn, drunk and barely upright, feeling the dried semen tighten the skin on the insides of their thighs. From those drunken bedroom battles, all that remained was the fog in their heads, the sour stench of someone else's sweat on their skin, and a hollow emptiness.

Natasha had been brought along almost by force—the other two had let it slip in front of her, and she'd insisted on coming. They made her promise, firmly, "not to be a prude and not to fall behind." Katya laughed and said, "Crimea is sea, sun, and men. Rely on yourself—or better yet, on the guy in the next bunk!" All three were striking and dressed nearly identically: tight blue jeans that boldly outlined the shape of their backsides, and thin white tank tops worn without bras. Beneath the fabric, their dark areolas were clearly visible, hardening from the draft through the open window or simply from being looked at. Olga, the eldest, with thick black hair and large eyes, looked almost Spanish—her friends called her Carmen. Her tank top clung to her high, firm breasts, and when she leaned forward, a shadow of cleavage appeared between them. Her jeans, molded to her like a second skin, traced a subtle cleft between her legs with every movement.

Katya, softer, with dimples in her cheeks and moist gray-green eyes, was slightly younger. Her breasts were heavier, fuller, her nipples always slightly swollen, and her hips were so wide that the seams of her jeans bit into her flesh. She liked to sit with her legs spread wide, and Olga jokingly called it "the ready position." Natasha, usually resembling a demure schoolgirl with her hair in a braid, had let her light brown hair fall loose to her elbows and had darkened her eyes with makeup. She gazed out the window, mesmerized, but caught glimpses of Katya stretching, arching her back, making the thin fabric of her tank top strain over her chest. These sights, and the premonition of something forbidden, sent a hot pulse between Natasha's legs.

Their animated chatter in the compartment had caught the attention of three naval cadets who had spotted them at the station. After downing a couple of bottles of port wine in their own compartment, they grew bold, their blood pounding in their temples. The fourth passenger in the compartment—a sullen older man rustling his newspaper—only snorted irritably when they appeared in the doorway, but the young men had eyes only for the girls: their lips, their breasts, their denim-clad thighs. The conversation wasn't going anywhere—the old man made it clear he wanted his peace—so when the boldest of the trio, Denis, with burning eyes, suggested, "Hey girls, how about the dining car? We can talk there!" the young women exchanged glances and eagerly agreed. Katya rose from her bunk with deliberate slowness, letting their gazes linger on her curves. In the dining car, the cadets ordered lavishly. Denis, without any pretense of subtlety, stared at Olga's chest as she leaned toward her plate. "To a new life—and may it be hot!" he proposed, raising his glass. They all clinked. Even Natasha, squeezing her eyes shut, downed her first shot of cognac. A burning wave spread through her body, her cheeks flushed instantly, and a trembling, shameful warmth kindled low in her belly.

After the second shot, the mood grew loose and risqué. The cadets traded stories and jokes, and Olga and Katya parried with bawdy anecdotes. Katya, sipping her cognac, said loudly, "I like sailors. They say the rocking of the ship keeps them hard all the time!" Everyone laughed, and beneath the table, Denis felt himself throb painfully. He didn't hold back. His palm, hot and firm, landed not on Olga's knee but high on the inside of her thigh, nearly at her crotch, and squeezed her through the denim. Olga gasped, her glass trembling in her hand. Through the thin fabric of her jeans, she felt her own lips swelling, growing damp. Instead of pulling away, she spread her legs slightly under the table, giving his fingers more room. He moved his hand back and forth, pressing, and she felt goosebumps race across her skin while a deep, demanding pulse built between her legs. Katya, noticing this, licked her full lower lip and pressed herself against her own companion, feeling his shoulder quiver.

They returned to the compartment noisy and drunk. The old man on the upper bunk was snoring loudly. Natasha, barely able to stand, climbed to her shelf and passed out instantly. Katya, giggling and stroking her escort's chest, slipped into her own bunk. Olga, however, went to see Denis off. The moment the compartment door clicked shut, he pushed her against the wall, his hard, aroused body pressing into her. His arms wrapped around her waist, and his mouth found hers—wet, tasting of cognac. The kiss was greedy, breathless. His tongue thrust into her mouth, and his palm pressed firmly against her pubic bone, rubbing the already damp fabric of her jeans. She gasped into his mouth and bit his lip, feeling a hot, shameful wetness flood between her legs.

"You're already soaking wet," he whispered hoarsely into her lips. "I can feel it through your jeans. Do you want it?" She only nodded, unable to speak. He released her mouth just long enough to unzip her jeans and slide his hand inside. His rough, confident fingers found her swollen, throbbing clit and slid lower, into the heat where she was drenched. Olga moaned, her knees buckling.

"Wait," she suddenly exhaled, bracing herself against the wall. Her voice was husky but carried a practical, almost businesslike edge. "Do you have condoms?" He froze for a second, his face contorted with frustration. "Shit... No," he muttered. Olga pressed her lips together. A flicker of contemptuous triumph passed through her dark eyes. She shook her head slowly. "I have an IUD. From last year. So..." She didn't finish, only parted her fingers to signal that no barriers remained. This admission, this cold confidence, detonated something in him. He growled with impatience, grabbed her, and practically carried her into the restroom. The lock clicked, sealing them off from the world.

The space was cramped, smelling of chlorine and metal. He yanked up her tank top, baring her chest. Her pale skin gleamed under the dim bulb. He bent down, took her firm, dark-cherry nipple into his mouth, biting and laving with his tongue, making her moan and arch her back. His other hand continued working between her legs, emerging slick and glistening, her arousal trailing in transparent strands. He unzipped his trousers, and his cock—massive, rigid, with a swollen crimson head—sprang free, striking her belly. Pre-cum gleamed on the frenulum. Olga, shedding all shame, wrapped her hand around him, feeling the pulse of the vein beneath the skin, the heat and weight. She traced her thumb along the slit, collected a bead of fluid, and smeared it over her own nipple. He growled.

He pulled off her jeans and panties. They stood facing each other, both naked from the waist down. He spun her around, bent her forward. She braced her palms against the sink and saw in the grimy mirror her own dazed face and his figure behind her. His hands seized her hips, fingers digging into the flesh of her buttocks. The head of his cock, slick with her juices and his, found her entrance, pressed, and with one powerful thrust, drove in to the hilt. Olga cried out, a mix of pain and pleasure, feeling herself pierced by a scorching rod.

She felt Denis begin to move—slowly at first, withdrawing almost completely before slamming back in. Each thrust drew a moan from her, a hoarse grunt from him. The slap of skin, their heavy breathing, the creak of the walls—all filled the tiny space. He picked up the pace. His balls smacked against her perineum, and his cock drove deeper with each stroke, hitting the most sensitive spot inside her. Olga felt her uterus clench in anticipation. Her clit rubbed against the cold plastic of the sink, and the double friction drove her mad. "I'm coming..." she moaned, and her inner muscles convulsed around his shaft. That was his signal. He drove into her one last time, to the hilt, pressed his body against her back, and froze. Olga felt something burst inside her, a hot, thick flood filling her core. His semen pulsed in powerful jets against her cervix, stopped only by the invisible barrier of the IUD. He groaned, coming, each spurt filling her, overflowing.

When the spasms subsided, they stood there, breathing heavily. He slowly withdrew. Immediately, with a wet, sucking sound, a stream of warm semen gushed from her stretched, overfilled vagina. There was so much of it, as if it wanted to wash away everything. White, thick rivulets, whole clots, trickled down her inner thighs, dripping onto the floor between her feet, forming a sticky puddle. She stared into the mirror, feeling his seed cool and leak out, meeting no obstacles on its way.

He wiped himself on the edge of his undershirt and began to dress. A wave of apathy washed over Olga. The sticky, cooling semen on her thighs, the smell of sex and sweat, her own emptiness. She wiped herself with a crumpled ball of her panties, feeling more still leaking out. "Give me a cigarette!" she snapped, not looking at him. He found a crumpled pack of "Stewardess" in her pocket. They smoked in silence. She could feel his semen, seeping through the fabric, staining her skin. She felt disgusted, dirty, empty. The orgasm seemed like a mirage. They dressed and stepped out. Olga trudged back to the compartment, feeling a damp, sticky patch spreading on her cold underwear. Denis, zipping his trousers, watched her go with regret, but exhaustion and the drain of the powerful release were already weighing him down. The night stretched ahead, and in his memory remained only the hot, clenching tightness and the sight of white fluid trickling down her dark skin.

Olga tossed and turned on the hard bunk for a long time. The cold rubber pad near the window smelled of dust and rust. Between her legs, a pleasant ache lingered, but the skin on her inner thighs was tacky with dried trails. She felt more of his semen seep out with every movement, warm and wet, soaking the makeshift pad of her panties. This physical reminder of what had just happened sent a wave of nausea through her. She found a towel and tried to clean herself, dreaming of a shower. "Is this what I left home for?" she thought bitterly, staring at the ceiling, where the reflection of passing lights danced. "For grimy bathrooms, sticky thighs, and this empty feeling afterward?" She bit her lip, trying to suppress the memories, but they flooded back on their own—clear and humiliating. A phone booth with fogged glass and a stinking rubber mat under her knees. The back seat of a Zhiguli, reeking of gasoline and sweat, with a spring poking through the upholstery that dug painfully into her back. The cold, damp ground in a park, with a mat of last year's leaves under her bare ass. And always—the sticky, cooling sweat on her belly and the white fluid trickling down her legs. It seemed her entire "adult life" was a string of dirty, cramped places where her beautiful body became just a convenient vessel.

She listened to the rhythm of the wheels. The monotonous sound carried her back to where it all began. To where she stopped being Olga and became "Carmen"—wild, available, wanted by no one. After school, failing her theater audition, she'd found work as a typist. Boring work, the clack of the typewriter, the smell of carbon paper, and the perpetual haze of cheap cigarettes in the break room. And then—Mikhail. An engineer, thirty-five, smelling not of Soviet cologne but of something imported, spicy. He brought her not flashy bouquets but small wildflowers wrapped in newspaper, and chocolate in gold foil. To eighteen-year-old Olga, surrounded by boys who smelled of sweat and homebrew, he seemed a creature from another planet—lean, with intelligent tired eyes, in a perfectly ironed shirt with sleeves rolled to his elbows, revealing sinewy forearms and an expensive watch. He looked at her as if studying a complex blueprint, and his gaze held not teenage arrogance but a calm, measured assessment.

A retreat in September. On the bus, he "accidentally" sat next to her. And he talked—about books, music, cities Olga had never seen. His voice was low, smooth, and his words settled straight into her soul, filling the void left by her shattered dreams of the stage. Then came the rain—icy streams soaking through her thin dress. She shivered, teeth chattering, fingers numb. His suggestion to go to his room to change seemed like a lifeline. The darkness in the room after he clicked off the light was absolute. "Can't see a thing," his voice came from the dark. "And I need to change too. Don't be shy." She believed him. She trusted his maturity, his age, his ironed shirt, his watch. Teeth chattering, she peeled off her cold, clinging dress. Then, shivering, her bra and panties. Her bare skin broke out in goosebumps, her nipples tightening into hard, painful beads. In the dark, she reached for where she remembered he'd laid a dry towel.

Her fingers found not fabric but his hot, dry palm. She flinched, but it was too late. His hands, strong and grasping like steel clamps, seized her wrists and pulled her toward him. Her wet, cold body was pressed against his hot, completely naked one. She gasped, but the sound died in her throat. His kiss in the darkness was not a kiss but an invasion—lips, tongue, teeth—everything meant to engulf, to dominate. He smelled of rain, that imported cologne, and something sharp, masculine. She struggled, desperate and almost hysterical, but her teenage strength was nothing against his trained muscles. He whispered something in her ear—not words of love, but low, hoarse commands, animal sounds of desire. He pushed her onto the sofa, and his weight crushed her, pressing the air from her lungs. His knee roughly forced her thighs apart. She froze, paralyzed by fear and incomprehension.

Then, in the dark, without tenderness or preparation, something huge, hard, and relentless tore into her with searing, rending pain. She cried out, but his palm clamped over her mouth, pinning her head to the couch. The pain was indescribable, visceral. She felt her flesh tearing, felt something warm and sticky—her own blood—flooding her thighs. He moved inside her with methodical, bestial cruelty, his breathing heavy as a bull's. She felt nothing but monstrous pain and humiliation. Even when his body stiffened and he poured a stream of hot semen into her with a hoarse groan, she only lay there, silent tears streaming down her face, feeling this foreign, sticky fluid mix with her blood and leak onto the cheap vinyl of the couch.

Afterward, came the theater. He changed—became tender, apologetic, caring. He stroked her hair, kissed her forehead, wiped her tears with the edge of the sheet. "Forgive me, I lost control, you're so beautiful... We'll get married... You're mine now. Forever." And she, naïve, shattered, with a throbbing wound between her legs, believed him. It seemed to her that after this act of violence, she was spoiled, stained, and belonged only to him. The pain subsided, and in its place grew a strange, pathological dependence on the one who had inflicted it. Mikhail proved to be a skilled teacher. The second time, less painful, he forced her body to respond. His experienced fingers found her clitoris, knew how to caress her breasts so that shivers ran down her spine. And she, starved for any tenderness, clung to these sensations like a drowning man to a lifeline. She called it love. They spent whole days in his rented apartment, and she learned—how to kiss, how to suck, how to move. She opened her mouth for him like a fledgling, swallowing his salt and bitterness, trying to please, to earn his praise. It went on for almost a year, until she felt morning nausea and saw two lines on the test. Then the house of cards collapsed. "A wife... Children... You understand it's impossible... You're a grown girl." His face at that moment was not a lover's face but an accountant's, tallying losses. She had an abortion with a back-alley midwife. The pain was like the first time. After that, something inside her finally broke and hardened.

The restaurant life was a logical continuation. If her body was already just a used, dented vessel, then why not fill it with whatever came along? Men, their hands, their cocks, their semen—all blurred together in a kaleidoscope of faceless bodies. She learned to come with anyone, anywhere, just to forget. And she learned to hate the wetness on her thighs immediately after. Katya, met in one of those establishments, became both her mirror and her salvation. Younger but more cynical, she said with a husky laugh, "It all leaks out anyway. The main thing is to get your fix, Olga." It was Katya who dragged her into technical college, saying "at least you'll get a diploma." And now—this was the logical outcome. A train toilet. A boy in uniform. Sticky thighs. The same emptiness. Olga's throat tightened. She desperately didn't want to be alone with these thoughts. She climbed down from her bunk and touched Katya's shoulder. Katya, awakened, grumbled something, but seeing her friend's tear-streaked face in the light of passing streetlamps, instantly sobered. "What happened? Did Denis hurt you?" she asked, immediately shifting to make room. Olga, sobbing, poured out a compressed, furious monologue about toilets, doorways, semen, and her own worthlessness—not about Denis, but about all of them. About herself. Katya listened silently, wrapped in her sheet, then put her arms around her friend and pulled her close. She smelled of warm sleep, floral perfume, and soft femininity. "Silly girl," Katya said quietly, not taking the cigarette from the corner of her mouth. "Everything leaks out—his mess and your tears. You just need to wash more often. And your beauty... it's for you, not for them. You get to decide who and where gets to see it. Even if it's a dirty toilet. It's your choice. And screw it if it feels gross afterward. You came, didn't you? You came. So it wasn't all for nothing." Her cynical, crude logic somehow worked. Olga stopped sobbing, only hiccuping. Katya flicked her ash into an empty glass and lay back on her bunk, inviting Olga's head to rest on her shoulder. "Let's sleep. Tomorrow's the sea. The salt water will wash everything away."

Katya, comforting her friend, didn't fully understand the reasons for her distress. For Katya, things were simpler and clearer. Sex was a pleasant adventure, a way to get off, not a drama. There was no room in her head for such anguish. For her, it all began with pure, burning curiosity. A couple of years ago. A boring evening, cramming for exams. Then—strange sounds from behind the door of her older sister Irina's room. Muffled sighs, interrupted moans, the creak of bedsprings. Sounds that sent shivers down her skin and made her stomach tighten. Katya crept to the door and pressed her eye to the cold metal of the keyhole. The image was seared into her memory forever. Irina, her always-so-proper sister, was squatting over her classmate Alexei, who lay on his back on the sofa. She was naked. Moonlight from the window traced her sweat-damp back, highlighting the curve of her buttocks as they rose and fell in a hypnotic rhythm. Beneath her, also naked, Alexei gripped her hips, helping the motion. His cock, dark and gleaming like a wet stone, disappeared into her body and reappeared, slick and shiny.

Katya froze, unable to look away. She saw the muscles in Irina's back tense, saw her breasts sway in rhythm. Saw the expression on her face—thrown back, lips parted, eyes closed beneath long lashes. It was the face of absolute, animal pleasure. And the sounds—soft moans interrupted by hoarse male breaths. "So this is how they prepare for exams every night," Katya thought, with a flash of sharp, almost painful understanding. At that moment, the world flipped. All the dolls, the books, the school gossip—it all became dust. There was only this: joined bodies, sweat, that rhythm, and the secret unfolding at their point of connection. After that, everything in Katya changed. School became dull. At night, especially when Alexei visited Irina, Katya would lie in her room, listening to the muffled sounds through the wall, and her own body responded with hot, shameful throbbing between her legs. She'd slip her hand under the blanket, rub herself through her panties, trying to replicate that rhythm, finding that spot—but it wasn't enough. She wanted "it"—to be pierced, filled, like Alexei filled Irina.

Summer. Irina left for a couple of days. Katya knew Alexei would come. The plan hatched itself. He arrived early. Katya, wearing her tightest, faded-to-white jeans, opened the door. "Irina's gone, but she'll be back soon. Want to wait for her?" she said, looking him straight in the eye, feeling her nipples harden under his gaze. He agreed. The room grew unbearably stifling with silence. Katya stood up. "Let's go swimming. It's hot." On the way to the river, she walked ahead, deliberately slowing her steps, swaying her hips so that the seams of her jeans cut into her flesh, outlining each cheek. She felt his gaze on her back, her narrow waist, the curves beneath the blue denim, and her cunt responded with a light, wet clench. At the beach, she shed her T-shirt and jeans, leaving only her tiny red bikini. His gaze glued itself to her. She saw him swallow, saw his eyes dart from her breasts, clearly outlined beneath the fabric, to the line of her bikini bottom. In the water, she swam close to him, touched him with her slick skin, laughed and swam away, feeling everything inside her boil with anticipation.

At home, in Irina's room, she put on her final gambit—a short house robe, worn over her naked body. The fabric was thin, and the lamplight revealed the dark shadows of her nipples and the triangle of her pubic hair. She sat beside him on the sofa. "Alexei,"—her voice wavered, not from fear but from arousal—"I lied to you. Irina's not coming today. She's gone. I know about you two. I saw everything." He froze, his eyes widening. She didn't wait. Her fingers found the belt of her robe and untied it. The panels parted, revealing her completely: her young, slightly plump body with a light tan, her firm breasts with large, crimson nipples already swollen with desire, her flat belly, and the thick ash-blond curls between her closed thighs. "Do the same to me!" she breathed. No more words were needed. He lunged at her like an animal, driving her down onto the sofa. His mouth was ravenous, his tongue invading hers. His hands kneaded her breasts, painfully, but it was the pain she wanted. She helped him, pulling off his T-shirt, unzipping his jeans. His cock sprang out—impressive, dark, with a round, glossy head already wet with pre-cum. She gasped at the sight of it up close and reached for it, but he was already on top of her.

The first time didn't go well. Trembling with impatience, he jabbed his rigid cock against her resisting, instinctively clenched virgin cunt, couldn't find the entrance. Frustrated, he groaned, his body jerked, and a warm, sticky jet of semen sprayed onto her lower belly and pubic hair, smearing her skin. He went limp, his face contorted with shame. Katya lay there, feeling his semen cool on her skin in sticky droplets. Disappointment was sharp, almost physical. She'd wanted to know, and she'd only gotten this stickiness on the outside. The next day, he came again, pale, with dark circles under his eyes. She opened the door in her nightgown. He burst into the apartment, not even closing the door, and pressed her against the wall of the hallway. His kiss was desperate. He carried her to her own unmade bed, smelling of her sleep and warmth. This time, he didn't rush. He hiked up her nightgown, exposing her body, and his mouth descended on her breasts. He sucked her nipples, bit them, making her arch and moan. His fingers found her cunt—already wet, ready—and stretched it, preparing her. Katya lay sprawled, burning, her thighs spreading wider on their own. And then he entered. One precise, strong thrust. There was a flash of pain, sharp and brief, but it was immediately eclipsed by something greater—a feeling of fullness, of stretching, of presence inside. He paused, letting her adjust, then began to move.

And there it was. What she'd spied through the keyhole. That rhythm. Thrusts that made her body shudder, the creak of the bed, his hoarse breath in her ear. His cock sliding inside, hitting something that sent electric shocks through her. She wrapped her legs around him, dug her fingers into his back, lifted her hips to meet him, catching every thrust. The sensations built, tightening into a hot, dense knot deep in her belly. And then—it broke. A wave of pleasure crashed over her with such force that her body convulsed, and a hoarse cry that wasn't her own tore from her throat. At that moment, feeling her contractions, he pulled out of her with a roar. The shot was powerful—the first thick jet flew onto the pillow, leaving a damp, dull star on the fabric. The next ones, in hot spurts, covered her belly from chest to pubic mound, landing in heavy, sticky drops on her skin. Semen. In the same place as yesterday. But today, it felt different—not just an emission, but a tangible, visible, slightly burning heat spreading over her body like his mark. They lay there, breathing heavily. She ran her hand over her belly, and her fingers met the mix of her own fluids and his seed—sticky, warm, fragrant. She brought her fingers to her nose, inhaled the sharp, masculine scent, and then licked them. He watched her with astonishment and adoration, tracking the gleam of his own semen on her lips.

After that, they spent the whole summer together. Alexei was insatiable, and Katya was a quick, grateful learner. She loved it when he came in her mouth, and she asked for it herself, loving the feeling of warm, salty fluid filling her throat. She liked feeling his semen inside her when it was safe. Guilt over Irina surfaced, but it was faint, like a light breeze compared to the hurricane of physical sensation. She left Alexei easily, as soon as she realized she wanted more—new sensations, new bodies. Parents were a problem, but they could be deceived. Life was simple: sex was pleasure. A beautiful body was a tool for getting it. Everything else was sentiment, and Katya saw no point in it. Now, comforting Olga in the compartment, she genuinely didn't understand her torment. "What difference does it make where and how," Katya continued soothing her friend. "The main thing is to get off. You did come, didn't you? So everything's fine." But for good measure, she added, "Okay, Olga. Let's make a deal. The first few days, no random guys. Just us. We'll take a break from them, and then..." She winked slyly. "We'll see. The sea, the sun... We'll pick the best ones!" They flicked their cigarette butts out the slightly open window and went back to their bunks. Katya fell asleep almost instantly, light and carefree. Her last thought was the image of a man's cock entering her and the warm, sticky feeling between her legs that made her smile even in her sleep.
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The train arrived in Simferopol early in the morning, as the sun was just beginning to gild the station's domes and dispel the sticky morning haze over the tracks. The girls, still sleepy but buzzing with anticipation, tumbled out of the carriage and immediately into the dense, thick air smelling of dust, hot asphalt, and the distant sea. On the station square, they were swept up by the colorful crowd of vacationers and, after pushing their way to the bus stop, they jumped onto an old, rattling bus that was supposed to take them to Alushta. Two hours of winding serpentine roads—the route coiled along the slopes, revealing breathtaking views of valleys, vineyards, and the distant blue expanse that appeared and disappeared behind the green hills. The bus was packed to the brim, smelling of sweat, gasoline, and cotton candy, but the girls didn't mind—they pressed themselves to the windows, greedily absorbing every new landscape. When the bus finally plunged downhill and rolled onto the seaside street of Alushta, they gasped in unison. The sea was everywhere—it shimmered behind the houses, sparkled in the gaps between poplars and cypresses, breathed a salty freshness that rushed in through the open windows.

They got off at the terminal, by the circular fountain on the embankment, and stood rooted to the spot, stunned by the panorama before them. To the left, Mount Kastel rose—dark, forest-covered, like a sleeping giant. To the right, beyond the curve of the bay, the outlines of Cape Plaka were visible. And ahead, beyond the wide strip of pebble beach, stretched the endless, heat-breathing sea, rippling with fine golden waves. The air, thick with the scent of pine, heated stones, and seaweed, hit their faces, and all three breathed it in deeply, feeling their lungs fill with freedom. The cottage recommended by acquaintances was in the old quarter behind the embankment, on a quiet green street overgrown with wild grapevines and jasmine. The large, bright veranda with French windows opened onto a shady, lush garden full of the scent of jasmine and ripe figs. The furniture was old and solid—a sofa, a massive armchair, bedside tables, a wardrobe, a woven rug on the floor, and, most importantly, a wide divan covered with fresh, sun-smelling linen. But the true triumph was a separate door leading to their own private bathroom with a toilet and shower, something they'd only dreamed of on the train.

Shaking off the road dust and their clothes, the girls pulled on light cotton sundresses that immediately clung to their sweaty skin and practically ran toward the sea—not to the main beach, but toward the Professor's Corner, where, according to rumor, there were wilder, less crowded spots. The water met them with a piercing, salty coolness that burned their heated skin. They dove, laughed, splashed, feeling the wet fabric of their swimsuits cling to their bodies, becoming almost transparent. The pebbles beneath their feet were smooth and warm, and silver schools of fish darted between the boulders on the bottom. Olga and Katya immediately felt the heavy, probing stares from behind dark sunglasses. Male eyes swept over their figures, lingering on the dark areolas visible through the wet nylon, the outlines of their pubic mounds, the buttocks tightly cupped by their swimsuits. Several attempts at introduction were immediately, with light laughter, rejected. Not now. First—reconnaissance and their own plans.

On the way back, at dusk, they stopped at Alushta's central market. They bought grapes, figs, velvety peaches, and a three-liter bottle of local wine—cloudy, pink, smelling of strawberries and sun. The vendor, a wrinkled Crimean Tatar woman, squinted slyly at the three young women and said something in her own language, but her smile made it clear—she understood everything. At home, in the cool of the veranda, as the southern night began to thicken outside, filled with the chirping of cicadas and the heavy scent of flowering tobacco, the main event began. Shedding their salt-soured swimsuits, Olga and Katya, without hesitation, stayed naked. The heat was unbearable, and the air seemed to caress their skin. Natasha, after a moment's hesitation, took off her dress and bra, remaining in her white cotton panties. "What's there to be shy about?" Katya remarked phlegmatically, passing by with the bottle. "We're all friends here." The friends improvised a table from two nightstands, placing on them a tray with fruit and the bottle itself. Natasha finally, shyly, removed her last barrier. Now they sat together, completely naked, in the golden light of the setting sun filtering through the grapevines outside the window. Olga and Katya exchanged a quick, appraising glance. Natasha was beautiful. Not as voluptuous as they were, but with perfect, small, high-set breasts with pink, almost painted-on nipples. A thin waist, a flat belly with a deep navel, neat hips, and smooth, milky-white skin that was beginning to flush slightly. She sat with her legs tucked modestly, but even this shy pose couldn't hide the neat triangle of light-blond hair between her slender thighs.

To the upbeat rhythms of ABBA pouring from the cassette player, the girls devoured the fruit. Peach juice ran down their chins and breasts, and Natasha wiped it away sheepishly, but the others only laughed. Natasha initially refused the wine, but under pressure from her friends, she gave in. The wine was sweet, deceptively light, with a berry aftertaste. With each sip, Natasha loosened up—her shoulders relaxed, her gaze grew moist, and a bright blush spread across her cheeks. Katya, exchanging a look with Olga, changed the tape. The sharp guitar riffs gave way to languid synthesizer passages over which floated quiet, intimate moans, sighs, whispers in an unknown language, and wet, sucking sounds that left no doubt as to their nature. Natasha froze with a piece of watermelon halfway to her lips. "Girls, what is this?"—her voice was already slightly slurred. "Music for grown-ups," Olga smirked, leaning back on the divan and running her hand over her own damp stomach. "To set the mood." "But why do they have to... moan like that?" Natasha murmured, though her gaze was already wandering over her friends' naked bodies. Katya didn't bother explaining. She went over to Olga, sat down next to her, and, looking Natasha straight in the eye, pressed her lips to Olga's neck. Then she moved lower, to her breast, took the dark, already swollen nipple into her mouth, clearly biting it. Olga threw her head back and moaned softly—the sound was so natural, so languid, that Natasha's breath caught.

Then Katya adroitly rolled Olga onto her back and positioned herself on top. Their bodies, tanned and damp, intertwined. Olga threaded her fingers into Katya's ash-blond hair, pressing her face to her breast, while her hips began to move slowly, rhythmically, rubbing against her friend's leg. The sounds they made—heavy breathing, interrupted moans, wet kisses—merged with the recording, creating a dizzying, dense aura of sex. Natasha sat, mesmerized. Her own body, warmed by the wine and the spectacle, began to respond. Her nipples hardened, becoming painfully sensitive, and between her legs, a familiar, now unbearably intense pulse and heat arose. She felt something leaking from her, wetting the inside of her thighs. "Can it really be... this way..." she couldn't find the words. Olga pulled away from Katya's shoulder. Her eyes sparkled. "Can it really be what, Natasha? Pleasurable? Want to try it?" "I... I don't know..." Natasha whispered, but her hands were already reaching for her own breasts, her fingers lightly touching her nipples, and she shuddered from the ticklish jolt that shot straight into her lower belly. That was enough. Katya slid off Olga and knelt in front of Natasha. Her warm, confident hands rested on Natasha's knees. "Relax!" Katya said softly, her fingers slowly moving up the inside of Natasha's thighs. "We'll help you." Natasha froze. Fear and curiosity warred within her, but curiosity, fueled by the wine and what she'd just witnessed, was winning. She let Katya push her legs wider. The cool evening air touched her most intimate, sun-deprived skin. Olga approached from the other side. She sat down beside her, pressed her hot breast against Natasha's shoulder, and began kissing her neck, her earlobe, while Katya slowly, exploratorily, ran her fingers over the delicate folds of her labia, already wet and slightly open. "See?" Olga whispered directly into her ear. "You're already ready. Soaking wet." Natasha could only nod, her head spinning. Katya's touches grew more precise, more insistent. One finger slipped inside her, encountering warm, velvety moisture. Natasha gasped, her body arching. Katya, smiling, lowered her head. Her breath became a hot stream on the sensitive skin. And then Natasha felt something unimaginable: the soft, wet, incredibly alive tip of Katya's tongue touched her clitoris. Lightly, barely perceptibly. At that touch, her whole body jolted as if electrified. She cried out—short, sharp.

"Shh, shh," Olga murmured, continuing to caress her breasts, squeezing and rolling the pink nipples, making them swell even more. "It's okay." But Katya didn't stop. Her tongue was now more confident—it slid along the entire slit, delved deeper, licked, pressed, circled. Natasha lost the power of speech. She could only breathe, faster and faster, making incoherent, hoarse sounds. Her hands clutched Olga's hair, her hips began to lift, against her will, toward this monstrously pleasant torment. Olga, seeing her friend's state, also lowered herself. She pressed her lips to Natasha's belly, kissed and bit the tender skin, while her hand replaced Katya's, sliding two fingers inside Natasha—softly, but deeply. The feeling of fullness, of stretching, combined with the furious work of Katya's tongue on her clitoris, shattered the last barriers. Something inside Natasha snapped. A wave of pleasure she'd never even imagined washed over her completely. Her body arched like a bow, her legs trembled, and a long, choked, almost animal howl tore from her throat—a sound she didn't recognize as her own. Convulsions rippled through her entire body, making her inner muscles clench around Olga's fingers. It lasted forever—pulsing waves of pleasure that washed all thought from her mind. When she finally went limp, her body was covered in fine tremors, her skin burning. Katya and Olga lay beside her, watching her with satisfied, slightly tired smiles. Their lips and chins gleamed with moisture. "Well?" Katya asked, licking her lips. "Not the best thing in life?" Natasha could only shake her head weakly. She felt something leaking from her—a mix of her own juices and her friends' saliva. The sensation was unfamiliar, but not shameful. Emptiness and lightness after the storm. "Men..." she managed, her voice hoarse. "Can they... do it like that too?" Olga laughed, lazily stroking her belly. "Men, Natasha, can do much more. And they have more... material. But that's a lesson for another day."

They finished the rest of the wine and lit cigarettes, except for Natasha. The southern night outside was thick and velvety, full of the chirping of cicadas and the distant sound of the surf carried over gardens and rooftops. Natasha lay there, pressed against her friends, listening to her heart slowly settle. The fear was gone. What remained was a burning curiosity and a new, wet heat between her legs. The next three days were a monotonous, sweet paradise. Mornings—the sea, the sun, which in three days had turned their skin into golden-brown velvet. They no longer stood out on the beach by their pallor, blending with the crowd of tanned bodies. But they were still noticed. Men's gazes, sliding over their near-naked figures in micro-bikinis, were now bolder, more appraising. Olga and Katya caught these looks, sometimes returning them with a long, promising glance from under their lashes, but never letting anyone close. They knew—patience pays off. The evenings, however, belonged only to them. A bottle of wine, fruit, music, and the huge divan. They were no longer shy. Natasha, awakened by her first orgasm, proved to be a greedily curious student. She learned to caress her friends' breasts, run her tongue over their bellies, find the knots of tension with her fingers and unravel them. She was surprised to find that giving pleasure was as satisfying as receiving it. The sounds Katya made when Natasha, clumsily but fervently, repeated her techniques, drove her wild. Natasha was especially fascinated by Olga. Her dark, passionate nature revealed itself fully in these games. She could spend a long time, almost meditatively, caressing and licking Natasha, bringing her to the brink, then stopping, making her beg for more. And once, Olga sat Natasha on her face, making her move, and Natasha, for the first time feeling like not an object but a sovereign, came so loudly that the neighbor's dog started barking outside. But Olga and Katya knew—this was only the prelude. Natasha, now corrupted and liberated, was the perfect bait. And the "fish" were biting nonstop. In three days, they'd already spotted several candidates among the vacationing crowd—a group of athletic guys from the neighboring cottage, a couple of solid men in their forties clearly without their wives, and even a young, lone photographer who kept trying to photograph them. The pickings were rich. On the fourth evening, watching Natasha sitting on the windowsill, carelessly eating grapes, the juice running down her chest, Olga exchanged a glance with Katya. "Tomorrow," Olga said quietly, lighting a cigarette. Katya nodded, and a familiar predatory glint flashed in her eyes. The game was entering its most interesting phase.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3
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For the next three days, the friends reveled in their bodies, the sun, and the sea—their skin, initially porcelain-white, now glowed with an even golden-honey hue—and the evenings were devoted to one another. Under the influence of fragrant Crimean wine, in the cool of the cottage bedroom, Olga and Katya patiently and skillfully opened new dimensions of pleasure for Natasha, whose initial stiffness melted with every touch, every moan growing deeper, her impulses bolder and more demanding, and the friends exchanged knowing glances—their plan was working. Finally, they decided the ground was prepared; it was time to bring new players into the game, and the choice was vast—during their days of rest, nearly every other man on the beach had stared at them and tried to strike up a conversation; all that remained was to choose. As the sun began to sink toward the horizon and the girls were gathering their towels, a rescue boat pulled up to the shore with a low rumble, and the helmsman—a guy with dark curls and a grin from ear to ear—shouted, "Hey girls, want a ride? Wind, spray, speed!" Olga and Katya instantly sized up the trio in the boat: athletic, tanned, clearly no older than twenty-five, and a glance full of mutual understanding was exchanged. "Why not?" Katya replied, already stepping barefoot onto the deck, and half an hour of swift flight over the waves amid ecstatic screams—and they were back on shore, wet, laughing, with the wind in their hair; the lifeguards, Sergei, Zhenya, and Maxim, turned out to be students from Simferopol, and after saying goodbye with promises to meet the next day, the friends headed back to the cottage, where the wine that evening was drunk almost in silence—their thoughts occupied with the same thing. The next day, the boat was already bobbing on the water opposite their spot on the beach when they arrived, and the guys were waiting; they spent the whole day together—more boat rides, swimming, laughter—and when, after an impromptu picnic, the guys invited them to a restaurant, Olga and Katya exchanged a glance and accepted without hesitation.

In the cozy restaurant, decorated like an old ship, the atmosphere became relaxed instantly—jokes, toasts, dancing, and couples formed naturally: curly-haired, physicist-looking Sergei with Katya, blond, almost girlish Zhenya with Olga, and Maxim, with his Greek profile, with the shy but radiant Natasha; in the slow dances, bodies drew closer, breath mingled with the scent of wine and skin, and when the restaurant closed, the fun didn't stop. "Let's go to our dorm!" the guys suggested, but Katya challenged, "No way, we have more space and fewer problems. Come to us..."—and at the cottage, by the light of a floor lamp, sitting on the rug around the bottles, they finished the champagne to the music from the tape player; Natasha, already quite tipsy from the bubbly, laughed brightly, her blue eyes sparkling. "Let's play spin-the-bottle!" someone suggested, and the game began with innocent kisses, but the heat rose—Natasha's kisses with Maxim grew more eager, longer, she had already forgotten about everything else, but her friends were looking further ahead. "How about... strip?" Olga said quietly but clearly, playing with the hem of her tank top, and the room fell silent for a second, instantly shattered by an approving "Yes!" from the three guys; Natasha flinched and tried to protest, but was gently, inexorably pressured: "Natasha, we're all in this together. Don't be the odd one out"—and a glance at Maxim, who looked at her with a silent question, decided the matter, and she, blushing, nodded.

They sat in a circle; the girls wore only jeans and thin tank tops, the guys jeans and shirts, and the champagne bottle placed in the center began to spin. Katya was the first victim: without getting up, she unzipped her tight jeans and peeled them off, revealing her slender tanned legs and a narrow strip of black panties, and the guys froze; then the bottle pointed at Maxim, and he pulled off his shirt, and Natasha, holding her breath, saw his torso—chiseled, bronzed, alive—and she wanted to touch it. When it was Olga's turn, she turned stripping into a mini-performance: jumping onto a nightstand, to the music, she slowly pulled off her jeans, which caught on her hips, with the help of the ever-willing Zhenya, and applause was her reward. The game escalated: Zhenya shed his shirt, then his jeans, remaining in tight green swim trunks, and Natasha, blushing to the roots of her hair, took off her jeans, revealing legs of incredible, matte-amber whiteness, starkly contrasting with the others' tans. Then Olga was back on the nightstand: slowly, languorously, centimeter by centimeter, she lifted the hem of her tank top; there was the flat, tanned strip of her belly with its deep navel, then the first breast sprang from beneath the fabric—round, firm, "like a ripe pineapple," followed by the second, and she danced topless, and the air in the room grew thick and syrupy. Maxim pulled off his jeans, and the bottle, as if obeying his thoughts, pointed at Natasha; after a brief argument, she gave in, yanked off her tank top in one sharp motion, and her small, firm breasts with their sharp pink nipples trembled; she tried to cover herself, but it was too late—the men's gazes devoured her. Sergei remained in black trunks that strained desperately forward, and Katya unceremoniously shed her tank top, her white breasts with their dark areolas proudly standing out.

The climax came when the bottle chose Katya a second time in a row: she stood up, walked over, swaying her hips, to Sergei and simply pointed at her panties; his trembling, aroused hands pulled off the last scrap of fabric, revealing a neat dark triangle; Katya, slipping out of his attempt to embrace her, returned to her spot naked—bronze, confident, dazzling. Then came Maxim's turn: he stood and shed his trunks, and his rigid cock, large and straight, was revealed to all, and Natasha froze, eyes wide, forgetting all shame, desperately wanting to touch that hot, pulsing flesh, to squeeze it in her palm. When the bottle pointed at her, Natasha, already caught in a strange mix of fear and excitement, didn't hesitate—she took off her panties, and her naked body—thin waist, rounded buttocks, pointed nipples—was the final drop. The game lost its meaning when everyone was already almost naked; Olga, who still wore pink panties, when the bottle pointed at Zhenya, beat him to it and whispered, "Let me"—and kneeling before him, she slowly pulled down his trunks, and his cock twitched before her face; unable to resist, she leaned in and, with wet, soft lips, touched the hot head. That light, wet kiss from Olga on the crimson head of Zhenya's cock was the point where the world broke for Natasha: she saw everything in minute detail—how Zhenya's back, tanned and muscular, arched as if his skin couldn't contain the tension, each muscle standing out in relief, the veins in his neck taut as strings, his fingers, gripping Olga's bare shoulders, white at the knuckles, and the moan that escaped him was not a sound but a sensation—a low, wild vibrating hum that Natasha felt in her own chest.

Olga, kneeling before him, looked at that hard, pulsing organ in her hands with the gaze of a true madwoman: she slowly stroked the head with her thumb, collecting the translucent drop that had appeared, then stuck out the tip of her pink tongue and, without taking her eyes off Zhenya, slowly, with obvious pleasure, ran it over the very tip, licking off the moisture; her full, bright lips parted, she took the head into her mouth, wrapped her lips around it, and Natasha saw Olga's cheeks hollow as she made a deep sucking motion, and Zhenya's eyes rolled back, his head thrown back—and Natasha understood that her friend was sucking a man's cock right here, in reality, and the sound was soft, wet, sucking, but in the silence that followed the game, it was deafeningly clear. At that same moment, movement on the left caught her attention: Katya rose from the floor, completely naked, her body, bronze from tanning, seemed cast from warm metal in the lamplight, and she went to Sergei, who sat leaning against the wall, his own cock, thick and dark, resting on his thigh; Katya placed her palms on his bare tanned shoulders, threw her head back, and Natasha saw her lips close up—they seemed full, juicy, "swollen with blood and wine"—and Sergei attacked them; it wasn't a kiss but an assault—his tongue roughly invaded her mouth, and Natasha heard the smacking, saw their jaws moving, their breathing becoming shared, hot and wet. Katya pulled back, holding his gaze with her dark, triumphant eyes, and her hand slid down—over his chest, his stomach, where dark hair formed an arrow leading to the base of his cock; her fingers closed around it, and Natasha saw him flinch, saw the muscles in his abdomen tense, and a large translucent drop already gleamed on the head of his cock; Katya slowly, with pleasure, spread it over the entire velvety surface with her thumb, watching him twitch at each touch, then pressed his cock against her bare belly, and Natasha saw the wet trail it left on her golden skin. Sergei, as if breaking free of his chains, pulled Katya to him so hard her feet left the floor, and lowered her beside him onto the rug, and the feast began—he covered her body with kisses, but it wasn't tenderness, it was branding: he sucked her fingers, bit her shoulders, pressed his mouth to her breasts, taking her dark, hardened nipples into his mouth and sucking them as if they were candy; Natasha saw Katya's chest heave, her fingers dig into his hair, then his lips moved lower—over her flat belly, he licked her navel, and then his head descended between her wide-spread thighs, into the dark triangle of her pubic hair. Natasha squeezed her eyes shut, but there was no escaping the sounds: the wet, sucking noise of his tongue, Katya's hoarse, broken moans growing louder, more desperate, turning into a frantic howl; she dared to look and saw Sergei's back working, his buttocks clenching, Katya's legs wrapped around his head, her hips lifting off the floor to meet each thrust of his tongue, his hand there too, fingers disappearing into her, moving; Katya's body shook, her spine arched, and she let out a piercing, shattered cry, after which she went limp, drenched in sweat, twitching in small spasms. At that moment, other sounds reached Natasha—rhythmic, wet slaps; she turned her gaze straight ahead and saw Olga already lying on her back, her legs thrown high, and Zhenya between them, thrusting powerfully, steadily into her; Natasha saw it—saw his balls slap against her skin with each motion, saw her cunt, stretched around his cock, glistening in the light, saw her belly quiver as he reached the deepest point; it was both repulsive and mesmerizing, the air in the room thick and heavy, saturated with the smell of sweat, sex, and something else, sharp and musky.

Maxim felt Natasha trembling, put his arm around her shoulders, pulled her close, and his voice came directly in her ear, low and hoarse: "See? See how they're enjoying themselves?"—and Natasha couldn't utter a word, her body no longer hers, her breasts burning, nipples swollen, and between her legs a real fire raged—hot, wet, pulsing—she felt her own juices wetting the inside of her thighs, she was ashamed, afraid, and wildly, dizzyingly curious. Maxim didn't wait for her answer—he gently but firmly turned her to face him and found her lips, and his kiss was different now, not questioning but commanding, his tongue demanding entry, and she opened her mouth without resistance; his hands touched the skin of her back, and she shuddered at their roughness and heat, then one hand moved forward, cupped her small, firm breast through the fabric, squeezed, and a painfully sweet wave shot from her nipple straight to her groin, and Natasha moaned into his mouth. Maxim leaned down and took one nipple in his mouth, and Natasha cried out in surprise—the sensation was unbearably sharp: the hot, wet mouth, the rough tongue licking and sucking that incredibly sensitive point, and a wave of pleasure struck directly into her lower belly; his hand meanwhile slid over her stomach, past the waistband of her panties, and pressed his palm right against her pubic bone, where everything burned, and she shuddered all over, and he didn't press, just held his hand there, warming her, and it was maddening. He released her nipple, his lips moved downward, leaving a wet trail on her skin, kissing her stomach, licking her navel, and Natasha tried to close her legs, but his knee gently pushed them apart, and then she felt his gaze—he was looking where she herself was afraid to look, and she closed her eyes, burning with shame.

And then she felt the touch—first just the breath of air from his breathing, then a light, barely perceptible brush of his lips on the inside of her thigh, and she shuddered; then another, closer, his breath hot and wet on her skin, and she tensed, expecting something terrible, but Maxim didn't rush—he kissed, licked, gently bit the skin of her thighs, drawing closer to the epicenter of the storm, not touching the hottest point itself, and it was torture—sweet, unbearable torture, her body writhing on its own, her hips lifting, seeking, demanding more, she heard her own moans, soft, plaintive. "Please..." escaped her, and she didn't understand what she was asking for. And he answered—his tongue, wide and flat, made one long, smooth pass from the very bottom to the sensitive peak above, and Natasha howled—it was like an electric shock, like a flash of white light behind her eyelids; he repeated it, and again, then his tongue focused on that peak—her clitoris, as Maxim later whispered its name to her—he circled it, pressed it with his lips, made it vibrate with his tip, and Natasha lost all control: her body arched, her hands tangled in his hair, her legs convulsively gripped his back, the world narrowed to that one point where unbearable, blinding pressure was building. And it burst—the orgasm overtook her not like a wave but like an avalanche: her body jerked, a wild, inhuman cry tore from her throat, frightening even herself, and a gush of hot fluid flooded from her, which he drank greedily, not stopping, prolonging her convulsions until she collapsed onto the divan, completely spent, trembling, crying from the excess of sensation. She lay with her eyes open, understanding nothing, feeling only the pulse throughout her body, and he rose above her, his shadow falling over her, and his cock, huge and formidable, with a bead of her own juices on the head, touched her softened, still-quivering cunt; fear returned for a second, icy, and she whispered, "Maxim..."—her voice pleading. "Shh," he said, his voice full of tenderness and unyielding resolve, "I'll be gentle. Relax." He pressed—it was tight, incredibly tight, but her body, prepared by the orgasm, was wet and yielding; the cock entered slowly, millimeter by millimeter, stretching her, filling her, and Natasha breathed like a trapped animal, her eyes wide, tears standing in them, and then he hit a barrier—thin but tangible; he looked into her eyes and, without breaking his gaze, made a short, decisive thrust. The pain was sharp, bright like a paper cut, but brief; she cried out, and tears burst from her eyes, but the pain immediately gave way to incredible fullness—he was inside, completely, and she felt every inch of his cock, every pulse of the veins, his heat; he paused, letting her adjust, kissing her tears, and asked hoarsely, "Okay?"—and she nodded, unable to speak, the pain fading, dissolving into a new, strange feeling of fullness and closeness. And he began to move—slowly at first, almost withdrawing, then sinking back into that hot, wet depth, and with each motion the pain receded, replaced by a growing, intoxicating friction; he found some angle, and her body responded with involuntary twitches, soft moans of pleasure, he sped up, his breathing grew heavy, sweat from his chest dripped onto hers, he changed rhythm, and once his thrust hit some point deep inside that made Natasha's vision blur, and an ecstatic, surprised cry burst from her chest. Natasha no longer thought of anything—only felt his cock moving inside her, her insides gripping him, a new, deeper, all-consuming tension building; she already knew this path—her legs wrapped around his waist, her heels pressed into his buttocks, helping, pushing, she became an active participant in this mad dance. Maxim felt it, his movements grew sharper, more abrupt, losing rhythm, he looked at her, and in his eyes was wild admiration and unbridled desire: "Natasha... now..." he rasped with a warning note, and he pulled out almost completely, leaving only the tip inside, his hand gripping the base, clenching into a fist; Natasha, still in the grip of a rising orgasm, instinctively lifted her hips, seeking him inside, but it was too late. With the first powerful thrust of his hips, a hot, thick stream shot onto her lower belly, just below her navel, and Natasha gasped in surprise—the feeling was shocking: scorching hot, sticky fluid spurting under pressure; the second burst, even more abundant, landed higher, spreading across her belly like a warm medallion; the third hit between her breasts, slid over her skin, pooled in her cleavage; Natasha squeezed her eyes shut, her own body shuddering in the convulsions of a long-awaited orgasm, mixing its internal spasms with this external, sticky flood. Maxim, growling with pleasure, continued, moving his clenched fist along his cock, squeezing out the last drops—they fell on her chin, her neck, one warm spot landing right on her collarbone, and the last, thickest drop landed on her pubic mound, in the dark, sweat-damp hairs, and slowly trickled downward. He collapsed on her, heavy, sweaty, his breath hot in her hair, his cock, still pulsing, resting on her thigh, smeared with his own semen, mixing it with her juices and droplets of blood; they lay entwined, hearing only the frantic beating of their hearts, and the air smelled sharply, newly—of semen, sex, and sweat.

After an eternity, he carefully pulled back, and Natasha opened her eyes—her stomach, her breasts, her neck were covered in sticky, white, rapidly cooling trails; she raised herself on her elbow, and her gaze fell on this spotted canvas on her skin—proof of his passion—and shame, awe, and a kind of wild pride mingled within her; she reached out a finger, touched the puddle on her belly, brought it to her face—the smell was thick, musky, utterly foreign and incredibly intimate, and she slowly spread this substance over her skin, rubbing it in like cream. Maxim, watching her with a heavy, satisfied gaze, laughed hoarsely: "Like it?"—and Natasha didn't answer, only reached for him, pressed her sticky chest to his, seeking in his embrace confirmation that all this was real; through the fog in her head, she heard other sounds and turned: beside her, on the rug, Katya was now on top of Zhenya, her body arching in a fast rhythm, her breasts bouncing, she was shouting something, and Zhenya, gripping her hips, answered with a series of furious thrusts from below; a few steps away, Olga, kneeling before Sergei in the armchair, had taken his huge cock into her mouth again, her head working quickly and skillfully. And then an icy thought pierced Natasha through the sweet languor: "And me? Will he give me away?"—panic, sharp and childlike, seized her throat, and she clung to Maxim, who was already beginning to doze, her voice hoarse with emotion: "You won't... you won't give me to them? To anyone? Not to Zhenya, not to..."—she couldn't even finish. Maxim opened his eyes, saw her frightened, tear-streaked face, and pulled her to him, held her as tightly as he could, his arms iron bands around her back, and he whispered hoarsely, but there was no mockery in his voice, only something hard as steel: "Silly girl, you're mine now. Forever. No one will touch you"—and in those words, in that wild, animal possessiveness, there was more reassurance than in a thousand tendernesses; she belonged to him, and he to her. Encouraged, soothed to the depths of her soul, she felt a new, lazy wave of warmth spread through her body; his cock, resting on his thigh, was still wet and sticky from their mingled fluids, but already showing signs of life, pulsing faintly; she slid down his body and, without a word, took it in her hand—it was warm, heavy; she leaned down and, catching his astonished gaze, slowly, very slowly, took it into her mouth, tasting on her tongue the salty-bitter, musky flavor of herself and him; she wanted to give him now everything she had—all this ecstasy, all this gratitude, all this new, burning need—and their night was only beginning.
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The next three days blurred into one continuous, hot, salt-and-sex-soaked smear, and the girls never left the guys' side—even when they were "working" as lifeguards, the friends rode with them on the boat, swam far from shore, shed their swimsuits, and dove naked into the warm turquoise water, their tanned bodies flashing among the waves like seals, while the evenings, like the nights, passed at the girls' cottage in an endless festival of flesh, where the boundaries between couples dissolved and moans mingled with the sound of the sea and the chirping of cicadas.

Natasha dissolved into this new reality like sugar in wine, regretting nothing, and her feelings for Maxim, fueled by sharp sensual pleasure, grew into a mad, all-consuming infatuation; she caught every glance, every touch, as if it were air she would suffocate without, and at night, when he fell asleep, she would gaze for a long time at his face lit by moonlight, her heart tightening with a strange mix of happiness and an anxiety she couldn't explain.

Maxim, who had given her his word that they would be only together, tried to keep his promise, but it proved unbearably difficult—Olga and Katya, naked and confident in their power, constantly hovered before his eyes, their tanned bodies, slick with oil or sweat, stirring animal passions in him, while the pressure from his friends, Sergei and Zhenya, who admired Natasha's young, delicate beauty and desired her, also took its toll, and he felt his own will cracking under this double assault.

"Don't divide the group," they whispered to Natasha, and her friends were also displeased, but she only turned away silently, pressing herself against Maxim, and he felt her fingers dig into his shoulders with desperate strength, as if she feared he would be taken from her, while he in turn held her so tightly in his arms, as if he wanted to protect her from the whole world, though he knew perfectly well that the main threat came from himself.

On Friday, having rented a powerful boat, the group set off for a remote desert island—a bare rock jutting out of the sea, about a kilometer in diameter, with sparse bushes and a single sandy patch where they moored, set up a tent, and, as darkness fell, built a huge bonfire that turned the beach into a private paradise where they could hide nothing and indulge their desires without a second thought.

They reveled without restraint—swimming naked in the warm, milk-warm water, and sex in the water was something special: bodies without support slid against each other, moans were lost in the murmur of the surf, and their convulsions sent little waves across the calm bay; afterward they warmed themselves with cognac and firelight, their wet skins gleaming gold and copper, dancing naked to the music from the tape player, shadows leaping on the rocks, and there on the warm sand, bathed in the glow of the flames, they made love again, and it seemed this night would never end.

Maxim and Natasha stayed apart, even dancing only with each other, ignoring the other guys' attempts to invite Natasha, and this exclusivity began to seriously irritate the other four; that night, while the lovers slept in each other's arms, Olga, Katya, Sergei, and Zhenya hatched a plan, whispering by the dying fire, glancing at the tent from which came the steady breathing of the sleepers, their voices low and serpentine, their eyes burning with cold, calculating fire.

They woke from the heat in the tent already past noon, and Katya, stepping outside, rushed back in with a shriek: the entire deserted beach of the day before was now crowded with vacationers from a dozen boats, and they had to quickly pull on their swimsuits and evacuate deeper into the island, into a hollow hidden by rocks, where they shed their clothes and sunbathed under the scorching sun, feeling the heat burn their skin and the heavy, humid air hang around them, impossible to escape.

The heat was unbearable, and Katya, carrying out her part of the plan, circled around Maxim, displaying her body in every seductive pose—she lay on her stomach, arching her back so her buttocks strained the fabric of her swimsuit to the limit, then rolled onto her back, offering her breasts to the sun and his gaze, and slowly ran her palms over her skin, rubbing in lotion with obvious, provocative pleasure, her half-closed eyes gleaming from beneath her lashes, sending him wordless signals that made his mouth go dry.

When Natasha dozed off in the shade of a rock, Katya, pulling on her swimsuit, announced she'd forgotten her lip balm and was going to the tent, and the glance she threw Maxim was more eloquent than any words—it burned with a promise that made his throat tighten, and he, knowing it was betrayal, still couldn't resist, because his body demanded what his mind feared, and he hated himself for this weakness, but he could do nothing about it.

Maxim couldn't hold out: making sure Natasha was asleep, he pulled on his trunks and followed, feeling his heart pound in his throat and his groin already heavy with blood; in the stifling half-darkness of the tent, they fell on each other, and the kiss was furious, tasting of salt and sun, their tongues entwined, breath mingled, and hands groped over sweat-slick bodies, Katya already pulling off his trunks while he tore at her bra, all of it in absolute silence broken only by their muffled moans.

Katya knelt before him, took his half-erect cock into her mouth, and she worked her lips and tongue with a cunning, practiced skill: she gently sucked the head, ran her tongue along the full length down to his balls, lightly bit them, making him shudder, then rose again, took him deeper, and her attentions made Maxim's legs buckle, he collapsed onto the canvas floor of the tent, but Katya didn't stop—her nimble tongue even reached his anus, licking the warm, secret ring of muscle, and Maxim, choking, grabbed her hair, feeling he was about to come but unable to stop this madness, because his body no longer belonged to him.

Katya, feeling the pulse in her mouth, slowed the rhythm, prolonging the pleasure, but it was too late—with a stifled roar he exploded, thick, pungent semen shooting into her throat; Katya, choking slightly, swallowed, but didn't release him—her warm, tireless tongue continued to lick his cock, slide over the swollen veins, gather every drop from his belly and pubic hair, and under this persistent, tender pressure, the impossible happened—Maxim's fading cock began to fill again, growing hard with incredible, almost frightening speed, and he watched in amazement, unable to believe his eyes.

"You're incredible!" he rasped, watching his flesh come alive in her hands, and now it was his turn: he yanked off Katya's black bikini bottom in one sharp motion, and in the gray half-darkness of the tent, her body shone with lunar pallor; he flipped her onto her back and, without giving her a moment to react, roughly pushed her knees apart, and his heavy, wet gaze swept over the revealed sight—moist, parted lips already glistening with arousal—and Katya closed her eyes, feeling her skin burn under his gaze, her lower belly tightening into a hot, tight knot.

He didn't enter immediately—first only the tip, making her shudder from the sharp sweet sting, then a slow, inexorable movement, filling her to the limit, and a muffled moan escaped her compressed lips; his hands gripped her hips, fingers leaving white prints on her tanned skin as he forced her into a rough, primal rhythm, then with one hand he found the clasp of her bra, unfastened it, released her heavy, firm breasts, and began to knead them, squeeze them, tug at her nipples until she moaned not from pain but from the growing pressure in her lower belly that threatened to burst forth.

Feeling his own tension approaching the breaking point, but knowing Katya was still on the edge, he suddenly pulled out of her, flipped her onto her stomach, and lifted her hips; his rough tongue plunged into her wet, aroused cunt from behind, furiously and mercilessly, and Katya howled, pressing her face into the pillow, her body convulsing in a pre-orgasmic shudder; she spun around sharply, pushed him away, and, pressing him to the ground, took his throbbing cock into her mouth again, resuming the sucking with a furious, almost animal greed, her head moving so fast he could barely breathe.

This time there was no resistance—the orgasm hit like an avalanche; he cried out, his body arching, hips jerking convulsively, spilling a fresh load of semen into her throat, and Katya swallowed greedily, milking him with her lips until the last tremor, until he went limp, spent and empty in her mouth; they collapsed beside each other, covered in sweat, semen, and the mingled juices of their bodies, breathing in one ragged, broken gasp, and in that moment Maxim suddenly realized he had crossed a line from which there was no return, and cold horror mingled with his satisfaction.

When Maxim followed Katya, the conspirators moved to the second part of the plan: Sergei and Zhenya hid behind the rocks, while Olga lay down beside the dozing Natasha and began to wake her with caresses—her lips touched her nipples, her hand slid over her belly, and Natasha, already familiar with these games, woke instantly aroused, lazily asking, "Where is everyone?"—but there was no alarm in her voice, only sleepy, warm relaxation that made her even more vulnerable. "Swimming," Olga lied, kissing her on the lips while simultaneously sliding her fingers between her legs, finding her already wet, and Natasha responded to the caresses, her body reaching out instinctively, accustomed to these touches but unaware of what was to come; Olga, laying her on her back, lowered her head between her thighs and began to lick her cunt with long, flat strokes of her tongue, working deliberately on her clitoris, and Natasha moaned, her hips beginning to move—she was on the edge when Sergei and Zhenya emerged from behind the rocks, their cocks hard as stone, and at the sight of them Natasha froze, fear gripping her for a second, but her body, heated to white heat by Olga, demanded more, and she couldn't stop it even if she wanted to. Zhenya lay down beside her, beginning to suck her breasts, while Sergei, without a word, replaced Olga between her legs, his rougher tongue immediately finding her clitoris, and Natasha howled, all resistance gone—she drowned in this triple attention, feeling Zhenya's fingers squeezing her nipples while Sergei's tongue circled, all of it pushing her toward an abyss she no longer wanted to turn away from, because in that abyss there was something primal, liberating, that made her forget about Maxim, his promises, her own vow of fidelity she had broken so easily without even noticing. Olga, crawling aside, leaned against a rock, spread her legs, and began to pleasure herself, watching the scene with a triumphant smile; she saw Zhenya, unable to wait any longer, push Sergei aside, and Sergei reluctantly yielded; Zhenya, with a low groan of relief, entered Natasha, and she accepted him eagerly, throwing her legs over his shoulders, but the sand was rough on her back, so she pushed him off, got on all fours, arched her spine, offering her round, pale ass, and Zhenya understood without words—he entered her from behind again, with a force that rocked her forward, and her head dropped lower, meeting Sergei's cock, already waiting at her lips.

Sergei's cock was before her face, and Natasha, no longer thinking, wrapped her arms around his buttocks and took it into her mouth, sucking with wild, furious energy, moaning with pleasure, feeling Zhenya inside her speed up, his fingers dig into her hips, while Sergei grew harder in her mouth, and it all merged into one continuous, deafening roar that filled her consciousness completely, washing away the last remnants of shame and doubt, leaving only the pure, animal sensation of life pulsing in every cell of her body. The air outside was cool and damp, but it couldn't cool the heat burning in Maxim's temples; he ran along the path, as if fleeing from himself, from the smell of Katya on his skin, and the thought that Natasha, his pure, innocent Natasha, was peacefully dozing in the shade was the only anchor in this stormy sea of shame and wild excitement, and he prayed silently that she wouldn't wake, wouldn't see him with Katya, wouldn't understand that he had betrayed her just as she feared he would. He burst into the clearing and froze, as if hitting an invisible wall at full speed—his legs turned to jelly, his heart stopped, then lurched with such force that his vision darkened; his Natasha, the one who had sworn fidelity under the whisper of Crimean pines, was kneeling on the trampled sandstone, her light hair held by Sergei's hand, who, head thrown back, stared at the blue sky, while Natasha's head bobbed at his cock, almost hiding it entirely, and there came the wet, obscene sucking sound, broken by her short, choking gasps, and from behind, Zhenya, his friend, was thrusting into her—deeply, methodically, with a wet sound that now seemed deafening to Maxim. "No" flashed through Maxim's fading consciousness, "it's not her, it's a nightmare!"—but before rage could move him, a shadow fell on him—Olga; her strong arms wrapped around his neck, while her other hand yanked off his trunks in one sharp motion, her fingers found his limp cock, and then a hot, insatiable mouth descended on him, sucking him with such fury as if she wanted to tear out the last remnants of his conscience, and he felt his body betraying him again, filling with alien, cursed strength. A civil war raged in Maxim: rage screaming to break free, humiliating, burning jealousy, and the treacherous, oppressive arousal from this obscene, animal scene; and Olga's mouth was not just skilled—it was hypnotic, all-consuming, her tongue wrapped around him, drew him in, made him forget, and he watched with hatred as his flesh came alive, filling with power in this foreign, mercenary mouth, and he knew it was the end, that nothing would ever be the same, that he had lost Natasha forever, but he couldn't stop, because his body demanded completion. He saw Sergei, head thrown back, let out a stifled moan, his hips jerking, driving his cock deeper into Natasha's throat; saw her neck swallow convulsively, and then her own body arched when Zhenya, with a hoarse growl, sped up and, pulling out of her, covered her back, waist, and trembling buttocks with thick drops of his semen, and Natasha shuddered at the hot touch but didn't stop, continuing to suck Sergei until he came in her mouth, and she swallowed it all without flinching, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Only then did Olga look up at him—her gaze clouded with lust and triumph, and she whispered hoarsely, like a snake: "Now you,"—and she crawled back, lying on the sand, spreading her legs wide, exposing herself, and reached out to him: "I'm burning..."—and Maxim, no longer himself, collapsed onto her; he saw no face, only a body, an object for revenge, and he entered her harshly, causing pain, fucking with fury, venting on her yielding flesh all his rage at Natasha, at his friends, at himself, his thrusts dull, mean, without a trace of tenderness, only the animal need to destroy what had destroyed him. He squeezed his eyes shut, but the nauseating image still stood before him—Natasha swallowing another man's seed—and when the wave hit, he instinctively pulled back, wanting to come on her face, as he had done with Katya—to defile, to humiliate—but he came just as he pulled out, and the sparse, clear drops after three exhausting orgasms sprayed onto Olga's neck and chin, and he collapsed beside her, feeling the ground give way beneath him, and with it, all his illusions and hopes.

When his body shut down, went limp, a deafening silence fell, broken only by heavy breathing; he raised his head, and his gaze through the fog found Natasha—she sat on the sand, knees drawn up, and the sunlight illuminated the terrible details: her lips, chin, cheek were smeared with white, sticky, drying streaks, between her trembling thighs a murky fluid trickled down her skin, mixing with sand—her own juices and another man's semen—but the worst were her eyes—her blue, once so clear eyes were full of tears, silent, animal hurt, and the question: "And you?"—and he couldn't answer, because in his own gaze, which he met, reflected all his black rage, the shame burning from within, and the same silent accusation: "And you?!"—the idyll was dead, it had cracked and shattered on that clearing smelling of semen, sweat, and betrayal, and nothing could ever glue it back together. Slowly, like the mistress of the situation, with a blissful, languid smile, Katya emerged from the darkness toward the fire, her gaze sweeping over Maxim's white face, Natasha's devastated face, the satisfied, sated expressions of Sergei, Zhenya, and Olga, and her smile grew wider, more smug—everything was going according to plan, and the plan was brilliant, because she knew: now that they had all crossed the line, no one could judge anyone else, and their little group would become even stronger, bound not by love but by shared secrets and shared sin, which not even the salt water of this warm, gentle sea could wash away.
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Chapter 5
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Returning to Alushta, the girls began packing to go home, and they couldn't stay longer because their vacation was ending and the start of classes at the technical college was approaching, but the guys were so reluctant to let them go that they decided to delay the departure by at least one day, and, digging deep, bought plane tickets through acquaintances and returned the train tickets.

A new problem arose, however: the landlady, knowing the girls' departure date, had already rented out their room, so the guys invited the girls to spend a day in Simferopol, and the invitation was accepted with silent, heavy gratitude, because no one wanted to part, yet no one knew how to prolong this strange, sinful summer, and each of them understood that this day would be the final act of their Crimean story.

The hastily packed suitcases stood in the hallway, with swimsuits smelling of salt and sun, crumpled dresses, tubes of lotion tossed in haphazardly, and no one wanted to do this; Natasha, standing on the porch and gazing at the sea, felt a physical ache beneath her ribs—a melancholy and a premonition of the end—and this was not merely a departure from the resort but the end of an entire era, that strange, sinful, incredibly intense world into which she had plunged just two weeks earlier.

At the gate, the engines of two polished Volgas were already rumbling, the air thick with the smell of gasoline and hot metal, and the drivers, acquaintances of the guys, exchanged jokes, but their eyes held weary indifference—another resort romance, another round of tears at the station, business as usual; this ordinariness struck Natasha as almost insulting, because for her these two weeks had been something far greater than a fleeting affair.

The road to Simferopol was an ordeal: the heat, thick as syrup, poured through the open car windows, carrying dust from the roadside, and the landscape outside changed sharply and unpleasantly—instead of the azure expanse, sun-scorched brown hills, sparse gnarled trees, and withered sunflowers bowing their heavy heads; a heavy silence reigned in the car, broken only by the hum of the engine and the occasional meaningless exchange.

Natasha sat in the back seat between Olga and Katya, but they seemed to have gone mute: Olga stared out her window, clicking her lighter, Katya nervously fumbled in her purse, and this silence was more eloquent than any words, because each of them knew that after this night everything would change, that they would no longer be the girls who had come here two weeks ago.

Sergei's apartment in Simferopol turned out to be an unexpected refuge—a panel high-rise on a quiet street, a hallway smelling of cat urine and bleach, but behind the door, a spacious three-room apartment with the coolness preserved from the night, smelling of old furniture, books, and the faint but persistent scent of Krasnaya Moskva perfume—his mother's—and Sergei, tossing the keys onto the dresser, said, "My parents are at the dacha until tomorrow, total freedom," and in that freedom there was something both frightening and liberating at once.

While the guys rushed off on "urgent business"—everyone knew it was for alcohol and food for the farewell dinner—the girls were left alone, and this silent truce was charged with a strange significance; wordlessly, they gravitated toward the bathroom, and the shower that day was not merely a hygiene ritual but a purification and preparation all at once—stern, without their usual laughter and chatter, they washed away the sand, the salt, the remnants of sunscreen, and, as they imagined, the traces of past nights, and the water was cool and hard, not as gentle as the sea.

Then came the sacred rite—preparations for the evening: they unpacked their suitcases, retrieved the treasured bundles with their "evening attire" saved precisely for such an occasion, and this was their war paint, their final and most powerful trump card; in concentrated silence, they applied their makeup: Olga's bold, almost aggressive, with kohl-rimmed eyes and crimson lips; Katya's with a touch of sly playfulness, green eyeshadow matching her dress; Natasha's almost minimal, merely accentuating her large eyes and pale lips.

They did their hair, whispered arguments about which stockings to wear, which lingerie would be more appropriate, and this process took on an almost mystical significance that day—they were dressing not in clothes but in armor for the final battle, costumes for the final, most explicit performance, and each of them understood that this evening would be the point of no return.

When the guys returned, laden with bags and packages, and entered the living room, they froze on the threshold as if struck in the solar plexus, words caught in their throats, because the girls had transformed beyond recognition—from tanned, bare-headed "mermaids" they had become creatures from another, urban, cold and glittering world.

Olga was the embodiment of a femme fatale: a black silk blouse with a deep V-neck almost to her solar plexus, the fabric so thin that the outlines of her bra were visible, but more importantly, it didn't conceal but emphasized, and with every movement, every breath, her full, marble-white breasts practically spilled from the neckline, swaying in firm, heavy waves; a narrow, sheath-like black miniskirt clung to her hips and ended so high that when she turned toward the door, everyone saw the narrow strip of black lace panties.

Her sheer nude stockings made her long, endless legs perfectly smooth, flawless, and the ensemble was crowned by black patent leather pumps on stiletto heels as thin as needles; she stood with her hand on her hip, gazing at them with a defiant, half-contemptuous smile that stole the guys' breath.

Katya had chosen a tactic of provocation and play: her dress was made of green jersey, the color of sea waves in the shadow of a cliff, so form-fitting it seemed like a second layer of skin applied with an airbrush, accentuating everything—her high, firm bust, her narrow, fragile waist, the soft curve of her belly, her powerful, rounded hips; the dress barely covered her buttocks, and her back was almost entirely bare, and on her feet—nearly invisible sheer stockings with a faint bluish sheen that gave her skin the look of polished porcelain, and gray suede pumps on a stable yet no less seductive heel, while her eyes sparkled with that familiar, mischievous glint.

Natasha didn't have such overtly adult outfits, but what she wore produced perhaps the strongest effect: a snow-white blouse of guipure and chiffon, with a ruffle at the chest and full sleeves gathered at the cuffs, giving her the look of an innocent schoolgirl from an old-fashioned academy; a white pleated skirt to the knee seemed the embodiment of modesty, but when she took a step, the fabric swirled up, momentarily revealing the upper part of her thighs in sheer, cobweb-fine stockings.

Her light, almost white hair was swept into a strict but elegantly careless updo, a few strands escaping onto her cheeks, and on her feet—simple white sandals with low heels; the contrast between this virginal, snowy whiteness and her deep, almost chocolate tan on her arms, face, and legs was dazzling, shocking—she looked like an angel who had just fallen into a sinful world and already managed to get dirty in it.

The girls had assumed the guys would take them to a restaurant, which was why they had dressed so elaborately, but the guys, in their sun-bleached jeans, wrinkled cotton shirts, and scuffed sneakers, felt like grubby, awkward boys next to them; the idea they'd discussed in the car—taking them to the best restaurant in town—died before it was born, because the risk was too great: the risk of other men staring at them, gawking, whistling, hitting on them, the risk of fights, scandals, the police.

Their treasure, their final, brightest trophy of the summer, was too precious to be paraded before the world on the last night; they needed to shut themselves away, hide from everything, so the decision came instantly and was unanimous: the feast would be here, in this apartment, in their last refuge.

They set the table, and from the bags packages flew onto it: a large piece of roast pork with crispy, crackling skin, smelling of garlic, a whole smoked chicken with golden skin, a bowl of stewed potatoes generously sprinkled with dill, a salad of sliced tomatoes and cucumbers that smelled of real, sizzling summer; Sergei, with a triumphant air, placed a small crystal bowl in the center and filled it with black, glistening caviar, declaring, "Through connections, for our beauties!"

Then came clusters of dark grapes, several pears, velvety peaches, and half a sweet melon split from ripeness, from which a heavy, honeyed aroma immediately wafted, and the centerpiece of the entire composition, the evening's main "guests"—five bottles of Crimean sparkling wine, "Soviet Champagne," and three bottles of Moldovan cognac, "for warmth and courage," as Zhenya explained.

The first toast was silent—they simply raised their glasses and drank to being all together; the second—to Crimea and the sea; the third—to their fortunate meeting; by the fourth toast, everyone was eating with a kind of ravenous, furious energy, washing down the food with alcohol, trying to drown the growing awkwardness and the weight of the impending farewell, and then the food was quickly cleared and taken to the kitchen, leaving the table for the main event—fruit, cigarettes, and endless bottles.

And then the tension that had hung in the air since morning concentrated, thickened in the silent space between Maxim and Natasha; they sat across the large table from each other, but there was a chasm between them—Natasha felt his gaze on her, heavy, intense, full of silent accusation, unspent anger, and still-smoldering jealousy, and she met it with a cold, detached, almost glassy look, behind which raged a storm of hurt, pain, and a strange desire to make him suffer even more.

They both understood that tonight something had to be resolved, to end, or, conversely, to explode, and they both feared it, but Olga's voice, clear, commanding, and utterly sober, cut through the painful pause like a knife through butter: "Enough moping, everyone! It's the last night, damn it! Time to liven up! Let's dance!"—and Katya, like a precise, calibrated echo, added: "And strip!"—and it was their old, tried-and-true tactic, and it worked flawlessly.

The guys exchanged glances, and slow, knowing grins spread across their faces—this was the language they had all spoken fluently for the past two weeks, the language of the body, of desire, of immediate gratification; without a word, with almost synchronized movements, they rose from their chairs and shed their clothes—jeans fell to the floor with the dull thud of heavy buckles, shirts flew onto chair backs and the rug, and within a minute they stood before the girls—three tanned, muscular, completely naked males.

Their bodies, honed by the sun, the sea, and the physical labor of lifeguards, were beautiful in their simple, animal, undisguised power: the skin on their chests and shoulders was dark bronze, lighter on their hips and buttocks, muscles playing beneath the skin with every movement, and between their powerful thighs their cocks swayed—still soft, defenseless, but already promising an imminent awakening.

They stood and waited, with slight, challenging smiles, waiting for the girls to follow their example, for the familiar, cheerful chaos of undressing to begin, but Olga and Katya only exchanged glances and laughed—brightly, defiantly, with a hint of superiority; they made a few theatrical, exaggerated motions, as if beginning a striptease, but in fact only adjusted their hair or shifted a strap—it was a trap, and the guys had fallen into it with stunning, almost touching naivety.

Now the scene in the living room was surreal and incredibly arousing: three luxurious, impeccably dressed women reeking of expensive perfume, and three naked men gradually growing aroused from the contrast, and power, initiative at that moment had irrevocably and completely shifted to them.

"Now we can dance!" Katya declared, leaning toward the tape player, and the button clicked, and from the speakers flowed a slow, sensual, slightly melancholic blues—the soundtrack to the final act.

Zhenya, utterly unashamed of his nakedness, stepped onto the "arena" with the dignity of a gladiator, approached Natasha, who sat hiding her trembling in her hands, and without a word wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling her to him; his hot, completely bare skin pressed against the thin fabric of her guipure blouse, and she felt the heat of his chest, the hardness of his abdominal muscles, and then—how his cock, first warm and soft, pressed against her lower belly, and how under the effect of this closeness, this contrast of silk and bare skin, it began to fill rapidly with strength, becoming hard, heavy, alive.

He pressed against her through her skirt, and she shuddered all over, feeling her own body respond to the challenge with a sudden, shameful wetness between her legs, and she looked away, seeking escape or simply understanding—Maxim was already dancing with Olga, and she pressed herself against him, her green jersey dress rustling against his bare skin, and their kiss was not a kiss—it was a battle of lips, tongues, teeth, the sound wet, loud, obscene.

While they kissed, Olga's hand slid between their bodies, found his already stiff, rigid cock, wrapped around it, and began to stroke it slowly, sensually, feeling every pulse, and then Olga, without breaking the kiss, began to sink down his body like a pole; her dress rode up, revealing her white lace panties stretched taut over her full buttocks, and she dropped to her knees, her crimson lips closing around his cock—Natasha saw how smoothly, professionally her jaw worked, how her head moved rhythmically back and forth, how her cheeks hollowed, and Maxim threw his head back, his hands tangling in her ash-blond hair.

To the right, almost the same thing was happening: Katya, already on her knees before Sergei, licking his nipples with the tip of her tongue, first with her hand and then with her mouth, took his large, thick, already swollen cock, and she swallowed it almost whole, her skill the envy of any courtesan, and Natasha understood that this was a challenge thrown directly at her.

And she, clenching her teeth, accepted it: she slowly, without taking her eyes off Zhenya, lowered herself to her knees before him, her white skirt spreading softly on the rug like flower petals; his cock was right before her face—impressive, with a thick, veined shaft, a large, dark-crimson, rigid head, on the tip of which a transparent, thick, glistening drop had already appeared and hung, shimmering in the lamplight.

She didn't hesitate—she touched that drop with the tip of her tongue, licked it off, and the taste was distinctive, salty-sweet, purely masculine; then she took him in her lips, and Zhenya inhaled sharply with a hiss, his hands descending to her head but not pressing, just resting there, trembling; she had learned well by now, instinctively copying what she had seen so many times in her friends: she worked her tongue along the sensitive frenulum, sucked the head, then, suppressing her gag reflex and the feeling of incredible intimacy, tried to take him deeper, and the sounds filled the room—soft sucking, wet slurping, his ragged, uneven breathing above her head.

And he was the first to break: his body arched in a bow, he whispered her name hoarsely, almost silently, and hot, thick, copious semen rushed into her throat unexpectedly sharply and powerfully; Natasha choked, some of it spilling from the corners of her mouth, white sticky drops falling onto the snow-white fabric of her skirt, but she swallowed, feeling the warm, viscous liquid slide down her esophagus, leaving a strange aftertaste, and she licked her lips with her tongue, lifting her eyes to Zhenya, and in his gaze was wild admiration and gratitude.

Beside them, Sergei, stifling a groan, with two or three powerful thrusts of his hips filled Katya's mouth, and she, without spilling a drop, swallowed with a triumphant, victorious look and showed him her clean, pink tongue; Maxim, who had been watching Natasha from the corner of his eye, felt his own surge and, with a wild, cracking cry, came right on Olga's face—the first jet, thick and milky-white, hit her cheek and eyelid, pasting her lashes, the second—in her hair, at her temple.

Olga, unembarrassed, not even wiping herself, licked the remains from his still-pulsing head, then with her finger gathered the semen from her face and slowly, with obvious pleasure, licked her finger; the guys, spent yet simultaneously at the peak of arousal from such capitulation, took large swigs of cognac to "recharge," while the girls, with sticky, smeared, shining lips, triumphantly reached for the ice-cold champagne—their bodies aroused to the limit, cunts wet, nipples stiffening against the fabric of their bras, goosebumps racing across their skin, and they had won the first round, but the game was only beginning.

"And now—striptease! We didn't dress up for nothing!" Katya announced, rising and shaking the dried drops from her hair, and she stepped to the center of the room, onto the middle of the rug; the music changed to something more rhythmic, with a languid, pulsing beat, and her dance was not just stripping but a whole story of seduction, acted out in expression, glances, and movements, and every action was a hint, a promise she was in no hurry to fulfill.

She started with her shoes, but didn't take them off, just adjusted the strap at her ankle, running her hand up her calf to her knee; then, turning her back to them, slowly, as if deriving incredible pleasure from the process itself, she began to peel off her stockings, and every inch of exposed skin was a triumph—her buttocks, encased in thin white panties, swayed to the music in figure eights, and the stockings fell to the floor in a shapeless silky heap.

Then, still with her back to them, she pulled off her dress, leaving only her panties and shoes, and then she began to caress herself—her hands slid over her flat belly, squeezed her breasts through the thin fabric of her bra, then moved lower, her fingers finding the bulge of her clitoris through the silk of her panties, rubbing, pressing; she rolled her eyes, let out soft, broken moans, in complete control of both her own reactions and those of her audience, while the guys sat mesmerized, mouths slightly open, their cocks twitching, filling with blood, rising again.

Finally, with one last, passionate movement, she shed her panties, executed a light pirouette, completely naked, and, proudly, like a queen, strode to the table, poured herself a glass of champagne, downed it in one gulp, and then threw down a challenge: "Next!"—and her gaze fell on Olga.

Olga stepped forward without a trace of embarrassment or pretense, and her striptease was different—not a story in dance but a demonstration of a premium product; she looked directly at the guys, holding their stares, as she removed her shoes, every gesture precise and confident; then, bending slowly at the waist, displaying the perfect line of her back, she peeled off her fishnets, revealing her long, flawless, tanned legs, slipped her heels back on, instantly gaining four inches, and shed her skirt in one sharp, almost careless motion, revealing black lace panties that concealed so little they were almost a formality.

She unbuttoned her blouse slowly, coquettishly half-covering her breasts with the panels, then shed it, and her huge, heavy, milky-white breasts with their large dark-brown areolas and prominent nipples sprang free, swaying provocatively; the applause was thunderous, and she stood before them for a few moments, allowing them to savor the sight like a sculpture, then, bending over, removed her panties—her pubic mound was neatly trimmed, almost bare—and she remained in nothing but her black stilettos, the embodiment of a luxurious, expensive, supremely confident woman who knew her own worth.

All eyes now, naturally, turned to Natasha, and in her eyes there was no fear, only a cold, clear challenge and some new confidence, forged here in this crucible of passion; she rose and stepped to the center, the music shifting to something simpler, more sensual, with a smooth rhythm, and at first her movements were awkward, she was clearly offbeat, out of her element, but then she closed her eyes, stopped thinking about how she looked, and simply let the music move through her body.

And then came the wave—she repeated, with some variations, Katya's moves: first she removed her white sandals, then, with a graceful squat, peeled off her fine stockings; then, spinning as if in a slow waltz, she unbuttoned and shed her pleated skirt, leaving her in her sheer white blouse and simple white cotton panties.

And here arose a small, almost comical problem—the clasp of her bra at the back wouldn't budge; she twisted around, trying to undo it with funny grimaces, and this natural, slightly awkward movement drew not crude laughter but smiles, even something warm; finally, the clasp gave way with a distinct snap, the bra fell to the floor, and her small, high-set, firm breasts with their dark-pink, bud-like nipples were revealed to all, and the unanimous, genuine applause, even an approving shout from Zhenya, made her smile shyly, girlishly.

Then, turning her back to the guys, she swayed her hips and shed her panties, and she stood before them completely naked, in only her half-open white blouse, her body—thin, young, with narrow hips, a flat belly, and that "amber" tan skin—glowing in the lamplight, every curve flawless in its naturalness, and she was ready.

And this was the final drop that shattered all inhibitions: Sergei couldn't hold back, he sprang from his seat like a released spring, swept Natasha into his arms, she cried out in surprise, and he tumbled with her onto the wide leather sofa against the wall, his cock, hard as stone, already seeking entry between her legs; this was the signal for the universal, final beginning.

Zhenya dropped to his knees before Olga, still seated in the armchair like a queen on her throne, and he almost reverently spread her legs, revealing her wet, already swollen, dark-rose cunt, and without preliminaries, with a hungry groan, buried his face in it, his tongue working fiercely, skillfully, knowingly; Maxim, seeing Natasha, his Natasha, embracing Sergei, clenched his teeth until they cracked—a wild, black jealousy flared in his eyes, but his body responded differently: his cock stood rigid, pulsing with desire.

He grabbed the nearest available body, which was Katya, pulled her to him, began kissing her neck, her breasts, and then, almost lifting her in his arms, dragged her to the same sofa; he spun her around, roughly forced her to her knees beside Natasha, and, guiding himself with his hand, entered her from behind with one powerful, deep thrust, making her howl not in pain but in pleasure.

Natasha, lying beneath Sergei's heavy, sweaty body, looked over his shuddering, tensed shoulder directly into Maxim's eyes, and in her gaze there was no plea, no love, no forgiveness—only cold, cruel triumph and revenge; she saw his face contort in a mix of pain and pleasure as he fucked Katya, and the sight, instead of wounding her, spurred her on, inflamed her.

She wrapped her legs around Sergei, dug her heels into his firm buttocks, and began to move against his furious, frantic thrusts with such force and unfamiliar passion that it was like the dance of two beasts; she wanted Maxim to see this—to see her coming with another man.

The orgasm hit her suddenly, devastatingly—her body trembled in silent, violent convulsions, just as Zhenya, with a stifled roar, spilled his semen, but not inside her; feeling the end, at her barely perceptible gesture, he pulled out, and hot, thick jets splashed onto her lower belly, her pubic mound, and the inside of her thighs, coating her skin with sticky, quickly cooling, heat-smelling seed.

Maxim, seeing this, couldn't hold back: with a hoarse, cracking cry he came, and he too pulled out his cock and, turning, drenched Katya's back and buttocks with thick white semen, the drops splattering her skin, running in white trails down her spine and into the cleft between her cheeks.

Meanwhile, Zhenya, methodically rocking the castered armchair in which Olga sat with her legs draped over the armrests, drove her to a frantic, screaming, whole-body-shattering orgasm; feeling he was about to come, he wrenched out his cock, slick with her juices, half-rose, and the first thick jet of hot semen struck Olga's lower belly, on the neat dark triangle of her pubic hair, matting the hairs with white sticky mass; the second and third pulses landed higher, spreading across her flat belly in warm, quickly cooling pools, and Zhenya, groaning, squeezed out the last drops, which fell on her inner thighs, mixing with her own moisture.

The silence after the climax lasted only a few heartbeats, but the air in the room, thick with the smells of semen, sweat, female juices, and expensive tobacco, didn't cool—it froze, saturated with a new, sharper energy, the energy of the last chance, the energy of "never again."

Olga, seated in the armchair, drenched in his seed, didn't wipe it off—instead, she slowly ran her palm from her pubic mound upward toward her navel, spreading the white, sticky mass over her skin in a thin, glistening film, then brought her palm to her face, her nostrils flaring as she inhaled the sharp, animal aroma, and then, without taking her dark, burning eyes off Zhenya, she licked her palm—slowly, like a kitten lapping cream, her tongue capturing every drop; her pink, nimble tongue cleaned between her fingers, then she took her index finger entirely into her mouth, sucking it as if it were the most exquisite candy, and Zhenya, watching, stood transfixed, his cock, still wet and soft, twitched and began to refill with alarming speed.

This gesture was understood by all without words—it was not a gesture of fatigue but a challenge, an invitation to a second round, a third, to keep going as long as there was strength and until dawn; Katya, lying on the sofa beside Natasha, responded first: she didn't get up, she rolled onto her back, bent her knees, and spread them as wide as she could, planting her feet on the edge of the sofa, and her entire wet, slightly swollen cunt was exposed, the lamplight picking out the dark-pink, glistening lips quivering with her rapid breathing.

She placed one hand on her breast, squeezing her nipple, while the fingers of her other hand immediately found her clitoris and began rubbing it in fast, precise circles; she threw her head back and moaned—loudly, theatrically, but there was no falseness in that moan, only flesh demanding attention, and her half-closed green eyes fixed on Sergei, who was already rising from the floor.

Zhenya understood without words: he went to the sofa, but not to Katya—he stood over her, his huge, half-aroused cock inches from her face; Katya, without opening her eyes, reached for it with her hand, wrapped her fingers around it, began to stroke it lazily but expertly, while she continued to rub herself, her hips beginning to tremble faintly.

And then Natasha made her move: she sat on the edge of the same sofa, and her gaze darted from Maxim, standing in the center of the room, to Katya, to Sergei, to Olga and Zhenya; the last remnants of shame, fatigue, and that new, all-consuming feeling—"the last time"—wrestled within her, and "the last time" won everything; she slid to her knees on the rug, not to leave but to draw closer.

Her movement caught Maxim's attention; they looked at each other across the room, and this time there was no anger or hurt in his gaze—only raw, simple, recognizable hunger, the same hunger from that first night at the cottage, a hunger for her body; Natasha was the first to lower her eyes, and her gaze fell on his cock—it still hung soft, but under her steady gaze it began to stir, rising slowly, and she reached for it with her hand.

Her fingers, cold from the champagne, closed around the base, and he shuddered—she felt the skin tighten beneath her palm, the thick veins filling with blood; she leaned in and, without taking her eyes off him, touched the head with her lips, just a touch, then ran the tip of her tongue along the slit, collecting a tiny, salty drop, and only then took him into her mouth.

Maxim gasped, his hands falling on her head, but not pressing, just resting there, heavy and warm on her hair; she worked her mouth slowly, intently, as if memorizing every fold, every pulse by taste, taking him deeper, choking, coughing, and taking him again, her cheeks hollowing with soft, wet sounds, and this was the signal for a general resumption.

The room came alive: Katya, not releasing Zhenya's cock from her hand, pulled him toward her, and her green eyes in the half-dark burned with dark, wet fire; she whispered hoarsely, her voice low and thick with desire: "Not that way. From behind. In the ass,"—and Zhenya, hearing this, exhaled sharply, his cock in her hand jerking, growing even harder, and he didn't speak—he roughly, almost lifting her, turned her, put her on her knees on the edge of the sofa.

Her buttocks, round, firm, with dimples on the sides, thrust out before him, lit by the side light of the floor lamp, and between them, a dark, wet slit revealed her vaginal opening, and just below—still tightly clenched, a small pink ring of her anus; Zhenya bent, spat into his palm, coated his thick, blood-engorged cock with his saliva, then with the thumb of the same hand roughly applied the spit directly to her anal opening, pressing it into the tight muscle, and Katya shuddered and hissed: "Yes... just like that..."

He pressed the head of his cock to the center of that tight ring, pushed, and Katya froze, her spine arching; it was tight, incredibly tight, but Zhenya, gritting his teeth, pressed harder, bracing his hands on her buttocks, spreading them, and the muscle yielded millimeter by millimeter, clenching spasmodically but inexorably letting him inside, and Katya let out a long, muffled groan—not in pain, but from the unbearable, stretching fullness.

And then the head passed the narrowest point; Zhenya paused for a second, letting her adjust, feeling her rectum grip him incredibly tightly, hotly, pulsing, and then he moved deeper, slowly driving his entire cock into her until his pubic bone pressed against her buttocks; they both froze, breathing heavily, and Katya exhaled, her voice trembling: "Move... God, move!"

Zhenya obeyed: he pulled out almost completely, leaving only the tip, and entered again—already easier; the third time, almost freely, and then he exploded: he began to fuck her ass with a fury and force that made the sofa creak and slide across the floor, each thrust driving her forward, her breasts swaying in rhythm, her nipples rubbing against the rough fabric; the sound was different—not as wet as vaginal sex, but deeper, denser, accompanied by the slurp of lubrication and her choked screams.

"Yes... yes! Like that! Harder!" Katya shouted, her fingers clawing at the upholstery, tearing it, her head thrown back, her hair plastered to her forehead and neck: "Oh God, so deep!"—and Zhenya didn't rush, he felt the knot of fire in his groin churning, ready to burst, but the thought that this was the last night, that he had to wring everything out of her, made him clench his teeth and hold on; he changed rhythm, slowed when he felt the edge approaching, one hand still gripping her hip, while the other reached around front, his fingers finding her clitoris, wet and swollen even from anal sex, and began rubbing it in fast, precise circles, pushing her to frenzy while he himself remained on the brink.

Katya thrashed in hysteria from the double stimulation, her body convulsing, she could no longer scream, only wheeze, her anus clenching around his cock spasmodically, milking his pre-cum, and then her orgasm hit her with renewed force—she gulped air, her legs trembled, and her internal muscles squeezed his cock so hard that Zhenya's vision went dark, and he barely held on; he pulled his cock from her spasming ass with a loud, wet pop, and Katya gasped in surprise and emptiness, her body collapsing on the sofa.

Zhenya knelt, his cock, crimson, slick with lubricant and her juices, throbbing furiously, demanding release, but he gripped it at the base, breathing hard, holding back the wave, while sweat dripped from his chin onto her back; he flipped her onto her back, and Katya lay with her eyes closed, drenched in sweat, her face contorted in a grimace of recent pleasure, and Zhenya loomed over her, his cock menacingly poised above her belly; she reached her mouth toward his head, but he rasped more to himself than to her: "Not yet, not yet,"—and he lowered himself, pressed his lips to her breast, began to suck her nipple, while his hand slipped between her legs again, fingers entering her cunt, which was both softened by orgasm and hot with arousal.

He looked over her body at the others, at Sergei bent over Olga, at Natasha on her knees before Maxim, and the orgy was in full swing, and he wasn't about to drop out of the game this early, because his charge, torturous and sweet, was being saved for the continuation of this endless, farewell feast.

Sergei, unable to hold back any longer, pulled his hand from Olga's crotch and sat down in the armchair, seating Olga on his lap facing him, her wide, fleshy buttocks settling on his thighs; he aimed his cock, and Olga, guiding it with her hand, slowly lowered herself onto him, taking his full length inside her, and she sat, throwing her head back, her huge breasts swaying before his face; Sergei fastened his mouth on one, sucking, biting the nipple, his hands gripping her sides, but Olga was not passive—she began to move, slowly at first, rising almost to the head and dropping again, then faster, riding him like a cowgirl, her body working with practiced grace, the muscles of her thighs and buttocks tensing and relaxing in a precise rhythm, and she looked down at him, lips parted, breath uneven, while Sergei only groaned, his hands sliding over her back, gripping her buttocks, helping her.

Maxim, unable to stand it, pulled his cock from Natasha's mouth; it was hard as steel, wet with her saliva; he lifted her from her knees, pressed her to him, and dragged her to the wall away from the sofa, pressing her back against the cool wallpaper, his body pinning her, his mouth finding her lips in a hard, almost angry kiss, his tongue invading her mouth, his hands tearing at her half-open white blouse, ripping the thin fabric, and his fingers squeezed her small breasts, painfully, making her cry out into his mouth; then one hand shot down, slipped between her legs, and two fingers roughly and sharply entered her.

Natasha howled, her legs buckling, but he held her, moving his fingers inside her, finding that spot, rubbing it, while his thumb pressed her clitoris; the orgasm hit her swiftly, unfairly fast, tearing a short, choked cry from her throat, her body trembling, soaking his fingers in a new flood of moisture, but he didn't stop—as soon as her convulsions subsided slightly, he turned her to face the wall and rasped: "Hands on the wall," and she, still dazed, obediently braced her palms against the wallpaper; he bent, pushed her legs wider, and his cock, wet and ready, pressed against her entrance.

He didn't enter slowly—he entered with one long, powerful thrust, filling her to the limit, drawing a new moan from her, not of pleasure but of sudden, overwhelming fullness, and he began; his rhythm was frantic, he fucked her against the wall as if trying to smash through it, his hips slapping against her buttocks with such force that pictures fell from the wall; Natasha couldn't make coherent sounds, only short exhalations in time with his thrusts, and at that moment her gaze, clouded with pleasure, fell on the sofa.

She saw Zhenya, forcefully pulling his glistening cock from Katya's clenched ass, flipping her, and the image of that rough, intimate submission struck Natasha with renewed force—something lurched deep inside her, below her belly, not fear but a sharp, aching curiosity and envy; Maxim, watching her gaze, felt her body freeze for an instant, then respond with a new, convulsive wave of contraction, and he understood—the last night, what she'd seen, the desire to try everything.

He slowed his furious rhythm, almost stopping, buried deep inside her, and his lips brushed her ear, his voice low and hoarse with strain: "See? You want it too? Want me to take you there?"—and Natasha, choking on her breath, didn't answer in words, but her buttocks involuntarily clenched, then, as if against her will, pressed back slightly against his cock, still inside her cunt—an answer, clear and unequivocal.

Maxim slowly pulled out his cock, slick with her juices, and turned her from the wall, put her on her knees on the rug, facing the center of the room where the bacchanalia continued; his palm pressed her lower back, bending her, forcing her to arch her spine and raise her hips high, and her round, pale buttocks, already reddened from his slaps, were fully exposed to him.

He crouched behind her, his fingers carefully but firmly parting her buttocks; he looked at that untouched, pink, tight rosette, so delicate and so forbidden, and the air in the room seemed thick as syrup; suddenly his gaze fell on the coffee table, littered with bottles, ashtrays, and other debris, and there, among the cigarette butts and coins, lay a tube of hand cream—someone's, his mother's probably, forgotten; he reached for it, grabbed it, and the cream was almost empty, but at the bottom there was still a little thick, cool white paste, and he squeezed it forcefully onto his fingers.

"Relax!" he whispered, his voice trembling, and the cold, slippery substance touched her anus; Natasha shuddered in surprise, and his fingers, thickly coated with cream, began to gently but insistently massage it into the tight muscle, working, stretching, preparing her; the chill gave way to a strange, artificial warmth, and one finger slipped slightly inside, only a centimeter, rotating; Natasha made a soft, squeaking sound, her back arching further, but it wasn't a sound of pain—more of shock at this new, slick, intimate caress.

After lubricating her anus, he applied the remaining cream to his cock, coating it thickly from base to head; then he pressed the head again to her prepared, now glistening opening, and the pressure was still strong, but no longer impossible; he pushed and began to press slowly, inexorably, feeling the lubricated, elastic muscle yield, stretch, envelop the head; Natasha moaned, but this was a different moan—less panic, more anticipation.

Suddenly the resistance finally gave way, and the head slid smoothly inside with a soft, wet sound; they both froze—there was pain, but it was dull, muffled, pushed to the background by the slippery coolness of the cream and this overwhelming feeling of penetration; he was inside, in that secret place, now forever changed.

Maxim groaned, his forehead falling to her back, the sensation overwhelming—incredibly tight, but now slick, a scorching hot ring gripping his cock; he didn't move, letting her adjust, feeling her insides pulse convulsively around him in time with her rapid breathing, and Natasha, her face buried in the rug, nodded—the pain receded, dissolving into a strange, pressing, incredibly new feeling of fullness, and the cream made movement possible, turning pain into intense, almost painful friction.

And then he began to move—very slowly at first, pulling out almost completely and sinking back into that incredible, slick tightness; each movement now was smooth, but no less powerful for it, and for him it was the pleasure of incredible density and velvety depth, and for her—the discovery of new, shocking dimensions of her own body; he sped up, the rhythm more confident, deeper, his hands gripping her hips, fingers digging into her flesh, and now he fucked her ass with methodical, crushing force, and the sound was different—not dry and painful, but wet, deep, the distinct slap of lubricated skin.

Natasha no longer wheezed—she moaned, low, long, surprised, her consciousness swimming, torn between shame and ecstasy, between pain and the rising, monstrous wave of pleasure rising from the very depths of this invasion; she saw the flickering bodies, and the sight only confirmed: she was now one of them, one who had known everything.

Maxim felt his own orgasm begin its inexorable rise, but again he forced himself to slow, because he didn't want it to end; with a hoarse groan he pulled his cock, wet and gleaming with cream and her juices, from her, flipped her onto her back, and, gazing into her tear-streaked, radiant eyes, entered her cunt again—familiar, hot, welcoming; it was relief and new torment, and he moved in her, kissing her tears, her lips, while his hand slipped between their bodies again, his fingers, still sticky with cream, finding her burning clitoris.

Now she was getting everything at once: the familiar vaginal friction, the strange, pulsing memory in her anus, and the precise, slippery stimulation of the most sensitive point; in the final moment, as the wave of her pleasure still shook her, he pulled his cock out with a sharp, decisive motion and, without giving her a chance to recover, roughly rolled her onto her stomach; his hands parted her buttocks again, exposing the pink, already slightly open and glistening opening, and Natasha, still in the throes of her first orgasm, only moaned weakly when he pressed the head of his cock against it again.

"Last time," he whispered hoarsely in her ear, and in his voice was both tenderness and something desperate, "take it all!"—and he entered, easier than the first time, but still so tight, so incredible; he entered fully, feeling her rectum, already familiar but still incredibly tight, grip him, and then, without beginning a long rhythm, he let himself go.

With a roar, in a single, most powerful thrust, he drove into her to the base and froze; his body arched, the muscles of his back and buttocks locked in spasm, and the first hot, thick jet of semen shot deep into her bowels, burning her inside; the second, the third—he came long and abundantly, as if he were pouring into that tight, forbidden depth not just his seed but all the passion, jealousy, tenderness, and pain of parting that had accumulated over these two weeks.

Natasha felt the filling—strange, intimate to the point of pain, shockingly warm; her own fading orgasm received a new, unexpected boost and surged with renewed force, blending vaginal spasms with the burning fullness in her anus; she wept, tears dripping onto the rug, her body trembling limply beneath him, and when he finally, spent, slid out of her, a thick white fluid mixed with cream immediately seeped from her anus, spreading down her inner thighs; they collapsed on the rug, tangled, he behind her, holding her, his semen leaking from her onto his belly.

And around them, the orgy, spurred by their final, so explicit act, entered an even more frenzied spiral; the smell of hand cream, sharp and medicinal, mixed with the thick, heavy aromas of sex, semen, and the endless, farewell night that, everyone knew, would never come again.

Sergei was fucking Olga in the missionary position, her legs thrown over his shoulders, but when Natasha's choked, broken cry and the wet sound of Maxim entering her anally reached him, Sergei paused for a moment; his gaze shot to them, and he saw Natasha, crying, receiving her Maxim in the most intimate place, and the sight, wild and incredibly erotic, hit his blood with new force; he pulled his cock, slick with her juices, from Olga's cunt, and she, surprised, opened her eyes and rasped, "What?"

"Roll over," Sergei ordered, his voice rough with desire, "I want to do it like them!"—and Olga, without a word, obediently rolled onto her stomach, lifting her hips; she understood without explanation; Sergei spat into his palm, lubed his cock, and roughly, with almost no preparation, pressed the head to her anal opening, pushed—it was tight, and Olga cried out and bit the pillow, but she didn't resist; he braced and forced his way inside, filling her tight passage with his thick, hard flesh, and she moaned a long, trembling moan.

Sergei began to move—slowly at first, overcoming resistance, then faster and more furiously, inspired by Natasha's moans and Maxim's hoarse commands; he fucked Olga's ass with the same frenzied force, his hips slapping against her buttocks, his hands gripping her sides, and Olga, accustomed to everything, quickly adapted, her moans shifting from pain to sharp new pleasure.

Feeling the end nearing, Sergei pulled out his cock, and Olga, knowing what he wanted, instantly flipped onto her back and took him in her mouth; she sucked furiously, greedily, her tongue wrapping around the shaft, her hand working the base, and after a few powerful thrusts he came, filling her mouth with thick, hot semen; she swallowed without spilling a drop, licked her lips, and rasped, "Satisfied?"—and he, breathing hard, only nodded, collapsing beside her.

A thick, heavy silence fell over the room, saturated with the smell of semen, sweat, and spilled alcohol; it seemed all strength was finally spent, and the bodies, slick with sweat and white streaks, lay helplessly sprawled on the rug and furniture, but in this exhaustion smoldered a last, desperate fire, and the alcohol, drunk straight from the bottles, kindled the dying embers in their veins.

The guys, gritting their teeth, refused to accept it was over; Zhenya, who had conserved his charge, was the first to move, his gaze, clouded with cognac and unspent rage, slowly traveled over Natasha's body—she lay on the rug, her back to the room, her pose unnatural, limp, and the lamplight picked out from the gloom the line of her spine, her trembling shoulder blades, the curve of her buttocks, still gleaming with traces of Maxim's cream and semen; she seemed fragile, broken, and infinitely available.

Zhenya, staggering, approached her on his knees, the rug rustling beneath them, and his large, rough hands fell on her hips; she flinched but didn't turn, only buried her face deeper into the pile, and Zhenya bent, his lips brushing her shoulder, then his tongue sliding over her damp skin; he didn't look for lubrication—he simply spat into his palm, thoroughly coated his cock, and then with the same wet thumb roughly, without ceremony, worked his saliva into her reddened, slightly parted anal opening, and Natasha gasped, her body jerking, but she stayed in place.

"Lie still!" Zhenya whispered hoarsely, and this was not a caress but a statement of fact; he lifted her hips, bent her spine, forcing her into a knee-elbow position, and she obediently rose onto her knees and elbows, her head hanging helplessly; he pressed the head of his cock to the wet, dark entrance, pushed—the resistance was still significant, her muscle clenching spasmodically in defense, but Zhenya, driven by brute force and the thrill of the last chance, pushed harder and slowly, inexorably, overcoming every microscopic resistance, began to enter; Natasha moaned—a long, trembling, almost weeping sound—her fingers clawing into the rug, her knuckles white, and he entered halfway, paused, letting her body adjust to the monstrous fullness, then drove himself to the hilt until his pubic bone pressed against her buttocks; they both froze, breathing heavily, and then he began to move—slowly at first, pulling out almost completely and sinking back into that searing tightness, each thrust sending a convulsion through her body; she no longer moaned—she wheezed, her breath catching on every inhale, and Zhenya sped up, his hips moving in a precise, merciless rhythm, slapping against her flesh, and he looked over her head at the others.

They sat on the sofa, fused into one tired, overheated mass of bodies: Olga half-reclined on Sergei, her hand lazily stroking his chest, Katya pressed against his other side, her gaze fixed on the pair on the rug; they watched without shame, without comment, simply observing how their shared, young friend received a man in her most secret place, and there was something strange, perverse in this farewell ritual; Sergei watched grimly, his jaw tight, while Maxim sat leaning back on the sofa, his gaze fixed on Natasha, and his body betrayed him beneath the towel draped over his hips, a hard, obscene bulge evident.

After a few minutes, Zhenya, feeling his own arousal building too fast, slowed and with a hoarse groan pulled out his cock, gleaming, wet, and he looked at Sergei and said: "Your turn," crawling aside, his chest heaving; Sergei, without a word, rose from the sofa, his approach even more merciless—he didn't even lubricate himself, he simply went to Natasha, still trembling on her knees, and roughly pressed his huge cock to her already stretched, wet opening, entering with one sharp, powerful thrust that tore through the last resistance.

Natasha cried out—short, desperate—and then her voice dissolved into a silent wheeze; Sergei didn't stand on ceremony, he seized her hips and began pounding her from behind with such primal force that her whole body rocked, and sweat rolled in beads down her back; he fucked her like a thing, like the last available object of pleasure in this dying night, and her moans grew quieter, dissolving into a ragged, wet breathing.

Then Zhenya and Sergei exchanged glances, a silent understanding passing between them—a tried-and-true routine, double-teaming; they gently but firmly laid Natasha on her back, and Zhenya lay on the rug, his cock standing rigid; they lifted Natasha—her body pliant as a rag doll—and slowly lowered her onto him, impaling her wet, hot cunt on his thickness; she moaned, her head falling back helplessly, her eyes rolling; then Sergei knelt between her legs, lifted her hips higher, spread her buttocks, exposing her stretched, reddened anus, glistening with moisture, and he aimed his cock and, with a focused expression, began to enter; it was harder, and Natasha screamed—hoarse, wild—as he pushed through the last barrier and entered her, filling the second opening.

She was pinned between them, pierced through, her body arching in an unnatural, almost painful bow; it seemed it should tear her apart, but after a moment her cry transformed into something else—a long, trembling, almost mournful moan of pleasure; her insides, squeezed from both sides, moved on their own, the wave of shock and pain melting into something unimaginable, and she felt her clitoris, pressed against Zhenya's pubic bone, flare with new, blinding fire; her eyes, full of tears, opened wide, staring into nothing, and she was on the edge of a new orgasm, born from the very depths of this double penetration.

Maxim, watching, couldn't take it anymore: he rose, threw off the towel, and his cock stood crimson and rigid, as if cast from stone; his face was a mix of rage, pain, and uncontrollable arousal, and Katya and Olga, seeing this, exchanged glances, tired smiles touching their lips; without a word, they slid from the sofa to their knees before him, and they moved in sync, like a well-oiled machine: Katya took the head of his cock into her mouth, her tongue immediately circling the frenulum, while Olga moved lower, taking the base and balls into her mouth, her lips and tongue working the root; they created a wet, hot tunnel of two mouths around his cock, their tongues meeting, cheeks brushing, breath mingling, and Maxim threw his head back, his hands tangling in their hair, moaning, his hips involuntarily thrusting toward them.

In the center of the room, Sergei, feeling Natasha begin to convulse internally, couldn't hold out any longer; he let out a stifled, animal roar, drove into her to the limit, and froze, his body shaking in a powerful spasm, and hot, now sparse jets of semen spilled deep into her rectum, filling her with pulsing heat; this internal explosion became the detonator for Natasha, and her own orgasm crashed over her in a new, silent wave—her body convulsed violently, her cunt clenching around Zhenya's cock, her throat emitting only hoarse sounds, silent tears streaming from her eyes.

Zhenya, feeling her spasms, pushed her off him, and Natasha collapsed to her side between them, her body trembling in fine shivers, utterly spent; Zhenya knelt over her, took his sticky cock in his hand, and, gazing at her tear-streaked, lost face, began to stroke himself rapidly, and after a few sharp movements he came—white jets of semen spurting across her cheeks, lips, chin, one drop even landing on her lashes, and she didn't even blink.

At the same moment, Maxim, pushed to the limit by his friends' skill, came with a hoarse, breaking cry, and his semen landed in Katya's mouth, some spilling onto Olga's lips and tongue; they, laughing and choking slightly, shared it between them, licking each other, their chins sticky too.

A complete, absolute silence fell, broken only by the heavy, whistling breath of six people; Natasha lay in a puddle of semen, sweat, and her own tears, her beautiful body soiled, used, and broken, but on her tear-streaked face, beneath the white drops, a strange, detached smile lingered—the smile of one who had known everything to the bottom.

Maxim, spent, stood leaning against the wall, and his gaze found hers across the room; they looked at each other through the cigarette smoke and heavy air, and in Natasha's cloudy, blue eyes was emptiness, complete acceptance, and something like a bitter, infinitely weary triumph; everything had been said without words, everything done to the end, and their Crimean idyll had died here, on this filthy rug.

**Epilogue**

The plane lifted off from the Crimean soil early in the morning, and the girls, who had barely made the flight, were silent; Olga and Katya fell asleep almost immediately in their seats, exhausted but satisfied, while Natasha couldn't sleep—she stared out the window at the beaches and pines receding below, and images surfaced in her mind unbidden: the first tentative caresses with her friends at the cottage, the burning shame and excitement of spin-the-bottle, Maxim's dark eyes, the pain and rapture of the first night, the island's sand, and finally—the sticky, stifling chaos of the last night in Simferopol, where her body had become common property and all boundaries had been erased forever.

There was no regret, no sadness—only a heavy, strange emptiness and the clear understanding: the naïve Natasha who had come here two weeks ago no longer existed; she had been left behind in Crimea, along with the smell of the sea, cheap wine, and semen, and she knew she would never return to that former life, because that life no longer existed.

The plane gained altitude, and ahead lay her hometown, dull and gray, but Natasha looked forward without fear—she had conquered much here, she would conquer there too; calmly licking her lips, as if tasting the echo of the past night, she closed her eyes, and the journey was ending, and something new was beginning, and she was ready for it.
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