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Egypt

I'm twenty-seven. I'm beautiful, free, and smart. These three words aren't bragging — they're a simple statement of fact I confirm every morning in the mirror as I run my foundation brush along my cheekbones. I graduated from a prestigious Moscow university with honors, two languages, and a quiet sense of superiority over those who studied just for the diploma. I already run a department at a serious financial firm: my office smells of leather chairs and coffee from a two-hundred-thousand-ruble machine, and my subordinates fear my gaze more than they fear quarterly reports. But that's only from nine to six. With my model looks: long-legged — yes, five-foot-seven in flat sandals; a firm, round ass I earned through "I don't want to" and "five more sets" at the gym; nearly a C-cup above a twenty-three-inch waist — fifty-nine centimeters if I measure in the morning before breakfast. I'm a bottle blonde, but does anyone really care these days? The platinum holds steady; I touch up my roots every three weeks with a curly-fingered stylist, and no one has ever asked if it's my natural color. My gray eyes have a cold glint, like ice on the Moscow River, but when I laugh, warm sparks ignite in them. A straight nose, slightly upturned at the tip, and lips men call "kissers" — full, always slightly moist, even in winter when office air dries out my skin. My name is Anastasia. To friends, I'm simply Nastya. To subordinates, Anastasia Sergeevna. To those who stay in my bed until morning — "god, you're so..."

Five days a week, I'm a composed and strict manager. Black suits, pumps, a pinned-up bun, minimalist jewelry. I know how to say "no" so that the other person feels obligated to apologize even if they've done nothing wrong. But weekends are my temple. Restaurants, nightclubs, spas, and of course, sex. Where would I be without it? I'm not looking for a relationship — I despise commitment and boredom. Boredom is the worst enemy, worse than any market crash. I keep a roster of half a dozen reliable men who help me unwind. There's a banker with long fingers and short patience, a swimming coach with broad shoulders and narrow hips, even a club DJ who loves having his back scratched with my nails. They all know the rules: no "good morning" texts, no flowers without occasion, no talk about the future. I show up, take what I need, and leave. Sometimes I stay for breakfast if he makes a decent omelet. And there are also two women. Sometimes I crave tenderness, softness, a different kind of body understanding. With them, I don't need to play dominance games or wear the "strong woman" mask. I can exhale, let my hands be slow, let kisses be exploratory rather than demanding. One is a dancer with long red hair, flexible as a willow; the other is Victoria, the one I'm sitting with right now, discussing our upcoming vacation.

Victoria. We met at the office, where she works as a secretary. But don't get the wrong idea — she's not some gray mouse carrying stacks of paper. Vika is a hurricane in a pencil skirt. She's a couple of years younger, just as bright, just as alive, and loves to party on weekends. She has dark, almost black hair with blue-dyed tips, and green eyes that see what others miss. We hit it off quickly: first we laughed at management in the break room, then we had coffee after work, then we went to a contemporary art exhibit, and a month later, we were sharing a bed. She's easy to be with because she never demands explanations. She just knows when I need to be on top, and when I need to surrender and let go. We share men like wine: "try this one, he's rough but interesting"; "don't bother with that one, he reeks of cologne." Women don't get jealous when there's real trust between them. And we have that.

So here we are, waiting for our vacation. At our company, it's split into two parts: two weeks in summer, two in winter. Summer was still far off, but winter had already arrived, burying Moscow in cold snow. Outside — gray skies, wet sidewalks, people in puffy coats looking like walking balloons. We're sitting in our favorite bar on Patriarch's Ponds, right by the window, watching snowflakes melt on the glass, warming our hands on our glasses. We've bought tickets to warm, sunny Egypt. Not Turkey, not Thailand — Egypt. Because there's something ancient, mysterious, forbidden there. Because the men there look at you differently — not as a colleague or a friend, but as a woman they could steal, hide in a tent, and never release. And both of us want to feel stolen, if only for ten days.

"Egypt!" Vika christened our trip with a sly grin, putting a playful twist on the word. She always comes up with these little mashups where childish mischief meets grown-up naughtiness. I snorted into my glass and imagined myself whispering it on the plane when the flight attendant would bring champagne. Our salaries allowed us not to skimp. We booked two separate rooms in a luxurious five-star hotel right on the Red Sea. I picked the hotel myself from photos: white marble, palm trees, an infinity pool merging with the ocean. Two separate rooms — for total freedom and no interruptions to our sexual experiments. We had a daring plan: to experience passion with an Arab man. Not just flirting, not just a resort romance — real passion, with the scent of spices, the lazy rhythm of belly dance, the knowledge that it's temporary and therefore intense. We'd been planning this for a month: reading forums, watching videos, even trying to find "experts" among our friends, but everyone waved us off — hadn't tried it, too scared. We weren't scared. We were curious.

"I wonder what color an Arab's dick is?" Vika asked playfully, adjusting her sunglasses, even though it was already dark outside and the glasses were just an accessory — red frames with gold temples. She said it loudly, unbothered by the waiter passing by with a tray. I'd never liked such questions in public, but with Vika I'd learned not to blush. "I saw it in a movie once... brown," I replied, feeling a flutter of curiosity inside. I remembered that film: an "ethnic" porn from the nineties, not very high quality, but there was something animalistic about it that made me rewatch the scene several times. The man was dark-skinned, not black, but exactly swarthy like the Egyptians. And his flesh really did look chocolatey — with a warm caramel hue that made you want to lick it. "Chocolate bars!" my friend laughed, and we clinked our mojito glasses. The ice clinked, the mint released its coolness, the rum burned my throat. She squinted and added: "But not milk chocolate — dark. You know, the kind that melts slowly and leaves an aftertaste."

I raised my glass to my lips but didn't drink — instead I looked at her over the rim. Her green eyes were already gleaming not just from the cocktail but from anticipation. Mine were probably gleaming the same way. We clinked again, deliberately, as if making a pact with fate. At that moment I felt a chill run down my spine, even though the bar was warm from the fireplace and the crowd. I thought: "We're really going to do this. We're crossing not just a national border, but our own boundaries." And at that thought I felt a dampness between my legs, my fingers gripping the glass trembling slightly. Vika noticed, smirked, and whispered: "Already wet?" I didn't answer, only smiled and took a sip of mojito, feeling the mint blend with the sweet rum foam.

We sat for another hour — chatting about which dresses to pack, whether to bring a vibrator (I said "no need, there'll be live material"), and how to blow off the guide if he pushed excursions on us. Every minute of that conversation was charged with erotic electricity. We weren't just planning a vacation — we were planning an adventure that would become a story we'd remember when we were old and boring. I looked at the snow outside the window, at my reflection in the dark glass: a blonde in a red dress, glass in hand, a light smile. And thought: "In two weeks I'll be lying on the sand, and a man with skin the color of melted milk will be leaning over me, and I won't know his name, but I'll know how his neck smells." At that thought, I ordered another mojito. To health, to Egypt, to our shameless feminine happiness.

***
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In the morning, Moscow was minus ten. By evening in Hurghada, it was plus twenty-five. The difference wasn't just in temperature, but in the very feeling of life: back there, beyond the plane's window, stayed gray skies, slippery asphalt, and people bundled in puffy coats up to their eyebrows; here, stepping off the stairs, the air hit my face with dry, sweet warmth mixed with kerosene and the distant sea. We walked across the tarmac, squinting at the sun, and I caught myself thinking that my Moscow office, the reports, the meetings — all of it belonged not to me but to some other Nastya I'd checked into the baggage compartment until my return. Vika shed her light windbreaker as she walked, revealing tanned shoulders — we'd both spent time in tanning beds two weeks before the flight so we wouldn't look like pale ghosts next to the locals.

The hotel was stunning: a vast green territory like a park, with winding paths, several pools, and direct access to a private beach. We rode an electric cart from reception to our building, and I swiveled my head like a child, taking in palm trees heavy with dates, flowerbeds with exotic blooms I'd never seen in Moscow, and whitewashed Arabian-style buildings with carved latticework on the windows. The rooms were spacious, bright, with floor-to-ceiling windows and enormous beds. My bed was made up with a snow-white coverlet, on which lay a chocolate bar and a rose petal — standard welcome gesture, but I still smiled, because it was the first sign that I was here not as a boss, but as a guest.

Dinner was a buffet with an abundance of seafood, fruits, and desserts. We loaded our plates with garlic shrimp, mussels, pieces of sea bream, pineapples, and baklava, washing it all down with house white wine that would've cost a small fortune back in Russia. At the next table sat a Russian couple — a potbellied man and a woman with permanent makeup — discussing which excursions to skip because "they torture camels there." Vika and I exchanged glances and burst out laughing into our napkins. That first day, exhausted from the flight — the 4 AM wake-up, three hours at Sheremetyevo, five hours in the air with turbulence over the Mediterranean — we dedicated only to dinner and an early bedtime, sprawled each on our own king-size bed. I turned off my phone without glancing at work emails and fell asleep to the hum of the AC, imagining I'd open the balcony tomorrow morning and breathe in the real sea.

The next day, the real vacation began. We explored the entire grounds: visited the spa with panoramic views of the reef, browsed shops selling papyrus and hookahs, even peeked into a small mosque on the property where we were politely told we'd need headscarves, and we promised to come back tomorrow with them. We swam in all the pools — first the main one with an artificial waterfall, then the quiet adults-only pool with underwater tables where you could sit with a cocktail right in the water. Then we put on masks and snorkeled among whimsical corals — pink, purple, brain-shaped — and schools of colorful fish that came within arm's reach, as if wanting to make friends. I felt the salt water envelop my body, my muscles relaxing after the Moscow tension, and with each breath at the surface I became a little more wild, a little less civilized.

We sunbathed on loungers, rubbing each other with fragrant oils — coconut with a hint of vanilla — making our skin slippery and gleaming like goddesses on ancient frescoes. We lay side by side, almost touching shoulders, and I watched Vika through my dark sunglasses: she'd tilted her head back, her long neck wet with sweat and cream, droplets running into the hollow between her collarbones, and suddenly I wanted to run my tongue along that trail. I pushed the thought away, but it returned a minute later, stronger. We sipped light but treacherous cocktails through straws — Piña Coladas with double rum, Margaritas with salt on the rim — they made our heads spin, but it was a pleasant spinning, like a carousel I hadn't ridden in years. The sun caressed our skin, leaving a light tickling warmth, and by evening I noticed my shoulders and décolleté had darkened slightly — the first tan, like the first spoonful of honey, so sweet and impatient.

In the evening, we went exploring the local bars and the disco. We wore minidresses: me in silver with an open back, Vika in emerald green matching her eyes with a plunging neckline. Two bright, laughing Slavic beauties in minis obviously drew attention. Drunk vacationers kept approaching us — Russians, Europeans. One German offered to buy us martinis and told us about his yacht business; two guys from Yekaterinburg invited us on quad bikes tomorrow. We smiled politely, chatted, but our eyes said the same thing: "Not you, guys, not tonight." There were no Arab men among the guests, only staff: waiters and bartenders in white shirts, whose dark eyes followed us with longing glances. One of them, young and swarthy with a thin mustache, lingered near our table an extra ten seconds, rearranging napkins, and I noticed him swallow when he looked at my knees. But they were "off-limits" — hotel policy — and we didn't want to cause trouble for him or ourselves. That night, we weren't interested in that.

Back in my room — I decided we'd stay at mine tonight because it had a huge balcony with a sea view — we took a long, refreshing shower. The water came down with tropical pressure, washing away salt and sand, leaving our skin feeling clean and cool. I stood under the stream, eyes closed, and felt Vika step in behind me, her hands on my waist, her lips on my wet nape, but I gently pulled away because I wanted to prolong the tension. Then, wrapped in large bath towels — white, fluffy, smelling of lotus-scented fabric softener — we stepped onto the balcony. The night was warm, velvety, smelled of the sea and blooming jasmine. Somewhere below, the surf rustled, rare yacht lights twinkled on the dark expanse, and above us hung a starry sky I hadn't seen since childhood in Moscow — no light pollution, no clouds, only myriads of points, as if someone had scattered diamond dust over velvet. We sipped cool Cinzano — white, tart, bought at Duty Free — chatted and laughed. I told her how I'd nearly fallen down the stairs at lunch because I was staring at a lizard, and she told me how a waiter had called her "Miss Chocolate" for her tan, and she'd been thinking all afternoon about how to seduce him, but "later, after us."

Desire grew between us quietly and inexorably, like a tide. We were no longer looking at the sea — we were looking at each other. My glances became more languid, her touches more accidental and longer: she tucked a strand behind my ear, her fingers lingering on my neck; I touched her knee under the table, and she didn't pull away. I felt from each of her movements a thick, viscous heat spreading inside me, my lower abdomen growing heavy, my nipples swelling under the towel and rubbing against the rough fabric. Finally, I reached over and turned off the main light, leaving only the dim bedside lamp — soft, orange, turning our skin to gold. We moved to the enormous bed, shedding our towels. They fell to the floor soundlessly, like leaves, and we lay naked in the warm half-light.

I admired Vika. Her long, shoulder-length chestnut hair with reddish streaks spread across the pillow, framing her high-cheekboned, expressive face. Huge blue eyes like a tropical sea, a small pointed nose, full lips made for kissing — they were always slightly parted, and in that lay a natural, unfeigned sensuality. Her figure was adolescently slender but carried the flexible strength of a dancer: small firm breasts with dark-chocolate nipples, a flat stomach with a barely visible trail of dark hair, a round, ball-like ass, and long, perfectly straight legs she knew how to cross so teasingly. On her shoulder I noticed a fresh tan line from her swimsuit — a white strip — and I wanted to kiss it until her skin evened out.

In our games, Vika usually took the initiative. She loved to tease, push me to the edge, and then pull back so I'd beg. I knew this, and tonight I wanted to surrender to that rhythm, to let myself be led, to relax in her hands. I lay on my stomach, face buried in the cool silk of the sheet, giving myself over to anticipation. I closed my eyes and began counting my breaths to heighten my sensitivity. I heard her breathing beside me, the slight rustle of the sheet as she moved. The first touch was a gentle, wet kiss just above my tailbone — where the spine begins to transition into the buttocks, the most vulnerable spot. I shuddered, and a soft, stifled moan escaped my chest, because I hadn't expected it to be so sharp, so weightless and yet so hot. The tip of her tongue slowly, like a brush, traced along my entire spine — from my lower back to my neck, over each vertebra, as if she were reading secrets written on my skin. Goosebumps rippled from my sacrum to my scalp, and I felt my glutes clench involuntarily, inviting her to continue.

She pushed my damp hair off my neck, and I felt her hot breath on the back of my head, then she began kissing and lightly nibbling the sensitive skin behind my ear — that hollow where the pulse beats. Each bite sent a spark through me, and I could no longer hold back my moans — they escaped on their own, muffled by the pillow. Gradually, across my cheek, her lips found mine. The first kiss was gentle, exploratory — she seemed to be tasting me, barely touching, pulling back, touching again. Then more passionately, with tongue, with pressure, with her biting my lower lip, making me gasp. We breathed in sync, our breasts pressed together, and I felt her small, firm nipples rubbing against my larger ones, and that friction sent a sweet ache through my lower belly.

I turned my head and saw in the large mirror on the wardrobe a scene worthy of an old master's brush: the dim bedside light picking out the curves of our bodies, the white linen — the tangled sheet beneath us — and two naked, entwined nymphs. Light reflected off our moist sheen, highlighting every hollow, every muscle. My fair hair streamed down my back, almost blending with the sheet, while Vika, leaning over me, covered me almost completely, her dark locks falling onto my shoulders and back, mixing with mine, and from that contrast — platinum and chestnut — my breath caught. I saw her shoulder blades shift under her skin, the muscles of her forearms tense as she braced on her elbows, the gleam of moisture on her cheeks — and it was all a picture of pure, animal happiness.

She pushed my hair aside again, gently tugged it, forcing my head back slightly, and with fresh intensity kissed my neck, moving to my shoulders, biting my collarbone, descending to the hollow between my breasts. Her hands never rested: stroking my sides where the skin is thin, squeezing my buttocks, kneading them, gliding along my inner thighs just barely touching, and at each light touch I jerked as if electrocuted. I moaned when her fingers reached my already swollen, wet crotch — I'd been wet since she kissed me on the balcony, and now that moisture spread, making everything slick and hot. She kissed my lower back, my buttocks, leaving wet, hot marks — first one, then another, then a third, each longer than the last, until I began arching toward her, almost begging.

Unable to resist, I rolled onto my back. I needed to see her face, see how she looked at me as I melted. Vika was instantly on top, her leg between mine, her thigh pressing against my wet center, and every movement of hers created pressure that drove me insane. We fused in a long, insatiable kiss — I bit into her lips with hunger, sucking her tongue, tasting the Cinzano and her own sweetness, like honey. At that moment I understood again why men go crazy for women. This softness, this pliancy, this taste, this wordless surrender — it was all in us. Her hands slid over my sides, breasts, stomach, leaving fiery trails. She kissed and licked my nipples, making them harden painfully, circled my areolae with her tongue, then sucked them into her mouth and released with a wet pop. She moved her lips down my stomach to my navel, left a hot, wet trace there, then returned to my mouth, and I felt her breath, uneven and heavy. I caressed her back, dragged my nails along her lower back, squeezed her buttocks, dug my fingers into her firm thighs, leaving red marks.

Vika, breathing hard, slid down. Her kisses scattered along my inner thighs — first the right, then the left, closer and closer to the center, but each time she pulled away when I was at the edge. I writhed, gripped the sheet, arched my back, but she held my hips, not letting me rush. She spread my legs, bending my knees, and I felt her hot breath on my most sensitive spot. And then I felt her tongue. First — gentle, gliding, tasting — like the first spoonful of dessert, uncertain but greedy. Then more confident, insistent, her tongue parting my wet folds, entering every crease, gathering my juice already flowing down my perineum onto the sheet. With her hot, flat tongue she traced from bottom to top, over my entire labia, brushing my swollen clit, and I arched, digging my fingers into the sheet, crying out something incoherent. She repeated it again and again, each time lingering a little longer on my clit, circling it, tapping it with the tip of her tongue, and I no longer controlled my movements — my hips moved toward her face on their own.

Then her tongue penetrated deeper, inside, and simultaneously her fingers found and began caressing the tight opening of my anus — circling, first gently, then with more pressure, and that double penetration, tongue inside my vagina and finger on my anus, shattered me. The world narrowed to points of unbelievable pleasure: I felt a tight knot building in my lower abdomen, my muscles clenching in rhythm with her movements. I looked at her through a fog: sweat beads on her forehead, her face contorted with ecstasy, her eyes burning wild — she looked up at me without breaking contact, and in that look was so much hunger that I almost came immediately. I felt the wave building — first quiet, like a tsunami on the horizon, then powerful, roaring. But Vika, as if sensing it, stopped. She rose, kissing me along the way — stomach, chest, neck, lips — and I tasted my own salty-sweet flavor on my lips, mixed with her saliva. Then she flipped over, getting on all fours above me, and lowered her wet, smooth pubis onto my face. I devoured her greedily, parting her labia with my fingers, my tongue searching for her clit — hard, swollen, like a tiny pea — found it and began moving over it in quick, short strokes, while simultaneously penetrating her narrow, hot vagina with my tongue, which pulsed and clenched, sliding lower to her anus and circling it with the tip of my tongue, feeling her shudder. Her moans, muffled by my body, grew louder and more desperate. I felt her legs tense, her pressing harder against me, and suddenly her body shook in a powerful convulsion, she cried out loudly, and streams of her juice flowed onto my chin and neck — warm, slightly thick, with a faint sour smell. I didn't stop until her convulsions subsided and she collapsed beside me, all wet and trembling, her chest heaving, eyes closed, a blissful half-smile on her lips. I lay beside her, feeling my own body still vibrating with unfulfilled desire, but at the same time — watching her orgasm, I'd received almost as much pleasure as if I'd come myself. We lay silently, hearing only our breathing and the sound of the sea beyond the balcony, and I knew this was only the beginning of our Egyptian night.

*** 
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A couple of days of blissful idleness passed, punctuated by nightly indulgences — after that first night, Vika and I had repeated our games twice more, discovering new angles and new rhythms each time — when we decided it was time to execute Operation Brown Chocolate. We were lounging on sunbeds, sipping fresh mango juice, when Vika broke the silence: "Nastya, are we really just going to stick with each other? I mean, I'm not complaining, but that's not why we flew here. I want chocolate." I snorted, set down my glass, and reached for my phone to book an excursion. We chose a jeep safari — not the most original choice, but we both craved adrenaline, wind in our faces, the thrill of adventure rather than just lying on the beach. Besides, as I'd read in reviews, the guides on these trips were often young, handsome, and not too strict about fraternization. I exchanged a glance with Vika and saw the same spark in her eyes that burned in mine.

The whole day rattled us across endless golden dunes. Wind whistled in our ears, sand gritted between our teeth — we'd wrapped scarves around our heads, but fine dust still found its way into our hair, the folds of our clothes, under our watch straps. The jeeps bounced over sandy ridges, we squealed like schoolgirls when the wheels dropped into steep slopes, clutching the metal bars. Between races we'd stop for photos against the dunes: I'd leap into the frame with my scarf flying, Vika would strike a magazine pose, while our guides, Jafari and Kantar, filmed us on their phones and immediately showed us how good we looked. Two lean, dark-haired Egyptians with charming smiles — Jafari, mine, was taller and more muscular, with a crew cut and a thin strip of mustache; Kantar, Vika's, was lanky, with long fingers and a piercing gaze that held a hint of mischief — they'd singled us out from the group, which consisted mostly of families and retirees. They approached us more often than the others, offered us water, adjusted our scarves when the wind blew sand in our faces, and every time our hands accidentally brushed, their gazes lingered on our faces a second too long.

Then came a picnic in a Bedouin tent: low wooden tables, soft cushions, the smell of grilled meat and smoke. Sweet herbal tea in tiny glasses, and a hookah with apple tobacco that Jafari lit and handed to me, looking straight into my eyes. I inhaled the smoke, feeling it burn my throat, and there was something ancient, almost ritualistic in the gesture. Kantar sat beside Vika, his hand resting on a cushion just inches from her thigh, whispering something in her ear — she smiled, half-closing her eyes, and I could see the plan working. The guides spoke decent Russian — accented but fluent — joking about the "Russian soul," the Moscow frosts, how in Egypt "winter is when it's plus twenty." I noticed Jafari leaning toward me as I tucked my hair back, inhaling the scent of my shampoo — he did it almost imperceptibly, but I felt his breath on my neck. Vika and I exchanged glances: our eyes met, and I gave a barely perceptible nod — the candidates looked promising, bold enough, handsome enough, and most importantly, they weren't bound by the hotel's strict rules like the staff.

That evening, as agreed, they met us in the hotel lobby. We descended in the elevator to the spacious hall with marble floors and a massive chandelier, where Jafari and Kantar were already waiting — standing by the restaurant entrance, chatting with the porter, and when we appeared, their faces lit up with warm smiles. As guides, they had access to the hotel — they worked for a tour company, wore badges with holographic stickers, and the security guard at the entrance nodded at them like old acquaintances, not even checking their IDs. I exchanged a look with Vika and felt my heart beat faster — not from fear, but from anticipation. We stepped out in light dresses: I'd chosen white chiffon, almost sheer, baring my back to the waist, with thin straps barely holding on my shoulders; the fabric flowed with every step, revealing the contours of my hips, and beneath it I wore no underwear — just a light tan and skin still damp from the evening shower. Vika wore black, form-fitting, with a slit to the thigh, thin straps, a neckline showing her small but firm breasts; she'd put on high stilettos, and her walk had become even more feline. We moved across the carpeted lobby, bathed in warm yellow light, and I felt the stares of the staff and a few guests sticking to us — two bright beauties, one blonde, one dark-haired, in striking dresses, bare shoulders, confident smiles.

Jafari, mine for tonight, stood slightly ahead, leaning against a marble column, and when I approached, I noticed him swallow as he took me in; his gaze traveled over my shoulders, my collarbones, lingering on the line of my chest where the fabric barely concealed the outlines of my nipples, and I saw his Adam's apple bob. He slowly swept his eyes over me, as if drinking wine, and that predatory smile appeared on his lips — flattering and unsettling at once. He offered me his hand, and I felt his palm — hot, slightly damp, calloused from the jeep's steering wheel — closing around my fingers, and in that handshake was a promise I was beginning to recognize. Kantar took Vika's arm, whispered something in her ear, and she threw her head back with a ringing laugh — it echoed through the lobby, mingling with the soft music from the speakers.

The four of us headed to the lively beachfront disco, located on the hotel grounds in a separate pavilion on the beach, with a view of the sea. We didn't need transport — we walked along the lit paths, past pools where late-night swimmers still splashed, past restaurants with dim lighting and the smell of grilled meat. The walk took about five minutes, and all that time Jafari held my hand, squeezing it a little tighter whenever I stumbled on the steps leading down to the beach. When we entered the club — an open space with a bamboo canopy, a dance floor right on the sand, and a bar counter strung with fairy lights — the music was so loud the bass vibrated through my shoes and resonated in my chest, echoing in every vertebra. Blue and green lights flickered, reflecting in the pool in front of the stage; high tables with stools lined the perimeter, nearly all occupied by tourists — Russians, Germans, Brits — but we quickly found a free table in the corner with a view of the dance floor and the sea beyond.

Jafari pulled out a chair for me, his hand touching my bare back, and I felt his fingers linger a moment longer than necessary, stroking my vertebrae. I sat down, adjusted my dress where it had ridden up on my thigh, and felt his gaze on my legs. He ordered cocktails — non-alcoholic for himself and Kantar, Tequila Sunrises with double shots for us. We laughed as he tried to repeat my name in Russian, but it came out "Na-sta-si-ya," stress on the last syllable, and it sounded foreign and languid. He told us about studying at university in Cairo, about working as a guide for five years, about loving his country and the sea, but his eyes never strayed from my neck, my collarbones, the spot where my pulse beat. I felt arousal building inside me, laced with alcohol, his proximity affecting me more than I'd planned. After an hour, we hit the dance floor — I danced with my back to him, feeling his hands on my hips, pulling me closer, and I felt his erection pressed against my ass. He leaned to my ear and whispered, "You dance like a woman from my dreams," his breath burning my skin. Vika danced with Kantar a few feet away — she was uninhibited, her black dress flying as she spun, and I saw him looking at her with the same hunger that Jafari had for me. The fairy lights flickered, the sea roared, and I knew tonight the plan would work — we weren't just flirting, we'd already crossed the line where only one step remained.

After two hours of dancing, throat dry, ears ringing with music, I nodded at Jafari: "Let's go." He smiled knowingly, said something to Kantar in Arabic, and we left the club, leaving the noise behind. The walk back along the hotel paths was quiet and warm — we walked without music now, only the sound of the surf and the chirping of cicadas. In the room, I pushed the door open, and Jafari followed; the lock clicked, and the hum of the AC drowned out the street sounds.

In my room, Jafari, the moment the door closed, pressed me against the wall with force, trying to pull off my white chiffon dress. His fingers fumbled at the thin straps, he breathed heavily, and I smelled his sweat on my skin — sharp, masculine, mixed with cheap deodorant.

"Wait!" I twisted away, pushing him back. My hands braced against his chest — it was firm, without excess fat, and I felt his heart racing beneath. "First shower. For you and me."

"I'm clean as an angel!" he protested, his breath already ragged, a distinct bulge clearly outlined in his trousers, which he instinctively pressed against me. "Allah commands cleanliness! We prayed today, I washed!"

I shook my head, knowing I couldn't give in — after the stuffiness, the sand, the sweat on the dance floor, I needed to feel the freshness of water, wash away the residue of the day. "No shower, nothing happens," I stated firmly, and my voice carried that note I used with my subordinates at the office.

He muttered something under his breath in Arabic — I caught only "woman" and "stubborn" — and disappeared into the bathroom. I heard the water running, heard him humming something guttural. He returned, my bath towel wrapped around his hips — white, embroidered with the hotel's logo. Water droplets glistened on his chest, trailing down the defined muscles, his hair wet and sticking out in all directions. He looked at me with impatience mixed with challenge. As I stepped out of the shower — I'd stood under the cool water longer than usual, carefully soaping every inch to slow time and collect my thoughts — wrapped in another robe, plush and soft, he was already there. His towel fell to the carpet soundlessly, and for the first time I could see him completely. A lean, wiry body, skin almost chocolate but actually lighter than I'd expected, with a warm reddish undertone on his chest and thighs. His penis — indeed brown, thick, with a dark, large head where a clear drop of precum had formed — stood erect, twitching in time with his heartbeat, like a living, separate creature. I felt curiosity — for the first time that evening, a pure curiosity that overshadowed my fatigue. I wanted to know how he tasted, how he'd react to my hands, how he'd move.

But he didn't let me look long. He tore off my robe — the rough fabric scratched my shoulders — and swept me into his arms, carrying me to the bed. I felt light, almost weightless in his hands, but there was no tenderness in the gesture — only possessive strength. His kisses descended on me hot and wet, his tongue roughly entering my mouth, touching my palate, and I tasted the mint toothpaste he'd clearly used, but it didn't mask the tobacco. His palms squeezed my breasts so hard it hurt — his nails dug into my skin, and I winced, but he didn't notice. I reached for his penis myself, wrapped my fingers around it — hot, velvety, pulsing beneath the skin, and I felt it tense at my touch. I wanted to taste it. I slid down the bed, intending to take him in my mouth — I wanted to see him close his eyes, exhale, moan at my tongue. But the moment my lips touched the head — wet, salty — his hands jerked my head back, fingers twisting in my hair so hard I cried out in shock.

"No! This is haram! Dirty! Allah forbids it!" he burst out, and in his eyes I saw not just passion but something like fear — as if I'd committed sacrilege, as if my lips defiled him. I stared at him, stunned, not understanding: we weren't in a mosque, we were in a hotel room, and I'd wanted to give him pleasure. It surprised me and even stung — I was used to men craving oral, begging for it, and here I was practically shoved away for trying.

"Haram means forbidden," I tried to argue, feeling irritation rise inside me. "But we're not..."

He didn't let me finish. He roughly spread my knees with his — I hadn't even had time to adjust to a comfortable position — without bothering to check if I was ready, though my crotch was wet with the arousal I'd built all evening. With a powerful thrust, he drove his penis inside. He was large, and the entry was sharp, almost painful — I clenched my teeth, digging my fingers into the sheet to keep from screaming. And then... he just started pounding. Fast, monotonous, at a frantic pace, as if checking a box on his list of achievements. His movements were jerky, thrusts shallow and rapid, with no rhythm I could latch onto. I tried shifting my hips to make his penis hit my sensitive spots, tried tilting my pelvis, but he held my shoulders, pressing me into the mattress, and I couldn't move at all. I lay there, staring at the ceiling — at the white hanging light fixture with a fan rotating above it — trying to adapt to the frantic rhythm but failing. Instead of pleasure, I felt only friction, dry despite my wetness — his penis slid, but without the tender fullness I loved. After a few minutes — I wasn't counting, but it couldn't have been more than three or four — his body tensed, his abdominal muscles hardened, he let out a guttural cry like a roar, and I felt a hot, copious release inside me. His semen was thin and warm, spreading inside me, and I felt his penis twitch in its final spasms. Done. He withdrew — his member wet with my lubrication and his seed, glistening in the dim light — and collapsed onto his back, arms spread wide, as if he'd accomplished something heroic.

"So? Good Arab man?" he asked smugly, breathing hard, his voice so full of confidence in his own irresistibility that I wanted to laugh in his face. But I stayed silent, closing my eyes. Everything inside me had gone cold, leaving only an unpleasant feeling of emptiness and dissatisfaction — like after a bad meal when you'd expected a delicacy and got overcooked meat. I felt his semen begin to leak out, and the sensation was humiliating. Five minutes later, he was already dressing — pulling on his jeans, buckling his belt, not even glancing at me.

"If you miss me, call," he tossed out, shoving a business card into my hand. I took it automatically, to avoid making a scene, but I already knew: I'd throw it out the second the door closed behind him. "You're great, Nastya. But we Arabs, we like it fast and often. Why drag it out when you can repeat it?" He chuckled and winked, clearly pleased with himself. And I suddenly realized he genuinely thought that was a compliment — as if his speed and force were supposed to impress me more than any tenderness. He left, and I was left with the feeling that I'd just been used as a piece of gym equipment.

As soon as the door closed and his footsteps faded in the hallway, I ran to the shower. I stood under the almost-scalding water for a long time, washing the smell of his sweat off my skin — sour, sharp — and the alien semen still leaking from me and running down my inner thighs. I soaped myself twice, three times, rubbing gel into every centimeter, trying to reclaim my own cleanliness. Then, when the water cooled, I turned it off, dried myself, and lay back on the bed, still damp. With my fingers, fast and furious, I brought myself to orgasm — first circling my clit, then penetrating, imagining it was Vika, my own hand, anything but him. The orgasm came sharply, almost painfully, and I exhaled as my muscles clenched and released, but bitterness still lingered inside.

In the morning we met for breakfast — I sat with a cup of black coffee, not even glancing at the fruit plates, staring at one point. Vika approached, sat down silently across from me, and I immediately noticed: her eyes were puffy, red-veined, as if she hadn't slept until dawn. Her lips twisted in an ironic smirk that didn't reach her eyes. She took a glass of orange juice, sipped, and grimaced as if it had curdled overnight.

"So, tell me," I said, setting down my cup. "How was your... experiment?"

She snorted, fiddling with a napkin, tearing it into tiny strips without looking at me. "Mine didn't even bother to shower. You think he wasted a single drop of water on himself? No. He stank so bad you'd need a gas mask — sweat mixed with some animal musk. I just wanted to give him some pleasure, you know, the usual, use my head a little, and he grabbed my hair and practically shoved me away — 'haram,' 'dirty,' like I was offering him the plague instead of a blowjob. And then... then he just piled on and started pumping away like a machine — in-out, in-out, no pauses, no rhythm, not even a glance at my face. I lay there counting thrusts like reps at the gym until I realized he'd already come. I didn't even have the question of 'did it start' or 'did it end' — it was all so uniform I couldn't tell the difference."

She pushed away her plate of untouched omelet, which had already cooled and formed a skin, and turned to the window. Beyond the glass, the turquoise sea sparkled, white sailboats drifted across the horizon, but I could see her gaze wasn't focused on them. She was looking inward, chewing on disappointment.

"Chocolate bars," she scoffed, shaking her head. "We thought it'd be something special, and we got bitter disappointment. Not chocolate — cheap cocoa substitute. Oh well, at least now we know not to try exotic if it smells like cheap deodorant."

I nodded silently, feeling the familiar bitterness echo inside me. We sat side by side, but each of us was far away — in our own thoughts, our own memories of the night we wanted to forget.

We spent two days as if healing wounds. Swimming until our fingers went numb, sunbathing until we burned, dedicating our nights to each other with a special, almost ritual tenderness. I kissed her shoulders, her collarbones, moved my lips slowly down her neck, feeling her skin prickle with goosebumps. She ran her fingers along my spine — lightly, barely touching, as if tracing invisible lines — and our bodies found the same rhythm without words. We came almost simultaneously, as if our pulses had fused into one. There was no rush between us, no need to prove anything — only quiet, warm intimacy washing away the bitterness of previous nights. We didn't speak Jafari and Kantar's names — we talked about the warmth of the water, how delicious the local shrimp with garlic sauce were, how strange the sea wind smelled when it mixed salt with the blooming jasmine on the flowerbeds. But inside each of us remained that sediment — it didn't dissolve, didn't evaporate, only settled at the bottom. We'd come for a sharp adventure, to feel stolen and desired, and we'd gotten cold mechanics that offended us more than if we'd been simply ignored. It stung our pride — we were used to being the ones chosen, the ones given pleasure, not used as punching bags.

By the end of the second day, I couldn't hold back. We lay on the beach, the sun already dipping toward the horizon, painting the sky in violet-pink tones, and I turned to Vika, removing my dark glasses.

"Listen," I said, hearing a note of challenge creep into my voice. "Maybe we just got unlucky? They can't all be like that. Maybe Jafari and Kantar were just losers having a bad day, or we were too anxious, too rushed. I say we give them another chance. But with different ones. Guys who understand a woman isn't a sperm receptacle, but a living person with desires."

Vika smirked, but there was no mockery in it anymore — rather weary curiosity mixed with wounded pride. She took a sip from her water bottle and stared thoughtfully at the horizon where the sea met the sky.

"You know," she drawled, "my feminine ego doesn't want to leave feeling we lost either. Let them think we're easy, that they can do that to us? No way. I'm in. But this time, no 'guides' with badges who think their accreditation gives them a free pass. Let's find someone who works at the hotel, or even just a tourist — but someone who doesn't bring that religious crap about 'haram.' I want normal, human sex, no taboos, no complexes."

I nodded, feeling adrenaline mix with new anticipation. We exchanged glances, and I saw in her eyes the same spark we'd had that night in the bar on Patriarch's Ponds when we'd first hatched this plan. Only now we were smarter, more cautious, and more pissed off — and that combination promised either triumph or ultimate disappointment, but we were ready to risk it one more time.

This time we decided not to risk land and went to sea. We booked a private snorkeling trip to the reefs near the Tiran Islands — they say the water there is so clear you can see every grain of sand ten meters down. The boat met us at sunrise: a blindingly white hull with a bright blue stripe, soft loungers on the bow, the smell of diesel mixing with morning freshness. We headed out into the open sea as the sun began to gild the horizon. Near the shore the water shimmered emerald, while further out it deepened to dense, dark blue, almost black — like ink with light poured into it. We put on masks and dove into that world: coral gardens stretching below like frozen jungles, schools of barracuda flashing like silver lightning, a giant turtle gliding right beneath us, barely glancing our way — moving with the dignity of an ancient creature with nowhere to rush. We surfaced, exchanged looks, laughed through our snorkels, and I felt the salt water burn my nostrils and leave a taste of freedom on my lips.

On the boat, we were attended by two guides — Mansur and Nahim. They were just as irresistible as the last ones, but with completely different energy. Mansur, mine, seemed older — about thirty-five, with a short, neatly trimmed beard showing the first silver threads. On his wrist gleamed a thin silver chain with a tiny crescent moon, and when he adjusted my mask, his fingers — calloused, strong — lingered slightly at my temples. His voice was low, raspy, with a faint grain of accent, and when he said "don't breathe so deep, relax," a shiver ran down my spine like cold wind. Nahim, Vika's, was the opposite — young, almost a boy, with long thick eyelashes he shyly lowered when she looked at him. He handed her water, adjusted her swimsuit with such hesitant care, as if afraid of getting burned, his thin fingers trembling at each touch.

The day flew by in light, intoxicating flirtation. They joked, showed us marine life, treated us to pineapples and mangoes cut right on the deck. Every now and then they found reasons to touch us — adjusting a mask, handing a water bottle, brushing away a strand of hair — and in those touches there was no pressure, only soft, almost shy attention. At one point Mansur took my hand to show me a starfish he'd brought up from the bottom. His thumb traced across my palm — slowly, barely noticeably, as if by accident — and I felt an electric shock that spread from my fingertips to my lower belly. I looked up and met his gaze — brown eyes with golden flecks that caught the sun. "Maybe this one will be different," I thought. "Maybe he's not in a hurry. Maybe he knows how to give, not just take." I exhaled and smiled at him, feeling a fragile hope bloom inside me.

That evening, everything repeated with uncanny precision: they came to the hotel lobby with flowers — Mansur handed me a white rose, Nahim gave Vika a red one, and the gesture was so conventional that I almost smiled, feeling my wariness dissolve. We walked again along the lit paths to the beach club, where the same music pounded, the same fairy lights flickered, and I caught myself thinking we were trapped in a time loop, replaying the same scene with different actors. Mansur was impeccable: he held my elbow on the steps, whispered compliments that made me warm inside, and when we danced, he didn't press against me but kept distance, teasing with proximity. I relaxed, drank one too many cocktails, and when he suggested we leave, I agreed almost eagerly — it felt like tonight would be different, like I'd finally get what I came for.

In the room, he helped me out of my dress, his fingers gliding over my shoulders barely touching, and he kissed my collarbone, murmuring that I smelled of sea and roses. I closed my eyes, anticipating a slow, sensual start, but within a minute it followed the familiar script. He refused oral sex, recoiling as if from the plague, and when I asked him to slow down so I could feel him deeper, he didn't hear — or didn't want to. A five-minute mechanical act, no eye contact, no whisper, no attempt to understand what I wanted — it turned my body into a tool, an object to use and discard. When he came with that same guttural cry, I felt his seed spread inside me, but it brought neither warmth nor relief — only a cold emptiness that filled my core. He stood up, dressed without looking at me, and I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling where the fan slowly spun its blades. I heard his belt buckle, keys jingling in his pocket, the door open and close, and only then did I allow myself to exhale — slowly, through clenched teeth — feeling the icy void grow inside me, displacing whatever hope remained.

Vika appeared half an hour later — I'd already pulled on a robe and was sitting on the windowsill, staring at the dark sea, when a knock came. She entered with a stony face, her hair wet and hastily scraped back, as if she'd been standing under an ice-cold shower washing off someone else's touch. She wore shorts and a shirt thrown on in a hurry, and I noticed her fingers trembling as she ran them over her face. She sat on the edge of my bed, not looking at me, and stared at the wall in silence for several seconds — I could see the tension in her shoulders, her clenched jaw, her struggle to steady her breathing. Then she turned to me, and in her green eyes I saw the same mix of fury and humiliation I felt in myself. She clenched her fists until her knuckles went white and threw a napkin from the table — it landed soundlessly, but the gesture spoke louder than words.

"Done. Period," she said, her voice shaking with suppressed anger. "I don't want to hear about any brown chocolates ever again. It's total bullshit. We thought it'd be exotic, passion, Eastern temperament, and we got... you know what? Cheap fast food. He didn't even try to please me — just shoved it in, pumped, came, and that's it. I lay there counting seconds like in a dentist's waiting room. No tongue, no lips, no fingers, not even a look in the eyes. I told him 'slower,' and he sped up like I was pushing him. And that smell... god, he didn't even wash off a whole day's sweat in the sun, just showed up and decided that was enough for me. Chocolate? It's cheap cocoa shell with palm oil inside — pretty packaging and nothing. No taste, no aftertaste, not even decent texture."

She leaned back against the headboard and closed her eyes, trying to calm her breathing. "And the funniest part," she continued, opening her eyes and looking at me with a bitter smile, "they actually think we should be grateful. 'How was the Arab man?' he asked me after. I wanted to say: 'How was my pussy — did you even notice it?' But I stayed quiet because I realized: he doesn't care. He just needed to check a box. And you know, I'd rather buy a vibrator in duty-free than ever lie under someone who treats me like a hole for his ego. Or with you," she smirked, but the bitterness still lingered in her eyes. "Bottom line: they're brown, but they're not chocolate. Period. No more 'exotic experiments.' We're closing that chapter for good."

I nodded silently, feeling relief mixed with a thick, syrupy exhaustion. At least we'd tried, we'd confirmed, and now we could go back to what actually brought us joy: the sea, the sun, each other — and no more disappointments in someone else's skin.

***
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We relaxed and gave ourselves over to carefree idleness. After two failed experiments with Egyptian guides, a light irony settled inside us; we stopped hunting and simply allowed ourselves to be tourists. Men swarmed around us like bees around flowers — at the beach, by the pool, in the bars. Vika and I accepted the attention, flirted back, let ourselves be bought drinks, but never took it further. We were happy together, enjoying the sea, the sun, and each other, not wanting to be disappointed again. But soon nature took its course, and after a brief flirtation, I ended up in my room with a man named Pavel.

We'd met by the pool: I was lying on a lounger, slathered in coconut oil, lazily flipping through a book when he approached to ask if the next spot was taken. I looked up, one eye peeking over my dark glasses, and saw him: a man in his mid-thirties, not tall but built, broad shoulders and narrow waist, with dark, piercing eyes and a charming white-toothed smile. His face had a wild, animal magnetism — not conventionally handsome, but the kind you couldn't look away from, with light stubble and laugh lines crinkling the corners of his eyes. He sat down next to me, and I noticed a faint scent of expensive woody cologne mixed with clean male sweat coming off his tanned skin — a pungent, intoxicating aroma that made me inhale deeper involuntarily. We started talking, and the main thing — he had an incredible sense of humor, which won me over completely. He told stories from his life with such self-deprecation and comic detail that I giggled all evening, forgetting my disappointments. We moved from the pool to the bar, ordered mojitos, and when he suggested a moonlit walk on the beach, I agreed, feeling a spark reignite inside me — the one I'd stopped hoping to feel on this trip.

In the room, barely had the door closed behind us when he didn't turn on the light — only moonlight streamed through the balcony glass, flooding the room with silver, making his figure look even more sculpted in the half-darkness. He immediately pulled me close, pressed me against the wall, and began kissing my neck, my face, moving lower along my collarbones, down the hollow between my breasts, lightly and tenderly. His lips were soft, wet, his tongue warm and insistent, leaving wet trails on my skin that cooled in the AC and warmed again with his breath. I felt goosebumps rise, the hairs on my arms standing on end, my heart racing. And then he was kissing my breasts — first through the thin fabric of my white dress, then, untying the straps, directly on my skin, circling my nipples with his tongue, sucking them into his mouth, making them harden painfully. I felt arousal flood through me, a hot, viscous wave pooling in my lower abdomen, moisture gathering between my legs, and I began stroking his shoulders, his back, gripping the firm muscles beneath his smooth skin. My hands slid over his shoulder blades, down his lower back, lower to his buttocks, and I felt him tense at each touch. I kissed his lips — first lightly, tasting, then more insistently, my tongue tangling with his, tasting mint and a hint of whiskey. Pressing against him fully, I felt the firm bulge in his trousers pressing against my lower belly — hot, hard, fully ready, pulsing through the thick denim.

"Who's first in the shower?" I asked, breathing heavily, needing to catch my breath and wash off the salt, sand, and the day's accumulated tension.

"You go, I'll follow!" he pulled back, and I heard impatience, almost a tremor in his voice, but he held himself back, giving me space.

I went into the shower and stood under warm water longer than usual, feeling it stream over my shoulders, my chest, my stomach, washing away salt and sand, leaving my skin clean and cool. I soaped up with my favorite vanilla-scented gel, carefully, as if for a date, running the washcloth over every inch, especially thorough between my legs, where I already felt a slight dampness of anticipation. I dried off, wrapped myself in a large white fluffy towel, and stepped back into the room. Pavel was already undressed, standing by the window looking out at the night sea, which in the moonlight looked silver and infinite. He turned, and I saw his body — lean, defined muscles, no excess fat, light dark hair on his chest trailing down his stomach to his groin. And his penis — already erect, with a neat head, dark veins swollen with blood, pulsing with his heartbeat. It wasn't huge, but beautiful, straight, perfectly shaped, and I felt everything inside me clench with desire. He silently went into the shower, and I heard water running, him humming something soft, while I lay on the bed, on the cool cotton sheet, staring at the ceiling, heart pounding, already wet between my legs with pure, untainted passion.

When he came out of the shower, his skin gleamed with moisture, droplets running down his shoulders, chest, stomach, and he dried off quickly with a small towel before tossing it on a chair. He came to the bed and lay beside me, and I smelled him — clean, fresh, with notes of shower gel and his own pungent male scent I'd already memorized. We embraced again, no clothes between us now — only moisture and heat merging. Pavel didn't rush; he gently stroked my breasts and hardened nipples, kissed them, licked them, sucked them, making me writhe and moan softly. His tongue traced circles around my areolas, lightly touching my nipples, then sucking them into his mouth, and each motion sent pulses deep into my core. I love giving head — I love feeling a man's reaction, watching him lose control, his breathing falter, his eyes roll back with pleasure. I knelt before him on the soft carpet, took his penis in my hand, feeling its weight and pulse — it was hot, velvety, with a smooth head where a clear drop of precum had formed. I ran my thumb over the head, spreading the moisture, and kissed it, tasting salt and a faint sweetness. Pavel moaned softly, a low, guttural sound that spurred me on. I licked the head with my tongue, took it in my mouth, and began stroking the shaft and balls with my hands, speeding up and slowing down, listening to his breathing. His fingers tangled in my hair but didn't pull, didn't rush — he just lay there, immersed in sensation, occasionally stroking my head, and I felt his penis grow harder, more tense.

After a few minutes, Pavel, breathing heavily, lay back on the bed and gently pulled me around so my pubis was right in front of his face. I lay on top of him, sixty-nine, feeling his hot breath on my crotch, and my breath caught with anticipation. He began kissing my pussy, licking it with his tongue, parting my wet folds, finding the most sensitive spots. His tongue was like an artist's brush — it traced along my labia, penetrated inside, returned to my clit and circled it, sometimes slowing to torturous slowness, sometimes speeding up when I moaned louder. His fingers meanwhile caressed my legs and ass, stroked my buttocks, lightly touched my anus, and I felt each touch send a new flash through me. I spread my legs wider, giving him full access, and at the same time took his penis in my mouth, sucking the head, feeling it pulse on my tongue. I wanted to take the whole thing, but he was too big for my throat — I took him as deep as I could, feeling the head hit my palate, and he moaned louder, his hips lifting slightly to meet my movements. I grew more aroused, kissed his balls, stroked his shaft back and forth, my tongue exploring every fold and the slit at the head, gathering his drops of precum, my head spinning from his smell, his breathing, my own wetness, and I found myself growling softly like a wildcat, digging my nails into his thighs.

His lips and tongue worked wonders on my pussy and ass! He licked my pussy, sucking out everything that flowed from me, then moved down to my anus, licked it, penetrated it with his tongue, and returned to my clit, teasing, slowing, speeding, making me writhe on him. I felt a tight wave building inside me, my abdominal muscles tensing, my breath shortening to quick, ragged gasps. I trembled all over, and then my lower abdomen convulsed — my first orgasm, strong and long, with spasms in my thighs, my whole body dissolving in sweet pulses. Biting back a loud moan, I kept sucking his penis, gripping it with both hands, bobbing my head in time with my contractions, feeling my fingers squeeze his shaft. At the same moment, I felt Pavel shudder and tense — his hips arched, his abs hardening — and a second later a hot, copious stream shot from his penis. I swallowed it, still sucking everything from his head, feeling him pulse in my mouth, and when he stilled, I released him carefully, licking off the last drops, running my tongue along the full length to leave nothing behind. Pavel, groaning with pleasure, still licked my crotch with his tongue, and our bodies slowly relaxed, breathing heavily in unison.

We lay that way for several minutes, tangled together, feeling the tremors fade, our heartbeats steadying. Then he turned to me, pulled me close, and I buried my face in his chest, feeling his arms wrap around my waist. He whispered sweet nothings in my ear — "you're so sweet," "I want you again," "you don't know how hard I got when you growled" — and I melted at his words, feeling his breath tickle my skin. His body gave off an intoxicating scent — expensive citrus shower gel mixed with clean male sweat, which somehow aroused me more than any perfume. I breathed him in, pressing closer, and felt the heat building inside me again. We kissed again — slowly, savoring, his tongue entering my mouth and exploring it as thoroughly as he'd explored my body moments before. His hands began their journey again: stroking, kneading, kissing my breasts, fingers sliding down my stomach to my smooth, wet pussy, caressing gently but insistently, my nipples hardening like tiny stones, a new, stronger ache spreading through me.

He caressed my body for a long time, gently, his fingers sliding along my inner thighs, alternately stroking my clit, teasing it, and the arousal rose again, making me arch toward him. He turned me face down on the bed, and I pressed my cheek to the pillow, feeling him kiss my shoulder blades, my lower back, moving lower. He began kissing and licking my body from behind — from my shoulders to my buttocks, leaving wet trails with his tongue, nibbling my skin, teasing. He squeezed my ass, spread my cheeks, licked my hole, his tongue penetrating it, while his fingers stroked my pussy, and I melted at the double sensation, my thighs spreading wider, offering myself to him. When his wet finger entered my anus — gently, slowly, first just the tip, then deeper — I moaned, arching toward him, feeling everything inside clench with pleasure.

"Want it in the ass?" he asked unexpectedly, his voice cracking with desire.

"Yeah!" I confirmed, feeling everything inside tighten with impatience. I'd become a fan of anal sex recently — one of my regular partners in Moscow was into it, and he'd taught me to enjoy it. I knew I needed to relax, breathe, and it would be incredible.

"Got anything greasy? Cream, oil?" he asked, his voice dropping to a raspy plea. I reached for my purse on the nightstand without hesitating, pulled out a jar of night cream — thick, rich, with an oily texture, smelling of coconut — and held it up, feeling his eyes fixed on my hands, watching my every move. Pavel's penis, which had just softened after his orgasm, stiffened again at the sight of my preparations, and I noticed his breathing quicken.

I laid him on his back on the bed, thoroughly coated his head and shaft with cream, feeling my fingers glide over the smooth, hot skin, then applied a thick layer to my own hole, feeling the cream's coolness. Climbing on top of him, I took his erect penis in my hand and slowly lowered myself onto it. At first it didn't work — the head pressed against me, and I felt light pressure — but I knew how to relax my ass, taking a deep breath and lowering myself a bit on the exhale. Finally, guiding myself with my hand, I felt his head enter me, and with another deep exhale, slowly sank down onto his shaft completely. The feeling of fullness was overwhelming — I felt every millimeter of his penis, its pulse, its heat, and his arousal transmitted to me. I began to rise and fall, setting my own rhythm, first slow, getting used to the sensation, then faster, feeling his penis slide inside me, hitting all the right spots. His hands helped me, guiding my hips, and I stroked his slightly hairy chest, played with his nipples, enjoying the feeling of him deep inside me.

I wanted to change position, to feel him from another angle and give him more freedom. I climbed off him and got on all fours on the bed, knees and elbows on the sheets, ass in the air, back arched, presenting myself. He moved behind me, his penis brushing against my wet crotch, then carefully but firmly inserted the head into my anus, and I felt his full length inside me again — this time at a different angle, deeper and sharper. Leaning over my back, he stroked my pussy with one hand, spreading and massaging my clit, while the other hand caressed my breasts and stomach. His breath mixed with mine, hot and ragged, and we moved in unison, first slow, then faster and more urgent. He gripped my hips and began to impale me on his penis, thrusting deeper and harder, and I felt his balls slap against my pussy with each stroke. Bracing on my elbows, I pushed back against him with blissful enthusiasm, and the pleasure built inside me — a second orgasm hit, stronger and longer than the first, shaking my whole body with long, sweet convulsions. I felt my muscles clench around his penis, and that clenching spurred him further. And in that moment, Pavel thrust deep and froze, his body tensing, his back and glute muscles hardening, and with a soft, drawn-out moan he shuddered, and I felt his hot stream inside me — plentiful, pulsing, filling me with warmth and fullness.

We froze for several seconds, hearing only our heavy breathing and the surf beyond the balcony. Then he slowly withdrew, and I collapsed onto the sheets face down, feeling his semen leak down my inner thigh, mixing with my own fluids. He fell beside me, pulled me close, and we lay in silence, listening to our hearts slow. I felt completely satisfied — in every cell, every muscle, every hole. His hand rested on my stomach, his thumb tracing lazy circles, and I drifted toward sleep, feeling full, calm, happy.

In the morning I woke to sunlight filtering through the blinds. Pavel was already gone — he'd left a note on the nightstand: "Goodnight, sweetheart. Thanks. See you at breakfast." I smiled, feeling a pleasant soreness in my muscles and warmth in my lower belly. I showered, dressed, and went down to the restaurant. Vika was already at a table by the window, a cup of coffee before her, a dreamy, almost blissful smile on her face. From her sparkling eyes, the way she distractedly stirred her sugar, I knew — her night had been good too.

"At first I thought he was just a drunk, you know, the Russian tourist with beer on the beach," she began, sipping her juice and closing her eyes. "We started talking, and he invited me to the bar, then to his room. And what he did! I haven't had that in forever, all my holes are still burning," she laughed, running her hand over her chest as if cooling it. "He used his tongue so well I came three times, and he didn't stop! First on my back, then on my side, then... well, I didn't even know you could do that," she giggled sheepishly. "And then we fell asleep, and I woke up to him kissing me again... you can't imagine, Nastya. I thought I'd never meet a man like that." She fell silent, staring out at the blue sea, and I could see her savoring the memories. "What about you? Everything burning too?" she asked curiously, turning to me.

"Same!" I smiled, feeling my cheeks flush at the memory. I took a sip of coffee, the bitterness mixing with a taste of happiness. "He was so tender, but also confident. And the humor — I laughed till I cried. And then... well, you know. Everything was just the way I like it." I left out that we hadn't used one hole last night — the one usually reserved for classic sex — but it didn't matter. We laughed, clinked our glasses, and I knew our vacation was finally living up to expectations. The sea sparkled turquoise beyond the window, the sun was warm, and inside me spread that calm, warm feeling money can't buy.

That evening I introduced Vika to Pavel, and she introduced her Slavik. We met at the entrance to the main restaurant, the setting sun painting the sky orange-pink, the air cooling and smelling of jasmine from the flowerbeds. I stood beside Pavel, his hand on my lower back, his fingers lightly stroking my skin through the thin fabric of my sundress. Vika came first, beaming and laughing, with Slavik behind her. And when I saw him, my breath caught. He was simply gorgeous: around thirty, tall, curly chestnut hair almost to his shoulders framing a strong jaw with a dark, neatly trimmed beard that made him look like some Italian actor from old films. His eyes were light brown, almost golden, with long lashes, and his smile was white-toothed and slightly cocky, with dimples in his cheeks. He wore a loose linen shirt, open at the chest, revealing tanned skin with light hair, and light trousers that fit perfectly. Next to him, Pavel looked more ordinary, but his charisma and humor made up for it — he was good-looking, but Slavik was perfection itself. I looked at Vika and saw pride and triumph in her eyes — she was clearly pleased with her catch. We shook hands, and when my palm touched Slavik's, I felt an electric shock run through my arm; his fingers were warm and dry, his grip firm but not crushing.

The four of us went to the beach club, already our favorite spot. Live music played — a mix of Arabic rhythms and Western hits — and we took a table by the dance floor, with a view of the sea, dark velvet with silver ribbons of moonlight. We ordered cocktails: a Margarita with salt for me, whiskey and Coke for Pavel, Piña Colada for Vika, and straight cognac for Slavik. We drank, chatted, laughed at Pavel's jokes about his pyramid excursion where he was almost scammed by papyrus sellers, while Slavik threw in witty lines with a slight Italian accent that made my insides flip. I noticed how Vika looked at her man with adoration, touching his shoulder, brushing off imaginary dust, how he took her hand and kissed her fingers. And I suddenly caught myself feeling a little envious — not jealous, more curious — because Slavik was truly the embodiment of male beauty, and I couldn't help imagining what it would feel like to have his hands on my skin.

Having danced until we sweated through our clothes, and having drunk a fair amount — bottles empty, ice melted — our heads slightly spinning but not confused, bodies damp from dancing, we headed to our rooms around midnight. Pavel walked beside me, his arm around my waist, his fingers stroking my side through the thin fabric, and I felt his hot breath on my neck, burning my skin each time he leaned in to whisper. In the elevator, he pressed me against the mirrored wall and kissed my neck, just below my ear, and I felt everything inside clench with anticipation.

In the room, he impressed me again — tireless, as if the dancing and alcohol had fueled him rather than worn him out. That night, he didn't leave a single hole of mine untouched: we started with a long, agonizing kiss at the door, him pushing me against the wooden surface, his tongue entering my mouth slowly and deep, tasting of whiskey mixed with mint. His hands were already unzipping my sundress, the fabric sliding off my shoulders and dropping to the floor, leaving me in my lace underwear, which he removed in one motion without breaking the kiss. Then he laid me on the bed and covered my body with kisses — from my neck to the tips of my toes, slowly, savoring each touch, as if rediscovering me. He kissed my collarbones, the hollow between my breasts, my stomach, my inner thighs, and I writhed under his lips, feeling heat spread from every point of contact.

He'd brought lubricant — a tube of strawberry-scented gel — and with it he grew more confident, bolder, as if the smell released his final inhibitions. He entered me in the classic way, slowly and deep, and I felt his penis fill me, stretching my walls, hitting all the right spots. He changed rhythm and angle, speeding up and slowing down, making me moan and arch into his thrusts, and each time he pulled out almost completely, I caught myself begging him to return. Then he turned me onto my stomach, generously lubricating my ass with the gel — I felt the cool strawberry liquid on my skin — and his penis, already slick and hot, began to enter my anus. I paused for a moment, adjusting to the sensation, but he was careful, moving slowly, giving me time, and I relaxed, feeling him fill me to the brim. His penis slid inside, perfectly lubricated, and I felt every vein, every movement, each one sending sweet pain through my lower belly. He brought me to orgasm twice — the first time a sudden wave that made me grip the sheets and scream; the second time slower, longer, when I'd lost track of time. And then, when I was on the verge of exhaustion, he came — coating me with his thick, warm semen that ran down my thighs, leaving sticky trails on the sheets, mixing with my sweat and fluids. We lay entwined, breathing heavily, and I felt every muscle relax, my pulse slowly steadying, a complete, absolute peace settling inside me. I buried my face in his chest, inhaling the scent of strawberry gel, sweat, and his own body, and I knew I'd remember this night for a long time.

The next evening, the four of us secretly swam in the sea, forbidden by hotel rules after sunset. We undressed in the dark, leaving our clothes on the loungers, and entered the warm, almost bath-like water that enveloped our skin like silk. The moon illuminated our naked bodies, and I watched Vika laughing, splashing with Slavik, her dark hair floating, Slavik's arm around her waist, kissing her wet shoulder. Pavel dove and surfaced in front of me, his eyes glinting in the moonlight, and whispered, "This is better than the room," pulling me close, and I felt his arousal pressed against my stomach.

We swam, kissed, dove and surfaced like dolphins, and I caught myself wishing the night wouldn't end. But the water grew cooler, and we came out, dripping and shivering in the breeze, wrapping in towels and gathering our things. Then we ended up in Vika's room — spacious, with a huge bed, balcony, and a dim nightlight creating intimate half-light. The guys produced bottles of alcohol from their stash: Pavel with whiskey, Slavik with cognac he'd brought from France. We sat on the bed and a soft pouf, drinking straight from the bottles, giggling at the men's increasingly raunchy jokes, feeling the alcohol spread through us, loosening the last inhibitions. Then someone played music from their phone — slow, languid tracks that made our hips move — and we danced, swapping partners like in some sweet dream.

During those dirty dances, I kissed Pavel — his tongue in my mouth, tasting of whiskey and mint, his hands sliding over my back, squeezing my ass, pulling me toward his aroused body — and I melted at every movement. He was already worked up — his breathing ragged, his fingers trembling as they touched my skin. Then, dancing with Slavik, we also kissed — but differently, his lips softer, his kiss slower, more exploratory, his tongue gently touching mine, his hand sliding over my waist, pausing at the curve of my hips, and I felt everything inside me clench with unexpected pleasure. I closed my eyes, savoring the moment, and glanced over at the other pair. Vika and Pavel, embracing in dance, were also locked in a deep kiss — her hand on his chest, him holding her so close their bodies merged. The evening was full of promise, the air thick with passion and alcohol.

Then Pavel had me again in a tight dance, his tongue twining with mine, and I felt his breathing grow hotter, his movements bolder. His hand slipped under my sundress, finding the edge of my swimsuit I'd never taken off after the swim, and shoved aside the wet top, freeing my breasts. I gasped at the cool air on my nipples, and then his fingers began gently twisting my hardened buds, squeezing, rolling them between thumb and forefinger, each movement sending waves of heat through me. I moaned, forgetting we weren't alone, that Vika and Slavik were dancing beside us, lost in each other. My hand slipped down, and I felt his hardness through his shorts — hot, pulsing through the thin fabric, his length and thickness pressing against my fingers. I squeezed and stroked his erection through the cloth, feeling him tense at each touch, wanting more. And then I felt his bare skin — Pavel had lowered his shorts and swim trunks, baring his erect penis, fully ready, the head glistening with a drop of precum.

Unable to resist, I knelt, and his penis was right in front of my face. The head looked at me — dark pink, a drop of clear liquid — and I smelled it: salty, marine, with a hint of sweat and male arousal. I wrapped my lips around the head and took him in as deep as I could, feeling it fill my mouth, pulsing on my tongue. His penis tasted salty from the sea swim, slightly bitter, and that taste only heightened my desire. I cupped his balls, squeezed them in my palm, massaged, teased with my fingertips, gently tugged, feeling them tighten with pleasure. Gripping the shaft, I guided him deeper into my throat, relaxing, letting him enter almost fully. I sucked and licked the head, the tip of my tongue probing the slit where his sweet precum gathered, swallowing it greedily. I was so wet — my crotch burning, juice running down my inner thighs — and I barely stifled moans to keep sucking. I got so absorbed that I discovered after a while my hands were covered in my own spit, and I was fucking my mouth on this beautiful cock, bobbing up and down, feeling it hit my palate, almost choking with pleasure.

Pavel, breathing hard, pulled me to my feet, his fingers gripping my shoulders, and turned me away from him, bending me over the edge of the bed. I felt him lift my sundress, exposing my ass, his penis pressing against my wet crotch. On the bed, Vika and Slavik were already naked and fucking — he on his back, she riding him, her hips moving up and down, her breasts bouncing, her sweet moans mixing with his hoarse breathing. Pavel, pulling my sundress up and pushing aside my wet swimsuit bottoms, pressed his penis to my entrance. I felt how wet I was, my clit burning and pulsing, my lips swollen and open like a flower ready to receive him. I was aroused to the limit, my inner walls tingling, clenching and unclenching in anticipation. Pavel entered me with just the head first, and I felt it part my folds, fill me, as he thrust in and out, teasing with shallow strokes that made me arch and offer myself. My head spun with pleasure; I watched Vika and Slavik thrashing beside me, heard their moans and the wet slap of bodies, and it spurred me on. Finally Pavel entered me fully, one smooth, powerful thrust, and I felt him fill me completely, stretching and filling, hitting every sweet spot.

I felt his penis moving inside me, his shaft sliding along my wet walls, his head pressing against my cervix with each deep stroke. Unable to hold myself, I collapsed onto the bed beside the other couple — my hands tangled in the sheets, my head on the pillow, watching Vika still riding Slavik, her eyes closed, a blissful smile on her lips. Pavel moved inside me, directing his thrusts right and left, changing angle and depth, speeding up and slowing down. Sometimes he withdrew completely, leaving me empty, and I clenched, begging him to return, and then he'd bury himself to the hilt again, and I cried out something incoherent. Strangely, he was gentle and slow, unlike his usual urgency, and this deliberate, meditative motion made me feel every ridge of his penis, every vein, driving me to ecstasy. I couldn't hold back — an orgasmic scream tore from me, my belly clenching, my vaginal walls pulsing around his penis, my body convulsing as the wave of pleasure surged from head to toe. Pavel showed no sign of finishing — he kept moving inside me, feeling my contractions, his face concentrated, brows drawn. He withdrew from my wet, pulsing vagina and left me lying there, gasping for breath.

He rose, his penis still hard, glistening with my lubrication, and he reached into the pocket of his lowered shorts and pulled out the tube of strawberry gel. He pulled off his shirt, revealing his lean torso and the dark trail of hair from chest to navel, then kicked off his shorts, completely naked. His movements were deliberate, almost lazy, and the sight made heat build inside me again, even though I'd just been spent.

He approached Vika's back as she continued to ride Slavik, her hips moving fast and rhythmically, the wet slap mixing with her moans. I watched her ass bounce, her back muscles tensing with each motion, Slavik holding her waist from below, guiding her rhythm. Pavel stopped behind her, eyeing her movements with predatory interest, licking his lips. He squeezed gel onto his palm and coated his penis thoroughly, spreading it from head to base, his fingers sliding over the tight skin, lingering at the head, massaging in circles. Then he applied gel to his fingertips and dabbed it on Vika's anus — she flinched, freezing mid-motion, her breath catching. Slavik slowed beneath her, feeling her stop, and I saw him lift his head to see what was happening. Pavel took advantage of the pause — he pressed his glistening head to her anus, pushed gently, letting her adjust, then with confident, slow movement began to enter.

Vika let out a sharp, choked sound — I knew from her that she'd never done this before and had long dreamed of it, and now her dream was coming true. She bit her lip, tensed for a moment, and then I saw her face relax, and she began to move, getting used to two penises inside her. I watched two penises working in her young body like pistons in an engine — Slavik moving from below, entering her vagina, Pavel from above, entering her anus, and they synchronized their thrusts, creating a wild but coordinated rhythm. My friend, moaning loudly, began moving her round ass in time with the two instruments, and I saw her tense, the muscles of her back and butt hardening. She peaked quickly — her body shook with a long, convulsive shudder, she whimpered, vibrated with ecstasy, then went limp, collapsing onto Slavik, who kept moving inside her.

And the guys weren't done. They were still hard, pulsing, not ready to quit. Maybe the whiskey and cognac had dulled their sensitivity, or the past days' releases had helped, or their male egos demanded more — but they didn't stop. Pavel looked at me meaningfully, his eyes glinting in the dim light.

"Want some?" he asked, nodding to the available position.

"Yeah!" I nodded, my insides tightening with impatience and curiosity. I'd never done this before, and watching Vika's body convulse with two penises inside her made me eager to try.

Pavel withdrew from Vika's ass, and she sighed as he pulled out, then he lifted the limp, wet Vika off Slavik — she could barely hold herself up.

"Get on!" Pavel said, pointing to the freed penis, still hard and glistening with lube and Vika's juices.

I didn't need asking twice. I quickly shed my tangled clothes — the sundress fell with my panties — and climbed onto the man on his back. I sat on him, feeling his hot thighs against my cheeks, and guided his hard shaft into my wet opening with my own hand. His penis slid smoothly into my vagina, filling me, and I moaned at the fullness. Slavik moved slowly from below, his hands squeezing my breasts, kneading, tweaking my nipples, and I felt new arousal building inside me. At the same time, I felt the cool lube on the tip of Pavel's finger at my anus — he was behind me, applying gel to his head and my hole, then his finger entered, stretching and preparing me. I tensed, but took a deep breath and relaxed, and within moments his head began to enter my anus — slowly but steadily.

I tensed at first from the strange, dense feeling, feeling him stretch me, fill that void, but my mind and body responded with positive signals. I felt two penises — one in my vagina, one in my anus — moving inside me, sometimes in sync, sometimes alternating, touching each other through a thin wall, and it created an incredible, almost unbearable sense of density and warmth. Soon I, moaning with pleasure, was driving my own rhythm, feeling the two male penises move inside me, their heads rubbing my inner spots, my muscles clenching around them, and I felt my whole body had become one raw nerve, ready to explode. Vika was right, it was amazing!

I was already ready to come again, feeling the wave building inside me, my lower abdomen pulsing in time with their movements, but restless Pavel decided to change position. He withdrew, and I felt emptiness, then he lay on his back and pulled me onto him. Now his penis slid into my well-used vagina, and Slavik's penis, still slick, moved into my ass.

I was sandwiched between them: Pavel below, Slavik above, and I moved my hips, trying to press myself against both penises, feeling their movements grow faster and deeper. I looked up at Slavik's face — his eyes tightly closed, lips parted, large drops of sweat on his forehead running down his temples onto my chest. He breathed hard, his breath catching, and I heard him softly moaning through his teeth. Pavel held my hips, his fingers digging into my skin, helping me move, setting the rhythm, and I felt his penis press against my cervix with each thrust while Slavik continued in my anus — they created a frantic rhythm that drove me wild.

I was close to coming, my muscles clenching, everything inside boiling, my walls pulsing, but then Slavik, grunting loudly, pulled his penis from my ass, and I cried out at the sudden loss. He roughly pulled me up by the hair, forcing my head up, and shoved his twitching, tense penis into my mouth. I didn't have time to say anything before a stream of his thick, salty-sweet fluid shot into my throat — warm and abundant, and I felt it flow down my esophagus, leaving a taste of salt and sweetness. At the same moment, Pavel's penis erupted inside me — his hot, thick semen flooded my vagina with long, strong pulses, and I felt him pulsing deep inside, releasing wave after wave. I swallowed Slavik's semen and came at the same time — my own orgasm hit me so hard I lost all sense of space: I felt my body clench around Pavel's penis, my thighs trembling, my abdominal muscles contracting in sweet spasms. It felt like I, not them, was shooting streams of pleasure, my whole body one pulsing point of ecstasy, and I heard my own scream, muffled by Slavik's penis still in my mouth.

We froze for a moment, breathing hard, tangled together, slick with sweat and fluids. Then Slavik slowly withdrew his softening penis from my mouth, leaving the taste of his semen and my saliva on my lips, and I collapsed onto Pavel, burying my face in his sweaty chest, feeling the warmth still pulsing inside me, my heart slowly returning to normal.

We lay motionless for a long time, recovering. I could hear our hearts — four different rhythms, merging into one. I felt Pavel's semen leaking from my vagina down my leg, Slavik's taste still on my lips, and inside me spread a sense of complete, absolute satisfaction mixed with mild surprise at what I'd just experienced. Vika and I had gained a fascinating experience — one we couldn't have imagined when planning this trip. We'd discovered another dimension of pleasure, one without limits, where bodies merged into one and boundaries dissolved. For almost another week, Vika and I enjoyed group sex — we repeated it almost every night, switching positions, trying new combinations, discovering new sensations. Pavel and Slavik gladly opened new horizons for us, and we became a true team — no jealousy, no resentments, just pure chemistry.

"Total alcoholics, but sex gods!" Vika summed them up the next morning over breakfast, exhausted but happy, with sore muscles and sparkling eyes. She sipped her juice and added: "Egypt really grew on me. What about you, Nastya?"

I smiled, feeling a warm wave of gratitude spread through me. I looked at the sea, the sun, Pavel and Slavik listlessly poking at their plates at the next table, and said: "Egypt is the best thing that could've happened to us. I can't even imagine how we'll live without all this." We laughed, clinked our glasses, and I knew this trip would remain in my memory as the brightest, most daring, sweetest experience of my life — an experience that changed my understanding of pleasure's boundaries.

We returned to Moscow different — not externally, but internally. Our old rituals seemed too bland now: evenings in front of the TV, rare dates, casual hookups that ended at dawn and left no aftertaste. We suddenly realized we wanted more — not just sex, but that special tension when mutual consent hangs in the air and no one plays hard to get. We started going out together on Fridays: picking trendy spots on Patriarch's Ponds or in the center, drinking cocktails, catching glances, then whispering to each other, evaluating candidates like wine tasting. We no longer rushed, didn't grab the first guy we saw — we learned to wait, to listen to ourselves and each other. And if we both nodded — the evening promised to be memorable. Group sex was no longer exotic; it became our shared space where we could be ourselves without masks or justifications. We found men who weren't afraid of our initiative, who didn't ask unnecessary questions and didn't expect promises. It was an honest exchange of energy, no claims on feelings, no morning "we need to talk." We simply took what we wanted and parted until next Friday. Sometimes, lying next to Vika after a particularly wild night, I'd stare at the ceiling and think about how we'd changed. We hadn't become cynical or heartless — we'd just learned to take what was ours, without looking back at others' opinions. Egypt became the first push that moved us from our spot, but true freedom began here, in Moscow, when we realized our life is our choice. And we made it with pleasure.
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