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Chapter 1. The Second Phone — The Key to the Cage
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Maria. Senior year. Saint Petersburg, Lakhta Center, thirty-third floor. Beautiful, expensive, empty.

Dad lives on Krestovsky Island. Huge house, fancy cars, security. Partner problems — the usual. He's a total paranoid.

A year ago he said: "Either you live with me and spend four hours a day commuting, or you take the Lakhta place — one driver, right next to your school."

I chose Lakhta. I thought: freedom, bliss. LOL, yeah right.

The apartment is fire. Designer renovation, smart home, floor-to-ceiling windows — the whole city in the palm of your hand. A bathtub you could actually drown in, a shower that fits five people, and a bed like a football field, only softer.

Dad installed geolocation on my phone. I can't turn it off. And I don't even want to. I just live with it.

I used to visit him on weekends. The car, Andrey, Petersburg. Two hours there, two hours back. My home, my things. I put up with it.

Six months ago, Zhanna appeared.

Zhanna. Twenty-five. Model looks, duck-lips pout, boobs that make Dad lose his mind. She's a little dim, but that doesn't matter. She came to conquer Petersburg — and she did.

I tried to be normal. It's not Dad's fault Mom ran off with an Italian. He deserves to be happy. I'm not angry.

But Zhanna... I walked in on her in the living room. She didn't even glance at me. Sat there on her phone, drinking coffee from my mug, acting like I didn't exist. No "hi," no "how are you." Nothing.

Dad came out, pecked me on the cheek: "Studying, huh?" And she had that stone face all evening. I honestly felt like I was in the way.

The next weekend, Dad suggested: "Maybe you'd rather stay at Lakhta?"

Golden cage. At least it's close to school.

I haven't been to Krestovsky since. Dad calls: "How are things?" Me: "Fine." Him: "Good girl." And that's it.

Weekdays are still okay. School, friends, gossip between classes, boys, analyzing everything. I laugh along with everyone, scroll through stories, nod when they invite me out after class. I say: "Can't," "Busy," "Next time." They've stopped asking. They think I'm blowing them off. But I just can't.

After school — the black Mercedes. Andrey opens the door, I climb into the back seat, and we drive home.

Andrey is a whole other story. Dad hired him a year ago. The only guy who's within three feet of me, and he doesn't speak. He only looks in the rearview mirror.

He's handsome. Around forty, broad shoulders, short hair, always in black. Smells good. When I get in wearing a skirt — his shoulders tense up. He sees me. But he stays quiet.

We hardly ever talk. Sometimes I ask him to stop at a coffee shop — he waits. Sometimes I linger in a store — he waits. He's always waiting.

Evenings are homework, my feed, other people's lives. Friends send photos, videos, voice messages of them laughing. I hit like. I'm not part of it, but I see life going on.

Then comes the weekend.

Friday school ends — and the vacuum. Friends scatter. Their stories: lights, places, faces. And I stay behind.

I wake up at one in the afternoon. Coffee on the windowsill. Petersburg lives its own life: the Neva, the drawbridges, people hurrying, meeting, kissing, arguing. And I'm in a glass box, watching like it's TV.

Sometimes I open the geolocation app. Dad thinks I don't know. But I do. And I see Andrey. His dot is always nearby on weekdays. On weekends — it lives its own life. Somewhere in Primorsky District, near Finland Station, outside the city.

I stare at that green dot and wonder: what is he doing? A girlfriend? Friends? Or is he alone too?

I hate myself for these thoughts. But I can't stop.

Saturdays are the worst. I sit by the window, coffee trembling in my hands. Petersburg gets ready for the night. Lights come on. People live. And I'm in my golden cage, pressing my forehead to the glass. The weight inside.

Andrey's dot is far away. He has a right to live. And I'm here, watching.

I'm nineteen. A virgin. Not out of principle, but because the only guy who's ever near me is the one who only sees me in the rearview mirror. He leaves in the evening, comes back in the morning. He never comes up without my permission.

I open the app to occupy my mind. His dot is still far away. A tiny green circle on the thirty-third floor. To him, I'm just a job, an object, his boss's daughter who needs to be driven from point A to point B.

Somewhere on Krestovsky, Zhanna is drinking from my mug. In my house. Smiling, not thinking about me. Dad is too busy to remember he has a daughter.

Petersburg is blazing with lights. And I'm here, in my golden cage, watching a green dot, dreaming that one day it will come closer.

At school, I try not to talk about my imprisonment. Like, I'm just Dad's daughter, living at Lakhta, school, whatever. Only Alla knows the truth.

Alla — my best friend since ninth grade. She's also from Krestovsky, but her situation is different. Her dad is strict, but not that strict. She lives alone, in an apartment at Krasnye Vorota. Total freedom.

That's probably why she goes all out: parties, boys, nightclubs, friends' country houses. Every day I stalk her Facebook and TikTok, liking photos, watching stories, dying of envy. She's there, against the lights, with a glass, wrapped around cute guys. Living.

We're sitting in the cafeteria. I'm whining again about my weekends in four walls. She listens, nods, and then drops it:

"Listen, just buy a second phone. That's a genius move."

I didn't get it at first.

"No, seriously," she says. "Buy a normal phone, a different SIM. Leave the old one at home — it pings your location at the apartment. Then you take the new one and go wherever you want. Dad and the guard think you're home, and you're, like, at my party. It's sketchy, but it works."

I gasped. That simple? How did I not think of it myself?

"But how do I buy it?" I ask. "I have Dad's card — he'll see the charge. Total cringe."

"Dummy," Alla laughed. "Bring cash. I'll go buy you a decent device, a new iPhone, whatever you want. Easy peasy."

I hadn't even thought about cash. I have tons of it. I pay with Dad's card everywhere — at school, online, in stores. But Grandma gives me envelopes of cash every birthday and New Year's. "For personal expenses, sweetie." I just stack them in a drawer, nothing to spend them on. There's a decent pile now — probably at least half a million rubles. Definitely enough for an iPhone, and then some.

"Okay," I say. "I'll bring it tomorrow."

A couple days later, I showed up with an envelope. Handed Alla a wad of bills. The next day, she brought a box — a brand-new iPhone, the latest model, top of the line. SIM already inside.

"Here," Alla said. "Registered it under some random woman's name, no strings attached. You're almost free now."

I almost cried from happiness. Hugged her:

"You're the best. I owe you forever!"

She laughed:

"We'll settle up later."

At home, I locked myself in my room and just sat staring at the box for half an hour. My heart was pounding. I unboxed it, turned it on, scrolled through the settings, set up a new Telegram account. No geolocation apps. A clean slate.

The first number I saved was Alla's.

I texted: "It's me. It worked. You're awesome."

She replied within a minute with a flood of teasing and texts. The second number — the guard Andrey, just in case. A few contacts from the old phone.

That evening, for the first time in a long time, I fell asleep with a smile. I had a secret. A chance. A tiny door to the outside.

I looked at the new iPhone and figured out what it entitled me to. I could text anyone. I could leave the apartment, leaving the old phone on the nightstand. The geolocation would show me at home.

That thought gave me goosebumps.

I opened the geolocation app on the old phone. My dot was glowing right at Lakhta. All clear. Andrey would see me where I wasn't.

I pictured his face if he ever found out. But he won't. No one will.

The new phone under my pillow. I stroked it through the fabric and smiled.

Now I have a way out. I just have to work up the nerve to use it.

Friday morning. Alla comes up to me at school with a face like she just won a million:

"So," — whisper: — "tonight there's a party on Rubinshteina. The club 'I Can't Believe My Eyes,' heard of it? It's the hottest spot right now. Private party, no old rich guys, no random crowd. You in?"

My heart skipped a beat. Rubinshteina, that club — I'd only seen it on Insta. A place you can't just get into, even with money. You have to be in the know.

"What if something goes wrong?" I ask.

"Nothing will," Alla cut in. "You're with me, I'm responsible. The main thing — leave the old phone at home so it pings you at Lakhta. Take the new one and leave. It's all planned."

I nodded, though I was shaking inside.

I spent the rest of the day on edge. In the last period, I couldn't focus on anything — the literature teacher asked something, and I just mumbled.

At home, Andrey opened the door, I got out of the car, said "bye," and bolted for the elevator, terrified he'd read it in my eyes.

Inside, I exhaled, leaned my back against the door, stood there for a couple of minutes to let my heart settle.

Getting ready. I opened the closet and froze. What do people wear to these places? On Insta everyone looks so effortless, but my brain just shut down.

I finally settled on: a black skirt above the knee, a fitted tank top with thin straps and a deep cut-out back, fishnet tights, strappy heels, a little black clutch. Hair down, ends slightly curled, natural makeup.

Before leaving, I looked in the mirror. An unfamiliar girl stared back. A small revolution: I looked different, confident, grown-up.

The old phone on the charger. The geolocation was on. The new phone in my clutch, cash, keys. Threw on my coat and left.

Elevator. Heart in my throat. Thirty-three floors — an eternity. Outside, the freezing air smelled of the Neva and snow. The car was waiting. The driver nodded. Off we go.

I watched through the window — the lights, the drawbridges, the people — and couldn't believe I wasn't going home, but to Rubinshteina, to a club with real people.

At the spot — a crowd, cool kids, latest-model iPhones, security. Alla steps out, looking fire: a short platinum pixie cut, a sparkly dress, heels, makeup, chains.

"Holy shit!" I breathed out.

"You're my little secret star," Alla pecked me on the cheek. "Let's go, it's already heating up in there."

Inside the club — a two-level space. The lower floor: dance floor, music, bar. The second floor: dim lighting, couches, candles, people chatting.

The music hits my chest, light beams slice through the darkness, faces flicker with reflections. I realize: the world beyond Lakhta is completely different — loud, bright, dangerous, and magnetic.

Alla leads me to the crew: Vladimir, Sasha, Yura, Yana, Marina, Yulia. Introductions, smiles, glasses.

"To new friends," Vladimir said, pouring me champagne.

We laughed, chatted, laughed at stories — Yulia, Marina, and Yana wove into the conversation, Sasha joked, Yura quietly interjected. I caught every word, every move, trying to memorize all the faces and details.

A small hookah was passed to me. I tried it, Alla whispered: "Legal, all good."

I relaxed. The music got even better, the lights more beautiful, the people more familiar. Every sound, every smell, every sparkle of reflected light filled me with a feeling of freedom.

Alla pulled away and whispered: "We're bouncing to another spot. It's hot. If you're not ready — you can stay."

I blinked. I don't care. I'm here. Free.

"I'm in," I blurted out.

Alla smiled, grabbed my arm: "Stick with me, don't get lost."

We went downstairs, through the main hall. A taxi. The night lights of Petersburg. Head light, body warm. Freedom. And I'm ready for anything.

The ride wasn't long. About fifteen minutes later, we stopped in front of an old mansion not far from Sennaya Square. I'd always noticed these buildings when passing by — beautiful, with columns and stucco, straight out of pre-revolutionary Petersburg. Antique lanterns glowed on the facade, and above the entrance hung a modest sign: "Hotel Golitsyn."

We got out of the taxi and waited for the second car to pull up. The lobby smelled of wood and wax. Real old-world charm: parquet flooring, heavy drapes, a chandelier overhead. Vladimir walked up to the reception desk, exchanged a few words with the clerk, who immediately smiled and handed over a key. No one even asked for IDs. Regulars, apparently.

The room was on the second floor. Vladimir opened the door, and I gasped. It wasn't just a room — it was a real suite: high ceilings with molding, walls paneled in dark wood, huge floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the lights of Sennaya and the bell tower of the Savior on Spilled Blood in the distance. In the center stood a massive canopy bed. By the window — a large table with soft chairs around it. Across from the bed — a giant flatscreen. Along the walls — leather sofas, in the corner — a bar counter and a kitchen with a fridge and other equipment, the minibar packed with bottles.

"Wow," I said.

Alla smiled: "Like it? It's Vladimir's favorite spot."

Vladimir put on some music through YouTube — chill, not too loud. Sasha and Yura raided the minibar, setting out whiskey, champagne, Coke, ice on the table. The girls settled on the sofas and chairs. I sat next to Alla, feeling a little out of my element, but gradually getting used to it.

We chatted, laughed, opened bottles, poured drinks. I took a Coke with ice.

And then I noticed something strange. First, Yana got up and disappeared into the bathroom. She came back about ten minutes later, her hair slightly damp. Then Marina went off somewhere too — I figured the toilet, but she also took a while. Then Yura vanished for a couple of minutes. Then Sasha. Then Yulia.

Everyone took turns stepping out and coming back seemingly "refreshed": fresher faces, slightly wet hair. I figured maybe they were just washing up — but it struck me as odd that it happened to every single person.

Alla also went to the shower — came back smelling of shower gel, hair damp, even prettier.

"You don't want to?" she asked, sitting down next to me.

"Why?" I wondered.

"Your call," she shrugged.

I decided not to overthink it. It felt nice, warm, cozy. The music played, we laughed, chatted. Sasha told stories about Thailand, Yulia laughed, Yana and Marina discussed mutual acquaintances, Yura quietly drank whiskey, occasionally chiming in with short phrases. Vladimir sat in his armchair like the king of the world, watching with a slight smirk.

For the first time in a long time, I felt like I belonged. I was just Maria, nineteen, hanging out with friends, not "Daddy's little girl."

I glanced at my phone — no messages. The old phone was still charging at Lakhta. I smiled and put it away.

"All good?" Alla asked, clinking her champagne glass with mine.

"Couldn't be better," I answered honestly.

A few more minutes passed. We sat, chatted, laughed, the music playing in the background. Everything was warm, cozy, bright, pleasant.

And then Vladimir pulled a small box of white pills from the inside pocket of his jacket. At first I thought it was a cigarette case. But he opened it, and I saw neat rows of white tablets.

Everyone went quiet. Vladimir handed the box to Yana — she took a pill, washed it down with champagne. Then Marina. Sasha. Yura — two pills. Yulia took one with a smile and winked at me.

The box was in front of me. I froze. Alla leaned in and said quietly:

"Don't be scared. It's just chemistry. The lightest and cleanest stuff — Vladimir only gets it for his inner circle. Relaxes you, gives you a high, no withdrawal."

I tensed up inside. Drugs? I'd never tried any. But Yana, Marina, Sasha, Yura, Yulia, Alla — they all seemed normal, natural.

"You sure?" I whispered.

"A hundred percent," Alla replied. "I'm with you. If anything — I'm right here."

I looked at Vladimir. He just smiled slightly, no pressure. I thought about the apartment, Dad, the old phone, Andrey — and realized: I'm already here.

I reached out and took a pill. Swallowed it. Alla gave me an encouraging nod. We kept chatting.

At first, nothing happened. For about five minutes, I just stared at the chandelier, then at Yana. Her face, her lips, her eyes — everything looked extraordinarily alive. The music started to envelop me, my body swaying on its own.

I watched everyone: Sasha — pleasant voice, expressive gestures; Yulia — a genuine smile, I wanted to sit closer; Yana — bright, vivid. I even ran my hand over Yulia's skin — she didn't pull away.

And then Sasha unexpectedly kissed Yana. Long, deep. Yana wrapped her arms around his neck, pressed closer. I watched, unable to look away.

Marina was sitting next to them. I thought she'd turn away or laugh, but no. She moved closer to Sasha from the other side and put her hand on his back, then his chest. He, without breaking the kiss with Yana, reached for Marina and pulled her toward him by the back of the head. And they started kissing in a threesome — Sasha with Yana, Sasha with Marina, alternating, and then Yana and Marina also reached for each other.

Everything inside me froze. I'd never seen anything like it. Only in porn, when I'd stumble across it on some sites. But live, right next to me...

Sasha had already pulled off Yana's top, exposing her breasts. She didn't cover up — on the contrary, she arched her back for him to kiss her there. Marina unbuttoned his jeans, button by button, slowly, smiling. Yana stroked Marina's hair while she fiddled with his belt.

I looked to the other end of the room.

Yulia, who'd been sitting next to me just a moment ago, had moved over to Vladimir. She was sitting on his lap, arms wrapped around his neck, and they were kissing — slow, deep, wet. His hands were on her waist, under her top, and I could see them moving, stroking her skin. Yulia pulled away from his lips, threw her head back, and he started kissing her neck, working lower, to her collarbones, to her chest. She bit her lip and closed her eyes.

And then I looked the other way and saw Alla.

She was sitting on the sofa next to Yura. That serious jock with the square jaw, who'd been quiet all night and seemed so unapproachable, suddenly moved in close to her. He whispered something in her ear, and Alla smiled that sly smile of hers. And then he cupped her face in his big hands and kissed her.

Gently, carefully, as if afraid to crush her. Alla wrapped her arms around his neck, ran her fingers through his short hair. They kissed for a long time without breaking apart, and watching them, I felt something warm inside. My best friend. With this big guy who turned out to be not scary at all.

Yura wrapped one arm around her waist, pulling her closer, and stroked her short platinum hair with the other. Alla whispered something, he smiled — for the first time all night, so openly — and kissed her again.

I swept my gaze from one couple to another, not knowing where to look.

Sasha had already completely undressed Yana — she was lying on the sofa naked, only in stockings. Her body was long and lean, with prominent collarbones and a flat stomach. Her breasts were small, neat, with dark nipples that had hardened. Black stockings with lace bands at mid-thigh hugged her long legs, and it looked beautiful — bare skin and lace.

Sasha hovered over her, kissing her stomach, moving lower. He was shirtless too — lean, wiry, with visible ribs and narrow hips. Muscles played across his back as he moved. His jeans were down, the waistband of his boxers showing.

He pushed her legs apart with his knee, and she obediently spread them wider, the stockings rustling against the sofa. He kissed the inside of her thigh, slowly, unhurriedly, while she arched up toward him. Marina nestled beside them, stroking Yana's breasts, squeezing her nipples with her fingers, then leaning in to kiss her on the lips — long, with tongue.

Yana writhed, moaning, clutching Marina's hair. Her hips moved on their own, the stockings gleaming in the lamplight. Marina broke away from her lips and went lower, kissing her neck, her chest, while Sasha was already kissing Yana between her legs — I could see his head moving, the way Yana bit her lip and closed her eyes.

Marina undressed too — her top on the floor, skirt pushed down. Her body was fuller than Yana's, with rounded hips and larger, softer-looking breasts. She settled beside them, touching herself, watching Sasha pleasure Yana. Then she reached for him, running her hand down his back, his lower back, slipping her fingers under the waistband of his boxers.

Sasha pulled away from Yana for a second, turned to Marina, and kissed her hungrily, with tongue, while his hand kept stroking Yana between her legs. Yana moaned louder, grinding against his palm, stockings slipping across the sofa.

Then Sasha flipped Yana onto her stomach, lifted her hips, and she knelt, face buried in a pillow. The stockings stretched over her buttocks, the lace bands contrasting with her bare skin.

I watched as he positioned himself behind her and saw his cock for the first time. It was hard, pointing upward, the tip glistening in the half-darkness. When he pressed it against Yana between her legs, I saw the head part her labia — wet, glossy, swollen.

He entered her slowly, Yana exhaled a moan and dug her fingers into the pillow. I saw the muscles in his buttocks tense as he slid all the way in, his balls pressing against her from behind.

He paused for a second, then began to move. His cock slid almost all the way out, wet and gleaming, then pushed back in deep. I could see it sliding inside her, her flesh gripping him with each thrust. Beads of sweat ran down his lower back.

Marina knelt beside them, touching herself, watching. Then she moved closer, her hand traveling over Sasha's back, his buttocks, as he moved inside Yana. I saw her fingers slip between them, touch his cock where it entered Yana, spreading the moisture with her fingers.

Sasha sped up, his cock flashing in the lamplight — wet, hard, veins bulging. Yana moaned louder, her buttocks jerking with each thrust. Marina touched herself faster, watching.

I watched his cock slide in and out of her, the moisture glistening on it, the way the muscles in his stomach tensed with each movement. It was mesmerizing — watching it live, seeing every detail, every gleam, every motion. Marina was still kneeling beside them, touching herself. He reached for her, pulled her by the neck, and kissed her without stopping.

Yana moaned into the pillow, her breasts swaying in rhythm, stockings shining. Marina kissed Sasha while stroking Yana's back, her buttocks, slipping her fingers where they joined.

I couldn't look away. Three bodies intertwined, moving in one rhythm. Lean Sasha with muscles standing out on his back, long Yana in lace-topped stockings, soft Marina with her rounded hips.

It was beautiful. Genuinely beautiful. Like some expensive erotic film, shot tastefully, without crudeness.

I caught my breath and looked the other way.

Vladimir had pulled off Yulia's top, and her large breasts spilled out. He cupped them, lowered his mouth to them, and Yulia moaned loudly, throwing her head back. She unbuckled his belt herself, pushed down his jeans.

On the other sofa, Alla and Yura were no longer just kissing. Yura pulled off her silver dress — it fell to the floor, and Alla was left in just her underwear — black lace, very beautiful. He looked at her as if he'd seen something incredible. Ran his hand down her back, her shoulders, lower, squeezed her buttock. Alla arched into him, pressing close, and reached for his belt herself.

The music played softly, but now other sounds joined it — wet kisses, sighs, moans, the rustle of skin against leather. The room smelled of sweat, perfume, and something else, sweetish.

Like a movie. Like the other side of the screen. I was here, but not with them. Just an observer. Just a girl on a sofa watching a porno in real life.

I'd never been with a man. Nineteen, still a virgin. Not because I was prudish or principled. It just happened that way.

I started masturbating around sixteen, like everyone, I guess. First by accident, then on purpose. In my room on Krestovsky, at night when everyone was asleep. Then at Lakhta — no one bothered me here. I knew my body inside and out, knew where and how to touch to make it feel good. Sometimes I watch porn, sometimes I just fantasize. But it's always just me.

At seventeen, I had a boyfriend. Kolya, from the parallel class. Tall, cute, kind eyes. We dated for almost a year. It started with kisses after school, then he'd walk me to the car, and we'd hide around the corner.

Then came French kissing, his hands under my shirt. We explored abandoned buildings, made out in doorways, once even in a movie theater in the back row. I remember his fingers the first time they went inside my panties, how I froze and started breathing fast. He touched me there, and I was afraid to breathe. It felt good, but scary.

We did heavy petting — he touched me, I touched him. I remember his cock in my hand — hard, hot, how it twitched when I ran my fingers over the head. We brought each other to orgasm with our hands.

We never went further. I wanted to, I really did. We even talked about it, planned for the right moment. But that was when Dad's partner problems started. He called me in and said I was now under stricter supervision. Andrey started escorting me everywhere, even to and from school — minute by minute. I told Kolya things were complicated, that he'd have to wait.

He waited two months. Then found someone else. I don't blame him — how long could he wait? We parted on good terms, he even texted later: "If you ever need me, I'm here." But I knew he wasn't. That I was alone again.

A year had passed since then. A year locked up. A year without touch. Just my fingers, just my pillow, just fantasies.

And now I was sitting on a sofa, watching other people have sex. Live. Two meters away.

I watched Sasha moving inside Yana, his cock wet and hard, sliding in and out. Watched Marina touching herself, her fingers between her legs. Watched Yulia on Vladimir, riding him with her head thrown back. Watched Alla with Yura — my best friend moaning under this big guy, feeling good.

And I felt only one thing — a strange, warm calm. No envy, no resentment. Just observation. Like watching a film about people living another life. A beautiful film, erotic, but not about me.

Because I was on the other side of the screen.

I ran my hand over my leg, over the fishnets, over bare skin higher up. My body responded — pleasant, warm. But I didn't want to join them. Didn't want to participate. Just sitting and watching was enough.

The music played. People moved. I sat on the sofa with my legs tucked under me, thinking that for the first time in a long time, I didn't have to do anything. Didn't have to smile, didn't have to talk, didn't have to perform. Just sit and watch.

Like in a movie. The other side of the screen.

I turned my gaze back to Yulia and Vladimir and got lost in watching.

Yulia was on top of him, facing him, moving — first slow, then faster. She was slim, with heavy breasts — at least a C cup, soft and full, bouncing with each motion, dark nipples hard and prominent. Her skin was pale, smooth, glistening with sweat in the lamplight. A thin waist, rounded hips, long legs wrapped around Vladimir. Her head was thrown back, blonde hair flying over her shoulders, down her back. Her mouth was open in a silent cry, eyes closed, beads of sweat on her forehead. Each thrust made her breasts quiver, and it was hypnotic — the way they swayed, the way her nipples traced circles in the air.

But I was watching something else too. When Yulia rose up, Vladimir's cock slid out almost completely — long, with a slight upward curve, dark, bulging veins wrapping around the shaft. The head was large, glistening with moisture, dark pink. When she lowered herself, it disappeared inside her completely, and all I could see was her thighs squeezing around him, the muscles in her buttocks flexing with each movement.

Vladimir sat back in the armchair, sprawled, looking up at her with that slight smirk. He was older than all of them, around thirty, with a distinguished face and dark hair swept back. His body was fit but not bulky — broad chest with a trail of dark hair down to his stomach, a flat stomach hinting at abs, strong hands gripping her waist. His skin had a light tan, and on his shoulder was a tattoo — some ornate script.

He gripped her hips, guiding her rhythm, and I could see his fingers digging into her skin, leaving red marks. Sometimes he thrust up to meet her, going deeper, and Yulia would cry out. His cock glistened with her moisture mixed with his own lubricant, and when he pulled out almost to the head, I could see thin strings trailing after him.

Yulia leaned down to him, and he caught her breast in his mouth, sucking while still moving his hips from below. She moaned louder, clutching his hair, pressing his face to her. Her back arched, her buttocks clenching and releasing with each movement, sweat beading on them, glistening in the half-light. And Vladimir's cock kept moving inside her, wet, hard, veins pulsing.

I forced my gaze away and looked at Alla and Yura.

Alla was on her knees on the sofa, braced on her hands, Yura behind her. Her back was straight, long, with visible vertebrae, her skin smooth and glistening with sweat in the half-light. Her short platinum pixie was disheveled — strands sticking out, plastered to her damp forehead, she shook her head, tossing them back. A thin waist curving into rounded buttocks, hugged by black lace stockings to mid-thigh — the contrast between bare skin and lace was mesmerizing. Long, slender legs, defined calves, toes pressing into the sofa.

She had an air of breeding, feline grace, elongated proportions. Model physique: narrow hips, flat stomach, but you couldn't see it now, just the curve of her back and the buttocks pushing back toward Yura.

Yura loomed behind her, holding her hips. He was a real gym rat — broad shoulders, massive chest, visible abs, defined arms with prominent veins. Tanned skin, sparse dark hair on his chest, square jaw, heavy chin. But the most impressive thing was between his legs.

Yura's cock was thick. Very thick. Bulging blue veins wrapped around the shaft, a large head, dark burgundy, swollen. He pressed it against Alla from behind, and I saw the head part her labia — wet, swollen, glistening. She exhaled and pushed back, taking him in.

He entered slowly, and I could see her body struggling to take him — muscles tensing, gripping around the thick shaft. His cock disappeared into her gradually, until his balls pressed against her perineum. Alla cried out and dropped her forehead to the sofa, arching her back even more.

He started moving — slow, deep, barely pulling out, just rocking his hips. Alla moaned into the pillow, muffled, but the sounds still broke through — low, husky, incredibly sexy.

Her buttocks jolted with each of his movements, stockings gleaming in the light, fingers clawing into the sofa. Yura leaned over, ran his hand up her back, squeezed her shoulder, then slipped his fingers into her short hair, pulling her head back. She arched harder, moaned louder, and I saw her face in profile — eyes closed, mouth open, lips glistening with saliva.

I shifted my gaze to Sasha.

He was already inside Marina. She lay on her back, legs spread, him hovering over her, thrusting in and out in steady strokes. Marina moaned, head back, her breasts — fuller than Yana's, soft — swaying with each motion. She wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper, and he pushed in harder, making her cry out.

Yana sat beside them, stroking Marina's breasts, kissing her on the lips while Sasha moved inside her. Then she shifted behind them, lowered herself, and started kissing his cock where it entered Marina, licking the head with each withdrawal. Sasha groaned and sped up.

My breathing quickened. I ran my hand over my leg, over the fishnets, higher — my panties were soaked through. I pressed my fingers through the fabric, and a shudder ran through my body.

My hand slipped lower on its own. I pushed my panties aside, slid my fingers inside — hot, wet, my fingers slid in easily, all the way. I let out a quiet breath, biting my lip, and started moving my hand slowly, watching Alla and Yura. My thumb pressed against my clit — hard, swollen, sensitive to the point of pain. Breathing became harder, warmth building inside, the pit of my stomach tightening in anticipation.

I looked back at Vladimir and Yulia.

She was on top of him and suddenly froze, arching, head thrown back — I knew she was coming. Her body trembled with small spasms, her breasts bouncing, her mouth open in a silent scream. Vladimir watched her with that slight smirk, but he didn't come — I could see his cock was still hard, standing upright, wet and tense.

Yulia went limp on him, breathing heavily. He stroked her back, whispered something in her ear, she nodded and climbed off him, collapsing onto the sofa beside him, eyes closed.

Vladimir stood up.

I watched him rise from the armchair — his cock swaying with each movement, hard, long, the swollen head glistening with lube. He walked unhurriedly across the room, picked up a water bottle from the minibar, took a sip. And then he turned and looked straight at me.

I froze.

He looked for several seconds, not averting his gaze, with that same slight smirk. Then he set down the bottle and walked toward me.

My mind raced: "What is he doing? Why?" But my body reacted faster than my brain. When he reached me and stopped right in front of the sofa, looming over me, I reached for him without thinking.

My hand went to his thigh, slid higher, and my fingers closed around his cock. It was hot, hard, wet, and so alive — veins pulsing under my fingers, the head pressing into my palm. I squeezed, and it twitched in response.

Vladimir smirked and ran his hand through my hair, tucking a strand behind my ear.

"You want it?" he asked quietly.

I looked up at him and nodded.

He didn't waste time. At all. He was clearly very aroused — his cock standing hard, tense, the head glistening. Vladimir grabbed me by the shoulders and just threw me onto my back on the sofa, no ceremony. I barely had time to gasp before I was lying there, and he was looming over me.

He shoved my skirt up to my waist, yanked my tights down — the fishnet tore, splitting under his fingers. He didn't even take them off, just ripped them, pulling them and my panties down to one knee. I didn't have time to say anything, didn't have time to think. He pushed my legs apart with his knee and entered.

Hard. Fast. Deep.

I cried out — not from passion, from pain. That sharp, burning feeling inside, like I was being torn apart. Like a red-hot metal rod was being shoved into me. I dug my nails into his shoulders, tried to push him off, but he was already moving, fast, rough, not stopping. His cock sliding back and forth, each thrust igniting fire in my lower belly.

"It hurts," I breathed, but he didn't even slow down.

Everything was burning inside. Like a match burning — that same sharp, searing flame, only not on the outside, but deep inside me. I bit my lip, tears welling in my eyes. But he kept pounding, breathing hard, gripping my thighs. I felt his cock slide, already wet, but the burning didn't stop. Each thrust was a new flash of fire. I thought I was going to die, that it would never end.

And then, through the pain, something else began to break through. That arousal that had been building all evening while I watched them, touched myself — it hadn't gone anywhere. It mixed with the burning, with that fire, and when he thrust deep again, I felt everything inside me clench. The pain didn't disappear, but something else joined it — warm, thick, building.

I moaned — no longer from pain.

Vladimir came fast. I felt his cock twitch inside me, a hot stream flooding me, and it was strange — first pain, then suddenly pleasurable, warmth spreading through my lower belly. And at that same moment, I came too, sharp and bright, clenching around him. My vision went dark, my body arched, and I screamed, clutching his back.

He pulled out, breathing heavily, and then he saw the blood. It was on his cock, on my thighs, on the sofa — bright red against the dark upholstery.

He froze, looked at me in surprise.

"Girl?" he asked. "Why didn't you warn me?"

I lay there, breathing hard, still feeling the pulse inside me. The pain was fading, but it stung, like a deep scratch. The fire was gone, leaving only warmth and a strange sense of fullness.

I closed my eyes and sank back into the sofa. Down there, it was still throbbing, but pleasantly now. The pain was almost gone, leaving only sweet lethargy and the feeling that I had done something important. Something that had changed me.

And then everything started to blur.

I don't know from what exactly. From the alcohol, the pill, everything at once — from the emotions, the pain, the orgasm, from finally not being a girl anymore. My head buzzed, thoughts became thick, sluggish. I suddenly realized I was lying there looking at the ceiling, at the stucco molding swimming before my eyes. I was here, in this room, on this sofa, but at the same time, not really. Like everything was happening to someone else. Like a dream where you know you're asleep but can't wake up.

I heard voices, but from far away. Someone came up to me. Yura. His cock was standing — I saw it out of the corner of my eye, thick, hard, the swollen head still wet from Alla. He asked Vladimir something, I didn't catch the words. Vladimir answered: "She was a virgin, it turns out. Better not do her pussy again, just do her ass." And handed him some tube.

I lay there and stared at the ceiling. I didn't care. Everything happening was somewhere far away, not with me. I felt Yura sit down beside me, felt him spread my legs. I was still on my back, arms out, skirt bunched around my waist, panties dangling on one leg. He lifted my legs, bent them at the knees, and spread them wide, exposing me completely. Then he rolled me onto my side, tucked a pillow under my hip for leverage.

I didn't move. Just let them do whatever they wanted.

He squeezed the tube, and I felt something cold and slick on my anus. The gel ran down, over my perineum, mixing with my blood and Vladimir's semen still leaking out of me. Then his fingers — thick, rough — pressed against my anus, spreading the ring of muscle. I felt them push inside — first one, then two. He worked them around, stretching, spreading the gel. A strange feeling — pressure, fullness, but not painful. Just there.

He pulled his fingers out, and I felt something else in their place — thick, hard, hot. The head of his cock pressed against my anus, pushed, and he started to enter. Slowly but insistently. The ring of muscle stretched to take him, and when the head slipped inside, I felt a sharp fullness — like I was being stretched from the inside, not painfully, but just very intensely, to the limit.

He pushed in almost all the way, deep. I lay on my side, the pillow under my hip, and felt his cock fill me completely. It was thick — much thicker than what could possibly fit in there. It felt like I was about to burst.

He started moving. Slow, then faster. His cock slid back and forth, and I felt every millimeter — the veins rubbing against my walls, the head pushing deep inside. The pressure built, but there were no emotions. I stared at the ceiling, at the swimming stucco, and just felt physically that I was being fucked in the ass.

Yura breathed hard, gripping my hips, pushing deeper. Sweat from his forehead dripped onto my back. I felt his balls slap against my perineum with each thrust. His cock pulsed inside, growing even thicker, the pressure intensifying.

Then he froze, pushed all the way in, and I felt something hot flood me inside. A lot, a whole stream. Semen filling me from the inside — hot, thick, spreading deep. He came for a long time, in pulses, and with each one, it got hotter and fuller inside.

He pulled out, and I felt the semen start to leak out. Warm, thick fluid trickled over my perineum, mixing with blood and gel, dripping onto the sofa, onto my thighs. I lay there and felt it flow out — slow, viscous, leaving wet trails on my skin.

I was still lying there when Sasha came over. He took me by the chin, turned my face toward him. I looked at him — handsome face, pleasant, smiling. He said something, I didn't hear. Then he settled beside me, lifted my head, tucked a pillow under it. I was half-reclining, head tilted back slightly, mouth partly open.

He took his cock in his hand — hard, wet, the head glistening — and pressed it to my lips. I didn't close my eyes, didn't look away. I just opened my mouth wider when he pushed. The head slid in, then the whole cock. I felt it in my mouth — warm, pulsing, slick. He moved, in and out, thrusting into my mouth, sometimes hitting the back of my throat.

I lay still, letting him fuck my mouth. Saliva ran down my chin, mixing with the fluids still leaking from me below. Then he froze, and I felt his cock twitch, a stream hitting the back of my throat. He came in my mouth — a lot, in pulses. Semen filled my mouth, spreading over my tongue, my palate, running down my throat.

I didn't swallow. Just held it in my mouth until he pulled out. Then some of it leaked out over my chin, down my neck, onto my dress, mixing with saliva. I didn't wipe it away. Just lay there staring at the ceiling, feeling fluid run down my face, feeling it still leaking out from below, soaking the sofa.

I felt nothing. No taste, no heat, no humiliation, no joy. Nothing.

Like I wasn't there.

Like I was a doll.

Like in a movie.

But now I was back on the other side of the screen. Only there was no screen anymore.
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Chapter 2. My Initiation
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A couple of days later, everything had healed.

Strange, right? On Sunday I could barely walk, it stung so badly that even sitting hurt. But by Wednesday, I was checking myself with my fingers in the shower — and nothing. No pain, no burning. Just memories that flared up every time I closed my eyes.

Especially at night.

I'd lie in the dark, in my huge bed at Lakhta, replaying the footage of that night. How Vladimir entered me — sharp, deep, and how it burned inside. How Yura from behind — the stretching, the feeling of being impaled. How Sasha came in my mouth, the warm stream flooding my throat.

My hand would slide down, under the covers. My fingers found my clit — hard, swollen, ready. I touched myself slowly, imagining it wasn't my fingers but Vladimir's cock — long, curved, pulsing. Or Yura's thick, veiny cock that stretched everything inside me to the limit.

I came fast, my body arching, fingers clenching inside myself, while those images still played before my eyes — Yana in stockings, Marina touching herself, Alla under Yura with her head thrown back.

And right after — a drop into dreamless sleep.

In the morning I'd wake up lightheaded, with a strange feeling that I'd done something important. Something that would stay with me forever.

On Wednesday at school, Alla sat down next to me in the cafeteria.

Her short platinum pixie was tousled, faint shadows under her eyes — she'd clearly been recovering from the weekend too. But she was smiling wide.

"So how are you?" she asked, her eyes searching mine. "For real?"

I shrugged and smiled. "Fine. It's all... healed."

She let out a breath. "Shit, Maria, I was so worried. I thought maybe we went too far. You didn't say it was your first time..."

"It's all good," I cut in. "Really."

"Listen," she lowered her voice and glanced around. "There's another party Saturday. Same crowd, maybe a few more. You in?"

Everything inside me clenched and relaxed at the same time.

"I want to," I said. Without even thinking.

She grinned wide. "I knew it. Vladimir asked about you. Said you're cool."

I smiled back. Vladimir asked. Vladimir remembered.

On Friday evening we crossed paths in the locker room after last period. Alla already had her coat on, hair sticking out in all directions, eyes sparkling.

"Tomorrow," she said. "All set?"

"Yeah," I nodded.

"Listen," she dropped her voice. "Zhenya might be there. Young, but he's one of us. Don't stress, he's fun."

"Who?" I asked.

"You'll see," Alla said mysteriously. "He used to hang with us, then disappeared somewhere. He's back now. I think you'll like him."

I shrugged.

That Friday night, Dad called. A rarity these days. Asked about school, grades, how I was doing in general. I answered in monosyllables: fine, all good, yes, no. He listened and was quiet. Then he said: "Zhanna asked about you."

Everything inside me turned over.

"What did she ask?" My voice wavered, betraying me.

"Just asked how you were. I said everything's fine."

I snorted. That big-boobed idiot remembered I existed? Or just for show?

"Tell her hi," I said flatly.

Dad paused, then added: "Maybe come over next weekend? Sit down, talk."

"Maybe," I answered. "We'll see."

I hung up and stared at the ceiling. Come over? To the house where that Zhanna is the queen? No way.

On Saturday I started getting ready early in the evening.

From around seven I was already spinning in front of the mirror, trying options, discarding them, pulling them out again. My mood was strange — part anticipation, part calm. I already knew where I was going and what would happen there. And I wanted to look... like I belonged. Not just a girl from Lakhta, but part of that world.

In my closet hung a dress I'd bought two months ago at TSUM but never worn. Expensive, beautiful, but nowhere to wear it. Now — perfect timing.

Short, black, with an open back. Not skintight, but it hugged my figure perfectly. A deep neckline but not vulgar — I'm a B-cup, but a push-up bra lifted them, made them more tempting. The length — a palm above the knee. The fabric was soft, flowing, catching the light with every movement.

Under the dress I put on stockings. Not tights — stockings. Black, lacy, with a wide lace band at mid-thigh. I ran my fingers over the lace, feeling my skin respond to the touch. I picked matching panties — lace, black, almost weightless. Lingerie should be beautiful, even if no one sees it. Or especially because someone might.

On my feet — high heeled boots. Black, suede, snug, almost to the knee. Thin stiletto heels, my legs looked endless in them. I paced the room, checking how they felt — comfortable, stable. Not too hot for the club, and I wouldn't freeze running to the taxi outside.

I left my hair down — shoulder-length, dark brown, slightly wavy. I curled the ends a bit with a straightener for more volume, waved the strands around my face. Bangs falling over my eyes — sexy, like in Instagram stories.

I did my makeup bolder than last time. Black winged eyeliner — long, with a hint of mischief. Smoky shadows that made my gaze deep. Mascara in several coats. Lips — red lipstick. Matte, expensive, the kind that costs half a pair of shoes.

I wore long platinum earrings with stones. They swayed when I turned my head, adding a kind of dancing lightness. On my wrist — a thin gold bracelet, a gift from Grandma.

A small black patent leather clutch. It only held the new phone, lipstick, and a stack of cash. Nothing else needed.

Before leaving, I walked up to the full-length mirror and stopped.

The girl looking back at me wasn't the scared one from two weeks ago who was afraid of her own shadow. A different one. Confident. Eyes sparkling, lips red, cleavage looking damn good. Legs in stockings and heels — just incredible. You could just barely see the lace bands if you looked closely — but only if you looked.

I turned sideways, then my back. The dress bared my back almost to my waist, and it looked beautiful, not trashy. My skin was tan, with a southern undertone. Dark brown eyes, now lined, looked almost black.

"Hot," I told my reflection. "Definitely hot now."

I smiled at myself and walked into the living room.

I put the old phone on charge on the coffee table. Checked the geolocation — it was working, my green dot glowing right at Lakhta. Dad could sleep easy. Andrey could see I was home. No one knew that Maria Andreevna was sneaking out into the night again.

From the new phone, I called a taxi, noting "cash" in the comments. I threw a long black loose-cut coat over everything — it hid the dress, the boots, all the sparkle. Clutch in hand — and into the elevator.

Outside, the freezing air hit my face, burned my cheeks, but I didn't flinch anymore. My heels clicked confidently on the asphalt. The car was already waiting at the entrance — a dark sedan, an older, indifferent driver. I got in the back, gave him the address. He nodded, and we drove off.

I watched out the window the whole way. Petersburg blazed with lights, shop windows glittered, people rushed about their business, groups laughed somewhere, couples kissed somewhere. And I was riding into the night. To them. To my new life.

The old phone stayed home, charging, showing everyone that Maria Andreevna hadn't gone anywhere, was sitting in her apartment like a good girl.

And I was heading to the club.

The club "I Can't Believe My Eyes" was buzzing like a beehive. At the entrance, the same crowd of cool kids, the same bouncers, the same smoke spilling from the doors. I paid the driver and immediately called Alla.

"I'm at the entrance."

"Coming out now."

A minute later the door opened, and Alla glided out.

She looked absolutely stunning. She wore a short silk slip dress, champagne-colored, on thin straps. The dress flowed with every movement, hugging her model figure. A deep cutout in the back — almost to her tailbone. Platform sandals on her feet, making her look even taller. Her short platinum pixie was styled tonight — strands sticking out in different directions, but stylish, like a cover model's. Eyes lined in black, lips pale pink.

She sized me up from head to toe and let out an appreciative whistle. "Holy shit, Maria. You're a bomb tonight."

"You too," I smiled. "Ready?"

"Let's roll."

She took my hand and pulled me inside.

The club was even more crowded tonight than last time. The music pounded so hard I could feel the vibration in my chest. Bodies flashed on the dance floor, strobes catching faces. We pushed through the crowd to the stairs leading to the VIP area. The bouncer nodded at Alla — regulars, all good.

Upstairs was the same as always — dim lighting, leather sofas, low tables, the smell of candles and sweet smoke. The crew was sitting in the same spots, as if they hadn't parted ways a week ago.

Vladimir — in his armchair, as always. Dark jacket draped over his shoulders, a white t-shirt underneath, jeans. A glass of whiskey in his hand, a slight smirk on his lips. He saw me and nodded, squinting slightly. Appraising.

Yura sat next to him. A black turtleneck stretched over his powerful shoulders, dark jeans. Square jaw, heavy gaze — but he didn't scare me anymore.

Sasha, Yana, and Marina were on the sofa. Sasha in a loose sweater, scruffy, smiling. Yana in a tight black knee-length dress, long straight hair. Marina in a silk slip dress, emerald green, light brown hair loose over her shoulders.

Yulia sat on the sofa with her legs tucked up. She wore a short top that barely covered her large breasts, and a tight skirt. Blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, eyes lined with cat-eye wings. She saw me, broke into a grin, and waved: "Marinka! Come here!"

I waved back and was about to sit next to her when I noticed him.

At the edge of the sofa, almost in the shadows, sat a guy. I hadn't seen him before.

Short, wiry, but not tense — on the contrary, he seemed completely alive, fidgety. Light brown cowlicks sticking out in all directions, like he'd just fought the wind. His face was mischievous, with a slyness to it, light, quick eyes. He looked very young — maybe eighteen, no more.

Dressed simply: worn jeans, white sneakers, a loose graphic tee. A light bomber jacket thrown over it. Some woven friendship bracelets on his wrist.

He noticed my gaze and immediately smiled. An open smile, almost childish, but with mischief in his eyes.

Alla touched my elbow and whispered: "That's Zhenya. I told you about him."

I nodded and sat down on the sofa next to Yulia. Zhenya stayed in his corner, but I felt his eyes on me.

"So, people," Vladimir raised his glass. "To meeting again?"

Everyone reached for their glasses. I took a sip of champagne.

Zhenya appeared right next to me. Sat on the floor between me and Yulia, scooted closer, and rested his head on my knee. Yulia just snorted but said nothing.

"Hi," he said, looking straight into my eyes. "I'm Zhenya. And you're Maria, right? Alla told me."

"Hi," I replied. "What did she tell you?"

"That you're new," he smiled. "And brave."

I chuckled.

"How long have you been with them?" I asked.

"Eight months already," Zhenya waved a hand. "I'm the youngest here, as you can see. I hang out sometimes."

I smiled. There was a lightness about him that was disarming. No pretension, no showing off. Just a boy with a spark.

Then the hookah made its rounds. I took a drag without fear now — the same light, tasteless smoke. After a few minutes, everything softened again, warm and enveloping. The music flowed in waves, faces grew more beautiful.

I sat on the sofa, feeling pleasant warmth spreading through my body. Zhenya was still on the floor by my feet, his head on my knee. His cowlicks tickled my skin, and it was funny and pleasant at the same time. I stroked his head, and he squinted like a contented cat.

"So, people," Vladimir stood up, set down his glass. "Let's roll? Everything's ready."

Everyone stirred, gathered their things. Yana and Marina straightened their dresses, Sasha finished his whiskey, Yura helped Alla up. Yulia grabbed her clutch and shot me a sly look.

I stood, and Zhenya got up too, brushing off his jeans.

Outside, the freezing air hit my face, cutting through the light haze in my head. But it was almost pleasant — sobering just enough not to lose myself. Vladimir was already flagging down two cars, we split up.

The car stopped at the familiar mansion on Sennaya. The same old lanterns, the same sign: "Hotel Golitsyn." We got out, waited for the second car, and the whole crowd walked inside.

The lobby was as beautiful as last time. It smelled of wood and wax, the chandelier casting warm light. Vladimir exchanged a few words with the clerk, took a key, and we went up to the second floor.

The same suite. High ceilings with molding, dark wood paneling, huge windows overlooking the lights of Sennaya and the bell tower of the Savior on Spilled Blood. The massive canopy bed, leather sofas, the bar counter with a minibar.

I exhaled. It smelled familiar now — of coziness, freedom, and something forbidden.

Everyone scattered across the sofas and armchairs. Vladimir immediately put on music — something relaxed, with deep bass. Yura and Sasha raided the minibar, setting bottles on the table. Yana and Marina settled on the sofa, whispering. Yulia plopped down next to me and immediately moved closer — warm, smelling of perfume and smoke.

Zhenya perched on the arm of my sofa, legs dangling. Like a child, honestly. But in a good way.

"So," Vladimir raised his glass, surveying everyone. "To the continuation of the feast?"

Everyone laughed, clinked glasses. I drank some champagne — the bubbles pleasantly tickled my throat. My head was light, my body relaxed, but I knew this was only the beginning.

And then Vladimir set down his glass and stood up. Walked over to the sofa, positioned himself so everyone could see. Smiled his light, slightly mocking smile.

"People," he said quietly, but everyone immediately fell silent and turned. "Tonight is a special evening."

He paused, sweeping his gaze across the group. Then he looked straight at me.

"Tonight we will officially initiate Maria into our club of the chosen."

He said it as if he were talking about something truly important. Not a drunken club party, but something sacred. I even froze for a second, unsure how to react.

Everyone applauded. Alla nodded approvingly, Yulia clapped her hands, even Yura smiled at the corner of his mouth. Zhenya jumped off the armrest and patted me on the shoulder: "Congratulations, you're almost one of us now."

"Almost?" I repeated.

"There'll be a ceremony," he winked.

Vladimir pulled a small clear bag from the inside pocket of his jacket. Inside, white powder gleamed. Not pills — powder. Loose, fine, with a slight sheen. I immediately knew what it was. White powder. I'd seen it in movies, heard about it on the news. But live, I was seeing it for the first time.

Vladimir poured several lines onto the glass tabletop, picked up a rolled-up bill — some foreign currency, I couldn't tell — and deftly drew it through the powder. Then he leaned down to one line, pinched one nostril, and inhaled it all at once.

No special effects. Just inhaled, leaned back against the sofa, and closed his eyes for a second. Then he passed the rolled bill on.

Everyone took their turn. Yura — silently and quickly. Sasha — sneezed and laughed. Yana and Marina — in sync, like twins. Yulia — with a coquettish smack. Alla — calmly, professionally.

When it was my turn, I froze.

"Don't be scared," Vladimir said. "Much softer than ecstasy. Just a clear head and a feather-light body."

I looked at the white line on the table. I inhaled sharply, the way Vladimir showed me. The powder burned my nasal passages, stung, tears welled up. But after a few seconds, the bitterness faded, and I felt... nothing. Or no. Everything became very sharp. The music — crisp and clear, sounds — brighter, thoughts — faster. The fear was gone. Only confidence remained.

Vladimir surveyed everyone and nodded. "Alright, since we're all in the zone... Let's begin."

He stood up, stretched, and shrugged off his jacket. Then, unhurriedly, unbuckled his belt, took off his jeans, and then his boxers. I watched his body — lean, wiry, with a trail of dark hair on his stomach. His cock was soft but quickly began to stir, gaining density. I looked away, but out of the corner of my eye I noticed Yura and Sasha undressing too.

"The rules are simple," Vladimir's voice was calm, as if he were explaining how to assemble an IKEA wardrobe. "Everyone naked. Initiation is about openness. No clothes, no protection. It's a ritual of trust. Maria is in the center. We're all around her. And we touch her. Explore. Caress. But no penetration yet."

I swallowed. My mouth was dry.

Alla came up to me and put a hand on my shoulder. "How are you? We don't have to do this if you don't want to."

I looked at her, then at Zhenya, who had already pulled his t-shirt over his head. On his thin body, his collarbones stood out, a flat stomach, and a surprisingly large cock — standing upright, the head wet and glistening. He caught my eye and smirked.

"I want to," I said.

Alla smiled and pulled the zipper on my dress down herself. The black fabric slid over my body, fell to the floor. I was left in stockings and lace panties. Alla shook her head. "All of it, Maria. Completely."

I unclipped the stockings myself — the lace bands snapped off my thighs, the stockings slid down my legs. I took them off with my panties. Naked. In the center of the room. Under the gaze of five guys and four girls.

I stood, not hiding, not covering myself. My arms hung at my sides. My breasts trembled with each breath, my nipples hardened from cold and excitement. Between my legs was wet — I could feel it, but I didn't check.

Vladimir came first. He stood behind me and placed his hands on my shoulders. I felt his palms — warm, slightly rough, confident. His fingers settled on my collarbones, then slowly slid down, over my shoulders, my shoulder blades. I straightened my back involuntarily, and he ran his palms down my spine, all the way to my lower back, to my tailbone. There his fingers paused for a second, then slid onto my buttocks — softly, without pressure, just exploring the shape, the warmth, the firmness of my skin.

Alla stood in front of me. Looked into my eyes, smiled, and took my hands. Her palms were warm, smooth. She slowly moved them from my wrists to my shoulders, then down to my breasts. Her fingers circled my nipples — first one, then the other. I exhaled when she began to stroke them with her thumbs, light, barely perceptible movements. The skin on my nipples grew hot, they hardened even more, became almost painfully sensitive.

Yura came up from the left. Massive, powerful, with a hard cock that nearly touched my thigh. I could feel his heat on my skin. He didn't ask. Just put his hand on my waist — a wide palm, heavy, hot. Then slid it onto my buttock. Squeezed hard. His fingers dug into the soft flesh, and I flinched from the shock and the sharpness of the sensation — somewhere between pain and pleasure.

Yulia settled on the other side. Her fingers immediately found my stomach, stroked, dropped lower, to my pubic bone. I flinched and involuntarily spread my legs. She ran a finger along my wet folds — lightly, barely touching, but I felt it with my whole body. My clit twitched, something inside clenched.

"Good girl," she whispered in my ear.

Zhenya was behind me, next to Vladimir. His thin arms wrapped around my hips, fingers digging into my skin from the other side. I could feel his cock pressing against my buttock — hot, hard, pulsing. He moved his hips, rhythmically, rubbing against me, and that feeling — the hot shaft sliding over bare skin — made me forget where I was and who I was.

Sasha, Yana, and Marina positioned themselves around us. There were so many hands I stopped distinguishing whose touch belonged to whom. Someone stroked my breasts — slowly, exploratively, circling my nipples with their fingers, squeezing, releasing. Someone squeezed my buttocks — hard, possessively, spreading them, running fingers along my perineum without entering, just sliding over the wet skin. Someone traced my inner thighs, from knees to groin, making me spread my legs wider.

One hand settled on my neck from behind — someone's hot palm, fingers massaging the base of my skull. Another on my stomach, just below my navel, fingers drawing circles, moving lower. A third slid into my crotch but didn't enter, just pressed on my clit through the skin — one finger, slightly wet, slightly rough, pressed exactly on that spot that made my knees buckle.

I stood with my eyes closed, feeling myself being explored, caressed, touched. Strangers' fingers sliding over my body, squeezing, stroking, studying every millimeter. I no longer knew whose hands were where. I only felt warmth, pressure, the arousal building deep inside, pulsing in time with my heartbeat.

Someone — I think Yana — ran her tongue along my neck, from collarbone to earlobe. I flinched and arched. Her tongue was wet, hot, leaving a wet trail on my skin. Then someone's lips — soft, female — closed around my nipple. I clutched Alla's shoulders, standing in front of me, and moaned. Lips sucked, tongue circled, nibbled, and I felt a pull in my lower belly, everything inside clenching and releasing.

Someone's fingers — thick, confident, probably Yura's — spread me from behind, traced my anus. I tensed, but he didn't push, just stroked, circular motions, relaxing me. His finger slid lower, along my perineum, and met Yulia's fingers there. I felt their fingers intertwine on my wet skin, stroking me together, in sync, as if I were an instrument they were learning to play.

Zhenya was still rubbing his cock against my buttock from behind, his breathing growing faster, muttering something in my back — unintelligible but hot. Vladimir, his hands still on my waist, leaned in and kissed my shoulder — gently, almost intimately, unlike all the other touches.

I felt like the center of the universe. Every part of my body was under someone's control — breasts, nipples, stomach, thighs, buttocks, crotch, neck, lips. I was touched everywhere, all at once, not letting me recover, not letting me come to my senses. The arousal built, pulsing in my clit, in my nipples, in my fingertips.

I opened my eyes and looked at Alla. She smiled and kissed me on the lips — softly but confidently. Her tongue slipped into my mouth, and I kissed her back, for the first time in my life kissing a girl. Her lips were soft, tasting of lipstick and champagne. I threaded my fingers through her short hair and pulled her closer.

Around us, hands, lips, tongues, fingers kept moving. I lost track of time. Lost my sense of reality. I was only body. Only skin. Only sensation.

And when someone's finger — I think Yulia's — finally slid inside me, and another — Vladimir's — squeezed my nipple, and a third — Yura's — pressed against my anus, I came. Quietly, without screaming, I just exhaled and went limp, feeling waves of pleasure roll through my body, everything inside pulsing and clenching around strange fingers.

I stood there, trembling, pressed against Alla, feeling all the hands slowly withdraw, leaving me alone. Hot, wet, empty and at the same time filled to the brim.

It was all like a movie. But now I wasn't on the other side of the screen. I was in the center.

But that wasn't all.

"On your knees," Vladimir said. Not loud, but firm. Like an order.

I looked at him. He stood before me, naked, his cock hard, tense, the wet head glistening in the half-light. In his eyes — not mockery, not pressure, but something else. Confidence. As if he knew what I would do before I decided it myself.

I lowered myself to my knees.

The carpet beneath me was soft, plush, pleasantly tickling my skin. I could feel each fiber with my toes pressing into the floor. I rested my hands on my thighs, palms down, fingers relaxed. I kept my back straight — not because anyone taught me, but because it felt natural. I am the center. I am the altar. I am what they bow to.

But inside, everything was trembling.

I'd never done this before. Never. I'd only seen it in videos online, on some sites I'd visited out of curiosity, covering my mouth so no one would hear. But live... on my knees, in front of four guys, naked, wet, with lubricant running down my legs...

I swallowed. My mouth was dry, even though a minute ago everything was wet.

The guys formed a semicircle around me.

Vladimir in the center. Yura on the left. Sasha on the right. Zhenya slightly to the side, between Vladimir and Yura, closer to me. I raised my eyes — slowly, unhurriedly — and saw before me four male cocks at different heights, different shapes and shades. Each alive. Each breathing. Each pulsing in time with a heartbeat.

I looked at them and couldn't believe this was happening to me.

Vladimir — long, with a slight upward curve. Dark, almost brown from the rush of blood. Swollen blue veins wrapping around the shaft like vines. A large glistening head, with a tiny drop of precum at the very tip. I could see it quivering with each heartbeat.

Yura — thick. Very thick. So thick I doubted it would fit anywhere, even in my mouth. The shaft was dark pink, with blue veins standing out like cables. A swollen head, dark burgundy, glistening with moisture. Beneath it — a thin frenulum, stretched taut.

Sasha — neat, straight. Not long, not thick, but well-proportioned. Pale pink head, smooth shaft with sparse blue veins. It looked almost innocent among the others. Almost.

Zhenya — a surprise. For his thin body — unexpectedly large. Pale, almost white, with a bright pink head that glistened like a candy. His cock stood almost vertical, tense, with a barely noticeable curve to the left.

I looked at them and felt everything inside clench with fear and desire at once. My heart pounded somewhere in my throat. My palms were sweaty. I was afraid I couldn't do it. That I'd do something wrong. That they'd laugh. That I'd gag, like in that video I'd accidentally opened online and couldn't forget for a long time.

Between my legs was wet — I could feel liquid escaping, trickling down my inner thigh, tickling my skin. My body wanted it, even if my brain was afraid.

I glanced sideways. Alla, Yulia, Yana, and Marina sat on the sofa with their legs tucked up. Naked, relaxed, eyes burning. Alla smiled at me and nodded. Yulia licked her lips and ran her hand over her breast, not taking her eyes off me. Yana and Marina whispered to each other, but they were watching too. They observed. Assessed. Waited.

That made it even scarier. And even more arousing.

I swallowed again, ran my tongue over my dry lips, and looked up at Vladimir.

He was waiting. Calm. Patient. His cock was right in front of my face — inches from my lips. I could feel its heat on my skin, smell it — masculine, sharp, slightly salty. The smell of arousal. The smell of what was about to happen.

I closed my eyes for a second. Remembered all the videos I'd watched. How girls did it easily, beautifully, as if they'd been doing it their whole lives. How they licked, swallowed, looked into the eyes.

I never knew how to do that. I only touched myself with my fingers, imagining.

"You can do it," Alla said softly from the sofa. "Just relax."

I opened my eyes and looked up at Vladimir. Into his dark eyes, at the slight smirk on his lips. He was waiting.

I ran my tongue over my lips — slowly, wetting them. Then I opened my mouth slightly, stuck out the tip of my tongue, and touched the head of his cock.

It was hot. Smooth. Velvety to the touch. I moved my tongue in circles, tracing the head, feeling its shape under my tongue — how it flared at the edges, how blood pulsed beneath it. The drop of precum spread across my tongue — salty, slightly bitter, alive.

Vladimir exhaled — softly, but I heard it.

I took his head into my mouth. Sucked it like a lollipop, licking it from all sides, slipping my tongue under the edge, where the skin is thinnest and most sensitive. He twitched — barely perceptibly, but I felt it. His fingers came to rest on the back of my head — gently, almost weightlessly.

I took him deeper.

His cock slid over my tongue, over my palate, pressing against the back of my throat. I relaxed my throat — took a deep breath through my nose and let him enter. His head slipped further, and I felt his cock filling my throat — hard, hot, pulsing. My eyes stung from the strain, I almost gagged reflexively, but I held on, forced myself to relax.

I looked up at Vladimir while his cock was deep in my throat. Tears welled in my eyes, saliva ran down my chin. I knew how I looked — not like those actresses in the videos, beautiful and confident. Like a scared girl doing it for the first time.

But I didn't stop.

I started moving my head — slowly, carefully, experimenting. His cock slid back and forth, from throat to mouth, from mouth to throat. I used my tongue, licking the shaft on every withdrawal, sucking the head on every entry. Saliva mixed with his lubricant, became thick and viscous, ran down my chin, dripped onto my chest, my stomach, the carpet between my knees.

I felt his cock pulsing in my mouth — rhythmically, in time with his heartbeat. Felt the muscles in his abdomen tensing above my face. Felt his fingers on the back of my head clenching and unclenching.

I looked up at the girls. Alla bit her lip, watching me. Yulia stroked herself between her legs, not taking her eyes off my mouth, occupied with Vladimir's cock. Yana and Marina sat embraced, their hands wandering over each other's bodies, but their eyes were locked on me.

They watched. They liked it. I liked that they liked it.

I sped up. His cock moved faster, deeper, almost reaching the base. I was choking, saliva flowing like a river, but I didn't stop. My fingers dug into Vladimir's buttocks, pulling him closer. I wanted more. Deeper. Harder.

Vladimir groaned — low, guttural. His cock twitched, grew even harder, even hotter. I could feel he was on the edge — muscles tense, veins pulsing under my tongue. But he didn't come. Pulled back — sharply, exhaling through his teeth.

His cock slipped out of my mouth, wet, glistening, covered in my saliva and his lubricant. His head was dark red, stretched to the limit. A thin strand of saliva hung between it and the shaft.

I licked my lips, not taking my eyes off him. My mouth had a strange taste — salty, slightly bitter. Unfamiliar. But not unpleasant.

He nodded — almost imperceptibly.

"Next."

Yura stepped forward.

His cock — thick, heavy — was in front of my face. I looked at it and got scared again. So big. In my mouth? Seriously? I'd only seen ones like that in photos online, which I'd looked at out of curiosity. And I always thought — how can that even fit in your mouth?

I was afraid I couldn't do it. That I'd break my jaw. That I'd choke.

But my body was already reaching for him. My hand went to his thigh, fingers sliding over his hot skin. I took his cock in my other hand. It didn't fit in my palm — my fingers couldn't close around the shaft.

I licked my lips, gathered saliva in my mouth, and leaned in. Took just the head in my mouth — just the head. I circled it with my tongue, feeling the smooth stretched skin beneath, the pulsing veins. Yura exhaled — heavily, hoarsely.

I tried to take him deeper. My jaw immediately ached — I had to open my mouth wide, almost to the point of cracking. I took as much as I could, gripping the rest with my hand. The head pressed against my palate, and I ran my tongue along it from below, finding the frenulum, the most sensitive spot.

Yura twitched. His hand landed on my head — a heavy, hot palm, fingers digging into my hair. Not painful, but definite. I could feel him holding back — the tension in his thighs, the trembling in his abs.

I started moving. His cock slid in my mouth, wet, hot, pulsing. Saliva ran down my chin, mixing with his lubricant, dripping onto my chest, my stomach. I looked up at him — his square jaw, heavy chin, closed eyes. He was beautiful. Like a statue. Like a god.

I glanced at the girls again. Yulia wasn't just touching herself anymore — there was moisture glistening on her fingers, she was breathing heavily, watching me. Alla was hugging Yana but watching my mouth, busy with Yura's cock. Yana bit her lip and slowly moved her hand over Alla's breast.

They watched. They liked it. I liked that they liked it.

I took him as deep as I could, feeling his head press against my throat. My throat clenched reflexively, I almost gagged, but I swallowed, relaxed, and let him go deeper.

Yura groaned — low, restrained. His fingers in my hair tightened. He began to move his hips — slowly, deeply, barely pulling out. His cock slid back and forth in my throat, and I felt every millimeter.

He didn't come either. Pulled back, breathing heavily, and nodded at Sasha.

Sasha moved closer, almost right up to me. He was smiling, but I could see his fingers trembling, his chest rising and falling quickly. I exhaled. Sasha was the least scary. Small, neat.

I took his cock in my mouth without pausing. It slid in easily — no need to strain my jaw, no need to choke. I took him deep right away, feeling his head press against my palate. I ran my tongue over it, circling, then slid lower, licking the shaft.

Sasha exhaled — nervously, with a whistle. His hands came to rest on my shoulders — gently, almost weightlessly.

I took his cock in my hand, helping myself, and began to move — rhythmically, in time with his breathing. He moved his hips to meet me — first timidly, then more confidently. I felt his cock pulsing in my mouth.

I looked up at the girls. Now all four were watching. Yana and Marina were kissing, but their eyes were open and fixed on me. Yulia came — I saw her arch and freeze, fingers squeezed between her legs. Alla just watched and smiled.

I closed my eyes and gave in to the process.

"Next," Sasha whispered and pulled away.

Zhenya was last.

His cock — surprisingly large for his thin body — was right before my eyes. I looked at it and couldn't believe that this boy, who a minute ago had been sitting on my lap like a kitten, was now standing over me with such a huge, hard, pulsing cock.

He was smiling his mischievous smile, but there was something else in his eyes — greedy, impatient, almost wild.

"Come on," he said hoarsely. "You've got this."

I took his cock in my mouth. It was hot — almost burning. It smelled of arousal, youth, something sweet. I took him deep right away, feeling his head press into my throat.

Zhenya moaned — loud, unrestrained. His fingers grabbed my hair, yanked, tilting my head back. I whimpered from the pain but didn't pull away. On the contrary — I took him even deeper.

He began to move his hips — fast, sharp, almost rough. His cock slid back and forth, pressing into my throat, I was choking, saliva running down my chin, my neck, dripping onto my chest. I looked up at him — his tilted-back face, closed eyes, partly open mouth.

I could feel his cock pulsing in my mouth, feel him on the edge.

He pulled out too, without coming.

I stayed on my knees, naked, wet from saliva, sweat, and others' lubricant. My lips were swollen, my jaw ached, my knees were red from the carpet. I wiped my chin with the back of my hand and looked up at them.

Vladimir smiled his slight smile.

"Second round," he said. "And this time — all the way."

I caught my breath. Collected myself. Spread my knees wider for stability. My heart was pounding somewhere in my throat, but the fear was gone. Only greedy, impatient anticipation remained.

I glanced at the sofa. The girls were in the same places, but their positions had shifted. Alla leaned back, her long legs in black stockings spread apart, and I could see her fingers moving slowly between them. Yulia was on her knees, braced on her hands, her large breasts swaying with each movement, while Yana stood behind her, stroking her back, moving lower. Marina stared at me without blinking, licking her lips.

They watched. Waited. Breathed in time with me.

Vladimir stepped forward, his cock right in front of my face. Long, slightly curved upward, dark, with swollen veins wrapping the shaft. His head was wet, gleaming, a tiny drop of lubricant trembling at the tip. I smelled him — sharp, masculine, salty.

I took him in my mouth — deep right away, as far as I could. His head pressed against my palate, I ran my tongue over it, feeling the smooth hot skin stretched taut. Then I slid lower, licked a vein winding along the shaft, felt its pulse. Vladimir exhaled — sharply, through his teeth.

I relaxed my throat and let him go deeper. His head slipped into my throat, and I felt his cock filling me from inside — hard, hot, pulsing. My eyes stung, but I didn't close them. I looked up at Vladimir while his cock was deep in my throat.

He began to move. Slow, rhythmic. His cock slid back and forth, from throat to mouth, from mouth to throat. I used my tongue — licking the shaft on every withdrawal, sucking his head on every entry, circling it, slipping under the edge where the skin is thinnest.

Saliva mixed with his lubricant, thickened, grew viscous, ran down my chin, dripped onto my chest, my stomach, pooled between my collarbones. I felt the drops of saliva tickling my skin, running lower to my nipples, cooling there in thin trails.

I wrapped my hand around the part of his cock my mouth couldn't reach, squeezing in rhythm with his movements. The fingers of my other hand dug into his buttock, feeling the muscles tense with each thrust. His skin was hot, slightly damp with sweat.

Vladimir sped up. His cock moved faster, deeper. I was choking, saliva flowing like a river, but I didn't stop. I sucked in my cheeks, creating a vacuum, and heard his breathing falter, heard him start to groan — low, restrained.

I felt his cock pulsing in my mouth. First faintly, then stronger, faster. The pulse echoed in his head, his veins, every millimeter of his shaft. He was on the edge.

"Now," he exhaled.

He came. A hot stream hit my throat. I swallowed, but he kept coming. Semen filled my mouth, spread over my tongue, my palate, mixing with saliva. I tasted it — bitter, salty. It was warm, almost hot.

Vladimir pulled out, breathing heavily, and I stayed on my knees with my mouth full. Semen leaked from the corners of my lips, ran down my chin, mixing with saliva, dripping onto my chest, my stomach, the carpet between my knees.

"Swallow," he said quietly.

I swallowed. The lump of semen went down my throat, leaving a warm trail. I licked my lips, gathering the remnants with my tongue, and opened my mouth to show nothing was left.

He stepped away.

I turned my head to the sofa. Alla was watching me, her fingers moving faster, lips parted. Yulia was no longer on her knees — she was on her back, legs spread, and Yana knelt before her, kissing between her legs. Marina touched herself, watching me, and smiled.

Yura stepped forward.

His cock was enormous. Thick, heavy, with blue veins standing out like cables. The head — dark burgundy, swollen, glistening with lubricant. Beneath it — a thin frenulum, stretched taut.

I took him in my mouth. Just the head — more wouldn't fit. My jaw immediately ached, I had to open wide. I licked his head with my tongue, circling it, feeling the smooth stretched skin beneath, the pulsing veins. I slipped my tongue under the rim, into the most sensitive spot, and Yura exhaled — heavily, hoarsely.

I tried to take him deeper. His cock pressed against my palate, stretching my mouth. I took as much as I could and gripped the rest with my hand. My fingers couldn't close around the shaft, I had to use both hands.

I started moving. Slow, careful. His cock slid in my mouth, wet, hot, pulsing. I ran my tongue over the shaft, licked the veins, felt them rolling under the skin. Saliva ran down my chin, mixing with his lubricant, dripping onto my chest, my stomach, pooling in my navel.

Yura put his hand on the back of my head. Heavy, hot palm, fingers digging into my hair. Not painful, but definite.

He began to move his hips to meet me — slow, deep, barely pulling out. His cock entered my throat, stretching it, I was choking but didn't pull away. Tears welled up, saliva flowed like a river, mixing with tears, dripping onto my chest.

He came suddenly. A hot stream hit my throat — thick and abundant. Semen filled my mouth instantly, spreading over my tongue, my palate, running down my throat. I swallowed, choked, but he kept coming. White leaked from the corners of my lips, mixing with saliva and tears, running down my chin, my neck, dripping onto my chest.

Yura pulled out, and I stayed on my knees, coughing, licking my lips, gathering with my tongue the semen that had escaped onto my chin.

I turned my head to the sofa. Alla came — I saw her arch, her fingers freeze between her legs, her bite her lip. Yulia lay still, breathing heavily, and Yana lifted her head from between her legs, licked her lips, and smiled at me.

Sasha stepped forward.

His cock seemed small after Yura's — smooth, straight, with a pale pink head. I took him in my mouth easily, no strain. His head pressed against my palate, I circled it with my tongue, then slid lower, licking his shaft.

Sasha exhaled nervously. His hands rested on my shoulders — gently, almost weightlessly. I took his cock in my hand and began to move — fast, rhythmic. He moved his hips to meet me.

He came quickly. I felt his cock twitch, a hot stream hitting my palate. His semen was thin, with a slightly sweet taste. It spread over my tongue quickly, and I swallowed without even thinking. I licked his head, and he pulled away.

I wiped my lips and looked at Zhenya.

He was last.

I took his cock in my mouth — deep, all the way to my throat. His head pressed against the back wall, my throat clenched reflexively, I almost gagged, but I swallowed, relaxed, and let him go deeper.

He moaned — loud, unrestrained. His fingers grabbed my hair, yanked, tilting my head back. I whimpered from the pain but didn't pull away. On the contrary — I took him even deeper.

He began to move his hips. Fast, sharp, almost rough. His cock slid back and forth, pressing into my throat, I was choking, saliva running down my chin, my neck, dripping onto my chest, mixing with tears. I looked up at him — his tilted-back face, closed eyes, partly open mouth, beads of sweat on his forehead.

I felt his cock pulsing in my mouth — strong, steady. I ran my tongue over him, licked, sucked, squeezed with my lips, and he moaned louder and louder, faster and faster.

He came. A hot stream hit my throat. I swallowed, but he kept coming. Semen filled my mouth, spread over my tongue, my palate, my teeth, pooled under my tongue, mixed with saliva, grew thick and viscous.

I swallowed, choked, coughed, but he kept coming. Semen leaked from the corners of my lips, ran down my chin, my neck, flooded my chest, pooled between my collarbones, ran down my stomach, dripped onto the carpet.

And then the last stream of Zhenya's semen shot into my eyes.

Hot, thick, it went straight under my eyelids. I blinked reflexively, and it spread over my eyeballs, flooded everything around. My eyes stung, burned, I squeezed them shut, but it was too late — semen was everywhere, under my lids, on my lashes, on my pupils.

And then it hit me.

Suddenly. Sharply.

I came. Right there on my knees, with Zhenya's cock still in my mouth, with semen flooding my eyes, his fingers tangled in my hair.

The orgasm came from somewhere deep — from my stomach, my spine. A wave of pleasure rolled through my body, clenched everything inside, made me arch and moan — right into his cock, still pulsing in my mouth.

My body shook with tremors. My fingers dug into Zhenya's buttocks, nails leaving red streaks on his pale skin. My back arched, my chest thrust forward, my nipples hardened to the point of pain. My clit pulsed, and I felt semen mixing with my own fluid, which gushed out in a stream, soaking the carpet beneath my knees.

I came for a long time — wave after wave. My vision darkened, my ears rang, I lost all sense of time and space. There was only my body — hot, wet, pulsing.

I didn't know it could be like that. That you could come from a blowjob. That semen could trigger an orgasm. That you could come so hard you forget how to breathe.

But it happened.

I pulled away, breathing heavily, and collapsed back onto my heels, exhausted. Zhenya's cock slipped out of my mouth, wet, glistening.

I stared ahead but saw nothing — my eyes were flooded with semen, my lashes stuck together, everything swam in a cloudy white haze. I blinked a few times, trying to wipe my eyes, but my hands were covered in semen, and it only made it worse. Semen burned, stung, I rubbed my eyes with the back of my hand, but it only seeped deeper under my lids. My lashes glued into sharp icicles, each blink painful.

I knelt there, blind, wet, trembling. I felt semen running down my face, mixing with tears, dripping onto my chest, my stomach. Smelled it — sharp, salty, masculine. Tasted it in my mouth — bitter, lingering.

From the darkness came voices, laughter, applause. Someone clapped. Someone said, "Welcome to the club." Vladimir's voice, I think. Or maybe not. I couldn't tell.

I knelt there, naked, covered in semen and saliva, tears and semen running down my face, an orgasm still pulsing somewhere deep inside.

I couldn't see anything. I could only feel.

I was no longer a girl on the other side of the screen.

I was one of them.
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Chapter 3. Whirlpool
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I knelt there, blind, wet, trembling. Semen burned my eyes, my lashes stuck together, each blink painful. I rubbed my face with the back of my hand, but my hands were covered in semen too, and it only made things worse.

"Maria, get up," Alla's voice cut through the ringing in my ears. "Come on."

Someone's hands grabbed me under my elbows, helped me up. My legs were numb, my knees ached, I swayed, but they held me steady.

"I can't see anything," I said. My voice sounded strange, hoarse.

"I know," Alla took my hand. "Come on, I'll help."

She led me somewhere. I walked, stumbling, holding onto her. Barefoot over the soft plush carpet, then over cold tile — the floor was smooth, slippery, I could feel every cold square with my toes. It smelled of tile and dampness, water dripping somewhere. Water started running nearby — first softly, then louder.

"Stand here," Alla said.

I heard her fussing with the faucet, the water heating up, steam filling the small space, making it hard to breathe. Then her hands took my shoulders — hot, steady — and guided me under the spray.

Water hit my face — warm, almost hot, burning my skin. I opened my mouth to breathe, and water ran over my lips, my chin, down my throat. I coughed, but Alla held me, keeping me from falling. Then her fingers began to carefully pry open my eyelids — thumb and forefinger, gently, as if afraid to hurt me. Water got under my lids, washing away the semen. I felt it washing out — first slowly, sticky, then faster. The burning eased.

I felt the water washing the sticky film from my face, running down my neck, my chest, my stomach, tickling my skin. I opened my eyes — first one, then the other. Everything was blurry, but I could see shapes, light, tile, droplets on the walls. Alla stood in front of me, her short platinum hair plastered to her forehead, water streaming down her face, her neck, her collarbones, her breasts.

"Thank you," I whispered. My voice still sounded foreign.

Alla didn't answer. She took a washcloth — soft, pink, smelling of something sweet — lathered it with shower gel and began to move it over my body. Over my shoulders in circles, over my collarbones gently, over my breasts a little longer than necessary. Foam slid over my skin, leaving cool trails. I stood with my eyes closed, letting her do it.

She ran the washcloth over my stomach, my sides, my back. I felt the foam tickling my skin, the water washing it away, carrying with it someone else's semen, someone else's saliva, someone else's moisture. I watched the white flakes swirl down the drain and felt nothing. Emptiness.

But then Alla tossed the washcloth aside. She took shower gel in her palms — clear, slippery, smelling of vanilla and something sweet — and began to rub it into my skin with her hands. Directly with her hands, without the washcloth. With her fingers.

And I felt the difference.

Her palms glided over my shoulders, my neck, my back. Warm, soft, steady. I felt every finger, every line on her palm, every millimeter of touch. She moved them over my breasts — slowly, exploratively, circling my nipples. I flinched when her fingers touched my hardened peaks.

"Relax," she said softly.

I opened my eyes. Alla stood across from me, also under the water. Her short platinum hair was plastered to her forehead, water streaming down her face, her neck, her collarbones, her breasts. Her nipples had hardened too — I could see it. She was looking at me — not like a friend, not like a sister. Differently. Her eyes sparkled, pupils dilated, lips slightly parted.

Her fingers slid over my nipples — slowly, barely touching, with the pads of her fingers. I flinched but didn't pull away. She circled them with her thumbs, feeling them harden under the water, feeling my skin prickle with goosebumps. I felt a pull in my lower belly, something clenching inside.

"You like it," she said. Not a question. A statement.

I didn't answer. But my body answered for me. My nipples hardened to the point of pain, my skin prickled, between my legs grew wet again — even though I'd just washed everything off. I felt moisture trickling down my inner thighs, mixing with the water.

Alla moved closer. Her breasts touched mine — soft, warm, with erect nipples pressing against mine. I felt her skin — smooth, hot, wet from the water. She cupped my face in her hands — fingers on my cheekbones, thumbs on my chin — and kissed me.

Alla pressed against me, kissed me on the lips. Her lips were soft, warm, tasting of lipstick and shampoo. I opened my mouth, and her tongue slid inside, meeting mine. Slowly, exploring, tasting. I tasted her lips — sweetish, with a hint of champagne. Her breath mingled with mine, hot and quick.

Her hands slid down my back — fingers running along my spine, counting vertebrae, then squeezing my buttocks — hard, possessively. I arched into her, pressing my whole body against hers. Our breasts touched, nipples rubbing against each other, and it was strange and pleasant at the same time.

Her fingers ran over my crotch, found my clit — hard, swollen, sensitive to the point of pain — and began to stroke. Circular motions, unhurried, now pressing, now easing the pressure. I moaned into her mouth and arched, pressing closer. Water poured down on us from above, steam swirled around, we stood in the shower embraced, and I felt her fingers pleasuring me. Felt her touching me where I'd touched myself hundreds of times, but someone else's fingers were completely different. Sharper. Hotter.

She entered me with one finger — easily, without resistance, I was soaked through. Then a second. I felt her fingers moving inside me, bending, finding that spot that made my knees buckle. She massaged it, never stopping her thumb's circling on my clit.

Alla pulled away from my lips, moved lower. Kissed my neck — where the pulse beats, ran her tongue over my collarbones, down to my breasts. Took my nipple in her mouth — I cried out, clutching her shoulders, threading my fingers through her wet short hair. Her tongue circled my nipple, lips sucking, teeth gently biting. I felt the pull in my lower belly, everything inside clenching around her fingers.

I felt her tongue — rough, insistent, sliding over my nipple, circling it, lips squeezing. Felt her fingers inside me — moving, bending, pressing. Felt the water on my skin — warm, enveloping, mixing with my sweat and her saliva.

I was close — very close. My body tensed, my breathing faltered, everything inside pulsing in time with her fingers. I felt the orgasm rising from somewhere deep, growing, expanding, filling my whole body.

But Alla stopped.

Pulled her hand away. Moved back. Straightened up. Looked at me — eyes sparkling, lips swollen from my nipples, breathing uneven, chest heaving.

"They're waiting for us," she said, her voice husky. "But I'm not done with you yet. I promise."

I exhaled, feeling the pulse inside. I wanted to scream from being stopped right at the edge. My body trembled, my clit throbbed, everything inside clenching and unclenching uselessly. I felt moisture running down my legs, mixing with the water.

But she was right. The others were beyond the wall. I could hear them through the sound of water — moans, cries, wet sounds.

"Okay," I whispered.

Alla smiled and kissed my forehead — gently, almost maternally. Then she quickly finished washing me, rinsing the remaining soap from my chest, stomach, thighs. Ran her palms over my whole body one last time — not caressing anymore, just rinsing off the foam.

She turned off the water.

The steam began to dissipate. Alla took a large fluffy towel — white, soft, smelling of fabric softener — and began to dry me. Over my face gently, over my shoulders quickly, over my breasts she paused a little longer, patting dry my nipples, which were still hard. I flinched at the touch of the terry cloth on my sensitive skin.

She dried my arms, stomach, back, buttocks, legs. Knelt to dry my feet — I looked down at her wet head, the drops of water on her shoulders, her breasts brushing against my knees.

Then she stood and took my hand.

"Let's go."

I followed her out of the shower, still trembling from the arousal that hadn't found release. Between my legs throbbed, my nipples burned, my lips stung from her kisses. I tasted her lips on mine, smelled her skin in my nostrils.

Steam billowed out of the shower after us, mixing with the room's air.

And I saw.

The room had become a tangle of bodies. The sofas were occupied, the bed too. The light was dim, only wall sconces and candles on the tables burning, casting a warm, intimate half-light. Music still played — something slow, with deep bass that vibrated through the floor.

I stood naked, my back pressed against Alla. Between us — no clothes, nothing. Just skin against skin.

Her breasts touched my shoulder blades. Not just touched — I felt every millimeter of her skin: smooth, hot, damp from the shower. Her nipples — hard, dark pink, the size of large peas — pressed into my back just below my shoulder blades, and I felt them even through my own skin. They were like two small hot coals, leaving invisible marks.

Her hands rested on my waist. Long, thin fingers, with neat nails painted in clear polish. They didn't squeeze, didn't press — just rested, relaxed, but I felt their warmth, felt the pads of her fingers touching my skin just above my hips. Sometimes they moved slightly — a millimeter here, a millimeter there — and goosebumps spread across my stomach.

I myself was wet. Not from the water — the water had already dried on my skin, only the moisture between my legs remained, refusing to go away. My breasts felt full, heavier, my nipples hard to the point of pain, I felt them rubbing against the air with each breath. The skin on my stomach glistened — whether from water or the arousal spreading through my body.

My thighs were slightly parted, and I felt moisture trickling down my inner thigh, tickling my skin, pooling between my legs. My clit throbbed — strong, distinct, in time with my heart. Each heartbeat echoed in my lower belly in a brief flash.

I watched what was happening in the room, and my body responded to every scene, every moan, every movement.

On the canopy bed, Vladimir lay on his back, sprawled like the master of life. His body was lean, wiry — not bulky, but defined. Dark hair on his chest trailed down to his stomach, to his groin. His cock — long, with a slight upward curve, dark from the rush of blood — slid in and out of Yulia, wet and glistening.

Yulia sat on top of him, facing him. Her body was slim, but with full breasts — soft, firm, with dark nipples bouncing in rhythm. Blonde hair flew over her shoulders, sticking to her damp cheeks. She threw her head back, baring her long neck, collarbones, the hollow at the base of her throat. Her hips moved in wave-like circles, and I could see her muscles tensing under her skin as she lowered herself onto his cock to the hilt. Her face was frozen in a grimace of pleasure — half-moan, half-smile.

Next to them, on the same bed, Sasha knelt behind Yana. Sasha was thin, wiry, with prominent ribs and narrow hips. The skin on his back glistened with sweat, muscles rolling with each movement. His cock entered Yana in steady, deep strokes, wet and glistening, and with each withdrawal I saw it slide out, coated in her moisture.

Yana was on all fours, long and lean. Her back arched, buttocks pushing back to meet Sasha. Her breasts — small, neat, with dark nipples — hung beneath her, brushing the sheets with each thrust. She moaned into the pillow, her back glistening with sweat. Sometimes she turned her head, and I saw her face — eyes closed, lips parted, beads of sweat on her forehead.

On the wide sofa against the wall, three were arranged. Yura lay on his back, his body massive, powerful — broad chest, abs, defined arms with prominent veins. His eyes were closed, jaw clenched, square cheekbones tense. His cock was deep inside Marina, I couldn't see it — only felt it by the way her hips moved, the way she shuddered, the way he sometimes thrust up to meet her, going deeper.

Marina sat on top of him, facing him. Her body was soft, feminine — rounded hips, narrow waist. Light brown hair was gathered in a messy bun, but strands had escaped and stuck to her neck, her temples. Her face was turned to Yura, she looked down at him, licking her lips, sometimes running her tongue over them. Her hips moved slowly, smoothly — she was in no hurry, savoring each motion.

Every time she lowered herself, I saw the muscles in her buttocks tense, saw her bite her lip, her face contort with pleasure. Yura beneath her exhaled through his teeth — short, sharp — and his hips rose slightly to meet her. I couldn't see his cock, but I could see her body taking him — how she clenched around him with each movement, how her clit rubbed against his pubic bone, how she shuddered when he went especially deep.

Her hands rested on his chest, her fingers lightly scratching his skin. Sometimes she ran her palms over his stomach, his ribs, then braced on his chest again to feel the rhythm better. Her breathing was fast, uneven, each exhale escaping in a soft moan.

And behind her, Zhenya had positioned himself. He knelt behind her, pressing his whole body against hers — thin, wiry, but springy. His hands cupped her breasts, fingers squeezing her nipples, kneading them, pulling. Her breasts were in his hands — he didn't let them sway freely, just squeezed, massaged, played with her nipples. His hips moved in time with hers, but slightly faster — he rubbed his cock against her buttocks, sometimes sliding between them, the head touching her anus or wet crotch, but not entering. His cock was surprisingly large for his thin body — pale, almost white, with a bright pink head that glistened. He ran it over her skin, leaving wet trails. I saw the head slide over her buttocks, saw her flinch when he touched her anus, saw Yura beneath her tense at the sight.

I watched them and felt myself growing wetter between my legs. Alla kept stroking me, keeping me on the edge. And in the room, everything was just heating up — no one was in a hurry, everyone was stretching out the pleasure.

Zhenya turned his head and looked at me. His eyes sparkled, with mischief and something else — greedy, impatient. He smiled at me across the room without stopping his hips.

Alla ran her hand over my stomach. Her fingers slid from my navel down to my pubic bone, soft, teasing. I felt each finger — how they touched my skin, how they found my clit — hard, swollen, sensitive to the point of pain. She began to stroke — circular motions, unhurried, now pressing, now easing the pressure.

I exhaled, biting my lip.

"Watch," she whispered in my ear. "Watch how good they feel."

I watched.

Vladimir flipped Yulia onto her stomach — she rose to her knees, face buried in the pillow, and he entered her from behind, deep and slow. Yulia moaned and arched her back, pushing back to meet him. Her buttocks were round and firm, with dimples on the sides, and Vladimir squeezed them, spread them, went deeper. His cock flashed between them — long, dark, wet.

Sasha sped up inside Yana. His breathing quickened, he stroked her buttocks, spread them, went deeper. Yana moaned into the pillow, her body shuddering with each thrust. Marina from the sofa — the one with Yura and Zhenya — turned her head and looked at us. Smiled. Her fingers slid over her breast, squeezed her nipple, and she moaned without taking her eyes off us.

Zhenya pulled away from Marina for a second, caught my eye, and winked. His cock glistened, standing almost vertical, the bright pink head engorged. He pressed against Marina again, slid his cock between her buttocks, but didn't enter, just rubbed, teasing, leaving a wet trail on her skin.

Yura was looking at me. Straight at me, across the room. His gaze was heavy, assessing, but not frightening. He smiled at the corner of his mouth — for the first time all evening so openly — and thrust up slightly, going deeper into Marina. She moaned louder, throwing her head back, and Zhenya immediately pressed his lips to her neck.

Alla squeezed my clit slightly with her fingers, and I exhaled, clutching her hand.

I felt her breasts pressed against my back, her nipples rubbing against my shoulder blades. Felt her breath — hot, quick — on my neck. Felt her fingers between my legs, keeping me on the edge, not letting me fall.

Yura on the sofa was still watching me. His cock pulsed inside Marina, and she shuddered with each thrust. Zhenya behind her sped up, his hips moving faster, he ran his cock over Marina's wet crotch, sometimes touching the entrance with his head, but not entering.

I watched it and felt myself growing wetter. My fluid trickled down my inner thighs, mixing with the water that hadn't fully dried from the shower. Drops ran down my legs, pooled in the hollows behind my knees, dripped onto the carpet.

Alla leaned in and kissed my shoulder. Then my neck. Then my earlobe. Her tongue was wet, hot, tracing patterns on my skin.

"Do you want to?" she asked.

I nodded, unable to speak.

"What?" she whispered. "Say it."

I opened my mouth but couldn't say a word. Only moaned when her fingers pressed harder on my clit.

"I want to," I finally breathed.

"What?" she repeated, smirking.

"Them. You. Everything," I whispered.

She laughed softly and pulled her hand away. I almost cried out from the emptiness, from the abrupt end of the caress. But she didn't let me fall — took my hand, interlaced her fingers with mine, and led me to the center of the room.

"Then go to them," she said.

We stood naked, two girls, in the middle of naked bodies, moans, wet sounds. I felt the gazes — Yura from the sofa, Zhenya who had pulled away from Marina for a second, Vladimir who raised his head from Yulia's back. Everyone was watching us. Watching me.

I squeezed Alla's fingers and stepped forward.

It was only beginning.

Zhenya stepped toward me. Easily, springily, like a kitten about to pounce. His thin body moved smoothly, almost dancing. He was in front of me in a second, and I had no time to be surprised or pull away. He smelled of tobacco and something sweet — maybe the shower gel from the room. His eyes sparkled, mischievous sparks dancing in them, but his lips were pressed together in anticipation.

He took my hand. His fingers were thin, hot, slightly damp. He didn't ask, didn't say a word — just pulled. I was led to the sofa, where Yura and Marina were still moving in a slow rhythm.

I glanced over my shoulder. Alla was already heading to the bed, to Vladimir and Yulia. Her short platinum hair gleamed in the half-light, her long naked legs striding evenly across the carpet. She didn't look back. We were each going our own way, and somehow that made my heart skip — not from fear, but from a strange feeling that I was stepping into something new, without her support now.

Zhenya led me to the sofa. The leather was warm, slightly sticky from lubricant and moisture — people had just been lying, sitting, rubbing against it. I smelled sex soaked into the upholstery, and it aroused me even more. Zhenya sat first, leaned back against the cushions, and pulled my hand. I sank down beside him. The carpet beneath my feet gave way to soft leather, and I felt the heat from his body transferring to me through my thigh.

He moved close, his leg touching mine. I saw his body up close — thin, but not sickly. Flat stomach with barely visible muscles, a hairless chest, smooth skin, tanned as if he spent a lot of time in the sun. On his right shoulder — a small tattoo, some bird or arrow, I couldn't make it out. His cock stood hard, pointing upward, and I saw it very close — a pale, almost white shaft, a bright pink head glistening with a clear drop. On the head, a fine network of vessels pulsed in time with his breathing.

He didn't kiss me. Instead, his hand landed on my knee, just above, and began to move slowly up my thigh. His fingers — long, nervous, with short-trimmed nails — slid over my skin, leaving a hot trail. I flinched when they reached my inner thigh, where the skin is especially thin and sensitive. I felt my lower belly clench at that touch, my clit twitch.

"You're so soft," he said. His voice was high, slightly hoarse, and he spoke as if surprised. "Like silk. And hot."

I didn't answer. I was watching Yura and Marina. They were two steps away, on the same sofa. Yura lay on his back with his eyes closed, his jaw clenched, square cheekbones tense. Marina sat on top of him, facing him, moving slowly, smoothly. Her light brown hair had escaped her bun and stuck to her neck. She looked down at him, licking her lips, and every time she lowered herself, she bit her lip, while Yura exhaled through his teeth. Droplets glistened on her skin — in the hollow between her breasts, on her stomach.

Zhenya meanwhile ran his fingers over my pubic bone, not touching my clit, just stroking the skin around it. Slowly, teasingly, with his fingertips. I felt each millimeter of his touch echo in my lower belly in a brief flash. I exhaled and involuntarily spread my legs wider without realizing it. He smirked — I felt it in his breath by my temple.

"Do you want to?" he asked.

I nodded, unable to speak.

"What?"

"I don't know," I whispered, and it was almost true. I wanted everything, but couldn't name it.

"You're lying," he said, and finally touched my clit.

I grabbed his shoulder, digging my nails into his thin hot skin. He didn't stroke me like Alla — not in circles, not gently. He pressed rhythmically, in time with Marina's movements, as if conducting. One, two, three — pause — one, two, three. I felt his cock pressing against my thigh — hot, hard, pulsing. The head touched my skin, leaving a wet trace.

I turned my head and looked at the bed.

Alla was already there. She knelt beside Vladimir, who was still moving inside Yulia from behind. Alla leaned in and kissed Yulia on the lips — long, unhurried, with tongue. Yulia responded without stopping her movements, her moans escaping into Alla's mouth. Vladimir ran his hand down Alla's back, squeezed her buttock, and she arched, pressing against him. I saw her body curve, her breasts touch Yulia's back, her fingers slide over Yulia's stomach — slowly, from navel down, over every millimeter of skin. She paused at her pubic bone, ran her fingers through the short light-colored hair, then moved lower, to where Vladimir was entering Yulia.

Then Vladimir pulled out of Yulia and flipped her onto her back. Lay on top of her, entered again. Yulia wrapped her legs around him, her stockings glistening in the candlelight, her feet crossed at his lower back. Alla settled beside them, stroking Yulia's breasts, kissing her neck, her fingers sliding between their bodies, to where Vladimir entered her. I saw Alla spread Yulia's labia with her fingers, saw Vladimir moving inside, wet and glistening. She stroked his cock where it entered, gathered moisture on her fingers, and brought it to Yulia's lips.

I watched this and felt Zhenya's fingers grow more confident. He moved them over my clit, sometimes sliding lower, touching my entrance but not entering. I was wet — very wet, fluid running over his fingers, and he spread it over my lips, my perineum, my thighs. I heard wet sounds as his fingers slid over my skin, mixing with the sounds from the bed — moans, cries, the slap of bodies.

"You're ready," he said. Not a question. A statement.

I turned to him. His eyes sparkled, pupils so dilated that the irises were barely visible, lips parted, breathing quick. Beads of sweat on his forehead ran down the bridge of his nose, down his temples. His cock stood, almost touching my stomach — long, pale, with a bright pink head.

"Then watch them," he said, nodding toward the bed. "And don't close your eyes."

He lay down on the sofa, on his side, facing me, and pulled me toward him. We were pressed together — his chest to my back, his cock pressed against my buttocks. I felt his heartbeat — fast, loud — through my back. His breath tickled my neck. He ran his hand over my stomach, moved lower, found my clit again, and began to stroke — slow, deep, in sync with every thrust of Vladimir that I could see on the bed.

I watched Alla, Vladimir, and Yulia. Alla crouched beside them, her fingers moving between her legs, she was watching me across the room and smiling. Vladimir moved faster inside Yulia, his back glistening with sweat, muscles rolling under his skin. Yulia moaned, head thrown back, her breasts swaying, nipples hard, almost black in the half-light.

Zhenya lifted my hip slightly and entered me from behind.

Slowly. Deeply. I felt his cock filling me — not painful, not sharp, but smooth, as if I'd been waiting for this all evening. His head slid inside, and I exhaled, feeling the walls of my vagina clench around him, accept him, envelop him. He wasn't very thick, but long, and I felt him reach the deepest point, touching my cervix.

I leaned back against him, pressing my back to his chest. His skin was hot, damp with sweat, and when we touched, I felt our bodies merge into one. He kissed my shoulder — soft lips, wet, tongue sliding over my skin. Then my neck, then my earlobe. I heard his breathing, felt his fingers on my clit moving in time with his cock.

"Watch," he whispered.

I watched the bed. Alla was no longer just touching herself — she took Vladimir's cock in her mouth when he pulled out of Yulia and began to suck, looking up at me. Her short hair stuck out in all directions, eyes sparkling, saliva and lubricant glistening on her lips. Vladimir knelt, his cock in her mouth, and he growled when she took him deep.

Yulia lay beside them, breathing heavily, her chest heaving, her hand slowly stroking her stomach. She looked at Alla, at Vladimir, then turned her gaze to me. Smiled.

Zhenya moved inside me — slowly, deeply, in sync with what I was seeing. Each of his thrusts echoed inside me, and I felt his head pressing into the deepest point, felt his fingers on my clit squeezing in rhythm with his movements. I felt his cock pulsing inside me, growing harder, hotter.

I watched Alla, her mouth filled with Vladimir's cock, her eyes fixed on me. And I felt it building inside — that thick, hot, inevitable thing.

And then I heard Yura's voice. He stood beside the sofa, having just pulled away from Marina — she had come and crawled aside, breathing heavily, her body still trembling. His thick cock glistened, standing upright, dark burgundy, with swollen blue veins.

"Free her up," Yura said to Zhenya. Short, hoarse. Not a question. An order.

Zhenya looked at him, then at me. Smirked and pulled out. Sharp, in one motion, leaving behind a void that immediately ached. I froze, not understanding. Zhenya leaned back on the sofa, breathing hard, and nodded at Yura.

"Go ahead," he said. "She's yours."

I remained sitting on the edge of the sofa, legs spread wide. Yura knelt before me. His body was massive, sweaty, he was breathing hard after what he'd done with Marina. He grabbed my ankles — his fingers wrapped around my ankles, hot, damp — and lifted my legs. Threw them over his shoulders. My hips rose, I was open, vulnerable, soaked through. I leaned back on my hands and looked up at him.

He took his cock in his hand, guided the head to my entrance. I felt the heat of his cock before it touched me — it burned, pulsing in his fist. The head — large, smooth, swollen — pressed against my wet folds, slid over them, gathering my lubricant. I exhaled, feeling it slide, feeling how easily it entered.

He pushed. Entered slowly, unhurriedly. I felt my walls stretching, every vein on his shaft rubbing against my flesh, his thickness filling me to the limit. His head pressed against my cervix, and I exhaled — long, with a moan — digging my nails into his shoulders. He paused for a second, letting me adjust. I clenched around him, breathing deeply, trying to relax.

Then he began to move. Heavy, deep. Each thrust echoed in my lower belly, making me arch. His hips slapped against my buttocks, wet and dull. I looked at his face — eyes closed, jaw clenched, beads of sweat running down his temples. He was huge, heavy, and he was inside me.

I felt his cock sliding back and forth, filling me, stretching me, touching the deepest places. My legs trembled on his shoulders, my fingers dug into his shoulders, probably drawing blood. I looked up at him — his square cheekbones, his closed eyelids, his lips that sometimes parted, releasing a quiet moan.

He wasn't in a hurry. Didn't speed up. Just moved — steady, heavy, like a piston. And I felt it building inside — not sharp, not explosive, but thick and slow, as if something warm was rising from my stomach and spreading through my body.

I closed my eyes and gave in to the feeling. His cock inside me, his breath above me, his hands gripping my hips. But I couldn't stop watching. I opened my eyes, turned my head, and looked at the bed.

Alla was still there. Vladimir had pulled out of her mouth, lay on his back, and Alla mounted him, facing him. Her short hair bounced in rhythm, her breasts bouncing. And behind her, Sasha positioned himself. He knelt behind her, wrapped his arms around her breasts, and entered her — not vaginally, but anally. Simultaneously with Vladimir. Alla cried out — not loudly, but I heard it. Her body arched, her face contorted with pleasure, her fingers digging into Vladimir's shoulders. I saw her stomach heaving, saw her clenching around both of them. Vladimir and Sasha moved in sync — Vladimir from below, Sasha from behind, their cocks entering and withdrawing, wet and glistening.

I watched her, and Yura inside me suddenly stopped. Pulled out of my vagina. The void ached immediately — sharp, almost painful. I looked up at him in surprise, not understanding why he'd stopped.

"Turn over," he said. His voice low, hoarse.

I didn't ask. I already knew what was coming.

I flipped onto my stomach, rose to my knees on the sofa, face buried in the pillow. The leather was warm, sticky with my own moisture. I felt my buttocks spread, felt Yura looking down at me.

He ran his finger over my anus. I flinched, muscles tensing. He pulled his hand away. I heard him pick up a tube from the coffee table — plastic, white, with a blue cap. The cap clicked. Cold gel touched my anus — first one drop, then more. It ran down, over my perineum, mixing with my moisture. I felt the gel spreading, warming from my skin.

Then his finger — thick, rough — pressed against the entrance. I bit my lip, feeling my muscles resist. He wasn't in a hurry. Just held his finger there, letting me get used to the pressure. Then he pushed slightly harder, and the tip of his finger slipped inside. I exhaled, trying to relax. He pushed his finger in slowly, knuckle by knuckle. The second finger went in easier. He spread his fingers, stretching me, moving them in circles. I felt his fingers touching something deep inside, sending dull, warm waves through my body.

He pulled his fingers out. The cap clicked again. Gel squeezed onto his cock — I couldn't see it, but I heard the wet sound. Then the head of his cock pressed against my anus.

It was hot. Much hotter than his fingers. He pushed. My muscles clenched. He pushed harder, and the head slipped inside.

I cried out — not from pain, but from the intensity of the sensation. Sharp fullness, pressure deep inside. But not painful. The gel had done its job.

He entered unhurriedly, very slowly. I felt myself stretching, his thickness filling me, his veins rubbing against my walls. When he was all the way in, I exhaled and went limp. He paused for a second, letting me adjust. I felt his cock pulsing inside me.

Then he began to move. Slowly, deeply, barely pulling out. His cock slid inside, hot, hard, lubricated with gel and my moisture. I heard wet, squelching sounds with each movement.

My face was buried in the pillow, I breathed through my mouth, and each exhale escaped as a soft moan. The pillow smelled of someone else's perfume, sweat, and something sweet — maybe the shower gel from the room. I clutched it with my fingers, squeezing the fabric, feeling the pillow give under my face, the nap tickling my cheeks.

Yura moved inside me from behind — slowly, deeply, his thick cock sliding back and forth in my anus, stretched by gel and moisture. I felt every thrust — the head pressing deep, the veins rubbing against my walls, the pulse echoing through my whole body. My fingers dug into the pillow, my nails surely leaving marks on the fabric. I spread my knees wider to make it easier for him, and he went even deeper, making me exhale through my teeth.

I turned my head. Slowly, with effort, pulling my face away from the wet pillow. Through the half-darkness, through the soft lamplight, I looked sideways.

Yana and Yulia, who had been lying on the bed, had slid off it. I saw them out of the corner of my eye — two naked figures in the half-light. Yana was long and lean, with small breasts and dark nipples standing out as hard nubs. Yulia beside her looked fuller — her breasts swaying heavily with each step, rounded hips, narrow waist. Blonde hair spread over her shoulders, stuck to her neck, her temples.

They exchanged glances, smiled, and headed for the sofa. Toward Zhenya.

He sat on the edge of the sofa, leaning back, looking down at them. His cock was still hard — pale, long, with a bright pink head, wet and glistening. I could see him breathing heavily, his chest rising and falling, his fingers gripping the edge of the sofa.

Yana came first. Dropped to her knees before him right on the carpet. The carpet was soft, plush, I knew from my own knees — it pleasantly tickled the skin. Yana looked up at Zhenya, smiled, and took his cock in her hand. Her fingers — long, with neat nails painted dark polish — wrapped around the shaft, slid from base to tip. A drop from the head spread over her fingers, and she brought them to her lips, slowly licked them, not taking her eyes off him.

Yulia stood on the other side. Without kneeling, she leaned in, cupped his face in her hands, and kissed him — deep, with tongue, slowly. Her breasts pressed against his shoulder, and I saw his hand land on her waist, slide lower, squeeze her buttock.

Yana meanwhile leaned in and took his cock in her mouth. I saw her lips close around the head, saw her tongue circle it, her cheeks hollow as she created suction. Zhenya moaned — not loudly, but I heard it through the music. His hand came to rest on Yana's head, fingers tangling in her long coffee-with-milk hair.

Yulia pulled away from his lips and moved lower. She knelt beside Yana, pressed her shoulder against hers. Their heads were together, at his groin. I saw Yulia take his cock from Yana's mouth and take it into hers — deep, all the way to her throat, making him arch. Then they began to take turns — one sucking, the other licking the shaft, one pulling away, the other taking him deeper. Their tongues met on his head, intertwined, licking it from both sides at once.

I watched this, and Yura inside me sped up. His thick cock slid back and forth faster, wet and hot. I clenched around him, feeling his pulse echoing in my rectum. Saliva ran down my chin from watching Yana and Yulia — my own mouth had gone dry, and I licked my lips.

Yana and Yulia worked in sync, as if they'd rehearsed this many times. Yulia took his cock deep into her mouth while Yana licked his balls, taking them into her mouth one by one, rolling them with her tongue. Zhenya moaned louder, his fingers tangled in their hair, guiding their heads, speeding up the rhythm.

I watched this through half-closed eyelids, feeling everything inside me clench and release around Yura. Yura breathed heavily, his fingers digging into my buttocks, spreading them wider. I felt his cock pulsing inside me, felt him on the edge. But he didn't come. Just kept moving — faster, deeper, driving me to frenzy without letting me fall.

Suddenly Yulia pulled away, stood up, swung her leg over Zhenya's hips, and mounted him, facing him. His cock entered her — I saw it slide inside, her lips parting to take him. She began to move — slowly, deeply, cupping his face in her hands. Yana positioned herself behind, pressed against her back, wrapped her arms around her breasts, kissed her neck, her shoulders, moving lower.

Yura inside me moved in the same rhythm — in sync with Yulia's movements on Zhenya. I felt his cock pulsing, growing harder, hotter. My body was wet with sweat, my hair stuck to my face, I breathed through my mouth, and each exhale escaped as a moan.

I felt everything. His thick shaft sliding in my anus, stretched by gel, veins rubbing against my walls, his head pressing deep, into that place where something else begins, where pain mixes with pleasure and you stop knowing where the boundary is. I felt his fingers on my buttocks — digging in, spreading, holding me open for him. I felt sweat dripping from his chest onto my back — hot, heavy, smelling of him. I felt my own fingers gripping the pillow, nails digging into the fabric, the pillow dampening with saliva flowing from my open mouth.

And suddenly Yura froze.

I felt it immediately — his body tensed, his fingers dug into my buttocks to the limit, to the edge where bruises were about to form. His breath stopped for a second, then burst out in a low, guttural growl — not loud, but I heard it.

His cock twitched deep inside me. A stream hit my walls — hot, thick, abundant. I felt semen flooding me from inside, spreading through my rectum, warm, liquid, flowing. He came in pulses — one, two, three, four. Each time his cock twitched, a new stream added to the previous one, filling me more and more. I felt the heat building inside, semen penetrating deeper, mixing with the gel, becoming even slicker, even more fluid.

And at the same moment, it hit me.

The orgasm came unexpectedly — not as a wave, but as an explosion. From somewhere deep, from the very bottom of my stomach, from that place where Yura's cock pressed into me, where his semen flooded everything around. A flash of pleasure tore through me from inside, rolled up my spine, hit my head, made me arch and scream — right into the pillow, into the wet fabric, into the smell of someone else's perfume and saliva.

My body clenched around his cock — hard, convulsively, several times in a row. I felt my muscles pulsing, clenching and releasing, squeezing out his last drops. My clit pulsed in time with my heart, and each beat echoed in a new wave of pleasure — weaker, but still sharp, still warm.

I came with him, in the same rhythm. Each of his thrusts, each stream of semen inside me was answered by my own clenching, my own cry. I lost track of time. Lost my sense of reality. There was only my body — hot, wet, pulsing — and his cock inside, gradually calming, softening, but still there, not withdrawing.

Yura came for a long time — it felt like an eternity while his cock pulsed inside me, releasing one stream after another. I clenched around him, feeling him pulse, feeling his cock gradually soften but still remain inside, not withdrawing.

Then he pulled out. Slowly, carefully, and I felt semen gush out after him — warm and thick. It leaked out of me, ran down my buttocks, down my inner thighs, dripped onto the sofa. I felt it flowing — slow, viscous, leaving wet trails on my skin.

I stayed on my knees, not moving, breathing heavily. My body still trembled in small waves — echoes of the orgasm that refused to fade. My fingers dug into the pillow, my nails leaving marks on the fabric. I exhaled — long, with a moan — and went limp.

Yura leaned back on the sofa, breathing heavily. I heard him exhale — long, hoarse. His hand came to rest on my back, stroked, but he said nothing.

I turned my head toward the bed.

Alla lay on her back, arms and legs spread, relaxed after her orgasm. Her body was open — her breasts flattened, nipples pointing at the ceiling, stomach rising and falling slowly, thighs spread, everything between them glistening with moisture. Her short platinum hair was disheveled, sticking out in all directions, plastered to her forehead. She turned her head, met my eyes, and smiled.

Above her, Vladimir and Sasha knelt.

Their cocks were engorged, hard, glistening with Alla's lubricant and moisture. I saw them squeezing them at the base, heads swollen to a dark pink. They looked down at Alla — her relaxed, open body, her closed eyes, her lips waiting.

They came at the same time. Hot streams hit Alla's face, intertwining in the air, falling on her skin. One hit her cheek — spread over her cheekbone, ran to her ear, her jaw, dripped onto the pillow. Another — on her closed eyelid, Alla flinched but didn't open her eyes, only smiled a little wider. A third — on her lips, right into her partly open mouth, and semen ran inside, mixed with saliva, ran down her chin. Another — on her forehead, her neck, her other eye.

Semen mixed, spread, flooded her whole face — cheeks, nose, chin, lips, closed eyelids. Alla didn't move, only opened her mouth a little wider, catching drops with her tongue. White ran down her cheeks, her neck, pooled in the hollow between her collarbones, ran into her hair, onto her chest. She lay there, flooded, wet, glistening in the half-light, smiling — through the semen, through her closed eyes, through complete relaxation. Her chest heaved, droplets glistening on her nipples. She didn't wipe herself, didn't open her eyes — just lay there and felt someone else's semen running down her face, felt its warmth, its smell.

On the sofa, Zhenya had lowered Yana.

She knelt before him, beside Yulia. Both looked up at him, mouths open, tongues out — pink, wet, glistening. I saw their tongues trembling with anticipation, waiting.

Zhenya squeezed his cock at the base and aimed at their faces. The stream hit Yana's cheek — hot, thick, spread over her skin, ran to her ear, her neck. Yana didn't pull away, on the contrary, tilted her head slightly, offering the other side.

The next hit Yulia directly on the lips. She didn't close her mouth — opened it wider, and semen ran inside, mixed with saliva. Yulia swallowed, licked her lips, and smiled — contentedly, slowly, not taking her eyes off Zhenya.

Another — again on Yana, this time on the bridge of her nose. Semen ran down, dripped from the tip of her nose onto her upper lip. Yana licked it off with her tongue, eyes open.

Another hit Yulia's eyebrow, spread over her eyelid, glued her lashes. She blinked several times but didn't wipe it off — left it there.

Zhenya moved his cock from side to side, painting their faces with white streaks — noses, chins, cheeks, closed eyes, corners of mouths. Yana and Yulia didn't move, only occasionally licked their lips — in sync, as if communicating without words. Their faces became wet, glistening, unfamiliar — not like themselves.

Zhenya moved his cock from side to side, showering them with semen — noses, chins, closed eyes, outstretched tongues. Yana and Yulia didn't move, only occasionally licked themselves, gathering semen from their lips, sometimes exchanging glances and smiling. Their faces became white with semen, lashes glued together, hair plastered to their foreheads.

Zhenya still didn't stop. The streams grew weaker but didn't cease — one, another, a third, he squeezed his cock at the base, pushing out the last drops. The final drops fell on their outstretched tongues — thick, viscous, they hung on the tips before Yana and Yulia drew them into their mouths.

Yana licked Yulia's cheek, gathering the white moisture, and they kissed — deep, with tongue, passing semen from mouth to mouth. I saw their tongues intertwine, semen leaking from the corners of their lips, mixing with saliva, running down their chins.

And then I saw Marina.

She approached the bed where Alla lay with her face covered in semen. Knelt beside her, leaned in, and began to slowly lick the semen from her cheek. With her tongue — wide, unhurried, savoring, gathering the white moisture into her mouth. Alla opened her eyes, smiled, and lifted her head, offering her face.

Marina licked the semen from her chin — slowly, tracing every millimeter with her tongue. From her lips — lingering, gathering the remnants into her mouth, mixing with her own saliva. From her closed eyelids — carefully, to avoid getting it in her eyes. From her nose — gently, almost like kisses. Semen was everywhere — on her forehead, her temples, in her hair, on her neck. Marina gathered it all, not missing a drop.

Then she leaned in and kissed Alla on the lips — deep, with tongue, passing semen from mouth to mouth. Alla returned the kiss, cupping her face in her hands, smeared with someone else's semen. I saw their tongues meet, semen flowing from one mouth to another, licking each other, gathering the remnants from their lips.

I knelt on the sofa, feeling Yura's semen still leaking out of me, dripping onto the sofa, mixing with gel and my moisture. Yura sat beside me, breathing heavily, his hand still on my back, stroking, soothing. Zhenya, Yana, and Yulia were tangled together on the sofa, kissing and licking each other, their faces wet with semen, hair glued, skin glistening. On the bed, Marina was licking Alla's face clean, Vladimir and Sasha stood nearby, watching, their cocks already beginning to soften.

I wiped my face with the back of my hand — wet from tears, saliva, sweat. Ran my hand through my hair, pushing it from my forehead. Looked at my fingers — they were wet, sticky.

I smiled. This was my life now.
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Chapter 4. A Different Ritual
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On weekdays, I was a proper high school senior. Mornings — the black Mercedes at the entrance, Andrey opening the door, me sliding into the back seat and riding to school. Classes, teachers, classmates who never realized something had changed in me. I nodded, smiled, pretended to care about grades and final exams. But in class, I sat there replaying Saturday nights in my head.

Alla would come up to me during breaks, exchange a few words, but we didn't discuss details. Not around others. Sometimes she'd text me on the new phone: "How are you?" — "Fine," I'd answer. And it was true. I was fine. In a new kind of fine.

And on Saturday nights, I'd leave the old phone on the charger again, put on a short dress, stockings, high-heeled boots, throw on my coat, and walk out. The concierge had gotten used to me going out some evenings. Andrey saw my green dot at Lakhta and suspected nothing. Dad called once a week, asked about school, I answered in monosyllables. Zhanna didn't even appear on the horizon.

The Hotel Golitsyn on Sennaya had become our headquarters. The same suite on the second floor — soaring ceilings with molding, dark wood paneling, huge windows overlooking the bell tower of the Savior on Spilled Blood. Leather sofas, a giant canopy bed, a bar counter with a minibar. A place that smelled of freedom and the forbidden.

We gathered on Saturdays, sometimes from Friday night into Saturday. The group wasn't constant — people dropped in, people disappeared. But the core remained: Vladimir, Yura, Sasha, Alla, Yulia, Yana, Marina. And Zhenya — always hungry for affection, fidgety, with his sly smile and a cock that absolutely didn't match his wiry frame.

He started showing up more often than before, and every time he came to me first, as if we were in on something together. But sometimes new faces appeared. Some girls I'd never seen before — friends of friends, acquaintances of acquaintances. Some guys — Vladimir's friends, people from his business circles, older than us, confident, calm. Once a guy named Gleb came — huge, bald, with a gold chain around his neck, who stayed silent all night and just watched. Another time — two girls, Lena and Sveta, Yulia's friends, who immediately undressed and started kissing each other without waiting for anyone's cue.

The group was expanding, and it added an edge. New bodies, new hands, new lips, new cocks. Sometimes I got lost in them, stopped distinguishing who was who. But the old guard remained the core. Vladimir still sat in his armchair like the master of life, with a glass of whiskey and a slight smirk. Yura was silent, but his presence was felt — massive, reliable, like a rock. Sasha made everyone laugh, but in bed he became serious. Alla — my friend, my connection to this world, who always knew when to hold me back and when to let me go. Yulia — with her breasts she wielded like a weapon and her smile that made guys' knees buckle. Yana and Marina — inseparable, often ending the night in a threesome with Sasha.

And me. I was becoming one of them. More and more, deeper and deeper.

We allowed ourselves a lot. White powder — lines on the glass tabletop, a rolled bill, a sharp inhale and burning in the nose, and then — clear, sharp, almost painfully precise clarity. The world became brighter, sounds louder, thoughts faster. And everything that followed seemed even more real, even more right.

Weed — smoke passed around in a circle, light, tasteless, odorless. After it, everything floated, became soft, warm, enveloping. Bodies seemed more beautiful, touches more tender, and time — rubbery, viscous, endless.

It was on one of those Saturdays, when alcohol, white powder, and weed had mixed in my blood stronger than usual, that everything went off-script.

One Wednesday after school, Alla came over to my place.

We sat in the kitchen, drinking tea, chatting about nothing — teachers, the literature test, how Yulia had shown up at the club in a top that made everyone's jaws drop. Ordinary talk. But I felt this wasn't an ordinary visit. Alla was looking at me differently — longer than necessary, and there was something in her gaze that made everything inside me clench. Something warm and thick, like syrup spreading through my lower belly.

"Let's go shower," she said. "Wash me?"

I stood up without a word. We both knew why. She followed me. My palms were sweating, but I didn't look back. Didn't want to show how much I'd been waiting for this.

The door closed. Steam began to rise from the hot water — first in thin streams, then a thick cloud. The mirror fogged, the tile grew damp, the air became dense, almost tangible. Alla pulled off her sweater, her jeans, and stood in her underwear. I stood still, watching her reach for the faucet, check the temperature, adjust the spray. Her movements were smooth, unhurried, as if she'd done this hundreds of times. Then she turned to me and unbuttoned my shirt herself. The second. The third. Slid it off my shoulders. Unbuttoned my jeans. I stepped out of them. We were left in our panties — hers black lace, mine white cotton, ordinary, almost childish. The contrast was funny and somehow arousing.

She stepped under the water first, reached out her hand. Palm open, fingers slightly spread. I stepped in after her, and her fingers closed around mine.

Water poured down from above, hot, almost scalding. Steam swirled around, making the air thick and damp. Alla pressed against me, and for the first time I truly felt her body — not through clothes, not in the club's half-light, but here, under the water, face to face.

She was tall, slender, with long legs and narrow hips. Smooth, lightly tanned skin, flawless — not a single mole, scar, or mark. Her breasts were small, neat, with erect dark pink nipples that had hardened from the water and closeness. I felt them against my chest — hard little peas that brushed my nipples with every movement. A thin waist, flat stomach with a barely visible muscle line down the middle — where men have abs, she just had smooth, taut, firm skin. Her short platinum hair was plastered to her forehead, revealing sharp cheekbones and a long neck. On her neck — a thin gold chain that glinted in the lamplight, reflecting droplets of water. She was beautiful — not Yulia's doll-like beauty, but aristocratic, almost predatory. Like a cat. Like a cover model caught off guard in a shower.

She took the shower gel — clear, smelling of vanilla and something citrus — squeezed it into her palm and began to wash me. Like on Saturday, but different. Slower. Gentler. No rush, no looking over her shoulder at who was waiting beyond the door. Her hands were the only thing that existed in that moment.

Her hands slid over my shoulders — in circles, her fingers kneading the skin. Over my neck — pressing slightly on the muscles, making me relax. Over my breasts — lingering on my nipples, circling them with her thumbs, squeezing them between her fingers until I exhaled with a soft moan. I closed my eyes, tilting my head back, letting the water hit my face. Warm streams ran down my cheeks, my lips, my closed eyelids. Her palms moved lower — over my stomach, circling my navel, over my thighs, stroking the inside where the skin is thinnest and most sensitive.

She washed me there — long, thorough, with fingers that knew what they were doing. I felt her fingers sliding over my wet skin, finding my clit, stroking it in circles, unhurried, teasing. Now pressing, now easing the pressure. Now speeding up, now slowing down. I bit my lip to keep from moaning out loud.

I opened my eyes. Alla was looking straight at me. Water streamed down her face, her short platinum hair plastered to her forehead, her neck, her breasts, her stomach. Droplets lingered in the hollow between her breasts, ran lower, to her navel. She smiled and kissed me — not on the lips, on my neck, where the pulse beats. I felt her tongue — wet, hot, tracing the skin around the artery, making my heart beat faster. I exhaled, tilting my head back, offering my neck.

She entered me with her fingers — easily, without resistance. I was wet — not from the water. One finger, then a second. I felt them moving inside me, bending, finding that spot I'd read about in women's magazines but never knew where it was. Now I knew. Her thumb stroked my clit in rhythm — slow, steady, like a pulse.

I clutched her shoulders, dug my nails into her wet skin. Left red marks — she didn't pull away, only exhaled and smiled. Water poured over us, mixing with my moisture, running down our legs into the drain. I looked at her, at her face in the half-light, at her bitten lip, at her eyes that never left mine. Pupils dilated, irises almost invisible. She was somewhere far away and at the same time right here with me.

She sped up. Fingers inside moving faster, more rhythmic, her thumb pressing harder on my clit, almost to the point of pain. I felt the orgasm rising from somewhere deep — from my stomach, my spine, the very center of me. Growing, pulsing, about to explode. My breathing faltered, I couldn't breathe, only moan.

Alla pressed her whole body against mine — breast to breast, stomach to stomach, hip to hip — kissed me on the lips, deep, with tongue, and I came.

A wave of pleasure rolled from her fingers inside me to the tips of my hair, clenched my whole body, made me arch and moan — into her mouth, into the water, into the steam. I clenched around her fingers, feeling them pulse with me. My clit twitched under her thumb, each pulse a new flash. She didn't stop, stroked me through the orgasm until the last spasms faded, until I stopped trembling.

I went limp, pressing my forehead to hers. Breathing hard, feeling water run down my back, my buttocks, my legs. My heart pounded somewhere in my throat. My fingers still trembled.

But Alla didn't let me sink into that relaxation. She took my hand and placed it between her legs.

"Now you," she said. Her voice was hoarse, roughened.

I knelt before her. The tile was cold, but the water washed the cold away, making it just smooth and slippery. I spread her thighs with my hands — they were smooth, strong, slightly damp, the skin on the inside soft and hot. I looked up. Alla looked down at me, biting her lip. Water ran down her stomach, pooled in her navel, ran lower, to where I was about to touch.

I ran my fingers over her stomach — from her navel down, slowly, feeling the muscles tense under my hand. Over her pubic bone — short coarse hairs, wet, plastered to her skin. Over her wet lace panties — they were soaked through, but not from water. I pushed the fabric aside. And saw her.

Her labia — slightly swollen, dark pink, glistening with moisture. They were open like petals, and between them glistened — fluid, clear, viscous. Her clit — hard, swollen, peeking out from under the folds, red, tense. Pulsing — I could see it twitching in time with her heartbeat.

I leaned in. Touched it with my tongue — carefully, tasting. Alla exhaled and put her hands on my head. Her fingers tangled in my wet hair, clenched, but didn't pull.

She smelled strong — feminine, aroused, with a hint of shower gel mixing with her own scent. The taste was salty, slightly sour, alive, warm. Unlike a man's — softer, sweeter, without the bitterness.

I licked her slowly, uncertain at first, afraid of doing it wrong, of hurting her. I moved my tongue over her clit in circles, traced around it, sucked it into my mouth, released, sucked again. She guided me with soft moans — not words, but sounds, slight movements of her hips. When I pressed harder, she exhaled; when I eased up, she lifted her hips, asking for more. When my tongue touched the very tip, the most sensitive spot, she flinched and squeezed her fingers in my hair.

I slid my tongue lower, entered her — as far as I could, feeling her walls clench around my tongue. She was hot, wet, pulsing. I moved my tongue inside like a finger, up and down, and she moaned louder — the sound echoed off the tile walls, mixing with the sound of water. Her fingers in my hair clenched harder, almost painfully.

I went back to her clit. Traced it with my tongue, sucked, released, sucked again. One finger slid inside — easily, she was soaking wet. A second. I moved them slowly, bent them, searching for the spot she'd found in me. Found it — she jerked and bit her lip, but the moan still escaped.

I focused on her clit. Licked it fast, rhythmic, not letting myself rest. My tongue moved on its own, fingers inside bending and straightening, pressing that spot again and again. Alla tensed, her thighs trembling, her fingers in my hair clenching to the point of pain, to the grinding of teeth.

"Now," she breathed.

She came. Loudly, arching, pressing my face into her so hard I could barely breathe. I felt her clit pulsing under my tongue — fast, strong, as if her heart was beating right there. Felt her walls clenching around my fingers — rhythmic, convulsive. Felt her body shaking with waves of pleasure — from her toes curling on the tile to her fingertips still gripping my hair.

I didn't stop. Licked her through the orgasm, not letting it fade, prolonging, stretching. She moaned softly now, hoarsely, almost soundlessly, her body trembling in small waves, fading. Until she pushed me away — not hard, just a weakened hand that fell on my head and lay there, unable to clench anymore.

I rose. Alla stood leaning against the wall, breathing hard. Her chest rose and fell, nipples still hard, droplets of water on her skin — or sweat, I couldn't tell. Water ran down her face, her neck, her breasts, her stomach, her thighs. Her lips were swollen, eyes sparkling, pupils dilated, lashes stuck together.

She opened her eyes, looked at me, and smiled. Tired, satisfied, catlike.

"Now you're mine," she said. Her voice was hoarse. "Not just on Saturdays."

I didn't answer. Just stood there, feeling water run down my body, mixing with the remnants of pleasure on my lips. Her taste was still on my tongue — salty, slightly sour, alive. I licked my lips. She noticed. Smiled wider.

She turned off the water. Silence hit my ears after the roar of the spray. The steam began to dissipate, revealing our wet bodies in the half-light. Alla took a large fluffy towel and began to dry me — gently, slowly, like after a shower, but it was no longer just a shower.

After that, we became more than friends. At school — business as usual, no extra glances, no hints. During breaks we exchanged a few words, sat at the same desk, laughed at classmates' jokes. And no one knew what happened when the door closed behind us.

She came to my Lakhta place a couple of times a week, after school. Sometimes we didn't even make it to the bed — we kissed in the kitchen, pressed against the fridge, in the shower under the spray, on the living room carpet, rolling on the soft pile. I learned her body as well as my own. Every mole — she had one on her left shoulder blade, tiny, almost invisible. Every curve — how her back arched when she lay on her stomach. Every sound she made when she felt good — a soft, throaty moan like a purr.

I learned how to make her scream — fast, with my fingers, when she was impatient. How to make her come first — slowly, with my tongue, stretching the pleasure for half an hour. How to lie in silence afterward, intertwined, saying nothing, just listening to our breathing even out, our hearts calm down.

She showed me that sex wasn't just about men and their cocks. That girls knew how too — with fingers, tongue, whole bodies. That intimacy wasn't just "back and forth," but when you're not afraid to be naked. Truly. Without clothes, without pretense, without stupid masks.

We became a place for each other where we didn't have to lie. Everything around us pissed me off — Dad, Zhanna, school, the geolocation, Andrey. But we just took off our clothes and forgot it all.

Everything was already humming inside me when we walked in. Alla and I came straight to the hotel — this time without the club. The music was low, but the bass vibrated through the floor. It smelled of smoke, perfume, and something sweet — that mixture that had become familiar and comfortable to me.

That Saturday, Sasha wasn't there. He'd gone somewhere on business, they said, to visit his parents in Petersburg. But the others were there.

Everyone was dressed casually. Vladimir in his armchair — dark sweater and jeans. Yura beside him — a black t-shirt stretched over his powerful shoulders, matching jeans. Zhenya was hovering at the bar in a loose graphic tee and worn jeans. The girls sat on the sofa — Yulia in a short top and skirt, Yana in a simple black dress, Marina in jeans and a sweater. Alla wore jeans and a white t-shirt, her short platinum hair gleaming in the lamplight. We sat on the free sofa across from the entrance. She put her hand on my knee, a little higher than a friendly gesture warranted. I didn't move it away.

The hookah went around. I took a drag — the same light, tasteless smoke that no longer frightened me. After a few minutes, everything floated, became soft, warm, enveloping. Bodies seemed more beautiful, touches more tender, time rubbery, viscous, endless. I leaned back on the sofa, feeling the weed spreading through my veins, relaxing my muscles, dissolving boundaries.

Vladimir pulled a small clear bag from his jacket's inner pocket. Inside, white powder gleamed. White powder. He poured several lines on the glass tabletop, took a rolled bill, and deftly drew it through the powder. Then he leaned down, pinched one nostril, and inhaled it all at once. No special effects. Just inhaled, leaned back, and closed his eyes for a second.

Then he passed the bill on.

Everyone took their turn. Yura — silent and quick. Zhenya — sneezed and laughed. Yana and Marina — in sync, like twins. Yulia — with a coquettish smack. Alla — calmly, professionally.

When it was my turn, I took the bill, bent over the line, and inhaled. The powder burned my nasal passages, stung, tears welled up. But after a few seconds the bitterness passed, and I felt the world become sharp, acute, almost painfully real. Sounds — louder, colors — brighter, thoughts — faster. Fear was gone. Only confidence remained.

And then I noticed the new girl.

On the sofa next to Yulia sat a girl I'd never seen before. Small, almost tiny — a head shorter than me, maybe five foot nothing. Light curly hair to her shoulders, a doll-like face, blue eyes, a button nose, bow-shaped lips. And breasts. Huge breasts. A DDD cup at least. Under a thin white top with a deep neckline, they looked unreal — heavy, round, with dark nipples showing through the thin fabric. The top was so short it bared a strip of her stomach. She sat with her legs tucked under her — jeans hugging her rounded hips — and twisted a champagne glass in her hands, barely drinking.

She looked around with wide eyes, like a cornered animal. Her gaze darted from Vladimir to Yura, from Yulia to Yana, from me to Alla. She saw me, smiled — modestly, even shyly, but there was something childlike, defenseless in her smile.

"That's Olya," Alla said, nodding in her direction. "The new one."

"I see," I replied.

"She's getting initiated tonight."

I looked at Olya. She took an embarrassed sip from her glass and stared at the floor. Her fingers trembled. I remembered myself — just as scared, tense, not understanding where I'd ended up. My heart beat faster. I felt both amused and sad at the same time.

"Poor thing," I said. "I remember myself."

"You handled it," Alla smirked. "And she will too."

And then I noticed two more. They sat in the corner of the sofa, next to Vladimir, and I hadn't seen them before.

"That's Vlad and Maxim," Alla said, nodding toward them. "The old guard. Haven't been around in a while, but they're back now."

"From where?" I asked.

"Vlad from Thailand," Alla replied. "Went there to party hard, lived on Phuket for about three months, rented a villa, caroused with locals and expats. They say he had a whole harem there. Came back tan, even thinner, but happy."

"And Maxim?"

"Maxim from a different world," Alla smirked. "He was dealing with his father. They have a business, some partners set them up, had to go underground, keep a low profile. They say it was rough. But it all settled down, now he's back with us."

I looked at Vlad and Maxim. They sat in the corner of the sofa, barely talking to each other, but you could feel there was a story behind them.

I looked closer. Vlad was tall, thin, with long dark hair pulled back in a ponytail. A narrow face with sharp cheekbones, dark deep-set eyes. Dressed in a black t-shirt with a worn print and jeans. Tattoos on his arms. He sat leaning back, leg crossed, lazily sipping whiskey from a glass. There was something relaxed, almost bored in his posture. But his eyes moved — around the room, over faces, over bodies.

Maxim was the complete opposite. Stocky, solid, with a short haircut and a heavy gaze. Broad shoulders, a powerful neck, a square jaw. A gold chain on his neck, a ring with a black stone on his finger. Dressed in an expensive black turtleneck hugging his torso, and dark trousers. He wasn't drinking — sat with a bottle of mineral water, watching Olya. Without looking away. There was something predatory, assessing in his gaze.

Both looked at me when I walked in. I nodded at them, they nodded back. Vlad lifted the corner of his mouth in something like a smile. Maxim just nodded, expression unchanged.

Vladimir set his glass on the table and stood up. Walked over to Olya, extended his hand. She looked up at him — frightened, huge eyes.

"Olya, come here," he said calmly.

Olya stood up, unsteadily, almost dropping her glass. She walked toward him, and the whole company watched her. Small, almost toy-like, with that absurd huge chest swaying with every step.

She stopped in front of Vladimir.

"Do you know why we're here?" Vladimir asked.

Olya nodded. Without looking up.

"Say it."

"Initiation," she whispered.

"Louder."

"Initiation," she repeated, slightly louder.

Vladimir smiled. Swept his gaze around the room.

"All in favor?"

Everyone raised their glasses. I raised mine. Alla too.

Vladimir turned to Olya and said, "Undress."

Olya froze. Looked at him, then at all of us. Blushed. Her hands trembled as she reached for the hem of her top. Pulled it over her head. Her breasts spilled out — huge, white, with dark nipples that immediately hardened from the air and tension. She covered herself with her hands, but Vladimir shook his head.

"Don't. Continue."

Olya unbuttoned her jeans, pushed them down her hips. She was left in her panties — lace, white, thin, almost weightless. Expensive. And in sneakers that looked ridiculous on her bare legs. She stood trembling, staring at the floor.

"Panties too," Vladimir said.

Olya closed her eyes. Pulled off her panties. She was completely naked now, except for the sneakers. Small, with enormous breasts that seemed too heavy for her fragile body. A neat triangle of hair at her pubic bone. Trembling thighs.

Vladimir looked her over from head to toe, then swept his gaze around the room.

"Now everyone undresses," he said.

And he started with himself. Tossed off his jacket, pulled off his t-shirt, unbuttoned his jeans. Yura stood up, pulled his turtleneck over his head. Zhenya quickly shed his t-shirt and jeans, left in just his boxers. The girls began to undress — Yulia pulled off her top, Yana unzipped her dress, Marina removed her slip.

Alla turned to me, smiled, and tugged the hem of my t-shirt up. I raised my arms, and she pulled it over my head. Then she took off her own — white, loose, in one motion. We were left in jeans. She unbuttoned mine, I unbuttoned hers. Jeans slid down, we stepped out of them. Left in our underwear — she in a black lace set, thin, almost transparent, me in white with gold threads, expensive, bought in a boutique and never worn. Then we took those off too.

Within a minute, everyone was naked. Naked bodies gleamed in the half-light, smelling of perfume, sweat, and something sweet — that same scent that had soaked into the room.

Olya stood in the center, naked, small, with enormous breasts, looking at us with terror. And curiosity.

The initiation was beginning. Like mine had been. But now I was on this side. Watching the new girl standing in the center, trembling, scared, not knowing what awaited her.

And I knew. And somehow, I envied her.

Vladimir approached Olya first. Stood before her, his cock already engorging, rising, becoming long with a slight upward curve, dark, with swollen veins twisting along the shaft like roots of an old tree. The head was large, glistening, with a tiny clear drop at the very tip. Olya looked up at him — huge, frightened, blue eyes with dilated pupils.

"On your knees," he said quietly.

Olya sank down. Slowly, uncertainly, her knees touching the soft carpet pile. I saw her fingers trembling as she braced them on the floor. She raised her face to his cock. Vladimir took himself in hand, guided the head toward her lips. Olya opened her mouth — not immediately, paused for a second, licked her dry lips, then took it.

I watched her from the side. She did everything awkwardly, clumsily — tongue in the wrong place, teeth scraping, saliva running down her chin. Her cheeks hollowed as she tried to create suction, but it wasn't working well. Vladimir patiently guided her, his hand on the back of her head, not pressing, just showing. Olya sobbed but didn't stop. Her huge breasts swayed with each movement of her head, nipples hard, dark pink, brushing against her own thighs.

Then Vlad stepped up. He stood beside them, his cock in front of Olya's face. I saw it up close — long, thin, with pale skin, almost white, and a dark head, almost purple, with clear boundaries. The veins on it were thin, winding like threads, pulsing. Sparse dark hairs at his groin. Olya switched to him, and he moaned — softly, through his teeth, head thrown back. His long hair, tied in a ponytail, fell down his back.

Next — Maxim. His body was powerful, stocky, with a broad chest covered in dark hair and a flat stomach with defined muscles. His cock was thick but not very long, with a large mushroom-shaped head and thick dark hair at the base. Lubricant glistened on the head, and he ran his finger over it, gathering a drop before guiding his cock into Olya's mouth. He didn't wait for her to take it herself — grabbed the back of her head and guided her, rougher than Vladimir. Olya coughed, but he didn't let go. His fingers dug into her light curly hair, clenching into a fist.

Then Yura stepped up. His huge thick cock, with swollen blue veins wrapping around the shaft like cables and a dark burgundy swollen head, made Olya freeze for a second. She looked up at him, licked her lips — her tongue trembling — and took it. It was hard for her. Jaw wide open, almost cracking, saliva streaming down her chin, onto her chest, her stomach, dripping onto the carpet. She tried, moving her head back and forth, but the cock barely fit, and she gagged, pulled out, took it again.

Zhenya hopped in last — impatient, fidgety. His cock was already standing almost vertical, pale, with a bright pink head. He guided it into Olya's mouth himself, immediately moving his hips, not giving her time to adjust. Olya moaned, tears streaming, but endured. Zhenya grabbed her hair, forcing her to take him deeper, moaning louder than everyone.

The girls sat on the sofa watching. Yulia stroked herself between her legs — her fingers moving fast, rhythmic, head thrown back, eyes half-closed, chest heaving. Yana and Marina interlaced their fingers, their hands moving in sync — one stroking herself, the other stroking her friend, and they kissed without taking their eyes off the action. Alla sat beside me, her hand on my knee, also watching, her fingers clenching and unclenching in time with Olya's movements.

Then Vladimir gave a signal. Olya was pulled up from her knees — she staggered, legs trembling — and placed on all fours in the center of the room, on the carpet.

She lowered herself to all fours, her back arching in a smooth curve. Her breasts hung heavy, almost touching the pile. Her buttocks were round, firm, spread, and between them glistened a wet pink slit — ready, waiting. The skin on her back glistened with sweat, vertebrae barely visible beneath smooth skin. Her shoulder blades moved with each breath, like wings.

Vladimir was first from behind. He knelt behind her, pressed his cock to her entrance. The head pushed against the wet folds, spread them, and he entered slowly. Olya cried out and buried her face in the carpet, fingers clutching the pile. He began to move — measured, deep, his long cock sliding in her, wet, glistening, pulling out almost completely and entering again. I heard wet, squelching sounds with each thrust.

Then Vlad took his place. His thin long cock entered easier, and he moved faster, accelerating almost immediately. Olya moaned into the carpet, her body shuddering with each thrust, her breasts swinging beneath her, nipples brushing the pile. Vlad breathed fast, his ponytail swaying on his back.

Maxim entered hard, deep immediately, his thick cock stretching her. Olya cried out louder — pain in her voice — but he didn't stop. Moved rhythmically, heavily, like a piston, his hips slapping against her buttocks. He put his hands on her waist, squeezed, leaving red fingerprints.

Yura knelt behind her, and his huge thick cock made Olya scream. She clawed at the carpet, nails leaving tracks in the fabric, her back arching, head thrown back. He entered slowly, centimeter by centimeter, letting her adjust. I saw her muscles tense, saw her breathing deep, trying to relax. Then he began to move — deep, heavy, barely pulling out, just rocking his hips. Olya moaned in rhythm.

Zhenya was last, impatient, fast. His pale cock flashed between her buttocks, wet, glistening. He moved fast, accelerating almost immediately, and Olya moaned in rhythm, her voice breaking into a rasp.

Vladimir brought the lubricant tube. Olya stayed on all fours — Vladimir knelt behind her, spread her buttocks. The gel touched her anus — she flinched, goosebumps rising, shivers running down her spine. The gel ran down, over her perineum, mixing with her moisture, making everything slick, flowing. Vladimir's fingers — first one, then two — stretched her, moving in circles. Olya bit her lip, eyes closed, beads of sweat on her forehead. Her breasts hung heavy, nipples almost touching the carpet, dark, hard.

He entered first himself. Vladimir knelt behind, pressed his long cock to her anus. The head pressed, pushed. Olya exhaled — long, with a moan — and relaxed. Vladimir entered slowly, smoothly, centimeter by centimeter. His cock slid inside, wet with gel, and Olya adjusted, her body gradually accepting him. He put his hand on her buttock, stroking, soothing, and began to move — rhythmic, deep, barely pulling out.

Then Vlad. He pushed Vladimir aside, took his place. His cock entered easier — Olya was already stretched, accustomed. Vlad moved fast, almost impatiently, his hips slapping against her buttocks, wet and hollow. He grabbed her hips, fingers digging into her skin, and sped up even more. Olya moaned in rhythm, her breasts swinging beneath her, nipples rubbing against the carpet.

Next Maxim. His cock was thicker, and when the head pressed against her anus, Olya tensed. He pushed — she cried out, clutching the carpet, fingers whitening. Maxim paused for a second, letting her adjust, his cock pulsing inside her. Then he began to move — slowly, deep, each thrust making her arch. Olya moaned, voice breaking, but she didn't ask him to stop. Maxim squeezed her hips, fingers digging into her skin, leaving red marks. Drops of sweat ran down his back, falling onto her buttocks.

Then Zhenya — impatient, quick. He didn't wait, knelt behind, pressed his cock and entered. Olya moaned louder — Zhenya moved fast, almost rough, his hips slapping against her buttocks. He grabbed her hips and sped up even more. Olya shuddered with each thrust, her breasts swinging beneath her, broken moans escaping her throat.

And last — Yura. He pushed Zhenya aside, knelt behind. His cock was huge, thick. Olya felt it immediately — froze, bit her lip. The head pressed against her anus, pushed. Olya cried out — not loudly, but I heard it. Her body tensed, back arching, fingers clawing the carpet so hard her knuckles went white. Yura entered slowly, centimeter by centimeter, letting her adjust. Olya breathed fast, deep, trying to relax. When he was all the way in, she exhaled — long, with a moan. He began to move — slow, deep, barely pulling out, and her cries mixed with moans. I saw his cock disappear into her and reappear — wet, glistening, coated in gel. Drops of sweat ran down his back, falling onto her buttocks.

Olya didn't move — only breathed heavily, her face buried in the carpet, occasional quiet sobs escaping. Her huge breasts flattened against the carpet, nipples touching the pile, rubbing against it with each thrust. She endured. Didn't ask to stop. Just breathed — heavy, with a whistle, her breath mixing with the wet sounds of their bodies.

The girls on the sofa were no longer just touching themselves. Yulia came — I saw her body arch, saw her freeze, fingers clenched between her legs, her mouth opening in a silent cry. Yana and Marina kissed, their hands moving in rhythm, fingers sliding over wet skin, tongues intertwining. Alla pressed against me, her fingers sliding over my stomach, moving lower.

"Come to me," she whispered.

I turned to her. We sat on the sofa, naked, and she cupped my face in her hands — her fingers hot, slightly damp — and kissed me on the lips, deep, with tongue. Her tongue slid into my mouth, and I responded. Her hand slid between my legs, found my clit — hard, swollen, wet — and began to stroke. Circular motions, unhurried, now pressing, now easing. I responded — her hand guided mine. We touched each other at the same time, looking into each other's eyes, not looking away. Her fingers inside me — two, bent, finding that spot. My fingers inside her — slick, hot, pulsing. We moved in rhythm, in sync, and I heard her breathing — fast, uneven — felt her pulse on my fingers.

The men, meanwhile, were finishing with Olya, swapping several times — entering her anus, then her vagina, alternating, not giving her a break. Their cocks slid in her, wet, glistening, taking turns. Vladimir, Vlad, Maxim, Zhenya, Yura — they moved in a circle, passing her body like a baton. Olya no longer moaned — just breathed heavily, her face buried in the carpet, occasional quiet sobs escaping. Her huge breasts flattened against the carpet, nipples touching the pile, rubbing against it with each thrust. She endured. Didn't ask to stop. Just breathed — heavy, with a whistle, her breath mixing with the wet sounds of their bodies.

Vladimir pulled out of her last, breathing hard, his cock wet, glistening, still hard. Olya was flipped onto her back. She lay on her back on the carpet, arms and legs spread, her huge breasts flattened to the sides, nipples hard, dark pink, pointing at the ceiling. Her face was wet with tears and saliva, hair plastered to her cheeks, eyes closed. She didn't move — just breathed heavily, her stomach rising and falling slowly. Between her legs everything glistened — moisture, lubricant, a mixture of everything, running down her buttocks onto the carpet, leaving dark wet spots on the light pile. Her breasts swayed with each breath, drops of sweat running down her ribs to her stomach, mixing with what was already on her skin. She was completely open — defenseless, exhausted, but still here, still with them. Her fingers twitched slightly on the carpet, squeezing the pile, releasing, squeezing again.

The guys gathered around her. Their fists closed around wet, hard shafts. Vladimir squeezed his cock at the base. Vlad moved his palm up and down the shaft — slow, rhythmic. Maxim wrapped his whole hand around his, squeezing hard. Yura held his with both hands — fingers not meeting. Zhenya moved his hand fast, impatiently.

They began to jerk off simultaneously. I watched from the corner of my eye, not looking away from Alla. Her fingers inside me moved faster, and I felt the orgasm rising — from my stomach, my spine, the very center of me.

Zhenya came first. His stream hit Olya's stomach — hot, white, thick. The second — on her chest, right on her nipple. He moved his cock from side to side, painting her with white streaks — over her collarbones, her neck, her other breast.

Then Vlad. His semen was thinner, almost transparent. It landed on Olya's neck, her chin, her closed eyes. Olya didn't move, only turned her head slightly, and semen ran down her cheek.

Maxim came next — thick, abundant, his semen heavy, almost curdy. He flooded her chest and stomach, white puddles pooling in the hollow between her breasts, running to the sides, over her ribs, onto the carpet.

Yura came in pulses — one, two, three, four. His semen landed on her face — on her forehead, her lips, in her hair. Olya opened her mouth slightly, and a stream hit her tongue. She swallowed. Her lashes glued together with semen.

Vladimir came last — long, strong, his stream hitting her directly in the mouth, spreading over her cheeks, her chin, running into her ears. He squeezed his cock at the base, pushing out the last drops, which fell onto her chest.

Olya lay there, covered in semen — face, neck, chest, stomach, thighs — everything in white streaks mixed with her tears, saliva, and sweat. She didn't wipe herself, didn't open her eyes. Just breathed — heavy, with a whistle. Her chest rose and fell slowly, drops of other people's semen glistening on it, running down to her armpits, her ribs.

I watched this and felt Alla inside me speed up. I came — right onto her fingers, clenching around them, digging my nails into her shoulders. Waves of pleasure rolled one after another, I arched, moaned, pressed my face to her neck. She came right after, quietly, exhaling into my lips, her body trembling with small shivers.

We froze, breathing hard, pressed together. I felt her heartbeat — fast, loud. Felt her fingers slowly pulling out of me, wet, sticky.

Olya lay on the carpet, covered in semen, not moving. The girls on the sofa wiped their fingers on the edge of the couch. Yulia stretched, yawned, then looked at Vladimir. Yana and Marina exchanged glances, their hands reaching for each other again. The men dispersed around the room — Vladimir went to the bar, Yura poured himself whiskey, Vlad and Maxim sat on the sofa, Zhenya lay on the carpet next to Olya and stroked her hair. She didn't react, just breathed.

The initiation was over.

Zhenya and Vladimir lifted her from the carpet and led her to the shower — she was like a rag doll, legs giving out, head hanging on her chest. Her huge breasts swung with each step, the semen on her skin already starting to dry, gleaming in the lamplight in white streaks. Zhenya supported her by the waist, Vladimir opened the shower door. Water rushed. I heard them saying something quiet, soothing, but she didn't answer.

Then they brought her out. Clean, wet, trembling. Hair plastered to her cheeks, no trace of semen on her face — only exhaustion and emptiness in her eyes. They sat her in a large armchair by the window, wrapped her in the same blanket. She pulled her legs up, wrapped her arms around her knees, and stared at one spot on the wall. Didn't blink. Didn't move.

She no longer participated in what was happening. Olya had become part of the furniture — armchair, blanket, girl. Alive, but not here.

Then came rest. No one kept track of time.

Vlad and Maxim went to shower first. I heard water running behind the wall, heard them talking — words indistinguishable, just low voices, laughter. Then they returned, wet, droplets on their shoulders, and sat on the sofa, drying their hair with towels.

Alla and I visited the bathroom too. We stood under the hot water, pressed together, and I felt the water washing away the foreign scent from my skin — sweat, someone's touches, the arousal that still hadn't let go. Alla soaped my back, I soaped hers. In silence. Then she kissed my shoulder, I kissed her neck. Without words.

When we came out, the room was humming again. Vladimir sat in the armchair, turning the familiar clear bag in his hands. White powder inside shifted with each movement. Lines were already poured on the glass tabletop — neat, precise, as always.

"Come here," he said.

I walked over. Took the rolled bill, bent over the line. Inhaled. The powder burned my nasal passages, my eyes stung, but after a few seconds the bitterness faded, and the world became different. Sharp to the point of pain in my eyes. I heard the leather of the sofa creak under Yura, heard Alla breathing behind me, heard the clock ticking on the wall. Everything around was too clear.

The hookah was already smoking on the table. Zhenya took the first drag, passed to Alla, she to me. The smoke was light, tasteless, almost weightless. I held it in my lungs, exhaled slowly, feeling the weed smooth the sharp edges, making the world soft, warm, enveloping again. White powder and weed mixed inside me — clarity and softness at once. I saw every fiber on the carpet, every sparkle in Alla's eyes, every hair on Vlad's body. And it was all beautiful.

We sat, smoked, drank champagne. Yana and Marina settled on the sofa, whispering, giggling. Yulia sat on Vladimir's lap, stroking his chest, whispering something in his ear. Alla pressed against me, resting her head on my shoulder. Vlad and Maxim drank mineral water and watched me. Their gazes hadn't softened. They were resting, but they hadn't forgotten.

Olya sat in the armchair, wrapped in the blanket, staring at one spot. She didn't drink, didn't smoke, didn't talk. She just was.

Alla stroked my hair.

"How are you?" she asked.

"Good," I answered. And it was true.

We sat in silence, broken only by music and occasional words. Someone smoked, someone drank, someone just stared at the ceiling. Time moved slowly, like molasses.

Then Vladimir stood up, walked to the stereo, changed the track. The music became slower, thicker, the bass deeper. He turned to the room, swept his gaze around.

"So," he said. "Had enough rest?"

No one answered. But everyone understood.

Vlad and Maxim exchanged glances. Stood up. Walked over to me. I sat on the sofa, pressed against Alla, feeling everything still pulsing inside after we'd touched each other. My fingers were damp, sticky. I wiped them on the edge of the sofa.

Vlad and Maxim were looking at me. Not at Olya in the armchair. Not at Alla, not at Yulia. At me. Vlad raised an eyebrow slightly, and something lit up in his eyes — curiosity, interest, desire. Maxim just watched — heavy, unblinking.

Alla noticed.

"You're new to them," she whispered. "They didn't know you before. And now you're very interesting to them."

She smiled, kissed my temple, and stood up.

"Go to them," she said. "I'll be with Yura."

She went to Yura, sat on his lap, wrapped her arms around his neck. He wrapped his arm around her waist, pulled her closer. I watched them kiss — slow, deep, unhurried.

Vlad and Maxim rose from the sofa. Approached me. Vlad reached out his hand, I took it, and he pulled me up. I stood. Maxim stood on the other side, his hand on my lower back.

"Let's go," Vlad said.

They led me to the bed. I glanced back. Vladimir sat in the armchair, but his gaze was fixed on Marina and Yulia, who were already pressed against him on both sides. Marina stroked his chest, Yulia sliding down toward his groin. Alla and Yura kissed on the sofa, her short hair sticking out, his hand squeezing her buttock. Olya sat in the armchair, staring at the wall.

I sat on the edge of the bed, legs dangling. The duvet underneath me was bunched up, I felt its fabric under my buttocks — rumpled, warm, slightly damp. My toes touched the carpet, cold and soft at once.

Vlad and Maxim stood before me. Two of them. Naked. Their cocks were right at face level.

I took Vlad in my mouth first. Slow, unhurried. Ran my tongue over his head — smooth, hot, slightly salty. Traced it in circles, then slid lower, to the frenulum, the most sensitive spot. Vlad exhaled through his teeth and put his hand on the back of my head. His fingers were warm, slightly trembling. I took him deeper, feeling the head press against my palate. Saliva pooled in my mouth, ran down my chin.

Maxim stood beside me, stroking himself. His hand moved slowly, rhythmically. I felt his gaze on the back of my head, on my back. He wasn't rushing, just waiting.

I released Vlad and turned to Maxim. Took him in my mouth — he was wider, I had to open my jaw wider. I felt the muscles stretching, my joints aching. I ran my tongue over his head — it was bigger than Vlad's, rougher in taste. Licked it from all sides, then slid lower, taking as much into my mouth as I could. Maxim moaned — soft, guttural — his fingers tangling in my hair.

They took turns. Vlad's cock in my mouth, then Maxim's. I closed my eyes and guessed whose it was — by thickness, taste, how it pulsed on my tongue. Vlad was gentler, his cock sliding easily, almost tenderly. Maxim — harder, his thick shaft stretching my mouth, making my jaw ache. I liked both. In different ways.

Sometimes they switched fast, not letting me catch my breath. Then I'd choke, saliva running like a river, dripping onto my chest, my stomach, my knees. I didn't wipe it off.

And then they moved closer together, shoulder to shoulder. Their hips touched. Their cocks were side by side — pale and dark, thin and thick. I understood without words. Opened my mouth wider. Took Vlad's head first, licked it, then, without letting go, caught Maxim's head with my lips. They lay side by side on my tongue — two shafts, two different pulses. I moved my tongue between them, licking them in turn, then both at once. Their cocks rubbed against each other on my tongue, and I felt them pulsing.

But I couldn't hold them together long — my mouth tired, my jaw ached. I'd release them, rest for a second, lick my lips. Then take one, then the other. Sometimes both again, for a few seconds.

I looked up at them. Vlad had thrown his head back, his long hair falling down his back, eyes closed. Maxim was watching me — heavy, unblinking, his fingers on my cheek clenching in time with my movements.

I felt their cocks pulsing in my mouth. Growing harder, hotter. Their breathing faltering. They were holding back. I could feel it in the tension of their hips, the way their fingers dug into my hair.

I sat on the edge of the bed, naked, wet from saliva and my own arousal. My toes curled into the carpet. I looked at their cocks and chose which to take next.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw what was happening in the room.

Vladimir sat sprawled in the armchair, his long cock standing upright, dark, with swollen veins. Yulia knelt before him on the carpet — her substantial breasts swaying as she leaned forward, white, soft, with dark nipples pointing at the floor. She took him in her mouth slowly, deep, unhurried. Her lips wrapped around his head, cheeks hollowing, tongue moving along the shaft, sliding lower to his balls. Vladimir clenched her light hair in his fist, not pressing, just holding. Marina positioned herself beside them, kneeling. She stroked Vladimir's chest, his stomach, kissed his neck, moving lower to his nipples. Her tongue slid over his skin, leaving wet trails. She sometimes took Vladimir's cock from Yulia, holding it in her mouth for a few seconds, licking the head, then returning to his lips. They worked together, in sync, as if they'd done this hundreds of times.

On the carpet, a few steps away, Alla knelt before Yura. He stood massive, aroused, his huge thick cock glistening in the lamplight, dark burgundy head engorged, veins swollen. Alla took him in her mouth — not deep, just the head, circling it with her tongue, licking from all sides. Her short platinum hair stuck out in all directions, she looked up at Yura without closing her eyes. Yura gripped the back of her head, his fingers digging into her hair, his square cheekbones tense, eyes closed, jaw clenched.

Beside Alla stood Zhenya. He wasn't kneeling — stood on his feet, his cock at face level. He ran it over her neck, her cheek, leaving wet trails. The head slid over her skin, touched her earlobe, moved to her collarbone. Alla turned her head, took his cock in her mouth without releasing Yura. She sucked them in turn — Yura, then Zhenya, then both at once, her tongue switching from one to the other. Yura and Zhenya stood close, their cocks near each other, and Alla moved between them, never resting.

I watched them, and everything inside me clenched. My clit pulsed in time with their movements, between my legs wet, I felt fluid trickling down my inner thighs. I bit my lip to keep from moaning.

I knew what awaited me. When two men with one woman — usually double penetration. I'd experienced it more than once, and I liked it. Especially when the second cock in my ass was Yura's — his enormous thickness stretched me to the limit, filled me so completely I forgot how to breathe. But right now Yura was busy with Alla. I had Vlad and Maxim. Different. New. I didn't know what to expect from them.

Vlad and Maxim exchanged glances. Nodded. Vlad took the lubricant tube from the nightstand — white plastic, blue cap, painfully familiar. I heard the liquid inside slosh as he squeezed the tube.

"On all fours," Maxim said.

I flipped over, rose to my knees on the bed. The duvet beneath my knees was soft, slightly rough. I leaned on my elbows, buried my face in the pillow, breathing in the scent of someone else's perfume left by someone before us. I spread my thighs wide, raised my buttocks — open, ready. I felt the air touch the wet skin between my legs, the coolness where moments ago there had been heat.

Vlad stood behind me, his hands spreading me, fingers on my skin — hot, confident. The cap clicked. Cold gel touched my anus — I flinched in surprise, muscles clenching. He didn't rush, let me get used to the cold, then began spreading it with his fingers around the ring of muscle, in circles. The gel melted from the heat, became slick, liquid, ran down over my perineum, mixing with my moisture. I felt it penetrating the folds, coating every crease.

Then his finger — first one, then two — pressed against the entrance. Slowly, knuckle by knuckle. I relaxed, exhaled, and his fingers went deeper. He moved them in circles, stretching me, getting me used to it. I felt his fingers touching something deep inside, sending dull, warm waves through my body. I clenched around them, released, clenched again. He added more gel — a cold stream slipped inside, and I exhaled, feeling it grow even slicker, even easier.

Maxim lay on the bed in front of me, on his back. The bed sagged under his weight. He shifted higher, laid his head on the pillow, and I was directly above him. His thick cock stood vertical, the dark head gleaming in the lamplight, already wet with his own lubricant. I hovered over him, spread my knees wider, and lowered myself, guiding his cock into my slit. The head touched my entrance — hot, smooth. I pushed, and it entered easily, I was soaked through. I lowered myself slowly, feeling his thick shaft fill me, stretch my walls, pass deeper, to my cervix. Each millimeter echoed in my lower belly in a brief flash. Maxim moaned and gripped my thighs — his fingers digging into my skin, hot, strong.

I froze when he was all the way in, feeling his cock press against my cervix, pulsing inside me. Then I began to move — slowly rising, feeling him pull out almost completely, then lowering again, taking him deep. In rhythm with my movements, I clenched around him, and he exhaled through his teeth.

Vlad knelt behind me. I felt him close — the heat of his body, his breath on my back. He pressed his long thin cock, slick with gel, against my anus. I tensed for a second, waiting, but his hand came to rest on my lower back, stroking.

"Relax," he said softly.

I exhaled. The head pressed, muscles clenched, not letting him in. He pushed harder, and the head slipped inside — easier than I expected, the gel had done its job. I felt him entering, slowly, centimeter by centimeter. My anus stretched, taking him, and I breathed deep, as I'd taught myself. When he was all the way in, I froze, feeling two cocks filling me — one in my vagina, the other in my anus. They were separated by a thin wall, and I felt them both at once — Maxim below, hard, thick, pulsing; Vlad behind, long, thin, slick with gel.

They began to move. Not in sync. Maxim from below — heavy, deep, his thick shaft sliding back and forth, stretching my vagina. Vlad from behind — with short thrusts, his long cock sliding in my anus, brushing against my walls. I felt them through the thin partition between the channels, felt them rubbing against each other inside me, their cocks moving in different rhythms but together creating one whole.

I closed my eyes and surrendered to the sensations. The sheet beneath my knees was damp from saliva dripping off my chin. The pillow smelled of someone else's perfume. I clenched around both of them, feeling them pulse inside me, their breathing faltering above and below me.

I heard Maxim moaning from below, Vlad breathing hard from behind. Heard the wet sounds — their cocks in my body, my own breathing, their moans. Heard the bed creaking in rhythm with our movements.

It felt good. My fingers dug into the duvet, I moved in rhythm — rising and lowering on Maxim, feeling his thick cock entering my vagina, Vlad behind sliding in my anus. Each thrust echoed inside me in two different vibrations — Maxim's heavy depth and Vlad's thin, sliding pressure. They moved in different rhythms, making my breath catch, making me clench and release, gasp for air.

I looked at Alla. She moved in the same rhythm, two girls, two double penetrations, two pairs of hands, two bodies intertwined with men. We swayed in unison, without a word. I moaned, she answered. Everything blurred.

Maxim below moaned, thrust deeper. I felt his cock pulsing, felt him on the edge. Vlad behind sped up, his long cock sliding faster, deeper. I clenched around both, feeling it building inside — that thing, hot, inevitable.

I came. A wave of pleasure rolled from somewhere deep, clenched my whole body, made me arch and scream — loud, unashamed. I clenched around both of them, felt them pulsing, felt them come right after.

Maxim came in my vagina — hot, thick, in pulses. I felt his semen flooding me from inside, warm, liquid. Vlad came in my anus — in long streams, his cock twitching, each new dose adding to the previous, filling me more and more.

I went limp, breathing hard, feeling their semen leaking out of me, mixing with gel and my moisture, dripping onto the sheet. My body still trembled in small waves — echoes of the orgasm.

Vlad pulled out first. I felt him slip out of my anus, and semen flowed after him — warm, thick, running down my buttocks, my inner thighs, dripping onto the sheet.

Maxim pulled out next, and I felt semen gush from my vagina, mixing with what was already there.

I collapsed onto the bed, exhausted. My body was wet with sweat, semen, gel. It smelled of us — sharp, sweet, alive.

I turned my head and looked at Alla. She lay on her back on the carpet, breathing hard, her body covered in sweat and semen. She turned her head, met my eyes, and smiled.

I smiled back.

We lay there, looking at each other, and in that silence there was more than in any words. We were here. We were together. We were alive.

Vladimir rose from his armchair, stretched. His cock was still hard, wet from Yulia and Marina. He surveyed the room — tangled bodies on the sofas, on the bed, on the carpet. Smiled his slight smile.

"So, people," he said. "Shall we continue?"

Everyone laughed. Someone nodded. Someone was already reaching for their neighbor.

The night was just beginning.
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Chapter 5. The Price of Silence
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By morning I was so exhausted my body wouldn't obey me anymore. My eyes kept closing, muscles aching. I sat on the edge of the bed, watching the sleeping bodies. Alla lay curled around Olya on the bed, her short platinum hair spread across the pillow, her arm wrapped around Olya's waist. Olya slept with her mouth open, her huge chest rising and falling heavily. Yura, Vladimir, Vlad, and Maxim were sprawled on the sofas and the floor, wherever they'd landed. Zhenya was curled up in the armchair.

I didn't want to sleep in a pile on the sofa. I wanted to go home. To my bed. To silence.

I quietly got up, tiptoed into the bathroom. In the shower, I pulled myself together as much as possible after that kind of sex marathon. Washed off everything I could with gel. Rinsed my hair. Dried off with a damp towel, pulled on my jeans — wrinkled, but clean. I tried not to look in the mirror.

I grabbed my clutch with the new phone. The old one was still at home on the charger, showing Andrey I was at Lakhta. I left the room, went down the stairs, walked through the empty lobby. The concierge was asleep at the desk, didn't even stir.

Outside, the freezing air hit my face, and I swayed. My head was heavy, my legs like cotton. Alcohol, weed, white powder, a sleepless night — everything had blended into one thick, blurry state. I called a taxi through the app, stumbling, moved away from the entrance.

The car was already pulling up when I saw headlights. But not a taxi. A police car stopped right in front of me. Two officers got out — in uniform, tired faces.

"Miss, your documents," one said.

Everything inside me dropped. My passport was at home. I always left it when I went to parties.

"I don't have it with me," I said.

They exchanged glances. The bald one looked me over from head to toe — short dress, stockings, heels, pale face with no makeup, dark circles under my eyes.

"How old are you?" he asked.

"Nineteen."

"Doesn't look like it," the redhead said. "You look sixteen-seventeen. Out at night, drunk, underage, no documents."

"I'm just tired."

"You smell like alcohol," the bald one said. "Get in."

He opened the back door. I sat on the hard seat. The officers got in front. The car pulled away. I watched the empty morning streets through the window, the closed shops. We drove about ten minutes, maybe fifteen. I lost track of time.

At the station it was bright, stuffy, smelled of cheap coffee and institutional soap. They sat me on a chair at a desk where a woman in uniform with a tired face sat. She asked for my name, address.

"Date of birth?" she asked.

I told her. She looked at me over her glasses, then at the papers.

"Nineteen," she said. Then she looked up at my pale makeup-free face, the dark circles under my eyes. "You look younger. Got any ID?"

I shook my head.

"Parents' phone?"

"Dad's out of the country. Mom's not around."

She sighed, set down her pen.

"We need someone to confirm your identity. Someone to vouch for you."

I was silent. There was no other way. I gave her Andrey's number.

"Bodyguard," I said.

She raised an eyebrow but dialed.

Andrey arrived an hour later. I sat on the chair, arms wrapped around myself, staring at the floor. My head was splitting, nausea rising in my throat, my mouth dry and foul. When he walked in, I looked up. He was in a black suit, fresh, clean-shaven. He looked at me — no surprise, no pity.

"She's my ward," he told the officers. "Maria Andreevna. All documents are in order. I'll take her."

He showed some kind of ID — a badge he pulled from his inner pocket. The officers exchanged glances but didn't argue. Andrey signed the papers, took me. At the exit, he grabbed my elbow — hard, almost painful.

"Get in the car," he said.

I sat in the back seat. He took the wheel. We drove in silence. I watched the gray morning sky through the window. Petersburg was waking up.

Andrey was silent the whole way, but I could feel his anger — it hung in the air. His fingers gripped the wheel, his jaw was tight. He never once looked at me in the rearview mirror.

When we pulled into the underground parking at Lakhta, he killed the engine and turned to me. Half-turn over his shoulder. His eyes were dark, heavy.

"What's going on with you, Maria?" he asked.

"I was at a party," I said quietly.

"You reek of alcohol. You can barely stand. Police. At night." He shook his head. "I have to call your father."

"No!" I cried out. "Please! He'll lock me up on Krestovsky, I'll never go anywhere again!"

Andrey looked at me. His face was tense.

"I'm responsible for you," he said quietly. "If something happens to you — I'm done."

"I won't do it again," I said. "I promise."

"What is this, childish babble, Maria?" he said wearily. "Promises won't help here."

He looked away.

"Monday I'll take you to school," he said. "And after class, I'll pick you up. We'll have a serious talk."

His voice was even, but I heard something heavy in it, as if he didn't know what he'd say but knew it wouldn't be just a conversation.

I nodded. My throat was dry, words stuck somewhere inside.

"And no more surprises," he added.

"Okay," I whispered.

He got out of the car, opened my door. I climbed out, staggering. My legs were trembling. Andrey watched me without looking away.

"Go," he said. "Rest."

I walked to the elevator without looking back. At home, I got back in the shower. Washed off the remnants of the night. Then I collapsed on the bed and closed my eyes.

The old phone was still peacefully charging on the nightstand. Dad thought I'd been home all night. Andrey had no idea about the second phone. He thought I'd just been out walking.

Monday he'd take me to school. And after class, he'd pick me up. We'd have a serious talk.

I fell into sleep — dreamless, thoughtless, soundless.

On Monday at school I was a wreck. Sat through classes, stared out the window, heard nothing. At lunch, Alla came up to me herself — she noticed something was wrong.

"What's with you?" she asked, sitting down beside me on the windowsill.

I looked around. No one nearby.

"I'm in trouble," I said.

And I told her everything. How I'd left the hotel at dawn, how the cops had stopped me, how they'd taken me to the station, how Andrey had come. How he'd realized I hadn't been home because I reeked — alcohol, weed, and something else I didn't even have a name for, but he'd guessed from my face. How he'd said he wanted to have a serious talk after school.

"He caught everything?" Alla asked.

"Everything," I nodded. "I reeked of it myself. Alcohol, semen, weed — all together. And you can't cover that up."

"What did he say?"

"Nothing. Said we'd talk today. And that it was time for me to go home."

Alla listened without interrupting. Then she asked:

"Does he know about the second phone?"

"No," I said. "He thinks I was just out walking."

"Then listen," Alla said. "I'll go with you. I'll sit there, look honest, and nod along. To him I'm just a classmate, a good student, a sweetheart. He doesn't know about us... you know."

I nodded.

"We'll make up a story," she continued. "That it was the first time. That a friend talked you into it. That it won't happen again. I'll back it up. I'll look proper — we're in uniform anyway, couldn't be more proper. He won't suspect a thing."

"And if he doesn't believe it?"

"He will," Alla said confidently. "Because he has no other truth."

After the last class, we went downstairs. The black Mercedes was in its usual spot. Andrey was behind the wheel. When we reached the car, he got out, opened the back door — and saw Alla.

He paused for a second. Then looked at me.

"This is Alla," I said. "My friend. We're working on a literature paper together. She needs to come over to look at materials."

Andrey was silent. He looked at Alla. At her proper knee-length skirt, white blouse, neatly styled hair. Her short platinum hair gleamed in the sun. Modest. Respectable. As expected at an elite school — no jeans, no sneakers, no flashy outfits.

He assessed her with a glance — I noticed. How his eyes moved over her legs, her waist, her blouse stretched over her chest. Not dirty, not arrogant — calm, as if scanning. Alla didn't look away, smiled a little wider.

"Hello," she said.

Andrey nodded, stepped aside, letting us into the car.

We sat in the back. Alla beside me, close. I felt the warmth of her thigh through the thin fabric of her skirt, felt her breathing — steady, calm, but I knew that calm was put on.

Andrey got behind the wheel, looked at us in the rearview mirror. His gaze swept over me, lingered on Alla, then back to the road.

"Buckle up," he said.

The car pulled out.

We drove in silence. I watched the gray evening sky through the window, the lights just beginning to come on. Alla sat straight, hands clasped on her knees, but I could feel her tension — every muscle taut as a string.

Andrey occasionally glanced in the mirror — at her. At me. At her again. His gaze was calm, professional, but there was something else in it. Interest? Curiosity? I didn't know.

Alla leaned toward my ear. Her lips almost touched my earlobe, her breath hot, quick.

"He's hot," she whispered. "I'm so turned on. My panties are already wet."

Everything inside me dropped. I turned my head, looked at her. Alla's eyes sparkled, pupils dilated, lips slightly parted, cheeks flushed. She wasn't joking. Not one bit.

I glanced in the rearview mirror. Andrey was watching the road, but the corners of his lips twitched slightly — barely perceptible, but I saw it. Had he heard? Or did he just feel her gaze on the back of his head?

The car turned toward Lakhta. Silence filled the cabin — thick, heavy, like before a storm.

I looked up at the rearview mirror. Andrey was watching me. There was something new in his gaze. Not anger. Not weariness. Something else. Assessing. I didn't know what it meant, but something inside me lurched.

We pulled up. Andrey parked in the underground garage, killed the engine.

"We're going up," he said.

I took Alla's hand. We got out of the car and walked to the elevator. Andrey followed.

In the elevator, he stood slightly behind us. I felt his gaze on the back of my head. Alla squeezed my fingers — a little harder than necessary.

The apartment door opened. I let Alla go first. Andrey came in last, closed the door, but stayed in the entryway — not taking extra steps, not intruding.

Alla and I went into the living room and sat on the sofa. Me closer to the edge, Alla beside me, close, as if she wanted to protect me. Andrey hesitated a second, then took a chair from the dining table and placed it across from us — at a distance, but close enough to see both of us.

He sat down. Face to face. Two meters between us, no more.

His gaze assessed us. First me — from head to toe, lingering on my face, my eyes — not red anymore, but with dark circles underneath, traces of a sleepless night still visible if you looked closely. Then he turned his gaze to Alla. Slid over her face, her neck, her chest under the white blouse, her legs in the proper skirt. Lower, to her shoes. Then back up to her eyes.

Alla didn't look away. Sat straight, hands clasped on her knees, but I could feel how tense she was.

Andrey ran his palm over his face, rubbed the bridge of his nose, sighed. Looked at me.

"Maria," he said. His voice was even, but I heard steel in it. "You've really put me in a spot."

I was silent.

"I have to tell your father. That's what he pays me for. I don't want to lose my job."

He fell silent. Waited.

I looked at him. At his tired but still attentive eyes — dark brown, almost black, with barely noticeable wrinkles at the corners. At his clenched jaw, the muscles rolling beneath it — he was clearly holding back, not letting himself lose it. At his hands resting on his knees — strong, with firm fingers, prominent veins at the wrists. He was fit, composed, even now when he clearly hadn't slept and was angry. The black suit fit him perfectly — broad shoulders, narrow waist. Short, neat haircut, not a single hair out of place. He smelled of something masculine — leather, wood, maybe tobacco. Even in this tense pose, sitting across from us on the chair, there was strength in him — not aggressive, but calm, confident.

"Please," I said. My voice trembled. "Don't."

"Why should I risk my job for your nighttime excursions?" he asked. "Explain."

Alla squeezed my hand. Her fingers were hot.

"It's my fault," Alla said. Her voice was calm, steady. "I talked her into it. It was the first time. She didn't want to, but I said it'd be fun. We just went to a party, to dance. Nothing serious."

Andrey turned his gaze to her. Looked long, studying.

"You're her friend?" he asked.

"Best friend," Alla answered.

"And you call this being a good friend? Out at night, no ID, drunk, getting picked up by the cops?"

Alla dropped her eyes. For a second. Then raised them again.

"It was stupid," she said. "We both know that. It won't happen again."

Andrey was silent. Looked at her. Then at me. Then at her again.

There was something new in his gaze. Not anger. Not weariness. Something else. I couldn't read it.

I looked at Andrey, trying to gather my thoughts, but Alla beat me to it. She let go of my hand, leaned forward slightly, and her voice softened, almost wheedling — nothing like a moment ago.

"Andrey," she said. "Maybe we can make a deal?"

He turned his gaze to her, frowned, not understanding.

"What kind of deal?"

Alla didn't answer. Instead, she slowly, unhurriedly, took the hem of her proper skirt in her hands and pulled it up. The fabric slid up her legs — first revealing her knees in sheer nude tights, then higher, then more. I froze, not believing my eyes. She pulled her skirt up to her waist, baring her thighs in sheer tights, and beneath them — white lace panties. The tights clung tightly to her skin, gleaming in the lamplight, and through them you could see everything — every fold, every curve. Andrey's gaze dropped from her eyes to her thighs, lingered for a moment, and I saw his Adam's apple bob. He swallowed.

Andrey froze. His face showed nothing at first — just shock, complete bewilderment. Then his eyes widened, his jaw dropped slightly, he looked from her panties to her face, then back down, as if he couldn't believe it.

"You..." he started and stopped.

Alla looked at him calmly, even challengingly. Not a trace of embarrassment.

"Well?" she said. "Deal?"

Silence filled the room. I sat pressed into the sofa, afraid to breathe. Andrey didn't move. Only his fingers, resting on his knees, trembled — barely, but I saw it.

Alla didn't wait. She stood up from the sofa, not lowering her skirt, and walked slowly toward him. Andrey looked up at her — from below — and in his gaze mixed surprise, tension, and something else I couldn't name. She stopped right in front of him, almost touching, and put her hand on his fly. Ran her fingers over the fabric, feeling what was beneath.

"Oh," she said softly, with a smile. "Looks like everything's ready for a deal."

Andrey flinched but didn't pull away. His breathing deepened, I could see his chest rising under his jacket.

"Alla..." he started, but she cut him off.

"Shh." She put a finger to his lips. "Don't ruin the moment."

I sat on the sofa, unable to move. My throat was dry, palms sweaty, heart pounding somewhere in my throat. I watched them — my best friend standing in front of my bodyguard with her skirt hiked up, baring her thighs in shiny tights, and him not pushing her away. Not looking away. Not saying a word against it.

Everything inside me was churning. Fear — that he'd get angry, kick us out, call my father. Surprise — that Alla would even go this far. Arousal — from the way she stood before him, open, brazen, confident. And something else I couldn't name. Jealousy? Envy? Desire to be in her place?

I dug my fingers into the edge of the sofa, afraid to move, afraid that if I stood up or said a word, everything would fall apart. But inside, everything burned. And I couldn't look away.

Alla turned her head and looked at me.

"Relax," she said. "I know what I'm doing."

Andrey turned his gaze to me. In his eyes I saw something — not anger, not weariness. A question. And, it seemed, permission.

I nodded. Not even knowing to what.

Alla knelt before him. Slowly. Without looking away. The carpet soft beneath her knees, her skirt still hiked at her waist, baring her thighs and the lace of her panties. She looked up at him — calm, with a slight smile. Then she reached out and placed her palm on his knee. He didn't pull away. Only clenched his jaw, the muscles rolling beneath his skin.

I sat on the sofa, gripping the edge, afraid to breathe. My ears rang, my chest pounded. But I couldn't look away. Not from her. Not from him.

Alla knelt before him. Leaned forward slightly, and her fingers unbuttoned his trousers. Pulled the zipper down — the sound seemed deafening in the silence. Andrey didn't move. Only breathed — heavy, with a whistle, his breath the only sound besides that metallic zip.

Alla pushed the fabric aside. Pulled down his boxers. And I saw.

His cock was already hard. Tense. It lay against his thigh, slightly curved upward, with a neat head glistening with moisture. His skin was tan, almost matching his face, only the head stood out darker, a deeper shade. Not huge, not small. Just male. Alive.

Alla looked up at him. Andrey looked down at her. His face was tense — cheekbones sharp, jaw clenched, eyes dark and gleaming. He didn't look away. She smiled — slightly, at the corners of her mouth — and licked her lips.

Slowly, unhurriedly, she took him in her hand. Her fingers — long, with neat nails painted clear polish — closed around the shaft. Not completely. He was thicker than he looked, and her fingers didn't meet, leaving a gap. She slid her palm from base to tip — lightly, barely touching, just tracing. Then back. Gathering the clear moisture on her fingers.

She brought her finger to her lips. Looked into his eyes. Licked it. Slowly, with her tongue, savoring.

Andrey exhaled through his teeth — sharp, as if struck. His fingers gripped the edge of the chair, knuckles white. I saw the muscles in his neck tense, his Adam's apple bob.

Alla leaned in. Her lips touched the head — first just touching, tasting. She paused for a second, then circled it with her tongue, licking him like ice cream. The head glistened now not only with his own moisture but with her saliva.

She took him in her mouth. Slowly. Deep. I watched his cock slide between her lips, watched her lips wrap around him, sucking in, creating suction. Her cheeks hollowed, her eyes looked up at him — big, gleaming, pupils dilated. She moved her tongue along the shaft — I knew that move, I'd done it myself — licking every vein, every fold. Saliva ran down her chin, gathered in a drop at the tip, hung, then fell onto her chest, onto her white blouse, leaving a dark wet spot.

She wasn't in a hurry. She was studying him. The way she did everything — when she wanted to give pleasure. Not for herself. For him. I knew that habit of hers — driving someone to the edge without letting them come, stretching, tormenting, making them beg.

Andrey closed his eyes. His head fell back, exposing his neck, tense tendons, his prominent Adam's apple bobbing as he swallowed. His fingers still gripped the edge of the chair, but now they trembled. He breathed through his mouth — fast, ragged. And made no sound. Just breathing.

I watched them and felt everything inside me clench. Felt my panties growing wet. Felt the urge to touch myself, but I couldn't move — afraid to shatter this fragile, forbidden, wrong thing.

Alla sped up. Her head moved faster, his cock sliding in her mouth, wet, glistening, coated in saliva. She took him deep — to her throat — and I saw her strain, her eyes water, but she didn't stop. Then she pulled back almost completely, leaving only the head, and took him in again.

Andrey couldn't hold on. His hand came to rest on the back of her head — not pressing, not guiding, just resting. His fingers tangled in her short platinum hair.

"Alla," he said. His voice was hoarse, roughened.

She looked up at him. Not releasing him from her mouth.

"Mmm?" she hummed.

He didn't answer. Only tightened his fingers on the back of her head slightly.

I sat on the sofa, pressed into the back, watching. Afraid to breathe. Afraid that if I moved, everything would shatter. But inside, everything burned.

Alla suddenly stopped. Released his cock from her mouth — it slipped out, wet, glistening, a strand of saliva stretching from the head to her lips. She turned her head to me.

"Don't hold back," she said. Her voice was slightly rough from what she'd been doing, but calm. "Join in."

I looked at her. At Andrey, who sat with his eyes closed, breathing hard, his cock still hard, tense, wet. At his hand, still on Alla's head, now limp.

"I don't..." I started.

"Maria," she cut me off. "We've already been through this. Don't be scared."

She smiled. And I knew she was right.

I stood up from the sofa. My legs were shaking. I took a step. Another. Walked over to them. Alla shifted, making room in front of Andrey. I knelt beside her. The carpet was soft, plush — I knew the feeling immediately. My knees sank into the pile, and I felt the fabric of my skirt stretch across my thighs.

I heard my own breathing — fast, ragged. My palms were sweaty. My heart pounded somewhere in my throat, echoing in my ears with dull thuds. I looked at his trousers, at his hands gripping the armrests. At his fingers — strong, with hard knuckles, white from tension.

I smelled his cologne — bitter, woody, masculine. It mixed with Alla's perfume and my own arousal. The air in the room grew dense, heavy, like before a thunderstorm.

My knees spread slightly apart, my skirt riding higher, and I felt the cool air touch my bare skin above the tights. I didn't adjust my skirt. Didn't hide.

Andrey opened his eyes. Looked at me. There was no anger in his gaze. Only surprise. And something else — dark, hot, something I'd never seen in him before. His pupils dilated, his lips parted slightly. He looked down at me — at my knees, at my hands, at my face. At how I knelt. At how I didn't look away.

"Maria..." he said quietly. His voice trembled.

I looked back. Didn't lower my eyes. Didn't hide. Inside, everything trembled, but I didn't turn away. I wanted him to see. Everything. That I was here. That I was with them. That I wanted this.

I didn't answer. Just reached out and touched his cock. It was hot — hotter than I'd expected. Hard. Wet from Alla's saliva. I ran my fingers along the shaft, gathering the remnants, feeling the veins pulsing beneath the skin. The head was smooth, slick, and when I touched it with my thumb, Andrey exhaled through his teeth.

I looked at Alla. She smirked, and I understood everything without words.

Andrey looked at us — two girls on their knees before him — and didn't move. Only breathed — heavy, ragged, his chest rising under the jacket he still hadn't taken off. Beads of sweat on his forehead, running down his temples.

Alla took his cock in her mouth again. Slowly, deep, savoring. I saw her lips wrap around the head, her tongue circling it, her cheeks hollowing as she created suction. She moaned — softly, contentedly — and began to move. Her head rhythmically back and forth, short platinum hair plastered to her forehead, her temples.

I watched her, watched his cock sliding in her mouth, wet, glistening. Watched his fingers dig into the armrests. Watched his face — eyes closed, jaw clenched, beads of sweat on his upper lip.

I felt everything inside me clench. Felt my panties soaking through. Felt the urge to touch myself, but I didn't dare move. Afraid to shatter this fragile, forbidden, wrong thing.

My fingers still rested on his thigh. I felt the heat of his body through the fabric of his trousers. Felt how tense his muscles were, how he held back. I moved my fingers higher, toward his stomach, and he exhaled — louder than before.

Alla sped up. Her head moved faster, his cock sliding in her mouth, wet, glistening, coated in saliva. She took him deep — to her throat — and I saw her strain, her eyes water, but she didn't stop. Then she pulled back almost completely, leaving only the head, and took him in again.

I watched them and felt everything inside me churning. Fear, surprise, arousal — everything blended into one thick, hot feeling. And I knew — this was just the beginning.

I leaned down and began licking his balls. First one — took it in my mouth, rolled it with my tongue, feeling the skin — thin, hot, with sparse coarse hairs. Then the other. He smelled sharp — arousal, sweat, something masculine that hit my nostrils and mixed with my own scent. I moved my tongue over his entire scrotum, lower to his perineum, back up.

Andrey moaned — loudly, for the first time. His fingers dug into the armrests.

Alla and I traded off. Sometimes she'd take his cock in her mouth while I licked his balls and base. Sometimes I'd take him deep, almost to my throat, while she kissed his thighs, his stomach, moving lower and back up. Our heads bumped when we both reached for his cock at the same time, and then we'd kiss — right over him, passing between us the taste of his arousal mixed with our saliva.

Sometimes I'd take his cock while Alla licked his balls, sometimes the other way around. We didn't plan it — just felt each other. Her tongue slid over my lips, over his cock, over my tongue. I felt him pulsing, growing harder when we touched him together.

Andrey put his hands on our heads — one in my hair, the other in Alla's short cut. Didn't press. Just held. His fingers trembled.

"Girls," he breathed. "What are you doing..."

I looked up at him. He looked down at us — at me, at Alla, at our mouths occupied with his cock. Everything mixed in his gaze: surprise, desire, fear, gratitude.

Alla took his cock in her mouth — deep, almost to her throat — and didn't let go until he moaned. Meanwhile I kissed his thighs, his stomach, moved up to his chest. We worked as a pair, not stopping, not letting him catch his breath.

Then Alla released his cock, and I took it immediately — deep, to my throat. He moaned louder. Alla licked his balls, moved lower, back up.

After a few seconds I released, and we switched again. Several times.

Then Alla turned to me. Her face was wet — chin, cheeks, lips — everything glistening with saliva and his moisture. She smiled, staying on her knees, took my chin, and kissed me. Just like that, with his taste on her lips. I responded.

Then Alla stood before Andrey, cupped his face in her hands, and kissed him — slow, deep, with tongue. Andrey responded — his hands came to her waist, fingers gripping the fabric of her blouse. They kissed for a long time without breaking apart, and I stayed on my knees, looking up at them, feeling the carpet tickle my knees.

Then Alla pulled back, looked down at me, and smiled. She knelt beside me, took my chin, and kissed me again — just like that, with his taste on her lips. I responded, her tongue sliding into my mouth, passing his taste mixed with her saliva.

"Now you," she said, pulling back.

I rose on my knees, straightened my back. Andrey looked down at me. His eyes were dark, dilated, reflecting the lamplight. Lips slightly parted, breathing fast. I cupped his face in my hands — his skin hot, stubble prickling — and kissed him.

His lips were soft, warm, tasting of coffee and something masculine. And of Alla. He didn't respond at first — froze for a second, as if not believing. Then his hand came to the back of my head, fingers tangling in my hair, and he kissed me back — deep, with tongue, hungrily. I tasted coffee, tasted Alla, tasted myself — his tongue slid into my mouth, and I responded.

I knelt again beside Alla. We traded off. Sometimes she'd take his cock in her mouth while I licked his balls and base, running my tongue along the full length, gathering saliva and his moisture, feeling the veins pulsing beneath the skin. Sometimes I'd take him deep, almost to my throat, feeling the head press against my palate, my throat muscles straining, tears welling from the effort — while she kissed his thighs, his stomach, moving lower and back up, leaving wet trails on his skin. Our heads bumped when we both reached for his cock at the same time, and then we'd kiss — right over him, passing the taste of his arousal mixed with our saliva.

I looked at Andrey. His eyes were closed, head thrown back, exposing his neck, tense tendons, his Adam's apple bobbing as he swallowed. Beads of sweat on his forehead gleamed in the lamplight, slowly running down his temples, lost in his short hair. His lips were parted, breath whistling. He gripped the armrests so hard his knuckles whitened, fingers digging into the wood. His thighs were tense, muscles in his stomach rolling beneath the white shirt he still hadn't taken off — only unbuttoned the top button, exposing his collarbones, the hollow between his chest, sparse dark hairs.

We sped up. I took his cock in my mouth — deep, almost to the base, feeling his head slip into my throat, nearly gagging but holding on, breathing through my nose. Alla licked his balls, taking them in her mouth one by one, rolling them with her tongue, then moving lower to his perineum, running her tongue over the sensitive skin between his balls and anus. He moaned — louder than before — and I felt his cock twitch in my mouth.

And then he froze. His body arched, fingers dug into my hair so hard I cried out — but he didn't let go. He came.

Hot, thick, straight into my palate. I swallowed, but another stream was already flooding my tongue, then my throat, then my palate again — one after another, without stopping. I swallowed, choked, tears running down my cheeks, mixing with saliva, but I didn't release him from my mouth. His cock pulsed, shooting semen in spurts, and I felt it gradually soften.

Alla licked his base, gathering what leaked from the corners of my lips. Her tongue slid over my lips, gathering semen, mixing it with her saliva. She kissed me — just like that, with his semen in her mouth, passing it back to me, and we kissed, exchanging his taste while he looked down at us.

Andrey went limp in the chair. His hand fell from the back of my head, fingers relaxing, hanging limply at his sides. His eyes were closed, breathing heavy, ragged. His cock slipped from my mouth — soft, wet, glistening, a drop of semen on the head slowly running down the shaft.

Alla licked the head one last time — slowly, with her tongue, gathering the last drop — then sat back on her heels and looked at me.

We sat on the carpet, both on our knees, both with wet faces. Our skirts were hiked to our waists, baring our thighs in tights — sheer, nude, gleaming in the lamplight. Our blouses were unbuttoned two or three buttons, baring our chests, collarbones, the lace of our bras. I licked my lips — his taste was on my tongue. Salty, bitter, alive.

Andrey opened his eyes. Looked at us. At me. At Alla. At our wet faces, our lips swollen from kisses, our hands still resting on his knees. At our hiked skirts, our unbuttoned blouses.

"That was... something else," he said quietly. His voice was hoarse.

Alla smirked, her tongue sliding over her lips, gathering the last drops.

"But you liked it," she said.

He didn't answer. Looked at her. Then at me. Then at her again. His gaze was heavy, assessing — but the steel from the beginning of the conversation was gone. Something else was there. Confusion. Surprise. And, it seemed, gratitude.

He ran his hand over his face, rubbed the bridge of his nose, sighed.

"You..." he started and stopped. Then shook his head. "Alright. Deal."

Alla smiled and looked at me.

"I told you," she said.

I nodded. Inside, everything still pulsed, my heart pounding somewhere in my throat, echoing in my ears with dull thuds. My lower belly still ached — pleasantly, sweetly, like after a long, exhausting run when your body finally lets go. I looked at Andrey — at his relaxed shoulders, his hands no longer gripping the armrests, his cock lying on his thigh, soft, smaller, but still wet. At his face — calm, almost serene, eyes closed. He breathed heavily, his breathing gradually evening out.

I felt the world turn upside down. Again. One more time. As it had so many times in the past weeks.

But now — with Andrey. The one who drove me to school. The one who opened my door every morning. The one who had no idea. Who only saw me in the rearview mirror, in a short skirt, with a heavy gaze, but said nothing. Who waited at school, waited at the store, always waited.

And now he knew. Everything. Knew about the night parties. Knew I wasn't the obedient girl I pretended to be. Knew the taste of his own semen on my lips. Knew how I moaned when I took him in my mouth.

But he didn't know about the second phone. That remained my secret.

I looked at him and felt a strange lightness. Not fear. Not shame. Something else. Freedom.

Alla took my hand, squeezed my fingers.

"Let's go to the bathroom," Alla said, getting up from her knees. "We've got it all over our faces."

I got up after her. My legs were stiff, my knees sore from the carpet, my lower belly still pulsing. We walked to the bathroom without looking at Andrey. I was afraid to turn around — afraid to see his face, his eyes, his hands that moments ago had gripped our heads.

But I turned at the threshold. He opened his eyes and looked at me. There was no anger in his gaze. No regret. Only weariness. And something else — warm, almost tender. He gave a slight nod, and I turned away.

The bathroom door closed. I leaned against the wall, feeling my legs tremble.

"Well," Alla said, turning on the water. "Now he's ours."

"Ours," I repeated.

And smiled.

Alla ran the water, wet a towel. Turned to me, cupped my face in her hands. The towel was warm, damp. She ran it over my forehead, my cheeks, my chin — slowly, carefully, like that time after the initiation. Washing away sweat, tears, the remnants of semen dried in the corners of my lips.

I closed my eyes. Her fingers moved over my face, sometimes lingering on my lips, my cheekbones. I felt her breathing — even, calm. She wasn't in a hurry.

"Now me," I said.

She gave me the towel. I wet it again, wrung it out. Cupped her face in my hands — it was small, with sharp cheekbones, short platinum hair plastered to her forehead. I ran the towel over her forehead, her cheeks, her chin, her neck. She looked up at me, eyes open.

"Clean," I said.

She nodded. Smiled.

"And now," she said. "Now wipes."

She took wet wipes from the cabinet. Handed them to me. I took them. She pushed her tights and panties down to her knees, spread her legs, and ran the wet cloth between them — slowly, carefully, unhurriedly. I watched her in the mirror. Her reflection — short platinum hair, slightly open mouth, focused gaze.

I pushed my own tights and panties down, hiked my skirt. The wipe was cold, damp, smelling of alcohol and something floral. I ran it over myself — over the wet folds, over my clit, still sensitive after everything. Gathering the remnants of my own arousal — the moisture that had gathered during what we'd done. Alla watched. Didn't look away.

I tossed the wipe in the trash, pulled my underwear back on, adjusted my skirt. Alla adjusted hers too. In the mirror we looked almost decent. Blouses unbuttoned, hair disheveled, lips swollen — but almost decent.

"Let's go," she said.

We left the bathroom.

Andrey was gone.

The chair he'd sat in was still there — slightly shifted, still holding the warmth of his body. I walked over, ran my hand along the back — the wood was warm. The room smelled of him — tobacco, leather, sweat, arousal. But he wasn't there.

"He ran off," Alla said.

I looked at the door. Closed. He hadn't slammed it — just stood up and left. Quietly. As if he'd never been there. As if nothing had happened. But it had. And we both knew it.

"Embarrassed," Alla smirked. "Can you imagine? A guy over thirty, serious, in a suit, probably with tattoos — and he got embarrassed."

I walked to the window. Down in the parking garage, I couldn't see — too high, thirty-third floor. But I knew he was there. Sitting in the car. Staring at the windshield. Thinking. Trying to understand what had just happened.

"What happens now?" I asked.

Alla came up beside me, stood next to me. Her shoulder touched mine.

"Now he's not going anywhere," she said.

I turned to her. Her eyes sparkled in the glow of the streetlights, her lips slightly swollen from everything we'd done — from his cock, from our kisses, from the semen we'd shared. She smiled.

"And now," she said. "Now it's just us."

She took my hand. Her fingers were hot, sure. She led me to the bedroom.

The bedroom was dark. The curtains were drawn tight — heavy fabric blocking the daylight. Only a thin strip of light slipped through the gap, falling on the bed and making the sheets silver, almost ghostly. The city hummed below, but here, on the thirty-third floor, it was quiet. Only our breathing.

Alla pushed me onto the bed. I fell onto my back, the sheets billowing up, then settling around me. She loomed over me, bracing her hands on either side of my head. Her short platinum hair hung down, brushing my face.

"You're mine," she said.

"Yours," I answered.

She kissed me on the lips. Soft, gentle, not like in the living room when we were on our knees before Andrey, kissing and passing the taste of his cock between us. Now — just for us. I responded.

Her tongue slid into my mouth, and I tasted her — sweetish, with a hint of champagne and something else that was only hers. I ran my fingers through her hair — it was soft, fluffy, smelling of shampoo.

Her hands slid under my blouse. Fingers ran over my stomach, my ribs, stopped at my chest. She unclasped my bra — one move, as if she'd done it hundreds of times. Pulled it off, tossed it on the floor. Then she worked on my blouse — unbuttoned the buttons, one by one, unhurriedly. I helped, arching, lifting my back to let the fabric slide easier.

We stayed in our skirts. Alla straddled me, pulled off her own blouse, removed her bra. Her breasts — small, neat, with dark nipples already hard — were right in front of my face. I raised myself and took one in my mouth.

She exhaled — long, with a moan — and ran her fingers through my hair. I moved my tongue over her nipple, circled it, sucked, then switched to the second. She smelled of perfume and something of her own, familiar. I felt her skin prickle with goosebumps, her breathing falter.

She moved lower, pulled off my skirt — the fabric slid down my legs, fell to the floor. Then my tights — sheer, nude, she pulled them off slowly, with her fingers, touching my skin, leaving hot trails. I was left in just my panties — white with gold threads, thin, lacy.

She pulled those off too.

I lay naked on the bed, and she looked at me — at my breasts, my stomach, what was between my legs. Light from the window fell on my skin, making it pale, almost glowing. I didn't cover myself. Didn't hide. I spread my thighs — slowly, unashamed.

She smiled and lowered her face between my legs.

Her tongue was warm, soft, sure. She moved it over my clit — in circles, now faster, now slower. I gripped the sheets, arched. She entered me with her fingers — one, then two — and I moaned. Loud. Unrestrained.

Her fingers were long, thin, moving inside me, bending, finding that spot she always found. I felt her tongue sliding over my clit, felt her fingers massaging my walls, felt it building inside — hot, thick, inevitable.

"Don't rush," she whispered. "We have all the time in the world."

I didn't listen. After the blowjob with Andrey, I was already on edge. His semen was still on my tongue — salty, bitter, alive. My body still remembered him coming, his cock pulsing in my mouth, me swallowing, choking, not stopping. The arousal hadn't gone anywhere — it had just hidden, waited, and now burst out with new force. Every cell of my body burned, my lower belly pulsed, my clit was hard, swollen, sensitive to the point of pain.

I wanted to come. Right now.

She felt it — sped up. Fingers inside moving faster, more rhythmic, her tongue pressing harder, more insistent. I clenched around her fingers, feeling them pulse with me. My vision darkened, ears rang, breathing faltered, I gasped for air but couldn't breathe — only moan.

I came. Loudly, arching, gripping her shoulders. A wave of pleasure rolled from my toes to the top of my head, clenched my whole body, made me cry out — not loud, but she heard. I clenched around her fingers again and again, feeling the orgasm wring me out, the pulse echoing in every muscle, every nerve. Sweat covered my face, hair stuck to my cheeks, tears welled in my eyes — not from pain, from too much feeling.

Alla rose, licked her fingers — slowly, savoring — then kissed me on the lips. Deep, with tongue. I tasted myself on her tongue — sour, salty, alive. Mixed with the remnants of his semen. We kissed for a long time, until our breathing evened out, until the trembling stopped.

She pulled back, looked into my eyes.

"Now me," she said.

She lay on her back, spread her legs. I knelt between them. Her panties — white lace, thin, already soaked through — she pulled off herself, one move. I leaned down and touched her clit with my tongue.

I moved my tongue in circles, traced her clit, sucked it into my mouth, released. She moaned, gripping my hair, her fingers squeezing my head, guiding me. I moved my tongue lower, licking her wet folds, feeling her body respond to every movement. Her hips rose to meet me, fingers in my hair clenching and unclenching in rhythm with my movements.

I moved back up, circled her clit again — first slow, teasing, then faster, feeling her tense. Her breathing faltered, grew faster, sometimes pausing for a second, then releasing in a long moan. I heard her heart pounding — probably as hard as mine.

My tongue circled, pressed, barely touched, changing rhythm, watching her reaction. When I sped up, she dug her fingers into my hair almost painfully. When I slowed, she exhaled and relaxed, but her hips still moved, seeking more.

"Yes," she whispered. "There. Don't stop."

I sped up. My tongue moved faster, pressed harder, barely giving her a break. She moaned louder, her body arching, her fingers gripping my hair so hard I cried out — but I didn't pull away.

She came. Quietly, without a cry, just an exhale and a tremor that ran from her toes to her fingertips. I felt her body pulsing under my tongue, felt her squeezing my hair, felt her hips go still. I kept licking — slowly, gently, letting her come down until she pushed my head away with a weakened hand.

She opened her eyes. Looked at me. Everything was in her gaze — gratitude, weariness, love. And something else that made my heart clench.

I lay beside her, wrapped my arms around her. We lay on the bed, naked, intertwined, breathing hard. Her head rested on my shoulder, my fingers stroking her short platinum hair. It was soft, damp with sweat, smelling of shampoo and us.

The room was quiet. Only our breathing, only the city's hum below, only somewhere far away — a car horn. I stared at the ceiling, feeling the tension gradually fade, the pulsing in my lower belly settle into pleasant relaxation. My fingers still stroked her hair, sometimes moving to her neck, her shoulder, drawing light circles on her skin.

Her body was hot, damp with sweat. I felt her breasts pressing against my side, her nipples touching my skin. She breathed evenly, sometimes taking a deep breath, her breath tickling my collarbone.

I closed my eyes and just felt. Warmth. Silence. Her fingers moving over my stomach, lower to my pubic bone, not lingering. Just stroking, soothing.

"What about Andrey?" I asked.

"Don't worry about him," Alla said. "Right now it's just us."

"Now he's not going anywhere," I whispered.

"Exactly," she answered.

We fell silent. Just breathing. And somewhere below, in the parking garage, Andrey was still sitting. But that no longer mattered.

"By the way," Alla said. "Andrey's semen turned out to be tasty."

I chuckled.

"You noticed too?"

"Yeah," she moved closer. "Kind of sweet. Or did we imagine it?"

"We didn't," I said. "I felt it too."

"We'll have to repeat it," Alla said. "For verification."

I laughed. She smiled back.
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Chapter 6. The Secret Bodyguard
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In the morning, Andrey was stone. No smile, no extra words. He opened the car door as always, said "good morning" — flat, emotionless. I sat in the back, he took the wheel. We drove in silence. I watched the back of his head, his shoulders, his hands gripping the steering wheel. He never once looked at me in the mirror. He pretended nothing had happened. But I could see the tension in his shoulders, the white knuckles on the wheel. He could feel me — even without looking.

At school, I was in a fog. Sat through classes, stared out the window, heard nothing. The literature teacher asked something, I mumbled in response. Alla came up to me during breaks, touched my hand, asked what was wrong. I shrugged. I couldn't explain. One image kept looping in my head — his face when he came, his fingers in my hair, his voice: "Girls..." I could still taste his semen in my mouth, even though a day had passed. He wouldn't leave my head.

After school — the same story. Andrey waited at the entrance, opened the door, we drove in silence. He didn't look at me. But I could see him tensing. His fingers gripped the wheel harder than usual, his jaw was tight, muscles rolling beneath his skin. He breathed deeper than necessary. Silence hung in the cabin — dense, heavy, like before a storm. I could feel he wanted to say something but couldn't bring himself to. Several times he opened his mouth, then closed it. He stared straight ahead at the road, the gray daytime sky, the trees flashing past the window. The sun was still high but gave no warmth — autumn was making itself known.

We pulled up to Lakhta. I got out without looking back. My pulse pounded in my temples, my ears rang. He stayed below.

At home, I dropped my backpack on the floor, went to the kitchen, poured water. My hands were shaking. I knew something would happen. Didn't know what. I sat on the sofa, stared at the wall. Silence pressed on my ears, I heard the clock ticking on the wall, the fridge humming, my heart pounding somewhere in my ears.

To break the oppressive silence, I turned on the speaker. Asked for something calm but not sad. A familiar melody filled the room. I didn't listen to the words, just let the music fill the space, make it less empty.

A few minutes later — the doorbell.

I went to the door, looked through the peephole. Andrey. Alone. Agitated — I could see it even through the tiny hole. His chest was heaving, eyes gleaming, beads of sweat on his forehead even though it wasn't hot outside. His hands were empty, but his fingers clenched and unclenched as if searching for something to grab.

I opened the door.

He stood on the threshold, not moving. Looking at me — his eyes were level with mine, but he seemed to loom over me with his energy, his breath, his tension. His breathing was fast, ragged, I could see his chest rising under his black suit. He stepped over the threshold, kicked the door shut with his foot — it closed with a dull thud. And he lunged at me.

Grabbed my shoulders, pressed me against the wall. Cold at my back, hot in front. He kissed me — hard, greedy, as if he'd been waiting all day. I didn't have time to say anything. His tongue was in my mouth, and I responded. I didn't know how.

He smelled of coffee, leather, something masculine — that same scent I'd known for a year but had never felt so close. It filled everything — my breath, my head, my thoughts. I closed my eyes and just breathed him in.

His hands roamed over me, pulling at my blouse. His fingers fumbled with the buttons — clumsy, hurried, but I didn't mind. He slid the fabric off my shoulders, and the blouse fell to the floor with a soft rustle. I felt the coolness on my bare skin — and immediately his hot palms on my waist.

Then my skirt. He unbuttoned it, yanked the zipper down — the sound was sharp, but in the silence of the room it sounded like music. The skirt fell to my feet. I stepped out of it without breaking the kiss, my bare foot landing on the fabric — it was soft, cool, pleasantly tickling my sole.

His hands gripped my thighs, fingers digging into my skin through the thin tights. I exhaled into his mouth, and he groaned in response — low, restrained, but I heard it.

He didn't stop. Kissing me while pulling off my tights — tearing, hurrying. I helped, pressing against him, feeling his hands slide over my thighs, over bare skin. He pulled back from my lips for a second, looked at me — eyes dark, gleaming, breathing fast.

"I can't," he said hoarsely. "All day... I can't. I thought about you. About yesterday."

He didn't finish. I unbuttoned his belt myself — fingers trembling, the buckle wouldn't give, metal clinking against metal. He helped, pushed down his trousers, then his boxers. His cock sprang out — hard, tense, the wet head gleaming in the dim light of the entryway. I wrapped my hand around it — it was hot, pulsing under my fingers, and I could feel his heartbeat in that pulse.

He scooped me up in his arms. I wrapped my legs around his waist, feeling his cock press against my stomach. He carried me to the bedroom — I heard his shoes thud on the parquet, felt my back brush against the doorframe as he carried me through. I pressed against him, breathing in his scent, feeling his hands holding me — firm, steady, as if I weighed nothing.

He threw me on the bed. The bed creaked, the sheets billowed up and settled around me. He loomed over me, pulled off my panties — one yank, not even trying to be gentle, the fabric tearing at the seam. He pushed my knees apart, settled between them. I felt his heat — between my legs, on my thighs, on my face.

"Say you want it," he said. His voice was hoarse, rough, as if he were sick.

"I want it," I whispered. "I've wanted it for a long time."

He entered me. Hard, deep, immediately. I cried out — not from pain, from surprise. From how he filled me, stretched me, as if I'd always been empty and now, finally, I was full. He paused for a second, looking into my eyes — everything mixed in his gaze: desire, fear, relief. Then he began to move. Hard, fast, as if afraid I'd change my mind. As if stopping would make everything collapse.

I dug my fingers into his shoulders, arched my back. His cock was hard, hot, sliding inside me, wet, pulsing. I clenched around him, feeling his veins rub against my walls, his head pressing deep, his pulse echoing inside me. I looked at his face — eyes closed, jaw tight, muscles rolling beneath his skin. Beads of sweat on his forehead, running down his temples, lost in his short hair. He was beautiful. And terrifying. And mine.

I felt it building inside — that familiar thing. Not from his cock — from everything: the way he breathed — heavy, with a whistle, his chest rubbing against mine, his fingers digging into my thighs, leaving red marks, the way he smelled — coffee, leather, arousal, the way he moaned — quiet, restrained, almost soundless, but I heard that moan, it echoed somewhere in my chest, moved lower, mixed with what was building inside.

I was already close. Very close. Felt everything inside clenching, my clit pulsing, my legs starting to tremble. Each thrust echoed in my lower belly in a brief flash, and those flashes merged into one hot, thick wave. I watched his face — his clenched eyelids, the beads of sweat trembling on his lashes, his lips sometimes parting to release a hoarse exhale. I wanted to touch his lips, kiss him, breathe in his breath, but I couldn't — my hands were gripping his shoulders, my fingers surely leaving marks on his skin.

I felt his cock growing harder, hotter inside me. Felt him on the edge — I could sense it in the tension in his stomach muscles, in the way his hips moved faster, almost breaking into a chaotic rhythm. I clenched around him, catching every thrust, and inside it built — no longer a wave, but a tsunami, ready to tear me apart from within.

I wanted to come. Right now. Right under him, with his cock inside me, with his breath on my face. I could already feel that sweet edge, that moment when everything clenches tight and explodes in sparks.

But he didn't let me come.

He froze, exhaled, and I felt him pull out of me — sharply, leaving a void that ached immediately. I almost screamed from that feeling — empty, ringing emptiness. His cock twitched, and a hot stream hit my stomach. Warm, thick. I flinched in surprise. He came on me — again, again. Semen spread over my skin, ran down to my navel, my sides, pooled in the hollow between my breasts. I felt its warmth, its weight on my skin, its slow movement — drops joining, spreading, running down to my stomach, my sides.

I lay there, feeling his semen run down my body, filling the dip of my navel, spilling out of it, gathering under my breasts. And inside me, everything still pulsed — the arousal hadn't gone anywhere, it only flared stronger because he hadn't let me come.

And then — I didn't expect it — it hit me.

The orgasm came on its own, without his cock inside me, without fingers, without tongue. Just from him coming on me, from his semen running down my stomach, from him looking down at me.

My body arched, fingers gripping the sheets, I cried out — not loud, but he heard. The wave rose from somewhere deep — from my stomach, my spine, from where he'd just been. I clenched around air, feeling my clit pulse, everything inside convulsing. The orgasm rolled in waves — one after another, fading and building again. I gripped the sheets in my fists, arched, gasped for air. White circles swam before my eyes.

I came for a long time — it felt like an eternity before the last spasms faded. I went limp, breathing hard, feeling his semen still running down my stomach, mixing with my sweat.

He opened his eyes, looked at me. Surprise in his gaze. And something else — tenderness, maybe. Or gratitude.

"You..." he started.

I didn't let him finish. Pulled his neck, pressed him to me, kissed him. His semen was between us, warm, slick, but I didn't care. I felt it on my skin, on his skin, when he pressed against me.

He went limp, breathing hard, and fell back onto the bed beside me. The bed creaked under his weight.

I lay there, feeling semen slowly run down my stomach. Down below, everything still pulsed, the orgasm echoing in small waves. I stared at the ceiling, catching my breath, feeling my heart gradually calm.

I turned my head and looked at him. He lay on his back, eyes closed, chest heaving. I was seeing his body up close for the first time — not in passing, not in the rearview mirror, but truly. In the dim light of the bedroom, with daylight filtering through the partly drawn curtains.

Broad shoulders, narrow waist. Tanned skin. A powerful chest with sparse dark hairs. Flat stomach with barely visible muscles. Strong arms with prominent veins on the forearms. On his right side — a small scar, pale, old. On his left shoulder — a tattoo, a triangle inside a circle.

I looked at him and thought — how had I never noticed all this before?

He opened his eyes, caught my gaze. Smiled — for the first time. Not wide, just a little, the corners of his lips.

"I'm going to shower," I said quietly.

He nodded. Didn't say a word.

I got up, went to the bathroom. My legs were shaking, knees buckling. I felt his semen running down my stomach, down my inner thigh, tickling my skin. I stood in the shower for a long time, under hot water. Watched the white flakes swirl down the drain, the water washing away his scent, his taste, his touch. But I couldn't wash him out of my head.

Then I turned off the water, dried off with a towel, put on a robe. Looked in the mirror — eyes gleaming, cheeks flushed, lips swollen. I smiled at my reflection.

I left the bathroom.

No one in the bedroom. The bed was empty, sheets rumpled, one with a dark wet spot. The pillow where his head had lain still held a dent. His shoes were gone from the entryway. The apartment door was closed.

I walked into the living room. Empty. Only the scent of his cologne still hung in the air.

He'd run off again.

I sat on the sofa, wrapped my arms around my knees. Inside was a strange feeling — not hurt, not anger. Understanding. He was embarrassed. Didn't know what to say, how to act. He left because he was afraid. Afraid of me. Afraid of himself. Afraid of what had happened between us.

I sighed. Looked out the window. The sun was already setting, the room filled with golden light.

I smiled at my thoughts. Got up and went to remake the bed. My legs still trembled. My heart was calm.

Now I was sure — he wouldn't turn me in. Because we knew too much about each other. Because now he wasn't just a bodyguard. He was part of my secret. And I was part of his. And those things bind tighter than any obligations.

I stood up, walked to the window. His car was gone. He'd left. Run off. But I knew — he'd come back. Maybe tomorrow. Maybe in a week. But he'd come back.

I smiled. Looked at my reflection in the glass. And quietly said to myself:

"He won't turn me in. Now he definitely won't."

In the morning, Andrey was back to normal. No smile, no hint. He opened the car door, said "good morning" — flat, emotionless. I sat in the back, he took the wheel. We drove in silence. He didn't look at me in the mirror. Pretended nothing had happened. But I could see the tension in his shoulders, the white knuckles on the wheel.

At school during break, Alla came up to me. We stood by the window, chewing gum, watching first-graders run around below.

"What's with the dreamy look?" she asked.

I looked around — no one nearby.

"He came," I said.

"Who?"

"Andrey. Yesterday. After school."

She nearly choked.

"And?"

I told her everything. How he'd burst in, how he'd kissed me, ripped off my clothes, come on my stomach, how I'd come after. How he'd run off while I was in the shower. How today he was pretending nothing had happened.

Alla listened, eyes huge. Then she burst out laughing — so hard her gum almost flew out.

"What are you laughing at?" I looked around.

"He's an idiot," she said, wiping tears. "A guy pushing forty, acting like a teenager. Running away, hiding."

"He's just embarrassed," I said.

She stopped laughing, looked at me.

"Listen," she said. "We started this together. I want in too."

"In what?"

"To participate. You're not going to seduce him alone, are you? I was there too. I also... you know."

I remembered. Her on her knees. His cock in her mouth. Our tongues on him.

"What do you suggest?" I asked.

"This," she smiled. "We started together — we continue together."

After school we walked out together. Andrey was waiting by the car as always. In his black suit, clean-shaven, the usual keys in his hand. He saw Alla — paused for a second. I noticed his jaw twitch, but he quickly composed himself.

"Good afternoon," he said flatly, opening the back door.

Alla, passing him, slowed her pace slightly. Her hips swayed with each step, her skirt hugging her thighs. She smiled at the corner of her lips.

"Hello, Alyosha," she said, her voice soft, almost purring.

As she passed, she casually ran her palm over his fly. A brief, barely noticeable motion, but I saw him tense up. His fingers gripping the keys went white.

Alla slid into the back seat, I followed. She sat close, almost pressed against me, and I felt the warmth of her thigh through the fabric of her skirt. Andrey closed the door, walked around the car, got behind the wheel. In the rearview mirror I saw his gaze — it swept over me, then Alla, then fixed on the road.

He started the engine. His fingers gripped the wheel so hard his knuckles went white. Shoulders tense, jaw tight. He was barely containing his emotions, trying not to show it.

Alla giggled softly, and I nudged her with my elbow. But inside, everything fluttered. I knew this evening wouldn't be like usual.

We drove in silence. Alla took my hand, squeezed my fingers. I felt her warmth. Andrey occasionally glanced in the mirror — at her. At me. At her again. His breathing was deeper than necessary.

We pulled up to Lakhta. I got out, Alla followed. I turned around. Looked into Andrey's eyes.

Our gazes met.

He understood everything.

I didn't smile, didn't say a word. Just looked. And he nodded — barely perceptibly, but I saw it.

I took Alla's hand, and we walked to the elevator. I felt his gaze on my back.

Five minutes later — the doorbell.

Alla and I exchanged glances. Waited.

I opened the door. Andrey stood on the threshold, still in his black suit, but his tie was loosened, the top button of his shirt undone. Eyes gleaming, breathing fast. He stepped inside, closed the door.

Alla didn't wait. She stepped toward him, reached for his fly. Her fingers unbuttoned it, pulled the zipper down. He exhaled but didn't pull away.

She reached inside, found his cock — already hard, tense. Ran her fingers along the shaft, squeezed. Then leaned closer, inhaled. Caught his scent — sharp, aroused, alive. Smiled.

"Let's go shower," she said quietly. "We all need to freshen up."

She didn't let go of his cock. Held it like a leash and led him to the bathroom. Andrey obediently followed.

I followed. My heart pounded.

The bathroom was large — light tile on the walls, heated floor, a full-wall mirror. A shower stall in the corner — spacious, with glass walls. It smelled of soap, shampoo, and something fresh.

Alla undressed first. Unbuttoned her blouse — button by button, unhurriedly. Slipped it off her shoulders, tossed it on the washing machine. Then her skirt — slid it down, stepped out of it. Pulled off her tights, then her panties — white lace, thin, almost weightless. She was naked.

I watched her in the mirror. Tall, slender, long legs and narrow hips. A short platinum pixie, sharp cheekbones. Small neat breasts with dark nipples already hard from the air. Smooth skin with a light tan — clearly she didn't hide from the sun.

Then I undressed myself. Slowly, feeling Andrey's gaze on me. Unbuttoned my blouse — he followed every movement. Slid it off my shoulders, dropped it on the floor. Then my skirt — slid it down, stepped out, kicked it aside. I took off my tights slowly, deliberately, feeling his eyes on my legs. The thin fabric tore at the seam as I pulled them over my hips. I took off my panties last — white lace, thin, with a tiny bow at the front. They fell to the floor, and I was completely naked.

Andrey watched us. He was seeing me naked for the first time. I noticed his gaze linger on my body — my breasts, my stomach, my hips. He didn't look away, but his breath caught, and he swallowed. Then slowly turned his gaze to Alla, then back to me. His fingers gripped the edge of the sink, and I saw the muscles in his neck tense. He didn't say a word, but his face said everything — surprise, desire, confusion.

Then he started undressing himself. Unbuttoned his shirt — button by button, slowly, unhurriedly. I watched his fingers — strong, with firm knuckles, they moved confidently, but I noticed them trembling slightly. The shirt fell to the floor, revealing his torso. Broad shoulders, narrow waist. Tanned skin with a light tan. A powerful chest with sparse dark hairs trailing down to his stomach. Muscles not bulging but lean, defined — he kept in shape without overdoing it. Flat stomach with barely visible abs. On his right side — a small old scar. On his left shoulder — a tattoo, a triangle inside a circle. I studied him shamelessly.

His trousers were already unbuttoned — Alla had pulled the zipper down in the entryway. He just shook them off his hips, and they fell to his feet. He stepped out of them, kicked them aside. Left in his boxers — black, tight. I could see his cock already hard, outlined under the fabric — Alla had done her job, rousing him at the door.

He hesitated a second, looking at us. Then he pulled off his boxers — slowly, not looking away. His cock sprang out — hard, tense, the wet head gleaming in the lamplight. He stood naked before us, not covering himself, not embarrassed. Just breathing hard.

We looked at him. Alla licked her lips — I saw her tongue slide over her lower lip. She glanced at me, smirked. I felt everything inside me clench. Felt my panties growing wet. Wanted to touch him — his chest, his shoulders, his cock. But I stood still, afraid to break the moment.

Andrey looked at us. At my body, at Alla's. His gaze was heavy, assessing, but there was no aggression in it. Only desire. And weariness. And something else I couldn't name.

We stepped into the shower stall together. Warm water poured down from above, steam swirling around, making the air damp and thick. The glass fogged, our reflections blurred, only our bodies remained — naked, wet, close. I felt water running down my head, my shoulders, my chest, drops gathering on my nipples and falling away.

Alla took the shower gel — clear, smelling of vanilla and something citrus — squeezed it into her palm. Began to wash Andrey. I watched her hands slide over his chest — fingers kneading his muscles, circling his nipples, moving lower down his stomach. Then I moved to the other side, ran my hands over his back — broad, strong. Felt his skin under my fingers — hot, damp, slick with gel. His shoulder blades moved under my palms, his spine protruding as he arched.

We washed him together — in sync, without a word. Alla — his chest, me — his back. Our hands met at his sides, fingers intertwining. He stood with his eyes closed, breathing hard, his cock hard against his stomach.

Then he took the gel, squeezed it into his palms. Began to wash us. First Alla — ran his hands over her shoulders, her breasts, her stomach, lingered on her hips, between her legs. She exhaled, tilted her head back, letting the water hit her face. Then me. His hands slid over my body — over my neck, my collarbones, my breasts. I felt every touch — fingers circling my nipples, palms squeezing my breasts, moving lower to my stomach, my pubic bone. When he touched me between my legs, I flinched and gripped his shoulders.

We stood under the water, wet, flushed. Hair plastered to our faces — my dark-blonde strands falling over my eyes, I brushed them away, but they kept falling back. Alla tossed her short platinum hair back, but it still fell on her forehead. Water ran down our cheeks, our lips, I licked my lips — it tasted only of water, but I felt something else, elusive, shared.

Alla knelt. The floor was warm from the hot water — I could feel it through my feet as I stood beside her. Water ran down her back, her buttocks, her legs, pooling under her knees, but she ignored it. She knelt before Andrey, took his cock in her mouth. Wet, hot, smelling of gel and arousal.

I watched her lips wrap around his head, her tongue circle it, her cheeks hollow as she created suction. She moaned — soft, content — and began to move. Her head moving rhythmically back and forth, short platinum hair plastered to her forehead, water running down her face, mixing with saliva already starting to flow down her chin.

I moved closer, ran my hands over his chest — over wet, slick skin, over sparse dark hairs, over hard nipples. His skin under my fingers was hot, tense, muscles rolling beneath it. I moved lower, to his stomach, his hips. Stroked him, squeezed him, scratched lightly with my nails — just enough for him to feel it. Leaned in and kissed his neck — his skin salty from sweat and water, smelling of him, of gel, and of something else I couldn't name. His scent filled my nostrils, mixed with steam, with water, with my own breath.

He put his hand on the back of my head — not pressing, just holding. His fingers tangled in my wet hair, and I pressed my lips to his collarbone, his shoulder, his chest. Kissing his wet skin, feeling water run from his body onto my face. His chest was broad, strong, and I could feel his heart beating — fast, loud.

Alla sped up. I heard wet sounds — her mouth, his cock, the water still pouring down. Steam swirled around, making the air dense, almost tangible. I felt water run down my back, my buttocks, my legs, pooling under my knees as I knelt beside Alla.

The floor was warm, water running over my legs, but I didn't care. We knelt side by side — two naked wet girls before him. Our hips touching, our shoulders too. I felt the warmth of her body through the water, felt her breathing — fast, ragged.

Alla released his cock. Turned to me. Her face was wet — water, saliva, arousal. Her lips were swollen, eyes gleaming. She smiled and kissed me — just like that, with his taste on her lips. I responded. Our tongues met, passing his taste between us — salty, bitter, alive. Her tongue slid into my mouth, and I tasted his cock — not directly, but through her taste, through her breath.

Then I took him in my mouth myself. He was hot, hard, pulsing on my tongue. I moved my tongue over his head, licking it from all sides, feeling the smooth stretched skin. Then I took him deeper — almost to my throat. Andrey exhaled and gripped my hair. His fingers tangled in my wet strands, squeezed — not painfully, but firmly.

Alla licked his balls in the meantime. Took them in her mouth one by one, ran her tongue along the full length of his cock, meeting me at the head. Her tongue slid over my lips, over his cock, over my tongue. We moved in sync — without a word, just feeling each other.

Sometimes she took him in her mouth while I licked his base, running my tongue along the shaft, down to his balls, back up. Sometimes I took him deep, almost to my throat, feeling his head press against my palate, nearly gagging but holding on, breathing through my nose, while she kissed his thighs, his stomach, moving lower and back up.

Our tongues intertwined on his cock. I tasted Alla mixed with him, and it drove me crazy. Her breath on my cheek, her fingers sometimes brushing mine when we both wrapped our hands around his cock. Water poured down, washing away foam, sweat, everything. Steam swirled around. It was warm, cozy, intimate. Just the three of us — and the water.

Andrey stood with his eyes closed, breathing hard. His fingers in our hair clenched and unclenched. I could feel he was close — in the tension of his hips, his cock growing harder, hotter.

He moaned. His cock twitched. And he came.

A hot stream hit my cheek — unexpected, warm, thick. I flinched. The next — on Alla's lips, she licked them, eyes open. Another — on me again, on my chin, running down my neck, mixing with water. He came for a long time, in spurts, each new stream landing on me, on her, on both of us at once.

The water washed the semen from our faces — fast, without a trace. Warm streams carried it down the drain, leaving our skin clean. I felt the water washing away his taste, his scent, his touch. Alla licked her lips, I licked mine. Nothing left — just water, just gel, just cleanliness.

Andrey opened his eyes. Looked at us. Our wet faces, our lips, our hair plastered to our cheeks. I smiled at him. Alla did too.

He exhaled. And smiled back — for the first time. Not wide, just a little, the corners of his lips. But I saw it.

We were three in the shower, naked, wet, happy. Water poured down, steam swirled around. I felt the warmth of his body beside me, Alla's breath on my shoulder. And I didn't want it to end.

And it didn't.

Andrey didn't let his cock soften. It was still hard when he lifted Alla from her knees — grabbed her under the arms, set her on her feet. She swayed, but he held her steady. Turned her back to him. Alla faced the glass wall of the shower stall. The glass was fogged, nothing visible through it but cloudy streaks where water droplets ran.

She braced her hands on the glass, spread her legs slightly. I saw the muscles in her back tense — long, defined, water running down her spine, over her buttocks, pooling in the hollow between them. Short platinum hair plastered to the back of her head, water dripping from it, running down her neck, her shoulders. She turned her head, looked at me over her shoulder. Smiled. Anticipation in her eyes.

Andrey moved behind her, pulled her cheeks apart. His cock was still hard, tense, glistening with water. The head was dark, engorged. He pressed it to Alla's entrance — I saw it touch her wet folds, part them. He pushed. Alla exhaled — long, with a moan — and pressed her forehead to the glass. Her fingers slid over the wet surface, leaving streaks.

He entered. I watched his cock disappear into her, saw her tense, taking him, her muscles clenching around him. Alla moaned — soft, through her teeth, but in the silence of the shower the sound was clear. He paused for a second, letting her adjust, then began to move.

I moved behind him, pressing my body to his back. My breasts touched his shoulder blades — wet, hot, my nipples hard from water and arousal. I felt his muscles moving under his skin — broad shoulders, shoulder blades, spine. With each thrust, the muscles in his buttocks tensed, and I felt it through my hips pressed against him.

I wrapped my arms around his waist, pressed my cheek to his back. His skin was wet, smelling of gel, sweat, arousal. I closed my eyes and just felt — his warmth, his rhythm, his breath. Water poured over us, running down my hair, my face, my lips.

He moved inside Alla — rhythmic, deep, barely pulling out, just rocking his hips. I felt every thrust through my body pressed against his. Alla moaned, face against the glass, her hands sliding over the wet surface, sometimes clenching into fists when he thrust especially deep. I watched her reflection — blurry, fogged, but I could see her arching, her breasts touching the glass, water running down her thighs, her buttocks, her legs.

I kissed his back. Between his shoulder blades — softly, with my tongue, tasting the salt of his skin. Along his spine — slowly, vertebra by vertebra. Lower, to his lower back, where the skin is thinnest. I moved my tongue over his wet skin, feeling him flinch at my touch. Ran my fingers over his hips, his buttocks, feeling the muscles tense with each thrust.

Andrey paused for a second. Alla went limp, forehead pressed to the glass, breathing hard. Her fingers relaxed, and I stroked her hand, soothing her.

Then he pulled out of her. I watched his cock slip out — wet, gleaming, still hard. He hadn't come. He turned to me.

Grabbed my waist, turned me back to him. My hands hit the glass — warm, slick, smooth under my fingers. I spread my legs, bent my knees slightly, pushed back.

He moved behind me. I felt his heat — his hips against my buttocks, his chest against my back. His skin was hot, wet from the water, and when he pressed against me, I felt every millimeter — his nipples against my shoulder blades, his stomach against my lower back. He leaned in, kissed my shoulder — soft lips, warm, tongue sliding over my skin, leaving a wet trail. Then he straightened.

I felt the head of his cock touch my entrance. Hot, hard, it slid over my wet folds, gathering my moisture, mixing with water. I exhaled and pressed my forehead to the glass. The glass was cool, smooth, and I felt steam settling on it in fine droplets.

He entered. Slowly. I felt him filling me — not all at once, but gradually, little by little. First the head — it slid in easily, I was soaked through, and the water only added to the slickness. Then the shaft — thicker, and I felt my walls stretching, taking him, muscles tensing and relaxing, adjusting. I breathed deeper, trying not to clench too hard. Then he went deeper, to where I could feel his pulse — steady, strong, echoing inside me in beats. He paused when he was all the way in, and I exhaled — long, with a moan, forehead against the glass.

Then he began to move. I didn't count thrusts, didn't track rhythm. Just felt — him inside me, water running down my back, his hips, droplets falling to the floor, splashing on the tile. Sometimes he went deeper, and I arched, pushing back to meet him. Sometimes he stayed almost still, and I felt his cock pulsing inside, growing harder, hotter.

His hands rested on my hips, fingers digging into my skin, leaving marks. He didn't rush, didn't speed up — just moved, and I felt every motion, every change in rhythm. Water poured down, washing away everything — sweat, arousal, remnants of soap. Steam swirled around, making the air thick, almost tangible.

I closed my eyes and surrendered to the feeling. Only his cock inside me, only his breath by my ear, only water running down my face, my lips, my breasts. I felt it building inside — not a wave, but something thicker, slower, as if my whole body were filling with warmth from within. I didn't want it to end. I wanted him to move forever.

He sped up. Just a little, barely noticeable. His hips moved faster, and I heard water slapping against our bodies, drops falling from his chest onto my back. I clenched around him in rhythm, and he moaned — soft, restrained, but I heard it. His fingers gripped my hips harder, leaving red marks.

But he didn't rush. Didn't break into a finish. He just quickened the rhythm slightly, and it felt good — feeling his cock slide faster inside me, still deep, still full. I tilted my head back, letting the water hit my face, and closed my eyes. Inside built — not sharp, but thick, like someone slowly winding a spring deep in my belly.

"Don't stop," I whispered, not knowing why.

He didn't stop. Only sped up a little more, and I felt the water, his cock, my body — everything merging into one continuous, warm, wet motion. I didn't know how long it would last. And I didn't want to know.

Alla slid to the floor. First to her knees, then sitting on her heels, then her butt on the tile. Water ran over her body. She leaned back on her hands, watching us from below.

Then she reached out. Found his balls. Began to stroke — gently, unhurriedly. I felt him flinch at her touch — his cock inside me growing harder, hotter, pulsing faster. His breathing faltered, and he exhaled something unintelligible into my back, almost a moan.

I felt it building inside me.

I closed my eyes, pressed my forehead to the glass. Water still poured, steam swirled around, and I felt droplets running down my face, mixing with sweat and tears welling in my eyes — not from pain, from too much.

The orgasm came slowly. The wave rose from somewhere deep — from my stomach, my lower back, from where his cock touched me. It moved slowly, spreading through my whole body: first my legs went weak, then a tremor ran up my spine, then my hands lost strength. I clenched around his cock once, twice, three times — muscles pulsing, clenching and releasing, as if saying goodbye. Then I went limp. Forehead to the glass. Breathing.

The glass was warm from the steam, slick from the water, my forehead sliding on it, leaving wet streaks. I heard him breathing — heavy, ragged. Felt Alla still stroking him — slowly, fingers never leaving. Felt his cock pulsing inside me, still hard, still ready.

Andrey pulled out of me. Slow, careful. I felt him slip out — first the head, then the shaft, then nothing. Emptiness. Sharp, almost painful. I clenched around air, but nothing was there. I looked back over my shoulder. He was looking at Alla. She sat on the floor, wet, eyes gleaming, smiling. Water running down her face, her chest, her stomach, pooling between her thighs.

He stepped toward her. Reached out his hand, helped her up. She took it, stood, swayed — her legs numb from sitting on the tile. He steadied her by the waist. Then he turned, turned off the water. The last streams ran down our bodies, and it was quiet. Only droplets falling from the ceiling — rare, heavy, striking the tile with a soft tap. Only our breathing.

Andrey lay on the tile. On his back, stretched out full length. The tile was warm from the water, smooth, slightly rough. He closed his eyes for a second, then opened them, looked at Alla. Waiting. His cock was hard, lying on his stomach, wet, gleaming.

Alla reached out, pushed her wet short hair from her forehead — it stuck to her cheeks, her temples, and she brushed it away, but it kept falling. She reached out of the shower stall to the sink, where my exclusive creams sat on the shelf. Jars, tubes, everything I'd bought in expensive stores but barely used — because no time, because lazy, because no one ever saw. Now they saw. She grabbed the first one — a white tube with gold lettering, something moisturizing, very expensive.

She squeezed some on her fingers. The cream was thick, cold, smelled of almonds and something floral — jasmine, maybe, or lily. The scent filled the shower, mixed with steam, with the smell of our bodies.

She applied it to her anus. Slowly, unhurriedly, in circles. I watched her finger slide over the dark fold, the cream absorbing, her skin growing wet and gleaming. She pushed one finger inside, then two. Her face was calm, focused, but I could see her lips parted, her breath quickening. She did it slowly, savoring it, as if it were part of a ritual.

Then she applied it to Andrey's cock. Knelt beside him, ran her hand along the full shaft — from base to head, gathering cream, rubbing it in, massaging it into his skin. It gleamed now not only from water but from the oily cream, smelling of almonds. Andrey exhaled when her fingers wrapped around his head, when she ran her thumb over the most sensitive spot, under the frenulum. His cock twitched, growing harder.

Alla loved to finish sex anally. She'd told me she felt it sharper, deeper there than in her vagina. That every movement echoed through her whole body, that orgasms there were longer, stronger. That anal wasn't just a position for her — it was the culmination, after which you could just forget where you were. Now I watched her preparing for it — slowly, carefully, with some special calm.

She straddled him. Back to his face. Turned, knelt over him, braced her hands on his thighs. Her buttocks were right in front of his face — wet, gleaming, with droplets of water still not dry. She lifted herself, guided his cock with her hand — the head pressed against her anus. The cream made it slick. She pushed. The head slipped inside. Alla exhaled — long, with a moan — and began to lower herself slowly, centimeter by centimeter.

I saw his cock disappear into her, her anus stretching to take him — slowly, centimeter by centimeter, skin stretching, gleaming with cream. She paused halfway, adjusting, her back arching, fingers digging into his thighs. Then she lowered herself more. And more. All the way. Paused for a second, breathing hard, and I heard her exhale — long, with a moan. Her back gleamed, water still dripping from her hair, falling on his stomach, mixing with sweat.

Then she began to move — slow, deep, barely rising, just rocking her hips. Her buttocks moved smoothly, in waves, and I saw the muscles in her back tense with each motion. Her head was thrown back, short platinum hair stuck to her neck, her temples. She breathed through her mouth, each exhale a soft moan.

Andrey moaned — low, guttural, almost a growl. His hands came to her hips, fingers digging into her skin, leaving red marks. He didn't help, didn't speed up — just held her, letting her do whatever she wanted. I saw the tension in his muscles — his stomach, his arms, his neck. How he held back, his cock pulsing inside her, but he didn't come. Waiting. Enduring.

I stood beside them, watching. Her back — wet, gleaming, with her spine protruding, water droplets running down it. Her buttocks moving in rhythm, clenching and releasing. His cock disappearing into her and reappearing — wet, gleaming with cream, veins swollen. Her face when she turned her head — eyes closed, lips parted, flush on her cheeks, beads of sweat on her forehead.

I smelled it — cream, arousal, gel. Heard wet sounds, their breathing, sometimes her soft cries when he went especially deep. Everything inside me clenched, pulsed, wanted to touch myself, but I didn't move — just watched, mesmerized.

The water was off. Quiet. Only their breathing, only wet sounds, only droplets still falling from the ceiling — rare, heavy, like tears.

I crouched beside them, placed my hand on her back. Her skin was hot, wet. I ran my fingers along her spine, her ribs, down to her buttocks, to where they joined. Alla smiled without opening her eyes. Andrey watched me over her shoulder. Something new in his eyes — not surprise, not fear. Gratitude. And something else I couldn't name.

Alla sped up. Her hips moving faster, more rhythmic. She came — I saw her body arch, she froze, her muscles clenching around his cock. She cried out — not loud, but in the silence of the shower the cry echoed off the walls, mixed with the droplets, with our breathing.

She went limp, collapsed on him, breathing hard. Andrey wrapped his arms around her, pulled her close. His cock still inside her — hard, hot, pulsing. I watched his fingers stroke her back, heard him whisper something in her ear — I couldn't hear, but she smiled.

Then he carefully pulled out of her. Alla sighed — whether in regret or relief — and rolled aside, onto the warm tile. She lay on her back, arms spread, breathing hard. Her chest rising and falling, water running down her body, pooling in the hollows.

Andrey reached out, picked up the tube of cream from the floor. Squeezed some onto his fingers — I heard the soft squelch, cream oozing out in a thick white mass, smelling of almonds. Then he turned to me, took my waist, turned me back to him. My hands hit the glass of the shower stall — cool, smooth, every droplet, every irregularity under my fingers. He bent my knees slightly, making me arch my back more, lift my hips higher. I felt myself opening, air touching what was usually hidden. It grew cool, goosebumps running from my tailbone to my neck, to my shoulder blades.

His fingers touched my anus. The cream was cold — I flinched, surprised, my muscles clenching. But he didn't rush. Began massaging in circles — slow, gentle, rubbing the cream into my skin, spreading it over the folds. I heard the cream squelching under his fingers — wet, oily — that sound mixing with the water and my breathing. Felt it melting from the warmth, growing slick, penetrating inside, coating every crease, every millimeter.

His finger — first one — pressed against the entrance. I tensed, but he didn't press harder. Just held it, letting me adjust. Then moved forward slightly, and I felt the tip slide inside. I exhaled, trying to relax. He pushed in slowly, knuckle by knuckle, and I felt the cream smoothing the way, everything growing easier, slicker. Then he added a second finger. They went deeper, and I felt myself stretching, my muscles yielding, taking him.

He moved his fingers in circles — spreading them, bringing them together — stretching me, preparing me. I felt his fingers touching something deep inside, sending a dull, warm wave through my body. It rose from my lower back to my neck, spread over my shoulders, making me arch. I bit my lip to keep from moaning, but a soft sound still escaped.

"Relax," he said quietly, his voice vibrating near my ear.

I closed my eyes, forced myself to breathe evenly. Exhaled. And his fingers went deeper. I felt him exploring me — finding the most sensitive spots, pressing, stroking. My knees trembled, my fingers dug into the glass, leaving wet marks. Water still poured, steam swirled, but I noticed nothing — only his fingers inside me.

Then he pulled them out. The emptiness ached immediately, and I almost moaned from the feeling. I heard him squeeze more cream into his palm — the same soft squelch — then the sound of him coating his cock. Wet, oily sounds — his hand sliding along the shaft, spreading the cream, working it along the full length. I heard every motion — from base to head, from head to base. And at that sound, everything inside me clenched in anticipation. I knew what came next. And I wanted it. Badly.

Then the head pressed against my anus. The cream made it slick, and it slid in without resistance. But just the head. Further was harder.

He pushed. I exhaled, trying to relax. The head slipped inside — slowly, millimeter by millimeter. I felt myself stretching, my muscles clenching around him, refusing, but he kept entering. Slow. Patient. I gripped the glass with my fingers, pressed my forehead to its cool surface. The glass was smooth, cool, and I felt my forehead sliding on it, leaving wet streaks.

He pushed deeper. I felt every millimeter — his cock filling me, walls stretching, inside growing tight and hot. Somewhere in the middle I froze, breathing fast, trying to adjust. He paused too. Waited. His hands on my hips, fingers gripping my skin — not painful, just holding.

I exhaled. Relaxed. And he pushed all the way in.

I froze, feeling him fill me completely. Pulsing inside. His warmth mixing with mine. The cream and my moisture making everything slick, fluid. I heard him breathing — heavy, ragged — each exhale echoing in my chest. My fingers slid over the glass, leaving wet streaks. I felt water running down my back, his stomach, our intertwined bodies. Steam swirled around, making the air thick, almost tangible.

I closed my eyes and just breathed — deep, even, trying not to clench too hard. Inside me was tight, hot, and each beat of his pulse echoed in my body like a second heartbeat. I felt his cock pulsing, slightly trembling even without moving. I clenched around him — not deliberately, just my body doing it on its own — and he exhaled through his teeth, his fingers gripping my hips tighter.

He began to move. Slow, almost imperceptible. Pulled out slightly — I felt the head withdraw from deep inside, the cream and moisture sliding along my walls. Then pushed back in — just as slow, unhurried. I didn't count thrusts, didn't track rhythm. Just felt — him inside me, water running down my back, his hips, droplets falling to the floor, splashing on the tile. Sometimes he went deeper, and I arched, pushing back. Sometimes he stayed almost still, and I felt his cock pulsing inside, growing harder, hotter.

Alla sat beside me on the floor, watching. Eyes gleaming, smiling. Reached out, stroked my ankle. I felt her fingers — warm, wet. They moved up my skin, to my calf, my knee. Distracting — but pleasantly.

Andrey sped up. His cock moving faster, deeper. I heard wet sounds — cream and my moisture mixing, making each motion slick, soft, but distinct. Each thrust echoed in my lower belly in a brief flash, and those flashes merged into one hot, thick wave. I felt it building — not like in my vagina. Different. Deeper. Sharper. Not a wave but a pulse — steady, strong, building. I clenched around him in rhythm, feeling him pulsing inside, his pulse echoing in my walls.

I closed my eyes and surrendered. Forgot where I was. Forgot who I was. Only my body — hot, wet, pulsing. And his cock inside me. And droplets still occasionally falling from the ceiling, hitting my back, my shoulders, my face. And sounds — his breathing, wet sliding, and somewhere nearby — her soft sighs.

Alla moved between our spread legs. Sat on the warm tile, pushed my legs wider, squeezed between us. Her face was right there — between me and Andrey. I felt her breath on my buttocks, on his balls. Warm, ragged, it tickled my skin and made me clench harder around his cock.

She looked up, stuck out her tongue, and began to lick — switching from me to him, from him to me. First my wet folds — from entrance to clit, bottom to top, licking every millimeter. Her tongue rough, insistent, sliding over the most sensitive spots, making me flinch. Then his balls — taking them in her mouth one by one, rolling them with her tongue, sucking, releasing, sucking again.

I felt each time her tongue touched me. Sharp, wet, hot. She didn't rush. Sometimes she lingered on my clit, circling it, and my legs would start trembling, my breath catching. Sometimes her tongue slid over where his cock entered me — along the rim of my anus, over the skin stretched around his shaft. I'd flinch, clench around him, and he'd moan.

I heard Alla sometimes moan softly — content — when her tongue found especially sensitive spots. Her fingers gripped my hips, spreading me wider, opening us both. Andrey breathed hard, his fingers gripping my hips in rhythm. The water was off, only rare drops falling from the ceiling, striking the tile with a soft tap. But the steam hadn't dissipated, the air still thick, damp, smelling of cream, sweat, arousal.

I felt it building — no longer a pulse but continuous vibration, as if my whole body had become one large pulsing nerve. My fingers slid over the glass, leaving wet streaks. I bit my lip to keep from screaming, but a soft moan escaped. Alla, as if sensing it, took his balls in her mouth — one, then the other — and I heard him moan low, guttural.

I came. The wave rose from somewhere deep — from my anus, my stomach, my spine. It rose slowly, filling my whole body — legs, arms, chest, head. I felt everything inside clenching around his cock, pulsing, warmth spreading through my lower belly, rising higher, to my heart, my throat. I clenched around him, arched, gripping the glass with my fingers, couldn't stop. The orgasm lasted long — several long moments when I saw nothing, heard nothing, only felt. His cock inside me. Her tongue on my clit. Their breathing.

I exhaled, went limp, forehead to the glass. The glass was cool, smooth, my forehead sliding on it, water droplets falling on my shoulders.

Alla at that moment pressed her lips to his balls — licking, taking them in her mouth, releasing. He moaned, and I felt that moan not with my ears — with my body. It passed through me, made me clench around his cock.

At that same moment, he pulled his cock out of my anus. Sharp, one motion. I felt the emptiness — sharp, almost painful, as if something alive had been taken from me, something that was part of me. I swayed, gripped the glass to keep from falling. The glass was cool, smooth, my fingers sliding on it, leaving wet marks.

I turned. Not all the way — only my upper body, twisting at the waist to see what was happening behind me. Alla sat on the tile between my spread legs, her face right under him. Andrey stood behind me, his cock still hard, wet, gleaming with cream and my moisture, aimed straight at her open mouth.

I watched him start to come. A hot, thick stream hit Alla's tongue — she flinched but didn't close her mouth. She even leaned forward, catching it. I saw her throat move — she swallowed. The next hit her palate, spread over it, ran down. Then another — down her throat, she swallowed again, eyes on him. Semen poured continuously, in spurts, flooding her mouth, running down her chin, mixing with saliva, dripping onto her chest, onto her white blouse already soaked through and clinging to her body.

Alla swallowed without closing her mouth, without looking away from Andrey. Her eyes gleamed, reflecting the lamplight, and her expression wasn't hunger or impatience. Calm confidence. She knew what was coming. And she wanted it.

I watched her from above — her face, her lips, her tongue catching every drop. Her short platinum hair plastered to her forehead, her temples. Her neck, white streaks running down it. And I felt everything still pulsing inside me, the orgasm echoing in small waves, warmth spreading through my body — from my lower back to my legs, from my chest to my fingertips.

Andrey came for a long time, his cock twitching, releasing one stream after another, and I felt his body tensed, his fingers gripping my hips, leaving red marks. His breathing was heavy, ragged, and he moaned softly — low, guttural, almost soundless.

When he finished, Alla held his cock in her mouth for a few more seconds, licking the head, gathering the last drops. Then she slowly released it, licked her lips, wiped her chin with her fingers, flicked it to the floor. And smiled.

"Holy shit," she breathed. "I could go again."

Andrey went limp, leaning against the glass of the shower stall. Breathing hard. His cock already starting to soften, wet, gleaming, a drop of semen on the head.

Alla smiled at me. I smiled back. My legs were trembling, knees buckling, but I stood, gripping the glass, watching them. Her — covered in semen, happy, relaxed. Him — tired but calm.

The water was off. Only droplets falling from the ceiling — rare, heavy, striking the tile with a soft tap. Only our breathing. And silence.

Alla smiled at me. I smiled back.

Andrey went limp, leaning against the glass. Breathing hard. His cock already starting to soften, wet, gleaming, a drop of semen on the head.

I felt my heart gradually calming, my breathing evening out. Felt his semen running down Alla's chin, felt her wiping it with the back of her hand. Felt Andrey watching us — me, her — and in his eyes, no fear, no shame. Only weariness. And gratitude.

I took his hand. He squeezed my fingers.

Alla got up from the floor, stretched, wrapped her arms around us both. We stood in a three-way embrace, naked, wet, happy.

Andrey pulled away first. Ran his hand over his face, through his wet short hair. Looked at us — me, Alla. Weariness in his eyes, but not the kind that knocks you off your feet. A different kind. Calm.

"I have to go," he said. His voice was hoarse.

I nodded. Alla shrugged.

He began to gather himself. Pulled on his boxers, trousers, buckled his belt. Put on his shirt, buttoning it slowly, as if thinking. I stood beside him, wrapped in a towel, watching him. His back, his shoulders, his hands — strong, sure, that had just held us both.

At the door he stopped. Turned back.

"If you want," he said. "I'm always available. On weekdays. I'll pick you up after school, bring you here... you know."

He paused.

"Weekends I can't," he added. "I have... a relationship. A girlfriend. We live together. Weekends are her time."

"We don't need weekends," Alla said. "We've got our own thing on Saturdays. Right?"

I smiled and nodded.

Andrey looked at us, then turned to the door.

"See you tomorrow, then," he said. "Eight in the morning. As usual."

He opened the door and left. I heard the elevator door close, his footsteps fade.

Alla watched him go, then turned to me. Sparks in her eyes.

"Great guy," she said. "So mature, serious, but in the shower — an animal. And during the week — at our disposal."

Alla walked to the mirror, fixed her hair, ran her fingers through her short platinum cut. Then pulled on her blouse, skirt, tights. Looked herself over.

"Alright, I'm heading out," she said.

"See you at school tomorrow," I said.

"Yeah," she pecked me on the cheek, opened the door, and left.

I was alone. Walked into the bedroom, dropped the towel on the floor, pulled on a t-shirt and shorts. Walked to the window. Down in the parking garage it was dark — he'd already left. To his girlfriend. To his ordinary life.

And I stayed here. In my apartment on the thirty-third floor. In this glass jar that used to be a golden cage.

Everything had changed. Not a cage. Just an apartment where I was wanted. Weekdays — one thing. Weekends — another. And it was all great.

Weekdays — Andrey. After school. In my apartment, in the shower, in my bed. Adult, serious, calm in public, and completely different when we were alone. Or with Alla.

Weekends — our crew. The Hotel Golitsyn. Vladimir, Yura, Sasha, Zhenya, Vlad, Maxim. Yulia, Yana, Marina. Alla. And new faces every time. White powder, weed, champagne. Naked bodies, semen on faces, moans, wet sounds. Saturday — all-out.

And Alla. My friend. My girl. Holding my hand when I'm uneasy. Cleaning me up after everything we do.

I watched evening Petersburg through the window. Lights coming on one by one, the city living its life. And I lived mine.

Not a golden cage. Just an apartment on the thirty-third floor.
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