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Chapter 1. Rite of Passage
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The music began slowly. Deep bass, a drawn-out melody. Something electronic, but with soul. I stepped out from the wings, unhurried. I wore a pale pink silk peignoir, and beneath it — lace bra and panties to match. On my feet — white fishnet stockings to mid-thigh and stiletto heels. Fifteen centimeters, leather straps. The spotlight slid over me.

I settled into fifth position — heel to toe, toes turned out. Back straight, shoulders back, chin lifted. Arms in preparatory position, rounded, fingers reaching. I did a demi-plié, not sinking all the way — as I'd learned in ballet school. Then a grand plié, lowering slowly. The stockings pulled tight, the heels creaked. Then I rose onto half-toe — almost like pointe, but in heels. My body trembled, but I held it.

I stepped forward into an arabesque: lifting my leg behind me, toe pointed, freezing for a second. Arms — one forward, one to the side. The pose held, as if on the stage of the Mariinsky. Then I lowered my leg and walked to the pole.

The pole — chrome, cold, smooth. I wrapped my hand around it like a partner in a pas de deux. I did a spin, pushing off with my legs, spine straight. Then I released the pole, moved to center stage.

I began unbuttoning the peignoir. Button by button, slowly, defiantly. I looked out at the audience. The bald man with the gold chain sat frozen, mouth open. The young guy in the suit gripped the armrests. I let the peignoir fall to the floor, left in lace lingerie. Ran my hands over my chest, my stomach, my hips. Tilted my head back, closed my eyes. The light turned blue.

Then I went back to the pole. Wrapped my legs around it — stockings crossed, gripping the metal. Leaned back, hanging upside down. My hair brushed the floor, blood rushing to my face. I saw the room inverted. Slowly I pulled myself up on my arms, straightened, rose onto my heels. I swept my toe across the floor — forward, side, back, as I'd learned in ballet school. Then I kicked my leg up sharply, nearly to my head. In heels, it was dangerous — I could twist an ankle, fall. But I held my balance. My body remembered. My muscles worked on their own, without command.

My hands traced over my body, paused at the bra. I unfastened it in one motion. The straps fell from my shoulders. I held the cups with my hands, teasing the audience — now open, now close. Then I dropped my hands. The bra fell to the floor. My breasts were bare.

They weren't small, not huge — a B-cup, but firm, full, with dark nipples that had hardened from the air and tension. The skin on my chest gleamed with sweat, droplets pooling in the hollow, running down to my stomach. I ran my fingers over them, squeezed, released. My nipples stood out, sensitive, almost painfully so with every touch. I knew they were watching — the men in the front row, the bald man with the chain, the young man in the suit. Their stares burned, but I felt no shame. This was my weapon.

I did a pirouette on one leg, the other bent at the knee, pressed to my ankle — as in classical. My breasts swayed, my nipples traced circles in the air. Then I opened my arms, showing my chest, and froze in a "swan" pose — arms crossed over my chest, head tilted, gaze upward. The audience exhaled. I felt their breath mingling with mine.

The music quickened, more rhythmic. I pushed off the pole, did a grand jeté — a scissors leap, legs splitting in the air. Landed on my heels, held it. Then back to the pole — a jump, wrapping my legs around it at height. I froze, arms outstretched like a cross. The stockings stretched tight over my calves, my thighs. I slid down, slowly, very slowly. The stockings rasped against the metal, heels scratching.

I knelt before the pole, arched my back, ran my hands over my thighs, down to my panties. Slowly, very slowly, I pulled them down. First to my knees, showing the lace to the audience. Then lower, to my ankles. The panties fell to the floor. I stepped out of them, kicked them aside. Did the splits, but not a simple one — leaning forward, forehead to my knee. My flexibility came from ballet school.

I was completely naked now. Only white fishnet stockings and heels.

The light turned gold. I stood, raised my arms, reached toward the ceiling. My body — smooth skin, curves, muscles that remembered the ballet barre. I did fouettés — three, four, five turns on one leg, the other bent at the knee. The heels sparkled, the stockings shone. The audience gasped.

Then back to the pole. I ran, jumped, wrapped my legs around it. Spun like a top. My body whirled around the metal, my hair flying. Then a "flag" — lifting my leg to my head, gripping the pole under my knee. The stocking gleamed. Then a "sun" — spinning around the pole, pushing with my hands and feet, like a squirrel in a wheel.

The music slowed. I slid to the floor, lay on my back, arched. Arms out, legs in heels raised. Stockings glistening. I did a bridge — bending back, supporting myself on my palms and feet, holding like a bridge. Then I lowered.

The music faded. Silence. Only my breathing.

I slowly stood, raised one arm, threw my head back, legs wider than shoulders. Naked, only stockings and heels. Sweat poured down my face, dripping onto my chest, my stomach. I didn't wipe it away.

The audience exploded. Roars, whistles, applause. Money flew onto the stage. The bald man with the chain yelled "Bravo!" I stood like a statue. Smiled. Then I curtsied — ballet-style, hand to heart, then sweeping to the side.

I bent down and began gathering the bills. Gracefully, as in a dance. Unhurriedly, with dignity. First the ones at my feet — picking them up with two fingers, straightening, stacking them. Then I crouched, gathering the notes at the edge of the stage. The stockings pulled taut, the heels creaked. I felt their eyes on my bare back, on my buttocks. The men watched me gather their money, and it was part of the show.

I picked up the last bill — it had flown under the pole. I straightened smoothly, shook out my hair. Stuffed the money into my stocking — the left one, where a stack already sat. Then I picked up the discarded lingerie from the floor, the peignoir — pale pink silk — draped it over my shoulders, unfastened. Walked toward the wings. The heels clicked on the tiles, the stockings rustled.

I didn't look back. I knew — I was the best. I was a ballerina.

***
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Backstage, Sergei — the guard, trim, in black uniform — nodded toward the door.

"The car's waiting, Maria. Next one in forty minutes."

I nodded without looking at him and headed for the dressing room.

A small room, but with a large mirror — wall to wall. Bright white, unforgiving light. I closed the door, stopped in front of the mirror. Naked. Only the white fishnet stockings to mid-thigh and the heels on my feet. Sweat covered my face, dripped onto my chest, my stomach. My nipples stood erect, dark pink. I looked at myself — slowly, studying every detail.

My body remembered ballet. A narrow waist, almost wasp-like — sixty centimeters, no more. A flat stomach with a faint line of muscle down the middle — abs that showed when I tensed. The skin on my stomach gleamed with sweat, droplets gathering in the dip of my navel, running down to my pubic bone.

My breasts were a B-cup, but not just a "B" — they were firm, full, with dark nipples like large peas. The areolas were wide, pale brown, with tiny bumps. The nipples were hard, pointing forward, almost painfully sensitive. I ran my fingers over them — they twitched, growing even harder.

My skin was smooth, with a light tan — from tanning beds. On my shoulders, my chest, my stomach — a golden tint. On my right thigh — a small tattoo, pointe shoes with tied ribbons, nearly faded but still visible. I'd gotten it at eighteen, stupidly.

I turned sideways, then my back. My shoulder blades stood out, between them — a deep hollow. My spine — a shallow groove, barely visible, vertebrae palpable but not protruding. My buttocks were round, firm, like tennis balls — from hundreds of pliés at the barre, from grand pliés, from jumps. The skin on my buttocks was smooth, no cellulite.

My legs were long, slender, with defined calves — a ballerina's legs, knowing both pain and beauty. My hips were narrow, but with feminine roundness — not boyish, soft. The stockings hugged them, the lace pattern emphasizing every curve, every muscle. The elastic bands of the stockings slightly bit into my skin above the knee, leaving pink marks.

The heels — fifteen centimeters, leather straps. They made my legs look even longer, my calves more defined. I rose onto my toes, checking my balance — the heel didn't wobble; my foot was accustomed. My feet in the shoes looked delicate, with a high arch — ballet school hadn't been wasted.

I ran my hand over my chest — fingers sliding over the damp skin, lingering on my nipple. Squeezed it, then released. Moved down over my stomach — the muscles tensed under my fingers. Over my hips, the stockings — the lace fabric pleasantly tickled my skin. I knew I was beautiful. Not just beautiful — perfect. Trained, flexible, alive. Men paid for this. They were right.

I took a wet wipe from the shelf — specialized, for the body, unscented, individually wrapped. I tore the packet, unfolded the cloth. It was cool, slightly damp, smelling of something neutral, herbal. I wiped my face — first my forehead, then my cheeks, my chin. Removed the sweat, the leftover mascara, the lip gloss. My face was clean, slightly damp.

Then I moved lower. My neck, collarbones, shoulders. The cloth slid over my skin, leaving a pleasant coolness. My breasts — I wiped them thoroughly, each one, not missing the nipples. They hardened again from the cold. My stomach — in circular motions, absorbing the sweat that had gathered in the muscle hollows. My sides, lower back. I arched to reach my back. The cloth soaked up moisture, growing warm.

My hips — from waist to stockings. I wiped them, feeling my skin become dry, smooth. I didn't go under the stockings — they remained clean, the lace letting air through. Above the stockings — also damp, I wiped there too. Then my feet in the heels — toes, arches, heels. The cloth darkened with sweat, and I tossed it in the bin.

I took a dry towel — soft, fluffy, white. Patting my skin dry, not rubbing. My face, neck, chest, stomach, hips. My body was dry, fresh, smelling clean with a faint hint of gel. The stockings and heels stayed on — they didn't sweat, they were part of the look.

I put on the lace bra and matching panties — black, delicate, the same ones I'd worn on stage. Then I looked at the peignoir hanging on the back of the chair — pale pink silk, the same one I'd worn out. It was slightly damp from sweat, but clean. I draped it over my shoulders, unbuttoned. The fabric slid over my bare skin, pleasantly cool.

Then the coat — long, black, floor-length, of heavy fabric with lining. I wrapped myself in it, buttoned all the buttons — from bottom to top. Under the coat — the same outfit: lace bra and panties, stockings, heels. I still had several more hours of taking this on and off in four clubs. It was easier this way — no need to change completely each time. Take off the coat — and you're on stage. Put it on — and drive to the next.

I went to the mirror. Fixed my hair, smiled at my reflection. Grabbed my backpack, slipped in the envelope of cash.

In the hallway, Sergei opened the door to the street.

"The car's waiting."

I stepped outside.

I stepped out into the night, pulling the coat tight. The cold air hit my face, but under the thick fabric I was warm. Denis was already standing by the open back door of the Toyota — black, tinted, with dark windows. He was young, around twenty-five, short, stocky, with a short haircut and calm gray eyes. A leather jacket, jeans, sneakers. No showiness, no vulgarity. He didn't stare, didn't offer a practiced smile. Just waited.

"Get in, Maria," he said, and I slid into the back seat.

The coat fell open, the lace flashing. Denis didn't look. He closed the door, walked around the car, got behind the wheel. Started the engine. The Toyota pulled away smoothly.

I took a bottle of water from my backpack, took a sip. I remembered my dance. How I'd spun, frozen in arabesque on heels. How the men had watched. How the bald man with the chain had yelled "Bravo!"

"Maria," Denis called, not looking back. "You were on fire tonight. I watched the monitor."

"Thanks," I replied.

He chuckled — short, without mockery. Turned the radio on low, so as not to disturb. Pop music played. I stared out the window, counting the streetlights. Denis drove confidently, no sudden accelerations, no unnecessary words. I'd known him about three months. He worked for the company that owned all these clubs — "Winter," "Bronze Horseman," "Hermitage," "Admiralteysky." He drove the girls around at night, dropping them at their spots. Never made a move, never offered anything extra. Sometimes, when we were alone in the car, he'd say something neutral — "tough job," "take care of yourself," "don't drink on stage." Once, when I cried after a call from my mother, he silently handed me a pack of tissues. Didn't ask why. Just gave them.

I didn't know if he had a girlfriend, a family. He never talked about it. And I never asked. But now, when he said "I watched the monitor," I understood — he'd seen my dance. Seen me undress, spin on the pole, gather the money. And he'd liked it. Not like the men in the audience — differently. Like someone who knew what it cost.

"Thanks," I repeated.

Denis didn't reply, just turned the volume up slightly.

Twenty minutes later — "Winter." Pink neon glowed ahead. Denis parked by the service entrance.

"Here we are," he said.

I grabbed my backpack, got out. The cold air hit my face. I pulled my coat tight.

"I'll pick you up in an hour," Denis called.

I didn't look back. I walked to the door. My heels clicked on the asphalt. I was already in another world.

***
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I slammed the door of my studio. Dropped the coat on the floor, threw my backpack in the corner. Kicked off the heels with my feet — they fell with a dull thud. Walked barefoot to the bedroom, collapsed on the bed. Still dressed. The stockings were still on me, the lace bra, the panties. The peignoir bunched under my side.

My body hummed. Muscles ached. My eyes burned. But sleep wouldn't come. I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling. Fragments of dances, the spotlight, men's faces, money in my stocking swirled in my head. And then — something else. A memory.

I'm eight. I see ballet on TV for the first time. Thin little girls in tutus twirling to music. Mom says, "Want to sign you up for a class?" I nod.

Then — acrobatics, rhythmics, then a choreography studio. I wasn't the most talented, but I was the most stubborn. When others hung out, I stood at the barre. When others kissed in doorways, I practiced pirouettes. I had no time for boys. Not at fifteen, not at seventeen.

Getting into the Vaganova Academy of Russian Ballet was hell. Exams, competition, tears. But I got in. In St. Petersburg, alone. There was no dormitory — all taken, not enough places. My parents had to rent me a rundown apartment on the outskirts, on Stachek Prospect. Small, with peeling wallpaper, creaky floors, and a perpetually dripping faucet. But my own.

Training ten hours a day. Home only to sleep. I was the best. But inside, tension built.

My body needed release. Not love — just release. I didn't know what to do with it. Friends whispered about boys, about sex, but I had no time. And I was scared. And there was no one.

At sixteen, I accidentally opened porn on my laptop. I wanted to close it, but I couldn't look away. I watched bodies moving, moaning, coming. Everything inside me clenched. I closed the laptop, went to sleep. Couldn't sleep.

The next night, I opened it deliberately. I knew I'd search. I found a video — not rough, but beautiful, where a woman was being caressed slowly. I watched and touched myself. Clumsily at first, then I figured out where and how. I came for the first time. A soft exhale into the pillow. My fingers were wet. I licked them.

And now I dance naked on a pole. Men watch, throw money, jerk off in the audience. And I remember that sixteen-year-old Maria who was afraid of her own fingers.

But now I don't masturbate. There's enough without it. Ever since my dance teacher seduced me, my body stopped being only mine. It became a tool. First for him, then for the group, then for the whole club.

***
[image: ]


I remember that evening. I was eighteen, just accepted to the Vaganova Academy. Alexander Sergeyevich, my classical teacher, kept me after class. Said my alignment was wrong, that I needed extra practice. I stayed.

He was handsome. Not boyishly — manly, mature. Around forty, tall, lean, with broad shoulders and a narrow waist. Gray hair at his temples, short haircut revealing a high forehead. Dark, deep-set eyes with a squint that simultaneously hypnotized and frightened. On his right shoulder — an old tattoo, a bird spreading its wings. He always wore black: a black T-shirt hugging his torso, black tights, ballet slippers. When he moved, muscles rolled under the fabric — I couldn't help staring.

I knew he was a former soloist at the Mariinsky Theatre. He'd danced Siegfried in Swan Lake. I'd seen old recordings — he was magnificent. Light, airy, with perfect lines. Now he taught me. And I believed he knew everything.

We were alone in the huge studio. Mirrors wall to wall, barre, wooden floor, the smell of rosin and old wood. Outside the window — the gray Petersburg haze, damp wind from the Neva carrying drops against the glass. Silence. Only our breathing. I stood at the barre, my back to him, and felt his gaze on my spine. He didn't rush. He approached slowly, and I heard his steps — steady, heavy. I froze. Everything inside trembled.

He stood behind me — close, almost pressed against me. I felt the heat of his body through my thin leotard. His breath touched my neck — hot, even, but sometimes catching. He placed his hands on my waist. Long, strong fingers with firm knuckles. I flinched.

"Let's start with the exercise," he said. "Show me what you've learned."

His voice was calm, low, with a slight rasp. He wasn't rushing.

I settled into first position. He stood behind me — close, almost pressed. I felt the warmth of his body through my leotard. He corrected me: touching my back, my hips, my shoulders. His fingers were long, strong, confident. Each touch lingered longer than necessary. I felt his breath on my neck — hot, steady, but sometimes faltering.

"Demi-plié," he said.

I bent my knees, keeping my back straight. His hand rested on my lower back, slid lower, to my buttocks. I flinched but didn't pull away. My body froze, but inside everything trembled.

"Good," he whispered. "Now grand plié."

I sank deeper. He stepped closer, his hips touching my buttocks. I froze. Everything inside trembled — fear, excitement, something else I couldn't name. I felt his cock through the thin fabric of his tights. It was hard. I didn't know what to do. My heart pounded somewhere in my throat.

"Don't stop," he said.

I continued. We moved together. He guided me like a partner in a pas de deux. I did battements, arabesques, and he stood behind me, touching, correcting. His hands slid over my hips, my stomach, up to my chest. The leotard was thin; I felt every touch — the warmth of his fingers, their light pressure. Sometimes he lingered on my nipples, and they hardened under the fabric. I bit my lip to keep from moaning.

"Step away from the barre," he said. "Show me adagio."

I moved to center. He stood opposite. I lifted my leg into arabesque, held it. He came up, took my waist, helping me balance. His fingers rested on my stomach over the thin leotard. I exhaled.

Then his palms slid higher, to my chest, and I felt my nipples harden even more. The leotard had a deep cutout in the back — almost to my waist. He slipped his hand in from behind, and his hot fingers touched the bare skin between my shoulder blades. I flinched. He ran his palm down my spine, then back up to my neck, and paused.

"Breathe," he whispered.

I exhaled, but my breath caught. His fingers slid under the edge of my leotard from the side, touched my ribs, then my chest. I gripped his shoulder to keep from falling. My heart pounded somewhere in my throat.

"Slower," he said. "Feel every muscle."

I slowed. He stepped closer, his chest touching my back. I felt his breathing quicken. We circled the room — slowly, almost in a dance. His hands slid over my body, lingering on my waist, my hips, my chest. I closed my eyes.

"Look at me," he said.

I opened my eyes. His face was close, inches away. His eyes dark, deep, hypnotic. I felt like a rabbit before a snake. I couldn't move, couldn't look away. Only waited for what came next. He smiled at the corners of his lips, and that smile was calm, predatory.

"Relax," he whispered. "It's normal."

His hand slid under my leotard, directly onto bare skin. I flinched. His fingers were warm, slightly rough. He stroked me where I touched myself at night. But it was nothing like that. His fingers were insistent, confident. He found my clit, began circling it. I gripped his shoulders, moaned.

"Quiet," he whispered. "No one should hear."

I bit my lip until it bled. He sped up. I felt his fingers slide over my wet skin, pressing, releasing, pressing again. My legs trembled; I hung on him, unable to stand. He supported me with one arm while the other kept stroking. I came fast, convulsively, pressing my face to his chest. My fingers dug into his T-shirt. My body arched, I froze for a second, then went limp. I was ashamed. Ashamed I'd come so fast. Ashamed he'd seen me like that. But he stroked my back and said:

"Good girl, Maria. You're very talented."

I looked up. He looked down at me — calm, with a slight smile. No judgment in his eyes. Only interest. I believed it was normal.

"Do you want to continue?" he asked.

I nodded, unable to speak.

He stepped back, went to the barre, pulled off his T-shirt. His torso — lean, with dark hairs on his chest, flat stomach with visible abs. On his shoulder — the old tattoo, some bird. Then he pulled down his tights. And I saw his cock.

It was long, dark, with swollen veins. The head glistened. I'd never seen one up close. Only in porn on my laptop. And then on a screen. This was alive, right there. I swallowed. I was scared. And ashamed. Though he'd already touched me, and I'd come from his fingers.

"Now you," he said.

I obediently pulled my leotard over my head. I was left in only my ballet slippers. In the mirrors, my body reflected — flexible, trained by ballet. A narrow waist, a flat stomach with a faint line of muscle. B-cup breasts, firm, with dark pink nipples already hard from air and tension. Narrow hips with feminine roundness. Long, slender legs with defined calves — ballerina's legs. Smooth, pale skin. A dark triangle of hair at my pubic bone.

I covered myself with my hands, but he moved them.

"Don't hide," he said. "You're beautiful."

I blushed to my ears. I was ashamed — trembling, wanting to sink through the floor. But I didn't resist. I dropped my hands. I let him look. He said "beautiful," and I believed it. Because he was the teacher, the authority, almost a god. Because I wanted him to think that. Because inside, everything had already curled into a submissive knot. I stood before him naked, in only ballet slippers, waiting.

He took my hand, led me to the barre.

"Kneel," he said.

I knelt. The wooden floor was cold, but I didn't feel it. My knees touched the wood. I looked at his cock, right in front of my face. I was scared. Everything inside clenched. I remembered the porn I'd watched at night. The girls did it easily, beautifully, without fear. But I was afraid. Afraid I'd do it wrong, that he wouldn't like it, that he'd laugh.

"Take it in your mouth," he said.

I reached out, wrapped my hand around his cock. It was hot, hard, pulsing under my fingers. I leaned in, touched my lips to the head. It was salty, slightly bitter. I opened my mouth, took it.

"Deeper," he said.

I tried. The cock hit my palate, and I gagged. Saliva ran down my chin. I felt disgusted, ashamed, scared. I wanted to stop, but he put his hand on the back of my head, not pressing, just guiding.

"Relax your throat," he said.

I exhaled through my nose, tried again. The head slid deeper. I moved my tongue along the shaft, like in the videos I'd watched. He moaned. I sped up. Saliva ran down my chin, mixing with his moisture. I felt his cock pulsing in my mouth. I was disgusted, but strangely pleased. That I was doing this. That he was moaning. That I wasn't alone in the room.

"Enough," he said and pulled back.

I wiped my mouth on my shoulder. He helped me up, turned me to face the barre.

"Lean on it," he said.

I braced my hands on the wood. He stood behind me, pushed my legs apart with his knee. I looked in the mirror: his strong hands on my hips, my naked body, ballet slippers on my feet. My heart pounded. I knew what was coming. And I was scared. And I wanted it.

"Watch in the mirror," he said. "Watch me take you."

He pressed his cock to my entrance. The head touched my wet folds. I froze.

He didn't ask if it was my first time. He didn't care. I didn't say. Maybe he guessed from how I trembled, bit my lip, avoided his eyes. Or maybe not. But he didn't stop. And he didn't ask.

He entered. Hard, deep, immediately. I cried out — from pain, from surprise. It hurt. Burning, stretching, as if I were being torn apart inside. I gripped the barre, bit my lip. Tears welled. I was afraid I'd start crying, that he'd see and think I was weak. But I endured.

"Bear it," he said. "It's your first time. You'll get used to it."

So he'd guessed. Or just said it just in case. I didn't know. I didn't care. The pain faded, replaced by a strange fullness. He began moving. Slowly, then faster. His cock slid inside me, wet, hot. I watched our reflections in the mirror. His face was calm, focused. Mine — lost. But something warm, thick began building inside. I moaned — no longer from pain, from pleasure.

He sped up. His hips slapped against my buttocks. I clenched around him, finding the rhythm. I felt his cock pulsing inside, his veins rubbing against my walls. My body moved in time, on its own, without command. I watched in the mirror and saw my breasts bouncing with each thrust. My nipples were hard, dark. I was ashamed, but I couldn't look away.

"I'm coming," he whispered.

He pulled out sharply, one motion. I felt the emptiness. And immediately hot fluid hit my buttocks, my back. He came on me — long, in spurts. Semen ran down my skin, pooled in the hollow, dripped to the floor. I watched in the mirror as white drops streaked my back. I was ashamed. And somehow sad.

He breathed heavily, then leaned in and kissed my shoulder.

"Good girl, Maria," he said. "Now you're a real ballerina."

I nodded. I felt strange: painful, shameful, pleasurable, scary — all at once. But I believed him. I believed it was part of the training.

He walked away, began dressing. I stood at the barre, naked, covered in semen, in ballet slippers. I looked at myself in the mirror and didn't recognize myself.

"Tomorrow at six," he said. "Don't be late."

I nodded. He left. I was alone. I wiped my back with tissues, pulled on tights and a leotard. Left the ballet slippers on the floor. Grabbed my bag and left.

The hallway was empty. I walked slowly, feeling the pulse still between my legs. Outside, the cold wind from the Neva hit my face. I pulled up my jacket collar and walked toward the metro — Teatralnaya station was already closed, so I had to go to Sennaya.

In my head, I thought: I'm no longer a girl. I'm a ballerina. I'm the rabbit that let the snake swallow me. And I liked it...

***
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The next day I came to class with my heart pounding. I hadn't slept all night — tossing, touching myself, remembering his fingers, his cock, his semen on my back. I was ashamed, but my body remembered. And wanted more.

I walked into the studio. He was already at the barre, in his black T-shirt and black tights. He didn't even turn around.

"Let's begin, Maria. Today we work on jumps."

His voice calm, professional. As if nothing had happened. I was confused. I thought he'd immediately take me to the barre, order me to undress. But no.

I took my place at the barre. We did exercises for half an hour, then another half — battements, adagio, jumps. I gave it my all, like in an exam. My muscles ached, between my legs still sore from yesterday, but I endured. He didn't touch me — only corrected with his hand, briefly, professionally. Sometimes his fingers lingered on my waist, my hip, a second longer than necessary. I flinched, but he'd pull his hand away immediately.

I felt strange: yesterday he'd touched me everywhere, and today — as if nothing happened. I waited. Was scared. Hoped.

"Good," he finally said. "That's enough for today."

I exhaled, wiped the sweat from my forehead. My leotard was soaked, hair stuck to my cheeks. My heart pounded. I stood there not knowing what to do.

"You've earned a reward," he added, and nodded toward the center of the room.

I froze. Everything inside dropped. He stood opposite, pulled his tights down. His cock was already hard. I looked at it — long, dark, with swollen veins, the head glistening. I swallowed.

"Come here," he said.

I knelt. The floor was cold, but I didn't feel it — inside everything burned. He stepped closer, his cock right in front of my face. I looked at it — long, dark, with swollen veins, the head glistening. I swallowed. I was scared, ashamed, but my body already knew what to do.

I took it in my mouth. Slowly, unhurriedly. First just the head — circled it with my tongue, tasted the salty skin. He exhaled — soft, approving. His hand came to the back of my head, not pressing, just resting.

I took it deeper — the cock hit my palate, I gagged, but didn't stop. Exhaled through my nose, relaxed my throat. The head slid further. I sucked, hollowing my cheeks, creating suction. His cock pulsed in my mouth. He moaned softly, and those sounds made me work harder.

"Easy," he said. "Don't rush."

I exhaled through my nose, relaxed my throat. The head slid deeper. I sucked, hollowing my cheeks, creating suction. His cock pulsed in my mouth. I heard his breathing — fast, ragged. Sometimes he'd moan softly, and those sounds made me work harder.

I took him deep, almost to my throat, then pulled back, leaving only the head, and took him in again. Saliva ran down my chin, dripped onto my chest, onto the floor. I didn't wipe it. I looked up at him — his eyes closed, head thrown back, beads of sweat on his forehead. He was beautiful.

"Enough," he said and pulled back.

He helped me up, turned me back to the barre. My hands found the wooden rail. I gripped it, feeling the cold smooth surface. He stood behind, pushed my legs apart with his knee — roughly, without asking. I obediently spread them wider. My ballet slippers squeaked slightly on the floor.

I watched in the mirror. His strong hands on my hips. My body — naked, only ballet slippers — trembling. I saw my nipples, hard, dark. Saw his face — calm, focused. He wasn't rushing.

He pressed his cock to my entrance. The head touched my wet folds. I froze. My heart pounded somewhere in my throat. I was scared. And ashamed. And somehow I wanted him not to stop.

He entered. I bit my lip, gripped the barre. The pain was sharp but short — like a prick, like a cut. I didn't cry out, just clenched my teeth harder, until they ground. My vision went dark for a second, but I held on.

"It hurts," I whispered.

He paused, frowned. In the mirror — my face, bitten lip, tears. My body clenched, not letting him in. Every movement burned, stretched. He pulled out.

"It's not working," he said.

I exhaled, feeling the pain pulse. I was ashamed. Ashamed I couldn't do it. Ashamed he'd seen my weakness.

He walked to his bag, took out a tube. White, with a blue cap. I watched him open it, squeeze a clear, cold gel onto his fingers. He coated his cock, running his hand along the full length, rubbing it in. His cock gleamed, became slick. Then he came up behind me, put his hand on my lower back. His palm was hot, heavy. I felt its weight.

"Let's try something different. Relax."

His fingers slid between my buttocks. I flinched, froze. My heart pounded somewhere in my throat. I was afraid. Afraid of something new, unknown. But he said "relax," and I tried. He applied the gel to my anus — cold touching my skin, I flinched harder. He began rubbing in circular motions, massaging, spreading it. The gel melted from the warmth, became slick. I felt it penetrating the folds, coating every wrinkle.

"Don't be afraid," he said. "I'll be gentle."

His finger — his index — pressed against the entrance. I tensed, muscles clenching. He didn't rush. Just held his finger there, letting me adjust. I breathed fast and shallow. Then he pushed slightly, and I felt the tip slide inside. I exhaled, trying to relax. He pushed in slowly, knuckle by knuckle. The gel did its work — slick, but I could feel the stretching, the unfamiliar pressure. It felt strange. Not painful, but very unfamiliar. As if something foreign, but not hostile.

"Bear it," he whispered. "It'll get easier."

His second finger entered more easily. I bit my lip, feeling him spread me from inside, moving his fingers in circles, stretching, preparing me. It was strange — not painful, but very tight. I clenched around his fingers, then released, trying to breathe evenly.

I looked in the mirror at my face — tense, lips bitten, flushed. I couldn't see behind me, only felt his hands, his fingers inside me. But I didn't resist. I trusted him. He was the teacher, he knew what he was doing.

"Good," he said. "You're doing well."

He withdrew his fingers. The emptiness ached. I felt the gel leaking out, mixing with my moisture. I was wet — not just from the gel. Arousal built, though I was afraid to admit it.

He pressed the head of his cock to my anus — hot, hard, slick.

"Watch in the mirror," he said.

I opened my eyes. He pushed. The head slid in — easier than I expected. I exhaled. He entered slowly, centimeter by centimeter. I felt myself stretching, filling, his cock occupying me completely. Tight, hot, but not painful. The lubricant and his fingers had done their job. I watched in the mirror as his cock disappeared into me. It was mesmerizing. And frightening. And somehow pleasant.

He paused when he was fully inside. I felt him pulsing inside me. His warmth mixing with mine. His cock resting in me, hard, alive. I was afraid to move.

"Now you move," he said.

I began to rock my hips, slowly, uncertainly. His cock slid inside, wet, pulsing. I felt his head pressing deep, his veins rubbing against my walls. Strange, but increasingly pleasurable. I sped up. My body found the rhythm on its own. I clenched around him, catching each movement. Something hot and thick built inside.

He moaned and began moving with me. The rhythm became shared. His hips slapped against my buttocks. I heard wet sounds — gel and my moisture mixing, making each motion slick and smooth.

"Watch us," he whispered.

I watched in the mirror. His hands on my hips. His cock entering and withdrawing. My nipples, hard, dark, trembling with each thrust. My face — flushed, mouth slightly open. I didn't recognize myself. But I liked what I saw.

He sped up. His hips moved faster, harder. I moaned — loud, unrestrained. Inside, it became unbearable. I felt the orgasm rising from somewhere deep — from my stomach, my spine, from where his cock touched me.

And then it hit me. The orgasm came in a powerful wave, clenched my whole body, made me arch and scream. I clenched around his cock, feeling him pulse with me. Wave after wave, several long moments. My vision darkened, my ears rang. I lost myself. There was only my body — hot, wet, pulsing.

"Good girl," he breathed. "You came."

And then he froze, pushed deep, and I felt hot fluid flood me from inside. His semen was hot, hitting my walls, spreading, filling me. I felt it leak out as he withdrew. Warm, thick, it ran down my leg, dripped onto the floor. I watched in the mirror as white drops streaked my skin. I was ashamed. And somehow glad.

He breathed heavily, then leaned in and kissed my shoulder.

"Clever girl, Maria," he said.

***
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"Monday at six," he said, zipping his bag.

I nodded. He left.

I was alone in the studio. I wiped myself with tissues — the semen was starting to dry on my skin, sticking. Pulled on my leotard, tights, took off my ballet slippers and stuffed them in my bag. Put on my street sneakers, my jacket, hat, scarf. Grabbed my bag and left.

The hallway was empty. I walked slowly, feeling the pulse still between my legs. Outside, the wind from the Neva hit my face, damp and cold. I pulled my jacket collar up and walked toward the metro.

In my head, I thought: I'm no longer a girl. But I wanted this. Or did I? I didn't know. I just walked forward, into the cold, into the dark, into my new life.

***
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Monday at six in the morning, I was back in the studio. My heart pounded as I opened the door. I expected we'd be alone again, that he'd keep me after class and we'd do what we'd done before. But we weren't alone.

Two girls were already at the barre. I knew them — we were in the same course, but not close. Anna — tall, slender, with a long neck and perfect ballet posture. She always held herself aloof, rarely smiled. Dark hair in a tight bun, her leotard hugging her body like a second skin, outlining every muscle, every vertebra. Beside her — Olga. Fuller than ballet usually allows, but still flexible, with rounded hips and soft breasts that even the leotard couldn't hide. She was always cheerful, talkative, but now she stood silent, biting her lip.

"Maria, you're with us today?" Olga asked, smiling at the corner of her mouth.

I nodded. Everything inside clenched. I wasn't sure of anything — only that today would not be like usual. Alexander Sergeyevich entered after me, the door clicking shut. We froze at the barre.

"Let's begin, girls. Today we work on adagio."

We did the exercises. Then battements, then jumps. He walked among us, correcting, touching. He adjusted Anna's waist, let his hand linger on her back longer than necessary. He took Olga by the shoulders, turned her, pressed against her from behind when adjusting her posture. Her breath caught, but she didn't pull away. For me — nothing special. Only a look I caught in the mirror. He looked at me as if I were his. I felt his gaze on my back, my buttocks, my legs. My leotard was soaked with sweat, clinging to my body. I was hot.

After an hour, he said:

"Enough. Now we work in pairs."

He split us into pairs: Anna with Olga, me with him.

"Show me an arabesque with support."

I took center, lifted my leg behind me, extended my arms. He came up behind me, took my waist. His fingers rested over the leotard, then slid under it, onto bare skin. I flinched but didn't pull away.

In the corner, Anna and Olga were doing the exercise, but I saw them exchange glances and giggle quietly. Alexander Sergeyevich noticed. He looked up, watching them in the mirror.

"Don't get distracted," he said loudly, but calmly. "Continue."

They froze, blushed, and focused on the barre. He turned back to me. His hand stroked my stomach again, sliding lower, toward my pubic bone.

"Don't get distracted," he said softly, just for me.

I froze, trying not to show it.

"Now lie on the floor. Let's show your stretching."

I lay on my back. The floor was warm, smooth, smelling of rosin and wood. He stood over me, leaned in, took my right leg and lifted it. I felt the familiar stretch — muscles pulling, but pleasantly. His face was close, I felt his breath — hot, smelling of coffee and something masculine.

"Take it off," he said quietly.

I froze. My heart pounded. But he didn't wait — he pulled my leotard over my head himself, in one movement. The fabric slid over my skin, my chest, my stomach. I was naked, only in ballet slippers. The air in the room felt cool, my nipples hardened. I covered myself with my hands, but he moved them.

"Don't hide," he said. "You're beautiful."

I stared at the ceiling, afraid to meet his eyes. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Anna and Olga. They had frozen at the barre, watching me. Not surprised. As if they were waiting. Olga bit her lip, Anna looked away but immediately looked back.

"You too," he said to them, without turning.

They hesitated for a second. Then Anna unbuttoned the crotch of her leotard and took it off — quickly, without extra movement. She was left in only ballet slippers, bare, with small breasts and sharp collarbones. Olga — a little slower, her fingers trembling, but she managed. Her full breasts spilled from the leotard, and she covered them with her hands, but Alexander Sergeyevich shook his head.

"Don't. Continue."

She dropped her hands. They were both naked, only in ballet slippers.

I lay on my back, naked.

He knelt beside me. The floor creaked under his weight. I lay on my back, naked, in ballet slippers, staring at the ceiling. His hand rested on my stomach — hot, heavy. Fingers slowly slid up to my chest, circled my nipple, then moved down over my hips, my legs. I flinched when he touched the inside of my knee. My muscles tensed on their own. I closed my eyes, but I saw everything — through my skin, through my breath, through the pulse beating in my temples.

Anna and Olga stood nearby. I felt their gazes even without opening my eyes. Anna — thin as a reed, with small breasts and sharp collarbones that stood out with each breath. Her body was like a string — every muscle defined, a flat stomach, narrow hips. She didn't move, only clenched and unclenched her fingers at her sides.

Olga — different. Full breasts, rounded hips — not ballet-like, but beautiful. Her skin was pale, almost translucent, her nipples large, dark, already hard. She stood without hiding, but I could see her hands trembling. She was afraid. Or waiting.

"Form a circle," he said.

His voice calm, as in class. But something else lingered in it — a command not to be refused.

I opened my eyes, sat up, stood. My legs trembled, but I held steady. We formed a circle — three naked girls in ballet slippers, and him between us. I felt the heat of his body as he passed. The air in the room grew thick, heavy. It smelled of sweat, rosin, and something else — fear, arousal, the imminent.

He stood in the center of the circle. He swept his gaze over us — slowly, appraising.

"Today we'll liberate the body," he said. "It's important for dance."

He approached Anna, took her hand. She flinched but didn't pull away.

"You're very tense, Anna. You need to relax."

He took her hand, lifted it, making her stretch. Anna obediently straightened, her chest lifting, nipples pointing at the ceiling. Alexander Sergeyevich ran his finger along her collarbone, down to the hollow between her breasts, traced her nipple but didn't touch it. She exhaled.

"Good," he said and released her hand.

Then he stepped back from Anna and stood in the center of the circle. We all watched him. He wasn't hurrying. First, he pulled off his black T-shirt — over his head, slowly, revealing his torso. I'd seen his body before, but now, under the lights, surrounded by three naked girls, it looked different. Broad shoulders, narrow waist. Tanned skin, with sparse dark hairs on his chest trailing down to his stomach. A powerful ribcage with defined muscles. A flat stomach with barely visible abs.

He tossed the T-shirt on the floor, next to our leotards. Then he unbuttoned his tights — black, tight. Pulled them down, stepped out of them. Left in only his boxer briefs. I watched his cock, already beginning to rise, outlined under the fabric. Olga bit her lip, Anna looked away but immediately looked back.

"Don't be shy," he said. "We're all here for the same thing."

He pulled off his boxers. His cock sprang out — hard, long, with swollen veins. The head glistened. I stared, unable to look away. Olga exhaled, Anna clenched her fists.

He stood before us naked, only in ballet slippers — like us. Now we were equals. Four naked bodies in a large mirrored studio.

"Come closer," he said.

We stepped forward. Another step. Now he was in the center, we around him, nearly touching his shoulders, his arms, his hips. I felt the heat of his body. The smell of sweat, rosin, arousal. Anna breathed fast, Olga trembled. I stood between them, and everything inside me clenched.

He raised his hands and placed them on our heads — each in turn, drawing us closer. My face was at his chest. I heard his heartbeat — steady, strong. His fingers tangled in my hair.

"Kiss me," he said.

I lifted my head, looked at him. His eyes were dark, calm. I rose onto the toes of my ballet slippers and kissed his lips. He responded — his tongue sliding into my mouth, slow, confident. I tasted coffee and something else, masculine.

Olga kissed his neck, her tongue trailing over his skin. Anna stood nearby, hesitant. He broke from my lips, took Anna's chin, turned her to him.

"Don't be afraid," he said and kissed her.

She froze for a second, then responded. Her hands went to his shoulders, fingers gripping. I watched them, feeling warmth spread inside me. I suspected Olga and Anna had been through this before. Not the first time. They knew what to do, didn't hesitate, didn't blush — only pretended to be shy. Or maybe they really were shy, but differently. In their own way.

"Now all together," he said, pulling back.

We pressed close, touching each other. My breasts against Olga's back, her buttocks against my stomach. Anna clung to him on the other side. He held us, stroked, kissed. His hands slid over our bodies, not distinguishing whose hips, whose breasts, whose stomachs.

"Spread your legs," he said to me.

I obeyed. His hand slid between my legs, fingers finding my clit. I exhaled, burying my face in Olga's shoulder. She smelled of perfume and sweat. Her hand came to my breast, squeezing my nipple.

"Good," he whispered. "Hold it."

We stood pressed together, moving in time with his hands. Someone moaned — I didn't know who. Maybe me. Maybe Olga. Anna was silent, but her breath quickened.

He stepped out of the circle, leaving us three standing together. We embraced — me, Anna, and Olga, naked, in ballet slippers. Our breasts touching, nipples rubbing against one another. I felt Olga trembling, Anna tense. My hands stroked their backs, sliding to their buttocks.

"Kiss," he said.

I turned to Olga, cupped her face, and kissed her. Her lips were soft, damp. She responded. Anna pressed from the side, kissing Olga's neck, then my shoulder. We kissed together, tongues and hands and bodies intertwined.

I lost track of time. In the mirrors, four naked figures reflected — three girls and a man standing slightly apart, watching, smiling.

We stood at the barre facing the mirror. Legs straight, toes turned out. I in the center, Olga on my right, Anna on my left. Ballet slippers on our feet, nothing else. He walked behind us, adjusting each — taking our waists, lifting slightly, making us arch our backs more.

"Stick your butts out. Good. Hold."

I watched in the mirror. My buttocks exposed, moisture between my legs glistening under the lights. Olga beside me — her heavy breasts hanging, nipples dark and hard. Anna — tense but obedient. I felt everything inside clench with anticipation. I wasn't ashamed. Not scared. I wanted this. I was waiting.

He stood behind me. I felt his hips — hot, hard. His fingers rested on my buttocks, spreading them. I froze. The head of his cock touched my entrance. I breathed, relaxed. He entered. Slowly, smoothly. I felt him filling me — no pain, not like three days ago. Warm, pleasant. My walls clenched around him, adjusting. I watched in the mirror as his hands gripped my hips, my face — eyes half-closed, lips parted. He began moving. Rhythmic, deep. I clenched in time. My body responded to each motion — warmth spreading inside, muscles tensing and relaxing. I moaned — softly, not for him, for myself.

He pulled out. Stepped to Olga. She was already waiting, buttocks out. He spread her cheeks, entered. Olga moaned — loud, unashamed. Her breasts swayed. I watched in the mirror — her, his hands. Inside me, everything pulsed — I wanted him to come back. My moisture dripped down my leg. I clenched and unclenched my fingers on the barre.

He pulled out of Olga, moved to Anna. She stood motionless, fingers gripping the barre. He spread her buttocks, entered. Anna exhaled through her teeth, biting her lip. Her body was tense, but she didn't resist. He moved inside her, she clenched around him. I watched her face in the mirror — she endured, but her eyes gleamed. I knew that feeling. I waited my turn.

He pulled out of Anna and stood behind me again. Entered. I was ready. He moved faster, harder. I watched in the mirror — his face, my nipples, Olga and Anna standing nearby watching. Olga touched herself, Anna bit her lip. I felt it building — not a wave, but a slow, thick warmth. It rose from somewhere in my stomach, spread through my hips, my back, my chest. I closed my eyes to feel it better.

"And now, girls, the highest dance," he said.

He walked to his bag, took out a white tube with a blue cap and a pack of condoms. I watched him open the tube — I already knew that smell, neutral, slightly sweet. Then he tore the condom pack with his teeth, rolled it onto his cock — carefully, unhurriedly. A small air bubble remained on the tip.

He came back, knelt behind Olga. Spread her buttocks, applied the gel. I saw her flinch from the cold, but she didn't pull away. He rubbed in circles, massaging, spreading. First outside, then he pushed inside — one finger, then two. Olga bit her lip, but not from pain — from the familiar fullness. Her breath quickened, but she didn't moan. Only watched in the mirror at his hands.

Then he moved to Anna. She stood still, but I saw her spread her legs slightly wider — herself, without command. He spread her buttocks, applied the gel. Anna didn't flinch. She was used to it. He rubbed just as slowly, carefully. One finger, then two. Anna bit her lip, but made no sound. Only watched in the mirror at her hips, his fingers inside her.

Then he came to me. I stood in the center, already spread wider, ready. I knew what was coming. I remembered his fingers, his cock, his semen inside me. He knelt behind me, spread my buttocks. The gel was cold — I flinched, but not in fear, in anticipation. He began rubbing in circles, massaging.

I felt the gel slide over my skin, cold but quickly warming from my body. His finger entered — first one, then two. I bit my lip, feeling him stretch me. Cold, unfamiliar, but already known. I trusted him. I knew it wouldn't hurt.

"Good," he said, withdrawing his fingers.

I felt the head of his cock press against my anus. Hot, hard, slick with gel. I exhaled, relaxed. He pushed. The head slid in — easily, without resistance. I was ready. He entered slowly, centimeter by centimeter. I felt myself stretching, filling. Tight, hot, but not painful. The lube and my experience did their work. I watched in the mirror — his hands gripping my hips. My nipples trembling. Olga and Anna watching us, waiting. I moaned — soft, from pleasure.

He began moving. Slowly, deeply. I clenched around him, feeling the gel mix with my moisture, making each movement smooth. I watched in the mirror — my face, eyes half-closed, lips parted. His face — calm, focused. Inside, something warm and thick built. I didn't want him to stop.

He pulled out of me and moved to Olga. She was already waiting, buttocks out, knees slightly bent — as taught. He stood behind, pressed his cock to her anus, pushed. Olga exhaled. He entered. She moaned — loud, unashamed. Her breasts swayed. I watched in the mirror as he moved inside her, her body jerking. She wasn't new to this — her movements were confident, she pushed back to meet him. I felt moisture trickle down my leg again. My clit pulsed. I wanted him to come back to me.

He pulled out of Olga and moved to Anna. She stood motionless, but I saw her lift her hips slightly, offering herself. He pressed his cock, pushed. Anna exhaled through her teeth. He entered. She didn't moan — only bit her lip, watching in the mirror. Her body was tense, but I knew it wasn't fear. She was just holding back. She'd been through this too. I watched her face — pale, but her eyes gleamed. She clenched around him, her breathing faltering.

He pulled out of Anna and stood behind me again. Entered. I was ready. He moved faster, deeper. I watched in the mirror — his face, my nipples, Olga and Anna standing nearby watching. Olga touched herself, Anna bit her lip, but her fingers also slid between her legs. I felt the heat building — no longer warmth, but fire. Each thrust echoed in my lower belly in a brief flash.

He pulled out of me and moved to Olga. Entered her from behind. Olga moaned, arched. He moved in her fast, hard. And she came — I saw it in the mirror: her body arched, fingers gripping the barre, she cried out — not loud, but I heard. Her muscles clenched around his cock, and he paused for a second, letting her recover. I looked at her face — wet with tears or sweat, but she was smiling.

He pulled out of Olga and moved to Anna. Anna came quietly, almost silently. Only an exhale and tremor that ran from her toes to her fingertips. I saw her face in the mirror contort, she bit her lip to keep from screaming. Her body clenched around his cock, pulsing, and he paused again.

Then he stood behind me. I was already waiting. I watched in the mirror — my nipples, his hands, Olga and Anna standing nearby, breathing hard, their faces wet with sweat and tears. I felt the orgasm rising — not as a wave, but as a pulse. It built somewhere deep, coiling tight. I closed my eyes.

I came. My body arched, I gripped the barre, cried out — loud, unashamed. I clenched around his cock again and again, feeling him pulse with me. My vision darkened, my ears rang. I lost myself. Only my body — hot, wet, pulsing. Wave after wave, several long moments. I heard my own cry but didn't recognize it. I heard his breath — heavy, ragged. I felt his cock still inside me, hard, pulsing.

I watched in the mirror at three pairs of eyes — tired, gleaming, foreign and familiar at once. I didn't know what would come next. But in that moment, I felt good.

He pulled out of me, stepped back. I watched in the mirror as he walked around us, stood in front. He pulled the condom off his cock — it came off easily, with a wet snap — and tossed it on the floor by our knees.

"On your knees," he said.

We knelt. The floor was warm from our bodies, hard under our knees. I knelt, Olga on my right, Anna on my left. We knelt in a row, naked, in ballet slippers, faces raised. His cock was right in front of us — hard, wet, glistening with gel and our moisture. The head was swollen, dark. I looked and couldn't look away. I felt my heart pounding somewhere in my throat. The taste of his semen — I didn't know it yet, but already wanted it.

"Open your mouths," he said.

I parted my lips, stuck out my tongue. Olga and Anna did the same. We knelt, three naked girls, mouths open, tongues out. Waiting. I felt saliva pooling in my mouth, my tongue trembling with tension. My knees pressed into the floor, I shifted from my heels to the balls of my feet in my ballet slippers to keep them from going numb.

He took his cock in his hand, squeezed at the base. Began to stroke. Slowly, unhurriedly. I watched his hand, his cock moving up and down. The head appearing and disappearing in his fist. Heard his breathing — even, but deep. Olga beside me softly moaned, Anna was silent. I felt everything inside clench in anticipation. My moisture still trickled down my leg, mixing with the gel. My nipples were hard, each breath echoing in them with a brief flash.

He sped up. His hand moved faster, his cock harder, the head darkening to almost burgundy. I saw his hips tense, the muscles in his stomach rolling beneath his skin. His breathing faltered, quickened. He moaned — softly, with a rasp. I watched his cock, pulsing in his hand, veins swelling. I wanted to feel his semen on my tongue. Wanted to know its taste. Hot? Salty? Bitter? I imagined it filling my mouth, and everything inside clenched.

"Open wider," he breathed.

I spread my lips further, tongue out further. Olga and Anna did the same. I felt saliva running down my chin, dripping onto my chest. My eyes were open, watching his cock. I didn't want to miss a second.

He came. A hot, thick stream hit my tongue. I flinched in surprise — it was warm, almost hot. Salty, with a bitter edge. Slightly sweet after. I swallowed — the clot of semen sliding down my throat, leaving a warm trail. The next stream hit my palate, spread, ran down, mixing with saliva. I swallowed again. Then more — on my tongue, my lips, my chin. He moved his cock from side to side, spraying our mouths, our faces. The semen was thick, viscous, running down my chin, my neck, filling the hollow between my collarbones, dripping onto my chest, my stomach. I felt its warmth on my skin, its weight. It smelled sharp, masculine, of arousal.

Olga caught the next stream straight in her mouth, I saw her swallow, her throat moving. Anna closed her eyes, and semen landed on her eyelids, her lashes, running down her cheek. She didn't wipe it, only opened her mouth slightly, and the next stream hit her tongue. I watched them, and everything inside me clenched again. I licked my lips, gathering the remnants. The taste of semen was still on my tongue — salty, bitter, alive. I liked it. It was strange, but I liked it.

He was still coming — the last drops landed on my lips, and I licked them off with my tongue. The semen was no longer as hot, but still thick. I ran my tongue over my lips, collecting every drop. Olga licked her lips, ran her fingers over her chin, then her lips, then put her fingers in her mouth. Anna wiped her face with her palm, then licked it.

"Now lick it clean," he said, breathing hard.

We leaned forward. I took his cock in my mouth first. It was still hard, but softer, wet with semen and saliva. I wrapped my lips around it, ran my tongue along the shaft, gathering the leftovers. The head was salty, slick. I moved my tongue over it, licking it from all sides, tracing under the rim. He moaned — softly, tiredly. I felt his cock pulsing in my mouth, gradually softening.

Then Olga took it in her mouth, then Anna. We passed his cock among ourselves, licking, kissing, until it was soft. I watched Olga take him deep, her cheeks hollowing. Anna moving her tongue along the shaft, unhurried. I waited my turn to taste him again. I wanted more.

When he was completely soft, he stepped back, took a towel, wiped himself. We remained on our knees, naked, in ballet slippers, with his semen on our faces, on our lips, on our chests. I looked at Olga and Anna — their faces wet, gleaming. Olga smiled, licking her lips. Anna stared at the floor, but her tongue too slid over her lips, gathering remnants. I licked my lips. The taste of semen remained in my mouth. Bitter, salty, with a metallic edge. I would remember it forever.

"Tomorrow at six," he said.

We nodded. He left.

We knelt, not moving. Then Olga laughed — softly, nervously. Anna lifted her head, looked at us. I took their hands.

We were together. Dirty, wet, with his semen on our faces. United by something none of us would say aloud.
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Chapter 2. The Pole
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The days blended into one another. Mornings — the Vaganova Academy of Russian Ballet. Classical technique, pas de deux, ballet history, music theory. The teachers rotated: strict Maria Ivanovna for staging, perpetually dissatisfied Oleg Viktorovich for partnering, young Natalya Sergeyevna for character work. We trained in large, bright studios with tall windows overlooking Kamennoostrovsky Prospekt, learning pas de deux, perfecting jumps, sweating at the barre to the creak of the parquet floor and the smell of rosin. It was the usual ballet life, the same as hundreds of girls before me. I tried to be the best, but inside, something had already changed. Something had broken that evening when Alexander Sergeyevich kept me after class. And that something could no longer be fixed.

I waited for evening. Because in the evening there was Alexander Sergeyevich. Our class supervisor, a former soloist of the Mariinsky Theatre, who had danced Siegfried in Swan Lake and Prince Désiré in The Sleeping Beauty. He taught our "Body Liberation Elective." That's what it was called on the schedule. Only the three of us attended: me, Olga, and Anna. He didn't invite the other girls. Maybe they knew. Maybe they'd been through it before too. Maybe they were just lucky. I didn't know and didn't ask.

Once I asked Alexander Sergeyevich why only us. We were standing at the barre, outside the window the gray Petersburg evening was settling in, raindrops from the Neva hitting the glass. He smirked, looking at me in the mirror. His eyes were dark, deep, reflecting the lamplight, and under that gaze I felt small, transparent.

"Because you are my best students. You have a future. I see potential in you. The rest... the barre and the tutu are enough for them. They'll never rise above the corps de ballet. But you — you can become soloists. But for that, you need not just a body. You need a soul. And you need to be able to be open. Completely. Without fear, without shame. That is what I am trying to give you."

He said it calmly, as if discussing the weather. I believed him. I wanted to believe that he wasn't just using us, that he was actually investing something in us. That this "elective" would make us great ballerinas. That the pain, the shame, the semen on our faces — it was all part of great art, part of the initiation that all the greats go through. I was naive. But I was eighteen, I came from a small town near Tver, and he was my idol. I watched his old recordings, his jumps, his lightness. I wanted to be like him. I wanted him to be proud of me. I wanted him to love me. Or at least not abandon me. I didn't understand then that love had nothing to do with what he did to me at night.

Olga seemed to believe too. She smiled at him when he passed, her eyes lighting up. Anna was silent. But she came every evening. So she believed too. Or was afraid to admit she didn't. Or simply couldn't stop, like me.

We gathered in the same studio where during the day we learned arabesques and pas de deux. Mirrors wall to wall, the barre along them, the parquet floor the color of old honey, the smell of rosin mixed with the damp air seeping through the old windows from the Neva. No one else entered. Alexander Sergeyevich locked the door from the inside with a bolt, and we were alone in that large, bright, cold room.

First — a regular workout. Stretching at the barre, jumps across the room, turns in the center. But with each session, the stretching became more revealing, his hands lingering on our bodies longer. He corrected us, touched our hips, ran his palms along our backs, kept his hands on our waists a little lower than a lesson required. Then the command: "Undress." We took off our leotards, left only in our ballet slippers. No one blushed or turned away. It had become a ritual. At first I would curl up, cover myself, but he would move my hands, saying, "Don't hide, you're beautiful." I stopped hiding. I stopped being ashamed. I stopped feeling.

Then came the "specific exercises," as he called them. For example, "partner stretching." We lay on the floor, he spread our legs, made us hold the pose while his fingers slid between our thighs, testing our flexibility and our readiness. Or "hip flexibility exercise" — we knelt, arched back, and he entered us from behind, checking how deeply we could take his cock, how our muscles reacted to being filled. He commented on every movement, as in a regular class: "Good, Maria. Your muscles are already used to it, that's the right reaction. Olga, you're tense, relax your pelvis, otherwise you won't be able to dance at full strength. Anna, you're too tight, breathe deeper, accept it." His voice was even, calm, as if he were explaining how to do a proper battement or arabesque.

We already knew each other's habits. Olga liked it when he took her from behind, biting her shoulder, leaving teeth marks on her pale skin. She moaned loudly, unashamed, throwing her head back so that her full breasts bounced with each thrust. Anna preferred it slow, barely pulling out, feeling him fill her to the brim, and she would exhale softly when he paused inside her, letting her adjust to his thickness. He gave me everything — vagina, anus, mouth. Sometimes in turn, sometimes all at once, changing positions, making my body adapt to his rhythm. We switched, waited, watched in the mirror the three naked bodies in ballet slippers, his hands sliding down our backs, our faces contorted with pleasure or pain. He moved from one to the other, entering, withdrawing, entering again, and we came, moaned, clenched around him, feeling him pulse inside us. Semen was everywhere — on our thighs, on the parquet, on our faces. Then we licked his cock clean one by one, gathering the remnants, passing his taste to each other. I remembered that taste forever — salty, bitter, with a metallic edge.

But there were other "lessons." "Trust lesson" — we knelt with blindfolds on. The scarf was soft, silk, he tied it tight so I couldn't see anything, only hear his steps on the parquet and feel the movement of air as he passed. He walked around us, touched us, stroked us, ran his fingers over our backs, our buttocks, our breasts, and then entered from behind without warning. We had to not flinch, not cry out, just accept and relax, trust his hands, his breath, his cock. I felt his hands on my hips, his breath on my neck, and then — the abrupt filling that took my breath away. I flinched but endured. He was testing how much we trusted him. I trusted him. I didn't know what else I could do.

"Endurance lesson" — he made us take turns sitting on his cock motionless, not moving, just feeling him inside. Our legs would start to tremble, muscles cramp, but we didn't dare move. Whoever lost — got a penalty: an extra round or had to lick his cock after he came in the other. We didn't complain. We were afraid. But we also looked forward to those evenings. I got used to it. My body got used to it. Fear was gone, replaced by a strange arousal mixed with shame that no longer burned but just existed, like background noise. I knew I was doing wrong. But I couldn't stop. He was a teacher, an authority, almost a god in my eyes. He said it was part of the training. I believed. Or wanted to believe.

Then we dressed and left in silence. No one discussed it. No one complained. Only sometimes, when I passed Olga in the hallway, she would look at me as if she wanted to say something, but remained silent. Anna never looked up. We were bound only by this secret, and it held us together and apart at the same time.

I had only one friend in ballet school — Nadya. We met in our first year, both from small towns. I from near Tver, she from near Ryazan. Nadya was just as thin, long-legged, with hair always in a bun and eyes that sparkled when she talked about dancing. We rehearsed together, ate lunch together in the cafeteria, dreamed together of the Mariinsky stage, of dancing Odette and Odile, of standing ovations. She didn't know about Alexander Sergeyevich. And I didn't tell her. I was ashamed. And afraid that she would look at me differently, see not the Maria she knew, but the one who knelt before her teacher with his semen on her face.

Everything changed when my father got sick. My mother called, her voice trembling, words tangled. She said Dad had been hospitalized, that he'd lost his job, that there was no money. I sat on the windowsill of my small studio on Petrogradskaya Side, looking out at the night city — the lights reflecting in the Neva, the drawbridges, the dome of St. Isaac's Cathedral silvering in the darkness. My head pounded. Rent, food, transport, ballet supplies, tuition — it all cost money. And my parents could no longer help. I was alone. And I needed to do something.

Nadya noticed something was wrong. We were sitting in the cafeteria, I was poking at my soup with a spoon, unable to swallow a single bite. My father's face kept appearing before me — tired, pale, with dark circles under his eyes. I couldn't eat. I couldn't think.

"Maria, what's wrong?" she asked, pushing her plate aside.

I told her. About my father, about money, about not knowing how to make it to the end of the month. Nadya listened without interrupting, her eyes full of sympathy, but she didn't cry. She was stronger than me. Then she pushed her plate aside and said quietly, almost in a whisper, looking around:

"Listen, there's an option. My friend... well, a guy I sometimes see, Sergey. He works as a bouncer at a club. Don't ask which. On weekends it's packed, and they need dancers. They pay well. Cash. No questions asked. You just dance, get paid, and leave."

"A strip club?" I guessed, feeling everything inside go cold.

She nodded.

"I didn't go myself. My parents help, and Sergey doesn't want me working there. But for you, it might work. You dance. Beautifully. You're flexible. You can do it. And the best part — only on Friday and Saturday nights. You can sleep all day Sunday. It won't interfere with your classes."

I was silent. Everything inside me clenched. Stripping? Taking my clothes off for drunk men, looking into their greedy stares, feeling their desire like sticky cobwebs? It was beneath even what I did with Alexander Sergeyevich. But it was money. And I needed money urgently. And weekends — time when I'd be sitting in my empty studio anyway, going through old pointe shoes and wondering how I'd ended up here.

"I'll think about it," I said.

Nadya nodded, squeezed my hand.

"Think, but not too long. Sergey said the spot fills fast. If you want, you can start Friday. I'll give you the address."

I nodded. Picked up my spoon but didn't eat. Fragments of thoughts swirled in my head: ballet class, the barre, father in the hospital, money, Alexander Sergeyevich's cock, my mother's voice — all blending into a single, continuous hum.

At home I sat on the floor, hugging my knees. I looked at the ballet shoes by the wall in the corner — pink, satin, with tied ribbons that I carefully retied every day. I remembered how I dreamed of the stage. How my mother cried with pride when I was accepted into the ballet school in our town. How my father said, "Our Masha will be a ballerina." Now my father was in the hospital, and I was thinking about dancing naked on a pole in front of drunk men.

The next day I told Nadya: "Okay. Tell Sergey." She hugged me, tight, almost painfully, and I felt her shoulders trembling. I didn't know if she was crying or just worried.

"Hang in there, Maria. Everything will work out."

I wasn't sure. But I had no choice. I had to pay rent, for food, for tuition. I had to help my parents. I had to live.

On Friday afternoon, I stood in front of an unremarkable door on Ligovsky Prospekt with a neon sign that wasn't lit during the day. "Winter." That was the club — one of those belonging to the chain managed by Denis. Nadya had given me the address, said, "Come at three, Sergey will let them know." I wore a black dress just above the knee, let my hair down, put on more makeup than usual. Everything inside trembled, but I pushed the door.

Inside it was dark and empty. It smelled of yesterday's smoke, cheap air freshener, and something else — leather sofas, alcohol, the sweat ingrained in the upholstery. Dim light glowed somewhere in the back, and I saw the stage with a pole, empty and cold. My heart pounded somewhere in my throat, echoing in my temples with dull beats. I walked down the carpeted aisle past rows of chairs, past the bar counter where bottles gleamed, and stopped in front of the stage. The pole was chrome, gleaming — waiting. A few minutes later, a man emerged from backstage. Around thirty, short hair, black T-shirt, a confident gaze that immediately assessed me from head to toe.

"Maria?" he asked. "I'm Sergey. Nadya told me."

I nodded.

"Come on," he nodded toward the corridor. "There are some people you need to talk to."

He led me to the VIP room — a separate booth with a sofa, table, and a full-wall mirror. Two men sat at the table. One — stocky, in an expensive suit, with a ring on his thick finger, a heavy watch on his wrist. The other — leaner, with a goatee, in a leather jacket, with piercing eyes. Both around thirty, both looking at me appraisingly, unsmiling.

"Sit down," the stocky one said, nodding toward the chair opposite.

I sat. Crossed my legs, put my hands on my knees to keep them from shaking.

"Sergey says you're a dancer," he began, leaning back. "Ballet academy?"

"Yes," I answered, trying to keep my voice steady. "First year."

"Flexible?" the second one asked with a smirk, and I felt his gaze slide over my chest.

I didn't answer. Just clenched my fingers on my knees.

"Alright," the stocky one said. "Let's skip the theory. Show us what you've got."

"How?" I asked, though I already knew.

"Dance," he said. "Strip. Like on stage. We'll watch."

I froze. Everything inside dropped. Here? Now? In daylight, in front of two men in suits, in an empty club, without music, without spotlights? I looked at them, they looked at me. Sergey stood by the door, arms crossed, and I felt his gaze on my back.

"Well?" the stocky one said, his voice brooking no argument. "Are we waiting?"

I stood up. Walked to an open space by the wall, opposite the mirror. My heart pounded so hard I was afraid they'd hear. Someone put on music — soft, some slow pop. I closed my eyes for a second, exhaled, feeling my hands trembling. Then I started.

I danced as I'd been taught. Smoothly, fluidly. At first just moving to the music, swaying my hips, running my hands over my thighs, my stomach, my chest. Then I slowly pulled my dress over my head. I was left in lace lingerie — black, delicate, almost weightless. Stockings on my legs, stilettos on my feet.

I tried not to look at them. I looked in the mirror at myself. At my hands sliding over my body. At my breasts cupped in lace. At my hips moving in rhythm. I unclasped my bra, took it off, dropped it on the floor. My nipples hardened from the air and tension. I ran my hands over my breasts, squeezed them, released, feeling them respond to my fingers.

Then — my panties. I pulled them off slowly, circling my hips. I was left in only stockings and heels. Naked. I kept dancing, doing splits, arching my back, spinning on one leg. In the mirror I saw my body reflected — flexible, trained, with small breasts and a dark triangle of hair at my pubic bone. I looked at myself and didn't recognize me. I was beautiful, but that beauty no longer belonged to me.

I didn't look at them. But I felt their gazes. They slid over my back, my buttocks, my breasts, every curve. One of them exhaled. Someone coughed. I heard the sofa creak under their weight.

The music stopped. I froze in a final pose — arm up, head thrown back, legs wider than shoulders. Then I straightened, bent down, picked up my dress, covered myself. Inside everything trembled, but I tried not to show it.

Silence. The stocky one looked at me, then at the other. They exchanged glances, and I knew — I'd passed.

"Good," he said after a pause, and I exhaled, feeling the tension release. "You start Friday. First stage at nine. Before that, you'll work with Zoya, our head of stripping. She'll teach you everything you need."

I nodded.

"Sergey will fill you in," the stocky one finished.

I nodded. Pulled on my dress, buttoned up. Grabbed my bag, my fingers trembling, but I clenched them into a fist.

"Thank you," I said.

They didn't answer. Sergey opened the door, let me into the hallway. I stepped outside. The sun hit my face, and I squinted. I breathed in the frosty air, smelling of the Neva and exhaust fumes, and walked toward the metro. In my head, I thought: I did it. I stripped for strangers for money. And I wasn't ashamed. Strange, but not ashamed. Maybe because I was already used to humiliation. Maybe because Alexander Sergeyevich had taught me not to be embarrassed of my body, and that skill was now working against me. Or maybe because I had no choice.

The next day I came back to the club. During the day, as agreed. Sergey met me at the entrance, led me inside. The club was empty, only a cleaning woman mopping the floor in the far corner, her mop sliding rhythmically across the tiles. It smelled of bleach and yesterday's smoke. I looked at the pole. Chrome, cold, gleaming. I had never danced with a pole. Only the ballet barre, only the parquet floor, only classical. But I wasn't afraid. I was flexible. I was strong. I would learn. I had to learn.

A woman emerged from the dressing room. Around thirty, tall, lean, with long black hair and sharp cheekbones. She wore a short robe, beneath which lace was visible. She looked me over from head to toe — assessing, unsmiling.

"This is Zoya," Sergey said and stepped back.

Zoya smiled. Not widely, just the corners of her lips.

"New?" she asked, and I nodded.

"Ballet school?"

"Yes."

"Good," she nodded. "You have flexibility. That's important. But the pole is not the barre. You need arm strength, leg grip, the ability to work with metal. And your face. You have to smile, even when it hurts, even when you want to cry. Got it?"

I nodded again.

She dropped her robe. She was left in lace lingerie and stilettos. She walked to the pole, wrapped her hand around it, pulled herself up. Hanging from one arm, legs spread, and I saw her muscles tense as she spun, smoothly, almost gracefully. She was like a cat, a predator who knew her power.

"Watch," she said, coming down. "Your job is not just to get naked. You have to tell a story. Make them watch you, forget about their drinks, their money. Only you and them. Got it?"

I nodded, feeling everything inside tighten with responsibility.

"Now you," she stepped aside, arms crossed.

I walked to the pole. Took off my shoes, barefoot. Then pulled off my jeans, sweater. Left in my underwear. Zoya shook her head.

"Take it all off. On stage you'll be naked. Get used to it."

I took off my bra, my panties. Completely naked. I felt strange — in front of a strange woman, in daylight, in an empty club. I was embarrassed to the point of trembling, but I didn't cover myself. Why? Every night, a bunch of men would see it anyway. I took a deep breath and approached the pole.

"Now the pole. Grip with your hands, pull up."

I tried. Muscles tensed, I lifted my feet off the floor. Hung for a second — my body held, ballet school had given me strength. Then I slid down softly, as Zoya had shown. She nodded, and I felt her approval.

"Good," she said. "You have strength. Now we need proper spin. Watch."

She showed how to grip the pole with the legs properly, how to push off, how to spin. I repeated. Over and over. Muscles hummed with strain, palms grew hot, but I didn't stop. With each attempt, movements became surer, my body memorizing the rhythm, getting used to the metal. Zoya didn't praise, but didn't scold either. She adjusted my hands, turned my shoulders, made me repeat the same move until it became smooth, almost natural. Sometimes she sat in a chair in the hall and watched me dance at the pole, then got up and demonstrated again.

"Don't just spin," she said. "You have to feel the metal. It's your partner. Like in ballet — the barre, only here you're alone. You and it. You have to trust it the way you trusted the barre."

I nodded and continued.

After two hours, I could barely stand. My palms were raw red, knees aching, muscles burning like fire. But I'd learned a simple spin, a flag, even tried a sun. I felt my body changing, getting used to new movements, new loads. It was like ballet, but harder, rougher, without the beauty I was used to.

"That's enough for today," Zoya said, and I exhaled with relief. "You need to save your body. Friday is your first performance. You have everything to be the best. Just remember to smile."

I wiped the sweat from my forehead, nodded, feeling my hands shaking.

"Thank you," I said.

She smirked.

"We'll see if you still say thank you after your first shift."

I dressed, went outside. The sun was setting over the rooftops, painting the sky crimson. I looked at the evening city, the golden domes, the Neva flowing slowly and majestically, and thought: what am I doing? But there was no going back. Only forward. Into this new life.

On Friday at nine in the evening, I stood backstage. I wore only a short white peignoir, beneath it a lace bra and panties. Stockings on my legs, stilettos on my feet. My heart pounded so hard I could hear the beats in my temples, feel the blood pulsing in my fingers. Behind the stage, music thrummed, voices, laughter, clinking glasses — the noise of the club I was already beginning to hate and fear at once.

"Your turn," Sergey said, nodding toward the stage. "Smile."

I exhaled and stepped into the light.

The spotlights hit my face, blinding me. I squinted for a second, then opened my eyes. The audience — darkness, only the reflections from the stage catching faces in the front row. Men. Many men. I saw their eyes gleaming in the half-light, their hands gripping glasses. They looked at me. I felt blood rush to my cheeks. I was ashamed. Ashamed to the point of trembling, to the point of wanting to turn and run, hide, disappear.

But the music was already playing. Slow, languid, with deep bass that made the floor vibrate beneath my feet. My body began to move on its own. It remembered ballet, remembered Zoya, remembered the rhythm.

I walked to the pole. Wrapped my hand around it, felt the cold metal. Took a deep breath and began to dance. Smoothly, as Zoya taught. Spin, flag, slide down. I tried not to look at the audience. I looked in the mirror at myself. At my hands sliding over my body. At my breasts covered in lace. At my hips moving in rhythm. I forgot where I was. I was in the dance.

Then I unfastened the peignoir. It fell to the floor, silk rustling softly on the stage. I was left in my lingerie. The men applauded. Someone whistled. I flinched but didn't stop.

I pulled off my bra, and my breasts were bare — I saw them in the mirror above the stage, pale, with dark nipples already hard. I ran my palms over them — from my collarbones to my ribs, squeezed, released. My skin was smooth, hot. The room grew quieter. Only the music and my breathing. And the gazes — I felt them, but no longer feared.

I took off my panties slowly, circling my hips. Only stockings and heels. I closed my eyes. I imagined I was not in a club but on the grand stage of the Mariinsky. That the spotlights were the footlights, and the men in the audience were spectators who had come to see my art. That I was dancing Swan Lake. That I was a ballerina. I opened my eyes and smiled. Truly, not for them — for myself. I began to dance. Not stripping — dancing. My body moved fluidly, gracefully, as I had been trained for years. I did splits, backbends, arabesques. I spun at the pole, soared up, hung in the air. I forgot where I was. Forgot I was naked. Forgot I was wearing only heels and stockings. I was on stage. I was dancing.

The music faded. I froze in the final pose — arm raised, head thrown back, legs wider than shoulders. Silence. And then the room exploded. Applause, whistles, shouts. Money flew onto the stage, rustling, falling at my feet, covering the floor, my stockings. I stood naked and smiled. I wasn't ashamed. I felt good. I bowed, gathered the money, and walked backstage.

A whole night lay ahead — one performance after another, until the club closed.

After the first set, I returned backstage, caught my breath, leaning against the wall. My heart was still racing, hands trembling. Sergey nodded at the table in the corner — a cocktail was waiting there.

"For energy," he said.

I took a sip. My throat burned with cold and something bitter — energy drink with vodka, probably. My hands still shook, but the fear was gone. Only anticipation and a strange excitement.

"Your next set is in an hour," Sergey said without turning.

I nodded. Went to the dressing room, touched up my makeup. The outfit was for the whole night — the same stockings, the same peignoir. I only patted my face with a tissue, reapplied eyeliner, fixed my mascara. In the mirror, I didn't see the scared girl who had first walked on stage. A different one. Confident. Gaze steadier, shoulders back. I looked at myself and saw who I was becoming.

Around me were five girls. They changed, smoked, laughed. Someone was putting on lipstick, someone adjusting their breasts in their bra. I didn't know their names yet. But I would be working alongside them. Dancing. Sharing the stage. And probably not just the stage.

The second set was easier. I already knew what to do, where to look, how to smile. The music was different — faster, more rhythmic. I danced harder, more aggressively. The pole obeyed me, my legs found the right grip, my hands held fast. When I took off the last piece and was naked, I no longer hid my gaze. I looked into the audience, picked out the ones throwing money. Smiled at them. Personally. The men responded — whistled, clapped, threw bills on stage, and I gathered them, feeling the paper rustle in my fingers.

The last set was near dawn. I was so tired my legs hummed, but adrenaline pushed me on. The music was slow, almost sad, with languid strings. I danced not for them — for myself. I remembered the ballet class, the barre, Alexander Sergeyevich. His hands, his cock, his semen on my face. All of it blended into one languid dance, in which I was both ballerina and stripper, his student and simply a naked girl on stage. When the music stopped, the room was silent for a second, then exploded. Money flew from all sides. I stood, breathing hard, smiling. For the first time that night — not for them, for myself.

Backstage, Sergey nodded.

"Good job. Go rest."

After the last set, I went into the dressing room, sat on a chair. Took off my heels, peeled off my stockings. Looked at myself in the mirror. My face was tired, but a strange fire burned inside. I did it. I danced. And I liked it. I counted the money. For the night — over twenty thousand. Enough for a month's rent. I smiled at my reflection.

"Well, Maria," I said to myself. "Welcome to your new life."

I dressed, went outside. Dawn was breaking. Petersburg was waking up — gray, damp, smelling of the Neva and wet asphalt. I took a taxi home. My head was buzzing, my body ached, but inside I was calm. I knew I could handle it now. Anything. Anyone. For money. For Dad. For myself.

On Saturday I came to the club early. In the hallway Zoya met me — robe open, cigarette in hand, the smell of tobacco mixed with cheap perfume. She looked me up and down, smirked.

"The managers have an idea," she said, blowing smoke at the ceiling. "Your image. You'll come out in ballet costume and shoes. Then take them off. Naturally, tastefully, like on stage."

I was silent, feeling everything inside turn over.

"Your new outfit is in a box in the dressing room."

I went to the dressing room. On a chair stood a white cardboard box tied with a black ribbon. I untied it, lifted the lid. Inside lay a tutu. A real ballet tutu — stiff, white, with layers of tulle that rustled with the slightest movement. A flesh-colored bodice, strapless, with delicate embroidery along the edge. Beside it — ballet slippers. Pink, satin, with ribbons that had to be tied crosswise. And also — a transparent peignoir, almost weightless, ankle-length, flowing like water.

I took out the tutu, held it. The fabric was stiff, smelled new. I took off my jeans, sweater, left in my underwear. Put on the ballet slippers — tied the ribbons crosswise, as taught in school, feeling the satin encase my feet. Then the bodice, then the tutu. The tulle rustled, whispered, the skirt lifting, making my legs look even longer. I adjusted it, stood before the mirror. A ballerina looked back at me. My breasts were covered by the flesh-toned bodice, nipples slightly visible through the fabric. My waist was narrow, the skirt full, to mid-thigh. My legs in ballet slippers, ribbons crosswise, rising to mid-calf. My hair loose, makeup bold, eyes lined, lips painted. I was beautiful. Not a stripper — a ballerina.

Zoya peeked in the door.

"Ready? Music's chosen. Tchaikovsky. Swan Lake."

I exhaled.

"Ready."

I walked on stage. The spotlights glowed softly, golden, creating a halo around me. The room was full — I heard voices, laughter, clinking glasses. But when the music started, everything fell silent. The opening chords — familiar to the point of pain, to the point of trembling. I raised my arms in preparatory position, stood in first position. Ballet slippers on my feet, tutu rustling.

I began to dance. Adagio. Slow, smooth. I did arabesques, battements, turns. My body remembered every movement, every note. I wasn't in a club — I was in a ballet studio, on a stage, anywhere but here. I closed my eyes for a second and imagined: mirrors, barre, the smell of rosin, damp air from the Neva outside the window. Alexander Sergeyevich watching from the corner, correcting my posture, prompting.

I opened my eyes. In the room — darkness, only the reflections of the spotlights. But I saw them. The men in the front row were frozen, mouths open. I smiled. I walked to the edge of the stage, raised my arms, held. Then slowly unfastened the bodice. My fingers trembled, but I didn't rush. Button by button. The bodice fell to the floor. My breasts were bare. I covered them with my hands for a second, then dropped them. The room exhaled. Someone whistled.

I kept dancing. Now without the bodice. The tulle tickled my breasts, the ballet slippers slid across the floor. I spun, threw my head back, feeling my nipples harden from the air and the stares. My hands slid over my stomach, my hips, up to my chest. I squeezed my nipples, released, traced them with my fingers, feeling them respond to every touch.

Then I reached for the tutu. Took it off slowly, to the music. First loosened the ties, then slid it down, feeling the tulle glide over my hips. The tulle rustled, fell at my feet. I was left in only my ballet slippers and the transparent peignoir — almost invisible, flowing with every movement. I danced the Dying Swan. No, not like that — I was the dying swan. My arms trembled, my legs buckled, I fell to my knees, rose, fell again. The peignoir billowed, revealing my hips, my stomach, my breasts. I felt the fabric sliding over my skin, hiding almost nothing. I sank to the floor, arched, threw my head back. The peignoir opened wide, and I was completely naked, only ballet slippers on my feet. The music stopped. Silence. And then the room exploded. Applause, whistles, shouts. Money flew onto the stage. Bills rained down on the floor, on me, on my ballet slippers. I lay naked, in only ballet slippers, and smiled. I was a ballerina. Even here. Even now. I stood, bowed, gathered the money. Walked backstage.

Zoya stood with her arms crossed.

"Not bad," she said. "Very good."

I nodded, wiped the sweat from my forehead, feeling my hands tremble. Zoya nodded toward the VIP rooms.

"They're waiting for you. Private. The client requested you."

I froze. My heart skipped a beat.

"What private?" I asked, though I already knew.

Zoya smirked.

"You don't know? Didn't they brief you?"

I shook my head, feeling everything inside tighten.

"A private room. You dance only for him. Alone. The client sits in a chair, you're almost in his lap. By the rules, he can watch, but he's not allowed to touch. The client pays the club, and you get three thousand plus tips if he gives any. Refusal is not an option."

Everything inside clenched.

"I don't..."

"You want to work here — you work," Zoya cut in, her voice hardening. "The managers already said yes. Your turn."

She turned and walked away, leaving me standing in the middle of the hallway. I watched her go, feeling my legs buckle. Then I looked at the door to the VIP room. Dim light glowed behind it. My heart pounded somewhere in my throat. I remembered the ballet class, Alexander Sergeyevich, his fingers, his cock. I remembered kneeling naked in front of Olga and Anna. Remembered how ashamed I was at first, and then — no longer. I exhaled and pushed the door open.

Before that, I ducked into the costume room, shed the ballet outfit — tutu, bodice, ballet slippers. Pulled on my regular stripper wear: black lace panties, stockings, stilettos. Threw a short peignoir over it. Glanced in the mirror — different. Not a ballerina, but a club girl. That's how it had to be.

The room was small, dim, velvet dimness that softened details and made everything intimate. A red leather armchair in the center, opposite — empty space covered with soft plush carpet. No pole. Just a table with champagne and a single wall sconce casting warm light on the client's face. In the chair sat a man. Around forty, solid, with a crew cut and a heavy jaw. Dressed in an expensive dark suit, tie loosened, top shirt button undone. On his thick finger — a ring, on his wrist — a heavy watch. He looked at me calmly, without a smirk, just waiting. His gaze was appraising, but not rude. I felt he wasn't the type to break rules. And that made it a little easier. I closed the door.

Music started. Slow, sultry, with deep bass that vibrated through the air, filling the room with dense sound. I walked almost to him and began to dance. At first just moving to the rhythm, swaying my hips, running my hands over my thighs, my stomach, my chest. He watched without blinking. I felt his gaze on my skin — heavy, warm, like a touch. I felt awkward, but I kept going. I smiled, as Zoya had taught. Smiled, even though everything inside was clenched. I took off the peignoir, dropped it on the floor. Left in lace lingerie and stockings. He leaned forward slightly, but didn't stand. His eyes moved over my shoulders, my collarbones, my chest wrapped in lace. I ran my hands over my body, paused at my breasts, squeezed my nipples through the fabric. He licked his lips — unconsciously, I noticed. I unclasped my bra, took it off, tossed it at his feet. My nipples hardened from the air and his gaze. I traced them with my fingers, squeezed, released. He didn't move, only watched. I spun before him, bent, ran my hands over my hips, my stockinged legs. Sometimes I came so close he could have reached out, but he didn't touch. The rules forbade it. But his gaze burned. I felt him examining every fold, every curve, every mole. I was ashamed, but at the same time strangely pleased — to be the object of such attention. Wet, greedy, but without contact. I took off my panties. Slowly, circling my hips. They fell to the floor. I was left in only stockings and heels. Naked. I danced for him alone. He watched me writhe, my hips moving in time, my breasts trembling with each movement. I closed my eyes for a second and imagined I was on stage, that this was just another performance. But here it was different — more intimate, sharper. I heard his breathing — steady but sometimes catching. Smelled his cologne — expensive, sharp, mingled with the scent of leather. I knelt before him, held for a second, then slowly rose, running my hands along his legs without touching. He didn't move. Just watched. I hooked my leg over his armrest, slowly ran my hand from ankle to thigh, showed the stocking, then removed it — slowly, savoring. The second — the same. I was left in only heels. I danced now very close, almost touching his knees. My body was inches from his hands, but he didn't touch. I felt his desire — it hung in the air, dense, heavy, almost tangible. But rules were rules. He followed them. I did too. The music stopped. I froze in the final pose — arm raised, head back, legs wider than shoulders. Naked, only heels. Sweat poured down my face, dripped onto my chest, my stomach. I breathed hard. Silence. He was quiet for a few seconds, then reached into his pocket, took out money, placed it on the table.

"This is for you, extra," he said. His voice low, calm, but with a rasp.

I took it. Two thousand in tips. Plus the three the club would pay. My fingers shook as I picked up the bills.

"Thank you," I said.

He nodded, unsmiling. Stood, adjusted his jacket, and left without looking back.

I was alone. Leaned against the wall, closed my eyes. Everything inside trembled — not from fear, but from the tension that had built over those minutes. I exhaled, put on the peignoir, and went out.

Zoya was waiting in the hallway.

"How was it?" she asked, and I nodded.

"Fine."

I went into the dressing room, sat on a chair. Took off my heels. Looked at the money in my hand. Two thousand in tips. Plus three from the club — five thousand for a private. Not bad at all.

The second set in the main room was also in ballet costume. Tutu, bodice, ballet slippers. Tchaikovsky. Swan Lake. The room fell silent. I danced as I was taught. Adagio, arabesques, turns. My body remembered every move. I wasn't in a club — I was on a grand stage. The spotlights glowed soft, golden. I took off the bodice, then the tutu. I was left in only ballet slippers and the transparent peignoir. The dance of the dying swan. I fell to my knees, rose, fell again. At the end I lay on the floor, naked, only ballet slippers on my feet. The room exploded. Applause, whistles, money flew on stage. I gathered the bills, bowed, and went backstage.

Zoya met me with a cigarette.

"Good," she said, exhaling smoke. "They're waiting for you." She nodded toward the VIP rooms. "Private. A young client, a rich kid. Requested you after your Swan Lake."

I didn't argue. I didn't change — I stayed in ballet slippers, stockings, and the transparent peignoir. I'd taken off the bodice and tutu. I hadn't put panties back on after the stage. So I went — naked under the peignoir, only stockings and ballet slippers. I pushed open the VIP door. The same small room, red leather armchair, dim light. On the table, champagne already open and a glass. It smelled of expensive perfume and a little sweat. In the chair sat a young man. Around twenty, no older. Thin, fair hair, expensive jacket, tie askew. He looked at me impatiently, even greedily. His eyes gleamed — whether from drink or arousal, I didn't know.

"Come on," he said. "Dance. Like on stage."

I stepped closer. Music started — again Tchaikovsky, but in some club remix, with deep bass that made the floor vibrate. I began to dance. Arabesques, turns, bends. The peignoir billowed, revealing my hips, my stomach, my breasts. He watched without blinking. I felt his gaze — hot, impatient, sliding over my body, lingering on my nipples, my stockings, where under the peignoir there was nothing. I took off the peignoir. Left in only stockings and ballet slippers. Naked. My nipples were hard, pointing forward. I ran my hands over my breasts, squeezed, released. He exhaled. I spun before him, bent, ran my hands over my hips, over the stockings. Came almost close enough for him to touch, but he didn't. The rules forbade it. But his eyes said he wanted to. He no longer hid it. He unzipped his trousers, pulled out his cock. It was hard, long, with a wet head gleaming in the half-light. I looked at it and kept dancing. I felt awkward, but I didn't stop. He began to stroke himself. Fast, greedy, gripping his cock at the base. I watched his hand move up and down, the head swelling, turning dark pink. I smelled his scent — arousal, sweat, youth. I was curious. I'd never seen this live — a man bringing himself to the edge while watching me. I kept dancing, writhing, showing him my breasts, my hips, my stockings. His breathing grew ragged, faster. I watched his cock pulsing in his fist, the head glistening with moisture. He sped up. His hand moved harder, faster. I leaned in, ran my hands over my thighs, stepped closer, nearly touching his knees. He moaned — soft, through his teeth. And came. A hot, thick stream hit his fingers, his trousers. The semen was white, viscous, running down his hand, dripping onto the carpet. I watched, mesmerized. How it flowed, how it gleamed in the half-light. Then he wiped himself with a tissue, not looking at me. The tissue soaked, he tossed it on the table. Then he stood, zipped up, and left. Without a word. No thank you, no goodbye. Not a single extra ruble.

I was alone. I stood naked, in ballet slippers, staring at the empty chair. On the table lay the tissue with his semen, beside it an empty glass. The smell of sex still hung in the air. I pulled on the peignoir and went out.

Zoya in the hallway raised an eyebrow.

"Fast."

"He was fast," I said, feeling my voice tremble.

"Did he pay?"

"Only the club."

She shook her head but said nothing. I went to the dressing room, sat on a chair. Looked at myself in the mirror. Emptiness in my eyes. Traces of lipstick on my lips that I hadn't wiped off. The smell of his arousal on my skin.

The next set in the main room — regular, without the ballet theme. I put on black lace panties, stockings, stilettos, a short peignoir. Danced. Collected money. Already routine. When I returned backstage, Zoya intercepted me:

"You've been booked for another private. The same man who was at the front of the stage."

I wasn't surprised anymore. I was in demand.

I pushed open the VIP door. A man in his forties sat in the chair. Short hair, light stubble, expensive suit but jacket open. He didn't smile, didn't say a word. Just nodded to the space in front of him. His gaze calm, assessing. I felt he knew what he wanted. Music started. Slow, languid. I began to dance — not like on stage, but closer, more intimate. Took off the peignoir slowly, looking into his eyes. He didn't look away. Unclasped my bra, took it off, dropped it on the floor. Ran my hands over my breasts, squeezed my nipples. He licked his lips. Then, spinning, I slid my panties down — slowly, circling my hips. They fell to the floor. I was left in only stockings and heels. Naked. All without extra moves, only dance and his gaze. I danced directly in front of him, almost in his lap. The music flowed slow, languid. His gaze slid over my breasts, my stomach, between my legs. I felt myself growing wet. My body responded to his gaze, though I didn't want it to. I spun before him, bent, ran my hands over my hips, over the stockings. The music flowed slow, languid. And then I noticed him unzipping his trousers and pulling out his cock. I kept dancing, but out of the corner of my eye I watched him. He was aroused — his cock stood hard, the head gleaming. I thought he'd start stroking himself, like the rich kid before. But he didn't. He just looked at me and waited. I danced closer, almost in his lap. His gaze slid over my breasts, my stomach, between my legs. And then he said calmly, without pressure:

"Suck it."

I froze. The music kept playing, but I stopped.

"What?" I asked, thinking I'd misheard.

"Suck me off," he repeated calmly. "I'll pay."

Everything inside exploded. I'm not a prostitute! I'm a dancer. I came here to dance, not...

"No," I said firmly. "I don't do that."

He didn't argue. Just reached into his jacket's inner pocket and pulled out a stack of bills. Counted off ten — thousand-ruble notes. Ten thousand. Placed them on the table. The bills were crisp, new, lying on the black glass, the lamplight falling on them, making them seem almost alive.

"Change your mind — they're yours."

Ten thousand. For one blowjob. Ten minutes — like a whole night of dancing. That was rent, medicine for my father, tuition. That was big money. I looked at his cock. It wasn't frightening. Not huge, not ugly. Average. I'd already done this. With Alexander Sergeyevich. Many times. On my knees in the ballet studio, at the barre, on the parquet. With semen on my face, in my mouth, in my throat. I knew how. I knew what to do.

"I agree," I gave in, hating myself for it.

I knelt before him. The carpet was soft, plush, I felt it under my knees. Took his cock in my hand. It was hot, pulsing, veins beating under my fingers. I ran my thumb over the head, gathering a clear drop. Brought my finger to my lips, licked it. Salty, slightly bitter. A familiar taste.

He exhaled sharply — as if struck. I leaned in. Touched the head with my tongue. Traced it in a circle, feeling the smooth hot skin. Then I took it in my mouth — slowly, unhurriedly. First just the head, sucked it, licked it all over. His hand came to the back of my head, not pressing, just resting. I took him deeper. The cock slid over my tongue, over my palate, hit my throat. I relaxed, breathing through my nose, let him go deeper. Saliva ran down my chin, mixing with his moisture, dripping onto my chest, the carpet. He moaned — low, restrained. His fingers tightened slightly on my head. I began to move. Rhythmic, deep. His cock slid in my mouth, wet, hot, pulsing. I ran my tongue along the shaft, licking every vein, every fold. I pursed my lips, creating suction, and he exhaled through his teeth. I took him deep, almost to the base, feeling the head hit my throat, almost gagging but holding on. Then I pulled out almost completely, leaving only the head, and took him in again. His breathing grew faster, more ragged. I looked up at him. His eyes were closed, head thrown back, beads of sweat on his forehead. He was biting his lip, holding back moans. I sped up. My head moved faster, his cock sliding back and forth, wet, gleaming. Saliva ran down my chin, mixing with his precum, dripping onto my chest, my stomach. I felt his cock pulsing, growing harder, hotter.

"I'm coming," he whispered.

I took him deep, almost to the hilt. His cock twitched, and a hot stream hit my throat. Thick, abundant, warm. I swallowed — too late, another stream already on my tongue, then my throat, then my palate. My mouth filled, semen spreading, pooling under my tongue, mixing with saliva. I swallowed, choked, tears welling, but I didn't let go. His cock pulsed, each spurt coming in a rush.

He came for a long time. It felt like an eternity before his cock softened, quieted. I licked the head clean, gathering the last drops, ran my tongue along the full length. Then I slowly released it. I wiped my lips with my fingers, flicked the mess to the floor. Semen was everywhere — on my chin, on my neck, on my chest. I licked my lips, swallowed the last taste.

And then I felt it. Between my legs pulsed — faint but distinct. I'd come. Not strongly, almost imperceptibly, but it was an orgasm. My body responded to the humiliation, to his cock in my mouth, to the semen, to the money. I hated myself for it, but I couldn't help it. I knelt there, feeling everything inside clench and release. My clit twitched a couple of times, and it subsided. I didn't cry out, didn't arch — just knelt, naked, with his semen on my face, riding out that brief, shameful wave.

He didn't notice. Or pretended not to. He stood, zipped up, adjusted his jacket. Nodded at the table where the bills lay.

"That's yours," he said.

I took the money. He left without a word.

I was alone. I looked at the money. Ten thousand. And I felt the pulse still between my legs. The taste of semen in my mouth mixing with saliva. Shame spreading through my whole body.

I stood, put on the peignoir, took the money, and went out.

I went to the dressing room, sat on a chair. Took off my heels, peeled off the stockings. Looked at myself in the mirror. Smudged mascara, traces of semen, reddened eyes. And a strange, crooked smile.

I counted the night's earnings. Blowjob — ten thousand. First private — three, second — three. Third private — another three. Plus tips — two thousand. Another ten thousand from the club for dancing. And eight thousand thrown on stage on top. I added again, double-checked. Thirty-nine thousand. The stack was heavy in my hand like a brick. The most expensive brick of my life. The money smelled of the club, of other people's sweat, tobacco, and also — my own perfume. I clenched the wad in my fist, felt the edges of the bills bite into my palm. I shoved it into my bag, to the bottom, under my spare underwear. Zipped it.

"Well, well," I said aloud to my reflection. "Maria, you're rich."

But there was no joy in my voice. Only exhaustion and a strange emptiness.

I dressed and went outside. Dawn was breaking. Petersburg was waking up — gray, damp, smelling of the Neva and wet asphalt. Low clouds hung over the city, somewhere in the distance lights were already coming on, and I looked at this city that was becoming both mine and foreign at once. I took a taxi home. All the way I held my bag on my lap, arms wrapped around it. Afraid someone would snatch it, that I'd lose it, that this was a dream.

At home I poured the money out on the bed. Sorted it into stacks: thousands, five-thousands, hundreds. Counted once more. With yesterday's — fifty-nine thousand. Not bad for two days. Set aside twenty for rent. Fifteen for my mother. Ten for tuition. The rest for food and transport. It would last a little while.

I looked at those stacks and thought about dancing in the ballet studio. About dreaming of the stage, of Swan Lake, of making my father proud. And now I was sitting in a room with a pile of money purchased with my nakedness, my dance, my mouth.

I put the money in the drawer, lay down on the bed. Closed my eyes. The ballet studio appeared before me. The barre, mirrors, the smell of rosin. Alexander Sergeyevich adjusting my posture. I smiled and fell asleep. Outside, the sun was already rising. And in the nightstand drawer lay fifty-nine thousand rubles. Mine. Earned with sweat, tears, semen, and humiliation. But mine.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3. The Price of Admission
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On Monday I was back at the ballet school. Morning — classical with Maria Ivanovna. We did our exercises at the barre: demi-plié, grand plié, battements. My body moved on autopilot, but my mind was elsewhere. At the club. On stage. In the VIP room. I remembered dancing in front of the men, how they stared at my naked body, how they threw money. How one of them jerked off watching me and came on his trousers. How another paid ten thousand for a blowjob, and I knelt there swallowing his semen. How Arkady and Roman took me together, and I came clenching around their cocks.

Maria Ivanovna slapped her stick against the barre.

"Maria, higher toe! Don't sleep on your feet."

I flinched, corrected my leg. Beside me, Nadya smiled but said nothing. Olga and Anna pretended not to notice.

After classical — pas de deux. Oleg Viktorovich paired us up. I got a tall guy from the third year whose name I didn't even remember. He supported my waist, I did arabesques and turns. His hands were hot but foreign. I felt empty. As if everything alive inside me had been carved out, leaving only a shell that moved, breathed, smiled, but felt nothing.

In the cafeteria, Nadya sat down next to me.

"You look pale," she said, studying my face. "Everything okay?"

"Yeah," I answered, looking away. "Just tired."

She didn't believe me but didn't push. We ate in silence. I stared at my plate and saw not soup but the faces of Arkady and Roman, their cocks, their semen on my face. I couldn't eat. Just moved my spoon around the bowl, pretending.

Evening — the elective with Alexander Sergeyevich. The three of us: me, Olga, Anna. First, stretching. We lay on the floor, he spread our legs, made us hold the pose. His fingers touched our thighs, slid higher, lingering where they shouldn't. Then the command: "Undress." We took off our leotards, left in only our ballet slippers. No one blushed, no one turned away. It had become a ritual.

He stood behind me. I watched in the mirror. His hands came to my hips, spread them. He entered — sharp, deep. I froze, adjusting. He began to move. Rhythmic, hard. I clenched around him, feeling the warmth build inside. I came quickly, almost mechanically, thinking about the money. About the night ahead, about work. About clients, about semen, about the bills falling on the stage.

"Good, Maria," he said, pulling out. "You're tense today. Relax."

I nodded. I couldn't relax. My body remembered the club, and he thought I was just tired from school.

Olga and Anna were used to it too. We no longer felt shy around each other. We knew what each of us could handle. Olga liked it when he took her from behind, biting her shoulder, leaving teeth marks on her pale skin. Anna preferred it slow, barely pulling out, feeling him inside her like a reminder she was still alive. He gave me everything — vagina, anus, mouth. Sometimes in turn, sometimes all at once. We switched, waited, watched in the mirror the three naked bodies in ballet slippers.

On Thursday evening, after the elective, I went into the dressing room. My phone blinked with a notification: "They're waiting for you at the club tomorrow at seven. Talk. Sergey."

I stared at the screen, feeling everything inside tighten. What did they want? I hadn't done anything wrong. I danced. I did privates. I gave a blowjob. That was allowed. Or was it? I didn't sleep all night. I tossed, stared at the ceiling, remembered their faces. Arkady and Roman. The ones who'd interviewed me the first time. They'd looked at me then calmly, appraisingly. Like a thing. Like merchandise.

On Friday at seven, I was already at the service entrance. Sergey nodded silently and led me inside. The club wasn't open yet — empty, dark, only the ventilation humming somewhere overhead, its drone pressing on my ears, amplifying the silence. It smelled of stale smoke and cheap air freshener that didn't hide the scent of last night but only underscored it. My steps on the carpeted aisle echoed hollowly in the quiet, each sound too loud.

We went into the VIP room — the same one where I'd auditioned and danced my first private. Only now, instead of one red chair, there were two, and they sat in them. Arkady — stocky, with a ring on his finger, in an expensive dark suit, his heavy gaze pinning me like a target. Roman — leaner, with a goatee, in a leather jacket, a crooked smirk never leaving his lips. They looked at me calmly, unsmiling. On the table stood a bottle of cognac and two glasses.

"Sit down, Maria," Arkady said, his voice even, like a man used to being obeyed.

I sat on the sofa across from them. Roman lit a cigarette, blew smoke at the ceiling, and the smell of tobacco mixed with cognac, creating a heavy, intoxicating aroma.

"So," Arkady began, leaning back in his chair. "How do you like it here? Enjoying yourself?"

"Yes," I said, trying to keep my voice steady. "It's fine."

"Got your money?"

"Yes."

"Enough?"

"Fine," I repeated, feeling his gaze pressing on me, scanning every emotion.

He smirked.

"Want to keep working?"

"Yes," I said, and something inside me dropped. "I do."

Arkady exchanged a glance with Roman. He blew smoke at the ceiling, and I knew what was coming.

"Then there's one condition," Arkady said, his voice hardening, the earlier ease gone. "You need to go through the ritual."

I froze. My heart skipped.

"What ritual?"

He didn't answer. Just stood, walked over to me, placed his hand on my shoulder. His fingers were heavy, hot, clenching on my collarbone like pincers. Roman stood too, circled the sofa, and took the other side. I was caught between them, trapped.

"You understand, Maria. The ritual. We take you here — both of us."

I jerked, tried to get up, but Arkady held me down, pressing me back onto the sofa. His hand was strong, brooking no resistance.

"All the girls go through this ritual," Arkady said calmly. "You're not the first, you won't be the last."

"What? Are you insane? I'm not a prostitute!"

They didn't move. Arkady smirked, pulled out his phone, scrolled through it, then turned the screen toward me. I saw the video. Myself. On my knees in the VIP room. His cock in my mouth. The man who'd paid ten thousand. The video was clear, from a good angle — the camera mounted somewhere on the wall, hidden, invisible.

"We have cameras in the private rooms," Arkady said calmly. "For the girls' safety. And for ours. We saw everything. Your blowjob, and how you came after. So don't play hard to get. It's not forbidden, but there's no point pretending."

I stared at the screen. At myself. At my lips wrapped around a stranger's cock. At my hands gripping his thighs. I was ashamed, but I understood — they were right. I'd already done it. Not for club money — for my own, for what the man had put on the table. But the cameras had seen it all. And now they knew everything.

"I don't..." I started, but my voice cracked, words stuck in my throat.

"You want to work," Roman cut in, his voice cold as ice. "We want you to work. But we need to know you're one of us. That we can count on you. The ritual is just a formality."

"And if I refuse?" I asked quietly, almost a whisper.

Arkady shook his head, a shadow of something like regret flickering in his eyes — or maybe I imagined it.

"You can refuse. But then you leave. And the door to other clubs is closed. Decide."

I stood between them, staring at the darkened phone screen, at my trembling hands. My father's face appeared before me — in the hospital. My mother waiting for money. My studio on Petrogradskaya Side that needed rent. The ballet school where Alexander Sergeyevich waited, where what I could no longer call a normal life waited.

"Fine," I said, feeling everything inside me coil into a tight, cold knot. "I agree."

My voice trembled. I hated myself for this submission, but my body had already surrendered. Everything inside me broke, but I had no choice. Doubt gnawed: maybe it wasn't too late to refuse, to turn and walk away. But again I saw my father in the hospital, my mother waiting for money, my empty apartment. And I clenched my teeth.

Arkady smiled and nodded at Roman. He stubbed out his cigarette in the ashtray.

"Good girl, Maria," Arkady said, something like approval creeping into his voice. "Smart girl."

Roman smirked but added nothing.

Arkady stepped closer, put his hand on my waist. I flinched. His palm was hot, heavy, pressing me against him, not letting me pull away.

"Relax," he said softly. "Everything will be fine."

I froze. I couldn't relax — my body was locked with tension, every muscle taut as a string. But I didn't pull away. I couldn't. Roman took the other side, his hand on my shoulder, his fingers pressing, massaging as if trying to release the tension. I was trapped between them. I was scared. But strange thing — inside, there was no resistance left. I surrendered. Like in the ballet studio when Alexander Sergeyevich said "relax," and I obeyed. Only here there was no Tchaikovsky. Only the smell of men's cologne, tobacco, and my own treacherous moisture between my legs.

Arkady unbuttoned my blouse. One. Two. Then slid it off my shoulders, the fabric falling to the floor. I stood still. Roman unbuttoned my jeans, pulled them down, and I felt the cold air hit my thighs. I stepped out of them without looking. Left in lace lingerie — black, delicate, the set I'd bought for stripping.

"Pretty lingerie," Arkady said, running his finger along the edge of my bra. "Did you buy it for us?"

I was silent. But inside I thought: no. For myself. I bought it with my own money, earned right here, to feel beautiful. To have at least one thing in this life that was mine.

He unclasped my bra, and it fell to the floor. My breasts were bare. My nipples hardened — from fear, from shame, from letting this happen. Roman ran his hand over my stomach, down to my panties, squeezing me through the fabric.

"Already wet," he smirked. "Don't worry, we don't bite."

I closed my eyes. I didn't want to see their faces. Didn't want to remember. Arkady took off my panties. I was completely naked. Only stockings and heels left. They were beside me, already undressed too — I heard belts unbuckling, trousers falling. I was afraid to open my eyes.

"Lie down on the sofa," Arkady said.

I lay down. The leather was cold, sticky with someone else's sweat, clinging to my back. I curled up, but he spread my legs with his knee — wide, merciless.

"Relax, Maria."

Arkady's voice was calm, almost gentle, but I heard steel in it. He wasn't asking — he was ordering. I stood between them, naked, only stockings and heels. My nipples hardened from the air and fear. Roman was stroking himself, watching without blinking. His cock was already hard, the head swollen, dark pink, glistening in the half-light.

Arkady stepped forward. I felt the heat of his body before he touched me. His hands came to my hips — hot, confident, his fingers pressing into my skin, leaving marks. He pulled me against him, my breasts pressing to his chest. My nipples touched his skin — he was smooth, hairless, smelling of expensive cologne and something else — arousal, sweat, masculine.

Roman meanwhile pulled out a pack of condoms from his pocket, leisurely extracted one, tore it open with his teeth.

"Take your time," he said to Arkady, handing over the rubber. His voice calm, almost bored.

Arkady took it, rolled it onto his cock quickly — practiced, habitual, one motion. The latex snugly encased the shaft, a small air bubble trapped at the tip. Then he lifted me by the hips again — I didn't even notice him grabbing under my buttocks — spread my legs with his knee. I hung on him, fingers gripping his shoulders, feeling his muscles tense beneath his skin. His cock in the condom pressed against my stomach — hard, slick, colder than skin. Unfamiliar. But safe.

"Look at me," Arkady said.

I looked up. He looked down at me, unsmiling, calm, as if at work. He guided his cock to my entrance. The head touched my wet folds through the latex — slick, smooth. I froze, held my breath. Everything inside me clenched in anticipation — not fear, no, not fear anymore. Thick, hot anticipation. I felt my moisture leaking out, coating the latex, his head sliding over me, searching for the entrance.

He entered. Sharp. Deep. I cried out — I hadn't expected it so suddenly. He filled me completely, all the way. I felt his head press against my cervix, his shaft stretching my walls. I clenched around him, adjusting. He paused for a second, letting me feel him inside. I felt his cock pulsing, held still.

Then he began to move. Slowly. Deep. Almost not pulling out. His cock slid inside, wet, hot. I clenched around him, feeling his veins rub against my walls, his head touching the deepest point. Roman stepped to the other side. I felt his hand on the back of my head — long, hard fingers, slightly damp. He took my hair, pulled me toward him. His cock was right in front of my face — hard, bare, no condom, the wet head gleaming in the half-light. I smelled him — arousal, sweat, tobacco, mixed with the metallic tang of his skin.

"Open your mouth," he said.

I obeyed. He entered. Slowly. Carefully, as Alexander Sergeyevich had taught me — calm, unhurried, letting me adjust. His head slid over my tongue, hit my palate. I wrapped my lips around him, ran my tongue along the shaft, gathering the clear drop from the tip. He exhaled — loud, raspy — and put his hand on the back of my head, not pressing, just resting. His fingers tangled in my hair.

I was between them. Two cocks — one in my mouth, bare, one in my vagina, in latex. Arkady moved from below, rhythmic, deep. Each thrust pushed me slightly forward, toward Roman. Roman moved in my mouth in time. I clenched around Arkady, sucked Roman's cock. My body shuddered with each thrust from both sides — as if two hearts beat inside me in different rhythms. I felt Arkady entering me, his cock in the condom sliding against wet walls, touching my cervix. The condom gave a sense of smoothness, artificiality — as if I were being fucked not by a living man but by a machine. I felt Roman's bare cock pulsing on my tongue, hardening as I worked it with my tongue. The difference was tangible — latex dulled, smoothed, made everything impersonal, while living skin was hot, rough, real. I felt every vein, every pulse of blood. I tasted him — salty, slightly sweet, with a hint of tobacco. My tongue traced the head, lingered in the slit, gathering fresh moisture.

I couldn't breathe — my mouth was full, my nose clogged with tears. Tears welled, saliva ran down my chin, mixing with his moisture, dripping onto my chest, my stomach. I choked but didn't let go — only tightened my lips, creating suction, and heard Roman moan louder for it. I was scared. Ashamed. Hurting in my knees, my back, my muscles, hanging so awkwardly on Arkady. But inside, something warm, thick, alive was building. Not an orgasm — anticipation. Dough rising before baking.

They moved in sync, without a word. Arkady from below, Roman from above, into my mouth. Two rhythms, two breaths, two scents. I was between them, like a doll, like a thing, like an instrument — but my body responded. Pulsed. Clenched. Caught every thrust, every tongue movement, every touch of their fingers on my skin. I was scared. Ashamed. But inside, something warm, thick, alive was building.

"Good, Maria," Arkady whispered in my ear. "Relax. We're just getting started."

He sped up. Roman followed. I moaned — right into the cock in my mouth. The sound came out muffled, vibrating, foreign — I didn't recognize my own voice. They paused for a second, exchanged glances — I saw it from the corner of my eye — then moved faster, harder. The rhythm broke, became ragged, almost chaotic. I lost track of time. There were only them — two men, two cocks, two breaths by my ear. My body lived its own life. I didn't control it. It clenched around Arkady's cock on its own, sucked Roman's on its own, moved in time on its own. Somewhere far away was me — Maria, ballerina, daughter, student. But here, on this sofa, in this room, there was only flesh. Hot, wet, pulsing.

Inside, it built. Slowly, thickly, like rising dough. I felt each of Arkady's thrusts spread warmth through my lower belly, each tongue stroke on Roman's cock send shivers up my spine. Two sources, two streams merging somewhere in my spine — into one point that grew hotter, denser. I knew this was just the beginning. The orgasm hadn't come yet, but it stood at the threshold, breathing heavily. They weren't rushing. Arkady moved like a pendulum. Roman entered my mouth without hurry. They stretched the pleasure, teased me, not letting me fall. I wanted to come. I was afraid to come. I didn't know what would happen if I did — whether I'd feel better or worse.

Roman pulled out of my mouth — slow, reluctant. I swallowed, licked my lips, breathing hard. My mouth was empty, and it felt strange — as if a part of me was missing. I ran my tongue over my palate, gathering remnants of his moisture — salty, tangy. He smirked, ran his thumb along my lower lip — damp, warm.

"Good, Maria," he said quietly. "You're good at this."

I didn't answer. I couldn't. I looked up at him, feeling Arkady's cock still moving inside me, feeling everything still building. Arkady slowed too, nearly stopping. I felt his cock inside me, pulsing. He leaned down and kissed my neck — gently, almost intimately.

"We've just begun, Maria," he whispered.

I closed my eyes and exhaled. Inside, everything seethed.

"Turn over," Arkady said.

I didn't understand why, but I obeyed, turning onto my stomach. My face pressed into the cushion. The leather was cold, sticky with my sweat. I heard them exchange looks — they were already undressed, I wasn't watching. Then Roman lifted me, helped me up onto all fours, and sat down in front of me, stretching his legs along my sides so I was between them. His cock was right in front of my face, conveniently at lip level. I looked at it, not moving.

"Take it," he said.

I leaned in and took it in my mouth. Sucked, but no longer thinking about taste. My tongue moved on its own, as if my body knew what to do. I looked at his cock — it was close, thick, with a swollen head, wet and hot. I was curious. Scared, but curious. Everything inside tightened, but not from disgust — from anticipation. I felt my clit pulsing, moisture trickling down my inner thigh. My body responded to everything, even if my mind was still resisting. I ran my tongue along the shaft, licked the head, took him deeper. I liked how he moaned, how his fingers tightened on my head, not pressing, just holding. I looked up at him — his eyes closed, head thrown back. I felt his arousal, and it aroused me.

Behind me, Arkady spread my buttocks. I felt the cold of the gel — it touched my anus, and I flinched in surprise. Goosebumps ran from my tailbone to my neck, making the hairs on my arms stand up. It smelled of mint and something sweet. I bit my lip, feeling the heat building inside. My muscles tensed, but I forced myself to relax, exhaled.

His finger slid over my anus, massaging in circles — slow, patient. The gel was slick, and his finger slipped in easily. I felt him stretching me, going deeper. Then a second finger — tighter, fuller. It was strange, unfamiliar, but not painful. Even pleasant. I clenched around his fingers, feeling them inside, then released, getting used to the width, the pressure. I was curious what came next. I wanted it. Though I was afraid to admit it to myself. But my body already knew. It trembled, pulsed, waited, heavy in my lower belly.

Arkady withdrew his fingers. I immediately felt my muscles clench, closing — a strange, aching feeling, as if my body was asking to have what was inside returned. Then the head of his cock pressed against my anus — hot, hard, slick with gel. He pushed. I exhaled. The head slipped in — easily, almost without effort. I froze, feeling him fill me. It was tight, hot, but not painful. I arched my back, pushing back toward him. I wanted more. I wanted to feel all of him.

He entered slowly, inch by inch. I felt every millimeter — how he spread me from inside, how he filled the emptiness, how the walls of my anus clenched around him, accepting, adjusting. When he was all the way in, I moaned — not from pain, from pleasure, from how full I felt. Felt his cock pulsing inside me, lying there, hard, alive. Roman kept moving in my mouth — rhythmic, deep, steady. I sucked, ran my tongue over the head, along the shaft, feeling his cock harden when I tightened my lips or took him deeper, to my throat.

I was between them. Two cocks — in my mouth and in my anus. My body shuddered with each movement — their rhythms didn't match, and it stole my breath, made my body lurch between them, catching first one thrust, then the other, unsure which to focus on. I liked it. Liked how they filled me from both sides, how their movements weren't synchronized, how I tried to adjust to both at once. Liked being the center, being wanted, needed. I liked myself too — my body responded with moisture, pulsing, short spasms inside.

I closed my eyes and surrendered to the feeling. Fear was gone — only my body remained. Hot, wet, pulsing. And their cocks inside me, alive, hard, hot. I wanted more. I wanted them to move faster, deeper, harder. I wanted to come — and I knew I would. The question was only when.

Arkady began moving in my anus — slow, deep, unhurried. Roman moved in my mouth, faster, shorter. I clenched around both, catching the rhythm, trying to make it one. Inside, something warm and thick was building, like liquid fire rising from my stomach and spreading through my hips, my back, my chest — everywhere the arousal reached. I knew this was just the beginning. And I waited. Impatiently, with trembling knees, with bitten lip.

They switched. Arkady lay on the sofa, on his back, and I mounted him, facing him. Lowered — his cock in the condom entered my vagina, deep, all at once. I exhaled, bracing my hands on his chest. He was hot, sweaty, I felt his heartbeat beneath my fingers — even, strong, calm, as if he weren't fucking me but doing morning exercises. I paused for a second, adjusting to his thickness, to how he filled me to the bottom. The latex dulled sensation but didn't kill it — I felt him inside, hard, hot, foreign.

I was scared. Afraid they'd tear me. Afraid I couldn't take it — physically, emotionally, I don't know. Afraid I'd like it. Like being used, being between them, controlling nothing. My fingers dug into his shoulders, nails scratching his skin, leaving white marks.

Roman knelt behind me. I couldn't see him, only felt — his breath on my back, hot, fast, his hands on my hips, wide, confident, fingers squeezing, leaving marks. His cock in the condom pressed against my anus — hard, slick with gel. The head pushed. I tensed — my muscles clenched on their own, without command, protecting. Roman didn't rush. Waited, held still, giving me time. I heard him breathing — calm, patient, like a trainer waiting for the animal to settle.

Double penetration. I'd only seen it in porn on my laptop screen, when I'd scroll sites at night, eyes squeezed shut with shame, under the covers, heart pounding. Two women, two men, two cocks in one — it had seemed distant, almost fantastical, from a life I'd never know. And now it was happening to me. Here. Now. With two men I barely knew, in a room smelling of cognac and sweat.

I exhaled, relaxed as much as I could. Roman entered. Slow. Inch by inch. I felt every millimeter — how he spread me from inside, how the latex slid against my walls, cold and smooth. At first it was tight, almost painful — stretching, pressure, a foreign body where nothing should be. But he didn't stop, and I didn't ask him to. I bit my lip, squeezed my eyes shut, gripped Arkady's shoulders. And when Roman was all the way in, I froze, feeling myself filled by two — one below, in my vagina, one behind, in my anus. Two cocks, two condoms, two breaths, two pulses that still had to merge into one.

When he was all the way in, I moaned — soft, through my teeth. Not from pain. From being filled completely. To the brim. To the limit. To a limit I hadn't even imagined for myself. Inside, it was tight, hot, and I felt their cocks rubbing against each other through the thin wall — a strange, sharp, almost unbearable sensation that stole my breath and sent shivers down my back. I liked it. I was afraid to admit it to myself, but I liked it. No porn clip had ever captured this. The screen doesn't smell of gel and sweat. The screen doesn't breathe down your neck. The screen doesn't pulse inside you, alive, hot, real. But here, everything was.

They paused for a second, letting me adjust. I sat on Arkady, with Roman's cock in my anus, and felt both pulsing inside me. Arkady — deep, steady, heavy. Roman — in short, frequent pulses. My body clenched around them — first one, then the other, then both at once, involuntarily, as if trying to push them out or, conversely, draw them deeper. I didn't control it. It knew what to do on its own. It was smarter than me.

Then they began to move. Arkady from below — slow, deep, pulling out almost completely and entering again to the hilt, stretching my vagina, touching my cervix. Roman from behind — short, fast thrusts, barely pulling out, vibrating inside my anus. Their rhythms didn't match, and it stole my breath, made my body lurch between them, catching one thrust, then the other, unable to keep up with both. I tried to move in time but couldn't — I was between two rhythms, two men, two worlds. I clenched around them, feeling their cocks pulsing, sliding, the gel and my own moisture mixing, making everything smooth, slick, almost silent — only wet sounds and our moans.

Their cocks inside me. Their hands on my hips, my waist, my back — hot, heavy, damp. Their breath — heavy, hot, by my ear and beneath me, from both sides, like a vice. I heard Roman moaning — low, raspy, Arkady whispering something unintelligible through his teeth, maybe curses, maybe encouragement. I smelled the gel, the latex, the sweat, my own arousal — all blended into one thick, hot cocktail that spun my head and made me forget where I was and how I got here.

Inside, it built. Slowly, thickly, inexorably, like an avalanche that hadn't yet moved but was already cracking at the seams. I closed my eyes and surrendered to the feeling. Fear gone — only my body remained. Hot, wet, pulsing. I moved on my own, pushing back toward Roman and lowering onto Arkady, trying to find a single rhythm but unable — and that was part of the pleasure: when they don't match, when you don't know where the next thrust will come from, when each new impact makes you jolt in a new way. Inside, something warm rose, thick as liquid fire — from my stomach to my chest, from my chest to my head, from my head to my fingertips, making them clench and unclench without command. I moaned louder, no longer holding back, no longer ashamed. They sped up in response, and I felt that any moment now — I'd break. I didn't know into an abyss or into the sky, but I'd break.

I came. Unexpectedly, convulsively, clenching around both at once — so hard they froze for a second. My body arched, fingers digging into Arkady's shoulders, my nails surely leaving marks. I cried out — not loud, but in the silence of the room the sound was distinct, almost frightening. The orgasm rolled through me in a warm, long wave, making my muscles clench and release several times in a row, each time weaker. Then came a sweet lassitude — heaviness in my legs, emptiness in my head, relaxation throughout my body.

They paused for a second, letting me recover. Then kept moving — not letting me come to my senses, not letting me catch my breath. I felt they were close too — their cocks harder, pulse quicker, breath heavier. But they didn't come. Only moved, faster, deeper, driving me to a new peak, to that state where you no longer know up from down, where you end and they begin.

I breathed hard, feeling the first orgasm recede in waves as a second rose, gathering strength. They were still inside me — hard, hot, alive. I felt their cocks pulsing, felt them holding back, working to keep from coming too soon. But they didn't come. Only moved, faster, deeper, driving me to frenzy, to that brink beyond which there would be nothing but white noise.

Roman pulled out first. I felt his cock slide from my anus — sharp, one motion, leaving a feeling of emptiness, gaping, cold. He pulled off the condom — practiced, habitual, with a wet snap — and tossed it on the floor at our feet. Arkady pulled out after, also stripping off the rubber, tossing it aside. Both stood over me — I lay on the sofa, disheveled, wet, mouth open, breathing hard. They took themselves in hand and began to stroke, watching my face, my lips, my closed eyes.

Roman leaned in, his bare, wet cock touching my lips — hot, slick, smelling of gel, latex, and me. I parted my lips, stuck out my tongue.

"Open," he said.

I opened my mouth, stuck out my tongue. Waiting. My heart pounded somewhere in my throat, but inside I felt strangely calm — like before stepping on stage. I didn't know what I was waiting for — a blow, warmth, relief — but I knew it would come soon.

Arkady came first. I didn't even realize he'd started — just felt something hot, thick hit my cheek, suddenly, without warning. His semen was warm, almost hot, so thick it slid slowly down my skin, unhurried. Then more — on my chin, on my closed eyelid. I flinched in surprise but didn't pull away. Warmth spread across my face, smelled salty, sharp, masculine. I swallowed — some got into my mouth, on my tongue. My tongue touched the thick fluid, viscous, slick. I swallowed again. The taste was bitter, metallic, slightly sweet after — like always. Like Alexander Sergeyevich. Like the men in the private rooms. I'd long stopped distinguishing their tastes. Only felt — "another serving."

Roman came next. I didn't see it, but I felt it — the tension in his body, his louder exhale, his cock twitching near my face. White landed on my forehead, my other eye, my nose. Semen glued my lashes, and I could no longer see — the world disappeared, leaving only smells and sensations. I felt it running — slow, ticklish, down my temples, my cheeks, to the corners of my lips, drops falling on my chest, my collarbones, my stomach, growing cool on my skin when they reached the hollow between my breasts. Heavy, thick. Not water. Not sweat. Someone else's.

I lay still. My face was wet, heavy, foreign — as if a mask of something alive but no longer alive had been put on me. It smelled male, sharp, of sweat and something chemical — remnants of gel and latex. I licked my lips — salty, tangy taste I no longer noticed but still felt. Beside me, breathing was heavy — Arkady and Roman, both, in different rhythms, equally loud. I didn't open my eyes — my lashes were stuck, and I didn't want to. Didn't want to see their faces, their satisfied smirks, their limp cocks. Only felt the semen drying on my skin, tightening it like glue mask — first sticky, then tight, then beginning to itch.

Arkady leaned over. I felt his cock — soft, wet — touch my cheek, trace my cheekbone, gathering the remains. He wiped his cock on my skin — slow, thorough, like wiping hands on a napkin. I felt the head slide over my cheek, my temple, my nose, leaving a last wet trail — a mix of semen, sweat, gel. Then he pulled back, and I heard him zip up.

"Welcome to our club," he said. "To our inner circle."

His voice was calm, matter-of-fact, as if he'd just signed a contract. Not like after sex — like after a meeting.

"There's the bathroom door over there. Go clean up. Your stage set is soon."

I didn't answer. I lay there, feeling semen run down my face, into my ears, my hair, the corners of my lips, slowly, heavily crawling down my neck to my collarbones, drops falling on my chest, my stomach. I felt every trail, every point where it touched my skin. Then I slowly stood. My legs trembled, between my legs still pulsed from the double penetration, moisture mixed with gel residue leaking with each movement. My stockings were torn at the knees, heels clicking on the floor — I hadn't noticed when I'd taken them off. I was completely naked — only torn stockings and heels. I grabbed my bag — didn't even remember where it was — and walked to the door Arkady had pointed to. Heels clicked, stockings rustled, semen dripped from my chin onto the floor, leaving white spots on the dark carpet. I didn't look back.

The bathroom was small, tiled, with dim light. It smelled of bleach and cheap soap. I locked the door, leaned against the wall. Looked at myself in the mirror — my face coated in white, mascara smeared, eyes red. I was a stranger. Unrecognizable. I turned on the tap, cupped water in my hands, began to wash. The semen came off slowly, sticky, leaving a greasy trace on my skin. I rubbed my face until it was clean, red. Then patted dry with a towel, found a comb, fixed my hair. In the mirror, I was no longer the girl who'd come here an hour ago. Another. Tired, but calm. I exhaled.

I took off the torn stockings, tossed them in the bin. Took new ones from my bag — white, fishnet. Pulled them on carefully, smoothed the bands on my thighs. Then lace panties — black, delicate, nearly transparent. Bra too — lace, with deep cleavage to make my breasts look fuller. All bought with money earned right here. The heels were the same — I wiped them with a tissue, they gleamed. Over it all, a short peignoir — pale pink, silk, left unbuttoned. I looked at myself in the mirror: ready. Breasts beneath lace, stockings glistening, heels sparkling. The peignoir hid almost nothing. I grabbed my bag and left the bathroom.

The hallway was empty. Only music already playing in the main room — slow, languid, with bass. I walked to the stage, stood backstage. Sergey was there, smoking, looking at his phone. He looked up, saw me. I saw nothing in his eyes — no surprise, no pity. Only weariness. And suddenly I understood. Understood why he hadn't wanted Nadya to dance here. Because he knew. Knew what she would have to go through. This ritual. These two. The humiliation you accept as a given because money matters more than shame. He didn't want that for her. But I had come here myself.

"Your set's in five minutes," Sergey said, turning away.

I nodded. I stood at the edge of the stage, behind the heavy velvet curtain. I breathed in, breathed out. I closed my eyes and waited.
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Chapter 4. Masquerade
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Three months had passed. Three months of Fridays and Saturdays, night shifts, private dances, blowjobs for ten thousand, semen on my face, and money in my bag. I was used to it. To everything.

The ballet image — tutu, bodice, ballet slippers — had grown tiresome not just for me. A couple of weeks after my first performance, Arkady called me into his office. Not to undress — to talk. He sat behind his desk, twirling a pen in his hand, looking tired.

"Maria, drop the ballet act," he said. "The guys are bored with that image. Dance like everyone else. They want meat."

I didn't argue. They knew better. Besides, I didn't want to wash the tutu — it took a full day to dry, the tulle lost its shape, became scratchy, and after washing I had to fluff it up by hand so it wouldn't clump. The bodice kept slipping off my shoulders, the ballet slippers rubbed blisters on my feet until they bled. I nodded and went to change.

Now my set looked like this: white fishnet stockings to mid-thigh, white lace panties, a matching white lace bra with a deep plunge, and a short white peignoir of transparent silk. White stilettos with thin leather straps. I walked out to slow music, the peignoir billowing, the stockings gleaming. I began to dance — smooth, fluid, the way I'd learned in ballet school, but without arabesques or pirouettes. Only hips, only arms, only eyes on the room.

I took off the peignoir — slowly, to the music, draping it over my shoulder. Left in my bra, panties, and stockings. I spun, bent, ran my hands over my chest, my stomach, my thighs. The room watched, barely breathing. Then I unclasped my bra — one motion, straps falling from my shoulders. I held the cups with my hands, teasing the audience — now open, now close. Then I dropped my hands. The bra fell to the floor. My breasts were bare. I traced them with my fingers — my nipples already hard. Squeezed, released.

Then I took off my panties — circling my hips slowly, so every man in the room would remember. Left in only stockings and heels. Naked. I kept dancing — splits, backbends, spins. My body knew what to do.

The men liked it. I saw it in their eyes, in how they threw money on stage. They didn't need a ballerina. They needed me — naked, wet, trembling with effort. They needed the one who wasn't ashamed, who smiled even when she felt empty inside.

I didn't argue. I danced like everyone else. But better. Because I was a ballerina. And no one could take that away. Not even when I took off my panties to pop music.

I was driven around in a black Toyota to four clubs: "Winter," "Bronze Horseman," "Hermitage," "Admiralteysky." One set at each. And afterward, if a client called for a private, I went. Sometimes two privates in a row. Denis, the driver, knew the route. I slept in the back seat between clubs, still in my peignoir, not bothering to change. Coffee, cigarettes, energy drinks — my diet. My body ran on adrenaline and money.

By club rules, sex was forbidden, but oral services were overlooked. The unofficial rate for a blowjob was ten thousand. Clients offered — not often, but sometimes. I didn't hesitate: an extra ten grand never hurt. Truth be told, most guys were cheap and just jerked off watching me. And when someone did go for the blowjob, I was almost glad. The taste no longer disgusted me — it had become routine, like morning coffee you drink without thinking.

The ones who annoyed me were those who booked a private, jerked off, came into a tissue, and didn't even hint at extra services. They just sat and watched — and not a ruble extra. That was mostly what happened.

I didn't forget the administrators either. Once a week, Arkady or Roman would call me to their office for a "talk." The talk was short: I'd kneel, they'd unzip. Sometimes both at once, sometimes one at a time. I did it without emotion, like a job. Then they'd nod, and I'd go back to dancing.

Ballet academy continued as usual. Mornings — classical with Maria Ivanovna, then pas de deux, then music theory. I stood at the barre, did battements and jumps, but my mind was elsewhere. My body worked on autopilot, like a clock.

The evening electives with Alexander Sergeyevich continued. The same three of us: me, Olga, Anna. First — stretching. Then he'd close the door, and what we stayed for would begin. I watched in the mirror — my bare thighs, his hands, his cock sliding into Olga. We were no longer shy with each other. Olga liked it when he took her from behind, biting her shoulder. Anna preferred it slow, barely pulling out. He entered me everywhere — front, back, mouth. Everything was put to use.

I danced at the barre, then on his cock. What difference did it make what I stretched on? The parquet or his chest, music or his moans — it all blurred into one. My body made no distinctions. It just worked, like in the club, like at school.

After class, we left in silence. No one discussed it, complained, or laughed. Olga would sometimes flash a strange smile — it could mean anything. Anna simply disappeared. Each had her own life, her own way of not going crazy. I didn't share with anyone. Not even Nadya, my best friend. I told her I was tired from rehearsals. She nodded. And believed.

Alexander Sergeyevich never asked questions. He corrected my posture, touched my hips, entered, came. To him, we were students. To me, he was part of the schedule, like the barre or the pole.

Everything blended. Ballet and stripping, pointe shoes and stilettos, semen on my face and rosin on my fingers. I stopped separating them. I lived day by day. Money, dance, sex, school. Everything at once. And I thought it was normal.

I earned well. I rented an apartment — not a rundown place on the outskirts, but a modern studio in the center. Near the metro, ten minutes to school, fifteen by taxi to the club. A jacuzzi bathtub, a large bed, panoramic windows. I looked out at the night city and thought: not bad for a girl who three months ago was afraid to take off her panties on stage.

I sent money to my mother every month. I told her it was a scholarship and a side job as a waitress. She believed. My father recovered and went back to light work. I was glad. But I kept helping — sending money as before, not reducing the amount. I liked that I could support them.

Nadya sometimes came over. We drank tea, chatted about school. She didn't ask about the club, I didn't tell. Once she asked: "Do you regret it?" I answered: "Regret what?" She didn't elaborate. Neither did I.

Life went on. I danced on stage, studied at the barre, sucked cock for money in private rooms. Sometimes it felt like a dream — too bright, too dirty, too real. But in the morning I woke up in my bright studio on the twenty-fourth floor, stared at the white ceiling, listened to the city hum outside the window, and understood: no, not a dream. This was reality. My reality.

I didn't complain. I didn't replay the "what ifs." I just got up, showered, drank coffee, and went to the academy. Or to the club. Or to the store for new stockings. Everything blurred into one long, endless ribbon of days where ballet slippers sat next to stilettos, and the taste of semen no longer seemed stranger than morning coffee.

And I accepted it. Without shame, without regret. Only body, only dance, only money. And somewhere deep, in the farthest corner I rarely opened, sat a little girl in pink ballet slippers. She looked at me with serious eyes and said nothing. She was just waiting...

***
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After another dance at "Winter," Arkady called me in. I walked into his office without bothering to put on my peignoir — stood before him in white lace panties, white lace bra, white fishnet stockings to mid-thigh, and white stilettos.

Arkady sat behind his desk, twirling a pen, looking tired. Papers scattered, an ashtray, a cup of cold coffee. The smell of tobacco and his cologne hung in the air.

"Sit down, Maria," he said.

I sat on the chair across from him, crossing my legs. The stockings gleamed in the lamplight. He looked at my thighs, then into my eyes.

"There's an interesting offer," he began. "Once a month. An elite swingers' club. You and two other girls from our crew. It's not just dancing. You'll need to provide intimate services too."

I stiffened.

"I'm not a prostitute," I said, sharper than I intended.

"Don't get worked up," he raised a hand. "Three hundred thousand. Decent people. No scumbags. No surprises — no one will hurt you, hit you, or make it painful. Just a game. A performance for the rich."

Three hundred thousand. I did the math quickly. Rent, my mother, living expenses — I'd still have nearly two hundred left. For one night. A few hours. I made that much in the club in a month, if I was lucky. And here — one night.

I was silent, feeling everything inside me tighten. "Three hundred thousand" circled in my head, drowning out the fear. Then I said:

"Fine. When?"

"Next Saturday. I'll send the address, someone will meet you." He paused, played with the pen, set it aside. "But since you're already here..."

He leaned back in his chair, unzipped his fly. He pulled out his cock — still soft, resting on his thigh, limp, lifeless as a tired snake. I looked at it without surprise, without disgust, without fear. I'd done this before. More than once. Not just with him. Not just in this office.

Arkady waited. He didn't rush. He knew I wouldn't leave.

I took the gum out of my mouth — minty, a flat strip I'd been chewing to mask the smell of tobacco. I stuck it to the edge of the desk, away from the papers, so it wouldn't get on my fingers. I knelt before him. The carpet was rough, synthetic, but I was used to any floor.

He didn't say a word. Just put his hand on the back of my head. He didn't press, just rested it there. I leaned in. I took his cock in my mouth. It was warm, slightly salty to the taste, smelling of soap and something sweet. I traced the head with my tongue, sucked, then took him deeper. His cock began to harden in my mouth, to fill, to rise. I felt it growing, the veins pulsing under my tongue.

I sucked, ran my tongue along the shaft, pursed my lips to create suction. Saliva ran down my chin, mixing with the clear drops already beading at the tip. He kept his hand on my head — not pressing, just resting, warm and heavy, his fingers tightening slightly when I went particularly deep.

I looked up at him — his eyes closed, head tipped back against the chair, mouth slightly open. He moaned — soft, habitual, without emotion. Like at rehearsal. Like at work. His cock grew hard, wet with my saliva, the head swelling, darkening, hot and slick.

I sped up, took him almost to my throat — relaxed my throat as Alexander Sergeyevich had taught me, and felt the head slide deeper, into my throat. I breathed through my nose, swallowed my saliva, didn't stop.

He came — hot, thick, without warning. Semen hit my palate, then my tongue, then my throat. I swallowed without pulling out, feeling another load fill my mouth, spread over my tongue, pool under it, mix with saliva. I swallowed again. And again. I kept sucking, moving my tongue over the head until his cock softened, quieted, until the last drops came — no longer in spurts, but a thin trickle.

Then I licked the head clean — slow, thorough, gathering the last traces — and released his cock from my mouth. I wiped my lips with the back of my hand, swallowed one last time. The taste of semen lingered in my mouth — bitter, salty, with a metallic edge. I didn't grimace.

I got up from my knees. My legs were stiff, my knees red from the rough carpet. I took the gum from the desk and put it back in my mouth. The mint overpowered his semen. I chewed, looking down at him.

"Good gum," he said, smirking, and zipped up.

I didn't answer.

"Saturday, wait for the address," Arkady said. "I'll text you. Dress code — same as your stage outfit. The rest will be provided on site."

I nodded and left the office. In the hallway, Denis was already waiting, leaning against the wall, scrolling through his phone.

"Next club?" he asked, not even looking at me.

"Yeah," I said. "Let's go."

We stepped outside. The night city blazed with lights. I sat in the back seat of the Toyota, leaned back against the headrest. The mint taste lingered in my mouth. Three hundred thousand. One night. I closed my eyes and smiled — I wasn't sure at what.

***
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I arrived at the address at ten in the evening, as instructed. The building was an old industrial structure — brick, tall windows, wrought-iron gates. An industrial zone, nondescript, like so many on the outskirts. No sign. Only the number from the text.

Two guards at the door. In black suits, expressionless. I gave them the number from the text. One checked it on a tablet, then asked for my passport. I handed it over. He flipped through, compared the photo, returned it.

"Come in," he said, nodding toward the door.

The second guard walked silently ahead, leading the way. We climbed a wide staircase with wrought-iron railings, walked down a corridor with high ceilings. It smelled of old wood, wax, and something sweet — perfume, perhaps, or expensive candles.

At the entrance to the room, the guard gestured for me to stop. I froze. He took out a portable scanner, ran it silently over my body — front, sides, legs. Then he asked for my phone. I handed it over. He placed it in a small compartment by the door and locked it.

"Weapons, recording devices, cameras are prohibited," he said flatly. "You'll get your phone back when you leave."

I nodded. He opened the door and let me inside.

The room was large, softly lit, with floor-to-ceiling mirrors. Along the walls — leather sofas, hangers with robes, tables with cosmetics. The air smelled of powder and hairspray.

On the sofas sat girls. Many. I counted about ten. All in ordinary clothes — dresses, jeans, skirts. But their beauty was immediately striking. Expensive, polished, like magazine covers. No phones — all surrendered at the entrance, like mine. Some were applying lipstick, some staring at the wall, some quietly chatting.

I recognized two from our club.

Zhanna sat in the corner of the sofa, legs tucked under her. Small, almost tiny — a head shorter than me. Light curly hair to her shoulders, blue eyes, a doll-like face. She wore a short white dress that emphasized her fragility. I remembered her from shifts — she danced recently, was shy, but the men loved exactly that innocence about her.

Next to her sat Angela. Tall, slender, with long legs. Dark hair pulled back in a careless bun, stray strands escaping. Sharp cheekbones, brown eyes with a hint of mischief. She wore black trousers and a simple white blouse, but even in that, she looked like a model. She'd been working at the club for a long time, and I respected her — she wasn't nervous, wasn't scared, just did her job.

The other girls were different — tall and short, thin and curvy, blondes, brunettes, redheads. All beautiful. All tense, but trying not to show it. The air was charged with anticipation.

I sat on the sofa next to Zhanna and Angela.

"You too?" Zhanna asked quietly.

"Yeah," I answered. "First time."

"Me too," she clasped her hands on her knees.

"Don't be scared," Angela said, blowing smoke at the ceiling. "I've been here a few times. It's not really a brothel. It's an elegant club for the rich. Everything is refined, like a performance. It's not just fucking — it's a spectacle. No violence, just play and beauty."

She leaned back, adjusting a stray strand of hair.

"Everything is thought out here: the lighting, the music, the costumes. The rooms are designed like movie sets — one in Great Gatsby style, another an Eastern palace, a third a Gothic castle. The guests don't just come to have sex — they want a show. They want to feel like actors."

"And protection?" I asked quietly.

"Sex is only with condoms," Angela replied. "Oral — without. Those are the rules."

Zhanna listened, her mouth slightly open.

"What do we do?" she asked.

"We play in their spectacle," Angela smirked, blowing smoke at the ceiling. "Mostly group stuff. Some participate, some just watch. But we'll have to work — that's for sure. You know what we're paid for."

She paused, raising an eyebrow.

"The spectacles vary. The Gothic room — masks, candles, fake chains. The Eastern one — cushions, hookahs, dim light. Each has its own script, its own roles. The guests choose which game they want to play. And we in those games — we're not just decor. We're actresses."

Angela took a drag, blew smoke to the side.

"So relax and enjoy yourselves. I always enjoy myself here, and knowing the sum I'll get makes it even better."

I listened and felt everything inside me tighten. It was exactly as she said. We weren't here of our own free will — we were here for money. And there was no backing out now.

The door opened, and a tall woman entered. She wore a white Greek tunic that flowed with every movement, a white mask covering her eyes, and a gold crown on her head. A guard stood behind her with an armload of cardboard boxes.

"Call me the Queen of the Ball," she said calmly but authoritatively. "I'm the administrator and director of the proceedings."

She nodded to the guard, who placed the boxes on the table.

"Each box has your number, the one you received by text. Inside is an outfit chosen specifically for you. They're all the same, but sized individually."

I found my box with the number, opened it. Inside lay white high-heeled sandals with thin straps, a white floor-length tunic — completely transparent, like gossamer — an anal plug, and a tube of gel. Nothing else.

"Shower," the Queen continued. "Wash yourselves thoroughly — every opening. The anal plug and gel — I recommend preparing your backsides. Then wait until I call you."

She turned and left. The guard followed, pulling the door shut behind him.

We exchanged glances. The girls began undressing, taking off their regular clothes, hanging them on hangers. I followed suit. Within five minutes, everyone was naked.

I saw — the nudity was beautiful. Not vulgar, not cheap, but real, alive. Each had her own body, her own curves, her own history.

One, a tall brunette with long legs and small breasts, stood at the mirror fixing her hair. Another, with full hips and dark skin, applied lotion to her shoulders. A redhead with freckles on her back had already stepped under the water. Each had a different beauty — not glossy, but alive. And somehow that was comforting. I wasn't the prettiest, not the thinnest, not the youngest. But I was among my own.

The shower was huge, with a dozen nozzles protruding from the walls and ceiling. Warm water poured down, steam rising. We all stepped in together — ten naked girls under the spray. I took the shower gel, lathered myself. Zhanna was next to me, her doll-like body trembling under the water. Angela stood a little apart, soaping her long legs.

The gel smelled of apple, the foam gliding over skin. I looked at myself in the mirror — wet, hair loose, water droplets on my chest. And I thought: we're all the same here. Naked, without clothes, without masks. Only bodies. And each is beautiful in its own way.

After the shower, we dried off with large white towels. Angela picked up her plug — silicone, smooth, conical — and the tube of gel. Zhanna and I moved closer.

I examined the plug in her hands. White silicone, smooth as cool silk. At its base was a stopper styled like crystal or a large diamond — faceted, transparent, it glowed dully in the lamplight, shimmering with bluish and pink sparks. It looked expensive, almost jewel-like, but the purpose of this beauty made me clench inside.

"First, gel on the plug," Angela explained, squeezing out the clear lubricant. "Then carefully, slowly, insert it. If you tense up, it will be unpleasant. Relax, exhale."

She crouched, spread her buttocks, and slowly inserted the plug into her anus. The faceted stopper remained outside, catching the light like a gem. Zhanna stared, mouth open.

"Like this. Hold it for a moment to get used to it. The plugs stay in — they're part of the outfit now. So get used to them right away."

I repeated after her. I took my plug — the same white one, with an icy crystal stopper at the end. The gel was cold, but the plug went in easily. The faceted stopper touched my skin, and for a second I imagined what it looked like from the outside: a transparent jewel protruding between my buttocks, like a ridiculous diamond tail. I stood for a moment, feeling a slight fullness, and realized this feeling would stay with me for a long time. Zhanna managed too — she only squeaked but left the plug inside. Her diamond stopper glinted as she straightened up.

"Well then," Angela said, straightening and smoothing her hair. "Nothing scary. Now let's get dressed."

She straightened, the plug staying in place, and began pulling the transparent tunic over herself. The white fabric, thin as gossamer, slid over her shoulders, fell to the floor, hiding almost nothing. Her breasts, hips, even the dark triangle at her groin were visible through it. I followed her example. The tunic settled on my body almost weightlessly, tickling my skin, while inside, between my legs, the plug reminded me of itself with every movement. The sandals with thin straps I fastened on my feet — stilettos, just as I liked, straps winding around my ankles.

I looked at myself in the mirror. A transparent tunic to the floor, white stilettos. And nothing else. My breasts and everything else were visible through the thin fabric, and inside — the plug, slightly pressing, reminding me that I was no longer just a girl, but part of this performance. Zhanna stood nearby, her doll-like body visible beneath the gossamer. Angela adjusted her sandals.

"The main thing — don't slouch," Angela said. "And smile. Even if you're trembling inside. You'll get used to the plug in a couple of minutes."

She walked over to Zhanna, adjusted her tunic on her shoulder, tightened her sandal straps. Zhanna still had her lips pressed together, but she was no longer trembling.

Then the bustle began. Someone turned on hair dryers — warm air humming, dispersing steam. The girls lined up at the mirrors, drying their hair, brushing, applying hairspray. The air filled with the scent of aerosol, hairspray, and something sweet — mousse or foam.

I took a comb, ran it through my wet hair. It was long, dark blonde, with slightly wavy ends. Zhanna stood nearby, trying to style her curls into neat ringlets. It wasn't working very well, but she tried.

Angela was already done — her short cut barely needed styling, she just tousled her hair with her fingers and sprayed it with hairspray. Then she turned to us.

I glanced in the mirror. My hair gleamed, smelled of apple shampoo and hairspray. The transparent tunic flowed around my body. I smiled at my reflection. I looked almost natural — not like on stage, but like on a date. But this date would be strange.

"Ready?" the Queen asked, appearing in the doorway. Her white tunic and white mask glowed in the dim light.

We nodded. Zhanna took my hand.

"Stay close to me," I said.

She squeezed my fingers.

"I'm close."

The Queen turned and walked out. We followed. The heels of our sandals clicked on the tile, the transparent tunics rustled with each step, and the plug inside reminded me of itself — softly but insistently. I tried not to think about it, but my body felt it.

We climbed the stairs to the second floor. The corridor was dim, lit only by wall sconces. It smelled of expensive wood and something sweet — incense, perhaps.

A large double door of dark wood opened before us. We entered.
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The hall was enormous, rising into the semidarkness. Around it, one after another, large arches receded into the shadows — leading to other rooms, smaller but just as high, just as ancient in appearance. Along the walls burned torches: live flames flickered, casting shadows, making the walls tremble. Only on closer inspection did I notice — the flames were fake. Light bulbs, artfully hidden in the cups, emitted a steady, slightly pulsating glow, simulating fire. Everywhere — candles, dozens, hundreds of candles: in tall candlesticks, in chandeliers, simply on the floor in heavy glass vases. Also not real — I stepped closer and saw tiny bulbs inside the wax casings, flickering, creating the illusion of living flame. But the air didn't grow colder — it was warm, smelling of wax, old stone, and something sweet, incense or expensive perfume. The hosts had clearly gone to great lengths to create a complete illusion of antiquity.

The Queen walked ahead, her white tunic flowing behind her like smoke, the gold crown on her head gleaming in the candlelight. The white mask over her eyes made her face look like an antique mask — faceless, beautiful, alien. She stopped in the center of the hall, swept her gaze over us, and began placing us.

"You — here. You — on that one. You — over there."

She pointed to pedestals — round, like sections of ancient columns, of dark marble, just under a meter high. Some pedestals were occupied, others empty — the Queen arranged us among the free ones.

On the occupied ones already stood men. I counted half a dozen. Young, in their prime — lean, with smooth skin, with defined muscles that rolled beneath the skin as they shifted their poses. They wore the same transparent white tunics as we did, floor-length, but beneath them their bodies were visible — flat stomachs with abs, narrow hips, dark triangles at the groin. They didn't have plugs — I noticed that immediately. Their tunics simply flowed over their bodies, hiding nothing.

One of the dancers stood out even among the others — a black man, huge, with powerful shoulders and a broad chest. Beneath the transparent tunic, an impressive cock was visible, even in its resting state. I lingered on him for a second.

Also dancers, I realized. But they don't get plugs — there are women among the guests, and these guys are clearly for them.

The Queen led me to a free pedestal. I climbed onto it — the marble was cold, smooth. She looked up at me, tilting her head slightly, assessing my pose.

"Head higher," she said. "Shoulders back. Straighten your tunic so the folds fall evenly."

I obeyed. I lifted my chin, squared my shoulders, adjusted the edge of the transparent fabric.

"Good," the Queen said. "You are a statue. You are art."

I nodded.

Nearby I saw Zhanna. She stood on her pedestal, eyes downcast, and I noticed her fingers trembling as they gripped the edge of her tunic. A stripper, and she was embarrassed — like the first time. Or maybe it wasn't the nudity, but the fact that we were being scrutinized.

The audience — nearly a hundred. Men and women — you could tell by their figures, even under the dense white tunics. All wore white masks over their eyes, hoods pulled low, almost hiding their faces. They moved between the pedestals, stopping, examining, whispering. White figures in the semidarkness looked like ghosts. I couldn't see their faces — only mouths, sometimes smiling, sometimes pursed. Anonymity made their stares strange. A strange feeling — being examined while you can't see who's looking.

Between them glided waitresses — also masked, but without hoods, in very short tight white tunics, barely covering their buttocks. They carried trays with glasses and small plates, gliding silently between pedestals, sometimes stopping for a guest to take a drink. Their faces were hidden by masks, but their legs were bare — slender, in low-heeled sandals for easier movement.

In the center of the hall stood a white piano. Behind it sat a pianist, also masked, the only one here in a white concert suit — formal, with gleaming lapels. His fingers glided over the keys, and the music flowed quiet, melodic, almost weightless — something classical, but in a light jazz arrangement. It didn't drown out the guests' whispers, only enveloped them, making everything feel like a dream.

The setting suddenly reminded me of one of my favorite films — Eyes Wide Shut with Tom Cruise and Nicole Kidman. There too were masks, dim light, rich people in strange costumes, rituals that were both frightening and intriguing. Only then I watched from the outside, and now I stood in the middle of a similar performance — naked, with a plug inside.

I stood for about half an hour. My legs grew stiff, the high-heeled sandals digging into my feet, but I tried not to move — I was a statue, after all. Only when two men in white tunics approached and silently offered their hands, helping me down, did I exhale with relief.

They took my hands — carefully, almost weightlessly — and led me through the central hall. We moved between the pedestals. Half of them were already empty — the girls had disappeared, only the dark marble remained, a reminder that moments ago they had stood there like living statues. The rest remained frozen in their poses, watching us pass. We walked past the flickering candles and torches with their fake yet convincing flames, casting shadows on the tall walls. At the end of the hall, beneath one of the arches, I saw a passage to the side rooms and involuntarily slowed, peering into the open doorways. From there came muffled sounds — moans, whispers, rhythmic slaps, laughter.

In one room, lit with a soft reddish glow, I saw three dancers from our crew. The same ones we'd showered with and inserted plugs alongside, whose naked bodies I'd glimpsed in the dressing room. Now they knelt on the floor around a circular table draped in dark fabric. All three were completely naked — tunics off, faces bare, no masks, no protection, only bodies that knew what to do.

I recognized the tall brunette with long legs and small breasts — she sat with her back straight, focused, licking the head of a cock, circling it with her tongue as if licking an ice cream cone. The girl with full hips and dark skin — she leaned forward, massaging the shaft with her tongue, running it from base to tip, pursing her lips to create suction, and the man beneath her flinched each time she released. And the redhead with freckles on her back — she was bent lowest of all, licking his balls, carefully rolling them in her mouth, sometimes pausing with closed eyes, as if listening to herself.

On the table, on a soft surface, lay a man — on his back, arms spread wide, like a crucifixion. His white tunic was open, his mask covering his eyes, his hood pushed back, revealing pale skin with sparse gray hairs. Beneath the mask I could see gray hair — thick, neatly combed back, clearly well-groomed. The fingers of his outstretched hands moved — picking at the edge of the sheet, clenching the fabric, releasing, clenching again. He didn't rush the girls, didn't command, didn't direct. He just lay there and received.

Three girls bent over his cock, their heads nearly touching, forming a living flower with three petals. The cock was half-erect, but they worked it skillfully, without haste — licking, taking it in their mouths, massaging with their tongues, breathing on it. One took the head in her mouth and sucked, rhythmically hollowing her cheeks, her head moving up and down like a pendulum. The second traced her tongue along the shaft, gathering clear drops of precum, every few seconds looking up at the man's face. The third caressed his balls, gently rolling them in her mouth, sucking and releasing, touching the thin skin with her tongue.

They did it slowly, in harmony, like a well-rehearsed dance where each knew her part and didn't miss a beat. Their movements were slow, almost meditative — some ancient ritual, an act of worship, with no room for haste or vulgarity. Only rhythm, only breath, only warmth.

The man moaned softly, holding back — the sounds escaping his throat muffled, as if he was afraid to break the spell. He seemed to be trying not to come too quickly, savoring every second, every shift in rhythm, every new caress. His fingers no longer just picked at the sheet — they gripped it, knuckles white.

One of the girls — the redhead with freckles — looked up and met my eyes directly. For a second our gazes locked — and I saw emptiness in her eyes. Not exhaustion, not pain, not pleasure. A calm, deep, professional emptiness. She wasn't doing this because she wanted to. Not because she enjoyed it. But because she had to. Because she was being paid.

I watched her, knowing that the same awaited me. The same knees on the floor, the same cock in my mouth, the same eyes — empty but attentive. The same work.

In another room, a little further, a whole crowd of guests in white hoods had gathered. They stood in a tight circle around a table, but through the gaps between their bodies I could still see what was happening in the center. Inside the circle, on a dark soft surface, Zhanna knelt on all fours — my club colleague, the same doll-like blonde who had trembled in the shower just an hour ago. Now she wasn't trembling. Her disheveled light hair stuck to her cheeks, her mouth slightly open. Her body shook with rhythmic thrusts from behind. And fucking her was the dark-skinned dancer I'd noticed in the central hall — tall, with perfect muscles gleaming under the dim light. He held Zhanna's hips and entered her from behind, deep and steady — right where the plug had been not long ago.

I was pulled further. We entered the room designated for me — as open as the others, without doors or curtains. Guests could freely come and go, watching the proceedings from any angle.

The room was slightly smaller than the central one, but equally tall, with a ceiling disappearing into semidarkness. Along the walls burned the same fake torches, their living, unreal flames making shadows dance on the dark stones. In the corners — tall candelabras with dozens of tiny electric candles, each casting a soft, slightly pulsating glow. The air was warm, saturated with the scents of wax, expensive perfume, and something else — faintly perceptible but familiar. Arousal.

About a dozen spectators had already gathered in the room — or participants, I didn't know what to call them. Men and women in white masks and hooded tunics, they stood in a semicircle around the table, not approaching, just waiting. Some held glasses, others had empty hands clasped at their chests. I felt their gazes through the white masks — invisible but heavy, impatient. Someone whispered, someone silently examined me from head to toe, appraising.

In the center of the room stood a round table, soft, draped in dark burgundy fabric, almost black in the dim light. It was low, knee-high, resembling a huge feather bed covered in velvet. The edges of the table were slightly raised, and in several places dark damp spots marked the fabric — traces of what had happened here before me. I looked away.

From the shadows, the Queen stepped forward. I hadn't noticed where she'd come from — she seemed to materialize from the air. Her white tunic flowed with each movement, the white mask over her eyes making her face an antique statue.

"Take off your sandals," she said calmly. "And remove your tunic."

I obeyed. First I slipped off the sandals — my feet sinking into the soft upholstery. Then I raised my arms and pulled the tunic over my head. The fabric slid over my skin, falling at my feet. I was completely naked now, only the white silicone plug inside, its faceted crystal stopper reminding me of itself with every movement.

Around me, they stood in a semicircle, not approaching, just watching. I felt their gazes on my breasts, my hips, the place between my legs where nothing was hidden. My skin burned under those invisible rays, goosebumps running from my neck to my heels. I'd never thought anyone could look at me like that — not as a woman, not even as a body, but as an object of art or an instrument of pleasure. And it felt strange — humiliating and somehow pleasant at the same time, to be the center of attention.

The Queen circled me, assessing. I thought I'd be led onto the table, like Zhanna, but the Queen pointed to the floor:

"Sit."

I knelt on the soft cushion already lying on the floor — velvet, dark, slightly indented. Someone had sat here before me. The velvet was cool under my knees, but I quickly warmed it with my body heat. She nodded to someone behind me.

From the semidarkness stepped the two who had just helped me down from the pedestal. They came close, silently parting their white tunics at the shoulders — the fabric fell to the floor, baring their bodies. Half-hard cocks appeared right in front of my face — within a breath's distance. I caught their scent: clean soap, a hint of musk, a little sweat from arousal. Warm, living scent, making my head spin. I caught my breath for a second, then pulled myself together.

I looked up — masks hid their faces, but I felt their breath, warm, slightly quickened, touching my cheeks and forehead. The tips of their cocks were wet, I could see clear droplets gleaming in the candlelight like tiny diamonds.

I understood what was required of me. A strange calm spread through my body. No embarrassment, no fear — only emptiness in my head and clarity in my body. I felt as if I were watching myself from outside. As if it weren't me kneeling before two masked men, but someone else — professional, faceless, polished. Lips, tongue, hands. Nothing personal. A doll wound up and posed.

I took the nearest cock in my mouth. It was warm, slightly salty, with a faint bitterness of precum — a familiar taste I'd stopped noticing a month ago. I ran my tongue over the head, feeling the smooth, velvety skin, licked it, took it deeper. With my other hand I gripped the other cock, massaging, preparing, feeling it harden and pulse in my palm. My palm warmed, the cock grew hard, hot. They stood still, letting me do it all myself. I heard their breathing — calm, with slight catches when I went especially deep or squeezed hard with my lips. Those catches were the only reward, the only confirmation I was doing it right.

After a minute, a third man joined us — I didn't see where he came from. I just felt another body nearby, another cock at my temple, its warmth and scent. The third smelled different — expensive cologne and something sharp, peppery. Now three surrounded me. Their tunics fell to the floor, they stood naked, only masks on their faces. I moved from one to the next, taking turns in my mouth, licking, massaging, letting none cool. My hands worked without pause — one gripped a cock, the other massaged balls, my mouth worked on the third. Then I switched. The rhythm was practiced, like a dance I'd rehearsed a thousand times.

They moaned softly. Someone put a hand on the back of my head, not pressing, just resting, his fingers playing with my hair, sometimes tightening when I went especially deep. Someone stroked my cheek, thumb tracing my cheekbone while his cock was in my mouth. The touches were almost gentle — not like what I was used to in private rooms. Almost intimate. But I didn't let myself relax. I just did my job. Automatically. Detachedly.

I wasn't embarrassed. At all. A few months in the club, dozens of privates, blowjobs for money, clients' fingers on my head — my body was used to everything. It no longer knew shame, only fatigue. I did it like I was at the barre — polished, emotionless. Mouth opens, tongue works, lips tighten. Deep, exhale through the nose, don't choke. Massage the balls, don't forget the second cock in hand. Change rhythm. Look up. Smile?

But somewhere deep, at the very bottom of my consciousness, a tiny spark of arousal flickered. I didn't want it — but it was there. I felt moisture between my legs, slickness on my inner thighs, my panties soaked through. My body responded to what was happening, whether I wanted it or not. It infuriated me. But I'd learned to ignore it.

And through the masks I saw only eyes — the men in my mouth, the guests watching from the semidarkness. Strangers' eyes. Some impatient, some curious, some commanding. But all said the same thing: I was needed. I was an instrument. A thing that brought pleasure. And I did it. Without emotion, but well.

Because it was my job.

The semicircle of guests watched in silence. Someone had opened their tunic and was stroking themselves beneath it — I heard soft, wet sounds. Someone just watched, motionless, holding their breath. I didn't pay them attention. There were only lips, tongue, hands — and three men who needed to come. Saliva ran down my chin, mixing with their moisture, dripping onto my chest, onto the velvet cushion beneath my knees. My jaw began to ache from the strain, but I didn't stop.

Time lost meaning. I no longer knew how long it had been — five minutes or half an hour. My knees were numb from the hard velvet cushion, my neck stiff from constant bending, but I kept going. Rhythmically, mechanically, barely thinking.

Soon they began to approach the finish. I could feel it in their quickening breath, in how their cocks grew harder and began to pulse in my mouth and hands. Someone moaned softly, someone tightened their grip on my hair. I sped up, swallowing deeper, working my tongue more actively, massaging their balls — everything these months had taught me.

The first came unexpectedly — suddenly, without warning. A hot stream hit my cheek, then my lips, my chin. The semen was thick, warm, with that characteristic smell I'd long stopped noticing. I didn't flinch or pull away — only froze for a second, then kept licking his cock with my tongue, gathering the remnants, cleaning the head until it went soft.

The second, the one on the right, came next — straight onto my closed eyelid and forehead. I felt the hot white liquid spread across my skin, flood my brow, run toward the bridge of my nose. One drop hit the corner of my eye and stung. I didn't wipe it — only blinked a few times, smearing the semen over my lashes. The third held out longest. He took himself in hand and stroked, looking down at me while I licked the head of his cock, running my tongue along the slit, gathering the clear drops. He came on the top of my head, in my hair. Semen ran down the roots, sticky and heavy, mixing with hairspray, trickling down the back of my head to my neck and behind my ears.

I knelt, naked, with the plug inside, with three loads of someone else's semen on my face and hair. Saliva and lubricant gleamed on my chin, dripping onto my chest. One of the men had come so much that his semen covered my whole cheek, running into the corner of my mouth — I didn't swallow, only ran my tongue over my lips, gathering what had landed on them.

The semicircle of guests watched in silence. I didn't hear whispers or sighs — only silence. Or maybe it was ringing in my ears from the strain. And inside, somewhere deep in my lower belly, a faint wave still pulsed — that brief orgasm that sometimes came to me from a blowjob. Not bright, not convulsive, almost imperceptible — my muscles clenched a couple of times, and it released. I didn't even sigh. No one noticed. Even I barely noticed.

One of the men, the first to come, leaned down and wiped his cock on my shoulder — a wet, sliding motion, leaving a last sticky trail. Then all three, without a word, pulled on their tunics and dissolved into the semidarkness, stepping into the shadows behind the torches. Their footsteps faded after a few seconds.

I remained alone on my knees in the center of the room. My face burned, my hair was matted with semen, my chin and neck were wet. The semicircle of guests still watched me — through masks, through semidarkness.

I thought that was it. But I was wrong.

From the semicircle, two female figures in white tunics and hoods separated. They approached me — one bent to my face, the other knelt beside me.

I froze. My heart skipped. I didn't know what to expect, but my body didn't tense — it waited in strange anticipation mixed with curiosity.

Then the first one ran her tongue along my cheek — slowly, from bottom to top, from chin to temple. I shuddered all over. Her tongue was rough, insistent, slightly wet — like a large cat cleaning her kitten. The feeling was unlike anything else: not a kiss, not a caress, but something more ancient, more intimate. As if I were being washed — not with water, but with a living, warm, breathing instrument.

The second set to work on my neck. Her tongue slid over my collarbones, into the soft hollow at the base of my throat, licking the drops that had run down behind my ears, moving to my shoulders. I felt goosebumps run down my spine — from my tailbone to my scalp, the hairs on my arms standing on end. My breathing quickened, became shallow, uneven. I closed my eyes, cutting myself off from the candlelight and the dancing shadows on the walls. Only sensations remained — wet, warm, slightly rough.

They licked the semen from my face, lips, eyelids, neck, collarbones, chest. Their tongues worked slowly, methodically, with a frightening focus — like scientists cleaning a thin layer from an ancient fresco. One of them ran her tongue over my lips — I felt the rough surface slide over the delicate skin, and involuntarily parted my mouth. Her tongue slipped inside for a second, touched mine, and I tasted it — salty, with a hint of semen and something floral, sweet. A strange, unfamiliar mixture that made my head spin and my throat go dry.

One of them took my nipple in her mouth — not sucking, but licking, gathering the drops that had fallen on my chest. Her tongue circled my nipple — slowly, in a spiral, now nearing the center, now drawing away. My nipples hardened instantly — engorged, sharp, almost painfully sensitive. Each movement of her tongue echoed in a short, sharp flash somewhere in my lower belly, in that place that was already wet. I felt moisture again between my legs, my panties (if I'd been wearing them) soaked through.

All this time, my body lived its own life. I didn't control it. It clenched, pulsed, broke out in goosebumps, arched toward their tongues like grass toward the sun. Several times, I was hit by short, almost imperceptible waves — tiny orgasms that came and went like ripples on water from a thrown stone. I didn't moan, didn't arch dramatically — only exhaled softly, feeling the muscles in my lower belly clench a few times and release.

When everything had been gathered from my face, neck, and chest, they pulled back — in sync, as if on command. Their tongues withdrew, the warmth disappeared, and I felt the cold — the air in the room was cool on my damp skin. I opened my eyes.

The women looked at me through their masks — I couldn't see their eyes, only dark hollows, but I felt their satisfied, slightly mocking smiles. One of them ran her finger along my cheek — one last time, already dry, almost maternal. Then they stood, picked up their glasses from the floor, took a sip of champagne, and without a word returned to the semicircle of guests, dissolving into the white faceless crowd.

I remained on my knees. My face was clean and dry, my skin slightly tingling from their rough tongues — like after a peel, but alive, sensitive. My neck and chest were clean too — no trace of those thick white streams that had covered me minutes ago. But below the waist, I was wet. Very wet. I felt moisture running down my inner thighs, slickness between my legs, my knees on the cushion soaked through. And the plug inside still reminded me of itself — hard, foreign, cold, not letting me forget why I'd been brought here and what position I was supposed to hold.

I didn't wipe myself. I didn't get up from my knees. I just sat and waited for what came next. Somewhere deep in the room, music began to play — slow, languid, and the candles burned low in the tall candelabras, casting their last shadows on the ancient walls.

From the shadows, the Queen stepped forward. She stood over me, white and silent. I looked up, waiting for a command.

"Stand," she said.

I stood. My legs were stiff, my knees sore from the hard cushion, but I steadied myself.

"Go to the dressing room. Clean yourself up. Then go out to the guests on your own. In the same outfit."

She turned and disappeared into the shadows, leaving me alone in the center of the room. The semicircle of guests still watched, but no one moved. I walked toward the exit, trying not to look in their direction.

I crossed the central hall. The pedestals were empty — not a single girl, only dark marble and the reflections of candles on the polished surface. Empty round plinths stood like stumps after a clear-cut. I didn't look closely. Only the click of my sandals on the stone and the rustle of the transparent tunic behind me.

In the dressing room, it was empty. I took off the sandals, removed the tunic. I pulled out the plug — carefully, slowly, to avoid hurting myself. It came out easily, the gel still wet. I placed it on the table next to the tube.

In the shower, I stood under the warm water — washing off the remnants of semen they hadn't licked away, sweat, someone else's saliva. I soaped myself thoroughly, especially where the plug had been. My body gradually released its tension.

I turned off the water, dried off. Approached the mirror. Combed my wet hair, gathered it into a neat bun at the back of my head. Lined my eyes — winged liner, just how I liked it. Touched up my foundation. Lip gloss. In the mirror, a clean, well-groomed girl looked back at me. Only her eyes were foreign.

I took the plug, squeezed fresh gel onto it — cool, clear, slick. Crouched, spread my buttocks, and slowly inserted it again. My body was already used to it — the plug went in easily, almost unnoticeably. The faceted crystal stopper gleamed under the light. I straightened, feeling the familiar fullness.

I pulled on the same transparent tunic, fastened the sandal straps. I exhaled and headed for the door.
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Chapter 5. Price of the Night
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In the main hall, all the pedestals stood empty. No one was on them — all the girls were otherwise engaged. No one touched me, stopped me, or directed me. I began to wander slowly among the guests, peering into the open arches of the side rooms. The transparent tunic flowed behind me, my sandals clicked on the stone floor, but I drew almost no attention — everyone here had their own business.

In one of the rooms I stopped. There, surrounded by a tight ring of spectators in white masks and hoods, a naked fat man stood on all fours on a dark table. He too wore a white mask over his eyes — like all the guests. But he had no clothes at all: no tunic, nothing. Naked, flabby, pale.

The guests stood so close they could have touched him, but no one crossed the boundary — they only watched. His skin was pale, almost bluish, with cellulite on his buttocks and rolls of fat at his sides. I noticed that he probably rarely undressed in front of others — too pale, too flabby, too unaccustomed to the light. But here, in this half-darkness, under these masks, he allowed himself everything.

Between his legs hung a small cock — aroused, hard, with a wet head pointing down toward the table. His balls, long and flabby, hung in a sack, touching the velvet surface. He was aroused — whether from the whip strokes, from being watched, from being naked before dozens of strangers in masks, or from all of it at once.

Behind him, with a whip raised for a strike, stood Angela.

She stood with her back to me, but I recognized her immediately — by her long legs, her dark hair spilling over her shoulders, her confident posture. Angela wore nothing but white high-heeled sandals — she'd even shed her tunic so it wouldn't get in the way. Her body gleamed with sweat under the soft candlelight, her back tense, shoulder blades protruding with each swing. In her hand she held a leather whip — black, with a short handle and several thin tails that hung almost to the floor.

She swung — smoothly, almost gracefully — and struck. The whip whistled through the air and landed with a dull, wet slap on the man's bare buttocks. He flinched all over, let out a loud exhale, almost a moan — whether from pain or pleasure. A red welt immediately appeared on his pale skin, bright as a burn.

"More," the man whispered hoarsely, barely audible.

Angela raised her hand for the next blow.

I watched the red stripes bloom on his buttocks one after another. The whip landed vertically, horizontally, diagonally, leaving crosshatched marks. The skin in some places began to swell, turning purple. The man snorted, whimpered, sometimes moaned softly, but didn't ask her to stop. On the contrary — he lifted his pelvis slightly, spread his knees wider, offering himself for the next stroke. I noticed his cock was hard — engorged, with a wet head touching the velvet of the table. He was getting pleasure from every strike. Or from the humiliation. Or both.

The guests around stood motionless, unable to tear their eyes away. Someone breathed fast, almost suffocating. One woman stroked herself under her tunic, unashamed. Another man — the one closest to the table — had unzipped his fly and was slowly jerking off, watching the reddening buttocks.

Angela worked the whip confidently, without excess emotion. Strike. A short pause for him to flinch and exhale. Another strike. She wasn't rushing; she was enjoying the process — but in her own way, possessively, like a cat playing with a mouse. The red stripes fell in neat rows, crisscrossing, turning the pale buttocks into a striped canvas.

"Count," Angela said calmly.

"Five..." the man exhaled. "Six... Seven..."

I felt uneasy. Not from the cruelty — everyone has their own way of going mad. But from the unappealing spectacle: the flabby body, the dangling balls, the red stripes on the pale buttocks, his aroused cock poking into the velvet. And above all — how he enjoyed his own pain. How the guests enjoyed his humiliation. How Angela enjoyed the power.

I looked away and walked on. My sandals clicked on the stone, the tunic rustled, the plug inside pressing familiarly and now almost soothingly.

In another room, in the center, on the table lay the dark-skinned dancer I'd already seen with Zhanna, when he was fucking her from behind as I passed by. His huge cock stood upright, sheathed in a gleaming condom — pinkish, tightly stretched, with a tiny air bubble at the very tip. He lay motionless, arms spread wide, staring at the ceiling. His body gleamed with sweat, muscles rolling under his skin with each movement of the women, but he himself didn't move — only breathed deeply and evenly.

Around the table, in a tight circle, stood women in white masks and tunics. The hems of their tunics were open, revealing everything beneath — smooth stomachs, hips, pubic mounds, breasts of various sizes. I couldn't make out their faces — only masks, only mouths, sometimes parted in a silent moan. But their figures varied: one tall, with heavy breasts that swayed with each movement; another short, narrow-hipped, with a boyish figure; a third with red hair escaping from under her hood and sticking to her sweaty neck; a fourth small, almost fragile, with sharp collarbones and thin arms.

They moved in a circle, as if performing a well-rehearsed dance. The first — the tall one — climbed onto the table, crouched over the cock, parted her tunic, and slowly lowered herself. The cock disappeared inside her — I saw her hips tense, her back arch. She made several smooth movements — up, down, up, down — unhurried, savoring each descent. Her head fell back, the mask slipping slightly to her forehead, revealing closed eyes and flushed cheeks. The dancer beneath her didn't move, only his cock pulsed inside her. She paused for a second, took a deep breath, then rose. The cock slipped out with a soft wet sound, wet and glistening, the condom coated with moisture, stretching even tighter.

The second — narrow-hipped — sat down immediately, not even adjusting her tunic. Her hips moved fast, greedily, almost aggressively. She wasn't enjoying — she was taking. Her fingers dug into the dancer's chest, she moaned loudly, unashamed, moving faster, almost frantically. She made about a dozen sharp thrusts, then abruptly rose, breathing hard. The cock remained standing, wet, gleaming, undiminished in hardness.

The third — the redhead — sat down slowly, almost reluctantly, as if forcing herself. But once on top, she closed her eyes and began moving with a frightening focus, as if performing important, sacred work. Her movements were deep, smooth, unhurried. She didn't moan, only breathed heavily, and that sound — low, chesty — filled the room. She stayed longer than anyone, reluctant to dismount.

The fourth — the small one — barely reached the cock, rising on her toes. She paused for a second to aim, carefully lowered herself, paused to adjust to the stretch — her narrow hips struggling with his size. Then she began to rock, shallow and uncertain, but quickly caught the rhythm and sped up. Her fragile body contrasted with the huge cock that entered her with difficulty, but she didn't stop.

They took turns in the circle — one got off, the next opened her tunic and sat on his cock, made a few movements, and yielded to the next. Sometimes they stopped, exchanged glances, whispered — I couldn't hear the words, only the hiss of voices. Sometimes two of them would pause and stand side by side, watching the third, commenting.

The dancer lay motionless, not helping them, not moving — just receiving, allowing himself to be used. His enormous cock never lost its hardness, the condom gleaming with a wet sheen, coated with a layer of female moisture. In the ten minutes I stood in the doorway, seven or eight women had mounted him — I lost count. They came and went, crowding at the edge of the table, waiting their turn like at a popular attraction.

The female spectators stood around and watched — in the half-darkness, through masks, breathing heavily. Those who hadn't yet tried fidgeted, unbuttoned their tunics, stroked themselves through the fabric. I saw one of them slip her hand under her open hem and keep it there for several minutes, watching the dancer. Another — already done — smoothed her hair, licked her dry lips, but her gaze was fixed on the cock still doing its relentless work.

I stopped in the doorway, mesmerized. The plug inside pulsed in time with my heartbeat. Down below, I was wet again — I felt moisture trickling down my inner thighs, slickness between my legs. My nipples had hardened, the transparent tunic rubbing them with each breath. I wanted to stay. I wanted to run. I didn't know which I wanted more.

I walked back into the main hall, passing the white piano. The pianist played a melodic, languid piece — something classical arranged in jazz, with deep bass and light, soaring high notes. His fingers glided effortlessly over the keys, never pausing. He seemed able to play with his eyes closed, without looking at the music. I watched him, thinking about desire, trying to understand myself — what I felt, what I needed, why I was here. But I didn't have time.

Someone's strong male hands grabbed my waist — hot, confident, fingers pressing into my hips hard enough to leave marks. They turned me and bent me forward. I braced my palms against the polished surface of the white piano — the wood cool, smooth, smelling of wax and old varnish. Behind me, the man lifted my transparent tunic, baring my buttocks. The fabric rode up above my waist, and cool air touched my bare skin.

And at once his cock entered me — hard, deep, all the way. I cried out in surprise, but not from pain. It wasn't very big, but it was hard, firm, sheathed in a condom — slippery, tightly stretched. My nails scratched the piano's polish. I clenched around him, adjusting to being filled.

I stood face-to-face with the pianist. Only the keys and his hands, still working, separated us. He lifted his eyes from the keys — slowly, unhurriedly — and looked at me. Our eyes met. His gaze was calm, weary, as if he'd seen this a thousand times. There was no judgment, no arousal, no surprise in them. Only quiet, professional curiosity. But he kept playing, not missing a beat, not slowing down.

Behind me, the man moved rhythmically, unhurriedly, deeply. Each thrust pushed me slightly forward, closer to the pianist. My palms slid over the polished lid, my fingers clenching and unclenching in time with his movements.

His hips slapped against my buttocks with a soft, wet sound — I heard it even through the music, even through the pounding of my own heart. With each thrust, his pubic bone struck the stopper of the plug inside me — hard, faceted, diamond-like. Each impact drove the plug deeper, making it move inside me in time with his thrusts. I felt the silicone sliding, the stopper pressing against the entrance, the faceted surface touching sensitive edges.

It was a strange, sharp sensation — a cock in my vagina, a plug in my anus, and between them only a thin wall vibrating with every movement. Two rhythms, two sources of pressure, two centers of pleasure — and me between them, like a taut string.

The transparent tunic fluttered over my chest, the thin fabric tickling my nipples, which had become hard, almost painfully sensitive. I looked at the pianist — his eyes calm, even indifferent, his fingers moving over the keys without faltering, without rushing. The music flowed evenly, as if nothing special were happening. But I was being fucked from behind, in full view of dozens of masks, and the plug inside pulsed in time with the man's cock, sending dull shocks somewhere at the base of my spine.

I felt his cock pulsing inside me, the condom stretching with each thrust — the rubber sliding against my wet walls, slightly rustling, slightly cooling. The head touched the deepest places, where fingers and toys couldn't reach. Each thrust stole my breath, and I exhaled with a soft, stifled moan. My body responded instantly — inside, a hot, tight, unbearable pressure built, as if someone were pumping liquid fire into me. I looked into the pianist's eyes, he looked back at me. His fingers didn't stop, the music flowed evenly, calmly, mechanically — and in that contrast there was something hypnotic: perfect order on the white keys and complete chaos inside my body.

At first no one paid attention — in this hall, something was always happening, and another girl at the piano surprised no one. But gradually guests began to stop, turn their heads. I felt their gazes on my back, on my hiked tunic, on my buttocks jerking with each thrust. Their stares were heavy, sticky, sliding over my skin like touches. Someone came closer, tilting their head to examine me. Someone whispered, pointing. Someone just stood and watched, tunic open, stroking themselves shamelessly. I heard wet sounds — several people were already jerking off, watching me.

The man behind me sped up. His breathing grew faster, heavier, his thrusts harder, deeper. Now he entered with force, almost swinging, and I lurched forward, bracing myself on my hands to keep from hitting the piano. I clenched around him each time he entered — involuntarily, automatically. The plug inside pulsed in time, adding sharpness, and each thrust echoed in two places at once: front and back, two centers, two sources, two waves layering over each other.

I felt the orgasm rising from somewhere deep, from the place where the two penetrations met — the cock in my vagina and the plug in my anus — two rhythms, two pressures that had never worked together so intensely. Before, I'd only come from clitoral or vaginal stimulation. But here, now, it was different — the orgasm rose slowly, thickly, like liquid lava, filling every cell, every millimeter of skin.

I looked into the pianist's eyes. He narrowed his gaze slightly, watching my face — how it changed, how I bit my lip, how my pupils dilated, how sweat beaded on my forehead. He saw everything. And kept playing. His fingers flew over the keys, producing complex, beautiful chords that became the soundtrack to my unraveling.

And it hit me. The orgasm came suddenly, sharply, like a blow — arching my back, making me lift my hands from the piano and claw at the air, my fingers curling into fists. I cried out — not loudly, hoarsely, but in the silence between measures my cry rang out distinctly, like a shot in an empty hall. I clenched around the cock several times in a row — convulsively, rhythmically, like a heart — feeling the plug's stopper press from inside at the peak, adding a new, sharp dimension, the faceted surface scratching sensitive walls, turning pleasure into near-pain. Wave after wave rolled through my body — hot, long, making my legs tremble, my toes curl in my sandals, my eyes roll back. I came loud, long, unashamed — staring straight into the pianist's eyes, not looking away, not blinking, feeling each new wave weaker than the last, but still warm, still alive.

He raised an eyebrow slightly — and that was it. No smile, no nod, no judgment. He kept playing, not missing a beat, as if nothing had happened.

Behind me, the man pulled out — sharply, one motion. I felt him slip out, the condom rustling one last time, and immediately warm fluid ran down my inner thigh — my own, copious, mixed with remnants of gel and lubricant. It trickled slowly, tickling my skin, gathering into large drops at my knee, falling to the stone floor with a soft, almost musical sound. The tile beneath me grew damp. I squeezed my thighs together, trying to stop the flow, but it was useless — my body kept releasing what had accumulated over those minutes: fluid flowing out, obeying gravity, and I could do nothing about it.

He slapped my buttock — loud, wet, echoing through the hall, like slapping a horse's flank after a good job. I flinched at the unexpected sound that reverberated under the high vaults. Then he, breathing hard, stepped back, into the shadows, and dissolved into the half-darkness. I hadn't even seen his face — only glimpsed strong hands, dark skin, the smell of sweat and tobacco. And that was all.

I remained standing, leaning on the piano. My hands trembled, my knees buckled. The tunic slid back into place, covering my buttocks, but in front everything was visible — the fabric clung to my wet stomach, my damp thighs. In the piano's polished lid I saw my reflection: disheveled, flushed, mouth half-open, wet tracks on my cheeks — whether tears or sweat, I didn't know.

The pianist looked up — and met my eyes. His fingers kept working, the music flowing evenly, calmly. He gave a slight nod — approving? weary? indifferent? — and lowered his eyes back to the keys.

I straightened, ran my hand through my damp hair, adjusted my tunic — useless, the fabric still hid nothing. Somewhere in the hall, applause broke out — one person, then another, then several. I didn't turn around. I wiped the sweat from my forehead with the back of my hand. The pianist looked up at me, a faint smile at the corners of his lips, and kept playing. His gaze said: "Nothing special. Just another night. Just another girl. Just another story."

I nodded to him — I don't know why — and walked on, into the half-darkness, toward new rooms. My sandals clicked on the stone, the tunic rustled, the plug inside pressing familiarly. And I finally understood what I wanted. I wanted this. All of it. To be the center, to be desired, to be used, to be free to be used. And to feel no shame.

But the wetness on my thigh was drying, turning into a sticky, tightening film. Strands had escaped from my bun and stuck to my temples. My mascara was probably running — I felt a slight sting in the corners of my eyes. The plug inside, though familiar, was beginning to chafe — the gel had dried, and the silicone was no longer sliding as smoothly as at the start of the evening.

I had to go back to the dressing room.

The shower area was nearly empty. Someone came in for a few minutes to freshen up, someone lingered longer. No queue, no bustle. Zhanna came toward me, wrapped in a white towel, droplets on her shoulders. She nodded, unsmiling. Angela sat at the mirror, reapplying her eyeliner.

I went into the shower. Shed the tunic, the sandals. I removed the plug — carefully, there was almost no gel left, I had to endure a little pain. I stepped under the hot water. Washed off everything: sweat, moisture, the remnants of strangers' touches. I soaped myself from head to toe. Especially thoroughly — where, just minutes ago, a cock had been.

I turned off the water, dried off. I took out my plug — white, with a faceted stopper. Squeezed fresh gel onto it, inserted it again. Pulled on the tunic, fastened the sandals.

In the mirror, a clean, fresh girl looked back at me. I had to redo my makeup almost from scratch — I drew my winged liner, applied mascara, fixed my foundation. I gathered my hair into a fresh bun — higher, tighter, so it wouldn't get in the way. Lip gloss — the finishing touch.

I exhaled, gave myself one last look, and walked back.

The main hall was buzzing with life again. The pedestals were emptying — their time was over. Now everyone moved freely, mingling with the guests, who had long since shed their tunics or opened them wide, exposing their bodies. Girls — new, fresh, with new plugs — emerged from the dressing room and immediately joined the swirl. I didn't recognize all of them; some faces flashed and vanished, dissolving into the crowd of white masks.

The music had changed. The pianist now played something fast and rhythmic — jazz standards with deep bass and soaring highs. The music made you want to move, sway your hips, close your eyes and surrender to the rhythm.

In the side rooms, the performances continued. I peeked into one — there, on the table's edge, sat a masked man, his white tunic wide open, his cock standing hard, the wet head gleaming in the half-darkness. Before him knelt a woman — also masked, her tunic open, her breasts bare. She gave him a slow, almost lazy blowjob, as if she had all the time in the world. She ran her tongue over the head, circled it, then took it in her mouth, pursed her lips, pulled out, took it again. The man rested his hand on the back of her head — not pressing, just holding, his fingers threading through her hair.

I looked at her hands — slender, long-fingered, with gleaming gold rings. Perfect French manicure. A female guest, I realized. Not one of ours. One of those who'd come to watch, who'd paid for entry, who usually sat in the chairs with a glass of champagne. But now she knelt on the stone floor, and no one was surprised.

Another man in a similarly open tunic stood nearby — waiting his turn, leaning against the table. He patiently stroked his cock through the fabric, slowly, unhurriedly, watching the scene. His eyes behind the mask were fixed on the woman's lips, the way she moved her head. Sometimes he moaned softly, but didn't rush, didn't urge — only gripped his cock harder when she went especially deep.

When the first man moaned louder, threw his head back, tightened his fingers on her head, the woman released his cock from her mouth. She licked her lips, wiped her chin with her palm, swallowed — and turned to the second. He stepped closer, and she took him in her mouth without pausing, without even exhaling. Just switched, like a machine.

The men exchanged glances over her head, muttered a few words — I couldn't hear, the music drowned them out — but both smiled. Satisfied. Calm. As if they'd exchanged opinions on a good purchase.

I walked on without stopping.

In the next room, right on the floor, on a pile of velvet cushions — black, burgundy, crumpled — a female guest lay on her back. Her mask had slipped sideways, revealing closed eyes, a flushed cheek, a sweat-damp neck. Her tunic was hiked to her waist, her legs spread wide. Over her, on all fours, knelt another woman, also masked, her face hidden, but I could see her head moving — rhythmic, deep. She was licking the first one between her legs, slowly, methodically, as if drinking from a fountain. Her tongue slid over the wet folds, entered, withdrew, circled the clitoris.

The lying woman's fingers were clenched into fists, pressed into the velvet cushions so hard her knuckles went white. Her legs trembled, her thighs gripping the head of the one above. She was coming — I could tell by the arch of her body, the freeze of her fingers, the pause in her lungs, then the deep, drawn-out moan that escaped. She came for a long time, with her whole body, convulsively, several waves in a row.

Beside them, on the cushions, sat a man watching, stroking himself under his tunic, but not intervening. His cock was hard, engorged, but he endured, only watching, sometimes licking his dry lips. Also a guest. Also a participant, but now just a spectator.

I walked on.

In the adjacent room, near-total darkness reigned — only a few candles burning in the corners. I didn't immediately understand what was happening. Then I made it out — again two female guests sat on the table, embracing, their tunics long since fallen to the floor. They caressed each other slowly, almost drowsily. One kissed the other's neck, ran her tongue over her collarbone, down to her chest. Her hands slid over her partner's back, squeezing her buttocks, stroking her hips. The other responded in kind — her fingers tangled in the first one's hair, they moved in a single rhythm, as if dancing a slow dance, unhurried, without rush. Their mouths were slightly open, eyes behind masks closed. They were alone together, oblivious to the spectators standing around, watching with bated breath.

In the next room — a completely different scene. A masked man stood on all fours on the table, knees wide apart, head down. Behind him, a masked woman knelt — tall, long-legged, her tunic removed, her body glistening with sweat. In her hand she held a strap-on — black, shiny, with a wide base. Slowly, almost solemnly, she entered him from behind, deep and measured. He moaned, gripping the edge of the table with his fingers. She moved her hips smoothly, without haste, sometimes pausing to let him adjust, then continuing. The guests around were frozen, unable to look away. One held a glass, forgotten. Another stroked himself, unashamed.

I walked further, peering into each arch. In one of the farthest rooms — nearly empty — a young woman lay on the table, quite young, with a short crop of hair escaping from under her mask. Above her stood a man, also masked, his cock at her lips. She took it in her mouth, he entered her mouth, and another woman stood beside them, stroking her head, whispering something — support or commands, I couldn't hear. Everything happened almost silently, like a silent film.

At the end of the corridor, in the very farthest room, there was no one. Only an empty table, several extinguished candle-lamps, and scattered cushions. Someone had been there, but left. I stood in the doorway, feeling the silence and the smell of wax and sweat, and moved on.

In one of the rooms I passed, I saw Zhanna. She knelt before a female guest — a tall brunette with bare breasts and an open tunic. Zhanna was licking her between her legs, slowly, intently, while the woman threw her head back, fingers gripping Zhanna's hair, moaning softly.

Beside them, on cushions, sat another female guest. She wasn't participating — she was directing. Her eyes above the mask watched Zhanna carefully, sometimes signaling — a slight tilt of the head, deeper, slower. Zhanna obeyed. The plug on her gleamed when she shifted position.

In another room I saw Angela. She lay on the table, on her back, naked — no tunic, no sandals, only the white plug with its faceted diamond stopper gleaming between her buttocks when she lifted her hips slightly. Her dark hair spread over the velvet, stuck to her damp temples. Her head was thrown back, face calm, almost detached. Eyes closed. Mouth slightly open, lips glistening — whether from balm or saliva.

One hand rested on her chest — fingers squeezing her nipple, pulling, releasing, circling, making it hard. Angela's nipples were dark, large, standing out against her pale skin when she squeezed them. Her other hand slid between her legs — slowly, rhythmically, unhurriedly, but with a frightening focus. I could see her fingers move — two fingers, middle and ring, entering and withdrawing, while her palm rubbed against her clitoris. She masturbated, eyes closed, as if she were alone in the world. Not for spectators. Not for money. For herself.

And around her, at arm's length, stood four men in white masks. They arranged themselves in a semicircle at the edge of the table, tunics open, cocks hard, wet heads gleaming in the half-light.

They watched her, mesmerized — her fingers between her legs, her breasts, her closed eyes, her slightly open mouth. And they jerked off — some slowly, sliding their hands from base to tip and pausing, squeezing; some faster, almost frantically, with such force that veins bulged on their hands and cocks. I heard wet sounds — slap, slap, slap — mixed with heavy breathing and sometimes stifled moans the men couldn't suppress.

Angela, without opening her eyes, smiled faintly at the corners of her mouth — I caught that hint — and quickened her fingers' movements. Her hips lifted slightly from the velvet, her back arched, stomach muscles tensed. She didn't moan — only breathed faster, louder, and that sound — low, chesty — filled the room, echoing off the walls, mingling with the jazz drifting from the main hall.

I stood in the doorway, frozen. Down below, I was wet again, slick, my panties — if I'd been wearing any — would have been soaked. The plug inside reminded me of itself with a hard, foreign pressure, and I clenched around it, feeling moisture leaking out.

I saw other girls from our crew too. The tall brunette with small breasts, whom I remembered from the shower, stood in a corner of the room, leaning against the wall. A man knelt before her, licking her between the legs, moving his tongue over her wet folds, while she threw her head back, her fingers gripping his mask.

The girl with full hips and dark skin lay on the table, with a female guest on top of her. Both were naked — tunics discarded on the floor. They moved in rhythm, kissed, their bodies slick with sweat.

All our girls were busy. Some receiving, some giving, some just standing and watching, but all participating. The plugs on them gleamed with every movement, like strange jewels set into their bodies.

I realized there was no division between "staff" and "guests." The masks made everyone equal. The women who came to watch became part of the show themselves — kneeling, taking cocks in their mouths, spreading their legs, offering themselves, wanting it — or allowing themselves to want it. The men who paid for entry, for drinks, readily unbuttoned their tunics and got on all fours, gave, took, watched. The masks stayed on everyone, making everything stranger, freer, more faceless. No one knew anyone. No one was accountable to anyone. You could be anything, do anything.

And we, the strippers, were among them not as service staff, but as part of this living, breathing organism. We taught them, showed them, guided them — but also learned ourselves, forgot shame, forgot boundaries, forgot what was "right" and what was "wrong."

From the half-darkness, the Queen stepped forward. White, tall, motionless. She raised her hand — a commanding gesture, without words. The girls, one by one, moved toward her, leaving their activities.

Zhanna rose from her knees, smoothed her hair. Angela came to her side — they exchanged glances but said nothing. The Queen, without looking back, led them all forward. Angela took Zhanna's hand, and they followed. I followed them.

I counted eight girls — including me. Two had already dropped out, couldn't take it, went to the dressing room or simply disappeared, I hadn't noticed. Eight remained.

The Queen led us to the farthest, largest room — I hadn't looked in there before. It matched the central hall: high, with a ceiling disappearing into darkness, with candles and torches along the walls. In the center stood a round table, draped in dark velvet — large enough to accommodate several people.

Most of the guests were already standing along the walls, leaving the center clear. Their white masks and tunics blended with the half-darkness — only eyes, only the gleam of candles in their pupils. Silence. They were waiting. I felt their stares on my body — heavy, impatient, greedy. They looked at my chest, my hips, the gleaming plug stopper between my buttocks. I felt uneasy — but at the same time I caught myself enjoying the attention. Thousands of eyes, all on you. You're the center. You're what they came for.

The male dancers entered the room. I counted five — including the dark-skinned one with the huge cock, whom I'd seen with Zhanna and later on the table with the women. The others were unfamiliar to me — lean, wiry, with smooth skin and defined muscles. All unmasked, like us. As they entered, a soft whisper ran through the hall — the guests stirred, murmured. I noticed several female guests exchange glances, lick their lips.

The Queen gestured to the table.

"Completely undress," she said. "Kneel, backs to the table. In a circle."

We obeyed. I shed my tunic — the fabric slid over my skin, fell to the floor. I was left only in my sandals and the plug. On the floor were scattered cushions — velvet, dark, on which we knelt. To my right, Zhanna knelt; to my left, Angela. Beyond them, other girls, familiar and unfamiliar faces. All naked, all with gleaming diamond stoppers between their buttocks. We knelt facing outward, forming a living circle, exposed, ready. I felt the warmth of my neighbors' bodies — Zhanna trembling slightly, Angela sitting straight as a statue.

Inside, everything clenched. My heart pounded somewhere in my throat — I felt its beats in my temples, in my fingertips, in the place where the plug touched my walls, pulsing in time. Warmth spread through my lower belly in anticipation — not fear, not anxiety, but something more ancient, animal. My body knew what to expect and prepared. Muscles tensed and relaxed without my command. Moisture welled between my legs, wetting the entrance, preparing it. The plug inside no longer felt foreign, but part of me — hard, alien, yet familiar. I waited. We all waited.

The men also shed their tunics, stood naked. I studied them — briefly, out of the corner of my eye. The dark-skinned one stood out with his height and his cock — even at rest it hung impressively, but now it was half-hard, swelling visibly. The others were smaller, but also lean, toned. Their bodies smelled of shower gel and something musky — that particular scent that comes when a man hasn't come for a long time.

The Queen nodded to them — and they began walking in a circle, slowly approaching us. Their steps were silent on the velvet, but I could hear their breathing — calm, even. They weren't rushing, as if they knew we weren't going anywhere.

The first came to me. A light-haired man with a short crop and narrow hips. I looked up at him from below. His eyes were calm, almost bored. His cock was half-hard — hung heavy, engorged, but not fully erect yet. I saw a vein pulsing along the shaft, the head gleaming in the half-darkness.

I opened my mouth and took him. Slowly. First just touched the head with my tongue, circled it, feeling the smooth, hot skin. Then I drew it into my mouth, licked it from all sides. He began to harden — right in my mouth, gradually, perceptibly. First firm, then hard, then so engorged I felt every vein pulsing under my tongue. He filled my mouth, the head pressing against my palate, forcing me to open my jaw wider.

I ran my tongue along the shaft — from head to base, gathering the salty, slightly bitter moisture already on the skin. A familiar taste that once made me nauseous, now only a faint recognition — "oh, that." Then I took him deeper, as far as I could, working with my tongue, pursing my lips to create suction. His fingers came to rest on the back of my head — not pressing, just resting. Warm, slightly damp.

I looked up at him. He stared somewhere past me, at the wall. His gaze was empty, like all of theirs — as if they weren't here, not with us. Only their cocks lived their own lives, only they responded, pulsed, came. The men themselves were just shadows, just bodies moving in a circle.

I felt his cock pulsing in my mouth. So fast — too fast for a natural reaction. I understood: Viagra. Or something similar. All the guys' cocks rose equally instantly, without long foreplay, without preamble. As if on command. They weren't living men — they were mechanisms, trained bodies running on chemicals.

He stayed with me only a short time — perhaps half a minute, perhaps less. I sucked rhythmically, hollowing my cheeks, creating suction, moving my tongue over the head, along the shaft, squeezing with my lips. He put his hand on my head — not pressing, just holding. His fingers were cool, slightly damp. I looked up — he stared past me into the void. No connection. Only a cock in my mouth and his hand on my head.

Then he stepped to Zhanna. And immediately the next came to me — the dark-skinned one. His cock was huge, hard, gleaming with the previous girl's saliva. I took it in my mouth as far as I could — the head hit my palate, I gagged but didn't let go. I relaxed my throat, as Alexander Sergeyevich had taught me, and took him deeper. He filled my mouth completely, my tongue could barely move. I breathed through my nose, suppressing the gag reflex.

He stayed with me longer than the others. His fingers came to my head, massaging, threading through my hair. I felt his cock pulsing in my mouth, growing harder, hotter. I worked my tongue as best I could — licking the shaft, moving over the head, the slit. Saliva ran down my chin, dripping onto my chest, onto the velvet of the table. I looked up at him — his eyes were closed, head thrown back. He didn't look at me. I was just another mouth.

The men moved in a circle, in sync, like wind-up dolls. From one girl to the next, giving each mouth a few seconds or minutes — I lost track of time. Their cocks were hard, wet, but their eyes held no passion, no desire — only emptiness. Task completion. They didn't talk, didn't smile, didn't meet our eyes.

The guests along the walls watched in silence, holding their breath. I felt their stares on my back, my buttocks, the movement of my head. Someone stroked themselves under their tunic — I heard soft, wet sounds. Someone breathed heavily. But no one spoke.

I worked my mouth, not thinking, not feeling, barely breathing. My jaw began to ache, neck muscles stiff. Saliva ran down my chin, my neck, my chest, dripping onto my stomach, the velvet. The plug inside pressed familiarly, but now, in this position, on my knees, with constant leaning forward, it moved inside me — with each head movement, the plug shifted slightly, pressing against my anal walls. It created a strange, sharp sensation — not pain, not pleasure, something in between, a background pulse that wouldn't let me forget I wasn't here for nothing.

Inside, I was very wet. Very. I felt my own lubricant running down my thighs, mixing with the gel residue from the plug. Each time I leaned forward toward the next cock, my buttocks lifted, and I knew the guests could see the diamond stopper gleaming between them. Could see the plug moving inside me with each motion. That thought made me clench inside — and I felt the plug press harder.

I came once — a small, short wave, almost imperceptible, when some cock — I don't remember whose — went especially deep. The muscles in my lower belly clenched a couple of times, and released. I didn't even sigh. No one noticed. Then again, stronger, when the dark-skinned one returned and his cock touched the back of my throat. I came silently, trembling, feeling fluid gush between my legs. My fingers dug into the table's velvet. But I didn't stop — kept sucking, swallowing saliva, moving my tongue.

I stopped counting. Stopped thinking. Only mouth, only tongue, only hands, sometimes helping to massage balls. Smell — a mix of male sweat, saliva, lubricant, desire. Taste — salty, bitter, familiar to the point of nausea. Feeling — emptiness inside and simultaneous fullness, as if I were doing something important, necessary, right.

I was part of this mechanism. A cog like their Viagra-fueled cocks. Like the plugs in our asses. Like the masks on the guests' faces. And in that moment — no shame, no pride, no humiliation. Only work. Like at the barre. Like on stage. Like in the private room. Only now there were a hundred times more spectators, and a hundred times more foreign bodies.

But somewhere deep inside, in the farthest corner of my consciousness, a tiny spark flickered — I liked it. Liked being needed. Liked being desired. Liked that dozens of eyes were on me, that men's mouths wanted me, that I was the center of this madness. Even if I was just an instrument. Even if after this night no one would remember my name. I was here. I was doing this. I was enduring.

The Queen raised her hand — and the men froze, stepped back, clearing the space. The silence grew dense, almost palpable. Then she pointed to the table, making a circular gesture.

"Onto the table," she said. "On your knees. Faces to the center."

We obeyed. I rose from the cushion, my knees stiff, but I didn't care. I climbed onto the table — the velvet was soft, warm from our own warmth. I knelt, facing the center. To my right — Zhanna, to my left — Angela. Beyond them, the other girls, all eight, in a row, shoulder to shoulder.

The Queen walked around us, adjusting, nudging.

"Heads lower," she said. "Butts higher."

We lowered our heads almost to the table's surface, nearly touching the velvet with our foreheads. I arched my back, pushed back, presenting my buttocks. The plug inside shifted, reminding me with a sharp pressure. I froze.

The Queen continued circling, assessing, adjusting each position. For me, she spread my knees a little wider, lifted my hips higher, pressed my head lower. I felt like a mannequin being posed for a shoot.

"Good," she said at last. "Hold."

We held. Eight naked girls on the table, kneeling in a doggy-style line, faces to the center. Our buttocks were raised high, exposed outward, forming a circle — the petals of a flower converging at the center with our heads. The table was large enough, but our sides touched — I felt Zhanna's warmth on my right, her skin hot and damp, and Angela's on my left, her thigh pressing against mine.

I looked straight ahead. In the center of the circle, on the table's velvet, only our heads, foreheads nearly touching. To the right, out of the corner of my eye, I saw Zhanna's light hair scattered on the velvet. To the left, Angela's dark bun, disheveled. Beyond them, other girls, whose faces I couldn't see, only the backs of their heads, only their crowns.

Our buttocks faced outward, toward the walls where the guests stood. Eight bare asses with gleaming diamond stoppers protruding between the cheeks, like jeweled tails. I knew they were watching. Felt their stares on my back, my buttocks, the plug glinting in the half-darkness. Someone approached — I heard breathing very close. Someone touched my thigh — a finger, lightly, testing if I was real. I didn't flinch. I was a statue. I was art. I was part of this living flower of flesh.

I knelt, back arched, ass out, with the plug inside. Saliva had dried on my chin and chest. Moisture still trickled down my leg — a thin, barely visible stream. I didn't wipe it. I was ready. We were all ready.

And in that position, in that waiting, I felt a strange calm. We weren't just girls. We were a flower. A living, breathing, wet flower of eight petals. And soon someone would enter this flower.

The plug slipped out — I didn't see who pulled it, only felt the stopper tugged, the silicone rod slowly withdrawn, making room. The emptiness inside felt strange after hours with the plug. Immediately lighter, and at the same time I felt my muscles clench, closing. My body remembered the plug's shape, echoed it, tightened in the void.

I couldn't see what was happening behind me — I could only feel. But through the center of the circle, through the bowed heads of the girls opposite, I saw the far side of the table. From there, behind the backs of the others, I could make out only two of the men.

The dark-skinned one stood closest to the center, his huge cock already sheathed in a condom, gleaming with gel. He waited his turn, unhurried, looking at us over the heads. His eyes were calm, almost bored — as if he did this every day, every night. Which, probably, he did.

Beside him I saw another — the light-haired man with the short crop who had first come to me in the circle. He tore open a condom wrapper, rolled it onto his cock — pinkish, snug around the shaft, with an air bubble at the tip. Then he squeezed a clear gel from a jar passed to him — thick, cold, glistening in the candlelight — onto his palm. Rubbed it between his fingers, coated the condom generously. The rubber gleamed, iridescent, making the cock slick before it even entered one of us.

The other men were out of sight — they stood behind other girls, hidden by their backs, or I simply couldn't see them past the heads and arched bodies.

I watched him approach the girl opposite me — the tall brunette with long legs. She flinched when his hands came to her hips. I saw him aim, enter her slowly. Her back arched further, head lowering almost to the velvet. She moaned loudly, desperately, and that moan echoed through the room, off the walls, blending with the music.

Other men took positions behind other girls. I saw one of them — light-haired, narrow-hipped — stand behind the redhead with freckles, two places away from me. He entered her sharply, one motion, and she cried out — not in pain, more in surprise.

I waited. Inside, I pulsed — with impatience? fear? arousal? I didn't know. My moisture trickled down my inner thighs, I felt drops falling onto the table's velvet, soaking into the dark fabric. My nipples were hard, sensitive to the point of pain, each breath a brief flash. The position was uncomfortable — back arched, head down, knees pressing into the velvet and beginning to ache. But I endured.

No one came to me. Seconds stretched like hours. I heard the girls moaning to my right and left. Zhanna — loud, with sobs. Angela — almost silent, only heavy breathing. Someone behind me breathed hard — but not at me, at my neighbor.

And finally, I felt it. Warm palms came to my hips — I flinched in surprise, though I'd been waiting. The fingers were confident, slightly damp, with firm knuckles. Someone stood behind me — I didn't know who, couldn't see, couldn't turn my head. Only felt his presence — the heat of his body, his breath, the smell of gel and condom.

I froze. Everything inside clenched in anticipation. My muscles tensed, I bit my lip to keep from moaning too soon.

He pressed the head of his cock to my entrance — I felt it, hard, slick, hot even through the condom. The gel was cold, but my body was hot, and the temperature difference stole my breath.

He entered. Slowly, not rushed — just confidently, as he'd done many times before me. I felt the filling — gradual, even, without jerks. His cock was harder than the plug, and alive — pulsing, quivering. I clenched around him, familiar and strange at once.

When he was fully inside, I exhaled. A moan escaped — not loud, more a voiced exhale. My fingers dug into the velvet, but this time I didn't tear the fabric, just held on. My head dropped, forehead touching the table.

He began to move. Slowly. Deeply. Rhythmically. Each thrust echoed through my whole body — in my chest, my head, my fingertips. The velvet under my knees grew wet — from my moisture, sweat, saliva still dripping from my chin.

Then he pulled out. I felt the emptiness — wet, gaping. A step to the right — and the next took his place. A short, thick cock that stretched the entrance, forcing me to spread my knees wider. I bit my lip, endured.

And then came his turn. The dark-skinned one. I recognized him even before he entered — by his heavy tread, by how his hands landed on my hips, heavy, broad, confident. His fingers closed around my waist, and I felt the difference — he held differently than the others. Stronger. More commanding.

And the cock. I knew it was big, but when he pressed the head to my entrance, I was momentarily afraid — would it fit? He entered slowly, not because he couldn't go faster, but because I couldn't take him all at once. I felt the stretch, almost pain, but not sharp — a dull, deep ache. He filled me like no one before. No emptiness remained — not a millimeter. I clenched around him, but he was harder than my muscles, wider, longer. It felt like he reached my throat.

He paused for a second — letting me adjust. Or just enjoying how I clenched around him. Then he began to move. Slowly. Deeply. Each thrust passed through me, echoed in my spine, my head. I pressed my forehead to the velvet, fingers gripping the fabric, biting my lip to keep from screaming.

He didn't speed up. He didn't need to. Each of his thrusts was an event — long, languid, unbearable. I felt his head touch the deepest places, the condom stretching, his cock pulsing inside me, huge, alive, hot.

I came on his third thrust — unexpectedly, convulsively, with my whole body. I arched, my fingers released, I cried out — loud, full-throated, unashamed. He didn't stop. Kept moving through my orgasm, waves rolling one after another, blending with his rhythm.

Then he pulled out. Abruptly. I felt the emptiness — vast, gaping. And the fluid that gushed after, hot, copious.

He stepped to the right — to the next girl. And I remained on my knees, trembling, clenching, trying to recover.

I didn't have time to recover. My breath hadn't evened out, my muscles still clenching in the departed rhythm, when the next stood behind me. I didn't even know who — after the dark one, all the men seemed the same. Small. Pale. Unreal.

He entered easily, quickly, without the ritual the dark-skinned one had performed. I felt his cock — ordinary, average, slick with gel — but inside I was so wet and so empty after the previous that I barely felt the thrusts. Only rhythmic motion, only his breath near my ear. Then he pulled out — and stepped right, to Zhanna.

So it continued. I stopped counting. Stopped even trying to guess who was inside me. My body responded automatically — clenching, relaxing, adjusting to new size, new angle, new rhythm. I stared at the center of the circle, at the heads of the other girls. Some no longer moaned — only breathed heavily. Zhanna sobbed. Angela, it seemed, didn't even breathe — frozen like a statue, only her hips pushing back slightly with each thrust.

The guests didn't disperse. Some had come closer, stood very near, almost touching our buttocks. I felt their breath on my back, my lower back. Someone stroked themselves, watching the cocks enter and exit. Someone just watched — without looking away.

The men moved in a circle, from one girl to the next. I could see it when I lifted my head. They walked in sync, like wind-up toys. Their cocks were all hard — chemistry, Viagra, something that kept them going, kept them from flagging. But their eyes — empty. No passion, no fatigue. Only task completion.

The dark-skinned one came back to me once more — I recognized him by his weight, by how he filled me almost to pain, by how my body arched toward him, my breath stopped. This time I didn't come — my body was tired, sensitivity dulled. But I felt him inside. Every millimeter. Every movement. He was bigger than me.

He pulled out quickly — and stepped on.

The circle closed. I lost track of time. My hands were numb from bracing on the velvet, my knees burned, my back stiff. Moisture had long since stopped flowing — only sticky, tightening dampness on the inside of my thighs. I wanted it to end. And at the same time — I didn't. In this endless succession of bodies, cocks, hands, breaths, there was something hypnotic. As if I were floating with the current, not resisting, not trying to surface.

Around me, to the left and right, it continued. I heard the girls moaning. Zhanna on my right — her moans had become hoarse, almost voiceless, but her body betrayed her: each time her partner entered especially deep, she shuddered all over, and a short, strangled sound escaped her throat. I saw from the corner of my eye her fingers clench into fists, her back arch. She'd come several times already — I could tell from her ragged breathing, from how she froze for a second, then went limp.

Angela on my left was different. She didn't moan. Barely breathed. But I felt her orgasms — in how her body tensed, how she dug her nails into the velvet, how she held her breath for several long seconds, then exhaled with a soft, throaty sound. She came silently, intently, as if performing important inner work. I counted three or four — maybe more, I lost count.

The girl opposite me — the tall brunette I'd seen in the shower — came loudly. I heard her cry when the dark-skinned one entered her again. She didn't hold back. Her voice filled the room, echoed off the walls, mixed with the music. Her body arched, fingers reaching for the ceiling, and she cried out — long, on one note, until the orgasm released her.

The redhead with freckles, two places away from me, came often but quietly. I saw her back break out in goosebumps, how she froze for a few seconds, then continued moving in rhythm as if nothing had happened. Only a slight tremor in her shoulders gave her away.

We all came. Differently. Some loud, some silent. Some once, some again and again. My body responded too — several times I was hit by short, sharp waves, not as strong as from the dark-skinned one, but tangible. I'd stop breathing for a few seconds, clench around the cock inside me, and release. Quickly. Almost imperceptibly to others.

The guests watched. I felt their stares. But at some point I stopped caring. Let them watch. Let them see us come. It was part of the show. Maybe the most important part.

The men pulled out of us. All at once. I felt the cock inside me — another one, I don't know whose — slide out. Emptiness. Cold. Fluid ran down my leg — copious, unstoppable. I squeezed my thighs together, trying to hold it, but useless. It dripped onto the table's velvet, soaking into the dark fabric, leaving dark, wet spots.

The Queen stepped forward from the shadows again. She looked up at us — though we were on the table and she on the floor. Her white mask gleamed in the candlelight, her tunic flowing like smoke. She slowly circled us, looking into each face, checking, as if assessing the quality of the work.

"Get down," she said. "Onto the cushions. In a row. On your knees. Facing the hall."

We obeyed. Our legs trembled, knees ached, muscles sore from the long, static pose. I slid off the table — first one leg, then the other, nearly fell, caught myself on the velvet edge. On the floor were cushions — velvet, dark. I found mine — still warm — and knelt. The velvet chilled my skin, but I no longer felt anything.

Zhanna knelt to my right. Her face was red, wet with tears and sweat, hair disheveled, plastered to her cheeks. She trembled — a fine, continuous tremor, as at the start of the evening. But now it wasn't fear. It was exhaustion. Or what she'd just been through.

Angela — to my left. She knelt smoothly, without wasted motion, smoothed her hair, squared her shoulders. Her face was calm, almost indifferent. Only her eyes gleamed — wet, bright.

The other girls took their places. We sat in a row, facing the hall, facing the guests, who had frozen in anticipation. Eight naked girls on their knees, with empty, wet openings, swollen entrances, red marks from fingers on our hips.

The men came closer. There were five of them — three fewer than us. I could see only two standing directly before me. The others were on the opposite side of the table, behind other girls, and I could only glimpse them from the corner of my eye — blurred silhouettes, shadows.

Before me stood the dark-skinned one. His cock was hard, engorged. He had removed the condom — I could see the bare head, dark, swollen, the hole open. Beside him, slightly to the left — the light-haired man with the short crop. His cock was smaller, but still hard, with a ring mark at the base from the condom. I couldn't see the other three — only if I turned my head, but the Queen had ordered us to look straight ahead, so I obediently stared forward, at the dark-skinned one and the light-haired one.

The chemistry still kept them hard, though their faces were tired, eyes dull, shadows under them. They stood before us — not before every girl, but at random.

The Queen circled the circle, checking. She lifted my chin slightly — her fingers cool, dry — making me look straight ahead.

"Open your mouth," she said. "Stick out your tongue."

I obeyed. I opened my mouth, dropped my jaw, stuck out my tongue. Saliva ran down my chin — I didn't wipe it, didn't swallow, just held as told. My tongue trembled from the strain, the tip touching my lower lip. I stared at the dark-skinned man's cock, centimeters from my face. I could smell it — musky, salty, mixed with gel and latex. A living smell. Hot.

Beside me, other girls opened their mouths and stuck out their tongues. Zhanna — her tongue trembling like a frightened animal's. Angela — calm, steady, almost mocking. The others — as best they could.

The men began to jerk off. Some fast, some slow. The light-haired one before Zhanna worked almost frantically, his hand moving up and down so quickly the cock became a blur. Before Angela — a stocky, short man — moved unhurriedly, measuredly, as if he had all the time in the world.

The dark-skinned one before me was in no hurry. He squeezed his cock at the base, held it vertical, and slowly — very slowly — moved his hand from base to tip, then back. Each movement was deliberate, almost lazy. I watched his head — dark, gleaming, with an open slit from which a clear drop had already appeared. It hung at the very edge, trembling, not falling. I waited.

The guests watched. I felt their stares on my back, my buttocks, my open mouth and extended tongue. But I no longer paid attention. There was only me and the cock before my face.

The dark-skinned one came first. I hadn't expected it — he hadn't sped up, hadn't warned. Just at some moment his cock twitched, tensed, and from the head a thick, white stream shot out. Straight onto my tongue. Hot. Salty. Bitter. I swallowed, but too late — the next stream hit my palate, my teeth, ran over my gums. Another — on my lips, my chin, my neck. He moved his cock from side to side, spraying my face like a hose. I closed my eyes but kept my mouth open, tongue out. Semen flooded my cheeks, eyelids, hair at my temples. I smelled it — sharp, male, familiar to the point of nausea. And tasted it — that taste that once triggered my gag reflex, now just the taste of work.

Semen ran down my chin, dripped onto my chest, stomach, the velvet cushion. I sat motionless, only swallowing when too much pooled in my mouth. Then his cock softened, he stepped back without a word, without even glancing at me.

I opened my eyes. Around me, the same was happening — but not for everyone.

Zhanna was covered in semen — the light-haired one had come profusely, coating her hair, face, chest, even shoulders. She sat without wiping, eyes closed, breathing hard. Her doll-like face, washed in white, looked almost unreal.

Angela received less — her man came briefly, sparingly, only on her lips and chin. Then she licked her lips, looked at me — her eyes said: "It's nothing. Just work."

Others got theirs. The tall brunette — came straight in her face, she didn't even flinch, only opened her mouth wider. The redhead with freckles — a load in her hair, it clumped, became dark, heavy. The girl with full hips and dark skin — in her eye, she squeezed it shut, and semen ran down her cheek like a tear.

But three girls received nothing. They sat with open mouths, tongues out, waiting — but the men had come earlier or chosen others. I saw one of them lower her head, close her mouth, swallow emptiness. She got none.

I got mine. The dark-skinned one had made sure.

My face was already coated. I knelt, feeling semen drip from my chin onto my chest, stomach, the velvet cushion.

The Queen waited until the last sounds died — drops falling on velvet, the girls' heavy breathing, the shuffling of the men leaving the room. I thought that was it. I could exhale, close my mouth, retract my numb tongue, wipe my face. But the Queen said nothing. She stood in the center of the circle, white, motionless, looking somewhere over our heads.

The men left. Their footsteps faded in the corridor. But the show continued.

From the half-darkness, from behind the guests' backs, men began to emerge. Not dancers — guests. Those who had stood along the walls all this time, watching, touching themselves, waiting. In white masks, open tunics, with exposed cocks — some half-hard, some already hard, some still soft but quickly gaining shape. They moved slowly, uncertainly, as if shy — though after everything we'd done here, what was there to be shy about?

They came up to us one by one, without order, without system. Whoever wanted whom. Whoever got there first. We knelt on the cushions, mouths open, tongues out, faces already coated with the dancers' semen. I heard the men whispering, someone chuckling nervously, someone breathing hard already on approach.

The first came to me. I couldn't see his face — only the mask, white, with eye slits from which gleamed excited, shiny pupils. His tunic was open, belly protruding, pale skin with moles and scars. His cock — average, reddish, with a wet head jutting from under his belly. He smelled of sweat and something sour — maybe wine he'd been drinking all evening. He looked down at me, gripping his cock at the base, moving his hand. Fast. Greedy. His palm slid along the shaft with a wet, squelching sound. He came — on my cheek, chin, into my mouth. I swallowed mechanically. The semen was thin, almost clear, tasteless, barely warm. He exhaled in relief, adjusted his tunic, and walked away without a word. His footsteps echoed on the stone floor — fast, as if he were fleeing.

The second — tall, thin, with long arms and a long thin cock that swung like a whip. He approached slowly, examining me like a specimen. Bent down, looked at my face closely, then straightened. He took his cock in hand — with his fingertips, as if disgusted. Jerked off slowly, unhurriedly, studying my face already layered with drying layers of foreign semen. His eyes behind the mask were cold, appraising. He wasn't in a hurry. He rubbed the head with his thumb, squeezed the shaft at the base, released, squeezed again. He came on my forehead, my hair, my eyelids. His semen was thick, almost gelatinous, hot. I squeezed my eyes shut, feeling the warm clots spread across my skin, seep into the corners of my eyes, stick to my lashes. He wiped his fingers on his own cock — a strange motion — and left.

The third — stocky, thickest, with short thick fingers covered in rings. He stood right in front of me, his cock nearly touching my face — thick, short, with a huge dark head. I smelled him — sweat, arousal, mixed with expensive cologne. He didn't jerk off long — just squeezed his cock at the base, and semen spurted onto my lips, my tongue, my chin. Fast, abundant, without warning. I swallowed too late — some ran down my chin, mixing with saliva. He wiped his cock on my shoulder — wet, sticky — and stepped back with a satisfied grunt.

The fourth — young, judging by his hands: thin fingers, smooth hairless skin, neat manicure. His cock was beautiful — even, proportional, with a pink head. He jerked off for a long time, almost a minute, breathing heavily, squeezing his cock alternately hard and soft, moving his fingers over the head, over the slit. His face under the mask was red — I could see his neck flushed. He tried hard, puffed, but came quickly — unexpectedly even for himself. The semen hit my nose, cheek, neck. Not much, sparing, barely noticeable. He shook his head, as if disappointed in himself, adjusted his tunic, and left, throwing one last glance at me.

The fifth — elderly, with gray hair on his chest visible under his open tunic, and a wrinkled neck. His cock was half-hard, pale, with wrinkled skin on his balls hanging like a sack. He squeezed it persistently, massaged the head, rubbed the shaft with his palm, trying to achieve anything. He puffed, sweated, cursed under his breath. His fingers trembled. I sat motionless, mouth open, feeling his smell, his tension, his despair. He didn't come. He groaned, rubbed the head, squeezed his balls — all useless. Then he swore loudly, aloud, stepped back and walked away, breathing hard, angry, humiliated.

The sixth — a young Asian man, flexible, narrow-hipped, with a small neat cock. He approached timidly, uncertainly, glancing at the other men. He jerked off fast, almost frantically, eyes squeezed shut. He came on my cheek — one drop, two, three. He smiled — I saw the smile under the mask — and ran off.

The seventh — a man in a white tunic, but he carried himself differently from the others. Straight back, squared shoulders. He approached unhurriedly, with dignity, as if for a business meeting. He took off his tunic — completely, all of it, tossed it on the floor. Left naked, only the mask on his face. His cock was thick, short, with an engorged head. He prepared for a long time — stroked himself, squeezed, massaged his balls. He came — abundantly, hot, on my face, hair, shoulders. Then he stepped back, bowed to me, and left.

I stopped counting. There were many. Maybe seven. Maybe ten. Maybe fifteen. I lost count around the fifth, then lost it again. Men approached, jerked off, came on my face, my hair, my closed eyes, my extended tongue. The semen was different — thick and thin, hot and nearly cold, abundant and meager, viscous and watery, smelling different — some had eaten asparagus, some had drunk whiskey, some were healthy as bulls, some clearly ill. Layers upon layers, drying, cracking, rewetting with fresh portions.

This time, all the girls got some.

Beside me, the same was happening to Zhanna. I heard her stifled moans — not from pleasure, from quantity. It seemed they were especially diligent with her — her doll-like face, washed in white, attracted the men. I heard the men before her whispering, one saying to another: "Look how beautifully it flows." Angela was silent, as always. Other girls sighed, moaned, sometimes sobbed.

Guests came and went. Somewhere far away music played, but I no longer heard it — only wet sounds, heavy breathing, male moans, drops falling on velvet, on skin, on the floor. Sometimes one of the men, after coming, would lean in and study me up close — a heavy, weary gaze from under the mask. Sometimes someone wiped their cock on my hair, my shoulder, my chest. One man wiped his cock on my extended tongue, dragging the head along its entire length — from root to tip, leaving a wet trail. I didn't flinch. I felt nothing anymore.

I knelt, not closing my mouth, not withdrawing my tongue. My jaw ached, my facial muscles were stiff, my tongue numb and foreign, like a piece of meat in my mouth. My lips were cracked, white crusts of dried semen at the corners. Saliva had long stopped coming — only dryness, only sticky film on my teeth, gums, palate.

Semen mingled, dripped down my chin, onto my chest, stomach, the cushion. My hair was matted into clumps — heavy, stiff, lying on my shoulders like whips. My face had become a mask — heavy, sticky, alien. I could no longer taste or smell anything. Only weight. Only stickiness. Only exhaustion — so deep it reached to the bone.

I didn't cry. No tears came — my eyes were coated, lids stuck, tear ducts probably blocked with semen. I just sat and waited.

And when the last man came — I didn't even know who, what number — and wiped his cock on my hair, adjusted his tunic, and walked away, I didn't immediately realize it was over. Silence came suddenly — sharp, deafening after the endless wet sounds. I heard only my own breathing — hoarse, rapid — and the drops still falling from my chin onto the velvet. Drip. Drip. Drip. Semen congealed on the cushion, forming white discs.

The Queen stood over me, white and motionless. I waited for a command, not knowing if I could stand.

"Enough," she said. "Stand up. Go to the dressing room."

I understood that this shower of semen was the finale. The main chord of the night. After this, nothing would follow. I tried to get up — my knees wouldn't obey, my legs trembled, my head spun. Angela caught me under the elbow, helped me stand. Zhanna next to me could barely hold herself up — her face was as coated as mine, her hair matted into icicles.

We shuffled toward the exit. I could barely see — my eyes were covered, eyelids stuck from dried semen, lashes glued. I walked by feel, holding onto Angela, stumbling on flat ground. My sandals clicked on the stone, my tunic clung to my wet body, inside was empty and strangely light — without the plug, without a cock, only moisture still seeping with each step.

In the dressing room, bright white light blazed. I sat on a chair, unable to stand. My eyes wouldn't open. I heard the other girls coming in, groaning, crying, silent. Some went straight to the shower, some collapsed on the sofa.

I managed to pry my eyelids apart with my fingers — lashes stuck, I had to peel them with thin white threads. In the mirror opposite, I saw myself: face — a white mask of semen, hair — tangled clumps, chest, shoulders, stomach — all in white streaks and smears. Sandals on my feet, and nothing else. I didn't recognize myself. It wasn't me. It was some other woman — old, weary, used.

I stood and shuffled to the shower. I kicked off my sandals at the entrance. The plug was gone, and that felt strange — after hours of acclimation, the emptiness seemed unusual, even frightening.

In the shower, several nozzles were free. I stepped under the water — warm, strong. At first I just stood, feeling the streams hit my head, face, shoulders. The water turned white, ran down the drain with foam. Then I took the gel and began to wash. Face — three times. Hair — twice. Chest, stomach, arms, legs. Especially thoroughly — where everything had been wet and sticky. I washed for a long time, methodically, as if washing off not only the semen but also the night, the men, the stares.

I stood under the water for nearly fifteen minutes. The water grew hot, steam fogged the mirrors. I turned it off, dried off. In the clean towel, in the silence, I felt my body begin to return to me. Sore. But mine.

I stepped out of the shower, went to the mirror. I combed my wet hair, gathered it into a bun. I lined my eyes — winged liner, just how I liked — but my hands trembled, the lines smeared. I wiped them off, didn't bother redoing. I applied foundation to my reddened skin, lip gloss to my cracked lips. In the mirror, a tired but clean girl looked back at me. Almost me.

I sat on the sofa next to Angela. She had already freshened up — her short hair dry, face clean, only her eyes red, as if she'd been crying. But she hadn't. Angela never cried.

"Is it always like this?" I asked quietly.

She looked at me, gave a slight smirk.

"Sometimes it's rougher," she said. "But not often. And for that kind of money..." — she spread her hands. — "You know how much we'll get? Three hundred thousand. For one night. For this. For us."

I was silent. Three hundred thousand. I'd thought about it all evening, but now the number had lost meaning. It didn't matter. What mattered was that I was alive, that I was clean, that I could breathe deeply without inhaling the smell of other people's semen.

The door opened, and the Queen entered. Still in the same white robe, white mask. In her hands, a stack of envelopes — thick, white, identical. She walked around, handing one to each. When it was my turn, she extended an envelope, and I took it with trembling fingers. It was heavy, plump.

"Good work," said the Queen. "All of you did well. Next month — another evening. I'll expect you."

She nodded and left without saying goodbye.

I stared at the envelope in my hands. Then at Angela. Then at Zhanna, who sat in the corner wrapped in a towel, staring at one spot.

"Next month," I repeated.

Angela shrugged.

"Next month," she said. "If we survive."

I didn't know if she was joking or not. But the envelope in my hands was warm, heavy, real. And this was my first step toward understanding — I could do it. I could endure. Again. And again. For these envelopes. For myself. For something I couldn't yet name.

I tucked the envelope into my bag, zipped it. I stood, adjusted my jeans, sweater. I put on my jacket — the same one I'd arrived in hours ago. Another life. Another me.

I took out my phone, ordered a taxi. The car would arrive in seven minutes. I said goodbye to the girls — some nodded, some didn't look up. Zhanna still sat on the sofa, wrapped in a towel, staring into space. I touched her shoulder.

"It's okay," I said. "We made it."

She didn't answer. Maybe she hadn't heard.

I stepped outside. The night air hit my face — fresh, cold, clean. No smell of semen, gel, sweat. I breathed in deeply, almost painfully filling my lungs.

I got into the taxi, in the back seat. The driver — a silent man in his forties — didn't even turn around. I gave the address, he nodded. The radio played pop music, something light, carefree. I wanted to ask him to turn it down — but didn't. Let it play. Let this normal, human sound fill the silence.

I leaned back, closed my eyes. I held the bag with the envelope on my lap, arms wrapped around it. Afraid it would disappear. Or that it had all been a dream.

The car drove through the night city. Streetlights flashed past, light and shadows sliding across my face. I watched them and didn't recognize the city. As foreign as I was.

At home, I locked the door, dropped my jacket on the floor. I took the envelope from my bag, placed it on the table. Plump, white, sealed. I didn't open it. Not now.

I went into the bathroom, stepped under the shower — again. Washing off what I'd already washed. Hot water, gel, towel. Endlessly. Then I lay in bed, without clothes. Stared at the ceiling, listened to the city hum outside.

The envelope lay on the table. Inside — three hundred thousand. For one night.

I closed my eyes and fell into a dreamless sleep.
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Epilogue
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School continued. Alexander Sergeyevich, as if nothing had happened, taught, stretched, corrected posture. Sometimes he kept me after class — "to work on technique." I didn't refuse. My body was used to it. Shame had dulled. Only work remained. Like at the barre. Like on stage. Like on my knees in the ballet studio, on the parquet, under his hands, without extra words.

I no longer flinched when he came up from behind. I didn't hold my breath when his fingers slid down my back. I just did what was needed. Opened my mouth, spread my legs, closed my eyes. Somewhere out there, in a parallel reality, was another Maria — the one who dreamed of Swan Lake and the Mariinsky stage. But here, in this life, I was just a body. Trained, flexible, convenient.

Fridays, Saturdays — the club circuit. The black Toyota, Denis behind the wheel, stockings, transparent peignoir, only heels and dance, and privates with blowjobs. Once a month — the plugs. Money accumulated in my secret mini-safe. A little more, and I'd allow myself to dream of my own apartment.

I once thought: sex — a lot. More than any of my acquaintances. Different kinds. With different people. For money, for grades, out of habit. But somehow I never had a normal relationship. Like Nadya, for example — met, fell in love, went to the movies together, drank tea together, sat in silence together. Simple. Warm. No conditions. No payment.

And I wanted it. Not strongly, not sharply — a dull, aching note somewhere in my chest that made me want to cry. What if? What if I could too?

But I understood: first I had to finish dancing. Become a ballerina. Graduate from the academy. Get my diploma. Set foot on a big stage. At least once. Not for money. For myself. For that eight-year-old girl who first saw ballet on TV and cried at its beauty.

Then — earn enough for my own apartment. Not rent, but my own. So no one could kick me out, so I wouldn't have that eternal fear of "what if I can't afford it tomorrow." So my mother could visit and not sleep on a foldout couch.

And only then — look for a normal guy. Not a client, not a teacher, not a call boy from an elite brothel. Just a guy. With whom I could be silent. With whom I didn't have to play a role. With whom I could be unafraid that he'd see my past in my eyes.

Or was I already unable to?

Because every cell in me remembers: Alexander Sergeyevich's cock, clients' fingers, semen on my face, the stares from the audience. Because my body is used to money, to power, to sex as work. And you don't work with love. And you don't love with work. Was my psyche broken? Or, on the contrary, hardened? I didn't know.

I watched through the window of the Toyota at the night city, felt a lump form in my throat. Lights flashed past — yellow, white, red. Other people's lives. Other people's windows. Somewhere behind one of them, maybe my un-found normal guy lived. Or he didn't exist at all.

Maybe someday.

Or maybe never.

But I would still dance. Because dance is the only thing that truly remains mine. 

Because I am a Ballerina!
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