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Adventure or Stability?



The River of Women and Erased Dreams, or Diversity is the Spice of Life.


They say the only thing no one can take from you is your dreams. The irony lies in the fact that we ourselves are their most effective destroyers. With surgical precision, we undermine their meaning, erase our faith in their realization, or with refined indifference declare that they've become outdated. No one can sabotage your ambitions as effectively as you yourself.

On the other hand, there's this belief that hope dies last. It sounds beautiful on motivational posters, doesn't it? In reality, faith in the success of our plans has a shorter expiration date than discounted products in a supermarket. It only takes a few strategically placed doubts from those around us, and our determination shrinks faster than a cotton T-shirt after its first wash. When we run out of counterarguments, we burn our dreams out of our minds ourselves—for the sake of holy peace.

I've learned to distance myself from the advice of amateur "psychologists" and well-meaning buddies. Those experts on other people's lives, who can't manage their own. It's fascinating how people who collect failures suddenly become experts on success—with special emphasis on why it won't work out for you. Their theories resemble pseudoscientific articles in glossy magazines—they sound convincing until you ask about the sources.

For my part, I've always believed that failure is the foundation of success. Every rejection, every breakup, every night spent analyzing my own mistakes—they weren't losses, but investments. Despite relationships that ended in cracks, connections that fell short of expectations, or fleeting acquaintances that offered only the momentary illusion of closeness, I never stopped believing that there exists a woman who won't be merely an addition to my life, but an essential element of it.

Every woman is a separate book in the private library of your life. Some are essays—precise, concrete, but leaving you with a sense of incompleteness. Others resemble encyclopedias—full of facts, but devoid of emotion. There are novellas that you devour greedily over a weekend, only to forget the main plot by Monday. Then there are volumes you abandon after a few chapters, seeing that they lead nowhere. Particularly intriguing are those stories you return to for years—never finishing them, never fully understanding them, but also never able to forget them.

For years, I searched for a book that I couldn't find in ready-made form—the one, irreplaceable story that would give meaning to all the previous chapters. And I found it—my white raven. Now, together, we're writing the pages of a manuscript that isn't perfect or predictable, but it's ours. We write it every day, page by page, sometimes with difficult words, sometimes between the lines, occasionally leaving ink stains, other times crafting pages worthy of the greatest literary masters. It's a story that couldn't have arisen in any other configuration—it required exactly the two of us, exactly at this point in life, with all our past histories that led us to this shared chapter. Contrary to all the self-proclaimed experts who, with maniacal stubbornness, insisted that such books don't exist, that it's fairy tales for naive dreamers—I found my shelf with the white raven. And now I know for sure—it was worth reading all the previous volumes.




Hand in Hand



Beginnings are never easy, but it's the start of an unforgettable journey.
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Life is never what I planned it to be—it's like a blind date arranged by a buddy. In your mind's eye, you see a girl whose intelligence and beauty evoke Cleopatra, the one Julius Caesar fell for. You imagine fascinating discussions about history, art, and politics, conducted by candlelight and the sounds of classical music. And it turns out the only topic of conversation is her freshly done nails, the latest Instagram filters, and her question "What did you drive here in?", which seems to be the only test of your life achievements. Dreams of an intellectual conquest dissipate faster than sand in the Egyptian desert. When you're young and haven't yet experienced intimacy with a woman, you live in a mental split, as if someone stretched you between two worlds and left you like that for years. On one side, you've got that constant pressure from your buddies—those self-proclaimed "bedroom masters" who've already "done it" and brag about their exploits, as if hooking up with girls is an Olympic event and they're coming back with a medal for a 30-second sprint. On the other side, in your imagination, you see candles flooding everything with a stream of wax, soft music seeping in the background so perfectly, as if someone hired a DJ just for the occasion, and she's looking into your eyes with a love that even Mickiewicz never knew, and she says: "You're the one." You want it not to be some random hookup on the couch at a party, for it to mean something, for it to be perfect. I always dreamed of a woman who would take me by the hand and lead me into the world of pleasure, without stress, without that enormous pressure that you have to be perfect from the first time. I didn't want a quick fuck like my buddies, who treated it like a race against the clock so they could slap each other on the back afterward and check off a point on the "done before eighteen" list. I wanted more—a woman who would show me what intimacy tastes like, without rush, without pretending, without that artificial haste that the guys fell into, as if hooking up with girls was a marathon with beer and respect in the hood as the prize. I wanted it to be real—not some awkward groping after which you wonder whether to apologize or run away. I wanted a moment that would stay in memories not as a first flop, where you're left with the thought: "What a failure, why did I even do that." I dreamed of a woman who wouldn't laugh if something went wrong, but would guide me through it like a teacher with a calling—with patience, a smile, and maybe a light "watch and learn." Because, really, when I'm entering that world, it's with class—not the kind that ends after a minute with the line: "Sorry, it happens."

My start to that unforgettable adventure began pretty ordinarily: summer, tent, vacation. Suddenly, in the tent flap, she appears, a girl who in the glow of the setting sun looks phenomenal, like a dream breaking into reality. Her silhouette, gently outlined in the warm light, seems almost unreal—like the shadow of moments we're yet to share, ones I still can't grasp. You can plan, you can jerk off to fantasies about what's to come, but life always likes to play tricks on us—it does something you didn't foresee, something that slips through every plan.

She was like the darkest wine—mature, intoxicating, dangerous. Her eyes were black diamonds, where light died and was reborn as desire. One smile from her was enough to make you feel the world stop, and every breath of yours become her property. My buddy in the back was cursing under his breath that we'd forgotten the hammer for the stakes again, and I stood there like an idiot, eyes glued to her—the classic, guy turns into a pillar of salt because he saw something more than beer and kebab. She smiled, walked over to our tent (that crooked mess that looked like it would collapse in the first breeze) and tossed out: "How long are you here for?" I don't know how it happened, but I blurted: "With you, forever," thinking I sounded like a fucking poet and not a loser from the campsite. Her laugh spread like the eighth wonder of the world, until my buddy burst out of the tent and grumbled: "Stop bullshitting, or she'll believe you—better help me with this damn tent." I got flustered like a schoolboy at the blackboard, but I threw back: "And how long are you here?" "Two weeks, with my friend"—her voice sounded like a melody that didn't make you want to bolt. "Anything happening around here in the evenings?" I asked, praying I wouldn't screw up, and she said: "I saw a club with billiards when we were driving—wanna play?" Hell yeah, I thought, billiards is a chance not to come off as a total pussy. "In an hour we'll swing by your tent and head over," I said, pretending I had everything under control, and her quick "ok" was like a ray of hope that maybe I wouldn't fuck this up like usual.

We managed to set up the tent after a fight and one beer, then we showed up at the girls'. When she came out, it floored me—she'd swapped sweats for a dress, looked phenomenal, and her smile completed the picture. The club was decent—no crowd, no drunk assholes puking in corners, just billiards and music that didn't drill into your skull. We played doubles, and her friend, seeing the sparks, said to my buddy: "Wanna go for a walk?" He, like a typical jackass, grumbled: "Why?" And she fired back: "So you'd ask, genius." And just like that, we were alone, because my buddy finally got that it was better to shut up and go than to grill like a cartoon detective.

And then it happened—that thing I was fucking scared of. I fell for her like a sap from a soap opera. Her voice was like a song you can't get out of your head, her laugh blew my brain like a TikTok viral, and her gaze made me feel like a fucking king, even though I was just a kid with a beer in hand. Our hands brushed on the table—gently, like wind over desert dunes. Yeah, fuck, it sounds like a middle school diary, but seriously, it turned my world upside down. Her touch lit me up, and I, like a fucking sap, wondered if it was love or too much beer.

I don't know how long we played that billiards. I don't remember how I ended up in her tent—as if time stopped, and I lost my mind in her eyes, those deep abysses that pulled me in like a river whirlpool. Only she mattered—warm, summer-scented skin that was my whole fucking world, and the rest could go to hell. She kissed me softly, staring at me with such intensity that my heart stopped, then kicked off like after three Red Bulls. Her lips were wet, soft, tasting like a promise of dirty secrets, and I, shy as a virgin in a strip club, brushed her hand, feeling electricity down my spine. I was fucking terrified—like I was taking an exam, and everything I knew flew away with her kiss. Every stroke of her fingers on my hands was like a brushstroke, gentle, calm, and it gave me some of her confidence, gave me a sense of safety. I felt her holding my hand, like she was leading me into a dark room and lighting a subtle flame in it that wrapped around me and calmed me. I felt so fucking awesome that I started believing that with her, I wouldn't fuck anything up, even though I was trembling slightly from excitement and fear. My hand wandered, mimicking hers, and I felt silky skin, warmth, and joy when our fingers intertwined.

What was once just a jerk-off fantasy—a woman who would light up my shitty life—became real when her hand slipped into mine, as if the whole fucking universe fit in that touch. The world slowed down, the tent became our fortress, and my mind screamed: "This is happening, don't fuck it up, idiot." I kissed her harder, her lips parted, her tongue brushed mine, igniting a fire no one could put out. Her breath quickened, hands tangled in my hair, pulling me so close I felt the warmth of her breath and the scent of her skin.

The tent sealed us in its sweaty cocoon, her body pressing against mine, hot and starving. She ripped off my shirt, nails raking my skin, leaving marks like a fucking fire, and I grabbed her waist, her hips soft and begging to be fucked.

"You sure?" I rasped, half begging, half choking, and she smiled, purring: "Aren't you?"—and that was enough. Clothes flew to the corner like useless crap, her tits pressed against my chest, and I sucked her neck, inhaling perfume mixed with sweat—something so primal that my cock was bursting. Her hands slid lower, unzipping my pants, and I was shaking like hell, but she took the wheel. She pushed me onto the sleeping bag, her mouth locked on mine, then slid down—neck, chest, until she reached where my cock throbbed like a volcano. She licked me slowly. Her tongue danced, wet and warm, and I clenched my fists, thinking: "Fucking life, this is too good to be real." She licked me gently, her mouth a hot, wet paradise, lips brushing my cock, tongue swirling, her fingers touching my balls, and I groaned her name, half-dead from arousal. I came on her face. She looked up, eyes gleaming with promise of sin, and whispered: "It'll get even better." She slid up like a breeze, her hand grabbed my cock and, looking into my eyes, she slid it into her wet pussy, her thighs clamped on my hips, and she started riding me slowly, my world shattered into pieces in the rhythm of her moans and my trembling. All the while, she guided my movements, directed gently, and when we switched to the next position, she was like a guide who knew exactly what and when should happen. When I came a second time on her ass, it was like touching invisible happiness. All night we fucked like animals, the tent shaking from our gasps, her nails gouging my back as if she wanted to mark me forever. It wasn't just sex—it was fucking magic, immersion in a wet, pulsing abyss where nothing else existed. Her pussy gripped me, slick and merciless. Every moan of hers was a command to thrust harder, deeper, her tits bouncing as she rode me like a fucking queen. I grabbed her hips, slapping her ass with an open hand, and she moaned louder. After a few loads, my cock was pounding, sweat pouring, but when her body arched like a bow ready to snap, I gave everything to satisfy her.

That night, I was drowning in panic, but her touch—soft, filthy, guiding—lit up the darkness like a torch. The following days were like from a fucking book—the kind you read under the covers with a flashlight, hoping life might look like that someday. Walks by the sea, hands intertwined like on a postcard, the wind brushing her hair, making me think: "Damn, those cheesy romances were right." I woke up next to her, inhaling the scent of her hair, her sleepy smile brushing my shoulder, as if the world outside the tent didn't exist. Those were days when love tasted like wine, not like cheap beer from the store. And then came the day that, fuck, rips off roofs like a storm—without warning, without mercy. Her eyes—once my obsession—were cold as a splash of water. "I have a boyfriend," she tossed out, like it was some fucking triviality, and then added: "This was just a vacation fling, fun."

I felt like someone ripped out my heart and threw it to the dogs—all those nights when her body melted into mine, when I thought I'd caught a star, were for her just a break in her boring life. "Fun"—fuck, for me it was a fucking dream come true, and for her a quick fuck with a loser from the campsite. I smiled even though I didn't want to and said "I liked that fun," but in my head I had a million thoughts accusing fate for such a mockery of me. That was life's first lesson: you get a plate of pleasure, smelling like heaven, but before you take another bite, the waiter, grinning like a bastard, takes it away and says: "Kitchen's closed."

In the library of my life, she was the first book—the spark, the template for every subsequent woman. Each one was like a rare find for me, a unique story I returned to, to relive those moments anew. But that first book slammed shut forever—its cover closed, and I could only hold onto the memory that showed me what it's like to touch something intangible. I love life, even though every day it takes something from me—dreams, goals, moments I'd want to keep. But nights like that first sex, with wild panic and heat in the tent, or that later one at dawn, calm and sharp—remind me that sometimes you get more than you deserve. Such fleeting moments you remember forever.




Seduction by Fate



Life is too short for bad sex, cheap booze, and wasting time on complaining.
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When fate gives me something good, even for a fucking moment, I don't hesitate for a single second—I grab it like the goddamn end of the world is coming tomorrow. Not out of desperation or panic, but to feel the fullness of life, its taste, because even a crumb of happiness captured lets you enjoy the moment and what you have. I've learned that happiness isn't some fucking subscription you pay for once a month with a guarantee it'll work. It's more like a lottery win—rare, unexpected, and usually it goes to someone else. So when something good does happen to you, don't hesitate, because there might not be another chance. Life is made up of small elements that make us appreciate every day, every hug, every smile. And I'm not talking about some philosophical bullshit like "carpe diem" tattooed on a girl's forearm after three beers. I'm talking about a real, raw approach—you grab that moment by the throat, pin it against the wall, and say: "Listen, you bitch, you're mine and you're not going anywhere until I squeeze every last drop out of you." Because the truth is, life is a series of failures interrupted by occasional moments that aren't totally shit. And only a complete idiot would let them slip through their fingers.

Summer, Italy—definitely a time for chill and relaxation. Rays of sun reflecting off the azure sea surface, a warm breeze carrying the scent of salt and citrus. It's a place where time flows differently, where every step feels light, and every moment gains intensity. When the phone rang from friends, I was a bit surprised. They'd gone away for two weeks to Italy, rented a house with a pool for a few couples. In the receiver, I heard: "Come for the weekend, it'll be fun. There are a bunch of people and a few single women." I didn't think long—I bought a ticket and flew to Venice. When I stepped off the plane, the warm, pleasant air hit me, and I already knew it would be an unforgettable weekend. The house was small but beautiful, with a big garden and pool. A kilometer away was the beach and sea—ideal conditions for unwinding. The evening started with a seafood dinner and wine served at a long table on the terrace. Among the vacationers was her—delicate, with subtle beauty and a shy smile. Friends, with their typical ease and humor, quickly started jokingly matchmaking us.

She was fresh off a failed relationship, and her eyes betrayed a mix of reserve and a desire to start something new—that's what the friends confirmed. Another bottle of wine, an atmosphere full of chill and people throwing out opinions without a hint of hesitation, made me think: "Worth the trip." For them, it was the midpoint of the getaway, for me the start of the fun, Italian-style.

I have no problem meeting people, so naturally I sat next to her, asked with a smile: "How's the week been among these maniacs?" She looked at me with curiosity and replied: "Great—lots of wine, chill, and amazing food. The last few days have been all about how you'd show up and it'd get even better. Though the whole matchmaking thing amuses me, I have to admit I was curious about you and how you'd act." Surprised by her honesty, I started laughing.

"Honestly? I thought you were a horny guy who's also arrogant," she added, looking at me with a slightly teasing smile. "And here you are—a nice surprise. You're detached, you take their jokes calmly, and most importantly, you don't come on too strong."

I couldn't hold back the laugh. "Thanks for the kind words." Her gaze lingered on my lips, and for a moment the world seemed to spin around that exchange of words and looks. Italian summer nights had something that could heat up both the air and our thoughts.

Suddenly my buddy asked for help prepping snacks for the rest of the party, so I excused myself and went to the kitchen. Melon with prosciutto and those kinds of bites always intrigued me—at first, when I heard about them, I grimaced, thinking: "Who eats that weird shit?" But when I tried it, I got that they had something special. That combo of flavors, on a warm summer evening with wine or prosecco, could put you in a blissful mood.

In the kitchen, the vibe was as loose as on the terrace. Sultry Italian music seeped from the speakers, and my buddy muttered: "Alright, quick action, or they'll come bitching that we're slacking." Laughing, we efficiently prepped plates full of aromatic treats, and I couldn't stop thinking about her smile I'd left on the terrace. I wondered if when I got back, her gaze would land on me with the same intensity. There was something electric in that atmosphere—an intriguing mix of spice scents, summer warmth, and elusive lightness—that made every gesture carry double meaning, and every fleeting glance hold unspoken promises of the coming night.

At the table, there was a shuffle, so I ended up sitting away from her and started chatting with the new faces. Even so, out of the corner of my eye, I kept catching her look—discreet but clear, as if she was studying my profile with attention. She herself was deep in conversation with another girl I hadn't met before. The evening flowed lazily with more glasses of wine, and I felt a growing need to get to know her without intermediaries, without the filter of others' opinions.

After a moment's hesitation, I decided to break that dance of glances. I approached her, feeling my pulse quicken slightly, and tossed out with a nonchalance I didn't fully feel: "Feel like a walk to the sea? Show me what you've discovered here this week?"

Her answer came without the slightest hesitation. A spark lit up in her blue eyes, illuminating her face better than the nearby lanterns. "I'd love to," she replied in a warm voice, setting down her glass and rising with fluid grace.

"Fuck, I just met her," flashed through my mind, "and I feel like I've known her for years." Walking the path toward the sound of waves, I talked to her about life and choices, instinctively skirting topics that could shatter this fragile bond. She responded with an openness that surprised me, weaving in stories of places she'd found and suggestions for where we could go that evening. Every word of hers sounded like an invitation to a shared adventure, and her laugh—clear and genuine—filled the silences between questions, adding an effortless intimacy to the moment that I couldn't have planned even if I'd tried.

We reached the beach and claimed two loungers set close together. Foreseeingly, I'd grabbed a bottle of red wine and two glasses, which now seemed almost prophetic. I filled the glass with the ruby liquid, handing her one, our fingers brushing fleetingly. We settled in comfortably, faces turned to the starry sky, which over the sea always seems closer. We stayed silent for a long while, savoring the wine and the quiet broken only by the crash of waves and the distant echo of music from seaside spots.

"You know," she broke the pleasant silence suddenly, "you're not like they warned me about. Or at least you don't seem to be."

I turned my head toward her, studying her profile lit by the soft moonlight glow. I could see her lashes casting shadows on her cheeks. "Meaning what?" I asked with a note of amusement in my voice, though I felt a slight unease, wondering what she might've heard about me.

She took a sip of wine, as if drawing courage from it. "Some girls said you were..." she hesitated for a moment, "...well, a player. That you don't let any pass and you take life totally easy." She said the last words with a slight embarrassment, as if testing my reaction. I smiled to myself, feeling a mix of amusement. I looked her straight in the eyes. "And tell me," I asked with a defiant tone, "did any of your chatty friends actually have something with me to paint such a colorful picture?"

She laughed like a string of pearls, and that sound suddenly seemed like the most beautiful melody of the evening. "From what I know, no," she replied, her eyes sparkling in the dark.

"Well," I said with a light smile, raising my glass in a toast, "I don't know if I should live up to those girls' expectations or disappoint them. It'd be a shame if you ended up disappointed... either way."

Her laugh—soft, melodic—filled the space between us, vibrating in the night air. She drew her lower lip in gently before replying: "One thing's true—you approach life easy and you don't barge in uninvited. Or force anything." Her gaze lingered on my lips a bit longer than the conversation required.

I swirled the wine in my glass, watching the liquid reflect the moonlight. "Got any topics you prefer to avoid?" I asked, shifting the conversation direction slightly, probing the boundaries of her comfort.

She tilted her head a bit. "What do you mean?" Genuine curiosity rang in her voice.

"Relationships, family, religion, sex," I listed, shrugging. "You know, the classic mines in talking to someone you're just getting to know."

She smiled, a shadow crossing her face, giving her expression something enigmatic. "No, I don't have those topics. Ask away." As she said it, she shifted slightly on the lounger, as if emphasizing her openness.

I decided to risk it. "So why'd you come here alone? And what actually made you break up?" I threw out with a note of caution, watching her reaction closely.

She lifted the glass to her lips, the red wine moistening them, leaving a subtle sheen. The moonlight fractured on them, creating a hypnotic effect. "Fuck, the way the moonlight bounces off those full lips... wonder what they taste like," flashed through my mind, though on the surface I stayed calm, not betraying a single facial muscle where my thoughts had wandered.

She looked at me without a hint of embarrassment, as if reading my mind and accepting its direction. "I see you've done your homework on me," you could hear her voice drop slightly. "The asshole cheated on me with my friend, so I dumped him," she replied with unexpected directness that surprised me. "And now I need a break from relationships and getting involved. I came here to reset..." she hesitated for a moment, her voice becoming quieter, more intimate, "...and maybe have some adventure. Honestly, I don't even know."

I gave her a moment, not rushing my reply. For a beat, we both listened to the hypnotic rhythm of waves crashing on the shore—that eternal sound that seemed to drown out all other thoughts. I felt the tension between us growing—subtle but tangible, like the warm sea breeze on skin.

"What do you think of the people we're hanging with here?" I asked finally, changing the subject, though my eyes kept returning to her face, seeking something more than just an answer.

"I think they're a mix of personalities," she replied, running fingers through her hair. "I know a few longer, so I feel at ease. Honestly, I needed company that'd let me forget about that jerk." She smiled with a slight bitterness that quickly gave way to something more carefree. "Of course, in a big group like this, there've been spats, but the wine, the Italian vibe, and the outings kept everyone content. It smoothed even the biggest flare-ups." She looked at me curiously. "And you, who do you know here?"

"I'm getting to know you," I smiled, not breaking eye contact, feeling every word carry double meaning. "And that couple who picked me up at the airport. Otherwise, no one. Trying to make the most of life and its charms." The last sentence hung between us like a promise.

I watched her, studying every centimeter of her face brushed by moonlight, wondering why the hell her ex cheated. She seemed delicate, warm, full of calm—no tantrums or scenes. Something in the way she brushed hair from her face betrayed an unspoken sensuality she might not even be aware of.

Plus, she was really a beautiful girl, gifted by nature with a sensual body, its essence in full breasts, as if shaped by a Renaissance sculptor's hand. I could tell without doubt because she wore a thin-as-gauze shirt with no bra, and the cool sea breeze highlighted every contour of her figure, teasing the fabric. Combined with the slightly wine-damp spot on her lower lip, it created an image that made it hard to keep my thoughts on track.

Her nipples stood out clearly under the delicate material as the shirt moved with her breath and wind gusts. When she leaned back on the lounger to take a sip of wine, the line of her neck and cleavage formed such a perfect arch that for a moment I forgot to breathe. I swallowed, feeling warmth spread through my body, concentrating in my groin.

Every time she moved, the subtle scent of her perfume—a mix of vanilla and something spicy I couldn't name—reached me on a wave of warm sea air. That aroma hit me almost physically, stirring senses and imagination.

"Italy's magnetism for me, gentle seduction, and the essence of chill," I replied finally, consciously choosing words loaded with double meaning. "Always wanted to come here, but never the right time. Or the right person," I added, looking her straight in the eyes. She smiled slightly, and in her gaze I caught something that sent a shiver down my spine. As if she'd read my thoughts and accepted them. As if the whole situation—wine, beach, stars—was just a pretext for something more.

"Sometimes the right things come at the least expected moments," she said quietly, so quietly I had to lean in to hear. "And with the least expected people."

Our loungers were now so close I could feel the warmth of her body. When she reached for the bottle to pour more wine, her arm brushed mine, sending a wave of electricity through my skin. It wasn't accidental—I saw it in her eyes, in the way she paused the motion for a fraction of a second longer than necessary, prolonging the contact.

I leaned in to help with the wine, and our hands met on the bottle neck. She didn't pull back. Instead, her fingers brushed mine in a gesture that could only be an invitation. I looked straight into her eyes, thinking only one thing: "Fuck, she's so pretty... how bad I want her." I leaned in and gently brushed her lips, almost provocatively. I felt her part them slightly, inviting me deeper. My hand firmly gripped her neck, pulling her to me with wild desire, until our mouths crashed in a hungry, almost desperate kiss. Through my head flashed: "Fuck, what a wonderfully soft tongue she has, how insanely passionate she kisses." I don't even know when, but our bodies fell onto the cool sand. We rolled, tangled in each other, kissing deeper and deeper, as if trying to melt into one. I felt her hands greedily sliding over my chest, impatiently unbuttoning my shirt until the fabric slipped off my shoulders, leaving skin bare and ready for her heated fingers' touch.

I nearly tore her shirt off, impatiently wrestling with the stubborn material. When her bare, firm breasts rippled before me, I felt my senses explode in my head. I dove at her like a starving man, greedily licking and sucking her hardened nipples, feeling her tremble under my tongue's touch. My hands caressed her shamelessly, reveling in the shape and taste of her velvety skin, as if time had suddenly stopped and the world vanished around us. I yanked her shorts down in one violent move, and it surprised me that she had no underwear on—just her smooth, perfectly sculpted body, which in the moonlight looked insanely hot.

I rose for a moment, drinking in every inch of her naked body with my eyes, and whispered in a voice hoarse from arousal: "You're gorgeous... Fuck, God must've been on cocaine when he made you, 'cause you're perfectly sculpted."

A blush flooded her cheeks immediately, making her look even sexier and innocent at once. Driven by desire, I slowly slid my head downward, kissing her trembling body. I paused at her thighs for a moment, then without warning plunged my tongue into her wet pussy. I felt her shudder beneath me, arching sharply and moaning softly each time my tongue teased her most sensitive spots.

Her hands gripped my head, lightly guiding me over her heated body, charting the path of kisses and tongue flicks. She looked like a goddess—a queen of the night in the full moonlight glow illuminating her perfect curves. Her quickened breath and quiet moan betrayed the rising arousal pulsing between our bodies.

I rose over her, firmly spread her legs, and thrust deep inside with one strong move of my hard, thirsty-for-her-body cock. Her inside was hot, tight, perfectly in sync with me.

—"Oh fuck, you're perfect... Your body's made for pleasure," I groaned greedily as I felt her fill me completely.

A moment later, she flipped me decisively, straddling me, and began rhythmically moving her hips, taking control. I watched hypnotized as her breasts undulated, which I caressed, kneaded, gripping with my hands. I savored the sight as if my most perverted dream was coming true.

I couldn't hold out—I gripped her incredible, firm ass, pulling her even harder against me. I dug fingers into her hips, accentuating every sensual motion of hers. My hand instinctively went to her neck, squeezing gently but firmly, pulling the woman into a deep, commanding kiss as she still moved violently on me, moaning louder and louder.

I grabbed her hair hard, pulling it back slightly, and whispered firmly right in her ear: "You're my bitch, got it? You'll do exactly what I demand from you."

She looked deep into my eyes, and a smile full of excitement appeared on her lips. She replied with unrestrained passion: "I'm all yours. Fuck me like your whore..."

Without warning, I flipped her violently, positioning her on her knees, and entered her brutally from behind. She was absolutely perfect in that position—her body arched with every thrust of mine, her ass rippling sensually, provoking me to harder moves. I watched as under my hands her body quivered with pleasure, her hands clenching the sand spasmodically. Every moan of hers was like music, winding me up more, until I lost all sense of time.

I don't know how long that madness lasted—position changes, violent thrusts driving her to the edge of ecstasy. Her cries mixed with my groans, creating a perfect rhythm. Finally, I felt I was close to the peak and grabbed her hard, asking with difficulty catching breath: "Where do you want me to cum?"

She looked at me with eyes glazed from pleasure and moaned softly: "I'm on protection... you can cum inside me..."

Those words were like release—I filled her with a hot wave of orgasm, feeling her clench around me, taking every drop. She pulled me hard against her, nestling as our bodies still trembled from the intensity of the moment.

We lay on the sand, tangled together, completely exhausted. We felt like we'd both taken a drug—totally lost, addicted to each other, drifting far beyond reality in that one perfect moment.

She looked deep into my eyes and suddenly whispered, still slightly out of breath from the intensity of what we'd just experienced: "My ex never fucked me that passionately... I've never felt so desired, so fucking feminine as with you."

I cupped her face in my hands and kissed her hard, deep, as if with that kiss I wanted to affirm every word of hers. Then I whispered right into her mouth: "Your ex was just a regular idiot who never knew how to appreciate the wonderful woman he had. I intend to make the most of every second with you. You're the ideal, and I won't let you forget it."

She nestled into me even harder, as if wanting to make sure those words weren't just a heat-of-the-moment thing. Our bodies, still intertwined on the sand, seemed like one organism pulsing with hot desire.

When we got back from the beach, the group was already clearly worn out from booze, the air heavy with the characteristic sweet smell of burning weed. Someone tossed lazily: "How was the walk?"

I smiled, replying with light irony: "Nice, the area's pretty interesting... though no sun." Laughter erupted from the group right away.

We sat with the rest, joining the circulating joint. It was well past three a.m., but the party still smoldered, lazy and without rush, as if time had stopped for good. I felt the girl next to me staring at me with a hidden smile and how her hand subtly, almost stealthily, brushed my thigh. Slowly I started stroking the back of her hand, sliding fingers over her skin so lightly, as if it were just a gentle breeze lazily sifting grains of sand across a desert surface. In that subtle touch was a promise of what lay ahead.

The next days were like a dream fulfilled, like a snippet from a novel I'd always wanted to live. She was like the fresh scent of jasmine wafting in the air—subtly wrapping around me, intoxicating senses, calming thoughts. By day she radiated sweetness, like an innocent angel full of warmth and smiles, but as soon as the sun set, she turned into a wild vixen, hungry for passion, thirsty for intense sensations, ready to submit to my dominance.

Every day I watched her with growing unease, wondering if what connected us could last, or if we were sliding toward the edge of something we couldn't control. I sensed this wouldn't be one of those stories ending in a banal "they lived happily ever after." And finally the day came when I heard the words I feared most.

She looked me straight in the eyes and said softly, almost with regret in her voice: "I've never been this happy before, but you know... we probably can't expect more. It was wonderful, but everything ends sometime. I'll never forget it, but please, let's not force it."

I felt my heart race, and an unsettling emptiness start in my head. Fuck, as usual life slapped me in the face without warning. I sighed bitterly, trying to hide the pain behind a cynical smile.

—"Since I'm a 'player,' it's natural I wouldn't expect more," I threw out ironically, to mask how much it hurt. "But okay, I get it. I won't hold you back by force. Worth it."

Once again I was alone, and the bitter taste of life returned like an old acquaintance. In the end, not the first time I'd learned that life gives us something beautiful just to brutally take it away later. But still, it was worth losing myself in it, even if just for a moment.

Because, as I'd told myself more than once, around the corner there's always something new waiting that'll make the heart beat harder again, and adrenaline will overshadow all the previous regret. You just have to learn to enjoy the moment before it vanishes without warning again.
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