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I was born in Riga. My name is Stanislav, but my friends call me Stas.

I barely remember my mother. When I was still a kid, she took off to the States, leaving my father and me behind. What happened between them, I still don't know. My father never talked about it, and I never asked. As a child, it was enough for me that she had simply left and never came back. Eventually, I got used to it.

Until I was eighteen, I lived with my grandmother. My father visited almost every week. He'd come over, hang out with me, spoil me, buy me almost everything I needed or just wanted. He treated me more like a friend than a son. No fatherly lectures, no moralizing. I always looked forward to seeing him. Young-looking, tall, handsome, always cheerful. I wanted to be like him. He was pretty well-off, in the construction business, and things were going great for him. I understood that even then. By his car. By the way he dressed. By how easily he pulled out money.

My grandmother was different. Quiet. Warm. Her hands always smelled of either dough or dill. She raised me. She fed me. She walked me to school and met me when I came home. My father came like a holiday. My grandmother was the everyday. I loved her more than anyone in the world. I probably never told her that.

Then she got sick. At first they thought it would pass. That she'd get better. That the doctors would do something. The doctors did nothing. Medicine turned out to be powerless. I saw it with my own eyes. How she faded. How she grew weaker. How she stopped getting up. I was finishing high school then. I'd go to the hospital after class and sit until evening. Sometimes we just stayed silent. She held my hand. I looked out the window and thought about what would happen next. Nothing good was next.

After the funeral, my father sent me to a youth camp for the summer. He probably wanted me to take my mind off things. To distract myself. To be around kids my own age. I went. The camp was ordinary. Bunkhouses. Morning lineups. Campfires. Dances. I was miserable there, but it was bearable. I didn't get close to anyone in particular. Kept to myself. I thought about my grandmother. Thought about my father. Thought about how my life was about to change.

And then I moved into his apartment in the center of old Riga. That's when my rogue's life began.

The apartment was large. An old building. High ceilings. Wide windows. Parquet that creaked in the hallway but lay flat and cold in the rooms. I got a spacious, cozy bedroom. A bed. A desk. A wardrobe. A window facing the courtyard. I unpacked my things, sat on the bed, and looked around. I liked my new home. I liked my room. And I liked Oksana.

Even though she wasn't mine.

After my mother, my father never married again and never tried. But he always had live-in girlfriends. He introduced me to a few of them sometimes. In passing. Over dinner. The way you introduce a colleague. I didn't remember them. They came and went, and I didn't pay it any mind. But I saw Oksana for the first time when I moved in with my father. From the first glance, I understood. This one was different.

She was from Ukraine and sometimes threw in Ukrainian words in a funny way. She was twenty-three. Twice as young as my father. Five years older than me. Besides the fact that she made incredibly delicious borscht, she was incomparably beautiful.

A natural long-haired blonde. Bright green eyes. A small, doll-like nose and a plump-lipped little mouth. Her figure could be envied by any model, though you wouldn't call her tall. Beautiful long legs. An alluring round ass. A thin waist. Narrow shoulders. A thin neck. And a breathtakingly luxurious chest. All of it made her incredibly slender and sexy.

For about a year and a half, I couldn't fall asleep without freeing myself from my teenage sperm. It was my only joy. My evening ritual. My secret life. I did it almost mechanically, like brushing my teeth or locking the door. I'd lie down. Stretch out. Listen to the silence. Then pull down my underwear and take my already habitually hard cock in my hand. Sometimes I hurried. Sometimes I drew it out. Sometimes I just lay there and ran my fingers along the shaft without thinking about anything. It was my way of shutting off my head. My way of falling asleep. Without it, I couldn't sleep.

Before, I imagined various things. Girls from my class. The gym teacher. Random pictures from magazines that we passed around hand to hand. It was all vague. Quick. Optional. I didn't get attached to the images. They came and went, and I didn't remember their faces.

But now, jerking my rod, I imagined Oksana's charms. This was completely different.

She entered my fantasies immediately and without asking. I didn't choose her. She was simply there as soon as I closed my eyes. Her long blond hair. Sometimes gathered into a ponytail. Sometimes spilling over her shoulders. Her green eyes, which she squinted when she laughed. Her plump lips, which she pursed when something amused her. I imagined those lips touching my cock. Just from that thought, my legs went weak.

I imagined her breasts. Heavy. Firm. Dark nipples that showed through the fabric when she was cold or when she leaned over the table. I imagined taking those breasts in my palms. Squeezing them. Running my tongue over the nipple. I imagined her waist. Her round ass. Her long legs. I imagined everything I could. And everything I couldn't.

Sometimes I imagined her coming into my room at night. Sitting on the edge of the bed. Pulling back the blanket. Taking my cock in her hand. With those thin, cool fingers I saw every day when she handed me a plate or adjusted her robe. I imagined her leaning down and taking it in her mouth. I had never seen this. But somehow I knew how it would be. I imagined her doing it slowly. Confidently. Looking me in the eyes.

I imagined her naked. Completely naked. The way I hadn't seen her yet, but already knew. I imagined her standing in front of me. Unashamed. Like in the movies we watched on the sly. How she spread her legs. How she sat on me. How she moved. I imagined her moans. I heard them through the wall almost every night. I already knew how they sounded. Muffled. Drawn-out. With a catch. In my fantasies they were louder. Closer. Right by my ear.

From these thoughts my head spun. I moved my hand faster. Squeezed tighter. Breathed harder. I felt the tension rising from somewhere below. Gathering in my balls. The head becoming harder and bigger. I knew this feeling by heart. But with Oksana it was different. Sharper. Deeper. Meaner. It was not just a release. It was something more. Something I couldn't name.

And when I came, I came with her name on my lips. Or, more precisely, with her image before my eyes. After that I lay there, looking at the ceiling, with sticky fingers and heavy breathing. Thinking only one thing. How I wished it wasn't my hand, but her.



A month after the move, I was lying in my bed, lazily stroking my hard cock. It was deep night. The room was silent. Only occasionally cars passed on the street, and their light slid across the ceiling for a second. I had almost reached the familiar climax when I suddenly heard voices distorted by passion. A man's and a woman's.

I froze. My hand stopped by itself. I lay motionless, staring at the ceiling, and listened. These were not the sounds I had gotten used to over the past month. Not footsteps in the hallway. Not the clink of dishes in the kitchen. Not muffled conversation behind the wall. This was different. The voices came from my father's bedroom. There was something in them that made my mouth go dry.

I listened for a few minutes. Motionless. Holding my breath. Then I made up my mind. I pulled my underwear back over my erect cock, slipped out into the hallway, and stepped silently on bare feet across the cold parquet. I made my way to my father's bedroom door. The voices that excited me were coming from there.

I quietly touched the door handle. Silently opened the door a crack. Peered through the gap.

I froze on the threshold. In the soft yellow light of the bedside lamps, a pornographic picture appeared before my eyes. I had never seen anything like it in real life. Only pictures the guys passed around. Only vague images in my own
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