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         “And I raise my glass to Countess Irina Rostova whose bravery is equalled only by her beauty and whom the Tsar has appointed to immortalise the impending battle. Success!” The candlesticks illuminated the long table, the crystal of the champagne flutes shone in the room where the officers' impeccable white pants stood out. All rose in homage.

         “Success!”

         The word repeated twenty times was echoed in the battleship's dining room. After Admiral Rojenski, another officer made a toast to the Imperial Navy. It was the end of the fleet headquarters’ dinner and the toasts followed one after the other. Someone else decided to pay tribute to my elegance, calling me a symbol of the radiance of the motherland. What a poet!

         I was not fooled despite the tributes, smiles and brilliance of the luxury displayed for the occasion. Without being downright superstitious, most officers found some truth in the idea that a woman on board was bad luck. And they unanimously disapproved of my presence. A woman had no place on a warship and this idea of reporting on the upcoming naval battle against the Rising Sun Navy seemed ridiculous to them, whether I was the Court's official memorialist in St Petersburg or not.

         We would soon enter the Tsushima Strait and Admiral Rojenski insisted on formally meeting with his staff officers before a route that may put the Suvarov battleship and the forty or so other ships in our fleet in direct contact with the Japanese Imperial Navy, which had held the Port Arthur headquarters in Korea for months. A palpable tension in the room added to the inconvenience of my presence for the men. It may have been the possible proximity of the fight but it seemed that something, right there in front of me, was escaping me. I had no experience of either the navy or a battle and I lacked the reference points to understand what was happening.

          
      

         The officers' dining room had been carefully cleaned, as had the cabin I occupied but it still smelled like coal that had been piled up there for weeks to supply the ship's boilers as it travelled around the world to Vladivostok from the Baltic Sea. Eight long months at sea.

         Personally, I joined the fleet during its stopover in Indochina. I had insisted heavily on the Tsar's permission to accompany the fleet, whose mission was to take control of Pacific waters between Korea and Vladivostok. The Japanese, unfortunately, had the same idea and in everyone's mind, it was evident that confrontation would be inevitable.

         Many felt that my insistence on being part of the expedition was due only to vanity. Well, it was true that I was vain! I liked to take care of my appearance and I abused lace, I wanted to get everyone's attention at court but I was not just vain. The 20th
          century was new, great inventions such as the automobile, the telephone and the wireless radio already promised to change our lives. The mighty war machines that sailed towards each other on the ocean did not exist fifteen years ago. So, why should women be kept out of all this despite the peril?

          
      

         In England and the United States, women were fighting to have their value recognised. I lived a privileged existence as an aristocrat, so it seemed to me that I had all the more reason to set an example and to do so with strength. A woman at the heart of a historical struggle to bear witness to its ferocity and its human aspects? I would never get a better opportunity than this.

          
      

         The toasts were ending. Officers who were members of the unofficial Cigar Club retired to perform their rituals imported from Cuba. Since I didn't have my meal hat on, I didn’t have to look for it. I left confused and decided to walk on the bridge. Breathing in the sea air was good for me. I was trying to pinpoint the discomfort felt among the officers. Their silent disapproval bothered me, though I was used to it. If I sat there smiling without saying anything, men would bombard me with flowers and proposals. It was when I opened my mouth and they understood that I intended to have an opinion that I displeased them.

         However, there was this palpable discomfort in the room, the more or less confused impression that everyone was playing a role and pretending… If this were the case, I wondered why…

         Suddenly, I spotted Captain Voronov smoking as he leaned on the rail. Driven by some kind of instinct, I decided to join him. Voronov was the only officer who was not an aristocrat. As a result, he was kept somewhat apart from others even if, obviously, his skills were highly appreciated. He was not beautiful in the classical sense but he had a voluntary, open, charismatic face. He was handsome, actually. I noticed his grey eyes the first time I saw him. He also had a way of speaking in public, slowly, deliberately detaching each word that attracted attention. He was someone who said exactly what he thought and what he thought was well thought through. When he spoke with his firm voice, everyone listened. I had never had the chance to talk to him in private before. An excellent opportunity to get to know the man! Perhaps I would also be able to find out more about the officers' state of mind.

         “Good evening, Captain Voronov,” I greeted him.

         He exhaled a puff of his cigarette and slowly turned his head towards me. He looked at me attentively as if he could read my mind. That look made me uncomfortable. He must have realised this and put more warmth in his voice than he usually did to greet me:

         “Good evening, Countess Rostova. Are you captivated by the sight of the sea?”

         He handed me his cigarette case. I didn’t smoke much but I took one which I dangle from my lips. Voronov brought the lighter flame closer. I stretched my neck and put my hand lightly on his. The contact made me shiver. I whispered:

         “Thank you.”

         After inhaling and then exhaling a puff of tobacco, I added:

         “You know, Captain, I was sick the first three days I was on board. The sight of the sea is magnificent but my relationship with it is, how should I put it, uncertain.” I hesitated then I went on: “Yes, uncertainty, unpredictability, that's what the incessant movement of the waves inspires in me and I find nothing comfortable in uncertainty.”

         “Ah,” said Voronov with a little smile. “Uncertainty, I must say, characterises the life of a soldier.”

         I decided to push Captain Voronov a little:

         “I didn't feel much enthusiasm tonight. I don't know anything about the evenings before the big fights but I thought there would be, I don't know, excitement maybe?”

         Voronov looked at me calmly, impassively.

         “Well Countess, you expected fiery speeches, cheers for the Tsar's glory?” He asked.

         “Anything but the appearance of an ordinary meal in a normal context,” I answered. “Wasn't it a fleet headquarters’ meeting? I didn't hear even a hint of our battle plan.”

         Voronov looked away, stared at the horizon by dragging on his cigarette, then slowly, his eyes came back to me.

         “There is no battle plan.”

         I stared at him, believing it to be a joke. He nodded.

         “But, but, but, how? Why?”

         He shrugged his shoulders:

         “The instruction is that no matter what happens, every ship must do the impossible to reach Vladivostok.”

         “And that's enough for the officers, for you? I have a little trouble believing it, Captain,” I said with a smile.

         Voronov looked at me as if he were internally debating the attitude to take with me. Apparently, he decided to opt for a sincere but misplaced kindness. “Countess, what are you doing on the Suvorov? What do you think can happen? You are young, beautiful…”

         He did not complete his sentence but it was pointless. I had heard it all so many times before.

         “Well, Captain Voronov, it's true that on your side you're old and ugly…” I said sarcastically.

         He had the good taste to laugh.

         “Countess, you are terrible!”

         “Yes, captain, that's what everyone says about me as soon as I open my mouth,” I remarked with irony.

         There was bitterness in my voice. I felt terrible for letting myself say it. But Voronov smiled at me. A frank, warm smile.

         “I like to listen to you, Countess. You are bold and determined… He pauses and then ends up looking me in the eye: Very insightful too.”

         Those words comforted me. I never heard that kind of compliment.

         “A woman can die as well as a man, Captain Voronov. Also…,” I searched for the right words.

         “Stupidly, unnecessarily and bravely?” Said Voronov smiling.

         I had to laugh.

         “Something like that. When we attack the Japanese fleet, I will be on the bridge with the admiral and his officers.”

         Voronov was perplexed.

         “On the attack?”

         “Yes, we're going to load their ships, aren't we?”

         He suddenly became serious again.

         “Countess, these are ships, not the cavalry. At the height of the fighting, I doubt we can get within three kilometres of the Japanese fleet.”

         Shaken, I whispered:

         “So far away?”

         “That's more than enough to be flooded with shells, believe me.”

         Voronov saw that I misunderstood. He smiled at me again, kindly.

         “Countess, the long-range guns of Japanese ships will start shooting at us from about eight kilometres away. Their rangefinders, the instruments they use to guide the accuracy of their shots, are far superior to ours. Their shells will, therefore, be more accurate as well.”

         I must have faded out but I kept listening to him, hoping to keep an impassive look, my eyes fixed on his.

         “At five kilometres,” continued Voronov calmly, “their fast-firing batteries, of which we don't have any, will come into action.”

         I was trying to get over my amazement:

         “But Captain, these are technical details, the courage of our sailors, the skill of our officers…”

         Voronov shrugged his shoulders. I could see that he regretted telling me so much.

         “I'm afraid, Countess, that the technical details are the ones that win battles and wars.”

         I was dizzy with everything he had just told me. Suddenly the curious atmosphere at tonight's dinner, the feeling of pretending, all of this took on its true meaning. Men were doubting. No, worse. They knew.

         “But have you discussed this with Admiral Rojensky?” I asked.

         Our cigarettes had burned themselves out. Voronov pulled his case out of his trouser pocket, offered me a cigarette and took one himself.

         “No,” he replied simply.

         “Why?”

         He exhaled, looking at the horizon.

         “First, because it would be treason. Then because Rojensky already knows all this.”

         He turned to me. There was compassion in his eyes. It made me angry.

         “Don't worry, the admiral has certainly already planned everything so that you can be as safe as possible.”

         I felt my cheeks flame. I stood in front of Voronov.

         “Captain, I don't want to be reassured, I don't want to be sheltered.” I took a pause and then looked him in the eye: “I want the same fate as you.”

         He looked at me, light in his eyes. His hand reached out to me, the fingertips gently touching my face. I took his hand in mine and held it against my cheek, closing my eyes.

          
      

         Engine noise in the distance was approaching.

         “The star is coming to bring us back aboard our Countess ships,” he said. “Irina,” I spoke without thinking. “Irina…”

         He repeated my first name, a little embarrassed. I liked the way he pronounced it, the sweetness with which he said it.

         “What will you do if we have to face the Japanese fleet?” I questioned him.

         He shrugged his shoulders again, with a kind of mocking little smile.

         “My duty,” he said.

         “I want to kiss you for luck,” I whispered.

         I walked towards him, his face leaned towards mine and our lips touched gently at first, then with a kind of fever. His arms rested around me, embraced me. My hands were squeezing his biceps, which looked like they were made of rock.

         I managed to whisper:

         “Captain, come with me, stay with me. We only have tonight.”

         I looked up at him. Without saying a word, he plunged his gaze into mine, then leaned towards me and kissed me with a strange sweetness that enveloped me. I was almost about to pass out. He took my hand in his, I detached myself slightly from him and guided him to my cabin. The bridge was deserted at this hour, no one saw us.

         With the cabin door closed, Voronov looked into my eyes again. He slowly brought his face close to mine, our lips touched, his tongue penetrated my mouth and our kiss became more and more frantic. I had to catch my breath. We stood in front of the small piece of furniture with a mirror that served as a table for me to do everything: hair, make-up, secretary, reading. Voronov was watching me. I undid my hair. My very auburn hair fell on my shoulders. Almost in a second state, I saw my face in the mirror. My eyes were brown. Fawn brown. I wished I had green eyes. My nose was almost long enough to give me a complex but since it got me compliments, I tolerated it. My mouth was wide; men said I had a sensual mouth. I liked my hemmed lips. I had beautiful breasts, dense, firm.

          
      

         Voronov…

         I was his and he belonged to me.

         These few moments of the night were for us.

         He took my waist and then his large hands came up my chest and he grabbed my breasts. I shuddered and closed my eyes. Again, he slid his lips over my mouth, while one by one, he undid the buttons on my blouse. He caressed my nipples with his fingers, twisting them, over and over again. I moaned gently, my head buried in Voronov's pea-jacket as he continued his patient undressing work. He caressed my round butt. He took my face in his hands, then kissed me, staring straight into my eyes, with a strange sweetness, he went down to my breasts, took one in his lips, moving his tongue all around it. I moaned harder.

         He acted deliberately, savouring me, literally and his way of doing it excited me to the max. He glided along my thighs, brought his fingers closer to my vulva, delicately unfolded its lips, traced its contours, came back to it before lingering on the clitoris and pressing it tenderly. Entirely gripped by the moment, I pressed my fingers onto Voronov's penis. Feeling the hard and upright limb through the fabric gave me an extraordinary desire to have it inside me.

         I took off his jacket almost suddenly. I quickly undid the buttons on his shirt to press my lips against him, to cover him with feverish kisses. Then I knelt before him, unzipped his fly and pulled out his swollen, smooth and hard sex. With my tongue, I circled the tip, licking it with enthusiasm. I heard him moaning back. His hand grabbed my hair. I took the phallus in my mouth, slid my lips around the tip, moving up and down on the precious limb and I felt Voronov shaking too. He gently pushed me away from his sex and leant towards me. We both dropped to the floor of the cabin, our clothes scattered all around. Voronov stood above me. His penis entered me, progressed, filled me up and I held back a scream. I put my hands on his buttocks as he gently but firmly sank into me in a rhythm that accelerated. Voronov was inside me, finally. Each of his movements was reflected in my body like waves of pleasure. And this pleasure grew with each motion. Voronov brought me to an intense orgasm and I pressed against his shoulder to stifle my screams. With my mouth ajar, my eyes widened by pleasure, I looked at him and whispered:

         “Go on. Cum inside me.”

         My tender injunction, in turn, led to him cuming and feeling his pleasure provoked new spasms in me.

         We remained in each other's arms. The metal floor vibrated slightly to the rhythm of the engines which, far into the holds, carried the steel beast towards the horizon and, perhaps, its destruction.

         Finally, Voronov straightened up.

         “I have to go back to my ship, Countess,” he said before adding with a smile: “Someone may get worried.”

         I couldn’t hold back a little laugh:

         “You could have been kidnapped by some fearsome countess. Anything can happen at sea.”

         He laughed back.

         “Come with me to the bridge,” he asked gently.

         We got redressed. The air had cooled down, and the wind was colder. Voronov looked up at the stars that had filled the sky with a bright tulle. We were alone on the bridge.

         “My launch is on the other side of the ship,” he said.

         He put all the possible gentleness in this sentence but each letter of each of his words meant that we had to separate. He took both my hands in his and asked:

         “Would you do something for me, Countess?”

         “What is it?” I stuttered with difficulty, my eyes full of water.

         “Don’t die.”

         I was able to smile:

         “I will do my best, I promise you.”

         Voronov took me in his arms and kissed me. A loving kiss that left me with a slight taste of salt on my lips.

         “Goodbye, Countess,” he said as he walked away.

         “Irina!” I corrected him in a breath.

         “Irina,” he said, almost embarrassed.

         “Please say it again!”

         Voronov looked at me with gravity, then with tenderness, he took my hand and kissed it. “Irina,” he said.

         He smiled at me, took a few steps and then disappeared behind a bend in the bridge. I remained alone with the sea and the sound of waves crashing against the steel hull. Then I heard the sound of the shuttle moving away. I looked at the sea again. The unpredictable sea. All around me the fleet slipped into the night and uncertainty. I was overwhelmed by contradictory emotions mixed with fear and desire. What to do with these contradictions? Was there even anything to do? What were the men who were about to sleep in this steel hull thinking about, knowing that tomorrow may be their last day?

          
      

         Back in my cabin, I couldn’t hold back my tears. Voronov. How I desired this man. And how I was scared of dying. Around me in the metal cave, there were 1,200 men who also did not know if the day that was coming would be their last.

          
      

         The next day, I woke up early enough. I dressed soberly and decided that the best thing for the day was not to bother with a hairstyle. A ponytail held by a ribbon would do the trick. To hell with makeup except for a burst of flirtiness that made me underline my eyes in black. I went to the officers' mess for breakfast but there was almost no one there, bar Lieutenant Kerensky, who was in a rather talkative mood. He gave me the news of the day:

         “The Japanese fleet spotted us in the early morning. We will meet their ships later today.”

         Kerensky continued his meal in silence and then, as if he were doing something, he looked at me attentively.

         “What's the matter, Lieutenant?” I asked, intrigued. “Please, speak without fear.”

         He finally made up his mind, although he was uncomfortable:

         “Well, Countess, in the middle of a battle…” he hesitated again.

         “Yes?” I gave him my most encouraging smile.

         “Countess, during the battle, the shells will cause fires. The bridges will obviously be covered with water. There's going to be blood everywhere, debris and, and, and…”

         “And my dress, my big lace hat and my high heels boots aren't going to help me move, are they?”

         “That's right,” he replied in a hoarse voice, his face reddened by embarrassment.

         “Well, thank you, Lieutenant. Your remark is a good one and I will see if I can find a more practical way to dress.”

         Kerensky finished his meal quickly and left. For my part, I took my time to think. The lieutenant was right about the shape and content. I should have thought of that myself. I suddenly remembered the words of an old general who had once explained to me that a battle, any battle, is always chaos. Standing in the middle of the chaos in crinoline and lace is, at the very least, a lack of practicality. On the other hand, unless I dressed like a man, I didn’t see… Then, when I had a second coffee, a shadow of an idea came to me.

          
      

         In the middle of the morning, I went up on the bridge to join the admiral in my new outfits. When Rojensky saw me, he opened his eyes as round as saucers. Some officers were admiring and one of them exclaimed:

         “Countess Rostova, if our weapons were as ingeniously thought-out as your outfit, we would be invincible.”

         Men laughed. I too, was flattered by my success, I’ll admit it. I had borrowed a sailor's beret and shirt, trousers and an officer's pea-jacket and I ended up finding, thanks to the Petty Officer, deck shoes in my size, which is not insignificant if I trust Kerensky. The clothes were not up to my standards but by rolling up here and there and playing with ribbons. I made myself a pretty elegant outfit. The white pantsuit was girded with a large red scarf attached around the waist. I also changed the dark blue ribbons on the beret for other pink and red ribbons. As I had a remnant of vanity, brazenness, or perhaps the French would simply say that I had panache, I greeted the men present with a graceful turn of my beret:

         “Gentlemen, thank you for your compliments. But you know that Countess Rostova cannot afford to die in any old way.”

         Everyone laughed.

         Then the waiting began.

          
      

         In the early afternoon, an officer reported vessels straight ahead at less than ten kilometres. I couldn’t see anything at all. An officer handed me his binoculars. Perpendicular to our course, on the horizon line, a line of vessels similar in every way to ours, except for the flag, it seemed to me, was blocking our way. A few minutes later, the admiral opened fire. As we hit the enemy, only our front guns came into action. I suddenly realised that the enemy could use all its weapons. But nothing happened for several minutes except for our guns thundering. Everyone was anxious. Did our shells hit the enemy? Someone quickly explained to me that our shells didn’t cause smoke and that it was difficult to distinguish whether or not a blow had been fired. A gigantic column of water rose near the hull of the battleship.

         “The Japanese are starting to shoot,” someone said.

         I thought they had already been doing that and their shells were getting lost for lack of precision. I started to tremble. In the distance, I began to notice clearly the lightning flashes that accompanied the enemy ships' fire. Water columns appeared everywhere around our ships. The sea was quickly covered with geysers. Then a first explosion ripped the bridge of one of the battleships. Then a second. Then a third. An avalanche of fire broke out on the ships. Our ships. Voronov. Which one was he on?

         “Where is Voronov?”

         The question only revealed my feelings for the captain, the almost panicked tone more so. But that didn’t matter. In the crash of shots and explosions, someone pointed to the horizon. But I saw nothing, nothing but smoke, geysers and burning ships. The Suvorov, in turn, was shaken. Three times in rapid succession and then a fourth explosion. The bridge was overrun with smoke.

         I looked around me, lost, I looked and looked. The men seemed imperturbable to the surrounding chaos. Everyone acted calmly and methodically. Sailors entered and left quickly. Messages were received, others were given. Orders were being sent out. My panic subsided, my courage returned. Come on, Rostova, have some guts. You wanted to be here. You wanted this. I went out to see what was going on. The Suvorov was burning. About ten shells had already hit the ship. Teams everywhere were trying to extinguish the flames with hoses, and the decks were covered with water and blood. Bodies were lying around. Kerensky's prediction was coming true. The whole ship echoed with cries; cries of rage, commands, supplications, cries of pain or despair. I heard Rojensky from inside ordering the fleet to perform an avoidance manoeuvre. He wanted to move away from enemy ships to stop the carnage. I went inside in shock. Then I found myself lying on the floor, dizzy. The smoke was too thick. I had trouble breathing. My head was throbbing. A stream of blood ran down my face. With my fingertips, I felt the wound — an extended cut above the forehead. I tried to get up, slipped in the blood. Someone grabbed my shoulders, put an arm around me. I was up. I was up. I was helped out. Outside I sat down and breathed. I was still too dizzy to go down the narrow iron staircase to the lower floors. Gradually, the shooting stopped. The shells stopped falling. We only heard screams, the commotion of the teams fighting the fires, others trying to fix what could be fixed. There were also the wounded being evacuated. I saw the stretchers passing under me. I stood up straight and leant against the wall. I had a headache but I was no longer dizzy. I knew where I could be useful in the infirmary. But the infirmary was already overflowing on the bridge, the wounded in makeshift beds, the stretchers arriving all the time. Doctors and nurses went from one to another.

         “Doctor, I can help you!”

         I stood in front of one of the doctors who was passing by. He looked at me in amazement. He took me by the arm, forcing me to sit on one of the beds.

         “Well, let's start by helping you!” He said before picking up bottles and cotton pads and coming back quickly. He looked at my head, then nodded, satisfied.

         “A long wound, Countess, but relatively superficial. I don't have time to shave your hair to make stitches but I can at least disinfect it.”

         Shave my hair? Not even if the wound was all over my head!

          
      

         Disinfected, I started working according to the doctor's instructions: disinfection here, bandages there and stitches. Sewing was good. The hours went by, like in a fog. The sun was starting to set. I thought I heard someone calling me:

         “Countess! Countess! Countess!”

         A hand touched my shoulder and a voice in my ear said:

         “Irina!”

         I turned around: Voronov. Voronov is alive. He didn’t look hurt. I was relieved. He considered me with worried attention.

         “It's nothing, just a light wound,” I said.

         “Your face is covered with dried blood. That's some impressive makeup!” He said sincerely.

         I smiled. Glad to see him, happy to be alive, pleased with the familiarity in his voice to me.

          
      

         “Irina, I have been ordered to evacuate you and any wounded who may be injured.”

         I put both my hands on his chest. I liked the feeling of strength that came from it: life, his heart beating.

         “What's the point?” I said, looking him in the eye.

         “My ship can still sail at full speed, Irina. Not the Suvorov. The ships of my squadron will try to reach Manila.”

         Manila, the Philippines. I was afraid to let myself be carried away by hope. Voronov understood, he leaned towards me:

         “Irina, you have to believe me. We can do it. And we will save as many sailors as possible.”

         He hugged me, embraced me, held me tight to his chest. I choked back sobs, fear, pain. I looked at him and whispered:

         “Captain, then you must tell me something important…”

         “What is it?” He murmured worriedly.

         “What's your first name?”

         He laughed, embraced me again:

         “Evgeny, terrible Countess, Evgeny”.

         I liked the sound, Evgeny… A sailor guided me to a part of the bridge where rope ladders were suspended. Several launches were moored to the hull, wounded people were lowered into stretchers. I could reach the launch pitching against the Suvarov's hull. A sailor helped me get a foothold. The launch was loaded with wounded, Evgeny went down last, making sure that everything was in order and settled in at the controls. The boat rowed away from the hull and then the engine started and we headed out to sea. As I turned around to take a last look at the battleship, I was breathless. For the first time, I had an overview of the ship. The footbridge is demolished, so were most of the turrets. Massive tears opened the hull in several places. I looked away and met one of the wounded who was also contemplating Suvarov. He didn’t say anything. Neither did I. Perhaps words could settle in silence, thoughts that we were unable to formulate, to express an absolute that was beyond us. My best wishes to you, sailors of Suvarov.

          
      

         It was almost dark when we arrived near the narrow and slender silhouette of Evgeny's ship. Some of the superstructures had been damaged but the hull was intact. Onboard, a sailor gently led me to a cabin. It was already occupied with books, nautical charts, and a uniform. Evgeny's cabin! I lay on the bed and fell asleep exhausted. I woke up feeling Evgeny's presence. A slight vibration told me that the ship was moving at full speed through the night. The captain looked at me. His fingers moved towards my face, caressed it. I took his hand and kissed him. He leant towards me, for the first time since the day before, for an eternity. Our lips touched. My tongue penetrated his mouth, embraced his tongue. My hands ran along his sturdy back, and his hand slid under my sailor's shirt. Evgeny gave a little start when he realised I was naked under the clothes borrowed this morning. He gave a short laugh.

         “Terrible Countess,” he murmured.

         He grabbed my breast and his kisses slid down my belly. He caressed my thighs with his other hand and my buttocks under the sailor's pants, which I feverishly remove. I desire you so much, Evgeny Voronov. I took off his jacket, threw myself at his shirt, which I almost tore up. I kissed him passionately. Now it was my turn to cover his chest with my kisses as his fingers reached my vulva and slowly parted my lips. A little cry of pleasure escaped me, convulsing with a desire that invaded me, that rose, which burned me. I took hold of Evgeny's penis, silky and strong like a small marble column, I helped him get rid of his trousers and guided him to me, my begging eyes riveted on his own. He penetrated me, his sex went into mine and every part of my being was anchored to his movements, to his phallus that rose in me, descending, rising with even more force. My mouth clung to Evgeny's neck to stifle my cries as I came. Evgeny then came too and the feeling of his sperm spurting inside me doubled my pleasure. Ecstasy diluted the images of the day, keeping them away. My pain was almost gone. Evgeny let himself fall close to me and we remained glued to each other in silence. The distant noise of the boilers and the rustle of the sea against the hull reached me. I stroked Evgeny again. I stood and sat astride him to nibble his chest, then his butt. Finally, I came back to his neck and covered it with kisses. He laughed, turned around and hugged me. His mouth slowly descended towards my chest, and his tongue encircled a nipple and desire ignited me again. He went down to my sex, put his mouth on the lips, licked them and then tormented my clitoris with his tongue while I was on the verge of orgasm. But I wanted him too badly, I brought his head back towards me, kissed him before slipping down in turn and taking his phallus in my mouth, feeling the tip swell to the rhythm of my tongue caressing it. I let go and once again guided Evgeny inside me, I shuddered when I felt him penetrate me. He sank deeper and deeper until orgasms carried us away.

          
      

         The next day the sun was already high when I awoke. There was a clean sailor's uniform on a chair next to the bed, with an officer's pantsuit. I quickly got dressed and went up to the bridge to meet Evgeny, who was talking to his officers. He smiled at me, giving me a discreet sign. Everyone on board had to have known that I was in his cabin. After yesterday, I didn’t think the men cared but out of respect for the crew, Evgeny is right. Many sailors would have liked to have a countess to forget yesterday's day, I suppose. I also believed I had work to do. I sent a discreet kiss to the captain and went down to see the cook for a piece of snack bread. He gave me a huge cake with a pitcher of tea. A little more and I'd say he would have become fond of me. I couldn’t eat much, gave back my weapons and he told me that tomorrow he would prepare breakfast just for me. I was flattered, but I didn’t want privileges. I thanked him and went straight to the infirmary. As I suspected, it also extended to the deck where large tarpaulins were installed to help sailors withstand the sun. The ship's doctor was happy to see me. An extra pair of hands wouldn’t go amiss. The sailors seemed to appreciate my care. Many smiled at me and I was more than happy to be able to help. It was dark when I could finally join Evgeny. He dragged me to a remote corner of the ship. From where we were, I saw the sea sparkling at the end of the horizon, which is covered in gold and orange. Evgeny surrounded me with his arms before kissing me.

         “The good news of the day: we have definitely lost the Japanese fleet. We will be in Manila in a few days,” he says.

         “From there we can go back to Russia?” I ask.

         His face darkened:

         “I'm afraid it's not that simple.”

         I felt worried by his tone.

         “Manila belongs to the Americans. They are neutral about our conflict with Japan. The ship will remain in port until peace is signed.”

         I felt like he wasn’t telling me everything. I looked him in the eye by pressing the question:

         “And?”

         “I will probably be judged, Irina,” he sighed. “I mean, in a court of law.”

         How many times had I been surprised in the last few days…?

         “You, but why?”

         “The fleet was destroyed. People will have to be held accountable. The senior officers will all be questioned and probably tried.”

         I was still surprised but also furious.

         “But you fought with courage. You all fought bravely. I can testify to that, the Tsar will understand.”

         Evgeny made a face.

         “I hate politics and I don't get involved but the Tsar was humiliated. We'll need scapegoats.

         “So, let's not go back to Russia.”

         I spoke spontaneously, without thinking and after the shock, I thought I had an excellent idea. For once, it was Evgeny's turn to be surprised. I was almost satisfied with it.

         “But you aren’t thinking, how can you leave our country?”

         “To avoid being judged there? It's a straightforward decision for me to make. And then…”

         I stopped. I placed both my hands on Evgeny's chest and tried to speak slowly, as he did so well. I wanted him to understand what I had been thinking. “Evgeny, the world is changing at a rapid pace. And the Europe we have known is probably destined to disappear. Perhaps as terribly as our fleet, I don't know. I only know that right now, we have the world for both of us. Now.”

         His bright grey eyes were watching me. He leant towards me and kissed me tenderly.

         “Do you have any idea what we could do to make a living?”

         “I can sell my properties in Russia and buy a boat, or even three…”

         I looked at him, teasing:

         “No offence, I hope you're not upset about being a captain for a rich woman?”

         He laughed:

         “You, beautiful aristocrat, are you going to turn into a vile bourgeois entrepreneur?”

         I kissed him and whispered:

         “You have to know how to adapt.”

         He walked behind me, slid his hands under my sailor's coat and caressed my breasts. One of his hands then went down my pants and reached my sex, which he caressed. Evgeny whispered in my ear:

         “I really like you as a little sailor, though.”

         “I'll keep the uniform in our room to please you,” I sighed.

         From the flat of my hand, I felt his swollen phallus, I pulled it out of his pants and started stroking it. Evgeny moaned softly:

         “All right, Admiral Rostova, I’m at your command.”

         He slipped his phallus between my legs and penetrated me. We surrendered to pleasure with the whole horizon ahead of us.
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         Room 503, just like the first time. The same door in front of me. I reach out my hand to knock, but I hesitate, knowing that he is on the other side. I feel scared - scared of him. Especially today. Just two months ago, I would have entered fearlessly, almost confidently. He had known exactly how to put me at ease when we first met. He had gently seduced me with his big, brown eyes and his reassuring, velvety voice. He had seen me so clearly that, far from being afraid, I freely gave myself to him. He had made me trust myself. He understood everything; he listened, he watched me. While I spoke, I watched his delicate, strong hands, feeling his penetrating gaze upon me. When, at the end of that first evening together, he asked me to meet him the following day in this hotel, of course, I accepted immediately.

         I remember calmly entering the room the following evening, and greeting him, noticing how elegantly he was dressed. I’ve always loved the combination of black trousers and a white shirt with the sleeves rolled up. I take in the pleasant, light room for the second time, with the spacious bed, the table and that impressive bouquet of pink and purple flowers. He is expecting me, and he offers me a drink. I want to ask him so many questions, about what he does, what he likes… but I don’t say anything. I don’t even ask if he is just passing through, or if he invites many women to this hotel room. I simply bask in his presence; his lightly spiced perfume, his enticing gaze and his reassuring voice, filling the hotel room.

         ‘Take off your clothes!’ he says suddenly.

         Although this order could have seemed strange, I was almost expecting it. His presence makes me want to obey him, not deceive him. Without knowing why, I slowly undress. I would’ve preferred it to be him who was taking off the figure-hugging, low-cut red dress, explicitly chosen for tonight. But if this is what he wants… Clumsily, I slide down the strap of my dress, trying not to think about the awkwardness of the situation. But his good-humoured smile relaxes me. Sipping his drink, he follows my movements, observing my body as I reveal it inexpertly. I don’t exactly feel sexy, but it’s too late to turn back now. My dress falls past my bra, my stomach, my knickers, my feet, past his enveloping, encouraging eyes. There I am, standing in front of him almost naked, and he says nothing. I don’t know how long for, but my breathing becomes shaky, almost laboured. I flash him an inviting smile.

         ‘Come here!’

         I feel the power in his words as they break the silence. I feel something stir inside me and I start moving towards him automatically. I’m not proud of myself, not at all, especially when I realize that he wants me to lie over his knees. He spanks me, and I can’t help but cry out. I want to scream, to protest, but I can only moan while he spanks me a second time, and a third, stinging me and shocking me. As the sound of his hand on my skin gets louder and louder, resonating inside me, I feel so ashamed. When I look at him, pleading, he only continues more fervently. I stare at the carpet, trying to distract myself from my humiliation. He continues with alternating blows and caresses, burning yet sweet. Aroused by his firm spanking, an intense heat spreads through my body and grips me. What is happening to me? Amidst the storm of sensations, I feel a glowing between my thighs – I’m so wet. Every blow seems to penetrate me, as he makes me his. More and more breathless, I shiver, I moan, and I get even wetter… until suddenly I want to shout, ‘I want it! I want you!’ His hand is on my bottom, I am begging for his fiery passion. I hope he is aroused, that I turn him on. I want him to take me and submit me to his pleasure. I’m ready, I want him inside me. But my squirming or yearning don’t seem to have an effect on him. Quite the opposite, as he stops the spanking and says curtly, while removing me from my position on his knees,

         ‘Get dressed, Alice, I have a lot to do today.’

         I have never felt so humiliated, especially when he turns around while I get dressed. My body hurts all over, but like an idiot, I wait for him to explain what just happened, or at least to say something.

         ‘I’ll call you. Have a nice day.’

         Feeling stupid, furious and sore, I left. ‘Bastard!’ I cursed to myself. ‘But it’s your fault, you idiot…’. Especially as, when he called me that night, I picked up. I listened attentively, glad at his suggestion of a second meeting. And that’s how this strange affair started, two months ago. Two months of his voice, his eyes, his hands and his desires guiding my way. Like I said, I’m an idiot…

          
      

         The second time we met, everything was just as intense. Although I was aware of his specific desires, he surprised me again. To convince me to come to his hotel room, he had assured me that he wouldn’t lay a finger on me, and he kept his word. As soon as I arrive, he launches into a long speech about desire. I listen, captivated by his charm, while wondering if he is going to hit me, insult me, or if he is planning something else entirely. But finally he admits, with a strange fragility, that he thinks I am beautiful, and all he wants to do is watch me touch myself. Although it isn’t what I was expecting to hear, I must admit that I like the idea a lot. I want him to desire me, so much so that I have often dreamt about him, fantasising about his virile arrogance and dominance.

         Less clumsily than the first time, I run my hands over my clothes, moving gently. I chose a black blouse that shows off my chest. I love my breasts – they are always sure to impress. I reveal them slowly, savouring the moment. I take my time, feeling his gaze studying me, mapping me, enveloping me. I feel my skin become warm as my hands slide over my shoulders, my throat, and continue downwards. I want to turn him on, but it’s me who shivers in anticipation. As I unbutton my blouse, revealing my white, lacy bra, his face remains unreadable. I take off my bra, offering my pert breasts to him. When he doesn’t react, I bite my lips and pinch my nipples, playing with them until they become hard and sensitive. A wave of pleasure washes over me, sweeping me away and igniting my desire.

         Lying on the bed, I am now wearing just my knickers. My hands, which I imagine to be his, explore my body hungrily, continuing to turn me on until I am throbbing with desire. I smile at him as my hands make their way down into my fine pubic hair. I hold his gaze, understanding what he wants. I start to finger myself, making circles on my swollen, pulsing clitoris, harder and harder. Thinking of him, I insert a finger inside my vagina. I feel myself burst open with desire, and I cry out, wet and trembling. I don’t recognise myself. I have never felt pleasure like this, not even alone at home. I push in a second finger. The desire is almost unbearable as I thrust in and out, faster and faster, harder and harder. His piercing gaze is still on me, and his face begins to blur as images of his penis enter my head. I moan, drunk on pleasure. My vagina opens and I insert another finger, my head spinning in delight. My eyes roll back and I rock uncontrollably, violently masturbating with both hands now. Delirious with pleasure, I cry out his name. Then, caught in the vice of my agile fingers, I succumb to an earth-shattering orgasm. My body explodes and I throw back my head, shrieking in ecstasy. In the silence that follows, he looks at me, still trembling on the bed. As he gets up, he says,

         ‘Very good. Don’t forget to close the door on your way out.’

         And with that, he is gone. I hear the door slam, and I am alone again. I struggle to calm the spasms still coursing through my body, and the frustration that he still doesn’t seem to want me. Finally, I get up, I put my clothes back on and I leave, closing the door behind me. I want to cry. I also want to see him again, badly.

         It wasn’t long before he called. Anyone would think he liked me! I would’ve liked to meet him again in the hotel room, but instead he says he’ll meet me at a café.

         ‘A light dress will be perfect for this spring sunshine.’ he suggests.

         As he told me he was running late, a hold-up at work apparently, I settle at an outside table at one of my favourite cafes. I love the cosy atmosphere, the comfortable armchairs and the view over the harbour. Looking at the sails of the boats makes me want to travel somewhere exotic near the sea. Intoxicated by the light breeze and the sun in my hair and on my dress, I feel exquisite. Although I am content sitting here, I feel a little restless, impatient to see him. Luckily, my phone vibrates. I’ll be there later, sorry. Tell me what you see around you so that I feel like I’m already with you. Feeling pleased with myself, I smile and look around the café. I tell him that the waiter is quite slow but friendly, and that there are three occupied tables near me. At one of the tables, there is a couple who must have recently got together, judging by the way they are holding hands. At another table there is a man, alone, scrolling on his phone, and at the last table sit three men in suits, probably bankers. He praises me for my description. I must admit that people-watching at a café is a guilty pleasure of mine, my little vice. I like imagining their lives, dreaming up their scandalous affairs. When I see a mum smiling at her phone, I like to imagine the news she’s received – a passionate message from a lover, or the juicy gossip from a friend. When two men turn their heads to watch a woman walk away, hips swaying enticingly, I guess at the dirty thoughts running through their heads.

         My phone rings, forcing me out of my daydream; it’s my lover. I am confused when he asks me if the man sitting alone is watching me. I glance discreetly over in his direction.

         ‘I think so.’ I reply.

         ‘Look at him! I’m sure he likes you.’

         I am reluctant to meet the man’s eye.

         ‘I don’t know.’ I say doubtfully.

         ‘I sure he likes you. Touch your neck while you look at him and undo the top button of your dress.’

         So that’s why he asked me to send him pictures of my clothes so he could choose what I wore! I do what he says – I discreetly undo the top button of my dress, looking at the man sitting alone. I feel embarrassed, but luckily, he smiles at me. He doesn’t seem to have bad intentions, which reassures me a little and I start to have fun, noticing his eyes following my fingers as they stroke my neck. I imagine that he is a photographer whose attention I must capture. I can’t decide how to pose, so I try everything. I shift a little to expose my cleavage, I play with my hand, my hair, I put on a naïve expression. I enjoy playing like this, doing whatever silly things his titillating voice commands me to.

         ‘Be sexy and seductive.’

         Looking for the best angle in the sunlight for the stranger to appreciate me, I undo two more buttons. Feeling the sun’s delicious warmth on my bare skin, I close my eyes for a moment to forget my awkwardness and to feel the sunshine wash over me, like the stranger’s gaze.

         ‘Impress him! Seduce him!’

         I take a deep breath and reveal my cleavage, trying to make it look like an accident. As if you’d have three faulty buttons on one dress! Given my low-cut neckline, one breast is on show every time I pick up my glass and is hidden when I put it down. The stranger drinks in every one of my movements and is clearly enjoying my teasing, especially when I repeat the motion, showing off my breasts again and again. I’m having fun, too.

         ‘Make him want you! Turn him on!’

         He continues to stare at the gaping neckline of my dress. My fingers trace circles on my exposed skin, running over my breasts and back up my neck. I have a sudden urge to lick them, to suck them. Holding the stranger’s gaze, I open my mouth and touch my lips with my thumb, at first gently, and then more and more roughly. Shivering in pleasure, I inhale sharply, a sucking noise escaping from my open mouth.

         ‘Keep going! Get him hard!’

         I suck my finger and then run it over my skin again. Thrusting my chest out, my hands explore my curves, finding their way to one of my breasts. I caress the nipple, teasing it and pinching it while I bite my lips. In my state of arousal, I feel as if I’m on a trapeze, swinging between two men, two desires. Between the eyes that hungrily explore my body, and the persuasive voice that makes me let go of all my inhibitions.

         ‘He wants you! Look at the way he’s checking you out - he’s imagining what your tits feel like. He wants to touch them, to suck them, to slide his hard dick between them. Look how turned on he is!’

         I am sweating in excitement. Staring at the stranger, I lean towards him, sexily – I’m going to drive him crazy. My chest rises and falls onto the cast-iron table.

         I feel his gaze burning into me as he drinks in my every move, staring at my open dress. I feel his body pulse in pleasure as he yearns to touch me, to feel my breasts. I am totally on show, free of inhibitions and I feel my skin burning as I become more aroused. I see his erection get even harder as he stares at me, and I shiver as I tell my lover how I imagine him caressing my breasts. How he would grab them in his hands, making me moan. How he would pinch my hard nipples and lick them greedily. I want him to suck them, to bite them, and I want to feel his penis throb in my hand as he slides his finger between my thighs, finding me soaking wet…

         ‘Stop! I think he’s turned on enough. I can’t come and meet you, but I’ll call you soon.’

         He hangs up, the fantasy is over, and I come back down to earth with a jolt. My tits are exposed, the stranger’s face is bright red, and the four men in suits that I had forgotten entirely were there are smirking at me, muttering dirty jokes to each other. They leer at me in the way that men do, who think they are irresistible when really, they are repulsive. I want to hurl insults at them, to give them a slap and send them home to their mothers. But I suppose I am partly to blame…

         I rebutton my dress with as much grace as I can muster, give the bemused stranger a fleeting smile, and get out of the café.

          
      

         Through his little games, he slowly invaded my thoughts and desires. He was on my mind even while I did the most insignificant of things, from the moment I woke up in the morning. I thought of him as I enjoyed my morning coffee on my sunny terrace, savouring the first hot, bitter mouthful.

         One restless Saturday I am trying to resist an umpteenth cup of coffee, my tongue crying out for flavour and sweetness. My lips are longing to feel his mouth, his skin, his body. My hands begin to twitch in time to some imaginary music and I dream of him playing arpeggios in my hair and down my neck. He improvises a sumptuous melody on my hips, my breasts and my stomach, and beats out a symphony on my bottom and between my legs. My body hums and my desire swells to a cadence. He has me under his spell and I am helpless to resist. I sip my coffee, caught in this imaginary concert with him until the final drop. Just then, my phone rings and I am pulled out of my musical, caffeinated reverie.

         We speak for a moment about everything and nothing, and then he tells me that he wants to explore my eroticism.

         He asks me some questions, but I can’t seem to put my ideas into words. He suggests meeting that evening, promising me a night that will loosen my tongue.

         Intrigued and restless, I somehow manage to get through the day, until later that night I find myself in his hotel room. I am sitting next to him on the sofa with a glass of wine in my hand. Opposite us, on the bed are a couple, apparently friends of his, kissing passionately.

         ‘You liked being watched’ he says to me. ‘Now it’s your turn to enjoy the view.’

         It becomes clear what he means when the couple begins to undress. The woman is beautiful; with her long brown hair, delicate body and her graceful movements she reminds me of a dancer. The way that she moves with her lover is like choreography – it’s captivating to watch. I gaze at her in admiration.

         ‘She’s beautiful, isn’t she?’

         I can only nod in agreement – she’s so sensual, so sexy! Her firm, yet delicate lover covers her in kisses. I watch them in wonder.

         ‘Do you like watching them?’ my viewing partner asks me.

         ‘A lot’ I reply.

         My gaze is on both lovers, but, strangely, it’s the woman I can’t take my eyes off. I am captivated by her glowing skin and her pert breasts, and as I watch her partner’s tongue hungrily licking between her legs, I shudder in pleasure. My head is spinning; I don’t know which role I would rather be in. I listen to the woman sigh, moan, and tell her partner what she wants.

         ‘Yes, just like that. Yes! Your tongue! Right there!’

         Gasping and groaning, she moves her pelvis to guide him, and then she cries out,

         ‘Take me! I want you inside me!’ she begs him.

         The man embraces her and slowly penetrates her.

         ‘Fuck, you’re so hard!’

         She talks to him a lot, praising him, encouraging him with words that get more and more daring. She tells him to fuck her hard, to make her scream. She is crude, but never vulgar, simply voicing her powerful desires. The more outrageous her words get, the more radiant she seems to become. She shines with a passionate, fiery eroticism, not at all like the dominated women you see in porn films. Quite the opposite – her sexuality builds her up, it reveals her.

         Her screams of ecstasy are like prayers and incantations. She becomes a preacher of desire as she shouts of her divine pleasure.

         ‘Harder! I’m coming!’

         And with that, she explodes in endless spasms which wash over us as we listen to her shrieks of joy. Her partner turns her around and starts to kiss her from behind. His face is lost in her bottom as his tongue teases and titillates, making her groan once more. He makes her come again and again, with the tip of his tongue, with his mouth and then, as he enters her, with his whole body. She seems to spark like lightning in a storm. Her lover, knowing that we are dazzled by her light, continues vigorously, making her shine even more brightly.

         Eventually, sensing that her partner is about to orgasm, she lies down, smiles at him, and encourages him to cum on her stomach and breasts. I watch in awe as jets of liquid spurt from his magnificent penis, decorating the tanned skin of his radiant queen.

         ‘So?’ asks my mentor. ‘What did you think?’

         Speechless, I manage to respond,

         ‘Incredible’

         However, as soon as I get home, I begin to think of all the words I could use to describe the experience. In my head is an entire dictionary of eroticism, and I suddenly have the urge to explore this new vocabulary to scream out my desires.

          
      

         After that our meetings get more frequent. The very next day, we meet in his hotel room, this time just he and I. I feel relaxed in his presence, reassured by his welcoming smile and his inviting voice. With his usual elegance and dominance, he excites me as much as ever.

         ‘I have a present for you.’

         Surprised, I open the package on the bed and find some beautiful lingerie. I can’t wait to try it on and show him, so I ask if I can go and change in the bathroom.

         ‘No, do it I front of me.’

         He puts some music on while I undress and slip on my new gifts. The bra fits perfectly, cupping my breasts and highlighting their curves. The black fabric, slightly see-through, is divine, with small black dots descending from the straps and meeting between my breasts in a pretty knot. Standing in front of the mirror, I can’t stop looking at myself, running my hands over my body. I delight in seeing my figure accentuated and my nipples subtly on show under the lace. My breasts feel like fruit – cherries, peaches, apples… I watch them swell under my hands, the nipples becoming hard at my touch.

         ‘Look… Don’t you think you’re beautiful?’

         Spurred on by his words, I pinch my nipples, enchanted by how hard they are. Light seems to emanate from them, penetrating deep inside me. I gaze at myself, watching my own arousal.

         ‘You’re magnificent! Look how sexy you are!’

         His powerful voice, accompanied by atmospheric music, encourages and excites me.

         ‘Look at your beautiful reflection!’

         I feel his gaze burning into me, and his words encourage me to explore my body. My curves rise at my touch as I smile at myself, watching my fingers as they dance over this radiant woman in the mirror. She is Venus, a morning star illuminating the night sky.

         The person in the mirror feels like a different Alice, although we have the same pale skin and the same mouth, twisting into a teasing smile. It is no longer my hands which are caressing me, but hers, this beautiful goddess. Her breasts strain beneath the lace lingerie as she reveals her desire.

         ‘Come here!’ she tells me.

         I let myself fall into the fantasy as I cross through the looking glass. My vision blurred with lust; my body automatically responds to her call.

         ‘Continue!’

         I feel her strong hand stroke my back, and I lose my balance, lost in the delicious daydream. I am hers, I’m ready for her to relish me. As her gaze wanders over my body, I feel her eyes as if they were passionate kisses, or the very first slaps my lover inflicted upon me. My fingers find their way between my thighs, increasing my pleasure. I am burning with desire as he watches me admiringly. I tremble in anticipation, and just as I am about to snap out of my fantasy and beg him to take me, he stops me in my tracks.

         ‘Stay there!’

         ‘Fuck me!’ I implore. I’m desperate to feel him inside me.

         He takes my hand and leads me to the bed. He handcuffs me to the bedframe, and I feel a wave of excitement wash over me.

         Then, taking a scarf out of his pocket, he says,

         ‘I’m going to fuck you. But first…’

         He blindfolds me with the scarf, and I find myself totally at his mercy.

         ‘Be patient, I’ll be back soon.’

         I hear him walk away and open a door, presumably the bathroom. I wait. After a few minutes, I hear his footsteps approaching and I begin to shiver in anticipation. This is it; it’s finally happening! His hand brushes my bottom and I groan. I get ready, expecting to feel him spank me, but instead he continues to stroke me gently, making my skin burn with longing. What is he waiting for? I’m ready, I want him! He is taking his time, making me wait. I like it, but I want more, I want to feel him inside me. I am aroused and annoyed at the same time, but I know I must be patient. Suddenly I hear a flurry of activity behind me, and a rustle of foil and plastic – he hasn’t forgotten about protection. This is it; he’s going to fuck me! Finally, his rigid penis enters me, slowly and gently. Eyes closed beneath my blindfold, I am helpless, I can only concentrate on the sensations as he thrusts in and out. My pleasure depends on him. He starts to move a little faster, and I move my pelvis to encourage him to go deeper. But he doesn’t. I am surprised – I thought it would be rougher. I feel as if I don’t recognise him, even his perfume smells different. I’m enjoying myself, but something’s missing – passion, imagination, spice. I exaggerate my movements and my moans to motivate him, shouting, ‘Fuck me harder! Dominate me!’

         But he doesn’t respond to my pleas. This isn’t the man I know, he should be pounding me, destroying me!

         I am filled with sadness and bitterness. He pulls out, and I feel his hard penis at my bottom. Ah, so that’s where he wants to come. It’s not really my thing, but I want to feel him go wild with desire and passion. I wince in pain as he enters me and my back shudders and shakes as he thrusts. As he pulls out, my eyes leak tears as hot as the liquid spurting onto my back. He groans in pleasure as he finishes pathetically on my skin.

          
      

         Since then, I’ve heard nothing more from him than a few messages, arranging our next rendezvous. I feel frustrated and tricked, wondering how he could have fucked me in such a clumsy, pitiful way. It wasn’t at all what I expected or hoped from him. It didn’t even feel like him. What if it wasn’t him at all, what if he’d sent some other man to do his dirty work? What if I was just a game to him, some worthless toy? I get lost in a maze of depressing thoughts and doubts, feeling truly miserable and helpless.

         Also, why didn’t he let me suck him off? He was annoyed just at me asking him. It was as if he doubted that I wanted to give him pleasure… It would be incredible to feel his penis swell in my mouth, to watch him squirm and hear him moan. The taste of him, sweet and hot, would drive me wild. On my knees in front of him, I would be submissive, yet powerful, taking him as far as possible down my throat. I imagine my mouth full, lips strained around his glorious penis, my tongue exploring his shaft, his head, his balls. I would look in his eyes and see the pleasure I was giving him reflected back at me.

         I would make him shiver in delight, totally concentrated on his reactions and his pleasure. He would cry out my name in joy, telling me how good it felt, and I would become the master of our passion and communication. My triumphant mouth would make him speechless and my agile tongue would make him forget his troubles. And then, if he wanted, he would hold my head, forcing himself further down my throat. My mouth would absorb him, suck him, bring him to the very edge of his desire. He would think he was in charge, but I would be the master of the game. I would be Venus, sucking her Zeus.

          
      

         So, there it is – the truth. He can’t stand to let himself go. He wants to control everything and give nothing, take everything but offer nothing in return. He has taken everything from me, my pleasure, my personality and my humanity. I should’ve realized last week when I was late to meet him because I had stopped to help a guy who had been in an accident on his scooter. He had been so angry with me and wouldn’t listen to reason. He simply decided that if we had arranged to meet at a specific time, it was up to me to make sure that I was there, no matter what. Bastard! He doesn’t love, he possesses. And there I was, stupidly waiting for him to contact me again – why?

         My phone beeped with a cryptic message, pulling me out of my thoughts:

         4pm. Room 503. Red lingerie.

         What did he expect, that I’d turn up as if nothing happened? Whatever… But maybe he was right - I’m going! I said to myself. Yes, I’ll go to his little rendezvous, but not on his terms. I’ll be late, on purpose, and I won’t wear red. I’ll wear my favourite grey-green basque, and I’ll be a beautiful, sexy, empowered woman. I’ll be entirely myself because I am me, I am Alice!

          
      

         And so, I find myself here, in front of his door, late and ‘inappropriately dressed’. I take a deep breath, but instead of knocking, I walk straight in. I don’t know what is waiting for me inside, but I know what I want!
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         This is it, our long-awaited meeting. I open the door, nervously.

         ‘Hi!’ She hugs me, kisses me and then enters the room.

         She is totally at ease as she tells me about her day while putting her bag down and looking around the hotel suite. I want to touch her; to take the time to really look at her. But she is moving too quickly for that, as she breezes past me to look at the living room, the bedroom and the bathroom. She is everywhere at once, invading the whole suite with her lightly spiced perfume, her voice and her laughter.

         ‘This place is nice. I love it!’

         Finally, Isabelle stops for a minute. She smiles and kisses me again, this time for longer. With her long brown hair and subtly outlined lips, she is stunning. I am fascinated and intimidated at the same time.

         ‘I’m so happy you’re here!’ She says, kissing me harder, almost violently.

         She continues to kiss me hungrily, then licks my neck and runs her hands down my torso. Crouching down, she opens my fly and boldly grabs my penis. She strokes it roughly for a few seconds, and then puts the whole thing in her mouth, all the while holding my gaze with her shining, green eyes.

         I am flattened against the door, my heart pounding, my jeans around my ankles, my penis trapped in her mouth. This wasn’t exactly how I imagined our first meeting would go! She sucks me hard as I stroke her hair. I want to go slower, to take the time to touch her and hold her, so I try to make her stop.

         ‘No, I like it!’ She laughs, taking me back into her mouth. So, I leave her to it, letting myself enjoy the movements of her lips and tongue. I sway and bend in pleasure. She pulls at my legs, forcing me deeper into her mouth, sucking loudly. I am helpless to resist, stunned by the noises and sensations. I realise that she’s not trying to bring me to orgasm, but she’s trying to get me hard – as if preparing me for war.
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