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         Operation Khaïma 2

         Mali, somewhere east of Mopti

          
   

         Locked in the armoured vehicle, Jules cracks a few jokes - his way of dealing with stress. Jules is my partner, my friend for several years. We’ve had classes together, I know him better than anyone, and he me. We’ve been travelling the world together for ten years already now. The strictness, the discipline, I need it. It’s my structure and it keeps me alive. Today we are planning a route. We are securing a trajectory for the local population.

         Getting out of the armoured vehicle, I am already hot. My combat vest and helmet weigh heavily on my shoulders, hot vapour clouds my glass visor and sweat begins to trickle down my temples. It’s only the beginning. Soon, it will trickle all the way down to the edge of my ass as the pounding of my heart accelerates before returning to a regular rhythm, the danger having passed.

         Mine-sweeping is enthralling, exciting but sometimes really nerve-wracking. A landmine was discovered and we have to proceed with caution. Though the precision of our movements is not visible, it is all extremely calculated. The smallest error could cause us to no longer exist. Everything is orchestrated down to the millimetre. Nothing else exists except this landmine, my friend and I. Time stops. there is no sound besides my own breathing. We have to evaluate the situation so that the other team can then defuse the landmine. With dexterity, I take the probe, we sink it in gently so as not to hit any stoppers and we position it underneath. From there, we measure the mine’s size and weight more precisely, which is always a critical moment. Then, like archaeologists, we dig all the way around. That’s it. The sweat is pouring down my body to my lower back. Were we precise enough? Were our projections correct? A few quick glances at Jules, a nod of the head and, it’s good, we can straighten up and move away.

         That’s when my heart accelerates, the stress evaporating and leaving in its place the rapture of life. It’s why I love my job so much - it makes me feel alive. We repeat the operation several times over the course of the day.

         Joining the rest of the regiment, we race under the showers. The water is cold. It cools my clenched muscles. The water on my torso splashes in spurts without managing to calm my erection. Every time it’s the same. After a day like this, I am eager to fuck. Right now, I don’t have time, even to jerk off. I have to write up the report, but tonight... I’ll find a bird. I have to.

          
   

         It’s always like this after mine-sweeping.

         It’s the adrenaline: the pursuit of that moment of ecstasy where nothing else seems to matter except being alive.

         Then comes seduction. I feel like taking back control and no longer being afraid. I feel the need to seduce, to please. Anyone, no matter who, as long as their glance is flirtatious.

         Then comes the power. A desire for vengeance comes over me. I yearn to direct operations. I need to be cold, to be precise. I transform myself into a beguiling executioner. I crave violence and pleasure. I feel the need to dominate and to pleasure myself at the same time.

         And finally, after that – only after that – do I calm down: I feel better, I feel good, I can once again love and savour the pleasure of life, appeased and serene.

          
   

         The Adrenaline

         It’s 10 p.m. in France. Like every evening at this hour, I settle down outside, taking a seat for a moment to contemplate the starry sky. Beneath this heavenly vault, my ring sparkles and reminds me of the promise that we made to each other all those years ago. So every night, before she falls asleep, we spend these few minutes together, looking at the stars, each on opposite sides of the world. The sky doesn’t belong to anyone, and nobody can own it. Up there, there is no war, and there is a feeling of safety. Even though we are so far from one another, this boundless infinity brings us together. No matter what the situation, these few minutes, these most precious moments are ours, I never skip them, and neither does Melissa. I feel it and know it.

          
   

         The Seduction

         The day has been long. We wind down. Tomorrow is my day off, so tonight we party. The booze flows. The women let loose and so do I. The music resonates, a confident woman checks me out for a moment. Her curves are perfect and her glance is devastating. Her brown skin and ebony hair shine in the smoke-filled scenery. I approach her to dance with her, finally, to breathe her in, and if possible, to touch her. Her body moves closer to mine and I feel my erection lifting bit by bit from its lopsided posture. The excitement is so intense it almost hurts. She kisses me first, her luscious lips are as hot as embers, her tongue tastes mine. My hands cascade over her hips and the bend of her lower back.
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