
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: ]



  	
	    
	      Also by Lilly Rose AGNOURET

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Le jour où tout a basculé

          
        
          
	          Une question de timing

          
        
          
	          A forbbiden lesson

          
        
          
	          Fools only live once!

          
        
          
	          Just a Little Bit of Spice…

          
        
          
	          What If It Were You?

          
        
          
	          Une leçon interdite

          
        
          
	          Ce doux, doux vertige

          
        
          
	          Les choses de mon corps  ou la vie d'Alésia Jade Ossey

          
        
          
	          Puisque Dieu nous aime

          
        
          
	          Les matins de Vanessa

          
        
          
	          I stood my ground

          
        
          
	          Je suis restée debout

          
        
      

      
    
    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


I stood my ground

.



[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


Novella

Lilly Rose AGNOURET

ALL RIGHTS OF REPRODUCTION, adaptation, and translation, in whole or in part, are reserved for all countries.

The author is the sole owner of the rights and is responsible for the content of this book.

––––––––

[image: ]


© LILLY ROSE AGNOURET

April 2026

ONE

People talk behind my back and throw accusations at me. They say I stole Ricka’s husband. Yet no one really knows the story behind the story.

Ricka Engone and I were both clients of the beauty salon “Les Doigts de Fée, chez Pauline.” It was the trendy beauty salon in Nzeng Ayong. The only salon that made us dream, instantly placing us in a Hollywood-like atmosphere, with all the comfort and accessories imported from South Africa or France.

In this salon, you would meet young professional women working in banks, young civil servants, businesswomen, and others — including married men’s mistresses. In fact, you had to know the codes and be considered “cool enough” to frequent the place.

Then one day, while I had simply come to get twists done and a facial treatment, I met Ricka. Actually, no — I wasn’t introduced to her. I discovered her through a story she was telling about her fiancé and their sexual encounter in the back seat of his car.

She spoke about a sudden urge, the need to give him oral sex after a week during which she had sulked and refused to speak to him. And she described the sensations in great detail. In fact, she narrated a full adult movie for us.

That day, I thought she just wanted to show off. But in the following weeks — week after week — she kept telling us more. And the other clients, intrigued, added details, giving advice: how to properly grind on an erect penis, or even how to use millet during sexual intercourse.

I am Marlyse Ossenga, with a Master’s degree in Applied Mathematics. After five years working as a mathematics teacher in an online tutoring institute, I decided to return to Gbon, my country.

Back home, I hold a managerial position in a regional financial institution, and I also teach evening classes in a higher education institution from 6 p.m. to 8 p.m., Tuesday to Friday.

It has now been four years since I permanently returned and have been living in Libreville. And for four years, I have been going through an incredible drought — emotional and sexual.

My prayer to God every night was always the same: “Find me a man, Lord! Find me a man.”

Yet every morning, when I woke up to go to work, stepped out of the shower, well-styled and carefully made up, elegant in front of the mirror, I would look my reflection straight in the eyes and say proudly:

“I am strong, independent, and beautiful! I don’t need a man to stress me out.”

TWO

I admit it: if I used to go, once a week on Sunday afternoons, to the beauty salon “Les Doigts de Fée de Pauline,” it was partly to liven up my ears by listening to the naughty stories each woman told.

I lived vicariously through other people’s romantic troubles, sexual encounters, muffled sighs, and cried-out pleasures. It was entertaining. A kind of frivolous break that allowed me to escape the gloom imposed by my daily routine.

Let’s talk about my unfulfilled desires. Let’s talk about this moral prohibition I imposed on myself, telling myself:

“You’re not going to touch yourself when there are men out there who would be delighted to make love to you!”

It was real psychological torture, especially on weekends. A silent, intimate torment that I hid under a façade of discipline and busyness.

That is why I even worked on Saturdays. Filling my days allowed me to avoid the emptiness of long afternoons and nights without affection. Keeping busy so I wouldn’t feel. Avoiding my hand, avoiding the mirror, avoiding the question:

What if I simply need it, right now?

The guilt tied to solitary pleasure... That was a silent battle I never really dared to name, but one I carried within me for a long time.

Sometimes, when I was on leave, far from Libreville — in Port-Gentil or Johannesburg — in those moments when I could finally escape gazes, expectations, and invisible but oppressive norms, I allowed myself what I wrongly considered a weakness: the right to my own body.

I would slip naked into a foamy bath scented with essential oils and let the hot water relax my muscles, tightened by weeks of emotional silence and suppressed frustration. Slowly, I would close my eyes. I would breathe. I would feel the foam enveloping my skin, and my hands, almost despite myself, would follow the curves of my body.

I would caress the base of my breasts, linger on the sensitive tips, then, without shame — at least in the moment — I would let my hand slide down to my groin. There, I would surrender. To my desires. To my lack. To my needs. I would create orgasms for myself — not compensation, no, but real moments of pleasure, full, complete, sincere.
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