L

n
1 8 + INIT11] Lﬂ)j;
. .‘..-' ek Al -}.._ : ----.‘-‘ .

L ema——

FROM THE WOMES |

omm“,r—gm So—
| e [



Kirill Borgia
Echoes from the
Wombs of Tartaria — 6

https:/litres.ru/74374474
ISBN 9785007100854

AHHOTaAMSA
Born in the Russian Empire over 150 years before the events of
this tale, Yarosvet Zorich remains a figure of fascination and desire.
Even now, women and girls treasure and revere him far more than their
husbands or lovers. Why? Discover the answers in the ...th volume of
this erotic saga, where timeless allure, power, and intimacy converge
in a world of whispered passions.



Conep:kanue

The Tenth Echo 5
The Eleventh Echo 115
Komnel o3HaKOMHUTEILHOTO (PparMeHTa. 131



Echoes from the
Wombs of Tartaria — 6

Kirill Borgia
Cover designer Fooocus

© Kirill Borgia, 2026
© Fooocus, cover design, 2026

ISBN 978-5-0071-0085-4 (t. 6)
ISBN 978-5-0070-2123-4
Created with Ridero smart publishing system



The Tenth Echo

It was impossible to say how long the princess would have
remained at Yarosvet’s estate — captivated not merely by the
man himself, but by the very instrument of his power, the virile,
sovereign weight of him inside her; by his cock, which she now
adored with a depth that startled even her — had the world not
intervened before the day had found its full noon.

The morning had unravelled in slow, luxuriant spirals, every
hour softened by the afterglow of their entanglement. She might
have stayed like that indefinitely: flushed, breathless, her body
still echoing with the generous fullness he had left in her, the
memory of his deep, deliberate thrusts settling in her bones like
warmth from a fading fire.

But fate chose midday to knock — firmly, unapologetically.

A carriage approached along the gravel drive with the
assurance of someone who never doubted her welcome. And
indeed, the first figure to alight moved with the calm, unhurried
self-possession of a woman both respected and accustomed to
entering good homes without hesitation.

Yeseniya Loginova stepped inside as though bringing a gentle
order with her: her grey-blue eyes observant yet warm, her hair
arranged in soft, careful curls, her cheeks brushed with their
habitual tender bloom. Her dress — modest, tasteful, touched
with lace — whispered of quiet wealth and dignified femininity.



But she had not come alone.

Beside Yeseniya moved Adeline Stakhovich, the very young
lady Yeseniya had introduced to Yarosvet at the ball. Her
presence altered the room at once, though she entered with
the softness of a drifting silk veil. She was taller than most
young wives he knew, her figure lithe, balanced, shaped by
an instinctive, almost feline grace. Her skin held a warm, sun-
kissed undertone, a quiet golden glow inherited from the mother
she scarcely remembered, and it lent her features a delicate,
irresistible harmony.

Her eyes — almond-shaped, dark, with a subtle inner shimmer
— glanced about with that unmistakable, secretive curiosity she
tried so diligently to hide. They were not brazen; they were
observant, quietly collecting impressions as though each new
place were a poem she meant to study later. The fine curve of
her brows deepened that enigmatic impression, giving her face a
touch of deliberate mystery, as though she knew far more than
she would ever confess.

A curl or two of her dark hair softened her cheeks, and the
faint glow of her lips made her expression seem both modest
and... quietly alive. Her steps were unhurried, gliding, touched
with an eastern fluidity that set her apart from the sharper
lines of Russian girls. Every movement, even the smallest shift
of her hands, seemed composed with a dancer’s understated
confidence.

Yet nothing in her manner suggested boldness. She carried



herself with impeccable courtesy — a young, proper wife visiting
an acquaintance — but beneath that gentle exterior lingered
something watchful, precise, a mind that weighed every detail
even as she smiled softly.

And so the two women entered the estate: Yeseniya bringing
serene order, and Adeline — a quiet, shimmering intrigue, a self-
contained warmth that made Yarosvet recall, with curious clarity,
the exact moment at the ball when he had first noticed the way
she observed the world. .. as though every secret belonged to her
by right.

Upstairs, the princess still fought for breath, unaware that this
meeting — so civil, so ordinary — would shift the course of the
entire afternoon.

Ketevan descended the last step with the unsteady poise of
someone who had dressed too quickly and breathed too deeply;
no one would call her dishevelled, yet the faint bloom along her
throat, the softened shine in her eyes, the slight looseness in the
way she held her shoulders — all of it murmured of a morning
spent far from innocence.

And Yeseniya saw it at once.

Her smile deepened, warm, serene, unhurried — as though
she had just confirmed a quiet expectation. She greeted the
princess with an embrace that felt almost maternal, almost
conspiratorial, her gloved hand lingering a heartbeat too long on
Ketevan’s arm, as if to say: So. It has happened. Good.

Adeline, standing just behind her protector, took in the scene



with a poise worthy of any drawing room. .. but her almond-dark
eyes widened by the smallest, most revealing fraction. She saw
the flush beneath Ketevan’s skin; she noticed the careful way the
princess kept her knees close together, as though her body still
held a memory she didn’t dare shift too abruptly. And in that
instant, the young wife understood everything.

Not in words — women like her never needed them. But in
the way her breath caught in her chest, quiet and sharp, as though
a door had opened in front of her: a door she herself had come
here to step through.

Ketevan, in turn, recognised the meaning of the darker
woman’s steady gaze. Adeline’s composure was impeccable,
but her curiosity shimmered beneath it — gentle, hungry,
disciplined. She was not here for conversation. She was not here
for tea. She was here because Yeseniya had decided she should
have the same chance, the same right, the same secret blessing.

The air between them tightened — not hostile, not jealous, but
alert, almost electric, as though the three women were circling a
truth too intimate to speak aloud.

Yeseniya broke the silence first, of course. She always did.

«My dears,» she said, her tone soft as velvet and every bit as
deliberate, «how fortunate that we should meet on such a radiant
day.»

Her eyes moved from Ketevan’s flushed cheeks to Adeline’s
shining calm, and then back again, assessing, arranging,
confirming the invisible lines of this private constellation. She



said nothing else, yet her look completed the thought:

He will choose each of you. And each of you knows why she
has come.

Ketevan lowered her gaze for a moment, heat stirring beneath
her skin; Adeline straightened ever so slightly, as if preparing for
an unspoken test; and Yeseniya, satisfied, rested her hand lightly
on Adeline’s back — guiding without seeming to guide.

Thus the three women stood before one another: one marked
by the morning’s passion, one drawn by purpose and promise,
and one — smiling, calm, utterly in command — who had
orchestrated their meeting as effortlessly as a hostess arranging
flowers in a vase.

And just a few steps away, Yarosvet, Taissia, Lena, and Asya
lingered with the practiced ease of gracious hosts, their smiles
calm, their gestures measured — but behind that courteous mask,
each of them understood perfectly the subtle currents at play,
the unspoken roles being claimed and accepted before their very
eyes.

Elizaveta and Anfisa moved quietly among the polished
surfaces of the low table, arranging the samovar with its brass
gleam, the delicate jars of jam, and the small, flaky pastries that
sent faint, buttery curls of warmth into the air. Their movements
were smooth, habitual, the choreography of hospitality learned
over countless such gatherings, yet imbued with a subtle care that
lent the moment a gentle intimacy.

Once the offerings were set, the women stepped back, inviting



both guests and hosts to gather. Cups were lifted, spoons clinked
lightly against porcelain, and the sweet, fragrant steam of tea
mingled with the faint, tender scent of morning’s lingering
warmth.

Yeseniya, seated with her calm, attentive poise, inclined
her head toward Ketevan and asked, her tone soft but edged
with genuine interest, «And how fares the princess? Have you
accomplished all that you wished?»

The question, formal and almost perfunctory, allowed for a
brief, measured reply. Yet Ketevan, letting her gaze drift briefly
toward Adeline without revealing the faint spark behind it, chose
candour. She spoke slowly, deliberately, each word measured yet
suffused with a quiet intensity.

«Thank you, Yeseniya,» she said, inclining her head with
the faintest smile. «For introducing me to a man of such...
remarkable character.» Her eyes flicked, almost imperceptibly,
toward Adeline, as though letting the younger woman feel the
weight of her declaration without ever saying it aloud. «And now,
by experience, I understand fully what it is to be a woman, to feel
free in every sense, and yet... entirely possessed of one’s own
being.»

There was a pause, filled only by the gentle hiss of the samovar
and the faint clink of spoons against teacups, and the words
seemed to hang delicately in the air, soft yet undeniably charged.
She did not elaborate further, nor did she need to; the depth of
her confession, the quiet authority of her tone, carried everything



she wished to convey.

Yeseniya nodded, serene, her eyes holding the light of
approval and subtle amusement. Adeline’s dark gaze betrayed
nothing, but the faint tightening at her lips, the slight shift of
her posture, revealed the impression Ketevan’s words had left —
sharp, controlled, but not without effect.

And through it all, the shared knowledge passed unspoken
among them: the morning had already been lived, the boundaries
redefined, and every glance, every sip of tea, every polite word
now carried the silent awareness of what had been experienced
— and of what each woman understood, fully, about the others’
place in it.

Yeseniya turned to Yarosvet with her usual composed grace,
her voice soft yet carrying the subtle authority of one accustomed
to orchestrating both conversation and circumstance. «Adeline,»
she began, nodding slightly toward the young wife, «made
her decision already over the weekend. We only waited for
Wednesday, one of the most favorable days, as you know, for...
the matters we discussed.»

She allowed a slight pause, her grey-blue eyes sweeping the
room with the calm precision of a conductor measuring her
audience. «Unfortunately, both of us have pressing obligations in
town, and we would prefer — if it does not inconvenience you
— to depart before supper.»

Her gaze then shifted to Ketevan, warm but deliberately
appraising. «And, princess,» she added lightly, yet with the



faintest edge of encouragement, «if you have resolved all that
you wished, I would be delighted to escort you as well — surely
Yarosvet would appreciate some time alone with his... ladies.»

Her tone left no ambiguity, yet no imposition: a subtle
invitation and a quiet acknowledgment of the morning’s
undisclosed events, of the bonds already formed, and of the
delicate hierarchy now in motion under her careful supervision.

The air seemed to thrum with the unspoken understanding:
each woman, in her place, was fully aware of the roles she now
occupied, and of the silent, precise choreography that guided
their movements and decisions.

Yarosvet leaned back slightly in his chair, a calm, easy
authority radiating from him, a faint smile touching the corners
of his lips. «There is no need for haste,» he said, his voice
measured, warm, and welcoming. «None of you are obliged to
leave before your time. Remain exactly as long as you wish —
our home is always open, and my girls are ever pleased to receive
new friends.»

He gestured lightly toward Ketevan and the others, his eyes
carrying both sincerity and a quiet, knowing amusement. «Sit,
speak, laugh, or linger. There is no schedule here but your own
desire. Consider yourselves at ease, for all that is ours is shared
freely with those we hold in regard.»

The invitation, effortless in its phrasing yet subtle in its power,
made the air around them lighter, suffused with that delicate
balance of courtesy, latent intimacy, and gentle command that



he always seemed to wield without effort.

Taissia, perched lightly on the edge of her chair, allowed
her gaze to flick subtly toward Yeseniya, the faintest trace of a
sardonic smile playing at her lips. «And when, pray,» she asked,
her tone deliberately measured yet edged with gentle teasing, «do
you intend to bring Zlata to us?»

Her eyes, bright and observant, lingered briefly on Ketevan
and Adeline as she continued, letting the point slip in almost
imperceptibly: a quiet barb that touched both the princess and
the young wife without a single cruel syllable. «We understand
that thus far, our master, Yarosvet, has welcomed many worthy
women into his circle... yet I recall well that originally the
discussion concerned only... dolls — the true custodians of
womanhood in Tartary.»

She leaned back, her posture elegant, almost languid, as she
let the words settle, the smile never leaving her lips. «Zlata is
certainly such a one,» she admitted softly, «though she seems,
at present, to be gathering her wits and her courage. Are there
perhaps any other candidates, Yeseniya Stepanovna?»

Her question hung delicately in the air: polite in phrasing,
piercing in intention, a challenge wrapped in courtesy. The
subtlety of her inquiry was not lost on those present, nor the quiet
authority it carried, the way it navigated both observation and
expectation, leaving room for answer — or for careful evasion.

Yeseniya, with her usual serene composure, let Taissia’s subtle
barb slide past her without a flicker of acknowledgment. Her



voice remained soft, calm, entirely unshaken, as she replied with
the air of someone merely stating facts.

«As for Zlata,» she said, her eyes serene pools of measured
warmth, «there is no cause for concern. She seems to have
resolved her choice of a future husband, and so, in due course,
she will join us here to fulfill her... feminine mission.»

There was no trace of impatience, no hint of admonition,
only the gentle, unforced clarity of a woman who both knew
the currents of her companions’ intentions and chose to navigate
them with effortless discretion. The statement, casual on the
surface, carried the weight of certainty: Zlata’s arrival was
inevitable, and it would be on the terms Yeseniya had quietly
foreseen.

Her glance swept over the room lightly, touching each of
the women, and in that glance lay both reassurance and subtle
authority — the invisible hand that had always guided their
delicate, intricate dance.

Yeseniya settled more comfortably, her hands folded in
her lap, and allowed herself a faint, reflective smile. «As for
the potential... ,dolls,“» she began, her tone lightly amused,
measured, as though choosing her words with care, «there are
several young women whom I have observed for some time, each
with qualities most suitable to the task. Some display that rare,
innate grace — the quiet intelligence, the subtle attunement to
the rhythms of both the household and the heart — that marks
a true custodian of womanhood. Others are promising, yet still



untested, and may require gentle guidance before their readiness
is apparent.»

She paused, letting the words sink in, her gaze soft but
discerning. «One must consider not only temperament and
elegance, but the depth of will, the capacity for discretion, and
a certain. .. steadiness of spirit. These are not mere adornments,
but the foundation of those who may serve faithfully in the
intimate duties that Tartary’s tradition esteems.»

«Yes,» she continued, with a slight, almost imperceptible
tilt of her head toward Taissia, «<some are prepared; some are
still gathering themselves, deliberating their paths. Each must
choose, as Zlata has, whether she will step forward, and each
must understand the seriousness of the role she assumes here.»

Her voice remained calm, courteous, almost casual — but
beneath the surface, there was unmistakable authority and
knowledge, a subtle framing of expectation that made clear
which of the young women would be truly ready to join their
rarefied circle, and which would require more time before being
entrusted with such a delicate, exacting responsibility.

Before Taissia could offer another word, Yarosvet intervened
with his usual calm, measured presence, a faint smile easing
the edge of any potential tension. «You see,» he said, meeting
Yeseniya’s eyes with quiet, steady emphasis, «she merely offers
her services in seeking out and identifying the... dolls.»

His gaze then shifted to Taissia, warm yet deliberate, carrying
both encouragement and gentle admonition. «Now that matters



in the estate have settled, and the urgent work has been attended
to, perhaps you might also extend your assistance to Yeseniya. |
am certain she would welcome your insight, as it is not every day
one encounters such discerning eyes.»

His words, polite and seemingly casual, subtly closed the
floor to any further comment from Taissia, while simultaneously
placing her in a position of cooperative purpose. The air balanced
delicately between courtesy, authority, and the unspoken
hierarchies of knowledge and experience that bound them all
together.

Yarosvet turned his attention to Adeline, his voice calm yet
threaded with a deliberate intimacy, measured in every syllable.
«If you insist that you are pressed for time,» he said, letting the
words linger just long enough to convey both permission and
intrigue, «we could, for a brief while, leave so remarkable a
company and retire to my chamber.»

He allowed a pause, letting the suggestion settle in the space
between them, yet softened the edge immediately with his usual
warmth. «Of course,» he added, his tone light, inviting, entirely
unhurried, «there is no necessity. You may remain with us, as
long as you wish, and enjoy your stay here freely.»

The contrast was deliberate: an offer of private intimacy,
delicate yet unmistakable, tempered by the reassurance of
continued hospitality. Every nuance of his phrasing reinforced
the quiet balance of power and choice, leaving the decision
entirely in her hands while allowing her a glimpse of the privilege



and freedom she might claim.

Adeline, a faint flush warming her cheeks, allowed her gaze
to flick briefly toward Yeseniya. The older woman’s response
was almost imperceptible — a slight, knowing nod, a quiet
acknowledgment that left Adeline with both reassurance and a
subtle thrill.

Her eyes then met Ketevan’s, and in the princess’s expression
she read not jealousy, but a delicate, almost teasing envy: the
quiet recognition of another woman sharing a closeness that had,
until now, been hers alone.

A small, controlled shiver ran through her, and she drew a
measured breath. «Very well,» she murmured, her tone calm yet
carrying a hint of excitement, «we shall retire at once... and see
what may unfold there.»

Her agreement was uttered with the softest of smiles, poised
between deference and assertion, and the decision, though
immediate, carried the weight of intention: a willingness to step
fully into the private space Yarosvet offered, and to discover, in
those quiet moments, what might be revealed.

Yarosvet rose with his usual composed elegance, the faint
smile still playing at the corners of his lips. He extended a hand to
Adeline, steady and reassuring, and she placed hers lightly within
it.

Together, they moved toward the doorway, the quiet rustle
of fabric marking their passage. With a final glance at the
assembled company — soft, courteous, yet charged with the



unspoken promise of what awaited — they left the drawing room,
leaving behind the faint hum of conversation and the lingering
scent of tea and warm pastries.

The room seemed subtly altered in their absence, as though
the air itself acknowledged the space they had carried with them,
and the delicate tension of expectation remained, suspended
among those left behind.

Once they were alone, Yarosvet’s expression sharpened just
enough to convey direct attention, his voice calm but precise.
«Am I to understand, then,» he asked without preamble, «that
your apparent haste is dictated by a desire not to draw your
husband’s undue notice?»

Adeline met his gaze steadily, a faint shadow of a smile
tugging at her lips. «I imagined you would be exactly so,» she
said, her tone both candid and measured — bold, yet tempered
by courtesy. «Decisive, unflinching. Yes... in a married life, one
must always maintain order, foresee the complications, and act
accordingly.»

Her words carried both acknowledgement and subtle
admiration, an unspoken recognition of the daring she had
anticipated, and the quiet understanding that, even here,
discretion and strategy governed the dance of freedom and
desire.

Yarosvet halted her in the corridor, his gaze settling on
Adeline with quiet intensity. He did not speak, did not gesture
beyond the intent in his eyes — yet it was enough to make



her pause, aware of the full weight of his attention. Slowly,
deliberately, he reached for her hair, letting his fingers tease
the silk from the pins and clasps that held it in its careful
arrangement.

With each measured movement, her coiffure unraveled,
cascading in a dark, glossy wave down her back. The effect
was immediate: her composed, almost formal bearing softened,
and the youthful contours of her face, previously tempered by
the precision of society, seemed to bloom anew. She looked,
somehow, younger than her twenty-three years — lighter, freer,
more open to possibility.

She felt it as clearly as she saw it in his eyes: a subtle shift
in recognition, a quiet astonishment at the way this simple,
unhurried act transformed her. And she understood, in that
suspended instant, that the change was not merely outward; it was
mirrored in the weight and warmth of his gaze, in the deliberate
intimacy of his touch, and in the unspoken agreement that she
had stepped into a new, unguarded version of herself — one that
existed entirely for this private, suspended moment.

The corridor, normally mundane, seemed suddenly charged
with a delicate electricity, each shadow and beam of light
accentuating the revelation of her altered self, and the quiet
dominion he exercised with effortless authority.

His gaze lingered on her transformed face, dark eyes warm
and appraising. «You know,» he said softly, the words deliberate
and unhurried, «I find you even more... captivating this way.»



There was no hurry in his tone, only the quiet weight of
admiration and desire, a calm acknowledgment that the subtle
shift in her presence, her softened features, and the fall of her
hair pleased him in ways both immediate and deeply resonant.

A faint, involuntary smile curved across her lips, softening her
features in a way that seemed to answer him before words could.
It was fleeting yet genuine, a small, delicate acknowledgment of
his praise, and in it lay both amusement and a quiet thrill —
an unspoken recognition of the intimacy, the attention, and the
subtle power of the moment they shared.

He allowed a brief, almost rueful smile. «I must apologise,»
he said, voice gentle yet direct, «for not offering you the comforts
of the house upon your arrival.»

Adeline’s lips curved with a faint, mischievous trace of
amusement. «I would not have refused,» she admitted lightly,
her eyes glinting with teasing frankness, «a chance to use the
facilities first — so as not to risk any... embarrassment in your
chamber.»

Her words were playful, almost daring, yet delivered with the
decorum of someone keenly aware of both propriety and the
charge of the private moment. Yarosvet’s expression, unreadable
for a heartbeat, flickered with quiet amusement and approval,
acknowledging both her candour and the subtle audacity she
carried into his presence.

Yarosvet guided her along the corridor with calm, unhurried
steps, the muted click of their shoes on the polished wooden



floor marking their passage. The walls, lined with dark, warm
paneling, seemed to absorb the soft echo of their movement,
and the faint scent of polished wood mingled with the lingering
aroma of tea from the drawing room.

They reached the small conveniences tucked discreetly along
the corridor. The room itself was modest, its wooden bench
polished smooth from years of use, a simple pail set aside, and a
narrow window allowing the light to sift in and a breath of fresh
air to enter. The plain simplicity exuded a quiet functional charm,
a small, private refuge for any who entered. Adeline stepped
inside with an air of composed practicality, closing the door
behind her, and the space seemed to embrace her solitude with
the soft hush of privacy.

Meanwhile, Yarosvet moved a few paces down the corridor
into the adjoining washroom. The space was compact yet
utilitarian: a metal bathing tub rested near the wall, its surface
reflecting the muted light from the small window above, and
beside it, a cast-iron stove promised warmth soon to be drawn
into the water. Wooden shelves lined the walls, bearing neatly
stacked pails, bars of soap, and simple brushes, all orderly in
the meticulous manner that seemed to define his household.
The floorboards, well-worn and faintly fragrant of old wood and
cleaning agents, creaked gently beneath his steps as he set a kettle
of water on the stove to heat.

The two rooms, so close yet serving entirely different needs,
existed in quiet harmony. One offered a private, practical



shelter for brief, necessary relief; the other promised warmth,
cleansing, and the ritual intimacy of bathing. In this simple
arrangement, there was a sense of care, of routine, and of the
subtle attentiveness that marked Yarosvet’s household — spaces
prepared not merely for use, but for comfort, observation, and
the understated pleasure of order well kept.

Without waiting for her to finish, Yarosvet entered the small
chamber. Adeline was perched delicately on her haunches over
the pail, her skirt hiked to her waist. When her eyes met his,
there was a flicker of something complex: a mixture of shame
and bold defiance, an almost imperceptible challenge woven into
her glance. The soft, unmistakable sounds beneath her left no
doubt as to what she was doing.

He approached her with calm, measured steps, his presence
steady, deliberate, and unhurried. One hand came to rest lightly
atop her head, fingers threading through the glossy strands of
hair that fell around her face. He inclined slightly, brushing his
lips against hers in a brief, controlled kiss — gentle, yet charged
with an intimacy that bypassed words entirely.

The moment hung between them, the small, utilitarian room
suddenly suffused with a strange, private warmth: the scent of
wood and soap mingling with the closer, unspoken sensations
of proximity and desire. In his calm attention, the boldness
and vulnerability of the girl before him seemed to bloom
simultaneously, and the quiet power of the gesture — the hand
in her hair, the press of his lips — created a subtle, undeniable



bond in that suspended, charged instant.

His hand lingered in her hair, fingers warm against the silken
strands, and his voice, calm yet edged with quiet authority,
broke the brief silence. «A wife should have no secrets from her
husband,» he said softly, each word deliberate, carrying a weight
beyond the mere admonition.

Adeline’s eyes met his, dark with a mixture of mischief and
sincerity. «From my lawful husband,» she admitted, her tone
measured yet lightly playful, «I do have secrets — there is no
avoiding it. But from you... yes, from you I am ready to conceal
nothing.»

Without another word, she leaned forward, closing the small
distance between them, and pressed her lips to his. The kiss was
soft, a quiet reciprocation of trust, acknowledgement, and subtle
desire. It was a statement as much as a gesture: a willingness to
step fully into this private intimacy, to offer herself in candour,
and to meet his attention with her own unreserved presence.

Noticing her eyes darting about the small room, as if
measuring the humble confines or seeking some modest escape,
Yarosvet spoke softly, yet with a gentle authority that left no
room for doubt. «There is no need to wipe yourself,» he said,
a faint, reassuring smile brushing his lips. «A warm bath awaits
you shortly, and it will serve far better.»

His words were calm, measured, and quietly considerate,
carrying both instruction and subtle intimacy. The hint of
comfort in his tone, combined with the unspoken promise of



warmth and privacy, seemed to settle the small tension that
lingered around her, allowing her to relax, even in the presence
of his attentive gaze.

Adeline rose from the pail, lowering the lid to cover it with
a quiet click, and followed Yarosvet down the short corridor
toward the washroom. The soft scrape of her shoes on the
worn floorboards marked her steady, composed steps, each one
deliberate and unhurried.

Once inside the modest bathing chamber, she halted beside
the stove where the water was already beginning to warm. The
flickering light from the small window played across her features,
highlighting the faint flush that lingered on her cheeks and the
dark gleam of her hair.

She turned toward him, her eyes lifting to meet his, and in that
look lay both surrender and trust, a delicate acknowledgment of
the quiet authority he held and the intimacy they shared. With
measured calm, she allowed him to begin the slow, deliberate
process of undressing her. Every clasp, every fold of fabric fell
away beneath his hands, and she remained still, attentive, and
obedient, revealing herself entirely — her body bare, unguarded,
and fully in his care.

The room, simple and utilitarian, seemed transformed in
the charged space between them: the scent of wood and soap
mingling with the quiet warmth of proximity, the flickering light
accentuating the contours of her form, and the air itself holding
a delicate, suspended tension that spoke of intimacy, trust, and



the unspoken rhythm of their connection.

Adeline stood before him, stripped of all pretense, and the soft
lamplight of the washroom traced the contours of her form with
a delicate reverence. Her body was a study in supple strength and
subtle grace: shoulders gently rounded yet firm, the line of her
arms suggesting latent energy beneath the smooth surface of skin,
muscles neither harsh nor rigid, but softly defined, betraying the
quiet resilience of a disciplined, athletic youth.

Her breasts were moderate, natural in their curve, neither
forced by fashion nor diminished by austerity — rounded
mounds that rose gently from her chest, the nipples a soft rose,
responsive, and lightly flushed with warmth. The subtle swell
of her ribcage beneath them accentuated the tender arch of her
abdomen, a gentle slope leading to the hollow at her navel.

Her waist narrowed with a soft strength, the muscles beneath
hinting at quiet control, flowing down to hips that flared just
enough to speak of femininity without exaggeration. The line
from her hips to thighs was fluid and harmonious, the flesh firm
yet yielding, supple, and warm. Her legs, slightly longer than
average, bore the same gentle musculature, tapering to ankles
delicate and strong, feet poised and sure.

Her skin bore the faint, golden warmth of her mixed heritage,
luminous and even, with subtle variations of tone that caught
the light in quiet, living patterns. A faint, soft trail of dark hair
led from the curve of her navel down to the gentle tuft at her
pelvis, natural and unadorned, framing the intimate hollow with



tasteful modesty. Her arms, her neck, the delicate slope of her
collarbones — all were alive with subtle energy, movement ready
at the slightest shift, a perfect balance of softness and readiness.

Even standing quietly, waiting, she exuded a restrained
vitality: every curve, every line, every softly defined muscle
spoke of health, sensuousness, and disciplined freedom. There
was a rare, intoxicating harmony in her form — a body shaped
by nature, tempered by subtle training, and imbued with an
understated allure that drew the gaze and held it, a living
testament to both her heritage and her own poised presence.

She was, simply, a beautiful, soft-muscular, feminine young
woman — an image of vitality and elegance, the subtle power
of a tiger tempered by human grace, standing bare before him,
fully herself, yet entirely offered.

He guided her into the metal tub with a calm, assured
gentleness, steadying her by the waist as she stepped over the
rim. The iron vessel, already warm from the rising heat of the
stove, rang softly beneath her bare feet. Adeline inhaled sharply
when the first cascade of heated water spilled over her shoulders
— he had lifted the pitcher high, letting the stream fall in a
wide, enveloping sheet, the warmth sinking instantly into her
skin. Droplets clung to her collarbones, slid slowly between her
breasts, gathered at the hollow of her abdomen before trickling
downward in thin, silvery threads.

He poured a second slow wash along her back, watching how
she straightened under the warmth, her shoulder blades shifting



delicately, her spine lengthening in a quiet, unselfconscious
stretch. When her skin gleamed evenly, he set the pitcher aside
and reached for the bar of soap, working it into a creamy lather
between his palms.

He began at her neck, fingers confident yet deliberate,
spreading the foam down over the curve of her shoulders. His
hands moved with a practised, almost ceremonial precision —
down the line of her chest, cupping her breasts with an open,
measured touch, not to provoke but to cleanse, to claim, to learn
the softness of her through the veil of fragrant suds. She breathed
out, long and slow, her nipples tightening at the coolness of the
air against the warm water and soap.

From her sternum he slid to her abdomen, the lather dissolving
beneath his thumbs as he circled her navel, then downward, lower
still. He washed the tender slope leading into her pelvis, and
then, without haste or apology, his hand passed over her mound,
parting the foam with a thorough, unembarrassed care. He
soaped her there with the same steady thoroughness as elsewhere
— her pubic hair softening under his fingers, the intimate hollow
beneath his touch becoming slick with water and suds.

Then he guided her to shift her stance slightly. She obeyed
without a word, raising her chin, placing her hands on the tub’s
rim. He washed between her thighs, the muscles there tightening
and loosening under the quiet authority of his touch. And lower
still — he soaped the narrow cleft between her buttocks with
slow, patient movements, the kind that left no part neglected, no



corner untouched, his palm gliding along the warm underside of
each curve.

When she was covered in a sheen of white foam from neck to
knees, he took up the pitcher again.

The rinse was slow, generous. Warm water cascaded over her
breasts, down her belly, along her legs. Another pour soaked
her back, the stream gliding down her spine and breaking in hot
rivulets along the roundness of her hips. His fingers followed the
water, guiding it, sweeping away the last of the lather from even
the most private of places with a composure that made the act
feel less like bathing and more like initiation — into his domain,
his touch, his unhurried mastery.

By the time the final droplets slid from her skin, Adeline stood
in the tub glistening, open, quietly breathless, her hair dampened
by steam, her whole body warmed and made tender by his hands.

Her body, still glistening from the last warm cascade, seemed
to gather the rising steam around itself like a soft veil. And as
she shifted slightly in the tub, the light from the small window
fell lower, revealing one more detail of her beauty — something
he had already noticed while washing her, though now it showed
itself fully.

Her pubic hair was not the faint, shy shadow so common
among the city ladies he had known. No — Adeline bore there
the same proud, silken richness that crowned her head. It grew in
full, dark waves, a luxuriant, natural thicket of long strands that
gleamed like polished obsidian when damp. The curls lay heavy



and glossy against her skin, swaying faintly as she breathed, each
lock smooth, healthy, and unmistakably feminine.

Thick, supple, abundant — those unruly black strands framed
her sex like a living ornament, emphasising the softness beneath,
a mystery not diminished but enhanced by that deep, shining
darkness. It lent her an air both primal and regal, akin to the
ancient portraits of steppe women whose beauty needed no
refinement, no trimming, no apology.

And she felt his gaze there — not prurient, not crude, but
reverent. A slow, deep flush rose up her chest, yet she did not try
to hide herself. Instead she let her hand slip aside from her thigh,
revealing the full luxuriance of those dark, silky curls, as though
offering him the sight openly, without shame.

His hand descended with the same unhurried certainty he had
shown while washing her, his palm warm against her lower belly
before his fingers slipped into the dense midnight strands that
framed her sex. The curls yielded instantly to his touch — thick,
silken, and still damp enough that they clung around his knuckles
as he gently combed through them.

He played there as though examining some rare, exquisite
fabric: drawing a few strands aside, then letting them slide back
into place; twisting a small lock around the tip of his finger;
brushing his thumb deeper to feel where the soft curls gave way
to tender, secret heat.

The long hairs parted slowly under his touch, heavy and sleek
like wet sable, and the movement exposed fleeting glimpses of



the delicate flesh beneath — each glimpse making her breathe a
little sharper, a little higher in her chest.

Adeline’s thighs trembled, not from fear but from the intimacy
of it — the way he explored her there not as a man handling
something crude, but as if he were acquainting himself with a
personal treasure he intended to learn by heart. Her hips tilted
ever so slightly toward his hand, her breath catching when his
fingertips brushed deeper, threading through those luxurious
black strands as though testing their softness for his own pleasure.

Her eyes lifted to him, dark, luminous, and already heavy with
surrender — because 1n that quiet, deliberate play of his fingers,
she felt not merely desire, but possession. And she welcomed it.

He steadied her with both hands as she rose from the metal
tub, the last rivulets of warm water sliding down her flanks and
thighs. When she stepped out, her soles kissed the cool wooden
floor, and he wrapped only the barest corner of a towel around
her — more a gesture than an actual drying. The cloth brushed
her shoulders, her hips, the curve beneath her navel, then fell
away again, leaving her gleaming, unhidden, entirely his.

Without another word he opened the door and guided her out
into the corridor. Naked, barefoot, her damp skin catching the
faint lamplight, she followed him with a submissive calm that
bordered on reverence. The hall was cool, its floorboards smooth
under her wet feet, and the faint draft from an open window
stirred the long black hair cascading down her back and the
softer, darker curls between her thighs.



She felt the house around them — quiet, self-possessed,
aware. Every step they took rang with the unspoken meaning of
it: a man leading a woman who no longer needed coverings to
feel dignified, for her dignity now lay in being chosen.

At the foot of the main staircase he paused only to take her
hand, guiding her upward with deliberate slowness. The boards
creaked softly beneath their weight; the bannisters glowed with a
faint polished sheen. She ascended like some dusky apparition,
her hips swaying with wet, unconcealed grace, her breasts lifting
with each breath she took — breath touched not by fear, but by
a mounting anticipation that warmed her from within more than
any bath.

At the landing he turned right. The familiar carpet absorbed
their footsteps; the early-day brightness stretched in calm, silvery
stripes along the floor. He led her straight to his bedroom door,
opened it, and motioned her inside.

She entered ahead of him — still naked, still damp, still
barefoot — her skin tingling from the journey through the house.
And as the door closed behind them with a quiet, decisive click,
she felt unmistakably that everything from this moment onward
belonged to him.

She felt it at once — instinctively, unmistakably — the faint
breath of another woman lingering in the air, as though the room
itself still cradled the warmth of a recent embrace. Something
in the quiet disarray of the coverlet, in the subtle sweetness of
skin and musk woven into the stillness, told her without error that



Princess Ketevan had been here not long before her: a presence
delicate yet potent, like a chord still vibrating after the fingers
have left the string.

«How many women have you brought into this room?» she
asked, her voice soft yet edged with a note that was neither
jealousy nor reproach — rather an acute, feminine curiosity
sharpened by everything she had just seen, felt, and intuited.

He glanced at her with that calm, deliberate candour that made
him seem older than his years and infinitely more dangerous.

«However many I have brought,» he said, «they will never be
enough.»

Her brows rose ever so slightly. «Not enough for what?»

He did not grant her the mercy of an answer.

Instead, with a sudden, effortless decisiveness, his hands
closed around her waist. Her breath caught as he lifted her — her
bare thighs tightening instinctively around his hips for balance,
her freshly washed skin gleaming against his clothes. A low gasp
escaped her as her body rose from the floor, weightless in his
grip.

Without a word, he carried her across the room, the boards
creaking softly under his unhurried steps, her long black hair
spilling over his arm like a silken waterfall. He bore her toward
the bed with the unspoken certainty of a man who had already
chosen exactly how this hour would unfold.

He laid her down on the coverlet — her damp skin sinking
into the soft weave, her loosened hair spreading like ink across



pale linen. She watched him with that poised stillness peculiar
to women who are at once embarrassed and shamelessly curious.
Her chest rose and fell in a slow, almost ritual rhythm while he
began to undress.

He moved without hurry, stripping off each garment as though
shedding a layer of the day. She followed every motion, her
eyes narrowing slightly, then widening — studying him with that
feline, hereditary intuition of her warm Tatar blood.

«Tell me,» she murmured at last, her voice barely above
a breath, «do you truly like me... or are you doing this only
because Yeseniya asked you?»

He paused with one hand on his belt, meeting her gaze with
the faintest spark of amusement — dangerous, unreadable.

«You are a married woman,» he said. «I cannot treat you the
way I would treat — »

« — the princess?» she cut in quickly, the word slipping out
before she measured it.

He gave no answer. None was needed.

Because by the time she drew her next breath he was already
naked before her, his clothes fallen to the floor in a careless
ring around his feet, his body tall and unmistakably male in the
midday light. Her question dissipated into nothingness, forgotten
as though it had never existed.

Her eyes dropped involuntarily.

His cock — heavy, thick, already stirring with iron purpose
— swayed once in the quiet air as he stepped toward the bed.



The sight struck her with an almost physical force; a warmth
rose under her ribs, tightening her breath, loosening her mouth.
Whatever she had meant to ask, whatever she had meant to
pretend, dissolved entirely.

She lay perfectly still, utterly open to him, her gaze fixed on
the slowly rising column of flesh that would, in a moment, claim
her.

Her gaze fell upon him and lingered differently than it ever had
for the others, most of whom had been Russian women, delicate
and restrained in their curiosity. There was no sentimental flutter
here, no quiet sighs of hesitant admiration. Instead, she met the
sight with a raw, immediate perception — her senses sharpened,
alive, alert.

She saw the hard line of his body, the swell and weight of him,
and felt a thrill unlike any measured, polite fascination she had
ever witnessed in salons or behind curtained parlours. There was
something wild in her delight, a flicker of untamed instinct that
thrilled to the sheer, undeniable power he embodied. Her breath
caught, a quick, instinctive hitch that was less embarrassment
than a small, joyous acknowledgment of the strength before her.

Unlike the princess, who might have been wrapped in
reflection or sentiment, she responded at once — physically,
wholly — her admiration instantaneous and vivid, as if every
nerve had been tuned to recognize force and vigor. She traced the
line of him with her eyes, memorizing the weight, the breadth,
the subtle swell that promised potency and command, and felt her



own pulse quicken in tandem, a fierce, instinctive exhilaration.

In that moment, she loved him not in thought, but in pure
perception, in the way a hawk recognizes its prey or a stallion
senses a rival: directly, bodily, with an unhesitating, untamed
delight.

Her hands moved with the certainty of instinct, unhesitating,
yet deliberate, as if she had long been waiting for this exact
moment. She let her fingers trace the full length of him, feeling
the weight, the heat, and the subtle shiver of readiness beneath
her touch. Unlike the other women, whose hands might have
lingered politely or caressed in timid exploration, she seized him
fully, confidently, claiming him not with hesitation but with the
immediate, vivid awareness of her own desire.

Her lips followed, parting over him with a slow, deliberate
curiosity, tasting, exploring, drawing in the breadth and firmness
of him as though memorizing the very essence of his strength.
She welcomed the resistance and the pulse beneath her mouth,
responding to it with a controlled fervor that was both fierce and
playful.

Every movement was decisive: her tongue traced the ridge,
her mouth took him steadily, testing and knowing, her hands
cradled, guided, and pressed just enough to make the exploration
hers. She reveled in the rawness of his response, in the way his
muscles flexed beneath her, and in the quiet, potent command
that radiated from him. She did not question, did not hesitate;
she simply claimed, matched, and met the power of him with her



own unyielding vitality.

In her eyes shone the wild delight of a creature who recognized
mastery, strength, and the intoxicating thrill of possession —
not sentimental, not reflective, but immediate, physical, and
exultant. Every nerve, every instinct, every pulse in her body
responded to him, and she let herself inhabit that response fully,
taking him with the ease and intensity of one who both knew and
celebrated the exquisite force before her.

Her lips lingered along him, warm and insistent, exploring
with a slow, deliberate precision that drew forth every quiver
of his readiness. She savoured the swell, the pulse beneath her
mouth, teasing the ridge, tracing the subtle veins that throbbed
beneath the taut skin, and coaxed the deep, urgent stirrings of
his flesh to the surface. Her hands framed the base, cradling the
weight with ease and a careful, playful pressure, fingers gliding
over the smooth tautness, over the soft pendulum of the scrotum,
letting her curiosity roam with a deliberate intimacy.

Then, just as suddenly, she drew back, her lips parting, her
gaze lifting to his with that quiet, feline command that required
no words. She rolled onto her back, the sheets whispering against
her damp skin, and spread her knees wide, every line of her body
a deliberate invitation. Her thighs, strong and soft, framed the
dark cradle of her womanhood, glistening, alive, waiting.

He leaned toward her, the head of him brushing against the
warm, fragrant hair that grew thick and glossy at her mound,
parting the strands to reveal the glistening, yielding flesh beneath.



His tip pressed into the moist hollow, and she felt him slide
in slowly, the wet, pliant walls of her embracing him like silk
stretched taut over warmth and desire. Her hips instinctively
arched to meet him, guiding the entry, adjusting the angle,
pressing the opening to draw him in further, while her hands
pressed into the mattress at her sides for balance.

Every motion, every subtle shiver, every delicate contraction
of her inner muscles seemed to mirror his own urgency, and yet
she held him, tempered the rush, welcoming him wholly but on
her terms. Her eyes never left his; they glimmered with a primal,
unhesitant delight — no hesitation, no sentimentality, only the
immediate, wild recognition of power met by equal, unyielding
pleasure. She knew, even in the first moments, that this was not
like any other; she was neither timid nor reflective, but alive
to the full, unabashed truth of what they were sharing — each
thrust, each shiver, each responsive tremor a testament to the
exquisite, physical communion of their bodies.

He did not move hastily, did not thrust with the impulsive
eagerness of youth or the impatience of brute desire. Instead, he
held her, allowing her to linger upon him, to feel the full, dense
weight and heat of his body, as if every nerve ending in her had
been attuned to this singular, unspoken rhythm. She could feel
the pulse of him beneath her, the subtle swell of his muscles as
they flexed beneath her touch, and the steady, slow thrum of his
readiness that pressed insistently into her own eager warmth. It
was a presence that demanded awareness, that drew her senses



taut, compelling her to inhabit every inch of him, to memorize
him in every fold, every ridge, every curve.

Her own body, soft yet firm with latent strength, responded
immediately. She shifted, arched, tilted her hips, feeling the
friction of him inside her, the wet, pliant walls of her flesh closing
around him, molding, yielding, yet demanding attention in
return. Each subtle movement brought new sensations, a dialogue
of muscle and nerve and pulse, and she felt her heartbeat quicken
in tandem with his, each throb a wordless communication of
want, of pleasure, of surrender. Her fingers pressed into the
sheets at her sides, nails digging lightly into the fabric, grounding
herself while her body rose and fell with the measured, deliberate
weight of him.

She let herself feel the entirety of her desire, and it
was immediate, fierce, unrestrained: not sentimental, not
hesitant, but elemental, physical, and wholly honest. Unlike the
princess who had preceded her here, who might have lingered
in reflection, she understood her longing at once, without
adornment, and embraced it. Her breath came in soft, uneven
gasps, carrying whispered words she had not planned to speak,
yet which seemed to pour naturally from the depths of her body:
words that were confession, command, supplication, all at once.

The sensation of him pressed into her, filling her completely,
made her gasp, made her arch, made her feel herself as utterly
and irreversibly his. She reveled in the slow, steady inevitability
of him, the way each inch moved with precision, each subtle



pulse nudged her toward a dizzying crescendo of sensation. She
traced the lines of his shoulders, the strength of his back beneath
her palms, the warmth of his thighs, letting her hands roam where
her instincts guided, each touch both receiving and giving, a silent
promise and acknowledgment of shared delight.

He allowed her to build, to wait, to hunger. He did not thrust
or dominate beyond what the moment demanded; he simply was,
a presence that needed no words, that required only her full
attention and response. And she gave it — every shiver, every
contraction, every tremor of her flesh and limb a testament to
the wild, untamed pleasure he evoked. Her thoughts blurred, her
mind surrendered to sensation, to the exquisite dialogue of skin
and muscle and breath. She felt herself wholly inhabiting him,
and him wholly inhabiting her, each of them marking the other
with the undeniable proof of desire and claim.

The sensation, the awareness, the fullness of it all drew her
to a precipice of sensation so exquisite that each heartbeat and
shiver was a wordless prayer, an invocation: take me fully, give
me wholly, do not hold back. And in response, he let himself go.
Each pulse, each shudder of his release, flowed into her, filling
her from core to surface, leaving her shivering and tremulous
beneath him, drenched in the tangible proof of his entirety. The
room itself seemed to hold its breath around them, caught in the
exquisite, slow unfolding of bodies joined in a communion both
fierce and tender.

When the moment passed, she lay beneath him, spent,



flushed, the faint sheen of sweat and bathwater still glistening
upon her skin, and felt the lingering tremor of his pulse echoing
through her own. Every nerve, every fiber, every intimate fold
of her body remembered him; every throb of her blood carried
his presence. She had become, in this room, beneath this man,
wholly and irrevocably his, and yet not lost: she was aware, alive,
radiant with the fierce joy of her own yielding. In the quiet that
followed, she felt herself a woman fully inhabiting her desire, a
creature at once wild, ecstatic, and entirely present in the richness
of sensation and possession.

She thought it was over, that the exquisite, consuming climax
had drawn a line beneath their encounter, leaving her body
trembling with the fullness of him, swelled and warm, and heavy
with the intimate proof of his seed still pulsing within her. Every
nerve screamed in the aftermath of surrender, every muscle
quivered in the slow, dizzying relaxation that she assumed would
follow.

But he did not relent. After only a moment, barely a breath
between their shared spasms, he shifted with a controlled, almost
imperceptible motion, still lodged inside her, and began to move
again, sliding with a deliberate, commanding rhythm. Each
piston of his body pressed her anew, the hard, relentless weight
of him filling her from within, drawing out fresh tremors she
had not imagined possible. Her own body had barely recovered,
and yet it responded with a feverish obedience, each shiver, each
clench of her inner muscles meeting him with an instinctive,



visceral need.

She could not think, could not find the space in her mind to
question, to speak, or even to grasp what he intended. Words
were impossible; thought had fled under the tide of sensation.
She surrendered completely, giving herself to the repeated,
forceful entrance, feeling him claim her with a solidity and
authority that transcended simple possession. Every thrust, every
press of his hips against her, every subtle flex of his muscles as he
moved with measured force, transformed the room, transformed
her, transformed the very air between them into a tangible,
inescapable declaration: he was the master here, and she was
wholly, undeniably, his.

The heat of him inside her, the weight, the relentless press
of his flesh against hers, fused with the memory of his seed
still lingering within, made her feel simultaneously possessed and
ignited. She was overwhelmed by the immediacy of it, by the
cruel perfection of how he moved, and yet in that overwhelming
surrender, she found a strange, fierce exhilaration: a knowledge
that her body, naked and bare before him, belonged utterly, and
that in yielding she exercised the only power she could in this
exquisite, consuming moment.

Her hands pressed against the sheets, digging into the fabric,
her thighs flexed instinctively to meet him, to absorb and give
back, to respond to the inexorable rhythm that left her breathless,
trembling, and faintly dizzy. Each piston drove her further into
a sweet, dizzying oblivion, her consciousness melting into pure,



bodily awareness, her identity narrowing to the tight, pulsing
heat of him inside her, and the inescapable, mounting, physical
assertion of his mastery over her nude form.

Even as her body quivered and her senses teetered on the edge
of utter exhaustion, she felt herself transformed, not diminished
but exalted: every thrust of him was a lesson, every flex and press
an unspoken command she obeyed without hesitation, and every
beat of her heart echoed with the awareness that she was, entirely
and irrevocably, under his control — and yet, in that control, she
found the sharp, wild joy of having surrendered completely.

Her mind, dulled by the inexorable tide of sensation, could
do nothing but follow him, ride each wave of movement, and
absorb the declaration of possession written into the press of
his body, the subtle dominance of every deliberate motion, and
the heat and weight and undeniable certainty of him. He had
become the master of her naked flesh, and she, even in the
collapse of thought and the surrender of will, could not resist
the intoxicating, consuming thrill of belonging to him, entirely,
physically, without reserve.

Her body still thrummed with the deep, lingering resonance
of his fullness, every nerve alight with the exquisite heat of
surrender, yet an irrepressible instinct stirred within her: she
must reward him, honour him, mark the passage of their
shared pleasure with the devoted attentiveness her own nature
demanded. She whispered, a soft, almost trembling plea, coaxing
him to release himself from the intimate grip of her body.



He obeyed, sliding free with a slow, deliberate movement,
the hard, warm length of him still heavy with the memory of
their union. He rose to his feet beside the bed, watching her
with a quiet intensity, and she, already ablaze with desire and
devotion, shifted onto her stomach, her body pressing gently into
the sheets, her face turned toward him.

Her lips, warm and insistent, met him first at the glistening tip,
tracing the delicate beads of his seed with the reverent precision
of one wholly absorbed in the act of care and pleasure. Her
tongue followed, gliding over every ridge, every subtle curve,
tasting him with a devotion that was neither coy nor hesitant.
She lingered at the base, where the residue of his heat mingled
with the traces of her own surrender, collecting it, savoring it,
kissing and licking with a deliberate thoroughness that honored
the entirety of their shared intimacy.

Her hands pressed against the bed, steadying herself as
she moved with slow, meticulous attention, each motion both
worship and play, each kiss and lick a vivid acknowledgment of
the power and vitality she had just felt within her. She trailed
upward again, over the swollen length, over the smooth weight of
his scrotum, cradling him gently in her palms as her lips traced
the lingering warmth, and with each motion she felt a shiver run
through her own body: the memory of his thrusts, the pulse of
his release, the undeniable mark of his possession.

Her eyes flicked briefly to his face, noting the quiet intensity,
the small shifts of muscle as he observed her devotion, yet she



said nothing. Words were unnecessary. Every motion of her
body, every deliberate touch, every reverent kiss upon him was a
testament to the bond they had forged in the heat of their union,
to the fire she had felt in surrendering herself to him, and to the
instinctive need to repay him for the exquisite ache and delirium
he had elicited.

She moved slowly, rhythmically, her lips and tongue tracing
a path down and along him, capturing every trace of heat and
moisture, tasting him fully, and in the deliberate attentiveness
of her ministrations she felt a renewed intimacy — an unspoken
recognition that their bodies had marked each other, that she had
honored him as her nature required, and that the exchange of
pleasure, power, and surrender was now inscribed upon both of
them in ways beyond words.

Her hands rested lightly upon the sheets, her body arching
subtly with each kiss, each trace of her tongue, each gentle caress,
and in that still, intense focus, she felt herself both utterly given
and wholly alive, the fiery, wild satisfaction of having served
him merging with the lingering, exquisite memory of his power
within her. The act was at once primal and deliberate, fierce
and tender, a perfect reflection of the physical and unspoken
understanding between them: he had claimed her, and she, in
turn, had rewarded him with the devotion and intensity her body
demanded.

When at last she lifted her gaze, her eyes found him once
more, and in that silent, almost sacred exchange, she recognized



the permanence of what had passed between them. The warmth
of him within her, the lingering pulse of his essence, had not
merely marked her body; it had inscribed itself upon her very
being. She felt it everywhere — in the subtle quiver of her spine,
in the lingering heat between her thighs, in the gentle shiver that
ran through her shoulders, down the line of her arms, along the
tips of her fingers. She was alive with the memory of him, and
yet, in the intensity of that awareness, she discovered a startling
sense of sovereignty over her own desire, over the act of giving
herself and receiving in return.

She rolled slightly onto her side, letting the soft sheets press
against her heated skin, and stretched languidly, luxuriating in
the simple, profound acknowledgment of what had passed. Every
movement was a conscious reclaiming of herself, even as she
remained bound by the memory of him, the imprint of his body
and will. She could feel the delicate warmth still lingering where
he had been, the almost imperceptible throb of his pulse that
had left a subtle rhythm in her veins, and she shivered with the
delicious, wild satisfaction of being both owned and masterful in
the same instant.

Her hands wandered lightly over her own skin, tracing the
curves and lines she now understood more intimately, caressing
the points where his touch had been most insistent, most
commanding. She explored her own flesh as if mapping it anew,
discovering the intricate traces of pleasure and power that had
woven themselves into her very being. In every shiver, in every



sigh, she felt a deep, instinctive clarity: she was his, wholly, and
yet she had survived the experience not as a passive vessel, but as
a woman who had met desire on her own terms, who had given,
received, and understood.

Her mind, usually alert and deliberate, surrendered to the
slow, persistent tide of reflection and sensation. She thought of
him not merely as a man, but as the axis around which her own
intense, elemental desires now spun. The memory of his thrusts,
the heat of his skin against hers, the way he had moved with
the careful deliberation of one who knows exactly the power he
wields — all of it coalesced into an intoxicating, nearly sacred
awareness. She realized she could recognize a man like this
anywhere: in his steadiness, in the restrained violence of his
movements, in the latent, unspoken claim he made on her body
and on the air around him.

Even as she lay there, sweat cooling on her skin, she felt a new,
potent curiosity stirring, a desire not for words or explanations,
but for the continuation of this exquisite understanding. Every
fiber of her body remembered the weight, the heat, the insistence
of him. She felt the subtle pull of her own longing, a reverberation
of the pleasure he had given and taken, and a fierce, urgent
determination to honor him in return — not merely in body, but
in the measured, almost ceremonial attention of her mind and
senses.

In the quiet aftermath, she understood herself differently: not
naive, not sentimental, but keenly aware of her own instincts and



of the magnitude of what had occurred. She had been taken,
yes, but also chosen, observed, claimed in a way that demanded
recognition. And she had responded in kind, surrendering fully,
recklessly, yet with a precise, instinctive grace that was all her
own. Every breath she drew was rich with this awareness, every
subtle flex of her muscles an echo of the power she had both
given and received.

She pressed her face into the cool linen for a moment,
letting her body relax against the sheets, and felt a rare, almost
intoxicating clarity: that here, in this room, on this bed, in the
midst of the lingering heat of their union, she had discovered
the full measure of what it meant to be wholly a woman in her
desire and wholly the companion of a man who could command
her so utterly, yet so gently, that every pulse, every shiver, every
sigh became a wordless declaration of their shared, unspoken
understanding. She was his, and in being his, she had become
fully, luminously herself.

She lay on her side, the linen cool beneath the still-warm
curve of her body, and let herself drift into the delicate fog of
thought that only followed such exquisite union. Every breath,
every subtle quiver of her limbs reminded her of him, of the
slow, powerful insistence with which he had claimed her, and
of the fervent, unspoken agreement that had passed between
them, sealing her surrender and her recognition of his presence.
Her gaze, almost by its own insistence, found the line of him,
sprawled with quiet triumph on the bed beside her — the swollen,



gleaming column, the subtle rise and fall of his scrotum, the taut
veins that spoke of strength, pulse, and relentless vitality.

She studied him with a careful, almost academic attention,
tracing with her eyes the curve of his shaft, the delicate wrinkling
of his skin, the contrast between the smooth weight of his
scrotum and the firm, tense swell above. It was not mere
fascination, nor was it the idle curiosity of a passing glance. She
recognized, in every ridge and subtle shadow, the story of his
power, the intimacy of their shared act, the resonance of the body
that had moved within her with the precise, compelling rhythm
of a master. Unlike the women he had known before — delicate,
sentimental, cautious — she could read him unflinchingly, every
line of him a map of vigor and command, every subtle tremor
of his flesh a declaration of potency she could feel reverberating
through her own body even now.

As she let her thoughts wander, they circled endlessly around
him, entwining reflection with observation. She considered the
rare immediacy of her own response, the fierce clarity of desire
that had met his thrusts without hesitation, and marveled at
the interplay of her instinctive, almost wild attentiveness with
the quiet authority he wielded. She felt her fingers twitch
unconsciously, a phantom echo of touch she could no longer
enact, and imagined tracing each line with deliberate reverence,
lingering over the glistening tip, following the subtle sag and swell
of his scrotum, delighting in the weight, the warmth, the perfect,
elemental reality of him.



Her mind wandered further, reflecting on the singularity of
her own nature. Unlike the careful sentimentality of Ketevan
or the restrained charm of others, she felt a primal clarity,
a straight, unflinching desire that demanded acknowledgment
without apology. She had surrendered fully, yes — but in that
surrender, she had also claimed herself: her senses, her instincts,
her audacious capacity to take delight in the raw, unadorned
presence of a man who could command her body and stir her
mind with equal potency. She realized she could sit, observe,
and yet inhabit each contour of him, each taut line of flesh,
each subtle quiver, as though by watching she was claiming some
secret right to remember, to mark, to own the memory in her
bones.

Her eyes lingered on the tense swell of his shaft, the pale,
warm folds of his scrotum, the subtle shadows cast by the
morning light that filtered through the window, catching the fine
hairs at the base and tracing them with a meticulous, almost
reverent attention. She felt a shiver of recognition — of power, of
pleasure, of that wild, exquisite ownership of her senses — and
smiled faintly, knowing that she was both awed and intoxicated
by the very flesh he offered, yet entirely herself in the intensity
of her observation.

The sensations of their union, the echo of his release,
the intimate map of warmth left in her body, wove into her
contemplation like threads of gold. Every thought of him, every
subtle flex of his skin beneath her eyes, became a meditation



on strength, desire, and her own unflinching ability to see, feel,
and treasure him in a way that was entirely hers. She could dwell
here indefinitely, in the quiet, contemplative heat of the bed,
tracing with her gaze, with her memory, with the ghost of her
fingertips, the exquisite, tangible proof of his power — and in
that dwelling, she recognized the full measure of what it meant to
be both wholly his and wholly, luminously, unreservedly herself.

After long moments of quiet observation, she felt a subtle
stirring within herself, a pulse of need that was not merely
memory but anticipation, an instinctive demand for contact. Her
gaze traced him once more, lingering on the taut line of his shaft,
the gentle pendulum of his scrotum, the faint veins that ran like
fine rivers beneath the surface. She let her fingers drift lightly
along the bed, imagining the warmth of her own touch against
him, and found herself leaning instinctively, her body responding
to the silent magnetism of his presence.

Slowly, deliberately, she shifted, rolling toward him, letting
the curve of her hip graze the sheets, and she felt the heat of
her skin brush against the familiar warmth that lingered in his
lower belly. Her hand rose, guided as if by instinct, and she
let her fingertips trace the outline of his member, just at first,
lightly, teasingly, memorizing its weight, its subtle swell. Her
breath came in soft, uneven puffs, a mixture of awe and appetite,
and she marveled at the immediate, visceral response that his
flesh offered her, even now, so long after their initial union.

She pressed closer, her mouth parting slightly, and allowed the



tip of her tongue to brush against the sensitive crown of him. The
response was immediate — a small, almost involuntary shiver of
his hips, the faint tightening of his scrotum, the subtle pulse of
life beneath her lips. She lingered, exploring with slow, reverent
motions, tasting, teasing, feeling the unspoken history of their
passion writ across every ridge and fold. Each careful, measured
stroke was an act of acknowledgment, a wordless declaration
of her desire, of her ownership of the moment, of the way she
understood him more fully than any before.

Her hands traced up along the taut length, feeling the strength,
the warmth, the steady insistence of him, and then back down
to cup the weight of his scrotum, rolling each testicle with
delicate precision. She felt the duality of her own wild instinct
and cultivated attentiveness: a readiness to surrender, and yet a
confidence in the meticulous, intimate command of the moment.
She lingered at the junction of pleasure and control, allowing her
lips and hands to map him entirely, memorizing each swell, each
subtle tremor, each whisper of response.

Slowly, she pulled back, looking up at him, and allowed
herself a soft, almost imperceptible smile — a communication
of devotion and challenge intertwined. She let her gaze roam
across his face, across the subtle play of muscle in his abdomen,
down again to where she hovered, and felt the exquisite tension of
anticipation coil in her own belly. Every inhale drew him closer
into her awareness; every exhale released her own readiness to
meet him fully, to embody desire as entirely as she had in their



first union.

Finally, with a deliberate, quiet intention, she pressed herself
forward, straddling him, letting the familiar, magnificent length
of him nestle against her, and she sank slowly, luxuriating in the
exquisite fullness of contact. Her hips rolled with a deliberate,
teasing grace, a soft press and release that invited, tested, and
consumed. The heat of him, the steady weight, the subtle pulse
beneath her hands and thighs, was a revelation: every inch known,
yet every inch rediscovered in the urgency and novelty of now.

She moved with measured, fluid rhythm, alternating
deliberate pauses with small, insistent presses, allowing herself to
feel his flesh, to feel his pulse, to feel the immense, undiminished
power he carried, and to meet it with her own wild, elemental
delight. Her eyes, bright and intent, traced every subtle shift
of his hips, every movement of his scrotum, every tight curl
of muscle along his abdomen, and in that observation she felt
a curious sovereignty: she was wholly, luminously his, and yet
entirely herself, attuned, awake, and unabashedly alive in the
fervent, tangible communion they shared.

She positioned herself before him, letting the heat and weight
of anticipation pulse through every sinew of her soft, sculpted
body. With a measured inhale, she pressed her hips forward, and
slowly, deliberately, began to take him in — his shaft sliding
into the warm, yielding embrace of her depths. The taut line of
his length filled her fully from the first inch, and she felt, with
a startled clarity, how perfectly her body conformed to his, the



firm swell of his scrotum pressed against her lower belly, the
subtle pulse beneath her lips and hands.

He remained upright, yet she moved with such precision and
fluidity that the rhythm of their joining seemed to originate
entirely from her, each deliberate grind and roll of her hips a soft
insistence, a silent command, a coaxing into the exquisite tension
of the moment. Her hands roamed over him, fingers tracing the
ridges and veins, cupping the warm, heavy weight of his scrotum
with reverent fascination, and she let her mouth drift to the tip of
him, brushing, tasting, teasing, every motion a slow, deliberate
exploration of his physicality, every inhale a meditation on the
full, palpable presence of him.

Her body quivered with the delicious strain of balance, the
subtle sway of muscles engaged to hold him upright while she
enveloped him, and she allowed herself a small, audacious shiver
of delight: the sheer, untamed exhilaration of feeling herself
wholly, luminously filled, yet in control, owning each movement,
each tiny press, each deliberate pause. Her eyes, dark and wide,
flicked up to meet his, tracing the calm authority in his gaze,
the faint twitch of response, and she understood with a sudden,
thrilling clarity that she had become both vessel and orchestrator,
both surrendered and sovereign.

The slight, tantalizing friction of her wet, yielding depths
against his rigid form, combined with the gentle, rolling weight
of his scrotum pressed into her, made every pulse of anticipation
and every subtle tremor of her hips an electric, almost tangible



manifestation of their union. She felt the thrill of the precarious
balance, of the tension between the force of him standing and
the yielding, enveloping power of her body descending on him,
and she let herself be utterly consumed by the heady mixture of
awe, desire, and the profound, unspoken recognition of her own
wild, elemental capacity to receive and respond.

Every subtle movement — an inch forward, a slow grind
back — was a meditation, a wordless articulation of their shared
instinctive knowledge, and she let her lips brush, tongue tease,
and fingers trace the taut ridges, the delicate swell of his scrotum,
the firm, rising shaft that filled her with an ineffable, intoxicating
fullness. Each press of her thighs, each rotation of her hips, each
tiny sigh was a testament to the duality of surrender and mastery,
a perfect, exquisite rhythm of being claimed while claiming in
return.

Her body, warm and pliant, quivered with the relentless pulse
of sensation, the quiet roar of her own desire entwined with
his latent power, and she found herself floating in that rare,
electric space where flesh, intent, and instinct converged: utterly
filled, entirely awake, and profoundly, luminously alive in every
line, every fold, every nerve-end of him she held, tasted, and
cherished.

He lifted her under the knees, holding her gently yet firmly,
so that she remained stretched out on her back upon the soft bed,
fully supported yet utterly at his mercy. The warmth of his hands
pressed into her thighs, the taut line of his shaft nestled against



her, and a shiver ran through her from the exquisite tension of the
encounter. For a moment she tried to match him, to anticipate the
subtle shifts and thrusts, to find a rhythm in harmony with his,
but she quickly realized the cadence belonged entirely to him.

He moved with patient, deliberate insistence, setting a tempo
that was entirely his own — each measured stroke a statement
of possession, each subtle pause an assertion of quiet authority.
She felt the full, unyielding press of him, the gentle weight
of his scrotum brushing against her lower belly, the warm,
stretching embrace of her own depths. Every attempt to lead or
anticipate only heightened her awareness of his control, until,
with a breathless surrender, she let herself melt into the flow, her
body responding entirely to the insistent rhythm of his desire.

Her hands roamed over the parts of him fully within reach —
the firm, pulsing shaft beneath her, the swell of his scrotum, the
subtle tension of his lower abdomen. Each touch, each delicate
press of fingers and palms, became a silent dialogue with his
powerful rhythm, a meditation on sensation, dominance, and
surrender. She felt the exquisite friction of his shaft inside her, the
rolling weight of his scrotum pressing into her, and the fullness
of her own depths stretched to meet him.

Lifted slightly in his hands, her hips yielding to his, she felt
herself suspended between the soft give of the mattress and the
relentless insistence of him. Each press, each roll of her thighs,
each subtle sway of her hips was a testament to trust and desire,
a surrender so complete that her body seemed to dissolve into



the rhythm of him. She abandoned thought, anticipation, and
hesitation, allowing every pulse, every quiver, every subtle tremor
to carry her deeper into the heady, unspoken communion of their
bodies.

She surrendered fully, letting her hips follow his movement,
rising and falling with his unhurried insistence, pressed and
released in a rhythm that left her both electrified and entirely
subdued. Every shift, every delicate press of muscle, every subtle
friction became a meditation in sensation. She felt herself wholly
filled, yet entirely conscious, aware of every ridge, every swell,
every tremor as if memorizing the very essence of him. In that
suspended, searing moment, she was utterly his, audaciously,
irreversibly his.

She felt the subtle, insistent tension in his hips deepen, a
tremor passing along his shaft as he slowed, then with a sudden,
deliberate surge drove himself fully into her. Her body clenched
around him, a delicious, unresisting embrace, and she felt the
heat, the fullness, the inexorable press of him reaching its
pinnacle. Every nerve, every muscle of her lower body seemed
to awaken, quivering in anticipation, responding with wild,
elemental precision to the mounting pulse of his desire.

The first wave of release struck her from below, a shiver
through her core as his seed filled her, warm and potent, and she
gasped, arching instinctively, pressing herself wholly into him.
Her hands gripped his hips, her nails tracing the taut lines of
flesh, as if to anchor herself in the exquisite, almost unbearable



reality of their union. She felt each tremor, each convulsion ripple
through him and into her, the rhythm of his body dictating hers
with unerring authority, and in that moment, her mind yielded
entirely to sensation.

He remained upright, strong, unrelenting, letting her feel every
pulse, every pulse of his climax as it poured into her, and
she surrendered without thought, without reservation. Her lips
parted in a soft, stifled cry, her eyes fluttering closed as she
absorbed the totality of him, the raw, unmediated essence of his
masculinity, pressing into the deepest parts of her. Every shiver,
every quiver, every subtle contraction of her walls mirrored the
cascade of his release, and in that perfect, unbroken communion,
she understood the weight of surrender, the intoxicating gravity
of being entirely claimed.

Even as the tremors subsided, she remained pressed to him,
letting the warmth and the aftershocks pulse through her, feeling
his still-rising breath, the residual rigidity of his shaft, the faint,
insistent quiver of his scrotum against her lower belly. Her own
body hummed with the echoes, a soft, lingering fire that left
her trembling, breathless, yet gloriously full, utterly alive in the
charged aftermath of their shared, unstoppable climax.

Her warmth relaxed, releasing the taut, insistent length of
him from her depths, and she slid slowly off, still flushed and
quivering from the recent waves of their shared climax. Her
hands reached for him, arms outstretched, fingers brushing along
the planes of his chest, inviting him without words to lie beside



her, to press his weight against her — as he wished. The simple,
intimate gesture carried the full measure of her desire, her
surrender, and the quiet, electric thrill of offering herself entirely,
without expectation, without calculation.

He settled over her, his body covering hers with an
encompassing gravity. The heat of him pressed through her,
the steady pulse of his muscles and the solid press of his chest
making her feel simultaneously protected, possessed, and utterly
alive. She tilted her head, lips seeking, and pressed kisses along
the line of his jaw, trailing to his neck, the subtle ridges of his
throat, each brush and press an act of unspoken worship and
celebration.

Her fingers wandered, tracing the contours of his shoulders,
the soft planes of his back, the taut expanse of his arms, reveling
in the solid, living presence of him. Every inhalation, every shiver
of breath that passed between them seemed to fuse their bodies
in a quiet, consuming rhythm, a slow, exquisite entanglement that
left no room for thought — only sensation, only the intoxicating,
undeniable truth of their shared flesh and fire.

She pressed herself closer, letting the curve of her body
melt into his, lips and hands mapping the familiar terrain
of his face, exploring, admiring, celebrating the power and
the intimate majesty that had claimed her so completely. The
press of his body, the warmth, the slow, steady rhythm of his
heartbeat beneath her palm, all of it became a quiet symphony of
possession and surrender, and she let herself be fully engulfed in



it, trembling with the awareness of being entirely, luminously his.

For the first time since she had lain beneath him, her lips
parted, soft and trembling, as if the words had been waiting all
along for this precise moment. «Thank you,» she whispered,
her voice hushed, carrying the weight of everything she had felt
and endured, the heat and surrender still thrumming through her
veins.

Then, with a sudden, trembling urgency that made her voice
falter before it found itself, she broke her long silence. The words
rushed out of her in a wild, breathless torrent, as though some
inner dam had shattered and all she had hidden surged free at
once: «I... I love you, I love you so much I can’t hold it inside,
I can’t pretend to be calm or careful, I cannot — I have never
felt this for anyone, never, not once, not even for my husband,
and I... I want you, I crave you, every part of you, your strength,
your voice, your hands on me, your eyes on me — everything.
And I... I am yours, I don’t know how it happened, but I am,
utterly, completely yours, and it frightens me, and it thrills me,
and I want to obey you, to give myself to you, to stay beneath you
like this — oh, I love you, I love you, I love you...» Her voice
broke, but her eyes — wide, glistening, unguarded — held his
with the trembling, fervent worship of a creature wholly given
over, trembling with desire and relief at having finally spoken.

She swallowed hard, breath hitching, and pressed her forehead
to his cheek as though to hide, yet unable to stop. «I've never said
anything like this to anyone,» she whispered, voice smaller now,



raw, open. «Not once. Not even to him. And yet now — now it’s
all true, and I cannot take any of it back. Yeseniya was right...
you are different. You are not like other men. And you — » her
fingers tightened slightly on his back,» — you must have heard
such words from many women. But... that doesn’t make mine
less true.»

She pressed her face closer to his chest, breathing the warmth
of him in, and in that quiet, suspended intimacy, she allowed
herself the fullness of her desire — not only for the flesh that had
claimed her so completely, but for the singular, luminous man
who had awakened her in every sense. Every pulse of his body
beneath her, every subtle press and tremor, resonated with the
truth of her declaration, and she felt herself wholly, irreversibly
intertwined with him.

Her hands rested lightly on his chest, and her gaze wandered,
soft and unfocused, as though she were speaking to herself before
him. «I wonder...» she began, her voice trembling slightly, «what
our children would be like — how they would move, how they
would think, how much of me, how much of you would live in
them...» The words came almost unconsciously, a murmured
dream spilling into the quiet room, as if saying them aloud might
weave them into reality.

He observed her for a long moment, then asked gently, «And
what if they are unlike your husband? What if their features or
temperaments are not what you expect?»

She laughed softly, a warm, low sound that carried a hint of



mischief and defiance. «He is not a Tatar,» she replied. «He is an
ordinary heir of a wealthy Jewish family, pale-haired, blue-eyed,
almost indistinguishable from a Russian. That... does not trouble
me. What troubles me,» she admitted, her voice lowering, «is
how fleeting this time with you is. I wish I could see you more
often, be yours whenever you wish. More than anything, I wish
to serve you — wholly, in every way you desire.»

Her gaze met his, clear and unwavering, even as a faint blush
colored her cheeks. «Even knowing you have likely heard such
words before — perhaps from the princess herself, who waits
impatiently for our return — my words are no less true. My
devotion is no less mine.»

Her confession hung in the air, a delicate, burning testament
to desire, surrender, and the quiet, unshakable need to belong
entirely to him.

He felt the subtle reluctance in her movements, the way she
lingered, not yet eager to rise or leave, and he made no motion
to hurry her. Instead, he allowed the moment to stretch, a quiet,
molten pause heavy with intimacy. His hands wandered across
the soft curves of her body, brushing over the gentle swell of her
breasts, circling the hardened peaks of her nipples with teasing
attention, coaxing them to respond.

Fingers traced the rise and fall of her abdomen, the subtle
tremor beneath her skin, and then descended with reverent
curiosity, parting the long, dark strands that crowned her pelvis.
His touch was at once commanding and tender, exploring the



warm, shining black silk that framed her most intimate self,
caressing, threading through, memorizing every delicate curve
and line.

She shivered under his hands, body still, surrendering to
the slow, deliberate worship of him, feeling both adored and
claimed. Every slide of his fingers, every brush of his palms,
made her aware of the latent power he held over her, the
undeniable magnetism that drew her entirely into his orbit. She
did not resist; she did not question. She simply breathed, listened
to the soft press of his body, the subtle, insistent heat that radiated
from him, and let herself dissolve into the delicious, languid
communion of touch and desire.

Then, just as his fingers drifted lazily through the dark, silken
curls of her mound, she spoke — softly, yet with a curious,
purposeful steadiness, as though unveiling some private power
she had long kept hidden.

«If you ever need a weapon,» she murmured, her voice low,
almost purring, «not merely a hunter’s rifle or a gentleman’s
smoothbore, but real arms... I could procure them for you.»

His hand stilled for a heartbeat, not withdrawing, only pausing
— like a wolf lifting its head at an unexpected sound.

«A weapon,» he repeated, interest sharpening his tone. «And
how would you manage that?»

She shifted slightly beneath him, her eyes half-lidded, warm
with the afterglow of their joining, yet bright with a sly, feral
confidence that seemed entirely her own.



«My husband deals in weapons,» she said. «Officially.
Openly. He buys them in shipments — whole crates — from
Germany. Different models. Different calibres. Whatever the
market demands.» Her lips curved into a faint, feline smile. «He
shows his ledgers to anyone who asks. Everything he does is
perfectly proper... on paper.»

Yarosvet’s hand resumed its slow wander across her belly, but
his gaze had grown intent, probing.

«And what exactly could you obtain?»

«A great deal,» she replied. «Soon there will be a new
shipment from Bavaria. A splendid model, they say. The Mauser
C-96.» She pronounced the foreign name with a careful, exotic
precision. «It was designed only three years ago, hardly seen in
Russia yet. Ten rounds, fed by a stiff, plate-like stripper clip,
the magazine placed boldly in front of the trigger guard...» She
gave a soft, breathless laugh. «My husband calls it the future of
sidearms.»

Her fingers grazed his forearm, lightly, as if offering not only
her body now, but the dangerous, worldly connections woven
through her marriage.

«And if you wished,» she added, voice slipping into a hushed,
intimate timbre, «I could make one of them disappear. Quietly.
Into your hands.»

Yarosvet exhaled a low, thoughtful sigh, the kind that
seemed to rise from somewhere older and deeper than simple
curiosity. «An intriguing notion,» he murmured. «An intriguing



notion,» he murmured, his tone threaded with a kind of wary
appreciation. «And timely, perhaps — if one believes the
newspapers. They read like storm-warnings these days: strikes,
mutterings, agitators skulking in every alley. One begins to
suspect that Russia herself is holding her breath.»

His palm drifted idly over the soft plane of her stomach, but
his words carried the weight of cold iron.

«But I have no intention of robbing your husband,» he
continued, not sharply, but with a quiet, immovable certainty.
«Nor entangling myself — or you — in petty theft. And even
if I did...» A faint, rueful smile touched his mouth. «One pistol
would hardly suffice. I would require several. Pistols, yes — but
rifles too. A man accomplishes nothing with a single tool, no
matter how fine.»

He paused, his thumb tracing the gentle inward curve beside
her hip, a contemplative stroke entirely at odds with the severity
of his thoughts.

«And I have read,» he added, eyes narrowing with a scholar’s
interest, «that last year, in America, a certain John Browning
unveiled a new type of machine-gun. Gas-operated.» He let the
words linger, like a spark struck against steel. «A mechanism that
uses the force of its own explosion to breathe, cycle, strike again.
A curious creature. One might say — alive.»

That image seemed to amuse him; or perhaps it unsettled him.

«In any case,» he finished, voice dropping to a low, resonant
quiet, «such things cannot simply be plucked from a warehouse



shelf. Not even by a resourceful woman with a generous husband
and very sharp claws.»

Her breath caught — half-laugh, half-shiver — as if she
recognised both the caution and the challenge in his words. His
hand continued its slow, proprietary wander across her skin, but
his mind had turned toward the machinery of the world beyond
her body — yet without letting go of either.

She shifted beneath him with a languid, feline ease, her dark
hair spilling across the pillow in a glossy, midnight cascade, her
breath still unsteady from the echo of his weight and the warmth
he had left deep inside her. When she spoke again, her voice had
shed the hesitant quiver of a woman uncertain of her place. It
had settled into something richer — steady, solemn almost —
yet still threaded with that soft, fervent eagerness born of her
untamed nature.

«I will procure anything you desire,» she murmured, her lips
brushing the line of his jaw in a vow-like caress. «Whatever
weapons you choose to name, in whatever quantity you deem
necessary. Pistols, rifles, crates of ammunition — entire
consignments, if that is what you require. And all of it at prices
that will make other men grind their teeth with envy.»

Her fingers tightened gently on his shoulder — not claiming
him, but offering herself with the instinctive loyalty of a creature
who had chosen its master once and for all.

«You need only give me direction,» she breathed, her voice
dipping into a low, obedient murmur. «Point me toward a task...



or a target. Like a trained hound awaiting the command. Just let
me hear the command from your mouth — the one simple phrase
that tells me your will.»

She looked up at him, eyes gleaming with that unmistakable
mixture of bold devotion and submissive readiness that lived in
her blood like an inheritance.

«Tell me what you want,» she whispered — each word a quiet,
trembling promise. A small, reverent smile lifted her lips. «And
it shall be yours.»

Yarosvet let his fingers drift, almost idly, along the slope of
her hip, his voice turning dry with a hint of amused scepticism.
«And what,» he asked, «would your blue-eyed husband make of
all this generosity?»

A shadow of laughter flickered in her gaze — quick, sly,
unmistakably self-assured. «My husband,» she replied, lifting
her chin with that subtle, proud grace of her people, «possesses
a remarkable talent for losing the ability to think whenever profit
enters the room.»

She exhaled a soft, knowing breath, her smile deepening into
something wry and intimate. «Show him a figure with enough
zeroes, and he’ll forget to wonder why a crate is missing... or
why a ledger page looks a shade too convenient. Gold blinds him
more thoroughly than any woman ever could.»

Her hand traced his chest, slow and almost playful. «So do not
trouble yourself on his account, Yarosvet. When money calls, his
mind obediently goes silent.»



She did not ask him why. Not even for form’s sake. Instead she
laid a palm against his chest, fingers spreading as if to measure
the breadth of the future she was offering him.

«I do not need to know your purpose,» she whispered. «I am
only glad I can serve it. Glad that you allow me this... part in
your life.»

Her leg slid against his in a slow, instinctive caress — not
seduction now, but devotion, warm and visceral.

«And it means,» she added, lifting her gaze, her dark eyes
luminous with an almost girlish anticipation, «that we must meet
again. More than once.»

A faint, breathless smile touched her lips.

«That alone is enough to make my heart race. Knowing you
will call for me. Knowing I will come.»

She nestled closer beneath his arm, her voice sinking to a
whispered vow shaped in the hush between their bodies.

«Now we have a reason, Yarosvet. A real one. And I am
yours... until you release me.»

He did not release her.

Instead, Yarosvet drew a slow breath — the kind that seemed
to deepen the stillness around them, as if the room itself paused
to listen — and shifted his weight just enough to bring her face
fully into his shadow. His arm tightened around her with a quiet,
deliberate certainty, not possessive in the crude sense, but with
the calm authority of a man who had decided, internally and
irrevocably, that this moment would not dissolve like a dream at



daybreak.

«Until I release you,» he echoed softly, and the faint roughness
in his voice made the words sound less like a condition and more
like a verdict.

His thumb traced a languid line along the inner curve of
her thigh — not to coax her, not even to tease, but as though
confirming to himself the reality of her vow, the living warmth of
it, the tremor that answered his slightest touch. Adeline breathed
in sharply, a tiny gasp that quivered like a harp string, and her
hand tightened on his wrist in helpless acknowledgment.

«You speak,» he went on, his tone thoughtful, unhurried, «as
though you imagine I summoned you here merely for pleasure.
Or for the amusement of seeing a proud woman kneel for
me.» His gaze drifted over her features — the parted lips, the
eager stillness, the dark, luminous devotion in her eyes that
had not dimmed even after their bodies had tangled and spent
themselves. «But I do not choose lightly whom I let close.»

She swallowed, her pulse fluttering at the base of her throat.
«I know,» she whispered.

«Do you?» His fingers slid upward in a slow, contemplative
ascent, brushing the warm hollow beside her pelvis, lingering
there with a kind of proprietary elegance. «Then understand this,
Adeline. When you offer yourself... your loyalty, your skills,
even your husband’s trade... you place far more than your body
in my hands.»

Her breath trembled. «I place everything,» she murmured, as



though the admission itself steadied her.

A faint, wry smile touched his mouth — not tender, not cruel,
but something older, the expression of a man who had lived
long enough to distrust sudden devotion and yet found himself
unexpectedly moved by it.

He tilted her chin upward with two fingers, studying her with
a contemplative gravity that sent a shiver down her spine.

«You are very bold,» he said quietly. «Bold, and reckless, and
entirely too willing to gamble with your own future. A dangerous
combination.»

She gave a soft laugh — breathy, but unafraid. «And yet you
do not turn me away.»

«No,» he admitted. «I do not.»

The arm beneath her tightened just slightly, his palm
spreading over the small of her back, absorbing every breath she
drew, every tremor that travelled through her skin. His touch had
lost all haste; he stroked her with the slow, measured assurance
of a man who had claimed his prize and saw no reason to rush
the enjoyment of it.

«Tell me,» he murmured, his lips brushing her temple, «do
you truly understand what it means to place yourself at a man’s
command? Mine in particular?»

She nodded at once — too quickly, too eagerly — and his
quiet exhale told her that he noticed.

So she steadied herself, lifted her gaze, and answered with the
solemnity he deserved.



«Yes. [ understand. And I want it.»

Her voice did not shake. That moved him more than any
pleading could have.

He lowered his forehead to hers for a moment — an almost
reluctant gesture of intimacy, as though he allowed himself that
closeness only because she had earned it with her unflinching
honesty. His breath warmed her lips; she felt the faint rasp of his
beard against her cheek.

«Very well,» he whispered. «If you wish to serve my purpose,
then we will speak of it again. Quietly. Carefully. In my own
time.»

Her fingers curled into his chest, a quiet, breathless assent.

«But understand this much now,» he added, his tone dropping
into a low, steady timbre that vibrated through her as surely as his
touch. «If I take what you offer... then you are no longer merely
a woman who shares my bed. You become part of my affairs.
My designs. My risks.»

His hand slid down her spine, claiming each vertebra with a
slow, possessive grace, until his palm rested at the curve of her
lower back — warm, firm, final.

«And there is no release,» he murmured, «until / decide it.»

A tremor ran through her — not fear, but something far more
intoxicating: the sensation of being bound not by force, but by
choice, by a loyalty that felt like breath and blood.

She nestled closer, her lips brushing the base of his throat in
a quiet, reverent surrender.



«Then I am yours,» Adeline breathed, «for as long as you wish
to keep me.»

Yarosvet exhaled — a slow, almost tranquil sound — and
let his hand drift into the luxuriant darkness between her thighs
again, not to reignite the fire, but to remind her, with a single
deliberate stroke, exactly whose woman she had chosen to
become.

«Good,» he murmured. «Then we begin.»

He did not need to command her.

The moment his hand drifted back into the warm, tender
darkness between her thighs, Adeline answered him with a
breath that was almost a sob — soft, grateful, instinctive —
her body arching into his touch as though remembering him
more intimately than her own name. The languor of their earlier
joining had not faded; it had merely settled deeper, ripening into
a slow, molten hunger that pulsed through her limbs like heat
from a banked ember.

Yarosvet shifted, unhurried, with that quiet, sovereign
assurance of a man who never rushed what belonged to him. His
weight pressed her gently into the mattress, his knee parting her
legs with an ease that felt like inevitability rather than force. She
welcomed the pressure, the grounding heft of him, her fingers
sliding into his hair as though guided by some instinct older than
thought.

He kissed her then — not with tenderness, but with a grave,
consuming intimacy, as if sealing the vow she had just offered.



His mouth tasted of breath and warmth and the faint metallic
whisper of desire reawakening. Adeline yielded at once, her lips
opening under his with a soft, helpless sound, her thighs drawing
him closer, her body rising to meet his without hesitation or
shame.

Their breaths tangled. His beard grazed her flushed skin. She
felt his arousal growing again — slow, inexorable, iron-hard —
nudging against the soft, swollen heat between her legs. Her hips
tilted toward him with an involuntary, pleading grace, as if her
body itself whispered yes, now, take me again.

«Yarosvet...» she breathed, her voice breaking on the last
syllable.

He did not answer with words.

Instead, he guided himself to her with a steady hand on her
hip, pushing her open with a certainty that made her tremble.
When he entered her, it was with a single, deep stroke — slow
enough to make her gasp, sure enough to make her clutch at him
with both arms, her legs tightening around his waist like soft
chains.

Her breath escaped in a long, shuddering cry — not loud, but
raw, a sound she could never have shaped for any other man. She
clung to him, buried her face against his neck, teeth grazing his
skin as his weight settled fully over her, driving him deeper still.

He moved with deliberate, devastating patience — each thrust
measured, grounded, inexorable, as though reminding her with
every slow glide that this was no frantic coupling but a claiming,



a continuation of the vow she had given him moments earlier.
His hands framed her waist, holding her steady for the rhythm
he chose, guiding her body to receive him exactly as he wished.

Adeline writhed beneath him in a warm, trembling surrender,
her breath coming in broken murmurs, half-whispers of his
name. Her dark hair spilled wildly across the pillow, her hips
rising to meet every thrust with growing desperation, as though
she wanted to pull him deeper, hold him there, fuse herself to
the steady, powerful cadence of his body.

He bent over her, his lips brushing the delicate corner of her
mouth, his voice a low, rough whisper against her cheek.

«So eager,» he murmured, his tone edged with quiet
amusement. «You come apart so quickly for me.»

Her answering moan shook through her entire body; she
arched beneath him, her hands gripping his back as though afraid
he might withdraw before she had fully given him everything.
Her legs tightened again, the smooth inner warmth of her thighs
drawing him closer, urging him deeper.

He obliged.

His pace shifted — still slow, but heavier now, deliberate
strokes that made her gasp into his shoulder and whisper
incoherent pleas that dissolved against his skin. Pleasure rose
between them like a tide, dense and heated, her breath hitching
each time he pressed her down into the sheets with the weight of
his body and the certainty of his rhythm.

When she shuddered — hips jerking, breath breaking, fingers



clawing softly at his back — he caught her mouth with his,
swallowing her cry as her climax tore through her with a fierce,
helpless tremor.

She clung to him, trembling, gasping, her whole body
fluttering beneath his. He did not stop. Did not hasten. He held
the rhythm, letting her ride through the waves while he kept
her exactly where he wanted her — beneath him, around him,
opening again to the slow, inexorable build of his own pleasure.

Only when her trembling softened into breathless whimpers
did he let himself drive deeper, harder, a low growl rising from
his chest as he felt her tighten around him, pliant, yielding,
already trembling toward another crest.

And when he finally reached his release — sinking into her
with one heavy, final thrust — he buried his face in the warm
hollow of her neck, his breath breaking against her skin as he
poured himself into her with a deep, shuddering exhale.

They stayed like that — joined, breathing into each other, her
hands stroking his back with trembling reverence — as though
neither wished to break the fragile heat of the moment.

Slowly, his weight settled more fully over her, his breath
evening out against her shoulder, and she wrapped her arms
around him in a soft, instinctive embrace, her body still humming
with the echo of him.

He did not speak.

He did not need to.

For a long while they remained folded into one another, his



weight still draped over her, their breaths settling into a shared,
quiet thythm. Sweat cooled slowly along her ribs; the sheets clung
to the curve of her back; her thighs still trembled in faint, erratic
pulses from where he had driven her past reason. She might have
drifted into a hazy, satisfied doze had he not shifted — subtly,
purposefully — reminding her that he was not finished with her
in any meaningful sense.

Yarosvet lifted himself just enough for the muted daylight
pooling through the shutters to settle across her body. His gaze
traced her with a slow, thoughtful intensity, as though studying
the aftermath of what he had carved into her. Her breasts rose
and fell in shallow, uneven breaths; a flush lingered across her
chest and throat like a delicate fever; the soft folds between
her thighs were still parted, still tender, still glistening with the
mingled heat of them both.

A faint, deliberate smile touched the corner of his mouth.

«You look,» he murmured, his tone low and almost clinical in
its appreciation, «as though I have undone you completely.»

Her breath shivered. She did not try to cover herself.
Something in her — pride or surrender, or the strange alloy of
both — made her lie open beneath his eyes, offering him the full
evidence of what he had done to her.

His hand descended again, fingers warm and unhurried,
sliding along the inner length of her thigh. She gasped at the
first brush — she hadn’t expected the flesh there to remain so
sensitive — but she did not close her legs. If anything, her knees



softened and fell farther apart, as if her body had already learned
that there was no point denying him anything he reached for.

He explored her slowly, almost abstractedly at first, as though
reacquainting himself with a territory he intended to map in
greater detail. His fingertips glided through the wet heat between
her lips, parting them with a gentle precision that sent a tremor
rising through her abdomen.

«You're still open from me,» he said quietly, not a question
but an observation. «Still soft. Still ready.»

A flush of helpless heat surged through her — not
embarrassment, but a deep, visceral thrill that tightened every
muscle low in her belly.

She exhaled shakily. «Yes...»

He looked up at her then — not tenderly, not lovingly, but
with a calm, assessing gaze that made something inside her melt
and quiver.

«Good.»

The pad of his thumb circled lazily over the tender swell of
her clitoris — light, deliberate touches that made her hips jerk
despite her effort to hold still. Her breath came faster, her fingers
curling tight into the sheet, the sensation almost unbearable after
the intensity of their last joining.

«Not yet,» he murmured, pressing a steady palm to her hip to
still her. «You will stay quiet for me.»

She bit her lip, nodding, though her breath trembled in erratic,
pleading little bursts.



He slipped a finger into her then — slow, precise, sinking into
the warmth that still yielded so easily to him. She moaned softly,
the sound rising unbidden, and his hand tightened on her hip in
a silent reminder. She stifled the next sound against the back of
her wrist.

He added another finger, stretching her, testing her with the
quiet certainty of a man determining exactly how much more she
could take.

«You're still pulsing around me,» he murmured. «As though
your body hasn’t finished speaking.»

The words alone nearly made her come apart. Her hips lifted
toward him helplessly, her breath catching as he curled his
fingers inside her in a slow, deliberate beckoning motion that
made her spine bow off the mattress.

«Yarosvet — »

«Quiet,» he said softly, but with absolute authority.

She swallowed the broken cry that trembled on her tongue.

He worked her slowly, rhythmically, a deep, unyielding
pressure that drew helpless, trembling spasms from the core of
her — each stroke a little deeper, a little firmer, provoking her
body with the steady competence of a man who had learned her
already, who understood what she hid, what she craved, what she
would never ask for.

Her thighs shook uncontrollably.

Her breath came in short, strangled whispers.

Her body clenched around his hand in aching, desperate



waves.

He did not relent.

«You will come again,» he told her calmly, as though
informing her of an unavoidable fact. «And you will do it against
my hand.»

Her vision blurred. Her fingers clawed at his forearm. She
tried to form words — a plea, a warning, a surrender — but the
rhythm of his touch erased every fragment of language.

He felt her tightening, fluttering, spiralling toward the edge
with helpless, feverish speed.

«That’s it,» he murmured, his voice a deep, approving rumble.
«Let it take you.»

Her climax hit her in a sudden, overwhelming rush — sharp,
molten, silent. Her mouth opened in a soundless cry, her back
arching, her body seizing around his fingers in fierce, pulsing
waves that left her trembling violently under his steady grip. Her
legs locked around his arm, clutching him with frantic strength as
the release tore through her, then another wave followed, deeper,
collapsing her into the mattress with a broken exhale.

He did not withdraw until the last tremor had passed.

Only then did he slide his fingers free, watching the way her
body shivered from the loss.

Adeline lay stunned, her breath ragged, her limbs soft as
water, her hair scattered wildly across the pillow.

Yarosvet leaned over her, bracing one hand beside her head.
His breath brushed her cheek, warm and steady, while hers came



in torn, uneven fragments.

«We are not finished,» he murmured.

Not a threat.

A promise.

The muted daylight pooled across her body, illuminating the
flush along her chest, the trembling of her stomach, the slick heat
that still lingered between her thighs. Adeline lay beneath him,
breathless, but alive with anticipation, a taut wire of desire strung
tight by the memory of their last encounter.

Yarosvet did not pause. He gripped her hips with both hands
and hauled her roughly toward the edge of the mattress, the
motion sharp, unceremonious. She cried out, startled, but the
sound was swallowed by the press of his chest against hers. His
eyes, dark and intent, bore into hers with a force that left her
almost dizzy.

«You will not move,» he growled, his voice low, jagged,
leaving no room for negotiation. «Not until I say.»

Her body tensed, but she did not resist. Something in the raw
authority of him, in the ruthless certainty of his touch, ignited
something deeper in her — a delicious surrender, not fearful, but
eager, craving the brutal clarity of his domination.

He seized her thighs, forcing them apart with deliberate
strength. His palm pressed hard against her hip, anchoring her,
while the other gripped her waist, hauling her forward as if she
were made of pliable leather. She gasped, a sharp, trembling
sound, her back arching instinctively against his weight.



Then he took her. Not softly. Not slowly. He drove into her
with a force that stole her breath, slammed her down into the
mattress with a rough, unyielding rhythm that made her cry out
again. The sound was raw, jagged, a mixture of pain and pleasure
that rolled through her like wildfire. She clutched his shoulders,
nails digging in, her legs shaking from the strength of him, and
yet, somehow, every brutal stroke made her love him more,
binding her heart to his power in ways words could not touch.

«Again,» he hissed, catching her face, forcing her gaze to
meet his, and slammed into her harder. She trembled violently
under him, breath stuttering, lips parted in helpless surrender.
The sheer, uncompromising intensity of him — unrelenting,
merciless, possessed — made her pulse race, made her ache to
feel him utterly, completely, with nothing held back.

Her moans, raw and ragged, filled the room as he set a cruel,
relentless pace. Every thrust was a command; every grip, every
shove, a declaration that he owned this moment, this body, this
willing heart. She had never felt herself so utterly undone, yet
so alive — as though each harsh movement, each rough press of
his weight, was writing a story only she could read: she was his,
fully, without question.

Her hands went to his arms, clutching desperately, nails
leaving shallow furrows in his skin, yet every pulse of her body
against his drove him further. He did not soften. He did not
slow. He was a storm — fierce, uncompromising — and she was
caught in it, trembling with need and devotion.



When she came — violently, helplessly, shuddering against
his body — it was as if the world itself had shattered inside
her chest. Her voice tore free in a cry that was half agony, half
ecstasy, yet he held her down, pressing her against the mattress,
continuing with brutal, unrelenting strokes that made the next
climax inevitable.

She came again, harder, sharper, gasping, writhing, and this
time she did not resist the cruelty of it; she welcomed it. Each
rough thrust, each unflinching grip, each merciless motion pulled
her closer to him, binding her to his strength, his certainty, his
dominance in a way that left her dizzy with love.

Finally, when he sank deep and released inside her with
a guttural exhale, she lay trembling, spent, utterly undone —
yet her chest rose and fell with the wild, unsteady rhythm of
exhilaration and desire. She looked up at him, dark eyes wide and
shining with awe and affection, and whispered hoarsely, «I... I
am yours. Always.»

He pressed a palm to her forehead, tilting her head back with
a firm hand, and his voice, low and rough, rumbled over her,
carrying the weight of ownership and promise:

«You feel it, don’t you? How much of yourself you give me?»

Her body quivered, her lips parted in a tremulous, breathless
nod. «Yes...»

«Good,» he murmured. «Because there is no turning back.»

And she did not want there to be. Every brutal, ruthless
movement, every merciless claim of his body over hers, had



made her love him more, made her ache for more, made her heart
and flesh surrender to him utterly.

The room had barely settled into silence when he shifted —
not letting her drift into that hazy sweetness of exhaustion. His
hand slid to her thigh, fingers biting in, dragging her back to him
with the same fierce certainty as before. She gasped, a hoarse,
broken sound; her body was still trembling from the last violent
climax, slick, tender, defenceless — and yet she felt her pulse
leap with a raw, helpless hunger the moment he touched her
again.

«Don’t think it’s over,» he murmured, his breath brushing her
ear, hot and merciless. «You wanted me rough.»

Her breath hitched. «Yes...»

He didn’t reward her with gentleness. Instead, he flipped her
onto her stomach with one brutal motion, forcing her knees
under her, arching her body as if he were positioning a mare he
intended to ride hard. She let out a choked cry, equal parts shock
and desire, her cheek pressed to the warm sheets, her hair spilling
wildly around her face.

His hand came down on her hip — not a caress, a claim.
Fingers digging in, thumb bruising her skin. He dragged her back
along the mattress until her body was aligned with his again,
perfectly open, helplessly offered.

«Hold still,» he ordered.

She tried — God, she tried — but her legs shook
uncontrollably.



He entered her in one vicious, unhesitating thrust. A raw,
startled cry tore from her throat as he drove deep, forcing
her body to accept him all over again, too soon, too sensitive.
Her fingers clawed at the sheets, shoulders trembling, but she
didn’t resist; she pushed back into him, offering herself with a
breathless desperation that bordered on madness.

The daylight carved sharp lines across their bodies,
illuminating the brutal rhythm he set — hard, punishing,
relentless. Every thrust jolted through her spine like a whipcrack;
every motion forced her breath out in ragged, broken moans.
She felt tears gather in her eyes — not from pain, but from
the overwhelming, consuming surrender that swept through her,
shaking her to the core.

«Look at you,» he growled between thrusts, his hand sliding
up her back and fisting in her hair, wrenching her head up.
«You're shaking. And you still want more.»

Her voice was nearly gone, a thin whisper: «I do... I do...»

He yanked her harder, forcing her to arch, her throat exposed,
her breasts hanging full and trembling with each brutal stroke.
She wasn’t merely taken — she was used, claimed, dominated
with a force that stripped her down to pure instinct and desire.

His grip on her hair tightened, pulling her back against him as
he drove into her with punishing intensity. She felt her body fray,
unravel, surrender completely. Each impact pushed her closer to
a place beyond thought — raw pleasure, raw devotion, raw need.

«Say it,» he demanded, breath ragged behind her ear. «Say



whose you are.»

«I'm yours,» she gasped, voice breaking. «I'm yours — I'm
yours — »

He drove into her so hard she nearly collapsed, but he held her
by the hair, forcing her to stay upright, forcing her to feel every
inch of him, every cruel, consuming stroke.

«Again.»

«I'm yours!»

«Louder.»

«I'm — » her voice cracked, a sob of pleasure escaping her
— «'m yours!»

Only then did he release her hair, grabbing her hips with
both hands, slamming into her with a ferocity that bordered
on savage. Her breath shattered into uncontrollable moans as
he used her without mercy, her body convulsing around him,
helplessly, hopelessly his.

When she came this time, it was violent — her entire body
convulsed, collapsing forward, hands clawing helplessly at the
sheets as her climax tore through her, overwhelming, blinding.
She screamed into the mattress, her cry muffled and desperate,
while he held her down and rode her through every shaking pulse.

And he did not stop.

Her voice dissolved into breathless whimpers, the world
narrowing to the brutal rhythm of his body against hers, the hard
grip on her hips, the overwhelming certainty of his possession.

She didn’t even realise she was crying — not from pain,



but from the sheer, unbearable fullness of emotion, lust, love,
surrender.

And when he finally groaned, low and raw, and spilled inside
her again, she felt her whole body melt around him, trembling,
spent, wrecked — and hopelessly, fiercely devoted.

She barely breathed, barely existed — except as his.

Yarosvet did not slow. He pressed her down into the mattress,
his weight absolute, unyielding, the harsh, deliberate rhythm of
his body driving her to a place she had never known. Adeline’s
breath came in ragged, broken gasps, her muscles trembling from
the earlier wave of pleasure, yet her mind — her will — had
already begun to dissolve. Every thrust, every forceful claim of
his hips over her own, stripped away hesitation, left only the
raw, burning need to obey, to surrender, to be reshaped by his
relentless presence.

She moaned, whimpering, her voice ragged and small, but
there was no shame in it. Only the pure, terrifying delight of
giving herself entirely to him. His hand clamped around her
wrist, holding it above her head as he drove into her, while
the other gripped her hip, pulling her harder into the merciless
cadence.

«You are mine,» he growled, low and harsh. «Every part
of you. And you will learn to give everything I want, without
question, without hesitation.»

Her chest heaved. «Yes... yes, Yarosvet...» she gasped, the
words trembling from the depths of her body and soul. «I am



yours... I'll do whatever you... want...»

He responded by tilting her, forcing her to arch, every curve
of her body exposed, vulnerable, screaming her surrender in
the rigid lines of her trembling limbs. He drove into her with
merciless force, taking what he wanted, not gentle, not slow,
but absolute — and each hard thrust drove her deeper into
submission, deeper into the overwhelming devotion she could no
longer resist.

Her moans shattered into gasps as he set a rhythm that left
no space for thought, no space for hesitation. Every nerve in
her body shivered and cried out, and yet, with each punishing,
ruthless motion, her desire to please, to be his, to surrender
utterly, only grew.

«You will accept me,» he whispered against the shell of her
ear, voice rough and uncompromising, «wherever I choose. Your
body exists for my pleasure. Your obedience is your devotion.
You will take everything I offer, everything I demand — and you
will do it willingly.»

Adeline’s head fell forward, her hair spilling across the
sheets, her lips parted in a gasping, half-broken sound. «Yes...
Yarosvet... I will... everything...»

He seized the affirmation like a promise. The cruel strength
of him — his hands, his hips, his merciless control — drove her
to the edge again, tearing her from the remnants of hesitation and
shame. Every stroke, every rough, demanding motion pushed her
closer, until she had nothing left but the unflinching, fiery need



to obey, to please, to surrender herself entirely.

Her body quivered, her voice broke, her legs opened without
her conscious choice, and in that unguarded, molten moment, she
understood — she would let him do anything, anywhere, however
he willed. Mouth, body, even places once thought untouchable;
it all belonged to him now, because she had given herself fully,
without question, without hesitation, without fear.

And in that total surrender, her love for him intensified — not
in softness, but in the furnace of raw, unyielding devotion, each
brutal, merciless claim fusing her body and soul to his own, as if
the world itself had contracted to the two of them, and nothing
existed beyond his hands, his weight, his will.

Her chest heaved, sweat gleaming along her spine and the
curve of her breasts, her breath ragged, lips parted, eyes wide and
dark with awe, longing, and complete submission. Every nerve,
every muscle, every quivering fiber of her body existed only to
respond to him — to be taken, guided, claimed, and made to
surrender further.

«You are perfect,» he murmured, voice low, guttural, almost
reverent despite the brutality. «Completely, utterly mine. And
you will only learn how much more you can give.»

She whimpered, trembling, a hot, helpless sound: «I... T am
yours... all of me... everything...»

And in the soft, relentless daylight spilling across them, she
lay open, unafraid, irrevocably devoted — ready to follow him
anywhere, to accept him fully, to be shaped by his cruelty and



strength, and to love him ever more for it.

He pulled out of her in a single, decisive motion that made her
gasp — not from pain, but from the sudden, aching emptiness
he left behind. Before her breath had even steadied, his hands
were already on her waist, hard, commanding, turning her with
effortless strength.

Adeline let him move her as he wished. Her body was pliant,
obedient, still trembling from his earlier force. He guided her
onto her back, then dragged her down the mattress until her head
slipped over the edge, her hair spilling in a dark cascade almost
to the floor. The angle exposed her throat, stretched it, made her
utterly open — helpless, offered, perfect.

She had no time to speak, no time to adjust. He cupped her jaw
with one hand, firm fingers spreading along her cheeks, holding
her exactly where he wanted her. His other hand wrapped around
the base of his erection, thick, rigid, slick with her own wetness.

Then he brought himself to her lips. Not gently. Not asking.
Claiming.

The first thrust pushed past her parted mouth with brutal
certainty, filling it, silencing everything but the helpless sound
she managed to make around him. Her throat tightened in shock,
her eyes widening, tears springing instantly from the force of the
angle — but she did not resist. Her hands flew to his thighs not
to push him away, but to anchor herself, to hold on.

He thrust deeper.

Her head, hanging freely over the bed’s edge, had nowhere



to move, nowhere to retreat; the position forced her throat open
to him, made her take him fully, made her breath come in
sharp, choking bursts between strokes. He watched her as he
drove himself into her mouth, watched the tears gathering at
the corners of her eyes, watched the desperate little shivers
race through her body — and his grip on her jaw tightened
possessively.

«Good,» he growled, voice low, harsh, meant for her alone.
«Take it. Take all of it.»

Her body arched on the bed, not from fear but from the raw,
overwhelming rush of surrender. Her thighs pressed together
instinctively, her stomach quivering, her chest rising in frantic,
shallow breaths each time he pulled back just enough to let air
scrape into her lungs before he filled her throat again.

He used her mouth as he had used her body — with force,
with hunger, with unrelenting dominance. And she loved him for
it. Loved the brutality of it, the certainty, the possession, every
savage thrust that reminded her she belonged to him.

Her lips stretched around him, slick with saliva and the
remnants of her own desire. Her throat spasmed helplessly each
time he hit the back of it, and yet she surrendered deeper, offered
more, letting her mouth become whatever he wished it to be.

Her hands slid from his thighs to his hips, pulling him closer,
urging him to take her harder, deeper, with total disregard for
her own breath or comfort. The devotion in that gesture —
raw, desperate, absolute — made his exhale break into a low,



dangerous sound.

«That’s it,» he hissed, thrusting harder. «You give me
everything.»

Her vision blurred, tears streaking down her temples into her
hair, her breath cut short, her throat aching from the relentless
intrusion. And yet her eyes — those dark, devoted eyes — stared
up at him with worship. With hunger. With a love sharpened into
something feral by the violence of his desire.

She was his. Entirely. Her mouth was his. Her breath was his.
Her surrender was complete.

And with every brutal stroke into her throat, he carved that
truth deeper into her body and soul.

He held himself still inside her mouth, his hands braced on
either side of her hips, his breath slow, measured, heavy with the
satisfaction of command. Adeline did not move away; she didn’t
even think of it. Her whole body seemed to soften, melt, shape
itself to his will as naturally as breathing.

Suspended at the bed’s edge, throat stretched, she inhaled
through her nose in deep, steady draws, shaping each breath
around him, letting him feel her devotion in the subtle tremor that
travelled through her neck and chest. Her hands slid to his hips,
not pulling him closer, not urging — just holding, reverently,
as though he were something sacred she had been granted to
worship.

She used every hint of movement she could give him in that
position: the delicate pressure of her tongue, the warm, living



embrace of her mouth, the faint hum of breath that vibrated
against him in quiet, eager surrender. She wanted him to feel
that she accepted everything, needed nothing more, nothing else.
That this, exactly this, filled her completely.

Her eyes lifted to his — wet, devoted, shining with something
almost fevered — and that look alone made his fingers tighten
on her jawline.

«Good,» he murmured, voice low, dark, resonant. «You stay
exactly like that.»

And then, without taking his gaze from hers, he began to move
again.

Not as violently as before — there was no need for that now.
This was slower, heavier, a deliberate claiming that reached deep.
Every push carried the same inevitability, the same authority that
had already undone her, but now it came with a steadiness that
felt even more consuming.

Adeline relaxed under each motion, offering her breath, her
throat, the entire trembling length of herself to him. Her body
shivered on the mattress as she felt him reach deep, claiming
the place where her breath caught, where surrender edged into
something transcendent.

She didn’t resist. Didn’t retreat. She welcomed every inch of
his motion with absolute devotion.

Her hands held him gently yet firmly, as if anchoring herself
to the fact that he was still there, still using her as he wished.
Her chest rose and fell in quickened, obedient breaths. Her



tongue moved with instinctive reverence, shaping itself around
him, worshipping him in every second of his slow, inexorable
claiming.

He watched her — watched the tears at the corners of her
eyes, the trembling devotion in her expression, the total, blissful
surrender written across her body — and a faint, dangerous
satisfaction curved his mouth.

«That’s it,» he said quietly, deeply. «Show me you can take
all of it.»

And she did. Willingly. Gratefully. Utterly his.

Her head hung impossibly over the edge of the bed, a cascade
of dark hair tumbling toward the floor, and the weight of him
above her pressed her into a trembling, exquisite helplessness.
Every instinct she had — every nerve ending, every pulse of heat
coursing through her body — screamed to respond, to surrender,
to take in his power and let it consume her entirely.

She breathed shallow, quick, desperate breaths through her
nose, each inhalation trembling with a mixture of awe and want.
Her throat tightened, muscles quivering, not from fear, but from
a fierce, molten pleasure that surged through her chest and spine.
Her hands clawed lightly at the sheets, not to resist, but to anchor
herself, to bear witness to the exquisite dominion he held over
her.

Her tongue pressed, moved, followed, a tiny, instinctive
worship that mirrored her devotion in ways her words could
not. She welcomed him with every shiver of her body, every



tremble that ran down her arms and legs, letting herself dissolve
into the sensation of being utterly claimed. There was a strange,
intoxicating fullness that spread through her, a warmth and
weight that seemed to saturate every cell of her being, and she
let it wash over her like a tidal wave — not holding back, not
questioning, only existing in the pure, consuming reality of his
dominance.

Her eyes flicked to his, wide, dark, and luminous with
an almost fevered reverence. Every pulse of her body, every
convulsion of breath and trembling muscle, spoke the truth she
could not speak aloud: she was his, entirely, without reservation,
without hesitation, and the intensity of her surrender made her
ache in ways that thrilled her, that frightened her, that bound her
irrevocably to him.

Even as the trembling subsided, even as the heavy cadence
of his control slowed, she remained suspended in that exquisite
tension — a taut wire of devotion and hunger, every fiber of
her tuned to him, every heartbeat echoing the same quiet vow
she whispered only to herself: that she would take whatever
he offered, bear whatever he demanded, and give herself
completely, utterly, endlessly.

And in that still, intimate moment, suspended between motion
and release, she realized with a dizzying, fevered clarity that
nothing else in the world mattered. She did not want anything
else. She wanted this, him, all of him, and herself wholly
surrendered — the sensation of his power, his claim, his



presence, filling her, guiding her, binding her in a way she had
never imagined possible.

Her body shivered again, involuntarily, a hot, trembling
testament to the depths of her devotion. Every breath, every small
movement, every quiet, desperate sound she made was a hymn of
surrender, a celebration of the fierce, ruthless intimacy that had
undone her so completely — leaving her exquisitely, irrevocably
his.

He let himself loosen at last, the tautness in his body yielding
to the inevitable. And then, with a slow, consuming inevitability,
he spilled into her mouth — hot, heavy, relentless. Adeline felt
it surge, a weight of heat and force that filled her completely,
pressing deep into every corner of her throat.

She took it all without pause, without hesitation, her lips
and tongue welcoming it as though it were the most natural
offering in the world. Each pulse, each trembling release, seemed
to reverberate through her body, stirring every nerve, every
shiver, every quiver of her limbs. Her throat closed around him
instinctively, gulping and drawing in the heated essence with a
devotion that was almost fevered, almost sacred.

Even as he trembled above her, spent and heavy, she remained
wholly present, wholly attentive, wholly his — the taste and
warmth mingling with her own, binding them together in the
intimate, uncompromising truth of surrender. Her eyes lifted to
his, dark and shining, reflecting not shock or hesitation, but the
ecstatic acknowledgment that she belonged entirely, irrevocably,



to him.

Every shudder, every swallow, every involuntary spasm of
her body was a hymn to his claim, a quiet, fierce celebration
of the domination he had exerted, and she had received
without restraint. In that heated, suspended moment, the world
contracted to the narrow arc of their bodies, the pressing warmth
and the trembling devotion, the unspoken vow that she would
take all, give all, and be nothing but his.

He withdrew from her mouth slowly, leaving the warmth and
wet imprint of him lingering on her lips. Adeline’s eyes followed
every inch, dark and hungry, as he positioned himself before her
once more. Then, deliberately, he pressed himself into her hands
and mouth again — but this time with a different demand: not
mere acceptance, but active devotion.

She leaned forward instinctively, tongue sweeping, lips sliding
over him with measured care, as if she were sculpting him with
her mouth. Each stroke gleamed under her tongue, slick and
shining, a living, hot thing she tended with reverent precision.
Her tongue traced the length of him, circling, gliding, drawing
every drop of warmth, every bead of slick moisture, until he
glistened in the full, polished radiance of her attention.

His hands braced on her shoulders, steadying her, watching
the slow, deliberate worship she offered. Every movement of her
mouth, every subtle shift of her tongue, every soft, wet hum that
vibrated against him was a testament to her surrender — not
forced, not hurried, but chosen, absolute.



The sight, the feel, the taste — it all combined into a
singular, consuming intensity, binding them in the exquisite,
unspoken covenant of possession and obedience. Adeline worked
with steady fervor, eyes lifting occasionally to his, shining with
devotion, reflecting the heat and the trust of a body and a soul
given entirely, without question.

He shifted her once more, guiding her with deliberate care
until she was kneeling on the floor, chest pressed to the
mattress, her spine arching naturally, surrendering to the new
arrangement. Her hands dug into the soft surface, fingers curling
in anticipation, shoulders trembling slightly under the weight of
both tension and devotion.

He remained behind her, a steady presence, and leaned down,
his hands grasping the firm, quivering curves of her ass, holding
her exactly where he wanted. Her body responded instantly to his
touch, muscles tightening, every nerve alight with awareness of
him, of what was coming.

Slowly, inexorably, he pressed the glistening head of himself
against her tight, waiting entrance, letting her feel the slick
warmth, the inevitable intrusion. The subtle friction, the stretch,
the heat — it demanded attention, demanded surrender. Every
inch he allowed to slip inside was a lesson in obedience, a
measured, deliberate claim, and she received it with the same
unwavering devotion that had carried her through every previous
act.

Her breath caught in short, trembling gasps. The floor beneath



her knees, the mattress beneath her chest, the hands bracing
her body — all grounded her, kept her present in the exquisite,
consuming reality of his dominance. Her eyes lifted just once,
catching his, dark with quiet command, and in that glance,
every fiber of her being confirmed: she was his, utterly, entirely,
without hesitation.

He moved slowly, each push deliberate, savoring the tautness,
the heat, the yielding surrender. The sensation between them —
tight, slick, intimate — was a language in itself, unspoken yet
utterly clear, binding them in the fierce, consuming intimacy of
possession and devotion.

He began to move within her slowly at first, each thrust
deliberate, measured, as if testing and admiring the way her
tight ring embraced him, yielding with obedient warmth to his
insistence. The subtle resistance, the slick, warm friction, the
exquisite tension of her muscles around him — all of it called
forth a dark, consuming satisfaction in him.

Her body responded instinctively. Soft moans escaped her
lips, vibrating through her chest and along the curve of her spine.
Every gentle press of his hips into her, every inch he allowed
to enter, drew tremors of awareness and want from her. The
slow rhythm built a silent conversation between them — hers of
surrender, his of claim.

Then, with a quiet, almost predatory patience, he increased the
tempo, thrusting deeper, harder. The sensation of being filled,
stretched, yet cherished, made her gasp and cry out, each sound a



raw hymn to the pleasure, to the inevitability of him. Her fingers
dug into the mattress, the sheets, anything to anchor herself, and
every shiver that raced down her spine mirrored the intensity of
his movement, the full measure of the dominance he exerted.

Each deep, merciless thrust drew a chorus of helpless, fevered
sounds from her — sighs, shudders, gasps — and yet she
welcomed it all, pressed herself into the floor, into the mattress,
into him, giving herself entirely to the exquisite, consuming force
of his control. Every pulse of him inside her, every slick glide,
every measured pressure against her tightness, carved itself into
her body, making her moans, her trembling, her surrender, an
unspoken testament to their fierce, private covenant.

As he moved within her, a fleeting, involuntary thought
crossed his mind, sharpening his awareness: the subtle
differences, the unique responses of her body compared to others
he had known. He had felt the delicate warmth of the princess,
the taut, sinewy resistance of Taissia, the athletic firmness of
Lena, the wiry tension of Asya — and yet here, in Adeline, there
was something else.

Her ring, pliant yet insistently tight, yielded with a quiet,
almost shy insistence, a devotion that was entirely her own. The
slick heat, the way her muscles gripped and released him, carried
a thythm, a nuance, that made every motion feel alive, intimate,
unrepeatable. He felt it in the curve of her spine under his hands,
in the way her chest pressed to the mattress, in the subtle shivers
that ran along her back with each stroke.



He could not help but admire the difference: how her
surrender carried a delicate balance of fervent need and exquisite
yielding, how her pleasure radiated outward in tiny gasps,
shudders, and tremors. Each thrust became a study, a meditation
on her uniqueness, heightening the intensity of the moment,
making every deep, deliberate push feel as if it were both claim
and reverence, both discovery and devotion.

And in that moment, with her moans filling the air, with her
body molded so perfectly to his rhythm, he understood anew that
no two bodies, no two surrenders, were ever alike — and that
this, her particular combination of warmth, tension, and yielding,
was intoxicating in a way that was wholly, unmistakably hers.
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When Adeline finally came back to herself, the world around
her felt softened, blurred at the edges, as though she had been
drifting for hours through some warm, honeyed dusk. Her body
still hummed faintly with the memory of him, with the tender
ache of being opened, held, claimed so entirely that time itself
had lost meaning.

For a moment she lay still, cheek pressed to the mattress,
breathing in the faint, mingled scents of sweat and desire,
convinced that night must have fallen long ago — that the sun had
surely slipped behind the horizon while she had been dissolving
under the weight of him. The sweetness of it, the surrender,
the fierce intimacy carved into her bones, had stretched into
something that felt like eternity.



But when he helped her rise, steadying her as the room slowly
returned to clarity, and when they descended the stairs together
— she leaning into the quiet strength of his arm, he guiding her
with the calm authority of a man who had nothing to explain and
nothing to hide — she was unprepared for what awaited them
below.

The sitting room glowed with the same soft afternoon light as
before. Nothing had changed.

Yeseniya sat in her customary place, pouring tea with serene
precision, her calm grey-blue eyes bright with interest as she
listened to the princess. Ketevan, graceful and composed, was
speaking of some fundraising matter with the poised ease of
a woman long accustomed to courtly attention. Lena and Asya
were curled near them, heads close, discussing — judging by the
soft, animated gestures — some practical issue of the women’s
society.

Taissia lounged a little apart from them, one knee drawn up,
her slim figure all relaxed insolence, the mahogany collar at her
throat catching the light whenever she tossed back her dark hair.
She watched the conversation with a mixture of amusement and
sharp, feline attentiveness, as though weighing every word yet
pretending not to care. When Lena said something that made
Asya hide a shy smile, Taissia let out a low, wicked chuckle, her
expressive eyes gleaming with mischief before she returned to
idly tracing the stitching on her collar with one fingertip — a
gesture at once careless and unmistakably deliberate.



All of them were unhurried, utterly at peace, as though no
time had passed at all.

As though Adeline and Yarosvet had merely stepped out for a
brief moment and returned seconds later.

The shock of it hit her with a soft, bewildered force. She felt
herself flush, not from shame but from the sheer, surreal contrast
between the sweet eternity she had lived upstairs and the placid,
unbroken calm of the salon below.

Ketevan turned her head first, offering them a gentle smile
— polite, warm, untroubled. «Yes, you are back,» she said, as
though greeting them after a stroll in the garden.

Yeseniya’s eyes lifted next, bright with friendly curiosity.
«Would you like some fresh tea? It has just finished steeping,»
she offered in her steady, hospitable tone.

Lena gave Adeline a cheerful nod; Asya a shy, knowing
glance.

And all of them behaved — flawlessly, serenely, maddeningly
— as though Yarosvet and Adeline had been gone scarcely the
time it takes to stretch one’s limbs.

Adeline felt her pulse flutter in her throat. The sweetness of
that upstairs eternity still clung to her skin, still trembled faintly
in her muscles — and yet here, in the quiet harmony of the
sitting room, the world remained entirely untouched, unhurried,
unchanged.

She breathed in, steadying herself, and only then did she
understand: the eternity she had lived belonged to her and to him



alone. The rest of the world had merely continued on its way.

As Adeline and Yarosvet stepped into the room, the gentle
murmur of conversation shifted almost imperceptibly to include
them. Ketevan turned toward Yarosvet with a thoughtful tilt of
her head, her dark eyes bright with curiosity.

«Tell me,» she said gracefully, «what is your view on young
women engaging in acrobatics and boxing? I have heard much
about it today.»

Yarosvet’s mouth curved in a faint, amused line. «Partly my
own design,» he replied, settling into a chair with the calm
authority that always made the room adjust around him. «So I
am inclined to approve by default.»

Ketevan’s lips quirked. «I do not mean your household alone,»
she clarified softly. «I mean women — girls — in general. You
believe it suits them?»

Instead of answering, he simply leaned back and nodded
toward Lena with a quiet, unmistakable command.

«Let us look at the results. Lena — strip.»

There was no shock, no hesitation. Lena rose instantly, smiling
with bright, eager confidence, and began to undress with the
serene ease of someone entirely at home in her strength and
beauty. Piece by piece she shed her clothing, until she stood
naked under the soft lamplight — her figure still unmistakably
feminine, but sculpted now with fine, harmonious definition.

Her arms, long and elegant, carried a supple ripple of muscle
when she lifted them. Her chest, full and proud, rose with a



quiet, steady breath, the subtle lines along her ribs shifting like a
whispered promise of power rather than harshness. Her abdomen
bore a graceful pattern of tightness — not sharp, not masculine,
but smooth, firm, wonderfully alive. The soft curve of her hips
framed the strong sweep of her thighs, and when she flexed
them, a delicate, beautifully shaped strength awakened beneath
her skin.

She moved for them with natural artistry — turning,
stretching, raising her arms, shifting her weight to one leg. She
tightened her glutes in a playful demonstration, the rounded
firmness flickering into clearer relief before softening again. A
fluid arch of her back made her spine gleam like a line drawn
in warm light; a deliberate roll of her shoulders called forth the
elegant working of her deltoids and upper arms.

Every motion displayed both her womanhood and her
discipline — neither diminished the other; together they made
her simply radiant.

The room reacted instantly.

Ketevan’s brows lifted in delighted surprise. Yeseniya pressed
a hand lightly to her lips, eyes shining with admiration. Asya
stared wide-eyed, cheeks flushed, while Taissia let out a low
whistle, an insolent grin curling her lips as she leaned forward to
watch more closely.

«Beautiful,» Ketevan breathed.

«Remarkable,» Yeseniya agreed, her tone warm, sincere.

And the others echoed their awe without words — in parted



lips, widened eyes, appreciative exhalations.

Lena, glowing under their attention, held another pose —
arms lifted, stomach tightening into soft, elegant ridges, her
thighs firm, her entire form a testament to everything Yarosvet
had encouraged: strength without coarseness, power without
losing grace, a woman’s body honed, alive, extraordinary.

Yarosvet glanced at Ketevan, the faintest ghost of a smile at
the corner of his mouth.

«This,» he said quietly, «is my answer.»

While Lena was fastening the last hook of her corset, still
flushed from the admiring murmurs around her, Yarosvet let his
gaze pass thoughtfully over the assembled faces. Then he spoke,
his tone measured, yet carrying that quiet authority which made
people lean closer almost without realising it.

«Let us be clear,» he began, «I have no desire to see women
transformed into those stern, angular creatures that certain
overzealous suffragettes seem determined to glorify. Strength
without grace is merely another kind of poverty. Yet to deny a
woman the right to cultivate her own body, her own well-being,
her own stance in the world — that is folly. It is like keeping a
fine instrument locked in a damp shed and wondering why the
wood swells and the strings grow dull.»

Lena smoothed her skirt over her hips, still radiant with
the quiet pride of a creature who knows she has pleased, and
Yarosvet went on, his voice deepening slightly:

«A woman is not a porcelain ornament to be shifted from shelf



to shelf at whim. She is the pulse of the household, its breath
and its temper. To forbid her the tools of her own improvement
— whether of the spirit or of the flesh — is to cripple the very
foundation upon which a family stands.»

He paused only long enough to let this settle, then added with
that dry, understated sharpness that so often glimmered in his
words:

«And beyond all that... she ought to know how to protect
herself. With empty hands, if need be. With a blade, if she must.
And yes — with a pistol, should the world leave her no gentler
option. A woman who understands her own strength is far less
likely to become a victim of another’s.»

His eyes moved slowly from face to face, inviting no debate,
merely offering a truth he considered both self-evident and long
overdue.

The room responded to Yarosvet’s pronouncement with a kind
of warm, collective exhalation. Yeseniya was the first to move:
she brought her palms together in a crisp, ringing applause, her
grey-blue eyes alight with pleased approval. A heartbeat later the
princess joined her, elegant hands meeting with courtly poise;
and, after the smallest, almost playful pause, Adeline added her
own soft, graceful clapping, as though acknowledging not merely
the speech but the unmistakable rightness pulsing through it.

Lena, Asya, and Taissia needed no ostentatious
demonstration. Their smiles — knowing, quiet, unforced —
carried the same assent. They nodded slightly in that manner



women have of showing they have long felt something in their
bones and are relieved now to hear it named aloud.

Yeseniya leaned forward, the movement lending her words
a new warmth. «We have circled around these questions,» she
said, «as though they were somehow outside the scope of our
society. We have spoken of households, of budgets, of charitable
enterprises, of the education of girls... but we never once dared
to address what you have just put before us. And yet it is no less
important than any ledger or sewing circle.»

A thoughtful, slightly rueful smile softened her features. She
tapped the rim of her cup with the tip of a slender finger, as if to
punctuate the thought, then continued with a firmer note in her
voice. «I would ask you to speak these words again at our next
meeting. Not in passing, but as the central theme. Women listen
differently when truth is spoken by someone who understands it
not as theory but as principle.»

Her gaze drifted, briefly and approvingly, to Lena, who stood
adjusting the last fold of her skirt, still luminous from the display
she had given. «And bring her,» Yeseniya added, a touch of sly
humour softening the propriety of her phrase. «A living example
accomplishes more than a hundred eloquent sentences.»

Lena laughed under her breath, delighted and a little flushed,
and the room warmed with a ripple of pleased agreement —
soft exhalations, quick, admiring glances, hands laid lightly
atop hands. The mood settled into that bright, anticipatory
harmony that rises when something overdue finally finds its



voice: practical, sincere, and already set to motion by the force
of a few simple, unavoidable truths.

Yarosvet allowed the murmurs of approval to settle, then lifted
his hand with a calm, deliberate gesture. «Lena is not the only
one whose skills deserve attention,» he said, his tone carrying
that quiet authority that never raised itself and yet always filled a
room. He inclined his head toward Asya. «Show them what you
can do.»

The tall, wiry girl did not even rise from her chair. With a
serenity that made the motion almost uncanny, she reached up
to her dark hair and slid free a long metal hairpin — the sort
favoured by ladies on old Chinese woodblock prints, a narrow
glint of steel disguised as ornament.

In the next heartbeat the gentle Asya disappeared, replaced by
something quick, precise, and dangerous. Her arm snapped in a
fluid arc; the hairpin shot across half the room with a faint, slicing
hum — and buried itself in the vertical beam of the opposite
wall, quivering like a live thing caught mid-breath.

A soft gasp broke from Yeseniya; the princess drew in a
delighted, startled breath; Adeline pressed her fingertips to her
lips, eyes wide with admiration.

But Asya was not finished.

Without ceremony she slipped two fingers to the slim sash
at her waist and produced a small, inconspicuous knife —
something so modest one might have taken it for a fruit blade.
With a flick as swift as the first, she hurled it after the hairpin.



The knife struck the wood with a dry, decisive thud and seated
itself beside the pin, the two pieces of steel gleaming shoulder to
shoulder like a pair of exclamation marks.

The women’s astonishment swelled into a bright, breathless
chorus. Even Taissia, usually impish and unflappable, leaned
forward with an appreciative grin. Lena laughed, half in
admiration, half in mock despair.

And Yarosvet, seated with one arm resting lightly along the
back of his chair, merely inclined his head — as though this, too,
belonged to the natural order of things.

His gaze swept over the small display of skill, calm and
appraising. «Though I do not hold that weapons should ever
be discarded,» he said, voice steady, resonant, carrying both
authority and amusement, «one can certainly be taught the art
of throwing them with precision. There is merit in knowing, and
elegance in mastery.»

Asya lifted her chin slightly, a mischievous gleam in her eyes,
and spoke in her halting, imperfectly formed words. «I... T also...
not so bad... with bow,» she admitted, her accent curling the
syllables in a charming, almost disarming way.

The words came out with a mixture of pride and apology, as if
she had to justify the breadth of her abilities while still pretending
modesty. A faint, eager tension ran through her posture, and the
room caught the subtle, unspoken challenge in her declaration:
that there was yet more to see, more skill concealed beneath her
composed exterior.



Yeseniya, with her usual serene warmth and without even a
brush of irony, let out a soft breath of admiration. «I never cease
to be astonished by the constellation of talents that surrounds
you,» she said, her grey-blue eyes travelling thoughtfully from
Asya to the quiet glitter of the embedded blade in the beam.

Yarosvet shifted his gaze to Adeline, his expression marked
by that calm, deliberate gravity that always made his words
feel weightier than mere conversation. «In times such as these,»
he said, his voice measured, resonant, «it would do no harm
to include training with firearms — proper handling, proper
marksmanship. The world has grown unpredictable, and I would
rather see my women prepared than vulnerable.»

The quiet assurance in his tone carried not only authority but
a certain protective pride, drawing a subtle, captivated silence
from the room.

Yeseniya’s voice wove through the space like a fine thread of
steel, taut and firm, binding attention without need of gesture.
«And you must,» she said clearly, each word measured and
insistent, «speak of all this at the very next meeting of our
women’s society. There is no excuse for delay. Your thoughts,
your guidance... they cannot wait.»

The words hung in the air like a gentle command, weighted
with both expectation and trust. The women around her —
Ketevan, Adeline, Lena, Asya, Taissia — absorbed the statement
in quiet, attentive admiration, their eyes flicking briefly to
Yarosvet, as if urging him to accept the responsibility without



hesitation.

Yarosvet’s gaze shifted subtly toward Yeseniya, calm yet
probing. «And tell me,» he asked, «how prepared are your
companions, morally? What do you expect of them, should they
be called upon to meet such training, such knowledge? Will they
rise to it... or hesitate?»

The question lingered in the warm, attentive quiet of the room,
carrying with it the weight of both concern and quiet challenge. It
was not merely an inquiry; it was a test, an invitation to gauge the
readiness, the courage, the resolve of those who surrounded her.

Yeseniya’s hands rested lightly on the table, her posture calm
yet resolute. She considered his question for a brief moment,
measuring both truth and prudence.

«They are... attentive, curious, and sincere,» she began, her
voice soft but carrying quiet certainty. «I would not claim they
are all equally fearless, nor that none of them might hesitate in
the face of something new, demanding, or... unsettling. But they
possess an instinct for loyalty and a readiness to learn that, I
believe, will carry them farther than mere courage alone could.
They will rise, if guided wisely, and they will understand the
meaning of discipline and responsibility when it is shown to them
clearly.»

Her gaze met his steadily, neither pleading nor challenging,
simply presenting the fact of their character with a confidence
that made the answer feel absolute. «And if the lessons are taught
with care, as you have taught your own,» she added, «they will



follow — not blindly, but with comprehension and purpose.»

Taissia, seizing the moment, let her question float clearly into
the conversation, a playful spark in her expressive eyes. «And
how many among your society’s women,» she asked, «are young
enough that your... ideas might seem not merely intriguing, but
actually achievable?» She added with deliberate candour, her
voice calm yet sharp, «If one were to follow our methods fully,
and emulate our example, they would need to practise aerobics
and boxing in the nude, naturally. Only then would every flaw be
visible, and the body learn freedom instinctively.»

Yeseniya considered Taissia’s words, her grey-blue eyes
reflective yet serene. «One can never be entirely certain of
anything,» she replied. «We do not require candidates for our
society to strip. That would be neither necessary nor proper. But
I know this: when mothers feel themselves... too seasoned by
years, they often have daughters of precisely the right age to
benefit from such instruction. And for them, your methods, your
philosophy... it will be invaluable.»

Yarosvet allowed a brief, serene smile to touch his lips.
«I am honoured by your invitation,» he said, calm, every
syllable carrying weight. «I will speak to your companions and
colleagues. I can come at the hour you set, or you may come here
yourselves. The choice rests with you.»

Yeseniya returned his words with a soft warmth, her grey-
blue eyes steady and assured. «Thank you for your understanding
and for your agreement,» she replied. «There is no need for



concern — our meetings take place in the city, often with
a considerable number of participants, who might well feel
overwhelming within the intimacy of your estate.»

She paused just long enough to let the idea take its weight,
then added with calm anticipation, «<However, should your ideas
be received as I expect — with the enthusiasm and insight I
trust they will inspire — we may consider bringing the young
women and members to your estate for instruction. Not every
morning, of course, but in the form of weekly seminars, designed
to establish foundational skills and, subsequently, to conduct
review and reinforcement.»

Her words settled into the room with quiet gravity, carrying
both expectation and subtle excitement, and the assembly
received the prospect with attentive, thoughtful silence.

«A most excellent proposal,» Yarosvet said, his voice steady,
measured, yet carrying the warmth of genuine regard.

«The next meeting is this Friday.» Yeseniya replied, her tone
deliberate, serene. She opened her notebook, her fingers moving
with quiet precision, scribbling the address in neat, careful script.
With a practiced gesture, she tore the page free and extended it
toward him.

«I am afraid Adeline and I must take our leave,» Yeseniya
said, her gaze turning to the princess. «Ket, if you have
completed all that you wished, perhaps you may accompany us
as well.»

The princess regarded Yarosvet with a mixture of longing and



restraint. Her posture suggested that she would have preferred to
stay, yet the remnants of pride tempered desire with obedience.
She gave a subtle, acquiescent nod.

Adeline’s gaze, in contrast, was unabashed. Dark, luminous
eyes met his, sending forth quiet, insistent currents of affection.
Her lips curved into a faint, knowing smile, her whole expression
radiating the thrill of triumph: she would escort her «rival for his
heart» along, yet it was clearly she who held the advantage in this
delicate, unspoken contest.

Taissia’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she let a faint sigh
escape. «Surely,» she said, «you need not rush away. Why
not stay for lunch? All of you, together.» She spoke with
playful insistence, as though reluctant to release such cherished
company.

«Yes, thank you, Taissia, for your courtesy,» Yeseniya
replied, rising gracefully. Her grey-blue eyes twinkled with quiet
amusement as she added lightly, «I truly cannot fathom how you
all maintain such exquisite figures, when, by my observation,
your breakfasts flow seamlessly into tea, and tea inevitably
becomes lunch.»

A ripple of laughter passed through the group, warm and
genuine, the sound threading effortlessly through the room.
Smiles lingered as they stepped outside into the courtyard, where
Yeseniya’s rydvan awaited, polished and ready, gleaming softly
in the afternoon light.

The subtle warmth of camaraderie and teasing lingered in the



air, a delicate intertwining of propriety, pleasure, and the gentle
thrill of shared company, as they prepared to depart, leaving the
quiet house filled with echoes of humor and good cheer.

Once the rydvan had vanished from sight, Taissia’s laughter
burst forth, bright and unrestrained, filling the courtyard with
its gleeful resonance. She leaned forward, pressing a brief,
warm kiss to Yarosvet’s cheek, her expressive eyes gleaming.
«Truly,» she said, her voice dancing between amusement and
candour, «the sudden appearance of such distinguished guests
in succession — the princess, and this Tatar woman — has
completely unsettled us all. And I can only hope... that you have
not forgotten: we, your devoted girls, still exist.»

Asya pressed close from behind, her arms encircling him in a
warm, familiar hold, and she brushed a fleeting, soft kiss against
the curve of his neck. Lena, adopting the delicate grace of a
courteous attendant, bent slightly and pressed her lips to his hand
in a gesture both playful and reverent.

Together, they lingered for a heartbeat, a small circle of
closeness, before laughter and light chatter carried them forward.
In a merry, disorderly throng, the group wove their way back
into the house, their steps quick and bright with shared warmth,
the air around them alive with the subtle sparks of affection,
companionship, and the quiet thrill of spirited camaraderie.



The Eleventh Echo

The gathering began long before twilight settled across the
rooftops, long before the first cool notes of evening touched the
shutters or the scent of the gardens deepened into something
languid and sweet. It was early summer — June in its confident,
blossoming stride — and the great house seemed to breathe with
the warmth of the season: wide windows half-open, curtains
floating like idle thoughts, floors polished to a mellow gleam that
caught the slant of the sun. By the time the last of the arrivals
stepped into the salon, nearly fifty women had already filled the
space with the low, continuous music of feminine voices, the
rustle of skirts, the soft cadence of laughter drifting from one
cluster to the next. They came as they always did on certain
Fridays — wives of merchants, widows of comfortable means,
two or three landowning ladies with their elegant restraint,
spirited young women brimming with curiosity, and assured
matrons who carried their dignity as easily as their shawls. It was
no ceremonial convocation, no momentous rite, only one of their
customary meetings where conversation could flourish without
interruption and where the boundaries of propriety loosened just
enough to allow wit, candour, and gentle mischief to bloom.

And yet the air held a subtle charge today, a shimmering
expectancy that coloured every glance and quickened every
whisper. For the first time in many months, they awaited a



man — an unusual presence in their circle, and therefore a
precious one. They knew of him not by rumour alone but
through the warm, admiring stories Yeseniya had offered with
her characteristic moderation, stories which others had promptly
embroidered into something richer, more tantalising, more
irresistible. A handful of the women had even met him in person
— briefly, politely, always with the sense of standing near a
quiet ember that might glow if stirred. Their recollections had
only heightened the collective anticipation, and now those same
women stood a little apart, savouring their small advantage while
pretending to share nothing but faint smiles.

Along the perimeter of the salon, tables bore modestly
arranged refreshments: bowls of candied fruits, tiny tartlets,
delicate pastries, and steaming samovars sending gentle wisps
of fragrant tea into the warm June air. The center of the
room was left intentionally open, dotted with an assortment of
chairs and low divans, inviting the women to rest briefly, to
converse, or simply to observe the unfolding movement around
them. The circulation was fluid: some lingered near the tables,
sampling sweets and lifting cups with careful poise, while others
drifted toward the center, claiming a chair or sinking gracefully
into a divan, murmuring softly with companions nearby. Skirts
whispered against the polished floor as the current of movement
wound its way from one table to the next, the quiet rustle and
clink of cups providing a subtle, rhythmic accompaniment to the
soft murmur of conversation.



Among the circulating crowd, two figures were quietly
conspicuous without ever demanding attention. Ketevan — Ket
— Bagrationi, tall, graceful, her posture always exact, her
dark eyes thoughtful beneath the warm light, moved with calm
deliberation. The muted elegance of her jacket and long skirt
spoke of wealth and taste without ostentation, and the gentle sway
of her figure, the soft articulation of every step, marked her as
someone accustomed to being observed yet never distracted by
it. Her presence was a quiet anchor amid the flux of conversation
and movement, her gaze occasionally drifting over a passing
group with an almost imperceptible measurement of interest,
as if cataloguing, reflecting, or weighing what each gesture and
glance might signify.

Not far from her, Adeline Stakhovich glided along the tables
with a subtler, almost secretive grace. Slightly shorter, with
dark, glossy hair framing her harmoniously Eastern features,
her almond-shaped eyes held a curious and knowing glint. Her
lips, faintly tinted, moved occasionally in measured murmurings,
delicate gestures that revealed attentiveness without intrusion.
The turquoise earring caught the lamplight, emphasizing her
lineage, while her soft, fluid motions distinguished her from the
more overtly Russian physiques around her. Both women, though
different in expression and stature, carried themselves with the
quiet certainty of those who understood the rhythms of such
gatherings, yet sensed today that the presence of one particular
man might bend those rhythms just slightly, in ways both visible



and unseen.

The salon pulsed with nearly fifty overlapping murmurs, the
click of porcelain spoons, the soft friction of skirts across the
polished floor, and the gentle sweep of fans. Conversations
rose and fell in shifting clusters, sometimes gravitating to
small anecdotes, sometimes to laughter that trembled on the
edge of impropriety, never loud enough to disturb but vivid
enough to signal a living, breathing interest. The very knowledge
that a man — rare, unusual, anticipated — might soon cross
the threshold lent the afternoon a subtle energy, sharpening
smiles, tilting heads, and quickening glances. It did not matter
that this was ostensibly a routine meeting; the expectation
transformed ordinary gestures into tiny exhibitions of awareness,
attentiveness, and concealed curiosity. Adjustments of cuffs and
ribbons, subtle smoothing of hair, quick exchanges of knowing
looks — all became a quiet dance of anticipation that threaded
through the amber-lit room.

The sun slanted deeper into gold, illuminating crystal rims, the
sheen of polished wood, and the soft curves of hair arranged with
casual care. Even the oldest ladies, usually settled and composed,
seemed momentarily rejuvenated, their smiles softer, their voices
lower, their hands more deliberate. The room had not become
solemn, nor had it acquired the weight of ritual, yet beneath all
the casual grace, the laughter, the circulating tea and sweets,
lay a charged expectation, a quiet readiness to observe, respond,
and, where it pleased them, engage with the man who would



soon transform the ordinary into a moment distinctly unlike
any other. Every movement, every glance, every subtle gesture
contributed to the delicate geometry of anticipation, the familiar
constellation of the circle now subtly poised to shift, just slightly,
toward something more playful, more electric, and unmistakably
alive.

A soft chime rang through the room, delicate and clear —
the signal from Yeseniya that the gathering was to begin. Almost
instantly, the gentle currents of movement that had filled the
salon shifted. Women, who had until now drifted among the
tables or lingered near the divans, turned smoothly toward the
center, selecting chairs, low divans, or the occasional elegant
armchair. The careful murmur of conversation softened to an
attentive hush as nearly fifty pairs of eyes settled on the open
space before them, the improvised stage carefully cleared and
laid with thick, plush rugs whose deep pile seemed to absorb
the room’s light and sound, giving the place a quiet, anticipatory
stillness.

All attention rested on Yeseniya herself. She stood at the
edge of the rugs, composed and serene, her posture upright yet
relaxed, her hands resting lightly at her sides. Her eyes swept
over the assembled circle, acknowledging familiar faces with the
briefest of nods, inviting smiles, and the subtle warmth that made
her presence at once natural and commanding.

«My dear friends, it gladdens me to see so many familiar faces
beneath this roof once more. The weeks pass swiftly, and it is a



rare delight to gather, to exchange thoughts, to share laughter and
quiet confidences as only we can. Let us welcome one another
with warmth, and may this afternoon bring the gentle pleasure of
companionship, the ease of familiar company, and the quiet joys
that sustain us through the days. Sit comfortably, dear friends,
and let our conversation flow as freely as the summer light that
graces our windows.»

The women sat poised across the center of the room, a
mosaic of quiet expectation and subtle restlessness. Some fingers
drummed lightly on the arms of chairs, fans opened and closed
in gentle, deliberate rhythms, others toyed with hems or the folds
of skirts as their eyes followed Yeseniya’s every gesture. Their
gazes, bright and alert, flicked from her face to the rugs beneath
her feet, from one familiar companion to another, carrying
unspoken comments and soft curiosity. A faint tension rippled
through the circle — an eager anticipation mingled with polite
restraint — so that even in their measured composure, each
woman seemed ready to respond, to whisper, to smile at the
smallest encouragement, attuned to the cadence of Yeseniya’s
voice and the familiar warmth in her words.

Yeseniya paused briefly, allowing the quiet hum of
expectation to settle, and then continued with a steady, clear
voice. «At our last meeting, we considered several matters of
importance — endeavours that reach beyond these walls, to
those in need throughout our city and the neighbouring stanitsas.
Our discussions touched on the collection of contributions for



charitable purposes, as well as direct assistance to women who
face difficulties alone, struggling to provide for themselves and
their families.»

A soft murmur of acknowledgment swept through the room.
One of the older matrons, her hair streaked with silver and her
fan resting lightly in her lap, spoke up almost shyly. «Indeed,
Yeseniya, the embroidery and sewing circles we organised last
month — some of the ladies contributed their finest linens —
have already provided work and small income to a number of the
younger women.»

«Precisely,» Yeseniya replied, inclining her head with a small,
approving smile. «And the funds collected from our last social
gathering, modest though they were, have been directed toward
the purchase of schoolbooks and clothing for the daughters of
widows and artisans’ families. I believe these small gestures,
multiplied by our continued attention and care, create a real
difference.»

A younger woman, her eyes bright with eagerness, leaned
slightly forward in her chair, adding softly, «And there are several
mothers from the stanitsas beyond the river who wrote to us last
week — they expressed their gratitude for the parcels sent, and
also requested advice on setting up home workshops. Perhaps we
might consider extending our support in that direction?»

«A thoughtful suggestion,» Yeseniya responded, her gaze
sweeping across the circle, pausing on Ketevan and Adeline as
she acknowledged their quiet attention. «It is precisely these



small, deliberate acts of guidance and assistance that strengthen
not only those we help directly, but the bonds among ourselves
as well. Let us, therefore, continue to consider both the resources
we can provide and the counsel we can offer, so that our efforts
remain practical, compassionate, and sustainable.»

Soft nods and murmured agreements moved around the room.
A few hands adjusted fans or smoothed the folds of skirts,
each gesture subtle yet attentive, as if marking the rhythm of
the conversation. Some women whispered brief comments to
one another, adding clarifications or gentle encouragement, their
voices blending into the quiet, productive murmur that filled the
center of the salon. The discussion, though rooted in practical
matters, carried an undercurrent of warmth and mutual respect,
the familiar energy of a group accustomed to acting in concert,
motivated by shared purpose, and quietly invigorated by the
pleasure of being together.

Yeseniya paused briefly, then resumed, her voice steady and
engaging. «As we look ahead, there are several projects we
might consider expanding. The workshops in the neighbouring
stanitsas have proven effective, and some of the ladies have
already proposed new opportunities — textiles, embroidery, even
lessons in reading and writing for those who have not yet had
the chance. Every small step we take shapes the lives of these
women, giving them independence and hope.»

A soft voice near the center, belonging to a younger widow,
added, «And perhaps we might coordinate with the parish



schools — there are girls who would benefit greatly from lessons
in both letters and practical crafts. Some of the mothers have
expressed great interest, and the teachers seem willing to assist.»

«An excellent thought,» Yeseniya replied, her eyes briefly
sweeping over the circle, lingering on Ketevan and Adeline, who
both nodded slightly in acknowledgment. «It is precisely this
blend of material support and guidance, of care and counsel, that
ensures our work endures. Let us, therefore, plan not only the
collection of funds and resources but also the time we devote
in person, or by correspondence, to guide and instruct. Even a
single afternoon’s attention can illuminate a path for someone
struggling to find her way.»

A soft stir passed through the room. Some ladies exchanged
brief, conspiratorial glances, subtle affirmations of shared
commitment. Another voice, low and deliberate, spoke from a
cluster near the far window: «Perhaps a small committee could
oversee the distribution of both materials and instruction. That
way, we can ensure none of the effort is lost and that the women
benefit most directly from our plans.»

«A wise proposal,» Yeseniya agreed, inclining her head, her
tone both approving and encouraging. «Let us appoint a few
among us to coordinate and follow through. I trust in your
judgement, as always, and I know that each contribution of
thought, time, and attention will be carried with care.»

Throughout the salon, the women shifted lightly in their
seats, some adjusting a cuff or a ribbon, others folding and



unfolding fans with quiet impatience, the subtle signs of their
eagerness to engage fully with the plans being laid out. The
discussion maintained its earnestness, but beneath it threaded the
undercurrent of quiet anticipation — the awareness that their
familiar circle would soon host a guest whose presence might tilt
the ordinary rhythm of their gathering, lending a faint, electric
charge to even the most practical of deliberations. The attention
to benevolent work and shared purpose was undiminished, yet it
mingled imperceptibly with curiosity, bright eyes scanning the
doorways, soft smiles exchanged, and the gentle, anticipatory
murmur that made the room feel at once focused and subtly alive.

Beyond the ongoing aid to struggling women and the extension
of the workshops, plans were considered for cultural gatherings
designed to cultivate the minds and literary tastes, alongside
initiatives to raise funds for the repair and improvement of
local orphanages and infirmaries, ensuring that these institutions
might serve with dignity and order. The circulation of books,
educational materials, and carefully chosen texts to village
schools was weighed with attention to both instruction and moral
uplift. Discussion also encompassed the establishment of small,
discreet funds to support women bereft of providers, offering
temporary but meaningful relief.

Finally, the possibility of joint exhibitions of embroidery,
painting, and craftwork was examined, a way not only to
display artistry but also to attract donations and cultivate a



sense of shared purpose among the contributors. Each item of
deliberation carried the subtle weight of cultivated taste and
conscientious care, reflecting the rare combination of aesthetic
sensibility and social responsibility that marked this particular
circle.

Yeseniya’s eyes swept across the attentive circle, a faint,
knowing smile tugging at her lips. «I am aware,» she began, her
tone both warm and deliberately measured, «that many of you
have long awaited this portion of our afternoon’s program — the
moment when you shall have the good fortune to meet a most
unusual guest.»

A ripple of quiet excitement passed through the room. Subtle
gasps, quick exchanges of glances, the faint thrill of anticipation
threaded through skirts and fans. Eyes brightened, hands adjusted
their gloves, and the faint rustle of silk seemed to carry the
collective heartbeat of nearly fifty women.

«Yes,» she continued, raising a hand lightly to command
attention without restraint, «but I would be remiss if I did not
remind each of you of the necessary discretion which must
surround all subsequent discussions. Nothing, I repeat, nothing
of what occurs here today is to leave this room. The restriction
applies to all — husbands included. Most especially husbands.»

The women acknowledged this with a mix of understanding
nods, serious contemplation, and subtle smiles, the tension of
secrecy only amplifying the excitement that danced behind their
eyes.



«Now — let us begin with a moment of particular pleasure.»
Her gaze settled on a pair of familiar figures near the center
of the room. «I wish first to offer my warm congratulations
to Maria Ivanovna Sokolova and her sister, Ekaterina Ivanovna
Morozova.»

The two women rose gracefully, drawing the eyes of
every attendee. Both carried notable, elegant pregnancies, their
rounded forms visible beneath carefully arranged gowns. A
gentle murmur coursed through the room, mingling surprise with
delight, admiration with curiosity.

«Yes,» Yeseniya added, her voice carrying a hint of
mischievous pride, «their remarkable condition is the direct
result of a planned encounter with the very gentleman whom I
shall introduce to you within moments.»

The circle of women reacted in an immediate, almost tangible
way: some nodded solemnly, acknowledging the intentional
nature of the arrangement; others allowed themselves discreet
smiles, eyes sparkling with amused intrigue. The air, already
charged with anticipation, now seemed to hum with a soft,
expectant energy, each woman fully aware that the next moments
would carry both novelty and significance.

Yeseniya lifted her gaze once more, allowing a subtle pause
to settle the room into a focused hush, and then spoke with calm
authority. «It is now my particular pleasure to present to you
Yarosvet Alexeyevich Zorich, a gentleman whose presence has
long been the subject of your curiosity and admiration. Many



among you are already well acquainted with him; some, like our
esteemed Maria and Ekaterina, have had the privilege of visiting
his home. He has recently become our neighbour through the
acquisition of the former Polivanov estate, a house prepared to
welcome all who seek his hospitality — a subject we shall touch
upon further this afternoon.»

She allowed a brief, measured pause, letting her words settle,
before continuing with a tone both solemn and quietly stirring.
«But beyond mere courtesy, there is a purpose to his presence
among us. Yarosvet bears a rare mission: he seeks to revive the
feminine principle of the legendary Tartary, attending especially
to the living heirs of the Great Mother-Creatrix, Matrosmira.
Through carefully guided meetings, he ensures that conception
in the proper time and with the proper approach leads to the
birth of vigorous and blessed offspring. Yet his generosity does
not spare those who cannot call themselves «chosen” — those
who, understanding and embracing the essence of the encounter,
are ready to receive what it imparts. In this, his guidance and
attention extend to all who recognize the import of such an
extraordinary union.»

A subtle, almost imperceptible murmur passed through the
room, a mixture of awe, admiration, and quiet reflection.
The women adjusted their posture, exchanged brief glances,
smoothed a cuff or folded a fan with attentive care; the weight of
Yeseniya’s words, the elegance of her delivery, and the profound
significance of the mission she had articulated seemed to thread



through the room, knitting together curiosity, reverence, and
expectation in a delicate, almost tangible weave.

At that precise moment, the doors of the salon opened, and the
room’s attention was seized by the arrival of Yarosvet, flanked by
his companions: the striking red-haired Taissia, Lena, and Asya.
A faint collective exhale swept through the women assembled,
a sound caught somewhere between admiration and surprise,
though its precise cause was not immediately clear.

Yarosvet himself was a commanding figure. His hair, thick
and nearly imperceptibly darkened at the tips, framed a face
softened by careful grooming, while a luxuriant, well-kept beard
lent him both gravitas and warmth. He wore a long velvet robe
of deep, sumptuous purple that moved with him like a quiet
proclamation of presence, rich against the golden afternoon light
filtering through the windows.

The three young women mirrored his ease in their own robes:
Taissia in burnished amber, Lena in soft emerald, and Asya in
the delicate, cool blue of summer skies. Their hair, all loose
and cascading over shoulders, suggested an unspoken liberty and
a gentle disregard for the stringent proprieties that ordinarily
governed female comportment. Each step they took, each subtle
smile or graceful bow, hinted at a confidence that drew glances
and quickened pulses without a word.

They moved toward the improvised stage beside Yeseniya
with a quiet ceremony: smiles exchanged, bows given with
light precision, the air around them charged with elegance and



understated command. The women in the salon, caught between
propriety and fascination, could not restrain themselves; a ripple
of applause arose, modest yet heartfelt, acknowledging both the
presence of the gentleman whose fame had preceded him and
the luminous freedom of the young women by his side.

In that instant, the salon seemed to shift imperceptibly, the
ordinary geometry of seats and divans yielding to the arrival of a
rare presence. Eyes lingered, breaths faltered in muted awe, and
a ripple of applause arose, soft at first and then steadily growing,
blending with the soft murmur of anticipation until it became a
tangible hum. Every glance, every subtle smile, acknowledged
that the meeting had taken on a significance far beyond the
customary afternoon gathering.

Yeseniya lifted her hands lightly, drawing the attention of
the room once more, and spoke with a deliberate warmth.
«Allow me to formally introduce again the gentleman before
you, Yarosvet Alexeyevich Zorich, whose recent arrival among
us has already stirred conversation and admiration. He comes
accompanied by three remarkable young women, each in her
own way a reflection of grace and vitality: Taissia, whose
fiery hair and bright gaze seem to carry the energy of spring
itself; Elena, the living embodiment of all that the image of an
Amazon conveys — strength, poise, and a fearless elegance that
commands admiration; and Asya, a manifestation of the natural,
elemental principle of femininity, whose presence seems to flow
as freely and inevitably as a stream, luminous and alive. Together,



they represent not only the harmony of elegance and freedom but
also the extraordinary circle that surrounds him, a constellation
that will guide the moments to come.»

The women in the salon, fully drawn into the moment,
received Yeseniya’s words with keen attention, their eyes bright,
lips parting in quiet wonder, and fingers unconsciously tracing
the edges of fans or folds of fabric. Glances flickered from
one to another, charged with shared recognition and the thrill
of discovery, as if each subtle detail of the guests’ appearance
and bearing offered a small revelation. The careful introduction,
infused with both warmth and gravity, deepened the sense of
occasion, leaving the circle animated with curiosity and a lively,
unspoken anticipation for what was to follow.
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