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	Caging Sunlight

 

	
	The hand that was stroking my head was white and slender. Looking along the hand to the vaguely visible wrist, I could vaguely see the blue veins under the skin.

	I've tried to cut it countless times, with a piece of broken glass, a table knife, even with my sharpest tooth.

	Countless times, I imagined and anticipated how his hot blood would gush out, staining my face red, blurring my eyes, and seeping into my lips.

	I wanted to kill him, but I had no chance. He was so cautious and powerful, I was just a tiny insect that he could pinch at his fingertips.

	"Matilda, why can't you learn..."

	His palms gently stroked the back of my head, clasped my neck, and then held each strand of my hair in his palms, stroking them carefully, even sniffing with the tip of his nose and kissing with his lips.

	His obsession really makes me sick.

	"Why can't you just learn to stay by my side and be a dog?"

	I moved my hands and feet, and the cold shackles made a dull sound on the concrete floor. The dark and damp basement was empty, with only the eerie echo of the chains.

	I licked my dry lips, delicately savoring the congealed blood with my taste buds, and smiled as I held the chain in front of him. "Isn't that enough? Do you have to let me bark like a dog twice before you're satisfied?"

	He laughed, stood up, and cast me in his tall shadow.

	He stared at me, took off his watch and put it aside, loosening his collar.

	When we first met, I was fascinated by the way he performed this series of movements. His impeccable face and figure were the best blessing, and his inherent greed and cruel temperament made him even more charming.

	I shouldn't have provoked him - in the end, he used this series of charming movements to tie me up, gag me, carefully take off my high heels, put me in the back seat of his car, and bring me here.

	Click.

	A slight sound came close to my face and ear, shaking my heart.

	A strand of black hair fluttered and fell on my snow-white skirt.

	Then, there were more and more strands of hair of varying lengths.

	The scissors in his hand swept across my ears several times, making me subconsciously straighten my body.

	"Don't be afraid, don't move, you won't get hurt." His tone was gentle, but his movements were swift. A smile swept across my face and body through his cloudy eyes. "Only in this way will those people stay away from you."

	I picked up a piece of hair and played with it in my hand, then blew gently, and it all flew over his face.

	I smiled as he closed his eyes in ecstasy, not disguising the sarcasm in my words, "Sebastian, you really do love me."

	I once thought that he would really be the moon in my heart, but in the end he dragged me into the gutter with his own hands.

	He once talked to me about literature and art, and played the piano and sang his favorite song - Wild Lilies Also Have Their Spring.

	"Even if you yearn for the beautiful daffodils blooming in the water, don't forget that in the corners of the lonely valley, the wild lilies also have their spring."

	The first bouquet of flowers he gave me was lilies, of course, and a valuable necklace. He didn’t prepare a gift bag, but put it in a brand-name bag.

	He said, Matilda, you shouldn't be so nice, I don't know how to match you.

	At that time, I regarded this as a hypocritical love talk, but his subtext was, fall into the abyss, in the darkness, and match me.

	When he fell in love with me, I was a beautiful daffodil, but he broke me cruelly, forcing me to shed all my blood in the deep valley and become a well-behaved lily for him.

	He never asked me, and he didn't know that my favorite flower is actually the rose, the red rose that is in full bloom and about to wither.

	We were like ordinary lovers, dating, holding hands, hugging, kissing, and having fun. The way he looked at me was always so eager and unconcealed that it almost burned me.

	On the 100th day of our relationship, we had our first quarrel, and from then on, he became obsessed with "educating" and "punishing" me.

	Or perhaps this was his true nature, which was finally revealed to me.

	It all started when I was on a date and picked up a phone call and said to my friend on the other end, "Honey, I'll call you back later. Love you!"

	When he pressed the hang-up button, he just put down the dinner knife in his hand.

	He cupped his hands together, resting his chin on them, and looked at me with a smile, "Who is it?"

	I blinked and said, "My good friend, a girl."

	"Delilah? Vivienne? No, Vivienne is out of the country. There's a time difference right now. It should be Delilah."

	I was stunned for a moment, unable to swallow, and spat the steak in my mouth onto the napkin. I looked up at him in astonishment and asked, "What did you say?"

	The corners of his mouth twitched strangely, but he didn't answer.

	"You're checking me out? Are you out of your mind?"

	I thought he was totally unreasonable, so I immediately took off the necklace from my neck, emptied the odds and ends in my bag and put them into my coat pocket, then threw the necklace and bag into his arms and left the restaurant without looking back.

	Sitting in the taxi, I hung up both of his calls.

	Even if he cares about me a lot, this is a bit too much. I need to reconsider this relationship.

	His text message came quickly.

	"Baby, don't run too far, I'll get worried."

	"I think we should give each other some time to calm down."

	I typed quickly, turned off the screen, and leaned back in the back seat of the car with my eyes closed.

	The phone in my hand vibrated again, and two messages popped up on the screen.

	「XA08C6。」

	"Baby, if you don't get out of the car, I'll get killed with you."

	The tires rubbed against the ground, making a screeching brake sound. I stood on the side of the road and watched him park the car in front of me and roll down the window.

	"Get in the car."

	"Come down, let's talk."

	"Baby." He lowered his head and adjusted his glasses on the bridge of his nose, and said softly, "You used to be so good. Was it because of Delilah?"

	"Don't you think you're being a bit too much?"

	"Do you want her to die, baby?"

	He was still laughing.

	"What?!"

	"I want her to die. From the moment I knew you wrote her the name 'dear', from seeing every photo of you two together, from hearing you've known her for many years...baby, I really want her to die."

	"You……"

	I slowly backed away uncontrollably—his eyes were so sincere, he meant it.

	"Baby, don't make me say it a third time, get in the car."

	I took a few steps back before subconsciously turning around and running. He drove slowly and followed me slowly, without saying a word or getting out of the car, just looking at me.

	The wheels slowly rolled over the road around me, and the bright headlights tore through the snow curtain, illuminating my pale face.

	The tremendous mental pressure almost made me collapse, and before my heart jumped out of my throat, I finally fell to the ground.

	The high heels of my velvet boots broke on the muddy snow and soiled my coat. I clutched the cold snow and mud with my hands, and the biting temperature made me shiver.

	The car door opened and closed behind me, and my leather shoes made a squeaking sound on the snow.

	I didn't dare look back, but my body bounced back the moment my arm was grabbed.

	"Don't touch me," I slumped to the ground and looked at him, "I won't go with you."

	He looked down at me, condescending, without saying a word for a long time, then turned and went back to the car.

	I propped up my frozen body and tried to stand up, but my cell phone suddenly rang.

	"Matilda, what's going on... Someone sent me a photo of us together, and I'm..."

	My heart was in a knot.

	Delilah's voice was filled with tears. "In every photo of me, someone has stabbed my eyes out!"

	With a click, my phone fell into the snow and soon turned off automatically due to the low temperature.

	I gritted my teeth, stood up, and walked towards the car, just as he hung up the phone as if nothing had happened.

	The passenger door was locked.

	"What do you mean? I'll go with you."

	He turned his head to look at me, rolled down the window on my side, and said expressionlessly, "Since you can't learn how to be a person by my side, then learn how to be a dog by my side."

	I tightened my grip on the car door.

	Before I could react, he had already stepped out of the car with his long legs and walked around to my side. My face was pressed against the car window with a thud, and he effortlessly twisted my hands behind my back and tied me up.

	He carried me into the trunk, still stroking my hair gently: "Don't be afraid, I will teach you."

	"Don't touch Delilah, Sebastian, please. I'm listening to you."

	His hand paused, his brows furrowed slightly, and he lowered his head to kiss me tenderly: "How come you call her name more gently than you call mine?"

	I had never resisted his kiss so much before. Even though I repeatedly reminded myself, he still noticed my resistance, so he sealed my mouth with tape again.

	Before closing the trunk, he looked down at me and said to me sleepily, "Baby, you should be glad you weren't sitting on the passenger seat. Otherwise, I would have let her die in that car."

	I wanted to say something to try to gain a chance, but I could only face the long and cramped darkness in silence.

	Through the gap between the trunk and the back seat of the car, I could easily see Sebastian's back.

	In fact, he rarely showed me his back. Most of the time, he was facing me or hugging me tightly. I used to think that this was his love for me, but I didn't know that sometimes, possessiveness can disguise itself as love.

	The black tape sealing my mouth was covered with hot and humid moisture, but the trunk was very cold, so cold that the tears on my eyelashes almost froze into ice.

	My hand groped carefully behind my back, using touch to search for a possible opportunity to escape - I remembered there was a small knife in his trunk, a souvenir we brought back from our trip to Switzerland. Perhaps if I could touch it, I could cut the plastic rope on my hand.

	Also, the metal stick I was standing on, if I was not mistaken, should be his golf club. If I could cut the rope on my hand, I would knock him out with the golf club I gave him the moment he opened the back cover. Given how angry I am now, I might even lose control and beat him to death.

	So I continued to run my fingers silently over the rough, prickly blanket.

	"Baby, you're not looking for this, are you?"

	The knife dangled between his fingertips. He didn't look back, but only looked at me through the rearview mirror with his eyes, and those eyes were smiling.

	My heart beats harder and harder, but it also gets colder and colder.

	The car drove all the way to his villa on the outskirts of the city. I seldom come here, only once or twice, so I didn't know that this luxurious villa actually had such a dark and empty basement.

	"Baby, I didn't intend to bring you here. It's you who was naughty."

	The hand on my back slowly pushed me inward, and I had to take this step, even though I knew that it would be a bottomless abyss.

	Perhaps because I looked too aggrieved and pitiful, he looked at me twice and removed the tape that sealed my mouth.

	I really wanted to yell at him, but I could only swallow my anger - when he brought me in, he took the golf club from the trunk, a high-end Italian-made one, and it would be as easy to crack my head with it as it was to crack a walnut.

	The golf club dragged along the ground, making a harsh friction sound against the concrete floor.

	I slowed my breathing and tried to speak gently, "Sebastian, can you help me untie it? My shoulder hurts."

	He didn't move, but just smiled and said to me, "Matilda, you're much cuter now than when you were just showing your teeth and claws."

	"Sebastian..." I moved forward and gently rubbed my face against the back of his hand. "Sebastian, I know you still like me, and I like you too. Let's not be like this. Let's just be together, okay?"

	He lifted my face and rubbed my lips repeatedly with his thumb, even reaching into my mouth and playing with my tongue.

	"You're such a silver tongue." He still had that strange smile on his face, one that was greedy, sinister, cruel, and proud. "Matilda, darling, the worst thing you did was not let me touch... your fangs."

	His face was close to me, so handsome, even his distorted expression was extremely charming.

	"You have to learn slowly how to hide your fangs and claws and be my dog." He spoke with unquestionable conviction, as if casting a spell on me. "You will eventually adapt, get used to it, and enjoy it. You will wag your tail at me, please me, cling to me, and devote yourself to me without reservation, body and soul."

	It's so disgusting, I almost want to throw up.

	"So, what's the first thing you're going to learn, Matilda?"

	He took two steps back and asked me questions like a king.

	I concealed the indifference in my eyes and whispered, "I obey."

	I raised my head and gave him a gentle, hazy look. I smiled. "Sebastian, I will... obey you. I will learn."

	He patted my head, really like he was patting a dog: "So good."

	I was just trying to be nice, but he didn't care. He was the owner, and he didn't care about the dog's feelings.

	I don't care either. I also have people I want to protect.

	"Baby, didn't you ask me before when you were going to meet your parents?"

	He suddenly turned around and looked at me, smiling gently.

	"I won't go to see you. I can't stand you being in this world. There are people closer to me than me. I'm afraid I won't be able to hold back..."

	"I understand," I interrupted him softly, pausing for a moment before adding, "Without your permission, I won't contact anyone. I'll resign and hand over my phone to you. I'll live as a dog, as you wish."

	"Yeah." He nodded, as if it was a matter of course. "Matilda, these are my little toys for you. If you don't behave, I will lock them in a box and you will never see them again."

	"No one will treat you better than me. You won't understand, but this is only temporary, baby." He untied the plastic rope on my hands and replaced it with handcuffs and leg irons. "I prepared these for you. The first time I saw you, I couldn't help but imagine how you would look wearing them."

	He looked at me greedily, the turbid desire in his eyes undisguised.

	"Just the way they're worn."

	My current situation makes me desperate, but what makes me even more desperate is my body.

	This body is so familiar to him. I keep sinking into his gentle teasing and provocation, against my will, as if this devilish man is the real owner of this body.

	He controls me, and I let him do whatever he wants.

	But I was so clear in my heart that it was impossible for us. How much I was obsessed with him before, how much I hated him now. I wished he would die tragically in front of me.

	This contradiction nearly tore me in two. Finally unable to bear it any longer, I asked him in a broken voice, "Sebastian, how long do you want to torture me like this?"

	He pressed his body against mine, and if possible, he would have pressed me into the crevice of his bones. He leaned close to my ear and whispered nervously over and over again: "I love you, baby. No one will love you more than I do. No one else should love you except me."

	This is how he loves me.

	For a long time, I tried to be humble and flatter him in a subtle way, using a gentle tone and my body.

	But it was useless. To him, these things should have belonged to him.

	Even if one day he suddenly said he wanted to skin me and make me into a specimen, I wouldn't be surprised. He is just a good-looking and powerful pervert.

	He loved dressing me up, like dressing up a beautiful puppet. He was keen on dressing me in those expensive dresses, matching them with exquisite jewelry and shiny leather shoes, and letting me shine brightly in this window that never sees the sun, just for him.

	My wrists and ankles were often rubbed by the heavy iron chains, which he didn't like, so when he dressed me up, he would take the initiative to tie the wounds with a ribbon.

	He didn't want me to get hurt, not because he was afraid that I would feel pain, but because he hated his baby, and his little puppy was no longer his favorite.

	It's a shame, I'll never be the way he likes me.

	He wanted to change me, isolate me from the world, make me rely on him, and make my world empty except for him.

	But I won’t.

	I have received a good education, I have a happy family, I have dreams and a career, and I long for true love based on respect and equality.

	And he is nothing but an ugly monster hidden under a perfect body, a coward who appears powerful but is actually despicable.

	I will never yield to him, neither to his unyielding strength nor to his self-indulgent gentleness.

	Yes, he is sometimes very gentle to me. He will greet me with a warm and generous embrace, speak to me gently, and look at me with loving eyes.

	He would bring my favorite food and feed me with his own hands. Every night, he would take me upstairs and wash my hair and body with warm water. He would kiss me gently before going to bed and say good night to me.

	Then, time and again, he left me in the dark basement.

	How ridiculous! Does he expect me to be moved by him?

	"Sebastian, can you help me untie my hands?" I buried my head in his shoulder and said ambiguously, "Just for a moment, I want to hug you."

	He paused, and the hand on my back slowly moved down my spine, and slapped my butt as a punishment.

	"It's true, I want to hug you," I said.

	He chuckled in my ear, and then, with a click, the handcuffs fell at my feet.

	I didn't move, raised my sore arms, and hugged him silently.

	He was quiet for a moment, then came at me with such force that I was almost smashed to pieces.

	I hugged him tightly, resisting the urge to scratch his skin with my nails, and whispered in his ear, "Sebastian, it's fine just like this. Let's stay together forever, okay?"

	He seemed to be stimulated by me and let out a heavy gasp, like the roar of a wild beast, then lay on my shoulder and breathed quietly.

	This suffocating torture finally ended. I still held him, waiting for him to withdraw on his own initiative.

	He looked down at me, but I deliberately ignored my dirty body, slowly knelt at his feet, put my wrists together and stretched them towards him, staring at him silently.

	He has always been a gentleman, but the situation at this moment made him utter a vulgar curse.

	He grabbed the back of my hair and pulled it back, forcing me to look up at him. He said, "Matilda, you really should see yourself like this. It suits you so well."

	I was indifferent in my heart, but I still smiled on my face: "I promised you, I will learn it and I will please you."

	Whether he believes me or not is not important. What is important is that he is obsessed with me, he is infatuated with me, and he falls for my tricks.

	Perhaps between him and me, from the beginning to the end, I was the dominant one.

	This discovery made me almost tremble with excitement, so much so that I was still smiling when he handcuffed my wrists again.

	He took me upstairs to take a shower, and I said to him, "Sebastian, I'm so tired, carry me upstairs."

	He said, "Baby, sometimes you can't do the whole scene in one go, otherwise it will seem fake."

	I still smiled, leaned over to his ear and kissed him flatteringly, mumbling coquettishly: "It's all your fault, my legs are really weak and I can't walk anymore."

	He didn't say anything, picked me up and went upstairs. Maybe the basement was too dark, and the ordinary fluorescent lights were dazzling to me, so I hummed and buried my face in his arms.

	His heart was beating so fast.

	He's such a bitch.

	"I don't want to sleep in the basement tonight, Sebastian. Let's go to bed and you can hold me."

	I said to him while lying in the bathtub.

	"Baby, don't push your luck."

	So I took his hand, grabbed his arm, and dragged him into the water with a smile: "Other people's puppies can all get on the bed, master."

	His body stiffened, he let out a muffled growl, and suddenly pushed my head into the bathtub until I was almost drowning.

	But I am not afraid. The initiative is in my hands. He is just confused.

	I coughed twice, sat up, and moved closer to him like a puppy, licking the blue stubble at the corner of his mouth with my tongue.

	"Matilda, you're driving me crazy."

	He said.

	More than that, I want him to go crazy, I want him to die.

	I opened my eyes twice that night, and each time I saw him staring at me in the darkness, with a half-smile on his face, as if he would kill me at any moment.

	I won't be in any trouble tonight. His indulgence and trust are enough for today. He is an extremely powerful demon. We can't act rashly when dealing with such a person.

	At first I still held out hope that maybe he would remember our old friendship and let me return to my normal life.

	But in fact, there are some people in this world who, when their little pets are no longer obedient, the first thing they think of is not indulgence, not adjustment, and not even abandonment.

	But conquer.

	So, on the third day of being locked in the basement, I submitted my resignation.

	The department leader earnestly tried to retain me, saying, "Matilda, you've been with the company since graduation, and this is already your third year. You've grown alongside the company and never made a mistake. The company values you."

	I smiled faintly, wrapped my coat tightly around me, and politely declined his offer.

	He was wrong. I did make a mistake - I fell in love with the most dazzling pianist in the center of the stage at a concert.

	He also fell in love with me, which was once my luck, but now it has become my misfortune.

	As I was leaving with my suitcase, my boss called out to me from behind: "Matilda, you are a very talented writer. I hope you won't give up writing."

	I nodded slightly, pushed open the door, walked out of the office step by step, steadily, walked straight across the hall, passed by my desk, and finally left the place where I had worked for three years.
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