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Prologue

	 

	Some books are read with the eyes. Others, with the mind. This one, however, is experienced with the skin. Don't try to control your breath. Upon opening these pages, the air changes. The body responds before thought. There is something here that escapes logic, because this is not a story—it’s an invitation.

	A call. A whisper that pierces the senses, that seeps in like heat between the thighs, like a shiver down the nape, like a gaze that touches where no one dares. This book doesn’t expect you to understand—it demands that you feel. Because it is not made of words: it is made of frictions.

	We are not talking about a romance. What you will find here is a crossing. An unmoored dive into zones of desire where right and wrong no longer make sense. There is a woman. There is a man. But more than that, there is the invisible dance between what is desired and what is denied—between what is almost touched, and what ignites precisely because it is not touched.

	This text triggers what is most secret in you. It goes where fingers do not. It awakens memories you may never have lived, but that you recognize with the precision of an ancient instinct. There are parts of you already marked by this reading, even if you haven’t started yet.

	Because the desire that pulses in these pages is ancestral. It is not about bodies—it is about raw wills, about the hunger we have over-educated and forgotten to feed. This book is made for those who allow themselves. Allow themselves to feel without defense. Allow themselves to desire without guilt. Allow themselves to burn.

	And to burn, here, is not a metaphor: it is destiny. What makes this work impossible to put down is precisely what it refuses to offer immediately. It does not surrender. It provokes. It walks the edge, suspends the gesture, chokes the kiss. And in that interval between impulse and control, it forces us to listen to our own internal noises—the moan that didn’t escape, the tremor no one saw, the wetness that settles without permission.

	It is in this almost that the abyss resides. And it is into this abyss that the reader is pushed, without a net, without escape. Prepare to see yourself reflected in sensory mirrors. To be pierced by silent gazes that know more than you are willing to admit.

	Because whoever reads this book discovers much more than Clara and Dante’s secrets—they discover what is truest and most hidden in themselves. What you will find here is desire in its raw state. Unfiltered. Unmoralized. Desire as force. As chaos. As truth.

	The pages that follow are a ritual offering. A pact between the body and language. Between what is written and what is felt. But be warned: do not read as one who consumes. Read as one who is consumed.

	This is not a book to be understood—it is a book to be lived from within. To be read with the fingers, with a dry mouth, with a pulsing womb. Each chapter is a new layer of excitement, of anticipation, of emotional friction. And when you realize it, you will no longer know where the story ends and where you begin.

	Because true eroticism, like that which vibrates here, does not reside in what is shown. It resides in what is contained. In what is postponed. In what burns, not from excess, but from suspension. And what this narrative does is precisely that: it leads you along the edge of pleasure. It does not hurry. It does not yield. It knows that what truly consumes is not pleasure, but the almost. The almost-kiss. The almost-touch. The almost that burns.

	Open the book. Let yourself burn.

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 1 
The Touch of Chance

	 

	The humid morning heat enveloped Clara like a sheet stuck to her body, while the smell of ground coffee, mixed with the sound of muffled conversations and clinking dishes, created a kind of thin veil around her between the real world and a more intense sensory dimension. Each step she took through the room seemed to echo within her own body, as if something were about to happen, as if her skin, her senses, her sex, everything about her was waiting for a signal. And that signal came with the collision. Not just any bump, but an encounter orchestrated by the raw necessity of fate—the kind of contact that interrupts thoughts, disorganizes intentions, and ignites forgotten regions of the soul and flesh. It wasn't just the touch of chance. It was a silent, almost wild summons to something much older and more visceral than understanding itself.

	His body was heat and presence even before she could assimilate its contours. The impact of his chest against her arm made her hold her breath, as if time had been torn from its natural line and placed there, compressed, between the sweat of skin and the aroma that rose from his clothes like a spell. And in that instant, Clara was no longer a distracted woman carrying a cup of cappuccino: she was a female before the first sign of heat, taken by an electricity that did not come from outside, but that awakened from within, like an echo. The force of the gaze that pierced her did not ask permission, it just invaded, stirred, found the corners where she had stored old, dormant desires, waiting.

	He was real, but he had the power of a mirage. A man made of sun and shadow, of muscle and silence. A man who smelled of transgression. In an attempt to regain control—of her breath, her legs, her own body—Clara realized there was no control left. Her skin, her mouth, the center of her womb, everything had already been touched by him, however briefly. She was just a woman waking up to hunger, not for romance, but for flesh. For skin against skin. For a muffled moan. And what disconcerted her most was not what he had done, but what he hadn't. He didn't look at her again. He didn't smile like one who promises. He just left, leaving a warm vacuum in his path, as if every molecule of air had been reorganized to provoke her.

	She knew, right then and there, that this was no trivial coincidence. It was a beginning. A landmark. An awakening as inevitable as it was indecent. And her body, wiser than her thoughts, was already preparing for the next encounters. Because there would be others. He was the kind of man who didn't just pass by once.

	It was just a touch.

	Or at least, that's what it should have been—a simple, brief, and involuntary brush between two bodies in the middle of a morning coffee. But what happened there, in the instant Clara's arm touched the chest of that unknown man, was anything but casual. The firm, warm surface of his chest was revealed in a second of contact that reverberated throughout her body, as if an electric current ran beneath her skin. The tanned tone of his skin, combined with the striking features of his face, gave the impression of a man who not only lived, but who collected deep stories in his own body, like marks sculpted by experiences that left scars and charms.

	But it was in his eyes that Clara felt the real blow: green, intense, and penetrating as razors wrapped in velvet, they didn't just look at her—they invaded her. There was a strange, hypnotic ability there to see beyond the surface, to touch unsaid thoughts, to scrutinize the zones where even she avoided venturing.

	"Forgive me…" he said, with a low, hoarse voice that seemed to emerge directly from some forbidden memory. The words, subtly spaced, carried a rhythm that sent shivers down her spine, not for the guilt they tried to express, but for the implicit intimacy. And she, without the strength to respond, just nodded. The gesture was almost automatic, but laden with an emotional confusion that mixed surprise, desire, and an almost mystical sense of recognition.

	It was then that his scent arrived—not simply smelled, but absorbed like an olfactory spell. It was warm, dense, with notes of aged wood and the humid heat of sun-tanned leather. It also carried something of wet earth, that organic and fertile mixture that awakens primitive instincts. And, in the background, almost imperceptible, there was a trace of recent sweat, as if the scent carried within itself the memory of intertwined bodies. It wasn't just any perfume—it was a signature, a wild identity made to be felt with eyes closed, with senses ablaze and the body slightly surrendered. Clara almost lost her balance before this presence that imposed itself as discretely as it was overwhelmingly.

	He smiled.

	But not a full, open, inviting smile. It was a half-smile, appearing only on one side of his mouth, like someone who knows exactly the impact he causes and doesn't need to strive to affirm it. That unsettled her even more. It was a gesture laden with dominance, with security, from someone who didn't ask permission to exist—just took up space.

	In the next instant, came the touch. Quick. Almost imperceptible. But infinitely effective. As he reached out to steady the cup that almost slipped from her hands, his fingers brushed hers. There was no pressure, no explicit intention. But the contact was enough to trigger something ancestral, as if that touch contained a secret password to a safe she didn't know she carried.

	Clara's body's response was immediate. A shiver started at the nape of her neck, descended her spine, and spread in small sparks to the center of her womb. Instinct, that intelligence that dispenses with explanations, made her thighs press against each other, in an unconscious attempt to contain the sensation. But it was impossible to contain what was already awake. It wasn't a memory—it was a call from the present. A direct call to her most intimate, rawest, most unmasked hunger.

	He moved on.

	He walked without haste, but without hesitation. He didn't look back. He didn't offer a final wink, nor cast a complicit glance. He simply left, as if all of it had truly been nothing—as if the heat of the touch, the perfume that had infiltrated her pores, and the impact of the gaze, were nothing more than a banal moment.

	But Clara knew. She knew with the certainty of someone who has already surrendered before even realizing she was willing to. That absence of confirmation was, paradoxically, the deepest confirmation that something had, indeed, happened. She remained standing for a few seconds, perhaps minutes, her body still on high alert. Her mind tried to formulate rational explanations, but it was useless. His scent still lingered in the air, clinging to her sensory memory like an erotic ghost. And more than that, there was something new forming between her legs—it wasn't just desire, it was a physical, warm presence that throbbed, that demanded attention. It was familiar, yes. Like the return of an old fever she thought she had long overcome.

	When she finally sat down, it was as if she were trying to regain control of her own body. Her heart was still beating hard, as if she had been running. But there was no escape possible. What she felt wasn't simple attraction. It was something deeper, more instinctive. It was like rediscovering a story that hadn't been written yet, but that the body already knew by heart. And this recognition—this sensation that this strange man, with green eyes and an unforgettable perfume, would still leave marks—was as terrifying as it was exciting.

	She tried to compose herself, but there was no way to pretend nothing had happened. It wasn't just the memory of the touch, the perfume, or the gaze. It was what all of it awakened within her. The body, wiser than thoughts, knew. It was already preparing. If there were rules, if there were limits, they were already at risk. And all this because of a touch that, officially, was nothing. But that, in truth, was everything.

	Clara took a deep breath, like someone gasping for air at the bottom of a lake where she almost drowned—not from fear, but from pleasure. Her eyes scanned the surroundings, but nothing seemed the same anymore. The café continued its routine comings and goings, but she was no longer part of the same logic. She felt strange in her own body, as if she had just been born into a new version of herself, rawer, more honest, closer to her own nature.

	The touch that awakened her did not disappear with his departure; it remained there, ingrained, spreading roots in her womb and in her memory. It was a desire that didn't ask permission to exist—it just arose, dominated, and pushed her in a direction she didn't even know the name of.

	She thought about getting up and going after him. Not out of impulse, but out of necessity. But something held her back—not the fear of rejection, nor the fear of exposing herself. It was the premonition that this encounter obeyed a different kind of time, a different kind of logic, where one doesn't control the rhythm, but simply surrenders to the flow. There was a silent intelligence in instincts, and everything in her said she didn't need to run. He would return. Not as a promise, but as a certainty. Because there was a bond, a mutual call that had been sealed on the skin, and that couldn't be broken by distance or absence. That spark that ignited her flesh was a flicker of something larger, denser, that would still unfold. And this premonition throbbed in her with the force of an ancestral truth.

	She then closed her eyes for a moment, allowing the heat of her body to find its axis again. The taste of coffee no longer mattered to her. The cup trembled slightly between her fingers, but she no longer tried to control anything. She let herself be, simply. Like one who accepts that certain forces are not to be understood, but lived. Because when chance touches like this—with such precision, such hunger, such truth—there is no way to retreat without losing a piece of oneself. And Clara, for the first time in a long time, was willing to lose whatever was necessary to discover what truly made her whole.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 2
 Voices that Burn

	 

	The walls of the room muffled sounds, but not sensations. The air seemed denser, as if something—or someone—had filled the space with an imperceptible, yet undeniable presence. Clara, her hands resting on the cold wood of the table, felt her fingers tingle in a way that had no logical explanation. The environment was corporate, but what was settling inside her was anything but rational. There was a vibration in the air that preceded something irreversible. It wasn't a common premonition. It was a primitive, visceral recognition. As if her body already knew what her mind didn't yet understand. The kind of certainty that isn't announced with words, but with shivers—and she felt each one with the intensity of someone seized by a nameless desire.

	The tension arrived before the sound. A suspended silence, like breath held before impact. And then, the voice. A vibration that didn't just pass through the room, but through her skin, her womb, her breasts. That voice pulled her from the inside out, exposed her senses with the touch of someone who already knew her completely. It wasn't just deep—it was intentional. Each word carried a veiled promise, something between provocation and dominion. That voice didn't ask permission, it took up space as if it had always belonged there.

	And even without seeing its owner, Clara knew. She knew with the certainty of someone who has had a body possessed by a recurring dream. One of those dreams that leave real marks the next day. Dante. He had arrived. The moment she heard the name, her body responded with a lascivious recognition. Her thighs contracted, her womb warmed, and her neck involuntarily exposed itself to the air—as if wanting to feel more. A name that didn't need to be repeated, because it had the force of an ancient spell.

	Clara tried to keep her face impassive, but it was too late. His presence had already breached all her defenses. The formality of the room dissolved like mist before the sun of that voice. The faces around, the agendas, the technical terms, the protocols—everything lost its contour before the certainty: he was there. And with him, a sweet, incendiary danger that didn't ask permission to enter. It just came. Like a fever, like vertigo. Like the beginning of something that, once awakened, would not go back to sleep.

	"Good afternoon, everyone. My name is Dante."

	The name, when finally spoken, didn't sound like any ordinary introduction. Clara heard it with the sharpness of a direct touch on her skin—not because of its volume or clarity, but because of its weight. The sound of "Dante" seemed to contain its own heat, like embers crackling in the dark. It wasn't a name. It was a sentence. A promise. An evocation. And the effect was immediate: her body reacted before any other thought could form. It was as if, upon hearing it, some hidden part of herself recognized an ancient call, one of those that traverse lives, stories, and dreams with the same power as an electric current.

	The sound of his voice came from afar, but it was like an intimate whisper, spoken right by her ear. It didn't matter that he was several meters away—the vibration of that voice reached the center of her body as if it traveled a secret path between her eardrum and her lower lips. Clara's spine stiffened. Her shoulders lost their naturalness. An unexpected heat rose up her thighs and burst under her skin like trapped steam, spreading through her insides until it reached her neck, where the skin prickled with such delicacy it almost hurt.

	She allowed herself a glance. A small, calculated, yet irreversibly revealing gesture. Her eyes met his—and it was indeed him. The same green, dense, cutting gaze, like wet jungle leaves under the late afternoon light. And, with the gaze, came the scent. It was more subtle now, mixed with the warm smell of the room, the discreet odor of waxed wood and old papers. Still, it was unmistakable. The olfactory signature of someone who doesn't just pass through a place, but dominates it with their mere presence.

	Unlike her, who felt her heart hammering under her chest and sweat running under her blouse, Dante seemed unshakable. There was a tranquility about him that bordered on insulting. As if he knew, from the beginning, the effect he caused and chose not to overdo it. His movements were slow, controlled, as if there were no hurry in the world. And while he spoke—Clara didn't even try to absorb the content—his eyes roamed the room until they found hers. The eye contact wasn't long. But it wasn't too brief either. It was the exact amount of time for him to undress her with his eyes without seeming offensive. It was the kind of look that causes moistening between the legs, even without contact, even without words.

	Every sentence he uttered seemed like an invisible caress. The words left his mouth with exact cadence, interspersed with pauses that suggested mastery. The deep, almost hoarse intonation provoked a constant shiver under her skin, making her nipples harden under her shirt as if begging to be touched. The excitement was as silent as it was devastating. And she, in an act of self-protection, crossed her legs, trying to contain the heat that rose in spirals from her womb to her throat. It was useless. Everything in her throbbed. Everything screamed without sound.

	Without realizing it, Clara bit her lower lip. The gesture, almost childlike in its shyness, was the most explicit confession her body could offer at that moment. There was an unsaid request, a mute plea in her posture. How could someone invade her space so much without even getting close? How could desire exist without a kiss, without a caress, without even a whispered promise?

OEBPS/cover.jpeg
V. M. SANTEEISE

m

=]

S ~\
2

=l

g

2.

= §





