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Chapter 1: The Room That Shouldn’t Exist

[image: ]




She was already wet when he touched her.

The room had no doors. No windows. Only walls made of stone. Damp. Ancient. Breathing with a pulse she could feel in her bare feet. A low red glow flickered from somewhere behind her, but it didn’t cast warmth. Only shadows. The kind of light that suggested fire but smelled like nothing.

Her arms were above her head, wrists bound in something thick and soft. Velvet. Not tight. Almost ceremonial. She could have pulled free if she truly wanted to. She never did.

Her breath came shallow. Not from fear. Not quite. From the feeling she always had when he was near. Anticipation sharpened to the edge of pain.

He didn’t speak at first.

She heard him. The slow shift of air. The creak of his steps against the stone. He moved behind her. Unseen. But unmistakable. His presence felt like a pressure in the lungs. Like scent without odour. She didn’t know his name. She had never seen his face. But her body remembered him the way it remembered how to bleed.

When his fingers brushed the inside of her wrist, it felt like being opened.

He circled her slowly, eyes tracing the line of her body as if reading something he had written long ago. Her nipples tightened under his gaze. Her hips tipped forward without permission.

"You’re still pretending," he said, voice low and rich. "Still lying to yourself."

She couldn’t answer. She didn’t try.

He stepped closer, just behind her now, his mouth near her ear but not touching.

"You live your little life. Quiet. Obedient. Waiting."

His fingers moved down her arms. Grazing her ribs. Slow. Deliberate.

"But when you’re here..."

She bit her lip as his hand slid around to the front of her thigh. Inching up. Stopping just before he reached the place that ached for him.

"You show me who you really are."

The velvet tightened slightly as she shuddered. Her legs trembled. Her knees wanted to part. Her mouth opened, not to speak, but to breathe.

He exhaled near her neck.

"You beg."

She whimpered.

Then, without warning, he lowered to his knees.

The sound of him inhaling. Close. Hungry. It sent a bolt through her spine. His hands settled on her thighs. Parting them gently. Insistently. His mouth hovered near the heat of her.

"What are you?"

He smiled. She felt it more than saw it.

"You already know."

He pressed his hand to her chest. Just above her heart. It slowed beneath his palm. Her knees gave slightly, but he caught her, held her upright with a single hand at the base of her spine. His strength felt effortless. It made her stomach twist. 

"You dream of me every night," he whispered. "Because you called me."

He lowered his mouth to her breast. Bit her gently. Then licked the place he had marked. She moaned before she meant to. Her body arched. The velvet bindings shifted, not tighter, but more certain.

"You ache for someone who will not ask," he said.

He sank to his knees again.

Clara trembled. Her legs tried to close, but his hands kept them open. His grip was firm. Not cruel. Just final.

"You can wake up," he said. "But not yet."

And then his mouth touched her. Warm. Slow. Tongue sliding where she burned the most. He circled her with patience. Paused just when her hips began to shake. Drew her closer to the edge and then retreated. Again. And again. Until her body was pulsing with something raw and helpless.

He did not hurry. He was patient, methodical, not a beast. His tongue flicked once, tentative, almost teasing, as if to remind her who decided the pace, and then stilled. Her hips arched reflexively, seeking more, but he withdrew, leaving her to twist on the edge of sensation.

she could feel his gaze, the way it pinned her as surely as the velvet cuffs. She strained against the bindings, not for escape but for leverage, a way to press herself closer to the mouth that hovered and lingered and denied. When he parted his lips again, he flattened his tongue and dragged it slowly, deliberately, the length of her, savouring the taste of her shiver. When her breath caught, he stopped. When her thighs quaked, he waited. When her head fell back, exposing the soft arch of her throat, he pressed a gentle kiss to the inside of her knee before starting all over again.

She begged. He did not care.

He gave her what she truly wanted. And it shattered her.

She came hard, gasping his name without knowing it, and as her head fell back, the velvet loosened. Her hands dropped to his hair. She clung to him like a woman drowning.

But he did not stop.

He pushed her into a second climax. Then a third. She lost track of time. Of space. Of whom she was.

Her body melted around him.

And then she opened her eyes.

The ceiling above her was concrete. Her sheets were twisted. Her robe bunched around her waist. Her skin was flushed. Damp. Her thighs still trembled.

Clara sat in bed for a long time before she moved.

Her hair clung to the back of her neck. Her robe was soaked through. Her skin felt flushed, overstimulated like someone had been touching her for hours. But she was alone.

The room was dim. Only the streetlights outside lit her walls, soft and golden through the blinds. She looked at her hands. They were trembling.

The dreams weren’t stopping.

She had them every night now. Sometimes twice. Always the same man. Always the same room that didn’t exist. It wasn’t like other dreams, not like when your teeth fall out or you show up naked somewhere. These didn’t drift away. They stayed. In her mouth. In her thighs. In her bones.

She didn’t know who he was, but her body did.

She slid out of bed, unsteady, and crossed the cold floor to the bathroom. The tile stung her feet. Her reflection met her in the mirror—eyes wide, lips parted, skin damp and flushed. Her breasts still ached. Her thighs were slick. She touched herself between her legs and found the same answer as always.

Need.

Not release. Not confusion. Hunger. As if something had been taken from her in the night and not given back.

She turned the tap on and splashed cold water on her face. It didn’t help.

She looked down at the sink. A drop of something dark clung to the rim of the basin. She reached out.

Just water.

But she stared at it too long anyway.

The dreams were changing her. She could feel it. The first one had been like a flash of heat in the middle of sleep. The second, longer. The third had ended in orgasm so deep she cried out and woke with a pillow between her legs. But now they lasted forever. Long, vivid, detailed. She could remember the texture of the floor beneath her feet. The scent of stone. The taste of him.

Her hands gripped the edge of the sink.

This was not some random fantasy her brain had invented to cope with loneliness. It was too specific. Too deliberate.

He wanted something from her.

And each night, he took a little more.

The kettle shrieked, but Clara didn’t hear it right away.

She stood by the window, eyes unfocused, mug forgotten in her hand. Outside, the street glistened. The rain had passed, leaving a slick sheen on the pavement and steam rising from the gutters. It was morning, but the light was the colour of bruised metal.

She wrapped a sweater around herself and opened the window a crack. The air tasted wrong. Sweet and damp, like something had died just out of sight.

The dream still clung to her skin.

She had touched herself after the bathroom. Quietly. Slowly. Not to finish, but to feel what lingered. Her fingers had come away wet. She had whispered his name again, though she didn’t know it. And her body had responded like he was there.

She dressed, pulled her hair back, and left the apartment.

The city felt off.

People moved, but slower than usual. Cars passed, but their tires made no sound. She passed a man on the corner who was smoking a cigarette that didn’t glow. A dog barked, then stopped mid-sound and turned in her direction, ears flat.

She turned the corner and saw him.

Just for a moment.

Standing in the alley between two buildings. Not moving. Not walking. Just watching.

A tall man in black. Pale skin. Dark eyes.

Then he was gone.

She blinked. The alley was empty.

She kept walking.

At the café, the barista greeted her by name, but her smile didn’t reach her eyes. The espresso machine made a whining sound that grated more than usual. When Clara sat down by the window, she realised her hand was shaking.
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