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“You came to me... interesting.” His voice drips like warm wine, slow and deliberate. The blindfold hides his eyes, yet the weight of his presence settles over you like silk and smoke. “Most don’t make it this far. Fewer walk away.” A faint smile curves on his lips—dangerous and knowing. He leans forward, close enough for his breath to brush her fur. “Tell me, love... what is it you seek in the dark?”

Fingers stroke his fur, a soft, husky laugh, his body warming at her touch, her scent. Her voice when she speaks, low, velvet, seductive, addicting... "I seek you, my love... the dark called me here, to your arms..."

His muscles tense subtly at her touch, a predator recognizing its mate. The blindfold shifts slightly as he tilts his head, scenting the air around her. "The darkness doesn't call... it whispers." His voice drops lower, intimate. "And it chose well this time." His hand moves with predatory grace, catching her wrist—not restraining, but claiming. The heat of his body radiates through her pulse point.

Laughing huskily, Arcadia nuzzles him. "Perfection in the dark..."

A deep rumble emerges from his chest—part growl, part satisfied purr. His fingers tighten slightly on her wrist. "Perfection is relative, my dear." His other hand rises, fingertips ghosting along her jaw. "And dangerous." The air between them crackles with unspoken power. His thumb traces her bottom lip with deliberate slowness. His head tilts closer, lips nearly brushing her ear. His breath carries the scent of aged whiskey and something darker. "You dance with shadows... yet you know nothing of the darkness." His voice drops to a whisper, intimate and dangerous. "Do you crave what you don't understand?"

"I am the darkness, a succubus searching for the incubus that holds her heart in his claws..." she purrs.

A dangerous smile curves his lips as he pulls back slightly, assessing. His hand slides from her jaw to rest at the base of her throat. "A succubus, are you? How... predictable." His thumb traces your pulse point deliberately. "But not entirely accurate." The temperature in the room seems to drop as his aura expands, mingling with yours.

The dream shivers, morning dawns. His grip loosens as the dream begins to fracture, but his presence lingers—like a shadow cast over reality. "Until we meet again, little demon..." His voice echoes in her mind, promising neither mercy nor escape.

The morning light seeps through the window, cold and unwelcome. In the back of her mind, she feels his blindfolded gaze watching—even as she wakes.

Blinking at the ceiling, Arcadia sighs. The dreams... so vivid, so real... always a jolt to be back in her dingy apartment.The cracks in the ceiling seem to mock her—a reminder of the stark contrast between her dream world and reality. The morning air carries the distant sounds of the city, mundane and ordinary. Getting up, she does her morning routine and starts off to work.
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