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Chapter 1: Hot intruder
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In the quiet, gentle hours of the night, Selina lay asleep in her bed, her long, wavy blonde hair splayed out like a golden halo against the soft white pillow. Her room was a sanctuary of tranquility, bathed in the silvery glow of moonlight that filtered through the thin, gauzy curtains. The walls were adorned with delicate floral patterns, and the canopy bed, draped in pristine white linen, seemed to float like a cloud in the ethereal light.

A subtle shift in the atmosphere stirred the air, and a figure materialized at the foot of the bed. Selina's eyes fluttered open, her vision swimming in the silvery light as she tried to make sense of the form before her. He was tall, with an otherworldly grace that seemed to distort the very air around him. His eyes, burning like embers, held her gaze, and she felt a sudden, inexplicable heat between her thighs.

"Who are you?" she whispered, her voice barely audible, yet it echoed through the room like a sacred hymn.

The figure smiled, a slow, predatory curl of the lips that sent a shiver down her spine.

"I'm Belphell," he said, his voice like velvet over steel. "And you, dear Selina, are a feast for the eyes."

Selina's breath hitched, her heart pounding in her chest like a trapped bird. She felt a strange, almost primal sensation coil in her belly, a mix of fear and desire that left her breathless. "What do you want?" she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

Belphell chuckled, a low, dark sound that seemed to vibrate through her very being. "I want you, Selina. In every way possible." His voice was a low growl, resonating with a hunger that was both terrifying and exhilarating.

Selina's breath hitched, her body tensing as he took a step closer. She could see the outline of his muscular form through the thin fabric of his clothes, and her mind raced with images of what lay beneath. "You're... you're an incubus... Right?," she stammered, her heart pounding like a drum in her chest.
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