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Chapter One
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Freddie had been planning this night for three weeks. Three weeks of swiping right, of charming texts that danced on the edge of suggestive without crossing into desperate, of carefully curated selfies that showed just enough stubble and just enough smirk to make women lean in. He wasn’t a player—not really—but he was twenty-nine, single, and possessed of a libido that could power a small city. Tonight, that city was going to burn.

Her name was Lila. She had hair the color of midnight and a laugh that made his stomach flip. They’d met at a rooftop bar where the cocktails were overpriced and the views were worth it. She’d worn a red dress that clung to her like a secret, and when she’d leaned across the table to steal a sip of his drink, her lips had brushed the rim of his glass in a way that made his jeans feel suddenly, unforgivably tight.

Now they were in his apartment, the door barely closed behind them before her mouth was on his. She tasted like gin and lime and something darker—something that made his hands shake as they slid up her back, fingers finding the zipper of that red dress. The sound it made as it came down was obscene, a slow, deliberate hiss that matched the way she sighed into his mouth.

“Freddie,” she murmured, and the way she said his name— like a prayer made his knees weak. She was already peeling off her shirt—wait, no, that was the dress. The red fabric pooled at her feet, and she stepped out of it like she was stepping out of a dream. Black lace. Just black lace and skin and the kind of curves that made his brain short-circuit.

He backed her toward the bedroom, mouths still fused, hands frantic. The hallway was a blur of stumbling steps and breathless laughter. His shirt was gone somewhere between the couch and the door. Her bra followed, flung aside with a flick of his wrist that would’ve made a magician jealous. Her breasts—God, her breasts—were perfect, heavy in his palms, nipples already hard against his thumbs. She moaned when he rolled them, arched her back into his touch, and he felt the sound in his spine.

“Bed,” she gasped, and he obeyed, lifting her easily—she was lighter than he expected, all soft and warm and eager. The mattress dipped under their weight as he laid her down, following her into the cradle of her thighs. His jeans were a torture device now, the denim rough against his straining cock. He ground against her once, twice, feeling the heat of her through the lace of her panties, and she whimpered, nails digging into his shoulders.

“Off,” she demanded, tugging at his belt. “Now.”

He fumbled with the buckle, cursing under his breath. The leather slid free with a snap, and then his jeans were down, kicked off with his boxers in one clumsy motion. He was naked now, hard and aching, the tip of his cock already slick. She reached for him, fingers wrapping around his length with a confidence that made his vision blur. Her thumb swept over the head, spreading the wetness, and he groaned, hips jerking into her grip.

“Lila—”

“Shh,” she whispered, guiding him down. Her panties were gone—he didn’t remember when—and then there was nothing between them but heat and want. She was wet, so wet, and when he pressed against her entrance, she arched up to meet him, legs wrapping around his waist.

He pushed in slow, savoring the stretch, the way she gasped and clenched around him. She was tight, hot, perfect. He pulled back and thrust again, deeper this time, and she cried out, fingers scratching at his back. The rhythm built fast—too fast, maybe, but neither of them cared. The bed creaked beneath them, headboard knocking against the wall in a steady, frantic beat.

“Freddie—oh God, yes—”

He angled his hips, hitting that spot that made her sob, and she clenched around him like a fist. His balls drew up tight, the pressure building at the base of his spine. He was close—so close. Just a few more thrusts, just—

THUD.

The sound was deafening, like a guillotine falling. A giant black bar—solid, opaque, and utterly inexplicable—slammed down between them with the force of a freight train. It hovered there, suspended in midair, covering everything from her collarbones to her knees. Freddie’s cock was still inside her, but the bar blocked his view, blocked his access, blocked everything.

Lila’s eyes flew open, wide and startled. “What the—”

The bar pulsed, and then she was gone. Not faded, not blurred—gone. Ejected from the bed, from the room, from existence, like a glitch in the matrix. Freddie was left sprawled on the mattress, naked and thrusting into empty air, his erection bobbing obscenely in the sudden silence.

The black bar hovered there, wagging like a scolding finger. A voice—calm, robotic, and deeply condescending—emanated from nowhere and everywhere at once.
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