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Note to readers: All characters in this story are adults (18+). Camille explores themes of curiosity, desire, and self-revelation through moments of intimate tension and psychological depth. The sensual content is presented with literary care and emotional precision, serving the character-driven arc of transformation and transgression.
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Friday’s light filters sideways through the linen curtains, spilling across the bed like watered silk. I lie there—neither fully horizontal, nor fully dressed. The air is thick with late-afternoon warmth, pooling in the hollows of my knees, the small of my back, the triangle of shade between window and wall. I haven’t left the room since breakfast. Perhaps not even then.

A magazine lies open across my thighs. I don’t remember opening it. The pages are glossy, almost luminous—odd, since nothing in this apartment ever is. My thumb rests between two ads: one for a serum I’ll never buy, the other for shoes no one should wear. I turn another page just to hear it—the whisper of paper against skin. Each sheet feels heavier than it should, as if printed in paste.

A small white vibrator lies tangled in the sheets beside me. I left it there—last night, or the night before. I haven’t put it away. Haven’t used it again.

My right foot traces a slow crescent over the edge of the comforter. My left hand rests on my stomach, fingers splayed, rising and falling with each breath. My nipples, pressed beneath the thin shirt, register the air more sharply than the rest of me. The cotton puckers over them like a second skin—ornamental, useless, but present.

The apartment has acquired its own silence now. Not the kind Pascal used to engineer—his was sharp, punishing: slammed doors, withheld answers, absences arranged like warnings. This silence is different. Wider. Like water. It doesn’t punish. It reveals.

Pascal had hated the rumpled sheets. “Like a teenager lives here,” he muttered once, stripping the bed while I watched, as if it were a lesson. He was the kind of man who refolded towels if the corners didn’t align. After he left, I bought new ones and left them in a heap.

They’re still there.

Three weeks since he moved out. Less, if you subtract the days he kept returning for things: chargers, a bottle opener, old running shoes he never wore but couldn’t let go. The apartment hasn’t adjusted. The air still holds the echo of his logic-bound arguments. Sometimes I expect to find his soap in the shower, a hair tie on the desk. But there’s only clean cotton now. And the salt of my own skin.

I could touch myself now. Nothing would stop me.

The vibrator is close, the magazine full of bodies shaped like marble and cream. But the idea drifts—hollow, untethered. I close my eyes and try to summon want—the slow, insistent kind I used to wake to as a teenager, knees pressed together, sheets clinging to the damp between my thighs. Now, it comes only as a ghost. My body stays quiet. Even the thought of reaching down feels like a chore—maintenance, not pleasure.

I shift slightly. The hem of my T-shirt rides up. Beneath it, I am bare. The air against my skin feels cool, impersonal. My thighs are parted just enough to register the absence—of fabric, of purpose. There’s a faint trace of my own scent in the air, musky and salt-warm, more memory than stimulus. I trail one finger along the crease where leg meets hip. The skin is warm, unresisting. There is a flicker—small, faint, then gone.

I think of Élise. Her voice. Her way of smiling without moving her mouth. Sometimes I imagine kissing her. Or letting her arrange me the way she does her flatware: with care, with rules I’m not allowed to know. The thought is lighter than air. It dissipates before it can land.

My stomach growls, sudden and wet. I wonder if there’s still cheese in the fridge. I wonder if there’s any reason to get up at all, or if I could simply stay here until nightfall and let the dusk arrange itself around me. I’m not ready to move, not even to want.

Then the phone rings. A jolt. A break in the fabric.

It is a violent sound—an artifact from another life. Its screen flashes white against the bedding, the name displayed in tight, black letters: Élise Valmont.

I don’t answer. Not right away. The vibration shakes a ripple through the mattress. I stare at the ceiling, count the cracks in the old plaster. The phone stops. Then starts again.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





