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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.

As she moves through her routine, the memory of his touch—his voice—lingers beneath her skin like a phantom sensation. The apartment feels emptier than usual today."Fuck... I need to get laid..." she mutters to the air.

The words hang in the quiet space, hollow and unfulfilling. Her reflection in the bathroom mirror shows dark circles under her eyes—proof of too many sleepless nights dreaming of him. She grabs her coat, keys jingling in her hand. The ordinary world awaits—endless hours at the office, faceless people, no one who makes your blood sing as he does. The city streets blur past as Arcadia walks to work, mind drifting back to that dark room, his scent, his presence. The normalcy around her feels suffocating compared to the power she craves.

Her phone buzzes—a reminder of the mundane life she’s trapped in. She ignores it, thoughts consumed by how he might appear tonight in her dreams.

Phone buzzing again, it's a message from her friend, an underground band playing tonight at their usual place. The message brings a slight smirk to her lips—the underground club where shadows dance, and secrets are whispered. A world that understands darkness better than the one she navigates daily. Grinning, she replies, telling her she'll be there.

The message is simple, but it carries a promise of something more—something dangerous and thrilling. Arcadia’s fingers linger on the screen, anticipation already building. Work drags, long and boring, so painfully mundane. The clock ticks with agonizing slowness, each minute a reminder of how much time separates her from the night. Her coworkers' voices blend into meaningless noise, their ordinary lives a stark contrast to the one she seeks. Gaze drifting to the window, watching the sun descend toward the horizon, the cityscape begins to transform, streetlights flickering on like tiny beacons of freedom.

Finally, the workday ends. Arcadia gathers her things with practiced efficiency, ignoring her colleagues' goodbyes as she heads for the door. The air outside is cool and crisp—perfect for what comes next. The walk to the club feels different tonight—charged with anticipation. The neon signs cast eerie glows across the pavement, the bass of the music already thrumming through the walls. As she approaches the entrance, the bouncer nods—he knows her well. Inside, the club pulses with energy—dark corners, dim lighting, and the scent of forbidden desires. Arcadia’s friend waves from a booth near the stage, surrounded by others of their kind—those who thrive in the shadows. The bass vibrates through her bones as she makes her way over.

Grinning at her friends, the others of darkness and the secrets. She greets them, shucking off her coat. They exchange knowing looks—the kind that speak of shared experiences and dangerous connections. Her friend hands Arcadia a drink, her eyes glinting with mischief.

"What extra this time?" Arcadia grins.

She leans in, voice barely audible over the music. "Something special. Word is he's coming tonight."

"He?" Arcadia grins, knowing the band she's referring to. Excitement and desire filled her with a quiver of anticipation.

Her friend smirks, taking a sip. "Lucien Virell. The Velvet Thorn himself. Some kind of private performance."

"Fucking hell." Arcadia grins. "His voice is like sex in my ear..."

The others chuckle darkly, clearly aware of her fascination. "Better than any blade or bullet. He's been watching the club lately."

"Really," Arcadia asks, raising a brow, sipping her drink, and feeling the alcohol hit her system, the buzz starting.

Her friend nods, scanning the crowd. "Rumor has it he's looking for something... or someone. And tonight's crowd is his hunting ground."

"Fuck, and I look like a normie..." Arcadia groans, pouting as she looks down at her work clothes.

She laughs, pulling her closer to the stage. "Perfect cover. No one suspects the innocent-looking ones. Besides, you've got darkness in your eyes."

"Girl... I look like an office mob..." Arcadia gripes

her friend smirks, eyeing the conservative attire. "Then let's change that. There's plenty of time before he arrives. Let's get you... unwrapped."

"Fuck yes!"

The group immediately moves, guiding her toward the restroom. The bass pulses through her veins as they begin transforming her—stripping away the mundane facade. Within minutes, she emerges from the bathroom transformed. Dark makeup accentuates her features, and leather replaces the office clothes. Her coworkers would barely recognize her now.

Grinning, her teeth gleam, her natural fangs accented by the black lipstick. Her friends admire their work, the vampire aesthetic complementing Arcadia’s wilder nature perfectly.

"Now you look like you belong in his world."

"Already do, babes..." Arcadia smirks, clearly more comfortable now.

The atmosphere shifts as a ripple of anticipation spreads through the crowd. Her friend tenses slightly. "Showtime. He's here."

Looking up, her breath catches, heart stopping at the man on the stage. It's... the man from her dreams... that's... Lucien Virell...

He stands there, commanding the space without effort. The blindfold remains in place, yet Arcadia feels his presence pierce straight through her. His silver hair catches the dim light, and his aura radiates danger and seduction. He tilts his head slightly, as if sensing her gaze.

Mouth open in awe and surprise, she seems to float toward the stage, the crowd parting for her.

The music stops abruptly as she approaches. His attention zeroes in on you, a subtle shift in his posture. "Well... what have we here?" His voice carries effortlessly through the silent club, rich and hypnotic.

The club fades around them, "My incubus..." she murmurs.

A faint smile plays on Lucien’s lips, intrigued by her words. The air crackles with energy as he steps down from the stage, each movement deliberate and predatory. "Incubus, am I? Interesting choice of name for a blind man." He draws closer, his scent - sandalwood and dark spices - enveloping her.

"You're the one from last night... my dream..." Arcadia murmurs breathlessly, her eyes wide as she moves
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