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    For the quiet hearts who dare to dream,For the ones who burn in silence,And for every soul who has ever craved dangermore than safety—This is for you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            In shadows we dance,where desire steals the light—a whispered secret,born of fire and night.
— From the heart of the thief
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CHAPTER 1: THE BEAST’S APPETITE
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Monte Carlo.

For the rest of the world, those two words meant champagne bubbles, fast cars, and the hopeful clatter of dice. For Dante Valenti, it was merely a hunting ground. And tonight’s prey was the Russian steel magnate sitting across the table, beads of sweat staining the collar of his expensive shirt. The man’s name was Boris, or maybe Igor. Dante didn’t give a a fuck. Names were irrelevant. Eyes were not.

And the eyes of Boris-Igor were telling Dante everything.

“All in,” Dante said, his voice neither high nor low. It was simply a statement of fact. He calmly pushed his last tower of chips toward the vibrant pile in the center of the table. A million euros.

The man held three kings. Dante knew it. But what Dante held was a bluff and an ironclad confidence. Boris was afraid, and he folded. The game was over.

An hour later, the silk sheets of the Imperial Suite at the Hôtel de Paris were sticky with sweat and sex. The air was a heady mix of expensive champagne, cum, and the lingering scent of skin. The brunette, Katerina, was splayed on the bed, a living sacrifice on a silk altar, her hands bound to the headboard with a silk tie. Her eyes were glazed over with lust, waiting.

The blonde, Anja, was on her knees before Dante. He sat on the edge of the massive bed as if on a throne.

“Lesson one, Anja,” Dante said, his voice a velvety command. “Obedience is the most potent aphrodisiac.” She nodded, a willing supplicant, and slowly took his hardened, veined cock into her mouth. She worked her tongue like an artist’s brush, a master of her craft.

Dante’s eyes shifted to Katerina. Her breath hitched as she watched them. “And your lesson is patience, Katerina,” he said. He picked up a strawberry from the silver tray on the nightstand. “You will learn that the sweetest pleasures are born from the longest torture.”

He rose slowly. Anja let out a grateful whimper, never breaking her rhythm. Dante moved to stand between Katerina’s trembling legs. He hovered the strawberry over her swollen, wet cunt, tracing circles around her clit without ever making contact.

“Oh, God... please...” Katerina begged, her hips bucking 제조업 off the bed.

A cruel smile touched Dante’s lips. “God isn’t here, sweet thing. There is only me. And I don’t begin until I hear what I want to hear.” He leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. “Show me how you beg.”

Simultaneously, he tightened his grip on Anja’s hair, forcing her head down, pushing his cock deeper down her throat. Her eyes watered, but she didn’t stop. This was what he demanded: absolute submission.

Katerina couldn’t take the sweet torment of the strawberry any longer. “I’m yours, Dante... completely yours... Please fuck me... I need you inside my cunt...”

“There it is,” Dante murmured. The words were the most potent drug. He tossed the strawberry aside. The anticipation was over. It was time for the act.

He pushed Anja away, gently but firmly. “Wait your turn, kätzchen,” he said. The blonde retreated obediently, her lips swollen and wet.

Dante descended on Katerina like a shadow. He parted her legs, hooking them over his shoulders. The position offered every inch of her to him. He pressed the hot, purple head of his cock against her drenched entrance. He entered her slowly, torturously, only a few inches deep.

Katerina’s back arched, a strangled scream tearing from her throat. It was a sound of pure, unfiltered pleasure. “More...”

Dante didn’t wait. In one powerful, fluid motion, he drove himself balls-deep inside her. Katerina’s scream filled the room. Her bound hands pulled at the silk tie, straining as if to break it.

“Watch,” Dante commanded, turning his head to Anja. “Watch how a woman is truly pleasured. And be ready to do better when it’s your turn.”

Anja watched, unblinking. Her face was a strange mixture of jealousy and awe.

Dante began to move inside Katerina with a savage rhythm. Each deep thrust was punctuated by the creak of the bed and a fresh cry of ecstasy from Katerina. He played her like an instrument against a wall, tuning each stroke until he found the perfect notes.

“I’m going to come... Oh, God, I’m coming!” Katerina screamed.

“Not until I allow it,” Dante growled. And at that exact moment, just as she was about to crest the peak of her orgasm, he pulled out of her completely. Her body convulsed with disappointed shock.

Without losing a second, he turned to Anja. He flipped her onto her back, threw her legs in the air, and this time, from behind, he entered her tight, unprepared asshole. Anja’s shriek of pain and shock was even louder than Katerina’s cries of pleasure. It was a new melody, and Dante wanted to hear it.

“Your turn,” he said, pulling her hair to turn her face toward him. “Scream louder than she did. Or I won’t stop.”

He began to move, slowly at first, giving her time to adjust but simultaneously pushing her limits. The initial pain slowly gave way to a forbidden, dark pleasure. Dante reached a hand around, his fingers finding her clit, and began to rub her in the same rhythm. The dual pleasure from two different places sent her mind reeling.

He saw, from the corner of his eye, that Katerina had recovered and was now watching them, her own fingers tracing her wetness. This was his masterpiece. A symphony. Three bodies, three souls, united by a single desire, and he was the conductor.

Anja’s orgasm came like a volcanic eruption. Her entire body seized, her tight asshole clenching around his cock like a vise. The sensation obliterated the last vestiges of Dante’s control.

He came inside her with a deep, guttural roar.

A few minutes later, the three of them lay on the bed, slick with sweat and gasping for air. Dante was between the two women, a conquering general after a victorious battle. But all he felt inside was that familiar, gaping void. His appetite was sated, but his soul was still starving.

He rose from the bed, his naked body like that of a Roman god. Every muscle was sculpted for a lethal purpose. He walked out onto the balcony. The lights of Monte Carlo glittered below him like a box of jewels.

His custom, encrypted phone vibrated in his pocket. A single word appeared on the screen: **CURATOR.**

The indifferent mask on Dante’s face vanished for the first time that night. It was replaced by an icy, deadly seriousness that very few people had ever seen. He answered the call.

“It is time, Dante,” said the digitally distorted, genderless voice on the other end.

Dante didn’t reply. He just listened.

“A moth has flapped its wings. And you are required to catch them.”

Silence.

“Istanbul. The Cinderella Protocol is a go.”

Dante ended the call. The hunt was over. It was time for the hunter to begin his work. And for the first time, the emptiness inside him began to fill with a familiar, dangerous thrill.
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CHAPTER 2: THE IVORY TOWER
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While Dante Valenti conquered bodies in a sun-drenched penthouse, Lina Soyer lived her life in the hushed, climate-controlled silence of the Musée de Cluny in Paris. Her world didn’t smell of sex and champagne; it smelled of aging parchment, of delicate binding glue, and of the faint, clean scent of archival paper. It was a world of ghosts, and she was their gentle keeper.

Her workstation was a large oak table, bathed in the soft, filtered light of a high, Gothic window. Spread before her was her current charge: a 15th-century Book of Hours, its vellum pages brittle with age. The miniature illustration she was working on depicted a serene Madonna, her blue robes the color of a twilight sky. A tiny flake of lapis lazuli pigment, no bigger than a grain of sand, had lifted near the hem of the robe. To anyone else, it was an imperceptible flaw. To Lina, it was a gaping wound.

Her fingers, steady and sure, moved with a reverence that bordered on worship. She wore a pair of magnifying loupes, making the tiny Madonna loom large before her. With a brush made of a single sable hair, she applied a microscopic droplet of sturgeon-glue adhesive to the spot. She held her breath, her entire universe shrinking to that single point of contact. Using a pair of feather-light tweezers, she gently guided the flake of blue back to its home.

A perfect fit.

She let out the breath she’d been holding, a quiet sigh of relief. A small smile touched her lips. This was her victory. Not the conquest of a person, but the preservation of a moment, a sliver of beauty rescued from the relentless jaws of time.

Lina was twenty-five, but in many ways, she seemed to belong to the century she so lovingly restored. Her long, dark hair was usually tied back in a simple, practical knot. She wore no makeup, save for the occasional smudge of pigment on her cheek. Her clothes were comfortable and unassuming—soft sweaters and long skirts that hid a figure she was not yet fully comfortable with. Her eyes, a deep, thoughtful brown, saw the world through a lens of history and art. They were eyes that had spent more time looking at the dead than the living.

That evening, she left the museum as the Paris sky turned the color of a bruised plum. The city’s energy, its chaotic symphony of traffic, chatter, and music, felt alien to her. She navigated the crowded streets like a timid ghost, her gaze fixed on the cobblestones, avoiding the boisterous crowds spilling from the brasseries.

Her apartment was a small, third-floor walk-up in the Latin Quarter, overlooking a quiet courtyard. It was her sanctuary, a fortress of solitude. The walls were lined not with posters or photographs, but with framed prints of illuminated manuscripts and anatomical drawings by Vesalius. Her furniture was old, mismatched, and loved. The air smelled of Earl Grey tea and old books.

She changed into a simple cotton nightgown and curled up in her favourite armchair with a well-worn copy of *Pride and Prejudice*. This was her routine. Her comfort. Mr. Darcy’s brooding pride was a safe, predictable form of male complexity. His passion was confined to the page, his desires articulated in elegant prose. It was a world she understood, a world she could control.

Later, as she lay in her bed, the city’s muted sounds filtering through her window, her thoughts drifted away from Regency England. The silence of her room became a canvas for her own, more private imaginings. Her hand, the same one that had so carefully mended the Madonna’s robe, slipped beneath the covers.

She thought of the heroes in her books—of their intense gazes, their forbidden touches, the way they would claim a woman’s lips with a passion that was both terrifying and thrilling. Her fingers traced the curves of her own body, a landscape she was still exploring with a hesitant curiosity.

Her breath quickened. A soft warmth spread through her belly. She let her imagination build a man from scratch: dark eyes, a dangerous smile, hands that knew what they were doing. Hands that would be both rough and gentle.

When she touched herself, it was with a tentative shyness. Her exploration was chaste, almost clinical. Her arousal was a mystery she was trying to solve. As the pleasure began to build, a familiar mix of fear and desire washed over her. She brought her small finger to the entrance of her wetness, hesitating. She let it slip just inside, only a fraction of an inch, feeling the delicate barrier that separated her from a world she both craved and dreaded.

She held it there, on the very edge of the unknown, as a quiet, breathless orgasm shuddered through her.

It was a contained pleasure, a secret kept even from herself. Afterward, she lay in the darkness, her heart pounding. She felt a familiar pang of loneliness, a yearning for something more than the ghosts in her books and the phantoms in her mind.

She had no idea that, thousands of kilometers away, a real phantom was preparing to shatter her ivory tower forever.
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CHAPTER 3: THE CINDERELLA PROTOCOL
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The private jet descended toward a secluded airfield outside of Rome like a silent, predatory bird. Inside, the scent of expensive leather and freshly brewed espresso replaced the lingering perfume of Monte Carlo. Dante Valenti was no longer the hedonistic playboy; he was the commander. He wore a simple, black cashmere sweater and dark trousers. His eyes, clear and sharp, studied the encrypted tablet in his hands.

The jet taxied into a nondescript hangar where two figures were waiting. They were the core of his team, the only people on earth he trusted with his life, if not his soul. They were “Renaissance.”

The first was a man who looked more like a perpetually exhausted university professor than a world-class hacker. This was **”Da Vinci”** (real name: Alistair Finch). His wire-rimmed glasses were perched on the end of his nose, and his fingers, stained with ink and what looked like motor oil, danced across the keyboard of a ruggedized laptop. He was the digital ghost who could walk through any firewall on earth.

The second was a woman who could blend into any crowd or command any room. **”Michelangelo”** (real name: Isabella Rossi) was a chameleon. One moment she could be a mousy librarian, the next a seductive diplomat’s wife. Her gift was not just disguise; it was a deep, intuitive understanding of human psychology. She could read a person’s desires and fears and play them like a violin.

“He’s finally lost it,” Da Vinci said without looking up from his screen as Dante stepped off the jet. “Langley. He might as well have asked us to steal the Pope’s soul.”

“The Curator doesn’t ask, Alistair. He demands,” Dante replied, his voice calm. He placed his tablet on the central table. A holographic map of the CIA’s headquarters shimmered to life. “This is the Cinderella Protocol.”

Isabella leaned forward, her dark eyes studying the blueprint. “An interesting choice of name. Does that make us the fairy godmothers?”

“It means we have until midnight,” Dante said. “We’ve identified a twelve-hour window during a system-wide hardware upgrade. During that time, jejich primary security network will be vulnerable. After that, the entire facility becomes a digital fortress that not even Da Vinci could crack.”

“Flattery will get you nowhere,” Da Vinci grumbled, “but the assessment is correct. It’s a suicide mission, Dante. What’s in this ‘Archive Zero’ that’s worth this kind of risk?”

“A chip,” Dante said simply. “Codename: ‘The Heart’. The Curator was... unspecific about its contents. He was, however, very specific about the consequences of failure.” He let that hang in the air for a moment. Both Alistair and Isabella knew what that meant. The Curator held a piece of Dante’s past, a mistake that could dismantle jejich entire lives.

“The physical access is a nightmare, but manageable,” Isabella said, tracing a route through the building’s ventilation system. “The real problem is the vault. It’s not on the network. It’s a cold vault, protected by a seven-layer biometric and cryptographic lock. We can’t hack it.”

“We don’t have to,” Dante said, his gaze unwavering. “The Curator provided the key. Or rather, the map to the key.”

He swiped a finger across the tablet, and a new image appeared: a page from a medieval manuscript, filled with bizarre, elegant script and illustrations of unidentifiable plants.

Da Vinci peered at it over his glasses. “The hell is that? Looks like something an elf would write after a night of heavy drinking.”

“It’s a page from the Lazzarini Codex,” Dante said. “A 15th-century enigma. For centuries, cryptographers have believed it’s a cipher. They were wrong. It’s not a cipher. It’s a language.”

“A language no one can read,” Isabella pointed out.

“Almost no one,” Dante corrected her. A new file opened on the screen. It was a personnel file, complete with a photograph. A woman with dark, serious eyes and an almost ethereal innocence.

Lina Soyer.

“Da Vinci, run a full background. Socials, financials, communications, everything. I want to know what she eats for breakfast and what she dreams about at night,” Dante commanded. “Michelangelo, you’ll handle surveillance. I want to know her routine, her habits, her weaknesses.”

Isabella studied Lina’s photo, a professional’s assessing gaze. “She looks... harmless. A librarian type. What’s her connection?”

“She’s the world’s leading expert on the Lazzarini Codex,” Dante explained. “She’s one of maybe three people alive who can decipher its linguistic patterns. The final key to the vault’s cryptographic lock is hidden within that script. She is going to get it for us.”

“And how, precisely, do we convince a mousy academic to help us commit treason and rob the CIA?” Da Vinci asked dryly.

Dante looked at Lina’s photo on the screen. He saw the quiet solitude in her eyes, the gentle curve of her lips. He saw a world completely untouched by his own. A challenge. A new, and far more dangerous, game.

A slow, predatory smile spread across his face.

“She’s not going to know she’s helping us,” he said. “I’ll handle Ms. Soyer myself.” 
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CHAPTER 4: FIRST CONTACT
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The Musée de Cluny was a tomb of silent beauty, a stark contrast to the calculated, cold efficiency of Dante’s world. He walked through its stone archways not as a commander or a predator, but as a man of wealth and taste. He wore a bespoke Italian suit of soft grey wool that fit him like a second skin. His hair was perfectly styled, and on his wrist was a Patek Philippe that was worth more than the entire annual budget of the museum’s restoration department. He was playing the part of “Dominic Sinclair,” an obscenely wealthy art collector with a passion for medieval history. It was a role he knew well.

His team had done their work. Da Vinci’s digital deep-dive had revealed a life of almost monastic simplicity. Lina Soyer had no social media presence to speak of, no credit card debt, no questionable online history. Her life was her work, her books, and her cat, a fluffy Persian named “Gutenberg.” Michelangelo’s surveillance confirmed it: she was a creature of habit. Museum, home, an occasional visit to a small bookstore. She was a woman living in a self-imposed, protective bubble.

A bubble Dante was about to burst.

He found her in a quiet, sunlit gallery dedicated to illuminated manuscripts. She was leaning over a glass case, her brow furrowed in concentration, completely lost in her world. The afternoon light caught the stray strands of dark hair that had escaped her bun, creating a halo effect around her head. Dante felt an unexpected, unfamiliar tightening in his chest. She was... pure. An artifact herself, perfectly preserved and untouched. The thought was both intriguing and intensely arousing.

He approached the case next to hers, pretending to study a Carolingian gospel. He waited for her to notice him. It took a full minute. When she finally straightened up and turned, she almost bumped into him.

“Oh! I’m so sorry, Monsieur,” she stammered, her cheeks flushing a delicate pink. Her eyes, wide and startled, met his.

Dante gave her a slow, charming smile designed to disarm. “The fault is entirely mine. It is a crime to disturb an artist at work.”

Lina’s flush deepened. “Oh, I’m not an artist. I’m a conservator.”

“A conservator,” Dante repeated, as if the word held a special significance. “Then you are more than an artist. You are a guardian of beauty. Dominic Sinclair.” He extended his hand.

She hesitated for a fraction of a second before placing her small, delicate hand in his. Her touch was surprisingly cool. “Lina Soyer. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“The pleasure is all mine, Mademoiselle Soyer. I must confess, I’ve been admiring your work from afar.”

Lina’s brow furrowed in confusion. “My work?”

“The Lazzarini Codex,” Dante said, delivering the line with practiced ease. “I’ve read your monograph on its linguistic anomalies. Brilliant. Absolutely groundbreaking.”

This was the key. Da Vinci had found the obscure academic paper she’d published two years ago, a work of passion read by likely no more than a dozen people. To Lina, it was as if a stranger had just recited a line from her secret diary.

Her eyes lit up with a genuine, unfeigned excitement that transformed her face. “You’ve read it? Really?”

“Every word,” Dante lied smoothly. “I am a private collector, and the Lazzarini has been a personal obsession of mine for years. Your theory that it is not a cipher, but a forgotten proto-language... it’s the only one that has ever made sense to me.”

For the next twenty minutes, he let her talk. He listened with feigned fascination as she spoke passionately about syntactical structures and morphological patterns. He asked just the right questions, dropping in details Da Vinci had fed him to make his interest seem authentic. He watched the way her hands moved when she spoke, the way her eyes shone. He was reeling her in, and she had no idea.

But something else was happening. Listening to her, he felt a strange sense of peace. In his world, every conversation was a transaction, every word a potential weapon. Her passion was pure, uncalculated. For a fleeting moment, he wasn’t Dante the thief or Dominic the collector. He was just a man, listening to a beautiful woman talk about the one thing she loved most in the world.

“I’m so sorry,” she said, suddenly stopping herself, a blush returning to her cheeks. “I must be boring you to tears.”

“On the contrary,” Dante said, his voice softer than he’d intended. “I’m captivated.” He looked directly into her eyes. “In fact, I would be honored if you would allow me to continue this conversation over dinner tonight.”

The invitation hung in the air between them. Lina’s mind screamed ‘no’. He was a stranger. He was too handsome, too rich, too confident. He was everything her safe, predictable world was not.

But her heart, a foolish, lonely thing, whispered ‘yes’.

“I... I would like that very much,” she heard herself say.

Dante’s smile widened. It was the smile of a predator who had just successfully cornered its prey. But as he looked at her, at the hopeful, trusting light in her eyes, he felt another, more dangerous emotion stir within him.

Regret.

He crushed it instantly. There was no room for regret in the Cinderella Protocol.
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CHAPTER 5: THE RED LINE
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Dinner was a masterclass in seduction. Dante didn’t take Lina to a trendy, ostentatious restaurant. He took her to a tiny, hidden bistro in a quiet corner of Saint-Germain-des-Prés, a place that felt like it had been preserved in amber since the 1920s. The lighting was low, the tables were intimate, and the wine was a vintage so rare it wasn’t even on the menu. It was a place designed to make a person feel like they were the only two people in the world.

He let her do most of the talking, artfully guiding the conversation. He learned about her childhood in a small town in Provence, her love for her cat, Gutenberg, and her dream of one day restoring the lost scrolls of Herculaneum. He listened, truly listened, and in her guileless honesty, he found a strange sort of reprieve from the constant calculations of his own mind. He made her laugh, a soft, musical sound that seemed to surprise even her. For a few hours, the part he was playing felt dangerously real.

Lina, for her part, was mesmerized. She had never been the object of such focused, intelligent attention. He didn’t just hear her words; he seemed to understand the thoughts behind them. The way he looked at her, with an intensity that was both flattering and unnerving, made her feel seen for the first time in her life. The wall she had so carefully built around herself was beginning to crumble, brick by brick.

After dinner, he didn’t suggest going to a bar. “I have something I’d like to show you,” he said, his voice a low murmur. “Something I think you’ll appreciate.”

His penthouse apartment was on the top floor of a Haussmannian building overlooking the Seine, with a direct view of the illuminated Eiffel Tower. The contrast to her own modest flat was breathtaking. The space was a testament to minimalist luxury: polished concrete floors, vast windows, and a curated collection of modern art that was worth a small fortune.

But what he led her to was a temperature-controlled, glass-walled room. His private library.

Inside were not just books, but artifacts. A first edition of Dante’s *Inferno*. A letter handwritten by Galileo. And there, displayed on a velvet pedestal under a soft spotlight, was a single, authenticated page from the Lazzarini Codex.

Lina gasped, her hand flying to her mouth. She moved toward it as if in a trance. “This is... this is impossible. It’s from the d’Este collection. It hasn’t been seen publicly in fifty years.”

“I am a very... persuasive collector,” Dante said, standing behind her. He was close enough now that she could feel the heat radiating from his body. His scent filled her senses—a clean, expensive mix of sandalwood, leather, and something uniquely, dangerously male.

“It’s magnificent,” she whispered, her eyes tracing the elegant, alien script.

“Not as magnificent as the woman who understands its secrets,” Dante murmured, his voice dropping to a husky whisper right next to her ear.

That was it. The final brick in her wall crumbled.

She turned to face him. The space between them was electric, charged with unspoken desire. He didn’t rush. He slowly raised a hand and gently tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear. His fingers brushed against her skin, sending a jolt of fire through her entire body.

He lowered his head and his lips met hers.

The kiss was not what she had imagined. Her fantasies had been of gentle, romantic kisses. This was something else entirely. It was a kiss of devastating expertise, a slow, deliberate claiming. It was soft at first, a question, but when she responded with a hesitant sigh, it deepened. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting her, exploring her with a confidence that left her breathless and dizzy. She felt herself melting into him, her hands coming up to grip the lapels of his expensive suit as if to steady herself.

He broke the kiss, but only to trail a line of fire down her jawline to the sensitive skin of her neck. His hands moved from her waist, sliding up her back, pressing her body firmly against his. She could feel the hard, undeniable proof of his arousal against her stomach. A thrill, sharp and terrifying, shot through her.

He was leading her out of the library, back toward the vast, dimly lit living area. His intentions were unmistakable. The massive, low-slung sofa in front of the window looked out over the glittering city. He was going to take her there, with all of Paris as their witness. The thought was scandalous, sinful, and utterly intoxicating.

He began to unbutton her simple silk blouse, his fingers deft and sure. Each button undone was a layer of her old life being stripped away. He kissed the hollow of her throat, his lips finding her racing pulse.

And that’s when the fear, cold and sharp, cut through the fog of desire.

It was all happening too fast. This man, this perfect, beautiful man, was a stranger. She knew nothing about him, except that he was rich and charming and made her feel things she had never felt before. A small, rational voice in the back of her mind screamed a warning.

He was about to slip the blouse from her shoulders when she placed her hands flat against his chest, pushing gently.

“Stop,” she whispered, the word barely audible.

Dante froze. His eyes, dark with passion, searched hers. “Lina?”

“I... I can’t,” she said, her voice trembling but firm. She took a step back, pulling the edges of her blouse together. “I’m sorry. This is too much. It’s too fast.”

Confusion warred with frustration on Dante’s face. He had never been stopped. Not like this. Not when victory was so close. For a moment, his predatory instincts flared. He could easily push past her defenses, take what he wanted. He knew she wanted it too.

But then he looked at her eyes. He saw the genuine fear there, mixed with a profound, heartbreaking disappointment in herself. This wasn’t a game. This wasn’t a coquette’s ploy. This was a real boundary. A red line.

And for some reason he couldn’t fathom, he found himself unwilling to cross it.

He took a step back, raising his hands in a gesture of surrender. The hunter was, for the first time, retreating. The mask of the seducer fell away, replaced by something more complex, something almost... gentle.

“You’re right,” he said, his voice surprisingly steady. “Forgive me. I was out of line.”

The raw, physical hunger was still thrumming through his veins, a beast demanding to be fed. But as he looked at this trembling, resolute woman, he realized this hunt was going to be far more complicated than he had ever imagined.
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