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The forest was alive with whispers, leaves rustling like the murmurs of the dead. Elenya moved silently through the underbrush, her bare feet pressing into the damp earth. The air was thick with the scent of moss and decay, and the moonlight filtered through the canopy, casting eerie shadows that danced across her alabaster skin. She wasn’t searching for anything in particular—just the quiet solitude of the woods. But tonight, the forest had other plans.

A faint sound reached her ears—soft, wet, deliberate. It wasn’t the scrape of claws or the snap of twigs. It was something... hungrier. Her heart fluttered, not with fear but with curiosity. She followed the noise, her steps light as a shadow, until she saw him.

Morvek crouched low over an open grave, his long, skeletal fingers tearing into the earth. His hair was a tangled mess of black strands that clung to his pallid face, and his eyes glowed faintly in the dark, like embers in ash. He was gaunt, almost ethereal, his skin stretched thin over sharp bones. But there was something mesmerizing about him, something that made her breath catch ever so slightly.

She stepped closer, and the crunch of a dry leaf underfoot betrayed her presence. Morvek froze, his head snapping up to meet her gaze. For a moment, they simply stared at each other, the silence between them charged with something unspoken.

“What are you doing here, little faerie?” His voice was low, gravelly, like the whisper of wind through hollow trees. It sent a shiver through her, though she couldn’t say why.

Elenya tilted her head, her golden hair catching the moonlight. “I could ask you the same,” she replied, her voice soft but steady. “Feeding on the dead?”

He smirked, a strange, almost feral expression. “I have to eat. Can’t rely on the living to share their spoils.” His gaze raked over her, predatory but not threatening. “Though you smell... different.”

She took another step forward, her chest rising and falling with a rhythm that felt heavier now. “Different how?”

Morvek straightened, his towering height making her feel small in comparison. He reached out with one of his unnaturally long fingers, brushing it against her arm. The touch was cool, almost icy, but it sent a spark of warmth through her veins. He inhaled deeply, his eyes narrowing. “You taste like starlight,” he murmured. “Like something I’ve never had before.”

Elenya’s lips parted, a soft exhale escaping her. She wasn’t sure what compelled her—whether it was curiosity or something deeper—but she leaned into his touch. “And if I let you taste more?”

His eyes darkened, a flicker of something wild passing through them. “Careful, faerie. You don’t know what you’re inviting.”

But she didn’t move away. Instead, she closed the distance between them, her body almost touching his. She could feel the chill emanating from him, but it was oddly comforting, like standing in the shadow of a moonlit cliff. “Maybe I want to find out,” she whispered.

Morvek’s hand slid up her arm, his fingers tracing the curve of her shoulder. His touch was gentle but deliberate, sending ripples of sensation through her skin. He leaned down, his face inches from hers, his breath cool against her lips. “You’re playing with fire,” he warned.

“Then burn me,” she breathed.

Their lips met in a kiss that started slow, tentative, as though testing the waters. His mouth was cold, but the way it molded against hers sent a surge of heat through her body. She pressed closer, her hands sliding up his chest to grasp the tattered fabric of his shirt. He deepened the kiss with a hunger that surprised even himself, his tongue brushing against hers in a dance that was both desperate and tender.

Elenya moaned softly, the sound swallowed by his mouth as he cupped her face with both hands. His elongated fingers dipped into her hair, pulling her closer still until there was no space left between them. She could feel the tension in his body, the way he fought to hold back, but she didn’t want him to. She wanted all of him—his darkness, his hunger, everything.

Morvek broke the kiss just long enough to growl low in his throat, his eyes blazing with need. “You’re dangerous,” he muttered against her lips.

“So are you,” she replied, her voice trembling with desire.

He didn’t hesitate this time. His hands gripped her waist, lifting her effortlessly as he pressed her against the trunk of a nearby tree. Her legs wrapped around his hips instinctively, and she gasped as his body pressed into hers. The roughness of his clothing scraped against her bare skin, but she barely noticed—all she could focus on was the way his mouth devoured hers, claiming her with a ferocity that left her breathless.

Her fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him closer as if the kiss alone wasn’t enough. She could feel the urgency building between them, a desperate need to bridge the gap between their worlds. And as he trailed his lips down her neck, nipping at the delicate skin there, she knew this was just the beginning.

“Morvek...” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

He paused, lifting his head to look at her. His eyes were dark with desire, but there was something else there too—something softer, almost vulnerable. “Tell me to stop,” he said hoarsely.

She shook her head, her hands gripping his shoulders tighter. “Don’t you dare.”

Morvek’s cool fingers traced the curve of Elenya’s spine, moving with a precision that made her shiver despite the warmth pooling in her core. His touch was electric, sending sparks skittering across her skin as he found the delicate laces of her dress. She could feel each tug, each careful pull of the fabric loosening, as if he were unwrapping something sacred. The dress slipped from her shoulders, pooling at her feet in a whisper of silk, leaving her bare and vulnerable under the moonlit sky.

Her breath faltered for a moment, caught somewhere between anticipation and surrender. She stood there, alabaster skin glowing in the pale light, every curve and dip of her body exposed to his hungry gaze. Morvek’s eyes burned like embers, roving over her with a intensity that made her pulse quicken. He reached out, his elongated fingers skimming her collarbone, tracing a path down to the swell of her breasts. The contrast of his cool touch against her warm skin sent a shudder through her, and she arched into him almost instinctively.

“You’re... incredible,” he murmured, his voice low and rough with need. His hands slid down her sides, mapping her waist, her hips, as if he were committing every inch of her to memory.

Elenya’s hands found their way to his chest, her fingers curling into the fabric of his tunic. Her heart pounded as she tugged at it, desperate to feel him closer, to bridge the distance between them. With a swift motion, he pulled it over his head, revealing his gaunt, sinewy frame. His skin was pale and marred with faint scars, yet there was an undeniable allure to his otherworldly form. She pressed her palms against him, feeling the subtle rise and fall of his chest, the faint thrum of something not quite living but still so alive.

His lips crashed into hers again, this time with a hunger that stole her breath. Their kiss was fervent, consuming, as if they were trying to devour each other whole. His tongue explored her mouth with a slow, deliberate intensity, drawing moans from deep within her throat. One of his hands tangled in her golden hair, tilting her head back to deepen the kiss, while the other slipped lower, cupping the curve of her ass.

The cool night air brushed against her heated skin, raising goosebumps that only heightened her sensitivity. His hands roamed freely now, exploring every inch of her with a reverence that left her trembling. His touch was both possessive and tender, as though he couldn’t decide whether to claim her or worship her.

He trailed kisses down her neck, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin until she let out a soft gasp. His lips moved lower, finding the peak of her breast and teasing it with his tongue. She cried out softly, her fingers tightening in his hair as he took her nipple into his mouth, sucking gently before flicking it with the tip of his tongue. The sensation was electric, sending jolts of pleasure straight to her core.

“Morvek...” she moaned, her voice trembling with desire. Her hips rocked against him instinctively, seeking friction, seeking more.

He responded with a growl that reverberated through her entire body. One of his hands slid between her thighs, his fingers parting her folds with a tenderness that belied the hunger in his eyes. She gasped as he found her wet and ready for him, his fingertips brushing against her clit in slow, teasing circles. Every touch was deliberate, calculated to drive her wild, and she was helpless against the wave of pleasure building inside her.

“Please,” she begged, her voice barely more than a whisper. She didn’t even know what she was asking for—all she knew was that she needed him, needed this, more than she had ever needed anything before.

Morvek’s eyes met hers, dark and smoldering, as he pressed a single finger inside her. She gasped at the sudden intrusion, her walls clenching around him as he began to move with a slow, rhythmic pace. His thumb found her clit again, applying just the right amount of pressure to send sparks shooting through her body. Her legs trembled, and she clung to him as he worked her with expert precision, pushing her closer and closer to the edge.

“That’s it,” he murmured against her ear, his breath hot and uneven. “Let me hear you.”

She couldn’t hold back the cries that escaped her lips as the pleasure intensified, building to a crescendo that threatened to consume her entirely. Her body tensed, every muscle coiled tight as she teetered on the brink of release. And then, with one final stroke of his fingers, she shattered, her orgasm crashing over her like a tidal wave. Her cries echoed through the forest as she rode out
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