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Heels on Gravel Like Grinding Bones

The air in the Masquerade Garden was a heady mix, the musk of crushed roses and the sweet sting of night blooming jasmine. Somewhere outside the high, ivy-choked stone walls of the enclosure the city droned on, an indifferent, massive beast that seemed unaware of the secrets bubbling inside. Here though, only shadows and unspoken intentions remained, lanterns flickering low to cast sharp, gilded beams across the gravel paths snaking through the dark like arteries.

Adrian tugged at the edge of his mask as he caught a fractured reflection in a cracked fountain basin, his fingers exploring the tight, unforgiving velvet stretched taut across his cheekbones.

His pulse hammered, a steady, rhythmic beat that pulsed against his skin.

This thing fit him like a second face, tight and unyielding, obscuring everything but the glint in his eyes. A snag - a thumb snagged on a loose thread - caused him to grunt, a low, guttural sound, and he tugged it free.

Not perfect.

Neither was he.

The mask shifted a fraction and he steadied it with a rough hand, his jaw tightening. He was not here to play dress-up, to dance with someone clueless.

He was here to take.

Ahead, the garden sprawled out before him, a manicured labyrinth of secret nooks and overgrown corners ripe for…tension. Luna entered the garden through the arched gate, the click of her heels a satisfying sound against the gravel, like the grinding of bones underfoot.

Her mask, crimson, sharply angular, sat snugly on her face, giving her features a fierce, almost brutal quality.

She stopped at a puddle, glimpsing her own reflection and tugged at the straps behind her ears.

It pinched. Damned thing.

“Damn,” she whispered, a clipped, sharp hiss swallowed instantly by the night.

She wasn’t some innocent little dove straying in the dark.

This was intentional.

Her fingers fumbled for a second before she found the knot and tightened it with a sharp, decisive jerk. She stood tall, chin high, shoulders back.

The air crackled around her, like the static before a storm.

Heat flared along her neck. Every rustle, every whisper.

He was there.

She knew it.

She wasn’t about to let him surprise her. Adrian stepped out from the shade of a contorted yew, his silhouette cutting a swathe through the gloom like a knife.

The scuff of his boots on the dirt was deliberate - he wanted her to hear him approach. The mask hid his smirk, but it was there, tilting the corners of his lips.

He stopped a few feet away, close enough to see the rapid rise and fall of her chest.

“You’re late,” his voice came, low, masked, a silken blade.

Luna did not flinch.

“You’re impatient,” she snapped, her words clipped, laced with defiance.

She shifted her weight, cocking a hip - just for a split second. Recovering instantly, she planted her feet firmly and met his gaze through two fiery slits in the crimson mask.

“In a hurry? Afraid I’ll run off?”

He let out a low, rough laugh.

“Afraid you’ll bore me.”

He took a step closer, misjudged the ground, his toe catching a root, and he stumbled. Irritated heat bloomed in his chest.

The mask felt tighter now, an invitation pressed against his skin.

“Your mask is slipping. Fix it.”

Her hand shot to her face, her fingers brushing the edge of the velvet.

It was fine, damned fine, but the implication burned. She adjusted it anyway, pulling too tight then settling it back with a sharp glare.

“Yours isn’t exactly perfect either.”

She nodded towards the faint tilt of the velvet along his cheek.

“Worried I’ll see too much?”

Adrian’s eyes narrowed. The space between them thrummed, charged with unspoken bets.

He could smell her, a sharp, floral note that sliced through the cloying sweetness of the garden.

His pulse beat a heavy rhythm low in his gut.

She was baiting him. And god, it was working.

He stepped in again, closer this time, deliberate, his shadow eclipsing hers.

Luna stood her ground, though a small gasp escaped her, a hiccup of air she couldn’t suppress. Her fingers twitched at her sides, caught between wanting to shove him away and pull him closer.

She didn’t know which yet.

The lanterns swung, casting his masked face into stark relief, and her awareness heightened.

Every line of him, every muscle taut beneath the velvet. He wasn’t just a shadow.

He was a threat. And she would not yield.

“Keep staring,” he said, his voice dropping, rich with implication.

“You’ll need your eyes for what’s coming.” A quick, cruel smile flashed under her mask.

“You will too.”

Her words hung in the air, a challenge tossed into the soft earth. The garden waited, dark and hungry, for one of them to break.

The Masquerade Garden swallows them whole, a jumble of shadows and jagged edges.

Lanterns sway overhead, their weak amber light spilling onto gnarled branches clawing at the sky.

The air hangs thick and heavy, tasting of damp earth and the slow decay of fallen blossoms - granular, living, clinging to their skin. Adrian moves first, boots crunching a path through the undergrowth, his masked face a dark slash against the emerald backdrop.

His pulse pounds a relentless tattoo in his throat.

She’s behind him.

He feels her presence, a prickle of heat against his back.

Luna follows, steps precise and defiant, her crimson mask catching the lantern light like a fresh wound. She ducks under a low-hanging hedge, thorns tearing at her hem.

“Damn it,” she mutters as she yanks free, a branch scraping her shoulder with a sharp crack in the stillness.

Her nerves jump, electric, each rustle of leaves a jolt to her spine.

He’s leading, true, but she’s not a lamb to slaughter. Not tonight.

He stops abruptly, turning so quickly she almost runs headfirst into him.

The air between them hums, charged and taut. His hand flashes out, aiming for her arm - it misses, just, his fingers brushing against her sleeve instead.

He recovers, closing the distance between them.

“You’re loud,” he says, his masked voice sharp, a whipcrack against the silence.

“I thought you’d be smarter than that.”

Her lip curls under the mask.

“Thought you’d be faster.”

She plants her feet, wavering for a beat before she locks it down.

The garden’s a cage now-hedges looming, air heavy with unspoken dares.

She shoves at his chest, a push that lands awkward, knuckles brushing his collarbone.

He doesn’t budge.

She hates how it feels-hot, unsteady, alive.

Adrian’s eyes glint behind the velvet, locked on hers. He grabs her wrist this time, grip firm but slipping a fraction-sweat slicking his palm.

He pulls her in, close enough her breath hits his mask, warm and quick.

“Push harder,” he growls, the words a taunt, a promise.

His body heat sears through his coat, radiating into her. The garden fades-only her pulse, hammering wild, fills the space.

She twists, testing his hold. Her wrist slips, then catches-he tightens, stumbling for a split second before steadying.

“Let go,” she snaps, voice clipped, fraying at the edges.

But her body leans in, betraying her, hips tilting toward his like a magnet’s pull.

She feels the strain in her thighs, the ache building low. She could break free.

She doesn’t.




The Garden Watches, Silent and Greedy

His laugh rumbles, rough and low.

“Make me.”

He steps into her space, chest brushing hers-fabric drags, a tease of friction that sends her pulse pounding harder.

The mask hides his mouth, but she knows it’s smirking, daring her to crack.

A thorned vine snags his sleeve; he rips it loose, then plants himself firmer. The garden watches, silent, greedy.

Luna’s breath hitches. Her hand flattens against him, fingers splayed-wavering as she feels the hard plane of muscle under his shirt.

She shoves again, weaker now, more a plea than a fight.

His heat’s everywhere, sinking into her skin, and the air tastes of salt and want.

She glares through her mask, defiant still, but her knees tremble, resistance crumbling under his stare.

“Keep fighting,” he says, voice dropping, thick with edge. “Makes it better when you lose.”

Her eyes flash, a last spark of steel.

“Who says I will?”

But her voice wavers, and the garden knows-she’s teetering, desire clawing through the cracks. The shadows shift, closing in, as their wills tangle and fray.

A hidden alcove yawns open in the Masquerade Garden, its stone walls slick with moss and secrets. The air’s cooler here, sharp with the bite of ivy and the faint drip of water echoing off unseen corners. Lanterns gutter out beyond the hedge, leaving only a sliver of moonlight to carve their shapes-Adrian’s broad frame looming, Luna’s taut silhouette trembling on the edge.

He drags her in, one hand still locked around her wrist, the other shoving aside a curtain of vines that slap back wet against his arm.

Her heels skid on the damp floor-she catches herself, nails digging into his forearm.

“Watch it,” she snaps, clipped and fraying, but her voice cracks under the weight of his pull.

Her pulse slams hard, a wild rhythm she can’t tame.

The alcove smells of earth and sweat, and his heat’s a furnace now, pressing into her like a brand.

She’s still fighting, but it’s slipping, breath hitching.

Adrian pivots, pinning her against the stone. His mask brushes her cheek, velvet rasping skin-her composure falters, a shiver ripping through her.

“You’re done running,” he says, voice masked and heavy, dripping with certainty.

His free hand slides up her thigh, rough fingers snagging her skirt, tugging it high.

She jerks, hips bucking toward him even as her jaw tightens. She glares through her crimson slits, but her thighs part-just a fraction.

“Fuck you,” she spits, conflicted desire lacing the words.

Her hands shove at his chest, weaker now, palms flattening against him. She feels the thud of his heart, fast and brutal, and her composure crumbles a little more.

His grip shifts, slipping to her hip-fumbling the angle, then clamps down harder.

The stone bites into her back, cold and unyielding, a stark jolt against the fire building low in her gut.

He leans in, mask grazing her ear.

“Say it again.”

His breath’s hot, ragged, and his fingers dig in, pulling her flush against him.

She gasps, her body betraying her-hips grinding into his, slow and desperate.

Her skirt’s bunched now, exposing the slick heat between her legs, and he groans, a low, masked rumble that vibrates through her. She’s cracking under the weight of want.

Luna’s head tips back, throat bared.

“Fuck you,” she repeats, softer, the tremble of it.

Her hands slide up, clutching his shoulders, nails scraping fabric.

His cock presses against her through his trousers, hard and insistent, and her defenses fail-legs widening, inviting him in.

The alcove spins, shadows blurring as her control slips, lost to the pulse pounding in her core.

He doesn’t wait. His hand dives between them, tearing at his belt-a clumsy rip of leather, buckle clanking loud.

“Good girl,” he growls, the words a dark promise.

She flinches at it, but her hips roll forward, chasing the friction.

The stone’s rough against her spine, his fingers rougher as they brush her cunt-wet, ready, quivering. Her breath’s a mess, sharp little gasps, and she hates how much she needs it.

“Move,” she mutters, the grit of her voice.

She pulls at his coat, unsteady, urging him closer.

He smirks under the mask-she can’t see it, but she feels it-and shoves his trousers down just enough.

The air’s thick, electric, and her body’s screaming, every nerve lit up as he presses in, teasing, not yet taking.

She’s yielding, piece by jagged piece, and the garden holds its breath for the break.

The alcove’s a furnace now, walls sweating with the heat of their tangle. Moonlight slashes through the ivy, catching the glint of Adrian’s mask as he looms over her-dark, unreadable, a shadowed king claiming his ground.

The air’s a snarl of musk and salt, thick with the scent of her slick cunt and his raw need.

Luna’s back arches off the stone, skirt rucked up to her hips, thighs trembling as he presses between them.

Her breath’s a jagged mess, hitching fast.
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