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Book Club Droning On

The living room stank of cheap merlot and dog-eared paperbacks, the residue of boozy chatter lingering on the air like the ghosts of conversations past. Clara’s immaculately tidy, bookish home, all crisp white curtains and gleaming hardwood, was practically an advertisement for domestication- a domestic trap designed to be violated. Tonight, the book club had been an endless droning session about some Russian dirge that nobody had bothered finishing. Now, the lot of them were filing out, a procession of mumbled goodnights and half-hearted embraces, rustling coats and jangling keys.

He didn’t flinch. Just took the glass, fingers brushing hers - rough, warm, lingering a beat too long.

“Cheers,” he grunted, tipping it back.

The merlot burned down his throat, sharp and bitter, and his heart kicked hard, slamming against his ribs.

She was close enough to smell again - wine and sweat and that fuckin’ lavender - and it was shredding his resolve. Clara gripped her own glass, knuckles white, and knocked it back like a shot.

The wine hit her tongue, tart and heavy, and she winced, a quick shudder running through her. She set the glass down too fast, the base wobbling before it settled.

“There,” she said, voice tight, “last drink. Now get out.”

He smirked, setting his tumbler next to hers, empty.

“Bullshit.”

His hand twitched toward her hip, then stopped, hovering. His cock strained, begging him to close the gap, but he didn’t.

Not yet.

“You’re shaking, darlin’. Ain’t just the cold in here.”

Her eyes snapped to his, sharp and pissed, but her lips parted, wet and red from the wine.

“Don’t flatter yourself,” she said, but her voice cracked, a hairline fracture in her armor.

She stepped back, heel catching on a tile, and she stumbled - just a half-second falter, but enough to make her grab the counter.

Her chest heaved, tits pressing against that blouse, and fuck, he could see the outline of her bra now, lace peeking through.

Evan’s blood roared, pressure building low in his gut. He took a step, boots heavy on the floor, and she straightened, chin up like she could still play the host.

“I said out, Evan.”

But her gaze dipped to his mouth, then lower, tracing the wet stain on his shirt, the way it clung to his chest. Her fingers flexed on the counter, nails digging in.

He could’ve grabbed her then - shoved her against the fridge, yanked that skirt up, buried his face in her cunt till she screamed.

His hands itched for it, palms sweaty, but he held back, jaw tight.

“You don’t want me gone,” he said, low and sure, “you’re just scared of what happens if I stay.”

She laughed, short and brittle, but it died fast. Her tongue flicked out, tasting the wine on her lips, and her resolve wavered, a flicker of heat breaking through.

“You’re full of shit,” she muttered, but she didn’t move away.

Didn’t push him out.

Just stood there, breathing too fast, the air between them crackling. His dick pulsed, hard and insistent, and he shifted his weight, unsteady for a split second.

The merlot buzzed in his veins, fraying his edges, and he clenched his fists to keep from lunging.

She saw it - the momentary doubt in his stance - and her eyes darkened, like she knew she was winning and losing all at once.

“One more step,” she warned, voice barely above a whisper, “and you’re done.”

He grinned, dirty and slow, and stayed right where he was.

For now.

The kitchen light flickered, a dull pulse that threw Evan’s shadow across the tiles like a jagged stain. The merlot bottle sat empty now, a glassy husk tipped over on the counter, its last drops bleeding into the wood. Clara’s hair was mussed, strands sticking to her neck where sweat beaded, her blouse untucked on one side.

The air was thick - stale wine, her perfume, his musk - a stew of heat that clung to their skin.

She leaned against the fridge, one hip cocked, trying to look steady, but her eyes were glassy, pupils blown wide.

Evan stood too close, boots planted wide, his shirt still damp and sticking to his chest. His head buzzed, a hot swirl of booze and want, and his cock hadn’t quit, straining hard against his jeans like it was pissed at him for holding back.

He dragged a hand through his hair, rough, unsteady, and let out a low, ragged laugh.

“Fuck, Addie, you’re killin’ me here.”

She blinked at him, slow, like his words were sinking through mud. Her lips parted, wine-stained and glossy, and she swayed - just a fraction - before catching herself.

“What’re you even talking about?”

Her voice was sharp, but it cracked at the edges, brittle as fuck.

He stepped in, cutting the space between them to nothing. His breath hit her face, warm and sour with merlot.

“You know damn well,” he growled, hands flexing at his sides.

“Been wantin’ to shove you down and fuck you senseless since you poured that first glass. Ain’t playin’ anymore.”

Her breath hitched, loud in the quiet. The mask she’d been wearing - the cool, collected host bullshit - slipped, and her eyes went wide, raw, like he’d ripped something open.

“Evan -” she started, but her voice faltered, and she pressed a hand to her chest, fingers trembling.

“You can’t just say that.”

“Why the fuck not?”

He leaned closer, his nose brushing her hair, inhaling her.

His heart slammed, a wild thud that echoed in his dick.

“You’re feelin’ it too. Don’t lie to me, Addie. I see it - your tits hard under that shirt, the way you keep lookin’ at my mouth.”

She flinched, like he’d slapped her with the truth, and her hand dropped to the counter, gripping hard.

“You’re drunk,” she snapped, but it sounded weak, desperate, like she was begging herself to believe it.

Her thighs pressed together, a quick squeeze she couldn’t hide, and her cheeks flushed dark.

“So’re you,” he shot back, voice dropping low, thick with need.

“And I’m done fuckin’ around. I want you, Addie. Want my hands on your ass, my tongue in your cunt, want you screamin’ my name till the neighbors bang on the wall.”

Her mouth fell open, a soft gasp slipping out, and the last of her walls crumbled.

She didn’t push him away. Didn’t yell. Just stared at him, chest heaving, her nipples poking through that blouse like they were screaming for his teeth.

“Jesus, Evan,” she whispered, and it wasn’t a no - it was a crack, a floodgate creaking open.

“I - I’ve thought about it. Too much.”

That hit him like a punch. His cock throbbed, a wet spot blooming on his jeans, and he groaned, low and guttural.

“Yeah? How much?”

He grabbed her wrist, not hard, just enough to feel her pulse racing under his thumb.

“Tell me, darlin’. Tell me what you’ve been thinkin’ when you’re alone, touchin’ yourself.”

Her eyes flickered away, then back, and the act fell through, seeping into the sticky space between them.

“You,” she conceded, her voice little more than a whisper, raw and fresh like a scab. “Your hands. Your… holy hell, your dick. Wondering what it would feel like, what you’d sound like fucking me.” Her free hand clutched the refrigerator handle, knuckles white as bone, as though she’d buckle under her own weight if she released it.

He was done.

That admission was like a fire burning through the last shreds of self-control.

His grip on her wrist tightened, pulling her hard against him, her breasts crashing into his chest.

She didn’t fight him, just inhaled a sharp gasp, her body pliant and trembling, her heat searing through his shirt.

“God, Addie,” he rasped, forehead dropping to touch hers, their breaths mingling. “You’re going to have to do that with your mouth, if you want me dead.”

She laughed, a shaky, wild sound that vibrated through him, and her fingers dug into his shirt, pulling him closer. The walls of pretend were down, the truth pulsed raw and vibrant between them, crackling in the air-thick, messy, inevitable.

The living room absorbed them whole, a dusky cavern after the kitchen’s stark light. The sofa, its faded velvet sagged and hollowed with the imprint of countless past nights, emanated a faint odor of spilled beer and aging cologne.

A single floor lamp in the corner cast a warm, hazy pool of light that turned the perspiration glistening on Clara’s neck into liquid gold. Evan’s boots echoed softly on the hardwood, a steady, insistent rhythm mirroring the pulsing thrum of his cock.

Slipping free of his hold, her wrist sliding out, Clara spun around to face him. Her blouse hung loose now, the top button undone, revealing the lace cup of her bra and the curve of her breast.

“Sit,” she commanded, her voice low and controlled, though her eyes-god, those eyes-remained fixed on him, tracking the growing bulge beneath the fabric like a hungry animal.

Evan’s mouth curled into a slow, dirty grin as he dropped onto the sofa, his legs splayed wide. The old springs creaked in protest, the sound amplified in the stillness, and he leaned back, his arms slung over the sofa’s back.

His shirt hiked up, exposing a sliver of tight stomach muscle disappearing into his waistband, dark hair clinging to his skin.

“Your throne, darlin’,” he drawled, patting the empty cushion beside him.

“C’mon, Addie. Not gonna bite. Yet.”

She paused for a beat, her breath hitching.

Then she moved-a languid swing of her hips, the tap of her heels, a deliberate tease that made his dick jump hard. She perched on the edge of the sofa, tantalizingly close but not touching, the hem of her skirt creeping up to reveal the sweep of her thigh.




Scent and Heat Building

The space between them shimmered, filled with the heady scent of lavender and her heat, and a delicious ache began to build low in his balls.

“Goddamn, you’re playin’ with fire,” he grunted, his voice rough, and slid his hand to rest on his thigh, inches from his strained zipper. He could feel her warmth emanating across the void-the quick flutter of her breathing, the way her fingers dug into the velvet, the faint tremors that ran through her legs.

Clara’s lips curved in a small, sharp smirk, and she leaned back, crossing her legs. The movement rode her skirt higher, exposing a longer expanse of smooth skin that drew his gaze.

“Maybe I like the heat,” she murmured, her voice laced with cool taunt, but a faint tremor at the end belied her composure.

Her chest rose and fell with rapid breaths, nipples stiffening against the thin fabric of her bra.

He shifted toward her, his knee brushing hers. The fleeting contact sent a jolt through him, a hot spark that made him leak, a damp slick spreading on his jeans.

“Yeah? Then move closer,” he demanded, his voice low and guttural, and edged his hand up her thigh-resting, not grabbing, just a warm, heavy presence.

Her skin was like satin against his rough calluses, and she made no effort to withdraw it.

Her gaze slid down to his hand, then back up to his face, and the room felt as though it were contracting, the tension coiling tighter. Slowly, deliberately, she uncrossed her legs, letting her right knee fall open just enough to tease.

“You’re pushy,” she whispered, but she leaned forward, her shoulder nudging his, her breath hot and sweet on his neck.

The sensation was a dizzying rush, her pulse racing, her perfume flooding his senses.

“Damn right I am,” he growled, his fingers tightening on her thigh, inching up toward the edge of her skirt.

His cock was throbbing, a relentless throb, and he could feel her tremble now, her heat so close he could almost taste it on the air.

“You’re sittin’ there all proper, but I know you’re wet as hell, Addie. Bet you’re soaked right through.”

She sucked in a sharp, audible gasp, and her hand came to rest on his chest, not pushing, just firm, fingers pressing into his shirt.

“You’re an asshole,” she said, but the words were thick and needy, and the tips of her nails raked across his pecs, sending a firestorm of sensation through him. “This is gonna be fun,” he whispered, leaning into her ear, “especially when I have you pinned under me and you’re screamin’ my name.”

Her head tilted, her eyes meeting his, her lips parting to reveal a soft, dark promise. As she shifted closer on the couch, her thigh pressing against his, the heat emanating from her felt like an electric charge, burning through the fragile threads of his self-restraint.

His hand traveled upward
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