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  Chapter one
The Selection


Claire’s parlor reeked of overpriced candles, sandalwood and something burnt and sweet, like vanilla left too long on the stove. The room was thick with the sound of women’s voices, already slurred from the second bottle of wine. Mila slipped in, eight minutes late, her coat dripping and her face red from running. She hated being late. It always felt like showing up after everyone had already decided who was getting fucked. 
Claire looked up first. Always did.
Claire sat on the arm of the velvet sofa, legs crossed so her skirt hiked up and flashed the lace of her stockings. She looked like she owned the place, which she did, and she knew it. Her black hair hung over her shoulder, shiny as oil, and the smile she gave Mila was the kind you’d give a dog begging for scraps.
“Darling,” Claire drawled, voice smoke and velvet. “We were just getting to the good part.”
Mila forced a laugh that sounded thinner than she intended. “Traffic. Sorry.”
Mila dumped her coat on the rack and took the last chair, right by the fire. The heat crawled up her legs and made her stockings itch and stick to her skin. The other women barely looked up, already lost in the filth of the book.
This month’s book was sprawled across every lap like a dirty secret: The Hollow Claim, infamous enough that the internet had to shut down the reviews for being too filthy. The cover was just black, with a red ribbon slashed across it like a bloodstain. Inside, the writing didn’t bother with pretty words. It spelled out every fuck, every squelch, every twitching muscle in raw, merciless detail.
Claire opened the discussion the way she always did: by reading aloud.
She chose the scene on page 147. The one where the husband pins his wife against the hotel room wall, hikes her dress, and fucks her while the man she’s been flirting with all evening watches through the half-open bathroom door. Claire’s voice dropped an octave on the dirtiest lines.
“‘He didn’t ask,’” she read, “‘he simply spread her wider, thumb pressing her clit in slow, deliberate circles while he drove into her so hard the mirror rattled. She came with a broken cry, eyes locked on the stranger’s reflection, knowing he could see every shudder, every slick inch disappearing inside her.’”
Silence after the last word. Thick, syrupy silence.
Then someone—Lydia, probably—gave a nervous giggle. “Jesus, Claire. Warn a girl.”
Claire closed the book with a soft snap. Her green eyes drifted across the circle, lingering on each face. When they reached Mila, they stayed.
“I think,” Claire said, “this book asks us an interesting question. How much of desire is performance? And how much of performance… is meant to be witnessed?”
Mila felt her face burn. She crossed her legs too fast, the seam of her panties grinding right against her clit, already swollen and aching. She bit her cheek to keep from making a noise, humiliated by how wet she was getting just sitting there.
West’s name came up ten minutes later.
“He actually likes when I read him the dirty parts,” Mila said, trying to sound casual, proud even. “Last week he made me read the shower scene twice before he’d let me come.”
The women laughed—warm, appreciative. Claire’s smile sharpened.
“How sweet,” she said. “A husband who still gets hard from his wife’s voice. Rare these days.”
Mila knew she was supposed to feel flattered, but the words just dropped into her gut like ice cubes, making her feel small and stupid.
Claire leaned forward, elbows on her knees, cleavage framed perfectly by the deep V of her silk blouse.
“I have a proposal for next month,” she said. “Something to make our discussions… more visceral.”
She paused long enough for everyone to lean in.
“We each choose our favorite scene. Then we pair off—privately, of course—and act it out. Just enough to feel it. To understand what the characters really wanted.” Another pause. “No one has to know what happens behind closed doors. That’s the point.”
The room exploded with fake outrage and dirty laughter. Mila tried to laugh along, but it came out thin and fake, like she was the only one who didn’t get the joke.
She glanced at Claire. The hostess was watching her. Not laughing. Just… watching.
When the conversation shifted to casting pairings, Mila excused herself.
“Powder room,” she murmured, slipping out before anyone could protest.
The hallway was cold and dark. Mila’s heels smacked the floor, too loud, echoing off the walls. She passed the stairs, a row of closed doors, and the ghost of Claire’s perfume hanging in the air like a warning.
She didn’t mean to stop at the master bedroom door.
She certainly didn’t mean to listen.
The door was thick, carved wood, not quite shut. A strip of yellow light cut into the hallway. Inside, a man’s voice rumbled, low and rough, the kind of sound that made Mila’s knees go weak and her cunt clench.
West.
She knew that laugh the way she knew the rhythm of his breathing when he was close to coming.
Her hand moved before her brain could stop it. She pushed the door open one inch. Just one.
Inside, West stood with his back to the door, shirt untucked, sleeves rolled to his elbows. Claire was in front of him, close enough that Mila could see the rise and fall of her breasts against his chest. Claire’s fingers were inside his open fly, stroking him with lazy confidence while she murmured something too soft to catch.
West groaned—quiet, helpless—and let his head drop back.
Mila’s heart hammered in her ears, so loud she thought she might pass out or piss herself.
She should have run. Slammed the door. Screamed. Anything.
Instead, she stared as Claire’s hand twisted, watched West’s hips buck into her fist, saw the veins bulge in his neck as he tried not to grunt like an animal.
Claire’s eyes flicked up.
Directly to the crack in the door.
Directly to Mila.
She didn’t stop stroking. She didn’t even falter. She simply held Mila’s gaze and smiled—slow, filthy, triumphant—before lowering her mouth to West’s throat.
Mila stumbled backward, heart trying to claw out of her ribs.
She ran down the hall, slammed the bathroom door, locked it, and slid to the floor. Her thighs shook. Her nipples throbbed against her bra, and her pussy was drenched—so wet it was embarrassing, disgusting, and she hated how much she wanted it.
She stayed there until her breathing slowed.
When she finally returned to the parlor, Claire was reading another passage. West’s name wasn’t mentioned again.
But Mila felt the weight of Claire’s eyes every time she looked up.
She left early.
Claimed a headache.
West was already home when she walked in—showered, in sweatpants, scrolling his phone on the couch like nothing had happened.
He looked up, smiled that easy smile she used to think belonged only to her.
“Missed you tonight,” he said, reaching for her.
Mila let him pull her down into his lap.
She kissed him, rough and desperate, tasting toothpaste and the leftover stink of Claire’s perfume on his neck.
When his hands slid under her dress she didn’t stop him.
She fucked him on the couch, grinding down hard, eyes squeezed shut, picturing Claire’s fingers jerking the same cock that was now inside her, wishing it was Claire’s hand instead.
She came, sobbing, unable to choke it down, her whole body shaking with the force of it.
West groaned her name like always.
When he finished, kissed her temple, and whispered that he loved her, Mila just stared at the ceiling, feeling something ugly and starving twist inside her, wanting more.
She didn’t sleep that night.
She lay beside him, thighs pressed tight together, replaying Claire’s smile in the dark.
And she knew—without a shred of doubt—that she would go back next month.
Not to stop it.
To see it.
To feel it.
All of it.






  
  Chapter two
The First Intrusion


Three weeks passed like a slow fever. 
Mila told herself she would call him out. She practiced the words everywhere—naked in the shower, gripping the steering wheel, folding his shirts while they were still hot from the dryer. I saw you. With her. In her bed. She pictured his face falling, the stammered apologies, the way he would fuck her after, rough and desperate, trying to prove he still owned her.
But every time West came home reeking of Claire’s perfume—sharp, expensive, like something a whore would wear—Mila choked on the words. They tasted bitter in her mouth.
Instead she counted days until the next book club.
The new book was even filthier. Watched Wife—a short, nasty story about a woman who catches her husband cheating and just watches him fuck the other woman. Mila’s copy was battered by the time she finished. She read the last scene three times in a row, hand shoved between her legs, disgusted by how soaked she got when the wife hid in the closet, fingering herself while her husband moaned another woman’s name.
She arrived at Claire’s house twenty minutes early.
No one else had arrived. Claire opened the door in a green silk dress that stuck to her body like sweat. The neckline dipped so low Mila could see the soft swell of her tits. No bra. Her nipples poked through the fabric, hard and obvious.
“Mila,” Claire said, voice warm and amused. “Eager tonight.”
“I wanted to help set up,” Mila lied.
Claire’s smile curled at the edges. “How thoughtful.”
She led Mila through the house. Past the parlor, past the kitchen, up the wide staircase. The air grew warmer, heavier. At the landing Claire paused outside the master bedroom.
“The wine’s chilling in the cellar,” she said. “But first—”
She pushed the door open.
The room was dark, just one lamp on. The bed was made with navy sheets, covers pulled back like someone was waiting to get fucked. On the dresser: an open bottle of lube, cap tossed aside, and a black silk blindfold curled up next to it.
Mila’s stomach twisted. Her pussy throbbed.
Claire stepped inside, hips swaying, and turned to face her.
“You can wait down here if you like,” she said. “Or you can go back downstairs and pretend you didn’t see any of this.” Her eyes dropped deliberately to Mila’s chest, then lower. “But we both know you won’t.”
Mila’s mouth was dry. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
Claire laughed—low, throaty. “Don’t insult us both, darling.”
She crossed the room, slow and deliberate, stopping so close Mila could smell her skin—warm, salty, a little like sweat. Claire dragged her knuckle under Mila’s jaw, almost rough.
“When I read that passage last month,” Claire murmured, “the one about the husband on his knees, mouth full, eyes watering… I saw the way you shifted in your chair. The way your thighs pressed together so hard I thought you might bruise them.”
Mila’s breath hitched.
Claire’s finger slid down, tracing the curve of Mila’s breast, stopping just above her nipple, close enough to make it ache.
“I haven’t stopped thinking about it,” Claire said. “How soaked you must have been, sitting there acting innocent while your cunt begged for something you’re too scared to admit you want.”
Mila wanted to shove her hand away. Wanted to bolt from the room. But her legs wouldn’t move.
She just stood there, frozen, her pulse pounding between her legs, pussy throbbing.
Claire leaned in, lips brushing the shell of Mila’s ear.
“He’ll be here soon,” she whispered. “And tonight we’re going to play the scene from chapter nine. The one where he eats her out on the chaise while she reads the dirtiest parts aloud. You remember that scene, don’t you?”
Mila nodded once, barely.
“Good girl,” Claire purred. Then she stepped back, smooth as water. “The closet door locks from the inside. There’s a small gap at the bottom. You’ll see everything. And you’ll hear everything.”
She walked out without another word, leaving the bedroom door ajar.
Mila stood there for a long moment, legs trembling.
Then she walked into the closet.
The closet was huge. Claire’s clothes hung in neat rows, shoes lined up like trophies. Mila crawled behind the dresses
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