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A Rumbling Beast Vibrating Through the Floorboards

Tonight, the club pulsed, a seething, sweaty organism of neon-lit limbs. The air hummed, thick with the scent of cheap perfume, stale beer, and the electric discharge of a thousand bodies compressed into the dark. Cal slouched at the bar, a sharp-angled shadow against the glare, the leather of his jacket creaking as he leaned.

Dancing wasn’t his thing.

Feeling?

That was something else entirely. The bassline had been a sly, seductive tease all night, a rumbling beast at the edge of hearing that vibrated through the floorboards and into the soles of his boots.

But now-shit, now it was different.

A physical pressure was building in his chest, a low-frequency tremor that seemed to skip his ears entirely, resonating directly with his nervous system.

Up there, perched like some queen of the night behind the decks, was Tess. All sleek concentration and dark intensity, her fingers flew across the controls with a confident, fluid grace.

Her cropped tank top clung to her torso, accentuating every twist and turn.

Heat radiated off her in waves, her dark hair swinging as she slid in the next track.

The speakers swelled, and suddenly the air itself shifted. A deep, dirty vibration rolled out, heavy and cloying, slamming into Cal’s chest like a punch.

It wasn’t just noise anymore; it was a heartbeat. A living entity snaking its way up his spine, raising goosebumps on his skin, pulling at something deep and primal within him.

His cock throbbed against his jeans, unbidden, and he gripped the bar, knuckles white.

Playing it cool was a struggle. That bass was insistent, a slow, grinding hum that was making his heart pound and his balls clench into a tight knot of anticipation.

Tess was lost in her own world up there, head cocked, listening intently as she fine-tuned the EQ, eyes closed, seeking the perfect frequency. The vibration surged, a sudden whump that hit Cal squarely in the gut, making him stagger, a quick, clumsy lurch forward that left him gripping the bar again with a grunt.

“Fuck, that’s loud,” he muttered, the vibrations making his thighs tighten, his dick ache with an unbearable intensity.

The clubbers around him swayed and ground, oblivious in their own sensory bubble, but Cal was locked onto Tess, onto the relentless pulse of the music that each beat was escalating.

It was a promise of more, a pressure building deep inside, a slow boil that had him shifting his weight, the denim of his jeans already biting into his burgeoning hard-on.

He wasn’t a novice when it came to premature ejaculations, but this was something else.

It felt like the sound itself was fucking him, slow and deep, while he just stood there, a spectator to his own arousal.

Tess’s eyes flickered open, sweeping the crowd. For a fleeting moment, they met his.

They were dark, sharp, and laced with a hint of knowing amusement.

A slow smirk bloomed on her lips, just a glimpse of white teeth, before she cranked the bass harder.

The vibration surged again, a raw, dirty wave that rattled his ribs and stole his breath. His hand twitched, an instinctual, hungry movement, hovering over his zipper before he yanked it back, his restraint a tight, fragile thing.

Not yet. Not here.

But God, he wanted it.

The urge hit him like a jolt, his blood hammering in his veins, his skin buzzing. That bassline was a hook, sunk deep into him, dragging him toward her.

He wasn’t moving yet, not technically, but his body was screaming to.

Every beat was a tease, every tremor a daring invitation. He stood rooted, tensed, like a coiled spring ready to snap.

The bar was sticky under his palms, a testament to the night’s relentless revelry. The air was thick, heavy with sweat, sex, and sound-a sensory onslaught threatening to engulf him. Tess spun, her hips swaying to the rhythm she’d so masterfully created.

Cal’s gaze traced her every movement, the curve of her ass, the play of muscle in her arms, the way her tank top rode up to flash glimpses of skin slick with sweat.

The vibration was a constant now, a deep, throbbing pulse that made his cock ache, a damp spot blooming against his thigh. He shifted again, an awkward, hasty grab to readjust himself, a desperate, almost furtive gesture.

He wasn’t chasing her yet. Not literally.

But the impulse, hot and sharp, was clawing at his self-control.

The bass was her weapon, wielded with expert precision.

Then came another spike-a quick, filthy burst that sent him staggering, knees buckled for a fraction of a second. He was rock hard, throbbing with need, and the night had only just begun.

Cal vaulted from the bar, his boots slamming the gritty floor as he cut through the packed mass of bodies. The bass was a raw, snarling beast tearing through the club, and his pulse raced, a wild thudding against his ribs. Tess was up there, a stark silhouette against the strobing lights, her hands a blur across the decks.

He had spotted his prey, and fuck it, he was moving before he could even form a thought.

The vibration was an internal current now, a hot, buzzing wire stretched from his skull to his cock. Every step was a blur, a smear of motion as bodies pressed in, too close, too slow.

He shoved past a guy, a near miss, his shoulder slamming hard, sending the dude stumbling, beer splashing. Cal didn’t slow.

His eyes were glued to Tess, to the swing of her hips, the flash of sweaty skin as her tank top shifted.

His breath hitched, a ragged gasp as the bass deepened, dropping into something grittier, heavier.

It was a physical blow to his gut, making his dick jump against his zipper.

He was getting close-close enough to see the individual flexing of her fingers, the curve of her neck as she leaned into the music.

The world swam, a dizzying kaleidoscope of lights and sound, and he was chasing it, chasing her.

He tripped, nearly losing his balance as someone’s foot landed on his. He lunged for balance, his hand slapping hard against a sticky, beer-stained table.

A curse hissed through his lips. The vibration spiked again-a low, filthy thrum that vibrated through his teeth.

His balls clenched tighter, an agonizing ache.

He was leaking badly now, a hot dampness spreading against his jeans, and he couldn’t bring himself to care. He was already too far gone.

Tess cocked her head. She saw him.

The dark eyes flashed, sharp, unreadable.

She cranked the dial.

The bass surged, a raw, pounding wave that slammed into him like a shove. His knees buckled, a near fall as he lurched forward, hands slapping onto the edge of the DJ booth to steady himself.

His fingers clamped the wood, white-knuckled, and his eyes found hers, chest heaving.

She didn’t flinch, merely smirked, slow, deliberate, then nudge the tempo higher.

The beat was a predator now, stalking him, driving his blood south.

His cock throbbed, a desperate rhythm matching the sound, and he swayed, caught in its pull. The crowd was a blur, but she was a pinpoint of sharp focus-her lips parting, her breath quick, eyes splitting between the turntables and him.

He reached for the edge of the booth, his hand just missing.

It slammed the air, clumsy and greedy, and he recovered, boots scuffing the floorboards. The vibration was a relentless tremor, a deep grind that had his thighs trembling, his skin buzzing with heat.

He wasn’t touching her yet, but close enough to smell her, that sharp tang of sweat and perfume cutting through the smoky air.

Her eyes flickered to him again, briefly. She leaned forward, turning a knob, and the bass roared, a sudden punch that made his vision swim.

His groan was lost in the din, but his body screamed-every nerve alight, every muscle coiled tight. He was hunting her now, with everything he had, the urge a feral thing clawing in his gut.

The booth was a barrier, but only inches separated them, palms flat on the smooth wood, his eyes locked on her, wide with a primal demand. She was still spinning, still in control, but that smirk…it was an invitation.

The beat was a leash and she was pulling, hard, dragging him in.

His breath hitched, a stumbled chase as he shifted his weight, his boots threatening to slide on the slick floor.

He was hard and aching, and the hunt was just getting hotter.

The air crackled, thick with heat and noise, and Cal teetered precariously at the edge of the DJ booth. Tess was so close, mere inches from his outstretched hands, her fingers dancing over the decks like she was making love to the music.

The bass was a living entity now, a deep, vibrating boom that pulsed in sync with his heartbeat, with the insistent throb between his legs.

This wasn’t just a tease anymore-it was a war of wills, a frequency that snagged on his soul and tore at his resolve.

He lunged, a clumsy lurch, hands slamming against the edge of the booth as he heaved himself up. His boots scraped and skidded as he awkwardly caught the lip and pulled himself over, crashing into her space.

She didn’t pull back-just grinned, a sharp, wicked slash of a smile, and cranked the volume. The vibration snapped, a brutal wave that washed through him, and his control shattered.

His mouth slammed against hers, a hungry, messy clash. Their teeth clicked together for a fleeting second before he tilted his head and dove in deeper, tasting salt and gin and the heady sweetness of her.

Her tongue met his with an eager urgency, slick and hot as the bass hammered an obscene rhythm between them, a percussive fuck that had his cock pulsing and leaking a warm trail down his thigh.

He groaned into her, hands clenching around her waist, pulling her body tight against him.

Tess was no gentle partner. She shoved back, her nails digging into his neck, her hips grinding into him in a fierce push and pull.

The booth was cramped, the equipment digging into his side, but he didn’t care. The sound had seeped into his bones, a dirty hum that had his balls tight and his breath coming in ragged gasps.

He fumbled, trying to pin her in the tight space, his knee bumping against a deck.

The brief fumble earned a low, wicked chuckle against his lips.

She twisted, a swift flick of a slider, and the bass exploded, a raw, pulsing roar that erased everything but the immediate sensations.

His cock jumped, a sharp, desperate twitch, and he was grinding against her thigh, denim scraping against her skin. He was pure instinct now, hands ripping at her tank top, pulling it up to expose the dark, heavy swells of her breasts.

He sucked hard, his mouth latching onto a nipple that instantly beaded and stiffened, her gasp a sharp, clear sound amidst the noise.

Her fingers clawed through his hair, rocking into him, matching the beat, her clit rubbing hot and slick against his leg through the thin fabric of her shorts. The vibration was a third body, a relentless fuck that made them both shake.




Filthy Vibration Shredding What Was Left of His Control

He bit down, a sharp, playful nip, and she arched, a sound escaping him that he felt more than heard.

The booth was a disaster zone-cables snagging his arms, awkward transitions as he maneuvered to get a better angle. His hand dove south, sliding between her shorts and skin, fingers finding slick readiness.

She was soaked, her clit pulsing under his thumb as he rubbed, fast and hard, to the rhythm of the bass.

Her head fell back, her mouth hanging open as she rode his hand, her hips bucking, chasing the sound.

He was right there, so close-the frequency perfect, a brutal harmony that sent vibrations through his entire body, making his cock throb and his balls ache.

She grabbed his face, pulled him back to her mouth, and kissed him with the ferocity of possession. The beat snapped again, a vicious punctuation, and he growled, teeth grazing her lip for a split second before plunging back into the heat.

The crowd was a muted roar, the club a swirling haze. There was only them, the bass, and the brink.

His fingers dug deeper into her, her walls squeezing tight, and she trembled on the edge. He was right there with her, the vibration the final push toward the drop that was coming.

The booth was a furnace, a suffocating enclosure of heat and sound, and Cal was drowning. Tess was pressed back against the decks, her shorts shoved down, legs spread, his fingers pumping deep and fast inside
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