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Claire Thompson was just pulling onto Peachtree Street when her phone rang. She looked down at the screen and saw Bobby’s face smiling back at her, freckled and sporting a shock of strawberry blonde hair that always made her smile.

She hit the speakerphone button and the sound of her boyfriend's voice, bright and eager, filled the small space of the car.

"Claire Bear!" Bobby exclaimed, her nickname a warm tease that made her chuckle even as she rolled her eyes. Claire brushed a loose strand of dark hair back from her face and settled into the comfort of the worn driver's seat, her foot grazing the gas pedal as she navigated the familiar suburban streets of home.

"It's only been an hour since I left," she teased. "How are you going to survive without me all summer?"

Bobby let out an easy laugh that felt like a hug from miles away, and for a moment, she imagined the long summer stretching ahead—a sunlit expanse filled with lazy days, old routines, and the comforting embrace of her childhood home.

"That's why I asked you to stay here," Bobby whined theatrically.

Claire sighed, a soft sound that was almost a giggle, and shook her head, though she knew he couldn't see. She wasn't ready to move in with him, not yet. Despite the worries about what was waiting for her at home, she couldn’t quite make the leap to living with anyone. Not after what her mother had done to her father.

"You’re going to see me in a month," she laughed.

"It's going to feel like forever," Bobby let out an exaggerated groan, his playful tone so obvious that Claire burst into laughter. She loved Bobby, she really did, and his banter made her feel a pang of longing for him.

"Come on,” she chuckled. "You'll survive. Absence makes the heart grow fonder, or something like that!”

“Or hornier,” Bobby chuckled, but she could tell he was disappointed. "I won’t be able to keep my hands off you when I see you.”

Claire felt another pang, this one lower, between her legs. She had given Bobby her virginity this year at school and, though it hurt, she enjoyed the experience, if not as much as her boyfriend. Still, sex was new to both of them, and when they saw each other again, she was sure the awkwardness would be nothing in the face of their desire to see one another.

“Me either,” Claire agreed. “That doesn’t mean we can’t have fun, you know... over the phone.”

“Really?” Claire heard an eager pant in her boyfriend’s voice, like an excited puppy.

“Down, boy!” she laughed. “Not right now! I’m almost home.”

“Maybe... tonight?”

Claire felt her sex clench on nothing at the thought of phone sex with Bobby. It might be fun! And she could touch herself the way she liked to be touched instead of Bobby’s fumbling fingers.

Not that he was bad. He just needed practice.

“I’ll think about it, OK? I have to see what Dad and Evil are up to.”

“Oh, right,” Bobby said, still eager. “I am going to miss you, Claire Bear.”

There was a pause, one that she filled with memories of the last few weeks, their shared classes, late-night study sessions, and quiet mornings in his dorm room. She thought of how much Bobby meant to her, how sweet he was, how they'd lost their virginity together, both awkward and tender, fumbling but full of love.

But there was also a flicker of doubt, something she refused to fully acknowledge, that shadowed the certainty of her choices. Maybe she wanted more than she admitted, maybe his offer wasn't just tempting, maybe it scared her in a way she didn't quite understand. She shook the thoughts off, not wanting to ruin the bright prospect of summer.

“I miss you, too,” she said. “I have to go, baby. I’m almost there.”

“I love you, Claire.”

“I love you, too, Bobby.”

***
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THE HOUSES SEEMED TO smile at her as she passed, each one a reminder of her past, the years spent here all rushing back in a wave of nostalgia. She was almost home, almost back to where everything was simple, or so she hoped. Just before leaving for college, her father had announced that Evil, Claire’s name for Evie, her dad’s girlfriend, was moving in. Fortunately, she hadn’t had to be there when it happened, but a small knot formed in her stomach at the thought.

Not that Evie was actually evil. And heaven knew, after her mother ran off with some real estate salesman from Florida, her father deserved some happiness. But Evie was only ten years younger than Claire, closer to her age than her father’s, yet tried to play mother to Claire, which was laughable. Plus, Evie was gorgeous, which didn’t help at all, reminding Claire of her own modest breasts and firm, but small, ass.

With a determined sigh, she pushed away the negative thoughts and turned onto her street, her house visible at the end, a sight that should have filled her with happiness but made her grip the wheel tightly.

She saw them before they saw her. Her father stood in the driveway, his hands raised in a gesture Claire couldn't quite read, somewhere between pleading and angry, but ultimately impotent. The man he was facing was a tower of chiseled, musclebound confidence, his ebony skin gleaming in the sunlight, a stark contrast to her father’s paleness. The disparity between them was stark, almost comical, though Claire felt no urge to laugh. She let the phone fall from her hand as she parked, eyes locked on the pair.

Darius Kain. Even though he was about her age, he looked mature, not in the awkward, lanky way of boys Claire was used to, but in a way that unsettled her, like he was fully grown while everyone else was still figuring it out. He loomed over her father with an assertive grin, his limbs relaxed, biceps straining under dark skin, and Claire felt her stomach twist as she climbed out of the car.

The slam of the car door cut through the heavy, expectant silence like a gunshot, drawing Darius’s eyes to Claire as she moved toward them. She was fueled by equal parts fear and anger, instincts blurring into a desperate, protective impulse that made her body hum with unsteady energy. She didn’t stop until she had wedged herself between them.

The depth of his skin made his white T-shirt seem brighter, the confident relaxation of his posture more defiant, and as much as she tried, Claire couldn’t keep her gaze from straying down, from tracing the taut stretch of his shorts and the unmistakable, immense shape beneath. The sight of it made her shiver, the sudden awareness cutting through her like an electric shock.

Holy shit! Is that his... She let the thought trail off and forced her eyes to meet his.

"Leave him alone." Her voice hitched slightly before finding its edge. It was a plea as much as a command, and she knew it, knew that her presence was a thin and flimsy thing against the solid, unsettling mass of the young man who faced her.

Darius paused, his attention slipping from her father to focus entirely on Claire, and for a moment she thought she saw surprise in his eyes, though it was quickly replaced by something else, a challenge and, even worse, amusement. His frame was massive, dwarfing her despite the stance she took, and the enormity of it thrilled and scared her in ways she hadn’t expected. She tried to keep her attention on his face, to hold his gaze with a resolve she didn’t feel, but her eyes kept flicking down, compelled to the bulk that his shorts barely concealed, the promise of it invading her mind like an unwelcome guest.

"Leave him alone," Claire repeated, a whisper, the demand losing force as Darius surveyed her with an assured and hungry intent. A sly, knowing grin spread across his face as his gaze devoured Claire’s form, lingering on her round, supple breasts and the taut expanse of her flat stomach beneath the edge of her crop top. It was a look that sent a shiver racing down Claire's spine.

“Like what you see?” he asked. The heat of her shame spread across her cheeks as Claire realized how openly she’d looked, how obviously her attention had lingered on that part of him. Claire's efforts to stand firm were getting smaller by the second.

Darius didn’t move, didn’t back away or concede, but merely stood and watched, and the patience of it, the certainty, made Claire's heart race. Her father shuffled awkwardly behind her, and she heard him mumble something, but the thunderous sound of her own heartbeat filled her ears. Finally, he put a hand on Claire’s and she nearly jumped out of her skin.

"Claire," he said, his voice shaking, "Come on." But Claire couldn’t move, couldn’t tear her gaze away from Darius, from the silent, unmistakable promise that burned between them. She had stepped in to defend her father, but now she felt exposed, the layers of her confidence peeled back to reveal something raw and pulsating underneath.

Michael looked from Claire to Darius, his eyes filled with confusion. Claire knew he didn't understand, couldn’t see the danger the way she saw it, couldn’t see the attraction that clouded everything else. She stood frozen, unsure if she was more afraid of the threat or of herself.

They might have stood there forever if Darius hadn’t suddenly raised his hands in a submissive gesture.

“Fine,” he laughed and looked around at the neighbors who had come out of their houses to watch and see what the black man would do. Not that any of them had the balls to do anything, Claire thought as Darius continued, “I know when I’m beat!”

He turned away, but stopped before he crossed the street.

“See you around... Claire.” The heat of his gaze hung between them, stifling and charged. Claire felt it thick and insistent in her belly, the silent challenge of his promise vibrating deep inside her.

Claire watched Darius go, watched the easy sway of his movements, like a predator denied his prey. She turned to her father, to the familiar yard and the house where she had felt safe her entire life. Now the world suddenly seemed to close in on her, tilting on its axis, every sight and sound suddenly seen from a new angle. This new world was as exciting as it was dangerous.

"I only asked him not to park in front of the house," her father said, his voice a thin echo in the storm's wake. “I don’t know why h-he always picks a fight with me. I’ve been nothing but nice to the kid.”

Claire nodded, a mechanical gesture, but her thoughts were a turbulent mix of fear, curiosity, and the terrible thrill of the forbidden. As she followed her father up to the house, she turned and saw Darius Masters watching her from the other side of the street, a hungry smile on his face.
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The confrontation lingered in the air like a storm, even as Claire tried to shake it off, her stomach twisting with a tumult of emotions. Darius's body had been seared into her mind, a living sculpture of shadow and sinew. His ebony muscles had glistened in the sun, rippling under his t-shirt, a stark contrast to her own soft, creamy-white skin. The very darkness of him, the difference between them, called to her on a deep, primal level that radiated through her core.

And that monster lurking in his pants, straining like a beast, eager to break free! She shivered in the cool dark of her home and forced down the thoughts and feelings burning inside of her. She was home now.

She was still shivering slightly as she focused on the walls hung with pictures of her and her father, capturing moments frozen in time–birthdays, holidays, and vacations. Except now, there were new pictures, ones with Evie, her curvy body and wide smile staring out from the frame, her father beaming.

The scent of freshly baked cookies coming from the kitchen brought her back to herself. It was a something she had not smelled in her house for a very long time. She followed her father into the kitchen, practically floating on the scent.

“Come in, you two,” Evie turned around, holding two sweating glasses of iced tea. “I saw what happened. So, please, drink some tea and have some cookies.”

Evie bent over the table and tea towards them. The knotted shirt beneath her heaving breasts pulled taut over breasts, almost forcing Claire to look at them. Her denim cutoffs dug into pillowy thighs, flesh spilling over seams in soft waves that begged for biting. A housewife’s apron hung loose around her neck, its cheerful Kiss the Cook slogan smeared with flour—a pornstar parody of domesticity.
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