
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Study Session Turns Lewd


Copyright © 2025 Lauren Frances 

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, copied or transmitted in any format, by any means, without permission from the creator and publisher. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1: Roommate passion
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The dorm room was a universe away from the bustling campus outside. The air was thick with the scent of old books, coffee, and a hint of something sweet, Grace's shampoo, maybe. The space was small, but it was theirs; a sanctuary from the world beyond the closed door. The desk lamps cast a soft glow, illuminating the textbooks and notebooks strewn across the old wooden desks. The hum of the fluorescent light overhead provided a steady rhythm, a comforting beat to the symphony of late-night studying.

Grace leaned back in her chair, her long hair cascading over her shoulders. She stretched, her top riding up to reveal a hint of pale skin. Jim looked up from his textbook, his hazel eyes lingering on her exposed flesh. He quickly averted his gaze, his cheeks flushing slightly.

"You're distracting me," he muttered, turning a page.

Grace smirked, not bothering to pull her shirt down. "Am I? Or are you just not focusing, Jim?"

He huffed, running a hand through his short hair. "I'm trying to study, Grace. You know how important this is to me."

Grace stood up, her chair scraping against the floor.

She walked over to Jim, her hips swaying slightly. She could see the tension in his shoulders, the way his jaw was clenched. She placed her hand on his shoulder, feeling the heat of his skin through his shirt.

"Jim, look at me," she said, her voice soft and low.

He turned to face her, his eyes meeting hers. She saw the desire there, the hunger. She smiled, a slow, seductive smile that made his breath hitch.

"I want you," she said simply.

He swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing. "Grace, I... I can't. We can't."

Those two words echoed in Jim's mind, a mantra of self-control that he'd been repeating to himself since Grace had moved in. But her hand was on his shoulder, her green eyes locked onto his, and her words were like a match to a powder keg.

"Grace," he started, his voice barely a whisper. "We shouldn't"

But she was already leaning in, her breath hot on his lips. Her hand moved from his shoulder to the back of his neck, her fingers tangling in his hair. He could feel the heat of her body, the softness of her breasts pressing against his chest.

He was frozen, paralyzed by the sensation, by the sheer audacity of her move. But then, her lips were on his, and everything else faded away. She tasted like coffee and something sweet, like the shampoo that clung to her hair. His hands, which had been fisted at his sides, unlocked, and he found himself gripping her waist, pulling her closer.
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