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​Welcome To the Playground
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Lex knew it was bad when the sight of a pink neon dildo couldn’t stir a single drop of serotonin.

They stared at it—perfectly sculpted, suction-cupped to the tile of their bathroom wall, slightly crooked from yesterday’s failed attempt to orgasm out their quarter-life crisis—and sighed.

“Even *you* can’t save me anymore,” they muttered, brushing a curl out of their eye with the limp drama of a theatre kid denied their final monologue.

Behind them, the apartment buzzed with quiet discontent. A week’s worth of laundry. An untouched tofu stir-fry. Seventeen browser tabs open to “how to flirt if your trauma is funnier than your libido.”

Lex plopped down onto their bed—mattress on the floor, obviously—and stared at the ceiling like it owed them answers.

They hadn’t kissed anyone in six months. Hadn’t been *seen* in even longer. The last time someone made them moan it was because they'd stubbed their toe during a fire drill.

They were dying. Creatively. Erotically. Existentially.

And the worst part? They didn’t even have the energy to do something chaotic to fix it.

Until their phone buzzed.

—-
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**NEW MESSAGE: \[FLIRT CLUB – One Night Only]**

**From:** Unknown

**Subject:** *You’ve Been Missed*

> “Feeling a little... unhinged? Miss your spotlight? The Brat Pack’s welcome back anytime. But only if you’re ready to get messy.

> One night. One leaderboard. All eyes on you.

> Wear something that screams ‘Look at me.’

> Or beg to be ignored. Either works.”

> —XOXO, Flirt Club

Lex sat up like they’d been electrocuted.

Flirt Club.

It had been two years. A blink and a lifetime. The one place where teasing was an art form, where dominance was worshipped, and where being a bisexual switch with emotional issues wasn’t a red flag—it was a feature.

And that signature—**XOXO**—meant only one thing.

**Jules.**

Lex’s breath hitched. Their phone buzzed again.

> *PS: Mira’s coming. So’s Ollie. Thought you should know.*

> *Wear the fishnets. You know the ones.*

Lex launched themselves off the bed, tore open their closet, and pulled out the bag. The one marked “only if I stop giving a fuck.” Fishnets. Corset. Combat boots. A harness they forgot they owned.

Their hands trembled.

“Oh fuck yes,” Lex whispered.

They weren’t just going.

They were going to *win*.

—-
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LEX ARRIVED AT *FLIRT Club* wearing combat boots and no plans to behave.

The warehouse had been transformed into a sensory playground—purple velvet draped from ceiling to floor, soft moans leaking from behind privacy curtains, the air thick with lube, leather, and possibility.

A soft scent of sandalwood hit them first. Then patchouli. Then glitter.

Lex took a deep breath.

They were *back*.

And then they saw him.

“Jesus fuck,” they whispered.

Jules stood near the check-in table, arms crossed over a tight-fitting mesh shirt, black slacks hugging his hips like a prayer. His eyeliner was criminal. His smirk was premeditated.

He spotted them, and his grin widened. “Lexxy.”

“Jules.” Lex crossed their arms, pretending they weren’t two seconds from moaning in public. “Still dressing like a dom at a poetry slam, I see.”

He spread his arms. “Still teasing like it’s foreplay.”

“It *is* foreplay.”

A beat.

Then they hugged—tight, too long, bodies pressed chest-to-chest in a way that whispered *unfinished business*.

“I missed you,” Lex admitted quietly.

Jules’s hands skimmed their back. “Good. I missed being missed.”

—-
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“WOW,” SAID A DRY VOICE. “You two are already insufferable.”

Lex turned to find **Mira** standing behind them, arms folded, crop tucked casually under one arm like she wasn’t the person who once made a grown man cry with a single raised brow during a dress rehearsal.

“Hey, bitch,” Lex said brightly.

“Nice to see you, slut.”

Then they hugged—quick, firm, perfunctory—but Lex could feel the unspoken words in Mira’s grip: *I see you. I came back for this.*

Mira stepped back and gave them a once-over. “Fishnets again? Zero innovation.”

“They’re vintage filth.”

“You’re vintage filth.”

“Say it slower.”

—-
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THEN CAME THE SQUEAL.

“*Lexxxxy!*”

And there was **Ollie**, barreling into them in pink vinyl shorts, a mesh crop top with rhinestones spelling out *SPANK ME*, and a collar that jingled like Christmas came early and kinky.

He tackled Lex into a glitter-covered hug. “You *look* like a walking bad decision!”
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