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Chapter 1. First Steps into the Spotlight
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The neon haze of the strip club wrapped the stage in a kaleidoscope of pink and blue, the air heavy with the musk of cheap perfume, stale beer, and unspoken desires. Backstage, my heart pounded like a drum, a wild rhythm echoing the chaos of my life. My mother, worn from years of scrubbing floors in Los Angeles to keep us afloat, didn’t know I was here. We’d left Sweden when I was still a girl, chasing a promise that crumbled under the city’s weight. My father, gone since I was two, was a ghost my mother refused to name, leaving us with nothing but silence and unpaid bills. I needed to help, to ease her burden, but stripping was more than survival. Since thirteen, a fire had burned in me, a restless sexuality that craved release, and the stage was its altar.

I stepped into the spotlight, the silver bikini clinging to my skin like a lover’s touch, my blonde hair cascading over my shoulders, catching the strobe lights like molten gold. My blue eyes swept the crowd—suits, truckers, loners—their gazes a web of hunger that snared me. The bass-heavy music pulsed through the floor, guiding my hips as they swayed, my body finding a rhythm that felt like freedom. The pole was cool against my palms, a grounding force as I spun, legs arching, hair whipping through the air. Bills fluttered like autumn leaves, the crowd’s roars a primal chant. Each move was a discovery, a spark of power igniting in my core. I wasn’t just Anna Eriksson; I was a siren, my body a canvas of allure, painting desire with every curve.
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