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Chapter 1

Mie wore her silver medal in a white, overflowing dress as she ate ice cream from a cone in the Olympic Village.

She had a faint smile on her face, but her mind was fixated on the previous ping-pong final, where she had narrowly lost to a more refined, experienced player from her home country, China.

Mie stopped suddenly at the sidewalk and watched a gaggle of ladies giggling as they walked past her.

She was slightly amused by the look on their faces, but this moment made Mie realize that she was incredibly bored. She took a long look at the ice cream and traveled up in a reverie to the moment she lost the final.

Mie was stuck in that moment, enacting strategies that would have put her in a better position to win. Her face brightened, accommodating a cheerful smile.

“I have never seen anyone look at a cone of ice cream that way.”

Mie was startled by the sound of this voice. She straightened her face and found a tall, broad-shouldered, dark-skinned man.

Mie took a step back, surprised by the size of the man before her. He was almost twice her height.

Mie took another step backward, intimidated by his height, until she took a firmer look at his face. He had dark facial stubble and long dreadlock black hair, and his constricted hazel eyes were peaceful and calm.

“Did I take you by surprise?” He asked, taking a step forward and closing the distance between them.

Mie’s brown eyes were fixed on his lips and handsome visage. Quickly, she lost the look of concealed fright that initially struck her face.

“No. Yes. Not really,” she responded and quickly smiled, taking a deep breath. Her English was broken as it was her second language to her. 

She dropped her eyes on his black sweats and quickly examined his ridged shape, before taking a quick glance at his black sneakers, hoping he didn’t catch her gawking at him. 

“Are you fine?” He asked, concernedly.

Mie nodded affirmatively. Her eyes were fixed on his white, tight shirt. She didn’t know what was coming of her. Since she’s been at the village, she’d seemed captured by the African men. Their dark skin and muscles were like nothing she’d seen in her home country. 

“Are you sure?” He asked.

“Yeah. I am just overthinking some stuff,” Mie replied.

“I see? You think you should have gotten gold, don’t you?” He asked, his eyes fixed on Mie’s silver medal as it slightly dangled underneath her perky breasts.

“I don’t want to think about it, but you tend to wonder what could have been,” Mie responded.

“I think you already have the mindset of a champion. You have a great future ahead of you.”

“You don’t know me,” Mie responded.

“Yeah. Just as I didn’t know you speak English. But faith can lead us down the right path.”

“So you have faith in a stranger, huh?” Mie asked, stroking her long, dark hair.

“Lots of great things have happened because two strangers met.”

Mie was impressed and took a quick look at his piercing, studious eyes. She took her eyes from his face quickly, unable to deal with the sexiness that oozed out of his inky eyes.

“What’s your name?” He asked.

“Mie.”

“Well, Mie. I am Jordan.”

“Jordan. Are you a basketballer?" Mie asked.

“Nah. I am a heavyweight boxer.”

“Hmm. Interesting. From the US?”

“Yeah. Why is your English so good?” Jordan asked.

“I studied English in China.”

“Nice, I always wanted to learn Mandarin.”

“You have interest in China?”

“Of course. I love your country. Everything is beautiful there. Including it’s people.”

Mie smiled and stared deeply into Jordan’s eyes, wondering what captured her in those few moments with him. 

“Your ice cream is melting,” Jordan said, smiling wildly.

Mie shook her head and started eating her ice cream while taking frequent looks at Jordan’s face.

“Are you a great boxer?” Mie asked.

Jordan smiled, nodding.

“I think I’m pretty good. I’m going for gold. I just got into the semifinals.”

“Congratulations.”

“Want to take a stroll with me?” Jordan asked.

“Of course.”

Mie was smiling as she stretched her hand towards him. Jordan wrapped his big, brawny hand around hers and pulled her close as they walked across the sidewalk.

Although Mie felt incredibly small beside him, she felt safe and loved his taut arms and body.

While she licked her ice cream, she kept thinking about touching his stomach. She wanted to see whether it was as taut as his arms. She was also curious about other things as her eyes drifted towards the waistband of his sweats. She had heard of African men have larger members and was curious if Jordan was bigger too. 

Silence prevailed between them as they walked together. The orange glow of sunset faded away imperceptibly, ushering in a gray ambiance that presaged night.

“Have you had fun so far?” Jordan asked, breaking the moment of silence between them.

“Fun? No. To be honest, I feel lonely. Maybe it’s because I’m introverted. My roommate doesn’t even stay in the room. She prefers to spend time with other people.”

“That’s not your fault,” Jordan responded, seriously.

“I know. But sometimes I feel I’m not so attractive. Maybe that’s why...”

“Don’t say that about yourself,” Jordan cut in, interrupting her. “You are beautiful. And you have a gorgeous smile. I don’t think I've seen a more beautiful smile in my life.”

“You are just flattering me,” Mie responded.

“No. I watched you for some time before I came close. I felt something. The smile I saw on your face is the kind I want to wake up to every day,” Jordan said, stopping and staring deep into her eyes.

Mie exuded a blushed smile that made her eyes really small as she looked up at him.

“That’s the smile I’m talking about,” Jordan said, intensifying the smile on her face.

Mie descended into a spell of shaking her head as she smiled. She dropped her face and started nodding.

Jordan was patient with her. He had a smile on his face as he gently caressed the back of her hand with his thumb.

“God. My cheeks hurt,” Mie said, raising her face up. She looked into his eyes, retaining the smile on her face.

Gradually, Mie stopped smiling as she locked eyes with him. There was a remarkable silence in her eyes that opened room to intense imaginations. She thought about kissing him and having the full weight of his body against her.

“Sorry,” Mie said, shaking her head.

“About what?” Jordan asked.

“It’s just...”

“You can tell me...”

She pulled her hand away from his grip and touched his stomach before dropping the ice cream trash in her other hand in a trash can on the sidewalk.

She took his hand, unable to wrap her hand across his wrist.

“Do you want to sit?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

Holding hands, they continued forward, edging closer to the dormitories.

Mie stopped at the side of an empty wooden bench that overlooked the dormitories. She sat down and tapped the space beside her, beckoning Jordan to sit.

“I feel really lively around you,” Mie said.

“I was thinking the same thing.”

“It is crazy, but I haven’t really felt this way around anyone in this village,” Mie said thoughtfully. She started tapping the edge of her lips trying to think of the right words to translate her feelings to Jordan. 

“Energy can be intoxicating at times, you know. I was just thinking that I would be a lot more inspired if you watched my semifinal bout,” Jordan responded.

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

Mie stretched her hand forward, touching his stomach and taking a deep breath as soon as she felt it.

She adjusted her hand to his chest, feeling his heartbeat.

“You have a really strong body,” she said, in a hushed tone.

The grayness of the day was slowly swallowed by the engulfing rays of darkness. The streetlights at the sidewalks and around the dormitories provided measured patches of illumination across the Olympic village.

Mie drew closer to Jordan, wiping off the distance between them. She dropped her head on his shoulder.

“Do you ever think of the future?” She asked.

“I like to take each day as they come. I think it makes me really open to the gifts of life.”

“You have a great philosophy,” Mie responded.

“What about you?” Jordan asked.

“I don’t really want to think about it. But sometimes I feel that the future would be really lonely for me,” Mie responded.
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