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Disclaimer

Please read before you proceed.

This story contains explicit adult content and is intended for mature audiences only. It features graphic depictions of consensual sexual activity between adults aged 18 and over. This work is strictly for adults and about adults, without exception. All characters and events are entirely fictional and have no basis in real-life individuals or events. 

The contents of this book do not represent the views of the author or promote their beliefs; this is purely a work of fiction presented for the purpose of entertainment and fantasy. 

By proceeding, you confirm you are of legal age in your jurisdiction to access adult content and acknowledge that this story is intended for entertainment purposes only.

Thank you and enjoy!
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Chapter 1: A Night of Sparks
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Let me start off, somewhat urgently, with me rinsing shampoo from my blonde hair in the shower. The water glides over my skin, waking every inch of me with its heat. I tilt my head back, letting the spray kiss my neck, my shoulders, my chest. My body hums, alive, tingling with anticipation for the busy night ahead. That’s why it’s urgent. I got a call from my best friend Jessica to be at the club on a short notice, and I need to get there looking like I’ve got a point to prove. 

I’m already picturing the club, the music, maybe even a stranger’s eyes catching mine across a crowded room. The thought sends a shiver down my spine, but in a good way. I step out, water dripping onto the bathmat, and catch my reflection in the fogged-up mirror. Wiping it clear, I take a good look at myself, all 24 years of me. My curves are full, my hips round, my breasts heavy and proud. I trace my fingers along my waist, feeling the dip and swell of my body, a body I’ve worked hard to love in an industry that’s always sizing me up. I feel confident, not just from how I look but from knowing I’ve clawed my way through rejection after rejection to chase my dream of sports journalism. I’m ready for tonight.

Wrapped in a towel, I pad into my bedroom, the city lights twinkling through the window like a promise. My red dress is laid out on the bed, loose but cut just right to hug my figure when I move. I slip it on, feeling the fabric slide over my skin, teasing my curves. It’s perfect, flirty without trying too hard. Soon enough, I grab my purse, check my phone, and head out, the click of my heels echoing in the hallway. Outside, the city buzzes, alive with Friday night energy. As I walk to the club, the dress sways against my thighs, catching the eye of a guy leaning against a lamppost. He gives me a slow nod, and I flash a smirk, my confidence spiking. Let them look. I’m owning this night.

The club is a pulse of light and sound, the bass thumping through my chest as I step inside. Jessica’s already on the dance floor, her laugh cutting through the music. She’s moving with two guys, their athletic frames standing out even in the dim, strobe-lit chaos. Their muscles flex under tight shirts, a testament to hours spent training, probably on a field or in a gym. Jessica spots me and waves me over, her grin wide and wild. “Mimi! Get your ass over here!” she shouts, her polished marketing exec vibe nowhere in sight. I weave through the crowd, feeling the heat of bodies around me, the air thick with perfume and sweat. 

“These are Devon and Marcus,” Jessica says, nodding to the guys. They’re both gorgeous, their smiles easy, their movements fluid as they sway to the beat. “Hey, Mimi,” Devon says, his voice smooth, offering me a quick, appreciative glance. Marcus just nods, his eyes lingering on my dress. I grin back, already feeling the rhythm pull me in. The music shifts, a deep, pulsing beat that makes my hips sway instinctively. I step into the circle with them, letting the music take over. My body moves, fluid, free, my dress brushing against my thighs as I roll my shoulders, my arms lifting. Devon matches my energy, his steps sharp and confident, while Marcus spins Jessica, her laugh ringing out. The four of us are a unit now, our movements syncing, feeding off each other’s vibe. My hips dip and sway, the music sinking into my bones, washing away the stress of job applications and late-night writing sessions. I feel alive, my body electric, connected to the raw power of the guys’ athletic grace. 

I’m lost in the rhythm when I decide to grab drinks. The bar’s packed, bodies pressed close as I squeeze through. I’m almost there when I collide with someone, my shoulder brushing against a solid chest. “Well, damn, Mimi,” a familiar voice drawls. My stomach drops. It’s Mike, my ex, standing there with that same smug smirk that used to make my heart race but now just twists my gut. His white shirt clings to his muscular frame, his arrogance practically radiating off him. Memories flood back, uninvited: late nights waiting for texts that never came, the sting of finding flirty messages on his phone from some girl he swore was “just a friend.” My chest tightens, a sharp pang of betrayal slicing through me. I force my face to stay neutral, but my hands clench, nails digging into my palms. “Didn’t expect to see you here,” he says, leaning closer, his breath hot against my ear. I step back, my jaw tight, refusing to let him see how much he still gets to me.

I turn and push back through the crowd, my heart pounding, the music suddenly too loud. Jessica’s at my side in seconds, her hand on my arm. “You okay, babe?” she asks, her eyes searching mine, concern softening her face.

I force a smile, my lips trembling just a bit. “Yeah, I’m fine. Just...ran into Mike.”

“Ugh, that asshole?” Jessica’s nose wrinkles, her voice sharp. “You don’t need that drama, Mimi. He’s not worth your energy.”

“I know,” I say, exhaling slowly, trying to shake off the weight of his smirk. “He just...caught me off guard. I’m good, I swear.”

“You sure?” she presses, squeezing my arm. “Because you don’t have to be okay, you know. Not with me.”

I nod, grateful for her. “Really, Jess. I’m not letting him ruin this night. Let’s just dance, okay?”

She grins, pulling me back to the floor. “That’s my girl. Come on, let’s show these boys how it’s done.”

We dive back into the music, and I focus on the beat, on the way my body moves, on the laughter around me. The sting of Mike fades, replaced by the rush of the night. Jessica leans in later, her voice low over the music. “Hey, you free Saturday? I’ve got tickets to a football match, and...there’s an opportunity for you.”
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