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I stepped into the club alone, my heart pounding like a drum in my chest. The tight, red dress clung to my body. It was so short that every step, it would slide up just enough to show off the curve of my hips and the swell of my ass. It was the kind of outfit that screamed ‘look at me,’ and that's exactly what I wanted tonight.

I had a plan. I wouldn’t come here without a reason. Tonight is the night I would give my virginity to a stranger, and this pulsing, neon-lit chaos was where I planned to find someone who’d take it.

The air hit me first, the smell of sweat and perfume, the bass from the speakers vibrating through my bones as strobe lights flashed across the crowd. Everything was overwhelming.

I was nervous as hell, my palms sweating, but I forced myself to blend in. People were everywhere, bodies grinding on the dance floor, laughter and shouts cutting through the deafening thump of music. I wove through them, feeling eyes on me already. The dress did its job; I wouldn’t say much about my low self-esteem.

I made my way to the bar, ordering a vodka soda to steady my nerves. The cool liquid burned down my throat, warming me from the inside out. One drink turned into two, then three, and soon the edges of my anxiety faded. I felt bolder, sexier, ready.

Pushing onto the dance floor, I let the rhythm take over. My hips swayed, arms lifting as I moved with the beat. The guys noticed me quickly. The tall ones, built ones, all ages, but I flirted back with just my body. A brush of my hand on a stranger's arm, a press of my chest against another's as we danced close. One guy, maybe mid-20s with a cocky grin, pulled me in, his hands sliding to my waist. I leaned into it, rolling my body against his, feeling the heat of him through his shirt. But it was playful, testing the waters, not committing.

I wanted more, something that would push me over the edge.

That's when I saw him. Across the floor, leaning against the bar with a drink in hand, he stood out like he owned the place. Probably in his 40s, handsome in that rugged, experienced way. He had a sharp jawline, dark hair with a touch of gray at the temples, broad shoulders filling out a crisp button-down shirt, and slacks that suggested ‘I came from the office.’

No tie, top buttons undone, but still polished. He scanned the room with this confidence, a charismatic smile flashing when someone caught his eye. Older guys like him turned me on, the kind who knew what they were doing, no fumbling awkwardness.

I couldn't look away. The drinks had me feeling reckless, so I danced my way closer, letting the crowd carry me until I was near the bar. Our eyes met, and he raised his glass slightly, his smile deepening. I approached him, heart racing again, but this time with excitement.

“Hey,” I said, leaning in so he could hear over the noise. I had to tiptoe, my height only coming up to his chest. Up close, he smelled amazing. Clean cologne mixed with a hint of whiskey, masculine and dizzying.

“Hello, sweetheart,” he replied, his voice smooth and deep, with that easy charm that made me feel a tingling sensation between my legs. His gaze angled down at me, studying my face, and I looked up to meet his eyes.

“My name’s Alysa. Yours?”

I raised my hand for a handshake, and when his palm closed around mine, it was warm and big, easily engulfing my hand. His skin was rough, but the way he held me was surprisingly gentle.

“Robert.”

His posture was perfect, straight-backed yet relaxed, as if he were used to commanding attention. We fell into conversation quickly, nothing deep, just the club vibe. He asked what brought me out. I laughed and said I was celebrating being an adult, dodging the real reason. He told me he didn't usually visit places like this, but he needed to unwind after a long day. His smile was a killer, warm and teasing, and it’s drawing me in.

Then he asked my age, straight up. “Eighteen,” I said, biting my lip, watching his reaction. 

He chuckled, a low, genuine laugh that sent a shiver down my spine. “Too young for me, sweetheart. I'm 43, and married. I got a wife at home waiting for me.”

“Doesn’t that make it better?”

He raised a brow, amused. “What is?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “You being older and married.”

A low, genuine chuckle rumbled out of him, the kind only a man like him could make. He kept laughing for a moment, disbelief written all over his face, before he finally found his words again. “You’re a naughty one, Alysa.”

He held up his left hand, flashing the gold band on his finger. But instead of backing off, it made me bolder. Married. The thought of him sneaking away, risking it all, made my pussy throb with need. I imagined his wife oblivious while he fucked someone younger, and it was arousing.

I didn't hesitate. Stepping closer, I wrapped my arms around his neck in a hug that was anything but innocent. “I can be naughtier if you give me a chance,” I murmured into his ear, pressing my body against his.

The club noise faded as I moved, grinding my crotch slowly against his thigh. The tight dress hiked up a bit, the thin fabric doing nothing to hide how wet I was getting. His thigh was firm under me, muscle tense as I rocked my hips, feeling the friction build right where I needed it.

He stiffened, literally and figuratively, but didn't push me away. His hands hovered at my sides, then stayed on my hips. I kept going, my pussy lips parting slightly under my panties as I rubbed against him. The bulge in his pants grew, pressing hard against my thigh. I could feel it twitch, pulsating against the fabric of his slacks as I ground down harder, my breath hitching. His cologne filled my senses, mixing with the growing scent of his arousal.

“Fuck,” he muttered under his breath, his voice rough, that charismatic control cracking just a little.

The music kept beating around us, bodies bumping nearby, but in that moment, it was just us. I, aching to lose it all, and he, married, his cock hardening from my desperate grinding. I hugged him tighter, my
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