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The studio was a cacophony of laughter, the air thick with anticipation and the faint tang of acrylic paint. Two dozen men, clad in immaculate white slacks and crisp dress shirts, stood in loose clusters beneath rows of industrial lights. Their reflections shimmered in the polished concrete floor, all bright white lines and nervous energy, like a roomful of blank pages waiting to be ruined.

The black-clad DJ, perched on a stool in the corner beside towering speakers, grinned like a man about to start a riot. His finger hovered over the controls. “Alright, gents!” he shouted. “You know the drill. White is the canvas...and tonight, we make some fucking art!”

The answer was deafening—cheers, whistles, stomping feet, someone pounding a wall with both hands.

Then the first paint bomb flew.

It burst against a broad chest with a wet splat, electric blue blooming across white cotton in a violent flower of colour. Gasps turned instantly into wild laughter.

“Fuck yes!” a burly red-bearded man roared. He looked down at the paint dripping over his torso, then dragged both palms through it and smeared it wider across his chest. “Now it’s a party!”

“You were too clean anyway!”

“Come fix that yourself!”

Three more bombs launched at once.

Yellow burst across a shoulder. Red exploded over someone’s thighs. Green hit the floor and detonated upward, speckling trouser legs, shoes, cuffs, and calves. A fifth bomb missed entirely and smashed against the wall, where paint began sliding down in thick glossy tears.

The room erupted.

With twice the men came twice the chaos. Bodies surged in every direction—ducking, lunging, shouting warnings too late, colliding shoulder-first and spinning off laughing. Paint arced through the air from all corners now, impossible to track. Every second brought another impact, another explosion of colour, another roar of triumph.

Within minutes the once-pristine studio looked like a battlefield fought entirely with rainbows. The polished floor became slick with puddles of red, blue, gold, violet, orange. Footprints tracked through every spill, smearing colours together into muddy streaks. Men slipped, caught themselves on strangers, then retaliated with paint-smeared hands to the face or chest. Walls dripped. Speakers wore hand prints. Even the DJ ducked as a glob of pink splashed across his booth.

Across the room, a lithe dark-haired man with a razor-sharp jawline spun sideways to avoid a flying bomb.

“Not the hair!” he shouted, shielding his head. “Anything but the hair!”

A tall, broad-shouldered man behind him took the hit instead. Green exploded across his back, splattering all the way up his collar and into his hairline.

The tall man froze. Slowly, he turned.

The dark-haired man burst out laughing. “Uh-oh.”

“You little shit,” the tall man said, smiling despite himself. He charged.

The dark-haired man yelped and bolted through the crowd, weaving between men now too messy to recognize. He dodged one collision, slid through another gap, then lost momentum when the tall man caught a fistful of his shirt.

The fabric stretched. A seam popped. The room cheered.

The tall man hauled him back just long enough to drag a dripping green hand print across his chest and shoulder. “Marked you,” he said.

“In your dreams,” the dark-haired man shot back, wrenching free.

“Oh sweetheart,” the tall man called after him, “I’m already in them.”

The men nearest them howled.

Everywhere, clothes were losing the battle. White dress shirts clung damply to skin, translucent in places, collars wilted and buttons hanging by threads. Sleeves had been rolled, torn, or ripped clean off in the frenzy. Slacks wore knee stains, hand prints on the butts, streaks up the thighs, soaked hems dragging through puddles of mixed paint.

One blond man stood laughing while three others held him just long enough to cover his sleeves in yellow and blue stripes. “This is assault!”

“This is improvement,” one of them said.

Another man strutted by with purple across his face and red dripping from his elbows, carrying a stack of fresh paint bombs like ammunition. “Who still looks respectable?”

Half the room pointed at the same poor bastard.

He barely had time to gasp before orange hit him square in the stomach and blue splashed across his back from behind. He doubled over laughing. “You bastards!”

“Too late,” someone yelled. “We fixed you!”

The teasing only sharpened as the mess got worse.

A man with cobalt smeared across his jaw nodded toward someone whose soaked slacks now clung tightly from the knees up.

“I think somebody’s having fun.”

The accused looked down, shrugged shamelessly, and spread his arms. “I believe in immersive art.”

“That’s not immersion,” another voice called. “That’s commitment.”

He grinned. “Jealous?”

“Of your confidence? Deeply.”

“Of the fit of these pants? Obviously.”

Laughter rolled through the room again.

The bass pounded harder. Sweat mixed with paint until everyone gleamed. Men bumped hips, collided chests, grabbed wrists, spun each other around. Every touch left new streaks of colour. Every stumble ended in laughter or retaliation.

Near the centre of the room, the red-bearded man scooped up a fresh bomb, deep purple and glistening in his palm. He scanned the crowd and locked onto a smirking blond man across the room. “Hey, pretty boy!”

The blond turned.

“Catch!”

Purple exploded across his chest and throat. He staggered back laughing. “Oh, you are dead.”

The redhead spread his arms. “Come make me.”

A gold bomb flew in reply, catching the redhead on the shoulder and showering his beard in metallic streaks.

The crowd lost it.

“He’s glamorous now!”

“Someone get him a crown!”

The redhead charged through the chaos, plowing between two men wrestling over a bucket of paint.

The blond man turned to run, nearly wiped out in a puddle, caught himself on another guy’s shoulder, then kept sprinting while laughing too hard to breathe.

At last the redhead caught him by the forearm and yanked him close. Their chests slammed together, purple and gold smearing into one slick mess between them. “Gotcha,” the redhead growled.

The blond tipped his chin up. “You planning to do something with me?”

“Tempting.” Instead, the redhead shoved him away.

The blond stumbled backward into two strangers, knocking all three of them into a splash of blue on the floor. “Coward!” he shouted.

“Come back here and say that!”

“Oh, I will!”

In the far corner, half-hidden behind a paint-streaked pillar, the dark-haired man finally slowed—only to find the tall man stepping directly into his path. “You done running?” the tall man asked.

“Depends. You done chasing?”

“Not even close.”

They stood inches apart, both breathing hard. Paint streaked their cheeks, collars, throats. The dark-haired man’s shirt hung half-open now, one button gone, green and silver smeared across his chest.

The tall man reached out and traced one finger down the front of it, dragging blue into green. “You’re a disaster,” he murmured.

The dark-haired man glanced down. “Funny. I was about to say the same.”

He pressed both palms to the tall man’s chest and slid them downward, leaving twin red streaks over already ruined fabric.

The taller man exhaled sharply.

“Oh,” the dark-haired man said, pleased. “So you can blush under all that paint.”

“I’m not blushing.”

“No? Then why are you staring at my mouth?”

The tall man smiled slowly. “Because it looks dangerous.”

“Everything good is.”

The world around them pulsed—music, shouting, laughter, the wet smack of paint bombs hitting fabric and flesh.

Then a bucket of silver paint dumped over both their heads from somewhere above.

They both shouted and jumped apart as silver cascaded down their hair, faces, shirts, and slacks.

For one stunned beat, the whole room went silent.

Then it exploded with laughter.

The dark-haired man wiped silver from his eyes. “Romantic moment ruined.”

The tall man looked upward. “I’m going to kill whoever did that.”

A voice from the mezzanine yelled back, “Worth it!”

The DJ, now wearing pink hand prints across his black shirt and yellow in his beard, shoved the volume even higher. The bass thundered through the soaked floor.

The studio had become glorious wreckage—walls dripping colour, puddles knee-deep in places, shirts torn open, slacks streaked beyond saving, bodies shining with paint and sweat. Two dozen men moved through it like creatures born for chaos: laughing, breathless, flirtatious, wild.

No one was clean.

Nothing was salvageable.

And nobody wanted it any other way.

The bass thundered through the soaked floor, rattling puddles of paint into tiny ripples. Two dozen men moved through the wreckage of the studio like beautiful vandals—shirts torn open, white slacks ruined beyond redemption, skin streaked in every imaginable colour.

And then, almost at once, the mood shifted.

It started with a single voice from somewhere in the crowd.

“Why the hell is he still clean?”

Heads turned.

The DJ, perched on his stool behind the booth, froze with one hand still on the mixer. Unlike everyone else, he wore black jeans and a fitted black shirt—dark, sharp, untouched except for a few stray pink droplets on one sleeve. While the rest of them dripped paint from collars and cuffs, he looked almost smug sitting above the carnage, dry and intact.

A slow grin spread across the red-bearded man’s face. “Well, well,” he rumbled. “Look who thinks he’s exempt.”

The room answered with a chorus of approval.

“Oh no,” the DJ said, laughing nervously. “Absolutely not.”

The dark-haired man pointed dramatically. “He started this.”

The tall man beside him crossed his arms. “And yet somehow escaped justice.”

The DJ held both hands up. “Gentlemen, I am an essential worker.”

“That sounds like guilt,” someone shouted.

“Get him!”

The roar that followed shook the windows.

The DJ yelped and jumped off the stool just as the first paint bomb flew. It burst against the booth behind him, showering the controls in yellow. He ducked, scrambled sideways, nearly tripped over a speaker cable, then bolted.

Two dozen paint-slick men surged after him.

The chase was instant chaos.

He sprinted along the edge of the studio, black jeans flashing through the colour-soaked crowd. Men lunged for him and missed, slipping in puddles or crashing into each other laughing. Paint bombs flew wildly after him—blue against the wall, red against a pillar, purple across an innocent bystander who threw his hands up and shouted, “Wrong target!”

The DJ looked over his shoulder, horrified and delighted. “You psychos!”

“You made the playlist!” someone yelled back.

“That’s on you!”

He cut hard to the left, sliding through a slick patch of gold paint. A blond man grabbed for his shirt and got only a handful of fabric, stretching the hem before losing it.

“So close!” the blond groaned.

The red-bearded man came barrelling through the middle of the room like a charging bull. “Nobody leaves clean!”

The DJ darted behind a cluster of men, using them as human shields.

“Traitor!” one of them laughed as green paint exploded across his back.

“Sorry!” the DJ shouted, already running again.

But there were too many of them.

Everywhere he turned, someone blocked his path. A man in ruined white slacks spread his arms wide. Another crouched low, ready to tackle. Someone else held two dripping paint bombs like grenades.

The dark-haired man stepped forward, silver still in his hair, wearing a smile full of wicked promise. “End of the line, music boy.”

The DJ backed up. “We can negotiate.”

“Nope,” said the tall man, appearing at his shoulder.

The DJ spun—and found the redhead there too. “Oh, come on.”

The crowd closed in around him, laughing, panting, shining with sweat and paint. They formed a loose circle, cutting off every escape route.

The DJ pointed accusingly at them all. “This is mob behaviour.”

“This,” said the redhead, picking up a bucket, “is balance.”

The DJ’s eyes widened. “Wait—”

Too late.

The bucket tipped.

A tidal wave
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