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CHAPTER ONE: THE ARRIVAL
The rain started before Rebecca Hale's car reached the club's private entrance.
She watched it streak across the tinted windows, distorting the city into soft blurs of grey and silver. The driver navigated through security gates without speaking, and Becks appreciated the silence. She'd spent the entire flight rehearsing her introduction, refining her pitch, mentally cataloguing the names and faces she'd studied in the briefing documents. Senior marketing executive. Image modernisation. Luxury sponsor acquisition. Women's audience expansion. Tournament season.
She knew exactly what they'd hired her to do.
The club headquarters rose before her: all glass and steel and architectural confidence. Modern. Sleek. Designed to impress. Through the floor-to-ceiling windows, she could see movement inside—people in tailored suits, others in athletic wear, the strange hybrid ecosystem of elite sport and corporate ambition. Rain pooled in the courtyard, reflecting the club's logo back in rippling distortions.
Becks smoothed the front of her blazer. Charcoal grey, perfectly tailored, worn over a cream silk blouse and a black pencil skirt that ended precisely at her knees. Neutral. Professional. Controlled. Her hair was pulled back in a low chignon, her makeup understated, her jewellery minimal. She'd learned years ago that the key to being taken seriously in male-dominated spaces was to be impeccable without being distracting.
Invisible, but undeniable.
The morning passed in a blur of introductions and facility tours. By the time she reached the conference room for the sponsor campaign meeting, the rain had intensified, drumming against the windows in a steady rhythm that filled the silence between conversations.
Becks was reviewing her presentation notes when the door opened.
Sofia Varela walked in, and the air in the room changed.
She was still in training gear—a fitted black tank top that clung to her torso, darkened with sweat across her chest and stomach, and tight black shorts that left nothing to the imagination. Her skin had that flushed, heated look of someone who'd been pushing hard, and water droplets clung to her collarbone, her shoulders, the curve of her neck. Her hair was pulled back in a high ponytail, damp strands escaping to frame her face.
She moved with complete confidence—shoulders back, stride easy and powerful, utterly unbothered by the fact that she was soaking wet and barely dressed in a corporate setting.
"Rebecca Hale?" Sofia said, extending her hand. Her voice was lower than Becks had expected—warm, with a slight rasp from exertion. "Sofia Varela. Welcome to the club."
Becks stood and took her hand. Sofia's grip was firm, her palm damp from training, and the contact sent an unexpected jolt through Becks's body—something she immediately dismissed as nerves.
"Thank you," Becks said, her voice steady. "I've been looking forward to meeting the team."
"James giving you the full tour?" Sofia asked, not stepping back. She was close—close enough that Becks could smell her, that mix of clean sweat and expensive shampoo and something else underneath, something warm and distinctly human.
"Just finished," Becks confirmed.
Sofia's mouth curved into a small smile. "Good. This is where the real work happens." She glanced at the presentation materials spread across the table. "Strategic positioning, I see. My favourite topic."
The way she said it—with that slight emphasis, that tiny curve of her mouth—made it feel like a private joke.
The meeting began ten minutes later. The sponsor representatives arrived, James took his seat, and Sofia settled into a chair directly across from Becks, pulling a designer jacket over her damp tank top but leaving it unzipped.
Becks began her presentation, clicking through slides about brand alignment and lifestyle positioning. She was in her element here—confident, articulate, presenting her vision for modernising the club's image.
But she was acutely aware of Sofia watching her.
Halfway through the presentation, Sofia leaned forward, elbows on the table. "Can we go back to that slide about strategic positioning?"
Becks clicked back. "This one?"
"Yeah." Sofia's eyes were on the screen, but there was something playful in her expression. "I like this approach. Positioning us as more than athletes. Making it about lifestyle, aspiration." She paused, then looked directly at Becks. "Very... strategic."
As the word left her mouth, Sofia's tongue did a small, deliberate movement—a quick twirl against her bottom lip, barely noticeable but unmistakable once you saw it. Playful. Flirtatious. A tiny gesture that transformed the entire interaction into something else.
Becks felt it register somewhere low in her stomach—a flutter, a catch, something she couldn't name and didn't want to examine.
Her eyes dropped involuntarily to Sofia's chest. The unzipped jacket had fallen open slightly, revealing the damp tank top beneath. The fabric clung to Sofia's skin, and Becks could see the curve of her breasts, the shadow between them, the way the moisture made everything more visible, more defined.
She forced her gaze back up, but Sofia was still watching her. That small smile was still playing at the corners of her mouth.
Becks's breath caught. She'd lost her train of thought completely.
"The strategic positioning," she said, her voice perhaps a fraction too controlled, "focuses on authenticity. We're not manufacturing anything. We're choosing which truths to amplify."
"Truths," Sofia repeated softly, and there was something knowing in the way she said it.
The meeting continued, but Becks's focus was fractured. She was aware of Sofia in a way that felt disproportionate, inappropriate. Every time Sofia shifted in her chair, every time she spoke, Becks's attention pulled toward her like gravity.
Twenty minutes later, Sofia stood. "I should get back to training," she said, pulling the jacket closed but not zipping it. "Recovery session in ten minutes."
She moved toward the door, then paused and glanced back at Becks. "Looking forward to working with you, Rebecca."
Then she turned and walked away.
Becks watched—unable to stop herself, unable to look away—as Sofia moved down the corridor visible through the glass wall.
The tight black shorts clung to Sofia's body like a second skin, moulded to the curve of her ass, emphasising every shift of weight, every step. The fabric was still damp, darkened with sweat and rain, and it moved with her—highlighting the lean strength of her thighs, the powerful confidence in her stride.
Sofia walked with that same unhurried ease, completely comfortable in her own body, and Becks couldn't tear her eyes away from the shape of her, the way she moved, the raw physicality that radiated from every step.
The door at the end of the corridor closed behind Sofia, and she disappeared from view.
Becks sat frozen at the conference table.
The sponsor representatives were gathering their materials, talking amongst themselves. James was checking something on his phone. The rain continued to fall outside, turning the windows into rivers of grey light.
Becks's hands were trembling slightly.
She pressed them flat against the table, trying to steady herself, trying to convince herself that what had just happened was nothing. A professional interaction. A new colleague. A woman who happened to be confident and attractive and—
She stopped that thought immediately.
But her body wasn't listening.
Her face felt warm. Her breath was unsteady. And somewhere underneath her carefully constructed composure, something had shifted.
Something she didn't want to name.
Something that felt dangerously like want.

CHAPTER TWO: ALONE WITH HER FINGERS
The hotel room was too quiet.
Becks had returned an hour ago, changed out of her work clothes into something comfortable—grey silk pyjama's that felt cool against her skin—and spread her laptop and documents across the desk by the window. The rain had followed her from the club headquarters, now drumming steadily against the glass, turning the city beyond into soft blurs of light.
She was supposed to be reviewing the sponsor materials. She had notes to compile, emails to send, a presentation to refine for tomorrow's follow-up meeting.
But she couldn't concentrate.
Every time she tried to focus on the screen, her mind drifted back to the conference room. To Sofia leaning forward across the table, elbows resting on the polished surface, that small smile playing at the corners of her mouth. To the way she'd said very... strategic with that tiny movement of her tongue—playful, deliberate, impossible to unsee.
To the way the damp fabric of Sofia's tank top had clung to her breasts, the outline of her sports bra visible underneath, the curve of her cleavage glistening with moisture.
To the way Sofia had looked at her when she'd stood to leave. That brief glance back, those dark eyes holding Becks's for just a second too long before she'd turned and walked away.
To the shape of Sofia's ass in those tight black shorts.
Becks closed her laptop with more force than necessary.
This was ridiculous. She was a professional. A senior marketing executive with fifteen years of experience navigating high-pressure environments and difficult personalities. She'd worked with athletes before—confident, charismatic people who commanded attention without trying. This wasn't new.
Except it felt new.
She stood and moved to the window, pressing her palm against the cool glass. The rain streaked down in rivulets, distorting the lights below into soft halos. She watched a car move through the wet streets, its headlights cutting through the darkness.
She was tired. That was all. It had been a long day, a stressful transition, the pressure of a new role in an unfamiliar environment. Her body was reacting to stress, not to—
She stopped that thought before it could finish.
But the image was already there: Sofia in those wet training clothes, the fabric clinging to her body, the curve of her breasts visible through the damp tank top, the way the black shorts had moulded to her hips and thighs as she'd walked away.
Becks's breath caught.
She turned away from the window and moved toward the bed, telling herself she just needed sleep. Tomorrow would be clearer. Tomorrow she'd be back in control.
She slipped under the covers, the silk sheets cool against her skin, and turned off the bedside lamp. The room fell into darkness, lit only by the faint glow of the city through the rain-streaked windows.
She closed her eyes.
But all she could see was Sofia leaning close across the table, close enough that Becks had smelled her—that mix of clean sweat and expensive shampoo and something warm underneath. Close enough that Becks had felt the heat radiating from her body.
Sofia's voice in her ear: Looking forward to working with you, Rebecca.
Becks's hand moved without conscious thought, sliding down across her stomach, slipping beneath the waistband of her silk pajama bottoms.
She froze.
What was she doing?
But her body wasn't listening to the rational part of her mind. Her fingers pressed lower, finding the heat between her legs, and she was already wet—embarrassingly, undeniably wet.
She should stop. She should pull her hand away and go to sleep and forget this entire day.
But she didn't.
Her fingers slid lower, pressing against her clit through the thin silk of her underwear, and the sensation made her gasp softly into the darkness.
She thought of Sofia's mouth curving into that knowing smile. The way her tongue had moved when she'd said strategic. The confidence in her stride as she'd walked away, those tight shorts clinging to every curve.
Becks's fingers moved in slow circles, pressing harder, and she felt the wetness spreading, soaking through the fabric. She slipped her hand beneath her underwear, her fingers finding her bare skin, and the direct contact made her hips lift involuntarily off the bed.
She was so wet.
Her fingers slid easily through the slickness, circling her clit with increasing pressure, and she thought of Sofia leaning close, Sofia's hand brushing her shoulder, Sofia's voice low and warm: You seem tense.
The pressure built quickly—too quickly.
Becks bit her lip, trying to stay quiet even though there was no one to hear her. Her free hand gripped the sheets, her body tensing as her fingers moved faster, circling, pressing, sliding down to feel how wet she was before returning to her clit.
She imagined Sofia's hands instead of her own. Sofia's mouth against her ear. Sofia's body pressed close, that damp tank top clinging to her breasts, the heat of her skin.
The orgasm hit her suddenly, a sharp wave of pleasure that made her gasp into the darkness. Her body arched, her thighs clenching around her hand, and for a few seconds there was nothing but the sensation—pure, overwhelming, undeniable.
Her fingers were soaked.
As the waves subsided, leaving her breathless and trembling, Becks slowly withdrew her hand. Her fingers glistened in the faint light from the window, wet with her own arousal.
Without thinking—without allowing herself to think—she brought her fingers to her mouth.
The taste was unfamiliar and intimate, salt and musk and something distinctly her own. She licked her fingers clean, her tongue moving slowly across each one, and the act felt transgressive in a way that made her stomach tighten with renewed arousal.
Then reality crashed back in.
What the fuck?
Becks pulled her hand away from her mouth, her heart pounding.
What the fuck am I doing?
She lay frozen in the darkness, her body still humming with the
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