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Chapter One

I felt the bass beat before we ever
got inside the club full of kinky weirdoes looking for BDSM, or at
least bondage submission. It traveled through the ground and up
into me from my feet and adjusted my internal rhythm until it
matched. My stride caught the rhythm and I found myself moving at
the same cadence.

My heart pounded it out.

My hoo-ha began to throb at the same
tempo, making me warm and wet and sparking.

“I sure hope that guy,
Trimil or something, that I had a date with the first time we came
is here,” Lidia, my BFF, said, her voice vibrating with some of the
same excitement I felt--as if she had one up her tush--a
vibrator.

I damn sure felt like I had one up
mine as we reached the door.

As hard as I worked to dismiss it,
everything on me was becoming hot and achy and
jellified.

I didn’t know what it was about the
place--maybe just me huffing the endorphins everybody else was
putting out--but it drew me like a moth to flame despite the
zillion and one reservations I entertained when I wasn’t
there.

The doorman identified us as members
and the door opened.

“You going upstairs this
time, Giselle?”

I flicked a tight smile in her
direction, feeling my belly twist into an uncomfortable knot. “Nah.
I’ll be fine waiting for you down in the bar like I always do. I
enjoy people watching and listening to the music.”

“You’re missing out,”
Lidia said with a laugh.

We walked to the bar
together.

Over the course of our visits--four so
far--it had become part of the ritual. We got a drink and sat to
nurse it and watch the people gyrating to the music until Lidia had
sipped enough liquid courage to make her way up the stairs to the
second floor, where all the real action happened--according to
her.

Lidia had bullied me into going with
her the first time--like she pretty much always did with everything
she wanted to do and I didn’t. She used peer pressure until I
buckled.

It rarely took a lot of that to make
me buckle.

I was secretly a submissive to the
bone.

I tried my best to convince people I
wasn’t, but I thought I wasn’t terribly successful at
that.

That was why I was careful not to
allow very many people around me. It never took them long to figure
out they could make me do just about anything--no matter how
reluctant I was, or fearful of, whatever it was.

Lidia was a benign
‘mistress’. She just used me to bolster her nervous qualms. She
never insisted that I actually do
the things she did--as in take part. She just
wanted me to go with her to boost her own daring.

It was a sort of symbiotic
relationship.

She needed a ‘wing man’ to carry it
off.

I needed her to enjoy the same things
she did--vicariously--because I just couldn’t do it without her as
my ‘wing man’.

Obviously, Lidia was getting used to
the place. She hadn’t even drank half her drink before she bounded
out of her seat and told me she was heading up. “You sure you don’t
want to try to find a date?”

Even the thought of what it took to
find one made me feel like I might pass out.

I was so uptight about
anything of a sexual nature that I couldn’t enjoy sex with guys I’d
known like forever.

I sure as hell wasn’t going to be able
to ‘get it up’ for a complete stranger!

Board didn’t even begin to describe me
when I was tense. I got lock-bone.

Particularly when most of the people
wore the most scary-bizarre costumes imaginable to cover their true
identity.

Anyway, I didn’t just not want to do
anything like that. I didn’t need to. I really did enjoy hanging
out and listening to the music and watching everybody else have
fun.

Lidia left.

I watched her thread her way through
the crowd on the dance floor until she reached the spiral stairs
leading up, watched her mount the steps until she reached the
second floor. A bouncer met her at the top. She spoke to him--some
secret code, I supposed--and then he stepped aside and watched her
for a moment as she passed him and kept going.

Sighing, I checked the level of my
drink and turned my attention to the floor.

She was usually gone long enough my
ass went numb.
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