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Chapter 1: The Club




The doorway was easy to miss. Graffiti covered the brick walls, and a dumpster leaked something dark onto the pavement. Over everything, a single bulb flickered behind a metal cage, throwing shadows that made the block feel like a spot for bad decisions. 

Perfect.

I went through the unmarked door and nodded at Mickey, who sat on his stool, solid and silent with his crew cut. He’d checked IDs here for five years, and I’d never heard him say more than three words.

"Password," he said.

"Sappho's daughters."

He put out his hand for the $10 entry fee, handed over two drink tickets and jerked his thumb toward the inner door.

The music hit me first, then the heat, then the mix of perfume, sweat, and cheap beer and bourbon that tasted rough but felt like a treat. People crowded together in the dim light, moving to a beat that felt deeper than the speakers. It was Thursday, ladies’ night, so the place was packed with women who’d waited all week for this.

I'd been coming here for three years, ever since Diane first brought me and whispered the password like it was magic, like we were in on a secret place. Maybe we were. This wasn’t a place you told your family about. It never showed up in the Yellow Pages back when phone books were a thing. Near the bar, her blonde hair catching the red glow from the neon sign, I saw her. She waved, and I started pushing through the crowd. Every few steps, I had to turn sideways, press past someone, mutter apologies that got swallowed by the music. A woman in a leather jacket stepped back without looking and her boot came down on my foot. She turned, started to apologize, then smiled instead.








