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The club’s packed. Sugar Beat’s rocking tonight. The best techno in town. DJ Tribal well into his warm up set and... I don’t know why... I just can’t explain it...

... I’m bored out of my brain...

... It’s not as if I mind guys’ eyes stripping me on the dance floor. Perfect butt. Toned tits. An ass to die for. I’ve got the best body in the house...

... I like it when dudes fuck me with their eyes, it beats some of the sessions I’ve had in the toilets, except... tonight...for some reason...

... I feel totally hacked off...  tonight the Sugar Beat’s just getting on my nerves...

It’s weird. Sugar Beat’s the hottest venue in town. It’s the biggest too. The place holds well over a thousand people, though tonight it feels like there’s much more than a thousand, blue and purple searchlights sweeping the crowd, ear-splitting techno—my favorite music— shaking the floor, the bodies packed so tight it’s almost impossible to dance, all you can do is jump up and down and let yourself get carried along on the crowd surges.

I haven’t drunk all that much. I’ve only skittled a mitzy. I shouldn’t feel so freaking bo-ooooored. I’m a Sugar Beat regular. I come here two or three nights a week... maybe that’s why it’s such a frigging drag tonight...

People say Sugar Beat’s a meat market. It is a meat market. That’s why I like it. When you’ve got a body like mine you gotta use it before it’s too late.

I had a scene with one of the bouncers for a while—Chris, he’s left now—I used to get in free for a couple of months, but even Chris turned out to be a pain in the ass.

I keep hoping the manager’s going to come in one night—how cool would that be? Dating the owner of Sugar Beat!— or some celebrity DJ’s got a bit more about him than freaking Tribal.

People say I’m vain, but it’s not my fault I’m the fittest girl here, the hottest dancer too.

I give up. It’s no use.

I slip into the toilets— no guys, it’s not your lucky night— pop another pinga and when I get back out on the dance floor I have all the attention I want.

Spunky eyes fasten on my split. Yes, guys, breath-taking. Hairy eyeballs adhere to my white, skin-tight jeans and fluorescent butt flickering in the strobes. That’s right, fellas. A split like mine there’s plenty of searchlight throbbing between my thighs.

Every dude in the house can feel the hot slick swallowing my G-string and I haven’t even decided whose lucky night it is. It’s a pity they’re all such a load of dorks.

I keep hoping something special’s going to happen... it never does... the owner or some East Coast DJ... Just thinking about it makes the hot slick go all prickly.

As well as looking good my jeans feel good, especially in these six-inch spike stilettos. There’s plenty of slashes, ankles right up to my split, in my jeans’ candescent denim, loads of toned tan peeping out.

My tank-top’s white to match the jeans, white and extra short so folks can see my navel piercing and the luscious curves where my tits take off. The piercing’s real cute too, a red dice on a little chain bopping in the hollow of my navel.

“Hey! Zara!” Pete’s seen me. He yells above the din. “Hey, babe!”

It’s impossible to hear anything the music’s so loud. Not that you want to hear much when you’re talking to Pete, he’s such a doink.

“Hey! Beautiful!”

Pete’s fairly hunky. His body’s okay but besides from his ripped abs and body-slam pecs he’s a total lunkhead. I’m into sex. I like fucking, but the Sugar Beat regulars are such a load of twerps they even put you off screwing.

“Hey! Zara!”

I ignore him. I’m better off dancing with my girlfriends than with Pete, or with any of the other Sugar Beat dudes either.

Dancing with your mates is boring but it’s still a fraction less boring than dancing with the guys, except that... freaking Lyn and Zia and Farrah and Meryl are all so busy scanning the throng for a cute face or a ripped physique they keep stepping on my toes!
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