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        A girl walks into a bar. Looking for some action.

      

      

      
        
        That would be me—nervous but determined.

      

      

      
        
        Wanting to do something brave and crazy, despite everything I’ve been taught to the contrary.

      

      

      
        
        Actually, the bar’s really a club, one that caters to fantasy fulfillment.

      

      

      
        
        And I’m about to get in way over my head... 
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        The man is aroused by the thought, ‘I am taking her’, the young woman by the thought, ‘I am being taken by him.’

        

      

      

      
        
        —Vatsyayana, Kamasutra (as translated by Wendy Doniger & Sudhir Kakar)
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      Donovan’s. A swanky, inner-city club that catered to carnal appetites. Sexual fantasies and taboos. Voyeuristic tendencies and erotic exploration.

      As a female with very little knowledge of anything beyond mediocre missionary, I’d obsessed over thoughts of Donovan’s with excessive frequency of late, especially considering the desert wasteland of my sex life.

      For months, ever since starting a new job after moving across town, my candid coworkers had regaled me with stories of the place—uninhibited orgies, bondage scenarios, and titillating one-on-one fantasies acted out in real time.

      Rife with curiosity, I’d nevertheless forced myself to stay away. Until now, with the recent and final demise of my four-year marriage to a church-going man my super-strict parents had heartily approved of. After twenty-three years of abstinence, of regular butt-in-the-pew, three-times-a-week devotion to how I was raised, marriage was supposed to have been my long-awaited free-for-all with my new handsome husband.

      Instead, he shoved me up on some stupid pedestal for nightly prayers; made boring love to me twice a month, without any exciting or decadent preliminaries; and then fooled around on the side with prostitutes that I didn’t learn about until he was arrested.

      Talk about a kick to the gut. A hearty blow to my lonely crotch.

      Before that discovery, he’d turned more controlling than I wanted to remember. More intimidating. Occasionally vindictive. Enough so, that by the time I discovered his betrayal of our vows, it didn’t hurt as much as it might have. Relieved me more than anything. Because his crummy actions gave me the excuse I needed to end things and strike out on my own.

      But now? At twenty-seven and officially single, I was burgeoning with both curiosity and unfulfilled sexual urges. A lot of urges. Ones that trampled through my dreams. When they weren’t keeping me awake, that is. Wondering about all I’d missed, and longing to find out.

      The moment my divorce decree was signed and dated, it was time to make my move. To put all the details gleaned the past few months to use.

      I knew that Wednesday tended to be the most sedate night the club was open.

      I knew to hire a ride (because who wanted to hike two blocks or more if the paid parking lots downtown were crowded?), where to request the driver let me out, and exactly how to approach the risqué club’s camouflaged entrance.

      I also knew to arrive after ten and to dress conservatively sexy, as opposed to wearing outright fuck-me-now attire. Fortunately my winter coat was as demure as they came and covered the confidence-boosting dress beneath.

      No sense getting mistaken for one of ex-hubby’s hookers.

      Stupid or not, I hadn’t told anyone of my daring plans tonight, needing an easy out if I chickened out. But here I was, actually going through with it, exiting the vehicle and thanking my driver after asking her to circle the block only three times. Go me.

      Once inside, I completed the club’s paperwork, paid the $69 cover charge—unoriginal, but so provocative—and checked my coat and purse, despite how weird my empty hands felt, leaving my phone behind. That was another rule—no cell phones or tech beyond the entry, unless one worked there.

      Heart pounding as if I rode a runaway roller coaster, I wiped my sweating palms down my figure-hugging turquoise sheath. While the size of my breasts weren’t anything to brag about, I had nice shoulders and toned arms, and the sleeveless design and high neckline emphasized both. The aqua lace overlay came three inches below the dress’s short, mid-thigh length, still hitting above my knee. Knees that were knocking together despite my attempt to look as though I belonged.

      The bright dress hollered Look at me!, begged for matching jewelry and sky-high heels. In deference to the cold temps and my lack of experience wearing fancy footwear, my flat-heeled, calf-hugging boots ensured my gait remained steady despite the hovering anxiety I couldn’t quite squelch. And the only jewelry I wore were long, dangly earrings I’d made for the occasion. Multiple strands of tiny silver beads and bright blue crystals that swung as I walked, not quite brushing my shoulders.

      That was part of the new me—wearing something more adventurous than the gold studs in the single piercings I’d been allowed growing up.

      Hardcore music came from several directions as I pushed open one of the large double doors, trading the quieter reception area for the actual club.

      For all the attention you’ve had paid to your lady bits, my saner side tried to assert itself, you’re practically a virgin! Back away. Turn around while you still can. Before you’re chained to a wall. Whipped within an inch of your life.

      Snickering at my overactive—I hoped—imagination, I stuffed the melodramatic, scaredy-cat side back into a box and ventured forth.

      Though I expected the large “scene” platforms on the massive lower floor, thinking about tonight hadn’t prepared me for the decadent energy that shocked my system. My eyes widened, then skittered away, unused to viewing so much exposed flesh, much less so many people focused on S-E-X.

      And my ears? They’d never heard music so loud. Music punctuated by the sound of a whip that cracked across my eardrums. A shudder convulsed my frame when the lash struck again. This time, the sound accompanied by a sharp cry.

      My feet took an instinctive step backward. I stopped the action, coiling my fingers into a fist, pushing my nails into my palms to keep from reaching for the door behind me.

      After years working behind a desk in administration, covering the occasional bruise with long sleeves and my natural enthusiasm with the easily overlooked, hesitant persona my unhappy marriage had brought about, I’d shaken all that off with a new haircut and new resolve—and a second set of piercings in my ears. I then left my cubicle life behind and secured a job at a trendy retail boutique. Most of my coworkers were younger and much less inhibited, the conversations I’d blushingly heard—and my own desires—spurring me on tonight.

      I had to remind myself of that—how I wanted to be here, not some mouse scurrying for the nearest exit.

      Speaking of exit…

      As I approached the sweeping stairway that led to the private rooms on the second floor—rooms supposedly containing harnesses, swings, and other sexual equipment and paraphernalia that would likely shock me senseless—I spied an elevator in the corner. The moment it opened and two laughing couples came out, I chose that route of escape, closing the doors behind me before anyone else entered. Without hesitation, I punched “3”, my destination.

      The third floor. The one rumored for more clandestine, subdued rendezvous. Hopefully the quick retreat would give me the needed oomph to head back downstairs and actually watch. Learn.

      Plush and mirrored, the elevator put me in mind of what one might find in an exclusive law firm or luxury high-rise. There were five floors total, but the top two needed a key or code to access. The few seconds of silence centered me, and I watched my reflection as a deep breath drew my shoulders back, improved my posture.

      Sex for one, coming up.

      I chuckled at the proper voice in my head, announcing my
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