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Chapter One

 


Damn shit and bugger, when
will I ever learn to keep my mouth shut?

Jane stared at the message
on her phone.

'Got a class at nine pm
tonight. Buy candles. Wish me luck.'

Jane's skin stung, and her
stomach heaved. The surge of red-hot jealousy that filled her was
so intense that it brought tears to her eyes. Did Alison know what
she'd let herself in for?

Candles my aunt. Did she
even read the disclaimer? Luck? Ah, she'll need it all right. I
wonder who her teacher will be? Not even
to herself could Jane accept how betrayed she felt at the thought
it could be Sean. She replayed their conversation she'd had with
her friend the previous week in her head.

"Oh come on, Jane. It'll
be fun." Jane had shaken her head. Why the
fuck did I ever mention that bloody dance studio?
She knew why. Alison had been wondering why she
couldn't get hold of Ava, and Jane had
answered without thinking.

"She's gone for dancing
lessons."

That was enough for Alison. She'd pestered
Jane ever since.

"We'd enjoy it, you know
we would." Well Jane knew she would, and wasn't going to. However
she didn't think the type of dancing that occurred at the Dance
Studio would be Alison's cup of tea. She was so straight that to
her a kink was a bend in the road. In the end she'd told Alison the
email address to shut her up, confident any reply she received
would be of the 'sorry we're full up' type. It seemed somehow it
hadn't and now Jane was worried. Alison wanted to jive and
quickstep. At the Dance Studio she'd jive all right but not to Bill
Haley, and the only quickstep would be as she ran away. She knew
Alison; they'd been friends since nursery, and straightforward
vanilla everything was her. She'd even confided to Jane that she
thought her ex-boyfriend weird because he's asked if he could
blindfold her. That had been the end of that budding relationship.
Jane had spent the best part of a week consoling her friend and
persuading her that Martin wasn't a pervert, and she shouldn't
report him to the police. That some people liked that sort of
thing. Alison had looked at her as if she had two heads and
shuddered.

"I don’t believe you."

Jane didn't enlighten her.

Now she scrolled down the
list of contacts on her phone and pressed call…

"Hi hon, what you up to?"
The velvet tones of her cousin's business partner came down the
line.

As per usual, every time
she heard Sean O'Connor's voice her clit clenched and her juices
ran. Bugger the man, why does he sound
like sex on legs? Dangerous sex on legs. She pressed her thighs together to discourage her free hand
from straying in that direction. Damned if
I couldn't get myself off just listening to him recite the
alphabet, let alone anything else. Without using any
toys.

"Er." Also, as per usual,
her throat went dry and she stuttered like a schoolgirl with a pop
star. "How did you know it was me?" Lame
Jane.

"Caller recognition. So,
you just want a chat or what? We've a class starting
soon."

"You have? I thought you
weren’t teaching?" Damn, damn, why show
I'm interested?

"Did I say I wasn't?" His
tone was smooth, but oh so I'm in charge that her clit did another
forward somersault. "So honey, what do you want?"

Jane took a deep breath.
How on earth could she explain without sounding whiny or bratty?
Two things she really hoped she wasn't.

"My friend. She's booked a
lesson. Tonight, and I don't know who with or what for. Hell, Sean,
she's as vanilla as a freshly picked pod. Who's going to take her?
What in? If anyone screws with her I'll screw them clockwise whilst
squeezing their balls. She says it's by candles. She wants to do
Latin … dancing, not a bloke. And definitely not wax play. She saw
one of my candles and wondered why I wouldn't let her use it for
the dinner table decoration. When I told her it was specially
designed not to scar, but sting in a good way she just said ohh
that’s nice. And still lit it."

He laughed, and sent
another gush of liquid over her clit, before his tone changed.
"Sorry, client confidentiality." His voice now oozed disapproval,
and Jane's mouth was suddenly dry. She coughed and swallowed before
she saw a bottle of water on a side table. "You know that, Jane,"
he went on. "Why, if she wants to learn, should she not come here?
We're the best."

Jane took a swift mouthful
of water. "Because she's not interested," she almost shouted and
then spoiled the intended defiance with a cough. "She wants to
learn to dance, not sub. She's my friend. I don't want her messed
up."

"Listen to yourself,
Jane." His voice was disparaging. "Who's messed up? Woman, I could
paddle you. Tomorrow, six am, be here." The line went
dead.

Six am? What planet was he
on? If she had been going to book a lesson—which she wasn't—no way
would it be at six am. If she was going to meet him, and she
wasn't, it would be at Sensible O'clock. Six am was for street
cleaners, night workers, cats out on the tiles, and not
her.

Now she not only had
Alison to worry over, she had her tummy dancing to a 'will I, won't
I' beat.

Damn the bloody man. He
knows how to pull my chain every sodding time. Well he can bugger
off. Not now, not him and not ever. Jane
had the terrible suspicion that to dance in any way with Sean would
be life changing. It was a damned if she did, damned if she didn't
scenario, and every bit of it scared her witless.

So why did she set her
alarm for five am?

****

Jane was still asking
herself that question when she got out of her car the next morning
in the deserted car park outside the Dance Studio. As ever the
elegant sign made her raise an eyebrow. Whatever were her cousin
Ryan and Sean thinking about when they named it? Surely it caused
more problems than it was worth?

She grabbed her bag from
the passenger seat and slung a baggy cardigan over her shoulders.
Combined with old disreputable fleece lined boots, jogging bottoms,
and a wide-necked, faded rugby shirt, she accepted she didn't look
very prepossessing, but that had been her idea. Once Sean had
finished the phone call, she'd switched her phone off, and ignored
her laptop. She didn't trust Sean not to bug her with demands. If
she turned up, it would be on her terms.

With an inward grimace at
the naïve thought she might have ignored his diktat, Jane switched
the phone back on—after all he might have rung to say don't bother
to come, and she could turn round and go back to bed for an hour,
and thrust it in her bag.

Lame again because if I
thought that I'd've switched it on before I left home.
She locked the car and walked across the tarmac
toward a nondescript door set in the side of the three-story
building. The temperature had dropped during the night, and her
breath made wispy circles in the crisp atmosphere. At any other
time she'd enjoy the chill, but at that moment, she couldn't have
told anyone if she was happy or not. As she neared the entrance the
phone beeped, to let her know she had a message. It was typical
that she couldn't find it in the trunk-sized bag she carried
around. Of course it was in the last pocket she looked into.
I only put it away a minute ago, gah
brain-fry. Why she ever thought a
multi-compartmental shoulder bag was a good idea, she couldn't
fathom. She switched it on and had a blank moment when it asked for
her password. 14…no 57…Dammit, calm down
and think. Mum's birthday. Carefully she
typed in 6666 and sniggered. Poor mum, having all those sixes in
her birthdate. A least it meant no one forgot the date. Her phone
opened and she clicked on the message icon.

'Just come in, third
floor.' With a muffled mutter, Jane rolled
her eyes and put the instrument into her pocket. That way she'd
know exactly where it was if she decided to ring anyone for help.
She ignored the fact she wouldn't know whom to ring; it was the
thought that counted.

For two pins she'd send a
sod-off answer and take herself to the all night coffee shop around
the corner. Who'm I trying to kid? I knew
damn well if he asked, demanded or even begged I'd turn up. Even if
my tummy's doing its own dance. Bugger it. Jane pushed at the door. With a muffled click it opened
inward, and swung closed behind her as if an unseen hand pushed at
it.

Typically, the lift had a
Do Not Use sign on it. Did he want her so knackered she'd have to
rest for half an hour before she got the breath back to do
anything? Or was it a ploy to reduce her resistance? Jane decided
it didn't really matter. Both she knew, and Sean knew, that she was
fit enough to run up the damned stairs if she wanted, which she
didn't.

She began to climb, taking
her time, and looking at the pictures on the wall. Nothing too
blatant, but if you'd entered the building as an innocent you'd
have started to wonder just what went on between the walls. As she
reached the first floor, her phone bleeped again.

'Stop dawdling. You have three minutes.'

Bastard. Even though her mind rebelled, her feet sped up. As she
reached the third floor landing, she glanced at her watch. Twenty
seconds to spare. She stood still, brushed her hair back off her
face and swept it into a twist, which she secured with a barrette.
Then she let three or four red strands curl around her ears. One of
the things she knew Sean disapproved of was hair scrunched up so
Jane reckoned she was playing with fire. However that moment she
couldn't care less. She'd turned up, and that was more than she
thought
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