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Chapter One

 

Alice Chappelle tiptoed into the old Tudor mansion housing the local BDSM club.  Even though it was mid-afternoon and the sun was still bright out, the inside of the club was eerily dark.  The place was giving her the creeps, and had she not had an appointment at four o'clock, she would have left.

She turned slowly as her eyes became accustomed to the darkness.  There was just enough light to make out a stage, a large dance floor and some furniture – tables and chairs and a padded bench with cuffs hanging off the sides.  A nearby wall held an assortment of titillating implements.  As she backed away from it, she felt something solid against her back and turned to see a cage suspended from the ceiling.  Reaching out a tentative hand, she touched it and stood watching for a moment as it swung back and forth.

"Hello, is anyone there?" she called out, willing herself not to bolt.  No answer.  Again her eyes were drawn to the wall with the strange display and she hesitantly walked over to take a closer look.  There was a rattan cane with a curved handle, what appeared to be a riding crop, a formidable-looking paddle with the words "Board of Education" inlaid on it, various whips, a martinet – at least that's what she thought it was – with a handle and several thin strands that had some sort of metal attached to each of the ends.  Alice didn't even consciously realize that her hands had gone behind her to cover her bottom.

"May I help you?" a deep, sonorous male voice whispered in her right ear.  Alice spun around, startled, to find herself face to face with a most unusual man. 
A vampire
, was her first thought, then she bit her lip at her own foolishness. 
Vampires don't exist
, she reminded herself, although if they had, this guy would have fit the bill.  He was tall with dark hair that fell down to his broad shoulders.  His toned torso tapered to a slender waistline.  Even his clothing was old-fashioned – a loose white shirt tucked into fitted pants that were tight in all the right places.  But it was his eyes that caught her attention.  They were a surprising light blue and shone in the darkened room.  There was something timeless about the man, although on closer inspection he looked to be about her age – in his mid-forties.

Alice put out her hand and introduced herself in her most professional manner.  "Hi, I'm Alice Chappelle, the producer of Channel 2's
Talk Of The Town
.  I have an appointment with Victor Priest."

The man took her proffered hand in both of his and held it for a moment.  Alice couldn't help but smile to herself.  His hands were warm, ruling him out as one of the undead.

Stop that, now!
she scolded herself. 
You are not some teenage girl, hung up on the paranormal.  Pull yourself together.

"And you are?" she asked the unusual gentleman who still had a firm grip on her right hand.

"I am Victor Priest, and welcome to my little club, The Beaten Path.  Please come in, Miss Chappelle, and have a seat."

Victor studied Alice as he spoke, observing that she was a very pretty lady in her prime, who was just beginning to show the first signs of aging in the form of faint lines around her eyes and mouth.  He loved women at this stage of life.  They possessed a beauty that had ripened with maturity, along with elegance and vibrancy that came only with life experience.  But Victor sensed something else in Alice, a shy vulnerability that he found both intriguing and contradictory, given her profession.  Watching her as she'd glanced nervously around, he couldn't help but wonder if she were a closet submissive.

Suddenly Alice felt terribly self-conscious as he led her to a waiting chair.  Mr. Priest seemed to be sizing her up, openly looking her up and down.  She had twisted her long dark hair into a sleek bun that morning, and now she found herself reaching up to check that it was still in place and wondered if she should not have left it down.  She adjusted her dark-rimmed glasses and tugged at the tight skirt of her dark business suit as she walked.

Stop fidgeting!
she told herself
.  It's an interview, not a date!

"Do please sit down, Mr. Priest,"she said.  His standing was making her nervous, as if he didn't intend for the interview to last long, but she had a list of questions about the club  and hoped the answers would give viewers an insight into why it might be popular.

"Tell me, Mr. Priest …" she began, when he continued to stand.

"Victor," he corrected her.

"Victor, I've heard stories about this club.  What kind of people does it attract?"  She had pulled out a pad of paper and clicked her pen, getting right down to business.

Mr. Priest didn't answer right away.  Finally, after an uncomfortably long pause, he spoke.  "The Beaten Path is a BDSM club that draws both sexual dominants and sexual submissives.  Society has made a lot of incorrect assumptions about the kinds of people we cater to.  Here they can be their true selves and have a safe place to play.  All play that takes place here is safe, sane and consensual."

"Do they tend to come in as couples, or is it a place where one can find someone to dominate or to--to submit to?" she asked, angry at herself for stammering.  She looked down at her notepad, avoiding the gaze that threatened to draw her in, and wondered if his magnetism would be as apparent on camera.

"The BDSM lifestyle can be a lonely one.  The people who are drawn here are quickly assimilated into the community.  It is very satisfying to finally find one's people after living in a fantasy world for so long."

Victor's speech was formal and old-fashioned.  He had an accent that she couldn't quite place.  Alice sat scrawling on the paper, too distracted now to ask the next question and wondering why she'd even pitched this story, since it hit too close to home.  He could have been talking about her when he spoke of people living in a fantasy life. For so long, she'd been secretly attracted to BDSM, but only as an online voyeur who considered her desires a weakness.  To hear someone speak of it as a lifestyle caused her heart to race.

"Let me ask you, Alice – how did you find out about my little club?" Victor asked.

"I remembered reading an article about the club in a
Vegas Weekly
a while back.  We are always looking for unusual people and businesses to feature on our show.  Why do you ask?"

"The people who are drawn to The Beaten Path usually find us on their own."

Victor studied Alice, trying to read her emotions.  His initial impression of her was that she was completely professional, but now she seemed scattered, nervous.  And he also detected something else:  dishonesty.  The article she was referring to had come out two years prior and had been a very small piece.  That she had chosen to follow up on it suggested that her interest was more personal than professional.  He decided to play along, pulling out a chair, sitting across from Alice, and crossing his long legs.

Alice glanced at him, adjusted her glasses, and continued:  "So let me get this straight--people who have fantasies about being submissive or having someone to dominate can live out their fantasies here.  Is that correct?"  She blushed, realizing she'd not gone beyond asking him to expound on her original question.

What's wrong with me?

"Yes my dear, but it's much, much more than that.  Here one can find their other self, their guide who will introduce them to a whole new world.  Would you like to give it a try?" Victor asked, hiding a smile as he watched Alice flounder, struck speechless by the unexpected directness of his question.

She fumbled with her notepad as she shook her head.  "No.  Of course not.  It's not my cup of tea.  No.  I've never even thought about submitting to a man."

She glanced up to see a slow smile spread across his handsome face.  "I said nothing about being submissive or with a man, my dear.  You could instead be dominant with a man or woman."

Alice felt her flush deepen as she realized he was toying with her, and inwardly cursed her stupidity at allowing it.

You're an objective professional.  That's why you're here, Alice. You can do this!

She decided the best tack was to refuse to acknowledge his game.  She forged ahead with the next question on her list.  "BDSM, is it just about the giving or receiving of pain?  Or bossing people around?"

"Actually, it isn't about either.  BDSM is about an exchange of power."

"That's an interesting perspective, Mr. Priest," she said, and forced herself to look at him.  "I don't know if you've ever seen our show, but we like to inform our conservative local viewers about unusual activities going on in our city.  Do you think your club would be right for that?  Would you be interested in opening the club for a piece on what it is you offer?  It might help educate some people.  I know it would certainly get them talking."

"I don't think I can help you, Miss Chappelle.  The members of The Beaten Path find their way here.  Most are very private, and I'm quite sure most would not be willing to allow themselves to be filmed.  Of course, I may be wrong.  Why don't you stay and see for yourself?"

"I--I … well, perhaps I could bring our show host, Katt Templeton, back with me tonight and see what she thinks.  Would that be all right?"

"It would," he said, thoughtfully.  "However, I strongly suggest that you at least attempt to blend in so that our patrons will not feel that they are being observed in too clinical a fashion."

"Of course, of course, no problem whatsoever," Alice reassured him, but then a thought occurred:  "Um, how would one dress to blend in around here?"

"Wear black," was all the help Victor gave. 

"Of course.  You can't go wrong with black, right?" Alice asked, forcing a smile as she stood to shake his hand.  Once again he held her hand rather than relinquishing it, and Alice felt herself grow warm and flushed at the contact and then gave a little gasp as he leaned forward and kissed Alice first on one cheek and then the other.

"That is how we say goodbye where I come from," he explained.

"Oh … well … goodbye.  Until later." She mumbled a hasty thank you as she exited, relieved to finally reach her car.  Once inside, she reached for her Manilow's Greatest Hits CD and pushed it into the player, her go-to selection for those times when she felt stressed or nervous.  Barry's tender voice made her instantly relax, the strains of
Ready To Take A Chance Again
enveloping her like an old friend as she pulled the car from the lot of The Beaten Path.  As she drove, Alice pulled the band out of her hair, releasing the long tresses from the confinement of the bun and rolling down the window so the wind could ripple the long strands.

        

        
               
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	13
	...
	16
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Mysterious Death of Mr. Darcy by Regina Jeffers



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        El hombre de la máscara de hierro by Alexandre Dumas



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Grimoire of the Lamb by Kevin Hearne



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Just Breathe by Janette Paul



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Without a Grave by Marcia Talley



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Ferris Braden [Beyond the Marius Brothers 6] by Joyee Flynn



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Monica by Cd Reiss



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Otoño en Manhattan by Eva P. Valencia



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Hale: Love Me Harder - Alien Paranormal Romance by Serena Simpson



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Justice Denied by J. A. Jance


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © ThomasStone 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
    