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  Author's note

Every week or so I get together with a small group of friends. We call it the Girls' Club.

Sometimes we meet in a bar, sometimes at one of our homes. The common themes are that we always share a few drinks, and we always share stories. Intimate stories. The kind you only share with close friends.

But aren't those exactly the kind of stories you get a kick from sharing with others? Particularly with strangers.

The Girls' Club has given me special dispensation: as long as I change enough facts so that my friends can't be identified I am allowed to write these stories down. I'm allowed to share them with strangers. I'm allowed share them with you.

These are the things we talk about at Girls' Club. While some of the details have been changed, most of them haven't.

It started over drinks, as it usually does...


  


Cocktails

"You see him?" asked Jackie.

"The barman? Shane?" I asked in return.

She nodded. "You want to know what really turns him on?"

I looked around the small group. Everyone was focused on Jackie now. Of course we wanted to know what turned the barman on. Not just because he was so damned fit. A little over six foot, with dark brown hair and hazel eyes you could lose yourself in. A grin that was so disarming you would tail off in mid-sentence when he switched it on. Not to mention his neat, tight butt.

No... not just because he was so fit. And not because we were curious because we all thought we knew him so well. He served us drinks most days, after all.

We wanted to know because we're the Girls' Club. We get together and chat, we share juicy stories, and it sounded like Jackie had another one just waiting to share. Jackie and Shane? I never would have guessed...

"Yes," I said. "We do. So what is it? What really turns him on? And, Jackie: are you going to tell us how it is that you know what turns him on?"

§

Ringo's Wine and Cocktail Bar. Just across the street from the Abbey, it occupied part of the ground floor of a wonderfully wonky old hotel, the rest being taken up by a rather good brasserie. Jackie and her friends in the Girls' Club met regularly at Ringo's, often popping through to the brasserie for dinner and then ending up back in the bar to explore the cocktails menu again.

It was the kind of place you just dropped into when you were passing. Spot a friendly face after work and share a quick drink and a catch-up. Before you knew it, that quick drink might turn into another and then a whole evening had passed.

That's Ringo's.

The bar was on Jackie's route from work to the gym, and there had been far more times than she would care to admit when exactly that had happened: a well-intentioned trip to the gym turning into a quick drink with Liz, or Stacey, or one of the others, and that quick drink turning into a shared bottle – far cheaper than wine by the glass. Or two.

Sometimes she'd call in on the way home from the gym, instead, and it was on one of these nights that she got to know the barman, Shane, a bit better than she had expected to.

It was midweek, the night dark and wet. It was the thought of shelter from the rain as much as anything that made Jackie duck into the doorway, hesitate, then decide there was no harm in seeing if anyone was at Ringo's.

The place was quiet. She wandered through the various lounge areas, past the little niches crammed with deep leather seats, and finally came to the bar.

A small group of men in suits had taken over one corner of the main lounge, and there were a few couples dotted about, but other than that the place was deserted.

Shane was leaning on the bar, phone in hand. Reading texts or surfing the 'net. Filling time before the place closed. He looked up, and those hazel eyes alone made the detour into Ringo's worth it for Jackie. Then he grinned and said, "Hey. A customer. What'll it be?"

Jackie glanced around again, and said, "I don't know. Sorry, Shane. It is Shane, isn't it? Your name, that is. I just called in to see if any of the girls were here, but no... I might just go home."

Briefly, he dipped his head to one side in a lop-sided shrug. "Place is dead tonight," he said. "A few dinner parties in for drinks before going to the brasserie earlier, but that's about as lively as it's been"

"Easy night for you." Jackie realised she'd settled herself on a bar stool; so much for heading straight home.

He gave that odd shrug again. "Nah. Don't like easy nights. It's just dull. I like the people. I like their secret stories, you know? Hey: tell you what. How about a free cocktail to cheer you up? Or to cheer me up, at least. Anything you like. Test me."

If she hadn't already been seated, Jackie would probably have made her excuses and left, but it had been a long day, and she had aches from the gym that half an hour in the sauna and jacuzzi hadn't fixed, and... he had those eyes.

One drink wouldn't do any harm, would it? Just one?

"Go on. You know you want to. What'll it be?"

"What would you recommend?" She sat with her elbows on the bar, leaning forward, and she didn't mind at all that he was suddenly very aware of her cleavage. His glance kept dropping, then moving away, but was always drawn back again.

A cocktail and a flirt. Not a bad end to a long day.

"Sex on the Beach would be the obvious answer, but cheesy, right?"

She nodded.

"If I was playing safe I'd just make you a Cosmopolitan, or a Mojito. You drink those with your friends all the time."

So he'd noticed her. Noticed her enough to know her favourite drinks. Not bad, when she was usually part of a group: he'd picked her out from the crowd, then. She looked at him more closely, reassessing, loving that there was a little more substance to this flirting than she'd first thought.

He'd always just been one of the barmen. His name was Shane or Shaun or something, and he was the one with the gorgeous eyes and the tight, fit body. Now... Looking closer, he was a little older than she'd thought: thirtyish, but made to look younger by that boyish charm. When he spoke he met your eye and when he paused it was usually with a smile, and suddenly she was imagining what it would be like to kiss him.

"So if it's not a Cosmo or a Mojito, what's it going to be?" she asked him now.

Did he keep eye contact like that when he was fucking you? Eyes locked as he pressed deeper and deeper? She was a little disappointed that he'd managed to stop checking out her cleavage, but it was worth it just to gaze into those eyes.

She was so horny all of a sudden.

She sometimes got like this after the gym: getting hot and loose in the steam room, soaking in the jacuzzi with the water jets blasting you in just the right places... all the eye candy. She'd got carried away with all that more than once before.

"Let me make you a Caipirinha," he said. "It's Brazilian–"

She raised an eyebrow at that and, bless him, he faltered and blushed, then she relented and nodded. "Go on," she said, "show me your Brazilian."

"Okay," he said. "First, the lime. It's all about freeing its juices."

He took a lime and rolled it under his palm on the bar. "That should do it," he said, before cutting the lime into wedges which he then dropped into a mixing glass. Two generous teaspoons of brown sugar followed, and then two measures of Grey Goose vodka and a handful of ice.

"You're supposed to use Cachaça, but I like it with the vodka." He started to shake the cocktail, hard. "With the vodka it's called Caipiroska. You like?"

When he was done mixing, he poured the cocktail into a tumbler which he then held out for Jackie to take.

"It's lovely," she said, after the first sip, savouring the sharpness of the vodka set off by the lime, and the sweetness of the sugar. The intense chill of the ice. Why had she never had one of these before?

"You said you liked people's stories," she said. "Earlier. That's why you don't like it so quiet. Do people really tell you their stories?"

He shrugged. "Sometimes. They'll spill all sorts to a barman. Other times I just make them up. I like to imagine what people's stories are. Don't you ever do that? Look around at people and wonder what brought them here, what they're doing together?"

"Really? Is that what you do? Then what about those two, over by the window. What's their story?"

Shane glanced across at them, then stood with his forearms resting on the bar, his face suddenly much closer to Jackie's. She could easily kiss him, if she chose to.

"Those two?" he said. "Never seen them before. Not local, and not staying at the hotel. Either they're staying somewhere in town or they've driven a distance to somewhere they can meet up for a quiet dinner without worrying about being seen. They had drinks before dinner, too, but he's only on the Coke – must be driving, then.

"An affair. Has to be. Something they have to keep quiet. They take their opportunities whenever they can. Dinner and a quick shag afterwards – quick, but incredibly passionate and intense because of all the build-up."

"All very good," said Jackie. "But... if they're away for a romantic dinner then why come back here for drinks afterwards? All that build-up: the touching, the legs pressing beneath the table... wouldn't they just want to rip each other's clothes off by now? And yet they come back for a drink."

"So maybe it's not going smoothly," said Shane. "Maybe their drive back will be awkward. Lots of uncomfortable silences. No blowjob in the driving seat, no cramped, hurried fuck in the passenger seat in some lay-by."

"Well that wasn't too cheery," said Jackie, but now she saw those two in a completely different light. Shane saw things. He was good at this. And he made her see things differently, too, which was unexpected: you don't expect a quick flirt to change how you see the world.

"You want cheery?" he asked. "You want downright rude, perhaps?"

Jackie raised an eyebrow, and waited for him to continue.

"Them. The group of four by the fire. They're staying upstairs. Adjoining rooms. I couldn't work them out for ages. Who was with who, that kind of thing. They're couples: the ginger guy with the blonde, the pair with dark hair. Right?"

Jackie peered at them. The blonde woman was whispering something into the ear of the dark-haired man, her hand on his thigh. "Are you sure?"

Shane nodded. "They were in that small lounge at the back earlier. You know the one?"

Jackie did. It was a small space, just room for a couple of sofas and a book-case up against one wall. She often drank there with the Girls' Club when numbers were low.

"I walked in on them there earlier, when I was doing my rounds, clearing up the empties."

"And...?"

"Blondie – she was on one sofa with ginger guy, head in his lap. I couldn't see much, but it was pretty damned clear what they were doing. She was bobbing up and down just a little, small movements–"

"Sucking him tight, mouth clamped hard around him. You don't need to move much then."

"That right?"

Jackie nodded and took a sip from her drink, licking her lips afterwards, enjoying the way Shane watched.

"So what did you do?" she asked.

He grinned. "I went in, collected the empty wine glasses from the table and left."

"What were the other two doing?"

"Watching. She had her hand in his lap, just on the top of his thigh when they noticed me, but I can guess where it was moments earlier."

"So... Blondie was doing ginger guy, right?" asked Jackie. "But now she's feeling up the other guy."

"That's right," said Shane. "They may be couples, but it's all a bit more fluid than that. Now? They've either swapped, or they're all just going to head upstairs together and see what happens. Now wouldn't you like to be a fly on the wall in that room?"

"Sounds like you already were!"

She took another sip from her drink. It was all stories, just stories. He was making things up and they were fun, but they were only stories.

"Okay, then. Let's get personal. So what's my story, then?"

He paused, surveying her face, and suddenly she felt exposed, on display.

"You?" he asked. "A beautiful woman, coming alone into a bar late at night?"

Jackie grinned. "You've started well. Go on."

"Single, I reckon. That guy you were with before, the gym instructor. That didn't work out. His fault, not yours. You came here with him and his mate; what kind of date is that? So... what else? You meet up with your friends here and share stories. Some of those stories are really spicy, aren't they? You like to share the stories, like to fantasise, but you're a bit wary, you keep people at arm's length until they earn your trust. Am I right?"

"Bits," she said. He'd actually picked up on quite a lot: she always had enjoyed fantasising, had been on the fringes rather than in the thick of things and, yes, that was one of the reasons why she liked Girls' Club: everyone just fitted in, whatever suited them.

She hesitated, then decided to take the plunge. "You make me seem such a shrinking violet, though. The truth is far more juicy than that. The guy? Neil was his name. The gym instructor. And his friend, Steve. We only stopped off for a quick drink here, just so we could meet up with Steve before we went back to his flat."

Shane was hooked now.

"I'd had a thing with a girl at the gym, you see." Shane's eyes widened at this. "We did it in the showers, hard and intense. I fantasise, yes, and I'd fantasised about her, but then it became real. You have to try these things, no?"

He was staring at her glass, still half full of pulverised ice; he was miles away, clearly visualising the scene. "You like?" she asked, and he looked up, smiling. "I must have been going through a phase, a gym thing. I wanted more after Mel. I guess what it comes down to is that I'm a bit old-fashioned: I wanted cock. So there was Neil."

"And his friend?"

She nodded.

"We came here for drinks, then went on to Steve's place. It was my first time with two guys. I made them strip for me, then I went down on my knees, sucked one and then the other. Am I telling you too much? Are you wishing you didn't have that visual? Me sucking one guy deep while my hand's wrapped around another guy's cock, pulling and twisting, my thumb working round and round its head. Is that the visual you have? Should I stop...?"

Shane shook his head. "As long as you don't mind me standing here with one hell of an erection, carry on," he said. "What happened? Was it as good as the fantasy?"

"It was so much better. Every cock's different: the way it feels, the way it responds, how it changes as it fills out and gets hard."

She couldn't believe she was doing this, telling him so much, in such detail! But she'd started now.

"Having two men at once," she continued, "well, it satisfied me in ways I'd never been satisfied before. They took it in turns to fuck me. We did it every way you can imagine. I called in sick at work the next day and so did they."

His face was so close to hers now.

"You still hard?"

He nodded.

"Show me."

"You mean...?"

She nodded. "Show me your cock, Shane. Show me what you're made of."

They both peered around the bar. There was just the couple by the window now. Shane reached down, unzipped himself, and pulled his cock out.

"Oh my," said Jackie. "Don't you just wish I was sucking on that right now?"

His cock was broad and long, the foreskin rolled back from its shiny purple head.

After a few seconds, he tucked himself away again. "There was a woman once," he said. "Here."

"At the bar?"

"On the bar..."

She looked down. "Right here?"

He nodded. "I sat her on the bar, went down on her till she came. Then she sat on a stool – maybe even the one you're sitting on right now – and I fucked her hard
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