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I walk into Club Surf, the music beats pounding hard, one can feel it deep within before reaching the entrance. Inside, blue and white lights twinkle with the beat, the reflection of many tiny mirrors reflecting light patterns on the floor and walls. Smiles adorn each face, people are talking and laughing and dancing and drinking. 



Club Surf sits seaside, with a giant patio that overlooks the surf, thus the name. It’s a favorite hang out for people of drinking age in their twenties, such as my friends and I. 

Occasionally, we lose a person who moves away, as their careers take them to other locations. We also gain new friends. Tonight, I approach our giant table and notice a lady with long wavy reddish auburn hair. She’s dolled up with cosmetics, her smoky eyes give way to the shimmer sparkles on her cheeks. Her beautiful face matches the cutesy outfit, a maroon dress with gold buttons up the front, body hugging with a hint of goth. Giant gold hoops hang from her ears giving her a fun party girl motif. 

“AJ, greetings.” Boston smiles. He’s rather the life of the party, and probably one of the best friends I have. Since moving to the west coast, he’s hooked me up with a patio apartment, and included me in his awesome group of friends.

I sit next to the beauty, who looks at me with green eyes, smiling warmly.

“Hello,” she says sweetly.

“Hello. I’m AJ,” I say and hold out my hand for her to shake.

“Britt. Nice to meet you AJ,” she says and shakes my hand. Her soft skin lingers on mine for a second before she pulls it away.

“You’ve met my girl, Britt?” Boston asks.

I stop myself from frowning. “Yes, in fact I have,” I say.

“We’re not together, in case you’re wondering,” she says as she motions between Boston and herself.

“I know,” I say as I lean to her. She smells like fresh strawberries and cream. I could lick her, she smells so good. “Boston and I go way back. He has eyes for a French beauty named Nicole.”

“Nicole,” Boston says as he kisses the tops of his fingers and raises them.

“Can I buy you a drink?”

“Sure, white wine, please,” she says.

My finger raises to the server as she walks by with an empty tray.

“A white wine for the lady, and a draft for me,” I say.

Britt taps her feet to the beat as she watches the dancers on the dance floor. Good. I’ll invite her for a spin once we finish our drinks. She’s a sipper and holds the stem of the glass while she chats it up with everyone within earshot. She’s like the shiny new penny everyone has to ogle.

Finally, she sets the empty wine glass down. The girl will jump at the chance to dance with me, Mr. Popular. I grin and hold out my hand as I stand.

“Would the lady like to dance?”

“I would love to,” Britt says.

She’s a shapely little thing, her hips wiggle nicely, causing a jiggle with her cleavage. She bends forward giving me a good look. I can’t help but grin. I pull her to me, pressing her into my body. Yeah, it feels great. When the song ends, we make our way back to the table.

The other females in the group vie for my attention. Britt takes off with a couple en masse to the restroom. You know how it goes, women can’t go to the restroom alone.

“Well? You seem to like Britt,” Boston says.

I sit back, cockily. “Yeah, she’s cute.”

“Are you going to ask her out?”

I shrug. It’s not that I’m not interested, but I have a reputation to take care of. I can’t let him know how desperately I want to date the new girl or that I’d like to pound her ass, or drive my nail into her soft warm folds. 

“I suppose she’d be a lucky girl if I asked her out. I mean, she’d look good on my arm,” I say and grin.

Boston shakes his head. “Whatever, dude. You’re smitten.”

The women return with fresh coats of lipstick. “Who’d like to join the AJ rainbow club?” I ask.

Two shakes their heads. “Alright, your loss,” I say to them.

Britt takes her seat beside me, a confused look. “Why would you ask such a question?”

I turn to her, laughing. “It’s a legitimate question. Would you like to join?”

“No thank you,” she says and giggles. Ah, at least it’s a nice giggle. She’s game.

I sit back, observing the conversations between everyone, including Britt. She’s the only one holding back, shyly. I take her hand and peer at it. “You don’t have a significant other?”

“Obviously not,” she says.

“Well, that’s a good question, no?”

“I wouldn’t be out like this if I had a significant other,” she says.

“I am and I have one. Nicole is working the night shift at the hospital, so I’m here,” Boston says.

Britt shrugs. “I don’t know, I guess I’m different from you in this.”

“You mean to tell me if you and I were dating and you had to work, you wouldn’t want me out like this?” Boston asks.

“Well, no. I wouldn’t,” she says.

I grab her hand again. “You know, I agree with you. Boston, go home and watch TV,” I say and chuckle.

“I didn’t say he can’t go out and have fun. This just seems like a place to meet dates, is all,” she says.

Good to know. I wink at Boston. “Then you’ve come to the right place.”

“Have I?” She turns to me, her lovely eyes blinking.

“Yes. I think you would be beyond flattered to have a date by yours truly,” I say as I wave at myself. Yeah, I’m that cocky.

“I think I would be okay to get to know you better and find out if I indeed would want to date you,” Britt says.

“Burn,” Sylvia says as she wads a napkin and tosses it at me. 

Sylvia would like to date me, only I’ve never asked her. “You wish I were referring to you, Doll?”

Sylvia slowly shakes her head. “You wish,” she says. And just as fast, she turns away, talking to her friend, Linda.

I smile and turn back to Britt. “Okay, so you’d like to get to know me better?”

Boston roars. “Probably a smart move. He’s treacherous,” he says.

“Shut up, you dick. I’m a teddy bear,” I say.

Britt smiles as she ignores Boston. “Yes, you come here often with these people?”

I laugh at her choice of words. “Yes, these people are my people,” I say.

“Then I’ll see you next time, huh?” She rises and follows Linda and Sylvia out the door.

Damn. That was a flash in the pan. I lean toward Boston. “She wants me.”

“Obviously, dude,” Boston says.

The next time I show up at the club, Britt is late. She comes in, flush-faced and slides obediently into the seat next to me. My brow wags as she scoots next to me, since we are in a booth this time.

“Got off work late.”

“What do you do?”

“I’m a social worker. Sometimes we have a difficult case and I need to stay a little later,” she says. “Of course, my work is very private and I can’t disclose details.”

“Of course not, nor would I ask,” I say.

“What do you do around here?” she asks.

I smile. “I own a body shop. My specialty is detail work. I have three employees, we own the business together,” I say.

“Well, that’s cool. So should I ever need a body man, I know where to go,” she says and lifts her glass at me.

“Of course. I hope you never need me like that though,” I say.

“No, and same. I hope you never need me in my job capacity.” She smiles.

I lean in. “So, is this us getting to know each other better?”

“Seems like it,” she says.

“Then dance with me,” I say as a slow song commences.

She’s wearing a denim overalls dress, her shapely legs showing from mid-thigh down.  A sweet baby doll tee shirt in white peeks out from under the denim. I pull her into my arms, feeling her curves.

“Did you wear this to work?” I ask.

She giggles. “No. I wear business casual. This is my going out outfit. I have a few. I like clothes.”

“You’re complicated,” I say.

“No, I’m not. Why would you say that? I’m not complicated
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