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Foreword

If you’ve previously read ‘The Bad Crowd’, one of my No Angels novels, you’ll recognise some of the locations from this short - but this is a standalone book and you don’t need to have read The Bad Crowd to enjoy this one. This story is set a year before the start of The Bad Crowd.

If you haven’t read The Bad Crowd and enjoy ‘The Cat That Got The Cream’ then consider picking The Bad Crowd up - it’s a good read, even if I do say so myself.

But for now, I hope you enjoy this; the first No Angels Short and the first of a planned three Tales of the Black Cats Club stories.

Chapter 1

“Are you busy tonight?” Tim asked, leaning around the corner of my office door.

“Not especially,” I replied, slightly puzzled as to why he was asking out-of-the-blue like this on a weekday. We sometimes hung out, not regularly, but even when we did, it was always a weekend thing.

“I wondered if you fancied a beer,” he looked over his shoulder as he walked in, closing my office door behind him. “I need to get out of the house for a couple of hours, that’s all.”

“Sure,” I shrugged, turning my chair to face him. Tim was a good guy. Tall and balding, in his middle-years, he was one of those sensible types but still good company when we did socialise out of work. I’d known him for five years now, ever since I took the job here, in fact he’d been my mentor for the first month.

“Great,” he grinned, “Do you need to go home first or shall we go straight from work? I thought we could check out that new bar on South Road.”

“Yeah, I can go straight from here, but I’ll need to call Mel and just check she’s cool with it,” I picked up my office phone and hit the speed dial for home.

“Awesome,” Tim turned and opened the office door to leave, “I’ll see you at half five.”

“Hey, Tim,” I called after him before he left. Mel hadn’t answered yet. “Is everything okay?”

Tim just waved the question away and gave me a thumbs-up as he walked back to his office. There was definitely something amiss, but whatever it was, I’d get it out of him later no doubt, especially after he’d had a few beers inside him.

“Hey baby,” Mel picked up eventually. “You okay?”

“All good, nothing to worry about,” I reassured her. It wasn’t like me to call her during work hours. “I’m just letting you know that Tim’s asked me out for a quick drink after work tonight. That’s okay, isn’t it? I think he’s got problems at home and needs a shoulder to cry on. Something like that, anyway.”

“Of course it is, but don’t be too late back,” Mel replied. “I’m working tomorrow night and Wednesday so if I don’t see much of you tonight, I won’t see you until Thursday.”

Mel worked evenings, cleaning the local gymnasium. She’d been doing it with her friend Jess for almost six months, since she’d lost her job at the local pet store when it went bust last year. We couldn’t afford to live on my wage alone - the insurance firm I worked for weren’t the most generous of payers - and I didn’t mind her working a few nights a week because it gave me some alone time on my games console - when the kids weren’t on it, at least. And the few nights she worked were quite well-paid because there was a night-time allowance, so it’d worked out well for us.

“I won’t be late,” I promised. “I’ll have a couple of beers then get a taxi home, okay?”

Mel said okay, told me she loved me and I hung up, trying to find which document I’d been working on prior to the interruption, growing irritated with myself when I couldn’t find it. I was a good insurance salesman, but organisation wasn’t my strong point. I found the paperwork after a few minutes - I’d stuck it in my top drawer for some reason.

I quite often put things in places when I was running on ‘auto-pilot’, losing them, then finding them hours later when I wasn’t actually looking for them any more. It was a good job that Mel was the opposite - she was quite pedantic in that way - everything had its proper place and she was so good at running our home - without her, I’d be lost. I always came home to a great cooked meal, my wardrobe was always full of freshly-pressed shirts and ties and she even set the alarms for me at night so I was never late waking up. Even if we’d spent the night with a bottle of wine and making love until late, she’d still have the presence of mind to set the alarm. I couldn’t ask for a more loving and dutiful wife.

“You okay?” another voice came from behind me, startling me for a moment.

I turned around to see Debbie, the office manager leaning through the door this time. “I’m good, are you?”

“Yes,” she replied, fixing her green-eyed gaze on me for a moment. “I just saw Tim come through and wondered if things were okay.”

“He just asked me if I want a quick drink after work,” I explained. “If you want to come along, that’s fine with me but you’d have to ask Tim - I think he wants some man-talk time.”

“Ah, I see,” Debbie nodded, making her ginger curls bounce on her shoulders. She was a good-looking woman, in her late thirties, a few years older than me, but her hourglass figure and that long red hair turned every male head in the office - but only after she’d walked past, of course, we were all way too frightened of our stern female boss to admire her openly - she’d tear a strip of us if she ever saw us glance at her sizable bust or curvy ass. “No, I’ll leave you two men to your man-time on this occasion,” she said. “As long as everything is okay.”

She hesitated, as though she wanted to say something further, but didn’t.

“Everything’s fine,” I smiled, feeling slightly intimidated by that cool green-eyed stare.

She nodded again and closed the door as she left, leaving me once again wondering where I’d just put something - the stapler this time - before I found it on the floor. Had that been why she’d been staring - wondering why the stapler was on the floor?

I got up and peered out through the door. Debbie was standing at the far end of the corridor, now talking to Tim. She was wearing a black pencil skirt which hugged her hips and thighs beautifully. She was the opposite to my wife in a lot of ways. Mel was shorter and slimmer than Debbie; her curves were much less accentuated but I loved my wife’s modest boobs and smoother hips. Debbie’s hair was dark, not quite black, but a very dark brown - and straight, totally unlike Debbie’s fiery waves.

Tim almost caught me looking at them but if he did, he didn’t say anything, so I quickly closed the door and went back to my desk. I had a lot to do this afternoon. I should really get on with it.

Finishing time came swiftly enough because I’d managed to lose myself in work for the last few hours of the afternoon, so much that I’d almost forgotten about Tim and our after-work rendezvous.

“Ready for that drink?” he said as he stuck his head through my office door again.

“I am,” I replied, turning off my PC and trying to stretch the knots out of my back. “I’m leaving my car here so I can have a drink. I’ll get a taxi home and get the bus to work in the morning.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Tim nodded sagely.

The pub wasn’t too busy and we found a nice booth in the corner to take our drinks; mine a refreshing beer while Tim was enjoying a whisky and coke.

“So, I wanted to talk to you,” he started as he took a slow but long sip from his glass. “Do you remember Ryan? He used to work with me, a couple of years ago.”

“I remember Ryan,” I nodded, “You two are still buddies, aren’t you?”

“Yeah. He’s getting married next month,” Tim informed me, “It was his stag night this weekend just gone. We went to a place called the Black Cats Club. Have you heard of it?”

“Vaguely,” I said, savoring the beer. “It’s a strip bar, isn’t it? Somewhere out in the middle of nowhere.”

“It’s a bit of drive but not too far,” Tim shuffled in his seat. “I wasn’t sure if you’d know it.”

“I’ve never been,” I added hastily. “In fact, I’ve never been to any sort of strip club. Not my scene really. I’m a married man. I don’t think Mel would be too happy.”

Tim just looked at me for a second and I wasn’t sure if I’d offended him or not until he spoke. “Well, yeah. Not my usual sort of place either, but we were on a stag night and the best man had sorted it for us to go there. It was a good night, to be honest.”

“Maybe Mel would have let me go, with it being a stag night,” I shrugged, “As long as I promised to be good. Shame I didn’t get an invite.”

“Definitely a shame,” Tim agreed. “It would have made his conversation less - um... awkward... I guess.”

I frowned at him. He’d said those last few words quietly, almost as though he was talking to himself but he was considering me again now, chewing his lip as though wondering what to say next - or how to say it.

“What’s up?” I leaned forward, speaking quieter, “Did you... do something with one of the girls?”

“I had a lap dance,” Tim nodded. “They have lap dancers and pole dancers. The waitresses are often almost naked too - and they’re all available for private dances, and sometimes more.”

“Wow,” I grinned at him, then waved my empty bottle at the bartender, indicating for him to bring a fresh one over. “Was it just a dance - or did you get some ‘extras’ too?”

“I just had a lap dance,” Tim pulled at his earlobe, looking distinctly embarrassed. “There are some really hot women there with amazing bodies. It was quite the eye-opener.”

“Stop,” I laughed, taking the new beer from the waiter as he brought it over. Tim asked for another whisky and coke. “You’re making me jealous,” I told him.

“Look, the thing is...” Tim tailed off as the waiter returned with his drink. “The thing is, I knew one of the women there. She didn’t see me, or if she did, she didn’t recognise me. We were in quite a big group.”

“Oh,” I said, intrigued. “Anyone I know?”

“That’s the thing,” Tim said, over the rim of
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The Black Cats Bar is a tonous slnp club, which John had only heard of
and would never normfly dream of going to.

But when someone givés him an anonymous tip-off tHat he might know one

of the girls working there, he has to go almjfne night after work...

..because the woman they’re t king about - is his wife.
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