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Exiting his cab, Cassidy
took a moment to take in the large double doors with a uniformed
bouncer stationed either side. He nodded at the men, who returned
the gesture, then ambled slowly down the spiral stairway.

As the bar came into view, Cassidy slowed down to
take a better look. Now this is a night club.

The Basement Bar was already large, but a mirrored
wall helped it appear even more spacious. Cassidy stopped at the
bottom of the stairs and looked around carefully. He’d never been
to the bar before and didn’t want it to look too obvious that he
was a newcomer.

However, it had come highly recommended, and
certainly appeared to be exactly to his taste. From where he stood,
the bar looked like real wood, the music was pitched at a level so
patrons could talk, and the choice of drinks was meant to be the
envy of most other bars. I was told they had an excellent
selection of malt whiskies. Well, I’ll soon know if they
do.

Although he normally preferred the smaller, more
intimate bars of his hometown in Wellington, when visiting
Auckland, it was always good to try different things.

The friend who’d recommended the bar had assured him
that he’d like it and Cassidy hadn’t seen anything so far to
suggest that he wouldn’t. He’d also been advised that while it was
predominantly gay, no patrons were ever turned away, unless they
broke the club rules.

Glancing at the patrons already there, Cassidy could
see that it was also high end. Both men and women sat or stood
dressed in their designer outfits. It was plain to see that the
people who came to this bar didn’t lead humdrum lives or frequent
the cheaper bars and cafes. These were the high rollers. It was a
place where the elite could enjoy themselves. And since I own a
large business of my own, I will certainly not be out of
place in that respect.

At the far end of the bar were the gaming
rooms. According to his friend, you could play Blackjack, Roulette,
and Baccarat as well as poker, and naturally they had a few racks
of gaming machines. The one-armed bandits that Cassidy generally
avoided. The rooms weren’t intended for serious gamblers. You go
to Skytower for a real casino atmosphere.

As Cassidy understood it, the Basement Bar
wasn’t interested in anyone who just wanted to sit at tables and
gamble. However, the games did entice men, and women, to part with
their cash to impress a potential date.

Everyone loves a winner, but a loser who can
shrug it off and walk away is equally attractive. How better to
demonstrate money is no object?

Strolling leisurely across the floor,
Cassidy studied the bar itself. It boasted pyramids of drink in
every conceivable color and shape of bottle, along with racks of
gleaming glasses—highball, martini, champagne. The steel and glass
sparkled, testament to frequent cleaning.

As he’d suspected, the bar itself was dark,
polished wood, and it had insets of crimson velvet at the front. A
row of barstools with matching crimson, plush seats stretched its
full length. And, of course, judiciously spaced for social
distancing.

The whole thing just screamed taste, wealth,
and class and Cassidy continued to saunter up to the bar as if he
spent every night in such a place.

Although there were some red leather
upholstered booths on the left, Cassidy was on his own. So instead,
he eyed a stool at the end of the bar. From there I can check
out the dance floor and the stairs. Booths are for couples. So …
maybe later. Who knows?

He perched comfortably on his stool, and
despite the busy bar, a waiter was there within a minute.

“I’d like to see your whiskey menu.” Cassidy
indicated the shelves on which the bottles stood. “You have a good
selection here.”

“Yes, sir.” The waiter smiled and nodded.
“We have one of the best selections of whiskies, gins, and
brandies.”

“Ah, yes, gin.” Cassidy eyed the shelves
again, noting the choice of colors and brands. “That’s becoming the
drink of the moment.”

“It’s certainly enjoying a revival with our
younger clientele. And, of course, we stock gin produced here in
New Zealand.” The waiter handed Cassidy a red, velvet covered menu.
“Although some of the ladies have discovered the pleasures of a
good malt whisky.”

“Excellent.” Cassidy accepted the menu. With
a smile of satisfaction, he perused the malt whisky selection and
made his choice, adding a five-dollar tip for the barman.

“Thank you, sir.” The young man
grinned and winked.

Resuming his perusal of the drinks, Cassidy
felt certain the bartender would remember him and look after him
well for the rest of the evening.

A moment later, the barman returned with his
drink and set it on a coaster on the bar.

“Would you like some water with it, sir?” he
asked.

“No, thanks.” Cassidy declined his offer
with a smile and a shake of his head. “The only thing I like in my
whisky is another whisky.” He gave a wry smile, certain the younger
man would have heard the comment dozens of times before, but he
still laughed.

“I don’t believe we’ve seen you here before,
sir. Business trip?” the barman asked.

“No, I’m up here to get away from business.
A little bit of R and R.”

“Excellent. I hope you enjoy it. If you need
a cab to your hotel, we have a company that responds very
quickly.”

“Thanks, but I have my ride sorted.”

“Very good, sir. Let me know if I can be of
any more service. If you need me and can’t see me, just ask for
Jayden. I won’t be too far away.” The barman swung his hips as he
went back to his place at the center of the bar.

With a soft chuckle at the gentle flirting,
Cassidy lifted his glass, swirled it around, and inhaled. The peaty
aroma almost made his mouth water, and he sipped the amber nectar
appreciatively. To me, and to a good night. He got
comfortable and looked around again.

The other men who sat at the bar were much
like him. He doubted any were younger than forty, and that included
himself. Whether the men wore a full suit, or just pants and shirt
as Cassidy had opted for, the clothing was smart, well-cut and he
recognized more than one top brand designer label.

To his surprise, his gaze locked with a man
he knew. Michael Lansdale was the CEO of a company his was
currently doing business with. As their gazes met, Cassidy received
a brief nod, then Michael came over.

“Evening, Cassidy. I didn’t know you were up
here. More business?” Michael asked.

“Not this time.” Cassidy held up his drink.
“I came here for a night of pure indulgence, to relax, and spend a
couple of days in the big city enjoying its arts and ambiance.

“Excellent. Well, I’m expecting someone, so
I’ll leave you to it. Enjoy your stay. Feel free to text if you
want to meet up for dinner or drinks while you’re here.”

“Thanks. I’m sure I’ll enjoy it here, and
yes, I will.” Cassidy bumped fists with Michael who resumed his
seat and then continued to look around the bar.

Cassidy decided to follow suit. The dance
floor was busy, but not overly crowded. Another change that
Covid’s brought about. Most people are already geared to managing
social distancing without there even being a rise in the alert
levels.

The music was a good mix of new and classic
with a beat that had his foot tapping a tattoo against his stool.
Not a single patron wore ripped jeans or grungy t-shirts, and the
few women that were there glittered with jewelry. Cassidy was no
expert, but he’d bet the stones were diamonds, and not cubic
zirconia or any other imitation gem. I don’t know why I never
tried this place before.

He shifted his gaze to the staircase as
movement caught his eye, just as the newcomer descending came
clearly into view. Cassidy suddenly sat up a little straighter.

The young man who’d slowed to a stop wore
leather pants, so sinfully tight that they should have been labeled
illegal—or a lethal weapon on the man who wore them. They clung
tenaciously to long, lean legs and showcased a good-sized package.
The man’s shirt was grey, and Cassidy was certain it was silk.

Cassidy licked his lips. The newcomer was a
looker all right. His blond hair, real not bleached, was a
beautiful pale-straw color. It was gelled into spikes, and the
style emphasized the stranger’s elfin face. The blond was slender,
elegant, and classy, and he pressed all of Cassidy’s buttons.

Cassidy placed him in his mid to late
twenties, and he wasn’t alone in looking at him. He noticed a
couple of the men seated along the bar were also sitting up and
watching the blond with hunger in their eyes.

As the newcomer reached the bottom of the
stairs, one or two of the dancers at the periphery of the floor saw
him, too, and they temporarily lost their rhythm, and Cassidy
chuckled softly. I know just how they feel.

****

Pausing halfway down the stairs, Jeff looked
around, smiling to himself. Nice looking place, and the patrons
seem a decent enough crowd. Certainly, the abode of the rich and
possibly famous, just like I was told. But some of them look as if
they’ve never seen a guy in leather pants before.

However, one of the men sitting at the bar
immediately caught his eye. His dark hair had a flash here and
there of silver and his green-eyed gaze seemed riveted on Jeff.
Although casually dressed in shirt and pants, there was an aura of
power about him that called to Jeff. He’s a perfect Daddy,
although I shouldn’t forget that some men that come here aren’t
gay. But given the way he’s looking at me, I don’t think I need
worry on that score.

However, Jeff wasn’t sure he wanted to show
any interest right then. I’m here for the evening, I should make
the most of it. On the other hand, let’s give him something worth
looking at. Continuing down the stairs, Jeff added a gentle
sway to his hips and pretended to be oblivious to the looks he
attracted.

Head held high, Jeff crossed the floor, his
gaze fixed firmly ahead. On reaching the bar, he picked up a drinks
menu and began to study the options. The bars I normally go to
don’t have as many choices as this. Small and select they normally
say when I ask for something they don’t stock.

.

To Jeff’s delight, the sexy Daddy kept
watching him, but he also noticed another guy sitting at the bar
call over a bartender and whisper to him.

While Jeff pretended to study the menu, he
watched the barman create a pink cocktail. He added two cherries
and an umbrella and then offered it to Jeff. Ugh! What does
he think I am? Despite which, Jeff glanced at the man the
bartender indicated was the buyer.

Then with a cool, detached curve of his full
lips, Jeff shook his head, pushing the drink back toward the
bartender. The waiter removed the drink and the stranger’s face
fell.

Angling his head to see the dark-haired god,
Jeff didn’t miss the man’s smirk. Okay, now he knows I don’t
go for froufrou drinks, let’s see if he’s going to up the
ante
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