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For Cheryl, what started out as the
worse night of her life, after meeting the bubbly and carefree
bartender Cassie, became magic—filled with sensual desire, mind
blowing erotic experiences, and the beginning of endless
possibilities.
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“You’re a woman in need of a drink if
ever I saw one.” The pretty brunette bartender told me as I dropped
my purse onto the seat of the stool next to me and plopped myself
down with a sigh.

I wiped a tear from my cheek and
attempted a smile. “You don’t know the half of it.”

She smiled. “I’m sure I will be the
end of the night.”

“What do you mean?”

Her smile grew wider. “I’m a
bartender. People come to a place like this to talk, to work out
their problems.”

“Isn’t that what therapy’s
for?”

She laughed. “Now seriously, would you
rather lie on a couch in some stuffy old shrink’s office or be
here, drinking, and tell me your troubles?”

“You’ve got a point.”

“Of course I do. So what’ll it be
then?”

“A white wine, please.”

“Oh, the long face on you, honey, you
need something stronger than that.” She wiped a damp rag over the
polished bar. “Sit tight. I’ll set you up right and
good.”

Too tired and wrung out to argue, I
said, “I surrender myself over to you.”

“Smart girl. Cassie.”

“Excuse me?”

“I’m Cassie. Figured since we’re going
to get to know each other so well, you should know my
name.”

“Fair enough. I’m Cheryl.”

“Nice to meet you, Cheryl.” She
reached over the bar and shook my hand. Hers was warm and delicate,
and damp from dunking glasses in soapy dish water. “Be right back
with that drink.”

I found myself watching her walk down
to the far end of the bar. She wore a dark halter top and matching
pleated mini-skirt with white stockings underneath. She had nice
legs and a cute ass. But of course she did. She was young and
pretty and fresh.

I’d had good legs and a great ass too,
once upon a time.

While I waited for my drink I checked
out the bar. Nearly empty. A typical hotel bar, it was dark, all
wood and black leather with booths along the back wall, square
tables with straight back chairs, candles flickering in red
candleholders, and two flat screen TVs hung on the walls, both
turned low to a 24-hour music station.

A guy in a business suit sat alone at
the far end of the bar. And of course he kept checking me out. I
dreaded the inevitable come on and had already started to come up
with my rebuff. A young couple sat at a corner booth, snugged in an
embrace, kissing, and pawing heavily at each other when they
thought no one was watching. Young love.

Fuck that. Get a room. I swirled back
around to the bar.

Cassie had returned, setting a drink
in front of me. She gave me a funny look. “You okay?”

“Yeah, why?” I snapped.

“’Cause you’ve got one
seriously pissed off look on your face. Here’s your
drink.”

“Sorry.” I tried to soften my
expression. I checked to see if I’d succeeded but the dark,
gold-crackled mirror behind the bar was too tinted and blocked
behind shelves of bottles to be able to tell.

I wrapped my hand around the sweaty
high ball glass but didn’t lift it. I nodded over my shoulder at
the kissing couple in the corner. “Struck a nerve.”

“Ah,” Cassie said, as if all knowing.
“Thought so.”

“Thought so what?”

“Why when you came in here you looked
like you just lost your best friend and someone had killed your
dog. Only a couple of reasons a girl looks that miserable. Romance
is one of them.”

“I’m that easy to read,
huh?”

Cassie shrugged. Her mouth pressed
into a lopsided smile. “I’ve been at this awhile.”

“I find that hard to believe. You
hardly look old enough to be drinking much less tending
bar.”

“It’s the lighting.” She waved at the
dim surroundings. “There isn’t any.”

She laughed and I remembered a time I
was that carefree. It hadn’t been in a long while.

I sipped my drink then wrinkled my
face and shuddered. “Whoa! What is this?”

“It’s a Negroni. Don’t like
it?”

“I didn’t say that, but strong.
Yikes.”

“Thought you needed something that
packed a punch.”

“You weren’t wrong.” I took another
tentative sip. Prepared for it this time, it went down smoother.
“There, that’s better. Thanks.”

“You’re welcome. I need to check on my
other customers. You all right?”

I raised the glass to her. “With this
I am.”

Cassie moved down the bar and gave the
guy there another beer and a shot glass full of something. Liquid
courage, I feared.

As she came out from behind the bar
and went over to check in with the groping, happy couple, the man
in the suit made his move. He stood up, a little less then steady,
and with his beer in hand walked toward me, clinging to the back of
each bar stool like a lifeline as he approached.

“I couldn’t help notice you here, all
pretty by your sitting little lonesome. Thought I could buy you a
drink.” His breath was as strong as my Negroni.

“Thank you, but…” In my head I ran
down my list of prepared rejections. Cassie’s drink must have
mellowed me, because I decided to let the lecherous drunk off with
a softer brush off than I’d originally intended.

But I was saved from even
that.

Cassie came to my rescue. In a most
unexpected way.

She leaned in between the drunk and
me, pinched my chin with her long, thin fingers and thumb and
kissed me with a loud smooch on the mouth. My eyes popped
wide.

“You are
so scrumptious,” she
said, after breaking off the kiss. She cooed and shimmied. “I’m so
glad you came to visit me.” To the drunk, she said, “Mr. Dickerson,
this is my girlfriend, Cheryl. I told you about her,
right?”

Dickerson dug a crumpled five dollar
bill out of his suit jacket pocket and angrily tossed it onto the
bar. He staggered away in the general direction of the exit,
mumbling in a barely coherent voice. “Fucking dyke bitches
everywhere. What’s this world coming to?”

Cassie watched him leave with a smile.
“Sorry but you looked in need of help.”

“I guess, um…” The pleasant taste of
her soft lips lingered on my mouth.

I glanced back toward the lobby.
Dickerson leaned heavily against a wall, waiting for an elevator
car to arrive. It did and he was gone. I raised my glass.
“Thanks.”

Cassie poured herself a beer from the
tap and we tapped glasses.

She drank and licked the little foam
mustache off her delicate upper lip with the tip of her pink
tongue. She folded her arms under her chest in a way that bunched
up her boobs in her already revealing halter top and leaned over
the bar. It was quite the eyeful.

“So let me guess,” she said. “Caught
the significant other cheating on you, am I right?”

“With his skank of a secretary, how
clichéd is that?”

Cassie straightened up.
“His gal Friday,
huh?”

There was something funny in the way
she said it, but I didn’t catch why until later. “Worse than that,
when I confronted him with it he had the audacity to deny
it.”

“They always do,” Cassie said, wiping
down the bar. “How’d you find out?”

“A sexting video on his phone. He
didn’t even password protect it, the dumb shit.”

“Ouch. Bastard.”

I finished my drink and pointed to the
empty glass, indicating I’d have another.

“Oh, no, sweetheart, only one of those
bad boys to a customer otherwise I’ll be carrying you out of
here.”

I frowned giving her my best pouty
face. “Please. They’re so good.”

She smiled. It was a nice smile. And
she was right, it had already gone straight to my head.

“I’ve got a better idea.”

“You do?”

She gazed over my head. I turned to
see what had caught her attention.

The young, smoochy couple was getting
up from their booth. Leaving, the guy dropped cash on the table and
waved over at Cassie. “Goodnight.”

She waved back. “Thanks.”

He put his arm around his girl’s waist
and together they left the bar.

I watched, a pang of jealousy souring
my stomach. Or maybe that was the Negroni. I stifled a
burb.

“You need to be anywhere?” Cassie
asked. I caught a mischievous twinkle in her pretty
eyes.

I shrugged. “My shitty apartment I
share with my shitty boyfriend.”

“Oh, you live with him.”

“Not for much longer.”

Cassie smiled. “Good for you, girl.
Give me a minute to close up.”

“Then what?”

“A surprise.”

Cassie gave me a white wine on the
house then busied herself behind the bar cleaning up and closing
out the register. I watched her and sipped my wine. I remembered
when I had that sort of energy, that kind of youthful zest. It’s
not like I’m ancient or anything like that, not at thirty-four, but
I haven’t felt any real zeal for life lately. As if nothing good or
exciting ever happened to me anymore.

When had I gotten like
that?

Finished up, Cassie came out from
behind the bar. She had a shoulder bag over her arm and tucked
close to her side. She grabbed me by the hand. “Let’s get out of
here.”

Practically pulled off my stool, I
barely had time to snatch up my purse from the stool next to me.
“Where are we going?”

Cassie had already dragged me halfway
to the bar entrance. “You’ll see.”

She pulled big sliding sections of
dark framed glass doors from hidden pockets in the wall. The panels
covered the entrance. She locked them into place then dropped her
keys into her shoulder bag.

Again she took me by the hand and led
me through the hotel lobby toward a side corridor. She looked
conspiratorially at the night manager behind the registration
counter then she pulled me down the hall. I felt like a burglar
sneaking into a building. It gave me a thrill.

“Where are we going?” Caught up in the
intrigue I found myself whispering.

“Shush.” At the end
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