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“I
know you're a tentacle monster, but don't worry—I like it!” Hattie
Burns whispered into the ear of Winston Clarke and smiled. Then,
she put her arm around his shoulders and kissed him on the
cheek.

His eyes widened, and he drew back slightly,
making the bar chair creak. But, he couldn't go far, as she was
holding onto him.

“So,
you know my secret. Just who are you?” asked the man in black who
went by Win, short for Winston. He looked her over again, something
he'd done numerous times during their conversation. She was pretty,
with a shapely body, long blond hair, and a killer smile. She was
dressed up in a short black evening dress, black heels, and a
leather jacket on. He just knew she wasn't wearing any
panties.

The bright neon lights from the jukebox
flashed as another crappy rock ballad played. It seemed the people
there who fed the 'juke had little taste. He blinked his eyes, as
the light hurt his eyes. He'd been up all night and was starting to
feel tired. He looked away, searching for the still-dark areas of
the lousy bar they were in. They'd been drinking for hours and
finally she'd let it spill what her true intentions were.

But the darkness in the bar was lifting as
the sun grew stronger outside. Its rays were cutting through the
multicolored stained glass in the window behind the bar, the
colored rays going through the bottles, making even more colors.
“I'm a fan, you could say,” she said, finally answering his
question.

“A
fan? Of me? But how do you even know about me? I keep a pretty low
profile,” he said. He stood up and put some paper money on the
table, watching as it got slightly damp from the circles of cheap
beer on the old, scarred table. The barkeep would still take it
greedily, he knew.

“Sammy! Out of here! Money's on the table!” Win yelled, waving
to the troll-like bartender on his way out, and pointing to the
money on the table. He got a grunt and a wave in return.

The man Hattie was hot for was a fine sight
in black leather, tall, muscular, and handsome. He had good hair,
black and styled well. His features were fine. His teeth were nice.
He deserved to be in a better place than this dive bar, she
thought.

OEBPS/cover.jpg





