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The Blunt City Chronicles:

King Lester The Groovy:
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Chapter 1: Law Clerk by Day:
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Lester shuffled the stack of file folders and pulled out the horrid khaki coloured one. The colour says it all, he thought. He grimaced and looked at his watch. Ten to six, way past quitting time, but the snobby junior partner Michael Warner had been on him to finish organizing the latest documents for the big client meeting on Monday. Lester sighed, opened the file folder and began flipping through the documents. After a minute he wanted to storm into Warner’s office and throw the heavy folder in his face. Lester didn’t have time to stand when he heard the deliberately dragging steps on the moquette. 

“Hey Jiggleprice,” Warner said. “Have you organized my file, yet?”

Lester looked up at the broad shoulder, square jawed, blond-haired model of a lawyer. “Warner, you know my last name is Wrigglesworth.” Lester glared. “Your joke wasn’t funny the first time, so what makes you think it’ll make me laugh after a thousand times?”

Warner sneered. “Did you organize my file, Jiggleprice? The big meeting is at 11 O’clock on Monday.” A smug look expanded over his marblesque jaw line. “And it’s not my fault you were given two last names. What kinda fucked up family do you come from?”

Lester Wrigglesworth hated both his names. His archaic first name – which for any other functioning adult would have been a last name – caused confusion. His actual surname got him laughed at from kindergarten straight through high school. He solved university teasing by dropping out his second year swearing he never would become a lawyer. Now he worked for them.

“Warner, it’s six o’clock on a Friday. I’m not going to sort out your sloppiness now.” Lester dropped the file on his desk and smiled at the satisfying thud. “You did your normal half-assed job of mixing everything together, just to fuck with me.” 

“I’m the lawyer and you’re the clerk. It’s your job to do the secretarial work.” Warner pointed a manicured finger at Lester’s head. “You got that, sheepdog? And cut your fucking hair!”

“If you want to ask the secretary to cut her hair go talk to Michelle’s over by the front desk.” Lester pointed across the hall. “Well, she was sitting over there half an hour ago. It’s six O’clock, Warner. You can go fuck yourself.”

Warner kicked the side of the cubicle with an alligator skin shoe. “Hey, manservant, I can get you fired for talking to me like that.”

“No, you can’t, Biff-o.” Lester stood up and grabbed his tight, leather jacket. “Your family name might be on the wall, but you’re a junior partner. You don’t count for shit in the law firm.”

“You better watch your mouth, Jiggleprice.” Warner leaned in to look down on Lester. “And don’t you ever call me Biff-o again. It’s Michael to my friends, but you can call me Mr. Warner. Just like you used to call my dad.”

“Well, Mr. Warner, your five-thousand-dollar suit is blocking my way out of my cubicle.” Lester stared into Warner’s eyes. “Move.”

Warner looked at his gold watch. “It’s two minutes to six.”

“Exactly, quitting time for us manservants was five thirty pm. Sharp.” Lester looked around the empty cubicles, hoping to find a kindred soul to witness the next events. Warner had a temper, and Lester didn’t like the way he eyed the potted plant. Lester relaxed his shoulders when Warner stepped back with his eyes on the Simon Harris’ door.

“I’m going to be watching you, Jiggleprice.” He allowed Lester just enough space to squeeze out of the cubicle. “Eleven o’clock sharp on Monday morning. You had better have all my file in order.”

“Yeah, yeah.” Lester eyed the heavy pot and fought the urge to say buh-bye, Biff-o. “You’ll get it, Warner. It’s my job.”

Lester walked down the corridor and swiped his badge at the glass doors. His heels clacked on the polished tiles and he strode briskly to the elevator. He swiped his badge again and pressed the down button. With the offices nearly empty, he only waited a few moments for the doors to slide open. Lester stepped inside, pressed the lobby button and smiled. Not even Biff-o the Blowhard could ruin his evening now. It was Friday night, the best night of the week.  

Outside the air was brisk and the skyline was lit orangey-red and darkening. He checked his cheap, digital watch and figured he had time for a shower and shave before dinner.  He dodged the honking, downtown traffic as he jay-walked to the subway stop and descended into the underworld of Blunt City, his adopted home of the last few years. 

Newspapers and flyers blew around him as the gust of wind signaled the arrival of the subway car. He had to push to cram himself in with the other passengers eager to leave the sterile business district to the rich bankers who would spend the evening schmoozing over glasses of champagne. Not Lester. He had much more ambitious plans that he would share with is two best friends, Amy and Gunner. 

***
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The pub in the downtown core was packed with the usual twenty something crowd. Friday night could be hard to get a table, but Amy, Gunner and Lester had been coming long enough to guarantee they would get seated with minimal wait. The Friday night ritual was the highlight of Lester’s week, and tonight’s dinner was extra special with the challenge he would face in a couple of hours.

“Pass the nachos, Gun.” Amy sipped from her straw as Gunner stuffed a heaping mouthful of The Gong Farmer’s signature Chicky-Bacqui Rancheros Nacheros in his mouth.

“Here you go, Ames.” Gunner mumbled and pushed the plate across the table.

“Thanks.” Amy stirred her Singapore Sling. “Les, what were you saying about Warner?”

“Fuck, what a dick.” Lester clicked his tongue. “He tried to get me to do some serious free overtime to organize the mess he made of the latest O’Kelly documents.” Lester adjusted his thick rimmed glasses. “But I told him to go fuck himself and strutted out of the office, disco-cat style.”

“No way!” Amy punched him in the arm. “Did you really?”

“Yeah, Ames,” Lester sipped on his Tom Collins. “Straight up, I did.” 

“Right on, my brother!” Gunner sloshed his ale on the table. “Shit! Sorry!”

Lester never had a better time than when he was with Amy Garfield and Guneet “Gunner” Singh. They had met in Blunt City University in their first year at a 70s dance competition and had been inseparable ever since. Lester still kept the competition’s first prize trophy in his tiny one-room basement apartment on the top his shelf with a dozen other dance trophies underneath.

“Yeah, you should have seen the look on Biff-o’s face.” Lester’s sipped on his Tom Collins and smacked his lips. “But I still have to clean up his shit on Monday morning.”

Gunner reached across the table for another loaded nacho. “Why don’t you tell the law firm to fuck off?” 

“You know I can’t, man,” Lester slouched. “I can barely cover rent as it is on my shitty pay.”

“You should’ve become a lawyer.” Gunner winked at Amy who frowned.

“Yeah, thanks dad.” Of the three, Lester was the only dropout. Gunner had finished his degree in computer science and Amy was completing a post-doc in medieval history. Lester had worked at odd jobs for a while, then a few years ago he took a job in the law firm as a clerk. He couldn’t say he hated the job, but when he daydreamed about his future in his cube he often was filled with thoughts of dread. Lester kept at it because he had a knack for the work and he needed a steady gig to afford to live in the downtown. Even if his apartment was hardly more than a cold cellar, Lester was close to all the major discotheques.

“Just hang in there, tiger. Something better will come along.” Amy gave him a goofy grin. “And think of tonight’s 70s Groove-a-Thon Contest at the EP!” 

Lester’s face spit into a wide smile. “Yeah. I’m taking the crown, guys. I can feel it.”

“No way, man.” Gunner wriggled his shoulders. “I’m been practicing all week in front of the mirror.”

“Let’s see if you can coordinate your stringy legs with my trademarked Huh-Chas.” Lester snapped his fingers and thumped out a disco rhythm on the table as Amy and Gunner laughed. Tonight was the night; Lester could feel it.
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Chapter 2: Disco King by Night:
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The Electric Poohbah was steaming and rippling with energy. The EP was the biggest discotheque in Blunt City and held the best monthly 70s dance contests. It was converted from an old sugar factory that was located down on the waterfront and was surrounded by pubs and restaurants with a subway stop close by. The giant discotheque had several dance halls, with the central dance hall dedicated to 70s music on Friday nights. Busy every weekend, the Electric Poohbah had its most sparkly crowd for the monthly Groove-a-Thon Contest where it crowned a single winner king or queen.

Lester pushed his way through the crowd to the center dance floor for his warm up. In less than twenty minutes the contest would begin, and he was in the second batch qualifying round with Amy and Gunner. He felt the raw energy as he was bumped and jostled. Amy grabbed onto his shirt as he squeezed through a line of loiterers that ringed the dance floor. He grinned at his two companions when his heels clacked on the flashing, glass floor lighting of his warrior’s arena.

Gunner hadn’t been the only one practicing for the dance-off. Lester had been working hard for a month, since his second-place finish in the last month’s contest. No one remembered the runner up, he thought. Lester was determined to become this month’s Monarch of the Disco. He knew that for Amy and Gunner it was only a fun past-time, and even though the practiced they didn’t have Lester’s single-minded objective to become someone great through disco dancing. 

The foggy heat had Lester sweating from his brow even before he broke out his first moves. Lester had taken lessons in high school; break dancing, hip-hop and jazz, but never felt those styles fit his persona. He knew he had been born in the wrong decade, as everything about him screamed the 1970s. His shaggy hair, his tight-fitting clothes, his slim build and his long sideburns which raised eyebrows in the office.

The pounding music was the warrior’s call to pulse and confront his rivals. Lester began to circle, warming up with his disco shuffle. He quickly moved on to the low roll and then the high roll as he continued to shuffle to the center of the dance floor. He caught the eye of some long-time dance challengers. Lester shuffled out of sink and hit the counter beat opposite them before he clicked his disco shoes and flourished with a couple of high double disco-points to their howls. Tonight was the night.

Round One was up, and Lester kept his hips moving next to Amy and Gunner on the edge of the dance floor and surveyed the challengers. No serious rivals in this batch. He was certain he wouldn’t have any trouble with his own round, but the real challenger was last month’s winner, Ralph “The Manakin” Greenbaum. Lester spotted his shaggy nemesis across the floor standing in the Round Three group. He dressed in his usual baby blue shirt and black slacks and an orange suede cap. The reigning EP dance king was chatting with his ‘chickadees’ when he caught Lester staring. Greenbaum circled his arms around two of his chickadees and made a big show of laughing.  Lester snapped his fingers, shook out his shoulders and took his turn on the floor with Round Two group.

Breath, hip, pulse, roll. Lester was in full groove in the middle of his qualifying round and moved on to a slick single-single-double-freeze. With a heel click he spun and galloped around the square to the cheering cloud. He stopped next to Amy for a hip bump and dared to slide away on his knees before he hopped back up on his heels. Lester grinned at Gunner as they exchanged swipe-tap-rolls. He rolled his shoulders and shimmied with mincing steps. Lester moved on to a low step knee and shook his head at a palpitating Gunner. Too early for the Huh-Cha. Lester needed it in the qualifying round to make the tete-to-tete grand finale against Greenbaum.

Greenbaum glared as Rounds Two and Three crossed paths. “Come to get you skinny ass kicked again, Les?” He sneered. “You look like a frilly cocktail toothpick.”

“Your fat, feathery ass is mine, Manakin.” Lester double-flicked out a roof-on-fire. “I’ll see you in the finals.”

Despite Greenbaum’s tubbiness, Lester was impressed by his moves. He used his belly to his advantage, as every hip thrust had twice the weight behind it and he sent the girls flying. Greenbaum was surprisingly agile, and despite being short he could stretch his body and disco finger with the best of them. Lester wasn’t surprised he hadn’t pulled out his number one move, “The Manakin”, just yet. Like Lester, he would save the big guns for the final qualifying round.

Less than an hour later the judges had picked the qualifiers. Amy was out, but both Gunner and Lester had made the Final Eight. It would be a dance-off with a jury to decide the two finalists and this month’s Monarch of the Disco. The qualifiers strutted around the LED dance floor which pulsed to the pounding rhythm from the enormous speaker cabinets. Lester crossed eyes with a grinning Gunner. They turned and bustopped each other as Lester kept on eye on Greenbaum. With a nod to Gunner, it was time to seal the deal.

“Huh-cha!” Lester swept his leg in a high arc over Gunner’s head.

“Huh-cha!” Gunner responded a little too low and grazed Lester’s shaggy bush.

The crowd around the dance floor erupted into hoots and hollers as the final four were called out. Gunner cursed up a storm at being eliminated, so Lester was left to face off with two disco tenderfoots and The Manakin. Lester was certain the two unknowns would crack under the tremendous EP pressure, but not the Manakin. They were given just enough time to gulp down some water as the DJ changed to a more upbeat tune as the four faced off.

“Give it up, Les.” Greenbaum dogged back and forth, his arms rolling to the rhythm. “Once I let loose The Manakin, he’s gonna shit all over your shaggy head.” 

“Manakin, my Huh-Cha is gonna defeather your chicken.” Les snap-kicked. “And just wait to see what I’ve got in store for you for the finale.”

“You’ve got nothin’, Les.” The Manakin twirled. “Your Huh-Cha may have got you this far, but you’ll up when you see my warp-speed Manakin.”

“I’m gonna skewer your bird.”

The four finalists circled and broke into coordinated dolphins, paring up, breaking off and repairing. As Lester and Greenbaum crossed over, they funky chickened. Lester readied to carwash away but was hit with a full force of a Greenbaum hip bump that sent him flying into the banister. He gestured angrily to the judges who shrugged and pointed to the DJ. Lester looked up to see DJ Funky Fuzz unfold a sheet of paper. 

“Stone foxes and Casanovas, welcome to the Electric Poohbah!” DJ Funky Fuzz howled.

Lester felt a charge run through him as the discotheque exploded in a chorus of voices and booming bass notes. The crown did its typical wave and roll while marching on the spot to return the greeting. Lester had his arms above his head and sneered at Greenbaum. He tried to find Amy and Gunner on the sidelines, but he was blinded by the flashing lights.

“Tonight, we are going to crown our King! You all know these two boogie-cats!” Lester felt himself flush as he saw the DJ look right into his eyes. “I wanna see you buggin’ out for Lester the Groovy and The Manakin!”

Lester and Greenbaum whooped and slid into the center of the dance floor, parading like peacocks. Lester greeted the crowd with an electric slide, while Greenbaum went with a classic hustle. The two disco warriors faced each other and unleashed a furious blur of savage points and violent hip thrusts as the club disco cats bulged and surged.

“If you ain’t jivin’ yet, you better get your buzz on for these two cats!” DJ Funky Fuzz slid up the dial and the bass boomed. “Give these princes your good vibes! Tonight, we crown our Disco King! Let the grand finale begin!” 

The two bitter adversaries began to circle with a coordinated shimmy, each man guarding his secret weapon closest to his disco innards. Lester felt confident, he had shown his Huh-Cha, but he hadn’t busted out the highly classified, extended version with its astounding finish. He needed strategy to get Greenbaum to commit to The Manakin so he could follow up with his winning card. Lester learned from his second-place finish that it was the last move that would influence the judges and bring upon complete, untamed victory.

Greenbaum and Lester faced off and began robotting. Lester shuffled left as Greenbaum shuffled to his right. They used their static, broken limb dance to pump up the crowd. Lester went with a classic 70s step, but Greenbaum dared to push the dance towards 1980. Lester recognized Greenbaum’s widening stance and loose, Egyptian arms and he tensed waiting for his opponent to make his move. Suddenly, The Manakin! With a blinding side to side movement, Greenbaum broke out his signature tropical bird dance to the roaring crowd.  Skipping along like a Jesus lizard across a spectral pond, the chubby reigning king dazzled the crowd. Lester waited for Greenbaum’s final pirouette and tensed to strike.

“Huh-cha, Huh-cha!”

Lester arced out two sweeping high kicks in a sumptuous display of brutal masculinity. As his right foot skimmed the flashing floor like gazelle prancing across kaleidoscope, he propelled himself upwards on the tip of his toes. With a grunt he executed a perfect split jump and fell into a languid hanuman asana with his arms extended to nirvana. 

“Pizzazz!”

The discotheque popped like an overflated confetti filled balloon with Gunner and Amy shrieking on the edge of the dance pit. A grinning Lester leapt back up on his feet and did a running man victory lap around the center of the dance floor as hands pounded him on the back. He hustled up to Greenbaum who tipped his suede hat in a gentlemanly gesture. Lester knew the crowd had decided the winner. He looked at DJ Funky Fuzz who spoke with the jury and pointed below. The sonic guru lifted the mic to his lips and turned to the swelling crowd.

“Funky sisters and brothers! All hail your winner and new King of the Disco, Lester the Groovy!” DJ Funky Fuzz waved to Lester as the crowd screeched and bellowed. “Lester the Groovy, come on up here and take your crown!”

Lester bounded up on the stage and waved to the thundering crowd. He did an electric slide across the stage and then strutted back while mixing in a bit of sprinkler so he could stop and admire the swarming disco cats. Lester grinned widely at the house Disco Fox dressed in a shimmering, silver desk as she approved with a plastic, gold and jewel encrusted crown. He mimed a robot sink so she could easily put it on her head and gave her his best diamond smile. Lester did his second side leap of the night and basked in the howling hubbub. 

“Lester, what do you want to say to the crowd?” The DJ stuck the mic in his face.

“All hail King Lester the Groovy!” The crowd whooped back all hail King Lester the Groovy as Lester hustled.

“Real cool, cat! Lester, thanks for coming up! Now let’s get back –” 

“Flash mob on Sunday at noon in Captain Blunt Plaza!” Lester held on tight to the mic.

“Right, great. Now let’s back to –”

“Your kings commands you!” Lester screamed into the mic. “Be there or be square!”

“Ok, Lester, that’s enough of –”

“All hail King Lester!” Lester tore the mic from the DJ’s hands. “All hail King Lester the Groovy!” The crowd roared as the DJ clawed back the mic. Lester rotated his wrist in a perfect royal wave to the chant of all hail King Lester the Groovy.
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Chapter 3: Flash Mob:
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The Burnt Toast Diner bustled with frenetic brunchers lining up to scoop mushy eggs and bacon onto plates piled high with pancakes drowned in syrup. Servers swept up and down the rows of tables pouring weak coffee and clearing off tables to prepare for the lunch crowd. The greasy spoon was located in the heart of Blunt City, right across the street from Captain Blunt Plaza, the hallowed meeting place for all career flash mobbers.

“Guys, I’m totally wrecked.” Gunner’s sloppily wrapped dastar slid into his eyes.

“No kidding, Gun.” Amy tapped her forehead. “You drank like a fish two nights in a row.”

“I know,” Gunner groaned over a half-eaten plate of greasy sausage and eggs. “But we didn’t really get to celebrate Les’s victory on Friday night, so I had to double down last night.” He raised his mug of coffee. “All hail King Lester the Groovy.”

Lester raised his mug in return and grinned. “All hail me! Guys, do you think there will be a big turnout for the flash mob?” He looked at his digital watch. “It’s in fifteen minutes, but I don’t see anyone in 70s jive. I really want at least one hundred people.”

Amy looked out the diner window. “Well, it’s still early. Wait a minute!” She pointed. “Look at that group over there by the statue.”

“I don’t see any 70s cats.”

“No, not the Captain Blunt statue,” Amy pushed Lester’s head to the left. “Next to the tiny, First Nations statue.” 

“Shit! Yeah! There must be about twenty of them!” Lester pounded Gunner on the back. “C’mon Gun, finish your breakfast!”

“Jesus, Les, take it easy!” Gunner stuffed a sausage in his mouth. “My head feels like an elephant walked all over it.”

“Well, you better be ready to do the EP Line Hustle in ten minutes.” Lester stood up and grabbed the powerful boombox. “Guys, can you cover breakfast? I’m going to meet and greet.”

“No worries, man.” Gunner yawned. “All hail King Lester the Groovy.”

Lester chuckled as he danced around a serving girl and out the door. He jaywalked past irritated motorists and sashayed into the large square. Lester made a beeline directly for the group of cool cats that stood next to the muddled artistic rendering of the First Nations people. Before he reached them, he saw a lanky girl wave at him. Lester paused and wondered if he had been recognized because of his face or because of his boombox.

“Hey, you’re Lester the disco King, right?” A young woman in complete 70s drag smiled.

“King Lester the Groovy, that’s me!” He cocked an eyebrow and raised his slight shoulders. “You recognized me?”

“Sure, I was at the contest Friday night in Round One.” She did a dolphin. “But I got eliminated in the first round.”

Lester responded with a funky chicken. “What’s your name, foxy lady?”

She giggled, “I’m Katie.”

“Nice to meet you, Katie.” Lester looked around and waved at her friends. “Not a bad group you’ve got.”

“Thanks, but that one is way bigger.” She turned to the green patch at the edge of the plaza and shouted. “Hey guys, over here! King Lester’s made it with his boombox!”

Lester’s jaw dropped as nearly one hundred people in full 70s threads cheered and waved. The group moved forward in a variety of shuffles and hustles as more 70s cats began to fill the square. Lester turned when he heard hollering to his back as another group with boas and suede caps shimmied towards them. He waved and arm and was met by cheers.

Lester turned to Katie. “How is it so many people know about the flash mob?” 

“Your win at the disco Friday night went viral. Everyone saw the splits. It’s called the Pizzazz, right?

Lester grinned, “Yeah, that’s right!” 

Katie clicked on her smartphone and held it up to Lester. “This is the video I posted of you on Blather. And your shout-out for the EP Hustle Flash Mob has been chirped like a million times.”

“Yeah, that’s me!” Lester watched his perfectly executed Pizzazz loop on Katie’s smartphone. “I haven’t been on Blather since Friday night before I won.”

Katie laughed. “So old school. I check Blather like every five minutes. I even have automatic chirps enabled.”

“I think I’m gonna check Blather way more often.” He spun a 360 and kicked up his heels. “Holy shit! More people are piling in!” 

Katie nodded. “The whole Electric Poohbah disco group on Blather said they would come.”

“Seriously?” Lester widened his eyes. “There must have been a thousand people at the club that night!”

She winked, “yeah, so you better give us good directions, King Lester.”

Gunner appeared beside Lester and shook him hard enough that he lost balance. “Holy shit man! There are hundreds of people in the plaza all decked out in 70s jive!”

“I know!” Les kept rubbernecking and saw more 70s cats arrive. “There’s no way my boombox is going to be heard. Shit, I won’t be seen either.” He propped himself up on Gunner and tried to look over the crowd. “How am I going to lead the flash mob?”

Gunner pointed to the statue of Captain Blunt. “The base of the statue is pretty wide. You should be able to manage your moves on it. Plus, you’ll be three feet higher than the crowd.”

“I don’t know, Gun.” Amy pulled on Lester’s sleeve. “Les, there’s a fence around it for a reason.”

Lester continued to look around the square as more people piled in. He checked his watch then looked at Amy and Gunner. “I’m going for it!”

With a cat-like bounce, Lester catapulted towards the statue and hopped over the low, wrought iron fence with his boombox on his shoulder. He leapt up on the statue’s base and surveyed the crowd. The biggest surprise was that right in the middle stood The Manakin with a couple of chickadees. They exchanged cool nods as a roar went up when the crowd noticed Lester under the austere Captain Blunt. Lester watched the waving sea of dancers and onlookers lay themselves out like a perfectly orchestrated cabaret. He looked at his watch; 11:59. Lester set his boombox down, turned the volume knob to max and pressed play. It squealed out and then boomed a pulsated beat as the crowd began to hop and holler.

“C’mon disco cats you know the drill! Get ready for the Electric Poohbah Hustle!” Lester shouted. “On four! One, two, three, FOUR!”

Lester dazzled into the first part of the EP Hustle, a hybrid between the classic disco line and the bus stop. He rolled, stepped and clacked and sent his disco points upwards to pierce the sky. After whirling for a minute, he began the eight-count dolphin to signal to the crowd part two of the EP Hustle, the potentially dangerous car wash hustle hybrid. To his relief, most of the enormous crowd managed the transition with minimal impact to forearms and shin bones. The sea of disco cats twirled around as Lester yelped and began the second dolphin eight-count for the grand finale. The crowd jostled into a rambunctious sneaky-deaky hustle hybrid. They disco cats slinked up and down, then left and right as Lester clapped to keep time. As the song came to an end, Lester finished with a Pizzazz to rapture of the screeching crowd.

Lester gave his funky king’s wave, hopped down with his boombox and vaulted over the low fence. He was met with high fives and hip bumps as he thanked the crowd. Lester grinned his way through the disco cats and bowed when someone shouted all hail Lester the Groovy. The crowd took up the chant as Lester shimmied and nearly dropped his boombox as he broke out into a Russian squat dance. Lester bounced up and minced his way across the square to the corner where the tiny Amy hopped up and down waving her red scarf. 

Amy jumped into Lester’s arms and squealed. “Les, that was so amazing!” 

Gunner bearhugged the three of them. “My groovy cats, we are totally trippin’!”

“Did you see The Manakin!” Lester slid Amy to the ground with his boombox. “The Manakin came to pay homage to the king! That’s like in the Middle Ages, right Ames?”

“Uh, well, tributes did take place but –” 

“Hey! That’s Katie!” Lester waved both arms furiously. “Katie, over here!”

Katie sauntered up with her bell-bottom jeans, crop top and short leather jacket. “Lester, that was totally funky! I can’t believe that so many people actually kept time!”

“Yeah, I know! And there were no broken bones during the carwash boogie!” Lester slid between his best friends. “Speaking of boogie down cats, this is Amy and Gunner.”  

“Hi, I’m Katie.” She gave a little wave from her elbow.

“Yeah, we figured that out when Casanova here drooled out your name.” Gunner jerked a thumb at the glowering Lester.

Katie laughed and gave Lester a timid glance. “Well, Lester sure knows how to get his groove on.”

“You should see him when he gets aww sooky sooky! Ouch!” Gunner rubbed his arm and shrugged at a frowning Amy.

“So, anyway,” Lester scowled at Gunner then smiled at Katie. “So, you had a groovin’ time?”

“Yeah, it was totally fab.”

“Maybe we can meet up?” Lester flushed and turned his back to Gunner who tried to ogle over his shoulder. “You know maybe grab a bite, confab, and then hit the EP?”

“Yeah, that’d be great.” Katie rocked from side to side. “So, you’ll chirp me on Blather?”
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