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“Loving her…” he told the
bartender,

“… is like trying to fuck standing up in a
hammock.”


Chapter 1

“You disgusting, lazy-ass, self-indulgent
pig.”

Damn, she looked good.

“I see you are still working feverishly at
being the most boring, drunk-ass bastard on the planet.”

Bitch had a point. I suppose the three empty
Guinness bottles and scattered shot glasses on the bar were a
blatant tip-off. This crappy dive of a bar was my second home. I
still hadn’t created the proper derogatory slam to hit her with, so
I simply sat quiet and let her do what she did best.

“You are just exactly how I expected to find
you, belly-up to the bar and still mentally constipated. What’s the
matter … pussy got your tongue?”

I took another long draw from my Guinness.
Yeah, she looked hotter than Bionce’ in her fuck-me pumps.

“Not a word from you in a Goddamn year, and
this is how it’s gonna be? Speak to me, you arrogant prick.”

“You’re giving me a hard-on.” By now, she
was inches from my ear and shouting as if she was somewhere across
town.

“I fucking hate you, you miserable,
sorry-ass, fuck-up of an idiot. I oughta rip your testicles off one
at a time and cram them down your throat, you cold-hearted
jerk-off.”

Yeah…I think I could love her.

“So, Mr. I’m-gonna-be-famous, Mr.
Super-mega-author-writer, Mr. World-kiss-my-ass…how’s your stench
of a life going, anyway? Here I stand, looking damn good in this
hot little outfit, and all you can do is stare at the fucking
bartender?”

“You know what else you’d look good in?” I
asked, dry and emotionless. She just growled into my ear like she
was going to eat her way through my head. I finished my sentence.
“…A straight jacket and a gynecologist chair.”

Her fists were squeezed up tight as drums,
and I was just certain one would push through my inner ear any
minute. I was doing pretty good, really, despite my usual lack of
self discipline with her. I held my own, sort of…that is, until she
drug her tongue up the outside of my ear and ended with one of
those kisses that could ejaculate a brass monkey.

“So…miss me?” she asked.

What the hell was I going to say? Hell yeah,
I missed her. My shipwreck of a life was as lackluster as an Al
Gore speech. In the last year, since our biggest and worst fight of
our life, Cat stomped away from my tiny apartment and out of my
life. And I thought it was for good. Since then, I just kept typing
out enough words to sell to the half-dozen smut magazines and
paparazzi papers to pay the rent. Her
Super-mega-author-writer comment hurt a little, but she was
right nevertheless. I never went anywhere other than the grocery
store and this damn stinking bar and grill—and the grill was the
stinking part.

Damn, she looked good. And that
kiss…shiiiit! Yeah, I missed every part of her, but I wasn’t going
to give her the satisfaction of hearing it from me. We were both
guilty of everything we ever accused one another of, and our last
fight was only slightly more graphic and ugly than our usual daily
arguments. Neither of us were what you might call upstanding
pillars in society. And even though I was still absolutely furious
with her, I was still so friggen glad to feel her near that my
heart raced inside my chest.

Damn, she looked good.

“Hey, Johnny,” she shouted across the bar,
“…why don’t you get off your dead ass and get me a beer?”

Johnny smiled and shook his head as he
twisted the top from a Budweiser. He sat it gently in front of her
and smarted off. “Two-fifty, Bitch.”

Cat reached over the bar and grabbed his
neck tie. She tugged him nearly across the bar and tongue-kissed
him like she was on fire. When she released him, she smiled that
rip-your-heart-out grin and asked, “What did you say?”

“Nuthin’…” he stammered, trying to hide the
teepee in his pants. “Nuthin’ at all.”

“So,” she continued, “you never said you
missed me.”

“Yeah, I miss you…like I miss my last
hemorrhoid.”

“Are you still seeing that dog-fucking,
crack-whore, Sherri?” Cat was never short on clever put-downs.

“Shame on you, Cat. You know Sherri doesn’t
do crack.” I knew she’d like that response. “To answer your
question, no. I ran out of dogs.”

Cat laughed out loud and shouted again at
poor Johnny. “Hey, Dickhead, two more beers.” It didn’t take him
long to grab two Buds and head our way with a new heavy apron tied
to his waste. It didn’t hide the stiff one he carried with him.

“Come ‘ere,” Cat grunted, staring him down.
Johnny was a bit timid, but horny as a spring jackrabbit. Once
again, his tie was in her hand and his body leaned out over the
bar. This time she did him in. She whispered something deep into
his ear and followed the words with her tongue. By the time she
began nibbling down his neck, he tugged away and raced to the
restroom.

Cat gave a wry smile. “I guess I’m just more
than he can bear.”

No shit.

Cat had always been this way. She never
backed down from anything, and I suspect no man has ever escaped
once she’d elected to have him for a few hours … or days. She could
make the Devil blush if she wanted and could turn a crowd of men
into a slobbering slush heap in a matter of seconds. The impish
tattoo on her right arm showed a little she-devil holding a pair of
handcuffs, with four words stenciled below. I MAKE THE
RULES. And she always did. You wouldn’t think anyone could pull
off tattoos and a miniskirt, but she by-god could, trust me. Damn,
she looked good.

“So, whaddaya want, Cat?” I finally asked,
being as blunt as ever. “I know you don’t love me anymore…if you
ever did. I’m sure you’re still doing every cock-ape you can find.
Why visit me? I already told you, I ran out of dogs.”

Again she laughed, and I felt a little bit
better about myself.

“Everything has to have a motive, doesn’t
it, Mr. Defensive. I can’t just come see you, asshole?”
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